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NO ONE HAS TO KNOW, PROFESSOR

CHAPTER 1

Before I met Cassie, my life used to be tragically boring.

I’d been teaching Literature at a fairly prestigious university for twenty years. Nothing terribly exciting ever happened to me. My daily routine consisted of waking up, getting ready, going to work, and coming home. Lather, rinse, repeat. I wore the same gray suits, always perfectly dry cleaned, spot treated, and ironed. They matched the gray in my hair and—though I didn’t know it then—the gray in my soul. Days that slightly edged towards dramatic consisted of faculty dinners where the most scandalous topic was the latest budget cuts. Dull, I know, but it was the life I led for many years and I was fine with it. It suited me, I suppose.

But then, of course, I met her.

And everything changed.

Dramatically.

Scandalously.

Irrevocably.

I always looked forward to the start of a new semester because it meant a fresh group of students. Every now and then, a student would catch my attention…and in all honesty, they were usually female. It came with the territory of teaching English Literature. I taught everything from Shakespeare and the Romantics to British literature and poetry, so the bulk of my classes consisted of young women.

Whenever a student would pique my interest, I’d make my ‘observations’ but I’d strictly keep them to myself. Professors taught inside a box; and with the way the world was turning these days, I made every attempt to make sure both my legs and arms were within its boundaries. I was scared about making a remark or giving off a look that could be taken as—and reported as—inappropriate.

But as I said, I did like to make my ‘observations’. Like the student who was always attentive and came to each class with a different hairstyle, the one who made it a point to sit in the front wearing low-cut tops…the shy girl with a pretty face who kept her head down and never talked during lectures. There are many things you can pick up on when they think you’re not watching them. I admit that sometimes these girls showed up in my daydreams and sometimes even made an appearance in my sexual fantasies. I’d never acted on any of those urges, of course, but couldn’t a man dream?

When Cassandra Galanis enrolled in my course, I took a note of her instantly.

My classes were always fairly large and I typically posted the class rosters prior to the start of the semester, so it wasn’t unusual for me to learn my students’ names prior to meeting them face-to-face. When I saw ‘Cassandra Galanis’ on the roster, something about her name rang a bell. It didn’t take too long for me to remember a certain Yanis Galanis—a wealthy private donor to the school. Well-known to the university staff. A quick Google search confirmed their relationship.

I wondered what kind of young woman Yanis’s daughter would be.

During the first few lectures, Cassandra sat towards the front, but not so close that I felt like she was trying to grab my attention. She sat and wrote pages and pages in her binder while she listened intently to the subjects I rattled off during each lecture. While she was taking notes of what I said, I was taking notes too—of her simple yet confident style, and how pretty her shoulders looked when she was generous enough to expose them.

Usually that was as far as things went. Just silent exchanges, private thoughts, a few seconds of eye contact. My conscience told me I was too old for her, she was too young for me, and I valued my job way too much to put any of it at risk.

But during my second week of teaching, Cassandra became the first person to come to class. She sat at the very front this time, setting out her laptop, pen, and binder, and would often flip through her notes before the start of the lecture. She never spoke to me, but she did smile. It made me a little nervous, that smile. Then, as time went on, I’d catch her staring at me in a strange way, her eyes roaming from the top of my gray-speckled head to the chapped leather soles of my loafers. It was like she wasn’t just interested in studying Literature, she was interested in studying me.  

I was a little confused at that point. Why would a young, wealthy girl like her be interested in a man like me? She was in her prime and probably cycled through boyfriends as often as she cycled through clothing. In any case, a girl as pretty as her had no time for an old professor. A younger one, maybe, but not someone like me.

Then on a blustery fall day, Cassandra came up to me after class. I was packing up my bag, and when I looked up at her, I was instantly struck by how stunning she was up close. Her long, wavy hair and hoop earrings framed her face perfectly, and her lips were full and inviting. Like they’d taste sweet if you kissed them. Her crop top highlighted her ample breasts and toned stomach.

“Professor Mallory?” she asked in a voice softer than I’d expected.

“Yes?” I answered, smiling politely.

“I have a question about the assignment for the paper?”

“Of course,” I said. “What can I help you with, Miss Galanis?”

Her eyes met mine. “Cassie. Please call me Cassie.”

“Cassie,” I said, giving a curt nod. “How can I help you, Cassie?”

“I’d actually like to book a one-on-one meeting with you to discuss some questions I have about our assignment.”

“Okay,” I said, nodding again. I stroked my laptop keypad, but the screen had become a haze. “When would be a good time for you?”

She smiled. “When would be convenient for you, Professor?”

Nice. Polite. Focused. I made these silent observations as I clicked open my calendar and scrolled through my schedule. “How about tomorrow afternoon at two p.m.? Would that work?”

Cassie nodded. “That would work perfectly. Thank you.”

I closed my calendar. “Perfect. I’ll see you tomorrow then.”

She gave me a little wave and turned and walked away, and I found myself watching her leave the lecture hall. I suddenly felt a little unsteady on my feet. I felt flushed, too, and as I zipped up my bag and started walking my way towards the exit, it hit me that I was going to get an uninterrupted hour with Cassandra Galanis all to myself. I was jittery at the thought, but I couldn’t be sure if that was down to excitement or nerves.


CHAPTER 2

I spent the whole of the next morning thinking about that upcoming meeting. I was annoyed at myself for being so jittery about it. I’d held meetings with hundreds of students—including the flirty ones who were intent on dressing provocatively whenever they needed something from me—so what was so different about Cassie? I was an experienced and respected forty-eight-year-old professor—I shouldn’t have been anxious about meeting with a nineteen-year-old girl.

But…I was.

As two p.m. ticked closer, I packed up my things and left my office. I walked across the campus to one of the meeting rooms in the library, grateful for the brisk autumn air. I stepped through the glass double doors and found the meeting room I’d reserved, relieved to see that no one else had unintentionally claimed it. I sat down and placed my bag on the floor and began to set up my laptop. As soon as I was done, the door opened and Cassie Galanis walked into the room.

I smiled and greeted her. She was wearing a fitted knit dress the color of a sunset. The dress was short—it ended just above her knees, and it had a rounded neckline that showed off her collarbone and those slim, tanned shoulders I’d secretly grown to admire so much.

Beautiful.

I’d expected her to sit on the chair across from me, but Cassie slid into the one right next to me instead. For a brief second, my mind went blank, but then I quickly recovered and opened up my laptop.

“I hope I’m not late,” she said, flashing me a smile.

“Not at all,” I said. “You’re right on time, Miss—uh, Cassie.”

“Great. I’ve been looking forward to this meeting all day.”

Oh, really? Why’s that? “I’m glad to hear that. What would you like to talk about?”

Cassie was silent for a moment and looked down at her lap. At that point I became foolishly distracted by her breasts, noticing how her nipples had gone stiff, creating two pointed tips against the soft fabric of her dress. My breath caught in my throat as I felt a stirring in my groin.

I had to look away.

“I started working on the assignment,” she said finally.

“Already?” I smiled lightly. “We only assigned it yesterday.”

She shrugged. “I thought I’d get a head start.”

I nodded. “Alright. Then tell me what you have so far.”

Before she spoke, I realized suddenly that the subject matter for the assignment in question—one that I’d planned to spend several weeks on—was more intimate than I would’ve liked it to be. I’d picked an 1872 Gothic novella—Carmilla by Sheridan Le Fanu—that happened to involve a young woman getting seduced by a lesbian vampire. It was a fascinatingly haunting tale that dealt with both female sexuality and vampirism in a way that no writer did during that time, published before Bram Stoker penned Dracula by a good thirty years.

Cassie gave me a sexy, sideward smile. “I’ve already read Carmilla,” she said.

“You have?” I was a little surprised.

Cassie nodded. “I’ve read it twice. Actually, it’s one of my favorite books.” She paused. “And one of the first to use female homosexuality as part of the plot, right? I think some consider Carmilla to be one of the earliest works of lesbian pulp fiction.”

“That’s right,” I said, then cleared my throat. “So. I assume you already have a thesis for the paper.”

Cassie placed her binder on the table and opened up to a page scribbled with her writing. “Yes. I’d like to explore the importance of seduction in sexuality. Female seduction, to be more specific. In the novella, we witness Carmilla using techniques of seduction to gain Laura’s trust, flattering her, and even going as far as to suggest she’d like to have a sister like her.” A brief, mischievous smile. “But the whole time, Carmilla’s goal is purely to use Laura sexually.”

I shifted in my chair, tickled slightly by how intelligent Cassie sounded. “Why do you say Carmilla is your favorite book? It’s an interesting choice.”

“Because it’s about the power a woman has at the end of the day.” Cassie’s smile grew. “But also, Professor...I think I have a fixation.”

A fixation on what?

I never got the answer to that question, because then she slid her chair very slowly towards me, and before I could let in another breath, her hand was right on my thigh. “I feel like I can relate to Carmilla a lot.”

My breathing stopped. A part of me was impressed by how bold she was. Another part was raising alarm bells.

“Cassie...” I found myself saying. “I don’t know what you’re playing at, but this is inappropriate.”

Her hand remained on my thigh. “Professor Mallory...” Her fingers drew lines on my trousers. “Do you know who my father is?”

Yanis Galanis. Of course I did. I’d even met him a handful of times at various events, but we only spoke enough for me to have gotten a gotten a vague impression of him. He was as pleasant as any other wealthy, popular businessman—which is to say he was arrogant and demanding. 

“I know who your father is,” I said numbly.

Cassie licked her full, peach-colored lips. “Then you know that Daddy’s a very important man. He doesn’t fool around.”

I looked around again, worried that people could see her touching me through the transparent walls of our meeting room. There was no one sitting at the desks nearby, and I spotted a lone figure out at the far end of one of the bookshelves. Still, our relative privacy didn’t make me feel any better. I looked at her again, and she was still smiling at me with those pretty green eyes, and I felt my heart sinking.

“I’d like to go somewhere else, Professor,” Cassie said, rising up and collecting her books and binder. “Will you come with me?”

Still so polite. Charming. I knew I should’ve gotten out. I should’ve just packed my things and left the room right then. But my body was rooted to the ground and it was buzzing with a nervous electricity I hadn’t felt in a long, long time.

My hand reached for my laptop. I shut it close and began to pack my bag. “I’m finished here, so I’ll be leaving.” It took every ounce of strength in me to walk to the door and pull it open.

But just as I was about to step out, I felt a soft hand curl around my wrist. The hand tightened, and I turned to see Cassie holding on to me, her eyes fluttering playfully. “I thought you’d be good to me, Professor.” Her voice was almost a whisper.

Expletives rang through my head. Twenty years. Twenty years I’d taught at the university, and I’d been the perfect professor. I didn’t have even a smidge of black to my name. But now, with one simple touch from my bombshell of a student—who was truly a walking wet dream, to be fair—all of that was about to be thrown out the window.

“Cassie, I can’t do this.” I wobbled my head from side to side. “It’s completely against our code of ethics. You know it could get me into trouble.”

But even as the words came out of my mouth, my face was telling her a different story. My heart sank. Cassie had a pull over me that I couldn’t seem to shake.

“You won’t get in any trouble, Professor.” She placed her palm flat on my back and pushed me out of the door. “No one has to know.”

She took me through to the corridor where the library restrooms were located, and we walked into the ladies’ room. It was empty—thank goodness. But I was taken aback by how dirty it was—there was soap scum all over the sinks, the hand dryers were covered with streaks of dirt or makeup, and the floor was littered with toilet paper and…was that a used tampon I saw that had rolled out from under one of the stall doors? It wasn’t exactly an inviting place to be, let alone a place to do anything sexual.

Cassie guided me into the last stall and locked the door. This time I noticed her legs, which were nice and long. She placed her bag on top of the cistern, perched herself on top of the closed toilet seat and turned to me.

“Take my panties off, Professor.”

The words passed through me like a ray of lightning. I froze for a second, but Cassie took my hands and placed them on her thighs, and she slid them upward, towards her hips. She was impatient.

I should’ve stopped at least then. I should’ve come to my senses and just left and gone back to my office. But that look on her face had me hypnotized. A flutter of excitement traveled down my spine. I’d never done this before. I’d never done anything remotely close to this.

What would it take for you to just live a little, Bob, you old fart?

One small step into a world of risk and pleasure. Could it hurt?

Not if we keep it between us.

I reached over and slid the hem of Cassie’s dress up. I was trembling—the last time I’d done anything with a woman had been more than two years ago. But before I knew it, my fingers seemed to move on their own. They hooked around the elastic of her silky red panties and I pulled them down her legs. Cassie kicked them off her feet and slid further back on the toilet, her dress kept hiked up around her thighs.

There was a sudden silence that floated into the space between us. My cock leapt inside my trousers in anticipation of seeing her young, fertile cunt. I started to drop to my knees, but then, seeing the brown stains from muddy shoes and heels on the floor (at least, I hoped it was mud), I squatted in front of her instead, my calves straining.

“No.” Cassie’s voice was curt. Bossy, even. “Get down on the floor.”

I found my body shifting, limbs moving like I was nothing but a doll being positioned by her owner. My knees landed on the dirty tiles, my feet slid out behind me, and I could feel the wet filth of the bathroom floor seeping through the woolen weave of my pants.

In less than a minute, my sexy student had stripped me from my status as a respected professor and turned me into a disgraced man kneeling before her inside a filthy toilet stall. Shame rose inside me when the thought had my erection pressing painfully against the seam of my pants.


CHAPTER 3

I looked up at my student, my gaze on the same level as her pretty face. When Cassie stared right back at me, I had this uncanny feeling she was looking straight into my soul. Like she knew all my secrets and she knew who I was…not Robert Mallory but the side of myself I hid from everyone in the name of decency and propriety.

She motioned me closer toward the sumptuous space between her legs. When I did, she pointed to her panties, now shrunken and dangling on the lid of the toilet. I reached over, hooked its waistband with the tip of my index finger, and reluctantly dropped the scrap of fabric into her waiting hand.

Cassie smiled approvingly. “Close your eyes.” And then her panties were pulled tight around my eyes, her sweet scent surrounding me.

The fact she wasn’t letting me see her cunt during what might have been the only time I would let myself do something like this made me furious.

But I bit my tongue and said nothing.

In the darkness, I felt Cassie tug at my hair, and suddenly I smelled more than her panties. I smelled her, that warm scent of fresh cunt and lust, and I was trembling like a teenager about to lose his virginity. My tongue itched to be pressed up against her folds. All my uncertainty disappeared as I followed that instinct, and then it felt like my soul took over, giving her what she desperately needed from me. As her breathing became heavier, so did mine, and I wanted to savor every last drop of her wetness. After a while, I didn’t even feel my erection anymore. I didn’t even remember who I was.

When Cassie came, the room faded around me, and that same buzzing spread through my whole body. I didn’t hear her moan or scream or shout…I only felt her pussy throb against my mouth and her thighs shake around me. Then my heart started to pound. The fact that I’d actually brought a student of mine to orgasm shocked me.

What had I done?

Cassie removed her panties from around my head and the bathroom materialized around me again. I blinked and squinted at the fluorescent lights overhead, my vision adjusting to the brightness. Her face was pink and her lips were parted, and I could still see her chest heaving up and down with each breath. She looked beautiful.

I stood up awkwardly and wiped my mouth with the back of my hand.

“Cassie, this was highly risky,” I said, putting on my stern professor voice. “I think it would be best if we forgot this ever happened. If someone had seen us, and the university found out, they could have fired me on the spot. Please understand, you’re a beautiful girl, but this—”

“It’s fine, Professor Mallory.” She was smiling again. “No one will find out.”

I adjusted my pants, and winced when I saw the brown stain on my knees. The comeback to reality had me twisting in shame about what I’d just done, and all I wanted to do now was just get out of the library. I didn’t want to see her again.

“I...I have another class starting soon, so I really have to go,” I lied. I looked at her again. “And you should, too.”

Cassie slid her bag over her shoulder and picked up her panties from the floor. She tossed them at me, her lips curling into a soft, teasing smile. “I’ll see you in class, Professor.” She unlocked the stall door and then stopped abruptly. “One more thing. I need you to tutor me once a week. Starting this week. I could use some help with my grades.”

I froze. “Tutor you? Cassie, you’re smart. I don’t think—”

“Friday night. At my place. Six o’clock.”

Cassie didn’t wait for me to answer. She simply walked out and disappeared through the bathroom door, leaving it swinging back and forth. My chest pounded as I took her panties in my hand and brought them up to my nose. Her scent filled my head, and I closed my eyes and breathed in deeply. It had been generous of her to give me this parting gift, but that was exactly what it was going to be. A parting gift. There was going to be nothing more between me and Cassie, and I was going to make sure of that.

I opened up my laptop satchel and slid the red silk inside. As I walked out of the ladies’ room, I tried to compose myself, praying that nobody saw me. I left the library and hurried back to my office, where I spent the next hour doing everything I could to get rid of the stains on my pants before I had to teach again.


CHAPTER 4

I was in one of the coffee shops at the university’s student center later on in the day when Pasha Asner sat down next to me, holding a steaming cup of tea. She’d been teaching Russian Literature at the university for the past five years and was one of the only colleagues I was on genuinely friendly terms with.

“Slow day?” she asked.

I smiled. “Yes. I thought I’d sit here and work on some notes.” I took a sip from my latte.

Pasha nodded and took a long, drawn-out sip of her tea. When she glanced up at me again, she was frowning. “Robert, I saw you in the library today. With that student.”

“Oh? Who?” I said as if I was clueless.

Pasha didn’t say her name. She just ran a hand through her loose silver-gray hair and gave me a concerned look. She was in her mid-50s, so a couple of years older than I was, but I knew her gray hair was down to a professional dye job than anything to do with aging. I knew this because we’d have a very brief relationship—and fucked a few times—when she’d first joined. She still insisted on calling me Robert, though, because she hated the name Bob.

“What—what did you see?” I asked lamely. My feet were instinctively moving towards my laptop bag on the floor, where one of the compartments held my guilty secret.

Pasha arched a silver-tinted eyebrow. “Some kind of assignment discussion, right? And let me guess. There was flirting?”

I whooshed out a sigh of relief. At least she hadn’t witnessed us going into the ladies’ room together.

“Maybe a little flirting.” I shrugged. “You know how students can be sometimes. But nothing that could be taken out of context.”

Pasha’s intense gaze stuck to my face like glue. “That girl is trouble.” She leaned forward and dropped her voice to a whisper. “Do you even know her history? She was previously enrolled at another university, but left soon after a sexual harassment case.”

I stared at her. “What?”

Pasha nodded. “She got together with a faculty member and then filed a case against him for stalking and harassment. The university settled out of court to avoid any public scandal, so there was never any official report. The faculty member in question was fired, though. Or…that’s what I heard.”

I leaned back in my chair, suddenly feeling ill. “Pasha, how do you even know all this?”

“I’m Russian,” she said dryly. “You won’t believe the things we can find out.” Pasha took another sip of tea, and her gaze traveled over to the entrance of the coffee shop. She stared at a group of female students and shook her head. “I heard her father is well-known. Yanis Galanis?”

I nodded.

“So she’s got Rich Daddy wrapped around her little finger,” Pasha said, frowning. “Of course, I’ll admit I don’t know the full story. No one does. But it doesn’t take a genius to figure out she’s far more dangerous than she looks. You’d do well to stay away.” Lines appeared around her mouth as she sighed and looked at me kindly, and our shared history flickered between us like a slow-burning flame.

“Pasha...” I started to say, but she was already getting up from the table.

She stopped and touched my arm gently. “Just know I care about you, Robert. If you need anything, I’m here.”

I stared at the posters hung on the wall before me, feeling overwhelmed by everything she’d just said. My mind was still glued to the way Cassie’s dress had clung to her hips and the way she’d looked at me when I’d knelt down on the filth of the ladies’ room floor and pleasured her. Even through all the questions burning in me, one stood out the most: What had I done to attract the attention of a student like Cassie? What the hell did she want from me?

Over the next two days, I focused all my time on doing what I was good at: teaching. With a teaching job there’s always things you have to catch up on, and that kept me busy. I graded papers, met with students, and even took a trip to the bookstore to check out new titles for my courses. I avoided Cassie whenever I saw her, though she sat in the front row wearing sexy little outfits that made me sweat if I lingered on them too long. When my classes ended, I expected her to come up and talk to me, but all she did was gather up her things and leave the room. Each time that happened I’d mentally sigh with relief. Hopefully she’d gotten the hint that whatever had happened was a mistake and that it was over between us.

On Friday afternoon, as soon as office hours were over, I packed up my things and prepared to leave. I had my head spinning with ideas for a potentially interesting lecture topic, and I wanted to pick my brain a little at home and over the weekend.

Just before I shut down my desktop, I hit refresh on my email inbox. There was a new email, and when I clicked on it, my heart stopped. It was from Yanis Galanis. Cassie’s father.

I speed-read the email. Mr. Galanis was thanking me for taking up a tutoring position for his daughter, citing a pay of no less than $200 an hour that would be deposited weekly to my bank account if I’d be so kind as to send him the details. A paid Uber would be sent to me right after Friday work hours so I could leave straight from the university. The email ended with a confirmation of their home address and a reminder that Cassie would need me to tutor her every week on Friday evenings.

Dread settled over me like a rain-drenched cloud. University policy stated that faculty members could not accept monetary payments for any kind of one-to-one teaching or mentoring roles, and even if Cassie’s father was one of the school’s most generous donors, I knew I shouldn’t be tutoring her.

I stared at the screen again, and that was when I caught the small statement at the end of the email that I’d missed the first time around: “I’m sure you know, Professor Mallory, about the importance of confidentiality. It would be best for everyone involved if we kept the details of this arrangement between the three of us.”

I sat back down on my chair and rested my head in my hands. My brain felt like a balloon being blown up and popped repeatedly. I knew what the right thing to do was. Mr. Galanis could’ve been a multi-billionaire and he wouldn’t have been able to do a single thing about me rejecting his offer. He’d left a digital footprint by contacting me on my professional email which I could easily show the department if I was questioned about anything. I considered calling up Pasha and showing her the email to get her advice. She’d tell me exactly what I needed to do, maybe even screenshot the email as evidence just in case one day this all came to bite me on the backside.

But after several minutes of mulling over it all, I knew I was no longer the person I was. I’d had a taste of Cassie and now I needed more. I clicked on ‘reply’ and started typing with shaky fingers. I told Yanis Galanis that I would tutor his daughter, and I even thanked him for the offer and the promise of confidentiality.

No one needed to know about this. Besides, turning down pay like that seemed like a crime.

Maybe Cassie really did need tutoring, and her father wanted to pay me handsomely for it.

But who was I fooling?

Was I crazy for risking my career and reputation—my whole life—for a pretty girl and a load of cash?

I had no answers. I was just thinking—and dreaming—with my dick.


CHAPTER 5

My phone rang. It was a guy called Barry, and he said he was right outside the building waiting to pick me up. I rushed into the bathroom and examined the creases around my eyes and sucked my stomach in a little. I licked the pad of my thumb and slicked it over the peppered gray of my brows so they wouldn’t look so wiry. I’d never thought of myself as a horndog, but now I wished I’d taken better care of myself. Fit or not, though, now I was playing with the biggest trophy a man like me could win. What a stroke of luck. I wanted to be with her. I wanted to see that cunt of hers she so cruelly hid away from me the first time I pleased her. I wanted to shove my dirty paws inside her tempting little cookie jar and do even filthier things, even if it meant taking a giant leap that could have me falling into hell if I wasn’t careful.

When I climbed into the car, Barry greeted me politely and told me we’d be there in about twenty minutes. I nodded and sat back on the soft leather and tried to relax. I wondered if I would be meeting Mr. Galanis today. That would put a spike in my plan—whatever this plan was—and I wasn’t sure I was ready to meet the wealthy father of the girl I was secretly hoping to fuck.

But to my surprise, it was just Cassie who answered the door when I rang the doorbell. She was wearing a short skirt and a silky blouse that hugged her upper curves beautifully. Her face lit up with a gorgeous smile as she asked me to step in.

“We have a no-shoes policy,” she said, pointing at a closet right by the door.

“Oh. Of course,” I muttered.

I slid off my shoes and placed them in the closet next to a dozen other pairs. But as soon as I went to close the closet door, Cassie piped up again.

“You’ll have to put your bag in there too,” she said, an apologetic tone entering into her voice. “Daddy’s very strict about security, especially for first-time visitors. Do you have anything in your pockets? Your phone and wallet? Could you put those away in there too, please? Daddy doesn’t want anyone recording or photographing anything in the house.”

I didn’t question her, but that didn’t mean it didn’t feel awkward. I could only imagine what a man like Yanis Galanis did for a living, and I had no doubt he’d take the proper precautions to safeguard his family’s privacy.

I hesitated putting away my wallet, but Cassie’s stare was strong, and I finally gave in.

Once the closet door was closed, Cassie escorted me upstairs to what she called her ‘study room’. It was a room that was much smaller than I’d imagined, with a small table and two chairs and a low chaise lounge. I spotted a copy of Carmilla on the table beside an open laptop, with several bookmark ends sprouting out of one end.

“How’s the assignment going?” I asked.

“Fine. I’m nearly done,” Cassie said.

“Done?”

Cassie nodded. “Do you want to have a look?”

“Sure. Of course.”

Cassie handed me her laptop, and I scrolled through the assignment she had typed up. It was easily more than 5,000 words, and even had an elaborate bibliography. I was more than impressed—it was thoughtful work with a convincing thesis that had clearly been thought out. Finally, I looked up at Cassie, who was smiling at me.

“Cassie, this isn’t really about tutoring, is it?” I found myself saying. “This is excellent work. You clearly don’t need my help.”

“Of course it’s about tutoring,” Cassie said. She strode over to the chaise lounge and sat down, her legs crossed. “I never said I’m the one getting tutored, did I?”

A cold sweat broke out on my back as the words soaked in. “What?”

Cassie leaned forward, her full breasts pushing against her blouse, making two lovely curve lines that tempted my eyes. “I think you can figure out what I mean, Professor Mallory. But let me say this. I really like you. I like how you’re so passionate about books and teaching. I like smart people, and you’re really smart. But every class I see you, I feel like you’re hiding something. There’s a side of you you’re not showing anyone. So, I’d like to help you, Professor Mallory. Help you be the best version of yourself, if you’ll let me.”

Cassie uncrossed her legs and spread them apart, and a gush of warmth washed through me when I saw the thin slip of fabric encasing her cunt. It took me several moments to register what she was even saying. But she was right, of course. She was bang on. I wasn’t the man everyone thought I was. I wasn’t the good, respectable professor I’d kept up with for most of my life. Cassie saw that. And she was going to peel away the mask I’d built for myself, layer by layer.

“But how?” I whispered.

“It takes a special kind of girl to recognize a man like you,” Cassie said softly. She motioned to me with a finger, and my legs moved on their own. I walked over to her, and when she pointed to the carpeted floor between her feet, I dropped down to my knees. She ran her fingers through my hair, and it felt like heaven. “I like to call it a sixth sense.”

You are special. You have it all.

This wasn’t what I’d imagined at all, coming here. I thought Cassie would be offering herself to me, and maybe we’d fuck like a pair of animals in heat and that would be it. But Cassie was expecting me to offer myself to her. Maybe to someone else the difference was just semantics, but to me, it completely morphed our dynamic. It was a role reversal—a power swap—that left my mind and heart racing.

“What do you say, Professor?” Cassie asked, her hand still stroking my hair. “ Do you agree to let me teach you?”

I looked up at her and suddenly Pasha’s words rang through my head. The girl is trouble...stalking...harassment...public scandal. They weren’t words you wanted to hear before accepting one of the strangest proposals I’d ever received.

I really like you. Note the emphasis. Not just like, she really likes me. When was the last time someone had ever said that to me?

I placed my hands on her lap, one palm flat on each thigh. She didn’t stop me. The truth was that I was starving for touch. The past few years had been the loneliest I’d ever been...and I’d never met a woman like Cassie who seemed to understand who I really was...

“What about your father?” I asked hoarsely. “Would he—”

Cassie touched a finger to my lips, silencing me. “Daddy won’t have a clue. No one has to know about what we do, Professor. It’ll only be between us. A secret.” Her lips stretched into a smile.

I slid my hands upward, inch by inch. I wanted to rip that thin fabric away from her body and bury my face in her cunt, but I reminded myself that she was the teacher now, and I had to do what she told me.

“In that case…” I said slowly. “ I accept.”


CHAPTER 6

Cassie and I sat in silence for a few moments, her fingernails stroking my hair like she was petting a cat. Her eyes never left mine and I found myself unable to look away from her. I still hadn’t processed what I’d done. Not fully. I didn’t want to think about the consequences, either. Not right then. Not with my hands on her thighs and her fingers all over me.

Cassie slipped a finger under my chin and lifted my face upwards. She leaned over and pressed her lips to mine. The kiss was soft, and gentle, and I found myself kissing her back. But she broke it off a tad abruptly and said, “There’s a closet through there. Pick an outfit and dress yourself up for me. I’ll be right here.”

My first instructions. Obediently, I rose to my feet and found the door to a closet at the corner of the room. I stepped in, and when I switched on the light, I was stunned to see what was inside. Cassie’s closet was larger than her study room, with rows of clothes hung up and shoes and handbags stacked on shelves. There was everything from dresses to skirts to pants to lingerie, and the choices left me nervous. For most of my life, all I’d ever worn were suits and slacks. I didn’t have a clue how to dress up in anything else.

“Cassie?” I called out quietly, feeling dumber than a post.

“Yes, Professor?”

“I’m sorry, but I’m not sure what to wear,” I said, swallowing a lump in my throat.

“Well, first off...” she said, making no attempt to enter the closet with me. “I’m not happy with you calling me Cassie anymore. I want you to call me something more fitting. Like...Goddess. Or Queen.”

Queen. I liked that. “Yes, Queen Cassie,” I said. “I’m so sorry for disrespecting you earlier. I didn’t mean to.”

“That’s okay. You’ll learn quickly enough. Now, there are two outfits on the right-hand side of the closet. Do you see them?”

I scanned the right side of the closet and spotted two sets of garments hanging from a wire rack, both wrapped in a layer of protective plastic. “I see them, Queen Cassie.”

“Good. Choose one you like. You’ve got everything you need in each set.”

I shuffled through both of the plastic casings, squinting to see the clothing inside them. Then I took them out and pulled up the plastic. The first set contained a short tartan pleated skirt and a white button-up shirt. It reminded me of a schoolgirl outfit. The other set was a short black dress and a frilly white apron stitched onto the front—a uniform fit for a maid or waitress. Clipped onto each hanger were also matching lingerie sets.

My eyes were drawn to the schoolgirl outfit for some reason. It just seemed fitting, considering I was about to be schooled. A nervous twinge muscled into my chest as I stripped off my gray slacks and blazer. I hung them up on the rack before sliding off my briefs and shirt. I was now naked. The air conditioning pressed against bare skin, making the hairs on my arms prick up.

What are the chances? I thought as I started dressing myself up. I’d always had these taboo fantasies—about being submissive to a woman and made to do things that were emasculating and humiliating—but I’d never acted on them. Those thoughts had been kept locked away, gathering dust in the dark recesses of my mind.

What were the chances I’d met someone who understood who I really was? And one of my own students, of all people?

The black cotton panties were small and tight, but they fit snugly around my balls and the base of my cock. I picked up the bra next and slipped my arms through the straps. It was a little unsettling to feel that the cups were so obviously padded, and I found myself pushing up my chest to fill them out. I was blushing like a teenage girl as I slipped on the rest of the outfit—black thigh-high stockings, the blouse, and finally the skirt, which was impossibly short and barely covered my pantied crotch.

“Are you done yet, Professor?” Cassie asked, her voice floating into the closet.

“Almost, Queen Cassie,” I said. “Just putting on my shoes.”

There were two pairs of shoes sitting on a shelf right below the wire rack and I reached for the plain black heels that were only an inch or two off the ground. They fit perfectly, and as I clicked out of the closet in them, a wave of humiliation rushed through me.

“Come closer, Professor. Let me see you.”

I felt myself crumble under her intense stare. Who did I think I was? I was a 48-year-old guy dressed up in a silly schoolgirl for the amusement of my 19-year-old student. What the fuck was I doing? Had I lost it?

“Turn around for me,” Cassie ordered.

Reluctantly, I obeyed and turned around. The hem of my skirt swished up, revealing the black panties clinging tightly to my ass. My heart thumped wildly, making me feel a little lightheaded. After several excruciatingly long seconds of being observed like that, I couldn’t bear it any longer. I moved to pull down the skirt to cover myself, but Cassie’s hand leapt out and tightened around my wrist.

“Pull down your panties,” she said quietly.

Shivers shot down my spine. “I’m sorry, Queen Cassie. I can’t—”

She whipped me around and yanked down on the cotton herself, so hard her nails scraped against my thighs. I gasped as she took hold of my penis.

“I thought you agreed, Professor. To let me help you be the best version of yourself?” Her tone wasn’t harsh, but it was firm enough to make my heart skip a few beats. “Or are you backing out now? Maybe I was wrong about you. You’re always preaching about courage and integrity in class. About being willing to put yourself outside of your comfort zone. Because real learning and growth requires discomfort. Where did all of that go?”

She’s good, I observed quietly. Oh, so good. “No, Queen Cassie.” I was panting. “I’m not backing out. Please, I’ll do whatever you want.”

“I’m glad to hear that, Professor.”

Cassie let go of my penis, leaving my cock hanging down between my legs. She reached for something on the cushioned seat next to her. When I recognized what it was, my stomach did a backflip. It was a cock cage made of shiny metal. Cassie snapped it open and slid it over my cock, then closed the lock with a click.

A hot flush crawled up my neck when I looked down to see what she’d done to me. 

“Oh god,” I whispered.

Cassie smiled, running her fingers over the metal. “This is a punishment for not following my instructions. You’ll need to earn your freedom now.”

My erection was still half-formed, and the sudden restriction on my cock felt strange. It was uncomfortable, but not painful, and I knew it wasn’t going to budge much with the cage on.

“Queen Cassie, I—”

She touched a finger to my lips. Why was I protesting so much? Was it because I was coming to realize that living out my secret fantasies was actually so much scarier than I thought? That even though I’d been preaching about authenticity and courage to hundreds of students, I didn’t have the strength to do any of it myself?

“We’re running out of time, Professor,” she said, pointing to a clock on the wall. It was 6:15 pm. “Daddy will be home soon and now that you look the part, we better make the most of it.”

She took my hand and led me out of the study room and down the hallway to another room. It was a bedroom. Her bedroom, judging by the pink sheets and pink pillows and the array of stuffed animals on her bed.

“I want to start things slow,” Cassie said. “Since it’s our first lesson and all. I don’t want to scare you away.”

I smiled at her, the tension in my neck easing up a little. I don’t know how she did it, but Cassie’s confidence and poise made me feel like I wasn’t just a joke in this outfit. That I was really going to be able to explore my secret side, with her help. Feelings I’d never felt for any other woman surfaced like bubbles in my chest, and my heart seemed to flip-flop with excitement. Cassie, my sexy student, wanted to be my guide and my teacher. My savior. She’d help me understand myself better than I ever could on my own.

I followed Cassie into her bathroom, which was large and tastefully decorated with a marble counter and pink accents with a standing shower. There was also a separate tub that sat in front of a bay window with a view of the lush greenery outside. We stood in front of the window and Cassie instructed me to help her remove her clothes.

My hands shook as I unbuttoned her blouse and unhooked her bra. Her breasts were high and round, and I couldn’t help but stare at them as I pulled her skirt down her legs. I could feel my cock stirring inside the metal cage, and it already felt like torture.

When she was naked, Cassie asked me to run a bath for her. My heels knocked on the floor as I stepped over to the tub and turned on the faucets, painfully aware of the great view Cassie had of my ass again. The water rushed out of the taps and I tried not to think about how uncomfortable I felt in the cage.

“I want you to bathe me today,” Cassie said, handing me a fluffy pink loofah before stepping into the tub. “A nice and simple task, don’t you think? Let’s see how you do.”

“I’ll do my best, Queen Cassie.”

“Good girl.”

She lowered herself into the water and splashed some of it over her shoulders. I knelt beside the tub and lathered the loofah with shower gel until it was covered in thick, soapy foam. Cassie leaned back against the tub, her eyes closed serenely. I could see her nipples poking up above the water, and a sudden desire to suck on them made me shiver. But I knew I had to focus. I took the loofah and ran it gently over her neck and shoulders, then down her arms. I dipped it in the water and then moved to her chest, running the soap-coated sponge over the curves of her breasts. I couldn’t believe she was offering her beautiful nubile body to me like this. When I dunked the loofah underneath the water to swim between her legs, Cassie’s eyes popped open. “No. Not with the loofah. It’s unhygienic. Use your hands to wash my pussy, please.”

Her words sent a rush of heat to my groin. I dropped the loofah, soaped up my hands, and then placed my one palm flat on her mound, washing her pussy with my bare fingers. The water was warm, and she was so wet—maybe it was just the water, but maybe it was her getting as aroused as she was making me. All I wanted to do was slide a finger between her swollen cunt folds and jab it inside her, but the sudden painful strain of my cock served as a reminder to put all my animalistic desires to one side. I had to listen to what Cassie said. I had to obey her, or she wouldn’t invite me back for another lesson.

And I did want to come back.

No one could convince me not to.

“That’s good, Professor,” Cassie murmured. She lifted herself up and leaned over the tub rim, facing the bay window. “Now please wash my backside too. I’ve been so busy I haven’t been able to wash it in a couple of days, so you’ll scrub it extra hard, won’t you?”

I stared at her wet ass and I was sure I was drooling. “Of course, Queen Cassie.”

I squirted more shower gel into my hands and lathered them up again. Then I ran them over her ass, my fingers gliding over the soft skin of her buttocks. I was mesmerized by how much fat she was holding in each cheek, making them jiggle noticeably with each movement I made.

I parted my lips and let out the quietest moan I could as I allowed my fingers to run in between her crack, and then, very slowly, slipped one soapy finger into her asshole. Cassie’s body tensed, but she didn’t tell me to stop. So I pumped it in and out a few times, and the way she clenched around my finger made me wish my cock wasn’t locked away in that cage. I scooted forward on my knees so I could dive deeper into her recesses. My balls ached and my erection felt like I was going to burst.

It was only when Cassie let out a stuttering moan that I realized she’d been pleasuring herself while I’d been busy washing her beautiful ass. She turned around abruptly, the red on her face giving away the orgasm she’d just had.

“We’re done here, Professor,” she said softly. “You can leave.”

Taking a clean towel from the rack, I helped Cassie out of the tub. The water dripping from her breasts and stomach made my mouth water. While I carefully patted her dry, I found the courage to ask her something that had been nagging at me since we had started our lesson.

“Queen Cassie, could I ask you something?”

She nodded.

“Is there a reason why you’re still calling me Professor? I certainly don’t feel like one when I’m with you.”

She wrapped the towel around herself and smirked. “I’ve been waiting for you to ask me. I have a special name for you, Professor, but you’ll have to wait until next week to find out what it is.”

My stomach flip-flopped. “I’m excited to find out. I won’t let you down, Queen Cassie.”

Cassie’s eyes filled with both pride and amusement. “I have a few things I want you to do before then. Shave off your armpits and all of your pubic hair. Front and back. And...what did you do with the panties I gave you at the library?”

My heart leapt into my throat. “I kept them. And I...well, I...”

She smiled. “Did you masturbate smelling them? Thinking of me?”

I blushed and nodded.

“Good. The next time you jerk off, I want you to wear my panties. Put your hands inside them and rub your cock nice and hard while you think about how sexy you feel while wearing Queen Cassie’s lingerie. And I want you to bring those panties along with you for the next lesson. Don’t wash them. I want to see all your pretty stains.” She motioned at me to scoot closer. She quickly unlocked my chastity cage and set it aside on the counter. “That wasn’t so hard, was it? Now let’s get you home. Barry’s going to be here any minute.”

I left Cassie’s bathroom, my mind reeling and my heart soaring at her instructions. I walked back to the study room, where I changed back into my boring gray slacks, shirt, and blazer.

Back on the ground floor, Cassie handed me back my belongings.

I exited the house looking every bit the professor I used to be, but inside, I knew I’d already become someone else. Someone who wasn’t a man anymore…but a plaything for a sexy, intelligent student who was determined to make me the best version of myself...even if it meant the person who called himself Robert Mallory was going to be destroyed in the process.


CHAPTER 7

I was on a high.

The whole of next week passed by in a blur, like I’d been drugged with a substance that was looping me through a permanent state of euphoria. I worked like a robot—teaching, meeting students, grading papers, reading, but inside I couldn’t stop thinking about Cassie. My brain kept replaying how she’d touched herself in the bathtub while I washed her ass…the way her breasts had felt in my hands…her skin slick with soapy water. Whenever she sat on the front bench of my class, it took everything I had in me to keep my teaching coherent.

Who would’ve thought a student would one day make me feel so alive?

But a different part of me couldn’t stop thinking about what Pasha said. About Cassie filing a case against a faculty member at a different college. Could it really have been out of malice? Did she—and her father—really set out to destroy this man’s life and career? As the questions came up, I quickly shoved them away. I didn’t want to think about things like that, not when I was feeling this good.

When Friday evening rolled around, I found myself practically skipping through the campus on the way to the parking lot. I waved to Pasha, who was in her car, and she waved back, looking at me curiously. I couldn’t stop grinning like a fool, and I wondered what she’d think of me if she found out my plans for tonight...

At Cassie’s house, I rang the doorbell, but this time no one answered. I tried the knob. Thankfully, the door opened. I stepped inside and slipped off my shoes and opened the closet door, taking the special ‘item’ I had for Cassie out from my bag. That’s when I saw the note—or rather, the envelope sealed with a heart sticker with my name on it.

“Professor, I have an outfit ready for you in the study room. Please wear it and meet me in my bedroom.

-Queen Cassie”

My belly was a bundle of butterflies as I made my way upstairs to the study room and closed the door behind me. The door to the closet was already opened, and my cock hardened when I saw the outfit Cassie had chosen for me.

A red lace bodysuit. It had so many cutouts it had more air weaved into it than fabric. Beside it sat a collection of items. A small makeup kit, along with a handout titled ‘Makeup Instructions’. A crystal choker. A pair of heels. A coppery red wig sitting on top of a mannequin head. I gulped. After my simple schoolgirl’s uniform from my first lesson, this was like going from 0 to 100 on the sluttiness scale.

I stripped off my clothes and folded them up neatly before setting them down on one of the shelves. My naked body didn’t embarrass me as much anymore, though there was still a lot I’d like to do with it. I smiled when I looked at myself in the mirror and saw how cleanly I’d shaved every last strand of my pubes and armpit hair like Cassie had instructed. I slid into the bodysuit. The lace was fairly snug, and it didn’t take long for my erection to start pushing out the skimpy little crotch area.

I did the rest of my makeover as quickly as possible. The only time I deviated from my instructions was to apply a little bit of the brown eyeshadow over my brows to mask the gray. The final look wasn’t perfect, but I didn’t want to keep my Queen waiting for much longer.

When I exited the study room and passed through the adjoining hallway, I felt like I’d transformed into someone else. It was hard not to feel nervous dressed like this. I was self-conscious about a lot of things—my paunchy stomach, my thick pale arms, whether I’d put on the makeup and wig right, the fact that my cock was most definitely visible—but I reminded myself I was here to learn. Not to be perfect.

Cassie’s bedroom door was open. I wanted to clear my throat to signal my presence, but decided against it, choosing instead to knock on the door demurely like a lady. Cassie, who was sitting at her vanity, turned around. A hot little thrill jolted through me as I saw her eyes travel down my body, lingering on my bulge and chest before settling on my made-up face.

Did she like what she saw?

“Professor, you look beautiful,” she said softly. “Come here. I have a surprise for you.”

I strutted over to her on my heels, my cheeks flushed. That was when I noticed her bedroom looked different. The curtains were drawn and there was a camera set up on a tripod before the bed, with a large softbox positioned next to it, lighting up the space with a warm glow. Cassie’s laptop was open on her pink bed, and I could see an image of her pillows and soft toys projected onto the screen.

“What do you think, Professor?”

“I...” I glanced at the camera then back at Cassie, whose smirk reached her eyes.

The truth was I didn’t have half the self-confidence I needed to do something like this. Trying to distract her, I showed her what I held inside my palm.

Cassie looked down, recognized what it was, and laughed.

“Throw that away, please,” she said, pointing to the bin under her vanity.

I was mortified. I thought she’d be happy, or at least tell me ‘good job’ and give me a pat on the head for doing my homework. Had I done something wrong? I dropped her old panties into the bin, which had been stained lovingly with my essence.

“Please get on the bed, Professor.”

I turned around, heart thudding. “Queen Cassie, I don’t know. I don’t feel...”

“Feel what?” She stepped towards me and ran a hand over the exposed skin of my stomach, and I quivered. “Pretty? Sexy? Slutty enough for a camera?”

I stared at her. She looked like she was wearing her dad’s clothes: an oversized T-shirt with faded jeans rolled up at the bottom. Plus she was barefoot. I couldn’t help but think it was her way of conditioning me to believe she was much more manly than I was. A form of manipulation, I realized…and it made me feel even more submissive and powerless in her presence.

“Yes, Queen Cassie. All of that,” I finally replied.

I knew I wasn’t ready for a goddamn photoshoot, looking like this, with all my goods on display. If I was fifty pounds lighter, maybe. And had a full-body spray tan, or whatever it was young women did these days. Maybe I’d be ready if I was a real woman, with big breasts and long hair and a real cunt...but I wasn’t. I was a man. A man wearing lingerie.

What in the world was I doing?

Cassie touched my chin and tilted my head up, her fingers grazing my choker for a split-second. I looked into her eyes and tried to swallow back the doubts I had. But they were hard to ignore.

“Professor, I chose you. You’re exactly how I want you to be,” Cassie whispered. “Don’t be nervous. I’m here to guide you.” Then her hand slipped inside the crotch of my bodysuit, and I felt cold metal snap around the back of my balls. I let out a shaky breath. The cock cage. Her gaze burned into me as she locked it up and placed the key on her dresser. Then I was being dragged to the bed, the lights from the camera shining on my face as Cassie sat me down on the mattress.

“Lie down, Professor. Put your head on the pillows.”

I obeyed, feeling my heart thundering inside my chest. My mouth was dry and the lights felt too hot on my face. I watched as Cassie clicked a few buttons on her laptop. The screen flashed on, and there I was. Nervous and insecure and in red lingerie. She’d put herself on the video as well, sitting next to me.

“You’re so beautiful, Professor,” she murmured.

Somehow, her words were making me even more nervous. How could I be beautiful? I watched as Cassie walked over to her drawer and opened it. When she came back to the bed, she was holding a silicone butt plug. It was a shaded purple, with the tip flared and rounded.

“Spread your legs,” she said. “Show Queen Cassie your pretty pussy.”

Her tone wasn’t as soft anymore, and I sensed a whiff of impatience. Almost like she was getting too turned on to care about easing me into this. I parted my knees and let them fall to either side, my heels sticking deep into the mattress. From the corner of my eyes, I saw the laptop screen, recording me in this slutty, sexual position, and suddenly everything felt tight and painfully throbby down there.

“You’ve done a good job shaving,” Cassie said. “Did you enjoy doing it for me?”

I tried to meet her eyes but failed. “Yes,” I whispered.

“Nice. Now lift up your hips.”

She eased the thong of my bodysuit to the side, stretching it under one of my ass cheeks. Her eyes never left my imprisoned cock and my pink, hairless asshole as she casually unbuttoned her jeans and pushed the plug inside her. She stimulated herself for a minute using drawn-out circular motions.

When she pulled the plug out, it was shiny with her wetness. She brought it closer to me.

“Deep breath,” she whispered.

I braced myself.


CHAPTER 8

“Isn’t my slut gorgeous? Look at her.”

I looked at the laptop screen. I was spread eagle with the laced crotch to one side, my cock locked and restrained, and a plug shoved up my asshole. I almost didn’t recognize myself.

“Professor...” Cassie’s voice was a whisper, but I wasn’t sure if it was because I was dazed or because she was really whispering. “I have a new name for you. Are you ready to hear it?”

I looked at her and nodded, still trying to adjust to the fullness inside me.

Cassie ran her fingers through my wig, tucking strands of hair behind my ear. She rubbed away something from the corner of my bottom lip. Probably lipstick I’d gotten smeared up. “I’m going to call you pussy. You like that?”

My lips quivered. From Professor to pussy. Cassie wanted to call me pussy. It was so emasculating—so humiliating—and yet it was perfect. I felt a sudden rush of excitement. “I love it, Queen Cassie.”

“I can see how much you do,” she said, smiling as she glanced at the cage beneath the lace. “Now, I want you to keep pressing onto the plug and simply enjoy the sensations of pressure and pleasure it gives you. I’ll be right back. You’ll be a good girl for me, won’t you...pussy?”

My blush felt like it was torching my face. Where was she going? What was she going to do? But I forced myself to nod. I wanted to be good for her. I needed to be. “Yes, Queen Cassie.”

With a satisfied smile, she left the bedroom. I was left alone on the bed with the camera recording me. I wondered how much time we had left in our lesson. An hour? Two? Surprisingly, the thought of leaving Cassie at the end of our session today was making me emotional.

I quickly wiped my eyes. I couldn’t afford to ruin my mascara. I looked back at the laptop screen, and my insides squeezed around the plug violating my passage. My cock strained against the metal bars, and I let out a quiet whimper. I moved my hips up and down, feeling the plug stir inside me, the movement shooting little zings of pleasure up my core. I tried to consciously clench and unclench my hole while I pressed the plug deeper inside me, and I let out a stuttering moan as I felt the rounded tip massaging me.

I glanced at the door. No sign of Cassie.

I wanted her to come back, but at the same time I knew I had to be patient. I was guessing this was another lesson—learning how to wait for her.

I pumped the plug into me harder. I felt my cock squeeze out a tiny bit of liquid and I let out a moan. I was so dangerously aroused now. I wanted to do more. I was prepared to do anything that Cassie told me to. I furtively glanced up at the camera, wondering if I was really being recorded. Cassie didn’t say she’d started recording us, did she? Surely she’d tell me if she was.

In my rising excitement, my defenses were disappearing into thin air. The walls I’d laid down brick by brick over the years breaking down in a matter of seconds. Leaving me free. Open. Hungry. I imagined I was someone else. A woman. A sexy, confident, vivacious woman. Sliding my hands over my laced breasts, I pinched each of my nipples hard, then slapped them until they swelled and started to hurt. My eyes flitted to the door again. All I could see was the empty hallway. The entire house seemed silent.

Where was she?

I was getting so worked up now, I was about to start making some very bad decisions...

I clenched hard, and the plug pushed itself out of my asshole, making a lewd squelching sound as it did. It left my hole gaping, my rectum sucking on air, begging for something to fill it up. But I needed something bigger, better, dirtier...

In a haze, my eyes circled the room. They fell on the hairbrush sitting innocently on Cassie’s nightstand. I pulled out the few fine strands of hair tangled in its bristles while I felt my hole winking.

I was so out of my mind with lust, I let myself forget about the camera. I was a horny lady who needed her pussy filled. I shifted my hips a little, enjoying the way the lace bodysuit subtly rubbed against my skin as I did, and then I wet the handle of Cassie’s brush with a glob of spit before running it deep between my ass cheeks. Then, in a daring move, I shoved the handle into me in one motion. The handle was leather and had ridges in it, and good god if it didn’t feel like a cock. I couldn’t believe I was using Cassie’s hairbrush as a dildo. I was a mess. Pleasure jolted through my body like a slithery snake. My eyes rolled into the back of my head as I started pumping it in and out...in and out...

“Disgusting whore.”

I froze. Cassie’s brush was still lodged up my ass and I was panting like a bitch when she burst into the room with a cardboard box in her hands. She was angry...no, furious...because she threw the box several feet away on the floor. The contents—anal plugs of every style, color, and size you could think of—scattered everywhere.

“Queen Cassie,” I whispered as she strode towards me.

Shame made me cross and squeeze my legs together, not wanting her to see my intimate parts and what I’d done with it. But I felt as weak as a kitten when she forced my thighs apart and yanked the brush out of me.

“Who the fuck said you could touch yourself like that without my permission? I gave you very specific instructions, didn’t I? I thought you’d be a good girl,” she said, looking straight into my eyes. Her expression was steely, and her pupils were dilated. “But you’re just a fucking filthy slut after all. Look at you, pussy.”

When she slapped me hard across my face I invited the pain. I wasn’t sure how much of her anger was real or feigned, but I welcomed the humiliation. And when she shoved the brush handle into my mouth and asked me to lick it clean, I did it like a good little girl, even though it had just been inside my slut-hole. When I was done she stomped out of the room, taking the brush with her.

I couldn’t help but think there’d been a change in her lesson plan.

When Cassie came back, I could feel her presence at the foot of the bed and I knew she was staring at me, even though I had my eyes clenched shut in fear. I wasn’t sure what would happen next. Was she going to punish me? Make me leave? Oh, please no.

“Be brave and open your eyes, pussy.”

I opened my eyes. What I saw made me go still with shock and awe. Cassie had always looked sexy, but this was...overwhelming. She was topless but still had her jeans on, and winding out between her legs was a dildo that looked perfectly color-matched to her complexion. She had her thumbs hooked around the sides of her strap-on harness while she stared down at me. She headed over to the camera, fiddled with some of the settings, then came back and climbed onto the bed.

What she said next made me throb in all the right places.

“If you wanted to be fucked so bad, all you had to do was ask for it.”

She was going to fuck me. She was going to fuck my slut-hole with her big dick. Did I really want this? Was I even ready? I parted my legs wider and pulled my knees up higher, feeling the lace bodysuit strain against my crotch. My insides clenched and a warm ache filled the hollow of my ass. I was a brainless mess. And Cassie knew it.

“Open your mouth for the camera, pussy.”

I opened my mouth so wide the corners of my lips were crinkled. Cassie slipped a finger into my mouth and pushed my tongue down until my mouth was nice and gaping, and then she slid the head of her silicone penis in. I gagged around it, my throat convulsing as tears moistened my eyes. She pulled the penis out, strings of saliva stretching between my mouth and its shaft. She wiped off the spit by smearing it over my nose and lips. Then she did it again, thrusting her dildo down my throat so hard my head was pressed up against the headboard. I couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t swallow. All I could do was gag and squirm, loving it. Loving it too much for my own good.

“I’ll teach you what happens to bad girls.”

Cassie’s thighs closed in on my head, her jeans brushing against my ears as she held me down. The cock went deeper this time, and I was choking, tears spilling.

“Please,” I gurgled.

Cassie let go.

I coughed, spittle flying everywhere. No time to recover. She was pressing the dildo’s tip to my mouth again. This time she told me to suck it like the slut I was. So I did. Her hips bucked like she was trying to prove a point. That her words were godly…that if I didn’t listen she wasn’t scared to hurt me. I didn’t resist her. I let her take whatever she wanted, even when my throat cramped up and the sourness of bile seeped into my mouth.

I’d never felt so desired. I wanted her to use me. I wanted her to make me hers. I didn’t know why I liked this so much. Was I that broken?

When she finally released me, I was drenched in my own spit and I was so turned on my caged cock was leaking profusely. I gasped as she pushed me over the side of the bed and told me to arch my back and show my cunt to the camera. Breathless, I spread my cheeks wide open, feeling cool air waft over my hole. I could see it winking on the laptop screen, and I blushed like a fool. Cassie touched me, running her fingers along the crease of my ass. I knew she was going to be rough with me so my body tensed. Expecting the pain. The terror. The humiliation.

“What a loose pussy,” she murmured. “That’s what you get for fucking yourself with my brush.”

I’m sorry, Queen Cassie. I couldn’t help myself. I could only mouth the words.

“You’re disgusting.”

Yes, Queen Cassie. I’m disgusting. I’m so sorry.

“You’re filthy. And dirty. And worthless. I wonder what your students would think if they all knew their professor was a needy slut begging to have her hole fucked?”

No one can know, Queen Cassie. Please.

She pulled her hand away, and then something big and hard was pressing against my rear-end. I groaned as it rammed itself past my sensitive opening, stretching my walls. Cassie held the cup of my right shoulder and told me to relax. I tried to breathe evenly. She pumped me gently at first, but the pressure hurt. The strap-on felt twice the size of her hairbrush handle, and I wasn’t sure if my body could handle it. I clutched onto the mattress with slippery fingers.

“Bounce your ass on my cock. Do it.”

She guided my hips with her hands. I pushed my ass back just as Cassie thrusted forward. Then I tried to jiggle my cheeks against her front. She started to thrust again. The feeling was surreal, as if my hole was being massaged by a vibrator.

“Bounce harder. You can do it.”

I was starting to enjoy it. The fullness. The way her cock was dragged back and forth through the rim of my asshole, sending off currents of pleasure. The sound of hips slapping against skin began to echo in my ears.

“What would your students think?” Cassie’s sexy whisper sent a chill down my spine. “If they found out about us? Hmm?”

The threat loomed over me like a dark shadow. Was it a real threat? It was hard to know…hard to figure out when it felt like my brain itself was being fucked by her. Maybe I should’ve listened to Pasha.

Suddenly, in the middle of it all, Cassie felt like a total stranger. What did I really know about her? Who was I really getting myself entangled with? Risking my career and life for?

Maybe I never should’ve accepted this arrangement...

Harder, Queen Cassie. Harder. Make me forget.

“I’m going to fuck you till you cum,” she growled, leaning over me and breathing hard in my ear. “And I’m going to catch every second of it on camera so I can look back and see what how I made you a pussy.”

Her words sent a jolt of fear straight to my heart.

Could I really climax like a woman? Just from getting my ass fucked?

What if I couldn’t?

Cassie’s laptop slid down the mattress, hovering dangerously on the edge. She began thrusting harder and faster. I was crying out as my fingers fluttered down my body and started to circle around the tip of my penis. It exerted uselessly against its restraints. That wasn’t going to work.

“Do it,” she hissed. “Do it, pussy. Or I’ll never see you again.”

Think like a woman. You are a woman. With a real pussy and pretty breasts. 

Cassie’s thumb was rubbing something in my crack, and then she was driving into me harder than before. I let out a cry, and just as her thrusting slowed down, an orgasm exploded inside me. My toes curled, and my body writhed under her. I heard a woman screaming…and then realized it was me.

It wasn’t just an orgasm.

It was like I was having multiple orgasms. Each one more powerful and intense than the previous one. I was sobbing when Cassie pulled out, took the camera off the tripod, and snapped several shots of my freshly used hole, which was twitching and raw and swollen and gaping. When she climbed back onto the bed, I felt her arms around me, her fingers stroking my hair and comforting me.

“I’m so proud of you,” she said, planting a soft kiss on my forehead.

She wrapped me in her soft warmth, and I buried my head into her shoulder, wondering how it was that she made me feel so safe. I sobbed harder, confused by what was happening to me. I’d heard some women cried as they orgasmed, but could men do it too? I’d definitely never done it before.

A part of me wished Cassie hadn’t seen me be so vulnerable, but the other part was glad she was here to comfort me. I let it all out, even though I didn’t really have a choice because the tears kept coming.

No one said a word. 

Then I felt Cassie’s hand running up and down my spine. Her lips grazed my earlobes as she whispered sweet nothings. I knew she was happy she’d reduced me to this…but was I happy? I thought about the footage and pictures she had of me and hoped I wouldn’t regret this.

When Cassie finally rested her head back against the pillows I fell into her breasts and shuddered and shuddered and shuddered, until I felt like there was nothing left inside me anymore.


CHAPTER 9

Four days later

Something had gone wrong.

Terribly wrong.

I stared at the printed words on the paper for the tenth time. My palms were sweaty, the note crumpled. My mind was reeling.

“You need to shut it down.”

I looked up and found Pasha’s eyes boring into mine. We were sitting in her car outside the university cafeteria. It was Tuesday morning, and the parking lot was packed with students coming in and out of the building. I didn’t want to face any of them.

“Robert.”

Pasha’s voice was firm. She snatched the note out of my trembling fingers. “Please, Robert. I know you, and this isn’t you. If this is telling the truth, you have to stop yourself before you put yourself under.”

“It’s not true,” I said, but my throat hurt. I’d lost my voice and I had no idea how I was going to teach that day. “None of it’s true. Someone’s trying to spread rumors.”

“We’ll figure out who it is,” Pasha said. “But for now, please. Promise me you won’t go to her again. For your sake. You know she’s not what she seems. She’s really good at manipulating people.”

“She’s not. She’s...” My mind went blank, and I didn’t even realize I’d given myself away. I shrank back into the car seat. I had no words. No defenses. Cassie. My Queen. Her gorgeous face flashed into my mind, and I remembered every word she’d ever spoken to me, every way she’d touched me, and all the terrible and beautiful ways she had made me feel.

She was...perfect.

Pasha sighed, and her hand held onto mine. “I don’t know what’s going on, but you know I’m here for you, right?”

I nodded weakly.

“So promise me you won’t go see her again. Okay, okay…I know you’re not going to, but hypothetically speaking. Promise me, please. If you nip it in the bud now, that note won’t mean anything.”

I stayed silent.

“Look. There’s at least one faculty member who has an awful rumor swimming around each year. This year, you get to be the lucky one. You’re just going to have to deal with the bullshit and ride it out, okay? Do you want me to talk to the dean?”

“No,” I whispered. “I’ll handle it.”

“Okay. Then promise me.”

I uttered the words she wanted me to hear.

“Okay.” Pasha looked relieved. “Now go. You have a class to teach. You need to be there on time. Just call me if you need anything.”

Back in my office, I rushed to get ready for my lecture. I grabbed my notes, books, and laptop, then dropped everything back on my desk and scrambled into my bathroom. I splashed cold water on my face. I was looking more haggard than I’d ever looked before. Did I really believe I could molt my way out of being Robert Mallory, the boring old college professor?

I took the note out of my pocket and read it one last time. “Professor Mallory fucked his student. And he let her film him in lingerie. Receipts coming soon!” Printed on a ripped sheet of A4 in Times New Roman font, 12 pt, the note had been taped to my office door when I’d come in that morning. I wasn’t sure when it had been put up, or how many people had seen it, but the prospect of facing an auditorium full of students who might have heard about this made my knees weak.

I tore the note up into tiny pieces and flushed it down the toilet.

The nagging thing I’d been trying to ignore boiled up inside my head. Only Cassie and I knew what we’d done together. And if I hadn’t told anyone, then that could only mean...

Either it was her or a friend of hers.

My insides coiled up into a ball of dread.

This was exactly what I’d been afraid of.

She had gotten what she wanted.

She was now out to ruin me.

***

With less than a minute left for my class to start, I entered the lecture hall and set up my presentation. The loud voices of my students faded out as my slides filled the screen and I cleared my throat. I put on my professional mask, faced them head-on, and started to teach.

“Good morning, folks. Today’s lecture centers around an intriguing theme you’ll often come across in Gothic narratives…power dynamics. The invisible forces that create a tug-of-war between two characters, often serving as a mirror that reflect our deepest—and almost always hidden—desires.” I paused, letting both my breath and voice recover before I powered on. “Let’s take, for instance...Mary Shelley’s masterpiece. Frankenstein. The power dynamics between the creator and the created. Think of how that impacted the monster’s own identity. And let’s consider how power dynamics manifest in Carmilla. How does Le Fanu craft a vampire seductress that’s able to hold so much power over Laura’s emotions? And to what extent does Laura allow herself to be seduced?”

I clicked through several slides, pointing out more examples. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Cassie sitting in the front row, her green eyes glued to me. I wasn’t sure how I kept going, but I somehow managed to get myself in the zone. I always did when I was teaching—the one place where I felt completely in control of myself and my thoughts.

As my students listened intently, my voice came out strong and my words rang clear. Even though my heart was still heavy from the morning’s events, I felt somewhat good—maybe even grateful for the distraction.

And then someone in the back giggled.

The giggle was loud, and it broke my concentration. I paused to look up. My heart sank when I saw a girl at the back winking at me. Her behavior started a domino effect, and soon several girls were turning to look at each other and grin. There was laughter, and a male student sitting next to Cassie said something and laughed out loud. Cassie shook her head, her eyes never leaving mine.

“Hey, Professor?” someone shouted from the back.

All eyes turned to him, including mine. He was one of the only other male students in my course, and his muscular body dwarfed the bench. He cupped two beefy hands around his mouth before he hollered out his next words. “Got any hot videos you’d like to show us?”

“Any in panties, Professor?” a girl in glasses scrambled to join in. “ I heard you like to wear lace ones...”

The class rang with laughter.

“Holy shit! I just thought of something!” someone else said, sounding shocked. “Do y’all think he’s wearing panties right now?”

“I don’t know but I think I want to find out!”

“Will you strip for us, Professor?”

My throat had closed up. My face was on fire.

Cassie’s expression darkened into a frown.

“Cut it out!” she yelled, banging one fist on the table. “He’s a human being too!”

“Cassie,” I whispered. She’d come to my rescue. I couldn’t help but feel a rush of affection for her, even though this had all been her doing.

It didn’t matter what I felt. I had to get back control of my class.

I slammed my textbook down on the desk and glared at the faces before me. The class fell silent.

“That’s enough,” I said. “Rumors are fun, but you’re now crossing a line and I won’t tolerate it. If you can’t treat me with respect, then please leave. Now.”

No one did. Cassie was glaring at the guy who’d spoken up earlier. Several students were whispering and I was sure they were all talking about me. I tried to calm my breathing, but it was difficult. My hands were shaking.

I needed to get out of here.

Even though every instinct was telling me to run, I stayed and tried my best to remain focused. But I’d lost my confidence and it was showing. My voice faltered. My words were jumbled. I kept messing up my slides, and I was reading out wrong parts of my lecture. I’d never been so humiliated and angry at myself.

Finally, when I dismissed the class, I felt like collapsing on the floor. I held onto the edge of the podium until everyone shuffled out of the room. And everyone did. Except for Cassie.

“Professor? Are you alright?”

She was at my side, and I didn’t know what to do. I wanted to feel anger, but all I felt was hurt and betrayal. I’d trusted this girl with my most intimate desires, and all she did was take advantage of me.

Cassie, how could you?

I’d lost my voice again. When she touched my arm, I flinched. I looked at her, pleading with my eyes. But all I saw was this startling coldness. Our times together pulsed through me all over again. Her fucking me...taking pictures of me...filming me...my ass out, my face and body raw after experiencing my first orgasm as a woman...after losing my anal virginity to her...

“I just want to know what happened,” she said softly.

“Please,” I finally managed to muster. “Please leave.”

A flash of surprise. What was she expecting? I half-expected her to hit me and put me in my place, but she didn’t. She withdrew her hand from my arm and then headed towards the hall exit, her skirt swishing from side to side. As soon as I was alone, I sank into my chair, covered my face with my hands, and let myself breathe.


CHAPTER 10

Pasha visited me the following afternoon to check up on me. I forced a smile when she sat on the edge of my desk and asked me how I was doing. I just said I was fine.

Pasha frowned, her thin silvery eyebrows crinkling. “Robert, are you sure you’re okay? You don’t look well. Maybe you should take the rest of the day off? Tell you what. I’ll email the head and tell him you’re sick. I know you don’t want to skip today’s classes, but you’re not yourself.”

I shook my head. “Nope. Not giving in. I have a class in ten minutes.”

She rested her hand on my shoulder. “Now that’s more like you.”

I forced another smile.

“Fine. Just text me if you need anything. Okay? I mean it.”

I looked up at her and out of nowhere, a wave of shame washed over me. It was clear Pasha cared about me, and I wondered what kind of terrible things she thought I’d done with Cassie. She probably thought I was disgusting. How could she not? I had my cock locked up and was dressing up in racy lingerie for a much younger woman.

I cleared my throat. “Pasha, I just want to tell it to you straight. In case you have the wrong impression of me. I don’t wear lingerie. No bras or panties, and definitely not lace. And I’m not into filming myself and I’d never let a student record me. Nothing of the sort. I’m not a part of that world, okay? I’m not that kind of man.”

Pasha grinned. “I think I already know what you’re like in bed.”

A blush crept up my cheeks. I didn’t know why I was lying to her when she deserved the truth. I was too much of a coward to reveal myself, especially when I had enough people judging me.

“You’re a good man, Robert. Don’t let anyone else tell you otherwise. And don’t you dare blame yourself for this.” Her voice quietened into a whisper as she leaned in. “You know...I was thinking. After all this blows over, we could get back together. I miss you.” Her lips brushed against my face, and then she kissed me on the cheek.

My muscles froze up, but I was genuinely surprised by the affection. I thought we’d been done and dusted. When my mouth parted but I didn’t say anything, she leaned in again and slowly did the same thing on my lips. The moment was strangely tender, and I didn’t pull away. It was the only time that day I hadn’t been thinking about Cassie.

“Yes. I’d like that,” I murmured.

Maybe that was exactly what I needed. To cut off ties with Cassie and go back to living a normal, boring, safe life. Back to normal, boring, vanilla fucking.

Pasha smiled, her eyes brightening. “Great. We should catch up later. How about Thursday? I’m cooking you dinner.” She gave me a squeeze on the arm.

I was about to respond when there was a knock on the door. Pasha quickly got off my desk and smoothed her blouse when the door swung open. Standing there, in a dark fitted dress better suited for clubbing than for college, was Cassie.

For a long tense second, there was nothing but silence.

The two women glared at each other, and I wondered if they were going to tear into each other like cats. It was the last thing I wanted. I found myself on my feet, the back of my legs knocking into my chair. It rolled noisily away from me.

“Professor,” Cassie said. Her green eyes were trained on Pasha. “I wanted to hand in my assignment?”

She placed her paper on my desk. There was something about her tone I didn’t like. It was as if she wanted to hint that Pasha was inferior. Inferior to her. It was the first time I found something I genuinely disliked about Cassie. But I strained it all in because I had to keep my professionalism. She was still my student, after all.

“Thank you,” I said, then bit my tongue as the words ‘Queen Cassie’ popped into my head.

Cassie nodded but didn’t leave. Her eyes were fixed on Pasha again. My colleague had her arms folded across her chest, her expression blank. The atmosphere felt thick and heavy, and it made me nervous.

Then Pasha did the mature thing and muttered ‘excuse me,’ then she left my office, closing the door gently behind her.

Cassie stepped back to twist the lock on the door.

“W-what are you doing?” I stammered, watching her lean back against the door.

“Relax, Professor.”

Her voice was still calm and steady, but her expression had changed. It was dark and mischievous, and it sent a shiver down my spine.

“I don’t know who did it, but it wasn’t me,” she said.

My pulse raced. She was lying, and we both knew it. I wanted to call her out, but the truth was I wasn’t sure I could trust myself around her. Especially if her temper flared up.

“I wasn’t lying when I told you I really like you,” she continued. “ And I’m not lying now. I’m not sure what’s wrong with you, but your behavior is kind of pissing me right now.”

Too late, Bob.

She slammed her handbag on my desk, making some of my pens roll to the floor.

“Remove your pants.”

“What? Cassie, please...”

“I said remove your pants.”

“We’re not in your bedroom, Cassie...”

“Now.”

I should have stood up for myself and told her to leave. But I didn’t. I couldn’t. I couldn’t tell her no. Not when my soul craved to know what she wanted to do to me now that I was at my lowest point. Not when she was wearing that sexy dress with her beautiful legs on show. Not when her need to humiliate me and take me like an animal was written all over her face.

As soon as my pants were on the floor, she ordered me to remove my boxers. She reached inside her handbag and took out a pair of panties, throwing it at my face. I wore it clumsily, tugging my cock and balls into the tight fabric, and then she grabbed me by my shirt collar and forced me to the floor. I looked up and saw she’d spread her legs wide open. Her dark pubic hair was on show and she was rubbing herself with one hand, the other fiddling inside her handbag once more. Oh, fuck. Was she that turned on by the thought of degrading me?

She took out a tube of lipstick and smeared my lips with the red tint. I felt myself start to change, to morph into the obedient slave girl she wanted me to be. When she finally produced her cock—a perfectly pink one with a rounded probe on one end—I was already breathing hard, my lungs flexing, my tongue salivating, ready for her.

Cassie seated herself on my chair and brought her arms up behind her head, relaxing them against the wall. She inserted the probe into herself and glared at me.

“You think I’m just some spoiled brat who got bored and decided to make a nasty rumor about my professor?” she said from her position of total dominance. “If that’s what you think, then you’ve got another thing coming, slut. You fucking pussy. Now get on the floor. Hands behind your back. Open your mouth.”

I did as she said. I knelt with my lipsticked mouth gaping. I had another class to teach in under five minutes. I was supposed to be reviewing my slides and doing a final check on my notes, but instead, I was going to be sucking the dick of a girl who seemed to take perverse pleasure in torturing her professor.

When I closed my lips around her shaft so tightly they felt airlocked, somewhere in me, Robert Mallory screamed.

Cassie moaned when I started to jerk my head back and forth. Her hips pushed deeper into me until I was close to gagging. She liked it when I gagged, so I took a shortcut and acted like I was gagging and choking. I wanted her to cum, but I didn’t want to be late to my class and have my students speculate about what I was doing behind closed doors.

Cassie’s eyes were wide open while she watched me serve her. Her thrusts soon became violent and uncoordinated. She was close. I realized with a sinking heart that I was hungry for her cock in other ways too. I needed it inside me. I needed it to fill me and fuck me until I was sore and leaking.

My panties tented and my balls pulsed. The back of my throat throbbed and hurt. I wished I could touch myself while I pleasured her, but I knew I had to keep my hands behind my back.

At last, she orgasmed. She pulled the contraption out of her and made me lick her creamy, salty wetness until she was clean. When I was done, I wiped my lips and looked at her pleadingly, but I didn’t even know what I wanted.

Cassie pulled down her dress and stretched, casting a lazy glance at my desktop screen, where I had my schedule pulled up. “Oops. Looks like you’re late for your lecture, Professor. I’d stop fucking around and get back to work if I were you.”

She left me there, on my knees, pained and frustrated. With red lipstick smeared all over my face. Precum dripping in my pretty panties. I made a split-second decision and dashed into my bathroom.

Five minutes. That’s all I need. I’m already late. Five more minutes won’t hurt, will it?

I sat myself down on the toilet and fisted my cock while letting the tip of it rub underneath the panty waistband. I thought of Cassie’s penis in my mouth, her nails in my hair, and her cum down my throat and started to stimulate myself. Jerking off exactly like she had trained me to do.

“Cum, goddammit!” I shouted. “Cum! Fuck you! Pussy! Whore! Bitch!”

The seconds ticked by and I grew more and more frustrated with myself. I couldn’t do this. My hand felt weak, and suddenly I just knew this would get exposed too, like all the other shameful things I’d done. Every student on campus—and Pasha and all the other faculty members—would know I’d tried masturbating in my bathroom wearing panties. That I sucked dick. That my fetish was being dominated by cruel, heartless women.

Inexplicably, it was that dark and humiliating thought that made my body finally jerk and spill onto soft pink cotton, rapidly soaking the front of it with my white milk.


CHAPTER 11

“Robert, what the hell is this?” Pasha’s lower lip quivered as she peered down at her phone screen.

I put down my knife and fork and stared at her. She looked upset. “Why? What’s wrong?”

“Are these real? Please tell me they aren’t.”

I pushed my chair back and got up from the dining table. Pasha’s apartment was lit with dim floor lamps, and it took a while for me to get to the end of the table. I reached for her phone, and Pasha let me take it from her. She was visibly shaking.

I pinched at the screen. It was a text message—or messages, rather—from a number I didn’t recognize. The message was linked to an online folder filled with pictures. The images were blurry at first, but then the thumbnails expanded to fill the screen. My insides constricted when I recognized myself in the red-headed woman posing for the photos. Wearing that lacy red bodysuit, my ass out, my gaping hole exposed.

I thumbed through the folder, my chest constricting so tightly I couldn’t breathe. It had been less than a week since I’d last seen Cassie, and I couldn’t believe the lengths she’d gone to get back at me.

And then there were the videos.

No moment of my humiliation had been spared. There was a clip of me being led to Cassie’s bed and trying to relax in a sea of pillows, clearly uncomfortable with my feminized body. Another of me straining to push my plug out, followed by me moaning while I fucked myself rapidly with a hairbrush. Me sobbing into Cassie’s breasts after I’d just cum while she consoled me.

“Robert...” Pasha whispered from behind me.

My face was ghost-white when I turned to her, taking in her neatly combed silver hair and her sharp, intelligent eyes framed by her penciled-in brows. How could Pasha and I even move past this? After she’d seen me like this? She knew I’d lied to her. She could never accept the real me.

“We’ll work our way through this,” she murmured, though she made no move to touch me. “This is so wrong. I’ll file a complaint against this student. We’ll get the police involved. We’ll press charges.”

I shook my head. “I can’t,” I croaked.

Pasha looked at me in disbelief. “Robert, you’re the victim. You can’t possibly think we should let this go? We should get her expelled!”

“I’m hardly a victim. I...I agreed to this. It’s my fault. And...Yanis Galanis. Her father. He’ll destroy me.”

Pasha paled as she considered what I said. We both knew the university wouldn’t dare piss him off and Yanis would draw blood to protect his daughter, no matter what she’d done.

“I wonder who else she’s shared the link with,” I whispered.

Pasha looked down at her phone again, then tossed it onto the table. “I’m so sorry, Robert.” She stood and cradled my waist. “You’ve been through enough. Why don’t you stay the night?”

“No,” I said, grabbing my tweed jacket off the back of a chair and putting it on. “I need you to do me a favor. Could you drive me to her house?”

***

As the chateau-style mansion materialized in front of us and Pasha curved into the stone driveway and stopped, my throat clenched, my knees trembling.

“Thank you,” I said hoarsely. “I’ll call you as soon as I can.”

“I’m coming in,” Pasha said.

“No,” I insisted. “I need to do this myself.”

But Pasha stubbornly unplugged her seatbelt and climbed out of her car. I followed her up to the house and knocked on the door, knowing Cassie was home because her silver Mercedes was parked out in front. My stomach churned as I wondered if her father was home. I’d never seen him around the house—either he was really busy or an absentee parent—but not where it really counted, of course. I was suddenly glad Pasha was here to stand by me.

We waited. When Cassie opened the door, her eyes were red-rimmed. Had she been crying?

“What?” she asked, not looking too surprised that both me and Pasha were on her front doorstep unannounced.

Pasha spoke in a low, dangerous tone. “You know exactly what’s up, Cassie.”

Cassie blinked. Her expression was blank. “I’m not sure what you’re talking about, Professor Asner.” She wiped something off her dress, and that’s when I noticed she was actually wearing a purple sequin minidress. “I’m too fucked up for this, guys. Can we talk about this later?”

It hurt me to know she’d been partying and drinking and smoking and god knows what else when I’d been miserable for the past week.

“Sorry, but we’re not leaving until you promise to leave Robert alone,” Pasha hissed.

Cassie’s eyes hardened. “Whatever.” She grabbed the door and tried to slam it in our faces, but Pasha grabbed the brass doorknob and pushed the door back.

“You’re a big girl, Cassie. We’re not leaving. Not until we’ve had a proper talk.”

I watched Pasha, my colleague and ex-girlfriend, barge into Cassie’s home. I’d never seen this side of her before, and I wasn’t sure if I was impressed or scared. We followed her to the living room. My gaze lingered on Cassie’s slinky, glittery dress as it moved across her body in tempting ways. A rush of adrenaline surged through me. I still couldn’t trust myself to do the right thing around her.

“Why did you do it, Cassie?” I asked when she flopped onto a giant couch and picked up a can of beer. It was the only question I could think to ask.

Cassie stared at me through eyeliner and mascara-smudged eyes. “Do what, Professor?”

I swallowed hard. “Upload those...pictures and videos of me online. Send them off to people at the university? Why did you do it? After everything we did together, was it that hard to keep it to yourself? To spare my dignity? I don’t understand you at all!” I was shouting and I knew I’d lost. Pasha took my arm.

Cassie didn’t flinch, but her eyes narrowed when Pasha touched me.

“You’re mad,” she said flatly. “I haven’t done anything like that. I got the hint last time, Professor. If you don’t want me, then I sure as hell don’t want you. I’ve got plenty of fuckboys lining up for me. So I think it’s time for you to leave and see a shrink, Professor. Both of you.”

A cold silence followed. It took me a good while to register what Cassie had said. I frowned. Pasha was shaking, and something was wrong. It was a little kernel of doubt that had sprung off of Pasha’s body language and had implanted itself in my mind. None of it made sense—it was all stupidly irrational, but really, when had my life recently made any sort of sense? I was a man on the verge of losing his grip on reality.

I looked at Cassie. Caught the bitter defiance in her face. But underneath it all I could sense something else: she was hurt.

My god.

The realization made my blood thicken.

“Oh my god,” I whispered shakily. “It was you all along.”

Pasha gripped tightly onto her own arms as her face harshened. “So you believe her? Robert, really?”

I ignored the storm brewing inside me and steeled myself to face Pasha. “How did you do it?”


CHAPTER 12

Pasha’s lips pursed. Her eyes stared off into the distance and she was quiet for a long moment before she spoke. “I only did it to protect you,” she whispered, swinging her knees to turn away from me. “You were acting like a stupid teenager. You could’ve lost everything. I wanted to make you see that.”

“But—”

“You’re a respected professor, Robert! A fucking adult man.” Pasha’s eyes had shrunk into slits and every word shook with anger. “You shouldn’t be fooling around with a student. What were you thinking? Wearing women’s underwear and getting your bottom fucked, and letting her—this…this rotten whore—record it without a care for the world!”

“How exactly did you protect me, Pasha? You made a fool of me in front of my students!” I felt my voice rise, my face redden.

Pasha glared at me, her shoulders trembling. “I saved you from yourself. You were so blind, Robert. You never knew what you wanted. I was right there. Ready to get back with you. Waiting for you to make a move. Couldn’t you see that?”

Cassie stood up. “I always had a bad feeling about you, Professor Asner. How the hell did you know what we did? Did you hack into my email, or worse?”

“The first day I saw your professor...” Pasha spat out the word like it was a dirty swear. “...get into that strange car I knew he was heading straight into trouble. I followed him, Cassie. That’s what I did. It didn’t take me long to figure out who this place belonged to.”

“That still doesn’t explain hacking into my files, Professor,” Cassie said through gritted teeth.

Pasha laughed. “That was easy. You silly girl, don’t you know how to protect your data?” She inhaled sharply, her chest rising. “You’re always at the library, Cassie. I see you in there, and then you get up and walk out and leave your belongings behind like you’ve never experienced bad people in your life. Sometimes for up to an hour! Two! It was easy enough to watch you enter your passcode and gain access to your laptop files when you weren’t there. I couldn’t believe it when I found it. The sex tape.” Pasha turned to me, her expression dazed and broken. “How could you let yourself be used like that?”

I knew Pasha was waiting for an answer, but I couldn’t bring myself to say anything.

“I want you to leave,” Cassie ground out. She was staring at Pasha in disgust. “Now.”

Pasha’s gaze fixed on me, as if she was waiting for me to come to her defense. When I didn’t say a word, her mouth curled up, and her face twisted sourly into a grimace. “One last thing, Robert,” she said. “I just want you to know I never shared those pictures and clips with anyone else. I just sent the link—a private link—to myself. I know what I did was wrong, but I did it because I cared about you. I’m not some sadist. I hope you understand that one day.”

Then she turned her back to us and strode to the front door. I watched her go, her slender back ramrod straight, her straight hair curled only slightly at the ends, and my insides broke a little. Pasha and I had a history that Cassie knew nothing about.

Pasha did it.

Pasha, the woman I wanted to get back together with.

I was still trying to understand her motives. How she could pin that note on my door to start such a hurtful rumor. How she thought manipulating me like that was a good idea. A new sense of loss—foreign yet so familiar to me at the same time, enveloped me. I couldn’t help but think this was all my fault, and that I was never going to be good with women, not if I lived to be a hundred years old. Never.

Tires screeched as Pasha sped down Cassie’s driveway. Cassie walked to the entryway and I heard a click as she locked the front door. When she returned, I was met with a pair of hostile eyes, piercing green and beautiful.

I coughed. “I...I think I owe you an apology.”

What she said next made my world spin.

“Oh, you owe me more than an apology, pussy.”

Cassie led me upstairs.

And I followed.

Like a good girl.

***

The chastity cage closed around my balls and Cassie locked the padlock, giving the cage a pat. “Does that feel tight?”

“Only a little bit, Queen Cassie,” I replied, my breath catching in my throat.

“Good.”

Her hands trailed across my ass, over the white satin that covered my bottom. Over the little bows that held the undergarment tight around my hips. I couldn’t help but close my eyes as her fingers ran up my bare spine and over the closed hooks on my bra, stopping to pull on them, reminding me of my femininity.

“Get on the bed.”

I did as I was told and climbed onto the mattress, resting my weight on my knees and elbows, and sticking my butt out towards Cassie. I was so ready to be punished. So ready to be used.

Cassie grabbed a pillow and put it underneath my belly and rubbed the satin crotch of my panties against my imprisoned cock. Her fingertips roamed down and pressed against my perineum until I whimpered faintly.

“Count, pussy. I’m going to give you twenty.”

Her whip cracked against my bottom, making me twitch. “One, Queen Cassie.”

Crack.

“Two, Queen Cassie.”

Crack.

“Three, Queen Cassie.”

On ten, Cassie paused to give me a moment to recover. I was crying into the sheets, and Cassie leaned over and gave me a kiss on the back of my neck.

Crack!

“Eleven, Queen Cassie.”

By the time she reached twenty, I was a sobbing mess, but I tried to steady myself. “Thank you for beating me, Queen Cassie.”

Cassie placed her whip on her bedside table and rubbed my sore bottom. “You’re welcome.” She wrapped her arms around me and held me close.

I tensed, trying not to leak. But it was impossible. I’d never been part of something so erotic. “Will you ever forgive me?” I asked, my voice shrill.

She brushed my tears away and smiled. “Of course, pet.” Her hand rested on my thigh, and she cupped my balls through the cage. “It’s okay.”

I grimaced. “But it’s not. Pasha has all our videos and pictures. What’s going to prevent her from circulating them?”

“Leave Pasha to me,” Cassie said. “I don’t want you to worry about her. I’ll let Daddy know in case she tries to stir up any trouble. Now roll over, pussy. I want to show you how much I like you.”

I rolled over onto my back, and Cassie straddled me, taking my hand and winding it around her lubed cock. She looked amazing like that, with her long hair cascading around her face and her lips parted, wearing nothing but a Tommy Hilfiger thong and her strap-on. Her breasts rose and fell in tune with my strokes as I spread the lube around.

“Spread your legs.”

I opened and raised my legs in the air, then closed my eyes and surrendered.

Her cock entered me, and all my problems faded away into the background. She made love to me, and I wished I could do this forever. I curled my arms around one of Cassie’s biggest teddy bears and clung onto it tightly.

“Tell me you’re mine,” Cassie whispered in my ear, her lips and tongue drawing close. “Tell me you’ll always be my pussy.”

“I’m yours, Queen Cassie,” I whimpered. “Always. Forever.”

Her tongue traced around the border of my mouth until I was mentally begging for her to kiss me. When it slid inside, I started to suck it gently. I let myself weaken under her control, allowing myself to act and sound as girly as I liked. I was hovering so close to a release but Cassie had refused to give me permission to cum. And if I failed, I was going to spend ten more days locked in this cage, and that right now felt like a fate worse than death.

Please fuck me harder, Queen Cassie. Make me forget about Pasha.

When she came, Cassie eased the double-ended dildo out and ordered me to suck on her cunt to clean her up. Her wetness was warm and comforting, and I held her close, my arms and legs wrapped around her tanned body.

Afterwards, we lay in bed, her head resting against my chest.

“Daddy went away for business,” Cassie said. “He’ll be back tomorrow afternoon. Do you want to stay the night?”

“I’d love to,” I whispered.

She reached over and brushed her lips against mine. My cock ached with need, but I was happy knowing she was in control of my pleasure.

“It’s okay,” she whispered, stroking my hair. She planted a gentle kiss on my head. “You’re safe with me.”

And for the first time in a long time, I did feel safe.

She fell asleep with my head resting on her now inverted nipples. I let my breathing slow down to the rhythm of her heartbeat and wound one of my legs between hers so my crotch could relax on her thigh.

She really cares about me.

Cassie, my student, my Queen, had chosen me.

It was the last thing I thought of before I drifted off to sleep.

THE END


HOUSEWIFE FROM HELL


HOUSEWIFE FROM HELL

CHAPTER 1

I stood before the mirror, running my hand up and down the front of my satin nightgown. It was dark blue and had feathers printed on it, and on top I’d worn its matching robe. Leaving the robe untied, I reached for my pot of concealer. Using gentle dabs, I worked at getting rid of the darkness underneath my eyes.

I twisted my body a little and looked at my reflection from the back. I’d been blessed with an hourglass shape and a butt that was big enough to turn any man on. Satisfied, I turned back around and fixed the heart-shaped pendant in my necklace. It caught the light and glinted prettily right under my collarbones. The necklace had been a gift from my husband Todd for our first wedding anniversary, and I’d worn it ever since.

I took the curlers out of my hair, one by one, and began brushing my curls out. Then I put away the pot of cream concealer and inspected myself one last time—a final check for sanity’s sake.

I’d dimmed the lights enough so you couldn’t really see any of my scars or my pores—not that I had much. But I could hardly recognize my face. I’d once been a cute, young bubbly girl. My mother even used to call me 'Bubbles' because of it. She loved that I could light up any room and be the life of the party in a finger snap. But now? All I saw was a serious-faced woman who had a chip on her shoulder.

I used a dab of creamed blush over the highline of my cheeks and kissed my fingertips so a little of the color would go over my lips. A girl should wear just the right amount of makeup to look all-natural in front of her man, so he’s tricked into thinking she wakes up and goes to bed like a natural beauty. That was a love lesson I learned from Janice Kendig, my mother.

I tinkered a little more with my hair and laid the neckline of my nightgown just the right way over my cleavage. Then I looked at the mirror once more.

Would my husband want to fuck me? The answer, I thought, was an emphatic yes.

I plopped down on the bed, stared out the view from the window, and stayed there until Todd came back home. My nerves raced with excitement as I thought about what I was going to do.

Tonight, I was going to try something new.

I heard him pull up into the driveway twenty minutes later. I felt what I always felt whenever Todd came home to me: a steaming blend of anxiety, dread, and excitement. I’d also get just a little wet down there—even after all these years, Todd could still set off the butterflies in my stomach.

Tonight, though, I also felt sexy and that was all down to my blue satin nightgown. It had been a while since I’d worn it, and the last time had been in a hotel in Champs-Élysées five years ago when I’d joined Todd on a short business trip to Paris. I’d hoped that wearing it would bring back good memories for him.

Without waiting any longer, I rushed downstairs and opened the front door.

“Honey! How was work?”

“Same old, same old,” Todd said, stepping inside. His face cracked into a grin. “Something smells delicious.”

“I’ve cooked up one of your favorites, so I hope you’re hungry,” I tittered. “Salmon and shrimp pasta with a side of buttered broccoli.”

Todd licked his lips. “Just what I need,” he said. He slipped off his shoes and socks in the foyer and handed me his bag. “I’m so hungry I could eat a baby whale.”

“Why don’t you go take a shower while I heat everything up and set the table for you?” I said sweetly.

“Make it quick,” he said. “I won’t take long.” He pulled down his pants, leaving it like a puddle on the floor and shuffled up the stairs in his shirt and boxers.

I quickly cleaned up after him before heading to the kitchen. Dinner was nice—the pasta was delicious and Todd even had seconds after the big first plate I’d served him. But I’d spent the entire time wondering if he’d noticed my new hair—or that I’d lost another five pounds within the last month and could fit into my clothes better. But Todd didn’t say anything—though that wasn’t really anything out of the ordinary for him. Maybe he’d been too hungry to notice.

We headed upstairs after dinner. Even though I'd just a glass of wine, the jitters in my nerves flared up again. My heart was racing and goosebumps had cropped up all along my arms.

It was now or never.

Todd flopped down on the bed, yawned, and switched on the bedroom TV. I hurried into the bathroom and brushed my teeth and sprayed on a little perfume behind my ears—just enough to make me smell nice but not enough to be all that noticeable.

When I came back out, Todd had put on a movie. I relaxed next to him, nuzzling my head against his shoulder. Just in time for the raunchy scene, apparently. The long-haired actress had her head smushed into a pillow while the actor buried himself to the hilt behind her. Grunts and moans filled the room while he grabbed her hair and twisted it around his wrist like a rope, yanking her head back with brutal force. The camera switched to her face. Her cheeks were red. Sweaty. Delirious with pleasure.

“You’ll take it how I want it, little pet,” the actor growled, his hips and ass still thrusting violently.

I held back the urge to cover my eyes.

What even was this?

I snuck a glance at Todd. His eyes were fixed on the screen as the actress’s breasts bounced practically onto her tummy.

“That’s not what sex is,” I said finally, letting my voice rise above the sound from the TV.

“Huh?” Todd asked, whipping around.

“Did you know that 75% of screenwriters are men and that most movies are written for the male gaze?” I asked. “Women don’t actually want to be treated like that. At least, most don’t. They want to be loved. Courted. Romanced. Remembered. Especially by their husbands.”

Todd snorted. He didn’t seem particularly interested in my factoid. “Okay. Whatever you say, honey.”

I picked up the remote and hit the mute button. “Well, it’s true. It’s no different from the porn industry if you really think about it,” I explained. “Men need to start taking women a little more seriously. We’re not just sex objects or punching bags for sexual violence. It’s harmful and I’m tired of it.”

“Why don’t you tell that to Romeo and leave me and my movie alone.” Todd grabbed the remote from me and turned the volume up by several points.

Anger, hot and frothy, bubbled inside me. Will the entire night go on like this? I took a deep breath and said, “Honey, you’re being rude. I was trying to make a point—”

“Oh, fuck! And I’m just trying to relax,” Todd snapped. “Stop nagging. Did you know that’s the number one reason for divorce? Nagging? Bet you didn’t know that.”

“Well, aren’t you the one who nagged me out of my career?” I snapped back.

Todd acted like he hadn’t heard me. I stared at him. He was perfectly content to watch TV—and a bad, cringeworthy sex scene at that—while his wife was clearly unhappy. Things weren’t going the way I wanted and I’d had such high hopes. I found myself wondering the same thing that had been on my mind since I’d woken up: how long does it take for a woman to reach her breaking point?


CHAPTER 2

Todd and I met nearly ten years ago while we were both still in law school. His blue eyes were what had attracted me at first—along with the hot faux hawk he’d been sporting those days.  He’d always bring a yoyo along to our lectures and sit right behind me, and the zinging sound kept driving me crazy until one day I just snapped at him. That was the first time we’d talked to each other, and even though we argued, I could tell by his creeping blush that he had a crush on me.

Before I knew it, Todd and I were seriously dating. We’d slipped into a relationship as easily as a knife slipping through warm butter.  Our futures had seemed so bright and exciting then, and I loved how ambitious we both were. Everything had come to us so naturally. Maybe a little too easily. That had made it difficult for me to read the warning signs.

A year into our relationship, Todd quit law school to kickstart a corporate career. Four-and-a-half years later I was working as an associate at a litigation law firm and Todd was still in corporate, outearning me at a pretty good pace. After we got married, he convinced me to quit.

“Why should you work when I’m earning enough for both of us?” he’d asked. “Quit and do what you like instead.”

I hadn’t realized at the time that ‘do what you like’ had been code for ‘cook and clean like a 1950s housewife’.

Now, I tapped him on the back, hard enough to hurt. “I’m not done with our conversation, honey. I want to talk.”

“Oh yeah?” Todd switched off the TV angrily. “Wanna talk? We can talk after this.” He climbed over my lap and leaned in, bringing his face close to mine. His breath smelled of shrimp. Ugh, why couldn’t he try for once? Just for me?

He kissed my neck. Holding me still by my arms, he slowly started to suck on the spot right below my jawline, causing tingles to shiver up and down my body. He hadn’t done that in a while. It was my favorite place to be kissed and he’d remembered. Yes, I thought feverishly as I moaned to encourage him to keep doing what he was doing. We’re making progress. He just needed a little nudge in the right direction. Well, more like a shove and a kick…but progress was progress.

I slipped my robe off, letting the air cool my shoulders. I shifted my weight, leaning back even more, hinting at him to move towards suckling my collarbone.

But Todd had suddenly stopped. He was frowning.

“These gowns you keep wearing hide your body. They’re like tents. They don’t do much to me in the mood.”

I folded my arms and gritted my teeth. “Way to kill the mood!” I hissed. “If you don’t think satin nightgowns are sexy, I don’t know what to say to you.”

Todd was eyeing me in a way that made me feel a little embarrassed. I turned away from him, grimacing.

“What happened to the kit I got you last year?” he asked. “I don’t think you even opened it.”

“Kit? What kit?”

I was only pretending like I didn’t remember. The truth was it had been just one set out of a dozen or so ‘kits’ I’d received over the years—Todd’s attempts at degrading me and treating me like a sexual object rather than a person. Almost all of them consisted of latex fetish wear.

“No, it’s degrading,” I said when Todd reminded me of the thoughtful ‘gift’ he’d bought me. “It’s not romantic at all.”

“Alright. Then how about a blowjob, wifey?”

“Wifey?” I asked.

I suddenly felt gutted. Why was I even trying? It was painfully obvious that my entire identity revolved around being Todd’s housewife—a sacrifice I hadn’t been willing to make. I felt dumber by the day and could feel my husband’s respect for me fading away at practically the same pace. And honestly, I didn’t even blame him. How could a man respect his girl when she barely provided any value apart from cleaning counters, folding laundry, scrubbing dishes, and satisfying his sexual urges?

I felt stuck, frustrated, and helpless. What was even the point anymore?

“Oh, don’t look upset, Jess,” Todd whispered, nestling his head into the warmth of my breasts. “It was just a suggestion. You don’t have to wear anything you don’t want to.”

I literally felt it then. The snap. The thing inside holding me together—whatever it had been made of—cracking into two like a blade of glass.

This moment, I thought, strangely calm considering what I was about to do to him. This—right here, right now—is the breaking point.

And in a way, it had been the perfect moment.

“Fine,” I murmured. “I’ll wear what you want.”

Todd’s blue eyes lit up as he blinked at me. “You’re kidding.”

I shook my head. He slapped my ass as I climbed out of bed. I stood on a small stool while I patted the top of our closet until I found the bag. Then I hid myself in the bathroom.

I took the kit out of the bag and stared at it. It was a black catsuit with a blue glossy sheen to it, and it had a hideous zipper going from the front of the crotch to the back—for easy access to the slits, I guessed. I had no clue how much Todd had spent on the costume, but touching it I could see it was a very high-quality piece of garment. It could’ve been anywhere in the hundreds. 

If this was what he wanted me to wear, I was going to do it. And more.

As soon as I tried to put one leg into it, though, I knew it was going to be an uphill battle. I’d barely rolled the catsuit up my ankle and I was already out of breath. But I wasn’t ready to give up. Todd was out there, salivating at the thought of me wearing this. I couldn’t disappoint him, could I? After all, this was going to be the last time in a long while that I was going to do anything special for him…

Thinking quickly, I grabbed the bottle of baby powder I kept under the sink. I sprinkled and dusted some over my body and on the inside of the suit. Hopefully the powder was going to make the material a little more pliable. I sat on the toilet seat, spread my legs as straight out as I could and started to roll the rubber suit up my calves. Once I’d gotten it past my hips, the rest of it became just a tad easier.

I checked out my reflection and smirked. I liked how the latex clung to my curves and sucked my stomach in but I didn’t like that I looked like I’d stepped out of a sci-fi TV show. Mom would’ve laughed if she’d seen me like this.

From the small collection of shoes I kept on a rack inside the bathroom, I picked out the biggest pair of wedge heels I had. Then I slicked on a layer of dark red lipstick and combed my hair back with a little water and hairspray. If Todd wanted me to look like a sexy spy girl from space, then that was exactly how I was going to look.

Before I stepped out of the bathroom, I picked up the special toys I’d kept hidden in the cupboard underneath the sink. My plan had only changed slightly, but I was going to roll with it.

Todd’s jaw dropped when I returned to the bedroom. I could tell he almost didn’t recognize me. Gone was the soft, romantic wife he’d once had. In front of him was someone totally different. A confident Dita Von Teese.

I tried to channel that confidence as I walked up to him, climbed into bed, and straddled him. I showed him one of the toys—a twin pair of leather handcuffs, one dangling from each of my wrists. I’d snuck the other under the covers for later.

That one was going to be a surprise.

“Feels like I’ve been waiting for this for years,” Todd breathed. He tapped on one of the cuffs in awe and grinned. “Just wanted to check if it was real. Thanks for doing this!”

Don’t smile, I instructed myself. Act confident. Wrapping one arm around his neck, I kissed him. It wasn’t a soft kiss, the kind that he’d come to expect from his sweet baby Jessica. It was a raw, hard, tongue-filled, lust-fueled endeavor that left him breathless.  

Todd’s hands roamed my back before coming back up to the front and fondling my breasts. My nipples peaked almost instantly. His eyes sparkled as he enjoyed the sensual feel of latex. He touched my suit again, tracing a finger down the midline of my stomach. This was new and exciting to him. Thrilling and dangerous at the same time. This was what he wanted, right? He didn’t want to make love. He wanted to fuck. Get dirtier than one of my dishcloths.

Todd began to touch me even more frantically. Feeling my curves and the shape of my body through all the latex that covered it, hiding my secrets. His eyes were clenched shut and his forehead was creased in concentration. I let him take his time exploring me like I was a new woman. I needed to get him breathless and excited. Todd hadn’t touched me like this in years.

I looked down at his face and his shuttered eyelids and suddenly wondered what it would be like to slap him.

Whoa. I was having dark thoughts again. My fingertips were itching to get back at Todd for everything he’d done to me. But instead of going down that path I forced myself to moan. I wanted him to think I was enjoying this. I slowly lifted myself up and took off the silly Mickey Mouse boxers he’d worn for bed. His eyes were still closed and now he was also naked. Vulnerable. A hot, rushing thrill rang through my body. There was just something about having a man bare and defenseless underneath you, while you were shielded and fully clothed yourself.

When Todd’s eyes opened again, I swung the handcuffs in front of him, flashing him a naughty smirk. He didn’t resist. I clipped each of his wrists to our bed’s railing with his arms extended on either side of him.

“Jesus. Didn’t know you could be like this,” Todd whispered.

“Shhh,” I said, placing my finger on his lips.

He nodded and shut up. A tickle of delight went through me as I realized I now had his full attention. It was funny how a catsuit and some handcuffs had been all it had taken for his annoying attitude to go away.

His chin jerked down at the sound of my zipper peeling away towards my ass, exposing the hatch to my pussy. He gasped softly when I lowered myself onto his length. His hips twitched as my thighs made contact with his own. He was harder than a rock—so hard, in fact, I was positive he could cum in under a minute even if I just lay there motionless.

The thought made me giggle out loud before I could stop myself. Todd looked at me, confused. I started to ride him and he was instantly distracted. His chained wrists clunked rhythmically against the railing as my hips undulated against him.

I finally let myself smile when he closed his eyes again, succumbing to the pleasures of my tight, hot pussy.

Poor Todd. He was going to learn that having a cock wasn’t the superpower he thought it was after all.


CHAPTER 3

I rode him hard. There was no slow or steady. No real build-up. And even I was buzzing with the next steps of the blueprint etched in my mind, Todd’s cock was slightly distracting me. So I let myself have a few seconds to enjoy the warmth and euphoria before I refocused on what I had to do.

“You’re so big, honey,” I moaned, cupping his head with both hands. “Fuck me as hard as you can. You can do it!”

A second later Todd stopped thrusting to my rhythm. He had a big, goofy grin on his face.

“So soon?” I asked.

He reddened.

Way too soon, little boy.

“I’m sure you have energy for another round,” I said huskily, biting my bottom lip. “Don’t you want to enjoy all this latex for a while longer?”

His chin dipped up and down in a nod. He glanced at my outfit with a forlorn expression before giving me another face-splitting grin. He was craving to touch my latex suit again. Too bad he couldn’t. I returned his grin with a vampiric smile of my own, hoping that would be enough to entice him. I had to keep the heat up. Fuel the fire and keep it going. Keeping him restrained throughout all that extremely critical.

I spread his thighs a little and hovered over his lap, levitating just high enough for the tip of his length to kiss my lower lips while I complimented him in soft, hushed tones. I talked about how much I loved him and how much I needed him inside me. I started gently rocking my hips back and forth, stroking his member with just my pussy, until it flexed upwards and finally hardened.

When Todd spurted in me for the second time, I didn’t stop. I continued to ride him until his penis softened underneath me. I kept bucking and gyrating, looking into his blazing sky-blue eyes, telling him without words that I was still going strong and that he hadn’t been enough to satisfy me. The clink of his handcuffs was so erotic, a reminder of just how weak he was.

Suddenly, the power I felt over him felt so real. It felt all-consuming and electrifying. I wondered what it would be like to tie him up in a room and have sex with him, over and over again, until he gave me however many orgasms I wanted. Another dark thought, one that Dr. Ola wouldn’t approve of. At least, not so soon. Her philosophy was to take things slow, so slow that your husband’s changes were barely noticeable even to himself. But after years of locking up my own desires to satisfy his own, I was drawn to the fantasy like a moth to a flame.

Todd’s penis had shrunk enough to flop out of me. I laid a hand on his chest, feeling his heart still pounding in time with my own. Had we flown back in time? I held still as his heartrate rose in response to the unexpected silence between us. Why did this feel so romantic? I wasn’t sure, but whatever we had going on between us right now, I liked it. I let go of his chest and smiled at him, knowing he could sense what was coming next.

“Round three?” I asked with a half-smile.

Todd’s eyes gaped. I could tell by the deer in headlights look that a warning bell had just gone off inside his head. Something was wrong with this scene. Was he surprised, scared, or both? He was definitely not used to me speaking like this. His wife had apparently transformed from a sweet, nice lady into an assertive mistress, and he wasn’t sure what to make of the change. He looked like a lost child, really, who was waiting for an authority to tell him what to do. Had he forgotten that he was the one who’d asked me to put on this latex suit to cater to his stupid rubber fetish?

“I…I’m tired…” he muttered after a beat. 

I pouted. “In that case…how awful would it be if I still fucked you since you wouldn’t be able to do anything about it?”

“I’d like to see you try.”

I looked at him questioningly. Was that a challenge?

I slid towards the bedside table and took out my trusty pink vibrator. I couldn’t remember the last time we’d used it together. His back perked up as he surveyed it, the cogs in his brain turning. I’d snooped around enough in his browser history to know that he was into the idea of being dominated and losing control. He was going to love this.

I held the vibrator against the head of his penis. I watched the knot on his throat deepen as it started to work. Soon he was redder than I’d ever seen him. I hummed as I worked.  It was nice playing with his dick like this, like it was a little toy.

I kept the vibrator going until—inevitably—he was hard again.

“Jess—” Todd gasped. He’d turned his face to the side so I couldn’t see how embarrassed he was.

“Yes, Todd?” I asked him sweetly.

He opened his mouth but nothing came out. He shut it close while the pressure mounted within him. He wasn’t sure he had any cum left, but knowing how often and how much he secretly jerked off when he thought I was sleeping, I was pretty sure he had about a bucket left inside those balls of his.

Tossing the vibrator behind me, I mounted him. This time, as soon as Todd came, I faked my orgasm. I could’ve done it for real—I was so aroused by what I was doing—but I didn’t want to give him the real thing. Todd didn’t deserve it—not yet anyway. Cumming would be for myself in my own time.

When we were done, I was panting from the workout but still full of energy. I shimmied along his body, making sure to sit down hard on his limp cock. He let out another gasp, but this time it was faint and weak. He was wiped out. His cheek was resting on the bed’s railing and he was sweating like he’d run a marathon. Of course. He was all talk. He couldn’t really handle me in a latex catsuit, let alone anything else his silly brain had been fantasizing about. I leaned in and gave him a peck on his forehead, feeling both proud and satisfied. This was exactly how I wanted him. Dog-tired. Spent.

He was going to have a hard time resisting what came next. 


CHAPTER 4

I searched under the covers for the second toy I’d bought from the adult shop down the street. The surprise toy. As I pulled it out, my fingers trembled, excitement fluttering within my ribs. I couldn’t remember the last time I was this excited and jumpy. I forced myself to stay still, keeping my mask of stern confidence on me.

Even in his exhaustion, Todd instantly recognized what the object was. His mouth dropped open. “Where the hell did you get that?” he asked, his tone dripping with accusation.

I looked over at him, wondering whether I should tell him the whole story. Well, there was no reason to lie. “Over at Cassie’s last week. I was out for a walk after lunch and had this amazing idea just pop into my head. I headed straight to Cassie’s. I couldn’t wait.”

“An idea? What are you talking about?” A flicker of something crossed Todd’s face. Was that another one of his warning bells ringing? In any case, he didn’t wait for me to answer. “You don’t mean to really use that on me, do you?”

Calmly, softly, I smiled and nodded.

He scoffed in disgust. “I’ve heard those can be uncomfortable.”

“That’s why I bought you the best quality,” I said, bringing the gadget under his nose so he could inspect it. “This isn’t just some cheap plastic thing. This cost me $200. You’re not even going to notice it when it’s on you.”

He shook his head and yawned. He looked completely disinterested. I could feel the power I had over him slipping away like oil on my fingers, and it made me feel helpless, desperate, and depressed all over again.

“What a waste of my money,” he muttered.

His money. Of course. The difference in personality pre-and post-male orgasm never failed to amaze me. As if he hadn’t been the one to beg me to step out of the workforce so he could be ‘my provider’. I really thought it had been cute at first. He’d suggested I take a year’s sabbatical, and I thought it would be nice to take a break and be pampered by him for a while. But when the year was up, he begged me again. It had become less about love and caring for me and more about flaunting his status—not just to me but also to his despicable group of buddies. Look at me. Ain’t I the shit. I make so much money my girl doesn’t need to work!

I fought to hide my anger, but I knew it was only a matter of time before it all erupted. Years of it stewing inside me had made it an explosive threat. “Come on, it’s just a little toy, Todd,” I said softly, tickling him in his armpits. “You’re not scared of a little toy, are you?” Without thinking, I decided to blaze through to the next step in Dr. Ola’s blueprint. “You know what? The salesperson said that if you wear something tight down there it can help with the discomfort. Lift everything up and keep it in place. Nice and snug.”

He looked me up and down. He was irritated. “Jessica, stop it. I’m a fucking man—I don’t own anything tight. What do you want me to wear? One of your microscopic thongs?”

I raised an eyebrow. “Well. You suggested it, not me.”

“Oh, forget it.”

My blood had reached its boiling point. I forced in a breath. Think calm and happy thoughts. Think calm and happy thoughts. You came this far, didn’t you? When my racing heart finally slowed down, I spoke.

“Like you said, I don’t want $200 of your hard-earned money to go to waste. And it would go to waste if you didn’t even try it on…” Then teasingly, jokingly I added, “It’s so unfair. I wore your fetish suit, didn’t I? Now it’s your turn. Don’t be such a pooper, honey. If you don’t at least try I’m not going to unlock your handcuffs and you can stay in them all night.”

Todd blew out a breath. “Fine,” he muttered. “Just put it on.”

He’d agreed. I braced myself for what I was about to do. The truth was, I was pretty nervous. I had to do this right or the rest of my plan could come crashing down. I picked up the toy—a chastity cage—and angled it toward his crotch. The metal ring slid through his balls, followed by the cage through the body of his penis. Then I inserted the little pin that secured the two together. Snatching up the key, I locked the cage up before Todd had any time to change his mind. He started to protest but I blew him off. It was too late anyway. A rush of satisfaction spread through me when I had the key safely clutched inside my fist. Wow. I did it. 

I smiled.

Todd looked so good with his face beaten down, his wrists chained, his arms arched upwards, his cock locked. I took a minute to admire the view.

Now for the icing on the cake. I brought out one of my thongs and slipped it up his legs. Todd stiffened when I pulled the thong up his hips so the string cradled between his ass cheeks. Even better. If it had been up to me, I would’ve just left him cuffed to the bed like that for an hour or two. Maybe the entire night—with the TV dead and all the lights switched off. The thought made me want to crack up.

But I had to be patient. I didn’t want to move too quickly and scare him off. This was all only a means to an end, after all. So I went ahead and removed his handcuffs.

“You’re not going to get this off me?” Todd asked, looking down at his brand new chastity cage.

“No!” I said, coming off a little more harshly than I should have. I cleared my throat and tried again. “I mean, no, honey. Doesn’t the cage feel nice? I thought you could rock it for one night. I’ll free you up in the morning.”

“Whatever,” Todd grumbled. He was too sleepy to argue. Good. He rolled over, brought the covers up to his chin, and yawned again.

Five minutes later, Todd was snoring so loudly I could hear him from the kitchen. I paused at the sink, took off my house gloves, and fingered my new pendant. I’d slotted the key in right next to the heart Todd had gifted me. Both pendants belonged to him, I supposed, but this one made me feel better. It felt more meaningful, even though it wasn’t made from sterling silver.

I was loading up the dishwasher when I realized that my heart was pounding so loudly I was getting light-headed.

What was going on? I sat on a chair, chugged down a glass of water, and tried to catch my breath. The pounding had traveled downstairs. The need inside me writhing, clenching, twisting as it demanded its release. I touched the key again, slower this time, and felt my insides tickle and tingle. Before I knew what I was doing, I’d hitched up my nightgown and had spread my legs into the air. I kissed the key to my husband’s chastity while I rubbed myself. I zoned out and let myself feel whatever I wanted this time. Todd wasn’t here to judge me. He was upstairs, knocked out, wearing a thong and a steel cage because of me. It was his gilded prison, and I was the only guard.

I screamed when the throbbing between my thighs heightened and pure electricity flowed through my whole body.

I orgasmed so hard I squirted all over the kitchen floor.


CHAPTER 5

It was still dark when I woke up. I glanced at my alarm clock. 4 a.m. My day typically started at five in the morning, so I had an hour on my hands. I rolled over in bed and saw that Todd was still sleeping contentedly, a splotch of drool drying on his pillow. I pulled slowly at his sheets and took a peek. He was wearing nothing but my thong and his cock cage, the outline of which created a faint bulge through the polka-dotted fabric. His legs were bent slightly, his toes pointed, making them look strangely feminine. I smiled to myself.

“Someone’s looking cute in his teeny-weeny panties,” I whispered.

Then I climbed out of bed. It was time to put the next phase into action. Taking another clean thong out from my dresser drawer, I placed it at the bottom of the bed bench where Todd kept his work shoes. I threw on a sports bra and a pair of black biker shorts, came back to a lightly snoring Todd, kissed him on the shoulder, and went out for a long walk. When I came back home, the house was empty. I laughed out loud.

Todd had gone to work, and he’d had no choice but to wear his chastity cage. I checked the bed bench. Sure enough, my high-waist black thong was missing. He’d have needed something tight to cover the extra bulge.

I dove into my chores with a big smile on my face. Tuesday’s chores mainly consisted of cleaning: washing the floors, which—considering we lived in a 2000-square-foot home—took up most of day. Then, if I had time, I’d normally head outside to do some gardening.

The morning hours zoomed by, so much so that I’d finished up with the floors early and had some extra time on my hands. So I went up to my home library and took out my bible: In Her Hands: The Seductive Guide to Feminine Power by Dr. Ola Hawthorne. The book was dog-eared and stained full of notes, but it was one of my most precious possessions. I actually had a small collection of Dr. Ola’s books, but In Her Hands was the one I’d come back to the most.

When I’d first bought the book at a secondhand bookstore three years ago, I considered it to be escapist fiction. Dr. Ola had described a window to a world that was so alien from mine, where wives ruled with an iron fist and husbands were mere servants. I couldn’t imagine asking Todd to do all those things and having him at my beck and call at all hours of the day. Dr. Ola, who was born in England but then moved to the US, was a Harvard-trained psychologist. Most of her life’s events were kept mysterious and private, but she’d gone through a very ugly divorce to a narcissistic man that had obviously shaped her theories.

I sat knees-up on my velvet reading sofa and was soon engrossed in Dr. Ola’s words. I couldn’t believe I’d once dismissed her radical feminist theories as fantasy fiction. Her book really was groundbreaking. The meat of the text revolved around a controversial blueprint about how a woman could dominate her partner using her feminine power.

I began reading out loud one of my favorite passages.

“Feminine power is not about crushing masculinity, but more about recognizing its flaws and reshaping it in a way that respects and cherishes femininity. When one practices the steps outlined in this book, she gains the realization that true masculinity is not the opposite of femininity but rather simply femininity in disguise. All men can be coerced to bring out their true feminine selves with dedicated and effortful training.”

I remembered reading that passage for the first time and having chills run down my spine. It was really what had planted the first of many seeds, where I could imagine in my mind’s eye the process of stripping Todd of his masculine identity and controlling him like a true alpha woman.

I flipped through several more pages until my finger landed on another one of my highlighted passages. Dr. Ola had written:

“Male chastity, often thought of as a degrading act, is in fact a powerful tool in regaining one’s feminine power. By confining man’s physical symbol of masculinity, one can force him to lose his ego and dignity. In such a state, he is led to explore life beyond mere physical pleasures, promoting his mental, emotional, and spiritual growth in the process. Chastity is not about humiliation, but rather about humility—a chance for the male to understand the value of vulnerability, submission, and true partnership. It is a powerfully liberating act for both parties, opening the door to a deeper, more romantic form of both sexual and emotional intimacy.”

“Yes…yes…yes!” I found myself muttering. As I shifted my legs I noticed the dampness between my thighs, a side effect whenever I read Dr. Ola’s books.

Could you change a man? Mom had always drilled into me that you couldn’t do that to a man who was set in his ways, and I’d believed her for the longest time. But now, with Dr. Ola’s guide under my belt and Todd getting used to his brand new cage, hopefully my misbeliefs could be finally gone for good.

I closed the book and stood up, a wave of excitement washing over me all over again as I imagined Todd’s and my future together. Our journey was far from over, but at least I’d been confident enough to get the ball rolling down the hill.

“Hope you’d be proud, Dr. Ola,” I whispered into the silence of the library.

***

The call came through around noon, much later than I’d expected.

“You better come over here right now,” Todd growled. Each word carried a shot of his red-hot anger. “And take this fucking thing off me.”

“If you want really need me to take it off,” I said, keeping my voice level, “I think it's you who should be coming here.”

“You don’t understand! I’ve got back-to-back meetings! I barely have time to take a shit in here!” He lowered his voice to a whisper. “Jess, I think it’s fucking noticeable. I keep hearing people laughing behind my back. I’ve been trying to hide it all day but I don’t know if your thong is even doing enough. What would my staff think of me if they found out?”

“Oh, you’re just being paranoid.” I hesitated, then bit my lip, wondering what I should do next. I’d wanted Todd to feel stuck and helpless, but I didn’t exactly want him to get fired.

What would Dr. Ola tell me to do? She’d tell me to come up with a solution that was out of the box.  An idea bloomed quickly in my mind, one that was even more erotic than I’d expected.

“Fine,” I told Todd. “I’ll be right over. Give me twenty minutes.”


CHAPTER 6

I reached Todd’s office thirty minutes later. I’d dressed to impress: a red strappy dress that beautifully cinched in my waist and a pair of nude stilettos that made me look taller than I was. My hair was in loose, romantic waves that swept down my back. I wasn't just a visitor, after all. I was the Senior VP’s wife. And I wanted to remind everyone—and Todd most of all—about who I really was.

When we were newlyweds, Todd used to bring me to his office all the time. He was so proud to show me off to his staff and coworkers, introducing me as his beautiful wife. I’d thought it was really sweet of him. That stopped happening around two years ago, which made me think that he’d started having flings at the office. I had a habit of checking his shirts and pants before I put them in the wash—looking for a stray earring, a forgotten condom packet, or traces of a perfume that wasn’t mine—but so far they’d always come up suspiciously clean. If Todd was really cheating on me, he was doing an impeccable job of covering up his tracks. 

When I sashayed through the office swing doors, I saw her instantly.

My chest tightened. She’d spotted me too. She made a face—she clearly hadn’t expected to see me—but then she quickly recovered and gave me one of her nicest, dimpliest fake smiles.

“Jessica! I haven’t seen you in so long!”

I twisted my chin at her. “It’s Mrs. Palmer, actually,” I said.

“Oh, right,” Stacey said. Her lips puckered slightly as she stared at the screen in front of her and pretended like she’d received a notification. She adjusted her wireless glasses. “I’ll let Todd know you’re coming?”

“There’s no need,” I said, already swooping past her toward the open-plan office space. “And it’s not Todd, Stacey. You’re the receptionist. You of all people should know how to address your boss.”

I left her sulking and confused, but exactly in her place.

Todd spoke as soon as I walked into his office and shut the door behind me. I didn’t need to look at him to see that he was the angriest I’d ever seen him.

“You have the key?” he asked.

I nodded.

Todd looked around furtively above the frosted glass surrounding us, his cheeks a bright pink. Even his personal office didn’t afford us much privacy. He pointed at his crotch and muttered desperately, “Unlock me right this second.”

“You better fix your tone,” I said, folding my arms across my chest. “I’m not one of your company minions. I’m your wife.”

It was incredible how powerful being a keyholder was making me feel. My husband needed something and I was the only one who could give it to him. And there was no way he was getting it unless he played by my rules.

I felt like I was at the top of the world.

Todd threw his hands up in frustration. “I have a meeting in under ten minutes. What do you want me to do, Jess? Get down on my knees and beg?”

I smirked. “Actually, that would be nice.” I flashed him a smile that was almost as nice as Stacey’s.

“Come on,” he said, running a hand nervously through his hair. His eyes had gone dark, his features tight and tense. He dropped his voice to a whisper. “Please, honey. This is my livelihood. Our livelihood. Don’t make me a laughingstock in front of my own employees. Just set me free from this torture machine!”

Above the frosted glass, I could see people turning their heads around to look at us. The boss and the boss’s wife were having an argument! Great. They had something to gossip among themselves today. I loved that I was smashing the illusion Todd had built of himself of this macho, all-powerful man who could do no wrong.

“Nope,” I said finally.

Todd’s eyebrows shot up. “No?”

“No,” I repeated. “I’m not going to unlock you until you do what I say.”

“Jesus, Jess! For fuck’s sake. I don’t have time for this.”

“The more you’re going to act like a kid and throw tantrums, the less time you’ll have,” I said coolly. “Don’t get me wrong—I want to unlock you. I really do. But you’re making this really difficult for me.”

A sudden image of him invaded my mind, making me go still. A half-naked Todd in a short pencil skirt, a revealing blouse, high heels, and a wig, with huge breasts and big overlined lips. Lips as big as Stacey’s. Lips as big as a whore’s. I was suddenly wet at the thought, but I braced myself. One day Todd was going to beg me to make him over just like that. He was going to crave my cruelty just as much as his body craved oxygen.

As much as I wanted it to happen as soon as possible, it was going to be impossible to do it in one day. But I could make a start…

I dragged Todd to the couch and sat before him, making him kneel before me. I unbuckled his belt and yanked down the zipper. I giggled when I exposed his black thong, which he’d stretched up so high it was sitting a good five inches above his bellybutton.

“Wow! Who knew Todd Palmer could get this girly?” I said, exposing his hidden cage and running my fingers through the jutting loops. “Panties just look just so…pretty on you!”

Todd blushed. What was he thinking? Was some part of him turned on by what I was doing to him? Making him wear a locked cage and controlling his sexuality like this? He was clearly angry. Confused and embarrassed. But underneath all that, was there a seed of pleasure that had been starting to sprout? Yes, I decided. Our playful little role reversal was secretly stirring something deep inside him, and he was trying hard to act like it wasn’t happening.

Well, I could play along.

I folded my arms over my chest and started to speak, translating the half-boiled idea I’d had in mind into a full-blown job in real time.

“Here’s your task, honey. Think of it like a mission. You’re going to go downstairs and ask Stacey if you could use her lipstick. Then you’re going to rub that lipstick nicely all over your lips, using this mirror…” I pulled out my compact mirror from my purse. Todd’s quivering fingers curled around them. “Then you’re going to hand her lipstick back and thank her like the nice lady you are. When you walk away from her, I want you to do your best interpretation of a model’s sexy catwalk. Stacey needs to see your ass swinging in the air. Got it?”

Todd looked dazed. He could see this wasn’t just a game anymore. His wife meant business. He said in a tiny voice, “But I can’t do that. I’ve got—”

I held my hand up. “I know, honey. You’ve got meetings. Big meetings. Important meetings. And I’m sure you don’t want them to think you’re packing it in there, you know? Believe me, you don’t. You don’t want them to think their boss is a pervert, or worse, a pathetic beta who’s got himself locked in chastity! Which is why you need to step on it and get a move on. Now.” I pulled out a tissue and smirked. “Don’t worry, I’ll be wiping the lipstick off as soon as you come back. It’s lunchtime so I don’t think anyone will see you—”

“Stacey would see me, dammit!”

“So?” I snorted. “She’s just your bimbo receptionist. Who cares what she thinks? Am I right?”

His face twisted into a grimace. He couldn’t argue with me there. He swallowed hard, pausing for time, then looked down at his watch. That seemed to do it. Finally, he nodded, and slowly rose up from his knees.

“Oh, and give me your phone,” I added quickly.

“Why?”

“I want to watch you on the security cameras. Open up the app, quick, and go!”

As soon as Todd left, I relaxed back against the couch, widened my thighs as much as I could, and snuck my finger up my dress. I knew it wasn’t such a good idea to do anything that could show Todd how horny I was getting by humiliating him, but I couldn’t help it. This was a thrill like nothing else. I was going to have a toe-curling orgasm just by watching a camera feed. And I didn’t even need Todd’s dick inside me.

That was the best part.


CHAPTER 7

When Todd came back, he really did look like a child who’d lost his way. He looked down and dejected. My heart skipped a beat.

Seeing him like that made a pang of guilt hit me. I’d had a heck of an orgasm, seeing him cower in front of his slutty receptionist, smearing that fuchsia pink lipstick all over his face. Seeing the shock and disgust on Stacey’s face as her once-macho boss made up his girly face and did his girly walk had done it for me. There weren't going to be any more flings between them—that was for sure.

But had I been too tough on him? Despite everything Todd had done to me, I still loved him. I didn't want to see him hurt. I just wanted him to learn a lesson.

“Time’s running out,” Todd said, glancing at his watch. “I’ve got exactly two minutes.”

“Two minutes is more than enough,” I said. “Now undress.”

He knelt down, ducking under the line of frosted glass and out of his staff’s visibility. While he stripped, I made a fuss over him, wiping his lipstick off with the same piece of tissue I’d used to clean myself up. Then I removed the key from my necklace. I stared down at his locked cage, key in hand, fully exposed and showing off the shrunken penis inside it. For just a second, I was tempted to leave him locked up. He just looked so nice and cute in it.

But I had to remind myself why I was doing this. This wasn’t just about instant gratification. It was about the future, about punishing Todd in a way that held significance and purpose. Each one of my actions had to be deliberate and send off a clear message. If my husband was being good, I’d hold up my end of the bargain too.

“Well, you’re taking your sweet time, aren’t you?”

He hadn’t really meant for me to hear that. It was more about him speaking his mind, and he sounded both strained and frustrated. But the way he’d said it made my skin crawl. He was sporting that stupid smug look on his face again, the one he sported whenever he knew he was about to win. He was going to change into an asshole as soon as he got what he wanted. A storm of emotions clashed inside me—pain, fury…but also love. Oh god. Did I really still love this asshole? My heart ached because I already knew the answer. And that was why I had to make the hard choice.

“I’m sorry, honey,” I said, holding the key to my chest. “You shouldn’t have said that.”

A wild look of desperation swept over him. “What do you mean?”

“I mean,” I said with a straight, stern face. “I’ve decided you’re not getting out of your chastity just yet. No, don’t look at me like that—it’s all your fault, Todd. I was just about to remove it, and reward you for being a good little girly boy but then you had to say that.”

Todd buried his face in his hands and exhaled. “I don’t get it. Why are you doing this?”

“Simple. I don’t like your attitude. Maybe treat me with some respect and then we can talk about unlocking you.”

It was like watching one of those symphony orchestras, where you don’t really know where your eyes should land because there was so much going on. Todd’s features twisted and morphed, his eyes darkening by the second, his brain running through an impressive range of emotions. He didn’t understand what I was doing to him, but that was okay. He’d understand soon enough.

The timer on his watch zinged loudly, making him flinch. He zipped up his pants, stepped up, and pointed to the door. He yelled, “Leave!”

Without looking at him even once, I got up and left.

***

I rolled up my sleeves and began cooking as soon as I got home. I went all out and roasted a whole chicken with fresh herbs and lemons, blended up roasted carrots and parsnips into a nice, creamy soup, sautéed a plate of green beans, and fluffed a giant bowl of mashed potatoes to perfection. For dessert, I made a walnut cake. I’d hoped to clean up and have a shower before Todd came home, but I heard the front door open at four—much earlier than I’d expected.

He came into the kitchen a minute later, his bag slung over one shoulder. All of my muscles had been braced for a heated argument, but one glance at him and I knew that wasn’t about to happen. He was slumped and looked like he’d shrunk a good three inches.

“I was just finishing up here,” I said. “Hungry?”

He nodded.

Dinner was oddly silent, even by our standards. I had a feeling that—chastity cage aside—he’d had one of those brutally hard days at the office. My insides suddenly twitched with worry. Maybe I had been too tough on him. So tough I’d broken him. I took a moment to think it through. If I’d let him have his way at the office, wouldn’t he just go straight back to the old Todd? The man I now hated? Change was never going to be possible unless I made him uncomfortable, and we were going to have our painful moments as we worked this through.

Pain sucked, but I also knew that we needed to sort through our issues. We couldn't just brush them under the rug anymore.

After our slices of cake, Todd finally spoke.


CHAPTER 8

“Uh, I’ll clean up.”

I gaped at Todd.

“You don’t need to do that,” I said, though a little thrill bolted through me. Were those words really coming out of his mouth? It felt surreal.

“It’s okay,” he said. Plate in hand, he scraped his chair back and stood up, then started piling the rest of our plates, bowls, and servings spoons on top. “You’ve done so much today. You deserve a break.”

I looked at him suspiciously. Was he trying to sweet-talk his way into getting his chastity removed? My heart sank a little. Maybe I had to test him. Just to be sure.

I wiped my lips with a napkin and said, “Thanks for offering, honey. You can clean up tonight, but before that, I’ve got something else for you to do. Could you come with me?”

His eyes fixed wearily on me, assessing silently. Then he put the plates down. “Of course.”

Perfect. I went upstairs to our room, leading him straight to the bathroom. Heading over to the tub, I let the water run a little before dropping in one of my Lush bath bombs. The water began to froth among the swirls of baby pink and blue. I asked Todd to have a soak inside. He stared at the tub, then glanced at me. He actually looked slightly relieved as he loosened his tie and began unbuttoning his shirt. Just a bath. Right.

He plopped right in and let out a long, happy groan. I handed him my pink loofah and asked him to scrub well. I sat down on the tiled bench at one end of the tub and watched him. His face finally looked relaxed and his cheeks seemed to have gained some color. He closed his eyes and leaned back, apparently ready to have a nap among the bubbles. I tapped him on the shoulder to wake him back up. Then I handed him my tube of hair removal cream.

He squinted as he read the label on the tube. “This is body hair removal cream,” he said, as if I didn’t already know what it was.

“You can read,” I deadpanned.

“Why?” he asked in a trembling voice.

I sighed. “It’s a punishment, Todd,” I said. “Didn’t you want to make it up to me a few minutes back? Doing the dishes was a great idea, but I’d like you to do this too. So it’s on my terms.”

Todd scratched his temples. His jaw clenched, but surprisingly, I didn’t see anger. “You’ll take the cage off if I remove my body hair?”

I hesitated, then nodded. “If you do a good enough job of it. I want you to remove everything, honey—you get that, don’t you? Do you know how to use the cream? You’ve got to time it right and there’s a spatula inside to lift the hair off.”

“I’ll figure it out,” he muttered, his eyes fixed on the back of the package.

Another bolt of excitement ran through me. I couldn’t believe he’d actually agreed to do it. If that wasn’t a sign of change, I didn’t know what was.

I left behind a clean towel for Todd, then stepped out of the bathroom and settled into our bed. Before long I could hear him sloshing around, stretching his limbs in and out of the tub, accompanied by long stretches of silence, probably as he waited for the cream to work. I tied up my hair into a ponytail and let him be, taking my own time to relax for a change. I’d completed an episode of Desperate Housewives when Todd shuffled into the room, shivering lightly.

I smiled at him and patted the side of the bed. “Why don’t you lay down here? Face to the bed, on your knees.”

“What…what are you doing?” he asked nervously.

“Just checking,” I said airily. “Spread your knees a bit. Yes, just like that. I need to see, um, inside.” I was glad I was behind him then, scooting myself, because—to my own surprise—I was blushing. I had no doubt Todd was blushing too. I’d never been interested in my husband’s ass before—or the hair on his body—but tonight we were going to do something not many married couples ever did.

I looked him over, passing a hand over his thigh and ass cheeks. He’d done a remarkably good job. His frontal area was thankfully shaved already—he did that on the regular and for now, a day’s shave was good enough for me. I narrowed my eyes, waiting for Todd to say something, but he didn’t. The room was quiet and I had my husband completely hairless, crouching over, like a girl that was open and willing for a man to take her. His ass seemed so plump, his legs thin, his skin creamy. Why was my heart fluttering so much?

“Are you…are you done?” Todd asked softly.

“Not yet,” I said. I'd been working so hard to slow my heartbeat down that I hadn't even done my examination properly. I started to touch him again, feeling the peach of his ass, smoothing down the curve toward his thigh and then up toward his hips, partly wishing he was wearing one of my thongs again. Todd shivered underneath me. His skin was definitely soft—probably even softer than mine, and clear as milk, with no ingrown bumps or scars in sight. 

Cupping his butt cheeks, I slowly stretched them apart. And there it was. His tiny, rosy butthole. I traced my fingers along his crack, which was still slightly damp from the shower, working my way down until I reached his forbidden entrance. I pressed one fingertip against the opening, waiting for Todd’s reaction. He flinched like a frightened deer.

Oh, he was sensitive. I liked that.

“Turn around, sweetheart,” I said.

I stuck to my promise and unlocked him then. When I was done, Todd sat on the bed with his knees up to his chin, still naked, like he wasn’t really sure what to do with himself. He hadn’t moved even after I’d washed his cage and come back. I glanced at him, confused. Maybe he was reflecting on what he’d done to me over the years, and if that was the case, I was going to give him space to do that. I hopped back onto the bed and curled up with a pillow, opening up one of my magazines on my phone.

But I couldn’t concentrate.

“Honey?” I said quietly.

When he turned around, his eyes were big and brimming with desperation, begging to understand what I was doing to him. That was when I saw him exactly as I did before we’d gotten married: a person full of promise and potential. My soulmate. My heart twirled and danced. It was like both of us had been in a dark, windowless room for years and someone had allowed us to see the sun again.

I leaned forward and kissed him.

When he kissed me back, a hunger I’d never felt before consumed me. I needed him. Needed to smell him all over, kiss his soft skin, watch him as he pleasured me and treated me like I was his only woman. I think he was feeling it too, because when I edged in and placed my hand around his waist, he whimpered softly.  I stripped off my sleepshirt and unfolded my legs, spreading my thighs open. His lips parted, eyes shining, as he waited for me to give him permission.  I smiled and edged closer. This—this caring, submissive person—was Todd, not the mask he’d been wearing all this time. 

“Wait!” I said, just as he leaned in.

I got up and hurried to the closet, grabbing one of my old dresses. A summer dress I’d last worn when I was twenty pounds lighter, with a stringy V-neck top and a mid-section cutout. It might not be a sexed-up catsuit, but tonight I was all about doing what I wanted.

But the moment I picked the dress up, I knew I wanted something more. My heart pounding, I decided on a simple blue lingerie set and a pair of stilettos. With my findings in hand, I returned to the bed, where Todd had been patiently waiting for me.

“Could you wear these for me?” I asked.

His lit-up face brewed over with confusion. Of course he’d thought I was the one planning to dress up for him again. I let the tension grow between us as he considered my request, looking intently at the dress, his eyes widening when he saw the bra and string thong. He gulped and moved aside to let me hop back into bed.

“It’s your turn for the bathroom,” I said, licking my lips. “I want to be surprised, honey.”

“O-okay,” he stammered. His hands shook as he held on to his outfit.

He took his time in the bathroom. I chewed on a nail as I waited, though I was more excited than anything. I needed to see my husband the way I had in my mind: a feminized man who was willing to obey me and belong to me—and no one else. Then the bathroom door squeaked open, and my husband was everything I’d been picturing him to be and more.

“Oh god,” he muttered and hid his face with his hands.

“Someone’s shy,” I teased.

I let him curl up on my lap first, while I held him and whispered that it was okay, even if he was shy. I’d been mean to him all day and maybe it was time to switch gears a bit.

I grabbed the lipstick I’d placed by the bed and slid the tube over his lips, amazed at how quickly it made them seem so big and luscious. My legs parted and I let him see me. Let him catch a whiff of just how aroused I was. He feasted on the view for several seconds until I couldn’t ignore the throbbing in my pussy any longer. I pushed his head onto my slit. My clit felt more swollen and more sensitive than it had ever been. Pleasure rippled at the point where his tongue met the swelling and kissed it. His hands curled around my ass as he flicked, lapped, and served me. I stretched my legs and crossed them over his back, making him my prisoner.

The rush swept over me too quickly, too intensely. Just seeing him like that, between my thighs, feeling his sexy red lips pinching and playing with my clit, was too hot. Something exploded out of me, leaving me dizzy. When Todd blinked and began retreating, I held him by the hair and pulled him back up.

“You’re not going anywhere, sweetheart.”

He whined. I could sense his desire—could almost taste it on my mouth. He wanted it, though he was still trying not to show it. He wanted it as much as I did.

And oh god, his lips…

I kissed him and felt my own salt on his tongue.

I stood up on my knees, whisked him around, and spanked his butt. “From now on, I’ll be your mistress,” I whispered. “You’ll do everything I say. I’ll push your limits and I’ll make you uncomfortable, but it’ll be for your own good. Let go of who you thought you were in the past. If you obey me, I’ll reward you for your behavior. I’ll make you feel so good that you’ll be screaming in ecstasy and take part in fantasies you’ve never known you had. But if you’re bad, or you’re not listening to what I say, all I can say is good luck to you.” I spanked him again, letting his ass wobble.

“Do you understand?” I asked sternly.

“Yes, Mistress,” he said in such a meek voice it made me quiver with lust. 

I stretched his ass cheeks again before me. I tickled him along the balls and the inside of his thighs as he moaned. I bent down and kissed him around his entrance, then nipped the delicate skin softly with my teeth. His ass bloomed in red as I whacked him straight onto his crack. All I wanted to do was to shove a dildo inside him, but that was definitely going to be too big for him. I wanted to give him just a taste of the pleasure I could give him if he was good, not scare him away.

I spat on my fingers. Clutching him close, I slid a wet finger inside him. He groaned, but didn’t move away. Good. I started to fuck his little hole with my finger. In and out, in and out, making his hole twitch around my invading finger. Todd gasped and whimpered, his feet rising off the bed as they started to shake. His balls looked painfully full, his penis as hard as a block of lead.

I slowly inserted another finger.

“No, no, no!” Todd whined, although his actions said the opposite. He was moving his body back and forth, wanting more. Desperate for more.

It was funny to see him rejecting the pleasure his own body was giving him. His masculinity was taking a beating so it probably wasn’t so surprising. My fingers went faster, stretching him as tight as they could. I imagined it wasn’t my fingers, but a big cock coming out from me. A small moan escaped my lips. I was imagining it all like it was really happening. The way his rosy, girly asshole would gape open upon entry with my hard cock, how hard he’d be begging for me to fuck him, all while he wore my slutty heels and lingerie. Without thinking, I grabbed his cock—which was fire-hot to the touch—and started to stimulate him. I wanted him to lose himself to the pleasure. The pleasure that was all under my control. He creamed himself only a second later, breathless and gasping like a person who’d just been rescued from drowning.  

“Good girl,” I whispered, wiping my hand against his crack, imagining that it had been my cum that had just landed on him. It had all been so erotic, so sensual that my own needs were stirring inside me again, brewing a storm. I needed my alone time, and I needed it now.

“Good little girl,” I whispered again. “You’ve been so good. Now why don’t you clean yourself up and go wash those dishes?”


CHAPTER 9

The next afternoon, I went on a quiet hike.

I stopped at my favorite bakery on the way back and treated myself to a milkshake, a croissant, and a cinnamon roll. Fuck diets. It was going to be a ‘me’ day and I was going to eat what I wanted.

With my head cleared and a new dash of energy under my belt, I came home and slipped off my shoes. Then I frowned. I stared at the interior of our house in silence. Everything looked too perfect, too polished, like stepping into a furniture showroom. Over the years, I’d worked hard at keeping every piece of furniture, every painted surface, every decorative piece we’d accumulated perfect…but maybe it was time to turn this house into a home. Ignoring the urge to stick to my normal routine, I ran myself a bath instead. I floated in a sea of bubbles, feeling my head clear some more.

Todd and I hadn’t talked about what we’d done last night. I could see he was embarrassed to talk about it, but I could understand that. Men were such insecure creatures and Todd was no different. Was he thinking about me at work? Thinking about what I’d made him do the night before, and how much he’d enjoyed it? I was sure he was. He was probably also really confused and having an identity crisis. The thought turned me on more than I’d expected. Before I knew it, I came hard, gasping for air, not even realizing I’d been rubbing my clit while thinking about Todd being helplessly cornered by his own arousal, unable to accept his natural submissiveness and growing femininity.

Post bath, I brewed a cup of peppermint tea and slouched in bed, flicking through my phone. We needed to eat, but I didn’t feel like cooking. Take-out it is. Just for tonight…and maybe tomorrow night. I caught up with my friends’ texts and readied my pillows for a nap before Todd came home.

I had a few important things I wanted to discuss with him. His fate—and our fate—was going to depend on how he responded. First, there was the Big Thing. The muck I’d been brushing under the carpet in an attempt to make everything look good on the surface. I wasn’t going to do that anymore. The muck had to be cleaned up, no matter how much it stunk. And then there was the call. The call I’d received that morning, the one that had prompted me to go on a mind-clearing hike. There was no point in keeping that from Todd either.

At fifteen minutes past five, I heard the hum of Todd’s car pulling into the driveway. It was time.

“Todd, we need to talk,” I said as soon as he walked through the entryway.

He didn’t look too intimidated. “Sure,” he said. “Right here?”

“Back porch? It’s nice out there.”

I grabbed two cans of Coke and headed out. When he sat down, I took a deep breath. I gazed out at the pool, which was still covered up from the winter, while Todd recovered from the heat with a couple of sips. I let the tension grow in prickly silence until he could no longer hold onto his Coke and had to place it on the ground before he dropped it all over himself.

“I have something to tell you,” I began.

Todd’s face drooped and fell. “You want a divorce,” he muttered.

“Huh?”

He looked as white as a ghost. He also looked all wrong in that boring shirt and trousers. My mind was already picturing him in a tight skirt, maybe with a pair of kitten heels to show off those nice legs.

“After what we did, how could you see me the same again?” Todd whispered. “I embarrassed myself. I was pathetic, so I don’t blame you.”

What? Is that what he was worried about?

I rushed to comfort him. “Are you kidding me? You thought I’d divorce you over that? Honey, that was the hottest thing we’ve ever done together. I liked it. I loved it. The energy we shared, the way we shedded off stupid marriage norms to focus on what actually felt good—I thought it was so romantic. What’s wrong with you liking it too? And you did like it a lot, didn’t you?”

He paused, but then he nodded.

I reached out and took his hand in mine. His palm was so cold. “What did you like about it?”

Silence. He let go of me and rubbed his temples, frowning. Either he was trying to avoid giving me an answer or the truth actually pained him. But eventually he answered. “That was the first time I’ve ever done anything like that, so it’s hard to say. You turned me into someone else and you became a different Jess. You were pretty rough with me, and I—well, it was pretty fucking obvious my body liked it, huh? I guess it surprised me, that’s all.”

Hearing him talk like that made my heart flutter. “You liked the fingering?”

He grinned lightly. “That was part of it, yeah.”

I imagined those cute lips of his covered in red lipstick again, kissing me all over, and decided there was no other man I wanted to feminize other than him. Todd was mine…and he’d always be mine.

“Todd, I don’t want to divorce you,” I said again, firmly, just to get that through his head. “I want to make this work. I still think we’ve got something special here. But for the longest time, I’ve been unhappy. This marriage has always been about you, and now I want that spotlight to turn on me. I want us to make up for everything I’ve missed out on. Do you get that?”

He nodded, heaving a shaky sigh of relief. He looked genuinely remorseful.

My heart gave a lurch. It was time to tell him about the call. “Which is why…well, I got a call this morning, right about after you left,” I said. “From Vineberg & Associates. My old firm. You remember the Cooper case I’d been working on? The lawsuit for surgical malpractice? We’ve just had a whistleblower get in contact with them—a former nurse from the practice. It’s a big break, and they asked me if I was interested in getting involved.”

“You want to get back to working for them?” he asked.

“Well, yes, but not like you think,” I said. “It’ll be more of a consultant role. I think I’ll like it.”

Todd sniffed. At first I thought he was going to start another one of his emotional blackmail attempts, but he surprised me by saying, “Go for it, Jess. I’m sorry I held you back for so long. I was an asshole.”

I cracked a smile. Todd himself seemed like a different person today—his whole demeanor had changed into a quieter, more bashful version of himself. I wanted to strip him right then and there, penetrate his asshole—hell, I wanted to dominate every inch of his sweet, sorrowful body.

But sex had to wait, because really, everything hinged on the next thing I was about to toss over at him. I inhaled. Suddenly I felt like I was teetering on the edge of a cliff, ready to jump.

“Honey? I have something important to ask you. And before I ask it, I want you to promise to be 100% honest with me.”

“Uh, sure. I promise.” Todd looked quietly confident. Though, I noticed, the porch tiles had suddenly become a lot more interesting to him.

I let out a slow exhale. “Have you ever cheated on me?”

Todd’s lips trembled, his cheeks turning pale. Then he was bawling. He fell to the floor and hid his face with his arms. His chest heaved as the sobs grew louder.

I clutched onto the arm of my chair, feeling like I’d leapt off that cliff. I’d held onto a small sliver of hope, the tiniest dash of optimism my battered emotions could grant me, but now I knew I’d just been delusional.

Even though I was a mess inside, I held my head high, steepled my fingers and asked, “How many times?”

He struggled to speak through his panicking sobs. “Jess, I’m so sorry. I shouldn’t have—”

“I asked you a question, cunt.”

He winced. Stared off into the lawn with his legs crossed as if he had trouble remembering. “On and off,” he whispered. “It was around two years ago and I’ve never put my hands on another woman since then. Jess, they were interns. They were throwing themselves at me, and—”

Anger burst behind my ribs. I stood up and waited for him to stop talking. Oh, the things I could do to him right now! I wanted to hold him up by the ears, have him hanging off the ceiling by his thumbs. I looked down at his body, feeling the disgust in my throat as I imagined his cock—my cock—pleasuring another woman. There was nothing left to say. No words could come close to the hurt and betrayal I was feeling.

“What about Stacey?” I asked. “Your receptionist?”

“Stacey?” Todd crawled towards me, craning his neck. “I’ve never touched her.”

“Be honest, Todd.”

“I am!” he shouted, glowering at me. “Believe me, I fucking hate myself for what I did. I wanted to tell you, but I knew we’d be over. It was selfish, I know. But I’m telling you the truth now, and it was just those two girls, Jess, and no one else.”

He looked at me, but his eyes were strangely vacant. He knew he’d messed up. It didn’t really matter if it had been two or twenty.

“Jess? Are you okay?” Tears had bloomed through Todd’s long lashes as he blinked up at me.

He was so good at playing the victim.

“Never been better,” I said. I picked up his can of Coke and threw the contents in his face.


CHAPTER 10

Everything had been built on lies.

All of it.

Todd slept in the basement that night. I tossed and turned, unable to go to sleep, our conversation playing over and over again inside my head. I’d suspected it for years, but that didn’t mean the truth hurt any less. I couldn’t believe Todd had actually done it. Kissed me, held me, told me he loved me, fucked me, all while he was groveling after a couple of young sluts. It was so much worse than I thought.

In the morning, I went downstairs and found Todd snoring, curled into a ball in the basement couch, his eyelids rimmed with red. The TV was blaring and the room stunk of alcohol and regret. It was a punch to the gut to look at him, his sweet face saddened by his own actions. We’d been making such good progress but everything had been smashed by a wrecking ball. I wanted this Todd to be real, the honest Todd, the one who could be pretty and feminine and kinky and adorably helpless. The Todd that actually gave a shit about me.

By the time he woke, I had already packed up. I told him I needed space and I was going to check into a hotel for a couple of nights. I couldn’t stay inside these walls anymore, the same walls that had been built on a pile of shit.

Todd cried. Cried so much I thought he was going to drown in his tears. I had no plans of giving in though. This wasn’t even about him anymore.

“Jess,” he pleaded while I made myself snacks to eat on the go. “Don’t leave me. I want you. I want you to dominate me.”

I raised an eyebrow and stopped drying my bowl of grapes. His last words had caught my attention.

“I want you to use this.” Todd was holding up the chastity cage I’d bought him. “It’ll be my punishment. You can kick me if you want to. I’ll do whatever it takes to make you forgive me, honey, and I just want you to know that.”

I snorted. “Is this some kind of joke? You want me to play dominatrix so I can forgive you? Is that what you think my trust is wo—?” I stopped short, because Todd was lifting up his T-shirt and then, with tremoring fingers, pulled his boxers down.

He’d worn a pair of panties, a polka-dotted cotton one he’d no doubt scurried to find from my dresser. I bit back the sudden urge to giggle, but I’d noticed something else too. His thighs and pubic area seemed too smooth to be three days post shaving. Which meant he’d shaved again. For me.

“Did you wear that last night?”

He nodded. “I wanted something that would remind me of you. Something comforting.”

I stared at him. He was still baring it all for me to see. I wondered if he’d had a hard-on when he’d put on those panties. Maybe he’d even jerked off to make himself feel better. I tried to catch onto my last train of thought, the one where I wanted to talk about trust, but found myself lost again. All I could see were his tiny waist and curvy hips, which had now been emphasized by my underwear. 

I was startled back into reality when I felt a cold object being placed into my hand. I looked down. Then I sighed. I motioned him to come closer and secured the cage, finally locking it with the key I still held around my neck.

“Thank you for locking me up, Mistress,” he whispered. “This is what I deserve.” He blinked with his blue baby-doll eyes.

“It’s not a punishment if you want it,” I said.

“Okay,” he said in a small, defeated voice. “Are you still leaving?”

I set my napkin aside, grabbed all my Tupperware and placed them inside my tote. “I am.”

“Okay,” Todd said again. “I’ll be waiting for you. I…I’ll be good.” He glanced down reflexively, then placed a palm over the front of his boxers, feeling the confines of his new prison.

I nodded. “You can wait. Goodbye.”

He stood by the front door as he watched me drive off, looking crestfallen. A small pool of satisfaction swelled inside me. For the first time since we married, I wasn’t the girl being left behind. Todd was going to learn a lesson whether he liked it or not.


CHAPTER 11

I cushioned my towel-wrapped head against the soft pillows, sighing. My skin felt soft and my muscles were achy in a good way. I’d just splurged on a great Thai massage and had a bath back in my hotel room. My stomach growled. I grabbed the room service menu off the bedside desk and thumbed through it. I was up for something fancy. Maybe a salmon main and a fruit platter, followed by the tiramisu cheesecake, their most expensive dessert item. Spending money—Todd’s money—on myself felt so good.

I dialed the number for the hotel’s kitchen and placed my order, then cushioned myself back in bed, stretching my legs and arms wide open. The past couple of days had been blissful. I’d gone on long walks, tanned by the pool, soaked in some of the local touristy sites, done a lot of shopping and reading and meditating. I’d had more croissants and pastries than I could count. Now that I wasn’t playing a role and had no expectations for myself, I felt untethered and free, just like an unmarried woman.

I’d also been able to fit in a few meetings at my old firm. I enjoyed them so much more than I expected. It was like slipping back into, well, a really old but comfy pair of panties. The people there seemed to be open and supportive about me returning in some capacity, though I wasn’t sure what the role would look like yet. I had options—full-time work, consultancy, or getting involved with their more grassroots projects—but I was excited about the possibilities.

I’d also brought my vibrator along for the trip, which I’d been using almost sinfully. I funneled all my anger into making myself cum, over and over again, until my clit felt raw but alive. Now that I was away from Todd’s manipulative tactics, it was easier to be angry at him. I needed to figure out if I could—or if I even wanted to—forgive him. And if I did, was the rest of our marriage even fixable?

But even as I pressed my humming vibrator against my clit for the umpteenth time, staving off the hunger until my food arrived, I had a nagging feeling that it wasn’t enough. Something was missing. As annoying as it was, and no matter how hard I tried to squish down those feelings, I realized I still wanted Todd. Wanted to feel my skin against his and kiss him and pull on his hair and watch him as he gave me pleasure. I found myself aroused by dark thoughts again.

Maybe punishing Todd was going to be part of my healing journey. But if I were to go down that route, I had to do something spectacular. The punishment had to make a statement. Be impactful. And yes, I wanted it to be cruel. I wanted it to be heartless. I wanted to see his tears as I humiliated him, made him and his short dick feel small and useless. Because if this wasn’t the perfect time to act out my dark desires, there was never going to be one.

My phone rang, disturbing me from my thoughts and building orgasm. I checked the screen. When I saw that it was Todd, I rejected the call, set my phone to Do Not Disturb, and went back to pleasuring myself. After a particularly toe-curling orgasm, I called Todd, who answered on the first ring.

“What color did you pick?” I asked.

“Um, it’s called ‘Blushing Petals’, Mistress,” Todd answered quietly.

Blushing Petals was a baby pink the color of cotton candy. “Nice one,” I said. “Send me a picture then get back to scrubbing the bathroom floor. I’ll need another picture of you licking the floor when you’re done. Oh, and please don’t call me for the rest of the day. I’m busy.”

“I understand, Mistress. Thank you. I’ll send a photo right away.”

My phone buzzed a few minutes later. I zoomed in on the photo of his feet with his toenails freshly painted. There were a few spots where the color had dried on his skin, but I could call him out on that later.

Todd and I hadn’t really talked since I left. I messaged him more than I called and kept my calls brief, using it only to go over his progress on the list of chores I’d assigned him. Todd didn’t deserve the luxury of hearing my voice.

After dinner, I decided to head down to the hotel bar and relax while I put my thinking cap on. The perfect punishment…did that even exist? I was just about to call it a night, feeling just a tad tipsy, when I saw the stranger staring at me. A flurry of butterflies took off in my stomach as he met my eyes, smiled, and walked over to me. He was an older man, tall, and had a devilishly good-looking face.  He sat down beside me and I returned his smile.

“Can I buy you a drink?” he asked.


CHAPTER 12

One week later, I was finally ready to go back home.

I drove with adrenaline buzzing through my veins, knowing what my plan was as soon as I stepped through that front door. I waited until I was just five minutes away to call Todd and let him know I was coming. I wanted to see for myself if he’d been a good girl and could put his money where his mouth is.

As I pulled into the driveway, I noticed the house looked different. It wasn’t just the clipped hedges and the freshly mowed lawn Todd had sweated over as part of his duties. Our house didn’t seem as ominous anymore, like it was transforming itself in response to the changes in our own relationship.

The front door flew open and Todd sat on his knees, waiting for me. I smiled as I took him in, taking in his knee-length dress, the ends splashing the floor, and the blonde wig hiding his chestnut brown hair. There was a grace to his seating pose that reminded me of one of those French ballerina paintings. His makeup was badly done, though I was willing to give him credit for the effort.

“For you, Mistress,” Todd whispered, offering me a bouquet of fresh tulips. His face was full of both hope and dread.

Tulips were my favorite flower. I breathed in its floral scent, then said, “Please get my bag. It’s in the car.”

I’d had a plan coming in—to tell him to run a bath for me and do a check to see if he’d done all his tasks properly. Then I was going to have him cook me a special dinner before I’d go to bed early. But seeing Todd now…so meek, so submissive…had made the plan flow out of the window. The feelings I had were way too intense for me to ignore. The craving in me was growing stronger by the second, the fantasies I’d been imagining all this time taking over my own body. I wanted to take him now.

As soon as he placed my bag on the kitchen floor, I grabbed his arm. He gasped softly. I sidestepped to his back and snugly pushed myself forward, lining my crotch level with his buttocks. The feel of his dress slightly scratched against my arms as I wound them tightly around his waist. I gathered his fake blonde hair and swiped them over one shoulder, gently kissing the nape of his neck. Todd shivered like a scared kitten waiting for its fate. It was an incredible feeling.

“Eyes closed,” I said softly.

I pushed him forward and rammed him against the kitchen counter. He gasped again. I held him with his back bowed over and yanked down his panties before spanking him hard. An outline of my palm appeared, red and slick with sweat. I yanked his wrists back and stacked his arms one top of the other, pulling out the brand new pair of handcuffs from my purse. The cuffs were just optics, really. I could manhandle this sissy easily, cuffs or not.

“You’ve been naughty,” I whispered as I clicked the cuffs into position. “I’m so disappointed in you.”

“What do you mean, Mistress?” he asked, twisting his face around to face me.

I slapped him then, and god, it felt so good. I’d been waiting years to do that, and all the waiting had been worth it. His cheek turned a splotchy red. I twisted him back around and bit into the pudge of flesh right next to his bra strap while I felt up the softness of his shaved armpits. Todd laughed nervously. He wasn’t sure if I was fooling around or if he’d done something wrong.

“Tell me about Stacey,” I said.

“H-huh?”

I sunk my nails into his arm. He tried to wrench himself away from me, but I had strength he could only dream of having.

“No more lies, Todd. I messaged Stacey while I was gone. It’s time to ’fess up.”

His shoulders jerked as he started to cry, his breath releasing in weak, sorrowful bursts. I bit back the urge to hug him. Quietly, I slipped a finger through his ass cheeks and found his forbidden cavity. Heat puddled between my thighs as I sucked on my finger before penetrating it. Todd moaned deliriously. He’s horny. The poor sissy had been horny for days on end, his precious member stuck in a cage, with absolutely nothing he could do about it.

“How do you like your cage, huh?” I taunted him while I reached up to wipe his tears. “You like acting like a girl? Pissing like a girl? Getting fucked like one?”

I gripped him by the neck and fucked his little asshole faster and faster. It already felt a lot less tight and a lot more accessible. Todd’s hands flailed behind him, clawing at my blouse. He was desperate for more touch, even though I was practically smushed against him. As I kept pleasuring him like a girl he started to speak. He finally told me the truth about Stacey. I made him tell me all the gory details, how they’d snuck into his office after-hours for days on end and Stacey would blow him from under his desk, swallowing every drop of cum he’d spurted. He’d been clever enough to head to the company gym and shower before getting dressed back into his work clothes. But a wife always knows. Cheating has a smell to it—not a physical smell but one that feeds into our gut, growing inside there like a parasite. He hadn’t been clever enough to not get caught.

“What do you want me to do?” I whispered when he was done with his story.

He jerked and shuddered against my invading fingers. “Unlock me! I want to feel this! Oh god! Mistress!”

“Never.” I kissed him on the cheek. “Oh, sweetheart. Why should I give you what you want? No, I want to torture you. You’ll be in chastity for so long you’ll turn into an animal who’ll do anything for me. Who’ll kiss the dirt I step on and grovel like a thirsty bitch. I’ll unlock you the day I truly know you’ve changed. Maybe when that day comes I might even turn you back into a man again.” I shrugged. “But who knows when that’s going to be?”

I left him to open up my bag. Todd didn’t move an inch, but his eyes darted to the side to see what I was doing. They widened when they saw the dildo attached to the black harness. Calmly, I stepped into the harness and strapped it around my hips.

“Get under there,” I said, pointing under the table.

“What?” Todd breathed.

“Show me how Stacey sucked you.” I sat down on the kitchen chair and stroked my silicone cock. “Don’t keep me waiting, sissy!”

Todd stumbled toward me. He struggled to position himself in the confined space with his wrists handcuffed. I heard him inching his way up and then his head popped out in between the arch of my legs. His face was red with humiliation, but I knew what was going underneath that pretty dress.

“Mistress,” he choked, his eyes burning with shame.

I banged on the table with my fist. “The only reason I want you to open your mouth is to suck my fucking cock.”

His lips parted and I fed him the tip of my dildo. Tears continued to streak down his face as he started to lick and suckle. My pussy was so damp seeing his pretty lips stuck to the shaft, his mouth stretching wide open. It was so, so hot. When he paused I told him to keep going. I drove my cock deeper inside until he was almost choking on it. I pulled out slowly and made him stick his tongue out and lick the dildo head before he swallowed me again.

“How many times will I make you do this, sweetheart?” I whispered, raising my hips slightly while running my fingers through his long blonde hair. “How many times to make up for what you and your receptionist did?”

Todd moaned. We stared into each other’s eyes and our desires melded, mine tainted with my need for revenge, his colored with shame, humiliation, and his need for approval. We started to sync and nothing else mattered, not even for me. We were both drunk in a way, drunk and losing ourselves to our new connection as husband and wife, wife and sissy. It was so fucking taboo. So fucking sexy.

“Get up,” I rasped.

I hurled him into the edge of kitchen counter and tore at his dress to bare his silky ass. Holding my cock tightly, I maneuvered it inside him. Todd groaned like a girl. I trembled as I fucked him, feeling his naked waist and his rumpled panties, now wet with precum, sliding against my legs. I could almost feel it, the giant shaft pumping in and out of him, destroying him in ways that were going to be irreversible. There was no going back to his old life now. Not when I was finished with him.

Todd began to rub his crotch against the counter. He was groaning desperately. I held him back, wanting his only stimulation and pleasure to be from my cock. My cruel, heartless cock—it was going to be his mistress as much as I was.

I could’ve gone forever. I had so much energy. I was going to keep at it until it happened, and it did—much sooner than I expected. His eyes fluttered shut the moment his body let go. He leaked into my hand which was gripping him in position, a fast, steady stream that seemed never-ending. He started to cry, this time in frustration. It wasn’t the relief he’d been looking for.

“Listen to me,” I said, my dildo still deep in his recesses. He was still shaking, so I twisted him around so we were facing each other. Clumps of mascara were running down his cheeks.

I held him still and then I told him about the man I’d met at the hotel bar.

The blood instantly drained from Todd’s cheeks. I could see him trying to process the information, his mind reeling. He was hurt. Good. He needed to feel the hurt, the betrayal. All this noise about a man who’d simply been hitting on me—what if I’d actually slept with him?

I told Todd I wasn’t that kind of woman. I had my pride and my dignity. But I told him how excited I’d been when he’d bought me a drink—how my heart raced and how there’d been a tingling down there that wouldn’t go away since I talked to him. He was so handsome—much more handsome than Todd had been as a man. Then I laid out his task, the one thing I needed him to do to prove to me he was changing. I didn’t say anything explicitly, but he could fill in the blanks.

His face tensed—he was shocked and horrified, yes, but I could also see just how much it aroused him. He looked at me desperately, searching for an out, but then he realized there was no other way he could get my love and approval again, and that this was the path he had to take to grow—emotionally and spiritually. The air seemed to glow with his submissiveness and his craving for my acceptance, and I felt like I was ten feet tall.

Finally, slowly, he nodded.


CHAPTER 13

Two weeks later

I glanced at the mirror, taking one final look to make sure every detail was just right. The slinky black dress I had on was stunning, with a low neckline and the fabric tight enough to leave very little to the imagination. I’d curled my hair into big bouncy waves and had on a classic make-up look with a soft red lip.

I’d put together a stunning look for Todd as well—or at least, I thought it was stunning. A pink and white dress, thin enough to be see-through, and underneath he was wearing a stuffed purple Wonderbra with a tight matching thong. I’d also made him over with a bold eye look, false lashes, a brighter red lip and a pink necklace-collar of his own that simply read ‘SISSY’. His hair consisted of a brand new wig—blond and straight, ending just below his chin.

Todd walked over to me. We stood side by side in the mirror, examining ourselves. My sissy husband, who was normally a head taller than me, seemed dwarfed today. That was probably down to the heels I was wearing, but it felt good. Todd—who I was going to be calling Tulip for the night—looked very close to the vision I’d had for him when I’d last been at his office.

He just needed bigger breasts.

“Wear this,” I said, holding up a second bra for him. That was a trick I’d learned back in high school. Todd undressed and wore both bras together, one on top of the other, and we added extra tissues to fill out any spaces. The result? Amazingly realistic cleavage.

“You like them?” I asked when I saw that his eyes were glued to his new breasts.

He went still, absorbing his new body in the mirror. “I look…I look like I have STDs.”

“Ugh, don’t be stupid,” I said. I brought him closer and wrapped my arms around his waist. I felt so excited looking at him like this. So horny. “And don’t insult my taste, sissy. I just want you to look a little sexy, that’s all.” I let my hands slide down toward his ass. “So. How are you feeling about tonight? Are you okay?”

“I’m...I’m fine, Mistress,” he spluttered. He glanced at his reflection again, now seemingly uncomfortable in his ultra-feminine outfit. “All this is so new, that’s all.” Then he suddenly lost his composure, throwing himself against the bed, his hands flying over to hide his face.

“I can’t fucking believe I’m doing this!” he shouted into the covers. “It’s so embarrassing!”

The urge to comfort him was overwhelming. But I wasn’t going to be comforting anybody tonight—least of all, him. I pulled him up in one swift move and held him up by the sides of his head. He quickly looked away.

“If you ruin your dress or makeup with those stupid crocodile tears, I’ll chain you up in here,” I said, satisfied when I saw his face crumple. “You’ve been warned. And I hope you haven’t forgotten that we wouldn’t be doing this if you hadn’t let your short dick lead your brain. Oh, my bad. You don’t have a dick anymore. You have a pretty pussy, don’t you?” I laughed in his face.

He flinched. He looked so powerless and embarrassed, but then I saw the smile hidden beneath his pout.  A part of him loved what I was doing to him.

“Remember what I told you about walking,” I said. “Take smaller steps and swing your hips. I don’t want him to see you walking like a man.”

Todd nodded. His face flushed a little. “You look beautiful tonight, Mistress,” he said in his practiced girl voice. There was a big lump in his throat.

“Thanks, Tulip. Come over here. Put my heel cushions on for me.”

I settled down on the bed while he knelt down, gingerly took my foot in his hand and inserted each heel cushion, his fingers shaking and unsure, but wanting to do it right. The past Todd would’ve scoffed and asked me to do it myself. There was no arrogant smirk now. My husband’s thick, lipsticked mouth was held in a tight, serious line, but I also couldn’t help but notice a softness in his blue eyes I’d never seen before.

“Is this comfortable, Mistress?”

“Yes,” I said, a warmth spreading down my body at the loving way he’d asked that.

“Tulip, I have a question,” I added. “And I want you to be honest. Do you really want to go ahead with this? Do you really want to look like this and humiliate yourself for me?”

I stared at him, waiting for a response. The thing was, I needed a sign of his willingness, a sign of his desire for growth. None of this would mean anything if we didn’t have that.

I narrowed my eyes when he didn’t answer.

Back out. I dare you, asshole. And watch what I do to you.

Todd’s head drooped. Then he gulped and nodded. “I want to do this. You’re my life. I want to prove my love to you, Mistress.”

Hesitantly, his hand reached out, searching for my touch. I let him touch me, trying to match the warmth I felt in his eyes. We might not have had the greatest marriage, but we’d spent almost every night together for years, and that had to count for something right?

I smiled at him and patted his rosy cheek. Knowing that he was prepared to sacrifice his manhood for my pleasure gave me a sense of...well, power.  That was what it was. I was drunk on power. I let him put his head on my lap and softly stroked his hair as I waited for our guest. Todd sighed happily. I wanted to show him that as long as he was being obedient, I was going to be good to him.

***

When the doorbell rang, I fixed up my hair one last time and headed for the door. For the first time in forever, there was no fear lurking around the edges of my mind. And, also for the first time, it wasn’t Todd leading me out the door. No. This time, I was leading him.

I opened the door to reveal the guy I’d met at the hotel—Mike. My heart raced as he flashed me a smile. 

Mike was a good deal older than us, but highly successful. His muscles were definitely bigger than Todd’s, and he was bigger in at least one other area too. I’d first been attracted to his bright smile—but the wisdom lines and his hot take-charge personality were huge pluses. Tonight, I wanted someone mature and dominant that could take care of me. For a change.

“This is Tulip, my husband,” I said. “Tulip, say hi.”

“Hi, Master,” Todd said, girlishly shy.

“Huh.” Mike looked at him up and down. “You look different in the photos.”

I laughed as Todd did a little curtsey. Then he bent down further and awkwardly grabbed Mike’s leg. Mike frowned, looking both confused and amused.

“What the hell are you trying to do?” he asked.

“Taking your shoes off,” Todd said in this quiet, meek little voice.

“Oh.” Mike held out one leg for him. “Go for it, lady.”

Todd scooped up both shoes and clamped them under one arm before fumbling over Mike’s coat. He looked so...timid. It was scary and unsettling, but in a good way.

Afterwards we headed to the dining room and ate an early dinner, with Todd doing all the serving and cleaning. He seemed less anxious now, but also kind of helpless, almost like a shell of his past self. It was pretty clear that he was getting worked up about what was going to happen after our meal, and he couldn’t stop thinking about it.

He was driving himself crazy with nerves.

I loved watching him like that, though. All wound up. Trying to battle his jealousy and insecurities. Each time I flirted with Mike, Todd’s face—my sweet little Tulip—hardened just a little bit more. I was twisting that knife straight into his pride and ego.

During dinner, my attraction towards Mike had grown in spades. He had really nice teeth, and he smelled gorgeous. I couldn’t help looking down at his big hands, the valley of muscles that moved under his shirt, and the mischievous glint in his eye each time he looked over at Tulip and then at me, impressed by what I’d created. 

After Tulip cleared away the dessert dishes, I touched Mike’s arm lightly, trailing my fingers towards his bicep. It was the first time I’d physically touched him apart from our welcome kiss, and this one definitely had our pulses pounding.

“The weather’s nice tonight. I’m in the mood for a swim,” I said. “Want to join me? Tulip’s spent the longest time cleaning the pool today and I’d hate for that to go to waste.”

“Well, that’s nice of Tulip,” Mike said. He stood up and began unbuttoning his shirt right there. Then he unzipped his pants, uncovering a pair of speedos underneath.

Following suit, I took off my black dress, taking my time with it. I spotted a flicker of shock burning in Tulip’s face before the dress went over my head. Two pairs of eyes surveyed my body in a cute pink string bikini.

Mike whistled. “That’s one sizzling woman right there,” he said, nodding appreciatively at me. He paused, then said to Tulip, “Why don’t you pay your wife a compliment? Doesn’t she deserve it?”

Tulip looked like he’d forgotten how to speak. After several painful seconds, he coughed out, “Mistress, I hope you know you’re the most beautiful woman in the world.”

“Well if I had Jessica as a wife, I’d shower her with compliments all the time,” Mike said casually. “I’d take care of her like you wouldn’t imagine.” Then he leaned into me and whispered, “If you ever divorce this pile of shit, you’ll let me know?”

“Jess is not looking for a divorce,” Tulip said. “And I’m not a pile of shit.”

Just when I thought things were going okay.

I spun around to face him. “Don’t speak for me, sissy,” I said sharply. “And stop being so fucking rude to our guest!” I rapped on the kitchen table. “Get up here!”

With one sweeping motion, I flipped the dishes out of the way to make space on the table. A few of the plates clattered to the floor.

“I said, get up here,” I repeated.

My anger was building—good. I needed to give my sissy a nice dash of humiliation.


CHAPTER 14

“So I guess you want to be spanked,” I murmured when Tulip took his position on top of the table, his knees and wrists supported by embroidered napkins. His breasts fell downward, deliciously full.  His shoulders were slumped with shame, but his spine was arched and his ass stuck out boldly. I don’t think he had any idea just how sexy he looked.

“Spank him for me, Mike,” I said.

Mike pinned him down with one arm and lifted up his pink and white dress. Tulip whimpered when he knew his ass was exposed, then gasped when two hard whacks made contact with his skin, one on each ass cheek.

“Guess you liked that, huh?” I stared down at him, so many dark thoughts clouding my mind I didn’t even know where to start. “Maybe you need a few more spankings. Mike? Could you do the honors?”

Tulip stared longingly at my necklace—and the key it held—while Mike gave him another dozen painful whacks. I sat up on the table next to him and, once I thought he’d warmed up, took out the massager I’d hidden inside the pocket of my dress. I had Mike stretch his cheeks wide while I inserted the massager into his ass. A flicker of excitement sparked inside me as I geared up for what I was about to do. Picking up the small round remote, I held the button to start off a slow wave of vibration, then turned it up several notches into a powerful pulse.

Tulip’s face paled a few shades even through the layers of blush. Then his eyes widened as the pleasure started to hit.

“Oh my fucking god,” he cried out.

“Shut the fuck up,” I said.

He held onto me with clammy hands. His hips shuddered like he wanted to curl up into a ball and roll away into a ditch. But it still wasn’t enough. Not for me.

I clambered down and pulled at the top of his dress to reveal his two bras. I twisted both bra cups inside out, exposing his small pink nipples. Maybe this was what he needed to get in the mood and stop sabotaging my special night.

I reached down and took one of his nipples in my mouth. It was so small I barely felt it, so I started to flick it with my tongue instead. It budded slowly, sending a hot thrill running through me. Maybe it would take me a few months, but I was going to do whatever it took to make his nipples swell into monsters that looked big enough for breastfeeding.

Mike resumed spanking while I turned my attention onto the second nipple. Tulip moaned, her soft breath grazing baby hairs across my forehead. I kept the massager running, changing the intensity from time to time, then alternated from sucking to twisting and tugging his nipples with my fingers. The way they’d changed color to blood red turned me on so fucking much.

“Oh god, oh god…” Tulip looked like he wasn’t sure he could take it anymore. His clit was engorged thanks to the stimulation on his prostrate and it was stretching against the steel coils. To add to his agony, both his nipples and ass cheeks were getting tortured. A part of me thought maybe I was being too cruel. But I quickly swatted that thought away. A mollycoddled husband was never going to learn.

When Tulip gave one exhausted, final little yelp and fell silent, I stopped the stimulation from my massager. He was weak, but also unspeakably aroused, just the way I needed him to be.

We all headed to the pool then. Except for Tulip, of course, who stayed dry, serving us drinks and playing the role of an obedient sissy servant with the massager still wedged deep inside his ass. He blushed and squirmed each time he took a step, but he was still trying to do a good job. To make up for the fuck-up he’d committed during dinner.

It didn’t take Mike long to hurry over to me and then we were kissing tenderly under the moonlight, the cool water hugging our bodies. Mike was an even more amazing kisser than I’d expected. He started licking down the side of my neck, and for just a minute I forgot I had a husband, let alone a husband who I’d just feminized and humiliated. Tulip was standing only a few feet away, balancing a tray in his hands, obviously waiting for us to make the next jab or hand him the next task. I decided to ignore him.

Mike felt me in the water, his hands roaming over my hips and backside. Then he lifted me out of the pool, stretched my bikini bottom to the side, and kissed my clit. I drifted into an almost meditative trance watching him, his tongue flicking over me, his eyes fluttering hungrily. My legs splashed in the water. Within seconds I was crying out his name over and over again while I exploded with pleasure.  

“I need to taste you,” I whispered.

Mike got out of the pool. I held his hand and led him to one of the deck chairs closest to where Tulip was standing. I laid down on the cushion and licked my lips. I hadn’t been this excited for a blowjob in a long time.

“Tulip, put down that tray,” I said. “I want you to take off Mike’s speedos.”

Tulip took a step back, the contents of his tray shaking. He looked horrified. This time, Mike helped me out.

“You’re going to get a nice stamp of my hand on your fucking face if you don’t listen to your wife,” he said.

I laughed. The humiliation now was like a bright red stain all over my poor sissy husband’s face. Frustration and anger flickered in his eyes, but he kept silent. Setting the tray down, he slunk forward, looking tiny next to Mike’s healthy upper body. He struggled to get the tight wet speedo off, wincing whenever his fingers inevitably touched Mike’s bare skin. When Mike’s cock finally sprung out, Tulip averted his eyes and quickly rolled the rest of it down while Mike leisurely lifted each leg off of the ground.

It was incredible. If he was this embarrassed and insecure about just seeing a handsome man’s cock, how was he going to manage tasting it? He’d probably die from the shame.

The more I thought about it, the more I wanted to see it.

“You’ll hold that for Mike, won’t you?” I said as Tulip scurried off to the side like a rabbit. “I don’t want that to get dirty.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said, his knuckles reddening as they tightened around the wet piece of swimwear. He turned his head, hiding his face with his chin-length blonde hair.

“Come here, baby,” I told Mike and put his cock in my mouth. The unfamiliar scent and taste of his member sent dizzying tingles through my tastebuds. Maybe…maybe…I should’ve been the cheater, long before Todd had had the brains to figure it out for himself. But I was a woman with dignity, and I knew I was way too stubborn to do something like that. Mom used to tell me that if life give you a man who’s a piece of shit, you don’t go hunting around for another one.

Bending my head further, I licked the tip and trailed my tongue along Mike’s shaft, feeling his thighs tremble with excitement. I could see Tulip’s shadow from the corner of my eyes. He was just silently watching us. It was probably like seeing a tragic accident—as much as you know you should look away you just can’t help yourself. I took hold of Mike’s cock and rubbed it all over my face, moaning like a slut. I heard Todd suck in a loud breath.

I stopped blowing and turned over to look at him. His sissy collar was glinting under the moonlight, and the frustration all over his face was making my pussy shiver.

I snapped my fingers and called him over.

“Go bring a pair of my handcuffs,” I ordered him.

I nursed Mike while Tulip returned, and as soon as he did I told him to untie my thong bikini. As he did, I thought back to all the times he’d dismissed me during sex. The times where I had to brace myself for disappointment, knowing he’d only care about his needs first. My husband had always taken me for granted, but never again. He was going to take care of me only the way the most pathetic, submissive partner knew how: by helping his wife fuck another man.


CHAPTER 15

Mike started to fuck me as I lay on the side, resting my arms and head on the chair, turned in Tulip’s direction. It was so hot, staring into his lashy eyes while I had a big cock inside me. He swallowed hard when I motioned him to come closer.

“I’m sure you want to take a closer look, sweetheart.”

I made him kneel, pressing his face up against one of my lifted ass cheeks. He was as close to the action as he was going to get. An IMAX experience. He averted his eyes quickly, but then I picked up the remote and pressed the button for the most powerful setting on his massager, knowing it was going to be painful. He gasped and turned back to bury his nose in the action.

“Keep your eyes on those balls,” I said sternly. I picked up the cuffs and shackled his wrist to my ankle so he’d stay put.

My pretty sissy servant kept watching, his nose so close he could smell us fucking. It’s not like he had much choice. He suddenly seemed mesmerized—or was it morbid fascination?—by the way Mike’s cock kept dipping in and out, in and out of my wetness. The thought of checking his chastity cage entered my mind, but it flew out of my head as the pleasure rose in me.

I’m not sure how long Mike kept going, but if there was one thing he had, it was stamina. And now that I’d had this little preview of what it was like to have a man take care of me like this, there was no way I was sticking to my husband’s limp bitch dick. No, I thought feverishly. From now on, I was the one who was going to fuck him…and each time I enter his sissy pussy he was going to be reminded of who wore the pants in this relationship.

“Lick him,” I cried out.

Mike paused, listening intently.

“Lick his cock, sissy,” I repeated, twisting my head to the side to see Tulip’s quivering face. “I want you to keep Mike hard while he fucks me.”

Tulip’s face screwed up in shame and disgust. This was going to be a new low. “Mistress, please, I’ll do anything else. I’ll…” Then he wavered.

Calmly, I pressed the button again. The intense vibrations ripped through him, delivering more pain than pleasure. I lifted up his dress and checked his cage. His panties were so wet, and as I pulled them down, fresh precum was seeping out from his clit. My naughty, horny, slutty sissy. He loved this.

“Time to put on your big girl panties,” I said then pushed his head down, guiding his mouth towards Mike’s cock. “Lick it all off. Stop pouting, honey, you should’ve thought about all this when you had your dirty balls deep in those other women.”

“I’m sorry, Jess! I mean, Mistress! I’m so sorry. I deserve this…”

His tongue made contact with Mike’s shining tip. As soon as he started licking like a good girl I switched to a lower setting on his massager, one that would give his prostate a nice, soothing massage. I was going to train him to be a willing cock sucker. I was going to make him worship cocks so he’d always remember his place as a wretched sissy cuck. Hell, I was going to make him dance to whatever beat I wanted.

I watched him jerk as he went on sucking, the pleasure in his ass making him writhe and his breasts bounce. He was lapping up all of my juices and Mike’s precum too. His eyes were dark but there was a strange glow to them too…a mixture of shame and excitement at what he was doing. Did he feel better now, thinking he was redeeming himself? Did he feel sexy? Did he feel terrified that he was going to like this more than he thought he should?

Minutes later, his mouth looked raw. His lipstick had rubbed away and his lashes were webbed with tears, and he was still moaning from the pleasure deep inside me. Mike stuck himself inside me again. Tulip’s face was kept close to our crotches, subjected to the humiliation of watching us fuck. Every so often, I instructed him to lick and clean off Mike’s cock and balls to keep him in check. The good thing was the task also had me edging.

After Mike came in me the first time, I asked Tulip to get him nice and ready for round two. This time there was no holding back. No pretend protests or objections. There was only surrender. He obediently sucked, licked, stroked. Inhaled the sweet smell of my pussy all over another man’s cock. He cupped Mike’s balls using his free hand and stared into eyes as he played with them with the shyness of a virgin. When he was like this, Tulip looked so sweet and pretty. So submissive like was burning inside to make me happy. I was proud of myself.

Sometime later, Mike and I finally ran out of energy. I relaxed in my deck chair, high off my latest orgasm, my head lost in a cloud of bliss. Then I uncuffed Tulip. Widening my thighs, I ordered Tulip to clean up the cum dripping off me. It was so hot seeing him serving me by swallowing his Master’s cum. So hot that a muted throb started off in my core all over again, building so quickly and uncontrollably that I sprayed him with a torrent of my own cum, staining his pretty face as my final mark of dominance.

Afterwards, Mike and I went up to the bedroom and cuddled. We didn’t do anything except talk and cuddle and share a few kisses, but it was so romantic. It was great having that time for ourselves without me having to constantly think about my sissy slave. Then after one final, lingering kiss, Mike left.

I went downstairs to find Todd busy in the kitchen. I hadn’t asked him to clean up, but he was clearly learning the ropes around here.

“How’d it go tonight?” I asked him.

He just came forward and hugged me. He’d been itching for affection all night, and after depriving him for so many hours, I kissed him on the forehead. Then I kissed him on the lips and let my tongue peek out and brush against his. He trembled in my arms. He was so hesitant now—and painfully careful, aware of his actions and the effect he had on me. We kissed for what felt like an eternity, and during that time I knew I could love him again.

“You’ll have to clean up later,” I said. “I need you right now.”

“I’m here, Mistress,” he whispered. “Just tell me what to do.”

“Bring me my cock.”

He nodded and disappeared, returning with a sheepish smile. He helped me strap up the harness. We kissed again as he stroked my cock. I could feel his promise to change as I held onto him tightly and he whimpered adorably. His lips tasted sweet, a subtle aftertaste of cum still on his tongue. My mother might have been right about a lot of things, but she’d been wrong about one. It was possible to change a man. Thanks to Dr. Ola, I’d done it.

When we finally pulled away, I was breathless, high off the taste of him, drunk on the feeling of power and control. It was time to make up for all the intimacy we’d missed out on while I was playing Jess the housekeeper. Todd slowly sat on my cock, wincing slightly as it stretched him. I held onto his waist as he started to ride me. Another kiss? God, I couldn’t get enough of this girl.

The cage clinked up and down as Todd bounced. I smirked as I watched his tortured clit moved around helplessly. I wasn’t ready to unlock him just yet. Maybe not for a long time. Instead, I jerked my hips up so his sensitive passage could feel every hard inch of my pole.

“Holy shit!” Todd moaned. “Jesus Christ…”

I remembered everything that he’d done for me that night and the need to torment him rose inside me again. Now that I had him all to myself, there was so much I wanted to do with him. To do to him.

Pulling down his bra cups, I started to bite and suck on his nipples. Then with one hand I tickled his sore balls, and with the other I dug my nails into the flesh of his ass. He squealed, unable to stop himself from writhing on top of me. He had no pride left—I’d done a good job at that. He was happy to suffer for his Mistress’s gratification.

As we shared yet another kiss and I wiped away his tears, I felt a pang in my heart. My breath hitched. Oh, shit. Was I falling in love? Maybe I was. Maybe I was falling in love for a second time. My sissy husband was willing to do anything for me now—anything to save our marriage and win me back. He was going to fight and suffer for us. He was prepared to serve me again and again, a thousand times over. Enough to last us several lifetimes.

Wow.

Really, what more could a wife want?

THE END


UNDER HER SINFUL VEIL


UNDER HER SINFUL VEIL

CHAPTER 1

I never thought I’d be homeless at twenty-one, but here I was.

Jeff stood, arms crossed, watching me as I taped up my last box. The late-September wind rattled the thin windows as I took one last look at my cramped apartment—well, it wasn’t mine anymore, and it wasn’t really an apartment either. It was a 20-by-20 feet space with a mold-stained bathroom fitted with a rusting tub, but I’d been calling it my home for four years.

I turned to face the door and took my last steps across the red blemished carpet. Jeff looked emotionless as he rested one elbow against the dolly sitting in the hallway. His bear-like arm reached out expectantly.

I reached into my pocket and pulled out the keys, dropping them inside his open palm.

“Is there anything else you need before I leave?” I asked. “Uh, other than the keys, I mean?”

“Nah, you’re good,” Jeff said gruffly. “I’ve got cleaners coming in a few minutes.” He looked down at my two boxes. “Is that all you’ve got? You’re not going to come back again for your stuff, are you? The new tenant will be moving in this evening.”

“All the good stuff’s in here,” I said, patting the top of one of the boxes fondly. I looked around me, then shrugged and said, “Well, that’s all of it,” I said. “Thanks for everything. Tell Maria I said goodbye.”

Jeff nodded.

“How is she doing?”

“‘Bout the same,” he said with a polite smile. “The docs just want her to stay as comfortable as possible really. The treatment looks promising, though.”

“I’m glad. I really hope she gets better.”

A polite nod. “Don’t forget to return the dolly. See you.”

See you. I wondered if he was joking. I started to wheel the dolly down the hallway towards the elevator. Behind me, there was a clink as Jeff locked my front doors, then his heavy steps echoed through the walls as he accessed the entrance to the stairwell. I wondered who’d move in next. With the state of the place, it had to be another poor friendless soul who had no choice but to make it their home.

After loading the boxes into my car, I wheeled the empty dolly back into the garage. I slipped into the driver’s seat and sent off a quick text to Jeff, letting him know I’d done as he’d asked. I sat there for a long time, staring at the street ahead, feeling lost and just a little sorry for myself. When the pity party was done with, I cranked the engine and headed downtown in search of a parking lot.

It wasn’t a good time to be out here. It was too early for anyone else to be on the roads except for the homeless people huddled in tattered blankets, trying to sleep in the cold pavements or against store windows, their faces drawn tight with exhaustion. Seeing them made my stomach lurch with worry.

That could be me. Soon. If I don’t do something drastic.

After an hour of mostly senseless driving, not being able to make up my mind, the neon lights of a 24-hour diner flashed into view. Happy Diner, the signage read, with a big yellow smiley face blinking out at the road. The parking lot was fairly big and dotted with water splotches that reflected the lights in garish colors. Apart from a few vehicles, the only other sign of life seemed to be a mangy stray cat licking itself by a trash can.

I pulled in and parked towards the back and shivered. I hadn’t had a proper night’s sleep in over thirty-six hours and it didn’t look like tonight was going to be any different. Too scared to go to the backseat in case I needed to pull away at a moment’s notice, I reclined my seat just a little bit, warmed my hands up with my breath, brought the collar of my jacket up to my ears, and tried to get some sleep.

***

The reality of living in a car hit harder than I’d expected. That first night was unforgivably cold and uncomfortable, and the fear of someone finding me and kicking me out—or worse, slapping me with a fine—kept the fire of anxiety lit under my ass. The next morning I drove around, snuck into a local gym for a quick shower, then found a thrift store and spent more than I should for a blanket. With no money left over for food, I stuffed my face with the chips and protein bars I’d packed up.

The second night felt even harder. Colder. Rougher. Lonelier. I’d decided I could stay at the diner for a week before it was time to pack up and go out in search of another parking lot.

The third day I woke up feeling ill. That’s it, I thought. No more expired protein bars.

I needed hot food.

I was just about to climb out of my car when another one came in and attempted to park next to me. The car was in an even worse condition than mine. Its windshield was broken and the lower half of its body was caked with dirt and grime. It seemed to wheeze like a dying cat as the engine slowly puttered out and came to a stop. I watched as an old man hobbled out and leaned against the front fender, with had a giant dent in it. He gazed longingly in the direction of the diner.

Was he homeless too? Or having trouble with his car? Either way, he didn’t look too good. I watched as he began to button up his coat, though his twitching fingers wouldn’t let him, and I noticed half of the buttons were missing anyway.

I stared down at my brand new blanket.

“Hi there,” I said, walking up to him while trying not to shiver too much. “You look like you need this.” I raised the blanket towards him. “Don’t worry, it’s pretty new. And I can get a new one.”

The old man shook his head and frowned.

Oh shit, I thought. Maybe the guy isn’t homeless and I just insulted him...

“It’s just cold, that’s all,” I added quickly. “I know what it’s like.”

The old man chuckled, then seemed to second-guess himself. He snatched the blanket from me and threw it over his shoulders. “I like looking at the sky before the sun wakes up,” he said, his eyes up at the clouds.

I nodded, but now I was worried he might be senile. I gestured to his car. “You should probably get inside. It’s freezing today.”

“Well, aren’t you a ray of sunshine?” he said, chuckling again. “You’re a good lad.” He looked me over with curious eyes. “How ‘bout a cup of coffee?”

I shook my head. I knew I didn’t want to waste the few dollars I had on coffee.

“On me,” the old man added.

I raised a brow. I wasn’t prepared to turn down a free cup of anything.

“Are you sure?” I asked. It felt like stealing, especially if he was senile like I suspected.

“Don’t be ridiculous,” he said sternly, shrugging his newly blanketed shoulders. “It’s the least I can do.”


CHAPTER 2

Inside the diner, the old man waved jovially at a busty blonde waitress behind the counter. She waved back.

“Isn’t she a looker?” he asked me, loud enough for her to hear. She caught his eye and winked.

As soon as we were seated, the same blonde waitress shimmied over and took our orders. “Lots of cream and sugar for the both of us,” the man said. “If there’s one thing I can’t stand it’s bitter coffee.” He gave another one of his throaty chuckles before turning to me. “How ‘bout some buttermilk pancakes too? With extra syrup?”

“Uh, sure,” I said, hoping I didn’t sound too desperate. The thought of having warm food in my belly was almost orgasmic.

It was exactly what I needed. I sipped on my coffee while I let the old man—who said his name was Stan—talk. I wasn’t the biggest fan of coffee, but I guess anything tasted good when you were hungry. Then the pancakes came, steaming hot and loaded with berries and syrup, and I was in heaven.

Stan continued talking, sharing tales that I wasn’t sure were being spun or recalled from memory. When our plates were empty, he topped up our order with two servings of chicken and waffles. I couldn’t believe how lucky I was, though I had the feeling it had less to do with me and more about him needing company.

“So...” Stan was watching me curiously over the rim of his cup, and I knew the question was coming. “A smart nice man like you, living out of his car. It doesn’t quite add up.”

“It’s a long story,” I said, staring down at my plate.

But I told him all of it. How I’d first lost my job in sales at Ricky’s, the home improvement store I’d worked at. The only silver lining had been my severance package, which included a lump sum of $2,000—good enough to get me by for at least a couple of months if I stretched it out well enough. But then came the rent increase—Jeff had cited rising prices and an old clause in the lease as his reason, even though he and Maria had always promised me a cap in rent hikes. But with two punches to the gut there was really nothing I could do. By then I’d applied to so many jobs I was at risk of developing RSI, and the money I’d once thought had been fairly generous had withered away into nothing.

“Colt.”

My head snapped up at my name.

Stan’s face had softened. “There’s a place that might help you. A convent.”

“Convent?” I asked, a little skeptical.

“Oh yes. The Sisters of St. Helen’s. I used to work there—how long has it been now?” Stan’s forehead wrinkled up even more as he thought hard. “Forty years ago. More than that, even. I worked as a groundskeeper there. Some of the best years of my life. They offer young folks like you some temporary shelter.”

“I’m not religious,” I said, cutting in.

Stan chuckled. “Do I look religious to you, son?” He took out a cigarette and lit it. “They don’t care what you believe in. At least they didn’t when I worked there, but by the time I left they’d elected a new Mother Superior who didn’t much like smoking. Funny that. Sister Agnes, she was called. She was the devil incarnate, that woman. Never let us rest for a single second.”

I laughed in spite of myself. Stan’s energy was infectious. “Um, thanks. I’ll think about it.”

“Winter’s going to be brutal, so I’d pay them a visit if I were you.” Stan scribbled down an address on a napkin and handed it to me. “And before you ask, yes, the convent’s still around.” He raised a bushy brow. “They’re by a beautiful lake. You can’t miss it.”

Later, I was sitting alone in my car with my laptop in hand, firing off yet another job application into the void when my thoughts returned to Stan. I couldn’t imagine staying at a convent. For one, I was a man. Nuns in convents don’t let men stay at their place, right? Two, I wasn’t religious at all, and I wasn’t sure how they’d respond to a heathen in their midst. I’d likely be out on my ass before I’d even taken off my shoes.

On the other hand...I was itching to get a good night’s sleep. On an actual bed, with an actual pillow under my head.

Without thinking, I typed in ‘Sisters of St. Helen’s’ into Google and pressed enter. Nothing relevant turned up. I added ‘Sister Agnes’ to the search and this time it led me to an article on some Christian news site. It was all about her contributions to the community and the convent, but there was no information about the shelter service. There was a picture, though, of Sister Agnes. I peered closely at the image. She was an older woman, the white cover underneath her nun’s veil pushed too far down to see her hair. Her face was sporting a big pair of spectacles and a severe smile. A shiver ran up my spine. Was she really the devil incarnate?

I slapped my laptop shut and placed it in the backseat. My gut told me not to bother. Besides, I barely had enough gas to get to the place, which was a few towns over. I sighed. The thought of spending another night in the car made me feel sick, but it would have to do.

I must have fallen asleep then without realizing it, because the next thing I knew, there was someone calling my name. I woke up. Panic shot through me as I saw my broken windshield, the glass scattered everywhere. There was a black-clad figure bent over the hood of my car. I screamed as claw-like arms clutched onto my T-shirt and dragged me out through the gap in the windshield, my butt crushing against more shards of glass.

“Colt...” the figure whispered. I saw the spectacles and that hideously stern smile and suddenly knew who it was. “Come to me. Come. We’re waiting...”

Her claws dug into my chest and ripped my T-shirt off me. I screamed again. Then she was unzipping my jeans and her pruney palms were roaming over my ass. I tried to kick her off but soon found I was paralyzed. A blast of wind hit me, and I felt so, so cold, but she was still whispering, telling me to come to her. My cock hardened as her hand found it and squeezed it, so tightly and desperately that it hurt...

I woke with a start, drenched in sweat. My hand was balled around my crotch through my still zipped-up jeans. I stared at my intact windshield.

What the hell had that been about?

The nightmarish face of Sister Agnes was still etched in my brain when I’d adjusted my seat and pressed on the accelerator. I wasn’t sure how I knew, but I felt it as deeply as I knew the Earth wasn’t flat: if I didn’t go visit that convent I’d be having the same dream every night.

It felt weird...like a calling. Or maybe even a premonition. I wasn’t superstitious.

But I couldn’t take any chances.


CHAPTER 3

The sun was casting orange rays across the sky by the time I reached the convent.

The convent itself hadn’t been on Google Maps, and for a long while I’d had a sinking feeling that old man Stanley had spun me a nice tale. The roads were twisted and rugged, and I was afraid my car would give out on me any second and I’d be stuck out here in the middle of nowhere. But as the sun set, I pulled onto a road lined with tall trees and thick brush, and then, almost out of nowhere, the water came into view. The lake—as big as the sea—shimmered before me, catching onto the sparse rays of light.

I drove a little further in, stopped my car by the roadside, and stepped out. There was the convent. It was like looking up at a page inside a history book. Stretching outwards to the right and the back of the building were the grounds, covered with grass, flowerbeds, and stone pathways. I could already see a trio of Sisters tending to a vegetable patch shaded under a large tree. Their faces were still and solemn, like statues.

I walked up to the entrance, where a plaque read ‘Sisters of St. Helen’s—Home of Our Lord’. Taking a deep breath, I pushed open the door and stepped inside, feeling weird that I was entering such a feminine space. There was no one in the foyer that greeted me. In fact the convent was so quiet it seemed empty of life. I stood in silence, afraid to take another step or even take another breath in case I made an offending sound.

Then I heard a door opening and softly clicking heels behind me. I turned around to face a short, fat nun staring at me.

“Can I help you?” she asked.

“Uh…” My mind had gone blank. “I’m looking for the Mother Superior.”

“And who are you?”

“I…I’m Colt. Actually, I’m here to ask about your shelter services.”

“Oh, we don’t do that anymore, I’m afraid,” the nun said. She wrinkled her nose at me, as if waiting for me to leave.

I knew it had been too good to be true. I turned to head back out the door. The thought of going back to my musty and now stinking car made me feel sick all over again. Then I stopped short. My car wasn’t going to survive a return journey—heck, it was running on fumes at this point and wasn’t going to be able to support any journey at all.

I took a deep breath and turned back around. The fat nun had her hand hovering over the knob of a side door and was peering at me expectantly.

“I’m so sorry, but I just need somewhere to stay for the night. I’ll leave in the morning, I swear.” I paused, then with an additional burst of courage said, “Could…could I just see the Mother Superior?”

The nun took a good look at me. She could probably smell my desperation. Then she sighed. “Very well. If you’ll follow me.”

I wanted to collapse to the floor in relief.

The nun led me through a long hallway, the clip of her heels echoing eerily as she walked. The hallway opened onto a beautiful arched passageway with a garden in its center. We stepped through the passageway and into another hallway, where the nun stopped abruptly in front of a door. She knocked. No one answered.  She knocked again.

I realized I was starting to sweat. Could I really do this? If this short, fat nun scared me already, how could I face the Mother Superior? The nun who was literally the subject of my nightmares?

After the second knock, someone inside the room spoke up in a stern voice. “What is it, Sister?”

The fat nun flinched beside me. “I’m terribly sorry for disturbing you this late, Reverend Mother, but there’s a young man here to see you.”

A pause. When the Mother Superior spoke again, she sounded annoyed. “Come in.”

The nun opened the door as quietly as she could. A waft of incense, mingled with the scent of old library books and something sharp like shoe polish hit my nostrils. The Sister Agnes I saw in front of me looked perfectly like the picture I’d seen—if you aged it by thirty odd years. Now I could see how tall and thin she was, with razor-sharp features and skinny lips.

Mother Superior sat up even straighter in her chair and looked at me suspiciously. “And you are?”

I forced down a nervous gulp before I answered. I wasn’t as tired as I’d been before, and I knew exactly why that was. “Mother Superior, my name is Colt Sinclair. I drove over three hours to visit your convent. You might be wondering why.” Oh god, I’m going to ramble. “Well, there was this man. A man I met this morning—his name is Stanley, and he said he knows you, uh, knew you, I mean—he said you help out people looking for a temporary place to stay, and—”

“You’re mistaken,” Mother Superior interrupted. She turned her attention back down to the notebook she was writing in.

Panic and dread pounded up inside me. Was this all going to be for nothing?

“I know. I just heard the service was canceled. Guess my luck ran out, huh?” I said in the meekest tone I could muster. “I just…I don’t have a place to sleep for tonight.” I was rambling again, but I told her about how I’d ended up jobless and without a roof over my head, and the condition of my car. When I was done, I looked back at old nun again. She had the face of a woman who was used hearing so many sob stories she’d hit her empathy limit.

Just when I thought she was going to shoo me away like a stray cat, she put her pen down and pointed to the chair in front of her. “Have a seat. Sister Janet, please call in Sister Hope. I want her to assist me in this.”

The fat nun, who I hadn’t realized had been eavesdropping on our conversation, nodded gravely.

“Thank you so much,” I said lamely, though she hadn’t promised me anything. I sat down before I passed out.

Sister Janet closed the door behind us with the softest click.

“Are you a man of God, Mr. Sinclair?” the Mother Superior asked softly.

I blinked, not quite sure how to answer that. If I told her my Sundays involved jerking off in my bed rather than kneeling in front of a church pew, would she turn me down?

“I, uh, I’m not really a religious person,” I said, the words making my throat burn like a shot of cheap whisky.

Mother Superior’s mouth twitched scornfully. “I see.”

“But I do believe there’s something out there,” I added quickly. “A higher power if you will. I know I can’t just magically change overnight, but I’m totally open to learning and, uh, well, believing.”

The old nun gazed at me harshly, as if her wire-rimmed spectacles were X-raying through my head.

“You know, this convent has helped a lot of young men like yourself who have fallen on hard times,” she said. She crossed her bony fingers together and laid them over her book. “Look, I’m not a fool, Mr. Sinclair, so don’t take me for one. I know your…kind…have urges.”

Your kind?

“Sinful urges,” Mother Superior continued, her eyes almost sinking back into her face by her much she was frowning. “We ran into issues when we held young men in here—issues we had to deal with immediately or risk jeopardizing the sanctity of this convent. I understood then that we couldn’t have your kind running around the convent, causing trouble, putting our nuns in danger, making them feel uncomfortable and…exposed. You understand, don’t you?”

My heart sank.

“I promise you, I’m not that kind of person, Mother,” I said quietly. “Actually, with the kind of life I lead, I might as well be religious. I’m quiet. And uh, I don’t really do anything bad.”

“Then answer this, Mr. Sinclair. Do you masturbate?”

My mouth dropped open. The office suddenly went deadly silent.

Do you masturbate?

The question rang in my head twice before Mother Superior said in an irritated tone, “I’m waiting for an answer.”

“No.” The bold-faced lie had slipped out faster than I could get a hold of my tongue.

“No, you don’t…?”

“I mean, no, I don’t…masturbate,” I said, whooshing out that last word in a pained whisper. Hearing myself say it in such a sacred space had chills going down my spine.

“Hm.” Mother Superior rested her head back against the wall and played with the giant rosary hanging down her chest, which I noticed was fairly flat. She didn’t say anything. As the silence stretched on forever, bits and pieces from my dream rose before my eyes—the way she’d clutched onto my shirt, held me still, pushed me onto my back and…well…masturbated me. The dream seemed a little silly now—more the result of my sleep-deprived nerves than anything supernatural—but my heart began to thump a bit faster.

Mother Superior parted those skinny lips. “Are you telling me the truth, boy?”

This time, a nasty memory popped into my head. I was naked, legs splayed, softly jerking my stiffening cock as the sounds of coitus—sourced from four different porn videos stitched together in one window—blared through my earbuds. That had been just last week, and I’d been too anxious to jerk off since then. I remembered how good it had felt, my strokes going faster and faster as pressure swelled in my balls, until I exploded in one proud motion all over my sheets.

I shook my head, willing the memory to get out of my head.

“I...” I had to exhale very slowly before I answered. “Yes, Mother Superior. I would never lie to you.”

Her brows wrinkled as she studied my face for another agonizingly long moment. “Are you telling me, Mr. Colt Sinclair, that you’ve never had unholy thoughts about sins of the flesh?”

“Not really…I mean…I don’t think I’ve ever experienced any sexual desires.” I held back a cringe and crossed my fingers under the desk so that she’d believe me. “For all I know, I could be asexual.”

Holy shit. The lies! I wasn’t sure if it was the atmosphere of an interrogation room or the desperation to have a place to stay, but with the lies I’d just spewed out, I was pretty sure I was going to burn in Hell for all eternity.

There was a sudden knock on the door.

“Come in,” Mother Superior said.

The door opened and another nun entered the room. My breath caught in my throat. I never could’ve thought a covered-up nun could’ve been so...so gorgeous. From what I could see—and I could only see her face—she had an ethereal beauty, as if she’d just stepped out of a Renaissance painting. She was holding a sprig of what looked like freshly picked blue asters.

“Is everything alright, Reverend Mother?” she asked softly. Her face was slightly flushed as if she’d been running to answer Mother Superior’s call.

“Right on time, Sister Hope,” Mother Superior said.

She smiled and nodded, then moved gracefully across from me and took a seat in a chair next to Mother Superior. I couldn’t stop myself from staring unsubtly at her. Everything about her looked soft—soft eyes (as dark as her habit), soft skin, soft lips, soft curves moving underneath all that black fabric. She was extremely sexy.

“Our guest Mr. Colt Sinclair was just telling us about his lack of sinful urges,” Mother Superior said, nodding in my direction. She turned to Sister Hope. “Share your views on masturbation and sexual urges with our guest, Sister.”

Sister Hope tilted her head slightly as her eyes bore into me. “Well, in my opinion, Mr. Sinclair, sexual pleasure without the intention of procreation is a sin. A craving for pleasure is a natural instinct, but we must remember its purpose is to create a child. It is the only condition under which pleasure can be blessed by the Lord.” I thought she was going to stop there, but she kept going. “Masturbation is a sinful act and its evil can lead one to commit many other acts of sin. Only God’s love can guide us back onto the right path.”

A trickle of heat flowed down my body. Somehow, hearing her say the word ‘masturbation’ really did it for me.

“Mr. Sinclair?” Mother Superior was snapping her fingers in front of me. “Mr. Sinclair?”

“Oh, sorry! I just dazed out, didn’t I? Sorry, it’s just that I haven’t slept in over three days.” I shifted uncomfortably in my seat and avoided looking at Sister Hope, whose beauty was literally going to kill me if I wasn’t careful.

“Do you have any skills that would be of use to us, Mr. Sinclair?” Mother Superior asked.

I smiled. For the first time in a long time I didn’t feel completely useless. “Yes, Mother Superior. I’ve picked up a lot of skills through my old job. Gardening, plumbing, you name it. Anything your average handyman can do, I can do it too.”

“Good. We’re a little short-staffed at the moment so that will be very useful.” Mother Superior’s lips turned up slightly and her face puckered, like she wasn’t used to smiling. “Now, in normal circumstances, I wouldn’t dream of letting another young man into our convent. But given your…differences…I suppose I can make an exception.”

Their heads turned away from me then as they bent down and whispered in voices so low that I couldn’t make out a single word. For a fleeting second, I admired the contrast between the two nuns—one stern and weathered to the core, the other gentle, flourishing, and basking in her youth. One was a thorn and the other was a rose. Finally, Mother Superior nodded and Sister Hope flashed me a sexy smile.

“Mr. Sinclair, do you vow to obey our rules and refrain from engaging in sin for the next six months?” Sister Hope asked.

Six months with a guaranteed roof over my head? I hadn’t expected that.

“I do!” I blurted out, without really taking any time to process the question.

“Excellent,” Mother Superior said. “Sister Hope will be your guide, and I will be supervising you myself. She’ll show you to your room. I’ll draft up some duties for you, and you’ll get started first thing tomorrow morning.” She steepled her hands and gazed at me a little sternly. “And I’ll remind you once more that you’re in a holy place, Mr. Sinclair. We have strict rules and I will not hesitate to enforce them. If you break them, there will be consequences. It’s my responsibility to protect my Sisters from harm. Given that, I will be watching you closely.”

A flush snuck into my cheeks. I imagined Mother Superior catching me jerking off, but I shoved that thought away before my blush grew. It wasn’t like she could watch me go to the toilet. And I wasn’t planning to fuck anyone around here, in a house full of nuns. The risk of getting into any sort of trouble was practically zero.

“I promise I’ll be good.”

Mother Superior gave a curt nod and turned to Sister Hope. “Why don’t you accompany Mr. Sinclair and show him the facilities?”

Sister Hope stood up gracefully. “It’ll be my pleasure.”


CHAPTER 4

With the interrogation done, Sister Hope led me through arched doorways and gave me a short tour of the convent. I was exhausted and starving, and it felt strange to be treated like a real guest, but Sister Hope was able to make it all better. She moved like a floating doll—the only giveaway being the smart clacks of her heels as she rushed through the familiar corners of her home.

I couldn’t stop looking at her, but I tried my best not to stare. Her lips pouted naturally whenever she spoke was and her breasts, though she’d done her best to conceal them, were simply too big to be contained and forced themselves out of her habit, making the shape and size a little too obvious.

What a waste, I thought. What satanic forces had pushed this chick into becoming a nun and vowing herself into a life of chastity and boredom?

The tour, which had consisted of the cloister garden, library, chapel, the communal dining hall and bathrooms, ended in the basement, where, through yet another hallway, sat the men’s quarters. There seemed to be no one staying over other than me. Sister Hope led me to one of the rooms.

“This will be your sleeping room for the next six months,” she said.

The space was small and modest, but to me it looked like paradise. There was a small bed and a small table and a small crucifix on the wall. A bible lay on the bed, neatly centered, and a single candle stood on the desk on a brass holder. There were no windows.

Sister Hope waited until I hauled my boxes from the car into the room. When I was done I wanted to jump into that tiny bed and sleep for a thousand years, but right then my stomach grumbled. Loudly. I grabbed my stomach, wincing at the embarrassment.

Sister Hope smiled. “You need to eat. Come with me.”

We went back upstairs to the kitchen, where two women by the stove were stirring big pots of what looked like stew. Sister Hope ordered a bowl for me, then showed me where I could eat.

“I’ll leave you now,” she said. “I’ll see you in the morning.”

“Uh, aren’t you going to eat?”

Sister Hope smiled and shook her head. “I’ve already eaten. Enjoy your meal, Mr. Sinclair. God bless you.”

“God bless you,” I muttered as she floated away from the kitchen table and out the door.

***

After a healthy dinner and full belly, I went back down to the basement and had a great shower in the men’s bathroom. Then I settled into my new room. I felt clean, but most of all happy. So happy I wanted to jerk off. I slipped under the covers and cupped my flaccid cock. I thought of Sister Hope and tried to picture what her body looked like under all that cloth. I wondered if she was a virgin.

As if she was right there with me, her melodious voice began to hum at the back of my head.

Masturbation is a sin. SIN. SIN. SIN.

Guilt instantly flared up inside me and I tore my hand away from my cock. I looked around surreptitiously to check if there were any cameras. Of course there weren’t any—I was being stupid. Satisfied, I snuggled further in, spread my legs a little and started to stroke myself.

I don’t think I was even half a minute in before I fell asleep.

I woke up groggy in the middle of the night, taking a minute to mentally re-orientate myself. I wasn’t homeless anymore. I had real food to eat, and I had work to keep myself busy.

Life was good.

Just when I was about to fall asleep again, a small creak at the front of the room made my eyes flash open. I stifled the gasp that rose in my throat. Was that Sister Hope? Only half of her face was visible, but she was peeking into my room. I quickly shut my eyes, pretending to be asleep.

What the hell was she doing here?

Was this another one of my stupid dreams?

I cracked open my eyes a little. Yes, it was Sister Hope alright...and she was still standing there, looking at me. It was late in the night and I was pretty sure she wasn’t supposed to be here, in the men’s quarters. Did she come back in to check up on me? Well, she could see I was in bed—why wasn’t she leaving? As my heart started to thump inside my ribs, I closed my eyes again.

Then I heard a soft, hesitant clack.

Oh, shit.

I didn’t dare open my eyes again. I strained my ears and tried to slow down my breathing. Hopefully I looked like I was in deep sleep.

By the sound of her heels, Sister Hope was creeping towards my bed. Then there was silence, though I could feel her presence right next to me even if she wasn’t moving or saying anything. My heart rate went into a frenzy. Was she watching me sleep? It was gut-wrenching to have a beautiful nun like Sister Hope watch me sleep.

I felt a twitch in my groin. Horrified, I suppressed another gasp. I was growing a boner. My sheets were thin, almost see-through, and I couldn’t even get my hand out and cover myself change my sleeping position. I just lay there frozen.

Another soft clack, and then Sister Hope’s warm, honeyed breath was on my face. My cock hardened even more. Could she see it? My erection? My breaths quickened and I felt like all the air was getting squished out of my lungs.

Soft fingertips caressed my forehead and then ran themselves through my hair. I was in a trance. This had to be a dream. Yes. A sex dream after listening to Sister Hope and Mother Superior talk about coitus and masturbation. But those fingers felt so real. They were stroking my head in a gentle, sensual motion that left me craving for more. What was she going to do next? Would she touch my neck? My chest? Would she lift my shirt? Pull down my pants? Had she ever seen a penis?

In a sleep-deprived daze, I began to salivate at the thought of showing Sister Hope my cock. I’d pretend to be as still as a statue so she’d feel safe.

Mother Superior’s wicked face suddenly shone through the darkness, her eyes like black orbs just like they had been in my dream. It was bad enough that I’d lied to her about being a sexless robot, but now here I was, sinning in bed with a Sister on my first night at her convent!

But then, one by one, Sister Hope’s fingers dropped. Her touch faded away. I heard the clap of her heels retreating, like a gentle ghost, and then the door opened and shut.

Is that it? My mind swirled with a ton of questions. I felt relieved and thrilled and confused and disappointed all at once.

Sleep. What was that? Not anything I knew, apparently, and definitely not anything I was getting tonight.


CHAPTER 5

I’d been right about sleep. 

I woke up feeling more exhausted than I’d ever felt in my life. No nightmares, thankfully, but even through the extreme grogginess my mind was still reeling. I could still feel Sister Hope’s honeyed breath and the sound of her heel-steps like a ghost from last night. Had I dreamt it all?

Maybe I had.

Yawning, I tried to rub the sleep from my eyes, my skin still prickling with lust as I remembered the real feel of her touch. This was all so crazy. She was a nun. A Bride of Christ. She was off-limits. End of fucking story.

Climbing out of bed, I hunted around in my boxes for some fresh clothes and threw them on, trying not to think too much about the night before. But the more I tried to stop thinking about Sister Hope the more she kept fucking with my mind. I was still thinking about her as I exited the men’s quarters and began to go up the stairs. Was she watching me from somewhere right now?

Don’t be ridiculous.  

There was no one upstairs. Everything was still, quiet, and dark. It must have been very  early in the morning. I made my way through to the convent’s entrance. I needed to do something to clear my head or I was not going to be able to put forward my best impression for Mother Superior. Knowing her, she was going to keep me busy. I walked quickly, following the path that led to the lake.

The chapel stood just ahead. No one was outside, but I noticed the doors were open. Suddenly I could make out the voices of prayers and hymns coming from inside—muffled but gentle and melodious. The nuns must have started their daily morning mass.

I hurried past the chapel entrance and round the back, crossing the little path into the chapel’s backyard. It was even quieter here. Rows of bushes lined the grass, and another path curved towards a little pond.

I was setting off on the second path when I heard the weirdest sound. It was a faint rustling noise, followed by a small grunt. Was it an animal? It seemed to be coming from in between the bushes.

The grunts started again. No, it couldn’t be an animal. They sounded strangely humanlike…like…like moans…

My stomach dropped with dread. It was just a feeling—a bad feeling in my gut that told me to run and don’t look back. Whatever was in there something I shouldn’t know about. Satan himself was right there, waiting to strike me down as soon as I walked into his net.

But I couldn’t run away. I needed to see whatever heinous act was happening inside those bushes.

I crouched down and crawled as quietly as I could to the source of the noises. I got to the edge of the first bush and peered through the foliage. Two figures were locked in an embrace, their bodies intertwined. A man and a woman. A priest and a nun. Still dressed in their black robes, the nun lying down with her face turned toward the ground, her habit was hiked up to her waist, exposing pale thighs and legs. On top of her, the priest grunted as he thrust in and out of her, his bare ass bucking like a rutting dog.

I blinked and squinted, then blinked again. Blood rushed in my ears. Was this really happening?

The priest pushed her even further into the grass and bent down to kiss her neck.  

“Oh, Father...”

“Darling, it’s about to happen.”

The Father gave another grunt.

“I’m almost there,” he gasped. “Oh, my darling Hope, my sweet darling...”

My stomach twisted and churned as I felt heat rise inside me. Sister Hope? It couldn’t be. My eyes were burning with how hard I was straining them trying to get a clear picture through the brambles. The priest suddenly paused and pulled out. I got a glimpse of his thick member as he grabbed the nun by the shoulders and easily pushed her aside and flipped her over onto her back. It was Sister Hope alright—her cheeks flushed, her eyes reddened with lust. She spread her legs, wrapping them high up his waist, then guided him inside her. Pulling him in deeper and deeper…

My breaths quickened as I began to throb down there. It was hard to control myself when Sister Hope was right there, so beautifully exposed and wild and vulnerable, a vision that not even my brain could’ve dreamed of. It was wrong. Sinful. But hot as fuck. My pants felt tighter as I watched Father utter a long grunt then reached down and pressed his lips against hers.

“Lick my balls,” he ordered.

“Oh, Father!” Sister Hope whispered. “Please be quiet, someone might hear us.”

She extended her arms around his hips as she pulled herself up, positioning her face directly in front of his thick, veiny penis.

“They taste good today?” Father asked, chuckling lightly.

Sister Hope smiled. “I must say they always taste better in the morning, Father.”

“I can never control my morning sweats, darling. It’s hot inside this garb.”

Seconds later, the Father pulled down his tunic and brushed the stray leaves off. Then he left, walking toward the back entrance of the chapel. I watched as Sister Hope straightened her dress and slipped her habit over it. She repositioned her veil, smoothing the hair concealed beneath it. Then she began strolling in my direction.

Oh crap. I need to get away.

There was no way for me to get up or get back to where I came from without her seeing me—the only thing I could do was creep to the left of the bush then turn right to end up at the spot where they’d just made love. I thought I had the timing perfect, but then I heard a loud cracking sound. Fuck. My knee had just snapped on a twig.   

Sister Hope whipped around. “Who’s there?” she asked sharply.

I stayed frozen and as quiet as a mouse, my heart hammering at the speed of light.

Sister Hope’s lips parted, like she wanted to call out again, but then she hesitated. Her beautiful face was spoiled by a frown. But then, seemingly second-guessing herself, she turned back. I held my breath until she disappeared into the chapel.

I got up and took off across the grounds. I didn’t stop until I was back in my room. My pants were wet and ruined and I looked like a mess—I’d have to shower and change. I only hoped I wouldn’t miss today’s meeting with Mother Superior. 


CHAPTER 6

“I have to say, Mr. Colt Sinclair, I’m a little disappointed in you this morning.”

Mother Superior peered down at me through her spectacles, her tall frame sitting straight-backed in the chair. She tapped her nails over her notebook, then pursed her lips together.

“What have you got to say for yourself?” she prodded.

Shit. “To tell you the truth, Mother,” I began, my voice low. “I’ve not been sleeping well these last few weeks. As you can imagine, my life has been a little stressful, and...well, I thought I’d pass out last night but I guess I didn’t.” I forced a meek, sheepish grin. “I feel like I’m barely hanging on, but that’s no excuse. Not after the kindness you and the Sisters have offered me.”

Mother Superior’s face hardened. “That still doesn’t explain things, does it, Mr. Sinclair? You weren’t in your room when I sent you to be summoned this morning—not once, but twice. Twice I called for you, and twice I was rudely ignored. Care to tell me why?”

I shook my head. Things at the Sisters of St. Helen’s were already off to a bad start, and if I didn’t patch things up soon, I could end up without a roof over my head...again.

Lowering my gaze to the floor, I told Mother Superior how I was up before dawn and took a walk in the gardens, then headed back to the basement to shower and get ready. “But you’re right, Mother,” I said, my voice heavy. “I shouldn’t have left without informing anyone. I know better, and I’m very sorry.”

Mother Superior’s stare fell on my arms. “And how would you explain those scratches, boy?”

I bit my lip. I pictured Sister Hope in that lewd position with the priest, her body shuddering as they engaged in unholy intercourse. “Sister Hope...” I blurted out.

Mother Superior stopped tapping on her notebook. “Yes, boy? What about Sister Hope?”

I started to sweat. Did she know? There was no way. What would happen if she found out? Sister Hope would be in deep shit, that was for sure. “I mean, the gardens are huge, and I knew I’d be working on them so I sort of...ah, wanted to have a look around before I got started. I guess I got carried away.”

Fuck. Shit. Fuckity fuck. It was a lame excuse, but my heart wouldn’t let me do that to Sister Hope.

Mother Superior scowled. I wasn’t sure if she bought my story or if I’d pissed her off even further, but I didn’t want to press my luck.

“Sister Hope will arrive at the vegetable garden in a few minutes,” she said. “Your job is to make sure everything is in order and follow her instructions. Is that understood?”

I nodded.

“Go on then.”

I scrambled out of my chair, setting off for the gardens. I had a painful feeling in my gut, like I knew this wasn’t going to be the last time I was going to get in trouble with Mother Superior. I had to clean my act up.

***

As I hurried towards the vegetable garden, I spotted Sister Hope already there, sitting on one of the benches lining the area. Her back was turned to me, so I walked up to her slowly and cleared my throat.

Her head snapped up.

“Hi,” I said. A blush was already creeping into my cheeks, hot and humiliating. “I’m so sorry to keep you waiting.”

Sister Hope studied me, her eyebrows raised. Then she smiled, prettier than a flower. “Good morning, Mr. Sinclair. You’re right on time, actually. Did you sleep well?”

“Uh, kind of,” I lied. She doesn’t know. She doesn’t know that I’ve seen her do the dirty. How she had her sexy legs bent around the Father’s waist then licked his balls clean—one by one—like they were popsicles on a summer day.

It all suddenly felt like a gross invasion of her privacy. Like I’d done something wrong.

“And please, call me Colt,” I said, feeling sort of bad for her.

Sister Hope peered down at the clipboard she was holding, which contained several to-do lists. Then she rose from the bench. “Well, come on then, Colt.” She started walking gracefully towards the shed. “I went ahead and set up a few of the tools we’ll be working with today.”

We entered the shed and Sister Hope closed the metal door behind us, its hinges squeaking.

“What will we be working on today, Sister?” I asked.

“Oh, not much, Mr. Sinclair,” she said, heading toward the other end of the small storage space. For one glorious moment, I had an amazing view of her buttocks swaying sensually beneath her habit. “Just the usual: weeding, watering, and picking any fruit or vegetables that are ripe enough.”

“It’s Colt,” I corrected her.

“Yes,” Sister Hope said, looking a little flustered.

She was standing next to a big burlap bag by a watering can, looking ethereal in the small slant of sunlight coming in through the single window above the shed door. Like a virgin angel, though of course I knew better.

I made my way towards her. The walls seemed to shrink with every step, the tiny gap between our bodies getting narrower and more inviting. By the time I was a mere inch away from her, I could practically smell her skin. Sweet and soft and supple, just like a young woman should smell. Consecrated or not.

“Colt...” Sister Hope whispered, staring up at me as I closed the distance between us even more, my heart racing. A spark flashed through her dark, deep eyes, making them burn.  Burn for something sinful.

Colt, what the hell are you doing?

“Sister...” I croaked. Jesus, she was so fucking beautiful. I’d never wanted a girl more in my life.

Sister Hope held up her hands. I frowned. Was she rejecting me? But she must low-key have had some feelings for me, right? Why else would she have stroked my hair like she had last night?

Confused, I took a step back. But Sister Hope moved in my direction. She took hold of my shirt. The pointed tips of her heels were touching my gross, soiled shoes. Lust tore through my veins, fucking up my mind again.

“Jesus...” I breathed.

“Please don’t say His name in vain, Mr. Sinclair.”

“Sor—” I couldn’t even finish the word.

The blinding pain that suddenly surged through my right side was like a bolt of lightning hitting me full force. I stumbled back and fell flat on the floor, my ass bashing against the shafts of a pile of dirty shovels. My breath hitched as I looked up at Sister Hope. Her hand was closed into a tight fist.

Had she just...?

Yes she had. Sweet Sister Hope had just punched me in the right kidney with her bare hand. Now she was kneeling down, her face hovering inches above mine. I whimpered softly in pain. She placed an index finger against her lips.

“I know what you saw behind the chapel,” she murmured, her words making my blood turn to ice. “And believe me when I say you shouldn’t tell a soul.”

I watched, in pure, blinding shock, as Sister Hope pulled out a coil of rope from the burlap sack and dragged her knees to position herself behind me. Holding and twisting my hands against my back in a prayer pose, she wrapped the rope several times around my wrists before securing a knot.


CHAPTER 7

“I thought you were different,” Sister Hope said, a wisp of remorse entering her voice.

She started stroking my hair, just like she had last night, her gentle touch completely at odds with the deadly rope tying my hands together. Her breath fanned my ear, making goosebumps rise all over my body.

“You came to my room last night, Sister,” I panted. The words sounded like an accusation, but that wasn’t how I intended them to be. I just had a burning need to know right then that it hadn’t been a dream.

“I did,” Sister Hope whispered, her fingers digging into my scalp. “You have such a pretty face, Colt. I thought you were sweet. Innocent. Without a home. I thought I could make you mine.” She held onto my hair and pulled hard. I grimaced in pain. “What a pity you turned out to be just like the rest of them. This place has a way of bringing men like you to heel, and with God’s will, that’s exactly what I intend to do.”

I stared up at her, dumbfounded. My arms hurt like a bitch, and I could feel my tendons twisting to right themselves. My tongue felt drier than a desert of sand. I couldn’t understand any of this. Why was she doing this to me?

“I’m sorry!” I said, pleading with my eyes. “I won’t tell anyone about you and...Father.”

“That’s right, Mr. Sinclair. You won’t tell a soul.” Sister Hope backed into a drawer attached to the wall. Her fingers fluttered in the air as she opened and peered inside it. “Let’s see...which tool should we be working with today?” Picking up a small black object, she whipped around to face me.

“Why—” I choked out. I had no idea what that object was, and I didn’t want to know. “Why are you doing this?”

Her dark eyes locked with mine. Her voice came out as a sweet, husky whisper. “Because someone needs to be taught a lesson about spying on people. And that lesson’s not going to teach itself, is it?”

I didn’t dare move a muscle as she came closer. The object she was holding was black and couldn’t have been much bigger than the length and width of a lipstick tube. She leaned down, lowering her lips to my ear. Her soft breaths danced across my skin. She turned a knob at the bottom of the object, and it started to make a low humming sound.

Sister Hope lifted her hand towards my mouth, tracing the smooth black plastic along my lips.

“Open up,” she whispered.

My dick responded to her order first, sending a rush of blood to my groin. I was still having trouble believing what was happening to me, but my body somehow wanted this. Wanted her to do whatever she had in mind to me. I parted my lips, and she slid the device onto my tongue. Its vibrations instantly rattled my teeth and tickled my gums.

I whimpered again.

“Silence,” Sister Hope said.

She shoved the device deeper inside my mouth and worked on the little knob again. The vibrations became stronger and louder, spreading through the muscles and tissues of my jaw and making it ache. I stared into her eyes, silently pleading for mercy. But all I saw was the devil in the darkness.

Sister Hope nudged me, coercing my head against the wall of a dusty crate. She worked quickly at removing my pants, undoing the button then peeling the garment off my hips so it fell around my ankles. Her warm fingers curled over the waistband of my boxers. Desire and fear warred inside the pit of my stomach as she tugged my boxers down to my ankles. My stiffening cock sprung free, its pinkish-red crown twitching, exposed, in the cold. I wanted to resist, to kick and fight her off. But my limbs refused to respond, my muscles refusing to obey my brain. I was paralyzed, exactly like I’d been in my dream. None of it made sense. I was trapped, helpless...and yet there was a small part of me that was begging to submit.

“Oh my. Aren’t you an eager little one?”

Her question was laced with cruel mockery. I tried to shrink away from her so she wasn’t looking at my penis, but her strong fingers found their way to my throat. She squeezed down on my neck and twisted me back. My cock bobbed shamelessly right in front of her.

“No sexual desires, you said,” she murmured. “Did you know that lying is a sin?” A single unpainted fingernail reached out and touched the sensitive ridge underneath my penis’s swollen crown. My back arched involuntarily as she teased it with slow, methodical swipes.

“What’s turning you on so much, Colt? Are you remembering how I fucked Father Rowan this morning? How I was so, so naughty, letting him put his penis in me like I was a disgusting slut?”

The vibrator continued to buzz and rattle through my teeth, preventing me from speaking. As scared as I was, hearing her talk like that was doing a number on me. Filling her sacred mouth with such vile words. It was so taboo. So exciting.

Sister Hope lifted the skirt of her habit, showing me her pale, luscious thighs and the pair of white panties that clung to her wide hips. The panties were in her hands in an instant. I gazed at her dark cunt, mesmerized by how the silky hair covered her folds like petals on a flower bud. Then she bent down and wove the panty holes through my legs, prompting me to lift my ass so she could place it firmly around my hips.

There was nothing particularly sexual about her panties—they were plain white cotton, but the cut was unmistakably feminine, with a delicate waistband and the back shaped inward to show off the sides of the female tush. My erection throbbed as the cotton brushed against my now very sensitive tip. With how tight they were, the sensation was almost painful.

And there was something else. The panties were, well, damp. I sniffed the air surreptitiously. Way too musky for it to be female. Was she really walking around the convent in cum-soaked panties?

“That’s a fresh pair,” Sister Hope said, as if she’d been able to read my mind. “But Father Rowan’s seed has a habit of dribbling out of me all day long. I can’t help that it’s a little wet, but I suppose you’re just going to have to wear it anyway.”

Her fingers reached back up to the vibrator in my mouth. I opened my lips, hoping she’d take it out now that she’d successfully humiliated me, but all she did was tell me to suck it. I stretched back towards the crate, gazing up at her, shocked. Her fearless eyes met mine. She raised her brows.

I lowered my mouth back onto the toy and began sucking its tip, feeling like a goddamn fool. How the hell did I get into this mess? I was sitting inside a shed with a vibrator shoved in my mouth with my balls tucked inside in a nun’s panties, making contact with a dirty priest’s jizz. Who knew what else she had planned for me?

“That’s enough,” Sister Hope said, taking the vibrator out from my mouth.

Something told me she didn’t like that I was being too obedient. I wasn’t screaming, or begging, or pleading. I wasn’t crying. She was bored with my lack of fight. Goosebumps etched across my skin as I wondered what else she’d try next.

Sister Hope twirled a finger in a circle. I spun around on my knees, facing the dark metal wall. She parted my knees with her foot and then her toes slid down the back of my panties. The cold air caressed my crack, making me shudder.

“Are you going to blab on Mother?” Sister Hope asked.

“No, Sister,” I whispered.

“Are you going to stick your nose into other people’s business again?”

“Never, Sister.”

The buzzing started again and then I felt the tip of the vibrator ease into my hole. I screwed my eyes shut as she pressed the toy’s length deeper and deeper into me. The pain that shot through me was blinding, but in an instant it was gone. I moaned and writhed against her hand. It was so cold. So tight. And yet somehow...it was incredibly pleasurable.

“Then pray, sinner.” Sister Hope’s voice ghosted over my neck. She untied the rope and yanked it away so hard that it left a trail of scratches across one arm. “Pray for the forgiveness you need, and maybe you can go back to heaven when the Lord comes for you.”

Feverishly, I clasped my hands together and did exactly that. I told a silent prayer to understand what was happening to me. To understand why I liked being abused by a beautiful young nun. Why wearing her dirty underwear turned me on so much. And all the while, Sister Hope’s fingers worked faster and faster, twirling the vibrator so it made contact with every inch of my forbidden space. I prayed as I bucked my hips and as she pushed one delicate hand across the flesh of my belly, holding me close to her. I prayed as my body spasmed and jerked, the vibrations building like an enormous wave. Then the pleasure ripped me apart, cell by cell by cell, until I felt myself spill into the dirty crotch of my panties.

Sister Hope patted me on the back, pulled out the vibrator and pushed the papers of her clipboard into my limp, shaking fingers.

“Well done, Mr. Sinclair,” she said, standing up and gathering her things. “I hope you now understand the gravity of your actions. There are things that are meant to be kept secret. Things that God will never forgive. What we did today, inside this shed, is one of them. Do you understand?”

I nodded numbly.

“I can see you liked wearing my underwear.”

She’d crouched down again. I flinched, not wanting to look at her, but my eyes wouldn’t obey. She must have been sweating because her habit was sticking to the curves of her body in ways that shouldn’t have been so attractive.

“Keep wearing it for the rest of the day,” she said. “To serve as a reminder of your sins. Please be good and not try to be clever, Mr. Sinclair, because I’ll be paying you a little visit tonight. Now, as for your duties, I need you to read through this checklist and tick them off one by one. Everything you need is in this shed. It’s all labeled.”

She smiled her sweet smile and headed for the door. As soon as I watched her black shape disappear I curled up on the floor and broke into a thousand tiny pieces. I let myself cry. I hadn’t wanted Sister Hope to see me crying—I’d dragged myself through the mud enough without having to show her my cry-baby face.

This topped as the worst thing to ever happen to me, even after losing my job and getting kicked out of my home. This was the worst thing a girl had ever done to me.

The wet panties were still clinging to crotch as I wiped my tears away and sat up. I had a lot of work to do, but my head was littered with questions. If what Sister Hope had done to me was so bad, why did I feel so alive? Why had I loved her tormenting me so much?

And why did a part of me still crave more?


CHAPTER 8

I wasn’t sure how I survived the rest of the day, but I did.

In the evening, I even visited the chapel, because it felt like the right thing to do. To be more honest, it felt like the thing Sister Hope would want me to do. I didn’t pray, but I sat there and watched the nuns sing hymns like they’d never done anything wrong in their life. It felt dirty for me to be sitting there at the back while wearing a pair of sticky panties, but no one looked at me. No one paid me any attention. I was a ghost.

Afterwards, I limped back to my room. Every time I tried to move my legs, pain rippled from the space beneath my buttocks towards my crotch and stomach. My knees ached from gardening, and my asshole felt so tender that if someone so much as blew a breath of air through it, I would probably pass out.

I kept thinking I’d run into Mother Superior at some point and she’d use her X-ray spectacles to see what I had inside my pants. How could I explain myself? Maybe it was luck or good timing, but I actually didn’t see her for the rest of the day.

Given how dirty I’d become from spending a day outdoors, I knew I had to take a shower. So I did. Afterwards I picked up the soiled panties and cringed as I put them back on again. Then I lay in bed.

Night fell. The basement grew pitch black as I waited for Sister Hope. I didn’t know when she’d come by but my brain replayed every moment in the shed over and over again. It was only my second day at the convent and somehow things had gone terrifyingly wrong. Why was I letting a nun rip apart my masculinity like this? Was I that weak?

The hours ticked by and my eyes grew heavy. I waited some more but there was no Sister Hope. Finally, when I looked down at my phone and realized it was 3 a.m., I realized she was never going to come. I should’ve been happy, but the realization stung more than a paper cut.

I sat up and removed the panties and stuffed them inside the drawer so they’d be out of sight. I fell back onto the hard mattress and winced at how sore my butt still was. More than anything I felt so alone. More alone than I’d felt sleeping in my car, homeless and not knowing what the next day would bring. It was strange—I was technically surrounded by people, but still all on my own in this dingy basement.

Since high school, I had a bad habit of becoming too attached to crushes and girls who didn’t even know I existed. Oh god, was I falling for Sister Hope? I was so pathetic, falling in love with someone after she’d violated me like that. After she’d tortured my body and spirit and left me in pain. Why would I fall for someone who treated me that badly? Why was my heart fluttering and racing when I thought of her, the same way it did with the countless girls who’d turned my life inside out?

She’s a fucking nun for god’s sake!

I never should’ve spied on her. I never should’ve lied to them. Maybe there was a God, and this was his way of making me pay for my sins.

My chest tightened, but eventually sleep came, and the questions faded away.

***

The short, fat nun who I’d met the first day—Sister Janet—knocked on my door early the next morning. She informed me that Mother Superior wanted to meet me in the library.

“Follow me,” she barked, her little raisin eyes looking particularly unfriendly today.

The library sat at the end of a stone walkway near the main hall. The wooden doors creaked open, revealing rows upon rows of shelves, each jam-packed with books. The room’s small space made it all seem cluttered. Mother Superior was seated at the back, surrounded by several towers of books. A stack of notebooks rested beside an open bible, which was facing her direction.

“Mr. Sinclair,” she nodded, before waving Sister Janet away. “Sit down.”

I swallowed hard before taking a seat on the hard, unpainted bench before her. The air reeked of impending doom. Why did I feel like I was in trouble?

“Men sin,” the old nun began. “They have a natural urge to do so. Even in a world created by our dear Lord, there is an eternal struggle between the light and the darkness. Good and evil.” She fixed those big, awful spectacles on me and a shiver crawled down my back. “You’ve sinned, haven’t you, Mr. Sinclair?”

My jaw tensed. Was it a trick question? Or had she—and the thought of it made the blood drain from my veins—gotten a whiff of what had gone down yesterday in that cold, dark shed? How I’d been locked inside and threatened by Sister Hope and had my body teased and tormented in awful ways? How—despite the horror of what she did to me—I’d enjoyed it so much I’d had a mind-blowing orgasm at the end of it?

“Mother, I’m not sure what you’re implying, but—”

“The truth, boy!” Mother Superior spat.

Cold fear gripped my throat, and the room began to swirl around me. I couldn’t speak. I had a horrible feeling that this was beyond me, but I knew in my heart that it had something to do with Sister Hope.

Mother Superior stood up. With her wrinkly skin and patchy white brows, she looked like a witch straight out of New England folklore. From underneath the table, she produced a pair of white cotton panties, the crotch stained yellow. I gasped as she flung them right into my chest, the soft material hitting me with me with a sick squelching sound.

“You have committed the greatest sin, boy. You have lusted beyond measure. You broke into the nun’s quarters—the purest, most sacred space in my convent, might I add—and you stole an item belonging to one of my Sisters, one that no man should ever possess, and you...you soiled them.” Mother Superior’s face shook with anger and disgust. “And as if that wasn’t bad enough, you kept the undergarments in your possession as a memento, didn’t you, you filthy boy? Can you imagine how traumatized poor Sister Janet was when she brought them back to me this morning?”

My heart was beating so fast it felt like it was trying to claw its way out. Fuck. I must’ve passed out when Sister Janet scrummaged through my drawers.

“It is written in the Holy Word,” Mother Superior continued, picking up the bible and tapping a skinny forefinger at the page. “If your hand causes you to sin, cut it off! If your hand offends, cut it off. Do not lust, or else you’ll burn in Hell. The flames will devour your flesh, and the smoke of your sinful desires will rise to heaven.” She slammed the book shut.

I stared at her, my insides numb, unable to take her wrath. My palms were sweating rivers, my pulse pounding, and I was still clutching on to Sister Hope’s tell-tale panties. I didn’t dare look her in the eye.

How could I deny anything she was saying—when the truth was much worse?

Mother Superior rose to her feet and her voice dropped to a barely audible tone. “Get up. It’s time to spend your time in the Cleansing Room. Follow me. Now.”


CHAPTER 9

The Cleansing Room? What the hell was that?

My legs felt like two blobs of jelly as I followed the nun to an annex at the back of the convent. The door swung open with an ominous creak, and before I knew it, we’d crossed through to another room across it. Mother Superior pushed me forward and locked the door shut behind us.

Biting my lip, I scoped out the room. As my gaze snaked along the shadowy contours of the small space, taking in the large wooden crosses mounted against the walls with straps attached to them—each obviously human-sized—I felt queasy. There was only one window, with a crucifix hung above it, its thick glass panels too grimy and scratched to give any clue of what lay beyond it. A large metal basin sat in the middle, and various tools, devices and objects hung suspended from the walls and ceiling from steel chains. The only light in the room came from a flickering lamp on a table.

This was the stuff of nightmares. Like something out of a horror film.

“I didn’t think you’d make it here so soon,” Mother Superior murmured, a gleam glowing in her pale eyes. “But then again, God’s will always comes to pass.” She moved me over to one of the mounted crosses. “I think we should begin now, don’t you, boy?”

She said the last word so viciously that I just nodded, even though I was completely fucking terrified. There was a sharp, throbbing ache in the pit of my stomach as her gaze fell onto my hands. She grabbed the panties out of my sweaty fingers and tossed it on the floor. With a flick of a lever, the cross dropped down with a heavy clang then turned, its top fitting inside a trimmed slot in the wall as it angled itself with a 45-degree tilt. “Climb onto it, boy,” Mother Superior ordered.

I did as she’d said, laying belly-down on the cross, my feet supported by a thin horizontal beam built at the bottom. Mother Superior wrapped the straps around my wrists, securing them tight before moving onto my feet, raising them above the beam so they no longer had any support. After shackling them in, she walked over to the wall and pulled the lever, raising the cross back to its original position. My body was soon suspended in the air and my wrists instantly started to hurt.

Mother Superior stood beside the basin, filling it with hot water and soap.

“Do you know what we are going to do, Mr. Sinclair?”

Silence. The only sounds in the room were my long, stifling breaths.

I didn’t want to know, but she was going to tell me anyway.

“I’m going to cleanse you,” she said. “I’m going to scrub away the filth that’s made its home inside that dirty little mind of yours. When I’m done, you’ll be as pure and innocent as a newborn babe.”

Not able to bear the suspense any longer, I tilted my neck so I could she what she was doing. She was dipping a sponge inside the basin, giving it a good, hard squeeze. A cold, slimy knot of terror twisted itself around my spine as she began to hum a hymn and approached me. She ripped off my shirt and yanked down my pants and boxers. My nakedness was so embarrassing. I blushed, knowing how vulnerable I was to her, knowing that she liked to see me in this state of complete humiliation.

“Prepare for cleansing.” Mother Superior slid the sponge across my back, making me hiss through my teeth as the burning heat soaked into my skin. The smell of lavender soap rose in the air.

“God is watching us,” she said in a strangely sing-song voice. “He is here, and He wants you to repent for your sins.”

Everyone here is deranged, I thought, pressing my clammy forehead against the wood of the cross. This isn’t a convent. It’s a...it’s a cult.

Mother Superior began scrubbing my back in slow, circular motions, each stroke more painful than the last. Soon my entire upper body felt like it was on fire. She continued to hum and mumble as the sponge traveled down to my waist and across my lower back and then it was so, so close to my crack. I couldn’t help but panic.

I remembered how Sister Hope had humiliated me a lot like this, and how fucking horny she’d made me, and of course my body started to react in front of the puckered old nun. Mother Superior had washed off my feet when she noticed my erection. She cried out in horror, surprise...and something else I didn’t even want to think of.

“Repent for the sin of lust,” she shouted, pawing at my ass to reach around to my swelling cock. Bubbling soapy water sloshed everywhere as the sponge made contact with my member and I let out a moan. She started to scrub my shaft, her motions hard and rough, her breaths getting heavier.

“Repent, Mr. Sinclair! Repent and let go of your dirty thoughts.”

Even though I tried hard to control myself, my cock was getting even harder. Hotter. Shame twisted inside me as her bony hand worked furiously against my hip, rubbing me all over with the soapy sponge. The water was cooling now, and it wasn’t burning as much anymore, which made my lust grow even stronger. Mother Superior’s habit was wet from top to bottom, and her veil had fallen off the left half of her head, revealing a salt-and-pepper bun that sat low on her neck. For the first time, I could make out the shape of her body: small, saggy tits, a wiry waist, blocky hips that I was sure had never been seen or touched by the opposite sex. At any other point in time it wouldn’t have been even remotely sexy but now, with my dignity and power completely in her hands, I had this intense urge to cum in front of her.

I hated myself then. Hated the fact that no matter what my mind or soul wanted, my body was apparently the master of its own ship.

“Confess your sins, Mr. Sinclair,” Mother Superior groaned. “Repent, so you will not suffer the pain and humiliation that you’ve already gone through. Confess what you did with the stolen panties!”

I moaned as she started to soap my crack with her left hand while her other hand continued to stimulate me with the sponge.

“I...I...I wore them,” I whispered.

Are you losing it, Colt?

Mother Superior let out a pained cry. “I’ve never heard of such evil,” she hissed. “Why did you do it, you disgusting boy?”

I could’ve saved myself. I could’ve told her everything I knew about the pretty Sister with the midnight black eyes.

But that wasn’t what I did.

“Because I had bad urges, Reverend Mother,” I whispered. “Because...I didn’t want to feel like a man anymore. I wanted to know if I’d feel sexy dressed like a female...” I left the rest hanging in the air.

Mother Superior spat in my face in disgust. The lines radiating from around her puckered lips looked like a crude drawing of the sun’s rays. I could smell her breath too, and the spit that now sat on my nose. The smell wasn’t sweet and warm like Sister Hope’s. No, it was sour, with a hint of old coffee mixed with mouthwash.

“The Lord never intended men to wear the cloth of women! He will punish you for this depravity, boy. He will burn you in hellfire.” The sponge fell from her trembling fingers and she picked up the bar of soap instead, positioning her hand neatly around the base of my cock. “What did you do, Mr. Sinclair? Confess! Did you masturbate? Did you touch yourself while you wore the Sister’s panties?”

“Sort of.” I was in a trance and a slave to the horrifying pleasure granted by the head of the Sisters of St. Helen’s. I needed to let it all out. “I used a vibrator inside my ass. And it felt so good...so fucking good. And I...I came so hard into my panties. Made them so wet with my milk. My ass felt so sore but so good after that...”

I started to buck my hips in her direction.

Mother Superior started to pray under her breath. Her hand slid lower and caressed my balls. My erection was raging. The pressure built and I started to shake.

Make me cum, I thought. Please make me cum, Mother. Keep touching me. Keep telling me I’ve sinned. I know this is so wrong. But I don’t care...

“The Lord sees you, Mr. Sinclair. He sees your lust and your corruption and your deviance. Your urges to wear and lust after feminine clothing, to have it tight against your male parts, while you touch and pleasure your filthiest area...”

Mother Superior’s other hand traveled even lower, teasing my taint. My asshole clenched at the sensation of her fingers so close to my tender, bruised spot. She started to rub right at the center of that spot and all my bones turned to mush. The scent of lavender was overpowering now. I coughed while I squirmed and writhed against the cross.

I’m going to explode, I thought. My head reeled with guilt. Shame. Pleasure.

Make me cum. Oh god, please!

I was teetering on the edge of a beautiful release. I could feel it wavering, building, my body throbbing and aching. But just when I was about to slide over and fall into the abyss, Mother Superior’s stick-like fingers disappeared. I was still bucking as the sounds of her feet echoed across the stone floor.

It was over.

“Cleanse your soul, boy,” Mother Superior spat. “You will not be working today. You will be strapped and locked in here. When you have redeemed yourself, you’ll return to work. Until then, pray. Pray to the Lord and beg him for mercy.”

When the door banged shut I knew she’d left the Cleansing Room, leaving me wet and wanting.

Alone and utterly defeated.


CHAPTER 10

I prayed.

I prayed hard while I was left alone in that room of horrors with my balls aching, screaming at me to pay attention. My asshole tensed and released, tensed and released, a steady pulse that mirrored my beating heart. I thought I was never going to get rid of the erection, that I’d be stuck in this horrible limbo between the need for relief and the need to be stimulated.

I tried to distract myself by counting sheep. When that didn’t work, I tried focusing on the pain in my arms and wrists. I thought about boring things and sad things and lines from my favorite movies. I don’t think my erection went away for hours—or at least, that’s what it felt like. By then all I was left with was an emptiness that was filled with shame.

When the door finally swung open and Mother Superior unfastened me from the cuffs, I apologized to her. But she didn’t even look me in the eye. There was no sympathy or concern, just icy anger as she asked me to pick up the dirty panties from the floor and follow her. She led me to what looked like the laundry room. A steel washtub was by the window, piled high with...more panties. All white cotton, but various sizes, and all of them clearly dirty.

She made me sit down on a low stool and handed me a thinning bar of that awful lavender soap and a bucket of water. I understood my task instantly.

I had to wash all of the nuns’ underwear.

I stared at the tub of stained panties as Mother Superior sat on a chair opposite me, an old-fashioned horse whip in her hands. I gulped. I knew if there was any sign of arousal from my end she would whip me. I dropped Sister Hope’s panties into the stinking pile, dunked the soap into hot water, and started to scrub and lather. Some of the panties were sticky and sweaty, some reeked of rotten fish. I don’t know how I did it, but there was no erection. My poor cock didn’t even try to rise. Maybe I’d become completely desensitized.

There must’ve been a hundred panties in there, easy. My palms were raw by the end of it, my knuckles bruised. Mother Superior inspected each and every pair I washed, holding them up against the light and inspecting the crotch with a keen eye.

“Praise the Lord,” she whispered at last.

I’d washed every single one of them and somehow survived.

Her whip hadn’t touched me.

Mother Superior opened the back door and ordered me to pin the garments up on the washing lines. Then, and only then, did she let me leave, back to my little room in that dark, lonely basement. I crawled into bed with my aching body and waited for the tears.

There were none.

***

Footsteps.

My eyes flew open. It was black as ink inside my windowless room. Clack, clack, clack. The sound was heels hitting stone as someone descended the stairs. I clutched the sheets tighter around me and held my breath.

Who was it? Mother Superior? Sister Janet? Or...

My pulse thrummed as the footsteps stopped outside my room. The door creaked open. I stared at a black silhouette. Then the figure shifted and a shard of light from the single bulb in the common room washed over it.

“I thought you’d be asleep, Mr. Sinclair.”

How could I sleep? After what happened to me?

I gave Sister Hope a strained smile. “I was hoping you’d come, Sister.”

She stepped into the room and closed the door behind her. She flicked on all the switches in the room, bathing us in sudden blinding light.

“Do you know why I’m here?”

I hesitated. It was hard to believe, seeing her now in her habit and veil, her face as clean and innocent as an angel, that this was the same women who’d tormented me. Used me for her own needs and her twisted pleasure. 

“Don’t you think I’ve been punished enough, Sister?” I asked quietly. “I was sent to the Cleansing Room.”

Sister Hope nodded. “I heard.”

In two steps she was by my bed. She shifted the covers and sat down before reaching out and grabbing my hair in one fist. My head rolled back and I stared into her big dark eyes. They were as cold as stone. “What did you tell her?” she asked sharply.

“Nothing!” I cried out. “I swear to god!”

She pulled harder. “Don’t lie to me.”

“I mean, I confessed...but I didn’t bring you into it.” I wanted to cry. My scalp hurt and my asshole still ached. I just wanted to feel her stroke my head softly again, like she’d done on my first night. I wanted her to touch me like she wanted me. But I was nothing to her. Less than dirt stuck to the bottom of her shoes.

“Go on.”

“I didn’t tell her anything about you,” I croaked. “Not about you and Father Rowan. Not about what we did inside the...the shed. Trust me, Sister. Your secret’s safe with me. Always.”

Her eyes seemed to soften. She released her hold on my hair and my head sank back down to the pillow.

“I like you better when you’re scared,” she said.

“O-okay.” What else could I say to that?

“You liked it, didn’t you? You liked it when I threatened you and made you wear my panties.”

A blush creeped up my neck. “Yes, Sister.”

Her eyes sparkled. “You liked feeling like a girl? With a pussy?”

“Y-yes, Sister...”

“I thought so. A boy like you would do anything for a woman. Even become one.” She smiled at me for the first time, and something inside me lifted off.

She scooted closer to me. Electricity crackled through the air, making me sit up in anticipation. She edged another inch in. Now our legs were so close I would’ve knocked against her if I’d moved my feet the slightest bit. Her lips parted. She bent down to my ear and whispered. “Colt, do you want to be mine?”

I almost fainted. I hadn’t realized I’d been holding my breath in, but the word escaped me as I exhaled.

“Yes.”

Sister Hope smiled. I could tell she was getting off on me submitting to her, and that made me happy. “When was the last time you touched a woman?”

I thought back to Gina, who’d been my one and only girlfriend. I hadn’t dated since we broke up. “Two years ago,” I muttered.

“Did you engage in sin with her?”

I was embarrassed. “Yeah...but only once.”

“What did you do?”

“We were both virgins, Sister. We...did it missionary. Or tried to at least. I couldn’t get hard at first, and then when I finally did my dick kept slipping out.”

“You couldn’t get hard?” Sister Hope asked, and a shiver of excitement traveled through me at the amusement in her voice.

I shook my head.

“Were you nervous?”

“Yes,” I whispered. “A lot. I loved her, Sister.”

It was the most I’d ever told anyone about my relationship. Sister Hope began stroking my arm, making me shiver. “It’s okay. I think we can do some fun things together. And you don’t have to worry about getting hard for me because we won’t be using your penis. You’ll act like a girl with a real pussy and it’ll feel so nice and I’ll teach you how to please me. How does that sound?”

“Good, Sister.” I was lying. I had a feeling I’d never be able to fuck her like Father Rowan had done and I couldn’t help but feel inadequate.

She patted me on the back. “Well, you’ve been good today, Colt. I think I can trust you, though it’s up to you to prove it to me. But until then, we should take things slow. Mother Superior was too harsh on you, but really, she’s harsh on everyone. Don’t take it personally.”

Disappointment flooded inside me as Sister Hope stepped back to the wall. With a flick of the switch my room plunged into darkness again.

The last thing I wanted was to take things slow.

“Wait!” I cried out. “I want to prove myself to you, Sister.”

Through the yellowed shadows, Sister Hope smiled again. Somehow I knew I’d said the right thing.

“Alright. There’s a cupboard in the common room, and inside it there’s a trunk. The trunk has some very interesting items I think you’ll like. I’ll be visiting you tomorrow night to see what you make of them.” The door started to creak close. “Be patient, Colt. The Lord rewards those who wait. Get your rest. God bless you.”

The door shut and she disappeared into the darkness, and I was alone in my room again, my heart tingling.


CHAPTER 11

I spent the next day sore all over. It seemed like every muscle in my body ached like a bitch, but this time something was different. My entire being was buzzing, like someone had injected me with a shot of caffeine.

Mother Superior sent me to work in the kitchen the whole day. Instead of shoveling in the garden or painting or helping out with repairs, she had me peeling potatoes, scrubbing pots, and mopping floors. I think it was her way of testing me after being ‘cleansed’ of my sins, and she watched me with that eager, hawk-like gaze to see if I had any excitement about ‘roleplaying’ as a woman.

When it wasn’t her, though, it was Sister Hope who had been assigned to keep an eye on me. Which was a lot more humiliating in a way, knowing the dark thoughts she held as she policed me while I wore an apron and a honeycomb hairnet and stirred pots of stew like the perfect housewife. Was she thinking about how girly I looked in my ridiculous kitchen outfit? Was she wondering how I’d look in a bra or—oh please no—a slutty thong? Was she thinking about fucking me while we pretended I had a vagina?

Was her heart fluttering like mine was, thinking about us meeting tonight?

There was no real way for me to know whether she was thinking about me at all. Sister Hope had on this angelic poker face that gave away nothing. The fact that I knew this whole other side of her—that was so taboo and amazingly sensual—was excruciating. It was a sexy secret that was lighting a fire in all the right places even though my brain knew I was falling head-first into something so obscene I was never going to understand it.

Of course, it had only taken me a second after she’d disappeared from my room the night before to check out the mystery trunk in the basement cupboard. I found it hidden behind several dusty boxes. The trunk itself wasn’t dusty—a sign it had been recently used or cleaned. With my heart beating so fast it hurt, I’d pushed back the clasp and slowly lifted the lid.

What I saw inside made sense—but it also didn’t. It made a hundred butterflies take off in my stomach but also made it clench in total terror. I sifted through the items one by one, my heart sinking. There was no way I could hold up my end of the bargain. I couldn’t prove myself to her. I just didn’t have it in me.

Or did I?

There were only eight items in the trunk. I took them all out and examined them for the second time. The first was a long white slip dress. Not a negligee, just an old-fashioned dress, like something you’d find in a vintage clothing store. Next was a pair of pantyhose, a garter belt, and pink kitten heels. Fifth was what looked like a push-up bra with cups made out of foam. Sixth was a wig—a blonde one with pretty, shiny waves. Seventh was a thong made out of silk, with a small bow sewn to the front. The last was a makeup kit—with foundation, blush, mascara, and red lipstick.

I arranged them all on the floor and stared. The more I looked at them, the more intimidated I felt. I didn’t feel like I had a feminine bone in my body. There was no way I could pull this off—I had no clue how to wear a bra or a garter belt, let alone a wig, knew next to nothing about makeup. I was going to end up looking like a blond scarecrow with lipstick on...but I had to try.

I couldn’t disappoint her. Not Sister Hope.

So that afternoon, when I was supposed to be scrubbing the dining hall clean, I snuck into one of the bathrooms, locked myself inside, and tried to figure it all out. The bathroom was old and grimy, but at least there was a large mirror above the sink.

I put on the thong and the pantyhose first. The pantyhose was surprisingly hard, and I ripped two holes before I finally managed to slide my legs in. I messed around with the garter belt, attaching the straps to the pantyhose. Then I struggled for fifteen minutes with the bra, my sore arms almost dying in the process, but eventually I got it on the right way, though my chest felt too constricted. So I clasped it up again, using the third line of bra hooks so they’d be a little looser. I noticed the cups still looked a little empty, so I made a mental note to stuff them full with a bunch of socks that night.

Sadly, I couldn’t get round to trying on the wig and makeup because the bossy kitchen girl came rapping on the bathroom door and screamed at me to hurry up. I’d have to improvise, but the good thing was that I felt a teensy bit more confident than I had before.

***

By the time I’d wrapped up the day’s tasks it was close to midnight. I raced to the basement and headed straight for the showers. I had no idea what time Sister Hope was going to make an appearance, so I had to be prepared.

I was mid-way through my shower when I decided on something big. I wanted to shave off my body hair. I wanted to go the extra mile to please Sister Hope. I knew it was a bold choice, but it would be easy enough to hide it from everyone else at the convent. I was scared but also excited. I picked up my razor and swiped it under my armpits. My leg. Dealt with my pubes. As my legs and arms lost their hair and turned baby-smooth, I started to think this was a bad idea. What the hell was I doing? I’d never shaved off my body hair before. Never thought I would.

Now I was so vulnerable. So bare. Why was I prepared to change myself so much for Sister Hope?

As soon as I stepped out of the shower I shaved my face smooth. I had a tub of Nivea moisturizer that had survived my move, and there wasn’t a whole lot of it left, but I emptied the tub, rubbing it all over my skin so it was smooth and soft to the touch. I gave my fingernails and toenails a good clip, and then I brushed and washed my mouth.

It felt surprisingly good to tend to myself like this. I guess I’d ignored my physical appearance for so long—other things like making sure there was food on the table and making the next month’s rent had always taken priority. With all this primping and perfecting, I was beginning to like myself a little more.

It was time to get dressed for Sister Hope. I put on the panties, bra, pantyhose, slip dress and kitten heels. The wig was last. It was heavy on my head and didn’t sit perfectly, so I tucked as much of my hair underneath the cap as I could.

Not too shabby.

Finally, the makeup. I did the only thing I could do with that—I guessed. I thought back to how Gina would do her makeup in front of me. I tried to copy the things she’d do from memory and before I knew it, I was applying the last of the lipstick. The only thing I hadn’t used was the mascara. I was too terrified to use it—I knew I was either going to poke my eye or make a mess on my face.

When I was done I had to go lie down in bed. I didn’t feel like myself and I was so, so nervous I couldn’t even stand up. I found myself wishing that Sister Hope would ghost me tonight. Because what was the point? I was just going to disappoint her, right?

I stared up at the ceiling, waiting, terrified, for what felt like ages. Each time I thought I heard a creak my heart pounded. But no one came.

A small, nagging fear entered my head. What if this was all a set-up?

What if Sister Hope planned to send down Mother Superior and she saw me sinning—this time as a full-on woman? And she’d send me right back to the Cleansing Room and take out her wrath on me all over again? I curled up into a tight ball on top of my covers, pulling the dress as low as I could, covering my smooth legs and my pantyhose-covered knees. Then I closed my eyes and started counting sheep.

And then I heard it. Footsteps. Coming down slowly, entering the basement, stopping right outside my door. I waited, my pulse throbbing so loud it sounded like a train. The doorknob turned with a click and it swung open, the light from the common room soaking my dark room.

“Scared already, Mr. Sinclair?”

Oh thank god. Thank fucking god!

I sat up quickly. Sister Hope stood framed in the doorway, her long habit trailing the floor. She switched on the bedroom lights. Our eyes locked on each other. I watched the way the shadows and light played across her face as her big dark eyes drank in every inch of my feminine outfit.

“You look pretty,” she murmured, taking a step towards me.

Thud. Thud. Thud. My heart pounded so hard, I felt like I was going to faint. I’d never felt like this before, so vulnerable and fragile and defenseless under a woman’s gaze.

“You really think so, Sister?” I asked, my voice sounding high and airy, almost like a girl’s.

One step closer. “Why are you trembling, Mr. Sinclair? Or should I say Miss Sinclair?”

This time, I just wanted to tell her the truth. “I’m just a little scared. I want you to like me, Sister. I want you to like the way I look. I want to...I want to impress you.”

Sister Hope smiled. She crossed her arms as she inspected me again. A flicker of electricity passed between us and my body quivered.

“Get me the makeup bag, Miss Sinclair.”

I stood up, feeling stupidly self-conscious. I walked out towards the door in my kitten heels, making tapping sounds that were eerily similar to the way the nuns walked. My back was turned to her so I just knew she was staring at my slip dress. The white fabric was tight on my hips and clung to my ass and I was pretty sure the shape of my thong was visible too.

When I returned, Sister Hope sat down on my bed and fixed my makeup. She applied a fresh coat of lipstick after instructing me to pout my lips first. She didn’t apply using the tube itself like I’d done—instead, she pressed the color onto her fingers before dabbing it on me. As she worked with her fingers tracing my lips and caressing the sensitive corners of my mouth, I thought about how easy it would be to kiss her. She was so close. I could feel her breath, soft and sweet, and I could smell the floral perfume that trailed off her habit. This was so...different. If it had felt nice to take care of myself, it felt heavenly to have this gorgeous nun take care of me like this and primp me up like I was one of those collectible dolls.

Sister Hope finished off with the mascara, applying several thick coats using the scary-looking wand before zipping up the makeup bag. Then she surveyed me again.

“What would you like to do now, Miss Sinclair?”

The question caught me off-guard. Wasn’t she the one in charge here?

“Go on,” Sister Hope said huskily, folding her arms again. “I want to hear what’s on your mind.”

I held my hands together, feeling cold and as exposed as if I was naked.

“I’d love to kiss you,” I blurted out.

I expected her to laugh at me. Or slap the makeup right off my face. But she didn’t.

“Not in here,” she said simply.


CHAPTER 12

Sister Hope extended her hand.

Holding onto it, she led me back out to the common room, then up the stairs. We crossed through the cloister garden, ending up at a dimly-lit corridor. The floor was tiled with dull-gray marble and portraits of Jesus and the Virgin Mary hung on the wall, their gazes following us as we passed through.

At the very end of the corridor was a pair of double-doors. It was only when Sister Hope fished out a key and unlocked them that I realized it was the indoor entrance to the chapel.

Our heels clicked as we entered. Sister Hope locked the doors behind us. Then, with a sweep of her habit, she turned around.

“Here?” I asked, my voice echoing in the quiet space.

She gave me a teasing smile. “Scared?”

“Very scared, Sister.”

She stood in front of me, her perfect form encased in rippling moonlight from the stained glass windows and resembling a halo. Silently, she took her veil off, revealing surprisingly long, black hair that spilled down her back. I watched, captivated, as she undid her habit, sliding off the heavy robe until it puddled at her feet. Underneath, she was wearing a white blouse and a black skirt that stopped at her knees. Her eyes met mine, and I saw how they burned.

Those eyes held an order.

I slid towards her, my feet squished uncomfortably inside my kitten heels. Lifted my chin up to hers. Pressed my painted mouth against her soft, parted lips. We were kissing now. It was a slow kiss, one that made the world fall away beneath my feet. She wrapped her arms around me, the strength in them also surprising me, pulling me in close.

“Kiss me harder, little sissy,” she whispered against my mouth.

I did what she’d told me to. I kissed her so hard our teeth knocked. Then her soft, dominant tongue ventured into my mouth. I could taste the mint in her mouth as it flicked against my own, exploring the wet insides. I couldn’t believe she was actually letting me kiss her. What an angel.

My cock was starting to stir as our tongues exchanged saliva. It was a strange sensation, wearing pantyhose and a tight thong, because I felt every movement as it swelled and hardened.

Sister Hope’s arms slid down the back of my slip dress, gave me a final peck, then pushed me towards the altar. Within the alcove, a statue of Jesus hung from a cross, the paint chipped and cracked. We made our way to the sanctuary and stood on the red carpet. The moment seemed sacred. Surreal.

Sister Hope made me lie down and rest my head back against the wall of the altar. Then she straddled me and peered at me curiously. Even our silent breaths seemed to echo in the chapel.

“Why? What’s wrong?” she asked.

“Sorry, Sister,” I said, swallowing hard. “It’s just...it’s strange being here. And even stranger seeing you like this. Without the veil and all the rest of it. I love your hair. I’ve never seen anyone with such long hair!”

My fingers had a life of their own as they crept towards her locks. Sister Hope’s eyes fluttered closed as I stroked them, all the way down to where they spilled on the floor.

“Enough.”

I instantly took my hand back.

“Have you ever performed fellatio?”

“N-no!” I was mortified. “Of course not.”

“Would you like to?”

“Y-yes, sure...”

I wasn’t sure where she was going with this. When she’d told me she was going to teach me how to please her, I thought she’d been talking about eating her out or giving her a massage or something. But blowjobs? I remembered the time she’d shoved that vibrator in my mouth, and I suddenly understood.

Before I could say anything else, Sister Hope’s fingers had slipped into my mouth. She told me to suck hard. I wanted to be a good girl, so I did. I sucked and licked and slurped. I wasn’t sure why it felt so sexy to pretend to be a girl like this. I felt so fucking desired. So fucking helpless. And all of it was so new...so terrifyingly foreign to me that I wasn’t even sure if it was right or wrong to like it.

Things slowly transitioned from me sucking on her fingers to her keeping my head still while she fucked my mouth. First it was just two fingers, then she added a third and a fourth. Her middle finger rammed down my throat, forcing me to make a sick choking sound that was so fucking hot. She didn’t have long nails but her fingers were pretty long, and they hit the back of my throat like a hammer. My eyes began to tear up as she forced them in further.

“You look so cute right now,” Sister Hope murmured. “A stupid little whore who needs a cock inside her pussy. Isn’t that right?”

I blubbered through my own saliva, unable to speak.

“That’s right, Miss Sinclair. You’ll let me use your little pussy, won’t you? Because deep down you’re a sissy slut who wants a big, painful cock in her hole.”

My groin stiffened at her words. I nodded. I wanted to blurt out everything that was on my mind.

I want you to dominate me, Sister Hope. I want you to abuse me. To hurt me. To give me pleasure and then rip it away again so I’m forced to cry for more.

She slowly pulled out her hand from my mouth. I coughed and spluttered, a thick line of drool falling onto my dress.

“Hands above your head.” Sister Hope instructed.

She left the altar, walking through the pews towards the confessional booth at the back of the chapel, both her hair and ass swaying inside her tight skirt. She slipped through its doors. When she reappeared her skirt was gone and her blouse was unbuttoned, revealing two large, pale breasts encased in a simple black bra. In place of her skirt was a strapped-on cock. A fucking enormous one.

As she came closer, I noticed the long ropes in her hands. She ordered me to lie down on the altar table. She bent down and, holding my arms up above my head, tied my wrists together. Then she pulled up my dress, spread my legs and bent them up so my calves were in line with my thigh, my heel almost touching the skin of my inner thigh. She bound my legs to lock me into that position, leaving my crotch in full view to the empty pews. I felt completely defenseless, like a blow-up doll.

Picking up one of the candles from the standing candleholder, she pulled out a matchbox and struck one. The flame came alive as she lit the wick and climbed up onto the altar table. The strap-on bounced as she crawled over my bound body.

“Sister...” I whimpered.

She didn’t say anything. Her earlier friendliness had disappeared, and the look in her face showed me her only need. The flame of the candle was so close to my neck that I could feel the heat radiating on my skin. The yellow fire flickered against her sharp cheekbones.

With no warning, she tipped the candle, letting drops of wax splash onto my neck. It stung, but a little thrill ran up my spine. She trailed the candle down my body, letting wax spill in splotches across my dress, then bringing it around the inside of my thighs.

“Tell me you like pain, Miss Sinclair,” she said.

I was breathless as I told her. No one had ever done anything like this to me before. I could feel the wax drip thickly in the shape of a circle bordering my crotch, hot and wet and teasing, then hardening into little beads. She was marking her territory and I’d never felt so scared and aroused in my life.

Sister Hope placed the candle back into its holder and as soon as she crawled back over my body, she shoved her cock inside my mouth. I was so ready to receive it by then that I moaned. She started thrusting back and forth, her grip tight on my scalp. My brain flitted between the past and present, the memories from the shed and the scent of the candle wax and then suddenly it all merged...the pain, the terror, the passion. I sucked that big fake cock so hard I could’ve taken my own eye out.

The cock was still down my throat when Sister Hope slipped her hand between my legs. Her fingers flittered past my pantyhose, past the bare skin I’d just shaved and lotioned. She pushed aside the back of my wax-stained thong, sliding up to my hole. My asshole clenched, anticipating her touch, but the finger went higher, tracing a line up my taint until it was between the lips of my ‘pussy’. I don’t know why, but that’s how it felt, even though it was just my own balls. Her hand shifted again, settling on my ‘clit’. Her thumb swiped roughly against the tip, spreading my precum across the crown. I groaned, feeling it twitch violently.

“This is going to hurt,” she whispered, plucking the dildo out of my mouth.

“I’ll say a prayer,” I said in my pretty, girly voice.

Sister Hope’s sexy smirk made my stomach lurch. She opened up the bottle of lube she’d brought with her and poured it onto the dildo, rubbing it up and down that huge, fleshy thing, the sounds making me scared yet excited. Could I even take it?

Sister Hope grabbed my knees and pushed them further apart, my bound body moving helplessly according to her whims. She angled the dildo in the direction of my tight, expecting hole. A bead of sweat rolled down the back of my neck. Within a second she’d entered me, her eyes glinting with fierce desire.

She was rough with me. It was painful in the best way possible. She pumped in and out, deeper and deeper, the tip of her dildo rubbing against something so sensitive inside me that it made me gasp. At this point she was pressed against me, every thrust magnified by the full force of her weight. Our noses touched. I felt myself leak a little more. I let out a little whimper and she gave me another knowing smirk.

She knew what she was doing to me. She knew what I was feeling. She wanted me to surrender everything, including my precious masculinity...but she didn’t know I already had.

“Sin for me,” she whispered, and then her tongue flicked across my right cheek. “Be a slut for me.”

I writhed against the white-clothed tabletop. I’d never done anything so wild, so crazy, so disrespectful. I was being fucked in a chapel. The altar was a sacred space where priests led their sermons, where the nuns worshipped and sang hymns, and yet here I was, tied up, my dirty hole exposed and filled to the hilt.

Suddenly, Sister Hope’s cock plunged into me, deeper than ever before. I screamed. She pushed her palm against my mouth and fucked me harder, deeper, the sound of skin slapping against skin reverberating around the chapel walls. I couldn’t hold it in anymore. I came so hard the orgasm pulsed through my body like a blazing fire. Lights sparked before my eyes before I saw the cum explode out of me in long, white ropes, hitting the lace of my garter. Sister Hope watched as my body shook violently, a perverted gleam in her eyes as I spurted out the last of my milk.

“Do you know how wrong it is to cum inside a church, Miss Sinclair?”

I couldn’t speak. I just heaved, my breaths coming in strained bursts as the afterwaves of pleasure ebbed through me. She was still buried inside me when she kissed me hard, the taste of lipstick and perfume and lust filling up my mouth.

Our kiss was broken by the plunk of footsteps.

I froze.

“Oh shit,” I whispered.

I pictured Mother Superior or Sister Janet barging in, how their eyes would widen with horror at the scene before them. My blood ran cold. But Sister Hope looked as happy and relaxed as a cat lying in a pool of sunshine as she stroked my long blonde hair.

“That’s just Sister Martha,” she whispered. “She sleepwalks. She can’t come in here. Don’t worry.”

I frowned. “W-what if she hears us? And wakes up?”

Sister Hope’s smile grew. “Let her hear us. I’m not ashamed. Are you?”

“Uh...” My legs were still splayed open and I could feel my hole and the back of my dress were damp with sweat. Shame burned inside me at the thought of an outsider knowing this secret side of my sexuality. I wanted her to untie me so I could run to the nearest bathroom and change into pants and a T-shirt and wash my face and get rid of this damn wig.

“Getting caught is part of the charm,” Sister Hope continued. “Sometimes, when I know Mother is making her rounds in the cells, I take off my nightdress and lay down in bed, touching myself, knowing she could open my door at any moment and catch me in sin.”

“Wow.”

“Those are the best orgasms.”

I couldn’t argue with her there.

“Tell me then. What’s on your mind now?”

“I guess I was wondering...well, how did you become a nun?”

Sister Hope’s face hardened. “Do you mean why?”

I nodded hesitantly, hoping the question hadn’t offended her.

“There are different reasons women become nuns,” she answered, blowing away a strand of hair that had fallen across her forehead. “Revenge. Control. Love. Duty. Responsibility. Religion. Hiding away from the world.”

“Which one are you?”

“Maybe all of them. Maybe none.”

She dipped a finger into the cream I’d spilled and held it against my lips. I parted them obediently and took it into my mouth, sucking it until it was clean.

“I’ve been part of the convent since I was twenty,” she said. “I was only eighteen when I got married to a dickhead who was much older than me. We got divorced but I still didn’t feel, well, safe, I suppose.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, suddenly feeling terrible. My own problems seemed so miniscule compared to hers.

“What’s there to be sorry for?” Sister Hope asked as she offered a fresh blob of my cum for me to suck. “Everyone has their struggles. I’m doing perfectly fine as you can see.”

An itch to know everything about it—to soak every detail of every day of her life—filled me. I wanted to know if she was really happy here or if it was just a cover. I wanted to know what kind of guy her ex-husband had been.

I cleared my throat as soon as I swallowed. I wasn’t a fan of the taste at all. “So are you and Father Rowan...you know?”

Sister Hope smirked. “Sinners, you mean? Yes. Very much so. It’s fun to take risks. I guess it’s good to have some things that make life more enjoyable. Even convent life.”

A stab to my heart.

“What you saw that morning behind the chapel didn’t just happen overnight.” She took hold of her hair, twisted it around her hand and maneuvered it into a self-holding bun on her head. “It took years. Father understood me. Or rather, we understood each other. We both had our struggles—it’s a hard life getting into the priesthood and a harder life for a woman in a convent. We needed each other.”

My chest felt tight. It was a beautiful love story, but I couldn’t help thinking about myself. “What about, uh, someone from outside the convent? Are you allowed to, like, choose someone if you wanted to?”

She smiled. Then she slowly pulled herself out of my ass and untied me. It felt strange to be so empty down there after I’d been filled for so long—even stranger to be able to move my arms and legs wherever I could. She went back to the confessional booth and when she returned, she’d transformed herself back into the nun I’d come to know so well.

I looked at her and reached out for her hand. She squeezed mine. She leaned in close to me and planted a soft kiss on my lips, feeling down the backside of my dress, rubbing the part of me that she’d claimed. I buried my head in her bosom and made a purring sound. But all I could think about was how she hadn’t really answered my question.


CHAPTER 13

Over the next few weeks, my time at the Sisters of St. Helen’s started to take on a routine that made it feel like home. I’d wake up at the crack of dawn and meet up with Mother Superior to take care of my daily chores, which I could do a lot quicker than when I’d first started. Mother Superior still kept a close eye on me, but at least she didn’t make me wash any more dirty panties.

Sister Hope became busier with her duties. She’d taken on a teaching role, training the younger nuns how to lead the morning service and the Bible study. We didn’t meet as often as I’d like but when we did, it was incredible. I’d transform into the pretty slut she needed me to be so she could tie me up and abuse my pussy. Our nights felt dirtier and dirtier, and the fear of getting caught made it even hotter.

She’d asked me a pick a new name for myself, and I went with Candy—short for Candice, a name I’d always liked. Sister Hope really liked it too, and the name became a big part of my new identity. Candy was the sweet girl who loved to lick and suck. Candy was the slut who enjoyed being used and abused. Candy was the girly girl who loved makeup and pretty lingerie and heels and waxing her body hair. And Colt Sinclair? The loner who’d once been homeless? I wasn’t sure who that person was anymore.

The other interesting thing that happened was I met Father Rowan. The proper way, I mean. Up close, he was a real hunk. Blond, tanned, with blue eyes and a winning smile that could make any nun drop her habit. I’m not going to lie, a part of me was super jealous of him. He had a claim to Sister Hope in a way I was never going to have.

I wondered if he knew about me. I hoped he didn’t.

I wanted to be Sister Hope’s secret.

As mid-November approached, the nights grew a lot colder and along with it, Sister Hope got even busier. Days went by before I could see her, and most days I was supervised by Sister Janet instead. I found myself spending more time in the dining hall or in the basement. Sister Hope had given me a set of nail polish bottles so I’d pass the time painting my nails. It was strangely calming to see the pretty colors come to life. I’d leave the color on my toenails on but remove the ones on my hand as soon as I’d finish painting them. I was hoping to grow my fingernails a little without anybody noticing them.

It was during one of those nights that my phone rang. I was in the common room, and the call made me jump and tip the bottle over the sofa, staining it with pink. I grumbled as I rushed to my room and unplugged the phone from its charging portal.

The name that flashed across the screen made my heart skip a beat.

Jeff.

I almost didn’t answer it. Why the hell was my old landlord calling me?

“Colt,” he rumbled as soon I answered.

“Jeff.”

“How’ve you been? It’s been a while.”

“I’m good. Yeah. I guess so.”

“Listen, I got a question to ask. Your old apartment. Would you be interested in coming back?”

My mouth dropped open. “Huh?”

“The tenant who took it moved out last week.”

Wonder why.

“Just thought I’d give you a call,” he said. “Thought you might be interested.”

“Wow. Jeff. Thanks. Yeah, uh. Yeah. I still don’t have a job. I can’t afford it.”

Jeff coughed. I had a feeling he was about to spill something and felt uncomfortable about it. “About that. Maria had a chat with me. I confess I hadn’t told her about your situation before. And after you left suddenly, she wasn’t...well, let’s just say she wasn’t too happy. She liked having you around.”

My heart warmed as I thought about Maria. As cold-hearted as Jeff was, his wife was a saint. She was everything to him, and if he was this nice to me now, it was probably because of her.

“Anyway,” Jeff continued. “We discussed what we’d do in the event you were unable to pay. We’re prepared to give you the space rent-free for the next twelve months.”

Holy shit.

“Wow. Jeff. I, uh. I don’t know what to say.” I sucked in a breath. “Are you sure?”

“I’m sure,” Jeff replied. “Maria would kick my bottom if I let you get back into some shithole. And...it’s just us two, you know? We can afford to pay it forward sometime. Maria said it would be un-Christian of her if she didn’t help a man in need, and you know what? She’s right.”

Later, I found myself staring up at a crack in the ceiling. I’d told Jeff I’d call him back as soon as possible and let him know. I couldn’t remember the last time anyone had been this good to me. I wished Sister Hope was here so I could talk it over with her.

But I had to accept the offer.

It would be a crime not to. Twelve months would give me plenty of time to hustle and find a job. Get back on my own two feet again.

But could I really leave the convent? Leave Sister Hope who...I’d fallen in love with?

God. Why did life had to be so fucking hard?

***

My heels crunched on pebbles as I made my way towards the edge of the lakeshore. My breath frosted the air, forming wispy clouds of white. It was ten past 2 a.m.

I hugged my coat tighter around myself. Underneath I was holding a secret: a baby doll-style pink nightdress I’d managed to buy online thanks to a surprise tax credit I’d received and an online clothing sale. It was short, reaching only down to the top of my thighs, but it had a cute lace trim and made me feel pretty.

I stared out at the water as I waited for her. Maybe I was too early. I had no idea. As I kicked a pebble and shivered, I realized how bittersweet it was to be meeting Sister Hope like this.

It had taken me a long time to come to a decision. It hadn’t been easy. But I owed it to Sister Hope to tell her first, before Mother Superior.

Because of her busy schedule, it had taken me a few days to find Sister Hope alone so I could talk to her. She hadn’t had time to listen to me then so she’d asked me to meet her tonight by the lake. I hoped it wasn’t going to rain. Taking off my wool cap, I let my shiny blonde hair tumble down my shoulders. The wind picked up my strands and made them flutter.

From the distance, I heard a familiar clack, clack, clack.

I turned and the woman I loved stepped into view through the trees. 


CHAPTER 14

My heart skipped a beat.

She was so beautiful. She wasn’t wearing her veil, and her silky hair fell down the back of her open coat, her habit draping her curves. She came up close to me, her eyes burning.

My voice came out hoarse. “Hi, you look—”

She held up a hand to stop me. She motioned to the dock. “Come.”

The wood creaked underneath my high heels as we walked to the dock. My face was on fire, my clit so hard.

I’m in love with you, I thought sadly.

A small wooden boat was tied up at the dock. Sister Hope got in first. I was next. I sat in front of her and she ordered me to row. I grabbed the oars and dipped them into the water, making the boat rock as I struggled to maneuver it away from the dock.

Soon we were further and further away from the shore. Then she asked me to stop. The lake was so big and the night was so dark it felt like we were lost at sea. The convent looked like a dot in the distance, a single light shining from one of the windows. It was just the two of us out here.

Sister Hope motioned me to take my coat off.

My heart pounded as I stood up and stripped for her. Goosebumps crept along my skin as the cold air kissed it. I felt shy, but I hoped she’d be impressed by my new outfit.

Sister Hope moved in a little closer and then her hands fell on my nightdress. With one sharp tug, she tore it off.

“Sister!” I cried.

She turned me around, pulling on the tear to make it bigger, until my whole back was exposed. Her nails scraped down my back as she tugged the nightdress away completely, destroying it—and the money I’d spent so lovingly—in tatters around my feet. My ass, now clad in just a pink thong, was in full view.

I trembled. “Did I do something wrong, Sister?”

“I didn’t tell you to wear this, did I?” she said. “You only wear what I tell you to wear, slut.”

She pushed me down so I lying across her lap, face up, my hair spilling down to the hull. I could practically feel the lust and desire flaming away from those black eyes. It had been days since she’d fucked me, and tonight it all felt predatory. I felt more like a toy than a human.

My breath stilled as Sister Hope drew her fingers along my body, from my neck, my breasts, my belly, down to my pubic area. She rested her finger on the tip of my clit and a wave of pleasure shimmied over me.

“It’s getting smaller, isn’t it?” she murmured.

I was surprised she’d noticed.  For some reason, I didn’t feel the need to touch or stimulate my cock anymore, and I thought of it more like a female clit. Even stranger was the fact that instead of the urge to jerk off or stick it inside something, I felt the need to be filled. To be fucked. Just like a girl.

“Soon you’ll be a real girl for me,” Sister Hope said and leaned in close, pressing her perfect breasts against my small ones. Her heartbeat pulsed in sync with mine. “And I’ll turn you into my pet.” She lay a kiss on my neck. “What did you want to tell me?”

I swallowed hard. Did I even have the courage to tell her anymore?

“I’m leaving,” I finally managed to say.

There was a silence that lasted a lifetime. I looked up and saw her stone-cold face.

“Why?”

“My landlord called. My apartment is vacant. They want me back.”

“So you’re leaving. Just like that.”

“I’m sorry.” The words came out in a mousey, squeaky ramble. “I wish I didn’t have to. It’s just that I’ve got it for free and...well, I’m not sure what this is between us. You have Father Rowan and I have...I have no one. I can’t be here if we’re never going to be together. It just might kill me.” I stared up at the sky. The truth felt a thousand times more painful now that it was out. 

“I’ll miss you,” I whispered.

She leaned down and gave my cheek a slap, the impact so hard it might as well have been a whip.

“Will you?” she hissed.

“Sister! Please!”

“Down, slut.”

I got down on all fours, the boat swaying with my movements. Icy fingers slid my thong to the side. Then her palm landed hard on my ass. Pain spread through me like ice cracking. I whimpered.

Whack!

Whack!

“You don’t make the decisions here, Candy. I do.”

With each spanking, my asshole was widening for her. Shameful cries left my lips and I shivered violently as the boat rocked even harder. Sister Hope had taken complete control of me. Of my body. Of my life. I’d been a fool to even think I could leave here.

Whack! Whack!

I cried out again, feeling tears sting my eyes. I knew I shouldn’t be enjoying this. But I was. I was loving her dominance. Her power. The pain and pleasure and torture that came with it. Even when the spanking stopped, my ass stung. My clit was aching, but my heart was hurting the most.

Sister Hope made me face her and her habit dropped off. She was naked under it, with the exception of her strap-on cock. It was hard and ready to abuse me, to take me like she had that night in the chapel. But she was pushing my head up in between her legs, where the cut-out of her harness exposed her pussy.

“Get your tongue in there,” she demanded.

My tongue snaked out from between my glossy lips. I tasted her and began to lap at her soft, hairy, velvety flesh. Sister Hope forced my face even closer, letting me smell her fully as I tasted her. Her wetness smeared across my face as she pressed her full weight on me. I sucked and licked and drank her up. My eyes started to water.

“Get right in there,” Sister Hope whispered, brushing her hand through my wig. “Your filthy tongue feels so fucking good.”

I went even harder, giving her everything I had, licking every fold, tracing patterns all over her slit. I felt like I was going to choke, but the taste of her was so fucking addictive.

“I know you’ll never leave me, Candy. Would you like to know why? It’s because you’re the kind who’ll give up everything just for the chance to fuck a woman. Isn’t that right?”

Her thighs tensed. She didn’t make a sound as she came. Her arousal seeped down the sides of my mouth, and I drank it willingly. I would’ve tasted, drunk, and bathed in her cum if she’d asked me to.

“I don’t just want to be a toy for you!” I sobbed.

Sister Hope grabbed my shoulders, lifting my face up to hers. “But that’s what you are,” she said, then took two steps back. “You’re just my little slut, Candy. Now come to me and lick my balls.”

I felt so pathetic as I crawled up to her. I would’ve loved to be a slut for her, but that was all just a fantasy, wasn’t it? It wasn’t real, or maybe it could’ve been for some other lucky, privileged guy. A guy who didn’t have to worry about what kind of shit the world would whip up for him next. It wasn’t meant for me. I sucked on her Sister Hope’s fake balls and she pressed them against my face, reminding me how she was much more of a man than I was. I just wanted to cry even more. When she was done seeing me pleasure her, she laid me down on the seat, flipped me, and entered me roughly. Tingles of pleasure shot up my spine and my mind went black. I’d been trained for this. To want this. To need it.

Without thrusting, Sister Hope lifted me up by the thighs and sat down with a rough jerk. As I fell onto her lap with all my weight, I felt every inch of her cock stab through me, making my insides vibrate.

“Bounce, slut,” she demanded.

I bounced. Up and down. Up and down. I fell back against her breasts, not able to keep my balance right. Soft skin hugged me and rock hard nipples poked into my back. My asshole tightened around her shaft, my clit quivering. Leaking. Her hands coiled around my waist, forcing me to take her deep.

Neither of us spoke again. We didn’t need to. Every slide down her cock told me I was her property. Her slave. A dirty slut who’d given up the world for her.

I knew I was close. Even in the cold, the makeup I’d put on so carefully was melting off with my sweat. Sister Hope nipped my earlobe and her nails struck my skin so hard she drew blood. I hoped she was getting a good view of my ass while I bounced for her. A view of my brown hole as it squeezed her cock. My insides started to pulse violently. I exploded in a scream that echoed across the waters. I cried out her name, over and over again, screaming that I loved her. The orgasm was so powerful my legs and hands went numb.

Sister Hope and I sat on the boat with her cock still lodged inside me. The cold soaked through my body so I guided her arms around my waist again. For a long minute it was amazingly silent, and we were both just looking up at the stars.

And then an ugly whistle ran through the air.

Was it thunder?

Sister Hope let go of me. I was just about to say something when there was another whistle.

We both turned to look in the direction of the convent. There, on the dock, a tall figure stood, with a shorter figure by its side. The short figure started to jump and down, waving their arms.

A third whistle.

Everything inside me prickled with pure, unadulterated terror.

Sister Hope pointed at the oars. “Row,” she said, her voice eerily calm. “Row like you’re running away from the devil himself.”


CHAPTER 15

Splash!

Iced water drenched me from the top of my wig to my feet. Instant numbness set in, making my teeth rattle as my vision slowly came into focus. Sister Janet, looking smug and pleased with herself, was holding up an empty water jug like it was a trophy.

“It’s time to wake up.” Mother Superior whispered. The whistle hanging from her neck glinted starrily. “Satan has put you two to sleep.”

Sister Hope didn’t speak. She was buttoning up her coat but Mother Superior slapped her hand away. “Why the sudden modesty, child? After you put on that show for all the Sisters to see? Give me the damned coat.”

She ripped it free from her, her eyes widening as she soaked in Sister Hope’s full, unclothed breasts and the rubber dildo that jutted out from her hips. A murmur rose from the shadows, and for the first time I could see the horde of nuns who’d parked themselves a safe distance from the trees to witness our downfall.

“And you.”

I struggled to stand up straight under Mother Superior’s glare. Shame slivered through me, as wet and cold and damp as my bra and panties felt. I’d tried so hard to keep my feminine side a secret, but now the whole world was watching me, judging me for dressing up like this. Like a woman. Like a slut.

I felt like I’d wet myself.

“You deceived me, boy. You showed me you were cured but you were just putting on an act. There are no words left for me to make you understand your evil.” Mother Superior’s lips puttered with fury as she spoke. “So I will show you instead. Go!”

“Whores,” Sister Janet added under her breath.

My legs ached as we started to make our way back to the convent. Sister Janet’s wooden ruler hit us hard anytime we slowed down. We could have just rowed away, I thought, my eyes stinging. The devil wasn’t on our boat. He was out here, within these cloistered walls. Why did Sister Hope make me row back?

The warmth of the convent’s interior did nothing to make me feel better. I knew where Mother was taking us. To the same dark, brooding room where I’d been punished before. The cloying smell of lavender soap made my stomach churn as we entered it.

What now? I thought grimly. What are you going to do to us, you witch?

Sister Hope was asked to kneel on the dirty tiled floor. My lover’s nudity made her look so vulnerable I couldn’t stand it, but I was more helpless than I’ve ever been in my life.

Then Sister Janet and Mother Superior grabbed my arms. Guilt and terror rose up my throat like rotten soup as they bound me to the cross and lifted me up into the air. This time, I was made to face them, as if they wanted to broadcast the shame written all over me. I was shaking so bad I didn’t even hear what Mother Superior was saying as she paced the room, her black habit swiping the floor. She picked up her whip and shouted something to the audience of nuns huddled beyond the door, the shadows hiding their faces. They all nodded in agreement.

Mother Superior stopped in front of me.

Clenching my teeth, I shivered in my wet bra and thong, wishing I’d still had my nightdress to cover myself. Now I had a dozen eyes all on me, staring at my sissy body, my shaved skin, my painted nails, and how flat and smooth my panties were thanks to my shrinking clit. I’d become a spectacle. 

“Let this be a lesson to all of you, Sisters,” Mother Superior hissed to the audience. “Satan has tried to infiltrate our haven using the form of a fallen nun and this demon-loving whore. But we will fight. And we will cleanse these sinners from their evil tendencies.”

She threw a second whip into Sister Janet’s hands. The fat nun grinned, her puckered smile as sharp as the edge of a knife.

I wasn’t even sure where the first blow hit me, but it made the blood in my ears rush. I clenched my teeth as the pain set in. Mother Superior let the whip go again, this time hitting me straight across my thighs, the leather stinging my skin. Sister Janet lifted her pudgy hand high into the air and sent the whip’s tendrils flying in a crack. The ends struck my bra cup, sending a bolt of pain through my right areola and nipple.

As the two nuns whipped me, red stripes bloomed across my body. But even the pain didn’t stop my clit from throbbing. I stared at Sister Hope as she silently watched my punishment. She seemed to understand what they were doing to me. She knew what was going to happen next. So why wasn’t she saying anything? Or doing anything? Was she getting turned on by seeing me humiliated like this? Was she a sadist like the rest of them?

The cross creaked as more blows rained down on me. I bit down on my tongue so I wouldn’t scream. I didn’t want to show them how weak I really was.

Mother Superior brought her face close to mine. “Do you enjoy getting whipped in front of all these women, Candice?”

I flinched as I heard my girl name. How the hell did she know?

Mother Superior knocked on the wall, smiling. “You may not think it, boy, but these walls have ears. I know everything that goes on behind them. Your filthy little secrets. The hours you’ve spent servicing Sister Hope’s cock.” She sneered at Sister Hope. “And you, my girl. I was waiting for you to come to me and tell me about Father Rowan. I thought you would do the right thing after all that I’d taught you. But no. Instead you went ahead and gave in to your evil urges. Smeared yourself in the devil’s seed. I am ashamed of you.”

Sister Hope’s jaw hardened. Her hands were folded across her lap in a submissive position. She made no attempt to speak or protest.

Why?

Frustration swept up inside me as Mother Superior turned back to me. “Do you really think you’re a girl, Candice?”

I didn’t answer her.

Whack!

The leather tendrils wrapped around my belly, the pain so fierce I couldn’t speak.

“Speak up, whore,” Mother Superior ordered.

“No.” My voice came out small and timid.

“Louder.”

“No, Mother Superior!”

I trembled with shame. Did I deserve this? To be punished like this for wanting to dress like a girl and have sex like a girl? I didn’t have an answer, but right then the biggest blow of all was the fact that Sister Hope had abandoned me. She’d only thought of me as her plaything, a real-life pussy to stick her cock into. Nothing more.

“No? That is the truth, boy,” she said, spitting out the last word. “You will never, ever be a girl. You are nothing but a hole. A filthy hole and a demon-lover. Is that not right, Sisters?”

“Yes, Mother,” the crowd of nuns chorused.

Sister Janet brought Mother Superior a pair of blue nitrile gloves. She snapped them over her bony fingers and cracked her knuckles. Her long arms reached up and touched my lips, wiping my lipstick off before forcing them apart. A gloved finger began touching me, examining my tongue and teeth then probed the back of my mouth, almost nudging against my tonsils.

“Bruises,” Mother Superior murmured. “From sucking a phallus. But your throat is dry and I see no trace of sperm.” Her spectacles glinted. “But you do swallow sperm, don’t you? And you’ve done it, many times in the past.”

Her finger slipped back out. My saliva glistened on the nitrile.

“Whose sperm?” she asked softly. “Tell me loudly so everyone in the room can hear. Whose sperm do you swallow, Candice?”

I clenched my jaw. “M-my own,” I whimpered.

A startled gasp came from the crowd. Shame flooded over me as they all stared at me in horror, knowing the filthiest things about my life. I had nothing to hide anymore. They all knew I was a freak who ate my own cum.

“Let it be known that our fallen Sister penetrates this girly boy to the point of ejaculation and then lets him consume the product of their sin!” Mother Superior said. My clit twitched as all the dirty memories entered my mind, one after another, proving her words true. Whispers floated through the room and made my cheeks burn.

“Disgusting.”

“Filthy sinner.”

“Harlot.”

Mother Superior held her hand up to silence them. “It’s okay. God cures all. I will now rid you of the devil’s possession.” Her gloved fingers reached up to caress my cheek and it took every ounce of my strength not to flinch away from her touch. Her face was full of unmistakable lust and it made me sick.

The sound of rushing water came into focus. I stared at the basin behind her, where several steel buckets were being filled with water so hot that big curls of steam rolled out of them and hung in the air.

“Holy water,” Mother Superior whispered. “To cleanse you of the devil’s sin. Sister Janet?”

Fear tore through me as Sister Janet handed her a bucket full of water, huffing from the effort. I gazed at Sister Hope, who refused to look at me. This time I let the tears fall. I was sure my makeup looked awful—a ridiculous thought given the shit I was in.

Mother Superior took a step towards me. The steam was already hitting my skin, making it burn.

“Mother.”

Sister Hope’s voice was quiet, but Mother Superior’s sharp ears picked up on it instantly. My heart pounded as she turned around impatiently. “Speak, Sister. Quickly.”

The next thing I knew, Sister Hope had sprung to her feet and grabbed the bucket of holy water from Mother Superior’s hands. Mother Superior shrieked, stepping back in horror. The bucket tipped dangerously.

“Get away from her,” Sister Hope snarled. “Or I’ll pour this all over you.”

“Put down the holy water, you foolish child,” Mother Superior hissed. But she stumbled back, and for the first time she looked genuinely scared. As scared as if she’d seen the Antichrist.

Holding onto the bucket’s handle, Sister Hope rushed towards me and pushed down on the lever. As soon as the cross lowered and angled itself horizontally, she unshackled me, her deft fingers moving quickly to release me from my prison. Her face was a mixture of sadness and anger and love and hatred, and so hauntingly beautiful.

Heel-steps knocked against the floor. I looked up to see Sister Janet creeping towards the rest of the buckets, her body low like an animal, her eyes wide. Sister Hope saw her too.

“I said get the fuck away,” she said. “Touch those buckets and I’ll spill everything on you, Sister Janet.”

Sister Janet seemed to lose her bravado in an instant. She retreated back into the shadows, holding her hands up protectively.

“Get my coat,” Sister Hope ordered. “And yours too.”

“Out, demons!” Mother Superior hissed, her fingers forming a cross in front of her face. “Be gone! This is holy ground. You have no power here.”

Sister Hope scoffed. “We’re leaving. Stay back, Agnes. I’m warning you.”

My coat felt soft and warm as Sister Hope wrapped it around my shoulders. She draped her own around herself, and then, keeping her grip tight on the bucket, we tore through the crowd of nuns that had formed outside, blocking the corridors. I was shaking so bad I couldn’t stop my legs from giving way. Sister Hope held me up, pushing away anyone who got in our path. Hot water splashed against habits and heels and any exposed ankles, making the nuns shriek and scatter.

We pushed past the heavy doors of the entrance and stepped out into the dark. Into the black, icy night.

We never looked back.


CHAPTER 16

I’d never believed in miracles, but I guess this was something close to it.

We drove for hours, both of us huddled in my old blankets, and my rust bucket of a car actually held up fine. Sister Hope stared into the distance the entire time, not speaking. I wasn’t sure if she’d just left the convent for good, or if she was going back. But she was here now. With me.

And it felt good.

We both knew what we’d done was crazy. Jumping into my car and speeding off hadn’t been the best idea, but it was the only one we had. We were both in a fucked up situation. I had no money, a crappy apartment I wouldn’t dare show to a girl, and a landlord who I owed a huge favor to. We didn’t have any of our belongings. And Sister Hope? She didn’t have a home anymore.

But maybe, just maybe, we could be together and figure it out.

A miracle.

Sister Hope turned to me as I drove, the street lamps lighting up her beautiful face. We’d finally reached my town, so I grabbed the opportunity to say, “You can stay at my place. Until you have things sorted out.”

I prayed that she’d accept my offer.

“Okay,” she finally said.

“I’m warning you, it’s not in the best condition,” I added. “And I don’t have a dollar to my name, but I guess we could work something out.”

Sister Hope smiled. “I’m sure we will. I have a bank account. I don’t have the card with me, but I can access the money online.”

I almost laughed. She was rich and I wasn’t. And she was a nun. Or used to be one.

I’d already called Jeff on the way home and told him that I was coming back. He sounded pretty happy on the phone, and even agreed to let me have a friend stay over for however long was needed. I knew Maria had to be behind all of it.

Eventually we passed the Happy Diner. Its neon-yellow smiley face glowed like a beacon as we zipped by. For a split-second I found myself thinking about Stan and wondered how he was doing. I hoped to see him again one day.

“Are you going to leave the convent?” I asked Sister Hope.

Sister Hope sighed and rested her head on the glass window. Maybe it was because I was seeing her away from the convent for the first time, but she somehow looked…normal. Like any young woman who was trying to forge her path in the world. “I don’t think I have a choice,” she said. “I should probably leave, just for a bit. I might want to go back. I like to say life is a bed of thorns. It’s hard and painful. I guess I’ll have to see how it plays out for me.”

I didn’t ask her any more questions after that. Just like I was on my own journey, she was on hers. And I was going to give her the space she needed.

Minutes later, my old apartment building came into view. I led her to the door of my place and searched for my house key under the rug, where Jeff said he’d hidden it. Sister Hope frowned as she saw the peeling paint on the walls and the dark red carpeting that looked like someone had died in the hallway. I winced. It was a shithole. A shithole where everything was rusting and decaying. How could I have even offered her to stay here?

I was just about to tell her to forget about it, when Sister Hope squeezed my hand. “I don’t care, Candy. I’ve lived in worse.”

I wasn’t sure if she was referring to the convent or something else. But I smiled.

I unlocked the door and stepped inside, throwing my keys on the counter and then immediately regretted it, seeing all the dust that had piled up. Sister Hope walked in. I could see her eyes widen as she took in grim state of my home. Then she smiled and grabbed me by the collar of my coat and pulled me close. “It’s perfect.”

“You’re perfect,” I replied. “Thank you for saving me.”

She pressed her lips to mine, her tongue teasing the edges of my mouth. Our kiss deepened. I should’ve been exhausted but instead I was high with energy.

“Is this yours?”

I turned around to see Sister Hope holding up a portable piano keyboard.

“No,” I said, surprised. “It must’ve belonged to the previous tenant.”

Sister Hope sat down on my couch and placed the keyboard over her lap. She pressed on the power button and the display lit up with color. Her fingers flew across the keys and a soft, beautiful melody filled the air. I’d heard Sister Hope sing before, but I hadn't known she was a pianist as well.

I sat next to her and closed my eyes, letting the sound of music wash over me. Her fingers were like magic. Like they were plucking the strings of an angel. I traveled to a place where it was just me and her and life really was a bed of roses.

The music stopped. My eyes snapped open. Sister Hope’s face was so close to mine. My breath caught as she slowly unbuttoned my coat and slid it off my shoulders. Her stare roamed through my bra and thong, lingering at the spots where my panties had stained.

“You’re a little hottie, aren’t you,” she whispered.

Her hand slipped behind my back. I raised my hips and her finger entered between my ass cheeks and found my puckering hole.

“I don’t think I’ll ever get tired of fucking you,” she said.

Her eyes met mine as her finger buried itself inside me. I moaned in delight as she stimulated me, making me completely helpless under her sinful stare. I couldn’t believe how comfortable I was, dressed as a sissy girl for her, acting so feminine and slutty and letting her play with me. I could never do that with another woman. Our connection was something special. Physical, emotional, and yes, maybe even spiritual...

“What about Father Rowan?” I asked quietly. “Wouldn’t he want to know where you are?”

Sister Hope smiled. “He can find me, if he wants.”

I couldn’t think about her answer then because my pussy was clenching hard against her finger. I arched my back and moaned again. My hands moved up to my chest and I caressed them, playing with my nipples as Sister Hope slid another finger in and pushed it up inside my sacred hole. She guided my head down toward her breasts and my hungry tongue traveled across the little pale bumps across her areola. The old couch springs started to squeak under our weight.

Just when I was about to spurt, Sister Hope pulled out her fingers and smirked. “I want you to go to the bathroom and put your makeup on again.” She started to stroke my blonde hair. “And I want you to grow your own hair out. I need you to give me the full Candy experience.”

My cock pulsed as I stood up obediently. She wanted me to dress up. Be a real girl. It made me so excited, so horny. Maybe I was one of the lucky ones after all. Maybe my fantasy could end up being a reality.

I smiled at the Goddess sitting on my couch, with her perfect curves and her beautiful eyes, and I said, “Anything for you, Sister.”

THE END


MY HEARTLESS EX-GIRLFRIEND


MY HEARTLESS EX-GIRLFRIEND

CHAPTER 1

I stepped off the shuttle and the last person I expected to see—and the last person I ever wanted to see—was standing there. Right there, at the shuttle drop off area, oversized sunglasses fixed on her head, blonde hair draped around her shoulders, pink flip-flops on her feet.

Kira.

Even under the chokingly hot sun, my shock felt like someone had just dumped a bucket of ice water over my head. How the hell was she here? I tried to take a step back, but people were piling up behind me and I couldn’t move. My heart was pounding as panic began to set in, my hand trembling so badly I almost dropped my bag.

She was laughing. The silver hoop earrings she was wearing—they were big enough to put your arm through—glittered in the sunlight. Of course she was here with someone else—she’d never been a loner like me. She was a social butterfly with extra-big wings—oversized like everything else on her. That was how we’d met all those years ago. I’d been huddled in a corner at a too-loud party, alone and nursing a beer I’d snagged off the kitchen counter, and she’d simply floated over, introduced herself, and dragged me into her life. I haven’t been the same since we broke up.

I needed to leave.

Never mind the fact I’d spent eleven months planning this trip—which happened to be my solo adventure for the summer I turned twenty-five. Never mind the fact I’d just dropped nine hundred bucks to spend three nights at the Dreamyland Festival. It was meant to be the trip where I finally took back my life from Kira, and now...now she was standing right in front of me.

Yeah, fuck that. I was leaving.

But just as I turned to duck back into the shuttle, the doors closed with a squeak, leaving me stranded again. With her.

I let my bag drop onto the pavement and tried not to let my panic get the best of me. I still had hope. There were probably upwards of eight thousand people coming here for the festival. I could get lost in the crowd. I could literally disappear and she’d never find me.

Rummaging around my bag for my sunglasses, I put them on. They instantly made me feel safer. Good. Now I just needed to find my way towards one of the volunteers...

I walked with my shoulders drooped, trying my best not to draw any attention to myself. I was a pretty small guy—just about five foot six with a skinny build, and with the baggy tank top and shorts I had on, I looked even smaller. I finally caught the attention of a volunteer with neon pink hair and a badge pinned to her chest.

“So which artist are you looking forward to the most?” she asked chirpily, flipping through the pages of her clipboard as she looked for my name.

“Psycat,” I said bluntly.

“Nice! He’s playing tomorrow night!”

“Uh-huh.”

“I’m so psyched for Dom Ino. So have you seen some of the stages yet? They’re bangin’!”

“No, I just got here.” I also had no idea who Dom Ino was.

The volunteer let out a giggle. I thumbed through the nose of my sunglasses to flick away sweat and wished she’d hurry the fuck up. I just wanted to get to my room and lock myself inside until I was safe from Kira.

“Found it!” She ticked off my name and placed her pencil behind her ear. “Follow me!”

Keeping my head bent, I followed her as she led me past a tiny reception building towards the rows of festival dorms. She kept chatting until we reached Dorm Number 8.

“Here we are.” She handed me a map of the festival grounds and the key card to open my dorm, then left.

Inside, the air-conditioning was already humming away. I breathed a sigh of relief. The dorm was actually really nice, with two bunk beds and a double bed, plus a small sitting area and a mini-fridge. Considering I’d coughed up an extra three hundred bucks for the premium package, it was a good enough deal.

I tossed my bag onto one of the bottom bunks, then went to the bathroom to splash some cold water on my face. I stared at myself in the mirror, wincing. All that money and hopefully I hadn’t fucked it all up already. As long as Kira hadn’t seen me...

The dorm door suddenly banged open, hard enough for it to whack against the wall.

“Oh, this place is fannnncyyyy!” someone gushed.

A cold, cold shard of panic stabbed me right in the gut. I could’ve recognized that voice anywhere.

“Who the fuck’s already in the shitter?”

Another girl. Slurring. Fists slammed against the bathroom door, making me flinch.

“Hurry uupppp! I gotta shit.”

It wasn’t even three o’clock and they were already sloshed. My heart started racing all over again and I forced in a breath. I really couldn’t afford to hyperventilate right now. Splashing a few more droplets of cold water on the nape of my neck, I dried myself off and peeked out the door. The drunk girl pushed past me, huffing, and locked herself in. I stumbled forward, unbalanced, then collided with the girl I hadn’t even talked to in two years.

Two years and I still hadn’t healed.

She turned around and saw me. For a moment, neither of us moved. It seemed like the whole world around me had slowed to a grinding halt. I saw her face move in slow-motion, from shock to confusion to contempt to a kind of sick delight, one that made shame boil up inside of me all over again.

Kira O-ed her mouth and whistled.

“Well, well, if it isn’t Dana...” she said, her pink lips twisting upwards. She flicked her bleach-blonde hair back and grinned.

The air in my chest felt heavy as she looked at me. The shame was now thick and hazy, clouding my mind, and I was desperately trying not to lose it.

Dana.

It wasn’t just the fact that she’d remembered that name—it was that she could still make me feel so small and insignificant with just that one word. My secret. Or what had been my secret, until Kira had found out about it and exposed everything before breaking up with me.

“Aren’t you happy to see me?”

I blinked slowly at her through the haze in my eyes. She was still grinning.

“I...what are you doing here?” I muttered.

“I could ask you the same thing,” she said, folding her arms across her chest. Her arms disappeared easily under her big breasts—a generous 32DD...you don’t forget things like that. A blush crept up my face as I clocked the visual. Oh, what I wouldn’t do to touch them again...

Kira stepped a little closer, her eyes traveling over my tank top and shorts. My eyes dipped before returning to hers, which looked greener now. Almost like acid. She put on a smile before she whispered out her next words.

“So, have you got your princess costume underneath that?”

Heat blazed across my cheeks and I looked away. She might as well have tossed me into a firepit. “What you saw...it wasn’t meant to be anything,” I muttered. “It wasn’t meant...”

I stopped. Two years later, and I was still trying to explain myself. How pathetic was that?

“Wasn’t meant to be what?” Kira had sidled up beside me. The scent of her shampoo—I’d never been able to describe what the hell that smell was...if ‘heavenly’ was a scent, that was it—wafted towards me. “You getting your freak on? You like being a little girl, Dana. You like having your kinky little secrets, don’t you?”

I still didn’t answer, but my face felt hotter than a furnace. I hadn’t meant to keep secrets—not really. I’d just been embarrassed about my urges. Girls don’t take their boyfriends wearing silk panties under their jeans too well, or trying on their lipstick just to know what it feels like, or stealing their old Victoria’s Secret bras just so they can find out what it feels like to have a full rack. Especially not girls like Kira.

“You guys know each other?”

My head snapped up. It took me a moment to even recognize that Kira’s male counterpart—her friend? Her date? Or her—god, please no—new boyfriend?—had entered the picture.

“Yeah. This is Dan,” Kira said, tilting her head at me. “Dan, this is Dom. My boyfriend. He’s playing on Sunday at ten.”

She arched one eyebrow as she waited for me to make the connection. I swallowed. “You’re...Dom Ino?”

Dom grinned. His teeth were so white and straight and perfect, he could’ve been in an ad for toothpaste. “Yeah. DJ Dom Ino. The one and only.” He dropped a hunk of an arm around Kira’s shoulder and the two shared a quick, lovey-dovey kiss that made bile bubble up my throat.

He was taking it for a given I’d already heard about him. What a pompous ass.

“You know, baby, Dan and I used to date.”

I almost choked on my own spit. Dom’s shaggy eyebrows shot up, and then he just laughed. Kira laughed right along with him, her hoop earrings jangling.

He thinks it’s a joke, I thought, totally mortified. Of course, with his good looks—buzzed red hair that somehow made him look cool, muscles everywhere—maybe it really was a joke. What had Kira seen in me in the first place? She clearly had a kink for super-controlling alpha assholes.

For some weird humiliating reason, Kira wound her hand around my waist and gave my skinny bicep a little pinch. “Well, this room’s going to be cozy...”

“Uh-huh,” I mumbled, my voice strained. I wobbled back and forth a little. My balance was all off because her touching me was getting me weak in the knees.

She pointed at the double bed. “Looks like Dom and I will be sleeping right next to you.”

“Uh, yeah.”

Practically a threesome, I thought bitterly.


CHAPTER 2

The universe had a pretty cruel sense of humor.

There I was, happily planning a birthday summer trip that was supposed to be my chance to get my shit back together after two years of floating through life like a brainless zombie. I’d thought Dreamyland would be the perfect setting. A place where no one knew me, where no one knew Dana. A place where I could—for the first time—finally explore who I was without any fear of judgment.

But nope. My ex had somehow found her way here, and now I was trapped in a dorm room with her and her DJ boyfriend.

There was no escaping Kira now. Even if I could sneak away to do my own thing, I had to come back and watch her sleep in the same room. With another guy. In the bed right next to me.

Hilarious…

The evening went by in a blur. Kira, Dom, and her friends went for an exploration of the festival grounds, while I mostly stayed in my dorm, building up my energy for the next day. It wasn’t too bad considering there was Coke in the mini-fridge.

It didn’t take long for me to recognize just how much I didn’t like Dom.

And no, it wasn’t just because he was dating Kira. Although I’d be lying if I said that wasn’t a factor. But the dude was also a complete douchebag and a manwhore. I watched from the shadows of my bunk as he flirted with Kira’s friends and flexed his muscles and rambled on about himself endlessly.

What in the world did she see in him?

I didn’t say a single word to either of them when they came back. But then something happened that caught me completely off-guard.

“Hey, wanna join us for dinner?”

I looked up from my phone. Kira was standing in the doorway, her hair gleaming in the shimmer of the dusk. Dom stood next to her, wearing a gold baseball cap with a jeweled dollar sign on it. My heart fluttered in my chest, and I wasn’t sure if it was from dread or excitement.

Did Kira want to spend time with me?

“Uh, sure. I guess.” I slid my phone into my pocket and grabbed my wallet.

Kira smiled.

We headed down to the food trucks, me shuffling behind the group, trying my best not to look awkward. I had butterflies in my stomach. Why had she invited me? Did she want to talk? Maybe she was looking for closure—maybe she was looking to apologize. Maybe she’d had a change of heart...

We ordered our food and found a spot to sit at. Dom wandered away with some of his buddies, leaving me alone with Kira and her friends. They were loud. I picked up my burrito and unwrapped it slowly, not feeling very hungry. Someone had brought in a round of tequila shots.

I watched from the corner of one eye as the girls all gathered around, their mouths pinched into little pink and red o’s as they sucked on lime slices. Pretty soon someone had brought in another round, and another.

“Hey. For you.”

Kira was holding a shot glass up to me. There was a sexy, glossy look in her eyes as she smiled devilishly.

Her gaze flickered as I took the glass. I almost spilled tequila everywhere. “Uh, thanks.”

She was watching me as I gulped the shot down, cringing as the sharp liquor hit the back of my throat. I sucked hard on the lime slice and squeezed my eyes shut. The liquor burned its way down my throat and left an aftertaste in my mouth.

When I opened my eyes, Kira was still watching me. A little flush crept up my neck and face.

“You guys, don’t you think Dan looks cute when he blushes?” she said.

Her friends smirked and nodded. “He’s a cutie-pie for sure,” her brunette friend said, leaning over to give my shoulder a nudge.

My heart skipped a beat, making my blush deepen. How much did her new friends know about me? How much had Kira told them?

I stared down at my empty shot glass, trying not to think too much about it. I was still looking down when Kira said, loud enough for everyone in a three-table radius to hear, “He’d be cuter if he put on some makeup. I’m serious. I’ve actually seen him with makeup on, you know. The red lips made him look so much prettier.”

“Maybe he’ll put on a performance for us,” her other friend said in a drawl. “If we ask nicely. That’ll be cool until the festival starts.”

“Oooh,” Kira gushed, as if this was the best idea someone had come up with all night. “How about it, Dana? You don’t play dress-up anymore?”

“I told you. It got old,” I muttered, slamming the empty shot glass on the table.

“God, you’re such a bore.”

My chest tightened. I said nothing. What was she trying to get at? Wasn’t it enough for her to break up with me? She wanted to ruin my time here and turn me into a circus freak in front of her girlfriends?

Just when I thought she was going to leave me alone, she pressed her shoulder against mine, hard enough to hurt. I hissed out a breath. By some miracle, her friends hadn’t noticed. Her voice dropped to a whisper as she leaned into my ear.

“Stop lying, Danny. You don’t grow out of things like that. You’re still doing it, aren’t you?”

“Don’t.” My voice cracked.

“So you’re telling me you don’t go home after a long day and slip on some sexy bra and panties and jerk off?” Her fingers had trailed up to the neck of my top, just barely stroking my skin there. “You don’t play with your boobies and pretend that you’re a pretty lady?”

A wave of heat rolled through me and my whole body started to tingle. Of course I’d been wrong about her. She didn’t want to talk or be nice—she wanted to torture me.

A single finger was running up my cheek. I closed my eyes and breathed, feeling her fingertip brush against the very edge of my eyelashes. I just wished she’d leave me alone. Or touch me. Or kiss me.

God, I was just a mess.

“You’re so easy to play with,” Kira whispered. “It’s just so funny seeing you get all worked up over being called a girl.”

I swallowed. Just a few words and my cock was hard. This was why I’d wanted to stay away from Kira. She made me so weak. When she was teasing me like this...making me imagine what we could’ve been...a dream relationship where she was happy to make me her girl...it was like being rejected all over again.

Someone shouted across the field, and I realized with a sinking feeling it was Dom. Kira’s finger slid off my cheek just as he and his friends wandered back over. One of the girls pulled her up by her wrist and the whole group left, giggling and hooting.

My body sagged back into my chair. I wasn’t sure if I was relieved or disappointed. I stayed at the table for a while, taking my time with my burrito. My mind kept flitting back to Kira and how she’d teased me and kept touching me like I’d been a piece of meat. That was when I shifted around in my chair and realized the crotch of my shorts was wet.

Fuck. At least she wasn’t here to see how red my face was.

How had I even allowed her to get to me like this?

I stood up and tossed my garbage away. My face still felt warm, my cock still pulsing with heated fantasies as I wandered off into the night.

The grounds were buzzing with life and laughter and chatter. Even though nothing had officially started yet, everyone seemed to be having a good time. Except me.

Fuck this. This has to stop now.

I dug my shoes into the dirt and swallowed down the urge to scream. No. This time I was actually going to stand up for myself. I wasn’t going to buckle and beg at my ex’s feet like a loser. I wasn’t going to jerk off in the shower to her calling me Dana, even though the thought sent shivers down my spine.

I was going to survive Dreamyland with my sanity intact.

I just had to escape Kira.


CHAPTER 3

I delayed going back into my dorm as much as I could. Everyone, thankfully, seemed to be sleeping. Everyone apart from Dom, that is—he was nowhere to be seen.

I changed quickly and slipped into my bunk, pulling the covers over my head, trying not to remember that Kira’s beautiful sleeping body was just inches from me.

I wondered how long it’d be before she messed with me again.

It was the middle of the night when a strange sound woke me up. I lay stiffly in the dark, trying to work out what it was. Was Dom back?

There it was again. A kind of wet, slurpy, smacky sound that made a cold, eerie feeling trickle down my neck and into the pit of my gut.

Whispers.

“Oh, yeah, baby. Suck that fucking dick. Show me how proud you are of your man.”

There was a hoarse little laugh before the smacky noises resumed and the bed beside me creaked. I squeezed my eyes tighter and tried not to move. I could picture virtually everything in my mind’s eye: Dom naked on his back, Kira’s lips wrapped around his dick, his hands gripping her hair as he pumped into her mouth.

Those lips had once belonged to me. They’d once sucked my dick exactly like that...and I knew for a fact Kira could make you feel like a god when she was giving head.

“You’re such a dirty fucking girl,” Dom whispered, letting out a grating moan that sounded like a dying animal. The slick squelching of Kira’s mouth grew louder as she took care of his needs. “You love my dick, yeah? You love making me happy?”

It took everything inside me to stop myself from jumping out of bed and punching him in the face to make him stop moaning like that. To stop taking advantage of Kira, my girlfriend. I wedged my pillow over my head and tried not to breathe.

Go to sleep.

But that felt impossible. Before long my brain was spinning with pictures of what Dom’s dick must look like. He was probably packing, I guessed. He probably had the kind of dick that could leave your throat raw and aching...the kind that made you choke...Kira was probably enjoying the taste of him, the texture of him, the way his thick veins felt as she ran her tongue over them.

I gripped the thin mattress beneath me and gritted my teeth. I was ashamed of the heat stirring between my legs. Of the way my heart sped a little faster, sending a flurry of blood to my cock. Of the weird, sick, stupid jealousy I was suddenly feeling towards Kira.

You need a therapist.

Somehow, in the midst of all the grunts and moans and whispers and my own confused heart, I dozed off.

***

By the time I woke up, daylight was squeezing past the shutters across the window and into my eyes. I lay in the stuffy silence listening for any movement. Then I slowly sat up and looked around the room. There was Kira, sprawled solo across her bed, one hand tucked under her cheek, her bare leg sticking out from the edge of her sheets. Dom—and all the rest of her friends—had already headed out.

I stuffed down the impulse to stare too long at Kira’s creamy thigh. Quick. Take advantage of this. Get the hell out of here.

I hopped out of bed and started changing, praying that Kira wouldn’t wake up. She was very lightly snoring. Slipping on my sneakers, I grabbed my backpack and tiptoed towards the door, my heart pounding.

I made it all the way out of the dorm when a sleep-drenched voice called after me.

“Where do you think you’re going, Dana?”

I stopped mid-step. That voice. It was like someone had just grabbed the back of my throat.

Slowly, I turned around. She was still lying in bed, propped up on one elbow. The sheets were slipping off her body and I could see she was wearing the same white tank top from last night. Her nipples were poking out like two big pearls.

“Uh...” I said stupidly. How did words work again?

Kira yawned, and I remembered with a stab of jealousy that mouth of hers had been servicing another man last night.

Get away from her. Now.

“I have to go,” I muttered. “I’ll catch you later.”

Kira blinked her pretty eyes and smiled. “Okay. Have fun.” She ripped the sheets off the bed, revealing the fact that she was only wearing a teeny-tiny pair of panties. “Or...you know, we could talk.”

And just like that, I knew my ex had slapped on literal handcuffs on my plans...and there would be no escape.


CHAPTER 4

“I know you heard us last night.”

She was standing now, a smirk curving her lips upward. Like a perv, I couldn’t stop myself from letting my eyes wander downward. Her legs were a little thicker than I remembered, her thighs a little smoother. The gap between her thighs looked a little more inviting...

“Heard what?” I muttered.

“Don’t be stupid. Did you like it? Listening to me suck Dom off?”

“I...” My throat felt thick and my mind dark. I was still technically outside our dorm, and if I really wanted to, I could make a dash for it. “Look, I wish I could talk, but I’ve got plans.”

Kira folded her arms across her chest. The movement caused her breasts to swell over her forearm. The sight made me dizzy.

“You’re such a pussy,” she said.

“Okay. Maybe I am.” I stared down at the ground and scuffed my sneakers across the grass. “But I don’t think it’s such a good idea for us to be spending time together.”

I turned, ready to set off. I’d just barely taken two steps when she pounced on me like a cat, long nails jagging into my arms.

“Don’t run away,” she said. “Especially when we’ve barely had time to catch up since...well, you know.”

The mention of our past made my heart sink.

“Remember the night I caught you for the first time?” she whispered. “You in your little skirt...oh, wait. My little skirt. Standing there in front of my mirror, putting on my makeup. I’ve never forgotten about that night, you know.”

The memories hit me hard, almost like a physical hit to my brain. That night. Kira had gone to yet another party and I was at her apartment, alone and bored out of my mind. I’d wandered into her closet knowing it was wrong, knowing if I started with one small thing—an old bra she wouldn’t notice if it went missing, the miniskirt I hadn’t seen her wear in forever—it would quickly spiral out of control. But the thrill of it all was what got me in the end. It had felt so naughty, and I’d been so sure she wouldn’t be back for a few more hours...

“I still have the photo of you somewhere on my phone,” Kira said. “You know, the one I took of you when I sneaked into the room. You were so cute in it. You were even pouting.”

“Told you, I don’t do it anymore.” Liar, liar, panties on fire. Then I added, all seriously, “We’re not who we were back then.”

“Aren’t we, though?” Kira’s nails rose again, reaching out to the side of my face as if to trace my jawline but stopping just shy of touching me.

God, I hated this. How hot Kira looked. How turned on I was, especially when the memories of us together were so strong.

“What...what do you want from me?”

Kira was silent for a moment, her chin tilted at me, the gears turning in her head. Then she leaned in, her breath soft and sexy in my ear. “We might never get another chance, baby. Even if we meet again, I might never give you another chance. So don’t make yourself regret this.”

I stared at her, my heart thudding so loudly I felt a little dizzy. “I...I don’t understand.”

She didn’t answer, because then she was undressing. Right in front of me.

Like she didn’t even care I was a man who wasn’t her boyfriend.

But no—not all the way. It was just her panties in her hand. Way too tiny, dark purple lace, with a bow on the front.

I hurried into the dorm and shut the door behind me in case anyone outside could see her naked. Swallowing hard, I stared at her again. “What are you doing, Kira?”

She leaned forward and pushed the panties into my hand.

“I’m not doing anything. You, on the other hand, you’re going to wear these.”

I bit my lip and clenched my jaw and took a step back. My back hit the door too hard and a rush of air exploded out of me. She slapped my cheek playfully. “Wake up, Danny. This isn’t a dream.”

“I know,” I croaked. “I think this is a nightmare.”

She laughed softly as her hands snaked up my waist. “Are you thinking about Dana? I can bring her back.”

“You hated Dana.”

“That was before. Back when I didn’t understand.” Her hands slid down, down, down, until they rested just before my navel.

You still don’t.

“People don’t change, Danny. I know Dana is still in there. So show me. Put on her panties for me.”

I could hear the crowds outside, along with the faraway throbbing of music. But inside the dorm room, it felt like Kira and I were the only two people in the world. I couldn’t move, couldn’t even look at her. All I could feel was how soft and sexy her panties felt resting inside my curled palm.

When I felt the tug on my zipper, my breath hitched.

Kira crouched to the ground, pulling my pants down as the soft wet patch between her thighs gleamed in the sunlight. I lifted my foot awkwardly to help her pull them off, along with my boxers. She unfurled my hand and took her panties, bringing them to the line of my hips, letting the lace brush and slide teasingly across my skin. I sucked in a sharp breath, instantly wondering what it would be like to actually be wearing them. The feeling of lace on my bare thighs, my balls, and my cock was way too intense...especially when I could smell the fact that they were well-worn.

God. This was what I’d wanted, back when we were still together.

For her to dress me up like this.

Why was she doing this now? When we could never be together again?

“Wow, Dana, you’re actually hard for me. How cute.”

Through the lace, she lightly squeezed my boner. I shivered.

“I know you’ve missed me,” she whispered.

“It’s been two years, Kira,” I said, my voice hoarse.

“Have you ever had a girl do this to you? After I left?”

I shook my head.

“Oh, poor baby. You had your heart broken, didn’t you? You loved me. You still love me.”

I stared into her eyes. Why are you doing this? I thought you’d be glad to have me out of your life.

“This is the closest you’ll get to having me back,” she said, clutching the bottom of my T-shirt.

I didn’t even blink as she peeled the T-shirt off my body and threw it aside. Somehow, for some reason, the words hadn’t stung. I’d already known that, hadn’t I? I already knew that what I’d felt for Kira, she would never have felt back. She’d never have fallen in love with a Dan who wanted to be a Dana.

Did she only want me as a toy?

Kira studied my bare chest. “You haven’t shaved. Dana would’ve shaved.” She smiled brightly. “But that’s okay. You can do it now. I’m going to make you.”

Because I could say anything, her hands rested on my shoulders, pushing me along into the bathroom. A translucent bag of toiletries sat next to the bathroom sink. I recognized it instantly. How many times had I offered to help her clean and organize her makeup and hygiene stuff so that I could play around with that bag for hours?

I watched intently as Kira placed her panties on the towel rack then tinkled through her belongings, pulling out a pink disposable razor and a can of shaving cream.

“Here,” she said, handing them over to me.

“You can’t be serious,” I said, but my voice was quiet.

“I’ll teach you how to do it right.”

Her voice had grown gentle now. She knew it was an offer I couldn’t refuse.

“What about the others?” I whispered, clutching onto the sink counter so hard my knuckles had turned white. “They might come back.”

Kira just laughed, kicking the bathroom door behind her and hitting the lock with her elbow so that it turned. “You don’t have to worry about that. We have all the time in the world.”

She shook the shaving can and squirted a cloud of product onto the palm of my hand, instructing me to slather it all across my arms. While I did that, she went ahead and covered my chest, stomach, and armpits and rubbed it all in.

“Don’t move,” she whispered. She lifted my arm, her eyes glittering like green jewels as she raised the razor. “Just watch.”

She pressed the blade against my armpit, letting me brace myself for a second before she began her tutorial. “It’s always with the grain. Not against the grain. See?”

She was slowly gliding the blade across my skin, her eyes narrowed, rinsing it under the skin after every few strokes. I was transfixed by the way her reflection moved in the mirror and how effortlessly focused she was. Her lips were pulled tight into a pout, her nostrils slightly flared.

She didn’t stop until she’d finished one whole armpit.

“Nice. Now for the other one.”

I obediently raised my other arm. She angled the razor and went straight for it, her fingers pressing deep into my pit, her tongue peeking out between her lips as she worked. When she was done she handed the razor to me, instructing me to do the rest of my body.

“Try to do it like I did. Nice and smooth.”

I nodded and worked silently, glancing at Kira in the mirror after practically every stroke. Once I was done with the top part of my body, she ordered me to shave my legs, crotch, and ass. She stood over my shoulder while I did, telling me which parts needed more care and attention.

As my skin got more and more exposed, my breathing grew deeper and deeper. It was so hot knowing she was watching me so closely, supervising my every move. I still didn’t understand her sudden interest in Dana, but for now I was determined to enjoy myself while it lasted.

When I was done, Kira took the razor from me, placed it on the counter, and inspected my body.

“Perfect. Now it’s time for a bird bath.”

I looked at her, confused. “Bird bath?”

“Oh, it’s what girls do when we don’t have time for a full shower. We clean ourselves in the sink. Like this...” She pulled out a hand towel, wet it under the sink, and patted the damp fabric down my arms, my chest, my belly, and between my legs. She asked me to rinse the towel and do it once more to get all the cream off.

“Now for some deodorant.” She grabbed a Dove can and sprayed a few spurts under my arm. “We can use my perfume once we get dressed.”

“Dressed?” I asked, my heart doing a little skip.

She flashed me a mysterious smile. “Yes. We didn’t do all this just for us to play around in here.”

My breath caught in my throat. “You mean...but I thought you just wanted me in your panties.”

“Stop arguing with me and just do what I say. Unless you want to just go out in panties?”

“Oh my god, no!”

“I thought so.”

Without wasting another second, Kira slipped those skimpy purple panties of hers under my feet and pulled them up to my hips. She popped out of the bathroom for a bit, giving me time to stand in front of the mirror and quietly marvel at how sexy my legs looked. She came back with a matching strapless bra and the rest of the outfit she wanted me to put on: a black tube top and a tiny denim skirt.

As she dressed me, my face burned with the kind of shame I hadn’t felt since Kira had first discovered my secret. The skirt was way too short and tight—it reached barely an inch below the point my butt crease ended—and the tube top did little to hide the fact that I looked like I had at least a B cup thanks to the bra.

Kira sighed as she checked me out in the mirror. “God, I think you’re prettier than I am.”

“That’s not true!”

She grinned and slammed down the toilet lid, telling me to sit down on top of it. She’d already opened up her makeup bottles and palettes and was hunting through a separate bag filled with just brushes.

“Just watch what a little makeup could do to you…”

As she tilted my chin upwards with the tip of her finger and got to work with her moisturizer, I only wished I could freeze this moment so it would last forever.


CHAPTER 5

The sun blazed down on us, filtering easily through the treetops as we walked through the grounds. All around us, people were wandering around, taking selfies, sipping on cold drinks, and swiping bamboo fans against their faces. My heart juddered to the rhythm of the bass rolling through us in waves and with each step, I could feel the air circulating up my freshly shaven legs. 

“Remember, we’re just two normal girls enjoying the festival,” Kira whispered, taking my hand in hers.

I nodded. I was so nervous my palm was dripping with sweat. I prayed I was blending in with the rest of the girls in the crowd, most of them wearing ultra-skimpy clothing that left little to the imagination. My skirt kept riding up my ass and my thighs, but Kira’s panties were surprisingly comfortable. I just hoped I wouldn’t sweat too much down there and make a stain on the back of my skirt.

We quickened our pace, and I was suddenly thankful that Kira had both of us wearing sneakers instead of anything with a heel on it. Our outfits blended well together—she’d ended up wearing a matching tube-top like me, excepts hers was neon yellow. Her hair was in French pigtail braids with yellow beads clipped right onto the braids. She’d done my hair too—combing my relatively long strands with a middle part and adding some of her pretty beads along the side of my hair. She was showing less skin than me, though, because the bottom portion of her outfit consisted of a pair of high-waisted jeans with the belt hanging loose.

“Hey! Over here!”

It was one of Kira’s friends who’d been with us at the dorm. All she was wearing was a yellow bikini with fishnet stockings and a shiny backpack.

“What took you so long?”

“I got distracted,” Kira said with a light smirk. She turned to me. “This is Dana, my friend from college. I ran into her here—can you believe it? We haven’t seen each other in ages.”

The friend smiled and gave me a big hug, her barely covered breasts squashing against me. “Aw, how nice. That’s so random you guys were able to bump into each other at a festival! I’m Jenna.” She raised her hand to her forehead, shading herself while she squinted up at me. “Um, check out your look!”

I smiled weakly, tugging at my tube top. This was so surreal. I couldn’t believe she hadn’t recognized me.

“Wanna smoke a joint with us?” Jenna asked.

Kira twirled the ends of her braids in one hand and smiled at me. “Dana’s a bit of a newbie when it comes to smoking. I think she’ll pass.”

“Oh, come on. We’ll take it easy on her.”

Kira giggled. “Yeah. We can take it easy.”

We moved over to a secluded spot in the shade where the rest of Kira’s girlfriends had gathered. They rolled a few joints and shared some gummies between each other.

Jenna passed one of the joints over to me.

“So, Dana,” she said, the friendly dimples in her smile growing deeper. “Your first time?”

“Uh...” I swallowed, knowing my male voice could potentially give me away. I was still in unknown territory here…girl territory, the super-secret club that no man had ever been able to infiltrate. Now that I’d been given access, I had to play my cards right if I wanted to stay here.

I glanced at Kira, who was smirking at me. She gave me a nod. “Yes, it is,” I squeaked, my pitch going way higher than I’d intended.

I played that off with a cough, and Kira’s girlfriends didn’t bat a single eyelash.

Jenna chuckled and patted my shoulder. “You’re so cute. Here, let me show you how. Open your mouth, nice and wide...”

She showed me how to properly hold the joint in my hand and place my lips over it, inhaling carefully. Then she told me to suck in my cheeks a bit before puffing out a trail of white smoke.

“There. Just like that.”

I passed the joint over to Kira, my head spinning a little.

“Feels good, huh?” she murmured as she placed the joint between her glossy lips and sucked, still looking at me.

A flutter of excitement swept through me. Was this really happening? We were actually hanging out together, and she was actually being nice to me. Even her friends seemed to like me, and what was more they didn’t suspect a thing. Clearly they’d been too intoxicated to remember anything that had gone down yesterday.

With a shiver I remembered whose panties I was wearing underneath my skirt. It was like Kira wanted me to know she still owned me—that she was still in control of my life years later. And I wasn’t sure if it was because I was high or just happy she wasn’t acting like an asshole, but everything suddenly seemed so bright and hopeful.

When I turned my focus back to the group I realized with a jolt that two of Kira’s friends were making out. My face instantly became pink from blushing. Why did two girls kissing have to be so arousing?

Jenna giggled. “God, they get so horny.”

“So do I,” Kira said nonchalantly.

Jenna stared at both of us. “You two should kiss.”

My heart thudded to a stop. Kira looked over at me, and on her face I could see something dark and mischievous that lit my face practically on fire. Kiss Kira? After all this time apart?

Kira shimmied closer to me. I felt frozen solid as she placed her soft arms around my neck and winked at Jenna. Part of her braid had settled onto my face and I sucked in a breath, the scent of her shampoo overtaking me. Her lips pressed against mine. Her mouth was sweet and warm and tasted like lip gloss and weed, and when her tongue darted across mine, my body exploded in heat.

Kira had never kissed me like this before. Not like this, with her hands trailing down to my waist, touching me softly, slowly...her fingertips moving below my tube top and running gently up my back. She was kissing me like she didn’t want to stop.

She was kissing me like I was a real girl.

I heard the click of a camera, and we suddenly broke away.

“So hot,” Jenna drawled, turning her iPhone around to show us the photos she’d captured.

Kira gave Jenna a flirty little wink and sat back casually like it was just another day, while I struggled to keep my breathing steady. The inside of my head was swirling like I was on a roller coaster. What was that?

Had Kira meant anything by that kiss?

Or was I being stupid for keeping my hopes high?

I realized I was squeezing my legs together and could feel the oncoming stiffness between them. Shit. I had to adjust myself, or else my boner would grow big enough to make its presence known to everyone.

Thankfully, everyone got up at that point to check out the music. The day went by in a fast, intense haze. Kira kept introducing me as Dana to people she knew, and she knew a ton of people of course. Everyone seemed to think I was her old college buddy. The way she held my hand and made sure I stayed close by her side had my insides practically melting. It felt...possessive somehow, like she didn’t want me leaving her sight. Like she wanted to witness every second of me acting like the girl she wanted me to be.

I wondered if she knew that all I could think about was that kiss we’d shared in front of her girlfriends.

As the evening gave way to night and the lights flashed and the fog started to roll and I was having full-body chills from the music, Kira dragged me into the middle of the dancing crowds. The music was so loud. There were so many people. All I could see were the waves of bodies crashing and swaying as a sea of lasers spun through the air.

Kira pulled me close to her and the crowd engulfed us.

My heart was pounding so hard in my chest I was worried she’d notice the veins on my neck pulsating. Could I really pull off dancing like all the hot chicks in here?

Kira turned to me, her hands on my hips, her fingers digging into my bare skin. My entire body grew weak. There were sweaty, half-naked bodies around us, moving, rocking, dancing, and jumping. All I could feel was the beat of the bass and the ground reverberating through my skin and bones. There were no words spoken, only thoughts shared between our sliding hips and the way we pressed tightly against each other, both of us hot and sweaty too, our makeup melting off, smelling, feeling, vibing.

This is the closest you’ll get to having her back.

The dark, dark thought had snuck into my brain without so much as a warning. A strange feeling grew in the pit of my stomach and I struggled to focus on the music and moving my body. Would Kira leave me again after playing with me, my body, and my emotions?

You can’t do this again.

“Hey!” Kira shouted over the noise.

I’d pulled away from her, the sick feeling in my stomach gnawing away at me. It’s okay, just breathe and pretend, Dan. You’re Dana now.

But it wasn’t working. Was I about to throw up?

“Dana! Wait the fuck up!”

I could hear the angry notes in her voice. But I kept going, cutting through the crowd, my eyes stinging. I needed to get away from her, to get out of here. Because it wasn’t real. None of this was real. My biggest dream was coming true, but I knew I was only her toy. It was pathetic. She’d never want me back, not like she wanted Dom-motherfucking-Ino. And if I allowed myself to fall harder for her, I’d never be able to put myself back together again.

I turned back for an instant, and I couldn’t see Kira anymore. Or her friends. Good.

I just needed a break from it all.


CHAPTER 6

I was still trying to catch my breath as I pushed my way through the throng.

Everything seemed out of balance, and my heart was beating a little too hard.

I kept walking and walking, until the blaring music faded behind me and the crowds began to thin.

What the hell had just happened in there? It had all been so perfect before I’d run away. I’d been dancing with Kira, enjoying the warmth of her body next to mine, with her lips grazing my cheek and my neck from time to time. I’d felt like she’d been truly attracted to me dressed up as a girl.

I stopped walking. Blinking, I stared at the tent in front of me. There was a security guy with a yellow armband and a radio clipped to his belt standing at the entrance. It was some kind of VIP place.

I took a step backwards, ready to turn away, when the guy nodded his head warmly at me and asked, “Name?”

“Uh...Dana,” I said, then quickly adjusted my voice. Suddenly feeling daring—and a little reckless—I added, “Kira sent me?”

He tipped his face towards the inside of the tent. “Come in.”

Wow. Kira definitely had connections.

Cool air whipped through my head as I stepped through the flap. There weren’t many people inside—only a handful, and every single girl in there looked like models. A lump formed in my throat. There was no way I could fit in with this crowd. They were all so hot, so beautiful, and I was...well, I was an imposter.

Just as I was about to turn back, though, I saw him.

He was standing across the room, laughing with a group of his buddies. For a second, I stared at him—him and his well-built body, the tattoo sleeves, the ripped jeans, the red hair, cool, calm, self-assured grin—and wondered how my ex could possibly think he was all that.

Prick.

Dom looked up.

Shit. He’d caught me staring at him.

He frowned. I could see the wheels turning in his mind as he tried to work out who I was. My face grew hot. Oh god. Did he recognize me?

“Do I know you?” he called across the room.

I suddenly felt anxious, wearing barely anything with my face caked in makeup and baked with sweat. There was no way Dom couldn’t tell it was me. He was a guy. A guy could spot another guy from a mile away.

Right?

My lips parted, but before I could speak, Dom had wandered over to me, a smile curling his lips. “Do I know you?” he asked again. His voice was lower than usual. Deeper.

“Um, I don’t think so,” I said in the girl voice I was still trying to perfect.

Without thinking, I staggered towards the bar, not wanting to accept what was really happening. I picked up an energy drink from one of the buckets filled with ice. I didn’t have to look back to know he’d followed me. Standing so close I could practically smell his aftershave.

He breathed into my ear. “What’s your name?”

“Da—Demi,” I stammered.

“Nice name. Recognize me?”

“I...I’ve seen you on Instagram.”

I slowly turned and glanced up at Dom’s face. The fucker was still smiling at me.

“Really? Wow. You’re a fan, then.”

I couldn’t bite my tongue down fast enough to stop myself from saying, “No, not really a fan.”

Dom smirked and ran a hand through his hair, totally unfazed. “Don’t be like that. You look like a nice girl.” He reached out, touching the bottom of my chin. His thumb lingered, trailing across my lips.

I shivered, a sudden wave of heat running down my body. I gulped down a few sips from my drink. “I thought you h-had a girlfriend.”

Dom laughed. “Not anymore.”

I nearly dropped my can. What a fucking asshole!

He inched even closer, so close I could sense the heat radiating off his nostrils and see the tiny beads of sweat just beginning to form across his brow. My stomach was doing somersaults. This…wasn’t good.

Before I knew what was happening, Dom’s fingers slipped down my bare arms, caressing me.

“You’re fucking hot,” he murmured. “You know that?”

My pulse quickened under his gaze. What the fuck was happening? There was something different about the way Dom was talking to me. He really thought I was a girl. A cute girl.

I wheezed in another breath, his compliment still bouncing around in my head. I put my drink down before I spilled it all over myself. I suddenly didn’t feel like myself at all. Not Dan, not even Dana.

Dom leaned in and then his tongue was trailing down the side of my neck, his hot breath causing me to gasp.

“Your skin tastes so good,” he whispered.

I froze, my mind going blank. Get away. Now. His lips latched onto my skin and he started sucking. I remembered the scented lotion Kira had slathered all over me that morning. He must be smelling that and liking it. My skin didn’t really taste all that good…or did it? Did I really taste like a girl?

I couldn’t focus on anything other than his warm wet mouth sucking on my neck.

His tongue feeding on my skin and sweat.

With one harsh tug, he pulled me even closer to him. His hand squeezed my tube top then slid down my skirt and tickled my bare thigh.

I wanted to run. I wanted to spit into his horny face. But a thrill darker than anything I’d felt before was snaking through me, down, down, coiling around my core and squeezing so tight I couldn’t breathe.

“Fuck.” Dom paused to glance into my scared eyes. His lips were red and wet from kissing my skin. “You’re making me crazy, girl. I think we need a room.” He chuckled.

A shiver ran down my spine. My cock was shamelessly twitching inside my panties. No, Kira’s panties. I wasn’t just flirting with danger right now, I was drinking her poison, playing around with my ex’s boyfriend while I was literally wearing her stuff.

How could you do this to the woman you love? Are you that much of a slut?

“I can’t…” I said weakly.

Dom hadn’t even heard me. He was pressing himself against me, his lips bending over and locking roughly against mine, his stubble scraping across my chin, his tongue forceful as it penetrated my mouth. I found myself kissing him back, letting out a sweet, hungry moan.

I was kissing a man, and he didn’t know who I really was.

Dom’s thick erection poked into my thigh, making my blood thrum with both disgust and adrenaline. His hands ran across the front of my tube top, squeezing my little tits through the fabric, sending shocks of pleasure through my body. He moaned. His hand found mine and pressed it against the bulge between his legs.

Oh god. The moment I felt it…the sheer size of it…the way I could almost feel the shape of the bulbous veins on his shaft…I just about lost it.

I know I should’ve stopped. I should’ve pushed him off of me, slapped his stupid face, and called him an asshole for treating Kira this way. But it was like the shock of it had already settled and all I could feel was the raw pleasure of being desired…desired by a man who was completely unattainable to me in my male form.

My brain was telling me it didn’t matter that Kira would kill me for this. That it didn’t matter that I’d hate myself tomorrow for this.

But it did matter…it most certainly fucking did, because the next minute someone’s arm came swerving out of nowhere and pushed me away from Dom. I toppled sideways, teetering for a second before I crashed straight into the bucket of ice. Drinks exploded and spilled everywhere. A cold shock spread through me as a thick slush of mixed drinks dripped all the way from my top to my knees.

Ashamed and embarrassed, I got up to see Kira.

Her face looked scarily still and composed.

She pulled Dom into her and laughed like it was the funniest thing in the world, not even giving me a second glance. Then her hands were all over his body, caressing his arms, his chest, his back as her lips locked onto his. My feet shuffled backwards, and I almost slipped and fell again on a patch of spilled alcohol.

“Running away, girlfriend?”

Kira was looking at me, her gaze flickering.

“You know Demi?” Dom murmured, nuzzling into her chest.

Kira smiled at him. “Of course, babe. Demi is my bestie.” She looked at me again, her eyes like cut glass, and I was so terrified she’d say the words that would give me away that I actually stopped breathing. Someone like Dom would probably punch me if he knew who he’d just been trying to cozy up with.

Could she be that heartless?

Someone handed me a towel. I wiped up the mess on myself but I’d ruined Kira’s clothes.

“Sorry,” I said in a low voice. “I’m sorry. I’ll go.”

Kira’s arm shot out. “No, don’t. It’s okay.” She laughed sultrily before whispering something in Dom’s ear. “I’ll be back.”

I froze, not sure what was going on as Kira sauntered over to me, grabbed my hand, and dragged me out of the tent and into the darkness outside.


CHAPTER 7

“You fucking skank whore.”

I shivered and winced, struggling to hold Kira’s gaze. There was an anger in her eyes I’d never seen before, and it made me want to throw up.

“So that’s what you really wanted, huh? When you left me back there? To suck my boyfriend off behind my back?”

“No, Kira, I—”

She grabbed my wrist and squeezed, then yanked me so close to her our noses were touching. I was trembling, terrified she might slap me or...worse.

“Did you enjoy it?”

“I don’t know...” I looked at her helplessly. A million different emotions were running through me. I felt so guilty...so ashamed...so turned on...and just so fucking scared of telling her the truth.

“Stop,” she hissed. “You can’t hide it now, Dan. Especially not from me. Not when it’s so obvious.”

“W-what do you mean?”

She scoffed. “You want me to spell it out for you?”

My heart dropped. It was like she was stripping me out here in public, peeling off the layers and layers of lies I’d covered myself with for so long. “I...don’t want to hear it.”

“Oh, you do. You want to hear it so fucking bad. You’re obsessed with being a sissy slut.”

She’d spat the words out like they were poison. The anger swelling through my veins was hot and instant.

“I’m not a fucking sissy!” I spat back at her.

She laughed darkly and let go of me. I almost fell onto the grass.

“Oh, really?” she hissed. “Is that why I caught you so many times when you thought I wouldn’t be home, pretending to be a girl? Stealing my panties and bras and old makeup? You thought I wouldn’t notice? You thought I was dumb enough not to find all your secret websites and your sissy porn stash on your laptop? You just want to be a slut and be fucked by a cock, is that it? Is that why you tried to make a pass at my boyfriend?”

I blew out a breath, hoping my blush wouldn’t be so obvious in the dark. “I didn’t make a pass at him, Kira. I don’t understand why you’re not mad at him too. He wanted to...” I paused. “He wanted to fool around with me.”

Kira sighed. “We’re in an open relationship.”

“Oh. I didn’t know.” My voice cracked like I was about to cry. Oh god, was I? “I didn’t know about you and Dom, being...open. How was I supposed to know?”

“You weren’t! That’s what makes it worse!”

My mind became a blur. It was as if I could physically feel her words whipping against my skin. “I’m sorry,” I said lamely.

Her eyes flickered—was that anger again? Or…longing?

“You really messed up, Danny.”

“You don’t understand.” A tear fell down my face and I quickly wiped it away. A group of girls passed by and gave us a concerned look, but right now I really didn’t care what anyone thought of me. “You left a hole in my heart when you left me, you know. How do you think I felt when you showed me you couldn’t accept me for who I am?”

“That’s not why I left you, silly.”

I froze. “What?”

Kira leaned in. Her voice lowered. “You never even gave me the time or space to tell you how I really felt. I hated how you were always doing things behind my back.”

“You made fun of me, though,” I said stubbornly. “You made fun of Dana. You took pictures of me when I wasn’t looking. You told all your friends!”

“I was pissed off because of how you were treating me,” Kira said simply. “We were both becoming toxic to each other, you know. But now…I think I’m beginning to know the real you now.”

My pulse sped up. “So…what are you saying?”

Kira exhaled. Her French braid pigtails had all unraveled, and a dry breeze lifted her hair, still pinned by those pretty yellow beads. She looked so sexy it hurt. “I broke up with you because you didn’t trust me enough, Dan. You kept hiding all this from me, acting like it was dirty and like I was gonna hate you for it. You never thought I’d want you like this. Did you ever think that, deep down, I would’ve liked Dana, if only you’d trusted me enough to share that part of you with me?”

“Uh...”

“Fuck,” Kira whispered. “You don’t fucking believe me, do you?”

“I want to,” I said in a small voice. “But Kira, you made me feel horrible and told me all kinds of things when you caught me.”

“Because like I said, I was so fucking pissed off at you! Don’t you get it? You were fucking me at night and trying to act all macho and shit and then you jerk off to sissy porn and then fucking lie about it! Trust me, it’s not a nice feeling to know you’re not enough as a girlfriend, that your boyfriend has a fetish he was obsessed with 24/7 and you’re not part of it!”

I could sense her anger building and building and building, until her hands were grabbing onto me, and she was dragging me away.

“What...what are you doing?” I cried.

Kira said nothing. She dragged me away from the crowds, down a darkened trail through the trees. Her fingers were tightening around my wrist, almost bruising me.

We stopped when we were away from the crowds and the sounds of people partying became more and more muffled. That was where Kira pushed me against a tree.

“You look fucking sexy in my skirt, do you know that?” she breathed.

My stomach flip-flopped. I couldn’t even process what was happening right now.

Did she just call me sexy? In a skirt?

She suddenly twisted my face around and slammed her lips against mine and kissed me hard, so hard I could hardly breathe. Pushing my skirt up, she let herself explore the lace panties that were hidden underneath.

She smothered me with another possessive kiss.

Her touching was making me crazy. I couldn’t fucking stand it, not when I’d waited for so long for this kind of connection with her, for a fantasy like this to come true. I pressed myself against her, my hips grinding into her like I was a girl humping her man, my breaths growing shallow, my erection forming fast and hard.

“Please...” I panted.

“No. I’m not going to do what you want.” Kira had slipped her hand down there, feeling around for the evidence she needed. A smile curled on her lips when she found it. “Aren’t you a little whore?”

“Mm, yes,” I finally admitted. I was growing so horny, I didn’t even care if it meant admitting that. “I’m your little slut.”

She looked smug. “Then say it: Dana is a sissy slut.”

I closed my eyes. It felt so naughty, but I was way past caring now. “Dana is a sissy slut.”

With her hand still over the lace, Kira pulled on my cock and squeezed my balls, making me shudder. “You hurt me, Dana,” she said in a low voice. “It hurt that you could never see that maybe, just maybe, I had fantasies and desires too. That maybe I liked the idea of having a sissy slut boyfriend.”

I looked at her through half-closed lids. Her fingers kept teasing me while she glared at me. My mouth felt so dry and I was so overwhelmed with a need to give into her, to let her do whatever she wanted to do to me.

Kira gave me a peck on the cheek. “So I’m going to make you fall apart and get you back for what you did to me. You want that, sissy?”

You already broke me. You didn’t even need to try. But maybe I was the biggest idiot for letting you leave me.

“Yes,” I moaned.

Her arms reached out and she carried me down onto the dirt, laying my head down. I felt the thrill of lust race through my body, making me even harder. She sat on my thighs and placed her palms on my crotch, continuing to gently tease my shaft through the soft fabric. Lying down, it felt even better. I was so tight down there and straining.

“You like that, huh? Do my panties feel good around your dick?”

I nodded, gasping.

“Bet you want me to touch it so bad, don’t you, sissy?”

Moaning, I fixed my eyes on her and saw just how turned on she was. God, this was so humiliating yet so hot at the same time. I spread my legs even wider as Kira shifted to lift up my skirt once more and pulled open the thin purple waistband of my panties. She pulled slowly, inch by inch and suddenly my cock and balls slipped free. I groaned out loud at the sensation. We weren’t that far away from people judging by the empty cups and plastic wrappers all around us. Anyone could come down this way and find us fooling around, and see that the girl wearing the cute little top and skirt was actually a femboy with a raging hard-on.

“Your dick looks so pretty coming out of my panties,” Kira said.

She began to swing her hips back and forth, slowly, teasing me while fully clothed. My breath quickened, my heart beating so hard I could hear it thrumming fast in my ears.

“Kira,” I whispered, my eyes squeezing shut. “I want you. I want to feel you…inside.”

Her laugh was throaty, seductive. “No.”

All I could do was watch as she peeled her top off, revealing her gorgeous big tits. Tits I’d never forgotten the feeling of…the taste of. Tits I craved sucking every time I went to sleep alone in bed.

I reached around to grab them, feel their fullness in my palms but Kira quickly slapped me away.

“No,” she said, her eyes blazing. “I didn’t say you could touch me, did I? Don’t even move. Just do what I say. I’m the one in charge tonight.”


CHAPTER 8

I’m the one in charge tonight.

Those words kept repeating in my head. She’d put me in my place and it was so fucking hot.

With my cock trapped underneath her, Kira kept moving her body, grinding and twisting and turning, watching my powerless body squirm for her. Then she asked me to feel her panties. She hovered a little and I reached underneath her and impatiently unbuttoned her jeans, and slipped my hands down there. She was soaking wet.

“You’re so horny,” I whispered.

She rolled the strip of her panties to the side and sat over me again. Her bare pussy made contact with my bare cock, and I let out a squeaky scream. She’d only allowed the tip of my cock to enter her, and now she balanced herself on top of me, one hand on my stomach before she began to twist her hips again, so, so, slowly…so slow it was torture…

I thrust upwards, groaning at the delicious teasing of her folds, but she simply adjusted herself, lifting herself up so I was just barely penetrating her. Her wetness was coating my cockhead and had started dripping down my length.

“Was this what you dreamed of?” she whispered, her green eyes hooded with lust. “Me fucking the slut in you? Fucking you while you wore my panties and my makeup?”

“Oh god, yes…”

“We could do so much more,” she moaned. “I want you in a pretty dress. Wearing a Barbie blonde wig…no, a long, sexy, black one. I want your ass to twerk for me while I spank you. I want to see your cock squirt while you wear my thong. I want to make you over like a doll and keep you on my bed like a collectible...so many, many, ideas, Dana. Your porn stash has got nothing on me, baby. I could fill up a whole fucking library with what I want to do with you.”

“Oh fuck…”

I was speeding towards an explosion listening to her speak like that. She’d found my most secret, shameful fantasy, and she was taking it and playing with it, giving me things I’d never even dared to dream of before, where I was the girl and she was the dominant one.

Her slick pussy slid over my shaft faster and faster, still not even dipping an inch. Her self-control was incredible. I still couldn’t wrap my head around what was happening. Kira, my beautiful ex, was controlling me. She was denying me my pleasure. She was driving me wild with her dirty talk.

“What color would you pick for your lips, Dana? A nice, innocent pink? Or a shiny, trampy red?”

“I want both,” I panted.

Her smile grew darker. “Of course you do, little slut. You’re going to look so hot in my lipstick while I make you suck your own cock.”

“Oh fuck!”

“Show me how you’d suck your own cock.”

She shoved a single finger inside my mouth before I could say anything. I felt it poke the back of my throat and I instinctively sucked on it, rolling my tongue around her smooth, polished nail. She laughed huskily as I stared at her, helpless, tasting her salty finger, imagining it was my own pathetic sissy cock.

Her hips moved even faster, bouncing up and down the tiniest bit, her folds kissing the head of my penis in a way that made me drool at the sensation. Then she arched her back. I knew what was coming. I knew her body inside and out.

Her breasts jutted out and her mouth opened wide as she came.

The violent pulse of her pussy and the slickness of my own tongue around her finger was more than enough to push me over the edge.

I exploded and I couldn’t hold it back. I watched, totally hypnotized, as Kira stood up and angled my cock towards my belly button. I sunk my fingers into the dirt as a huge string of white cum flew out from my tip and landed on my tummy, with a little bit splashing onto my already stained tube top.

My whole body was shuddering as Kira smiled down at me.

“Messy, messy, messy slut,” she said.

Still smiling, she dipped her fingers into my load. Her eyes brightened as she lifted it up to my lips. I automatically opened my mouth, still drunk with pleasure and a little confused. The taste of my own semen hit my tongue as soon as Kira placed her sticky fingers into my mouth. I imagined I’d just shot my load into my own mouth while Kira watched.

“That was...that was so amazing,” I murmured. It was going to take me a couple of minutes to regain my senses and come back to reality.

Kira smirked as she pulled me to my feet, and then we were standing close and gazing at each other in the darkness, our bodies glowing under the moon and the lights coming from the festival behind us. It was a beautiful moment. So beautiful that I gathered the courage to ask her what I’d been thinking about all along.

“Baby, I’ve been the biggest, most selfish idiot. I want us to get back together. Please.” I looked at her bravely.

Kira’s face fell as soon the words left my mouth.

A shard of fear pierced my heart.

No, no, no.

Had I been reading her all wrong?

“I thought...” I started, my bottom lip quivering.

Kira sighed. “I don’t think you’re ready, Danny. You need to do some serious soul-searching.”

My heart dropped. “What?”

She cupped my face, stroking my cheek with her thumb. “Do you really want this?”

“Yes,” I whispered. “More than anything.”

“You really need to be sure. Do you understand? I don’t want to go through that bullshit again where you try to hide this part of you from me.”

“I’m sorry.” I squeezed my eyes shut. Had I been the bad guy all along? I felt like crying.

“Don’t be. I need some time,” she whispered. “I think you need time, too. To prove yourself to me.”

I opened my mouth to protest, but Kira stood up and dusted her jeans before stepping back into them.

“I’ll see you around, Dana.”

The way she’d said my girl name had sounded so soft and full of emotion. It was the only thing that kept me hopeful as she left me in the woods.


CHAPTER 9

I rustled myself out of sleep the next day feeling like shit.

I was alone. The sun was out and I’d just turned twenty-five. It was officially going to be the worst birthday I’d ever had.

After my big blow-up with Kira last night, I’d wandered around aimlessly, trying to find her, but eventually I’d had to give up. Annoyingly, I’d passed out still wearing Kira’s clothes. My legs were aching, my feet felt swollen, and my entire outfit was smeared with dried alcohol.

Sliding out of bed, I found my phone and checked if I had any messages. Yup, my parents and a friend or two had wished me online, but there was nothing from Kira.

I slowly undressed and carefully folded her clothes, wanting to at least preserve the good parts of my memories with her. I placed them under my bunk bed where I figured they’d be safe for now. Then I slumped back into bed where I wallowed in misery for a while. Could I ever try my hand at being a girl again?

No way.

It was the last day of the festival—and the day Dom would be performing, meaning he and Kira were probably going to be busy all day long. Good. At least I could try to enjoy myself.

I showered, shaved the stubble off my face, and put on a clean pair of underwear. White briefs, not pretty lace panties. I sighed as I slipped them over my thighs and over my flaccid cock. Seeing my still hairless legs had me thinking about Kira again. Was it really over between us? Had she meant it when she’d told me I needed time to prove myself to her?

“Fuck it,” I muttered, and yanked down my underwear.

Naked, I stepped out of the bathroom and zipped open my bag.

I had a sexy secret in there—or several secrets. I pulled them out one by one, letting my eyes feast on them. The pink thong, the lipstick, the kitten heels, the wig, and the pink dress with the cutout sleeves. I’d planned it all out painstakingly—the cute girly look I’d wear on my birthday to celebrate just being me.

I should. I fucking could.

With shaky hands, I shimmied my way through each layer of clothing. I unboxed the wig and slipped it over my head. Once it was in place, I picked up the lipstick and applied the shiny pink color to my lips. I stood there staring at myself in my tight dress and blonde curls and felt a flutter in my tummy.

I walked back to the bathroom feeling pretty in my kitten heels. There, on the counter, was Kira’s makeup bag and brushes. I’d only brought a tube of lipstick along and I needed something more to truly feel transformed...

I quickly swiped her eyeliner, mascara, and a dark plum eye shadow. I also pulled out her blush and bronzer.

Surely she wouldn’t mind…

***

I was having a blast.

My hips swung naturally as I strode across the field in my heels. I could feel the breeze drifting up the skirt of my dress and blowing through my arms. People kept glancing my way and smiling when I met their eyes. I smiled back at them, knowing I didn’t look like Dan at all, but a cute and playful girl. With amazing music surrounding me, it was easy to lose myself to the escapism of pretending to be someone who was better than I was.

I was finally celebrating my birthday in the way I’d always wanted, and it felt amazing.

Was this what I’d been missing all along?

As the sun dipped low, the crowds grew thicker and more hyped. Then the sun disappeared, and the stars and lights came out. The music thumped so loud and there was so much adrenaline inside me I could hardly breathe.

I had so much fun, I almost forgot about Kira.

Almost.

People were heading towards the main stage, where the final set of performances were about to start. Dom’s set was scheduled to start soon too. I knew Kira would definitely be heading over to watch him, wherever she was. For some reason—was it morbid curiosity?—I wanted to see Dom, the asshole who had my girl, perform.

My body was buzzing as I made my way towards the stage where Dom was going to be performing. I had a knot in my stomach waiting for him to be on. I didn’t have to wait that long. Minutes later, his voice was booming through the speakers and the crowds were roaring like they all actually knew him.

At first, I wasn’t sure how to feel when he started to play. His style turned out to be a mixture of EDM, hip hop, and rock. I still hated him for the asshole he was and for hitting on me, but I also couldn’t help admiring him as a DJ. One thing was for sure, Dom knew his craft—the music flowed from him like a god, like he was creating it all on the spot.

I felt the eyes behind me at about the halfway point of his set.

My heart began to flutter in my chest, and my throat ran dry.

I hope...I pray it’s...it’s…

I didn’t want to even say the word.

The person’s hand pressed onto the back of my dress. Feeling my ass. Fingers moving slowly.

I sucked in a breath, not knowing what to do. The music was so fucking loud, I couldn’t think.

How had she recognized me?

Could she really see me under all the layers of makeup and the wig I’d put on?

The person continued to fondle my ass, teasing me in front of everybody. Goosebumps rose all over me, and then her hand snuck up my dress. She was cupping my bare ass.

Oh god. She’s going to know I own a thong.

She tickled me, her fingers running up along the little pink strip of fabric that lay tight between my ass cheeks. She pulled on it, causing me to fall back into her, then let it snap back into place. I moaned under my breath, knowing no one would hear me. There was no way I could stop myself from getting an erection, and there was nowhere else I could look except up at Dom.

It was so hot, standing there, listening to him mix tracks while he had no idea that his girlfriend’s fingers were running circles over my crack.

I leaned back, letting her hold me. She wrapped one arm around my waist and rested her chin on my shoulder. Her other hand was still up my dress, gripping my thong, playing with it while we both sank into the rhythm. We started to move our hips together, each thumping beat hitting perfectly with the beating of my heart. Glowsticks swayed in the air above us and somehow the shaking ground beneath our feet had slipped us into a parallel universe.

She squeezed my ass, sweat starting to form under her palm.

“Kira!” I moaned.

“Enjoying this?”

I breathed in. “It’s kinda hard not to...”

She sank her nails into me.

When I couldn’t stand it anymore, I turned back slowly, meeting Kira’s eyes. The way she was looking at me made shivers dance up and down my spine.

She grabbed my wrist, somehow leading me past the throngs of people and eventually towards the metal barrier at the front of the stage. She nodded to the security guy patrolling the area and he moved the barrier just enough for us to slide through.

We were standing so close to the stage. Close enough for Dom to see us clearly, along with hundreds of fans. Kira led me in front of her. Then her arms circled around me, holding me against her, and she started grinding herself against my ass, so fucking slowly…

She pushed my dress all the way to my waist, exposing my thong and bare ass to fucking everyone behind us.

“Don’t worry,” she whispered. “I’ll make sure you’re noticed, slut.”

I whimpered, my hands darting to the front of my dress and trying to pull it back down. Oh fuck. This was so fucking insane. I could feel the wind blowing past my ass, my cheeks jiggling as Kira thrust into me. If Dom just happened to glance down he’d see us instantly…

“Shake your ass for me,” Kira hissed into my ear. “Now.”

The crowd was roaring again and chanting Dom’s name. My cock was swelling practically out of my thong. I tried to hold it back but I couldn’t. I was so horny it hurt. I squeezed my thighs together and began to bounce up and down on my toes, mimicking the beat and trying to conceal the growing bulge underneath my dress.

How many people were watching us now?

How many of them were going to notice me when I inevitably shot my load into my panties?

Kira pulled my dress up even higher. I squeezed my eyes shut as I gave in. If Dom saw the girl in the pink dress with the obvious erection, I wouldn’t even know.

Kira was in control now and I was powerless.

“Fuck,” I whispered. “This is so fucking wrong.”

“I know,” Kira whispered back. “But you love this, don’t you?”

I clenched my teeth.

I never heard her prepare herself for what she did to me next.

I felt something wet and tender breach my entrance and my eyes snapped open. I didn’t even have time to think about how exposed I was when she started fingering my asshole right in front of the stage where Dom was spinning, where hundreds of people had their eyes fixed on the exact spot where we were.

The beats vibrated through the ground under us and my legs were starting to shake uncontrollably. Kira propped me up and I was now practically sitting on her arms, my weight helping her penetrate me into a whole new world.

“Kira…” I groaned helplessly.

She flicked her finger deeper inside me in response. A shivery heat was growing rapidly up my thighs as the pressure grew around my special spot. Of all the times I’d fantasized about Kira dominating me like this, I never imagined something like this. She was a natural. She was perfection.

I looked up at the exact moment Dom was throwing his fist in the air and glancing around the audience. I froze, my stomach clenching tight as my eyes met his.

His eyes flickered with a glint of recognition.

Kira kept at it, pushing, twisting, bouncing me around half-naked like a rag doll. I felt myself let go, knowing that both her and Dom would see exactly what she’d reduced me to—a sissy whore.

The first spray of hot liquid squirted from my exposed tip up into the air before landing back on the hem of my dress. My eyes rolled back and I felt Kira’s lips press into the crook of my neck as I trembled in her arms. I squirted twice more, my full length protruding out from my thong and pulsing in shame, almost in tune with the beat. The build-up was hitting my ears at such a volume that I felt like I was trapped in a dream.

The beat dropped just as I emptied out my balls right in front of Dom.

“Holy fuck!” I screamed like a girl, unable to control the violent convulsions that kept pumping through my body.

I collapsed onto the ground and Kira crouched down, taking me in her arms.


CHAPTER 10

“You’re coming with me,” Kira yelled over the music.

She dragged me along behind her. I couldn’t think. I was still gasping for breath. My eyes were fixed on the ground in front of me and I had to force myself not to trip in the brand new heels I still wasn’t used to walking in.

Kira was taking me down a brightly-lit corridor. I hoped the people milling about backstage wouldn’t see the naughty stain all over the front of my dress. We stopped in front of one of the many dressing rooms that had a sign saying ‘CREW ONLY’. We stumbled inside. Kira kicked the door shut and tugged me towards a deserted makeup chair sitting in front of a huge lighted mirror.

I was still shaking after the mind-blowing orgasm she’d just forced me to have, and now, in the relative quiet, all my shyness and anxiety was flooding back into me at once.

Why had she humiliated me out there?

Had it just been to out me to Dom, and get some sick revenge?

Or did she…want me back?

“Get rid of the crap you’ve put on your face,” Kira ordered, throwing a packet of makeup wipes at me.

Crap?

Embarrassed, I peeled off the mixture of Kira’s stolen makeup and my own, not wanting to glance at the mirror in case I caught sight of how bad I looked.

Kira sat on top of the vanity and crossed her legs, a brush and a bottle of foundation already in her hands. “Who taught you to do this?” she asked.

“Um, YouTube?”

“Clearly you haven’t been watching the right videos.”

My cheeks got hot. Here I was, thinking I was the hottest ticket in town when maybe I’d just made a royal fool of myself.

“Maybe…maybe you can teach me sometime?” I asked quietly.

She cocked an eyebrow at me. I wasn’t sure if she was teasing me or judging me.

“At least you’re naturally pretty,” she said finally, unscrewing the makeup bottle and dabbing some of the liquid on the back of her hand. “Makes the screw-ups less obvious. Just watch what I do now. We don’t have much time, but the thing about makeup is you don’t need a lot to look pretty. All you need is the right product to highlight your best features and take away the flaws, like this pimple right here you seem to have gotten overnight…”

She stabbed the side of my nose with the makeup brush and began blending it all in. With every flick of her wrist, I saw the magic happening in the mirror as she made my face flawless and applied a smoky glitter brown look on my eyes.

I was loving what she was doing to me. It felt so sexy and intimate. But it also made me feel nervous.

“Kira…you don’t have to do this,” I said when she just got done lining my lips with a hot pink color.

She stopped, the lipstick she’d chosen for me poised inches from my mouth. Then she smiled in a way I hadn’t seen in years—her happy smile. The smile that had made me fall for her. “What if I want to?”

I couldn’t say anything then because she was dabbing the lipstick on me, fixing the edges with a fingertip, her breath softly falling and mingling with mine. I tried not to shiver because there’d been a quiet longing in her voice that had crawled right under my skin and settled there, making me feel excited and fucking terrified all at once.

“You know I don’t love Dom, right?” Kira whispered.

I stared up at her. That had just hit me like a brick, though she was trying to brush it off by stepping back and smoothing the locks of my wigs with hair gel.

“Dom’s just fun and easy,” she said, continuing to play with my hair. “He knows what he wants and I don’t have to keep guessing where we stand. But if I get to have Dana...a pretty, sweet girl, someone who understands me...and lets me take control...that’s different, right?”

I sat frozen in my chair, my heart hammering inside my chest.

Had Kira literally just admitted that she’d like me as her girlfriend?

“You think you’d want that?” I asked finally, my words coming out slow and careful. “You’d want...us?”

“I don’t like secrets. I don’t want to feel like the girl you wanna be with just to look ‘normal’. Seriously, fuck that. I don’t want you to hide yourself from me again.”

“I won’t,” I said instantly. “I’m sorry I lied to you so much.”

She nodded and pressed her finger against my lips, stopping me from speaking. Her eyes were shimmering. “Okay.”

I stood up. “I want to prove it to you,” I said in my girl voice.

Kira smiled—this time it was a full-on seductive smirk. “Oh yeah?”

“Yeah.”

“Dom’s going to come offstage in a little while.”

And then her words drifted away, leaving me breathless and with butterflies in my stomach.


CHAPTER 11

I fiddled with the slit of my dress, swallowing hard.

I didn’t have a clue how the rest of this night was going to go.

Kira had escorted me to another room with the same ‘CREW ONLY’ sign plastered on the front, except this one was looked more like a lounge. I was sitting on one of the couches, sipping the drink she’d given me. A fruity cocktail, nice and sweet, but it wasn’t doing much to tame my nerves.

The couch was facing the doorway so I kept looking at it, waiting for the moment Dom would walk in. Then I heard the commotion outside. Voices, footsteps, laughter, the thumps of equipment being moved.

The door burst open.

Dom and his team strode in, all of them looking sweaty and flushed. He was chugging down a bottle of water, which he tossed into a nearby bin as soon as he was done with it. I was worried his friends were going to hang out with us too, but to my relief, they gave each other brotherly hugs before filing out again.

I swallowed as Dom sauntered over and sank into the seat right next to me. I could feel the aftershocks of his performance adrenaline radiating off his body, making me feel even more jittery than I already was.

Was he going to recognize me? Had he seen me out there while he was performing, with my sissy cock out, exploding my milk all over myself?

What the hell was I going to do if he did?

“I’m so fucking proud of you, babe!” Kira said in a whisper, leaning into him. “You nailed it. I’m so sure you’re going to get discovered tonight. You were fucking awesome!” They kissed, tongues meeting, and his arm locked around her and gave her ass what looked like a painful squeeze. Her eyes flickered. “Remember when I said I got you a gift?”

Dom smirked. “You’re gonna let me have at it with one of your hot girlfriends.”

“Uh-huh.” Kira giggled. “Such a special gift…”

His glance ping-ponged between the two of us and I felt my throat run dry.

“I know her. Demi, right?” he asked.

“Dana,” Kira said.

“Could’ve sworn it was Demi.”

“Nah, that was her friend. Demi and Dana practically look like twins so I don’t blame you. Anyway…” Kira placed her hand on my thigh and stroked it suggestively. “She’s all yours for the night. Anything you want with her. Right, Dana?”

“R-right.” I tried to play it cool as Dom studied me closely.

Don’t freak out. Don’t freak out…

“Wait. Is this the chick you were fooling around with earlier?” Dom drawled, sliding his fingers through his barely-there buzz, his eyes still on me.

“Maybe,” I said meekly.

“Yeah. Kinky little thing, huh? I wouldn’t mind playing with her, babe.”

I twirled a strand from my blonde wig and laughed right along with them. So he’d been too dazed up there to realize I was a guy. And it looked like Kira hadn’t told him either...

Dom slipped off his Yeezys and bomber jacket and spread his legs, getting comfortable. He was glistening with sweat, his black tank top damp and sticking to his chest. Seeing his pecs and abs through the thin fabric made me sink even deeper into the couch.

“Well, what are you waiting for? Get over here.”

He didn’t bother stifling his yawn.

I snuck a glance at Kira. She gently nudged me over to the floor, ushering me between his open legs. The smell of his sweaty socks hit me and my stomach turned, not in disgust but from excitement. I couldn’t believe it. He was probably the biggest asshole I’d ever met, but damn if he didn’t make my panties wet…

Leaning forward, I unbuttoned his leather pants and pulled the zipper down slowly, my heartbeat speeding up in my ears.

The fact that Kira was right behind me made this practically torturous.

Dom’s boxers came into view. Black and white. A brand I wasn’t familiar with. He shifted a little so I could slide his pants and underwear halfway down his thighs. When his cock bounced out from the opening I couldn’t help but let out a gasp.

“Wow, you’re...” I breathed. “You’re big.”

Kira was taking off one of Dom’s socks. “Mmm, what can I say. I’m a lucky girl.”

“Y-yeah.”

Dom’s cock lay soft on his belly, pointing to the right. I remembered how it had felt rubbing up against me inside the tent. Now I was going to see exactly what that cock could do to me.

With my heart skittering, I gently pushed my face into his crotch and took him past my lips. I left a lipstick stain that disappeared as I swallowed him, letting myself getting used to his girth and flavor. I couldn’t help feeling awkward at first not knowing if Kira and Dom thought I’d be a good cocksucker, but I tried to cast all that aside as I began rock back and forth, starting a slow rhythm.

Dom sighed, sinking even further into the couch, and I felt his cock pulse bigger and harder.

“Mm, you look so pretty with your mouth full of my boyfriend’s cock.”

Kira’s breath was on my earlobe, her palm on the back of my head as she guided me to go a little faster. The veins on Dom’s shaft thickened under my tongue. A hotness grew between my legs, knowing I was proving to her how dirty and slutty I was willing to be for a chance to be with her.

A part of me felt like I was betraying myself. Why would I stoop so low as to give my ex’s man a blowjob? What happened to all the promises I’d made to stand up for myself? But I knew I had to face the truth. And the truth was that I loved this, wearing a pretty dress and being used by Kira and Dom for their needs.

The corners of my mouth were growing wet with saliva as I started sucking Dom harder, faster, secretly enjoying how full and heavy he felt. A cold, dark lust was humming through my bones, making me crave every particle of his beautiful penis. I fondled his balls while I went up and down his length, digging my fingers into his hot tight skin, loving the way Kira’s voice groaned in my ear, saying things that made me feel so shy.

Soon Dom’s cock became a steel rod in my mouth and Kira had disappeared from my side. She’d pulled down her top, exposing her pearly nipples while she and Dom made out.

I had to admit they looked so fucking good together.

“Suck his balls, Dana,” Kira ordered mid-kiss. “And play with his pubes. He likes that a lot.”

Dom spread his legs wider, giving me space to get closer. I dipped my face underneath his sack and began tonguing it, making wet circles over its surface. I also started gently tugging on his short pubic hair and squeezed his sack. Then I swallowed one of his balls, using my lips to create a suction motion. Dom grunted loudly. Oh god, this was so naughty. Was this what Kira had been doing underneath the covers the first night we’d come here?

I spent my time there, right underneath Dom’s ballsack, giving it the care and attention it deserved. It was a good place for me to be. And even though Kira and Dom were getting louder kissing each other, she was glancing down at me often enough to tell me she was eyeing my every move. I hoped I looked pretty as I did in my mind’s eye.

“Just so you know, Dom’s cum tastes amazing,” she suddenly said out of nowhere.

I stared up at them both. He was sucking on one of her nipples.

“But maybe that would be going too far. Unless…” she said slowly, her tone edgy and doused in desire. “Unless you really want to?”

Did I?

“Um...” I mumbled, lifting my face, two huge, wet balls coming to rest on the base of my neck.

“I’m sure you’d look so fucking hot with his cum all over your lips, Dana.”

Oh, fuck. She knew me so well she could push all the buttons of my fetish just like that, in one go.

“Well?”

“I...I want to,” I said.

Kira smiled. “Want to what?”

“I want to taste him,” I said quietly. “And…and swallow it all.”

“Wow. That’s so fucking hot.”

Kira slid her hand down and began stroking his cock, her fingers sliding up and down his shaft. I watched, hypnotized, as his cockhead grew bigger and darker. She angled it towards my mouth and ordered me to lean forward.

“He’s nearly there, Dana. I bet you can feel his dick just dripping now, right? Can you take his cum in your mouth like a good slut?”

“Mm-hm,” I moaned.

“Okay, here it comes. Open wide, baby.”

I opened my mouth as wide as I could.

Kira jerked him off and his cock exploded.

I watched, my eyes wide, as the strings of cum spurted out of his cock and landed on the tip of my tongue. It was so warm and creamy. I quickly closed my lips and swallowed, my eyes never leaving his still-pulsing cock. I focused on how his cum tasted while it ran down my throat.

“Oh, fuck yeah,” Dom groaned. “Get it all down, bitch.”

“Lick the rest of it off, Dana,” Kira whispered. “Show him how much you love his cum.”

I bent down and began licking his cock clean. I kept at it until every last drop was gone. Then I sat back, feeling embarrassed by how eagerly I’d done that.

“Dana’s got the cutest ass, babe,” Kira said.

Dom quirked a shaggy brow. “Oh yeah?

“Why don’t you see for yourself?”

A wave of both fear and excitement rustled through me as Kira stood up and pulled me to my feet. I gasped as she peeled up the hem of my dress to show him my butt cheeks and the thinnest pink strip clinging to my entrance.

“Bend over,” she whispered. “I want you to really show him.”

I suddenly wished I could take another sip of my drink. Or a hundred.

You love her, so you better do what she says.

Feeling as timid as a mouse, I placed my hands over my knees, bending over in front of him. Ripples of heat spread over my face as Kira hooked her fingers into the waistband of my thong, yanking it away to reveal my crack.

Dom whistled.

Fuck…he likes my ass!

I bit down on my bottom lip as Kira dug her hands in and spread my cheeks wide open. My heart pounded. I was scared she’d get rid of the thong altogether and there would be no way to hide my manly bits…

I let out a silent sigh of relief when Kira let go of my thong. She began to spank me instead.

“Oh yeah, that’s one perfect ass,” Dom groaned.

“She likes it in the ass. Like me,” Kira tittered. “But she’s not got a lot of experience so you gotta be gentle with her. Want me to prepare her ass for you?”

“Yeah,” Dom said. “That’ll be fucking hot to watch.”

Fuck. She hadn’t even asked me if I’d be okay with that. Is this how she wanted me to prove I was good enough for her? Pleasuring her man wasn’t enough? She wanted him to fuck my butt?

And his cock was so fucking big…

“Kira?” I whispered, my entire body trembling.

“Shhh…” Kira said, leaning into me. I could tell by how flushed her face was that she was so turned on by the idea of her boyfriend using me like that. “You don’t need to be shy now. I know this is what you really want. You’ve been obsessed about it for years. I’m gonna make it feel nice for you.”

I looked at her, blinking back my emotions. I just needed her to see how much I was willing to lose for the chance for us to get back together. I’d never had a real cock inside me before, and I wasn’t sure if Kira knew that.

But she was already busy, unscrewing a tube of lube.

I took a deep breath and settled down on the carpet.

“Hey, you’re not allowed to cry. You’ll ruin your makeup. You still want to look pretty for Dom, don’t you?”

I stared up at Kira. She was kneeling beside me with a tissue, dabbing the corners of my eyes with it. Finally I nodded. Kira rewarded me with a tender stroke on the cheek before she disappeared behind me.

When her lubed-up fingers entered me, I cried out. She moved slowly, rotating them inside me, working my hole loose enough for penetration. When I looked back, Dom was right there, jerking off while he watched his girlfriend play with my butthole.

I imagined his huge cock sinking into me and suddenly my insides clenched with the filthiest arousal.

This is who you really are, Dana.

Kira knows.

There’s no point fighting it anymore…


CHAPTER 12

Kira pulled her fingers out of me and Dom pushed me face down against the carpet, keeping one grip firm on my waist. My balls were starting to swell between my legs waiting for him to break me open.

I imagined Kira guiding his tip into my hole, showing him where I was the tightest and most vulnerable.

Something wet nudged between my cheeks, and then there was a pressure against my ring. Dom let out a hiss. It hurt—of course it fucking did. The pain only started to subside once I got used to the thickness. But with the pain gone something else came back.

Shame.

I’d hid this part of myself for so long, thinking I was pathetic for wanting to be feminized and humiliated like this. Now here I was, whimpering and moaning like a real whore, my dress bunched up to my waist while a DJ pumped his cock in my ass. But then Kira appeared in front of me and the shame melted away as slowly as the pain had done. She was sitting right there, an open bottle of wine in one hand, the other massaging her clit.

“You’re doing so good,” she mouthed, her lashes lowered and heavy as she rubbed herself hard.

I was shocked at how quickly the pleasure was catching up with me. I gazed into Kira’s drunk eyes, unable to stop my mouth from dropping open as Dom buried himself deeper and deeper inside me. She put the wine to her lips and swallowed a sip, then bent forward to give me a sloppy kiss. Wine dribbled down the corners of both our mouths.

“I love seeing Dom’s dick stretching you. I wish you could see it for yourself,” she murmured. She started to finger her pussy in time with his thrusts.

I pressed my forehead onto the carpet, biting down on one discarded Yeezy, moaning into the soft, smelly fabric. The front of my thong was getting tighter and tighter as Dom kept pounding me from behind. It was going to be so embarrassing if I creamed myself so soon, but it was getting harder and harder to hold it back.

And just when I thought my night was about to reach an epic climax, Kira piped up, “You can fuck us in turns, babe. I’m just so horny watching you two I have to join in.”

I watched, stunned, as Kira lined herself up right beside me and pulled up her skirt. Her big bubble ass came into view.

“Holy shit, babe. Your ass…” Dom breathed. “You should check out this view. You two are so fucking hot.”

“Whose ass looks better, babe?” Kira said, widening her knees some more.

“Mmm. They both look like fresh meat to me. I’m gonna hit it so hard.”

Cockless and a little desperate, I crawled closer to Kira as Dom positioned himself behind her. I needed to watch this, needed to see the moment he impaled my beautiful ex’s sexy ass. I was also feeling just a little remorse. I knew that after this moment, there was no way Kira was ever going to let me fuck her like a man again, whether we dated or not.

The moment was just as gratifying as I’d expected it to be. Kira’s butt was even bigger than mine, so it swallowed up his cock even faster. And the noises she made—I was getting even more turned on listening to my girlfriend being fucked up the ass right next to me.

Kira eventually found my hand. It was quivering. She was getting rammed so hard I could feel the reverberations of Dom’s pounding travel through her body and into mine. We started to kiss just as Dom switched gears. The air felt electric as he alternated between both our asses, and pretty soon, the three of us were a sweaty, horny mess.

“Babe…” Dom moaned, his voice shaking. “I’m going to...”

My stomach flipped when he lined himself up behind me again.

“He’s gonna fill you up,” Kira breathed, sitting back and spreading her legs as if she was getting ready to watch a movie. “Don’t worry. Dom shoots the perfect load. You’re so lucky.” Then she brushed her lips against my earlobe, whispering her next words. “Just so you know, I’m gonna cum so hard just watching him pump your cute butthole.”

I shuddered, knowing I was going to lose it any second now.

I could feel Dom’s hot cream filling up my insides, and then the dam burst. With a squeal, I let my load seep through the front of my thong. Kira’s moans rose as she climaxed right alongside me. It was almost spiritual, the three of us like a circuit, cumming at exactly the same time.

When it was all over, Dom fell back on the couch, his legs flying upwards, a blissful, sleepy smirk on his face. Kira slid next to Dom and snuggled up in his arms, gazing at him and whispering sweet nothings into his ear. Her face was pink and her mascara had smudged around her eyes.

“Hey, why don’t you head out to the afterparty?” she asked him. “Dana and I need to freshen up. You know…” She winked at me. “…just girl things.”

Dom stood up, looking around for his socks and the rest of his clothes. “You’re not coming?”

“Oh, we’re definitely coming. I’ll text you when I get there.”

As soon as Dom left, Kira slipped off the couch and crawled over to me. She was smiling that special smile, her gaze now sharp and full of energy. A shiver rippled down my spine as she took my face in her hands and kissed me.

No words passed between us but everything hung in the air, heavy and beautiful and unsaid.

She finally spoke.

“So…would you do this again?”

Dom’s cum was still seeping out of my butt. It was so strange to think that just minutes ago, his cock had been shoved so far up my ass, it had nearly come out my throat...and it had all been Kira’s doing.

“Would I?” I whispered to her, letting my gaze wander over the curves of her flushed face. I loved her so damn much. I’d never stopped loving her. “I think you already know the answer to that.”

“I want to hear you say it,” she murmured.

I looked straight into her eyes. I knew right then that she loved me. Somehow, my ex had found her way back to me, even after I’d made the biggest blunder letting her go.

Now, not even someone like Dom could come between us.

We had something special.

“I’d do anything for you, Kira. For us.”

“Mmm. Good. We’re going to have so much fun. Come on, take that dress off. I’ve got a new one for you to try on for the party. It’s sparkly and has a swish skirt! I wanna see you shake that sissy ass all night long.”

“Damn,” I whispered, grinning.

“Oh, and Dana?” Her eyes were flashing.

“Yes?”

She lifted her hand and placed it on the nape of my neck. My breath hitched as she pulled me in.

“Happy birthday…”

THE END

HER HUSBAND, HER CAM GIRL
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PART 1: WHAT ARE YOU SO AFRAID OF?

CHAPTER 1

It all started the day my wife Angie had a nasty accident.

She was out doing one of her deliveries and when she hopped out of her van, she twisted her foot and fell hard onto the tarmac. The injury was bad enough that she was rushed into surgery and came home with a boot on her foot.

We couldn’t remember the last time she’d stayed indoors all day. She was usually out sweating under the sun working long hours for her delivery business. With the injury she was out of work for the foreseeable future, and the cherry on top was that I’d been unemployed for a while as well.

Technically I was half-househusband and half in-between jobs. Angie typically made enough money for the both of us—she’s always been the go-getter and very driven—and she’d never failed the small businesses she helped grow from little seedlings by delivering for them. Now that she couldn’t work our finances had taken a huge dip, with the stress landing squarely on my shoulders.

It took only a month after Angie’s accident for our bills to start piling up. Angie was frustrated.

“I don’t understand it,” she snapped at me one afternoon. “What’s taking them so long? You haven’t had a callback in two weeks.”

I set down her mug—half coffee, half milk, two sugars—and winced.

“I have no idea,” I mumbled. I didn’t have the heart to tell her I’d had three new job rejections since the last time I’d shared an update with her.

She let the magazine she’d been reading flop over her leg. Her leg was set up on our coffee table. “I hate this. I hate not working. You know we’re not going to survive much longer if you can’t find some new work, right?”

I sighed. “Yeah.” I hated that I wasn’t contributing financially and I hated even more that we were at our wit’s end trying to figure out a solution. I hated I couldn’t be more of a man and support my wife when she needed me. With our rent and car payments looming over us, our bank account was about to go negative.

Why did the current economy have to suck so much?

That evening, I perched on the edge of the sofa across from a very agitated Angie and loaded up on some fresh coffee. I spent three hours applying for jobs and looking for freelance gigs. Afterwards I refreshed my inbox. No new emails.

Fuck. I stared up at Angie who still had her poor foot elevated on a pillow, a grimace on her face. I wondered if the swelling had gone down any today. If not, I’d need to head down to the drug store tonight and get her some more Tylenol. She really looked like she needed it.

I opened a new tab and browsed some job sites again. It was still the same old listings; no new positions, no new interviews, not even a cold-call or email to schedule something. My chest squeezed and my body tensed.

There had to be a better way…

It was only a few minutes later that I stumbled across a weird website. It was a forum dedicated to ‘cam girls’. Intrigued, I browsed through some of the posts. My eyebrows went up higher and higher the more I read. These were girls that sat in their bedrooms and conducted live webcam shows for money—a heck of a lot of money, apparently. One girl boasted that she made upwards of $500 an hour simply by lounging around and masturbating for pervy men. Another girl had had her entire apartment—a two-bedroom penthouse suite—bought for her by a seventy-year-old sugar daddy who she regularly ‘serviced’ in private shows.

What the fuck?

The fact that these chicks could make so much money just getting off in front of a camera hit me like a punch to the gut. I’d always thought girls had it easy, especially pretty girls. Pretty girls like Angie. I snuck a glance at my wife again. She was pretty hot. Guys definitely stared at her when we went out. Men and women. She had a sexy dark bob with bangs, creamy olive skin, a beautifully toned and firm body, plus a pair of boobs any man could drool over. I’d always wondered why she’d been so determined to do soul-sucking blue-collar work when her looks could’ve gotten her anywhere she wanted career-wise…

I clicked on post after post on that forum, reading all the stories and experiences of these girls. It almost seemed like a fantasy. With my head spinning, I quietly went to the bathroom, where I shut the door and pulled up a random cam site on my phone. The home page was full of pictures and profile snippets of young women, most of them nude or very nearly nude, posing with pouts and smoldering stares. The photos were all professional shots. They clearly paid a lot of money to have those pictures taken. At the top of the website a flashing tab screamed ‘Live Now’ in huge red letters. My finger hovered over the button.

I took a deep breath and clicked.

Dozens of thumbnails filled the screen—most were girls, but there were a few couples and even a man. As I kept scrolling, the girls just seemed to be getting prettier and more explicit. Wow. I wasn’t sure how I’d feel about Angie doing something like this, with hundreds of men ogling her, but...I could appreciate that there were a lot of perks that came along with it. Not the least of which was a big fat paycheck.

Maybe it could actually be kind of hot.

Angie had been doing great with the delivery business she built from the ground up, now that she was three years into it, but surely she was burnt out by now, especially when she’d lost a ton of contracts because of her accident. And the best part was an injured foot wasn’t really going to get in the way of her ‘performing’ for an audience—for the most part, anyway.

Maybe this was really what we needed.

A way out.

I just had no idea whether she’d agree to do it…

***

By the following week, I’d actually forgotten all about cam sites and the lure of it all. I was busy after all—taking care of Angie’s every need while taking care of the housework too. Angie was growing increasingly restless with each passing day, and I could feel her frustration simmering in the air. She was slowly getting better, but there was simply no way she could work until that boot was off.

Then, soon afterwards, the landlord paid us a little visit.

It was all very embarrassing. He said that he was sorry, but he was going to have no choice but to evict us if we couldn’t pay our rent. He gave me a week.

We didn’t have the money. I hadn’t even considered the possibility that we’d actually have to move out of the little apartment Angie had cherished for so long.

If I didn’t pull things together, wouldn’t I have failed as her man?

The thought actually made me sick.

That was when—very suddenly—I remembered the cam girl forum I’d stumbled upon the other day. I tried my best to put the idea out of my mind while I gathered a pile of old stuff we could sell off. But the thought just wouldn’t leave me alone.

It wouldn’t hurt to just ask her. Right?

That night, as I was doing a last minute laundry load and Angie hobbled up to see what I was doing, I gathered up my courage and finally spoke.

“Honey…” I swallowed hard. “I might have found a way to bring in some extra cash while you’re off your feet.”

Angie’s eyes widened. I could see the hope in those brown eyes. “Okay. I’m listening.”

My mouth was suddenly dry as dirt. “Well, there are these sites...you know, where people do live shows. It’s decent money if you can build an audience.”

I waited for her to read between the lines.

The air seemed to go still.

Angie moved past me and plucked her lotion from one of the side shelves. She uncapped the lid, squirted some in her hands and then rubbed them together. The scent of peaches and vanilla drifted up into the air. She smoothed the cream up her arm and frowned. “Live shows? You mean like a porn site?”

Blushing, I nodded. “Kind of.”

Her expression darkened instantly. “You’re telling me—your injured wife—to strip for strangers online?”

“Well, when you put it like that...” My face felt like it was burning.

“Forget it. It’s not happening.”

My heart sank. I turned away and punched in one of the dryer settings.

“Wait.”

I pressed start, but didn’t look up.

“Look at me,” Angie said in a low hiss. “Did you really think I’d be willing to do something like that? Put away my integrity for what? Some fast cash? I can’t believe you even suggested it.”

I could feel it happening. Another fight. We’d been having plenty of those lately. I swallowed down the urge to groan.

“Well, what do you think we should do?” I asked. “This time next week we could be out on the streets. Even if we sell all our old stuff, we’d still be short almost 500 bucks in rent. I can’t just materialize a job out of thin air. I’m not a magician.”

Angie scowled. “Don’t be ridiculous. We wouldn’t be homeless. We’d stay with my mother.”

Fuck. Staying with my mother-in-law was definitely the worst case scenario. I shuddered at the thought of living possibly months with the withered old battle-axe in that stinky sofa-bed of hers.

“But...that’s not what you want,” I said gently. “You love this place. I know you do too. I guess what I’m trying to say is we need to be a little creative now that we’re strapped for cash.”

Angie pursed her lips.

“Hey, Ray?” Her hand was suddenly on my wrist. “Will you look at me?”

I did. Angie’s expression was soft, her lips a gentle bow. It was a look I hadn’t seen in a long time, but for some reason it unnerved me. She was looking at me in a very strange way.

“You know what?” she said slowly. “I think I have a better idea.”

A chill went down my spine. I didn’t like the sound of that.

“What?” I asked.

“Why don’t you be the cam girl instead?”


CHAPTER 2

It took me a good minute to comprehend what Angie had just said to me. And when it finally clicked in my brain, I let out a loud nervous laugh.

“Me? You’re joking, right?”

Angie shook her head. Her hand tightened around my wrist, and the scent of peaches hit my nostrils once more. I waited for her to tell me it was sarcasm or that she was playing with me, but she just keep gazing at my face with that oddly soft smile.

“Honey, I’m not joking. I’ve always thought you had that ‘pretty boy’ look in you…”

The nervous laughter died in my throat. Pretty boy look? That was the first time Angie had ever said something like that to me, and it made the pit of my stomach clench tightly.

“You’re serious,” I said flatly.

“Of course I’m serious. Think about it, Ray. You’ve got a cute face, and it wouldn’t be too hard for me to fix up those brows, put some makeup on you and some heels and a sexy little dress and make you look a lot like a girl.”

I licked my lips. “I don’t know, Angie.”

“And no one would even know. You’d be safe behind a screen. You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do.”

“But...but...” A cold sweat was breaking out on the back of my neck. “I’m a guy. I, um, have a dick.”

Angie’s voice tightened. “And I’m a girl. When’s that ever stopped me? I do fucking deliveries for a living and I love it. You just have to sit there looking pretty and I’m sure we’ll figure out how to make it work. Come on. It’s time for you to pull your weight here. What are you so afraid of?”

What was I afraid of? It seemed like a stupid question. But was this even possible? Could I really pass as a girl? Could I even earn any money without revealing the fact I was a man?

There were too many stumbling blocks.

“I’m not so sure,” I said. “What about the clothes and everything?”

Angie smiled. “Just leave that to me, baby. You won’t have to worry about a thing.”

I opened my mouth to protest, but she cut me off before I could get the words out.

“Come on,” she purred, giving me that stupidly seductive look again.

“I’ll think about it,” I said. “I’m kinda drained. Do you want to head to bed?”

***

The idea was ridiculous.

Ridiculous.

That night, I had one arm draped around a sleeping Angie, the other holding up my phone camera in the dim bedroom light. My screen showed a thirty-year-old guy with dark hair, thick eyebrows, and stubble that made his chin rough and scratchy. It didn’t seem like a face that would bring in the money. It didn’t seem like a face that could look like a girl at all. Pretty boy, Angie had said. Ha. Yeah fucking right.

I ran my thumb across my jawline, my heart beating fast. Then I pressed the record button on my phone and—feeling like a complete idiot—bit my lip and tried to smile in a flirty, sensual way, the way I’d seen those cam girls pose for their photos.

I ended the recording and watched the video. What I saw made me cringe.

“Give me a fucking break,” I muttered.

Angie was just doing this to drive home a point, I realized. I wasn’t being the man of the house and this was her way of punishing me for being so spineless. Well, I was going to show her. We didn’t need to do anything ridiculous like sell ourselves online to get out of the hole we were in.

I deleted the video and turned off my phone. I snuggled up next to Angie, gave her a little kiss on the back and drifted off to sleep.

The next morning, I hurried to my desk in the living room. I turned on my laptop and went straight to my inbox. It was empty. I groaned, then shot off a few applications, sent off a few LinkedIn requests and refreshed my inbox for the second time.

Nothing.

“Ray?”

Angie’s voice made me jump in my seat. I spun around. She was standing in the kitchen. Her temporary crutches were propped up against the counter and she was leaning against the wall for support.

“Are you applying for jobs again?” she asked.

I nodded glumly. “Yeah. But nothing’s biting.”

“Nothing’s biting,” Angie repeated, her face clouding over.

“I know,” I mumbled. “I’m doing what I can...”

She was already shuffling towards me, her lips pulled tight in that thin, angry line. “What you’re doing isn’t enough. Ray, we need money. Real money.”

“I told you, I’m working on it.”

“So did you think about it?” Angie pressed.

“About what?”

She huffed out a frustrated breath. “About what we talked about last night.”

“I...” I wasn’t sure what to say. I’d been hoping she’d forgotten all about the conversation we’d had earlier. “I did. And I...well, to tell you the truth, I think it’s crazy. I can’t be a cam girl.”

“Why not?” Her tone was gratingly harsh—harsh enough to make the hairs on the back of my arms prick up.

“Because I’m a guy!”

“So?”

“Because people wouldn’t pay to see a guy!”

“Not that again. I told you—I’d make you up and not a single soul will know. It’ll be our little secret.”

Angie took another pained step and sat down beside me on the couch. She placed a hand on my thigh. I shivered, but didn’t move away.

“Ray...it’s either that or we’ll be forced to move in with my mother. Is that what you want?”

“No, but—”

Angie held a finger up to my lips and shushed me.

“Then stop arguing and pull up the website you were telling me about.”


CHAPTER 3

There was no way around it now.

Not with Angie’s glare pinning me down like a vulture.

My hand shaking, I navigated to the cam site I’d visited days before. With my finger hovering over the Live Now button, I paused and took a deep breath before hitting it with a tap on the screen.

Instantly the screen filled up with thumbnails of girls in all sorts of explicit positions. Seeing those pictures in front of Angie made me squirm uncomfortably. I wasn’t the sort of guy who watched porn in front of his wife, and now I was so far in over my head it wasn’t even funny.

Wait—why was I even entertaining this?

I was just about to close the browser when Angie grabbed my hand and shook her head.

“We’ll look at the ones that are actually wearing something,” she said. She seemed totally at ease, which just made me jumpier. “Is there any outfit on there you like?”

“Like?” I repeated dumbly.

“Like,” Angie insisted. “I’m just trying to make this easier, honey. This is for you, not me.”

“But—”

“Shh. And be open-minded. You might never know which ones you end up really loving until you try them out.”

Try them out?!

My heart had already started hammering. There was no way this was going to work. There was no way I could be a convincing chick, let alone be a cam girl and Angie was crazy if she thought otherwise.

Angie leaned over the screen and pointed at the moving thumbnail of a cute young brunette on her knees. She was dressed in a sexy schoolgirl outfit, complete with a mini-skirt and pigtails. “I think that one’s cute. What do you think?”

“I...I don’t know.” I swallowed hard. I mean, she was hot, but the thought of actually being her was a whole different story. “I think she’s pretty, yeah. But I’m not really sure.”

Angie frowned. “Okay, that’s fine. Keep scrolling. There’s bound to be something you like.”

I kept scrolling. The whole thing still felt like a waste of time to me. Most of the girls apart from the one wearing the schoolgirl outfit were wearing extremely titillating lingerie. Even with my nerves on overdrive, it was hard not to get aroused scanning through all the sexy feminine finery on display. I found myself breathing a little faster, my pants getting a tad tighter in the crotch. I prayed Angie wouldn’t notice.

After several awkward moments, I came across a girl in a short black dress and a pair of red heels. She was sitting with one smooth, tanned leg over another. I blinked. She was very pretty—model pretty—and there was something about the way she was sitting and the look on her face that slightly appealed to me. She seemed different, somehow. Not too much of a try-hard. Elegant. Maybe even classy.

“She’s got a nice edge to her, hasn’t she?” Angie said softly beside me.

“Hmph.” I quickly tried to scroll down, but Angie’s hand slammed down on my arm and stopped me.

“Stop trying to avoid my questions, Ray. Do you like the way she looks or not? Tell me. Do you see yourself wearing something like that?”

“I...” I stared at the girl in the dress.

Why the hell was my wife being so pushy?

The more I kept looking at the girl, the more I was starting to think I just couldn’t do it. She was just so...alluring.

“I don’t know,” I finally mumbled.

Angie scoffed. “Oh, come on, Ray. You either do or you don’t.” Huffing again, she grabbed her crutches and hoisted herself off the sofa. “Alright. Have it your way. I’m going to call Mom and tell her to have the sofa-bed ready for us.”

“Wait.”

Angie plopped back down beside me, an expectant smile on her face. I scrunched up my nose and thought about it hard. If someone put a gun to my head and told me to choose between getting evicted or dressing up in sexy girl clothes in front of a camera, the choice was obvious. And maybe wearing a black dress and heels wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world…compared to living with my mother-in-law…

I gritted my teeth. “I guess it’s fine.”

“Fine?”

“I guess I think I could do it.”

“Well, then. Click on the picture. She must be live.”

We both leaned forward a bit, watching the screen intently as I clicked the image. It took a second, but then the window opened up to a live feed of the girl in the black dress. For some reason my heart skipped a beat.

She was sitting in a chair in a spacious bedroom, a flute of champagne in her hand. She had long black hair, parted neatly down the center to frame her delicate features. Her dark brown eyes were framed by long lashes, and her lips were full and a creamy red. She looked like a fucking supermodel. 

“Wow,” Angie whispered in my ear. “She’s so sexy. Don’t you think?”

I perked up an eyebrow at her. Was that a trick question?

The girl set her drink down and leaned forward so that her cleavage was visible in her low-cut black dress. She smiled. My heart skipped another beat. It was like she was smiling right at us.

“Hi,” she finally spoke. Her voice was deep and sultry. “Are you all enjoying the show so far? I hope you’re all having a wonderful evening.”

I checked the viewer count. It read: 3209.

“That’s a lot of people,” I said. “I can’t believe she’s got three thousand viewers and all she’s doing is sitting there and drinking.”

“She has it so easy,” Angie said. She nudged my shoulder. “So easy even a guy could do it, right?”

Her upper lip curled while she turned to look at me.

I winced. “So how much do you think she’s making doing this? Surely it can’t be a lot?”

“I guess we’ll find out ourselves, won’t we?”

I sighed. This stupid idea of me being a cam girl had stuck so far inside Angie’s brain there was now no way I could get out of it.

“If she’s good she’s probably earning at least $300 an hour,” Angie said. “Maybe even more. I’ve heard it’s all about pulling viewers in. She’s got us intrigued, hasn’t she? Bring me a glass of wine, Ray. We need to sit back and watch her.”

***

Unfortunately, pretty soon it became obvious we had some big problems on our hands.

It was all nice and tolerable at first…maybe even a little dramatic even though nothing was really happening. The cam girl kept drinking champagne with that seductive look on her face as the viewer count kept going up and up. She didn’t really speak much.

The thing was, both Angie and I were kept totally in suspense. What was she waiting for? What was she going to do? And the more we were kept waiting, staring at her beautiful body in that smooth, curvy, fitted dress, the more I wanted to just tear it off for her.

And then…probably thirty minutes later, the show started. The girl leaned back in her chair, her eyes half-closed in a sensual stare. With breathtakingly slow movements, she began to massage and stroke her body over her dress. When she reached the top of her breasts, rubbing them and twisting them, I could almost see the lining of her bra.

It was the first time I’d ever seen a cam show, and I was riveted. It was pretty clear there was no acting on her part—she was really enjoying teasing us, showing off the magic of her still-concealed assets. The fact that it was all live was the cherry on top.

Minutes later, while we watched with bated breath, she lifted the hem of her dress with one hand. Her legs were so lean and shapely, and smooth as butter.

I couldn’t stop my cock from fidgeting, even with Angie watching right beside me.

The viewer count kept climbing, and after a while I noticed that tips were coming in too.

“Honey,” I said. “Look at that. People are sending her money!”

Angie was silent. She seemed as entranced as me.

I kept my eyes glued to the screen as the cam girl peeled down the straps of her dress. Two black shoulder lines from her bra came into view, and then, after a quick adjustment, the full, rounded cups of her breasts. I tried not to gape as her fingers closed around the luscious flesh of one breast and squeezed it. Her hand slithered down the front of her dress, between her thighs to start rubbing herself through black panties. She widened her legs so that the camera could get a good look at her crotch.

I turned to face Angie again. Couldn’t she see the problem here? For one, we didn’t own any fancy lingerie. Angie had always stuck to practical attire like sports bras and stretchy women’s briefs, and we most definitely didn’t have the money to splurge on the kind of expensive undergarments and high heels that woman was wearing.

But also, there was the obvious fact I didn’t have boobs...

“Angie?”

But Angie’s eyes were still fixed on my laptop. Her cheeks were lightly flushed and it was like she was in her own world. She didn’t seem the least bit worried. In fact, there was even a small smile on her face.

Why was she suddenly in a better mood than she’d been in months?

The skin on my arms started to prickle again. Was this turning her on? Or was she imagining me there on the screen, performing those erotic movements?

I switched my attention back to the screen. That was when I uncovered the real reason behind Angie’s sly little smile…


HER HUSBAND, HER CAM GIRL




PART 2: YOU’RE TOO PRETTY TO BE THIS POUTY

CHAPTER 4

“Holy shit!”

My voice had cracked and I didn’t even care.

“She’s...she’s—”

But once again, I was ignored. Frustrated, I kept watching. The girl’s legs were now spread very, very wide as she stroked the gusset of her panties. Except now there was a very long, very thick obvious bulge protruding out from the black lace, as well as two tiny little orbs nestled beneath it.

When the girl—was she even a girl?—dipped a finger teasingly under the lace, I thought my heart would jump out of my chest.

She slowly began pulling the gusset to one side, revealing what had lay hidden under there for so long. One massive, thick, erect penis. It was so massive, in fact, she had difficulty holding it with one slender hand.

Our tiny living room echoed with her soft moans and the sound of her fingers slipping and sliding over her veiny shaft. I was shocked, yes—actually, shocked didn’t even begin to cover it—but surprisingly, I was also mesmerized. This girl—this cam girl—had a penis.

By the time she fished out her dildo and began sliding it up and down that dark space beneath her cock, I felt a stirring in my own groin.

And I didn’t like it.

Without thinking, I ‘x’ed out of the site, slammed the laptop shut and pushed myself away from the couch.

Angie threw up her hands. “What the hell was that for?”

I glared at her. “Forget about it. I’m not doing this.”

“You’re such a fucking prude.”

“No, I’m not.”

“You’re only scared because you liked it. And don’t even try to lie to me right now…you liked the fact she had a cock, didn’t you?”

Angie hobbled off the couch and stood in front of me.

“Listen to me, Ray. You will become a cam girl. Just like her.”

I took off my T-shirt. I was sweating. “Do you have any idea what you’re asking me to do? How humiliating it’s going to be? Fuck. I still have my pride. You’ll never look at me the same way again!”

“In what way? As a man? Because I stopped looking at you like that a long time ago.”

There was a sudden cold silence in the room. Her words had gone through me like daggers.

My worst fears had come true. My own wife didn’t actually see me as a real man anymore.

Was it possible to recover from this?

“But…but we don’t have stuff like that, do we? The bra? The panties?” I said weakly. I pointed at my chest. “Plus she’s—he’s—obviously got a boob job. Are you gonna pay for mine, huh? Huh? And...and...”

The image of how big her cock had been was seared into my mind, and it flashed before me again.

Angie stared at me. “Are you thinking about her size? Well, I don’t want you to feel embarrassed because yours doesn’t…compare…to her like that. We can work with what we’ve got.” She leaned towards me and her face grew cold, colder than I’d ever seen it. “This is your chance to finally be useful around here. You should just be happy there’s an actual audience for girls like that, because I can guarantee you no one would pay to see you.”

I could feel myself deflating. Angie had never been this cruel to me before.

Why was she punishing me like this?

When Angie kept glaring at me, I finally gave in.

I just didn’t want to have another fight.

“This stops once our rent is paid,” I said. “Once that happens, we forget all about this.”

“Fine, fine,” she said in a scarily dismissive tone. “Now, can you please get me my phone? I have someone I need to call...”

***

Three days later, the pounding on our bathroom door was practically making the whole apartment shake.

“How much longer are you going to take?” Angie yelled through the door.

“Not much longer,” I shouted back. Under my breath, I growled, “Sorry, it’s just that I’m trying to shave my hairy ass for the first fucking time.”

I didn’t even know why I had to. Shave my ass, that is. Or why it mattered if my ass had to be scrubbed raw by one of Angie’s organic sugar scrubs, then lathered in so much bath oil my buns bounced if you poked them. No one was going to see me down there and I was going to make sure of it.

A quick glance in the mirror let me know that I didn’t have even half the beauty of the cam girl we’d seen. Even after shaving my pits, legs, the hair above my belly button, the little hairs sprouting underneath my belly button and now all the hairs on my butt, I still looked like a 30-year-old dude.

“I can’t believe I let you talk me into this,” I muttered as I grabbed the razor for the umpteenth time and dipped it back into the bowl of sudsy water.

I was positioned uncomfortably with one leg balanced on the tub, a mirror resting at my feet. As I cut another square off of my crack I glanced quickly down the curve of my leg to make sure the razor didn’t catch anything around the sensitive skin of my testicles.

My back joints creaked as I gingerly slid the razor down again. When I was finished, I picked up the mirror and inspected all my bottom bits. It wasn’t perfect, but it would have to do.

Angie banged on the door. “Let me see!”

I winced. “I’m done! I’m done.”

As soon I twisted open the lock on the door, Angie burst into the bathroom. Her eyes were wide as she stared at my nude body, now almost completely stripped of all hair apart from what was on my head.

“Not bad,” she said with a smirk.

My stomach did a little flip. Why did her comment make me feel strange?

I quickly wrapped a towel around my waist and pushed past her, trying to ignore her lingering eyes.

Angie followed me into the bedroom and peeled off her robe.

I whistled. She was wearing a hot pink lingerie set, her breasts and crotch barely concealed by a few thin strips and straps of flimsy material. For the first time I noticed that her non-injured foot had been decorated by one red heel.

“How about this?” she said, looking down at herself. “It’s so pretty, I almost want to wear it myself.”

My cock twitched. Angie looked amazing with her breasts pushed up like that and access to her pussy just barely blocked.

“You look perfect,” I said. “So perfect you should do the show tonight yourself. Let’s face it, I’ll never look as good as you. So why won’t you do it, huh? Think of the money you could make...”

Angie ignored my plea and made a show of removing the bra and panties, which admittedly made me more than a little horny.

“If you do well tonight, then maybe you might get to watch your own special show. From yours truly,” she teased, swaying her hips hypnotically.

Oh god. Angie knew exactly how to play me.

Suddenly she was walking right up to me, barely limping. She snapped a hand firmly around my cock.

“I’m serious, Ray,” she said, squeezing so tight that I squirmed. “I’m counting on you. You better put your best face forward out there tonight. Prove to me you can do this.”

“Or else?” I joked.

Her eyelids lowered. She wrenched her hand away and placed it over my belly button. As her finger entered the little hole, a chill went down my spine and straight to my toes. “Trust me, sweetheart. You don’t want to know.”

I sighed silently. So Angie meant business. What else was new?

“Help me get this off,” Angie said, pointing to herself. “Quick.”

Once she was undressed she wrapped her robe tightly around herself. She held up the lingerie set. “I know it’s a little bit too small for you. Mira’s a size 8. But it’ll have to do for now. Once we get enough cash we could invest in some good custom-made stuff just for you.”

I cringed. “If, you mean...not once.”

Angie instructed me to slip Mira’s lacy brassière over my arms, then she buckled it in at the back for me. The feeling of lace tickling over my nipples had me gritting my teeth while my heart beat with fresh nerves.

“I should definitely take a picture of you and text Mira once you’re all dressed up,” she said as she inserted a bulbous-looking flesh-colored pad inside the bra cups to create some cleavage.

“You should most definitely not,” I said.

Mira, one of Angie’s friends, turned out to be a cam girl herself. As soon as Angie had called her, she said she’d be more than happy to ship us a box with ‘a few’ of her things to get us started. But she lived on the other side of the country and the shipment got delayed, so her box had arrived just that afternoon.

And since we were on a time crunch for the rent, Angie had decided that tonight would be the night of my first cam show.

From the outside, you’d never guess Mira was a cam girl—she was, well, kind of plain looking, with an unremarkable face and a body that was always in sweatshirts and jeans. But when Angie shared one of her more intimate photos with me, I was blown away.

Could just make-up, doing your hair, and the right clothes transform a person so much?

I guess I was about to find out.

Minutes later, Mira’s pink lingerie was all wrapped around me, thong and all. It felt weird putting clothes on my naked, hairless skin, let alone clothes that felt so obviously feminine and sexual. Red pumps and thigh-high stockings were added shortly after. The stockings looked like they’d be itchy, but when I put them on, I was surprised at how silky-smooth they were. They felt like butter. The pumps were very tight and I was just glad I wasn’t expected to walk in them.

It wasn’t long before Angie applied what seemed like a lifetime’s worth of makeup to my face. Her friend had sent us practically everything—a variety of lingerie sets, cosmetics, hair products, shoes, and hair pieces—everything you’d need to build and curate an online cam girl identity. There had to be about five lingerie sets packed in the box and three wigs—blonde, redhead, brunette, but what had actually filled me with even more nerves was the fact she’d sent us some toys, most of which were dildos in different lengths, widths and colors.

I stayed silent as Angie continued to work on my face. I think she could tell I wasn’t too thrilled about the whole thing—but if she could, she was acting like she didn’t give a shit. Her words kept repeating in my mind even though I tried hard to make them stop.

I stopped looking at you like a man a long time ago.

Fuck. I had failed her as a husband. And that hurt.

Maybe I should just be grateful she was giving me this chance.

“What do you think?” Angie finally spoke while she clipped the platinum blonde wig onto my head.

I stayed silent.

“You’re too pretty to be this pouty. Go on, take a look at yourself.”

I stared at the girl in the mirror. Her lips were painted red and her brown eyes were now enhanced by long lashes, her cheekbones defined by a touch of blush. Her long, layered blonde hair spiraled down her shoulders, the tips resting lightly on her busty chest. Her bare shoulders and collarbones were dusted by a sprinkling of shimmer, giving away to an illusion of a small waist and wide hips thanks to the angles of her strappy pink lingerie.

She looked nothing like Ray, and she looked nothing like the girl we’d seen on the website.

She was still stunning.

I felt a stab of fear.

“Come on,” Angie whispered. She adjusted my hair and pressed a kiss to the nape of my neck. “Don’t you think you look sexy?”

Why did this feel so humiliating? The fact that I could look this good as a girl?

“Are you telling me I look better this way?” I asked.

“You said it, not me. But is that so bad?”

“Well, yeah. I want to know what you think.”

“You want to know what I really think?”

“Yeah.”

“Then I’ll tell you. I think you’re going to enjoy being a prostitute for me tonight.” Angie cupped my balls through the lace and squeezed, gently this time. “Don’t tell me you don’t like this.”

“I—”

“Do you feel embarrassed?”

“Y-yes.”

“Why?”

“Because I’m a guy. I shouldn’t look like this.”

She leaned close and pressed her lips against my ear. “Look like what? A little slut? A slut who’s going to make me a lot of money?”

A wave of heat washed over me. I didn’t know whether to be disgusted or aroused, but the expression on her face was so intense it was making me feel all kinds of ways.

“Let’s just get this over with,” I muttered, rotating away from her so she wouldn’t see me blush.

“You’re the one who’s taking forever.” Angie grabbed her crutch and limped away. “Now let’s get you out of here. Your show’s starting in ten minutes.”


CHAPTER 5

Our apartment’s guest bedroom had once been filled with junk. Now it had been converted into a cam girl’s studio. I gasped softly as I entered it, shocked at how much Angie had been able to do in such a short amount of time.

The room had been set up with a laptop in front of the bed. Sitting between them was a cushioned chair Angie had stolen from our dining room. On the desk was one of my external monitors, connected to the laptop. The dull beige walls had also been covered in white Christmas lights, which bathed the entire room in a pale softish glow.

Angie handed me a robe and ordered me to wear it.

I slipped it on and tied it at the waist. This had to have come out of Mira’s box too, because it was made from a blowsy, slippery silk material with a lace trim.

“Perfect,” Angie said. “I think we’re all ready. Are you?”

I nodded slowly.

The truth was, I was far from ready. In fact, I was on the verge of running right out of this room. But it wasn’t like I could back out of it now, not when Angie had the moving parts already in motion.

She grabbed me by the shoulders and forced me to sit down on the cushioned chair. “We have five minutes before we go live,” she announced. “You need to look comfortable and inviting. So stop thinking and start looking pretty. Oh, and…” She reached behind the laptop and held up her body lotion. “Let’s get this rubbed all over you while I check if everything’s working. I don’t want any part of you looking crusty.”

I bit the inside of my lip, hoping she couldn’t see just how scared I was. Soon I was smelling like peaches and vanilla. I tried not to look at what she was doing on the two screens, but I couldn’t help reading a snippet from the profile Angie had created for me:

‘Hi everyone! My name is Raye, and I’m brand new to this cam show business. Please be nice to me because it’s my first time. I might look innocent but I’ve been a very bad girl and I need to be punished! I would love it if you could give me a hand and help me out with punishing me!’

I swallowed away the dryness in my throat. What had I gotten myself into? I was about to cross a forbidden line—a line that had never existed in our marriage until today. I felt my balls draw themselves back in, my muscles tensing almost painfully to hold back the humiliation of being made to do something so emasculating.

“Here’s what’s going to happen,” Angie explained. She was hopping a little to keep her balance. “The viewers are going to watch you for free, but eventually, we’re going to switch things up a little bit.” She picked up a hairbrush and started working out a knot in my wig, working rapidly. “That’s when you start thinking of them as your customers. You’ll tease for tips and ask them what they want to see. You’ll listen to their suggestions and do the things they want. Is that clear?”

“Wait a sec,” I said, breathing hard, my heart fluttering. I was feeling like I was being dunked head-first into the deep end of the pool without anyone on the other side to rescue me. “What do I do with my hands?”

“Whatever you want,” she said, which actually wasn’t true at all because she’d just effectively told me she was okay with having total strangers control me. She finally saw the hesitation on my face. “Look. You’ve got to feel it, Ray, or it’s never going to come out of you. Just believe that you’re a girl. A girly girl. I promise you it’ll help.”

“Okay,” I mumbled.

In less than a minute we were live.

At first, nothing happened. I looked at the viewer count. It showed a 0.

And then it jumped.

I blinked. The count went up by three numbers, then four, and then five. Within another minute there were eight people watching me.

I couldn’t believe it. We’d barely started and eight whole people had already tuned in to see me?

Angie pressed the mute button and whispered out of the frame. “You know what you have to do now, don’t you? You need to welcome them.”

“Wh...what?” I stuttered.

Angie jabbed her finger at the second monitor she’d propped up. It showed the comments box. I took a moment to read the messages.

I’d been so sure that the viewers would all be taunting me or poking fun at me for clearly being a man. But what I saw was something else entirely.

‘Damn. We’ve got a sexy new girl?!’

‘You definitely look like you need a good punishment. What did you do bad, baby?’

‘Please take off that robe. I want to see how good your clitty looks in panties.”

‘Those lips will look pretty good around my dick.’

I was feeling funny. They weren’t mocking me, but they were so…explicit. They—these men—were treating me like I was a female sex object. Well, I guess I was one. And, looking at the gleam in Angie’s eyes, she was totally fine with it. I wasn’t sure why, but that was actually turning me on. I could feel blood rushing to my cock, making it pulse and stiffen.

I’m never taking this robe off…

Angie turned the mute off and gently pushed me towards the microphone.

I had to do it. I had to. But my throat still felt dry and I was so scared my voice would start shaking and I’d make an idiot of myself.

I leaned into the mic.

“Hi, everyone,” I said, staring down the barrel of the webcam like a deer in headlights. “I’m Raye. I’m new, but I’m so excited to be here.”

My voice came out high-pitched and a little wispy. It was painfully obvious I’d never had any practice talking like a girl…

Clearing my throat, I added, “Sorry. I’m really nervous! I’ve never done anything like this before. Yes, I’m a cam girl virgin.”

I fake-laughed, which came out like a very nervous titter. That was when I made the mistake of looking at that view counter again. Twenty-eight people.

Holy shit. That was like twenty-five more than the number of people who came to the Christmas party at my last job…

“Honey, the viewers are waiting,” Angie whispered.

“Right. Sorry.” I cleared my throat again. “So, um, I hope you all like what you see.”

I glanced at the monitor. The viewer count had jumped to thirty-two. The number just kept growing. I was now holding the attention of thirty plus horny dudes.

That made me feel even weirder. What the hell was I supposed to do now?

“Ray?”

“Um?”

“You better do something now,” Angie said. “Don’t ruin this for me. Or I’m going to come straight over and knock your little balls out.”

I looked up at her, dazed. Her eyes were narrowed but there was a softness in them that hinted she was enjoying seeing me squirm. Like she couldn’t wait for me to embarrass myself in front of my audience.

I stared at myself in the live feed, still not being able to recognize the girl on the screen. A drop of sweat broke out on my upper lip. It was already damp from the three layers of peach lip-gloss Angie had applied on me. My stomach churning, I reminded myself that this would all stop once the rent was paid. Just one show…where I’d sell my now feminized body for cash…and we’d be done.

But of course, as life does, things didn’t turn out the way I expected them to.

Oh, if only I’d known just how wrong things would go on my first night…

Just how humiliated and helpless I was going to become…


CHAPTER 6

Why hadn’t I taken any shots before this dang show started?

The comments section was blowing up with messages for me to take off my robe. They were practically chanting. Angie urged me to just do it, to give the men a taste of what ‘sissy Raye’ could offer.

Hesitantly, I stood up. Hopefully no one was going to notice the sweat that had dripped down my back and gotten stuck to my expensive robe. Taking a deep breath, I untied the sash of the robe.

It slipped off my shoulders, falling downwards in a puff of silk.

And then…I was exposed.

Bared for all to see in lingerie…

The first thing I was aware of was Angie’s sharp intake of breath. I looked at her, worried that I’d done something wrong, but her eyes were bright and she was smiling.

Her gaze was actually making me uncomfortable.

I’d never seen her so eager about something—unless you counted her delivery business of course.

“You look pretty hot in that,” she said in this overly charged tone.

“Thanks,” I muttered, my heart thudding.

“Now give them a twirl,” she ordered briskly. “Show them your assets. And for god’s sake, don’t stand there like a tree. Get those hips moving. Put your hands on your body and act like you’re feeling yourself.”

I spun around, a little awkwardly thanks to the red pumps Angie had forced me to put on. She put her hand up, signaling me to stop just as my butt reached the cam. With my head slightly turned to give them a view of my side profile, I could just about make out a slice from the live feed. My long legs leading up to the skimpy pink thong, hugging the bottom curve of my butt. Further up the hip straps, the way they sliced across the dimples right above my pale cheeks, giving way to my naturally small and curvy back.

Dings went off one after the other, and I didn’t need anyone to tell me what my audience was thinking.

I swiveled back around slowly. My fake breasts moved perkily, almost bouncing in the tight elastic confinement of my bra. From this view it was painfully clear how my panties were barely able to contain my junk. Angie slid a piece of paper toward me. A shot of adrenaline rushed through me as I saw what she wanted me to say.

The worst part was that I was so caught up in that moment, I barely had the brain space to resist her.

As softly as I could, I said, “I’ve got a great body, haven’t I? I know you all would love for a chance to touch it. Feel my big ass...screw my cute, tight, virginal hole...”

My heated, bashful smile couldn’t hide the flush of humiliation across my face. In fact, where were two big red splotches on the apples of my cheeks, showing even through my makeup.

“Good girl,” Angie whispered.

I could feel my entire body getting warm. Why did her compliment make me feel so good?

“Now sit down,” she said. “Place yourself a little closer to the camera. And spread your legs, honey. Let them see your bulge. We don’t want anyone mistaking you for a real girl, do we? Everyone should know exactly what you are.”

Another ripple of adrenaline. It was making me feel both hot and cold. Timidly I sat down and opened my legs, the soft underside of my thighs brushing past the cushion. The position reminded me of how the cam girl we’d watched together had started her show. On the feed, I could clearly see the outline of my cock and balls through the panty crotch. It was nowhere near the proportions of the trans girl, of course, but I had to admit...with their relative small size they kind of looked cute.

The viewers seemed to love it. They could all tell I was blushing. I wondered what they were doing while watching me. Did they have their cocks in hand already, jerking off to the sight of me?

Someone on the chat asked me why I decided to start camming.

It was a seemingly easy enough question to answer. I explained that I’d been a stay-at-home husband until my wife had an injury that prevented her from working. But as soon as I said that turning me into a cam girl had been her idea, I knew I’d given myself away. People started calling me a pathetic, useless husband and that I deserved to be treated like the submissive little bitch I was, and that I better do anything and everything my wife told me to do to make ends meet.

It would’ve been easy to be offended, except for the fact that it was all true...

Angie’s face shone. “They like you, honey. They like you a lot. Now ask them what they want you to do. Make them feel like you’re their little slut.”

I inhaled. Exhaled. Then inhaled again. It was time to put my money where my mouth was.

I sat up a little straighter so my boobs looked even bigger and ran my fingers flirtatiously through my hair. I was imagining all the nasty guys wanting a piece of me. Waiting for me to fulfill their femboy slut sexual fantasies. It seemed like a tall order. I looked up at Angie again. I could feel the heat between us and an electricity coursing throughout my body. Was she getting off on the fact that I was about to sell my body and perform for a bunch of men?

It was so messed up.

“Please tell me what to do, boys,” I purred, pouting while I drew back a lock of hair from my eyes. “Remember, I’m all yours tonight…just a bad girl waiting for you to punish me.”

As soon as I did, I realized someone had tipped the equivalent of thirty dollars requesting me to strip off my bra and act sexy while I did it. They wanted to see my real sissy boobies, they said. And if I did, they’d think of a good punishment for me later. For additional cash, of course.

My mind whirled. Thirty dollars just to ruin my illusion of cleavage and show them my man chest? And potentially more if I did what he said?

It would be a small chunk of money to contribute to our rent, but it was still something. A part of me still couldn’t believe some lonely guy holed up in his room was actually going to pay me for it. Maybe if I could actually make this work, Angie would be proud of me for once.

I was desperate to show her I could man up and bring in the money for once.

Keeping the dollar signs ringing inside my head, I slipped my hands over my huge bra cups and squeezed them together. Then I pulled on one bra strap, letting it slide over my shoulder a little just to tease them.

“Do you really want to see them, boys?” I asked, my voice trembling a little. “Do you really want to see my small sissy boobies?”

Incredibly, even more tips came in. More money.

I let out a soft, nervous giggle. Pulling out the breast padding one by one, I set them down on the desk beside me. My chest instantly flattened. I became more nervous. Without the paddings to help me, I really needed to up my femininity.

Slowly, I turned around, giving the audience a view of the bra hooks at the back.

“Thanks for the tips. You all are the sweetest. I’m going to take my pretty bra off now for you boys,” I said, trying to keep my voice high and melodic. With another quiver in my guts, I handled the clasps. Tried to pull on them, expecting them to open easily. I tried pulling in the opposite direction.

They didn’t budge.

I pulled again, harder this time.

“Uh, guys, I think it’s stuck.” Out came my male voice. Fuck.

“What are you doing?” Angie hissed, hitting the mute button.

“I can’t get it off...I need help...”

I stood there, frozen, still with my back to the camera. I didn’t dare turn around and show them my face.

Angie’s eyes thinned into slits. “You’re kidding, right? You’ve unhooked my bra a million times.”

“I’m not. It’s different when you’re the one wearing it,” I said, suddenly feeling like crying. The show was live and it wasn’t like I could pause and ask Angie to help me out. God, I’d tried so fucking hard and I was still going to bomb this.

I bit my bottom lip and gave Angie a pleading look.

She took a deep breath and whooshed it out. I knew she was pissed off and trying to calm herself down. She probably thought I was an idiot.

She reached around and tightened the belt on her robe.

When I felt fingers grip onto my bare shoulder, the skin of my balls literally tightened all at once and my heart missed a couple of beats.


CHAPTER 7

“You naughty sissy,” Angie rasped loudly, entering the live frame with a level of grace that suggested she’d never torn a tendon in the first place. “Don’t you know how to follow instructions?”

Her tone was filled with so much authority that it sent a funny jolt through me. She’d pushed her way boldly and fully into the livestream now and fresh dings were already blasting through.

“Raye’s Mistress wasn’t expecting to work tonight,” she announced, “but it looks like she’ll have to, because...as usual...this lazy sissy can’t do anything right. I think that calls for double the punishment, don’t you, boys?”

There was a flurry of new comments.

What the heck was she talking about?

“Bend forward, sissy.”

She slammed me forward before I could even do it. The clasps of the bra were right in front of her. I heard her grunt and then the clasps popped open.

“Take off that bra and show the good gentlemen the tits they paid to see. Now.”

I nodded numbly. Angie’s tone was stern, her voice sharp as needles. The shame must’ve broken through all rational behavior because I peeled off that bra quicker than a cheap stripper starving for tips. A fire burned inside me when I realized the comments section was excitedly discussing just how small my breasts were and how convincingly I’d fooled them with the bra pads.

“Yes, they’re barely a handful,” Angie said, coming right up and pressing my tits painfully close together. “But sissy Raye’s all natural because that’s just how I like her. Small but perky, and best of all, so easy to bite. Tits like hers can put anyone in a good mood.” With a sensual laugh, she thumbed my nipples and painfully rolled them between her fingers, causing me to squeal. “How’s this for a punishment, huh? This is what you get for being such a bad, bad girl.”

She prodded me sharply from the back, making my chest jut out and my tits fall fully under the lighting. I heaved, still not being able to trust what was showing on the feed: a long-haired blonde girl, topless, getting her nipples pinched, her face twisted as she tried not to make the pain...and the pleasure...too obvious.

“Are you enjoying this?” Angie demanded.

“Y-yes, Mistress,” I breathed.

“Then I’m obviously not doing it hard enough.”

Pain exploded across both nipples as they were twisted and tugged at the same time. My head shot upward and I screeched. It took everything for me not to cross my hands to rub and soothe myself and squirm away.

I stared up at my wife. I almost couldn’t recognize her. Why are you hurting me like this? I wanted to ask her. And why does it look you don’t even care? But the words were lost in my throat as I realized Angie was holding a vote to collectively decide what my punishments were going to be. It didn’t take long for the group to come to an agreement. Two punishments rolled into one: attach clothes pins on my nipples while I receive a vicious spanking.

“Well, aren’t you a lucky girl the nice men are letting you go so easy?” Angie said sultrily, one palm cupping the side of my face. “If it was up to me, I’d have rubbed that ass raw with a bottle brush after shoving a cock into your unprotected little hole. I think we’ll have to take this to a private show. I think my poor sissy will die from shame if all of you witness how red her pretty ass will get. Gentlemen, I invite you to click on the link below if you want to see Raye’s destruction.”

Angie reached into the comments box and copied a link. Then she thrust the microphone towards me. She didn’t say a single word, but somehow, looking into those stern, merciless eyes I knew exactly what she wanted me to say.

“Please click the link to spank me and torture my nipples,” I begged. “As you know I’ve been such a bad girl and I deserve to be punished...”

***

At the time, while it was all unfolding, I never really had the time to process what was actually happening. It was only later that I was hit by the full force of what Angie had done to me—what she’d reduced me to—and I guess that was the main thing that led to the fight between us.

I remember feeling stunned as Angie pulled me cruelly by my cock and balls and led me to the bed. We didn’t have clothespins but she’d found these long, thin, clawy hairclips she called ‘sectioners’, and they were clamped onto my nipples. The biting pain of them swelled into pulsing stabs as Angie hauled me and made me lay horizontally over her lap with my left pump resting on the ground for balance.

They all loved her of course.

And they loved me because of her. Because I was the play-toy of a sexy domme. The viewers were practically worshipping her, praising her for punishing me, wishing they were me. And people were actually clicking on the link to our private show and paying to see the tension between Angie and I unfold in real-time. Because all of it was real.

The frustration I was feeling was real.

The shame was real.

The pain.

The lust.

As I lay over her lap a part of me couldn’t believe how strong Angie was, how she held me perfectly still despite the fact I was struggling. Years of loading and unloading boxes under the hot sun had toned her muscles—something I’d never really noticed or appreciated until that night. But now I could not only feel how much stronger she was than me, I was also weirdly impressed. It just made her a million times sexier.

“Please...” I whispered, still too scared to ruin the livestream for her.

I was expecting Angie to wink back—or smile, or whisper something in my ear to tell me she was just acting and everything was going to go back to normal after this. But she just ignored me, rubbing her palm over and over my ass to warm it up.

Everyone could see my ass. See the thong partly hiding inside my crack. Only I could feel the pleasurable stretch of the beginning of my erection against the front side of Angie’s thigh.

She was really going to do it. Spank me like a kid.

I closed my eyes tight and waited for the humiliation to begin.

Angie’s sharp exhale blasted into my ear the moment her hand connected with my backside with a loud, stinging smack.

I felt my lungs squeeze as I cried out.

“Did you hear that, gentlemen? That was sissy Raye’s ass getting its first spanking. And it wasn’t even that hard of a slap! She’s got such a low pain tolerance, poor darling. Of course, that’ll double the fun for all of us, won’t it?”

Angie’s palm swung down on my ass again and I sucked in a sharp breath as the impact lanced through me. She’d never been this rough with me, even while we fucked. In fact, it was me always begging her for a chance to be rough with her, but she’d always told me she wasn’t that into it.

“Are you going to be a good girl for me, Raye?”

“Yes, Mistress!” My eyes were growing teary.

“Do you deserve to have your ass hurt and sore?”

“Yes, Mistress...”

“Will it be a good lesson for you to be shamed like this?”

“Of course, Mistress...”

Both my eyes and ass were soon burning. I could taste mascara on my lips. My nipples throbbed and I could feel they were longer and bigger than they’d ever been thanks to the clamps. Angie’s glossy bob shook each time she spanked me. It was like she was quenching several years’ worth of bottled up frustration on me.

Had she ever thought about my ass before tonight? Ever thought of hitting me like this, like I was a little boy who needed to be disciplined? She just seemed so...unapologetic.

And yet...I’d know that light on her face anywhere. She was turned the fuck on.

In fact, I could feel her desire for me so clearly, as if it was a wild animal thrashing to be let out.

My shame and frustration was real, alright, but my wife wasn’t faking it either…


HER HUSBAND, HER CAM GIRL




PART 3: I’LL MAKE YOU FEEL GOOD, HONEY

CHAPTER 8

“How many was that, sissy?”

Angie flicked some tears off my face. She’d swapped hands in the middle of my public punishment and was spanking me with her other arm. Even her weaker left hand could swing harder than I’d ever thought possible.

Of course I hadn’t been counting the number of times she’d hit me. That called for even more beatings, and this time I was ordered to count while saying ‘thank you’ to the gentlemen who were watching me.

The pain soon morphed into a numbing sort of feeling, but even the worst of it hadn’t come close to the fiery thrum of my cock. When my balls bounced with each thwack I could feel an ache inside them and an embarrassingly desperate thirst for release. My screams by then had turned into girly moans, a change that wasn’t lost on my viewers or Angie, who made it a point to inform them they were now hearing my slut-in-training voice that came out whenever I was particularly horny.

In the end I ended up with my head buried in the warmth of Angie’s chest, curled up like a baby with my face hidden by my long wig, feeling her heart beat to avoid thinking about the men who’d just paid to watch me be so exposed. And just when I thought she was done, she whispered, in a purr almost, that someone’s ‘clitty’ was hard.

“I think we should thank the viewers for being so generous, don’t you?” Angie asked.

I agreed, of course. I thought I just had to say ‘thank you’, after all. But her idea of gratitude now was to sit me up on her lap and show them the stain on my thong that was coloring the spot darker than the rest of it. Then I was told to pull out my ‘clitty’ so that the nice gentlemen and the nice ladies (if there were any, but she didn’t think so) could see just how hard it was. Viewers began leaving comments telling me I might as well be a girl based on how small my dick was. At this point I was so aroused and embarrassed that I was leaking even more precum all over Angie’s thighs.

What was happening to me?

I had no idea, but now there was no way I was going to be able to control what was coming out of me…

With me trembling as I sat on her legs, Angie instructed me to play with my nipples while she jerked me off.

“Sissy Raye’s not allowed to touch her clitty,” she teased, wrapping a couple fingers around my shaft and smearing my own juices down and over the crown to make sure her grip was tight and smooth. “Only her Mistress can masturbate her. I want you to moan really loudly for me, honey, to thank the good people who paid for this. Show them how happy you were to be punished by squirting into the camera.”

Gasping, my jaw dropped open and I shoved both hands on my tiny breasts and massaged my tortured nipples. The truth was I didn’t need to be told and I didn’t need any more motivation. Angie’s breath fanned down on the nape of my neck as she kissed a wet trail from behind me from my earlobe down to my shoulder. She was so slow, taking her time, playing with my dick, letting it rub all over my panties leaving its own little trails, but I still wasn’t allowed to touch myself for a release.

It was like she loved doing this to her man, turning him into a woman, but she also wanted everyone on that dang website to know who was really in control.

Before long I felt a tickle deep inside me and a throb of heat quickly rushed up towards my tip. I knew I was going to cum whether she wanted me to or not.

Tugging and twisting at the clamps on my tits, I came and came hard, all over my flat stomach and Angie’s hand.

There was something so shameful but liberating when you have a release like that. In fact, it was probably the best orgasm I’d had with my wife—no, probably the best one I’d had ever. But instead of making me feel better I was becoming even more confused and...angry.

“I think they enjoyed it,” Angie announced once it was all over.

As soon as silence fell again, I jumped off her lap. Now that I’d come back to my senses I wanted to get as far away as I could from her.

I didn’t know how I was supposed to look at myself in the mirror ever again.

“Why the fuck did you do that?” I asked as soon as she had come looking for me.

“Calm the fuck down.”

“That wasn’t what I signed up for.”

“You signed up for a sex show. I don’t know what else to tell you.”

“Okay, but I didn’t ask you to fucking trample all over me! To steamroll over me! You…you destroyed me out there.”

“Oh, shut up, Ray. Stop being so dramatic. You fucked up and I saved you. That’s all there was to it. I’ll be in the bathroom once you’re done with your hissy fit. In case you forgot, you creamed all over me.”

“You’re the one who did it to me! It’s not like I asked you to touch me!”

“Well, I thought it was hot. And judging from how wet your panties were, you did too.”

Such a shameful reminder. I was close to breaking down in tears again, but I knew crying would just prove to her how pathetic I really was. “It’s unfair, Angie, that’s what it is,” I said, my words shuddering. “I don’t know why you think it’s okay for me to sell my body like that while you don’t. I feel so...used...by you.”

Angie’s eyebrows arched almost toward her hairline. “Used? I didn’t say you used me while I busted my ass out there for my business while you played housekeeping. It’s what you do in a marriage. Sacrifice.” She turned her back to me and began limping towards the bedroom. “I’m out of painkillers again.”

“I’ll get them for you right away,” I mumbled, staring after her. It must’ve been difficult for her to pretend like she didn’t have an injury.

I spent more time than I needed to get rid of the evidence. All the makeup, the stupid bra, the wig. As expected, I still had a lovely red tinge on both my ass cheeks. My toes were numb and the back of my feet hurt enough to need crutches.

By the time I went out and returned home with a bottle of Tylenol, I felt embarrassed. Was I blowing things up worse than they needed to be? Making mountains out of molehills? Maybe Angie was just trying her best too.

Sometimes, Ray, you really do act like a little girl…

I slowly entered our bedroom and handed her her nightly pills, the Tylenol, and a glass of water. “Hey. You okay?”

“Not really.”

I sighed. “Can I ask you a question? Please?”

She didn’t even look up.

“I want to know,” I said, after drawing in a breath, “if what you did to me tonight was a performance. Because it felt—I don’t know—pretty brutal.”

Angie swallowed down her second pill and instinctively glanced at my ass. I shied further away from her.

“I think you should know me enough by now to know whether it was. But is it so bad I didn’t hate it?”

I paused. “You’re telling me you liked hitting me? Degrading me?”

“Yes, Ray, I liked it,” she said, looking me straight in the eye. “Maybe I do like to dominate you. You’re pretty easy to dominate. You’re like a cute little rabbit.”

“But…” I said slowly, “…it’s like it was a whole other Angie out there. I never knew you could roleplay as a Mistress so well! I had no idea you even knew about that stuff.”

“It’s not just husbands who have secret porn stashes, you know. Wives do too.” She smiled and touched my hand, and for some reason it sent the biggest tingle through me. “Look, you don’t have to be embarrassed if you liked it too! This is new to both of us, but...I don’t know...I feel like we have it in us to navigate it together.”

My chest warmed. For once, was my wife saying I had something in me?

“It’s okay to let your guard down, Ray. You don’t have to act so tough all the time. Or manly. I didn’t marry you for that.” She winked and picked up her phone, showing me the screen. “Look.”

I squinted. It took a minute for it to hit me.

“$600? You’re kidding me.”

“The private show was a big hit—we had almost a thousand people tuning in. Your viewers are also pretty generous. It’s a good sign.”

I did a quick calculation in my head, checking to see what we had left over once we handed over the chunk that belonged to the camming site. “Holy shit. We made rent.”

“Yeah. In one night. Isn’t that cool? I guess you made some rich old guys cum like firehoses all over their walls.”

“Angie!” I groaned, throwing a pillow at her. “I’d love it if you don’t mention that to me ever again.”

“Come here.” She reached for me, pulled me close. I let out a tiny moan as she cupped my sore ass. “Maybe I could kiss this to make it feel better?”


CHAPTER 9

It was Angie who initiated sex the following morning. I was rustled out of sleep to her playing with my morning wood.

“Good morning, honey,” I murmured, feeling her heavenly hand work its way up and down my shaft. Bringing my arms forward, I hugged her and rested her head on top of the pillows. “Lean back. I think I should be doing the grunt work today.”

I kissed her long and hard. Her lips were soft and smooth, her tongue warm, hot, and scented. I felt her tongue ring sliding against mine, something that was always a turn-on for me. I was shuddering with excitement by the time I had my hard rod angled at her entrance.

But after just that first thrust inside her, I felt so different. Fucking her like a man felt like a joke. I kept thinking about what I’d been dressed up as the previous night. The tightness of the strappy bra, the humiliation of getting spanked and made to cum while I pulled on my nipples. My insides twisted and all the self-doubt flooded back. How could I still be her husband and satisfy her with the very thing that had been called a ‘mini-banana’ by one of the more charming viewers?

“Ray?”

“Sorry, I’m not feeling it,” I mumbled, pulling out abruptly and hiding my penis back inside my shorts.

Angie was watching me. There was a tiny frown on her face, a question in her eyes.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing.”

“It’s not nothing,” she bit back sharply. “It’s written all over your face. Are you still upset about last night?”

“No. Not really.”

“Do you feel...inadequate?”

“I’m fine.”

“I think I know what’s going on.” Angie pushed herself up, wincing a little as her muscles flexed. “Maybe we should try something new then.”

“New?”

“Yeah. Wait here.”

I tried to stop her, but she wasn’t having it. A minute later she returned with a couple of items, practically all of which made my blood go cold. She let them all flop on the bed. Seeing all those big, colorful plastic cocks splayed out like that made me feel funny.

“Mira was adamant I try one of these on you,” Angie said casually, as if she was talking about trying on T-shirts. Was that a smirk she was trying to hide, or was I seeing things? “And I’m not going to lie, I was kind of looking forward to it. Now’s a good time as any, right? I’ll make you feel good, honey. If you’re not comfortable fucking me, I’ll do it to you.”

She shook her head at my protests and I slumped, my cheeks flaming as she picked out a thick brown cock and hit me playfully with it. “Go ahead and choose one. And while I put it on, I need you to put your blonde wig back on and your choice of bra and panties. Understood?”

“W-what?” I stammered, my voice just a notch above a whisper.

Angie’s eyes narrowed. “Didn’t hear you. I asked you if you understood me.”

The silence that filled between us was suddenly so thick with tension you could’ve carved it with a butter knife. My heart was fluttering as I replied with, “Yes, Mistress, I understand...”

“Good girl. I’ll give you ten minutes to get ready.”

Ten minutes was not a lot of time. I spent about five minutes going through all the stuff in Mira’s box, trying to figure out what I should wear. There was a pair of bright white cotton panties with frills and a big pink bow at the front. The matching bra for it had a ribbony corset-like extension that would go almost down to my waist. That was the one I decided to wear because it was the most conservative of the lot (okay, yeah, maybe I did think it would look kind of cute on me). Finally I reached for the blonde wig and tried to put it on, which ended up taking another five minutes. When I was done, I thought I looked like something you’d put on top of a cake. But before I knew it Angie was shouting for me and I was walking shyly back into the bedroom, my body covered in one of her white, fluffy robes.

“Get rid of that,” Angie said sternly, pointing at the robe.

Breathing shakily, I untied it. Then I let go, letting it fall in a cloud around my ankles.

“Turn around,” Angie said.

My face burning, I did what I was told. I could feel the weight of her gaze on me. Did I actually look good?

“Mm. You look hot, baby. I like what you picked.”

Still with my back to her, I secretly grinned. I was her baby. I was hot. My heart swelled.

Maybe I really was a bit of a sissy if I was so happy being called hot in panties...

“Now get into bed and see what’s waiting for you.”

Angie had her legs spread straight open and her head propped up by several pillows. I just about caught the look of bliss on her face when she saw my jaw drop. She was back in her sleeping gear, which was an old T-shirt and panties, but now there was a strap-on around her waist. Earlier I’d picked out a dildo at random, but now I was regretting because it looked fucking huge like that, protruding from her crotch.

I was just about to cross over when I saw something else that made my stomach tighten. The laptop propped up on our bedroom TV console, facing the bed.

“Um, Angie?”

“Yes, honey?”

“Are we...”

“We will be if you press the ‘Go Live’ button.”

“So we’re not live now?”

“Nope.” Angie had started playing with her cock, her hand smoothing up and down its shaft. Just the sight of that was making me weak. She looked so dang powerful. “It’s up to you, but I thought it would add to the fun. We don’t have to worry about making money this time, though. This is just for us, and if anyone out there happens to stumble across us, well, it’s their lucky day, isn’t it?”

Biting my lip, I gazed at the screen, then down at myself, and back at the screen. In the end I couldn’t believe how easily the decision came to me.

“W-what do you want me to do, Mistress?” I asked softly, climbing onto the bed, aware only faintly of the dings in the background as people started to stream in.

“I want you to suck my dick.”

My asshole crinkled so tightly at the way she’d said that. Sliding over to her, I positioned myself between her legs and bent forward. My stomach was swimming with butterflies. Without making myself think too much, I took the fat purple head into my mouth and began to suck.

“Fuck yeah,” Angie murmured. “That’s hot. I want to see you drool making me nice and wet for your pussy.”

My face grew hot. It wasn’t hard to imagine what she was talking about. Me on my knees, butt cheeks spread wide while a couple of horny strangers watched me lose my anal virginity to my equally horny wife.

Angie kept giving me encouragements, calling me ‘pretty’, ‘cute’, ‘naughty’ and so on, her hands lightly stroking the flowy blonde strands waving down my back. It was nice, feeling her touch and her words relaxing me. I was getting into it, actually enjoying the taste of the rubber, the softness and smoothness of it and the way it slightly warmed up inside my mouth. I had no idea how big of an audience we had, but I knew by the movements of my head it was very obvious what my wife was making me do.

“Don’t forget my balls,” Angie ordered loudly.

Shivering, I leaned in and took one of the fake testicles into my mouth and started rolling my tongue around it. I was taking it slow, going half by instinct and half by Angie’s cues. Then I returned to sucking the shaft.

“Do you like my big dick, pretty girl?” Angie asked, grabbing a fistful of my hair and making me look up at her. “How does it make you feel?”

Her eyes were dark and smoldering. I leaned into the truth and said in my feminine voice, “It makes me feel like such a slut, Mistress.”

“Good. Then show me how slutty you can be and take me deep down your throat. I’d love to see a pretty bruise back there by the time you’re done. You’re going to need a lot of practice if you want to make me money, isn’t that right?”

“Right, Mistress,” I breathed.

Angie smirked lightly. “What an obedient little cocksucker I have. Go ahead. Deepthroat my dick.”

I got into position. It was a little difficult at first. I couldn’t decide how to angle my jaw and how deep I should take it in one go. Angie’s thighs were flexing as I began my swallow. A noticeable wet stain started to appear on her panties as I took on more of her length. She was getting so turned on seeing me like this and that was only spurring me on…

I tried to take her in a little deeper, but it was just so big. Was I even going to be able to take it all? As I felt the head nudge the back of my throat, I stopped. My eyes were watering, my mouth full of saliva, but I didn’t want to give in. I flicked my gaze up at Angie. Suddenly I didn’t even care I had an audience. I wanted to do this for her.

I wanted to give my beautiful wife the show she wanted.

“That’s a good slut,” Angie purred as I took the strap-on even deeper.

My entire body was shivering now and I had to grab her thighs for support. She kept talking, her voice like a spell. It was all I could hear. The dildo slid even further down my throat, impossibly fat, almost blocking my air supply. Amazingly, I loved the feeling of it, the powerlessness of it, the dirtiness of a man, a husband, doing this to his wife. It felt so good being my wife’s little bitch and her obedient sissy-sucker.

Angie grabbed my head and thrusted her hips upward, which had the effect of pushing her cock even deeper into my mouth. She held it there while our eyes locked and mine started to tear up. It was the first time I was being so vulnerable with her in our marriage. It was the perfect time to accept who was really going to wear the pants in our relationship.

Angie released her hips, letting me go as they rested on the mattress.

“Come up here,” she said, pulling me up and wrapping her arms around me. Her tongue slid over my bottom lip. Precum soaked into the front of my panties while we kissed. I couldn’t believe how much I was enjoying this. I couldn’t believe how much Angie was enjoying it.

Now that I’d sucked her dick, I wondered what it would feel like for her to actually fuck me with it…

I didn’t have to wait long…


CHAPTER 10

“I think you’re ready,” Angie said a minute later, her voice low and husky.

She was on her knees, behind me, pulling down my frilly panties and stretching my ass cheeks apart. She was making a real show of it, acting like my butt was a juicy peach and she was the hungriest woman on earth.

“Mmm, my sissy husband’s pussy is so cute. Look at it pucker up for me,” she cooed. She continued to stretch open my cheeks until I felt the breeze tickle my hole and all of its pinky brown folds. “Now hold this open just like this for me. I want to show our audience this view up close, okay? I’m sure they’ll want to see this.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered, closing my eyes as I clutched onto my buns as firmly as I could so they wouldn’t close.

My naughty hole was already clenching hard. I knew it would be winking at the viewers.

The fact that Angie was showing people my most private of parts was so hot, I could’ve cum right then and there.

“They’ll also want to see this,” Angie said, positioning the laptop below me and lining her fingers along my erection poking shamelessly out of the moist cotton. “Look how wet you are. I bet you’re dreaming about my cock in your sweet virgin ass, aren’t you? Mmm. Are you ready to show our gentlemen just how much you love being fucked like a girl?”

“I’m ready, Mistress. Ready to have my cherry popped...”

As I felt myself being lubed up for the job, I stayed motionless, gripping my cheeks and keeping myself ready. I could already hear the messages and tips coming in. Holy shit, they all loved it. Maybe they all wished they could fuck me too. I was such a bitch in heat I knew I’d offer them all my ass if I could.

Angie slid her dildo up and down my crack, searching for my opening. I was already so ready. I closed my eyes and bit down on the sheets as I felt the dildo-head pop past my outer ring of muscles, and then again when it slipped in deeper. It hurt, in a this-is-new-and-too-tight kind of way. Angie had angled the cam in a way to capture all of my facial expressions as I was broken into. I started to ‘ooh’ and ‘ahh’ a little for the camera to show the audience my enthusiasm.

Being watched while I was in pain was so hot.

Angie curled her strong hands into the curves of my hips, holding on, helping herself gain more leverage as she pushed into me. Even though she was being gentle, I could tell she was enjoying the pain she was making me feel, coercing my body to open up for her. When the dildo was a good distance in she paused, as if our audience needed this moment to witness the depth of her penetration. Then she began to thrust in and out.

In. And out. And in. And out.

I got louder each time the dildo reentered me, stretching me a little further. A rush of excitement was filling me, heating me, overwhelming me. After she found her rhythm, Angie pressed down on my back, bending me all the way so that both her palms covered mine as I gripped at my butt.

Soon there was no mistaking what was happening. I was being pegged for a live stream.

I was losing my anal virginity for everyone to see.

And I was loving it.

Could I have even imagined things to turn out this way? I couldn’t believe how reluctant and difficult I’d been when Angie had first suggested the idea of me becoming a cam girl. I’d thought she was being ridiculous. If only I’d known then how good it would feel to have a dildo inside me, moaning like a bitch while I was being fucked...

So good I would do it for free...

“It feels so fucking good,” I couldn’t help saying in a whisper as my asshole clamped tightly and fluttered around the dildo’s tip. There was no way I could pretend I didn’t like this anymore. “I love being your slut, Mistress.”

“Told you I’d make you feel good,” Angie murmured. “You’re taking my big dick like a champ.”

The strap-on suddenly slid out of me. The emptiness I felt was like a physical ache.

“M-Mistress?”

“Turn over,” Angie said in a low voice. “I want to see your face while I fuck you.”

Getting my pulse under control, I did as Angie instructed. She yanked up my panties up to my knees and stared at my nakedness, admiring her work and how wet she’d made me. Then she dropped the bombshell.

“I want you to be a cam-girl full-time.”

Still laying completely vulnerable and open, I took in a sharp breath. “Full-time?”

“Mm-hmm.”

“Great,” I breathed. “We could do it together.”

To my horror, Angie shook her head. “You’re going to carry on alone. When my leg’s better, I have to get back to doing deliveries.”

“But...but...if we do it together, we could earn a ton of money. I know that for a fact.”

She smirked. “I might do it once in a while. When I feel like it. My business is what I love. Hustling and making deliveries in my little van. But this? this is something you can grow to love, honey. You can be amazing at it. Think how sexy it will be watching all the men adore you and throw cash and tips at you just for you to get off online.”

She didn’t really wait for an answer. Keeping the weight off of her thigh, she eased me backwards until the cool sheets caressed my back. She spread my legs open and placed them on her shoulders, causing my ass to lift from the bed. As she penetrated me again, I considered what she was saying. Could I really do it? Would I really be okay with making sissy Raye my full-time identity?

Angie tilted forward, causing her penis to slide so deep into my hot, soft flesh. I gasped as a flicker of pleasure flared up the base of my spine. The cam light on her laptop was still blinking in front of me, and I could just about make out the live image of us on the screen. I wondered if our viewers were waiting for me to make my mind up.

“I know you want to do it,” Angie whispered as she continued to fuck me, her smirk growing bigger as my face began to involuntarily twist in pleasure. “You want to be my streaming sissy princess, don’t you?”

At those words, tingles jumped through my body. She fucked me harder. Deeper. Our gazes met. I was about to cum just by being fucked in my ass...and she knew it.

That was the moment I decided to let go. I would let my wife take the lead and do anything she wanted me to. If there was one thing I’d learned from this experience, it was that I liked being submissive. It was actually freeing to hand over control and feel the flutters from being so desired. And about the part where I had to transform myself into a girl, well, I had to admit it felt good to finally not have the pressure trying to be a ‘man’.

And if Angie—and our audience—liked me this way, who was I to complain?

I wondered how much we’d make for this session, but the question was quickly overtaken by the pleasure. “I’ve decided I’ll do it, Mistress,” I cried, just as another moan erupted within me and a heavenly throb began working its way outward from my belly. “I’d love to be your cam girl!”

THE END

Thank you for reading!

Lots of love, Rae
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