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CHAPTER 1


KENT

I rolled my eyes at the sorority girls that had just entered the store and immediately made a b-line straight for the trashy costumes that would show as much cleavage and ass cheek as possible.

“Do you think this makes me look fat?” The skinniest one of the group called out. Like no shit, her ribs were showing under her top.

“What about this one instead?” Another replied, holding up a bunny outfit.

So fucking original.

“This one’s cute!” Insisted a third, grabbing a nurse’s uniform.

Just kill me now.

This is what irritated me the most about working here, despite the fact I loved it. There were some amazing pieces we’d managed to get in this year for any season and any event. It was clear that the artists behind the outfits cared about their work. Every detail etched with passion, every piece of cloth stitched together with care and precision. And yet they go ignored for the most part in favor of short skirts and tops that barely covered tits.

No class, just ass.

Then again, was that really a bad thing?

I looked back down at my own sketch I’d been working on behind the till and sighed. It was one trial of many recent failures I’d managed to come up with. The design was an assignment for a recent class I’d been mandated to take thanks to being put on academic probation for disciplinary reasons.

Hey, it wasn’t my fault that the wedding I crashed just happened to be for the dean’s daughter.

And worst of all, that bride-to-be’s aunt was a professor here at the university. I honestly doubted her credentials… no doubt she got in thanks to some nepotistic bullshit. Because there was absolutely no way someone with such a horrid sense for clothing could even remotely teach fashion design.

“Alternative fashion” Professor Chrissy had called it with that smug smile on her face knowing that I wasn’t taking the damn thing because I wanted to. “Open your mind to different ideas,” she’d said while wearing an outfit that hugged her bust too tight and displayed way too much cleavage than what should’ve been work appropriate—the tall tale signs of someone trying too damn hard to fit in with a younger college crowd despite being twenty years their senior.

She should’ve stuck to being a washed out HOA board member whose only accomplishments in life were having a niece marry into money.

Just like I should’ve stuck to random street fights. At least those were fun. But after having a close call with the cops I decided I needed to reign it in a bit. College has been a good distraction despite never feeling like I really fit in, though that was mostly my fault. Having been raised the way I was—with no parents and a penchant for getting into trouble—made it hard to adapt to higher standards of life. The fact I even managed to get into college in the first place was a miracle in it of itself, but I guess I have my last foster family to thank for that considering they had me busting my ass later in school. But even they grew tired of me eventually and like all the rest before, tossed me aside.

Still, in spite of all of that, it’s not like I didn’t want to take this class seriously. I did actually want to graduate. It’s just when you tell me to design something feminine that would look just as good on a man as it would a woman that’s kind of a tall order. I mean, what was I supposed to do? Put a dude in a dress? Draw a woman in a suit? Maybe I should just put a guy in a pink blazer and call it a day. Real men wear pink after all, right?

“Alternative fashion my ass,” I whispered under my breath. “More like shit—”

“Now ladies,” my ears perked up instantly at the familiar grating voice, “Can’t you girls try to be a little more creative with your outfits?”

Professor Chrissy had just sauntered in like she owned the damn place wearing some kind of ridiculous cowgirl costume. Why was it that everywhere I turned she somehow ruined whatever mood I was in, even if it had already been shitty?

The spurs on her knee-high brown boots clicked as she walked. She even had a bit of rope hanging from her belt like she was trying to be Indiana Jones or some shit. Her brunette hair flowed down in waves from under the cowboy hat she donned. And once again, that top of hers looked like it was a size smaller than it should be on purpose to emphasize her cleavage. I mean damn, the buttons were nearly coming undone at the front. Those tits had to be fake.

“Ah, Mr. Martin,” she said, turning to me suddenly and walking up to the till. “Funny seeing you here.” She added with that usual arrogant look plastered to her face.

I rolled my eyes. “I could say the same.”

“Really? I think I quite belong, don’t you?” She taunted, giving herself a fake southern accent and overly blinking those hazel eyes of hers.

“Shouldn’t you be, I don’t know, working right now?” Seriously, of all the people I had to deal with today it of course had to be her.

“But I am working Mr. Martin.” She looked back at the group of girls giggling for no apparent reason. “The sorority chapter I oversee is planning a party later this month.”

I raised an eyebrow and looked back over at the group of girls who were holding up even more revealing costumes than before. “I didn’t realize the sorority hosted amateur OnlyFans costume parties.” I replied. “I guess I shouldn’t expect anything less from someone who teaches such a prestigious course as alternative fashion.” I made sure to lay on that sarcasm extra thick.

“So you think my course is prestigious?” She smiled. “Why thank you.”

“But that wasn’t a—you know what, nevermind.” I paused. I really didn’t have time for this shit. “So are you here to buy something or just waste my time?”

“Now, now, Mr. Martin, that’s not how you should talk to customers is it? What would your manager say?”

I almost laughed. “They’d probably say the same thing considering I AM the manager.”

“Is that so? Well, I suppose it makes sense given your current academic standing.”

I could feel a vein in my temple pop. “Excuse me?”

She leaned over the till. “And I can see you’re no closer to finishing that assignment due on Monday, huh? I thought you were supposed to be working today?” She smirked. “But I suppose that maybe you are better off just managing some sub-par costume parlor.”

Oh that’s fucking it.

“You know what, fair point. It’d certainly be better than taking some second-hand fashion class that only students on their way to dropping out enroll in.”

Take that, bitch.

There was a moment of silence between us before she just started humming a light tune and turned toward the costumes to our right like she hadn’t heard a single thing I’d said.

I wanted to scream.

Who is she to come in here all high and mighty like that? The customer’s always right, my fucking ass. If I actually were the manager I’d take that attitude of hers and shove it up her—

“What costume do you recommend?”

“What?”

“You know, humor me…”

Surprisingly, she had actually found her way to the section of costumes that I wanted customers to notice more. The kind where quality was preferred over tits and ass. But like hell I was going to let this prick of a professor win. So I walked over to the section where the sorority girls were still wandering around and pulled out some skimpy ass schoolgirl costume. “I particularly recommend something like this.” I said with another coating of sarcasm before adding, “It even has a variety of accessories that go with it.” I pulled out a pair of cat ears from the bag to show her.

Her breasts brushed up against my shoulder as she stepped closer from behind me and electricity rushed across my skin, kick-starting my heart into overdrive. The smell of her perfume was sweet, like lilac, and intermingled around us as if to create some kind of barrier.

She looked inquisitively at the costume before looking back at me and for the first time I noticed just how green her eyes were. They shown like a pair of crisp, clear emeralds above her smile. “Hmmm, I didn’t realize you fancied these kind of costumes.” She said with a nod.

“What? No, you said you wanted a recommendation—”

“I didn’t say it was for me.” She continued, “But I’m impressed, not many men would openly admit to cross-dressing in revealing schoolgirl costumes.”

The sorority girls chuckled as they listened in on our conversation and I could feel my cheeks burn. My heart beat rapidly within my chest as I felt all manner of words get lodged in my throat. “But I don’t… I’m not—”

She leaned in even closer and I could detect a subtle undertone of vanilla within that lilac scent that settled over me. “Really? Hmmm, pity. You’d probably look better in that than your current clothes.” She said, her words dripping with well-sharpened mockery.

My mouth dropped, having been emptied of any kind of retort or even syllables to say.

With an over-exaggerated turn she spun around and started to head out the door, but not before something fell out of her pocket.

I picked it up just as it hit the floor and unfolded the small pamphlet. It read:

COME JOIN US AT THE WOMEN’S ONLY 21+ SPEED DATING COSTUME PARTY! LGBTQ+ ALLIES WELCOME!

As I went over the details of the event a smile slowly crept across my face.

It’s been a while since I crashed a party.


CHAPTER 2


KENT

A couple days later I was back in my dorm room after having purchased an outfit and was now wondering whether or not this was a good idea after all. I looked over at the costume I’d laid on my bed again, the ridiculous schoolgirl clothes telling me that this was a waste of time and money, even if it was only a couple of bucks. For some reason though, the blonde wig had cost a decent amount of change which irritated me. It’s a fucking wig… who pays that much for fake hair?

Me apparently.

Whatever, I’ll return it afterwards. Won’t need it after tonight, that’s for sure.

And speaking of tonight, did I really want to do this? I mean, I’d crashed parties before, but never have I done it while wearing an outfit of the opposite sex. Not to mention, it was the kind of skimpy shit I hated the most.

Was I really going to sacrifice my integrity as an aspiring fashion designer just to piss off Professor Fake Bimbo over some petty bullshit she threw my way the other day?

FUCK YES I WAS.

I stripped down out of my clothes until I was naked and looked at myself in the mirror. Despite not doing a lot of working out I managed to keep my body at a healthy weight with no real fat to speak of. That said, I looked more frail than I felt. I had to have more muscle than this, right? It did look like I could still see somewhat of an outline of my abs, no doubt remnants of my not so distant past of getting into constant brawls.

But the rest of me didn’t fair much better in the looks department. My skin was smooth; no arm hair, leg hair, or even chest hair to speak of. And to my biggest regret, I still couldn’t seem to grow a proper beard. Hell, it was now 6 PM and I hadn’t even grown 5 o’ clock shadow. My short black bangs were styled upwards which was how I liked them.

I laughed, trying to shake the uneasiness that threatened my nerves.

“I can’t pull this off,” I said to myself. “I’m a guy. This is by far the dumbest idea you’ve ever had, Kent.”

But then the image of Professor Chrissy’s smug face popped back into my head and I found myself reaching for the pair of pink panties that the outfit came with. On the front of them was a small light pink bow that didn’t seem to actually do anything and was just there for looks.

I took a deep breath and sighed. “Just for tonight… for a little bit of payback.” I assured myself.

With one foot after the other I put my legs through the holes of the feminizing underwear and started sliding them up my thighs until they rested over my cock, tucking it in so that it was barely a bulge under the fabric. Something tingled within me as I felt the tight panties cinch around my waist and ass, my heart now making itself known within my chest as it got ever so slightly louder.

Next I grabbed the bra and fastened it around my chest. It was hard to reach the middle of my back, but I finally clasped both ends of the bra together and looked at myself in the mirror.

A small sound escaped my lips and the light pounding in my ears intensified. It was only a set of pink panties and bra…

So why the hell was my heart beating so fast?

The bra itself actually made it look like I had a little bit of cleavage. Even standing there naked, it almost seemed as if I really had a pair of breasts as the cups of the bra tightened around my nipples and even pushed them together somewhat.

After a couple deep breathing exercises that did nothing to calm the stirring of my heart, I reached for the knee-high navy blue socks that had white stripes on the cuffs with shaky hands and put my feet into them, feeling the soft fabric caress my skin as I pulled them up to my knees.

Everything felt tight. It was almost as if I could feel the curves of my own body just from wearing women’s underwear and socks. The sensation was making butterflies flutter around in my stomach. A part of me wanted to rip these clothes off and pretend like I’d never thought of this crazy idea, but a bigger part of me wanted to see just how far I could take this.

My breathing got heavier.

I stared at myself in the mirror again, finding it almost unreal how I could feel so different in just a few pieces of women’s undergarments.

But I shook my head. “Focus, Kent, focus.”

Telling myself that didn’t really help as I put on the plaid skirt however, what with my heart now thundering like a drum within my ears. But I managed to clasp it around my waist and then quickly tried to put on the top which stopped just above my belly button and hugged around my barely-existent abs. A small ribbon was tied under the collar where a men’s tie would normally go.

Finally, I grabbed the blonde wig and put it over my hair, feeling the wavy, feminizing strands of gold slink down my face and grace the tops of my shoulders. They tickled my cheeks as I turned back around and gasped.

Standing in the mirror was me, dressed like a schoolgirl that went to a private university… well, if said university didn’t care about common decency given how revealing the outfit was with a skirt that stopped at just above thigh level and a top that hugged my chest, making my bra-fashioned fake tits stand out even more. My new blond hair framed my face a little too perfectly and I wasn’t sure how I felt about that. The features of my face also seemed… softer?

As I marveled at myself in the mirror there was a sudden knock at the door to my dorm room which caused me to jump and stifle a yelp.


CHAPTER 3


KENT

“Kent!” The resident advisor called and knocked on the door. “I know you’re in there! Open the door!”

Fuck me, of course this just had to happen now of all times.

I faked a cough and tried to speak through my nose. “Hey Jake, I’m not feeling too well, can you come back later?”

Like next month?

“Bullshit, Kent. You know that crap won’t work with me. Open the door!”

Persistent bastard.

Last time the piece of shit tried something like this he damn near broke my door down. If this continued he’d probably do it again and at my own expense no less. And I’ll be blamed and called the problem student again as if I didn’t already have enough problems fitting in…

Then an idea hit me. “Hey babe!” I yelled loud enough for Jake to hear. “Can you get the door for me and see what Jake wants? I’m kind of busy working on this assignment.”

I then softened my vocals and tried to reply in a loud, high-pitched voice. “Mmmhmm!”

Hoping to god that sounded convincing enough I walked over to the door and opened it while still dressed in my schoolgirl costume.

Standing before me was Jake and he just stared at me with his mouth open and a look of pure confusion slapped across his face.

And it was glorious.

“Oh, um… hi…” he stuttered, “I didn’t realize someone else would be here, but I kind of need to talk to Kent. Can I see him?”

Something fluttered within me as I watched my usually jockish, alpha-male presenting RA stand there all flustered like he didn’t know what to do. He wore his typical workout clothes that stretched over his well-toned and sculpted muscles. His short dirty blonde hair reached just barely over his eyebrows, draping over a pair of amber eyes.

Just as I was about to open my mouth to talk I stopped.

What the fuck had I just gotten myself into? I’d never even practiced speaking in a feminine voice prior just before opening this door and that was a basic “mmmhmmm.” How the fuck was I supposed to have a full-on conversation?

I just stared at him in response, trying to figure out how I was going to do this.

He rubbed his nape. “So like I said… can I talk to Ken—”

I shook my head and let out another high-pitched response.

“Oh… so like… no?”

“Mmmhmmm!” I replied and nodded. I gave him my best smile and even blinked at him a couple times.

Get the fucking hint, dude.

He sighed. “Fine. Just tell him that the dean was wanting to see him. She didn’t specify why, just that when he was able that he needed to go to her office.”

Fuck me, what’d I do now?

I nodded again and smiled, this time adding a dash of puppy dog eyes to my expression. At least, what I thought was a puppy-dog-eyed look. Never really tried it before.

It seemed to work though because his expression softened, but what he did next surprised me. He leaned in and whispered into my ear. “When you get bored of this loser my friends and I can show you a good time.”

He stepped back, gave me a smile and a nod, and then turned down the hallway, leaving me speechless with my mouth hanging open.

I wasn’t sure how long I stood there like that, but once my brain loaded back up again I instantly slammed the door to my room shut. Holding my hand to my chest my back hit the door and I slid down to the floor. My heart threatened to break free and burst through my ribcage and I found it hard to breath.

Did he just say what I think he just said… and to ME?

Ignoring the part that he totally just called me a loser, he had also essentially just told me to ditch well… me, and then invited me to have a good time with him and his friends. I didn’t need an English degree to figure out what he meant by that.

Did that mean I was actually passable? And not only passable, but that I was even worth going out on a date with?

I swallowed hard, finding it difficult to even stand up. But I managed to pick myself up off the floor and took a couple deep breaths. As I did so, I felt something swell up inside of me. It was a mixture of feelings I knew all too well and a solution that got me into trouble one too many times: pure adrenaline and unbridled confidence.


CHAPTER 4


KENT

With one heel in front of another I carefully took a seat at the bar and sighed as my heart calmed down. I may be twenty-one, but I also hadn’t thought about the fact they’d be checking IDs at the door and was thankful when a group of girls dressed in similar scantily clad outfits crowded around the bouncer so that I could sneak in behind them. It was also annoying trying to get used to walking in these damn heels, though I’d gotten somewhat better at it on my way over here.

I looked around to survey my surroundings. It was packed with people for the special costume party speed dating event. Up until today I didn’t even realize events like this took place downtown and was surprised at the turnout. There were not only women, but men present as well—the allies they spoke of I presumed—though only women would be speed dating.

That anxiety from earlier returned again and I looked towards the tables that had been setup in the center of the room. They looked intimidating. Maybe I could just sit over here all night and watch? That counts as crashing an event, right?

“For you.”

I turned towards the bartender and the cider he’d uncapped and placed in front of me. “Oh but I didn’t order this.” I replied in a high-pitched softened voice, having practiced for a bit before I left the dormitories. Admittedly, it unnerved me somewhat just how good I’d gotten at it in a short amount of time.

“I know. He ordered it for you.” He said, pointing to an older man at the end of the bar. “He’s a regular and does that for all the cute girls he sees so don’t take it too seriously.”

Cute.

I blushed.

“Um, well…thanks, I guess.” I grabbed the bottle and took a swig, instantly feeling the warmth tingle down my throat and sighed with relief as my nerves relaxed.

“So you here for the event?”

“What?”

“The speed dating event. The bar’s owner is huge into supporting the LGBTQ+ community and likes to host things like this every once in a while.”

“Oh, yeah.” All of a sudden what I was doing started to sink in and become much more real. My adrenaline spiked and I took another drink, letting the warmth relax me a little more. “I-I guess I am.”

Am I? Why does this feel like a bad idea?

“Well, good luck.” He smiled and winked.

“Thanks.”

Just then an announcer took to the stage that had been set up at the far end of the room and grabbed the microphone. “Hello ladies and well… ladies.” Small chuckles filled the room and I instantly recognized the voice as belonging to Professor Chrissy. Today she was sporting some kind of maid outfit that again, revealed a bit too much. I shuddered and swallowed some more liquid courage. “Thank you for coming to this marvelous event tonight. As always, this is pretty informal with no real rules other than don’t be a dick and have fun!”

I nearly spit my drink out in laughter at that last part as the music started and people began intermingling with each other in the center of the room. Don’t be a dick, huh? A funny thought, considering the way she’d acted at the shop the other day.

Several minutes went by as I watched people mingle with each other and I realized my anxiety downed that first drink quicker than I was expecting. But it didn’t do much to ease how wrong this felt and that maybe now was the best time to get out of here.

A clink next to me had other ideas however as the bartender put another drink in front of me with a smile, this time pointing to a girl who walked up to me. “Hi! I’m Elizabeth. What’s your name?” She was dressed in one of those skimpy nurse outfits with white and red accents. I couldn’t deny, she was hot and her red curly hair matched her overall look really well.

“Hello, I’m Ke—” I stopped, suddenly realizing I had never thought of an alias for this sort of thing. This had to be the most poorly planned out crash event I’ve ever done.

“Ke?” She asked, slightly tilting her head, her eyelashes blinking over a pair of bright blue eyes. God she was cute.

“K-Katie.” I finally spurted out. “My name is Katie.”

She held out her hand and I shook it. “So Katie, what brings you to an event like this?”

“Oh you know, I just wanted to meet some people. But I won’t be here for very long if they keep buying me drinks.” I let out a laugh that probably could’ve sounded more confident. My eyes darted over to the center of the room and I wondered why she’d ventured over here when that was where the magic seemed to be happening. But then again, Professor Bimbo did say it was informal.

Elizabeth nodded and smiled. “I know what you mean. I don’t normally buy people drinks myself, but you caught my eye and I couldn’t help myself. Sorry.”

My heart danced. “N-no, that’s okay. It’s a nice gesture.”

We talked about hobbies and whatnot. She apparently was majoring in illustration and in her free time liked to paint nails. She also loved to draw still life portraits. Maybe she’d be willing to give me some tips on drawing outfits later?

No, wait… you’re supposed to be crashing this event, not joining it!

But as we continued talking I only felt myself wanting to know more. To explore her world and other things she was interested in. I felt like I’d never talked like this with a woman before and I found myself becoming more and more intrigued.

Then the buzzer rang. We said our goodbyes, but not before we swapped numbers. I mean, we actually swapped numbers. Though of course, I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to do with that since Katie didn’t actually exist. And for some reason, my heart sank at the thought.

But the night went on. I talked with a few more girls. Some conversations were more interesting than others. More drinks came my way and more numbers were swapped. I felt invincible. Like this had been a huge success even though I hadn’t even done anything I’d originally set out to do.

As the night came to a close I took another drink and this time decided I wanted to try buying someone else one. So I called the bartender over and pointed at the woman sitting at a nearby table and said, “Could you send her a drink on me?” I handed him some cash.

“Sure thing.”

I didn’t know whether or not that would get her attention, but I didn’t care. My confidence was booming.

The bartender walked over to the table, set the drink in front of her, and that was when she turned around to look at me.

My heart stopped.

Sitting there at the table staring at me was none other than Professor Chrissy herself. How could I not have recognized her? She smiled at the bartender before walking over and sitting down next to me. “Well aren’t you a pretty little thing.” She said, taking a drink. That same scent of lilac and vanilla from before radiated off of her.

“T-th-th-…” Fuck me. The entire reason I was here tonight was now sitting right in front of me and I didn’t know what to say. “Th-thank you.” I said at long last.

“I’m Chrissy Bright, but you can just call me Chrissy. What’s your name?”

I couldn’t quite put my finger on it, but there was something different about her. She was smiling… like, genuinely smiling. Then I remembered she’d asked me my name. “Katie. And uh… you can call me Katie.”

So smooth, you idiot.

She laughed and I didn’t know why, but it stirred something within me. “So Katie, how have you enjoyed the event so far?”

“To be honest, it’s been fun and I didn’t know there even were events like this.”

No, stop it, this is Professor Chrissy you’re talking with! What are you doing?

“Well, thank you. And I must say,” she said and suddenly touched my fingers with her own on the table, sending electric fire racing through my limbs and straight to my heart, “It’s always nice to see new faces. Especially cute ones.”

Despite the drinks I’d had my heart went into overdrive again, drums beating so loud I could barely hear the music over the speakers. For some reason, as I looked at Professor Chrissy, I didn’t feel the usual rage inside of me. It was like I was looking at an entirely different person. She seemed to have real compassion in her eyes and her demeanor was unrecognizable. “Thank yo—”

“DON’T TOUCH ME!” A familiar voice suddenly screamed from behind us.

“Oh come on, it was just a harmless little pat.” An old, coarse voice replied.

I turned around to see Elizabeth, her face red with anger and some old piece of shit trying to grab at her ass. She slapped his hand away again. “If you touch me again I’m calling the cops!”

“Don’t be like that—”

“HEY ASSHOLE!” I shouted, somewhat thankful for the distraction from the situation I found myself in moments prior, but I also wasn’t going to let him harass my friend. I walked up to the fucker. “You got shit in your ears or something? She said don’t touch her.”

It wasn’t until the dude stood up and then got in my face that I realized just how much taller and bigger than me he really was. He also reeked of alcohol and cigarettes. “And what’s a weak, pretty little piece of ass like you going to do about it?” He grabbed my shoulders. “You’d be much better like—”

I rolled my shoulders and forced his hands off of me, causing him to step back in surprise. “And you’d be much better tossed out with the rest of the trash!”

His plump face turned red and he took a swing at me. In a freak rush of adrenaline I dodged it with a quick spin, my mind suddenly recalling the fights I’d gotten into back in the day. As he turned around to face me again it was too late. I was already mid-way through my roundhouse kick, surprising even me with how agile I felt in that moment, and landed my heel right in his fucking face.

It wasn’t as cinematic as the movies, but he did stumble backwards as he held his face with his hands and screamed before tripping over a glass table and shattering it with his back as he landed on the floor with a loud thud, glass flying everywhere.

And holy shit was that satisfying.

The bar went completely silent. I looked over at Elizabeth, her mouth hanging open as she stared at me. That must’ve been quite a shock to her, but at least she didn’t look like she was injured. I turned back around to Professor Chrissy who also had a similar look of surprise on her face. “Sorry about that. Is everyone oka—”

“Martin…” Professor Chrissy blurted out.

I froze.

Did she just say my name?

Then I realized that my wig had turned lopsided on my head and that my identity had been exposed to every single patron in the bar. They stared at me with wide eyes.

My head snapped back to Elizabeth, then back to Professor Chrissy.

And without another thought I ran.

“Wait!” I heard Professor Chrissy call behind my back.

But I didn’t care. I pushed my way through the crowd of people at full speed.

I needed to run. The jig was up. My ruse was over. All I could do now was pump my legs as fast as possible out that door and down the street.

As I continued to run past the buildings and various people crowding the sidewalks my body wanted to scream. I guess I wasn’t as strong as I thought myself to be after all. My vision blurred with tears I wasn’t expecting, the street lights now pixelated orbs above the ground.

Why was I feeling this way? It was supposed to be some stupid event that I was crashing. So why did it feel like everything around me was crashing instead?

After a while my run turned to a slow walk. In my panic I had no idea where I’d rushed off to, some kind of suburban area it looked like. But that didn’t matter as a sudden overwhelming exhaustion laced with fear took hold of me. I felt nauseas. My entire body shook heavily as I began to hyperventilate.

I took a couple steps, my legs now feeling like lead.

Is my life over?

Another couple steps.

This is by far the dumbest thing you’ve ever done, Kent. And that’s after already having a long history of dumb shit.

Just one more step was all I could muster before I felt myself stumble and fall over.

But before I hit the ground a pair of arms wrapped around me, a strong scent of lilac and vanilla wafting over me just as darkness took my vision and I passed out.


CHAPTER 5


PROFESSOR CHRISSY

God fucking dammit. Like seriously. God fucking dammit.

Just when I thought shit couldn’t get any worse, it does.

“Chris, hey, what’s going on? Is she okay?”

I looked back at my subordinate who had just arrived. “Hey Elizabeth, and yeah, I think he—she’s going to be just fine.” I quickly put the blonde wig back on his head before she came over. It was probably best to keep his identity a secret. Though I still felt like a complete idiot for accidentally saying his name back at the bar. It had just caught me off guard, something that almost never happens.

“Can you stop calling me that?”

“No, you know I can’t, Elizabeth. And you know exactly why.” Seriously, it irritated me to no end every time she asked that as if the operation wasn’t still ongoing. And like last time, we’d managed to find jack shit.

“I know but…” She let out an exasperated sigh. “Fine. So who is she anyways? I mean, I spoke with her earlier tonight and she said her name was Katie, but beyond that and some generic stuff…”

“I don’t know.” An obvious lie, but I didn’t know who was around and who could be listening. I thought Elizabeth had seen his wig fall off, but it was pretty dark in the bar so with any luck, no one else saw it either.

“Should we call the paramedics?”

That’s probably not a bad idea, but… I shook my head. “No, after what she’s done it’s best that she fall under our protection.” I said and stood up, surprised at just how light and fragile he felt in my arms. How had he been able to move like that back at the bar with a frail body like this?

“Alright, I’ll go grab the car and bring it around.”

“Thanks.”

On the way back to the bar—well, headquarters—I looked down at the face that laid across my lap, his closed eyes facing up at me. I still couldn’t believe it. The little shit that had given me so much grief the last several months had actually planned on crashing the event tonight just like he’d crashed my niece’s wedding. Well… fake niece’s wedding anyways.

I wanted to be mad at him. In fact, I should be fucking royally pissed, as I had been all this time. He acted just like every other stuck-up college brat who think they know everything.

No class, just crass.

But as I stared down at him a different kind of emotion swelled within me. I remembered the way he sent that gang member tumbling backwards with an impressive kick to the face and it put a smile on my face, despite the fact it’d basically ruined the entire operation right then and there… again.

I sighed.

Who was he anyways and how was it that he managed to fuck up literally everything we were trying to do? I was rank pissed when the boss told me I needed to keep an eye on him as if some half-baked wedding crasher was a threat.

But now, I wasn’t so sure. After the first time I could maybe call it a coincidence. But after the second—

His brows suddenly wrinkled and his face scrunched up like he was in pain as he shifted around on my lap. I brushed my fingers over his face, tingles spreading up my forearm and through my chest as I tucked a strand of hair behind his ear.

“We’re here.” Elizabeth said as she pulled the car into a parking spot behind the bar.

I carried him through the bar and up the stairs, laying him down on the couch in the main office. His face was still wrinkled like he was in pain and he was breathing heavily. Too heavily for my liking. I put my hand on his forehead and it felt like he was burning up.

“I still think we should’ve called the paramedics.” Elizabeth said, her brow furrowed with concern. “She’s clearly not well.”

“You know we can’t risk that. If anything, she should be going into witness protection.” Though even I thought that might be over-kill. Still, it was too risky sending him to the hospital now that the dude he sent crashing into the glass table was on his way over there himself.

“Why? It was a public event and we’ve never done that before regarding civilian attendees.”

“Yeah well, other civilian attendees didn’t plant their heel in the face of a known gang member who is part of an underground criminal organization with deep pockets and connections.”

“That was a good kick.” She said with a smile.

I had to stifle a laugh. “Yeah, it was.” But it was also a mistake. We usually have our agents surrounding the target specifically so what happened tonight doesn’t. We really fucked up on this one.

“What will we do with her now then?” Elizabeth asked.

The boy suddenly let out a gasp and a small cry as his hands gripped the couch, causing both me and Elizabeth to snap our attention back to him. “Can you grab some water and a towel? She’ll be staying here tonight and likely with us for the time being.”

Elizabeth nodded and left the room, though I could tell by the frown on her face that we’d be talking about this later.

Fuck. Fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck!

I looked back down at him and put the palm of my hand on his cheek. “It’s okay.” I said in an effort to soothe him. But all it ended up doing was make me clench my fist at my side as that swelling of emotion grew.

And that was when I realized…

I was angry.

But not at the fact he’d tried to crash our operation tonight. It was the fact he’d put himself in danger like that in the first place. I mean, he may not have known that it was an operation, but it sure as shit shocked the hell out of me when he stood up out of nowhere to defend Elizabeth. It was an unnecessary risk and we’d be having words about it later.

But wait… why was I feeling this way? I shouldn’t be. In fact, I’d spent so much time being angry and hating him for screwing up our shit that it didn’t make sense to feel this way now.

Even so, as I stared down at him there was no denying how I felt. I hated seeing him in pain like this. His soft visage was now flecked with suffering. Those natural pink lips were pressed hard together and his normally glowing cheeks had flushed red with heat.

Then I remembered how he acted in the costume shop and couldn’t help but notice the irony of the fact he was now wearing the outfit he’d clearly tried to show me to get a rise out of me. And even though I was also trying to piss him off in kind when I said he’d look better in that outfit than what he was wearing… he did actually look cute in it—to the point it fooled even me. If I could just lean in and—

No. I had to be focused. Think about something else.

But what rose to the surface was that seething rage. This time though, it was directed at the asshole who caused this. The one that would no doubt be laying in a hospital bed right now…

There was also another emotion swelling just as much right next to that anger. One that I feared recognizing because it could put our entire operation in jeopardy.

What scared me even more than that however, was the fact that I didn’t fucking care.


CHAPTER 6


KATIE

My eyes fluttered open slowly as I yawned and stretched. Low natural light filtered through the room from a curtained window at the far end of it. It was then that I realized that the room I was in wasn’t my own and I sat up with a start, a sudden jolt of pain spreading through my limbs. “Ouch, fuck!” I yelled. At that moment the memories from the previous night came flooding back to me, along with the fear and panic I’d felt after being exposed. “Where the fuck am I?”

Glancing around I noticed I was on a huge bed in a room I’d never been in before. A generous amount of sheets and blankets had been placed over me. To be honest, I had half a mind to plop back down on those soft pillows and let sleep take me again, but not knowing where I was wouldn’t allow it.

And in any case, I needed to get the fuck out of here. There were things I needed to do and I didn’t know the extent of the damage I’d caused to my own life after last night’s stupid stunt. Hell, my life was probably over. But maybe I could lessen the blows. I didn’t know, but I wouldn’t accomplish anything staying here.

I stood up and started walking towards the bedroom door, my legs still feeling like they were weighed down with cement. Just as I was about to reach it the door swung open with Professor Chrissy standing in the doorway.

“What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” She asked, rushing over to me and grabbing me by the shoulders just as I was about to collapse again. “You have no business being up and about right now.”

She sounded… different. The usual edge to her voice when she spoke to me was absent, replaced by something softer. “I need to go.” I replied. “I have things I need to do.”

“No, you don’t.” She said, setting me back down on the bed. Her touch was gentle and I could swear there was genuine concern in her voice when she talked. “You need to rest.”

“I’m fine.”

“How many fingers am I holding up?”

“Two.”

“Okay, that wasn’t the best test.”

She just stared at me for a moment, her brow creased and a frown replacing her usual smile. For some reason I didn’t like it. It was then that my eyes trailed down the rest of her body and I failed to stifle a chuckle.

“What?”

“Are you still seriously wearing that ridiculous maid outfit from last night?” I asked, noting her large breasts nearly falling out of the top of the revealing costume.

“Last night?” She raised an eyebrow. “Hon, if you’re referring to that little event of ours you crashed that happened two nights ago.”

It took a moment for me to register what she’d just said before my eyes widened. “Two nights ago?! That was two nights ago?!” I nearly shouted, about ready to get back on my feet when she put her hands on my shoulders again.

“Hey, hey. It’s okay.”

“But class! I can’t afford to fail again! I have to—”

“Rest.” She said firmly.

I looked down at her hands. Her grip was strong, yet soft at the same time. If I really wanted to, I knew I could easily stand up and be out that door in two seconds, but something in her demeanor had me staying still. Then I remembered what she said just a moment ago.

“Wait, you knew I was trying to crash your event? I mean… I wasn’t—”

“It’s okay. Well, it’s not, but it is.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Yeah, because that makes a lot of sense.”

Rather than the anger I’d grown accustomed to seeing flash across her face so many times, her frown softened into a smile and something in my heart fluttered. “At first I didn’t know it was you. I’d never thought in a million years I’d see you at an event like that, even to crash it.” She tucked a strand of my hair behind my ear, an electric pulse jumping straight to my chest from the touch. “You even had me fooled.” As if realizing what she had done she quickly snapped her hand back.

“I did?” My heart started to thrum in my ears.

She nodded before her brow furrowed again and a more serious look darkened her deep green eyes. “Right up until you roundhoused that dude in the face.”

I don’t know if it was all the stress I was feeling or the way she said it or what, but I just started laughing, remembering how good that kick felt. It was like riding a bike and I was surprised at how quickly I remembered how to fight. I flopped back down on the bed, panting from the laughter.

“It’s not funny.” She said, her face coming into view above me and still showing concern and perhaps even anger, though the latter didn’t seem to be directed at me.

“It kind of is—”

“No, it was dangerous and reckless!”

I sat up on my elbows, surprised at the sudden outburst. I’d never known her to act like this. Was this really the same professor that hated me? Not that I could blame her given the way I had responded in kind. But seriously, she was like an entirely different person now.

She dragged her hand down her face. “You scared the crap out of us, hon. Then you were burning up and… and…”

Her face inched closer to mine, her familiar lilac and vanilla scent entering my nostrils. That beautiful emerald color danced in her irises and for the first time I felt like I was seeing her. That gorgeous chestnut hair of hers almost glowed under the early morning sunlight filtering in through the room. Despite her age, she was a thousand times more beautiful than I ever gave her credit for.

But that frown on her face was the one thing that needed to change. Guilt tugged at me because I knew I was the one who caused it. All those times I’d been a piece of shit to her I wanted to take back, but knew that I couldn’t.

And it was then that I realized that I actually cared about her.

“I’m… sorry.” I said at long last. Two words I never thought I’d say to the woman in my life.

A smile once again formed at her lips. She then leaned in without warning and brought her soft lips to my own, her tongue sliding its way into my mouth.

And I kissed her back.


CHAPTER 7


KATIE

Our tongues moved in and out across each other. With the full weight of her body pressed against my own, including her massive breasts on my chest, I could feel myself getting hotter and my cock twitching. Any previous thought of exhaustion and pain I might’ve had moments ago were completely washed away in the pleasure and all-consuming passion between us.

“… Miss Chrissy.” Professor Chrissy mumbled into my mouth, the vibrations of her lips only making me even warmer.

“What?” I asked as we broke apart the kiss.

“I want you to say it again, but this time add Miss Chrissy at the end of it.”

“You can’t be serious.”

That smile of hers turned into a smirk and her eyes flashed a shamrock green. “Deadly.”

A shiver went through my spine as I considered her words. “I’m sorry…” I paused, looking up into that sexy face of hers and bit my bottom lip. “Miss Chrissy.”

“Good girl.” She growled and leaned in for another kiss, this time even more aggressive. There was also something else… something besides those massive tits of hers pressing against me. It was growing harder and thicker with every second that passed. “Naughty schoolgirls like you need to learn how to give proper respect to their professors.”

I groaned into her mouth as her words sent my stomach into somersaults and it was then that I realized why it felt like my own cock had been struggling to grow. Having been so preoccupied with everything else I’d completely forgotten I was still in my own skimpy ass costume from that night, schoolgirl skirt and all. The panties still constrained around my cock and ass, making it difficult to expand. Though I knew it wouldn’t be long before it was completely hard and breaking free of the transforming material.

She suddenly leaned back. “I can’t wait anymore.” She said, crawling up all the way onto the bed and grabbing me by the waist. I moaned as she hoisted me with ease onto the pillows and straddled me, my head now right next to the headboard.

Sitting back on her knees she pulled down the top of the maid corset enveloping her breasts, letting the large mountains of flesh hang free. And any doubts I had about those tits being fake before were instantly driven away. “I’m going to take you right here and now, Martin.” She hummed.

“Katie.” I corrected her.

Her eyes lit up. “Katie.” She repeated, leaning down and giving me another kiss. “My sweet Katie.”

I gasped, feeling that thing poke even harder against me and looked between her legs. “But… what is that?”

Her grin widened to the lights of her eyes. “What? You thought you were the only one keeping secrets?” She lifted her skirt and tucked it around the white lace that wrapped around her hips, revealing a long thick cock sticking out of very thin panties that glistened with a white bead at the tip. “Like I said, I’m going to take you right now, Katie.”

Shit. The way my new name rolled off her tongue like smooth velvet hit the center of my being and vibrated my core. She said it with such power. Like I belonged to her and no one else. And as if that were true—and before another sound escaped my mouth—I was already parting my thighs for her. If she wanted to take me then fuck it, I was going to let her right then and there.

But she shook her head. “Mm-mm, not yet. There are a couple things needed to complete your outfit first.” I raised an eyebrow as she reached over into the drawer of the nightstand next to the bed and pulled out a pair of cat ears and a collar with a bell and leash attached to it.

My mouth dropped.

“Yes, you recognize these, don’t you? They look awfully similar to the accessories you paraded in front of my face back at the shop, remember?”

Fuck. I nodded, recalling every word I’d said to her that day, another tinge of guilt swirling in my gut.

“I’m sorry, I couldn’t hear you.”

“Y-yes.” I replied.

“Yes… what?”

“Yes,” I paused, feeling the heat rise in my cheeks. “Miss Chrissy.”

She nodded and caressed my cheeks with the tips of her fingers. “Good girl.”

And again, fuck. There were those two words that sent every kind of tingle rushing through my body. My cock twitched, now rock hard underneath the panties I was wearing.

“And you want to become my little pet, don’t you?” She asked, twirling the collar around her finger, the bell on it ringing out as she did, beckoning my freedom towards its confining embrace.

I gulped. Was she serious? Become her pet? What did that entail exactly? I looked down between her legs once more and swallowed again, seeing that massive cock of hers twitch and even more pre-cum seep from the tip. Did I even care what it entailed in the first place? I was already parting my thighs for her, wasn’t I?

“I’m waiting.”

My gaze drifted back up to her, pausing to glance at those massive tits that hung over me and would put any waitress at Hooters to shame. Then I met her eyes and looked over the soft features of her face. Those high cheekbones and soft lips. Fuck me she was incredibly hot. How had I been so blind to it this whole time? “Yes, Miss Chrissy.” I said without a second thought.

“Speak in complete sentences. You’re a college girl, are you not? What do you want, Katie?” She gripped my thighs with her arms, pulling my legs out from under her and in one swift movement dragged my panties down and off my legs, letting them fall to her side on the bed. After doing the same with her own panties she wrapped my legs around her thighs.

My breath hitched as I felt that warm tip push gently between my ass cheeks. “I want to become your little pet, Miss Chrissy.”

“That’s my girl,” she purred, reaching down and wrapping the collar around my neck, her tits nearly hitting me in the face... not that I would’ve complained if they had. “Now, of course, these aren’t the exact same accessories as the one from your shop, these are more expensive, more durable.” She said and I heard a click at the back of my neck. “Also lockable.” She smiled, giving the leash a playful tug as she lowered the cat ears onto my head.

My cheeks were burning as the final crowning piece of feminization was placed on my head. It was crazy to think that just a week ago I wouldn’t be caught dead wearing this stuff, but now? When she was in control I just wanted to melt in her arms and let her do whatever she wanted.

“Mmmm, there, see?” She said, stroking the side of my face. “I told you you’d look better in this outfit.” I moaned again as she pulled me forward, her warm, moist cock resting firm against my bud. “Don’t worry, I’ll be gentle… at first.”

She gripped me tighter and slowly drove her cock inwards, my eyes going wide as it stretched my hole with pain that instantly stimulated my core. “Oh fuck!” I yelled, the tip of her cock now fully inside me and the shaft propelling even further. It was intense. More intense than anything I’ve ever felt in my life. The pain lessened however, and the fullness I felt began to take on a tone of pleasure. Hot, exhilarating tingles radiated from deep within me as ecstasy began to take me higher than I’ve ever gone before.

“That’s it, little pet. Don’t forget to breathe.” Miss Chrissy said. She started to pull out of me and true to her word, she was slow and gentle before pushing back in.

Each deliberate thrust was warm and thick. I arched backwards when she pulled me back onto her cock, the damn thing reaching deeper depths each time and sending wild waves of euphoria crashing through me. I’ve been in some crazy fights in my time, felt the pleasure of adrenaline, felt the pain of the brawl… but this was unlike anything I’ve ever experienced. It was just as pure, if not moreso.

“Fuck, you’re so tight, little pet.” She growled, pushing even further in, making my insides swirl with the fullness of her cock as it pulsated within me. With a tug on my leash she finally took me all the way down to the base of her thick shaft and I couldn’t help but let out a loud cry as she flared right up against my prostate. “Fuck yes, you’re mine.” She said, grabbing her panties and shoving them into my mouth. “I want to hear you moan for me like the desperate schoolgirl that you are. Desperate for my cum.”

“Mmmph, mmmph, mmmph!” Muffled moans escaped my lips as she gripped my waist and began to bounce me on top of her cock. And even though I could’ve spit these panties out of my mouth, I didn’t. They tasted and felt like her: sweet, warm, and incredibly erotic.

“Yes, that’s it, little pet. Keep bouncing on my cock like the good girl that you are. I’m going to fill you with so much of my cum you’ll look like a balloon afterwards.”

Stars began to fill my vision as I realized that I’m now bouncing on top of her of my own accord. Each time she bucked upward I made sure I’m pushing down as hard as possible. Her hands rested on my waist to keep me steady, but I was doing most of the work.

“I’m going to cum! Do you want my cum, little pet?” She asked, giving my ass a slap as I slammed back down on the length of her shaft, feeling every part of it stretching me to my limits.

“Yemph Mimph Cwimphy!” I cried into my pantie gag, the taste of her pre-cum strong on my tongue. “Imph wamph yomph cumph!”

“Then show me what you can do!” She exclaimed, pinching one of my ass cheeks and causing me to yelp.

I pushed myself all the way down to her base, clenching around it as tight as possible, and wiggled my ass in circles on top of her like I was a seasoned lap dancer. It felt as if she was so deep and thick inside of me that she reached the very center of my being and filled it completely.

Then she let out a loud cry herself and came, shooting hot sticky juices directly into me.

As she pumped me full of her seed stars overtook my vision entirely and my own orgasm went raging through me, lighting up every nerve and muscle in my body with tingles of exhilarating pleasure. For a second I lost sight of where I was. The room I was in practically disappeared entirely and I could almost feel my body go weightless. But I floated back down and just as I was about to collapse back on the bed she caught me in her arms and we fell down together.

With her cock still lodged deep inside of me, it pumped out the last of its hot sticky cum and at the same time my orgasm started to subside. I knew I was a mess just based on my insides and the fact I came on myself as she fucked me. But as I stared once again into those captivating hazel eyes of hers I didn’t care.

Her cock softened and she slid it out of me, that fullness replaced by the warm liquid I knew was now there. “My little pet.” She cooed with a smile as she tucked a strand of hair behind my ear and then removed her panties from my mouth. “You are so fucking beautiful.”

As my breathing steadied I just wanted to lay there in her arms, but the question I had earlier was still nagging at the back of my head, and to be honest, it felt stupid asking it now. “So… where am I anyways?”

She laughed and I could swear the room got brighter as she did. “You know, usually that’s the first thing people ask when they find themselves in a room they don’t recognize to the first person they meet.”

“I know but… I recognized you.”

At that she quieted and gave me a kiss on the cheek. “Why don’t we get you cleaned up and then we can talk about it.”

I nodded. I’m sure wherever I was I was safe. Safe next to Professor Chrissy… Miss Chrissy that is.


CHAPTER 8


PROFESSOR CHRISSY

With a soft click I shut the door behind me and headed through the office and down to the bar area below, humming a soft tune to myself. I wasn’t able to explain much to Katie after she cleaned up in the shower because once again I turned around to find her swaying on her feet and had to catch her before she fell to the floor. She was out like a light the moment I carried her to that bed and put the sheets over her, no doubt still exhausted from a couple nights ago and well… after what we just did.

A smile tugged at my lips. Remembering the way she arched backwards with that beautiful little body of hers under the tug of my leash and my cock buried inside of her had me stiffening again under my skirt. I was so glad I went and got those accessories yesterday after all, even if initially I’d only planned on using them to tease her a little bit.

Old habits die hard I guess.

I never thought she’d actually say yes to that proposal. But now… I was thinking of all kinds of new toys I could get for my little pet.

“Someone’s looking cheerful today.” I heard Elizabeth say suddenly as I rounded the corner and took a seat at the empty bar. It was too early in the day for it to be open, but for now that was perfect.

Trey, our bartender, put a small plate of food in front of me. “Yeah boss, we thought for sure you’d be fuming after what we were hearing up there.”

I looked up at him and Elizabeth just as I put a piece of sausage in my mouth and swallowed, trying to keep a straight face. “You uh, heard all that?” I didn’t think they’d have been able to hear anything down in the bar, but maybe the walls were thinner than I thought?

“Well, not all of it. Some stomping around.” Trey said.

“Not to mention yelling.” Elizabeth added. “Not that we could make out much of what was being said.”

Trey nodded. “We just kind of assumed you were scolding her or she was pissed that you’re putting her under our protection.”

I nearly choked on the piece of egg I’d just bitten into. Fuck, I was supposed to talk about that with her, wasn’t I?

Elizabeth flipped her red hair back. “Which by the way, I don’t agree with. You’ve never had civilians go under our protection despite us doing plenty of these events before and with actual gang members present. What was it you said? Oh, right, not to scare the target off and seem as genuine as possible. To blend in as it were.”

“Exactly, it doesn’t make sense.” Trey said, wiping off a wine glass and putting it up on the shelf. “We’re a private investigation unit contracted by the FBI. While we have badges that give us some degree of mobility it’s not like we’re the actual police, Chrissy.”

“I know. I don’t need you guys to lecture me on that. I’m the one who wrote the rules. You know, the one with the law degree.”

“Then why are you breaking them?”

I looked up at Elizabeth who had changed out of her nurse outfit and back into her typical attire—a short skirt, button up shirt, and blazer—after another failed attempt at an event last night. My gaze flicked over to Trey. “Look, I don’t know what to tell you guys other than what I’ve said before. This operation has been going on for months and the target was a suspected high-profile gang member that stalked events around the city like the one from that night.” Which was true.

Elizabeth rolled her eyes. “Yes, we know that already.”

“Then you should know what it’s like to suddenly find yourself in an overwhelming situation. Do I need to remind you what happens to civilians that end up as collateral damage when they piss off the wrong people? You of all people, Elizabeth, should be able to empathize with what Katie is going through given how you joined our unit in the first place.”

Elizabeth frowned and hurt glossed over her eyes.

Shit.

“Look, sorry. I’m not saying that either of you are wrong,” I continued, “And I’m not saying it has to be a permanent or even long-term situation either.” Like fucking hell it doesn’t. “All I ask is that we watch over her for a while until things settle down, that’s all.”

Elizabeth let out a sigh as Trey nodded. “Fine.” She said, putting an elbow on the bar and leaning against her palm. “So what did she say when you told her anyways?”

I choked on a piece of bacon this time as it slid down my throat, beating my chest a couple times and taking a gulp of water.

There was a moment of silence between all three of us.

“Holy shit…” Elizabeth said, trailing off. “You didn’t tell her, did you?”

“We uh, didn’t get that far.”

Goddamn, I really need to work on my lying.

But then again, I could never lie to my team.

Elizabeth brushed her hair behind her ear as she contemplated my words before her eyes widened and her mouth dropped.

“Wait, so you weren’t ripping into her over her reckless actions the other night?” Trey asked. “Because frankly, if she’s going to be under our protection she needs to understand how it works around here.”

“Oh she was definitely ripping into her, alright.” Elizabeth said, a smirk plastered on her face.

And that… was also how Elizabeth found her way onto our team. Damn her fucking observational skills…

“Well, as long as she understands.” Trey replied, picking up another glass to wash.

I sighed. And that… was why Trey was the bartender.

Fucking hell… what did I just get myself into?


CHAPTER 9


KATIE

The next time I woke up it was to the rumbling of my stomach. Come to think of it, I hadn’t eaten anything in the last couple of days. Probably would’ve eaten earlier had I not just gotten fucked by Miss Chrissy. My cock twitched underneath my panties at the thought. At least this time they were a fresh pair and I was in a more comfortable set of pajamas than that uniform, though they were bright pink and for women. Not that that bothered me anymore, even if Miss Chrissy had been adamant that I wear them. Something about “maintaining identity” or whatever that meant.

I brushed my fingers against the collar that was still locked around my neck. Apparently it was made of a high-quality, waterproof leather material and I wondered why Miss Chrissy had it or even when she found the time to procure it in the first place. It was odd having it on me all the time, though in a weird way it somehow didn’t look out of place, almost as if it was meant to be there. Like a permanent reminder of her. That I belonged to her in a very intimate way that had my cheeks heating up again. The bell could also be removed and replaced with a different pendant, but I don’t know… I liked how it sounded when I walked.

I stretched my limbs, noting how much lighter my body felt than the last time I found myself under these sheets. My blonde wig also still framed my face as I got out of bed and looked down at myself. The damn thing had somehow come out of that shower glistening even more than before. It had been a separate item from the costume I bought, so maybe the quality was higher? I didn’t know.

This time I reached the door without any interruptions and opened it, not sure what to expect. The room next door appeared to be some kind of office space with a black leather sofa, a coffee table, and a desk with a chair behind it sitting perpendicular to the furniture. On the opposite side of the room was a door with a frosted window pane in the middle of it.

As I put my hand on the back of the sofa the door opened and Elizabeth came walking in while carrying a tray of food. Beyond the doorway I could briefly hear the sound of muffled music before she closed the door, the room silent once again.

“You’re up!” She said, putting the food down on the coffee table.

“E-Elizabeth?” I replied, taking a couple of steps back in shock, ignoring the growl of my stomach.

She walked over to me and put her hand on my forehead, the sudden touch eliciting a hot tingling sensation spreading through me. Her scent was warm and earthly, like cinnamon leaves—fresh at the same time. “How do you feel? Chris said you’d probably be up and hungry soon so we went ahead and got you some food, but you still look a little pale.”

“El-Elizabeth?” I repeated again, trying to piece together how she and Miss Chrissy were even connected to one another.

She sighed. “I told that woman to give you a proper explanation, but she clearly didn’t.” She gestured over to the sofa. “Here, have a seat and some food and I’ll fill you in on everything that went on since…” she paused.

“Since… what?” I asked.

Her eyes glanced down for a moment before she quickly averted them back up at me. “Nevermind. I’m sure you’re hungry. Let’s go ahead and eat while I fill you in, okay?”

I nodded, once again feeling the rumble in my stomach and sat down, the cushions of the sofa instantly enveloping me. She took a seat next to me as my eyes wandered over the food and my mouth watered. It looked amazing. French fries, deep fried breaded chicken tenders, and even battered onion rings were laid out on a metal tray. I looked back up at her. “Do you want some? I don’t think I could eat this all by myself.”

She smiled and helped herself to the food while she talked about everything that happened since I collapsed. It was hard to concentrate as the fluffy chicken tenders melted in my mouth, but from what she told me I’d apparently developed a fever after I passed out the night of the event. Then she talked about how they were investigators and when she told me about the guy I heeled into a glass table I nearly choked on a fry as I swallowed it.

“You mean that douchebag I kicked in the face was a…” I trailed off.

She nodded.

“And you guys are like this private investigation unit or something like that?” I looked around the office. It kind of made sense I guess. But who puts their office right above a bar? Then again, there didn’t seem to be any obvious lettering or signage as to what this place actually was.

“That’s right.”

“And Miss—” I coughed, “Professor Chrissy brought me here because she feared I was in danger?”

“That’s one way of looking at it.” I raised an eyebrow. What other way of looking at it was there? Just as I was about to ask though, she continued. “You were also clearly in distress after having just been in a violent altercation and she thought it best to keep you under our watch until things settled down.”

I considered her words for a moment before asking, “You didn’t?” As soon as I said that I wished I hadn’t.

Her brow furrowed and she pinched the bridge of her nose between her fingers, letting out a sigh. “You have to understand, this is a unique situation for all of us. We aren’t used to housing civilians. And especially not ones that crash in on our operations.”

My shoulders sank. “So… you know too, huh?”

She nodded. “I don’t think Chrissy knows that I know, but just like she no doubt surmised, I thought it was best to feign ignorance to your true identity. But it’s possible that we weren’t the only ones who saw you that night. Who saw what really happened after the fight.”

It was my turn to sigh. I mean, I knew it was a stupid thing to do and I shouldn’t have done it, but I couldn’t help but remember how I felt talking to people. My intentions may have been to crash that event, but by the end I’d wanted nothing more than to be a part of it. And when that piece of shit started harassing Elizabeth, someone I’d considered my friend after we talked—which I now see was presumptuous of me—it had been hard to stay still.

But even if I wanted to put that piece of shit in his place, even if I had fighting experience, it didn’t mean it was a smart move. “I’m… sorry.” I finally said. Something told me I would be saying those two words a lot, especially after everything they’ve done for me. They weren’t words I was used to saying. Hell, apologizing was just something I never did. Not that anyone in my life ever cared about what I did whether it was dangerous or not.

For some reason though, these people were different. They’ve gone to great lengths to help me. To keep me safe. And all for what? A nobody who was on their way to dropping out of some low-rank college. I didn’t deserve any of this and it would be well within their rights to kick me out for the trouble I’ve caused them.

She reached over and put my hand in hers, that same warmth from before flooding through my veins. Her lips curved upwards. “I probably shouldn’t say it’s okay because it isn’t. What you did was incredibly dangerous and stupid but… thank you.”

I blinked at her in surprise. Those were the last words I expected to hear today. “For what?”

“Well… for defending me. That is after all, what you were trying to do right?”

For the first time since waking up I was able to really process everything that had happened the last few days. It had all happened so fast. So many emotions and experiences that I couldn’t untie them until now when tears began to spill over the corners of my eyes and I nodded through blurred vision. “Y-yes,” I said, nearly choking on the word.

She brought me into her chest and wrapped her arms around me. “It’s okay. You’re safe now.”

The tears were now waterfalls down my cheeks and my body trembled. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry. I’m sorry.” I didn’t know if saying those words over and over again made any difference, but I was determined to not let their actions and good will towards me be in vain. I could make it up to them somehow. What that looked like, I didn’t know. But I would—

The door to the office suddenly opened. “Hey Elizabeth,” I heard a familiar voice say. The bartender from before? “Do you know what happened to the orders on this list? I’m sure I had them almost ready at one point. We’re looking for fries, chicken tenders, and—oh shit!” He exclaimed before I heard the sound of the door slam shut again and muffled hurried footsteps down the stairs.

“Fucking Trey.” Elizabeth whispered under her breath.

I looked up at her as I wiped my tears with the back of my hand and sniffled. “Trey?”

“Our bartender. Well, bartender for now anyways. You met him at the event.”

“Oh yeah.” I nodded. “He seemed nice.”

“He is, but he has the social awareness of a nat.”

I laughed, remembering how he gave me that first drink and was upfront about why some dude even bothered ordering it for me in the first place.

“If there’s one person who definitely didn’t notice what happened that night it was Trey. So keep up appearances around him, okay?”

“Okay.” I replied. “And thank you for everything you’ve done. I don’t know what I can do to repay you but—”

My words were cutoff as she leaned in and kissed me.


CHAPTER 10


KATIE

I nearly fell backwards on the couch in shock as I stared at her with wide eyes. Miss Chrissy was one thing, and even that had been surprising. But now… Elizabeth? I must still be dreaming, but the pain I felt from pinching myself said otherwise. “Wait a minute,” I began, “I thought… because you knew that… I…” The words refused to form on my lips as my mind raced with what just happened.

“What? You thought because I knew about you that somehow changed my opinion of you?” She placed her hand on my cheek, wiping the corner of my tear-stained eye with the pad of her thumb which didn’t bode well for my increasing heart rate.

“I-I mean, yeah. Don’t most people?”

She smiled in that same way that had my heart dancing the first time we met. “I’m not most people.” Then she inched forwards until her face was inches from my own. “Besides, I’m not letting Chris have all the fun.”

Before I knew it I’d leaned in myself and returned the kiss she just gave me. Her lips were soft and tasted sweet, just like that cinnamon scent that blanketed over us. Our tongues intermingled with one another before we parted again and I looked into those crystal clear blue eyes of hers. It was like looking at a pure blue sky, but knowing that beyond that was an incomprehensible depth of stars and galaxies. She was gorgeous.

She grabbed my collar with her finger by hooking it behind the leather strap and pulled me into her chest again, wrapping her arms tightly around me. “Chris isn’t the only one who gets to mark you as hers.” She whispered in my ear. “So when I bend you over my lap and smack your ass you won’t complain about it, will you?”

I gulped. Her words were smooth, soft, and dark all at the same time. And yet they had my stomach flipping upside-down. But for some reason I didn’t want to make this easy for her despite every bone in my body telling me to bend myself over for her and let her have her way with me. “You think you can handle me?” I asked, hoping to god the smirk I was making wasn’t as awkward as it felt.

The grin she returned my taunting with sent a shiver down my spine. It was then that I knew this woman didn’t need any fancy tricks and she certainly wouldn’t fall for any ridiculous teasing. She just stared at me for a minute that felt like an eternity and I swore she could see the insides of my soul. What I’d done was basically give her an invitation to do whatever she wanted to me and let’s be real, I wanted her to accept it.

“I… uh… won’t complain.” I finally said in defeat.

“Good girl.” She said, laying me down across her lap and brushing my hair back with her nails.

Her touch lit sparks across my skin as she moved her hands from my hair to my face, squeezing my cheeks. I hardened from underneath my panties and there was no way she couldn’t feel it, my body heating up at the thought.

“You thought you could be a cheeky little brat, did you?” She squeezed my cheeks a little harder and arched my head upwards until her eyes appeared above me. Her red curly hair tickled my nose. “Well?”

“I’m… sorry?” I replied, finding it hard to say the words properly due to my lips being squeezed together in an awkward fashion as she grabbed my face.

“Hmmm, I guess we’ll see how sorry your really are in a minute. Clearly, Chris has been lacking when it comes to your tutelage. No matter, I’m sure between the two of us we’ll be able to train you properly.”

“Training?” I asked, finding that confidence from before return. If she was going to call me a brat, then fine, a brat was what she was going to get. “What training, I don’t need any—mmmmph!” A pair of fingers suddenly found their way into my mouth, cutting off my words.

“Suck.” She demanded. And seriously, I must be terrible at this whole brat thing because that’s exactly what I did as she started thrusting them between my lips.

And I couldn’t get enough of her. Even the taste of her skin was majestic. Here I was, laid across this woman’s lap with my tongue sucking around and between her fingers as she pulled my pajama pants down and off my legs… and I was enjoying every second of it.

“Well you obviously do need training if you’re going to keep mouthing off like that. But at least you know how to move your tongue in circles I guess.”

“Mmmph!” I replied as she added a third finger, drool now falling from my mouth in thick strands.

“Just keep sucking like that.” Something jangled behind me and a pair of handcuffs were suddenly dangling in front of my face. “Put your hands behind your back, sweetie. Don’t want them getting in the way.”

With my heart thrumming in my ears I did as she commanded, feeling her tighten the cold bracelets around my wrists without slowing down the thrusting of her fingers. My cock jumped inside of my panties as exhilaration pumped through my veins.

“Good girl.” She cooed again, this time ripping off my feminizing underwear, exposing my ass. “See? You’re learning already.”

“Mmmph.” I mumbled.

Yeah, I really sucked at the whole brat thing. Though not the finger thing, apparently.

But really, I couldn’t help it.

I mean, I could help it. More like deep down I knew that this woman, this Goddess, could tell me to take a kayak when I ran out of road on my way to China like Google Maps suggested as a joke in the past and I would do it. I mean, I wouldn’t be successful at it, but damn would I give it my all…

“Now, each time I slap your ass, you’re going to count and I don’t care how pathetic it sounds with my fingers in your mouth, understand?”

“Mmm-hmmph.”

Her hand sliced through the air as a loud crack resounded throughout the room, followed by a sharp pain on my ass cheek.

“Mmmmph!” I yelled around her fingers, globs of drool sliding down my chin in the process. The pain was more than electric. It seared across my sensitive skin in ways I didn’t realize could feel so fucking good at the same time.

“What was that?”

SLAP!

“Mmmmph! Onmph!” I tried to yell, remembering I needed to be counting.

“No, that would be two. Now try again!”

WHOOSH, SLAP!

“TWOMPH!” I shouted with absolute confidence.

She paused with a sigh, raking her nails across my now extremely sensitive ass cheeks. I squirmed atop her lap, trying to stifle giggles that came out of nowhere—which wasn’t hard given the fingers in my mouth—as I winced from the pain and tears started to fall from my eyes. “How did you make it to university with a counting ability like that? That was three. Now, surely you know what comes after three, right?”

SLAP!

“MMMMMPH! FOUMPH!”

“Finally, now you’re getting it.”

Her hand started to come down in quicker and fiercer slaps, rotating between each ass cheek as I yelled out the muffled consecutive numbers and my tongue danced about her fingers. Warmth mixed with pain and pleasure until I was a panting mess laid out across her lap, barely able to breathe as tears streamed down my cheeks and drool covered my face. Beneath all that adrenaline, pain, and pleasure however—beneath me—was something hard and firm pushing against my stomach.

“Now get on your knees in front of me.” She said as she took her drool-covered fingers out of my mouth and wiped them all over my face, only adding to the layer of saliva that clung to my skin.

With her hands steadying my shoulders I slid off of her, noting the slight bit of pre-cum I’d leaked on her skirt as well as the source of the hardness I’d felt pressing against me earlier: A large bulge.

My mouth dropped at the sight.

“Looks like we have a bit of a pain slut on our hands, huh?” She taunted, ignoring my reaction to the twitching mound beneath her skirt. Extending her finger she wiped the spot of cum that hadn’t been soaked up by her skirt and put it in her mouth, finishing the highly seductive action by licking her lips. “Not bad… what do you say?”

My cheeks were probably about as red as my ass in that moment as I looked up at her while on my knees with my hands cuffed behind my back. And really, what was I supposed to say? That being spanked like that across her lap was one of the hottest things I’d ever experienced?

“It was uh… good.” I decided was a safe course of action.

Her lips parted in a laugh and my heart skipped a beat. “No silly, I know you liked that. What do you say after being given something?”

Heat spread through me even more. “Um… thank you.”

“That’s right.” She leaned in and kissed me again, pushing her tongue into my mouth before leaning back slightly and peering into my eyes, a serious look now flashing across her face. “And you won’t ever put yourself in danger like that again, right?”

It took me a moment to process what she was saying before it clicked, the worry in her eyes now clear as they were blue. My heart was thundering in my ears. When was the last time someone cared about me this much? Between her and Miss Chrissy it felt like they’d shown more genuine concern for me the last few days than anyone ever had in my life. Miss Chrissy was so much more gentle than I first gave her credit for, yet firm when she needed to be; whereas Elizabeth was a cunning and fierce woman who obviously didn’t take bullshit from anyone. And they both looked at me with those same eyes that told me how much they cared more than words could ever express.

I nodded, swallowing hard to keep my emotions from spilling over. “I-I won’t.”

“Good.” She kissed me on the forehead. “You’re such a good girl Katie,” she said with a smile as she leaned back, lifting up her skirt. “And good girls get rewards.”

And at that moment the identity of the bulge flopped out from between her legs: A large, thick cock.


CHAPTER 11


KATIE

It was as if everything in the room shifted. The light turned almost vivid as I stared at the cock in front of me, a thin glistening trail of pre sliding down its shaft. A musky scent hit my nostrils and for a moment, I was lost as my gaze explored the healthy ridges that trailed its length. So lost in fact, I didn’t realize I was inching closer to it until my lips almost touched its tip, the steam radiating from it beckoning me as I opened my mouth and wrapped my lips around its head.

“Oh fuck, Katie.” Elizabeth huffed, arching back on the couch as she put her hand on the back of my head and bucked into me. “Such a tight hole.”

“Mmmph!” I moaned around her shaft. The warm salty taste coated my tongue while I swirled it over those veiny shaft. It was difficult with my hands cuffed behind my back, but at the same time that much more thrilling. I was completely under her control as she fucked my mouth.

“Shit girl, I can see why Chris wants you.” She grunted and thrust into my mouth again, this time with more force. “And fuck, I know why I want you too.”

The further back her cock went, the tighter my lips wrapped around its shaft. It wasn’t long before it reached the back of my throat and I gagged and clenched around its tip.

It was easy to let myself go in the flow of the rhythm. All I had to do was close my eyes and let her in, the sound of my lips sucking her cock and the bell on my collar ringing out like their own separate metronomes. Her warmth flooded my mouth as her cock leaked that delicious seed down my throat. Like a shot of alcohol it warmed my stomach and sent my body tingling.

“Make sure you swallow every last drop that I give you. We don’t want it to go to—”

At that moment the door to the office opened which had me flinching and choking on Elizabeth’s cock again as my eyes went wide.

“What the fuck?!” Miss Chrissy exclaimed.

Elizabeth scrunched up my hair between her fingers and continued to guide me up and down the length of her shaft as if nothing happened. “Oh, hey Chrissy.” She gave me a couple more thrusts, a bit of her cum spilling out of the corners of my mouth. “I wondered when you’d show up.” Her grip on my hair tightened even more, the slight pain causing me to wince just as she bucked into me again.

“Mmmph, mmmph.” I couldn’t help but moan as her thrusting increased. Despite the tension between these two women in the room I was still focused on sucking her cock. If anything, Miss Chrissy’s presence only spurred me on even more.

“What do you think you’re doing?” Miss Chrissy asked, though she seemed less angry and more… jealous? Wait, that couldn’t be right, could it?

“Just giving our schoolgirl here some lessons.”

Shit. Whatever was about to go down between these two couldn’t be good. I liked both of them and certainly didn’t want to be the cause of friction between them.

As if it wasn’t too late for that already.

The bell on my collar continued to jingle as if we were Christmas caroling. Each thrust set the rhythm to a very awkward tone that clearly missed the memo.

If only it could read the room I’d tell it to shut the fuck up.

Then again, Elizabeth’s grip was stronger than ever and she clearly had no intention of having me stop and frankly, I didn’t want her too.

Yep, I was officially fucked.

Shit.

It’s fine, I tried to convince myself, I’ll just explain everything and it’ll be—

“With just a measly pair of handcuffs?”

I gagged once more at Miss Chrissy’s response as another glob of pre-cum slid down my throat. That was definitely not the response I was expecting.

“Well sooooooorry I didn’t have time to go to the store while princess here was recovering in bed to grab… accessories.”

There was a moment of silence where if not for the sounds of my lips smacking around Elizabeth’s shaft and the bell ringing out a pin-drop could be heard.

“Hmph.” I heard Miss Chrissy grumble before the sound of footsteps came up right behind me and stopped. That familiar lilac smell intermingled with the musk surrounding us, sending a shiver down my spine. Though that part could’ve been due to the hand that all of a sudden gripped my now oversensitive ass.

“Mmmph!” More drool cascaded down my chin in response to the aggressive, yet somehow sensual touch. The atmosphere also seemed to increase by ten degrees now that Miss Chrissy stood just behind me.

“I have to admit Elizabeth, I wasn’t expecting this.” Miss Chrissy commented, her hands pinching and pulling at my ass cheeks like she was kneading dough. I squirmed underneath her touch as hot tingles spread across each area she teased.

“I told you already not to call me that.” Elizabeth replied, pumping her cock to the back of my throat once more before pulling back again. My mouth by this point was starting to feel sore and was filled to the brim with both her shaft and the pre-cum she constantly spilled down my throat, but I kept my mouth open anyways, savoring every flavor and sensation.

Miss Chrissy sighed. “Fine, but only because it’s you, Rachel.”

Rachel, what the fuck was she talking about?

Before I could get an answer Miss Chrissy leaned over me, her breasts pushing down on my back and my mouth all the way to the base of Elizabeth’s shaft. Or wait, was she Rachel now? Not that I could ask for clarification as I choked and gagged again while the two of them moaned above me in what sounded like a passionate kiss.

“Fuck, I’m going to—” Elizabeth said just as another kiss stole her voice, cutting off what she was about to say. She didn’t need to finish it though because her cock did it for her, instantly dumping hot viscous cum down my throat.

“Mmmmmmph!” Her thick member pulsated aggressively within my mouth each time it shot another load, the thick warm substance warming up my body as it slid its way into my stomach. With my nose pushed against her crotch and my throat stretched tight around the vibrating head, stars slowly crept into the sides of my vision as I felt my eyes begin to roll backwards, inching ever closer to a climax myself.

“Fuck, she’s so tight.” Elizabeth groaned into Miss Chrissy’s mouth.

“Isn’t she though?”

I was just about to have my own orgasm when she suddenly pulled her shaft out of my mouth, the air rushing into my lungs as ropes of cum fell all over my face. “Holy… fuck.” I gasped, small bubbles of hot seed forming on my lips when I uttered the words.

Elizabeth broke their kiss and leaned down until her face was right above my own, her bright blue eyes shimmering and her curly red hair disheveled. She somehow managed to look even hotter than before. “You look so cute with my cum covering your face, princess.” She complemented, wiping a couple of her fingers across my cheek—like a snowplow picking up snow, but for cum—and then shoved them into my mouth. “But we don’t want too much of it to go to waste, do we?”

“Mmmph.” I replied as she began to glide her fingers over my tongue, the strong salty flavor hitting my taste buds. Cum dripped down my face like an extra layer of skin. I could feel it hanging from my nose and despite the complete messy state I was in all I could think about were the two women towering over me and how intense their auras were. While they certainly clashed with each other, they somehow managed to make it work to their benefit and without conflict between themselves.

“Let me help with that Ray.” Miss Chrissy said and another giant cock flopped onto my forehead from behind, causing me to look up as its shaft cut my vision in two.

Elizabeth removed her fingers from my mouth. “Good idea.” She affirmed and reached around my head, gripping my hair in order to arch my neck backwards so that Miss Chrissy’s balls rested over my eyes and blocked my sight. And while I couldn’t see the underside of the shaft I could feel it, especially as Elizabeth grabbed it with her free hand and began to rub it all over my face, collecting the cum that still clung to it.

“Fuck, little pet,” Miss Chrissy growled from above, “You look so adorable with my cock covering your face like that.”

“She does look pretty…” Elizabeth added, giving my hair a playful tug as she leaned in next to my ear, her other hand still working Miss Chrissy’s cock all over my face. “And you want this cock inside of you, don’t you, pretty princess?”

My lips caressed the warm cum-lubed shaft as I spoke between breaths. “Yes… please…” I begged. It wasn’t fair that I’d already swallowed Elizabeth’s loads and hadn’t even been able to climax myself. But based on how hard I was I knew I was close.

“Please what?”

“Please!” I cried. “I want… Miss Chrissy’s… cock… inside me.” I was practically wiggling my ass in anticipation at this point.

There was a short pause. “Why do you get a fancy title?”

“Because I’m her professor and deserve that level of respect.” The cock was removed from my face and I could see again, both women now looking down at me, their gazes like hot embers as they traveled up and down my disheveled form. I shivered.

“Well then I should get some respect too.”

“For what?”

“Ladies,” I started to say in an effort to lighten the mood, “Please don’t fight over me. I respect you both just the—”

“Quiet!” They both demanded in unison.

“Okay then.”

So much for that attempt.

I gasped as a pair of hands suddenly reached under my arms and pulled me up until I was lifted well off the ground, my feet suspended in the air. My arms were pressed behind my back against Miss Chrissy’s large breasts as she moved her hands to my waist and lowered me until I felt that familiar thick head press up between my ass cheeks with its lubed up shaft. “The only thing coming out of your mouth should be the sound of you moaning with my cock buried inside of you, little pet.” Miss Chrissy growled.

“Fuck…” I murmured on accident, my heart rate now beating in my ears. The easy way in which she lifted me up had butterflies fluttering in my stomach. If her hands hadn’t been holding me in place I’d probably have sat myself all the way down to the base of her cock without her guidance. Teasing me with the head of her cock was just cruel.

Elizabeth took off her blazer and unbuttoned her shirt, giving me a first-time look at her impressive breasts, distracting me for a moment from the frustration of not having Miss Chrissy’s cock inside of me already. And wow, they weren’t as big as the professor’s, but they were still massive and almost perfectly round with a little bit of perkiness to them. She stood up and sauntered over until her breasts were pressed against my chest, her pink nipples looking up at me. I wished I didn’t still have my shirt on so I could feel them against my skin.

She grabbed my chin between her thumb and index finger and tilted my head so I looked directly into her eyes. “I shouldn’t have to explain why I deserve respect, Chris.” She said, her deep blue eyes staring at me until she leaned in and gave me a kiss.

“Mmmph.” I moaned as our tongues explored each others’ mouths. My veins warmed with the ecstasy that flowed through me from the embrace of these two powerful women and I couldn’t help but close my eyes to concentrate on every touch and sensation.

“Fine.” Miss Chrissy conceded like she was annoyed. “But first…”

“Holy fuck!” I exclaimed, my eyes going wide as Miss Chrissy’s cock pushed its way into my ass. And this time around she didn’t wait before she had me down all the way to the base of her cock. Its head flared against my prostate in an instant and my entire body trembled in response to the pleasure that rocked my core.

“Holy fuck, indeed.” She growled from behind me, gripping my waist tighter as she bucked into me with deliberate thrusts. Every time I landed all the way down her shaft another electric jolt radiated from the base of my stomach. “Still so fucking tight.”

As Miss Chrissy increased the speed of her thrusts Elizabeth leaned in and began leaving a trail of kisses on my neck. “I think you should just call me Mistress,” she suggested, “That way you don’t have to worry about what name you need to call me. Though my real name is Rachel.”

My breath hitched as I felt the force of Miss Chrissy’s penetrations. Each one plunged further, stretched me wider, and had me going crazy. “Fuck… Mistress…” I breathed between heavy breaths and fierce thrusts, barely able to form words the closer my climax neared.

“Yes, that’s it, princess.” Mistress Rachel cooed, bringing her hand down and wrapping her fingers around my cock. She started to stroke it in rhythm with Miss Chrissy’s thrusts.

I bit my bottom lip as the pleasure bloomed and let out another squeal, pre-cum leaking from my tip. I wasn’t sure how much longer I would last.

“Beg me to cum inside of you, little pet.” Miss Chrissy said with her breath hot on my ear.

“Please… Miss Chrissy…” I huffed out as she bucked into me with the force of an industrial piston, “Cum inside of me!” I was so close that I knew I was going to explode any second.

“And beg me to let you cum.” Mistress Rachel added, her tone a stark contrast to Miss Chrissy’s voice and much more intimidating.

“Please… Mistress… can I—” I let out another exasperated moan that was between a squeal and a yell as Miss Chrissy bucked into me with all her strength and Mistress continued stroking my cock, the pleasure reaching a breaking point. A load of hot cum instantly shot deep inside of my ass. “Nnnng, fuck! Can I cum?!” I was finally able to blurt out as loud as I could, not caring if anyone outside this room could hear it.

Mistress leaned in, “Yes you may.” She said.

“Fuuuuuuck.” I moaned as I orgasmed while sandwiched between the two of them and on Miss Chrissy’s cock as it continued to dump load after load into me. My legs flailed in the air wildly, my body arching backwards with Miss Chrissy holding me in place.

“Goddamn, little pet,” Miss Chrissy grunted, “Keep squirming like that and we’ll be here all night.”

My body went limp in Miss Chrissy’s arms as my orgasm concluded. “Shit…” I groaned, exhausted from all the sex and still feeling the thick cock inside of my ass.

“Good girl,” Mistress Rachel cooed as she pet my hair and licked her now cum-stained fingers.

Miss Chrissy slid out of me as she lifted me into her arms. Her embrace was warm and soothed me as I settled into her chest. “That was amazing, little pet.” She said, her eyes beaming down at me.

I laughed and looked up at the two of them. “I’ve never had this before.”

“What? Amazing sex?” Mistress Rachel winked.

“I mean, there’s that but… I’ve just never cared about relationships in the past but now I don’t know if I can ever go back to not having one.”

Miss Chrissy carried me into the bedroom and laid me down on the bed as she sprawled out next to me and Mistress Rachel found her spot on the other side. “You won’t have to.” She replied, pulling the covers over us.

“Nope.” Mistress Rachel added as she wrapped her arm around me. “Though I’ll admit that I am surprised that you just jumped right into all that… all of this.”

“Like you, I’m not most people.” I replied.

She laughed.

“We would expect nothing less.” Miss Chrissy added.

I felt a smile tug at my lips as an overwhelming sense of peace washed over me. There was no way I would ever let anything screw this up, most of all me. I’ve fucked up enough things in my own life and I would make damn sure this was the one thing I didn’t.

I snuggled even more between Mistress Rachel and Miss Chrissy as exhaustion once again started to claim me, genuinely happy for the first time in a long time. But as darkness started to overtake my vision I couldn’t help but feel like this was all just a dream and that I would soon be waking back up to the nightmare that was reality before I met either of them.

And then I fell asleep.

***

I’m running.

But I don’t know where to or from. Hell, I don’t even know if there’s a point to all of this. All I know is that I need to keep running like they told me to.

But wait… who told me to? The memory is blurred, but when I think of the faces looking down at me I feel something stir within my heart. It’s vague, like it happened a long time ago. And yet, I’ve experienced this before. I know I have.

I’m running.

But I don’t know why.

And maybe I never will.

But I want to know.

I want to stop running.


CHAPTER 12


RACHEL

My lips curved into a smile as I watched Katie squirm in her new device. “Can’t believe I let you talk me into this.” She grumbled as she pulled at the metal belt, my newest addition to her accessories which also now included cute pink ribbons adorning her hair with a matching pastel pink dress I was dying to get her into. Over the next week I had plans to dress her up in even more outfits like this. Some were cute while others were just ridiculously adorable.

“Oh come now,” I teased, “Don’t act like you didn’t want this to happen.” I ran my finger over her locked cock, or what used to be a cock anyways and was now closer to resembling a flat panel. Even I had been surprised that she was small enough to fit into it in the first place. The look on her face when she squeezed into the set of metal panties indicated she was just as surprised as well. “And besides,” I continued, “This will help hide your identity even more. Now, chop chop, princess. We haven’t got all day.” I pushed the pink button between my fingers.

She let out a whimpered moan as her knees slightly buckled. “Fuck me.” She gasped like she was frustrated, but we both knew it was just an act.

“Not yet, sweetie. We have things we need to do today, first.” I was rewarded with a cute glare when I said that which only made me turn up the vibrations even more.

“Son of a… Was the plug really necessary?”

It was… for me anyways.

“But of course,” I said, stopping the vibrations suddenly in order to glimpse another cute frustrated pair of irises just as I denied her the pleasure of a climax. “It’s important to keep you on your toes.”

“Yeah well, I think you just enjoy tormenting me.”

She wasn’t wrong.

“As if you don’t enjoy being tormented.” I retorted. “Now hurry up and put on the dress we got you.”

And just like that she obeyed, telling me just how much she really did like her current predicament.

“There.” She said as she put on a pair of converse shoes. “Can we go now?” She asked with a sigh like she was tired.

I frowned. “Are you okay? You know, we can always do something else instead and you don’t have to wear—”

“No, I’m fine.”

The tone in her voice told me otherwise. Ever since she woke up this morning she’d seemed a little off, but maybe once we ate some food that would change. I wasn’t much of a morning person myself and always felt better after eating something.

“Let me know if you need anything, okay?” I told her.

She nodded and we walked downstairs to the bar area which was still empty this time of day. Trey was behind the bar like usual cleaning another glass.

“Haven’t you cleaned that same glass like fifty times today?” I asked, taking a seat at the bar as Katie took the one next to me.

He rolled his eyes. “What do you think a bartender does when not serving customers?” His eyes glanced over at Katie with a stark annoyance. One I’d hoped by now he’d gotten over, but clearly hadn’t. “And what is she still doing here?”

Katie visibly flinched and averted her gaze to the floor. She gripped the hem of her dress, something I quickly noticed she does when she’s nervous.

“Don’t be an asshole, Trey.” I said. “You already know what’s going on here.” If he kept pushing her like this today I certainly wasn’t going to stand for it.

“Not trying to be an asshole.”

At that point Chrissy walked in and I sighed.

Thank god.

Maybe she’d be able to put him in his place.

“Well,” I continued, “Then don’t sound like an asshole.”

“Who sounds like an asshole?” Chrissy asked as she took a seat on the other side of Katie. At least she finally ditched the maid outfit for her typical skirt attire for work.

“Trey.” I said

“No one.” Trey replied at the same time.

I glared at the ass.

Chrissy looked at both of us with a raised eyebrow.

“Look,” Trey started, “All I’m saying is that maybe this isn’t the best place for her. Her parents are probably worried about her and doesn’t she have classes to attend?”

It was Chrissy’s turn to shoot him a look. Oh, she definitely didn’t like that he said that.

“… have any.” Katie suddenly said with her gaze still glued to the floor, her knuckles now white from gripping her dress so hard.

“What was that, sweetie?” I asked.

“I don’t have any parents.”

Trey froze as Chrissy and I exchanged glances. Her brow was furrowed with concern and I was certain I looked the same way. That was not what we were expecting to hear and a heavy stillness seemed to envelop us.

“You don’t have any parents?” Chrissy asked.

Katie shook her head.

I shot another one of my trademarked piercing glares at Trey. He looked at me for a moment, clearly waiting for me to say something, but I just continued to stare at him until he finally cracked with a cough.

“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said that.” He said.

“It’s fine.” Katie replied in a faint whisper, the hurt in her voice clenching around my heart.

“No it’s not.” I put my palm on her back and began to rub it in small circles. Her muscles were tense like she’d been carrying the whole world on her shoulders.

“But it is.” She stood up without warning and started to back away from the stool. “You guys have done so much for me.” She said through a shaky voice, tears pooling at the corner of her eyes. “Too much. I’m nothing but a burden.”

“That’s not true.” Chrissy said.

I nodded. “You aren’t a burden.”

“It’s okay, you don’t have to pretend.”

“We aren’t pretending.” I replied and stood up myself. Where was this outburst coming from all of a sudden? “You are not a burden, you hear me?”

But she just shook her head. “No, I… I can see that I’ve overstayed my welcome.”

“But you haven’t overstayed anything, Katie.” Chrissy added.

“Yes, please sweetie, just sit back down and we can talk—”

She took another couple steps back. “Please, just stop. I’m a nobody. You—you shouldn’t need to feel obligated to go to such great lengths for a pathetic loser like me. I don’t deserve any of this.”

The lights caught her tears as she continued to stumble backwards, her legs shaking. She was scared. But of what I didn’t even know. I thought we had given her all the assurances she needed that she was safe. I reached out my hand. “Katie, please. You’re safe here. Everything is okay. Why don’t you just tell us what’s going on—”

“I’m sorry,” she choked out, “I can’t.”

I looked over at Chrissy who was now also standing, the look on her face telling me that she was just as shocked at what was happening as I was. It was like no matter what we said it wasn’t getting through to her.

And as if to confirm my suspicions she turned around and dashed in a full-on sprint out the door.

“WAIT, KATIE!” Both Chrissy and I shouted after her, but all that replied was the sound of the front door slamming shut.

Shit, how was she so fast?

Chrissy and I both turned around to face Trent.

He took a couple steps back.

“We’re having words about this shit later.” Chrissy said in a low tone that was closer to a growl before she ran out the door herself.

I stayed behind for a moment and I smiled at Trey. But it wasn’t a smile meant to make someone think I liked them or was happy with them. It was a smile that told them I was going to be tearing out their ass later.

The sound of his feet nervously shuffling on the ground behind the bar told me he got the message.

With a nod I turned around and ran out the door myself, hoping that Katie hadn’t gotten too far.


CHAPTER 13


KATIE

I let out a heavy sigh as I climbed into the cab, trying—and failing—to keep the tears from falling down my cheeks. How could I have been so stupid?

“Where to, miss?” The taxi driver asked, looking at me through the rear-view mirror with a blank expression. He was probably used to girls crying in the back of his car.

“University Drive.” I choked out in a pathetic voice as he started pulling out into the road.

The last thing I wanted to happen was me collapsing on the sidewalk and falling like some stupid damsel into someone else’s arms again. They’d already done too much for me and I didn’t deserve any more of their generosity. No, I had to take care of things from here on out myself. First thing I needed to do was go back to my dorm room and gather my things. There was no way I’d be finishing college at this point, but it didn’t matter anymore. I just needed to disappear.

Start fresh. Start anew.

I needed to keep running.

Rain started pelting the windows of the yellow cab as it barreled down the highway, a reflection of my own inner turmoil as my vision blurred through tears. That same dream replayed in my head over and over like a broken record. How could something so vague be so fucking persistent? And how had I forgotten about it after all this time?

The droplets on the window blurred out the buildings of the city’s skyline and all I could see were those blurred faces looking back at me. Taunting me. Letting me know what a huge failure I was.

And they were right.

I mean really, why did I think my life would suddenly start changing for the better? I was a nobody. No parents. No family. Hell, I couldn’t even make a single friend in college.

Trey was right. I didn’t belong there. In all likelihood I probably didn’t belong anywhere, but I still had to at least try to find a way to survive.

“We’re here, miss.”

I rubbed my eyes and handed the driver some cash and headed back to my dorm room. The air outside was frigid with fog rolling in from the nearby mountains. It was as if the vaporous cloud was wrapping around me with coiling fingers, my arms and legs slow to move on the way back to the main dorm building.

When I finally made it back to my room after what felt like an eternity I just stood there in front of my door for a moment, feeling like that fog from outside had somehow entered my mind, making it hard to process anything.

With a deep breath I put the key in the deadbolt except… it gave way without resistance.

Why was it unlocked? I was certain that I had locked it when I left just days ago.

The door opened with a simple push.

My heart thrummed in my ears as my eyes glimpsed the floor first. It was littered with feathers from torn up pillows, ripped up sheets, and drawers dumped over with the contents having been spilled out across the carpet.

A pair of boots resting on the surface of my desk caught my attention as my gaze followed the legs they were attached to and over the stranger that now occupied my chair. He was dressed in all black and twirled a small pocket knife in his hand.

“Ah,” a deep raspy voice bellowed out between his lips, “You’re finally here.” He said, removing his feet from my desk and standing up.

He was tall with black hair and brown eyes. His square jaw was lined with 5 o’clock stubble and based on the way his shirt stretched over his muscles he was likely stronger than me.

Much stronger.

“I had wondered when you’d finally make your way back.” He stepped closer to me and though every bone in my body screamed to move my legs were frozen in place. “For a second there, I thought you might not come back at all.”

“Wh-who the fuck are you and how did you get in here?” I managed to say at long last.

He just laughed in response, his gaze traveling up and down my body. “You’re cuter than I was expectin’.” His tongue flicked between his lips and I shuddered.

“Answer the question before I call the cops!”

You should be calling the cops anyways, you fucking idiot!

Another laugh replied. “The cops ain’t gonna do shit, sweetheart. And you’ve pissed quite a few people off the past week. Very powerful people that don’t like bein’ pissed off.”

I raised an eyebrow. “I don’t know any powerful people.”

“But they know you. Especially after you kicked one of them in the face.”

My eyes widened. “You mean that fat disgusting fuck from the bar?” I crossed my arms in front of my chest in an attempt to trick the fear that was swelling inside of me. “If you call that piece of trash powerful then your standards must be lower than the fucking ground.”

The dick just burst out laughing again. “You sure are funny, sweetheart. Personally, I think you did the world a favor. But…” That stupid knife of his danced between his fingers like some trickster’s coin. “I’m not the one who makes the rules.”

“Then break them, just like I did that dude’s face. Or perhaps you’d like a demonstration yourself?”

I had no idea where this surge of confidence was coming from or if I was just being a complete dumbass, but I figured at this point I had nothing to lose.

The knife stopped moving as he closed it and put it in his back pocket. He stepped closer to me and leaned in, his breath hot on my neck and the smell of pine trees hitting my nose. “Calm down, sweetheart. I’m just here to deliver a message. A warnin’ if you will.”

A cold chill rushed down my spine as he breathed in like he was savoring my scent. “Oh yeah?” I said with an unstable voice. “What warning?”

“Consider it delivered.” He replied simply and brushed past me, his heavy steps disappearing down the hallway.

After I stood there for a few moments in shock my legs finally collapsed beneath me and I fell to my knees amidst the scattered debris that used to be my life, now completely shattered and spread across the floor.

And not surprisingly at all, it didn’t amount to much.


CHAPTER 14


KATIE

The next time I came to I was still on my knees in the middle of my dorm room, only now I was facing two pairs of eyes, one pair blue and the other green.

Rachel and Chrissy.

“Katie!” Chrissy’s familiar voice boomed out as she shook me. “For the last time, what happened?!”

I blinked a couple times, noticing the sound of whispering voices coming from behind me. “Huh? What… what are you guys doing here?”

“Oh thank god!” Chrissy exclaimed, embracing me in a hug. “Finally!”

“Is she okay?” A curious voice whispered into the room.

“I don’t know.” Another replied.

“The place is wrecked.” A third added.

Rachel stood up. “Alright guys, show’s over. Go back to doing whatever it is college students do these days. Shoo!” The door slammed shut behind me.

“Oh, right. I uh was coming back here to grab my things when—”

I stopped talking, realizing that I was just about to go laying out my problems in front of these two again when I shouldn’t be burdening them with any more of my shit.

“Nevermind.” I said, breaking from Chrissy’s embrace and standing up, my legs still shaky. “It’s nothing.”

“Bullshit.” Rachel said. “Spill it. Now.”

“I can’t burden you guys with anything else. Trey was right. I shouldn’t be—”

“Trey’s a fucking idiot who shouldn’t have said what he did.” Chrissy replied, her tone firm. “And you need to listen to us when we tell you that you aren’t a burden.”

“But—”

“No buts, Katie.” Rachel cut in. “Now tell us what happened. Right now.”

I let out a heavy sigh. It was clear that nothing I said would persuade them to reconsider. They should be running in the opposite direction far away from me, but instead they just stood there, demanding I tell them what happened. That familiar tinge of guilt tugged at my heart strings. I knew if I told them they’d probably want to help me, even though they should be wiping their hands clean of me.

But beneath that guilt in my heart was something stronger. It pulled me towards these two women in ways that made me think I’d just made the biggest mistake of my life.

So I told them.

Everything.

And as I finished telling them about the man in black the tears overflowed from my eyes and down my cheeks once again.

This time both of them hugged me at the same time and I just closed my eyes, feeling both of their arms around me like a protective shield. I’d been such a fucking idiot… again.

“Everything’s going to be fine.” Rachel said.

“I’m not so sure about that.” Chrissy replied and a shiver slithered down my spine.

“What do you mean?” I asked, looking up at the two of them.

“I mean, it’s clear you’re no longer safe here and we need to get you somewhere we can protect you.”

Rachel nodded.

And once again guilt bloomed inside of my chest. These two really would go to the ends of the earth for me, but at some point I had to start fixing my own problems.

I shook my head. “No.”

They both turned to me with wide eyes.

“Katie,” Chrissy began, “We aren’t having this conversation again.”

“We aren’t.” I replied. “This is a different one.”

“But—”

“No buts!” I shouted, cutting Rachel off. “If you two do everything for me I’m never going to be able to stand up for myself. This is my mess and I’m going to clean it up. I don’t give a shit if I have to plant a heel in every dickwad’s face that comes to threaten me.”

Of course, as I said that, the voice in the back of my head was saying “easier said than done” and even though I knew that I had to be resolute here. This was my life and I wasn’t going to let a couple of asshats ruin it for me. And I certainly wasn’t going to let them hurt these two.

“You promised not to put yourself in danger anymore, remember?” Rachel said, her voice firm. “Or do you need a reminder of what happened just before you promised me?”

I blushed, heat rising to my cheeks as my ass burned in remembrance. But I shook my head again. “I won’t put myself in danger, we’ll do this together. And besides,” I added, “Wouldn’t it be easier to get these guys with someone like me?”

“You’re talking about being bait Katie,” Chrissy said before saying, “NO.” She shook her head.

“That might not be a bad idea, actually.” Rachel said all of a sudden in a complete reversal.

Even I turned to her in surprise.

Chrissy’s mouth dropped. “I thought you would be against this… No! This is a terrible idea, I don’t like it!”

“Think about it Chris,” Rachel said, “We’ll both still be able to keep an eye on her without raising anymore suspicions. And while I disagreed about involving civilians earlier I think at this point this might actually be our best option.”

Chrissy let out a heavy sigh. “Fuck me, the one time I thought you’d agree with me and THIS is the time you choose not to.”

She looked at me for a moment before exhaling again.

“What?” I asked at long last.

“The other question is why you’re being targeted like this in the first place.” She wondered.

“Wasn’t it because I kicked that dude’s face in?” I replied, remembering the man in black’s words.

“We thought so too when we first got here,” Rachel chimed in, “But this reaction seems to be an over the top response to something amounting to nothing more than a simple bar fight most people forget about the next day.”

Chrissy nodded. “And you have to think about what the man you encountered said. Why are people interested specifically in you?”

Rachel turned to me after putting the drawers that had been tossed about the floor back into the desk. “Any idea Katie?”

I thought for a moment before I shrugged. “I don’t know. Not like I know anyone of importance or anything.” For some reason that dream flashed through my head again. But I shook it away from my thoughts.

Another moment of silence passed as Rachel continued to clean the place up and Chrissy furrowed her brows in thought.

“In any case,” Rachel added, “I don’t think we’ll do much good here. We need to get Katie somewhere safe if we’re going to go through with her idea.”

That seemed to break Chrissy out of her trance-like state and she let out another frustrated sigh. “FINE. But we’re laying down some rules.”

I nodded. “Of course—”

“Rule number one, Rachel is with you at all times. In every class and wherever you go.”

It was my turn for my mouth to drop. “But I don’t need someone with me all the—”

“TWO.” She said, ignoring my protest. “We are getting you out of this room and into somewhere we can easily keep an eye on you.”

“We should also think about changing her name and re-registering her if possible with an alias.” Rachel suggested.

“Hmmm, good point Elizabeth,” Chrissy said, reverting to Rachel’s own public-facing alias. “Perhaps I could get some strings pulled with the dean and figure something out.”

“Isn’t that a bit overkill—”

She put up her hand. “Preferably, I’d also want to move you to headquarters but that’s probably not the best place either. Maybe the campus apartments instead of the dingy dorm rooms would suit our needs.”

“You mean I get an upgrade?” I asked, a smile tugging at my lips.

I could live with that.

Rachel rolled her eyes at me. “This is serious, Katie.”

“I know, I know… sorry. Those apartments though are spacious and nice. I think you’d like them too.”

“A bigger space certainly would be more useful for what I have planned for you.” She smirked.

A sudden vibration hit my core and I shot a quick glare at her, though that was no doubt quickly betrayed by my red cheeks and cock twitching as it reminded me I had this chastity belt on. I’d somehow forgotten about it completely in all the chaos from earlier.

“You two done?”

Rachel and I nodded, though a subtle vibration still persisted and I found it hard not to fidget.

“THREE. I’ll be joining you.”


CHAPTER 15


KATIE

I squirmed and laughed as Mistress Rachel tied my arms behind my back.

“Hold still!” She commanded.

“I can’t with you tickling me at the same time!” I shouted through panted breath.

“Fair point.” She replied, not relenting her nails on my sensitive sides.

She had sprawled me out in her lap on the floor of the massive apartment condo they’d somehow managed to procure on campus in nothing but my long blonde hair, collar, and chastity belt still locked around my waist. When I said I’d let them do anything to me as punishment for running out on them the other day this isn’t exactly what I was expecting.

Or maybe it was.

“Then the least you could do is be quiet!” Miss Chrissy exclaimed, shoving a large ring gag into my mouth.

“Nnnnngh!” I moaned in an annoying manner, smiling behind the metal device.

Miss Chrissy smirked. “We’ll see just how long you can keep up this act of yours.” She said, hooking a leash to my collar and giving it a hard tug, holding my face tight against her crotch. That familiar bulge of hers swelled and hardened underneath her skirt as she rubbed my nose against it. “Mmm, yes. You know what’s coming, don’t you, little pet?”

“Mmmph.” I replied as Miss Chrissy lifted her skirt and let her large cock flop out of her panties and onto my face. A strong musky scent filled my nostrils.

“Hang on, can’t forget these.” Mistress Rachel added, spreading my thighs and reaching over as she locked leather cuffs around my ankles and attached a spreader bar between them. “There, now she’s on display like a proper princess slut should be.” She pinched my nipple.

“Mmmmph!” I yelled at the instant pain from her pinch, though the sound was further muffled by Miss Chrissy’s cock the moment she shoved it into my mouth.

“Hush you.” She said. “We don’t want to disturb the neighbors now, do we?”

“Mmph-mmph.”

“That’s right.” Mistress Rachel pulled me up on her now-bare lap, the tip of her warm cock settling between my ass cheeks, about to fill the hole the anal plug occupied minutes before. “You just need to be a good little toy for us and focus on tightening around our shafts.” She slowly started to pull down on my waist with her hands, her cock beginning to stretch my asshole.

“Mmmmmmph!” My eyes widened as both of them began to thrust in and out of my throat and ass. While my tongue wrapped around Miss Chrissy’s thick velvety cock my ass clenched around Mistress Rachel’s shaft.

“Fuck yes, such a good little pet.” Miss Chrissy cooed as she bucked into me.

“Yes, she’s the perfect cock sleeve. Lithe and tight.” Mistress replied.

Their thrusting continued.

In and out.

In and out.

They were like well oiled pistons in perfect sync with each other. Pain and pleasure coiled around my core as I found myself being pushed closer to that edge.

“You know Ray, maybe we just don’t let her go to classes and keep her chained to our wall instead?”

My throat warmed as a glob of pre-cum slid down it and my ass shook with pleasure, Mistress Rachel’s cock now flared against my prostate.

Mistress laughed. “Not a bad idea, Chris. It would certainly make it easier to keep an eye on her.” She let out a grunt and began thrusting harder and faster, her cock somehow swelling even more inside of my ass. “Also keep her from breaking any other promises.”

“Mmph, mmph, mmph…”

I moaned in rhythm with their thrusts, the bell on my collar also ringing out in pleasant chimes. Every once in a while I’d choke and gag on Miss Chrissy’s shaft as it explored deeper down my throat.

“We could even get one of those big kennels for her. Would you like that little pet?” She asked, her cock now firmly at the back of my throat, warm pre leaking into my stomach.

Another muffled moan passed through my lips.

“I think that was a yes, Chris.” Mistress said, bucking her cock all the way into my backside.

The two of them came inside of me at the same time, dumping hot loads of sticky cum into my ass and mouth. The heat was overwhelming and the pleasure from their pulsating shafts sent me over the edge, an orgasm hitting me hard, causing me to convulse between them and clench even harder around each cock.

“Fuuuuuuuck!” Miss Chrissy exclaimed.

“Such a good cock sleeve.” Mistress cooed from behind as they both finished their orgasms and shooting their respective loads.

Mistress Rachel was the first to pull out, but she replaced her thick cock with an even thicker butt plug. “There, all plugged up nice and tight. Didn’t want you spilling any.”

My breath hitched as she gave the plug a hard twist, ensuring it was firmly lodged up against my prostate. I could feel her hot cum still inside me, heating up my core.

“Yes, we don’t want her making a huge mess on the floor.” Miss Chrissy said, removing her own massive shaft from my throat and wiping the falling threads of cum onto my face. She reached over and pulled out what looked like a red ball gag, but stemming out from one side of the ball was a long silicone cock. “This should help train your gag reflex.” She said before wiping the cum off my face with it and pushing it into my mouth.

My eyes went wide as I felt it instantly hit the back of my throat and push through the orifice. I choked and gagged a few times before I relaxed, drool rapidly falling down my chin when I let out a moan.

“Seems like you’re a fast learner.” Miss Chrissy smirked as she finished locking it at the back of my head.

“Mmmmph.”

Just then Mistress’s phone rang and she answered the pone. “Hey Trey, can you call us back later we’re in the middle of—” She stopped talking briefly as a barely audible, yet unintelligible voice spoke into her ear. It sounded rushed.

“What’s going on?” Miss Chrissy asked, pulling me into her lap this time as Mistress Rachel stood up.

“Is everything okay?” Rachel asked into the small device as she started to pace the room. “Okay, okay. Calm down. We’ll be there soon.” She hung up her phone and turned around, her face having turned pale.

“What?” Miss Chrissy asked again.

“It’s Trey. He says the bar’s been ransacked.”
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