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CHAPTER 1

The day finally dawned for Clara’s team retreat. I woke up early to a mildly sunny morning and stretched. I was ecstatic—definitely more than I should’ve been—that my wife was going off on a fun getaway without me. The best part was that I didn’t have a lot of work lined up for the rest of the week, so technically I had the entire day to mooch around if I wanted to. 

Two entire days, that is. 

Clara was returning home on Friday night, and she walked me through exactly how I could be her good little boy until her return. Or girl, as she kept saying. I found myself nodding whole-heartedly to all of her orders.

“I’ve got the outfits you’ll be wearing laid out for you right here. See?” she’d said, showing me the pressed dresses hanging in the closet and the accessories she’d placed neatly underneath. “You’re going to need to shave every morning, of course, and as soon as those butt plugs arrive, I’m going to choose the one that first goes inside your butt. Oh, and I’m going to text you multiple times a day. When I do, drop everything you’re doing and send me a picture of you holding up a note with a time stamp on it. Understood?”

“You explained it well, Mistress. And just to clarify, will I be in chastity the whole time until Friday?” I asked.

“Yes, since I’ll be wearing my necklace on the retreat.” She reached into her top and brought out the key, her lips twisting into a sinful smile. “Any questions, Wendy?”

“Nope.” I held onto both her hands and reached down to kiss her cheek, giving her a puppy dog look that I thought looked particularly endearing while being dressed as a woman. If she was into the crossdressing act and dug me being all girly, I sure as hell was prepared to milk it. “Mistress, I’m utterly devoted to you. You can trust me.”

“I know I can trust you, Wendy,” she whispered. “Because if you fuck up, you won’t even know what’s coming.”

I giggled. “I won’t. I promise you, Mistress.”

Of course, Clara didn’t know what my actual plans were going to be once she was safely out of the way. Because what I was planning to do was wrong. So wrong. But there was no way she could find out. The risk was so low it was practically zero.

Who was I gonna hurt? No one. That was who.

I pushed myself out of bed, had my morning coffee, had a steamy shower, shaved my pits and bits, and got dressed in the outfit Clara had assigned for me that day. It was a slutty pink one-piece that extended maybe a millimeter beyond my crotch. I put on my blonde wig and adjusted my thong to hike my balls up just a tad. That was when Clara woke up. I quickly made her coffee and handed it to her in bed. She looked pleased…and a little smug.

“Who are you and what did you do to my husband?” she asked.

I smiled and did a curtsy. “Anything you’d like me to do right now, Mistress?”

“Yes, I need a mani-pedi done,” she said. “There’s a couple of sparkly polishes on my vanity. You can set everything up while I have a shower.”

“Will do, Mistress!”

Clara came out of the shower with everything laid out to perfection: a warm foot tub she could soak her feet in, a bundle of fresh towels, her collection of nail polishes and polish remover, plus her blow dryer. She dried herself off and literally threw her own towel away, sitting down on the upholstered stool like it was a throne. I sank to my knees and began by kissing her delicious orange-scented foot. She rewarded me with a playful kick in my nose. 

I followed her instructions on how to apply the polish daintily, dry it, then repeat with a fresh coat. Once her nails were done, my naked mistress stood me up and kissed me, her bare breasts squashed against my small, fake, cutlet ones. She took my finger and popped it in her mouth, starting to suck it lustfully. I shivered. Ever since she’d enrolled in Mistress Yasmina’s class, it was like her libido was peaking to epic proportions. And the way she was snacking on my finger reminded me of her amazing blowjob.

“If you be my good girl…” Clara murmured, reaching up my dress to pluck my thong like a guitar string. “You know what you’ll be getting once I’m back from the trip?”

“Uh-huh,” I whispered back. “Some fucking nasty love-making. Involving my cock and your ass,  Mistress.”

Clara nodded and bit her lip. “It might involve both our asses.”

“I’m getting hard again.” I ground my hips into hers. “How about a quickie before you go?”

Clara broke free from my grasp and shook her head firmly. “I need to get ready. I’m already late.”

I watched anxiously as Clara got dressed. As she slid in a new pair of cute dangling earrings, it hit me just how much I wanted her. Her body, her face, her intelligence…I was completely infatuated with her now—not that I wasn’t before, but this was on a whole new level! It was like she was setting fire to the very essence of my entire being. It was insane. 

After Clara was done getting ready, she brought out her phone and began snapping a few selfies with me in it. I was worried while I was smiling for the camera. 

“Don’t worry, I’m not going to share these with anyone,” she said. “Apart from Mistress Yasmina and the rest of the ladies in our class, of course.” She gave me a sly grin. “I also took a few pictures of you while you were shoveling snow the other day. You looked so sexy!”

I grimaced. So everyone at the School of Femdom would be having a good laugh at my expense. 

“As long as I’m not there in person, I guess it’s okay,” I said. 

“It’ll be more than okay,” she said. “Also, I shouldn’t be telling you this, but there’s actually a lot of competition between us! It’s like all of us want to prove to each other we’re the best dominatrix.” She pulled out two dark strands of hair from her ponytail, framed them around her face, and misted herself with perfume. “I better get going to Helen’s. Well, I’ll miss you, cupcake.” 

“Miss you more, Mistress,” I said. “You don’t need me to see you out?” 

“No, I’m fine,” she said, then suddenly stopped short. “Oh, I almost forgot! One last thing.” She rustled inside her handbag and took out a small box. “Unwrap this.”

I took off the wrapping and unboxed it, immediately recognizing what it was.

“Down on the ground, sissy,” Clara ordered.

I hurried down to the floor and shivered as she hooked the collar around my neck. I stared at my reflection once she was done, noticing the golden letters across the baby pink leather. 

‘WHORE’. 

I was officially a collared sub. If this wasn’t one of my fantasies coming to life, I didn’t know what it was. But one small detail stood out. WHORE. My wife had reduced me to a whore. That made me more aroused than I cared to admit, even to myself. 

Maybe it was the fact that she didn’t even want to see me as a man. 

I felt myself drip a little into my thong, and—shockingly—my asshole was twitching. I remembered the sensation of the tampon blooming inside me that night, and how good it quickly felt. The tracing of my wife’s fingers against my buttocks as she squeezed them, pinched them, played with them…and how every cell in my body felt more alive than they ever had.

I swallowed. “Thank you, Mistress,” I whispered. “Such an amazing surprise.”

She smiled sultrily and walked out of the room.

I watched from the window as Clara sped off.

Then, as soon as I decided I was in the clear, I started my hunting game.


CHAPTER 2

You see, when Clara had been sleeping last night—and yes, this time I poked her in the arm to actually check—I’d tiptoed downstairs and raided our trash can for a good while until I found the empty box for my chastity cage. I searched up the model online, and that’s how I learned there were actually two keys—one that was presumably a backup. 

Clara was smart. There was no way she’d be out of the house for two days and not leave behind another key in case of an emergency. 

That meant there was a key hidden somewhere in our house, and I just had to find it. 

Look—it wasn’t that I didn’t enjoy being in chastity. Chastity was fucking hot. But it was also fucking haaaard and it was giving me a major case of ‘white elephant’ syndrome. If you were told not to think of a white elephant, well, that’s all you’re going to end up thinking about, right? Same thing here. The practicalities of actually having to go through having your cock locked up 24/7, unable to have an orgasm, especially when you’re obsessively horny, well, it was not only difficult. It was kind of depressing. 

Believe me, I was completely committed to becoming Clara’s good girl. But I just needed to rub one out. Just one. And I would make sure she would never find out. And if she didn't find out, no one was going to get hurt.

I started in the bedroom. I checked everywhere—under the bed, inside her drawers, through every nook and cranny in our closet. Nothing. Then the bathroom. Zilch. Overturned all the dusty boxes in our garage. Nada. 

While in the garage, I got a text message from Clara. “Selfie with privates out. Now.” I was pretty surprised Clara had checked in on me so soon—I’d assumed she’d be having too much fun already to be thinking about me. Heart clamoring, I rushed back up to the bedroom, scribbled down the time on a piece of paper, pulled my dress up, and curled my hand around my locked penis for a proud-looking selfie. I sent it off immediately. “Perfectly done, Wendy. Keep it up.” 

I let out a sigh and resumed my hunting game. I hurried to the kitchen, feeling a little flushed as I began my search through each of our kitchen cabinets. Fuck. Where the fuck could’ve Clara hidden that damn key?

The doorbell rang, making all of my bones jump. 

I cursed out loud. 

So many interruptions!

Goosebumps sprouted across my skin as a sudden thought occurred to me.

Could this be a test, by any chance? Had Clara come back? Would she find the mess in the kitchen and our bedroom? What could I say I was even doing?

I raced back upstairs and looked out our bedroom window, and immediately felt relieved. It was just Nate, the guy who lived in his mom’s basement next door. Maybe he needed something. I stayed quiet, hoping he’d leave after a while, but the doofus kept smacking on the doorbell like it was a ping pong ball.  

I sighed again, wiped off my lipstick, and began undressing. 

“What do you want?” I asked when I opened the door, un-wigged and un-primped.

A cloud of disappointment swept across Nate’s face. He scratched his hair, and then his hundred-day stubble. “Um, I saw someone,” he said. 

“What are you talking about?” I asked, annoyed. “Who?”

“A girl,” he said, visibly blushing. “I saw her the other day clearing your driveway. Was just wondering who she was.” 

My stomach tied itself into a giant knot as I realized just who he was talking about. I cleared my throat. “Oh. Her,” I said, trying my hardest to keep the disgust out of my voice. “That was…Clara’s cousin. She’s staying over for a couple days.” 

“She was really pretty.” Nate scratched the back of his neck and stared down at our welcome mat. “And tall. Exactly my type.” He shifted uneasily while glancing up at me again. “Was hoping we could talk. Could you introduce me to her?”

“Dude, she’s taken,” I said. “Sorry to burst your bubble. And I’m pretty busy right now.” I cleared my throat again. “So is she.”

He nodded. He looked like a lost puppy. “Yeah, I understand. Have a good day.”

He began aggressively scratching his crotch right in front of me. His jeans smelled awful and looked like they hadn’t been washed in a year. Nate was so disgusting. His virgin cock would’ve fucked a vegetable. The fact that he found me attractive while I was crossdressing meant nothing. 

Nothing.

As I crept back to the bedroom again, the fact that my neighbor wanted to put his crusty cock in my pussy—the pussy he thought I had—made me shudder uncontrollably. I made a mental note to tell Clara what had just happened. There wasn’t a question in my mind that she’d find the whole thing hilarious, but she’d also know not to be so public with her kinky crossdressing orders.

I got myself ready again and headed down to the kitchen. I was still horny, and I was still thinking about Nate. For some reason, the image of him fucking my ass while I was dressed like a slut was starting to hype me up. 

And I wanted to throw up and jerk myself off at the same time. 

In a desperate move, I turned the kitchen upside down. The thoughts that plagued me began to get more and more taboo. Maybe you should’ve invited Nate in. Seen where it could go…you would’ve like to have his crusty virgin pecker up your bunghole, wouldn’t you? You’re imagining him getting all hard because of your sexy bouncing whore ass…leaking precum inside you…exploding his male juice into you. Then you’ll never be a man again…

That was when I found it. 

Giving a shriek, I clutched the perfectly sealed envelope that was placed underneath one of our stainless steel crockpots. Written in Clara’s neat handwriting were the words: ‘Not For Sissies’. 

This had to be it.

I started to moan to myself while I ripped the envelope open, not because I was going crazy, but because I was so excited thinking of the filthy orgasm I was about to have. The key slipped out, small and unintimidating. I ogled at it. Once I was done with my business, all I had to do was put it inside a fresh envelope and trace every letter of Clara’s writing so that not a single line would look out of place.

I could totally do this, but I had to be fast. In case Clara texted me again.

A wave of euphoria washed over me as my palm glided over my unobstructed shaft. I gave it a pinch to let it get firm, then swished my tip over the back of the thong I’d just taken off. It was amazing just to have my penis out and bobbing free. Before I knew it, I was groaning and rubbing it to some pretty nasty shit floating inside my head. All of my anxiety disappeared and I was cruising along the highway to an earth-shaking climax.

I was just about to cum when the fucking doorbell rang again.

“Fucking Nate!” I gasped. 

There was no way I was going to answer the door again. Anger roiling in my head, I tried to push myself through to the edge, but then I gave up and headed upstairs to check the view through our bedroom window. The doorbell rang again, rattling all my bones.  

I was fully expecting to see dirty Nate at our front door again. But instead, the person I saw standing on my doorstep made my blood run cold. I squinted back down again, blinking to make sure I wasn’t hallucinating in my masturbatory fervor.

Nope. It was impossible to hallucinate those beautiful ice-blue locks. Flowing like a frosted waterfall from my dreams. That face, carved by the heavenly angels themselves. So goddess-like. So breathtaking. A seductive, mysterious siren.

Lady Kim. 


CHAPTER 3

Lady Kim is standing on my doorstep. 

For several seconds I was just rooted to the spot, absolutely stupefied by her beauty. She was wearing this fluffy white coat that made it look like she was covered by a blanket of snow. Like an ethereal ice queen. A fleeting memory quietly wafted into my consciousness—how I’d made an absolute fool of myself by kissing her hand that day. I suddenly wanted to disappear. 

Lady Kim’s fur arm lifted itself up by the door and our bell clattered through the house again. She looked down to check her watch, impatience written all over her face despite the Ray-Bans that adorned it. I was jolted back to reality. 

I don’t want her to leave. 

I opened the window and yelled: “I’ll be right down!”

As I sprinted to the entrance to the front door, I let out a groan as I realized I was still in my whole get-up: bra, pink dress, lipstick, blonde wig, the works. I wasn’t even wearing my thong. 

Too late now, Wesley. Too late now. 

I had to answer the door.

“I found this outside the door,” Lady Kim said as soon as I greeted her.

I glanced down at the small brown box in her hand.

The butt plugs. Shit. 

“Oh, uh, just a package,” I said, grabbing it. 

“May I come inside?” she asked. There wasn’t even an inkling of surprise shown at what was wearing. 

“Uh, of course,” I said, quickly shutting the door behind her in case of any nosy neighbors.

Lady Kim removed her fur coat and handed it to me. I was expecting her to be wearing something like a tight latex dress, but I was pleasantly surprised to see a simple ruffled blouse and knee-length pencil skirt. It was well-fitted enough to outline her figure, but still somehow conservatively sexy. 

In our living room, Lady Kim removed her Ray-Bans and sat down, playing with her earrings. She was wearing those simple studs, and they glinted like diamonds. 

“Sorry about the mess,” I said. “I’ve been deep cleaning. Clara’s orders. Can I get you something to drink? Coffee?” 

“I'll have a glass of wine,” she said.

I wanted to slap my forehead. Of course. Why the fuck did I think Lady Kim drank coffee?

I went to the kitchen and brought out a bottle of red wine. I poured her a glass. I stood silently while she took a few sips, unable to sit down because it somehow didn’t feel proper to be sitting down with her. 

I was suddenly nervous, and what made me even more anxious was that it probably showed. Lady Kim surely didn’t drop by unannounced for no reason…

“I see that Clara’s doing well with you,” she finally said.

“Yeah,” I said, running a hand through my blonde hair, which had now gone slightly poofy because of all the frantic rushing around. “She, uh, gets a kick out of feminizing me. As you can see.”

“That’s wonderful,” she said, taking another smooth sip. Her lipstick stains on the glass were making me feel some type of way. “Clara’s gone on some kind of retreat, hasn’t she?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Did she tell you?” I crossed my legs, suddenly self-conscious about whether Lady Kim could see my cock from where she was seated. “So is this like a check-in?”

She didn’t answer me. “Clara has put you into chastity.” She smiled. A beautiful smile. “Hasn’t she?”

“Yes,” I said, a sudden gust of horror overtaking me as I remembered I wasn’t even wearing my cage. Where the heck did I leave it? I didn’t even know. I pulled down my dress a bit more, hoping it would stretch out an inch at least, but for some reason the damn wooly material rebounded back on me, skirting dangerously close to forbidden territory. 

I was starting to shake by then. I’m freaking out over nothing. How could she even find out? As long as I can keep this stupid dress under control…

“What else?” 

“Huh?”

“What else has Clara done to you?”

I racked my brain. Butt stuff, I wanted to say, but that seemed way too trashy for Lady Kim. “We experimented with rimming,” I said. “And other anal…acts. That’s what’s in there, by the way.” I pointed to the cardboard box, which I’d set by the console table. “Butt plugs.”

Lady Kim flitted a glance at the box and then at me. She set her wine glass down and parted her legs just a tad, giving me a hint of her buttery thighs. 

“Are you feeling shy in that dress, Wesley?” she asked suddenly.

My heart stopped. My limbs turned to goo. 

“A little,” I admitted.

Lady Kim stood up and walked towards me. The air was so thick with sexual tension, I felt choked by it. My stupid fingers trembled around the hemline of my dress. I prayed for it to stay put.

“Wesley, I’m sure you’re wondering why I came over,” she said. “You see, everyone on Husband Training was instructed to do a test. Nothing too ambitious—it's really just a test of trust and loyalty. What any healthy couple should already possess in a marriage. The final part is where we come in and check in on the husbands and see how they're doing. See if they’ve been straying, or if they’ve been staying true to their word.” A gentle, mysterious smile was playing on her lips. “As you might’ve gathered by now, Clara has incorporated her retreat as part of her homework.”

My ice queen was practically floating towards me, and my heart was actually hurting from all the anxiety. She came to a stop, right in front of me. So close her ruffled blouse was touching me. 

Wesley, you’re about to be fucked. FUCKED. 

Her face tilted just a bit to the right, and then she stared at my…mouth.

I was confused. Was my lipstick all crooked? Did she want to kiss me? Did she want me to kiss her? I vaguely remembered I had a whole wife, who I was completely and utterly committed to. I would never, ever want to cheat on her. 

Maybe this was the test?

When Lady Kim careened her beautiful face upwards and kissed me, though, all my thinking came to a standstill. Her lips were cushioned against mine for what felt like a thrilling eternity. Her perfume—it was pleasantly light—her wine breath, soft and equally light, and Clara’s cherry lipstick was creating this sensation overload, and every one of my skin cells were prickling with excitement. Her hand touched my waist, her fingers pressing into my back, and I couldn’t help but want to give her ass a good squeeze. 

I didn’t though, because I was still terrified. 

When I opened my eyes, I was greeted by Lady Kim’s sensual expression again. She licked her lips, probably enjoying the sampling of cherry from my mouth, then she leaned in and kissed me again, her hand sort of fluffing up my blonde hair.

“Is this…is this a test?” I asked hoarsely when we pulled apart. “I’m sorry. I failed.”

“No,” she murmured. “But I can tell you want to be a good girl. You taste very feminine.” She straightened herself up. “Will you take me to the kitchen? Clara told me she’d hidden a key in there. That’s the first thing I’ll have to check.”

I led her to the kitchen. I didn’t hesitate. I knew what was going to happen, but it still didn’t matter. I had to obey Lady Kim. Every word she uttered was like spun gold. So fucking precious. Feeling like a lamb leading a lion to its own den—a very sexy lioness, in my case—I drifted towards the kitchen entrance, where I instantly saw my chastity cage. It was by the rice cooker, resting on our gray marble top, along with the key. Of course I left it all out in the open.   

I stayed outside, too scared to actually enter the kitchen. I wondered how I could even break it to Clara that not only had I cheated myself out of chastity, I’d gone ahead and cheated on her by kissing her hot dominatrix instructor.

I’m just going to lose all credibility, I thought morosely. 

Lady Kim came back out, the broken envelope in her hand. “How disappointing.”

“I’m sorry,” I blurbled. “I fucked up. I was—”

Her hand sprung out to lift my dress, and there it was. My unchaste cock, bobbing free, hardening right in front of her. 

“I thought you were a good girl, Wendy,” she said. I thought she’d touch me down there, but she didn’t. “What would you like your punishment to be?”

The envelope fell to the floor. 

I racked through my brain, searching for ideas. I was surprised she hadn’t kicked me in the crotch yet with her wonderfully sharp heel. Was this another test? Could I ask to taste her pussy as a punishment?

“I’ll take anything you give me,” I said instead. 

Lady Kim tugged fiercely on my arm, and I fell to the floor on my knees. I bowed my head down, expecting her to hit me, or at the very least twist my ear.

“What were you expecting?” she asked, smirking. “A spanking? A hundred welts on your fat buttocks? Well, I’m not that kind of mistress.”

“I see,” I said. I didn’t even know what to think anymore.

“Call me Mistress when you talk to me.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said softly.

“Louder. No mumbling.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said loudly.

Despite fighting to keep my erection under control, I could feel my snake waking up. I couldn’t help it. 

Lady Kim placed a hand on my shoulder, and I began trembling. “You see, I’m not someone who will force a punishment on you. I’ve come to learn that you really have to want the punishment. Crave it, even. How else is it going to make an impact on you?”

“I really want you to punish me, Mistress,” I said. “I do crave it. I would do anything you tell me to do.” I hung my head again. “I deserve it.”

“Fine,” Lady Kim said, hooking a finger inside my collar and pulling it. “Come with me.”

I stood up. She let go of my collar and I started following her. I was expecting her to take me upstairs, but she was heading to the front door. 

“Mistress? Where are we going?” I asked hesitantly, not wanting to piss her off.

“You’re going where I’m taking you to,” Lady Kim answered. She turned around and looked at me disapprovingly. “But put on a pair of panties first. I won’t have any indecent clitties touching my car mats.”


CHAPTER 4

I had plenty of time to time to stew in my own thoughts on the floor mats of Lady Kim’s Porsche. I was crouched in the back, with my head barely above the bottom of the car windows. Of course there was no way I—a dirty man—would be allowed to sit on her plush car seats and ruin them. The restriction, though, seemed hardly punitive, because even the floor was really comfortable. 

I still had trouble processing how my day had changed so drastically. I’d just wanted to have some innocent fun without Clara. Now? I was in a bottomless well full of shit.

But you deserve it, Wesley. 

Of course I did. I would’ve been happy with Lady Kim crunching my balls. Maybe even breaking a bone, like Clara almost did to Helen’s husband. Having a say in your own punishment somehow felt worse. Much worse. I had no idea what Lady Kim was going to do to me, and the uncertainty filled me with terror. 

We sped to the east end of the city, and I thought for a second we’d be heading over to the School of Femdom, where maybe she’d have a chat with Mistress Yasmina about what she’d do to me (or tie me up in her dungeon). But we passed the building, heading further south towards a well-known hippie neighborhood. A lot of street musicians, grungy college kids, and the like hung out here. 

Lady Kim parked outside the fencing of a tattoo studio that was sandwiched in between a bunch of vintage clothing stores and a laundromat. Ink Grinder, the signage boasted. 

I stepped out of the car, feeling completely embarrassed and shyer than I’d ever been in my life. I already felt like a hoochie in my blonde wig and collar, despite the fact I’d stolen one of Clara’s coats and was using that to cover myself up as much as possible. The one thing I had going for me was that it was a weekday, so the studio probably wasn’t very busy. It was only when we went inside, and Lady Kim started conversing with a heavily inked woman—presumably the owner—that I began shaking all over again. 

This wasn’t good. At all. 

What if Lady Kim wanted to put a needle to my cock?

Fuck that. 

“Excuse me, Mistress,” I said, my cheeks burning. 

“Wendy, this is Beatrice,” Lady Kim interrupted. The other woman grinned at me. She had short pink hair and was wearing a pair of nineties-style bell-bottoms. “We were discussing options for you. It’s up to you to think about what kind of work you’d want to get done.”

“Options?” I repeated in a dumb voice.

“Have you ever heard of a chastity piercing?” Lady Kim asked.

My hands went cold and started to quiver violently. “N-no, Mistress…”

“It’s the same thing as a chastity cage,” Lady Kim said, smiling. “Except we pierce the cage on your clitty, so it stays put. It’s a wonderful option for sissies, in my opinion. Helps them stay nice and chaste and obedient, which I’m sure would help with your discipline and make your wife very happy. Of course, you’d have to go through somewhat of an adjustment phase…”

“What are my other options, Mistress?” I asked. I was trying not to show them that I was scared shitless, but the tattoo shop owner was still grinning and looking down at my shaking hands.  

“A tattoo,” Lady Kim said simply. 

“On my privates? Wouldn’t that hurt?”

“Of course it would,” Lady Kim said. “But haven’t you ever heard of the saying ‘beauty is pain’?” She did a swirling motion with her fingers, and I obeyed her by removing my coat and turning around to show them the back of my dress. “I was thinking a tattoo along your buttocks would be nice. I don’t know about you, but I don’t think we should be drawing any more attention to your unsightly bulge.”

“Yeah,” I agreed. I let out a shaky laugh, feeling the relief flood over me. I wasn’t sure how I was going to explain to Clara that I ended up with an ass tattoo while she’d been gone, but at least it was private, right? Plus, an ass tattoo didn’t sound bad at all, especially compared to piercing a cage on my fucking dick. 

“Excellent,” Lady Kim said. She stared at me up and down. “What should we put on your tattoo? Maybe something that matches that cute collar of yours. How about the words ‘CUM SLUT’? One word for each cheek.”

I flinched. “Yes, Mistress,” I said, unable to muster up the courage to say anything else. “Would it be permanent?”

“Of course,” Lady Kim said. “Don’t you think a permanent tattoo is a fitting start to your punishment for disobeying Clara? But we could always come up with a more severe option if you like.” She laughed softly when she saw the look on my face. “Yes, Wendy, there’s more. Did you really think I’d let you get away with just a needle slap on your buttocks? I’m disappointed to see how much you’re underestimating me.” 

Pink-faced, I was ushered onto the bench and Lady Kim instructed me to pull my panties all the way down. Beatrice came out, masked and gloved, and complimented me on my ass. I was already twitching, but she told me to stay very still or the lines would come out all crooked. I took a deep breath and tried to follow her instructions. 

“Relax, slut,” she cooed, and the buzzing started. “This will hurt only a little.”

***

We drove home immediately after, with my ass stinging the whole way, so much so I had to roll over the floor mats belly-down instead of actually sitting. I was in a contemplative mood. I didn’t end up getting a tiny lil ol’ beginner’s tattoo. It was fucking huge—thick letters that spanned from one end of my butt cheeks to the other. Thirty-two years of never having or even wanting to get a tattoo and somehow I’d ended up with one that said ‘CUM SLUT’ on my ass.

Oh, and it was the worst fucking pain I’d ever gone through. Anyone who tells you otherwise about an ass tattoo is full of shit.

Back home, Lady Kim instructed me to take her to our bedroom. 

“I’d like you to get naked,” she said. “But leave your bra on. I like seeing you as a woman.”

Man, she looked so sexy as she said that. I was feeling like a nervous virgin again.

As soon as I took off my dress and panties again, she asked, “Let me see the tattoo.”

I turned around so I could show her my ass. 

“Do you like it?” she asked.

I nodded. Did I actually like the tattoo? Not particularly. But did I like the way Lady Kim was being overly possessive over my body? Hell yes. 

“What do you like about it? You can be honest, Wendy.”

I swallowed. This was going to be difficult to articulate into words. “Uh…I guess it’s the fact that you like it, Mistress. I like the idea of a woman taking control of my body, you know?”

“What about the lettering? Does it make you feel anything?”

I nodded again. “Uhmm. Shy.”

Lady Kim smiled. “Mmm. Sweet Wendy. I must say I really like the tattoo.” Her finger nestled right in between my crack. “Does this hurt?”

“Not really,” I said truthfully. Her touch was sending shivers down my spine. I wanted more. 

I could feel her inch a little closer. “Have you ever tasted cum before?”

I gasped and swiveled around. I hadn’t been expecting that question. “No. Never.” I tried to cover my erection with my hands, but I guess I wasn’t trying too hard. “I’m not gay, Mistress.”

Lady Kim let out a dry laugh. “It’s not gay to like cum if you’re a woman.” 

I gave her an awkward grin. 

“Don’t tell Clara about the tattoo,” she said after a pause.

“What? Why, Mistress?”

Lady Kim smirked. “I want her to discover the tattoo herself. That’ll give you a good opportunity to explain to her what happened and why it was done.”

“But…” I started, sure that any moment now Clara would text me asking me about the butt plugs and demanding a selfie, but then I stopped. You just have to figure it out, Wesley. This is all your fault, remember? “Understood, Mistress. Honestly? I think she’ll be shocked.”

Lady Kim’s gaze raked through my body. It hovered over my breasts, then down to my waist and belly button. My heart skipped a beat. I really wanted her to touch me again. 

My boner twitched and poked out in front of her. 

“I’m…I’m really turned on,” I confessed. “Sorry.”

“I can see that,” Lady Kim said. “We’ll have to do something about it.”

She sat down on the edge of the bed and leaned back. She ran a hand through her blue hair, playing with the glossy ends. The motion made the top button of her ruffled blouse literally pop open. I could make out a bit of expensive lace attached to a stiff-looking bra cup. 

Lady Kim’s smirk spoke volumes. 

“Touch yourself,” she demanded.


CHAPTER 5

I froze, feeling like I’d suddenly been planted on a stripper stage. 

“While you watch?” I croaked.

Lady Kim raised an eyebrow. “Yes. Why? Are you self-conscious?”

“A little, Mistress.”

“It’s okay, you’ll feel better once you start,” she said. She waggled a finger at me. “Come a little closer to me, Wendy. I won’t bite.”

I took a step towards her. I could see her mounds clearly now, like two beautiful half-moons. I could’ve snuggled in between them forever. Everything about her was so tempting. 

Clara. I have a wife…

“What are you waiting for?” Lady Kim parted her legs and placed a hand on the soft inner flesh of her thigh. “Play with your clitty.”

“Uh…” I muttered. 

I grabbed my cock and gave it a little pull. I tried not to think about Clara. I couldn’t. Not with Lady Kim here. Not when she’d demanded me to fondle myself while she watched.

I tugged at my cock again, feeling myself get painfully horny. Masturbating in front of a woman was a chance of a lifetime. I’d been blessed by Lady Kim and I couldn't let this opportunity pass me by. Or I'd fucking regret it. I started jerking it, trying to maintain eye contact, but then I flitted my eyes towards her skirt because that was too much. If I had to look at her face I was going to cream way too soon.

My breathing rapidly quickened into rugged pants as I stroked myself. Lady Kim swung her thighs inwards and outwards as she watched me, almost as if she wanted to flash her pussy at me. She was doing it so casually but I could see her panties. A white shiny strip stuck to her lower lips. It looked like it was made of silk or something.  

I whimpered as I felt my entire groin tense up in preparation for the release. Lady Kim joined me by making soft moaning noises and whispering “oh yeah…oh yeah…” like a porn star under her breath. She was such an engaged spectator. 

Her swinging legs grew wider and I didn’t think my dick could get any bigger. It was enormous. I was proud of my size and I hoped she was impressed by it. I looked down at myself and saw my bra and the frizzy locks from my blonde wig. Such a disconcerting experience to see a cock sprouting out of such a feminine body. I rubbed on the tip, squeezed my balls a little and I could feel myself sail upwards into my erotic heaven. 

“Cum for me, Wendy,” Lady Kim said softly. 

“I’m cumming, Mistress,” I groaned. 

“Cum into your palm,” she coaxed. “Just like that.”

I grunted as a torrent of sperm gushed into my cupped hand. I flexed my fingers, trying not to let a single drop dribble onto the carpet. 

“Show me your milk, Wendy.”

“Here, Mistress.” I showed her my dirty palm, feeling a little embarrassed but also extraordinarily satisfied. “It’s been building up for a long time. I don’t think I’ve jizzed this much ever in my life.”

“Eat it.”

I let out a gasp.

“You heard me, Wendy,” Lady Kim said smoothly. “This is what you wanted right? You wanted to masturbate. You wanted to masturbate because you loved your milk so much. So show me how much you love your milk by eating it.”

I brought my palm to my lips and ate my jizz. More than eating it, I slurped it. A dollop seeped down my chin and I whisked it away with my finger and sucked on it.

“You left some. “Lady Kim pointed to the floor. 

I bent down and licked the remnants off the floor. 

“Good girl. How did it taste?”

“Sweet and sour, I guess,” I said, making a face.

“Men’s cum taste a lot better,” she said. “Don’t worry, it’s a start, and you’ve done well. Soon you’ll stay true to your tattoo and become a talented cum slut.” She took hold of my collar and pulled me down on my knees. She extended her foot towards me, showing off her shiny black pumps. “Let’s see how good that cock-sucking tongue of yours is. Lick the dirt off my heel. Use only your tongue.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I gasped in an awfully obsequious tone.

I opened my mouth wide and began sliding my tongue up and down her heel. Dirt and mud clung to my tongue as I serviced her pump. Never before had I seen such a mesmerizing curve on a woman’s foot. It was just exquisite. 

Once I was done with the first heel, Lady Kim offered me the second one. I did my task dutifully, and then I was asked to clean up the soles too. I slurped all the gunk off until they were nice and shiny. I was enjoying it so much that I was sad when I was done.

But Lady Kim had more for me.

“Start sucking my heel,” Lady Kim said. 

I pouted my lips and rotated his body to the side to avoid having to sit on my ass, and began sucking. She pistoned her heel in and out as I sucked. My mouth was a sea of saliva. At first I was confused as to why, but then I realized it was because it was actually watering. My mouth wanted this. It wanted this so bad.

“It’s five inches. Exactly the size of your average cock,” Lady Kim said out of the blue.

I recoiled a bit. It was true. What I was doing wasn’t really any different from sucking another man’s cock.

“Why did you stop?” Lady Kim inquired, looking amused.

“I…I guess that threw me off a bit, Mistress.”

“What? The fact that you’re sucking my heel like you’re sucking an actual cock?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Don’t be ridiculous, Wendy. You’re a sissy,” she said. “Look at you. You’re wearing a wig and a bra, and you just got the girly tattoo on your buttocks. You should be craving cocks.” She touched my cheek softly and I gasped again because I wasn’t expecting it. I looked into her eyes. Her beautiful dark eyes that were so full of wisdom. “It’s in you, Wendy. There's nothing to worry about. It just takes time to come out. The tendencies.” She smiled. “Let’s test it out. You mentioned Clara got you some butt plugs. Could you bring them to me?”

I nodded. I headed downstairs, retrieved the brown box, and cut it open with a knife. I went back and presented the contents to Lady Kim.

She took out the medium butt plug. They were all encrusted with purple heart-shaped diamonds since Clara had liked those. Clara. She hadn’t texted me for a good while, and I wondered why. She must be having fun with her girlfriends. I thought about what she might think if she knew I’d just licked off dirt from a woman’s pump after having just eaten my cum.

Lady Kim handed me the butt plug. “Suck on this,” she ordered. “And I want to see you use lots of spit. Don’t be afraid to be sloppy.”

I slowly swallowed the butt plug. When I reach the widest part I bobbed my head up and down to suck it. As I sucked, I let my drool collect in my mouth until it started spilling out.

“Getting better already, I see,” Lady Kim said. “Now I want you to spread your knees wide apart—as wide as you possibly can—and then stretch your arms out until your head touches the floor.”

I got into the position she instructed, resting my head down as I felt my spine stretch and my ass lift up. 

“Good girl.”

My dick quivered. The way she was calling me a ‘good girl’, like I was just a weak, submissive girl who needed to trust her, was making me feel horny all over again. The sexual tension in the air was so thick, she could’ve sliced it with her heel. 

“This is called the puppy pose,” Lady Kim explained. “I like to do it for first-timers because it makes them more relaxed. Do you feel relaxed?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said. And I did. I could’ve fallen asleep without even trying, if it wasn’t for the fact that my heart was racing a million miles a minute. 

“From this vantage point, I can see your hole,” she said. “It’s a very nice hole, small and dainty, and I can see you’ve shaved it really well. And it looks so pretty decorated by your tattoo. I’m going to touch it now.”

When I felt her touch I sucked in a breath. I couldn’t believe it. Lady Kim was touching my crack. I felt weird, dirty, embarrassed, and super turned on at the same time. 

“Does it feel good?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Now hold this position. Stretch your body out even further if you can.” I extended my arms out even further, allowing my spine to relax. “Deep breaths.”

Uggghh. I could’ve melted. Lady Kim was being so gentle yet possessive with my body. It was nowhere near what I’d expected, yet it was a thousand times better than any one of my wimpy fantasies. 

I heard her spit into her hand and then she massaged my hole. It puckered violently in anticipation of what was coming. But as soon as I felt the tip of the butt plug, I started to squeal. I guess I was scared it was going to hurt. Twisting and turning the plug around my rim, Lady Kim pushed it in little by little. I could feel the intruder getting bigger and wider. It felt impossibly wide. My anus felt impossibly small. 

Soon, I was crying. 

I wasn’t sure why I cried. I was a weak, sappy bitch. Truthfully, it didn’t hurt. It wasn’t painful or anything like that. But it was so emotionally intense. 

Lady Kim didn’t stop even as the tears flowed. She murmured a few soothing words as she steadily popped the plug inside. Seconds later, she said, “It’s in. Now that wasn’t so bad, was it? Don’t you think you can handle more than you think you can?”

I blinked. My backside was stuffed. Truly stuffed by a jeweled butt plug. 

Lady Kim stroked my balls and clit to soothe me. “Good girl,” she whispered. “Very good girl. I love good girls. Now you can stand up.”

I shakily got to my feet.

“Keep that in until I come back to see you. Maybe the sensation will be enough to distract you from the healing of the tattoo. You can take it off when you go to the bathroom and at night.” Lady Kim stood up and gave me a knowing look. “That should give you a good couple of hours of practice. Is there something you want to tell me, Wendy?”

I nodded. 

“Thank you, Mistress. Thank you a thousand times,” I said, feeling myself get choked again by all the emotion. “I’m going to put myself into chastity right now. I just wanted to say that you can trust me and I’m wholeheartedly committed to this process. I won’t let you or Clara down.”

I bent down to kiss the top of her pumps twice before she left, so she could see just how much I worshiped her. 

Lady Kim smirked. “I’ll be back tomorrow for the rest of the punishment,” she said softly. “Have a good night.”


CHAPTER 6

Lady Kim arrived the next day earlier than I’d expected. I’d cleaned the entire house and worn the dress Clara had wanted me to wear—another sleeveless one-piece with two slits on either side that went practically up to my waist. I bowed down and kissed her feet at our front entrance, which had now become sort of an unspoken rule. She didn’t have to ask me—I just knew it wasn’t enough for me to greet her at the door like she was a normal person. 

As soon as we went to the bedroom, Lady lifted up my dress and inspected my ass. “The tattoo seems to be healing nicely. Did you tell Clara about the butt plug?” 

“No, Mistress,” I said. “I stayed true to my word.”

I was being honest. Clara had texted me last night, saying that they’d gone snowboarding in -23°C weather and were out drinking all night, which was why she hadn’t texted me. Which was just as well, though I’d already downloaded an editing app on my phone in case she’d ask me for a photo of my ass. I’d been tempted to tell her though, but I didn’t want to spoil her trip by coming clean about how I’d disobeyed her. 

Anyway, it was a conversation I had to have with her face-to-face. How was she going to react? Would she blow up? I had no idea…

Lady Kim went to the bathroom and washed her hands, then sat sultrily on the bed like last time, swinging her legs in and out ever so slightly. Today, she was wearing a pink button-up crop-top and a pair of white pants, which—coupled with her hair—made her look even younger and sexier. Like twenty-two or twenty-three.

“Undo my top,” she said.

I swallowed. I was trying not to think about Clara. Surely she was okay with this? They must have discussed it beforehand, judging by how much Lady Kim knew about our goings-on these past few days. But I was wracked with guilt. Guilt that was—embarrassingly—making me a little horny. 

Fuck. I was just about to get a glimpse of Lady Kim’s glorious tits!

As soon as I unbuttoned her top, her breasts fell out. They were perfect, each about the size of two grapefruits stacked on top of one another with huge, creamy areolas splotched in the middle. Her nipples were erect already.

“Undo my pants and take them off. My panties, too. Fold them and place them neatly beside me.”

A minute later, Lady Kim was seated naked on my bed, and I couldn’t stop looking at her pussy. 

I’d always wondered whether the carpet matched the drapes. The answer was a resounding yes. She had a full bush that was maybe a shade darker than the blue in her hair—though that might’ve been down to the shadows between her thighs. 

“Pleasure me with your tongue, Wendy, and don’t you dare stop until I climax,” she said. 

I was giddy with excitement as I did what I was told. This was supposed to be a punishment? What? My lips landed on her clit, and I prodded it with my tongue, taking a deep breath to savor the scent of her cotton candy. I needed to lick every inch of her and her silky arousal, and make her so desperate that soon she’d be crying out for more.

Lady Kim’s hips bucked as she spread herself wider for me, allowing me to venture further into her depths. When she started moaning uncontrollably, I knew I was doing the right thing. I knew I was a great pussy-licker. When she came, it was even more quickly than I’d anticipated. She let out a screech of pleasure and tightened her thighs around my head as she rode out her well-deserved orgasm.

With a sigh, I let go of her fluff and allowed her to recover. 

“Mmm,” she said. “Good sissy.” She bit her lower lip and stared at me. “Now remove your plug and masturbate for me, Wendy. I want you to be comfortable with your pussy.”

I grabbed a bottle of lube off the vanity and stripped off my panties. I squatted down in front of her, slowly pulling out the butt plug I’d inserted first thing in the morning. I teased my own crack with a lubed finger, being careful not to touch my tattoo, which now felt like a mild sunburn. When my fingertip made contact with my wet butthole, I whimpered. It wormed its way slowly inside, and I screwed up my face at the intense sensation of being penetrated. My clitty was throbbing. As I began to fuck myself, I bounced up and down for Lady Kim’s entertainment. 

I couldn’t believe how good it all felt.

“Good girl,” Lady Kim said, and I shivered. “You’ve warmed up nicely. Now onto the bed. Remember the puppy pose?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. Get into the puppy pose for me.”

I settled into the pose, spreading my knees wide and stretching my back before reaching my arms out. I heard some rustling from behind me.  

“Do you know what I see?” Lady Kim asked.

“My pussy, Mistress,” I said truthfully. “And my beautiful tattoo.”

“Very good,” Lady Kim said. “This ass will soon be ready for a cock. Soon. It needs to be trained first. I like to train my sissies hard and fast. Wouldn’t you like that?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I murmured.

She walked up to my side and I spotted the two pairs of handcuffs she was holding onto. I bit my lip as she tied both my wrists to the bedframe. My ass—the most vulnerable part of me—was exposed and there was no way out now.

What was she going to do to me?

“I want you to know that today I’m going to do something to your body and you’ll never be the same again. You might be scared but I know you’re ready for it.” Lady Kim was lovingly brushing her palm up and down my cheek as she spoke to me. “These restraints are really important. It tells me you’re committed to the change. You are committed, aren’t you, Wendy?” 

I nodded. I was scared but excited. Who wouldn’t be? 

“What are you going to do to me, Mistress Lady Kim?” I whispered. 

She smiled. “You might be scared but I know you’re ready for it.”

That’s all she said. 

Seconds later, I felt her fingers massaging my rim again, and then she started poking a finger around the hole. I wondered again what Clara would think if she knew that Lady Kim was playing with my virgin ass while she was out having adventures on the snow with her friends. I instantly got a little hornier. What if she had wanted to be the first to play with my ass so intimately? 

Anyway, it was too late now. I would have to tell her everything once she got back. 

I hoped she would take the news easy. 

Lady Kim’s hand spread my cheeks apart and I felt more lube sliding down my seam. I tensed as a finger broke through my forbidden gate. And then another. I huffed out a breath, urging myself to relax. Lady Kim was probably preparing me for a really big pussy plug. Or maybe a massive dildo. 

“All good?” she whispered. 

“Uh-huh,” I groaned.

My passage was already convulsing and expanding somehow, I was sure of it. It wanted this. I was a vulnerable girl again, but I felt that Lady Kim was taking care of me at the same time. I was on the verge of tears but I scrunched up my face so I wouldn’t cry. No. This time I’d be stronger. 

She began pumping her fingers up my ass, introducing a finger every once in a while until I was sure there were four full fingers inside my soft, moist depths. I felt myself dilate to almost miraculous proportions in response to the rapid probing. With another quick push, there were five fingers cramped inside me, all the way to the knuckles, and I could do absolutely nothing. Couldn’t even move my arms. 

And then it hit me what her plan was. 

I stared behind me with horror in my eyes.

Lady Kim returned my gaze, her beautiful features etched with determination.

“Stay still, Wendy,” she said. “It’ll be over soon.”

The biggest stretch was still to come. And my fate was literally in Lady Kim’s hands.

The tears flushed down my face, as she alternately released and buried her fingers inside me. Emotionally, it was pretty overwhelming. But even though I was scared to death, my groin was throbbing away. There was something so intimate about a woman who had resolved to fist a six-foot man in a dress and blonde wig. I was anything but a man now. I was a sissy. A small and tiny sissy. 

As Lady Kim’s palm progressively made its way through the tightness of my behind, there was an indescribable moment where I thought my anus had given up. It slackened, all its physical barriers disintegrating, and with another hefty push, Lady Kim’s entire hand was inside me. I groaned and growled like a pig. 

Her hand started to rotate inside me. I felt every twist and turn a thousand times over. Though I couldn’t know for sure, I was sure her wrist was literally inside me. And then she pulled out in one swift move. I moaned as my anus released its clutch around the invader. God, that felt good. And the excruciating adventure began all over again. For more than an hour, Lady Kim fisted me, over and over again, until every ounce of energy in my body evaporated into the air surrounding me.

When the punishment was done, Lady Kim took off my handcuffs and calmly went to the bathroom to wash her hands again.

“Clean up and rest,” she said. “You’ll need it. See you soon.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” I whispered, unable to ignore the sensation of my gaping ass. “Thank you a hundred times.”

I kissed her feet and then she left, leaving me irrevocably changed.

The truth hit me soon after, like a stab to the heart.

I was falling. 

Falling desperately in love with Lady Kim.  


CHAPTER 7

I woke up the next morning with a happy smile on my face. 

My memories of the day before were like a dream. Each time I remembered Lady Kim’s nude body, her blue moss, and how she tasted, I could barely stop myself from sighing out loud. And each time I remembered her soft, slippery hands inside me—deep inside me—my clitty would flap around in its cage with joy. A lifetime of imagination didn’t meet the reality of what she’d done to me yesterday.

My ass was sore. And I was a sissy girl in love.

I was brushing my teeth for the second time that day when Clara came home from the retreat. I heard the doorbell, quickly spat into the sink, and reapplied my lipstick. I badly wanted to kiss Clara as soon as she was in, and I wanted it to be memorable. Despite all the shit that had gone down since she’d been gone, I’d missed her something ugly. 

I brushed out my wig and went downstairs and opened the door. And there she was—my beautiful, petite, perfect wife. 

“Looks like my maid’s been hard at work,” she said cheerily. 

I bent down and kissed her shoes, then got her bags and took her into our pristine living room. 

“Could I make my beautiful mistress some coffee?” I asked. “You must be tired.”

“I am,” she said. “And run a bath for me. I’ve got a ton of reading to do.”

“Reading?”

“For my class tomorrow,” she said, lifting an eyebrow at me. Out of her handbag, she fished out a thick book and a pen. She slumped onto the couch and laid her feet on the coffee table. “Have you forgotten?” She looked at me up and down. “You better make a coffee for yourself too. You look haggard.”

I laughed nervously. “Oh, uh, yeah. I haven’t been sleeping as much as I’d like, mistress.” I squinted at the book title. The Lost Art of Femdom: How To Revive Your Husband’s Innate Need To Serve. A few dozen sticky notes were erupting out of the pages. 

Interesting…

I had to talk to her about the tattoo, and all that had happened, but I wasn’t sure when would be the best time. Now that she was really here, I was anxious about her reaction. Would she hate me? Would she think I cheated on her?

I knew I had to bring up the subject before I melted to the floor. 

“Uh, I need to talk to you about something,” I mumbled when I brought out both our coffees.

“Hmmm?” Clara was still engrossed in her book. 

“Mistress, please look at me,” I said. 

She looked up. 

I took a deep breath. With trembling fingers, I lifted the checkered skirt I’d been wearing and heaved it over my butt. I was wearing a G-string so the words of my tattoo flashed unabashedly in her face. My heart raced as I waited for her reaction.

But Clara was silent for a long time. She just stared at the letters. 

“Well?” I asked, when I couldn’t bear the silence anymore. 

“What do you want me to say?” she said.

“Aren’t you, well, shocked?” I asked, feeling uneasy. Her reaction had been so anticlimactic, it was almost embarrassing. “Don’t you want to know how I got it, Mistress?”

“You went to Ink Grinder,” Clara said. “With Lady Kim.”

My stomach flipped over itself. “Wait—she told you?” I asked, confused. “But she told me not to tell you!”

Clara sighed and put her book to the side. “That was just another test,” she said. There was an edge to her voice, like she was trying not to sound annoyed with me. She took a long sip from her mug before continuing. “I was the one who’d discussed with Lady Kim about what to do if you were disloyal. I was the brain behind that action plan. It was my assignment. And yes, I was also the one who came up with the words ‘CUM SLUT’. You failed on both counts, Wesley. First you disrespect me by putting yourself out of chastity.” She rolled her eyes when she saw my mouth drop open. “Don’t act surprised. I know everything. And then you fail to tell me…your fucking wife…something important just because someone else told you not to. How do you think I feel?”

Clara had slapped me. Well, she really didn’t but it definitely did feel that way. Hell, if she’d slapped me I would’ve felt better than I did now…but what tinkered even more at the back of my mind was that she’d called me Wesley. Not Wendy.

That shit hurt.

“I bet you feel horrible, Mistress,” I whispered. “I’m sorry I hid everything from you. I’ve been a horrible fucking husband.”

“You’re not my husband anymore,” she said flatly. “You’re my sissy wife.”

“Yes,” I said. My soul was practically singing at what she’d called me. “Let me make it up to you. Please, Mistress.”

Clara stood up and grabbed her things. “I’m going to take a bath. Run it for me, please. I also need a box from the garage. One that’s at least four feet long and three feet wide. You know the one our treadmill came in? The big one. Haul it upstairs to our room.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said. 

Without wasting a second, I rushed upstairs to prepare Clara’s bath, then rushed to the garage. I found the old treadmill box collecting dust and hefted it upstairs.

When I slipped into the bedroom, Clara had a knife in her hands. She carved out two slits through the box to make it look like it had eyes. Before I knew it, she’d pounced on me and cuffed me from the front. Then she pushed me to the floor. 

“Get inside,” she barked. “And think about what you’ve fucking done. You’re not coming out until I tell you to.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered. 

I got on my knees and fumbled towards the cardboard box. Inside, I could only lie down in a fetal position with my knees up to my chin. It was so cramped and stuffy, it was almost like a coffin. I honestly felt like I’d been murdered. 

Clara taped up the back end of the box and finally, I was stuck inside. 

“Ha! Did you really think I’d let you get away with everything without punishing you?” she shrieked, beating against the side of the box to shake me. “You’re in for a long, hard punishment, Wendy. I feel sorry for you but it’s got to be done.”

I whimpered in response to show her I was listening. Despite the cruelty she was imposing on me, a part of me was so excited I was about to wet myself. She was being brutal. Ruthless. And it was oh so sexy. 

I stayed in that deep, dark place, handcuffed and unable to move, while Clara enjoyed her bath. And she took a pretty long time. I could hear her humming a song and splashing around in the water. 

When she finally came out, I blurted out, “I love you, Mistress. You know I’d do anything to make you happy. Please let me out.”

But Clara pretended like she didn’t hear me. 

I peered through the slits in the box to catch a glimpse of her. She had thrown her towel to the ground and was down on her knees, completely naked and wrestling with the lock on her suitcase.

“I was the one who put it in our mailbox,” she muttered through sniffles.

I froze. What did she just say?

When she turned around, I gasped. Was she crying? 

Fuck. She was. 

She literally had tears streaming down her face. 

“Do you know what it feels like to live your entire life pretending to be basic? A basic fucking bitch, that’s what I had to be. Pretending to be a submissive woman just so some average Joe with a dick the size of a peanut would want to have a relationship with you?” She sniffed again. It was almost like she was talking to herself. “I was fucking desperate, Wesley. Seven years of marriage, seven years of that awful basic sex. I knew I had to do something to make this marriage work or I…I’d go crazy.”

I started shaking inside my box, not sure how to process this bombshell. I wanted to say something to make her feel better, but my brain had gone blank.

“I went on a quest to find something that would work for us. I even thought of couples’ counseling. That’s when I found the School of Femdom. I wrote out that letter and printed it out and prayed for the best…but imagine my surprise when you came and said you’d fantasized about me being dominant all these years! I thought that I’d been blessed by an angel. A sex angel.” She wiped away another torrent of tears. They weren’t sad tears anymore, I realized. They were angry tears. “I was so excited to try things out with you, Wesley. Our first cock cage! It was supposed to be so special and romantic. But the moment I put you into chastity it was like things became too real for you. This really isn’t how I thought this would go down at all. I didn’t expect you to be so SHITTY.”

“Don’t call me Wesley, Mistress,” I said, trembling. “I like it when you call me Wendy. Please let me out. I love you so much. I just want to hug you.” I realized I probably could’ve kicked the box open with my feet, but I was too scared about the consequences to do that.

Clara didn’t say anything. That was when I saw—through the slits—the contents of her suitcase. It was a shit load of everything I’d once dreamed of. A leather whip. A chain whip. A red paddle. A mouth gag. More handcuffs. 

I was dizzy just looking at the sheer amount of things in there.

“If you really want to get out of that box, you can get out of it yourself,” Clara barked. “You’re good at trying to weasel your way out of things, aren’t you? So you can get the fuck out of that box yourself. But know this. Once you get out that’s when your real punishment will start.”

I hesitated. This time, I was terrified. I counted to sixty, hoping Clara would’ve calmed down by then. I inched closer to the edge of the box and pushed it through with my foot.

I had to face this. I couldn’t live in a box forever. 

When I emerged out of my prison, Clara was sitting on the bed. She was wearing a black thong, black nipple pasties, and shiny black stilettos that showed off her red pedicure.

“Come sit on my lap,” she said. 

I got to my feet and spread myself across her lap, adjusting myself so my cuffed hands could lay down on the bed. Clara pulled up my skirt and tugged down my stockings a little, and I noticed she had the paddle in her hand.

I squirmed on top of her, scared of what was to come. 

Clara pulled aside my G-string and pressed on the jeweled base of the plug I’d inserted earlier that morning. “Does that feel good?”

“Uh-huh,” I moaned. 

The moan was barely out of my mouth when she hit my ass cheek with the paddle.

I howled. 

The paddle slapped my other cheek.

“How many times should I hit you with this, huh?” Clara murmured. “A hundred? A thousand? Maybe that would get the message through to you?” 

I just made a noise that was in between a shriek and a body-quaking sob. 

“Look at that. CUM SLUT. It makes me want to spank you a thousand times,” Clara said. “But I’m not going to. Because I don’t want your tattoo to get infected.” She squeezed the base of my plug again, and I felt it pummel inside my dark hole. I moaned louder. 

“That feel good?”

“Mmm. Yes, Mistress,” I squealed. 

“Do you see how much I love you, Wendy, even though you’ve been a real shitty wife?” Clara asked. “I’m going to spank you just twenty times. I think you can take it. Didn’t your asshole take a good beating from Mistress Lady Kim?”

“It did, Mistress,” I said. 

“Thought so. Twenty paddle swats. Let’s make it twenty-one. Three times for each year we’ve been married! That should be easy, right? Want to count for me?”

I nodded, though I’d started crying. I felt so helpless, but this was so intimate I was becoming an emotional wreck. All I could feel was love for my Mistress.

The paddle hit my right ass cheek with a thunderous thud. The sting of my tattoo shot up my spine and I let out another howl.

“One…” I whimpered.

She hit me again on the other cheek.

“Two…”

On and on it went, and even though the pain was incredible, I was happy because I was fully submitting to my Mistress. My heart and soul belonged to her now, and I deserved this. I deserved all of this. I screamed until my throat gave up on me, and my ass cheeks were blazing like they were on fire. The healing of my tattoo had gone back to square one. I was sure of it, and I was terrified to see what it would look like at the end of the paddling.

“Twenty!” I yelled, and cringed as the impact came. 

“Twenty-one!” 

“Good girl,” Clara said sweetly. “See? It doesn’t take much to make me happy. Now get down on your fucking knees.”

The next thing I knew, my wife was wearing a strap-on that had a thick, black, glistening cock. She stepped closer to me and brushed it threateningly across my lips. 

“Suck me,” she ordered. 

I took the head into my mouth and was shocked at just how big it felt. It was just so big and meaty. I curled my palm around the shaft and rocked my head back and forth, trying to take most of it in. I ended up gagging and released the dildo, but Clara shoved it right back in again. She started bucking her hips to a slower rhythm and I let her cock slide in little by little.

I shivered as a pang of revulsion hit me.

How fucking disgusting. I’m giving a blowjob. I’m such a whore!

But I kept sucking and swallowing, eager to please my wife. 

It’s okay. It’s just roleplay…it’s not a real cock, for heaven’s sake! Grow some balls!

“Wanna know another secret?” Clara said as she continued to drive her cock down my throat. “I met this awesome guy at a bar on the retreat. He had a big black cock. Fuck. It was so huge and I blew him. How does it make you feel, knowing I dined on a big black cock? While you were here thinking you were some kind of genius for cracking open your stupid cage?”

I muffled out a cry of surprise. I wasn’t sure if she was being serious but at that moment I decided to believe her. The thought of her cheating on me with a stud was making me hornier than I would’ve liked to admit. 

“Anyway. The guy at the bar,” Clara said as she kept pumping. “I told him I had a cum slut for a husband and we both laughed at you. We fucked…let’s see..three times.” She laughed as I began to suck harder. “I knew it would make you so excited. Pathetic sissy whore.” She abruptly pulled out her cock and slapped my face with it. “Get on the floor with your ass out. Puppy pose. Now.”

I instantly assumed my position. It was like muscle memory now—ass up, spine stretched, arms out, like I was worshipping a queen.

“Hmmm. Lady Kim’s taught you well, I see.” Clara wiggled out the butt plug. The emptiness inside me made me groan. 

“Nice and stretched, huh?” she said. “Let’s see how you’ll take being fucked by a dildo. Yes, I’m going to fuck you, Wendy. I’m going to fuck you hard. We’ve come a long way from tampon night. Doesn’t that make you proud?”


CHAPTER 8

“Have mercy, Mistress!” 

I squealed as the tip of my wife’s lubed cock pressed into my hole in preparation for penetration. We were about to have intercourse! Actual intercourse! Except this time, my wife had turned me into a girl and was going to fuck me. 

It was so wrong but it was the best thing that could happen to me.

The insertion took several excruciating minutes. My pit was widening easily, and I was glad Lady Kim’s training had been helpful. My forehead was damp and a pool of sweat was beginning to collect inside my bra. I had boob sweat. Ugh. So hot. 

I moaned as my wife began to slowly pump her gigantic cock in and out of my ass. 

“Such a good girl,” she whispered. “Taking her punishment in stride. That’s what I like to see.”

She was already getting a little aggressive. My butt cheeks pounded against her length and my fingernails scraped against the bedspread as she fucked me. Looking down, I saw my breasts bouncing with increasing ferocity. With the cutlets in, they looked huge today. I felt the tips of my nipples tingle and shiver with excitement, and I frowned. It was such an odd sensation…almost like I had real, womanly breasts…

Clara interrupted my racing thoughts. “Do I feel big?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I answered at once. “I can feel really feel my asshole stretch.”

Clara swooned over how good my ass looked. Her fucking was beginning to feel uncontrollably good. Sinfully good. Never would I have thought my wife would end up pegging me so brutally when I signed her up for a femdom class. 

No. She made me sign her up for a femdom class. 

It had all been part of her big plan, just as I’d suspected. 

I couldn’t help but take a peek behind me. 

She was every bit a dominatrix who knew how to masterfully steer a situation and take the reins. Stunning. Her own tits bounced, the black pasties just dancing dots blurring before my eyes. And even though she kept gushing about my ass, I felt so used. Worthless. Helpless. 

“Mmm,” Clara said. “I want to see your hole gape once I pull out. Do you think it will if I pull out now?”

“I’m almost certain it will, Mistress,” I moaned. 

With a torturously slow pace, Clara shimmied the dildo out of my butt. “Oh my god,” she gasped. “Look at that. It’s huge! And it’s so red and wet. Fuck. You’re so sexy, Wendy.”

My asshole pulsed and puckered in response. I wished I could see what my gaping ass looked like.

“I think we’re done, aren’t we?” Clara said. “What’s that? You want my cock back in your ass? Really? Then beg for it. Beg for my cock.”

“Please, Mistress, put it back in!” I whimpered. “I need your big black cock. I need it inside me. I feel so empty without your cock in my sissy pussy.”

Clara whacked my balls. “Tell me you’re Mistress Clara’s little whore.”

“I’m Mistress Clara’s little whore,” I whispered, feeling my clitty thunder as the words spilled out.

“Tell me you’re Mistress Clara’s dirty cum-loving whore.”

I said the words out loud. My voice wasn’t even my own now. It was softer, more feminine, with a slight, heaty rasp of a dirty girl who’d sucked too many dicks.

“That’s right, cum slut,” she said, and she started fucking me again.

I spread my legs even wider, enjoying the weird tingling that was inching up my body. It had spread to my nipples again too, so much so I would’ve pinched them if I hadn’t been cuffed to the bed. My nipples felt really heavy and rock hard.

“You know, this is exactly how he fucked me. The guy from the bar with the really big penis,” Clara murmured. “He tied me up and fucked me like a dog and I drank his sweet juice when he was ready. Mmm. Since I had a real cock, do you feel jealous, Wendy? You want to take a cock too? A real one?”

I nodded half-heartedly, only because I was being overwhelmed by the tingling sensations and my body didn't have any resources to deal with anything other than that. I was getting my prostate milked. There was no doubt about that.  

Clara squeezed one ass cheek before driving her cock so far in I felt it ride up my intestines. “Then I’ll take you to a glory hole tomorrow. After my class. That’ll get me so hot, you sucking actual dicks right in front of me. Mmmm…”

I wasn’t sure if Clara was being serious, and I didn’t have the energy the ask. But the thought of me in a glory hole did excite me. What a frickin’ disgusting thing for me to do. 

I moaned as I suddenly felt myself shudder, erupt and ooze out. 

I was right up there in the clouds of heaven. It was exquisite. My body twitched and thrashed. As I descended down slowly, I could still see the stars in my field of vision. 

“Ooooh,” I murmured. “I think I came, Mistress.”

Clara laughed. “Of course you did,” she said. She came around and kissed me, her tongue slurping along with mine. “You’re a sissy. See, told you you’d love the loophole. Now eat up your milk, and then I want you to go back to sucking my cock, the one that was just in your ass. We need to practice for tomorrow.”


CHAPTER 9

The following evening, Clara came home from the School of Femdom with her face flushed, like she had a zillion ideas circulating in her head. I’d been waiting for her—exactly as she’d instructed me to be—freshly showered, shaved, and in just a bra and panties, because she’d wanted to dress me up from scratch. 

It turned out that Clara was absolutely being serious about the glory hole.

After my first sissy orgasm the day before, I had been changed yet again. Every single day this past week had been overwhelming, but feeling myself leak while my body gave in to being used and fucked by my dominatrix wife right after I had been ruthlessly fisted by Lady Kim, well, that took the cake. I could hardly sleep that night because I was so horny. But being horny didn’t mean the same thing as before. This wasn’t your normal, wham-bam, I need to nut one out now kind of feeling. I was being ravished by incredible new emotions, corrupted by a powerful new hunger that I’d never experienced before.

In spite of the sex-craziness, I’d also been unspeakably tired. That morning, I’d been sure I was coming down with the flu, but Clara joked that maybe I had dick fever. I didn’t feel like myself—and it was unsettling and exciting at the same time.

Clara had a quick shower before dressing me up in one of her own old clubbing dresses. It was silver and sparkly, with one half of the bust area totally out in the open in a bikini-top style. On me, it was short and—predictably—verrryyy tight. She completed the look with glossy red lips and platform heels and then secured a leash to my collar. Her tugging me around like I was her slut-toy was the sexiest thing in the world. I was just like Mistress Yasmina’s pet, Deandra, though I had myself convinced I was at least a peg above that floor-crawling skank.

We left the house feeling jittery and a little keyed up, or at least I was. This was the first time we were stepping out in public as not husband and wife, but as Mistress and sissy. 

The place that Clara took me to was a sex shop called Sinful Sirens, a tuck-in proudly located downtown. I had in fact passed that area many times, and the possibility that our friends and family might have visited the store made me nervous. Clara, however, confidently strolled into the shop in her latex dress with her decadent cleavage out and earrings that dripped past her glitter-lit collar bones.

The place wasn’t as sleazy as I thought it was going to be. The walls were adorned with neon yellow panelling, slogans, and various paintings of women in corsets. Clara walked up to the front desk and requested for access to the ‘private room’. I was blown away by her composure.

What a total badass.

The lady at the desk gave me a long, hard stare. Of course she could make out I was a guy in a silver stretchy party dress. She must have thought I was a real whore to come in here dressed as a woman. I stayed close to Clara, trying to avoid even more stares from the people piling into the shop.

A minute later, we were ushered through to the back of the shop towards an area that had noticeably poorer lighting. Beyond the main room of the store was a dark tiled corridor that was visibly dirtier, accompanied by what looked like toilet stalls. A couple of men were hanging out at the front of the corridor. A scruffy guy in khakis whistled as we walked past him, and I tried to pull my dress a little further down so he wouldn’t get a glimpse of my ass.

Clara took me by the leash to an empty stall. I could immediately smell that something was off. It really did smell like a hundred penises had blown their loads in here.

The awful smell made everything more real. This wasn’t just a fantasy anymore. A stream of hot bile rose up my throat and my stomach gurgled in disgust. I couldn’t believe I was even going to suck a stranger’s dick in here.

Clara made me kneel down in front of the hole in the wall while she sat on a bench next to me. She patted me on the head with a loving look in her eyes and I made a sound like a kitten mewing. I wasn’t sure how I was going to stomach my way through this, but I just knew I was going to do it. 

Because today wasn’t about me. Today was about my Mistress and I had to make her happy.

A small cock rolled through the hole. I stared at it for several seconds, almost in shock that someone was really on the other end and wanted their parts sucked. The cock was so ugly, but I was glad it was small. I swallowed. A small cock couldn’t be that bad, could it? I’d sucked bigger things before. Maybe I could just pretend it was a woman’s clitoris…

“Touch that nice man’s cock, baby,” Clara murmured. “Feel it.”

When I laid my fingers around the shaft, it twitched. It was warm, soft, and fleshy. It was fucking strange to be holding a man’s cock, and I hadn’t expected it to be so soft.

“What are you waiting for, Wendy?” Clara snapped. “Don’t keep the nice man waiting.”

I looked hesitantly at Clara, then took a deep breath and sealed my glossy lips around the shaft.  

“Can you slather your lipstick all over his shaft?” she asked. “I want to see your pretty lipstick all over him, baby.”

With my lips already around the stranger’s cock, there was only one direction I could go. I slowly begin rocking my head back and forth, spreading a coating of my lipstick over his skin. I wanted to vomit so bad. The cum smell in the stall and the scent of his sweaty man meat was vile. And yet, the sight of the blood red I’d painted on this man’s length with my own mouth was making my horny clitty swell. 

“Now start sucking, baby,” Clara rasped impatiently. “Oh, and if you take your lips off that cock before I tell you to, I’ll spank your ass so hard, your poor little bottom is going to have no choice but to get infected.”

I began sucking. Forcing down the bile that was threatening to erupt from my throat, I focused on my motions. Suck, suck, suck ’til you’re sore. You are nothing but a whore. Nothing less, nothing more.

“Use your hands, tranny. I want to see some dedication here.”

I hardened at my wife’s harsh words.

I used my hands to stroke his shaft, while my mouth stayed put. I could feel it stiffening over my tongue. I hated how it tasted. How it felt soft yet hard at the same time.

And still small. Like a sausage.

This was so wrong though. There was no way I was going to do it again. I wasn’t gay. I didn’t like cocks. Maybe it was great to pretend I was a cum slut in the bedroom, but in real life? I just had to explain to Clara that I couldn’t do it. Maybe she’d be really disappointed with me, but I couldn’t live with myself if I had to serve one more cock…

Just one, Wesley. Just this one. Show her you’re trying.

I tried to establish a little bit of a rhythm to show Clara how seriously I was taking it. She came and squatted next to me. She grabbed me by my hair and started rocking me back and forth. “Let me help you,” she said. “You’re enjoying this, aren’t you, you total slut! You didn’t think you’d be enjoying this but you are. You’re such a cocksucker. Look at you. Down on a dirty floor. Wearing a slutty dress. This is what you wanted, right? Don’t stop sucking. Just moan if you like what you’re doing.”

I moaned. 

“Wow,” Clara said. “Look at how hard the nice man’s cock is, Wendy. You’re making it hard with your sissy mouth. Isn’t that so sexy? It’s okay, you can dribble if you want. You can make a mess. Just don’t take your lips off that precious cock.”

I grunted and sucked, and the cock in my mouth inexplicably grew, pulsing like a writhing snake on my tongue. His whole length was inside my jaw as I bounced back and forth. Clara was making sure I kept my rhythm. 

Seconds later, he was twitching and throbbing and I knew it was coming. I reflexively pulled back, but Clara held me on with her tiny arms.

“Let him decorate your face with his cum,” she said, her eyes sparkling while the stranger shot his load onto my eyelids. “What a victory! Look here, baby.” I turned and a flash blinded me. Clara was taking a picture of cum-laden face. “Oh my god, all the other girls are going to be so jealous. Now let’s wait for the next one!”

“The next one…?” I warbled, but my voice broke off as another cock rolled through the hole.

I just did one, I thought. Maybe another one can’t hurt. This could be the last one…

The cum was drying on my face as I took in the newcomer’s cock. This one was much larger, veins glistening down the sides, and had a huge helmet head. 

Before I could overthink it, I suctioned my lips around his shaft and began sucking. Clara pushed my head through so I was devouring his entire length. I moaned as I sucked. I had to dissociate. I had to think I was really a girl. And not just any girl—I was a whore who liked really nasty cocks. 

It kind of worked. Before I knew it, the man had nutted inside my mouth. I gasped as the taste of cum hit me, sticky and bitter and disgustingly stretchy.

“Let me see your tongue!” Clara asked. She was taking even more pictures of me.

I opened my mouth to show her the cum, then swallowed it down like I was swallowing a spoonful medicine. I wanted to vomit all over the stall wall as I struggled to wash it down by taking another big gulp.

“Wow, you swallowed it. Such a natural,” Clara said. She was crouched down on the grubby floor, her panties thrown to the side. Her fingers were on her pussy, and she was rubbing furiously. “You know what? I’m never going to suck your cock again, Wesley. I might suck other men’s cocks, but not yours. If you want to remember what getting a blowjob was like you’ll have to suck a cock yourself. Mmm, let’s think about the fact you just swallowed another man’s cum while we wait for another nice man to come along. You want to do another one, don’t you?”

She’s so into it.

It was too much. The way she was talking down to me was making me throb. And though the aftertaste of cum in my mouth was revolting, a part of me needed more.

More…cum?

Finally, I nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

“You don’t care what kind of cock it is? It could the dirtiest, nastiest cock around, and you’d suck it, right?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Wow.” Clara took some time to consider this. “If we do this right, I don’t need to go to a job anymore. I could get enough money from prostituting you. I could charge five bucks for a suck session and I could make so much. Look, Wendy, it’s a big black cock!”

My clitty twitched unashamedly as she said that. This one was black, alright, and monstrously long. The head could’ve taken my whole mouth.

I wasn’t sure if I’d be able to get it all in my mouth, but I had to try…

I sucked the big black cock with all of my energy. It was going to take a long time for him to come. I already knew that. It had all the markers of already having received the greatest of blowjobs. 

Suck, suck, suck ’til you’re sore, you whore.

While I was sucking, Clara began to touch herself again beside me. Just listening to her moan while the sound of wet dick-flapping in my mouth filled my ears was sending me over the edge. I thought that I would cream myself again, but I forced myself not to go there…because really? What would that tell me about myself?

I sucked and sucked until he showered my throat with his glorious cum. It was a gift that kept on giving, because his cum just kept on cumming, spurt after spurt after spurt…

As soon as he’d emptied his balls into me, he just disappeared. I sat down to take a breather, but Clara’s huge ass was pressed in my face.

“Lick my asshole, you fucking whore,” she screamed. “I’m about to cum.”

I steadied myself, my mouth still sticky with jizz,  while I tasted my wife’s asshole as she had what was probably the biggest orgasm in her life.

***

I already felt ratty and like I’d taken a cum bath in the car as we drove back home. Clara, on the other hand, looked radiant. Her cheeks were tinged with a beautiful rouge, and her skin was practically glowing.

As soon as we got off the car, I breathed a sigh of relief, but was soon interrupted by a godawful voice calling out to us.

“Hey! Hey!”

It was Nate, our neighbor.

As soon as I realized who it was, I bent my head down so my blonde waves would conceal my face and dashed indoors, heart racing at my near escape.

When Clara walked inside a few minutes later, she was smiling.

I had to tell her everything about the encounter I had with Nate that day, and as expected, she found it downright hilarious.

“What did you tell him?” I asked sullenly.

“Oh, that we’ve had a long night and now wasn’t the best time for him to talk,” Clara said. “How old do you think Nate is?”

“The guy’s done with college, as far as I know,” I said. “Why does it matter?”

Clara smiled again. “Do you think he’s a virgin?”

I snorted. “He most definitely is.”

“I thought it was kind of sweet how he had a crush on you,” Clara said. “So you know what? I’m going to invite Nate over one day. And you’re going to flirt with him. Oh my god, that’s going to make me so hot.”

“No way,” I said, even though my heart was hammering with a renewed fervor. “Not going to entertain that.”

“Why not?” Clara asked. “Don’t tell me the thought of kissing stinky Nate doesn’t turn you on! Anyway, let’s talk about later. I’m so tired. Wanna eat my pussy? The thought you eating me out after you drank all those men’s milk-loads is so sexy.”

I grinned at her. “Oh yeah?” I ripped off her panties and settled in between her thighs, sniffing her arousal. But for some reason, I felt off. I was completely dizzy. My vision darkened as I staggered to the floor and hit my nose with a forceful thud.

“Wendy?” I heard Clara shriek. “Wendy! Are you okay? Oh my god!”

I lay there, slumped, trying to catch my breath before I tried to answer her…and then…and then I passed out.

***

I woke up to a blurred, rotating room. My muscles felt heavy and stiff, like they were drained of energy. I tried to lift myself up, but someone placed their soft arm on my shoulder to stop me.

“Don’t move,” a voice said. 

The room stopped spinning. I blinked and looked to my left, and saw I had a needle inside my arm. Connected to it was a whole IV stand, a yellow drip bag hanging from one of its hooks. I panicked, but then I saw Clara. 

The person who had their arm on me shifted into focus. It was Lady Kim. 

My heart instantly fluttered. I wanted to kiss her feet. Tell her how much I loved her. Do anything she wanted…

“Three scoops were all I put.” I could barely make out what Clara was saying, but I tried to hazard my best guess. “Into the jar of the instant coffee she always drinks—just like how Mistress Yasmina told us. Is she going to be okay?”

“Of course she’s going to be okay,” Lady Kim said. “These kinds of reactions are perfectly normal, as we outline in the course. Our patented Feminization Cocktail has been used on hundreds of men and it’s perfectly safe. In fact, physical reactions like this can be a good sign that the hormone cocktail is working better than expected.” There was a pregnant pause that made my skin prickle. “Shall we take a look?”

More silence. Someone’s fingers were rustling through the top of my dress, bringing it down to expose me. I heard Clara gasp. 

“They’re…they’re so pretty.” 

“Yes. They’ll get even bigger in a few days’ time. I don’t think you have to wait long at all,” Lady Kim said. “She’ll also start noticing differences in her body hair and the size of her clit. Soon, she won’t even have to shave anymore. I had a look at the tattoo, and it’s healing adequately too. For now, I’d just like her to rest for a while.” The soft arm stroked my forehead. “But this is fantastic news, Clara, and I’ll be sure to keep Mistress Yasmina updated. She’ll be very happy.”

Even though I was exhausted and every bone in my body seemed to ache and groan, my heart was growing with love. I loved my wife Clara and I loved Lady Kim. I also loved Mistress Yasmina because really —wasn’t this all her making? She had no idea that I even loved her, but I could only hope that one day I’d get to see her again.

As I drifted off into restless sleep, and both Clara and Lady Kim blurred out into blackness again, another thought occurred to me. This plan—or whatever it was—was much larger than myself. Was it fate? A dream? A writing in the stars? I had no idea. I just knew I was meant to be a sissy, and for some reason, Clara’s joke about inviting Nate over to meet me was weighing on me. Maybe he’d flirt with me and then maybe he’d fuck me. And even though the thought of having a real cock in my hole still disgusted me…I knew it was meant to be. 


THE END (FOR NOW)

Stay tuned for Part 3: Pimped…the FINAL installment of Wendy’s piping hot femdom adventure!

RELEASING SOON!

If you’d like me to personally send you an email when Part 3 is released, you can sign up for my newsletter here.

Thank you for reading!

Lots of love, Rae
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Becoming Her Sissy Doll

Claimed By Cheerleaders

From Husband To Lesbian Lover

I Feminized My Fiancé

Sissy Behind Bars

Serving The MILF

Secret Santa’s Sissy

Tamed & Trained

My Bossy Girlfriend: A Femdom Sissy Maid Story

My Dominatrix Wife: Part 1: Caged

Pleasing Mistress Vera

A Very Hard Lesson

Sweet Little Sissy Maid

Becoming Her Pet

Valentine’s Day Surprise

Put In Her Panties: 5-Book XXX Erotica Bundle

Dominant Wives: 3-Book XXX Erotica Bundle

Strip, Sissy, Strip!: Femdom Sissy Feminization: 5-Book XXX Erotica Bundle

First Time Feminization and Crossdressing Books

Feminized & Willing

Feminized & Desperate

Feminized & Innocent

Feminized & Reckless

Feminized & Broken

Feminized: The Complete Series (Books 1-5)

Catcalled

Passion Island

Yours For The Night


Keep up with Rae Robinson!

MY AUTHOR PAGE

(AKA your never-ending treasure trove of feminization fantasies!)

To check out all my hot new releases, be sure to visit my Amazon Author Page!


Keep up with Rae Robinson!

MY NEWSLETTER

Want exclusive email updates, announcements, and hot new releases? Sign up for my newsletter! You’ll also get to download Transformed By His Online Date, a never-before-published, too-risqué-for-Amazon story!


ABOUT THE AUTHOR

A full-time content writer by day and an erotica writer by night, Rae Robinson writes all kinds of dirty stories when the doors are locked and anything can happen. Her main interests include femdom, sissification, and feminization. She particularly loves exploring the intersection between sexuality and self-identity.
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