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Feminized by the Professor is an erotica short about Austin, a shy student who spends too much time fantasizing about the Professor's Assistant, Jasmine. Jasmine and the Professor decide to allow Austin to take part in an experiment they're running. It doesn't take Austin long to submit to the experiment and embrace his role in pleasing the professor!
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Chapter 1

Steady work and decent bosses went a long way to making me happy with my job. I should have known that it would not last.

I was slightly worried when a large conglomerate purchased my employer. My fears were validated when my they reduced my work hours. I first thought that my reduced workload would give me plenty of time to find a new job. After a week of searching, however, I had a few doubts.

After a few weeks, I was worried. I had trimmed just about every piece of fat from my budget, but I simply did not make enough money working just 20 hours per week.

With my income reduced, I was quickly running out of options. In fact, I could think of only one possibility. I did not know it when I rented this house, but it belonged to a company owned by a girl I went to college with. Well, owned by her now-husband. Sarah and I had not been particularly close, but we had enjoyed a few very sexual weeks before I graduated.

First, though, I wanted to do things without using any favors. So, I called the property management company. They were no help. Apparently, they had plans to raise my rent at the next lease anyway. Property sold quickly in this part of town, and thriving tourism was changing the face of the local economy.

I knew that from firsthand experience.

“Fine,” I said, angry, but trying not to take it out on the poor secretary. If they were not going to work with me, then I would have to swallow my pride and call Sarah. She knew that I stayed in one of her condos, and she had even told me to let her know if I needed anything.

“Brad?” Sarah said when she answered the phone.

“Hey, Sarah, yeah it’s Brad. Listen, I have a problem. I know you’re busy, and I don’t want to take any of your time. And I wouldn’t call you unless I thought there might be something you can do,” I said as I tried, without success, to simply ask for what I needed.

“What do you need, Brad?” Sarah asked. Her tone was level. Not exactly sympathetic, but not angry, either.

“The problem is that my work cut back my hours and I tried to ask the property management company for a little extra time for rent, but they’re not working with me,” I said quickly, and then held my breath.

“I see,” Sarah said. “Well, listen, I have to check on a few places over by you this morning. Why don’t I stop by around 11 and we can talk?”

“Perfect, thank you Sarah. I’ll see you soon,” I answered.

I spent the next hour playing out conversations with Sarah. I was not good at asking for favors, and I did not want to seem dependent or demanding.

The doorbell startled me, and I answered the door with no better plan than when I first called Sarah.

“Hey, Sarah!” I said. She looked even better in person than I remembered. Her blonde hair and red lipstick drew my attention to the bright smile that she flashed at me in greeting.

“Brad, it’s so good to see you!” she said.

I invited her in and watched her feminine figure as she walked past me into the house. The shapely curve of her ass that swayed just enough with each step made me realize that she looked even better now than the last time I’d seen her.

I wanted her. Why had we broken up, anyway?

But, as the person about to ask her for financial help, I knew there was no way I could compete against her rich husband. Best to get the lusting thoughts of Sarah out of my head.

“You know that if there’s something you need then I’ll do what I can to help, Brad,” Sarah said as she stood in the kitchen, facing me with her bright eyes.

“I appreciate it, Sarah, I truly do. It’s just that I need some time to get more rent money together. They cut my hours at work a few weeks ago, and I have had horrible luck trying to find something else. I called the property management place but didn’t get anywhere,” I said.

Sarah nodded; her face serious as she thought about what I was asking for.

“Those contracts are usually outside of what I deal with. I’ll probably need Ian’s approval,” she said.

“Your husband?” I asked.

“Oh, I’m sorry, yes, Ian is my husband. He’s the owner of the properties, so his name is on those contracts,” she answered.

“I see,” I said.

“But,” Sarah said, her face lighting up with a smile, “I do have a different idea. I handle the maintenance on the properties. It’s a side project of mine, something I like to do to help out. I could use your… assistance,” she said.

“Well, sure, definitely!” I said with more than a little excitement.

“I can come up with a few things you can do, maybe some simple chores. Of course, you will be held to my standards and be required to meet my expectations,” she said.

“Of course, definitely. I’m sure I can do anything you need,” I said with excitement. I felt really good about Sarah’s solution. I could work and earn a rent reduction and not need any kind of hand out!

Sarah smiled, “Okay, you’ll start tomorrow. I’ll message you some instructions and the address. You can meet me at the house, bright and early!”

“Sarah, I appreciate this so much. I won’t let you down. Thank you!”

I showed Sarah out and felt weeks of worry wash away. Finally, some good news!


Chapter 2

The address that Sarah gave me was only a few streets over, so I set out the next morning on foot. I walked up to the house early, but Sarah’s luxury SUV was already in the driveway.

“Brad, glad to see you don’t sleep in as late as you used to!” Sarah said with a laugh as she greeted me at the front door.

“I think you’ll find me quite the reliable employee, capable of exceptional performance,” I answered with exaggerated seriousness.

We both laughed as Sarah motioned for me to step inside.

“The property company handles most of the cleaning, but I like to go over everything to make sure it’s completely clean, and then I do some interior design and stage the house, make people want to come live here,” she said as we walked through the rooms.

I nodded, listening.

“Your role here will be visual appeal and experimentation,” Sarah said as a devious smile touched the corners of her lush lips.

“I don’t quite follow,” I answered in confusion.

“Brad, do you still have trouble saying ‘no’ to me?” she asked as she stepped closer.

“Umm,” I said, still confused. A rush of images flooded my mind - Sarah leading me to a bedroom at a party. Sarah putting her finger over my lips to silence my doubting questions. And of course, Sarah telling me that she needed some time to evaluate our relationship.

I had told her not to bother, that I didn’t think we were compatible.

She stepped closer and I stepped back and sat on the couch.

I looked up at her as she stood over me and fought the burning, submissive desire welling within.

“I didn’t understand the depths of your desires, before,” she said.

“What about your husband? I’m not going to be some pawn in a divorce case!” I said as I began to stand up.

Sarah did not move and I had to either push her or sit back down.

I sat down and stared up at her, angry this time.

“I wouldn’t be here if Ian did not approve,” she said with an eye roll. “He knows everything that I do, and he knew where this was going before I even offered you the job,” she said.

I blinked as the anger slipped away.

“As I was saying,” Sarah continued, “I did not understand you, before. But then I met Ian. Ian opened my eyes to true submission. He has shown me what it means to be dominated, and what it means to surrender.”

Sarah paused as she looked down at me. My head spun as I processed her words. Her proposal? What does she mean?

“My submission to Ian is complete, but there is something more that I desire. And when you... called me, then I decided that I was ready,” she said.

“Ready for what?” I asked, breathless, staring up at her. My pulse raced as I breathed deeply.

“To dominate you, of course,” she said with a smile.

“Sarah, I don’t know where this idea came from,” I began.

I stopped speaking when she laid her hand over my mouth.

“Brad, listen, it’s okay. I understand, now. I’ll show you what you need. But you have to listen to me. You have to trust me. Most importantly, you have to obey me,” she said.

I stared at her, my cock in undeniable approval of her request and my mouth open in a fog of anticipation.

“But,” I said, stammering a denial of the reality of my situation.

She knelt down, her eyes level with mine and still staring through me.

“Are you going to do what I say? That’s the only question that matters right now.”

I blushed, ashamed of my desire to submit to her. It felt so obvious; my raging erection, my flushed face. The words that would seal my fate came almost unbidden, my subconscious asserting itself as I answered with a strong “yes.”

Sarah stepped back and smiled, devious delight etched on her beautiful, feminine features.

“You said that you would not let me down. Are you ready to prove it?” she asked.

I looked at her assertive stance and her curved, sexy body. I saw the lustful, dominant look in her eyes. My hard cock throbbed from just the thought of her demanding that I do as she commanded.

“Yes,” I answered as I bowed my head.

“Very well, we will begin immediately. Let’s start with the basics. Take your clothes off and let me see my new plaything,” she said.

I stood up and took off my shirt and then my pants. I fought off a smile as I remembered putting on my clothes just 15 minutes ago.

My hard cock made a prominent bulge in my tight underwear and I hesitated. If a point-of-no-return existed, this was it.

Sarah watched, patiently, as I reached the inevitable conclusion that I would trust her, that I would do as she said.

My still-hardening cock bounced free as I pulled my tight underwear down dramatically.

I looked at Sarah and saw her lick her lips in possessive anticipation.

Sarah circled me, a predator surveying her trembling prey. She held my growing dick in her hand and then smiled when I moaned in pleasure.

She led me, by my cock, to the kitchen table.

“Bend over the table, let me see what I have to work with,” she said, and I did.

She grabbed my hands and moved them behind my back.

“Keep your hands here, out of my way. Don’t move them,” she said.

Sarah kicked my feet wide apart and then stepped back. I shivered in cold anticipation, my naked skin tingling and my cock glistening with precum.

Sarah ran her fingers along the muscular curve of my thigh and up to my bent-over ass. I breathed in sharply when she pulled my ass open, exposing me in the most lewd, vulnerable position I had ever been in.

“Wha,” I started to ask, my imagination of following her every order clearly insufficient to prepare me for what she had in store for my body.

My words were cut off with the distinct sound of her hand slapping across my ass.

“Stay quiet,” she said, emphasizing her statement with another smack across my tingling skin.

I held still, obedient and hard and flushed with excitement.

“Was your new role not clear to you?” she asked.

“I...,” I began, but another smack across my ass stopped me mid-sentence.

“You promised exceptional performance!” she said to the beat of her hand spanking my ass.

I held still, accepting her punishment. I focused on my surrender to her, remembering that I promised her my body to use as she wanted.

“And you delay when I tell you to take your clothes off?” she said with indignation. Sarah’s anger was clearly building. She spanked me with greater force and speed.

I grimaced and focused on staying still as she instructed, holding my breath as I felt my ass stinging from her punishment.

Within a minute, the stinging burn of my spanked ass pushed all other thoughts from my mind. I found myself longing for her open hand to strike my ass again and again. I stood on my toes, my ass lifted and presented for her punishment.

“Oh, no, not yet,” she said.

She stopped spanking me and instead rubbed my ass. In her hand I could feel the heat from my reddened skin.

I moaned, longingly, unconsciously.

“Not yet, my little toy,” she said. “You’re not ready for me, you haven’t earned it yet.”

Another moan escaped me, unbidden, as she ran her hand down my stinging ass, between my thighs, and over my hard cock.

She wrapped her fingers around my dick and I moved into her hand, gasping as pleasure overcame my driven mind.

“Hold still,” she said.

With complete, focused effort, I stopped moving.

“Despite the slow start, you accepted your punishment well,” Sarah said as she held her tight grip on my dick.

“Thank you, Mistress,” I said, confident in my answer.

She gripped my cock tight and I felt her fingernails pressing into my sensitive skin.

“I am your fucking Master,” she seethed through clenched teeth.

“Thank you, Master!” I said in quick acceptance.

She growled as she slowly lessened her grip on my raging cock.

“I have certain standards that I expect you to maintain,” Sarah said.

She released my hard cock and moved her hands to my ass. She pulled my ass open and then spit directly on my exposed hole.

“I want your body soft and smooth. Remove all of the hair from your waist down,” she said and then paused.

“Yes, Master,” I said in response.

She released my ass and I felt her wetness on my hole. My cock throbbed in desire, hard and ready as I felt her claim on my body.

“I have a lot to do today, and you have your assignment. I’ll see you back here in two days. Send me an image of your trimmed, sexy body when you’re done,” she said as she traced her hands up my punished ass.

“Yes, Master,” I answered.

“I’ll send you a message with further instructions,” she said as she pulled my hands and guided me to a standing position.

I looked at her, physically shorter but possessed of an aura of calm, cool power that made her tower over me.

She put her hand on my face and looked deep into my eyes. I stared back in awe of her sexuality, caught in the current of her electrifying dominance.

“You did good today,” she said with a smile. “You have a lot to learn, but I have no doubt that you’ll be an excellent pet.”

Unmoving, my cock pulsing with need, I looked at her in complete obedience.

“Go, sexy pet. Go and remember your instructions,” she said.

“Thank you, Master,” I said as I gathered my clothes and went to the door. I got dressed and went home.

My head spun with excitement as I walked back to my rental. A cool wind brought the smell of spring as I felt like a world opened before me. Sarah was as pretty as I remembered, and her confident sexuality and dominance overwhelmed me. We had been lovers, once. But she was so much more than that now. I worried about Ian as I sought to drum up any kind of doubt that I could. This was happening so fast! Did her husband truly approve? Was that the catch, that I was a toy for her to play with while she tried to spice up a sexless marriage? Conflicted between being caught in a scheme and the perverse arousal as I thought of myself as her toy, I reached my house with no resolution.

I looked at my still-red ass in the mirror. I felt her spit marking my hole. My cock throbbed in need. I grabbed it and squeezed, like Sarah had, tight and controlled. I held my hand in place and moved my hips, writhing under her imagined punishment. I writhed and moaned as I watched my tight grip on my cock and thought of how I belonged to her. I came, hard, unexpected, my mind filled with desire to obey her.

I came again, later, thinking of her control over me. Thinking of being her pet.

Finally, I decided that I would do as she asked. I would shave and prepare myself for her. But, next time, before I submitted to her, I would ask again about her husband.


Chapter 3

I went to work at my normal job the next day thinking that I was fortunate that Sarah had given me a day before meeting her again. I spent most of my free time that day wondering about Sarah, my new job, and what exactly I would be doing for Sarah. Of course, that’s also what I spent the previous night thinking about. And what I thought about when I went to the drug store, after work, to buy some of the essentials that Sarah suggested.

It took me most of the evening to figure out exactly how to remove body hair from my most sensitive areas. I moved slow and deliberate through most of the process, but around 8pm I received a message from Sarah wondering why I had not sent her any pictures.

I sent her a picture of my cock, semi-hard and outlined by trim pubic hair. But I came across a mental block as I pointed my phone’s camera at my tight, pink asshole. I blushed as I saw the screen of my phone and quickly deleted the picture.

“I can’t get the angle right,” I sent to her. True enough, though I suspected there was no angle that would satisfy my humility. And I was certainly done trying to find that angle.

“Very well, we’ll review tomorrow at 8am,” she replied.

“See you then!” I answered.

I went to bed shortly after that message. I resisted the urge to jack off, deciding instead that I could approach the entire situation with a clear focus on asserting myself and changing the dynamic of our new relationship with a clear desire to take her sexy body and fuck her.

Of course, that meant that I slept poorly. And I kept imagining Sarah standing over me and gripping my cock with her strong, assertive attitude.

I should have jacked off.

Tired, I woke up early and dressed in slacks and a button-up shirt. I still had a remnant in my mind that I would be more assertive with Sarah, that I would bend her over the table, spit on her asshole, and fuck her until she came all over my pounding cock.

I should have jacked off to that fantasy and not walked over to the rental unit with some misguided idea that I would have my way with her tight body.

Seeing Sarah’s car in the driveway, I rang the doorbell and then opened the door and walked in.

Sarah sat at the kitchen table, playing on her phone.

“Hey, Sarah,” I said as I walked in. The house smelled like Sarah, a heavy scent with a hint of flowers on top.

“Brad, glad to see you are still so punctual,” she said as she set her phone aside.

I smiled as I sat at the table opposite Sarah. She watched, her face betraying no emotion.

“So,” I said, “I finished pretty much everything you asked.”

“Did you?” she questioned.

“Yes, but I did want to clarify one thing. Your husband, he’s fine with this? He knows what we’re doing? Is he a cuckold, is that what this is?” I asked as the sudden realization struck me.

Sarah laughed, “No, he’s not a cuckold. He’s okay with this, though, and in fact he has certain expectations that I wonder if you’ll be able to meet.”

I shook my head in surprise. “What expectations could I not meet?”

“Well, for instance, you failed to send me the picture that I requested,” she answered.

“I couldn’t find a good angle,” I said, my deep blush betraying my lie and my ego.

“You’re scared to show me your asshole, despite me telling you directly that I wanted to see it,” she answered, tapping her finger on the table.

“Well,” I began and then stopped. Unsure what to say, I stopped speaking all together.

“I wonder if you’re actually ready for this relationship. I thought you were. I hoped you were. But I’m not sure that you are,” she said.

I tried to meet her gaze but looked away. I had told her I would do as she asked, but I did not.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I want to do everything you say. I want to fix it. Give me a chance?” I asked.

She smiled at me, her teeth flashing with a predatory glint.

“You’re going to have to be punished, of course,” she said.

The thought of punishment sent my mind reeling with desire. To be punished, but also my mind drifted to what she said about her husband punishing her. Ian, did he spank her? Did he fuck her ass while she moaned and begged him?

She saw me staring at her and clearly read my mind.

“You lack guidance,” she said.

“Perhaps,” I answered. “But I bet your ass looks damn good while you’re being punished,” I said.

She laughed and stood up, unfastening her belt.

I rose to meet her, heart thumping in anticipation.

“You want to punish me, but you’re not man enough to do it,” she taunted.

I laughed, confident in my manhood.

“I’m worried about hurting you,” I half-joked.

She stepped forward and I took a step to meet her, smiling, foolishly confident.

I thought we might wrestle a bit. I would let her win, she wanted to win. But in the meantime, I could certainly get a few feels of her sexy body. Finger her a little, maybe get her to moan and beg for more. An ultimate victory, turning her desire to break me into her begging me for more.

My cock pounded, hard and ready.

She smiled at me and slowly stepped forward. I matched her smile and moved my arms towards her.

The game is afoot! I thought.

Wrong.

She sidestepped my grasp in a quick spin as she looped the belt over my head.

I was so distracted by the thought of bending her over my lap and using her belt to spank her round, luscious ass that I did not even realize she was behind me until she tightened the belt around my neck.

She pulled me back as she planted her foot behind my legs. She rolled me to the side as I fell back, arms out to catch myself from falling. I felt my plans going awry and realized that she would not be very forgiving.

Down to my hands and knees, head spinning with her decisive speed and unexpected aggression.

“Fuck,” I tried to say but couldn’t. I still had a frame of mind that we were play-wrestling and that I would set the pace and allow her any victory that she claimed.

I felt her weight on my back and she leaned close to my ear. Through clenched teeth, she said, “This isn’t a game you can win.”

She tightened the belt and said, “Down.”

I lowered myself to the ground, descending slowly to avoid crashing, arms straining to hold her weight added to mine.

She grabbed my right arm and bent it behind me. She pulled it up towards the small of my back, pinning me with the searing strain on my bent arm.

“Did you lose the game?” she asked.

I gritted my teeth in imaginary defiance. Her fast, decisive movements made me look weak and foolish. Her recollection of my submissiveness was accurate, but I expected to have it all on my terms.

Sarah, though, had a different idea about how deeply I would submit – on her terms, to her desires.

For the first time ever, I was being dominated for her pleasure.

She snarled in my ear as she tightened the belt and pulled my arm, asking, “What do you have to say for yourself?”

“I’m sorry, Master,” I answered in honest submission.

“I’m going to give you one chance since you’re obviously in over your head. You can get out now, quit and leave and I will find a proper pet. Or you can stay and submit to me, completely, as mine,” she said.

She knew, of course, how bad I needed to submit. She knew it better than I did. The prospect of her domination over me explained the rock-hard erection that I could not help but rub against the ground. She had me pinned, ensnared, and owned.

“Please,” I said, “I submit.”

“Completely?” she whispered in my ear, her aggression turned to seduction.

“Yes, Master, completely,” I answered without hesitation.

She pulled my other arm behind my back and looped the belt from my neck around both of my wrists.

Sarah reached beneath me and unsnapped my pants. Her hand lingered on the hardness of my cock as she pulled the fabric down, exposing the swollen head of my ready dick.

I moved against her hand, pleasure rocking through my body. As she slid my pants down the rough carpet teased my sensitive cock and I moaned in vulnerable pleasure.

Once my pants were lowered, Sarah sat back on my legs and gripped my exposed ass. She pulled the meat of my ass with her claws embedded in my skin.

“You have been so very bad!” she said as she stretched my ass open.

“Let’s start with your failure to follow orders last night.”

I felt Sarah moving around and then gasped as she slid her finger into my exposed asshole. She pulled me open and I heard the click of her phone’s camera as she began taking pictures of my exposed, stretched asshole.

Her finger pushed deeper into my hole and I moaned as she pulled me wider, exposing me to her prying camera as she growled lustfully.

“Whose hole is this?” she asked.

“Yours, Master,” I answered, wincing as she stretched her hole even wider.

She spit on my asshole and then asked, “What do you do when I tell you to take a picture of my hole?”

“Stop everything and take a picture,” I answered, face buried in the carpet as her hand clutched my stretched, glistening hole.

“Now I have to take my own pictures? You’ll be punished for that, too,” she said.

“I’m sorry, Master,” I answered.

She snorted in disappointment as she set her phone down. She grabbed my ass in both of her hands, lining up her thumbs with my shaved hole.

I struggled against her weight, knowing how she would be violating me.

She clutched my ass and pushed both of her thumbs into my tight hole, stretching me as she penetrated me with her spit as lube.

“Stop fighting me, it will only make things worse. Surrender your tight little pussy, give it to me like you said,” she said, her voice low as she asserted her sexual dominance.

I felt her thumbs pushing in, taking me. She said she wanted my pussy. She worked so strong and fast. Just minutes ago, I had been ready to bend her over and strap her sexy ass. Now I could either submit my body to her, become the pet she desired and use my holes to please her, or I could give up my fantasy and my desire and my future.

The choice was easy, but my body’s response was unexpected.

I lay my face into the carpet and pushed my ass up, meeting her prying thumbs and taking her as she filled me. I felt her thumbs slide further in as she pulled my hole open, stretching me and filling me. My cock leaked precum as it pushed into the floor, desperate for release. Desperate for her domination.

I moaned in complete submissive pleasure as she took me and claimed my ass and my pussy.

“Good, good girl!” she said with deep satisfaction evident in her voice.

I shook my ass, her praise driving me deeper into my deviant submission.

Her thumbs slid into my hole and I moaned as I relaxed and took her.

“Good girl, what do you say?” she asked.

“Thank you for taking my pussy, Master,” I answered, my words automatic through my haze of pleasure.

“Very good,” Sarah said as she pulled her thumbs out of my filled hole.

“Do you understand now that your hole belongs to me? That I can do whatever I want with your pussy, and that you will present it whenever I ask?”

“Yes, Master, thank you for claiming my pussy,” I said.

Sarah pulled the belt that wrapped my hands to my neck and guided me to a standing position. She led me to the kitchen table and bent me over the solid wood surface, my pants sliding off my feet as I walked.

She took a large wooden spoon from a drawer and stood behind me.

“I want to hear you ask for it,” she said as she swung the spoon through the air.

“Please, Master, please punish me for failing to follow your orders,” I said.

“Good girl,” she said, the spoon swinging through the air and connecting with my bent over ass before she even finished speaking.

I jumped in surprise at the force of the impact.

There was a pause and then she swung again.

Another pause and another swing, this one even harder. I jumped as the spoon connected with my ass.

“You seem ungrateful,” she said.

Fuck!

“Thank you, Master,” I said.

“Now you’re ready to begin, then?” she asked.

Fuck!

“Yes, please, Master,” I said.

The spoon crashed into my ass again.

“One, thank you, Master,” I said.

“Good girl,” she said, again spanking me before she even finished speaking.

“Two, thank you, Master,” I said.

She continued the process, spanking my bare, bent ass repeatedly. After ten times, I writhed in between each swing, desperate to avoid the sharp sting of the damned wooden spoon.

After twenty times, the pain lessened and I held still, anticipating and then embracing each swing.

When she hit twenty-five swings, I stuck my ass up hoping for more. The jolting shock of each strike on my red ass drove me further and further into a deep state of acceptance and gratitude. Her punishment, which I truly deserved, was stinging and sharp and perfect.

She stopped at thirty swings and I could not help but show her how much I wanted more as I stay still, ready and anxious for her continued spanking.

Sarah set the spoon down and rubbed my ass, her fingers lingering over my willing hole.

“Good girl, see what happens when you ask nicely?” she said.

“Thank you, Master, for spanking me and punishing me,” I said.

“Because you’re my good, dirty girl who wants to be punished,” she concluded.

“Because I’m your good, dirty girl who wants to be punished,” I repeated the lesson.

She leaned close and whispered in my ear, “Good girl,” and shivers raced down my spine as my cock surged with need.

She unbound my arms and my neck and had me sit on the kitchen floor. The cold tiles felt good on my stinging ass.

Sarah went to the freezer and took out a small cloth bag. She approached me and pulled a metal cock cage out of the bag.

“Lay flat on your back and spread your arms and legs out,” she said.

I complied, wincing at the cold tile and imaging the coldness of the frozen metal. Sarah knelt between my spread legs and touched the cold metal of the cage against my diminishing cock. The cold floor and cold metal made my cock easy to work with, considering the small size of the tight cage. I winced as Sarah squeezed my balls through the cold metal loop, but held my arms out to the side as instructed. My skin warmed the metal and by the time the lock clicked into place the cage was doing its job in preventing me from having an erection.

I looked down at my locked cock and Sarah’s devious smile and wanted nothing more than the freedom to feel my cock grow to what felt like would be the hardest erection in months.

Sarah leaned in and brushed her lips against mine. I watched her, lust and power reflecting the submission and desire in mine.

“If you had behaved, I would have let you cum before locking you away,” she whispered.

I moaned at the lost opportunity. How could I cum now? I feared that asking her would result in punishment. The thought of more punishment led to frustration at another denied erection.

Sarah went to the kitchen table and pulled some items from her purse. She stood over me and told me to roll over and get on my hands and knees. She fastened a black leather collar around my neck and attached a nylon leash to it.

“I’m going to train you on a full range of behavioral submission,” she said as she led me, crawling, to the kitchen table.

“When the leash is attached, you’re my pet. My submissive, obedient, eager, frolicking little pet. Do you know how obedient pets show their gratitude?” she asked.

I shook my head, hesitant to answer.

“Of course not, you’re a silly little pet. Stick your tongue out,” she said.

She put her thumbs in my mouth, just as she had done to my asshole.

“Good little pets use their tongues. I’ll show you,” she said as she turned around and leaned over the table.

Sarah unbuttoned and lowered her pants, her naked ass just inches from my face.

I panted, eager.

She pulled my leash between her legs, bringing my face closer to her ass.

“I saw you watching my ass, dreaming about it. You’ve been a good girl and now you’re a good pet. Show me how you appreciate my discipline,” she said as she pulled the leash closer.

I buried my face in her ass, the warmth of her surrounded flesh swallowing me as I breathed in her scent and tasted her heat.

“Lick, my eager little pet, lick,” she said.

I did, I licked and ran my tongue up and down her tight asshole, tasting her and feeling her.

Sarah reached back and pulled her ass, opening her tight pink hole.

“Show me, dirty girl, lick me like a good pet,” she said.

I pushed my tongue into her hole, probing deep as I pressed my face into her ass.

“Good girl!” she said, spurring me on as I probed deeper and french kissed her tight asshole.

“Worship it now, show me what a grateful pet you are,” she said.

I rubbed my tongue up and down her asshole and then pressed my nose and my face against her, the warm wetness covering me in her deepest scent. My cock, bound in the cage, pressed against the metal in a desperate need for freedom to expand.

“Good girl!” she exclaimed as she pulled the leash in and pushed back, further burying my face in her ass.

She held the leash and I kept my tongue inside of her hole, unable to breathe due to the tight pull of her dominance.

I whimpered as I licked and sucked her soft skin.

She held me and I moaned again, whimpering for freedom, thrusting my tongue in and out of her in an attempt to earn a breath.

She relented, releasing the leash as I fell back, gasping.

“Good pet!” she said with a beaming smile that made my cock strain even harder against its cage.

Sarah reached down and unclipped the leash.

“Leave the collar on, but now we will move on to your next role,” she said. “Turn around and put your face down. Present your pussy.”

I turned and, kneeling, put my face into the ground. I lifted my ass up, open and exposed to her.

Sarah pulled more items from her bag. I had a strong suspicion to where the new item would end up.

“Has anyone ever fucked your tight little pussy?” she asked.

“No, Master,” I answered truthfully.

I felt her fingers sliding over my hole, wetting me with lube.

“We’re going to stretch your little pussy out so that we can fuck it all day long,” she said in her deep, sexual voice.

Sarah pulled my ass open with one hand and pressed against my opening with the other. I felt the coldness of the material as it met the resistance of my tight muscles. I moaned as she pushed, the toy sliding in and stretching me to its girth.

“Take it, now. Take it in your pussy,” she said.

Sarah held the toy as I rocked on it, moving it deeper inside and stretching my hole wider on each stroke.

“All the way now, take it like a good girl,” she said.

I rocked back against the toy and felt it slide in, the widest point stretching me as I pushed, hard, into her hand. With a sudden push back, the toy seated itself inside me.

“Good girl, very good. Now stand up and let me see,” she said.

I stood as she inspected my collared, caged, and plugged body. Sarah handed me black lace panties from her bag and told me to put them on.

The panties barely fit over my caged cock, which pulled the string between my ass tight and helped hold the plug in place. Sarah handed me a tight black t-shirt and watched me put it on.

I stood before her silent and bound to her will, reminded of my submission with the constant presence in my now-pussy, and the metal cage surrounding my cock.

“Very good,” Sarah said as she grabbed her purse. “I have a few errands that I need to run. I’ve cancelled the cleaning contract that I had and you will be doing that work instead. I’ve turned on the monitors in the house, so I’ll be able to check on your progress and your performance throughout the day. The cleaning supplies are in the closet. You’ll need to vacuum, mop, clean all of the countertops, and make sure everything is ready for people to come inspect the house.”

“Yes, Master,” I said as she paused for my response.

“I’ll come pick you up later. In the meantime,” Sarah pulled a flesh colored dildo from her bag as she spoke, “every two hours I want you to take this all the way into your pussy, in and out, 10 times. Then put the plug back in and carry on with your cleaning.”

“Yes, Master,” I said, intimidated by the full-sized dildo.

Sarah set a camera on the kitchen table and turned on the large TV visible in the living room. The TV display had feeds from several cameras in rooms throughout the house, including the one Sarah had just set on the kitchen table.

“Make sure you’re hitting all of your numbers. I would hate to learn that you are incapable of satisfying my expectations. You can start the first training as soon as I leave,” she said. “But I’ll be back in about 6 hours, and I expect the house to be spotless and your pussy to be taking that cock deep and hard!”

“Yes, Master,” I said again as Sarah turned and headed for the front door.

“Oh, and we decided on calling you Brandy,” she said.

Sarah stared at me, waiting for my response.

“Yes, Master, thank you,” I said.

Sarah beamed at me again, her charming smile commanding me in its own way, then she left.

I looked at the dildo on the table, the blinking light of the camera flickering against its shining flesh toned surface. It was as big as my cock, at least as big as my cock would be if I didn’t have this restrictive cage around it. How could I manage to get that all the way in me?


Chapter 4

The first time I trained with the dildo proved the most difficult. Stripping out of my underwear, I watched the TV screen and saw that the camera had a very wide, very expansive field of view. I pulled the plug out of my pussy, made sure the camera was pointing directly at the tip of the cock, and stroked the fake cock with my lube-covered hands.

There was a suction cup at the base of the dildo that attached to the kitchen table. I set it up, double checked the camera, and turned around to line the cock up with my hole.

With a deep breath, I lowered myself onto the dildo, slowly. I felt the head of the cock stretching my hole, filling me. Sinking down, I took the cock deeper into me, its firm texture drilling me until I finally sat almost all the way down.

Surely that was enough?

I began lifting myself up, knowing that I would have to come all the way off the cock.

“No, you need to go all the way down until you’re sitting on the table,” Sarah’s voice said, making me jump.

The camera had a microphone. To think that I had ever expected to be able to win this game.

Resigning myself to her complete control, I pushed any higher thoughts of what I was doing or why out of my head. I was following Master’s orders, that's what I was doing.

I lowered myself back down, sitting onto the cock. I felt it stretch my hole, filling me all the way until I felt the base of the cock press against my ass.

The head of the fleshy dildo, deep inside of me, stretched and filled me more than I had ever thought possible. The strange sensation reminded me of Sarah’s control of my body and how I so fully submitted to her. The cock, the projection of her power, filled me like her good girl deserved to be filled.

I rocked on the dildo, feeling it pressing into me even further, stirring inside me. I gasped as unexpected waves of pleasure pushed from the tip of the cock throughout my body. My caged cock bounced against the wooden surface of the table as I rocked on the cock, enjoying myself, lost in pleasure.

I lifted myself off the cock and then held it, aligned to my tight hole. Pushing back in, I sat down all the way on the cock and then partially lifted myself, only to sit back down. I would not count it, of course, but the pleasure from the fast, partial up-and-down motion sent a shiver up my spine.

That feeling was more than just a submissive pleasure.

I lifted off the cock and then back down again, a full stroke this time.

By the tenth time, precum dripped from my caged cock. The dildo slid easily into my gaped hole as I sat back all the way down, taking the cock deep and hard, just as I had been instructed.

I grabbed the cock with my pussy, wishing to stay on it and ride it more, hard and fast, exploring this new sensation that the cock buried inside of me caused.

“Good girl, get your sexy little ass to work!” Sarah said through the speaker.

I blushed, hot and embarrassed as I realized she had seen me enjoying the cock.

I put the plug back in – it slid in so easily! - and then went to the closet to gather the cleaning supplies.

I checked the clock constantly, anxious for two hours to have passed so that I could play with the dildo that stuck up from the table, hard and ready. I would glance at the clock, then at the dildo. Ten minutes had passed. Sometimes, I would glance at the clock and then the dildo and only two minutes had passed. I did not realize I could vacuum an entire living room in less than two minutes.

I found that staying busy by constantly cleaning helped pass the time quickly.

At the two-hour mark, I stopped mopping and moved to the kitchen table. I first tried to resist my excitement. Then, when that failed, I tried to hide my excitement.

I removed the plug and pulled my lace underwear to the side. As I slid the cock into my pussy, I moaned in pleasure. Audibly.

I hesitated, embarrassed again, then remembered Sarah’s encouragement. Her pleasure in my submission. Her desire for me to take the cock, deep. The invasive cock forced her pleasure into me and as I moved down the silicone phallus, I imagined Sarah there, watching, pleased at my behavior. I remembered her asshole on my tongue, that her scent was still there, buried by the chemicals I used to clean the floor.

Would she allow me to lick her sexy asshole again? To be her pet and to submit and take her and please her? Would she punish me and then fuck me, drill this cock into me while I breathe in her erotic essence?

Reigning my wandering mind back to the present, I realized that I had been fucking myself with the dildo, riding it and bouncing on it as my mind drifted to Master’s dominating control over my submissive body. Besides losing count, I was dripping precum from my caged cock and knew that I had been moaning in pure ecstasy.

Fuck.

I slowed my pace and began taking the full length of the cock inside me, then back out. Each time I pulled the cock out I felt vacant and desperate. As the head of the cock pushed back into me, a feeling of erotic submission wove through my body. I started at the beginning and made it through all ten full-length strokes very quickly.

At least, what I counted as ten strokes. In reality, it had to be more than ten. Much more. I made myself stop after several minutes of bouncing up and down on the dildo, my mind lost in pleasure.

I hurriedly slid the laced panties back on, slid the plug easily into my hole, and went back to cleaning the house. I found myself continuously thinking about the dildo that sat on the table, beckoning me. Again, every two minutes I would look at the clock and then at the cock. Finally, I settled into a pattern that distracted me more effectively. I shifted my thoughts to imagine Sarah watching me, strap-on protruding from her naked body, eyeing me as I bent over to clean or knelt down to scrub the floor.

The time passed much more quickly as I put effort into the sexual appeal of my panty-clad ass bent over and exposed as I cleaned Master’s floors. The clinking of the metal cock cage served as a constant reminder of her hold over me. Not that I needed that reminder, considering I constantly thought of her body, her eyes boring into me, her commanding voice and her irresistible smile. I gratefully remembered her scent, her exposed and dripping pussy as I licked her tight asshole.

I finished cleaning with quite a bit of time to spare before my next training session on the dildo. I decided to inspect the floors by crawling over them, ass up, putting on a show that would surely please Sarah.

I returned to the kitchen table as the clock struck 4pm. I removed my plug, applied lube to the fake cock, turned around, and easily slid the large phallus into my open hole.

I slid up and down the cock repeatedly, mind blank with pleasure as I raised and lowered my body in a slow, steady rhythm.

“Stay down on the tenth stroke,” Master Sarah said through the camera’s speaker.

“Yes, Master,” I said as I continued my slow and steady pace.

I lowered myself down for the tenth time and then stayed, sitting on the table with the cock filling my newly minted pussy.

I waited for several minutes but received no further instructions. The large dildo filled me completely and kept my hole stretched. Rocking onto the cock turned the sensation from deep and unyielding to submissive and stretching. I could not help myself as I began moving my ass over the table, taking the dildo into me and fucking myself with it.

I felt an orgasm welling within, driven through my body by the hard cock that filled me so completely. Holding the table with both hands, I lifted my body and rode the cock, bouncing faster and faster as stabs of pleasure pierced every thought.

I heard the door open but spared no attention to it.

“That’s enough, Brandy,” Sarah said.

Who? I thought.

Still, I slowed my pace with the interruption of Sarah’s return.

“I said, that’s enough,” she said more sternly.

I stopped, dildo filling me as my mind returned to the present, to my duties.

Sarah approached, her gaze firm and her smile bright. She touched my shoulder and her fingers danced to my bare neck. I held still, hands relaxing on the table as my weight rested with the cock buried deep in me.

“You are quite the horny slut, aren’t you?” she asked.

I looked at her, surprised at being called a horny slut and shamed at the obvious truth of it.

Sarah pulled my head towards her mouth and moved her other hand over my caged cock.

“I watched you. Crawling around the house. Riding the toy like a desperate slut. You’re a dirty girl, aren’t you?” she asked.

“Yes, Master,” I said, lowering my head as I felt the warmth of her hand and the truth of her words.

She whispered in my ear, “Tell me what you imagined.”

“You, Master. You standing over me, the cock attached to your sexy body. Your approval of my work, your approval of my pussy. Your asshole on my tongue.”

“Good girl, very good girl,” she whispered to me and my body trembled with satisfaction and desire.

I felt her fingers on the skin of my cock as she rubbed through the openings of the metal cage.

“So desperate after such a short time!” she said as she bit against my exposed neck.

“Good girl, Brandy,” she said.

I shivered at the erotic feel of her hand and her lips.

“Don’t you want to thank me for naming you Brandy?” she asked.

“Thank you, Master, for naming me Brandy,” I said immediately.

“Good girl,” she answered. “Climb off of your toy, you don’t get to cum yet.”

I lifted myself off the dildo and stood next to her.

“You did a good job cleaning, I checked on you frequently. You did an even better job opening your tight little pussy for me. I’m proud of how far you’ve come. I’m going to leave and go home to Ian. He’s going to be incredibly horny tonight, I have no doubt about that. And he’s going to fuck me until I beg him to pump his load inside of me. You’ll be at your house, following my instructions and tending to the package that is on your doorstep,” she said.

“Yes, Master,” I answered, aroused and curious and grateful all at once.

“Tomorrow, I'll pick you up at 8am. There’s a house across town that you’ll be cleaning,” she said.

“Yes, Master,” I said as I nodded in affirmation.

“Clean this mess up,” Sarah said as she left.

I spent the next several minutes taking slow, calming breaths. I wanted her and her body and her punishment and everything she had ever thought of doing to me. Right now. I slowed my thinking, calmed down. I drank a glass of water, and then I cleaned up the remaining items in the house.

I walked home in my clothes from the morning, still caged, with a bag of toys that Sarah had left on the table. True to her word, there was a package on my doorstep. I carried the box inside and opened it, as excited as I had ever been at any present.

Inside, I found a list of instructions and a box of items that made Sarah’s plan of feminization very clear.


Chapter 5

The instructions began with me placing cameras in my bedroom and living room. Sarah made it clear that I needed to complete that step before I finished reading the remaining instructions.

Once I set up the cameras, I looked through the box and examined the contents. My heard raced as I inspected each item in the box, matching it to a corresponding requirement on Sarah’s list. All of these items would be used throughout the night and into the next morning, when Sarah would pick me up and I would be ready to serve her.

Over the next several hours I showered and shaved, applied lotion, cleaned my body inside and out, and then painted my fingernails. I followed Sarah’s instructions with a constant wave of sexual desire and surrender coursing through me. The tedium of painting each fingernail, something that took quite a bit of time and made quite a mess, served only to grow the submission and desire within.

As I heated some food in the microwave, I received a message from Sarah. She wanted to evaluate my progress.

Without hesitation I walked to the camera in the living room, lowered my underwear and bent over to show her my tight, pink hole.

“Finger your tight little pussy,” her voice said through the camera’s speaker.

Another first as I reached behind and slid my finger across my tight hole.

“Wet it,” she said, and I did.

I slid the finger into my hole, teased myself, pressing deeper and then I slowly added another finger.

“Hold it open, show me,” she said.

I did, spreading my ass with one hand and fingering my hole with the other.

The microwave dinged in the background as I pleasured myself with my fingers. I wanted more. I needed more. My fingers were just enough for me to feel the edge of pleasure inside me, but not enough to reach it, not enough to satisfy my unbidden need.

Finally, I pulled my finger out and spread my hole, exposing myself to the camera and admitting that I needed more.

I stayed like that for several minutes as I awaited her instruction.

Finally, she said, “Good job, Brandy. Go on and continue what you were doing.”

I returned to the microwave and went about my evening.

Later, as I lay in bed, I tossed and turned in discomfort. I needed release, the cock cage confined me and confounded me. I would have to do good tomorrow. I needed to stay focused to please Sarah.

In the morning, I woke early and began getting ready. I showered and cleaned myself again, inside and out, again, as instructed.

With some difficulty, I put on and then tightened a black leather corset. I dressed in the provided maid’s uniform, complete with stockings and an apron. I added the black wig that fastened tight over my head. And, with several minutes to spare, I put on the shoes that Sarah had given me. They were women’s shoes that lifted my heels but provided some stability. I added the lipstick, red to match my nails, and was ready for the final item. I saved the jeweled metal plug for last because I suspected I would be wearing it most of the day. I lifted my skirt, lowered my panties, and pressed the plug against my tight opening. I moaned as the width of it slid into me, and shivered in pleasure as my body adjusted to its size and weight.

I stared into the mirror at my front door for several minutes. I spun around, bent over, and posed seductively. I suspected Sarah watched from the camera, but the surprise at my appearance washed my shame away. I looked like a caricature of a French maid, like a sexual toy waiting to be fucked and filled.

Of course, that thought drove me wild with desire. I looked at the jeweled plug, the flash of red matching my lipstick and my fingernails in a three-part accent to my black and white outfit.

I heard Sarah pull into the driveway and smoothed my skirt in nervous anticipation. My heart thumped in excitement. Sarah’s arrival meant she would continue her strict control of my mind and my body, and I could not wait to show her the depths of my willing submission.

I opened the door and she smiled at me from the driver’s seat of her car. In an instant my nerves calmed and I felt ready for anything.

I got in the passenger seat smelled her, fresh and clean, sexy and expensive.

“You look good today, Brandy,” she said in greeting.

“Thank you, Master,” I answered as I blushed, giddy with excitement.

“You’ve adjusted quickly. And you’ve been doing a good job! But today will require a lot of hard work,” she said as her smile turned serious.

“Thank you, Master, I can’t wait to work hard for you,” I said earnestly.

“Good girl,” she said and smiled again.

Sarah drove me to a large two-story house and led me inside. As she showed me around, I noticed dust, dirt, smudges, and various marks that would need to be cleaned. The large, expensive house would clearly require a lot of work to meet Sarah’s standards.

“I’m giving you more leeway today, though I expect similar results. You’ll notice there are no cameras, and there won’t be any training. At least, not while you’re cleaning. If you satisfy my expectations then you’ll be rewarded at the end of the day,” she concluded with a seductive, inward smile. She wanted me to meet her expectations, that much was obvious.

I would not stop until the house sparkled.

Sarah showed me the cleaning materials and left. I began working immediately, feverishly. I cleaned floors, cabinets, bathrooms, bedrooms, tables, and chairs. I paused only to drink a glass of water. The plug reminded me, when the cock cage didn’t, of my status as a sissy servant to Master Sarah. And, of course, as soon as I thought about my status and her domination my cock cage stifled my satisfaction.

Strangely, my desire continued to grow and expand every time my cock tried to reach its full potential. Then my cock would return to normal and my desire would be raised another level. This cycle repeated over and over as I cleaned, plugged and obedient, scrubbing and working to please Master.

Sarah came to the house and found me in the laundry room, folding sheets that had just dried.

“I brought you some lunch,” she said, holding up a small bag and flashing her winning smile.

“Thank you, Master!” I said happily.

Sarah sat at the bar in the kitchen while I opened a small sandwich and ate.

“You scratched off your nail polish,” Sarah said.

I stopped chewing.

She looked at me, waiting.

“Will you please punish me, Master?” I asked.

“Of course, Brandy,” she said.

I rose to yet another level of unfulfilled desire.

“You should wear gloves,” she said quietly.

“Thank you, Master,” I answered.

Sarah left shortly after lunch. I found a pair of gloves and resumed my cleaning, scrubbing, folding, and anything else I could do to make the house shine. As the afternoon wore on to evening, I decided to look closely through the house and make sure I had cleaned everything as well as I could.

Satisfied, I walked around the house and decided that I would work on my ability to seduce Sarah. I entered the master bedroom and stood in front of the large mirror. I adjusted the wig and straightened my hair. I bent over and lifted my skirt. I shook my ass and watched the red jewel that still filled me. I pulled my ass open and bent lower, exposing my hole in a way that would give Sarah full access. I discovered that I could walk seductively if I swayed my hips, especially considering the corset helped make my figure more feminine.

Over the next 30 minutes I found several ways to try and encourage Sarah to tear into my body. I needed more than my fingers inside me! The plug was almost as bad, just enough to register its presence but not enough to fill me. I enjoyed it as a reminder of my submission, but it paled in comparison to the cock that Sarah watched me ride.

I heard the front door open and hurriedly left the bedroom.

“What have you been doing?” Sarah asked when she saw my hasty entrance to the living room.

Fuck.

She raised her eyebrows, curious about my delay in answering.

Fuck.

“I was practicing in the mirror,” I answered. I couldn’t risk lying. Maybe there were no cameras. Maybe.

She smiled, beaming and proud, “Why would you not want to tell me that? Do you think you look sexy?”

“I hope to look sexy for you, Master,” I answered, proud at my evasion.

“That’s not what I asked you,” she said.

“Sometimes,” I answered.

“Brandy, sexy little slut, I’ll have to do a better job of explaining just how damn sexy you are,” she said.

It was my turn to beam with pride, and I did, but I looked down and blushed, too.

Sarah walked over to the living room and sat on the leather couch. She beckoned me over and then stopped me as I stood next to her.

“We have a few items to address,” she said, stern and stoic.

I felt strange, standing tall over her but still intimidated by her power.

“You’ve done good these last couple of days, but I need you to do better. Now lay across my lap, let’s go over what you can improve,” she said.

I waited, unsure.

She snapped her fingers and glared up at me, “Now!”

I crawled onto the couch next to her and then across her lap. My caged cock pressed against her thighs as I draped across her. She had complete access to my upturned butt.

Sarah raised my skirt and then pulled my panties down. I felt the cool air on my exposed ass. She pulled me open and inspected the plug. Her fingers traced the edge of the plug and felt the heat of my tight skin embracing the metal toy.

“Good, sexy little slut,” she said.

She pulled the plug out as I moaned.

“This house is nice and clean, I just don’t know where to set this plug,” she said in a high, fake tone.

“Where do you think I should put it?” she asked.

I turned back to look at her, knowing the answer. She looked at me and smiled.

“Good girl,” she said as she held the plug to my face. I leaned forward and took it in my mouth.

“That should keep you nice and quiet,” she continued.

She pried my ass open and pushed her fingers into me. Her inspection continued with both fingers sliding in and then pulling my hole open.

“Good girl. Nice and tight. First, let’s address your nails,” she said.

Her first spank surprised me because it came so quick after she finished speaking. She gave me ten rapid, alternating spanks on my ass.

“Next, your hesitation in telling me that you were practicing in front of the mirror,” she said.

I thought her rapid spanking would be somewhat light. I was wrong. She spanked me hard and fast, sometimes moaning in pleasure as she would pull my ass open with one hand and spank my fleshy butt with the other.

By the twentieth stroke, I was fighting the urge to kick my feet and roll off her lap to escape the punishment.

“Now, let’s work on the lesson for improvement,” she said as I lay across her, panting from the sexual tension, pain, and submission.

“With the corporal punishment over, we’re going to use your sexy little masochist ass to help you learn to do this the right way,” she said.

Her hands were rubbing my ass, stroking the hot, red skin as she played with my open hole. I wanted her to do it, to spank me and to penetrate me. Her punishment had pushed me to need more. My desire blossomed into a full, intense need for her to touch me in any way. Bent over her lap, I wished only to beg her for more.

“Remember, keep your fingernails pretty. Wear gloves. And answer me honestly and immediately. Because there’s three items, I’m going to do this in groups of nine. Do you understand?” she asked.

“Yes, Master,” I said into the metal plug that filled my mouth. I watched drool drip from my lips.

Sarah started slow, spanking me three times, then pausing, then three more, then pausing, then a final three.

“Good, we’ll do that series twice more. Will this help you remember?” she asked.

“Yes, Master,” I said into the plug as I thrust my ass up.

“Good girl, I knew you would appreciate this,” she said.

Nine more spanks and I moaned with desperate need.

“Thank you!” I said, likely unintelligible.

She rubbed my ass and I felt the heat of my spanked skin. Then she leapt into another nine spanks that led me to whimper and beg her to please, please just fuck me and take my pussy and make me hers completely.

She heard my begging tone and when she finished spanking me, she pulled the plug from my mouth.

She pressed it against my hole, toying with me.

“Please, Master,” I said, desperate.

She pushed the plug in, stretching my hole. Then she pulled it out, slow, as I moaned in disappointment.

“Look at you, so desperate for it. Tell me Brandy, tell me what you need in your tight little pussy.”

“The plug Master, please,” I said.

“Silly girl, is that all you need in your hole, will the plug fill you? I’ll tell you what, I’ll give you the plug right now, or you can wait and have a nice, big cock fill your little pussy,” she whispered, her voice enticing and teasing and full of passion.

My mind reeled with the possibility. My vision tinted red and I gasped as I imagined it, I could feel it, her cock sliding into me and filling me and stretching me and fucking me.

“Please,” I whispered. I couldn’t say it. I was afraid. The need drove me wild, sent me over the edge. If I confessed my deepest desire, I gave her complete power over me. How could I give her such control? The power to say no would send me spiraling into total debasement. And the power to say yes would fulfill my deepest need that echoed through my body with every spank.

And send me to total debasement.

“Please, please will you fill my pussy with your cock, Master!” I said as I embraced the need and the desire to submit to her in every way.

“Good girl, good, sexy girl! But you’re missing one piece of the puzzle,” she said.

I lifted my ass, up and open, ready for her.

“Please, Master,” I said again, begging.

“You’ll take anything I tell you into this tight little pussy, won’t you?” she asked as she circled her finger over my anxious hole.

“Yes, please,” I hissed, distracted by her tease and knowing that I wanted everything from her, that I could take anything.

“I want to see Daddy’s big cock stretch out your tight little hole,” she said.

I moaned as desire and submission overcame me.

“That’s just what you need, Daddy to baptize your tight little pussy with his big cock. Let me hear you ask for it,” she said.

My body trembled with desire as her fingers probed into me, taunting me with the thought of Ian’s cock filling me, taking the final step in turning my virgin ass into his and her pussy.

“Please,” I moaned and then hesitated. She pulled my ass open and pushed her fingers into me.

“Please,” I began, “I need Daddy’s cock in my pussy,” I whispered hurriedly.

“Good girl!” she said and rewarded me with a light smack on my trembling, ready ass.

“Please, Master, may I earn his cum deep inside of me?” I asked.

“Good girl! Yes, you will. You’ll worship his cock just like you worship my asshole. And if you do a good job, and I know you will, you’ll feel his cum filling your tight little pussy,” she punctuated her statement by sliding her fingers into me.

I felt the wetness from my excited cock dripping onto her thighs.

She smacked my ass again, harder this time, and said, “Stand up, sexy sissy.”

I moved off her and stood, panting and dripping and ready for anything.

“Tomorrow is your big day, Brandy. I expect you to be a good girl and impress your Daddy for me. He thinks that I’m rushing your training. And he’s right. But I think you can make up for your inexperience with your obvious submissive need to please me and to take his big, hard cock. Are you ready to prove how submissive you can be?” she asked.

“Yes, Master,” I said.

“If you disappoint him, then he’ll punish both of us. And if he punishes me, you should forget about being rewarded for a long time,” Sarah said as she cradled my caged cock in her hand.

The implication was clear, but unnecessary.

“I will not let you down, Master,” I said.

She smiled at me, a deviant gleam in bright eyes.

“Now, your little sissy clit leaked all over my thighs. Clean it up,” she said.

I knelt down and sucked at the fabric of her slacks. The salty taste of my own cum made me want to be fucked even more.

Sarah held her fingers in front of my face and said, “And don’t forget to lick your pussy off my fingers.”

I licked her wet fingers and then took them further into my mouth and sucked against her skin.

“Look me in the eyes when you submit your sissy mouth like that,” she said.

I looked up at her as she looked down, her mouth slightly open as she breathed heavily in arousal at my complete submission.

“Good girl, show me how you worship cock with your dirty little mouth.”

I stared up at her as I moved my head on her fingers, licking and then sucking, tasting myself on her. I had to consciously slow my pace as excitement at taking her into me filled me with sissy satisfaction.

“Good girl, Ian will be very pleased if you remember to show your dirty little submissive side! And if you tempt him enough, he’ll fuck your tight little pussy and he’ll fuck the cum right out of you!”

I looked up at her with complete gratitude.

“Now, let’s get you back home,” Sarah said as she stood up.

There was little conversation on the way back to my house. I fantasized constantly, as I had done all day, essentially, and could not even imagine what Sarah and Ian were going to do to me.

For her part, Sarah seemed to be fantasizing about the same thing. She would occasionally look over at me and smile. She put her hand on my leg, holding me. My cock strained against its cage constantly. I felt like I would cum just by having the freedom for my dick to get hard.

“I’m going to leave the cameras off tonight,” Sarah said as we pulled into the driveway. “Ian will be very sexually frustrated by tomorrow morning. He thinks I’m training you to be my pet specifically, but tomorrow he’s going to find out a bit more about your role and how he will be able to take that frustration out on your tight little hole.”

I shifted in my seat, excited and nervous and ready.

“You see the package waiting by the front door? That’s your attire for tomorrow. Be ready early, and we’ll be here after breakfast,” Sarah said.

“Thank you, Master. I’ll be ready,” I said as I opened the door.

Sarah pulled away as I took the package inside the house. The clothes inside were clearly meant to emphasize what Sarah and Ian would do to me. My heart raced as I imagined their attention, their hungry sexuality devouring me and stuffing my used body.

I could cum at just the thought of it!


Chapter 6

I slept horribly and woke up repeatedly throughout the night. I gave up on sleeping as the sun peeked over the horizon. Finally, I could get ready to please both Sarah and Ian!

Master and Daddy, I thought as I cleaned every part of my body in the hot shower.

The dynamic of this relationship surprised me, on many levels. The fact that I had run into Sarah, that she had known of my desire to be submissive, that she wanted to be dominant was enough to make me grateful that luck was on my side. Add in her offer of employment, the incredibly sexy things she had taught me in just a few days, and the fact that we had started down a road that would lead to so much more just pushed the boundaries of possibilities.

And then Ian, just the thought of him coming over today made my pulse race in nervous anticipation. I had never considered being with another man. I had never considered myself as having a pussy, either. And now I wanted nothing more than for him to fill it with his hard, powerful, raging cock. I could tell that Sarah worried about me being able to please Ian. I would impress her. And him.

I began dressing in the clothes Sarah had ordered for me. I started with a pink corset with black lace that came with a padded chest. Then there were the black lace thigh-highs, black lace panties, and a black leather loop with pink stitching that I eventually realized was a collar.

Finally, I put on a new wig, this time blonde, and added pink lipstick and pink nail polish.

I looked at myself in the mirror, turning and bending so that I could view every possible angle. Between the corset cinching above my waist, the thigh-highs below, and the sheer lace panties wrapping at the curve of my ass, from behind I looked completely feminine. Certainly, enough to grant me the knowledge that this is how I must be fucked.

I found a plug with a pink jewel in the box and thought that, with it, I could likely seduce almost any man. And probably quite a few women, as well. Sarah had seen this in me and cultivated my sissy side with incredible foresight. I clearly owed her, deeply.

I filled my tight hole with lube and then plugged it closed. The entire time, I envisioned Daddy pulling the plug out and shoving his big, hard cock straight into me. Claiming me in the most animal, brutal way that I could picture. I had clearly learned a thing or two in the past several days, because my prediction proved quite accurate.

Ian and Sarah arrived, and I greeted them at the door before they even knocked. I opened the front door as they approached, stepped out of their way, and bowed my head as I held my hands clasped in front of me. It was the most submissive, welcoming greeting I could come up with.

I barely had time to glance at Ian, well, Daddy, as I dared not look up and break the formality of my submission.

Master and Daddy strode into the house without hesitation. I closed the door behind them. I saw Master’s tight, short, sexy skirt and her high heels. I saw Daddy’s tight slacks that clung to his muscular legs. I could not wait to be beneath both of them and I stood behind them, nervously awaiting instructions.

“Brandy, how do you think you should greet your Daddy?” Master Sarah asked.

By showing him what I need, how badly I need it, and how grateful I am that he is here, I thought.

I rushed forward and knelt in front of Daddy. I looked directly at his crotch, my face only inches from it. I still had not looked at him directly.

Without a word, he unbuttoned his pants and slid them down. His cock leapt out at me as he lowered his tight underwear. He was hard enough that his big, round dick pointed straight out at me. I had never seen a cock this close before. I could feel the heat and see his pulse in the swollen, dripping head of his big cock. I could smell the strong, manly scent of his throbbing dick and his swollen balls.

I looked up at him as I leaned forward and gently kissed the head of his hard cock. He watched me with an intense, hungry look that exuded confident control. I needed his approval and I would do anything for it. I licked the shaft of his cock, my tongue out as I traced his dick from the bulging tip to the trim pubic hair at his waist.

Suddenly, Master Sarah’s hands were on my head, guiding me to move up and down his shaft faster. I licked as she moved my face over his cock.

“Get his big dick nice and wet,” she coached into my ear.

I opened my mouth and took him deep into me. I tried to take his cock completely in my mouth, but I coughed as the head of his dick filled my throat.

Master Sarah pulled my head back and Daddy’s cock sprung out of my mouth, dripping and hard.

She pulled my head back so that my face turned up and I watched as Daddy grabbed his cock and stepped forward, rubbing his wet cock over my face.

He lifted his balls over my lips as my vision filled with his hard, wet cock. He rubbed his manly scent all over my face while I licked his heavy, musky ball sack.

I stared up at him, subservient and unblinking as his cock rubbed across my eyes and dripped strings of precum across my shining face.

He stepped back, his cock fully hard as he panted in sexual readiness.

“You need my cock, don’t you, Brandy?” he asked in a deep, husky voice.

“Please, Daddy, please,” I said and then licked my lips, tasting the saltiness of his desire. My body shivered, wracked with the most extreme desire I had ever felt. I needed him, I needed to be fucked and I needed to be fucked by both of them. I wanted to feel their power and taste them and submit to them and beg for them.

“Very good. Very good, Brandy. And especially to you, Sarah. Well done,” he said as he slowly stroked his hard cock. He looked down at both of us, kneeling in front of him.

“Do you like her?” Sarah asked.

Please, please, say yes! I thought.

“Yes, most certainly,” he answered with a smile.

“Happy anniversary,” Sarah said.

He laughed, “You never cease to amaze me!”

“Brandy, turn around and show Daddy your tight little pussy,” Master Sarah said.

I turned and lowered my face to the floor, sticking my ass in the air. My plugged pussy must have been visible through the sheer panties.

Please, fuck me! I screamed in my head.

“Outstanding,” Daddy said.

“Is she a good present?” Master Sarah asked.

Daddy laughed again, “She sure is! You did fantastic. I’ll let you keep her, too, trained and obedient. Is this why you bought that company last week?”

What?

This time, it was Sarah who laughed. “Yes, she needed a little push to come around to her new life.”

I turned my head to listen and think. Bought the company, he meant my company? My employer?

“I love it when you’re devious,” he said. “You have definitely earned this!”

“Thank you, Daddy,” she said.

I was half kneeling when Sarah walked around in front of me and clipped a leash to my pink and black collar.

I wanted to ask her what she had done, how this had started. Instead, she knelt in front of me, facing away, and pulled my leash between her legs.

She lifted her skirt with one hand and pulled my leash with the other. She pulled me to her asshole, covered only by a thin g-string.

Sarah pulled the leash as she pushed back, trapping my face deep in her ass. I smelled her sex and her sweat and the tight skin and wetness of her holes.

I felt Daddy spread my ass open, examining my upturned and plugged pussy. I licked Sarah’s asshole, submitting to her mentally, physically, and especially sexually. She owned me in the most literal, demeaning, sexual way. I sucked against her warm, soft skin as I sought to symbolize my submission with my lips and my tongue on her tight, sexy asshole.

Daddy pulled the plug free from my dripping pussy and I moaned as I held my breath and pushed my tongue deep into Sarah.

Sarah pulled the leash tight, trapping my face in her tight, wet asshole. I felt the head of Daddy’s cock press against my open, dripping pussy. I shook my ass, desperate for him to fill me and to fuck me.

“Good girl,” he said as he pushed the head of his cock into me.

I felt my pussy expand and stretch against the hot hardness of his swollen cock. Both of his hands were on my ass as he pulled me open and slid into me, tight and hard and eliciting a scream as I planted my tongue deep into Sarah’s tight asshole.

Sarah jerked on the leash to get my attention and said, “Good girl, now worship it, and get it nice and wet for Daddy.”

As Daddy slid his cock further into me, I licked up and down Master Sarah’s asshole. I sucked her skin and kissed her tight opening with grateful lips.

Daddy’s cock filled me completely and I felt his hips pressing against my upturned ass. My cock dripped precum as I was brought to the edge of complete submissive ecstasy. I moaned relentlessly, overcome with pleasure and submission and desire to please, to do anything to please Daddy and Master.

I felt the wetness of Sarah’s hot pussy dripping in excitement, coating my chin as I licked up and down her asshole. Daddy’s cock throbbed inside me as I tightened my hole to engulf his powerful cock.

Daddy started fucking me, stretching me even more as his cock took me over and over, thrusting into my virgin hole while I worshipped Master’s now-dripping asshole.

“Sarah, get your sexy hole over here,” Daddy said as he slowly worked his cock in and out of my hungry pussy.

Sarah moved next to me and put her face down and her ass up.

“Suck me,” she said and then stuck her tongue out of her mouth.

“Yes, Master,” I said. I put my face down next to her and wrapped her wet tongue into my lips. I felt her ass next to mine as our hips touched.

“Fucking sexy little holes,” Daddy said as he fed his cock into my hole. I saw his hand at Master Sarah’s ass as he played with her dripping, ready holes.

Daddy pulled his cock out of my pussy and moved behind Sarah. She exhaled as his cock slid into her asshole and I suckled on her tongue.

“Spread those sexy little fuckholes, girls” Daddy said.

Sarah and I reached behind us and held our asses open as Daddy reached over to finger my hole while he fucked hers.

Sarah pulled away from my mouth as she looked up and said, “Thank you for fucking my asshole, Daddy.”

Daddy sped up his fucking of her asshole and he added a finger to my hole as Master Sarah further excited him with her sexy submission.

“Good, very fucking good,” Daddy said.

He pulled his hard cock out of Sarah’s asshole and lined up behind me. I shivered with excitement as I stretched my hole wide for him.

“Please may I feel your hard cock inside of me, Daddy?” I begged.

“Good girl!” he said as he plunged into me, deep and hard and all the way. I gasped in pleasure and pain.

He began fucking me hard and fast as I thrust back against him, taking him deep and feeling his cock stretching me and sparking a raging, explosive orgasm that came from parts of my body I didn’t know existed.

I whimpered and moaned, my voice high and submissive as the orgasm built inside me.

“She wants to cum,” Master Sarah said beside me.

“Please,” I whispered hoarsely, lost in the heat inside me and barely able to speak.

“Such a good sissy slut!” Daddy said. “But not yet.” I could hear the smile in his voice and I tried to move faster as he slowed the thrusting of his cock.

He spanked my ass, hard, and stopped thrusting. He brought me crashing back to reality as his spank drove my orgasm to yet another restrained level of need. I gripped his cock with my pussy, desperate to milk him and equally desperate to follow his orders by not moving on him, by depriving myself of his cum and my overpowering orgasm.

“Your Master always goes first,” he said as he pulled his cock from my quivering pussy and gripped my ass in his large, powerful hand.

He squeezed my ass until I whimpered, “Yes, Daddy. Please, Master,” I said.

He moved back behind Master Sarah and set his hard cock against her dripping asshole.

“Get your face in my pussy, Brandy,” Sarah said tersely as Daddy’s cock slid into her tight hole.

I crawled beneath her as Daddy began slamming his dick into her asshole. I lifted my face to her dripping wet pussy and licked her wet lips as precum, lube, and spit dripped onto my face from Daddy’s thrusting cock.

I watched his cock slide into her tight hole as my lips found her swollen clit and licked into her warm wetness. Daddy’s swinging balls bumped against my head, drilling his rhythm into me as I licked her pussy in time to his cock.

Master Sarah spread her pussy with one hand and her asshole with the other. She moaned and screamed into the carpet as I sucked her clit with my pursed lips and his cock stretched her tight, filled asshole.

I smelled him and her both, strong and distinct and overwhelming to my submissive senses. He growled and thrust and she moaned and rocked as I sucked her and watched him fuck her.

Her legs began trembling as he continuously pounded into her, driving her on his dick while I worshipped the deep wetness of her pussy with my tongue.

“Fuck, Daddy,” she said, her voice higher than mine and elevated to the edge of a scream. “Can I cum, please, please may I cum?” she asked.

“Only when I cum,” he said as he reached down and spread her ass even wider with his large hands.

“On her face, I want you to cum all over her face inside of your pussy, when I fill your sexy little asshole,” he said.

Master Sarah growled and screamed as she fought the orgasm that I worked to bring her near. I slowed my licking of her clit to match the thrust of his cock.

I wanted him to please her, and I wanted to please him. And I needed to please her. I was a good sissy, a dirty sissy.

I craned my neck to keep my lips on her clit and looked up at him, past his thrusting cock and into his feral eyes. I opened my eyes wide with complete acceptance of him and her and anything they could do. He looked down and saw me, saw my submission as his cock filled her asshole and their sex dripped onto my face.

He threw his head back and growled as he began shooting loads of jizz inside her.

I leaned back forward and sucked her clit as her legs trembled and shook.

“Fuck!” she screamed as her pussy flooded with wetness and her orgasm dripped onto my face.

Daddy reached down and grabbed my hair and pulled me towards his cock as he pulled out from her asshole. His hot, wet, throbbing cock still pulsed with orgasm as he thrust it into my open, hungry mouth.

His cock shot cum down my throat as I sucked him clean. His cum dripped from her gaping asshole and she fell forward, spent.

He pulled out of my mouth and stepped back. I lay in front of Daddy on my back and Master Sarah lay next to me with her eyes closed and her body trembling in continuous waves of orgasm.

“Good girl,” he said as he held my face in his hand.

“Thank you, Daddy,” I said as my body trembled with a pent up, demanding, orgasm.

“I have a special treat for you,” he said as he stroked his still-hard cock.

Daddy helped me to a kneeling position and said, “You get to fill your sexy little mouth with my cum while I fill your tight little pussy with it. What do you say for that?”

“Thank you, Daddy, thank you for your cum!” I said.

“I want to see how bad you need it,” he said as he turned me around until he was behind me and Sarah’s dripping asshole was in front of me.

I reached behind me and spread my hole as he lined his unrelenting cock up to my pussy.

With a growl, he thrust into my open, desperate hole.

I rocked back onto him, taking him deep and moving my body in subservience to his thrusting dick.

“Now, show me,” he said.

I leaned forward and licked Master Sarah’s dripping asshole. I tasted his cum and her body and her sex and it tasted like the deepest submission to her and to him. His cock filled me and his cum filled my mouth as I sucked and licked her asshole clean.

“Good,” he growled more than he spoke as he thrust deep and hard into me.

I moaned as I sucked her asshole and his cock filled me. The explosive orgasm flared inside me and burned, hot and bright and unstoppable.

My cock dripped a continuous line of precum as he fucked me deep and hard.

Desperate to please him, to earn his cum and to take him inside of me while I pleasured her asshole with my tongue, I rocked and sucked and licked in a complete state of sissy submission.

The orgasm that burned inside me swirled and rocked and ebbed and flowed but held, just out of reach.

And then Daddy spanked me, hard, jolting my upturned ass.

“Please!” I screamed, desperate.

He spanked me again, another spark added to the explosion that slowly filled my body.

Daddy spanked me, again and again, and I sucked her asshole and my mouth filled with his cum and I screamed as he thrust into me.

The spanking and thrusting drove me deep and I launched over the edge in a freefall of intense, submissive pleasure as wave after wave of orgasm pulsed through my body with each thrust of his cock and each lick of my tongue.

My caged cock shot wave after wave of cum, matched to the orgasm that flowed through me in a continuous, unstoppable wave of pleasure.

Daddy buried his cock deep inside me as he came again, his cum sealing my submission in my pussy as it sealed my obedience from her asshole.

I fell over, my body spent and dripping as he sat back behind me.

“Good girl,” he said, and I smiled, and Master Sarah smiled, too.

We all dozed off and into a mid-morning slumber with three naked, wet bodies wrapped together. Our celebration of Daddy Ian and Master Sarah’s anniversary continued well into the evening, and each bout of passion lasted longer and longer.

Master Sarah asked me whether I would want to work for her or return to my part-time job. Their purchase of my company had been intended to help bring us together, but she did not want me to lose my job or lose my hours unless I decided that I would rather work for her. She gave me a day off to think about her proposition, but I did not need it.

Working full time for Master Sarah gave me many opportunities to spend time with her and her husband. We learned so much about each other and we spent many evenings engaged in marathons of passionate sex.

Truth be told, though, I learned more about myself than I did about them. I learned what I wanted and how to get what I wanted. And that knowledge would serve me for a lifetime!


Thank you for reading. I hope you enjoyed it as much as I enjoyed writing it!

If you did, consider joining my mailing list to receive a free short story:
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Feminized by the Professor is an erotica short about Austin, a shy student who spends too much time fantasizing about the Professor's Assistant, Jasmine. Jasmine and the Professor decide to allow Austin to take part in an experiment they're running. It doesn't take Austin long to submit to the experiment and embrace his role in pleasing the professor!
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