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Teaser

“His hand ruffled my hair every so often, telling me just one thing: I was his bitch this morning.

His balls seemed to sway, catching the attention of my eyes. I squeezed them every so often. They were so fucking hot and heavy with his cream. It was almost impossible to dream what his ejaculation was going to be like. All I knew was that it was going to be sticky and creamy.

He’d shaved his scrotum too, giving me the perfect view. Meanwhile, his friends continued to explore my body, making me feel all kinds of things. My dickie was pressing against my lacy panties too, oozing out my pre-cum.

Bruce’s milk was seeping out, giving me that familiar salty taste I missed this whole time since I gave a break to my sissification. Now that I was back in the game, I couldn’t wait for the next chances I was going to have to please as many hunks as possible…”
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Chapter 1

Having done all the stuff I did, I was thinking I needed a little break from the feminization thing. Frank and Shannon weren’t happy about that, though. In fact, the first thing they did was to collar me and put me inside my own bedroom, where I wasn’t allowed to leave until ‘further notice.’

Well, that further notice turned out to be weeks later, when they thought there wasn’t something wrong in my head anymore. There really had never been. I’d been fucked by my wife’s lover, his nemesis, and then by the two of them together, and I loved those things. How could I have ever thought I wasn’t thinking straight?

I couldn’t walk for days after that, and so a break was needed. In light of that, I returned to being just a regular office worker. I looked younger than most people my age, and most thought I was actually an intern at the company – an intern with an incredibly smooth facial skin, a hair that made even other women envious of me because I didn’t have to use anything other than shampoo to keep it as it was, and a very slim body that allowed me to wear men’s and women’s clothes alike.

I was kind of missing my feminization adventures now, though.

I sipped from my coffee, my other hand holding my phone. I was thumbing through my photos, just admiring them and remembering all the things that happened when they were taken. Joseph and Saul were guys I was never going to forget. The size of their dongs was going to forever be in my dreams.

Out of the blue, someone sat on the chair across from me. It was a woman, and she was beautiful like few others were. Long hair that danced over her shoulders, the other part of it framing her very round and picturesque face. Her eyes were a tone of blue that looked similar to that of the ocean but wasn’t quite it, and she also owned full lips that stood out.

I was jealous. Whoever she was, she was making me think I needed to be more like her and end this break to my sissification as soon as possible.

“Frank, it’s so nice to have found you here,” she said.

“And you are?”

“Wait, you don’t remember me?”

I shook my head. I really didn’t.

She sighed in exasperation, probably wishing I hadn’t said that. The other choice was lying about it, though, and that I wouldn’t have done at all. I didn’t like having to lie about stuff.

“Well, I suppose it can’t be helped. I’m Amanda, Amanda Bogan, from Upgrid.

A series of memories crossed my mind. Ah, now I remembered her, but thinking about it, she changed quite a bit since then. I wondered what happened. Amanda at the time was already regarded as one of the best-looking women in the company. Men just dropped on their knees in front of her, asking her to collar them.

“Ahhh, so it’s you. What are you doing here?”

“Well, going to get a coffee?”

And just as she said finishing that, a waiter came by and collected our orders, his butt catching the attention of my eyes. He wasn’t chubby, but damn if he didn’t have one of the best male asses I had seen in a long time. I wished I could have my hands all over it.

I got a nice, small slice of chocolate cake for myself. Eating a piece of it, I couldn’t help but close my eyes and savor the flavor. Hmmm, it was so good. I just couldn’t have enough of it. I was going to get fat thanks to this café.

“Anyway, I have a proposition – Well, more like a plan,” Amanda revealed, sipping from her orange juice. She got that and some fruit. She was trying to keep her splendid shape, no doubt about that.

“What kind of plan?” I asked, narrowing my eyes a little.

I had to admit. Whatever she was cooking up promised to be wild and dangerous at the same time. I wasn’t sure how willing I was to go along with it, depending on the terms. I didn’t quite want the whole district to find out about my true identity every time it imposed itself and made me different from most men.

“How about dancing and playing for the cheerleading team?”

I almost spat out my coffee.

“What, like in football games and stuff?”

She nodded.

“And it will be in the college stadium, with all those hunks and lean guys watching me?”

She smiled, nodding again.

Damn. My heart was now beating so fast at the prospect of doing that in front of so many guys, and they would all think I was a gal like all the others because my makeup and clothing would be perfect.

I needed that.

“Alright, then I’m doing it.”

“For real? That’s great. It’s going to be a couple of days from today, so I’m going to need you in my place so that we can get ready for it.”

“Uhhh, okay. But why?” I asked.

“Because,” she said, dabbing her finger against my nose, “you are not a full sissy yet and there’s so much you still need to learn about how women get dressed.”

And I couldn’t help but admit she was right about that. There was still a lot to be learned.


Chapter 2

Ipulled into the drive of her home, a huge and imposing man going through the open doorway. I didn’t know who he was, but I suspected I was soon going to find out. He appeared to be at about Amanda’s age, which would put him around ten years younger than me.

Ten years younger and I was already feeling inferior to him…

Maybe it was a silly thought, but that was indeed a guy I should never make mad. He would wipe the floor with me, and he would beat me to a pulp if he thought I was any danger to anything of his life he treasured, like Amanda.

I got out of the car and padded to him. Amanda popped up in the doorway, her neutral face becoming a very sunny one as soon as her eyes landed on me.

“This is the ‘guy’, huh?” The huge hunk said as he lifted his hand and offered it to me.

I took it, shaking it as I reflected on the way he dragged out the word ‘guy,’ as if he knew I was no normal man but was in fact a sissy that had come here. Tomorrow we were going to dance in front of many guys, possibly including him, and I wanted to look gorgeous for that. Nothing could go wrong.

“Yes, that’s him,” Amanda responded, bouncing to us and kissing him on his cheek.

He grabbed her and led her away from me. Then, leaning into her and whispering into her ear, he said, “Guy’s a shrimp. Don’t think I need to worry about him.”

Amanda giggled a little, but I could tell she didn’t mean it. We weren’t the best of friends. In fact, we spoke very little since she invited me to become a cheerleader too, but she still didn’t think it had been nice of him to have called me a shrimp.

A shrimp or not… I had to admit her boyfriend was already making my little dickie so hard. I could just imagine his dong going up my sphincter, driving me wild, making me moan his name and beg for a lot more.

It was just so sad it was never going to happen, though.

“Good luck, Bruce,” she said before cupping his bulge and massaging it right then and there, in front of me. She wasn’t caring at all a passerby could end up coming this way and see them like that, possibly then telling the whole neighborhood about the kind of things they liked to do in public.

Bruce smiled from ear to ear, then kissing her like this was the last time their lips were meeting, engulfing her face. I had to admit I was a little jealous. Every time a guy fucked me, he never kissed me like that. I needed that so fucking much.

“Later,” Bruce said before getting into his large, black pickup and pulling out of the drive, the engine roaring in the distance when he took another road.

Everything about that man screamed hunk and manliness. I needed that.

Putting her hand on my shoulder, Amanda said, “Now, let’s do your makeup.”

I got into her house and dropped my things on the small coffee table she had put between her two couches. The living room was nothing to speak of. There was a TV mounted on one of the walls, some potted plants, and portraits, that sort of thing. It was a common middle-class house.

Amanda said she was going to her bedroom to grab some things, which she did and then came back with a handbag that was larger than most I’d seen. When she pulled the zipper open, revealing all the contents to my eyes, I could tell why that was.

This was her makeup chest, so to speak. She had everything in it, including different kinds of lipsticks, concealers, face primers, foundations, and everything else a sissy like me needed for a full transformation.

Though, thinking about it, for a full transformation I would need a lot more than a pretty face. I was happy I was finally going to finish this particular aspect of my feminization, though. There was going to be nothing like looking at myself in the mirror and seeing someone else – seeing the real me.

“Let me just begin this,” she said, grabbing the face primer and beginning to apply it.

I remained how I was, motionless, and just watching her do her thing. It had been a long time since I last did anything with a woman, and I was sure Amanda would think I wasn’t big enough for her, but having her like this, straddling my lap was making me cultivate wild thoughts.

Thoughts that I couldn’t quite control.

“How are you feeling?” She asked.

“I don’t think you want to know that for real,” I responded.

My dick was getting so hard, and I could feel some wetness building up in my underwear. Fuck. I was oozing pre-cum out and when it was past that point, there wasn’t much I could do to contain the resulting ejaculation.

“You know, it’s so nice applying makeup on someone else, and this is really making you look so much more… Uh… the word escapes my mind right now.”

“Handsome?” I asked, still spreading the primer, making sure my skin was going to be ready for the next stage.

“Handsome? You? No… How about beautiful? Gorgeous?”

“I thought you liked men…”

“I do, but you are more of a woman than a man now.”

Shifting her body, Amanda applied the foundation and concealer for the dark circles under my eyes. I didn’t sleep enough sometimes, thanks to my work, and so that’s why they were there. I was pretty hard right now still, and I was asking myself if she’d noticed that already.

And I was asking that because she’d begun to kind of rub herself against me. It was difficult to know what was really going on at this point in her mind, though.

All I knew was that she was pretty adamant about finishing this up as soon as possible.


Chapter 3

And it wasn’t just my dickie that was turned on, but my balls too, and they were aching to be massaged. Fuck. If she only wasn’t straddling me like this and I was alone, I could jack off and cum in seconds.

When Amanda finished applying the concealer, she grabbed her small, round mirror and put it in front of my eyes. Wow, I really looked different from the get-go, didn’t I? She hadn’t done much and I already looked so changed.

“There’s still more to come.”

“I’m fucking in love with this,” I said.

“A sweet sissy like you shouldn’t be using swear words, but… no wonder Joseph and Saul fell for you.”

“Well, it was more like they used me as their plaything.”

She giggled, grabbing the blush, and using its brush to apply the powder, doing it rather fast for something that I thought required a lot more care. But I had confidence in her abilities, and so I said nothing. Plus, it wasn’t like having said anything would have changed her mind anyway. She was the professional here.

“This should give a nice, pinkish tone to your cheeks. The guys are going to love it.”

“You speak like we are going to have sex once the game’s over.”

She giggled, still dabbing the brush here and there, adding the last details.

“But we are going to. What else do you think we are going to do there? It’s not just about dancing and showing off.”

I reflected on that for a moment before realizing my little cockie was so hard it was poking against her pussy, showing how hungry it was to get inside. I admitted, though, that getting anywhere with something like that would happen only in a different world. Amanda here was into the stud kind of men, and I wasn’t even lean.

Amanda then applied the highlighter, bronzer, and eye primer, getting to the end of this. I was feeling like I’d been on this for hours already, and I couldn’t help but ask how women managed to put on makeup every morning without wasting a lot of time doing it. Practice makes it perfect – and quick – I supposed.

Her eyes then met mine, and it felt different this time. I couldn’t read her mind, but one thing I was sure about. She’d been rubbing against my erection this whole time, and there was a different kind of smell in the air, almost like that of a cunt that was too horny for its own good.

Now, I didn’t want to be thinking that kind of stuff about her. Amanda had her boyfriend and as far as I could tell, she was pretty happy with him, but there was no denying she knew about the kind of temptations she was inundating my mind with.

The kind that involved me licking and worshipping her fanny, making her groan my name, calling me her pretty little pet, and then collaring me and showing me off in front of everyone.

Could that happen? I had no idea.

All of a sudden, she cupped my cheeks and sealed her lips with mine. It happened much faster than I could have reacted. One moment her eyes were studying mine, seeing through them, and the next she was kissing me without ruining my makeup much.

Amanda was smooching me at this point, one of her hands leaving my cheek and going down underneath my pants, stroking my already rock-hard little dickie.

The kiss must have lasted around a minute until she finally broke it, her chest heaving.

“What the hell was that?” I asked, sounding just as breathless.

“I couldn’t resist.”

“What about Bruce?”

“What about him? He’s gone to work his night shift. I couldn’t care less.”

I blinked at her, finding the whole thing so out of this world. And I just couldn’t take it, couldn’t accept it. She was cheating on him with me for no good reason, and she was acting like… Well, I didn’t want to have to say this, but like any bitch out there who’s always so full of herself she can’t see an inch beyond her nose.

“I’m done here,” I said, my tone tinted with anger.

“What?”

“I’m not going to help you cheat on him. Find someone else for that.”

I pushed her off me. I was gentle about it, but I still didn’t like having to do that. However, it was either that or pretending I was going to help her with her plan to get me ready for her more than she cared about tomorrow’s football game.

I got into my car, closed its door, and she rushed to it, banging the palms of her hands against the window.

“I didn’t mean to make you feel bad…” She insisted, her voice now making me feel worse because I wasn’t keen on making her feel remorse over what occurred.

But I breathed in and out, reflecting on her actions and mine. That hadn’t been my first time putting on makeup, and I was sure I could finish the rest on my own anyway. It was just the eyes that needed some further treatment and the lipstick I needed to use. I was sure I could manage it, which meant it was going to be okay to pull out of her drive and go back home for tomorrow’s game.

However… I still didn’t feel like getting out of her property without explaining everything that needed to be said first.

“If you want a new boyfriend, at least dump the last one,” I barked, stepping on the pedal and bringing the car out.

Her eyes widened a little, her face going a little pale. I worried for a second until she trudged back inside her home without closing the door.

Amanda was going to be alright, and tomorrow I needed to look sharp for the football game.


Chapter 4

Idanced and showed off, throwing my body to one side, my leg swinging the other way, cheering the crowd. I had to admit I felt a little jealous of all the dancers that accompanied me. They didn’t have to lie about their genders, and even though the guys feasted on them and me alike, I couldn’t dream I was ever going to share a bed with them.

The game ended, the college’s team blasting the other out of the way. It was a pretty easy victory, and a big one, too. Most people hadn’t thought we even had as much as a chance. In light of that, most of the guys in the stands were now feeling as if they could take on the whole world.

I stepped into the dressing room when a pair of bulky, sweaty arms looped me from behind all of a sudden. I let out a gasp, the feeling of something hard and protruding from below all too familiar to me.

I craned my head and found none other than the face of a guy in his early twenties, a stubble to be shaved still on his face. He wore a sleeveless shirt with the team’s logo on it, and he was twice my size. And that’s without mentioning his height, which was enough to make a five-foot-ten guy like me feel tiny.

His muscles bulged as he kept me pressed tight to him, and on his face was a devilish smile. All the cheerleaders gasped and then giggled as they realized what was going on. I was about to become this nameless’ man plaything almost without my consent. It didn’t even seem he was going to bother with that, as if he knew I was begging for him to have his way with me.

Saliva built up in my mouth, my tongue going out and licking my lips. I could feel his beating heart, the slight pulsing of his shaft, and the stench of his sweat. Some of the cheerleaders were probably finding him a little too disgusting for them, but as for me… I was actually basking in his sweat, his manliness, and how girlish he was making me feel.

“What a cute little princess you are,” he said, his voice very low and commanding, his breath kissing my neck.

All the other cheerleaders giggled in unison, some covering their hands with their mouths.

His eyes got curious, looking at each of them, sweeping the room.

“Did I say something funny?” He asked, his arms keeping me looped around him. I hadn’t even taken off my wig, so it made all the sense in the world he was thinking I was a cheerleader like all the others.

“No, nothing. Have fun, Bruce.”

What. The. Fuck.

This guy was Bruce? But he looked so different, or had I simply not paid enough attention to his face yesterday night? Jesus, something pretty odd and good was happening right now. Bruce was fetishizing over me. Amanda was going to kill me for this.

Without saying anything else, he took me out of the room with all the other cheerleaders in it and then dragged me to another. He shoved the door closed behind him, his arms finally unlooping from around my waist. I panted, searching for air.

And that’s when my eyes landed on them.

There wasn’t just Bruce and me in this room, but many other guys, and they were all pretty much like him. Different, but still having many of the things that made him the kind of stud he was. And one of them, who was a ginger with freckles on his face and appeared to be the youngest, was even shirtless.

I was going to get fucked here, and I doubted I had much say in the matter.

“She’s a nice princess indeed. Makes me feel like burying my dick into her pussy.”

My pussy? Unless they could look past the things that made me a man and make do with my boypussy instead, this was going to be a huge disappointment for them. And they might even beat me up here for thinking I was trying to fool them or something like that.

I gulped.

I didn’t want this turning into something dangerous for me.

But then Bruce marched forward, putting himself between me and his friends as if to tell them I was his property first and foremost. Amanda was just in the other room two, now that I was thinking about it. Did she know about this whole thing? Nothing was making much sense to me right now.

“Actually guys, we are going to do something milder today. I know you’ve all been lusting over her since the start of the match, but we don’t want to scare her, do we?”

They all nodded, uttering words of agreement. I breathed out in relief. I was so sure they were going to rip the clothes off me and then find out I was nothing more than a sissy in disguise.

“Then, it’s time to begin.”

Bruce padded to me, his hand caressing my cheek and putting me in a position of complete submission. I looked at him with wide eyes, just wondering what it was that was going on in his mind.

“On your knees, little thing.”

“What?”

“On your knees. You are going to blow each of us.”

I scanned each guy in the room using my eyes, my ears barely aware of the sound of the cars, and people returning to their homes outside. We were really going to do this, weren’t we? I was going to suck not only Amanda’s boyfriend, betraying her friendship, but also each of the four guys that were keeping us company.

I gulped, getting on my knees. I guessed I should be thankful all I ended up saying was ‘what?’ While my voice was not deep like his, it would still have ended all the farce I was keeping up. He would have known, had I spoken more, that I was a guy in disguise.

My heart thudded at the prospect of giving each man here a blowjob. I hoped I was going to live up to their expectations.

Bruce’s hands battled against his zipper, finally finding it and pulling it down. His pants dropped as his underwear followed suit. Whipping his dick out, I couldn’t help but find myself mesmerized by the sight in front of me. It was nothing like I’d ever seen.

“Jesus fuck,” I muttered to myself, a devilish smirk appearing on his face.

“That’s right, princess. I’m your man now.”

Yes was what I said to myself without using my mouth before wrapping my lips around his bulbous head. Bobbing up and down on him, I made him moan for me to keep doing it while his friends surrounded me.

Some got on their knees, their hands groping me and exploring every inch of my body. Fuck. I couldn’t do anything about that. They were going to find out I was a guy and then they were going to beat me up for lying to them even though I was being forced to keep up this farce.

I said fuck to that. His dick was immense, easily nine inches, and with some potential for further growth. Veins seemed to cover most of the surface, giving his manhood a kind of grotesque look I fell in love with.

His hand ruffled my hair every so often, telling me just one thing: I was his bitch this morning.

His balls seemed to sway, catching the attention of my eyes. I squeezed them every so often. They were so fucking hot and heavy with his cream. It was almost impossible to dream what his ejaculation was going to be like. All I knew was that it was going to be sticky and creamy.

He’d shaved his scrotum too, giving me the perfect view. Meanwhile, his friends continued to explore my body, making me feel all kinds of things. My dickie was pressing against my lacy panties too, oozing out my pre-cum.

Bruce’s milk was seeping out, giving me that familiar salty taste I missed this whole time since I gave a break to my sissification. Now that I was back in the game, I couldn’t wait for the next chances I was going to have to please as many hunks as possible.

The room’s temperature kicked up some degrees, making me sweat. In fact, we were all sweating in here, our breaths quickening, their hands becoming too thirsty for their own good.

All of sudden, Bruce took on a more active role. Grabbing a fistful of my fake hair, he shoved me down his whole length. I took all the inches I could, gagging and finding it impossible to breathe. My eyes shot wide and for sure I thought I was going to swoon.

But then, he moved my head back up, allowing me to worship his gland and the rest of his shaft like I was used to. Oh, the saltiness of his pre-cum, the abundance of it, and the feeling of having his dice in my hand… It was all really like nothing else.

His massive dong throbbed all of sudden, his cheeks going red as his eyes closed. “Fuck, I’m cumming, you slut,” he said, sounding breathless.

I waited like the good little sissy I was, my heart thudding against my chest. I knew this was going to be an experience like no other, and then I was going to have to do the same for his friends, too. I knew they were all too happy with having turned me into what I was now.

A human-sized, living sex doll.

Bruce erupted inside my mouth, his release coming out hot, creamy, and very sticky. I did my best swallowing the whole thing, though some drops still spilled out. I had to clamp my lips around it, too. His monster cock was like a wild beast as he shot out rope after rope of his manliness essence.

Easing himself out, he joked, “She’s all your now, guys.”

They all giggled, their hands groping me, one grabbing my hair and shoving my mouth down his monstrous shaft. And then, one after the other, I worked them to their absolute limits, each guy squirting their sperms all over me.

I looked like a dumb fool, surrounded by them on all sides, their big hands holding their massive shafts. Their chests heaved as their minds basked in the final seconds of this. I was finding my whole body so difficult to move now, thanks to all the man milk that covered it. It was just so sticky.

One of them bent down, grabbing my hand, and guiding me to the shower. He didn’t shower with me, though I could tell he still thought I was a real gal like the other cheerleaders.

When he walked out, I still had to wait for some time to pass inside the shower cubicle, trying to find out the best time to get out of the stadium. I didn’t want anyone seeing me like this. I’d washed my body, but there was still the matter of my dirty clothes. They stunk and felt so rigid thanks to all the sperm they coated me with.

Finally, I couldn’t hear anyone going down the hall, and so I grabbed my things and headed back to the cheerleaders’ room. It was time to confront Amanda about something she should have told me about.

I wasn’t going to rest until I knew the absolute truth behind it.


Chapter 5

With that decision in mind, I headed to her place again. She didn’t talk to me at all after the game ended. I wondered if she was hiding something or even hiding herself from me. Whatever the case, I was more than willing to confront her. That turn of events couldn’t be left undiscussed.

I rapped on her front door, just waiting to see if she was going to come out or not. I rapped again, and there was just silence from within her house.

Huh?

Was she really hiding herself from me?

Rapping one more time, the door creaked open. The living room was dark, and all I could see was a crack of light coming through the semi-closed door of her bedroom. So, Amanda was here.

I was still a sissy, though wearing more normal clothes so that getting around the town hadn’t felt weird. I wore a thigh-tight skirt, a white shirt, and lacy panties and bra. I was sure a dominant female like Amanda would appreciate seeing me like this, but that wasn’t why I’d shown up here.

Padding to her door, I heard a strange sound that actually sounded too familiar to me. It was like a loud cry that lasted seconds. She was orgasming, the bitch. I could even feel the stench of her pussy wafting in the air.

I didn’t spot Bruce’s pickup anywhere near here, though. So it couldn’t be him and her on the other side. It was just Amanda.

I opened the door and found her sprawled in her chair, her legs on top of her computer desk, her pussy gaping and on full display. What a slut, and she wasn’t ashamed at all for having me here, seeing her like this, my lips contorted in disgust.

“Don’t you like what you see, pet?” She asked, her finger teasing her little clit.

I gulped. I was a sissy. I sucked men’s cocks, but I couldn’t deny she was a gorgeous woman and that she was offering me her cunt. My dick was throbbing again, and it hadn’t been long since I climaxed in the stadium.

“That’s not the point of me being here. You didn’t tell me Bruce-”

“Oh, I told him. What surprised me is that you didn’t recognize him right away.”

“I guess I didn’t see his face that well. It was dark that night.”

“I guess so,” she said, rubbing her folds, lifting one, brushing her finger here and there. Amanda was such a slut.

“So, what are you going to do now? Don’t you feel bad I betrayed you with him?”

“Of course not. Why would? I think you did a big favor for me, actually.”

“Huh?”

“He’s been a nuisance lately, always wishing I could do more. But I’m just like everybody else out there with a pussy and a pair of titties. I can’t be a sissy like you.”

I stood there, my mouth gaping a little. Was she really telling me she would rather be a sissy so that she could do a couple of things she otherwise couldn’t? That made no sense. If anything, it was me who was supposed to be feeling envious of her.

“I don’t think that’s how it works,” I said, my dick still throbbing, my eyes fighting to look at hers when all my mind wanted was one more second of admiring her pink-ish pussy lips, her orgasm dripping out. And not too far from her hand was a huge, probably ten inches long dildo. Amanda knew her stuff.

“How so? How was Bruce when he fucked you with his guys?”

I blushed. Was I really going to tell her he’d seemed pretty fucking happy with how things went, to the point of shooting his cum all over me and also giving me the impression there was going to be more of that in the future?

She smiled, sitting up in her office chair and moving over to me. Grabbing my hand before I could say anything, she led me to her dresser. Out of it she got a collar that in a second she put around my neck.

“You don’t need to answer me any of that. You are my pet now.”

I thought about fighting that, but being her pet, getting told what I could and couldn’t do… I couldn’t deny the prospect of doing one more thing today turned me on. My shaft was so hard right now in fact it was making me feel ashamed of myself.

Amanda was going to find out about that and she was going to know all she needed. And then she was going to make me her pet for sure.

“Walk with me,” Amanda said, kicking me on my knees. Kneeling behind her now, I had the perfect view of her ass, and what a view it was. No wonder Bruce ‘fell in love’ with her. The Playboy magazine would be all over her if they were still a thing.

She sashayed around in the room, her hand still holding the other end of the rope. The collar didn’t have my name. It seemed it was generic, but I was hoping we could do something about that one day. Adding my name to it and then hers to make sure people always knew I was her property.

“Come,” she commanded with a very calming voice, like she couldn’t even fathom to think I could walk out of this and never come back.

And to be fair, that wasn’t going to happen. My balls were boiling hot at this point, my sperm heating up, and my cock was so hard it was begging for me to get rid of my panties. I had to admit walking on my knees in her house was no easy task, but it wasn’t going to change what I was thinking about this.

This treatment of me was far too good, and Amanda really was teaching me all I needed to know about my true place in this world.

I was her pet, her plaything, and nothing more.

She then stopped in front of her couch in the living room, plopping down on it with her legs wide open. Once again, I had the perfect view of her shaved pussy, her orgasm still oozing out. Amanda was climaxing while taking me for a stroll in her house.

“Worship me,” she ordered, giving me no extra signs as to what she meant by that.

And in truth, she didn’t need to. I was kneeling in front of her, her cunt exposed and naked, her titties looking full and very firm. She needed me to be a good sissy and treat her like the Mistress she was, and nothing more.

“Yes, Mistress,” I cooed, moving toward her and diving my head in between her legs.

I stuck my tongue out and licked her folds, making her squirm then and there. “Oh fuck, oh fuck,” she cried out again and again, making me feel so hard I wondered for how much longer I was going to resist the temptation of shooting my milk out. Would she lick it for me?

Rubbing at her little rosebud, I made her moan and groan, her body getting so hot her skin tone became redder, her breath quickening, more of her cunt juices coming out, her fingers digging deep into the material of her couch.

She stopped, her hand settling on my forehead. Alright, I was going to stop too. It was pretty evident Amanda wanted to take her time with this.

“Bend down over the couch,” she ordered in between short breaths, her eyes not even looking at me. Damn. I did quite the number on her, didn’t I?

And obeying her, I bent over the couch, keeping my legs wide open. Her hands in a second ripped my skirt off me, and then she did the same to my panties, exposing my bottom for her delight and all the filthy plans she had for me.

“Holy shit,” she commented.

“Holy shit what?”

“That’s a nice ass you’ve got there,” she joked before slapping it twice, sending a shockwave of pleasure through my whole body. I moaned, telling her all she needed to know about that.

“Just be very rough, slut,” I implored.

“Oh, I’m going to be very rough on you,” she joked again before gripping my legs and diving her head right in.

With her tongue stuck out, she licked and rubbed at my little orifice, sending more shockwaves of pleasure that ended at my little manhood – or sissyhood, whatever she would like to call it.

Amanda was quite ferocious, licking my tight pucker with her tongue, basking at the moment, rubbing it, pleasing it, stopping at the most sensitive regions, her nails almost piercing my skin with the amount of strength she was using.

When she pulled her head out, we were both panting. What she did was quite taxing on us, and despite that, I couldn’t imagine myself having done anything any different. Amanda was quite good at worshipping another’s ass. We should do it more times.

“Why did you stop?” I questioned.

Her hand caressed my butt, moving it here, there, finding my pucker again, diving a finger in, and making me groan and moan her name.

“Because there’s something else you are going to do for me.”

“What other thing?”

“Well, I’ll show you,” she said before plopping down on her couch right beside me and then grabbing me and shoving my head onto her titties. Keeping me there, I could barely breathe thanks to her huge bosoms covering all of my face.

Rubbing me against them, she said using her piercing eyes only everything I required to know.

I used my tongue however I could, and also employed my hands to bring her the most absolute amount of pleasure possible. Amanda moaned, her whole body squirming and grinding against mine, her eyes closing, and a hint of blush invading her cheeks.

Then, all of sudden she cried out my name, the sound echoing. Her hands shoved my head down, to her pussy, and I had a second to presume what was going to occur before it did.

Her cunt juices came pouring out, coating my whole face with them. And at the same time, I felt so much pleasure I wasn’t able to contain it anymore, shooting my sperm out all over her belly.

Panting, I licked it up before she could say anything about that. I just loved the taste of my own cum and didn’t feel like sharing any of it with her. Amanda then gave me a lopsided smile before lifting me to her bosoms again.

I put one of her nipples in my mouth. It was hard and engorged, and I sucked on it until I fell asleep. Whatever was going to happen next now that our friendship was different, I couldn’t wait for it.

My adventures as a sissy were just beginning.

The End

Don’t go just yet…
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