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Her Sissy Project




I bit my lip and eyed myself in the mirror. A sharp little exhalation escaped my parted lips, and I grinned.

“Wow,” I whispered to myself.

I crooked my hip and studied my nearly naked profile in the mirror, turning just enough to admire the way the thin strip of fabric curved over my ass. My heart pounded hard in my chest, and nervous knots twisted in the pit of my stomach. It wasn’t that I felt horrible. Quite the contrary. I felt amazing, almost embarrassingly so, but I was too nervous to completely enjoy it.

I couldn’t believe how sexy I looked in Madison’s thong.

This is so wrong . . . but it feels so right, I thought.

I did a little curtsy in front of the mirror and felt a wave of pleasure swell beneath the thong, starting at the base of my dick and spreading all the way back to my asshole. I puckered my lips and licked them, imagining myself standing in front of some big jock or beefcake sprawled across the bed, watching every move I made and waiting to pounce on me like a cheetah on its prey.

The thought filled me with the same maddening combination of conflict and frustrated pleasure that seemed to follow me everywhere lately. That had become pretty typical for me ever since I started wearing girls’ panties.

I forced myself back to reality, and a flicker of fear bubbled up in my stomach before spreading through the rest of my body. It mixed strangely with the excitement, that familiar thrill that always accompanied an afternoon spent sneaking around in panties. It was taboo for me, after all. I was a straight eighteen-year-old guy who wasn’t supposed to want anything to do with lace, makeup, or pretty little thongs.

Of course, on this particular afternoon, I had more reason than usual to be excited—and terrified.

This was the first time I’d ever had free rein of my girlfriend’s clothes. Why waste my time worrying when Madison’s panties, bras, and miniskirts were right there for me to try on?

But I should’ve been petrified. At the very least, I should’ve been on high alert, because the biggest threat to my dirty—and secret—little hobby was, at that very moment, lurking just beyond Madison’s bedroom door.

Madison didn’t know I liked wearing panties. Why spoil it?

I knew my girlfriend wasn’t the sort who would understand, anyway. She was the head cheerleader at our school. Pom-poms, chants, makeup, and everything else that came with being one of the most popular girls in town more or less orbited her attention like planets around a star. And I was her prized jock boyfriend, the guy she liked showing off to her friends.

It didn’t help that I wasn’t just another jock, either. I was the star quarterback of our town. There was no way anybody would understand that beneath all of that, I had a fetish for slipping into pretty clothes, strutting around in front of a mirror, and touching myself while I looked like a girl.

But it felt so fucking amazing. How was I supposed to stop after discovering how natural—and how beautiful—I could feel in panties and a bra? Makeup, too. It was nothing like being a guy and throwing on the same depressingly bland, generic clothes every day.

For guys, clothes were utilitarian. You wore them because walking around naked wasn’t an option.

But for girls? Clothes were practically a lifestyle. They could be sexy. They could be cute. They could completely change the way you looked and, more importantly, the way you felt when you looked at yourself.

What guy wouldn’t want a little of that in his life?

The only problem was getting past all the insecurities and inhibitions that came along with wanting it. I was only halfway there. I could admit to myself that I loved dressing this way, but the thought of anybody else finding out still mortified me.

Maybe I was being vain, but I knew I had a reputation to protect, probably more than most guys in our town. If somebody found out that I was doing something so taboo and naughty, it seemed like it would mean more than if it were some guy nobody paid attention to.

Maybe if I’d been nerdy or sheltered or already known for being a little weird, people wouldn’t have been so shocked. But what if our entire small town found out that Kyle, the quarterback who’d taken Central High to state two years in a row, spent his afternoons in his girlfriend’s bedroom strutting around in her red lace thong and bra, making kissy faces at himself in the mirror and dabbing blush across his cheeks?

I should’ve been guarding that secret with my life.

Instead, I guess I’d gotten used to being lucky. Things usually worked out for me. I’d always gotten away with whatever stupid risks I took, so some part of me had started believing I didn’t need to be quite so careful.

I was wrong.

I knew that if Madison caught me, we wouldn’t just break up. Every girl in town would know what I liked doing in private by the end of the week, maybe sooner. It wouldn’t matter that I was fit or attractive or had a decent-sized dick. None of that would save me from becoming the guy who wore his girlfriend’s panties. As far as I was concerned, this was the one secret capable of erasing everything else I had going for me.

Sure, I’d be leaving for a big state university in a few months. Madison and I were both eighteen, graduated from high school, and practically done with this town anyway. Technically, I didn’t have to care nearly as much as I did about what she—or anybody else here—thought.

Still, I cared.

If she ever finds out, I’ll just deny it. I’ll say she made the whole thing up because I dumped her. Who would believe her? Her credibility has already been going downhill ever since she claimed Jessica was making out with Coach Ruthers in the janitorial closet last year. Everybody would dismiss the rumor immediately because it would sound so ridiculous. Kyle? Wearing girls’ clothes? No way. You’re lying.

I stared at myself in the mirror as I imagined exactly how it could all play out in my favor.

So, I’d gotten a little fast and loose with the whole thing. I knew Madison wasn’t going to be home for three whole days, thanks to her last volleyball tournament being two hours away, and Miss Prescott would be at work until at least five that evening. I was safe. Safe enough, anyway. I knew I’d hear Rebecca if she happened to come home early, and I’d even locked Madison’s bedroom door behind me.

How could I possibly lose?

Well, as it turned out, Rebecca did come home early from work. Worse, she decided to grab the backup key to Madison’s bedroom from the hallway bathroom—something I’d completely forgotten existed, let alone thought to swipe and keep inside the bedroom with me.

I had absolutely no warning for what was coming.

Instead, I paced back and forth across Madison’s bedroom in my own pompous little catwalk, winking at my reflection and smiling as though I were throwing flirtatious looks at guys watching me from across a room. Every few steps, I’d turn my hip a little differently or adjust my posture, trying to find the pose that made me look the prettiest.

I wasn’t gay, but I guess that kind of fantasy came with the territory when I imagined myself as a beautiful girl. I didn’t just want to look feminine. In my head, I wanted to be the hottest girl in school—even hotter than Madison. Sometimes I fantasized about showing up at one of her cheerleading practices and having all her girlfriends stop what they were doing to stare at me, wondering, Who is that girl?

It was hard to explain, even to myself, why being my normal, boring “guy” self sometimes felt so limiting. I never felt completely comfortable as Kyle the quarterback, Kyle the jock, Kyle the guy everybody thought they already understood. There were rules attached to being that version of me, even if nobody ever said them out loud.

But put me in a bra and panties, add a little makeup, and somehow I felt a million times more natural.

I wanted to be Lizzie, the sexy girl every guy fantasized about. I knew exactly how guys talked about girls because I’d spent enough afternoons in the locker room listening to my buddies obsess over them. I knew what drove them wild. They loved seeing their girlfriends in thongs, and so did I. The difference was that none of them knew I loved wearing those thongs just as much—maybe even more—than I liked seeing one stretched across Madison’s tight little hips.

I’d caught myself watching my girlfriend and making quiet little mental notes about the way she moved through the world as a beautiful girl. The way she stood when she was feeling especially confident. The way she checked herself in a mirror without seeming embarrassed about it. The way she could put on something cute and immediately seem aware of how good she looked.

I wanted to copy so much about her.

Madison was popular, enviable, and beautiful. Everybody noticed her. Everybody wanted either to be around her or to be her. That was exactly what I wanted to feel like whenever I transformed myself into Lizzie.

Of course, instead of admiring myself in the mirror, I probably should’ve been planning my funeral, because Rebecca, was only moments away from putting everything I knew under threat of absolute destruction.

The thing about Rebecca was that, as beautiful and attractive as Madison was, Rebecca was a woman, not just a girl. She didn’t have the same youthful silliness Madison and the other girls at school sometimes had. Rebecca was thirty-eight, mature, confident, and seemed to know exactly what she wanted. More importantly, she never seemed to have any problem going after it.

Miss Prescott was almost always dating some guy or another. From what I could tell, she enjoyed playing the field and keeping a rotating collection of handsome men somewhere within reach. And honestly, why shouldn’t she? She was probably the hottest woman I’d ever seen.

Madison was gorgeous, but Rebecca looked like she could’ve been a former centerfold model. Rebecca had thick, bouncy amber hair and full breasts that were made impossible to ignore by the generous cleavage showing above most of her low-cut shirts. Madison was always warning her about dressing like that whenever I was around, which only made the whole thing more awkward.

I sometimes wondered whether Rebecca enjoyed knowing exactly what effect she had on younger guys. Maybe she liked knowing she could drive men my age just as crazy as men her own age. There was something almost playful about the way she seemed completely unbothered by the attention.

Her crystal-green eyes didn’t help.

Whenever Rebecca looked at me, she had the kind of gaze I associated with an older, self-assured woman: calm, direct, and completely unflinching. She knew she was beautiful. She knew she was sexy. And she knew an eighteen-year-old kid like me was basically helpless whenever she walked into the room looking like that.

At least, that was how I interpreted the tiny, amused expressions she sometimes gave me whenever she caught me staring.

I’d never spoken to Miss Prescott all that much. Madison seemed to make sure Miss Prescott and I were rarely alone together, though I’d never been completely sure why. Sometimes I wondered whether she’d noticed Rebecca watching me, too. Maybe her mom’s interest went a little beyond the innocent amusement she got from watching Madison’s dumb, horny boyfriend struggle not to stare at her cleavage.

That uncertainty only added to the mystique I’d built around Rebecca in my head.

I didn’t actually know all that much about her. I knew she was an attorney, and apparently a very good one. It was the reason Madison lived in such a nice house and why Rebecca drove around town in a sporty little gray-blue BMW convertible. Everything about her seemed polished and adult in a way that made the people my own age feel almost unfinished by comparison.

Rebecca had become a kind of mythical creature to me.

I might’ve been confident and cool for an eighteen-year-old guy, especially around people my own age, but that confidence tended to disappear whenever Miss Prescott was around. Compared with a mature vixen like Rebecca, I felt like some clueless kid pretending he knew what he was doing.

She intimidated the hell out of me.

Part of me was genuinely scared of her—or, more accurately, scared of whatever conclusions those watchful green eyes might draw every time I showed up at her house with Madison on my arm. Was she judging me? Did she secretly hate me? Did she think I was an idiot? Was she wondering exactly what sort of dirty, naughty things I was trying to convince Madison to do with me upstairs in that bedroom?

Of course, Madison still hadn’t gone “all the way” with me.

I was desperate to get laid, but she refused to offer much beyond a blowjob here and there, at least until we got to college and had more privacy. Madison was absolutely terrified by the possibility of going down on me only to have someone walk in on us halfway through.

I understood her reasoning.

My dick definitely did not.

So, despite having a girlfriend, my naughty little secret of dressing in girls’ clothes had only flourished during our relationship. If anything, dating Madison made the temptation worse. She had plenty of money, which meant Madison was constantly showing up in some new pair of shorts, a cute little top, a dress, or whatever else happened to be trendy that month. I’d sit across from her on our dates admiring how good she looked while secretly feeling almost as envious of her wardrobe as I was attracted to the girl wearing it.

Miss Prescott’s clothes could have the same effect on me.

And every once in a while, Madison would secretly model a new thong or bra for me. Those moments drove me completely crazy, because while my girlfriend was incredibly hot, sometimes the clothes themselves made me almost as horny as the body underneath them. I’d watch Madison turn around and strut for me in some tiny new lace thong, admiring the way it hugged her hips while wondering what the fabric must feel like against my own skin.

I’d imagine how it would feel stretched around my hips, cupping me in front and disappearing between my ass cheeks in back.

And every time that thought entered my head, I wanted to try it for myself just a little more.

I was too nervous to ever try to swipe bras or panties from my house. Somehow, I just knew my sister would’ve figured it out eventually. She noticed everything, and the idea of her discovering a bra missing from her room—or, worse, somehow catching me with it—was enough to keep me from taking the risk.

So when Madison developed a kinky little habit of giving me her old bras and panties as souvenirs, I couldn’t believe my luck.

“Something to have of mine so you can think about me during your road games,” she’d told me.

To my girlfriend, that was all it was. She thought she was giving me her panties so I could jerk off with them and fantasize about her while we were apart. And, sure, that did plenty for me. Madison was hot, and there was something undeniably dirty about having a pair of panties she’d actually worn tucked away in my bedroom.

But I wasted almost no time getting around to what I really wanted to do with them.

Wear them.

The problem was that Madison usually gave me things she was finished with. Older bras. Panties she didn’t wear anymore. If I wanted to try on the newest, prettiest stuff I’d watched her model for me, I knew I’d eventually have to take my chances.

With Madison gone for the next few days, sneaking into her bedroom while Miss Prescott was supposed to be at work seemed like my best opportunity.

And I’d been having a great time with it, too.

My dick was hard, pushing insistently against the silky green front of her thong and stretching the fabric smooth over my bulge. It was an obvious testament to just how turned on the whole thing had made me. I wasn’t exactly thrilled to see myself tenting out a pair of panties. Usually, when I dressed up, I liked pretending there was nothing down there except a pussy.

Still, seeing my cock outlined beneath Madison’s thong did something to me anyway.

Maybe it was the contradiction.

The panties were tiny, feminine, and pretty, while the shape underneath them was unmistakably male. It reminded me that I was still a guy no matter what I put on—but that I could be a pretty, sexy guy. More than that, it reminded me just how taboo everything I was doing really was.

If I’d been a girl, dressing this way wouldn’t have meant anything. Nobody would’ve thought twice about it.

But a guy? A quarterback? Me?

That made it completely different.

It was beyond risky, and that danger had become tangled up with the excitement until I could barely separate one feeling from the other. Walking around Madison’s bedroom in her bra and panties, wearing her makeup and staring at myself in her mirror, made my heart pound like a kick drum. Part of that was nerves, obviously, but I knew most of it was pure arousal.

Once I’d gotten tired of admiring my little catwalk in the mirror, I climbed onto Madison’s bed. Everything about it was frilly and pink, right down to the girlish pillows arranged against the headboard. Being surrounded by all of it only made the fantasy easier. In my head, I wasn’t Kyle sneaking around in his girlfriend’s bedroom anymore. I was some sexy college girl lounging around in my own room, enjoying my body and showing off my skimpy underwear just because I could.

The fantasy made me even hornier than I already was.

I spread my legs wide and looked toward the mirror on the wall. From that angle, the bulge inside Madison’s thong looked even more pronounced, stretching the silky fabric outward between my thighs.

I reached down and rubbed myself through the thong, pretending my cock wasn’t there at all. In my head, I was rubbing my “clit,” teasing myself exactly the way I imagined a girl might. Then I let my fingers travel lower, following the fabric to where the thong narrowed between my legs and disappeared toward my ass.

I teased my hole through the thin material and let out a soft moan.

I’d never felt sexier than I did in that moment.

My eyelids grew heavy as I continued rubbing myself and teasing my asshole, gradually settling into the same natural rhythm I’d used so many times alone in my own bedroom. Except this wasn’t my bedroom. These weren’t my panties, and I wasn’t safely tucked away at home with a locked door between me and everybody else.

I was in dangerous territory, and I was getting so lost in what I was doing that I’d almost forgotten it.

It didn’t take much to bring me crashing back to reality.

Just one sound.

Madison’s bedroom doorknob turned.

The handle jangled softly for a moment before the door swung open, almost as if whoever stood on the other side had unlocked it carefully enough not to warn me until it was already too late.

Standing in my girlfriend’s bedroom doorway was her mom.

Rebecca stood there with her arms crossed, looking straight at me with an amused smile that immediately made my stomach drop. She reminded me of a shark calmly circling something that had already wandered too far from shore.

“Well, well, well,” Miss Prescott grinned.

She was still dressed for work. Her lips were painted with lipstick, and she wore a sleek skirt with a professional blouse and a pair of stylish glasses that somehow made the rest of her makeup and amber hair look even more polished. The blouse itself was fairly loose, but nothing Rebecca wore ever seemed capable of hiding her large breasts completely. Her familiar cleavage was still right there, impossible not to notice even while my entire life was collapsing around me.

“Shit!” I gasped.

I snapped my legs shut like a mousetrap and dropped both hands over myself, desperately trying to hide what I’d been doing. Adrenaline exploded through my body, bouncing around inside me like a pinball. Heat rushed into my face until I knew I had to be bright red, and my heart started pounding so violently that it almost hurt.

“Fuck!” I cried. “I . . . I can explain, okay? It’s, um . . . I . . . I can explain,” I stumbled.

“Please do,” Rebecca said, seemingly almost amused by the entire situation.

That reaction somehow made everything worse.

I would’ve expected anyone to be horrified after walking in on Madison’s boyfriend sprawled across Madison’s bed wearing Madison’s bra and panties. I’d expected yelling. Shock. Maybe her jaw hanging open while she tried to figure out what the hell she was looking at.

Instead, Rebecca barely seemed surprised.

She chuckled and slowly shook her head.

The expression on her face told me immediately that I was royally fucked. I was the mouse, and she was the cat, and we both knew exactly who had the upper hand now. That quiet little chuckle said more than any lecture could’ve.

Still, I couldn’t just sit there and surrender to her amusement. What else was I supposed to do? My entire life felt like it was hanging in the balance, and I wasn’t ready to give up without at least trying to save myself.

I balled my fists.

“It’s not funny!”

I started to leap from the bed, desperate to rush into Madison’s bathroom and cover myself, but Miss Prescott stopped me almost immediately.

“Don’t you dare move, young man,” Rebecca warned.

Her voice was sharp and authoritative enough to freeze me where I stood. Whatever confidence I’d managed to scrape together disappeared in an instant.

“Please don’t tell Madison. I . . . I really like her, and . . . this was actually for a . . . research project. I . . . I’m not even into any of this. Honest!” I pleaded as she approached.

Even while I said it, I knew how completely ridiculous I sounded. There I was in Madison’s underwear, wearing makeup, with my face flushed and my cock still hard beneath the thong, trying to convince her that none of it meant anything.

“Well, I can’t say I’m surprised by this at all,” Rebecca said with a giggle.

“I knew from the moment Madison brought you home what sort of boy you were. Maybe you could fool the rest of the town, but you certainly couldn’t fool me, Kyle.”

I stared at her, confused and more than a little offended.

Then again, how offended could I really be that she’d apparently pegged me for some kind of fancy-boy when, at that exact moment, I was standing in Madison’s bedroom wearing a bra, panties, and makeup?

I couldn’t exactly deny the evidence.

Still, how the hell had Miss Prescott figured me out? And where did she get off acting like she knew the real me?

She thought she knew this side of me? Yeah, right.

Some stubborn part of me wanted to stay defiant, even with terror twisting around in my stomach. I wanted to act insulted by the accusation, like Rebecca was being completely ridiculous and had somehow misunderstood everything she’d just seen.

But I had no idea what Miss Prescott planned to do with me.

Naturally, my mind went straight to the obvious possibilities. A phone call to Madison. A phone call to my folks. Some humiliating lecture followed by an order to get dressed and get the hell out of her house. Traditional punishment. Normal consequences for getting caught doing something this stupid.

Whatever happened, though, I knew Miss Prescott was going to make it hurt.

She’d never liked me.

From practically the moment I started dating Madison, I’d sensed it. I could never quite put my finger on what it was about me that rubbed her the wrong way. I’d tried to be the model boyfriend whenever I was around her—polite, respectful, helpful, careful not to give her any reason to think I was some asshole jock just trying to get into Madison’s pants.

It never seemed to matter.

Miss Prescott still had a way of turning her nose up at me or letting some lingering, judgmental gaze rest in my direction whenever I was over at Madison’s house. Even when she didn’t say anything, I always felt like I was being quietly evaluated.

Still, I never once expected anything like this to happen.

I’m fucked. I’m so fucked.

I tried desperately to keep the fear from showing on my face. I straightened my back and forced myself to stand there like I still had a shred of dignity left, even though I knew how ridiculous I must’ve looked to her.

She’s going to tell Madison. She’s going to tell my folks. I’ll be lucky if she doesn’t rent a fucking plane and fly a banner over town telling everybody about my kinky little hobby. Why did I do this? Why the fuck was I so careless?

I tried to hold myself rigid and confident, but I couldn’t quite bring myself to meet Miss Prescott’s eyes.

“Kyle, Kyle, Kyle,” she said. “Tsk, tsk, tsk.”

A slow smile played across her red lips, smooth and almost serpentine.

“You’re quite a naughty boy, aren’t you?”

Then she lifted one finger into the air.

“Oh, well . . . naughty girl is really what I should be saying, isn’t it?”

That accusation, at least, made something inside me snap back to life.

“I’m . . . I’m not a girl. I’m not even into this stuff. I just⁠—”

“Oh, don’t even try that with me, honey,” Rebecca said. “I can see it in your eyes. You have no other explanation for . . . for this . . . besides the fact that you love it. It makes you feel sexy, doesn’t it? Does it make you feel pretty? I’ll bet this is far from the first time you’ve done this, right?”

I said nothing.

Mostly because I couldn’t.

Anything I said felt like it would only make things worse, and the smug little certainty in Rebecca’s expression told me she already knew that.

For a moment, though, Miss Prescott’s tone softened. The judgment seemed to drain out of it, replaced by something almost sympathetic.

“Kyle, honey, I know how it feels to put on a nice, silky pair of panties and enjoy the smoothness against my body. I love the way the cool fabric feels sliding against my pussy lips,” she said. “I get all steamy and warm down there, and it feels so nice to run my fingers along the front of my panties and feel that velvet against my clit.”

Heat rushed through me.

My cock, which had shriveled almost immediately from the shock, fear, and adrenaline of being caught, started getting hard inside the thong all over again. Apparently there wasn’t enough humiliation in the world to keep my dick soft when a woman as sexy as Miss Prescott stood a few feet away from me calmly describing the way panties felt against her pussy.

That realization only made the embarrassment worse.

“It’s not like that,” I said, desperate to throw out another excuse before my body betrayed me any more than it already had.

I should stick with the research-project thing. I’m researching cross-dressing for a . . . a college project? Fuck. Come on. Think of something.

But I froze.

Every explanation forming in my head sounded more pathetic than the last, and when I actually opened my mouth, all that came out were broken stutters and half-formed words.

“Hush,” she said.

Rebecca raised a finger and pressed it gently against my lips.

“Don’t even try and talk yourself out of this, because you’re wasting your time—and mine.”

I exhaled and gave a helpless little shrug. My cheeks still burned with embarrassment as I looked at Miss Prescott, but somehow, unbelievably, I was still rock-hard.

There was something about being caught like this—standing in my girlfriend’s bedroom wearing her thong, exposed and humiliated in front of Miss Prescott—that was turning me on.

I hated that.

Or at least, I wanted to hate it.

“You aren’t going to tell Madison . . . are you?” I started.

Rebecca simply pressed her finger more firmly against my lips for a second time and giggled.

“Quiet,” she said.

I swallowed and stared at her.

“You’re going to nod or shake your head for me from now on. Understand?” she asked.

For a moment, I hesitated.

Every instinct told me I should argue, demand answers, do something other than stand there obeying her like a child. But none of those instincts were strong enough to overcome the fact that Rebecca had me completely trapped.

Finally, I nodded.

“Good,” she said with a smooth grin.

“Now, you’ve been dating Madison for what, six months? Something like that?” Miss Prescott started.

I nodded again.

“Madison really does like you. So, it’s quite a shame to see you acting so naughty and misbehaving in her most private space. You should know how important the privacy of a girl’s bedroom is, Kyle.”

I said nothing.

By then, I was too afraid to interrupt.

“I knew you were a sneaky boy from the moment you started dating Madison, though. And such a pretty boy, too. I always figured you were secretly gay or something like that. But this makes sense, too. So, you’re very in touch with your feminine side. There’s nothing wrong with that.”

I nodded for good measure, figuring agreement was probably my safest option right now.

“But you’ve crossed a very forbidden line here, trespassing in my house and stealing my property. That’s just not going to fly, I’m afraid.” Rebecca smiled as she said it, which somehow made the threat behind her words even worse.

“I’m sorry,” I started, but Rebecca quickly shushed me before I could get anything else out.

“You don’t need to apologize, because you’re going to make it up to me,” Rebecca said. “You’re lucky in that I love sissy boys like you. There’s a reason why I never date my boyfriends for very long. They bore me. They’re always such ‘manly’ men or ambitious, confident go-getter types. But what I really want is a skinny, submissive little bitch boy that I can bully.”

Miss Prescott smiled and continued, “I think today might be my lucky day.”

“I just…” I started, but Miss Prescott shushed me once again, this time with a hint of anger creeping into her expression. I shut my mouth immediately. From then on, I stayed silent, too afraid of what might happen if I pushed her any further.

“You’re no longer going to be Kyle, the dumb boy who dates Madison. Those days are over. You’re now going to be my sissy project. We’ll call you… Kylie from now on. You’ve lost all access to your penis and testicles. Those aren’t going to be much use to you any longer. I don’t think you’re going to miss them, though, it seems,” she added with a laugh.

Heat rushed into my face. I felt humiliated, embarrassed, and more than a little offended by everything Miss Prescott was saying to me. I was a straight guy—a guy who’d gotten laid, had girlfriends, and was the best quarterback our city had ever seen. I wasn’t just some “sissy” she could slap a girl’s name on and laugh at.

But none of that changed the fact that she now had the juiciest, darkest secret imaginable on me. She knew exactly what I’d been doing, exactly what I’d stolen, and exactly how badly I wanted to keep Madison from finding out. One single slipup from Rebecca and my girlfriend would know all about it.

And after Madison? Probably the entire fucking town.

So I stayed quiet, stewing in my frustration and shame while Rebecca enjoyed having me completely at her mercy.

“Come on, Kylie. Get down on all fours,” she said to me. “Now.”

I was slow to move, my body resisting even while I knew I didn’t have much of a choice. Finally, I did as she said and lowered myself onto the carpet, first onto my knees and then onto all fours. From that position, I could only see Rebecca’s feet in her heels as she slowly paced around me, inspecting me from every angle.

“Now, you do as I say and be a good girl.”

“Okay. Okay.”

“Let’s get a look at you,” she said as she continued walking around me.

I felt her presence behind me, lingering near my ass. Then, suddenly, Rebecca’s fingertips were caressing my butt cheeks, slowly tracing over them before sliding into my crack. I inhaled sharply, my entire body tensing beneath her touch. I was afraid, humiliated, and somehow still aroused as her fingers moved lower and played with the thin string of my thong. She hooked a finger beneath it and yanked it to the side, exposing me to the cool air.

“Oh, look at that gorgeous sissy pussy. You do a very nice job keeping yourself groomed, like a good girl should,” she mocked.

She released the string, letting it snap sharply back against my ass like a rubber band. I flinched at the sting while she giggled, clearly entertained by my reaction. Then her heels appeared in front of me again.

“Get on your knees,” she said.

I obeyed Madison’s mom, sitting back and rising onto my knees. I watched in stunned silence as she loosened her skirt around her waist. The fabric began to slip down, revealing her panties underneath, and my dick immediately started to harden inside my green thong.

Holy shit, are we going to fuck? Maybe this is going to be the best thing that ever happened to me, I thought, unable to stop a stupid smile from creeping across my face.

Miss Prescott sensually thumbed the front of her purple, silky thong and slowly began tugging it downward. As the fabric slipped lower, I caught sight of the tidy strip of reddish-brown pubic hair between her thighs.

“Now, get in here and eat it,” she said.

Before I could even process the command, Rebecca grabbed the back of my head and pulled me against her. I tasted the warmth of her body against my tongue.

“Mm,” she moaned.

She started to laugh as I clumsily tried to please her, already painfully aware that I had no idea what I was doing. I was intimidated enough by the idea of going down on a woman in the first place, but trying to satisfy a mature, confident woman like Rebecca while she stood there judging every awkward movement I made only made it worse. Whatever I was doing, I knew it had to seem pathetic to someone like her.

““That’s it,” she said. “Eat cunt like the sissy you are, and think about how you can dress as much like a girl as you want, but you’re never going to have a real pussy—only that shitty boypussy back there in your butt.”

I continued sliding my tongue against Rebecca’s mound, doing exactly what she told me, until she finally grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled my head back. I looked up at her as she stared down at me, laughing at the sight of me between her legs.

“I think it’s time we turned you into a true girl,” she said. “Get back up on the bed—on your back. And spread those legs wide open, missy. I’ll be right back.”

I obeyed Rebecca. By the time she returned, I was lying on the bed with my legs spread, a hard dick trapped inside my panties despite the uncertainty of what might come next. My nerves should’ve killed my erection, but somehow they only made it worse. In all my wildest fantasies and fears, I never could’ve imagined what Miss Prescott might come back with.

When she returned, I saw a big pink dildo hanging from a strap around Rebecca’s wide hips. She was bottomless now. No skirt, no panties. Just a sexy, tall woman with endless naked legs and a nine-inch fake cock hanging thick and rubbery from the harness between them.

I swallowed hard, and my heart started pounding faster. I inhaled sharply as Miss Prescott crawled onto the bed and rose over me. She positioned her feet on either side of my chest, towering above me as she reached down and grabbed the dildo.

“Come on,” Rebecca said. “Let’s see how you suck a big dick. After all, if you’re going to start coming over here dressed as a sissy girl, I’m going to have to get one of my boyfriends to teach you how to suck a real one. But for now, let’s start with this,” she laughed.

“Go on. Have fun,” she said, pushing the tip of the fake cock against my pursed lips.

I hesitated for a second, staring up at her, but then I parted my lips and felt the big rubber dickhead slide into my mouth.

Suddenly, I was lying on my girlfriend’s bed, dressed in her bra and panties, while Miss Prescott fucked my mouth with a strap-on dildo. I couldn’t fucking believe what was happening. I’d never felt so demeaned or humiliated in my life, and every second of it should’ve made me want to crawl out of my skin.

Instead, my dick was hard.

Worse than hard. It was straining against the little pouch of Madison’s panties while they became wetter and wetter with pre-cum, my body reacting helplessly to every degrading thing Miss Prescott did to me.

“Eat it,” she said, endlessly taunting me and laughing at my inability to suck more than the head.

Rebecca seemed to be enjoying every second of treating me like dirt while I lay beneath her wearing nothing but a bra and thong. Every little laugh made the humiliation burn hotter, especially because there was no hiding what it was doing to me.

“Mr. Quarterback? I don’t think so,” she mocked. “Miss dick-sucking sissy boy is more like it,” she laughed indulgently. “I always knew Madison was too good for you. The only thing I ever liked about you was your dimples,” she laughed. “And now that you want to be a beautiful girl, I think they’ll really help you.”

With that, Miss Prescott pulled the dildo out of my mouth. I sucked in a deep breath the second my lips were free, my chest rising quickly beneath Madison’s bra.

“On your stomach, young lady,” she demanded.

I obeyed her, though I was fucking nervous about what she planned to do next with that fat dildo hanging between her legs. It didn’t matter, though. Whatever Miss Prescott wanted to do to me, I was going to go along with it. I was already too deep into this to pretend otherwise.

Once I was on my stomach, I felt Madison’s mom’s fingers hook beneath the back of my thong. She pulled it to the side, just as she had before.

But this time, what followed was the most incredible sensation of my life.

I felt my Miss Prescott slide her tongue against my asshole.

I moaned immediately, my breath coming out in short, uneven huffs as Rebecca started eating my ass. Her tongue dragged slowly over my hole, and the sensation went through me so sharply that my whole body tensed against the mattress.

“Oh, fuck,” I cried.

I’d already been hard in my thong, but this made me painfully hard. My dick started oozing pre-cum like never before, twitching and throbbing inside the cramped little pouch of the silky panties. I couldn’t touch it. I couldn’t even properly adjust myself. I could only lie there and take what she gave me.

I felt like a proper girl—a proper slut, really—as Miss Prescott worked her tongue against my asshole and left me panting and moaning without restraint. There was something especially humiliating about how easily she’d reduced me to that, sprawled across Madison’s bed in Madison’s lingerie, helplessly getting off on having my ass eaten.

Rebecca finally pulled back and spanked my rear.

“That’s what I thought,” she said, then spat against my asshole. “Pathetic.”

“I think it’s time to see how committed you really are to this deviant hobby of yours,” she smiled.

A moment later, I felt cold gel drizzle against my asshole and realized Rebecca was squeezing lube over my hole. The chill made me tense before her finger pressed against me. She pushed the tip just inside my ass, and even that slight intrusion left me feeling a little sore, a tiny sample of what was apparently coming next.

I’d only ever fingered my asshole. I’d never put anything bigger up it. I was fucking nervous at the thought of her big dildo impaling me, especially after seeing how thick it looked hanging between her legs.

And yet, her tongue had worked me up so badly and made me so desperate to come that some fucked-up part of me was almost excited for it.

I wanted desperately to reach down and rub the front of my thong, to give my aching dick even a little pressure, but I knew Rebecca wasn’t stupid. Miss Prescott would know immediately if I tried using my dick and balls, and she’d already made it clear that they were off-limits.

So I left them alone, even as my cock throbbed uselessly against the silk and her tongue had left my asshole hungry to be stuffed.

“Here I come,” she giggled.

With that, I felt the big, uncaring rubber dick push into me.

“Ugh, fuck,” I grunted, the sound turning into a cry. “It’s too big.”

“Stop being a bitch and relax your butt. Breathe deep and let yourself open up for it. This is your new role now, to serve big dicks. So, I would get used to having a massive cock split your butthole in two, if I was you,” she laughed.

“Fuck,” I groaned as Miss Prescott showed me little mercy and continued pushing the big dick deeper into me. A burning ache spread through my ass as my hole stretched around its impossible thickness. I gripped the bed beneath me, breathing hard and trying to relax like she’d told me to, but there was nothing relaxing about being stretched so far for the first time.

I couldn’t believe just how thick it felt inside my asshole. The pressure was overwhelming, almost enough to distract me from everything else. My dick had actually shrunk down to a mostly soft state inside the thong. And yet, there was still a strange, teasing sensation running through it, as though I could somehow cum at any moment despite not being fully hard.

Then Miss Prescott pushed the thick middle section of the fake cock into my butt. Once the widest part made it through, it suddenly slid more smoothly inside me, filling me with a deep, heavy pressure that made me suck in another breath.

Something about that sensation made my dick rock-hard all over again.

I exhaled shakily and swallowed another gulp of air, trying to comprehend what was even happening and how the fuck I’d ever let myself get into this mess. Nothing about the situation seemed real anymore.

Miss Prescott is fucking my ass with a giant dildo… while I’m wearing her bra and panties. Fuck… is this a dream or a nightmare? Fuck, fuck… ugh, it’s so fucking big. It hurts like nothing else, I thought, desperately trying to focus on anything that might distract me from the pain.

But it was no use. There was no distracting myself from the dildo buried in my ass or from Miss Prescott standing behind me controlling every inch of it. Worse, I could tell she was enjoying how much I struggled with its girth.

“This is pathetic,” she said contemptuously. “No other girl would bitch so much to have a big one in her pussy. And listen to you; whining and bitching because you want to dress for a big dick, but then you cannot even handle it. What a pathetic little sissy virgin,” she said, laughing and spanking my butt.

She pulled the dildo back, giving me only a moment of relief before shoving it into my butt again. The sudden return of that thickness made my entire body tense.

“I… fuck… ugh, it’s just… I’m… I’m straight. I just like wearing thongs and… it turns me on,” I tried to explain.

“Yes, and if you’re going to dress like a sissy bitch, you are going to be fucked like one, too. I can only hope that if Madison had been the one to discover you, she would have done the same thing. I’m just glad for Madison’s sake that I was the one who discovered your disgusting little fetish.”

With that, Rebecca shoved the dildo back into my butt, fast and merciless. I threw my head back, grimacing and gasping as she fucked my ass over and over, taunting me all the while. I tried to concentrate on breathing through the soreness, but every thrust made it impossible to forget exactly what she was doing to me.

And yet, my dick was painfully hard again, throbbing inside my girlfriend’s silky thong. I could feel the cool fabric rubbing against the tip and head of my cock whenever my body moved against the bed. The tiny amount of friction was maddening, teasing me closer and closer to climax when I wanted anything but to give in.

The last thing I wanted to do was orgasm. I couldn’t stand the thought of giving Rebecca the satisfaction of knowing that having a big dildo fucked into my butt had made me cum, especially while I was dressed in Madison’s lingerie.

But my body didn’t seem to care what I wanted.

My legs grew weaker and wobblier as the pleasure started crawling up my thighs, mixing with the soreness and pressure in my ass until I could barely separate one sensation from another. Miss Prescott kept taunting and teasing me while pumping the big dildo into my butt at a steady pace.

Every once in a while, she reached around and beneath my body to grab the front pouch of my thong, as though checking to see whether I was still hard. Each time she felt my erection straining against the silk, she found another reason to taunt me.

“Your boy-clitty is so firm. I think your pussy loves it, even though I know you probably find it all a bit humiliating,” she said to me. “But, I think you’re going to cum for me, aren’t you? In fact, I know you will. A dirty little slut like you… I know you love being dressed as a girl and treated like a whore.”

“N… never,” I said, grunting and clenching my jaw. “I won’t give you the satisfaction,” I said, finding my confidence again even as my body threatened to betray every word coming out of my mouth.

But it was already far too late.

Miss Prescott suddenly shifted the angle of the dildo and started fucking me in a different rhythm. It was as though she knew exactly what she was doing and exactly how to make my body respond. Within seconds, I felt a tremor run through me.

“Time to have your first sissy-gasm,” she chuckled. “Here comes your pussy cum.”

“Oh, fuck… I, ugh, ah… Shit!” I cried out.

My ass clenched tightly around the dildo as the orgasm hit me. My whole body contracted, and hot, gooey gobs of cum shot into the inside of Madison’s silky thong. She didn’t stop pumping in and out of my ass for even a second. The thick dildo kept moving while my butt contracted helplessly around it, every thrust dragging the orgasm out until I couldn’t do anything but take it.

“Fuck,” I exhaled, exhausted and overwhelmed, lowering my chest against the bed while my ass remained raised in the air behind me.

Rebecca laughed endlessly at my orgasm. She spanked my butt a good ten or twenty times in a row, one slap following another while I was still trying to recover. Her jewelry jangled with the movement, mixing with my breathless moans, while the scent of her perfume mingled with the heavier smell of sex and cum.

Finally, she slowed down and stopped, leaving the big dick buried in my butt for another moment while my ass continued gripping tightly around it. I lay there catching my breath, painfully aware of everything—the dildo inside me, the thong against my dick, and especially the warm, sticky mess I’d made inside my girlfriend’s underwear.

I knew I was going to have to find some way to explain why her thong was either missing or had cum stains in it. Under normal circumstances, that would’ve seemed like a pretty serious problem.

At the moment, it was still the least of my worries.

My butt was left with a sore, hollow ache when Miss Prescott finally pulled the big fake dick out of my asshole. The sudden emptiness was almost as strange as having it inside me had been.

She laughed and patted my butt. “You did well for your first time. A sissy-gasm on your first go? That’s impressive. I think you’re a natural at this.”

“I’m not a sissy,” I said, even as my cum settled and cooled inside the thong, leaving an awkward, sticky mess pressed against my dick and balls. It was hard to sound convincing while I was still wearing my girlfriend’s lingerie and feeling the very obvious evidence of what Miss Prescott had just made me do.

Rebecca shook her head. “You’re a sissy, Kyle. Just accept it. In fact, I think you wanted to get caught, didn’t you? You knew that I was the woman to put you in your place, just like I knew you were a pretty boy who had something he was hiding.”

“No, it’s not true,” I protested. “I’m still just a normal guy. I like to wear pretty women’s clothes; that’s it.”

Even saying it aloud sounded inadequate after everything that had just happened. I’d spent so long convincing myself that the clothes were the beginning and end of it, that slipping into panties and bras was simply something private that turned me on. Now, after what Rebecca had done to me, that explanation didn’t feel nearly as simple as it had a few hours ago.

“Well, maybe that is all there is to it,” she said. “But as long as you’re under my roof, you’re going to be treated like the sissy bitch I think you are,” she nodded.

“You can continue to see Madison—for now. But you’re going to report to my house once a week; Thursday evenings while Madison is at her volleyball practices. You’re going to continue making it up to me. And if you have a problem with that, then we can go tell Madison what you’ve been up to in her bedroom.”

My stomach tightened at the thought. After everything Rebecca had already put me through, there was no question which option I was going to choose.

“I… I’ll do whatever you say,” I nodded.

“Good girl,” she laughed.

The words sent another humiliating little shiver through me. I hated how easily she could make me react now, like she’d already figured out exactly which buttons to push.

“Next week, my new boyfriend Kurt is getting back from his rugby tournament. I think I might have to put him to use to help train you,” Rebecca smiled.

“You can’t be serious,” I said, scowling.

“Until you leave for college, Kyle, your sissy ass is mine. But don’t worry. I’m going to take you shopping. We’re going to keep you in the finest bras, panties, skirts, blouses—everything. A sissy has to look her best, after all,” she explained.

I hated the thought that this was apparently going to be my new life for the next few months. Thursday nights belonged to Rebecca now, whether I liked it or not, and there was no telling what she planned on doing with me next.

Yet the shopping part caught me completely off guard.

That little revelation wasn’t just a relief. It was actually exciting.

Shopping for girls’ clothes? With Madison’s mom?

I’d spent so long sneaking around and stealing little opportunities to indulge my secret that the thought of actually going shopping for clothes meant for me made something flutter nervously inside my stomach. I could finally be more open about this naughty little secret of mine—which, funny enough, wasn’t much of a secret anymore. For once, I wouldn’t have to hide everything or enjoy it entirely by myself. I could share it with someone, and not just anybody, but the sexiest, most mature woman I knew.

Of course, Rebecca’s version of “sharing” apparently involved humiliating the fuck out of me.

Still, I couldn’t believe what had happened that afternoon. I’d gone from playing dress-up in my girlfriend’s clothes to getting caught by Miss Prescott, exposed completely, and—literally—fucked by Miss Prescott while dressed in Madison’s lingerie. Somehow, in the space of a single afternoon, Rebecca had decided I was her sissy slut and apparently planned on keeping me that way.

It was surreal.

And yet my dick had been rock-hard through most of it. I’d even made the biggest mess ever inside my girlfriend’s thong.

I couldn’t exactly count that as a tragedy.

In fact, even as my asshole throbbed with a deep, lingering ache from what Rebecca had just done to me, I could already feel myself getting hard again inside the sticky panties. Every filthy thing Miss Prescott said she planned on doing to punish me seemed to make my body react before my brain could decide how I was supposed to feel about it.

Apparently, humiliation and fear weren’t enough to stop me from getting turned on.

A smile slowly crept across my lips just as I heard Miss Prescott say, “I think that’s a long enough break. Let’s get some new underwear on you and fix that makeup. You’ve got a long night ahead, and I’ve got plenty more dildos for that sissy butt of yours.”

I swallowed, my stomach twisting with another strange mixture of nervousness, embarrassment, and anticipation.

Maybe this won’t be the worst thing after all, I thought.
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