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Mailing List




Thank you for picking up one of my stories! I’m likely in the process of working on a new one. Did you know I have a catalog of over a hundred stories, all available as a kindle edition? Subscribing to my author page will let you know when each fun new story comes out.

But there’s also another way to learn about new stories! I’ve started a newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away exclusive content for free! The sign up takes about five seconds - so fast! I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

Click here to join my newsletter!

Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser: http://eepurl.com/cNUGC1

No spam, just romance goodies!


Landlord’s New Sissy




Money was tight, but that was nothing new—and that was the problem. I was normally late on rent, scraping the money together a few days after it was due and hoping nobody made too much of a fuss. But this month, I wouldn’t be able to pay at all. Not even close. And Cassandra, my landlord, was becoming increasingly agitated with me.

I came home one evening from work—where they’d explained that they’d be cutting my hours even further—to find a warning that I’d be evicted if I didn’t pay by the next day.

My heart raced as I read it. I didn’t have the money. There was no last-minute paycheck coming, no emergency savings I’d forgotten about, no one I could call and ask for that kind of help. I had to explain. I had to beg. I had to do anything I could to get an extension, because if I was evicted, I’d have nowhere to go.

So I looked up Cassandra’s home address. I knew I wasn’t going to be able to sleep that night with the notice sitting on my kitchen counter, making my stomach twist every time I looked at it.

I drove over and parked outside her house. Then I sat in my car for what felt like hours, gripping the steering wheel and rehearsing everything I planned to say. Every version sounded pathetic. Every excuse sounded worse when I imagined saying it to her face.

Finally, I mustered enough courage to get out and knock on her door.

It was nine o’clock, but one of her windows was still lit. The glow came from the master bedroom on the bottom floor, warm and yellow against the dark house. I raised my fist to knock when I noticed two shadows moving behind the bedroom curtains.

I froze.

At first, I thought Cassandra might have company. Then I heard the moaning.

“That’s right, you little slut. You’re going to take this cock nice and deep.”

My brain did a double take. I was certain that was Cassandra’s voice. I’d heard her snap at me enough times to recognize it, even lower and rougher like that.

But as far as I knew, Cassandra didn’t have a cock.

I stepped away from the front door and walked toward the window, trying to peer through the narrow gaps around the curtains. They were pulled completely closed, leaving me with nothing but shifting shadows and the muffled sounds coming from inside.

I moved around to the back of the house, hoping there’d be another window with a better view. The backyard was dark and quiet, the air cool enough to raise goose bumps on my arms. Several of the back windows had been cracked open to let in the autumn breeze. Through one of them, I could see the bedroom door at the end of the hall.

It was slightly open.

I knew I shouldn’t have done it. I knew how insane it was to even consider it. But curiosity had already gotten a firm hold on me, dragging me past the point where common sense had any real chance of stopping me.

I slowly raised the window just enough to climb inside. My shoes landed softly on the floor, but even the faint sound made my pulse jump. I stood still for a moment, listening. When nobody came rushing out, I crept down the hallway and tiptoed toward the bedroom.

The moaning grew louder with every step.

I reached the door and peered through the crack.

I’d been right. Cassandra didn’t have a dick.

But she was wearing one.

A huge black strap-on jutted from between her thighs as she pegged another girl’s ass. Cassandra gripped the woman’s hips, dragging her backward onto the thick shaft each time she thrust forward. The other girl was on her hands and knees with her face pressed into the mattress, taking the cock like it wasn’t her first time. Her body rocked with every hard stroke, and her soft cries filled the room.

My dick hardened so fast it almost hurt. I palmed it through my jeans, trying to ease the pressure without taking my eyes off them.

Cassandra was a lesbian. Who would’ve guessed?

Then I saw the balls swinging between the other girl’s thighs.

Cassandra didn’t have a cock, but the other girl did.

For a second, I couldn’t make sense of what I was seeing. My mind stumbled over the image even as my body reacted to it. My dick only grew harder beneath my hand, straining against my jeans as I continued to palm it. I was already so close I felt like I could come in my pants without ever taking it out.

I’d never seen a trans woman up close, much less watched one getting pegged. The sight of her cock and balls hanging beneath her while Cassandra drove the strap-on into her ass made my entire body burn.

It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.

A moan slipped past my lips before I could stop it.

Cassandra’s gaze snapped in my direction.

The other girl didn’t even seem to notice. She remained on her hands and knees, breathing hard into the mattress as Cassandra pulled the strap-on out of her ass. The thick shaft emerged slick and shining. Cassandra quickly unhooked the harness and tossed it aside.

I stepped backward, desperately searching for a dark corner to hide in. There wasn’t one. I definitely didn’t have enough time to make it back to the window, and panic made my legs feel clumsy and slow.

Before I could get even three steps away, the bedroom door was yanked open.

A naked Cassandra strode toward me.

Her stomach was taut, and her full breasts moved slightly with each angry step. Her long brown hair cascaded around them, framing tiny pink nipples that were puckered and pointed in my direction. A small patch of neatly trimmed hair rested above her pussy. She was dripping wet, the moisture shining between her thighs and slowly leaking down the insides of her legs.

“What the hell are you doing here, Elliot? I have a mind to call the police.”

I stumbled over my next few words, barely able to look away from her naked body. “I…I came to…talk about…rent.”

Cassandra seemed completely unconcerned by her own nudity. She simply held out her hand as though she expected me to place a check in it.

“Did you come to bring me the check? Because otherwise, there’s nothing to discuss.”

“I’ll pay you soon,” I said, practically begging. My mouth had gone dry, and my heart was still pounding from being caught. “Please, just give me some more time.”

“I’ve given you more than enough time, Elliot. You’re a bad tenant. I can’t put up with your late payments anymore.”

I glanced around Cassandra’s home. Even from the small portion I’d seen, it was obvious the place was huge. It probably had at least five bedrooms, and I knew for a fact she was single. Everything around her looked expensive, clean, and carefully maintained. She wasn’t lying awake wondering how she’d afford groceries after paying the electric bill.

“Why?” I asked. “You obviously have plenty of money.”

“It’s not about that,” she said.

I was desperate. The eviction notice flashed through my mind, followed by the image of all my belongings piled on the sidewalk. I had nowhere else to sleep and no money to start over somewhere new.

I was willing to do anything to keep my apartment.

“Well, then…I’m going to have to tell everyone how you like to fuck trans girls. Consider it my future one-star review of your business.”

“Who I fuck is none of your business,” she said, suddenly closing the bedroom door behind her.

She wouldn’t admit it, but she was ashamed. Or at least afraid enough of people finding out that she didn’t want the other woman overhearing our conversation. Either way, this was clearly a secret she wanted to keep.

“Give me an extension on rent. Or I’ll make sure everyone knows your business.”

Cassandra’s glare shot daggers through me. I could feel my heart practically twisting beneath the force of it, every beat tight and painful in my chest. In that moment, she wanted to kill me.

But she settled for something else instead.

“You can have your extension,” she said. “But not because I’m afraid you’ll expose me.”

I cocked a brow, unsure whether I’d heard her correctly. “Then why?”

“Because you’re going to give me something I want. And in exchange, you won’t have to pay me rent again. Ever.”

My mouth went dry. The threat I’d made suddenly felt small and stupid compared to the certainty in her voice. “What…what do you want?”

“I pay a pretty penny to fuck beautiful trans women. I pick them out as if I’m choosing from a catalog. I have very specific needs when it comes to sex, and if those needs aren’t met, I can’t get off. But satisfying them costs me plenty.” Her eyes stayed fixed on mine. “Your rent? I need it to pay my sex workers. So, if you can’t pay your rent, you’re going to have to pay me with something else instead.”

My heart raced as though it already knew where she was going with this, even if my brain hadn’t caught up yet. A cold, uneasy feeling moved through my stomach.

What on earth did she expect me to do?

“So, you want me to find girls for you to fuck?” I asked. “For free?”

She stepped toward me, still completely naked and apparently no longer interested in covering herself. Her breasts swayed slightly with the movement, and the wetness between her thighs continued to shine beneath the bedroom light.

“No. I’m going to dress you up as a girl and use you however I want. Nightly. For as long as you live in my complex.” Her voice was calm, almost businesslike. “That’s your deal. You either accept, pay what you owe, or get evicted. I really couldn’t give a fuck which option you choose.”

I stared at her as I tried to process the proposition.

My stomach churned with bile. Dressing up, I could do. At least, I thought I could. So what if I had to put on a little dress to get free rent? Clothes were just clothes. Wearing something feminine wouldn’t change who I was.

But she hadn’t only said she wanted to dress me up.

She’d said she wanted to use me however she wanted.

“What would I have to do?” I asked, needing her to spell it out even though part of me already knew.

She stepped closer until her full breasts were almost pressed against my chest. The warmth of her naked body reached me through my shirt. She lifted one hand to my face and slowly stroked her knuckles along my cheek, the touch unexpectedly soft compared to the hard look in her eyes.

“Don’t pretend you didn’t see. You saw the kind of things I like.” Her gaze moved over my face as though she were already imagining what she could turn me into. “Well, that’s only the beginning.”

I swallowed hard.

What I’d seen was a girl getting pegged in the ass. Cassandra had driven that huge black cock into her as though she owned every inch of her body.

Would I have to do that?

I’d never even had a girlfriend before. I was still a virgin in every way that mattered. I’d barely kissed anyone, and now I was considering letting my landlord dress me like a girl and fuck me in exchange for a place to live.

Was that really how I wanted to lose my virginity?

To Cassandra?

For free rent?

She was definitely attractive, even if her personality could use some serious work. Standing that close to her, it was impossible not to notice every curve of her naked body or the faint smell of sex still clinging to her skin. My cock hadn’t completely softened after what I’d seen in the bedroom, and that only made the decision feel more confusing.

But I was desperate.

I had no savings, nowhere else to go, and no better offer was ever going to fall into my lap. If I agreed, I wouldn’t only get an extension. I’d never have to worry about rent again.

I swallowed my fear and forced myself to nod.

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll do it.”

Cassandra’s eyes widened slightly, as though she hadn’t expected me to agree so quickly—or possibly at all. For the first time since she’d caught me in the hallway, some of the anger left her face.

Then she turned and opened the bedroom door.

“Marnie. You can go home now.”

“But you paid for another three hours.”

“Keep it as a tip.”

Marnie began dressing herself without argument. I tried not to stare as she pulled on her clothes, but after what I’d just agreed to, looking away felt pointless.

Cassandra turned her attention back to me.

“You, go home. But tomorrow, after you’re done working, you’re all mine.”

The words sent a chill through me.

I hurried out of Cassandra’s house before she could change her mind. More than that, I needed distance from her—from her naked body, her insane offer, and the bedroom where I’d just watched her fuck someone with a strap-on.

I needed enough space to understand what I’d done.

I climbed into my car and shut the door, sealing myself inside the cold, quiet interior.

I would never have to pay rent again. I could stop living paycheck to paycheck. I could build real savings instead of watching every dollar disappear the second it reached my account. For the first time in years, I might be able to breathe without worrying that one missed shift would leave me homeless.

But in order to get that freedom, I’d have to dress up as a girl and let my landlord use me however she wanted.

Nightly.

I sat behind the wheel and dragged both hands down my face, my skin hot beneath my palms.

What the hell had I gotten myself into?
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The next day at work—I was a rideshare gig worker—I couldn’t think about anything except the evening ahead of me. Fortunately, driving was second nature by then. I could follow the directions, watch traffic, and make polite conversation without giving any of it much thought. But because the work didn’t require much mental energy, I had nothing to distract me from everything circling inside my head.

Was Cassandra really going to dress me up like a woman?

Was she really going to use my body sexually?

What exactly did that mean? How else might she use me? Would she make me leave the house dressed like a girl? Would she expect me to go out in public where anyone could see me?

My thoughts kept spinning through every ride. Each time my phone chimed with a new passenger, I forced myself to focus, but the distraction never lasted. As soon as someone climbed out of my car, Cassandra’s naked body returned to my mind, along with the hard look in her eyes when she told me I’d be hers.

By the time I completed my last ride, my stomach was tight with nerves.

I drove home and sat in my parked car for a few minutes, staring at the balance in my bank account. It wasn’t much. Once I paid for gas, food, and the rest of my bills, there’d be almost nothing left. But without rent, that balance could finally start climbing. I pictured the number growing month after month instead of disappearing the moment I got paid.

I could actually build savings. I could stop panicking whenever work slowed down. I might even have enough money to handle an emergency without wondering whether it would leave me homeless.

I steeled myself against my fear and hesitation, started the car again, and made myself drive to Cassandra’s house.

I parked along the street and headed toward the front door. The evening air felt cool against my face, but my palms were already damp. I raised my fist to knock.

Before my knuckles reached the wood, the door swung open.

Cassandra stood there in a low-cut, skintight black dress. The fabric hugged every curve of her body, showing off her full breasts and narrow waist. She looked dressed for a night out, not a quiet evening at home.

“Very punctual,” she said, smiling. “Good.”

She caught my hand and yanked me inside before I could respond, then shut and locked the door behind me.

The click of the lock sent a nervous jolt through my stomach.

Still holding my hand, she led me down the hall and into the bedroom—the same room where I’d caught her fucking another woman the night before. The bed had been made, and the strap-on was nowhere in sight, but I could still picture Cassandra standing behind Marnie, driving the thick black cock into her ass.

My heart climbed into my throat as Cassandra pulled me farther inside.

“Take off your clothes,” she said.

My hands shook as I reached for my jeans and dragged the zipper down. I pushed them over my hips, kicked them away with my shoes, and then tugged my shirt over my head. The room felt cooler against my exposed skin.

I stood in front of Cassandra wearing only my briefs, waiting to see whether she really expected me to continue. Part of me hoped she might decide this was enough, that she’d laugh and tell me she’d only been testing me.

Her nostrils flared with irritation.

I took that as my answer. She didn’t want me to stop.

I hooked my thumbs beneath the waistband and pulled my briefs down. After stepping out of them, I removed my socks and straightened again, completely naked.

Cassandra’s eyes slowly swept over my body.

There was nothing shy or uncertain in the way she looked at me. Her gaze moved from my chest to my stomach before settling between my thighs, assessing every part of me as if she’d already paid for the right.

She stepped closer and wrapped her fingers around my cock.

It was flaccid at first, hanging soft in her hand, but it quickly began to stiffen beneath her touch. Heat rushed into my face as she felt it grow.

Cassandra didn’t touch me like a lover. She inspected me more like a medical professional examining a patient. She lifted my cock and studied the underside, turning it slightly in her hand before letting it drop.

Then she circled behind me.

I felt her gaze settle on my ass.

She put her hands on my shoulders and turned me toward the wall.

“Bend over.”

I pressed my palms flat against the wall and pushed my ass backward. The position made me feel exposed in a way simple nudity hadn’t. My heart pounded as cool air brushed between my cheeks.

Cassandra grabbed my ass with both hands and spread me wide. Her finger slid slowly along the center of my crack, tracing the sensitive skin until my whole body tightened.

“Have you ever done anal before?”

I choked out a “no.”

“Have you ever had any sex before?”

I shook my head, keeping my eyes fixed on the wall.

“Interesting. So, I’ll have to be gentle then.”

“Yes, please.”

Letting the word please roll off my tongue felt so natural that it thrilled me. This entire arrangement had begun because of a little begging, and maybe it would end that way too—with me asking Cassandra for whatever she decided to give me.

“Turn around and come with me,” she said, and I did what I was told.

She led me into the master bathroom and turned on the bath. Water rushed from the faucet, filling the room with a steady roar and a cloud of steam. I stood naked beside the tub while Cassandra waited for it to fill, trying not to stare at the deep neckline of her dress.

Once the water was high enough, she beckoned me closer.

I climbed inside and lowered myself into the tub. Warm water rushed over my legs and settled around my hips, easing some of the tension from my muscles.

That was when I noticed the little pink razor in Cassandra’s hand.

She reached into the bath, grabbed my ankle, and lifted my foot from the water. She placed my leg across her thighs, just below the hem of her dress so the fabric wouldn’t get wet. Her skin felt warm beneath my calf.

Cassandra spread shaving cream over my leg, covering the hair in a thick layer of white foam. Then she pressed the razor to my ankle and began dragging it upward in slow, careful strokes.

I felt strangely small beneath her hands, almost like I’d been placed in the care of someone who knew exactly what to do with me. I’d never had anyone perform such a personal task for me. Nobody had ever held my leg that way or paid such close attention to my skin.

The shaving didn’t bother me as much as I’d expected. I watched pale strips of smooth skin appear beneath the cream, each pass of the razor leaving me a little softer and more exposed.

Cassandra took her time. She rinsed the blade between strokes and moved carefully around my knees and ankles, shaving one leg before lifting the other onto her lap.

By the time she finished, my legs felt smooth and cool beneath the water. I slid them together experimentally, enjoying the unfamiliar sensation of bare skin gliding against bare skin. They felt almost like silk.

But Cassandra wasn’t finished.

She gripped my wrist and pulled me upright. Water streamed down my body as I stood in the tub, gathering at the tip of my cock before dripping back into the bath.

Cassandra wrapped her fingers around my shaft and lifted it away from my body. Then she spread shaving cream across my pubic hair.

My breath caught as she brought the razor close.

She worked with the same calm precision she’d used on my legs, holding my cock aside while she shaved around it. The intimacy of the position made it impossible not to react. My shaft thickened in her hand until I was fully hard, pointing upward between us.

Cassandra didn’t seem interested in relieving the tension. She didn’t stroke me or even acknowledge how badly I wanted her to. Instead, she smirked each time my cock twitched, as though my arousal was nothing more than entertainment.

I waited for her to make a remark or joke at my expense, but she didn’t say a word.

The silence between us felt thick. All I could hear was my own breathing, the lap of water around my ankles, and the soft scrape of the razor against my skin.

Once I was perfectly smooth, Cassandra helped me step from the bath. She dried me with a towel, rubbing it over my legs, stomach, and ass before patting the newly shaved skin around my cock. Her touch was practical, but my body responded to every pass of the fabric.

Then she led me back into the bedroom.

Cassandra crossed to her dresser, where she’d laid out an outfit on top. She returned carrying a pair of panties and a low-cut pink dress that looked every bit as skintight as the black one she wore.

“Put these on,” she commanded, her tone as calm and controlled as the rest of her.

I did as I was told.

I stepped into the panties and slowly pulled them up. The silky fabric glided over my freshly shaved legs, sending a shiver along my spine. When I drew them over my hips, they settled snugly around my ass and cupped my cock, which hardened for what felt like the millionth time that evening.

Cassandra remained indifferent. Her eyes were cold and calculating as she watched me struggle with the unfamiliar clothes.

I picked up the dress and pulled it over my head. The material slid down my body, clinging to my narrow waist and hips. I tugged it into place, trying to ignore the pressure of the panties against my erection.

When it was time to zip the dress, Cassandra stepped behind me and did it herself.

The zipper climbed slowly up my back, tightening the fabric around my body. Once it reached the top, Cassandra leaned closer. Her lips brushed the shell of my ear as she whispered, “Time to grab the wig, heels, and makeup.”

My heart hammered inside my chest.

Cassandra showed me the blond wig she expected me to wear. The hair was long, soft, and much lighter than my natural color. She secured it carefully against my scalp, adjusting the strands until they framed my face the way she wanted.

Then she began doing my makeup.

Brushes, sponges, and tiny wands swept across my face. Powder dusted my cheeks. Something cool and damp moved along my eyelids, followed by the delicate pressure of a pencil and the soft drag of a brush across my lashes.

I kept my eyes closed whenever she told me to and tried not to move.

There were so many products and tools that I quickly lost track of what she was doing. I had no idea what I would look like by the time she finished.

Then she handed me a pair of strappy pink heels to match my skintight dress. I stepped into them, and somehow, they fit perfectly. The narrow straps hugged my feet while the heels forced me onto the balls of my toes, changing the way I stood almost immediately.

Cassandra guided me toward the antique full-length mirror in the corner of her bedroom.

The moment I saw my reflection, I had to do a double take.

Was that really me?

A gorgeous blonde stared back at me with dark, winged eyeliner and shiny cherry-red lips. The long hair framed my face, softening everything about it. Beneath the skintight pink dress, my waist looked narrower and my hips seemed rounder than they had before. My nipples had pebbled beneath the thin fabric and poked visibly through it since Cassandra hadn’t given me a bra.

I looked somewhere between a hooker and a college student dressed for a night of clubbing.

I should’ve felt ridiculous. Maybe I did, a little. But I couldn’t stop staring.

In the mirror’s reflection, Cassandra stood behind me, slowly licking her lips.

“You clean up nice,” she purred.

Her hand settled on my ass and squeezed gently through the tight fabric.

“Now, come with me.”

I turned away from the mirror, wobbling slightly in the heels as I followed her down the hallway. Each step required more thought than it should’ve, my ankles shifting beneath me while the dress tugged around my thighs.

Cassandra led me through the garage door and out to her car. She opened the passenger door for me, and I carefully lowered myself into the seat, smoothing the dress beneath my ass.

Was this really happening?

Was she actually about to take me somewhere while I was dressed like a girl?

I remained silent for the entire drive to the restaurant. Cassandra didn’t say anything either. She kept her attention on the road, one hand loose on the steering wheel, looking completely calm while my thoughts tore through me.

I wondered what she was thinking. I wondered whether I looked good enough for her or if this was only some strange experiment she’d already begun to regret.

What if she changed her mind after tonight?

What if she decided I wasn’t what she wanted and I still owed her every cent of rent?

My cock and balls shifted inside the silky panties each time the car turned or bounced over a rough patch in the road. The fabric rubbed lightly against my shaved skin, and a small flutter of worry moved through my chest because it felt so much better than I wanted it to.

I was afraid I’d start craving panties after this.

What kind of man wanted to wear panties?

Still, nobody would have to know. I could keep it secret. I could wear them beneath my regular clothes during the day. I could drive people around in my car while every one of them remained completely unaware that I had on a pair of girly panties, the soft fabric snugly cradling my cock and balls.

The thought made me squirm in my seat.

My head raced with thoughts, fears, and desires until I lost track of the drive entirely. I didn’t realize we’d arrived until Cassandra turned off the engine and stepped out of the car.

She walked around to the passenger side and opened the door for me again. When I stepped out, she offered her hand to steady me.

I took it without hesitation.

Cassandra was taking the lead in whatever temporary relationship we’d formed, and the ease of it made me feel strange. I wasn’t used to being guided around or having someone make every decision for me.

Not that I’d ever taken the lead with anyone myself.

I was still a virgin. I didn’t know the first thing about courting a woman, seducing one, or even taking her out to dinner without making a fool of myself.

But I’d watched my fair share of movies.

Cassandra acted like every confident man I’d ever seen in one, except she had a smoking-hot, feminine body beneath her tight black dress.

The restaurant was a nice Italian place with dim lighting, white tablecloths, and a small candle flickering between us. We ate mostly in silence, keeping conversation to a minimum.

I barely tasted my food.

My attention kept moving around the dining room, studying the people seated nearby and wondering whether they could tell I was really a man dressed as a woman. Every glance in my direction made my stomach tighten.

But nobody stared in shock or whispered behind their hands.

Nobody seemed to notice anything unusual at all.

A few men gave me second looks, though. Their eyes lingered on my breasts, my bare legs, and the way the pink dress hugged my body.

They ogled me.

It was strange being looked at by men like I was a piece of meat they wanted to tear into. I’d never felt that kind of attention before, so direct and hungry that it seemed to crawl over my skin.

I should’ve hated it.

Instead, heat spread over my face and down my neck.

Because as uncomfortable as it made me, I loved feeling desired.

But would I love it when Cassandra was the one desiring me?

Would I still love it once she got me home, bent me over, and pushed a nice, long cock into my ass?

I picked at my food, my appetite fading beneath the nervous ache in my stomach.

Cassandra pointed her fork toward my plate.

“Eat. You’ll need your energy.”

I forced myself to take a few more bites. The food sat heavily on my tongue, but I kept eating until I was just shy of full.

Cassandra paid the check, and I followed her outside into the cool night air. I expected her to lead me back toward the car.

Instead, she took my hand and guided me into the alley running alongside the restaurant.

Before I could ask what she was doing, she shoved me against the wall.

The rough surface pressed through the thin fabric of my dress, and my breath caught in my chest.

It took me a moment to realize the force hadn’t come from anger.

Cassandra’s hands immediately began roaming over my body, sliding along my waist and hips as her lips crashed into mine.

“You’ve been driving me crazy all evening,” she said, kissing her way down my neck. “You look better than I thought you would. You look too good.”

My eyes widened.

If I’d been driving her crazy, she hadn’t given me any sign of it. She’d sat across from me at dinner looking calm and unreadable while I’d spent the entire meal wondering whether I was disappointing her.

But now her lips moved over the edge of my ear and down the sensitive side of my neck, making every muscle in my body tense with desire.

My cock hardened beneath the dress. The outline became impossible to hide as it strained against the tight pink fabric.

Cassandra wrapped her hand around it through the dress and stroked me.

A moan escaped my lips.

I took a chance and slid one thigh between her legs.

Cassandra’s dress rode higher around her hips as she pressed against me. Through the thin material of her panties, I felt a pool of wetness soaking between her thighs. She was so wet that the heat of it reached my bare skin.

She caught my hand and brought it to her breast.

I cupped her through the tight dress while we kissed like a couple of college kids making out somewhere they weren’t supposed to be. Her breast filled my palm, warm and heavy, and her nipple hardened beneath the fabric as I squeezed.

I’d never seen Cassandra like this.

Even the night before, when she’d been fucking the trans woman, she’d remained completely in control. Every thrust had seemed deliberate. Every word had sounded confident and measured.

This was different.

She kissed me with a kind of hunger that felt almost reckless. Like she’d lost herself to her lust and no longer cared who might see us or what she’d originally planned for the night.

I didn’t know whether she’d wake up tomorrow wondering what the hell had happened.

Because I sure as hell knew I would.

Cassandra looked like she was about to drop to her knees when a bright light suddenly washed over us.

A man’s voice boomed from the mouth of the alley. “You guys better go home before I arrest you for public indecency.”

Cassandra immediately straightened. I glanced down at my waist and realized my hard dick was practically on full display beneath the stretched pink fabric. The outline couldn’t have been more obvious.

My cheeks burned with embarrassment.

The cop lowered his flashlight, but not before I caught his eyes lingering on my waist.

Adrenaline coursed through my veins, making my heart pound hard enough to hurt. What would he do now that he knew I was a man dressed in women’s clothing? Would he stare? Laugh? Start asking questions I didn’t know how to answer?

To my surprise, he let us go.

“Don’t let me catch you down here again, or I will arrest you.”

“Noted,” Cassandra said as she grabbed my hand and dragged me back toward the car.

This time, she practically threw me into the passenger seat. She slammed the door, hurried around the front of the car, and climbed behind the wheel.

Cassandra smiled for the entire drive home. She seemed restless, almost energized by nearly getting caught. One hand gripped the steering wheel while the other landed on my thigh and slowly traveled upward.

Her fingers slipped beneath the skirt of my dress until they brushed against my panties.

She teased my balls through the silky fabric, tracing around them before moving higher to stroke the length of my shaft. My cock hardened beneath her hand, trapped tightly against my body. Every small movement of her fingers made me shift in my seat, but she refused to go any farther until we were safely parked inside her garage.

It seemed dinner had been the official kickoff to her little fantasy.

Something had changed in Cassandra during the evening. Maybe it was because she’d been forced to stare at me throughout the entire meal without touching me. She’d sat across the table looking calm and controlled while her eyes occasionally moved over my face, my breasts, and the tight pink dress hugging my body.

Now she was finally going to have her way with me.

We didn’t even make it out of the garage before she shoved me against the wall again and kissed me. Her lips pressed hard against mine, hungry and impatient.

Then, in one quick motion, she spun me around.

My stomach met the wall, and my ass faced her. The cement felt cool and rough through the thin material of my dress.

Cassandra shoved the skirt up around my hips and cupped my ass in both hands. Her fingers dug into the soft flesh before pulling the panties down just far enough to leave me completely exposed.

Cool air brushed over my bare ass.

She reached around my body. “Open your mouth.”

I did as I was told, parting my lips without hesitation. Her middle finger slid inside and pressed against my tongue.

“Suck.”

I closed my lips around her finger and sucked.

My eyes drifted shut. Everything Cassandra did to me seemed to turn me on more than anything I’d ever experienced. It wasn’t only the touching. It was how easily she controlled me. How naturally I obeyed each command before I could stop and question what I was doing.

She pulled her wet finger from my mouth, spread my cheeks wide, and dragged the slick tip over my tight hole.

My body tensed.

She slowly circled the opening, teasing the sensitive skin without pushing inside. Each pass sent a little thrill through my stomach and made my cock strain harder against the front of my panties.

A moan slipped from my lips.

Cassandra pushed her wet finger inside.

The pressure made me gasp. She worked it deeper, then began pumping it slowly in and out. The initial tightness gave way to a hot, unfamiliar pleasure that made my knees weaken.

I struck my fist against the wall because it felt so fucking good.

“This is just the start, my little slut,” she whispered.

My body temperature spiked even as chills crawled across my skin.

Cassandra kept fingering my ass, stretching me slowly as she added another finger and then another. I breathed through the pressure, pushing back against her hand even when the fullness made me ache.

Eventually, she had four fingers buried deep inside me.

She thrust them with all the fervor of a sex-starved woman, pumping her hand into my ass while I struggled to keep myself upright. My cheek pressed against the cold cement, and every rough thrust sent pleasure rolling through my body.

She never touched my cock.

She didn’t need to.

The pressure built until I couldn’t hold it back. My entire body tightened, and I came with a helpless whimper, my cheek still plastered against the wall as hot cum spilled into my panties.

Cassandra chuckled, but the sound wasn’t mocking.

“Did you just come?”

I didn’t answer.

I didn’t want her to know how easily she’d made me lose control. But there was no hiding it. All she had to do was slide one hand inside my panties to feel the streams of hot cum pooling against the silky fabric.

Her other hand continued pumping in and out of my ass.

Cassandra withdrew her hand from my panties and brought her cum-covered fingers toward my lips.

I opened my mouth.

She pushed them inside one at a time, and I sucked them clean, tasting myself on her skin. I ran my tongue over each finger until there was nothing left.

When I finished, she pulled her fingers from my mouth. Then she slowly withdrew the other four from my ass, leaving me empty and trembling.

Finally, she led me inside.

We went to her bedroom, where she told me to lie back on the bed. I climbed onto the mattress, the skirt of my dress still bunched around my hips and my wet panties clinging uncomfortably to my cock.

Cassandra disappeared into the master bathroom to wash her hands.

When she returned, she was carrying the same long black dildo I’d seen the night before.

My stomach tightened at the sight of it.

I waited for her to tell me to turn over, but she never did.

Instead, Cassandra climbed onto the bed and straddled my lap. She leaned down and kissed me. Her teeth grazed my lower lip before finally biting it hard enough to make me gasp.

My cock throbbed inside my panties, pressing firmly against her stomach.

For a moment, she rode me like that, rocking her hips and grinding her panty-covered pussy against the length of my trapped cock. Heat soaked through the fabric between us.

Cassandra caught my wrists and brought my hands to her chest, allowing me to fondle her breasts again. I cupped them through her dress, squeezing the full weight of them while her hips continued to move against me.

Then, while I was distracted by the softness of her breasts, she lifted the dildo toward my face.

“Open wide.”

My heart battered against my ribs, frantic and trapped, like it was trying to break free. Still, I opened my mouth and let Cassandra slide the huge cock inside.

The thick head glided over my tongue, forcing my lips farther apart. She pushed it deeper, prying my jaw open until the shaft reached the back of my mouth and began stretching my throat.

I gagged around it while she continued riding my cock through our clothes. Her hips rocked against me as she fucked my mouth with the dildo, withdrawing it just enough to let me breathe before driving it back in.

Her eyes were bright with desire. She looked hungry, eager, and a little crazy with need.

I writhed beneath her in my tight pink dress and silky panties while she took complete advantage of my body. The wig’s long blond hair spread across the pillow beneath my head. My dress had ridden higher around my hips, and I could feel the cum trapped inside my panties sliding wetly against my cock every time Cassandra moved.

The humiliation of it should’ve made me want to hide.

Instead, it made me harder.

Cassandra began to moan as her hips rocked more urgently above me. Her panty-covered pussy dragged along the length of my cock, grinding against me while she pushed the dildo in and out of my mouth.

I squeezed her breasts through the tight fabric of her dress, then found her hardened nipples and pinched them between my fingers.

Cassandra’s body stiffened.

Her moan sharpened as she climaxed, her hips grinding hard against me while pleasure moved through her. I kept pinching her nipples and let her use my cock until the tension finally left her body.

Once she’d caught her breath, she pulled the dildo from my mouth. A strand of saliva clung briefly to the tip before breaking.

Cassandra smiled down at me.

“Now it’s time for the big finish. Flip onto your stomach, you dirty little slut.”

I remembered hearing her use the word slut the night before. She’d called Marnie the same thing while fucking her.

I realized it was part of Cassandra’s fantasy. She didn’t only want a body she could penetrate. She wanted someone she could dress up, control, and turn into her filthy little slut.

And tonight, that person was me.

I rolled onto my stomach without arguing. Cassandra grabbed my hips and pulled them upward, forcing my ass into the air. She shoved the skirt of my dress back around my waist and tugged my panties down, leaving them stretched around my upper thighs.

Looking over my shoulder, I watched her begin to undress just as she had the night before.

She pulled the black dress over her head and let it fall aside. Her body was every bit as taut and perfect as I remembered. Her full breasts settled against her chest, tipped with those tiny pink nipples, and the neat patch of hair above her pussy drew my attention lower.

My mouth watered.

After feeling her pussy through her panties in the alley, I craved a real taste of her. I wanted to push my face between her thighs and find out whether she tasted as good as she looked.

Instead, Cassandra attached the strap-on harness around her waist.

The long black cock jutted from between her legs. Seeing it there made my ass clench with fear even as my own cock thickened against the mattress.

Cassandra crossed to her dresser and opened the top drawer. She pulled out several lengths of rope before returning to the bed.

“Hands behind your back,” she said.

I was nervous, but I was eager too.

I brought my hands behind my back and allowed her to bind my wrists. She wrapped the rope securely around them and pulled it tight. The rough fibers dug into my skin, making it impossible to forget just how vulnerable I was inside Cassandra’s house.

Then she tied my ankles together.

Once the final knot tightened, I knew I was truly done for. I couldn’t cover myself or close my legs. I couldn’t crawl away if the dildo became too much.

I was putty in Cassandra’s hands, and she had complete control over me.

The realization sent another pulse of arousal through my body.

Cassandra knelt behind me and spread my ass cheeks wide. I waited for the familiar pressure of her fingers, but she didn’t touch my hole with her hand.

She used her tongue instead.

I gasped as its warm, wet tip dragged over my entrance. Cassandra licked slowly around the tight opening, circling it until my muscles began to loosen beneath her mouth.

Then she pushed her tongue inside me.

The sensation made my whole body tense. She dipped in and out, teasing my hole while keeping my ass spread open. Just as I started pushing backward against her face, she pulled one hand away and spanked me hard.

I jolted forward against the mattress.

The sting spread across my ass, followed immediately by a shiver of pleasure.

“Fuck,” I hissed.

Cassandra continued tonguing my ass so well that I thought I might explode from that alone. Her tongue worked deeper while her lips pressed against me, making my bound legs tremble.

I was already close when she finally leaned back.

The sudden loss of her mouth left me aching and empty.

Then she dragged the tip of the strap-on over my ass.

I felt the full length of it slide between my cheeks. A bottle clicked open behind me, followed by the cool splash of lubricant across my hole and the black shaft.

Cassandra spread the slick gel over my skin and rubbed it along the dildo until the entire cock was coated. Then she positioned the thick head against my entrance and pushed forward gently.

“This may hurt a little,” she warned.

I clenched my teeth and braced myself.

Surprisingly, it didn’t hurt as much as I’d feared. She’d already stretched me with so many fingers in the garage that my ass was ready to accept her. Even so, the dildo was thicker than her hand had felt, and my body strained against the ropes as she worked it inside me inch by inch.

The pressure built steadily.

I felt every part of the shaft as it spread me open and sank deeper. My fingers curled against my palms, and I fought the instinct to clench around it.

Then Cassandra’s hips met my ass.

She’d buried the entire strap-on inside me.

For a brief moment, she held herself still, letting my body adjust to the fullness. Then she pulled back and began fucking me with it.

There was nothing gentle about her once she started.

Cassandra drove the black cock into my ass wildly, thrusting with enough force to shift my bound body back and forth across the bed. The ropes tightened around my wrists as I struggled for something to hold on to.

Each hard thrust filled me completely. My face pressed into the mattress while my trapped cock rubbed against the sheets beneath me.

“Fuck, you’re such a filthy little slut,” she said. “Tell me how dirty you are.”

I swallowed.

I’d never said anything like that before. I’d never imagined myself tied up in a pink dress while a woman fucked my ass and demanded that I degrade myself for her.

“I’m so dirty,” I said, but the words came out weak and breathless.

Cassandra slapped my ass hard.

“Say it like you fucking mean it.”

The sting made me cry out.

“I’m so dirty.”

She continued pumping in and out of me, fucking me harder and rougher with the long black dildo.

“Tell me how much you like getting your little ass fucked by my cock.”

My eyes widened, and my fingernails dug into my palms.

“I love getting fucked by your cock.”

The words rolled easily from my tongue, and my cock hardened beneath me.

Not only were they true, but calling the dildo her cock made everything hotter. It no longer felt like a toy strapped around her hips.

In that moment, it belonged to Cassandra.

And she was using it to fuck me.

I glanced back over my shoulder and watched Cassandra fuck me.

Her breasts swayed with every movement, her nipples hard as bullets. Her brown hair spilled around her shoulders, shifting across her skin as her hips drove forward and pushed the thick cock deep into my ass.

For a moment, I imagined the cock was really hers. I imagined Cassandra was trans and that the thick shaft stretching me open was part of her body.

My eyes rolled back.

It felt so fucking good that I could barely believe it. What should’ve been the most humiliating evening of my life was quickly becoming one of my favorite experiences.

“Fuck me harder,” I coaxed, already knowing how much Cassandra would love hearing me beg for it.

She gave me what I asked for.

Cassandra thrust harder, pounding into me until her tits nearly circled from the force of her movements. The bed shifted beneath us, and the ropes tightened against my wrists as my bound body rocked with every deep stroke.

My cock was hard and straining inside the silky panties. The fabric was already damp and sticky from my first orgasm, clinging to my shaved skin as my shaft throbbed beneath me.

I was going to come again.

I was going to fill the panties for a second time and make an even bigger mess of them.

I wanted to reach down and touch myself, but I couldn’t. My hands were still tied behind my back, leaving me completely helpless beneath her.

As though she could sense what I wanted, Cassandra gripped my arm and hauled me upright. She pulled my back against her naked body while keeping the strap-on buried inside me.

Her breasts pressed warmly against my shoulders. She continued fucking me nice and deep, each shorter thrust grinding the cock into a place that made my legs tremble.

Her lips brushed my ear.

“You’re the dirtiest slut I’ve ever had. I’m going to show you exactly what dirty sluts deserve.”

Then she threw me back onto the bed.

My face landed hard against the soft mattress, muffling my gasp. Cassandra grabbed my ass and spread my cheeks before driving the cock so deep that I thought it might tear me in two.

She fucked me hard and raw with her big black cock.

I loved every second of it.

I loved the fullness, the helplessness, and the rough slap of her hips against my ass. I even wished the cock were real—warm and alive inside me, capable of pulsing and filling me with her cum.

“Come for me,” she barked.

And I did.

For the first time in my life, I came on command.

My body tightened around the dildo as my cock erupted inside the panties. Hot cum flooded the silky fabric, soaking the front and spreading across my skin. The panties became every bit as dirty as I felt.

As dirty as Cassandra wanted me to be.

“Fuck,” Cassandra hissed.

She pulled out of me in one quick motion, leaving my ass stretched, slick, and suddenly empty.

Then she rolled me onto my back and unstrapped the dildo from her hips. Before I could catch my breath, she climbed over me and straddled my face, clutching the blond hair of my wig in both hands.

Cassandra ground her pussy against my mouth as though I were nothing more than another toy for her to use.

I opened wide and dragged my tongue along her slit. Her pussy was swollen and soaking wet, the soft lips spreading against my mouth as she rocked her hips. Her sweet juices coated my tongue and dripped down my chin.

She tasted fucking divine.

Cassandra used my face to get herself off, grinding harder each time my tongue reached her clit. I licked wherever she pushed herself against me, eager to give her what she needed.

She glanced down at my made-up face. My lipstick was smeared, and my long blond hair fanned out across the mattress beneath me. My hands and ankles were still tied, my dress was shoved around my waist, and my dirty panties were stretched over my aching cock.

The sight of me seemed to push her over the edge.

Cassandra let go.

Her legs quivered around my head. Her moans filled the bedroom, growing louder as her pussy throbbed and pulsed against my tongue. Her climax broke through her all at once, and she clutched my hair even tighter as she rode it out against my face.

She whimpered, losing control for the second time that night.

For those few moments, she was no longer the calm, dominant woman she worked so hard to be. She was overwhelmed by her own desire, trembling above me while the last of her control slipped away.

Cassandra hunched forward, still gripping my hair as she caught her breath.

When she’d recovered, she climbed off my face and told me to sit up.

I obeyed.

My dress remained bunched around my waist, leaving my semen-soaked panties exposed. My hands and ankles were still tied, and my body felt warm, loose, and thoroughly used.

Cassandra walked to her dresser again and picked up her phone. She turned toward me, pointed the camera in my direction, and took my picture with a smirk.

“Now you’re mine,” she said. “If you ever tell anyone my secret, I’m going to tell them yours.”

Little did she know, I no longer had any desire to expose her secret.

I wanted to be her little slut.

I wanted to play dress-up, go on dates, and let her use me however she wanted. I wanted the dresses, the panties, and the way her eyes changed when she looked at me wearing them.

But I decided to keep playing her little game—the one where she had all the control and I had none.

I forced my lower lip to tremble.

“Please, don’t tell anyone. That would ruin me.”

Cassandra strode toward me and held the phone in front of my face.

The person staring back at me looked every bit like the dirty slut Cassandra claimed I was. A sexy blonde girl sat bound in rope with her dress around her waist, her makeup smeared, and a hard cock visible beneath her filthy pink panties.

And somehow, I’d never felt more attractive in my life.

“If you don’t want this getting out, you’re going to do everything I say from now on. Got it?”

I nodded.

Cassandra stepped closer and slipped her thumb into my mouth. I wrapped my lips around it and sucked while gazing up at her, eager to please.

“I think you’ll be my favorite slut yet. You’ll be well worth the rent money I’ll lose.”

I didn’t know why it felt like the greatest compliment anyone had ever given me, but it did.

Cassandra leaned down and kissed me.

“Until tomorrow night,” she said, giving me my cue to change and leave.

She untied the ropes around my wrists and ankles, then tossed my boy clothes toward me.

“I can’t wait,” I told her.

I hesitated before removing the dress and dirty panties. Part of me wanted to experience the so-called walk of shame. I wanted to feel the night air against my bare legs and the silky fabric cradling my cum-soaked cock as I made my way home.

But I didn’t want my neighbors seeing me slip into my apartment dressed like a filthy slut.

Cassandra’s face opened into a wide, genuine smile.

“Good girl,” she said.

My heart soared with pride.
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