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CHAPTER 1

“So. How do I look?”

I stepped out of the bathroom and rubbed my lips gently together to set the final coating of my lipstick. I flipped my hair back and spun around to show off the way my shift dress practically floated around my body.

“Dreamy,” Clara murmured, kissing me on the neck. “How are the twins?”

I gazed down at my tits.

Yes, I had tits.

Huge tits.

“They’re still sore, Mistress,” I said. “My nipples are super puffy.”

“Oh, baby,” she whispered, patting me on the ass affectionately. “Maybe I could lick and kiss your peaks to make them feel better after all this.”

“That would definitely be something I’d appreciate, Mistress,” I said.

Clara sat me down on the vanity and clipped on two small silver earrings. I stared at my cleavage in the mirror, only part-hidden by the low-cut V-neck of the dress I was wearing. I still wanted to pinch myself whenever I saw my breasts. My mounds were growing rapidly and were heavier than they looked—so heavy, in fact, they hurt if I wasn’t wearing a bra.

It was hard to believe that Lady Kim’s visit after my fainting spell had been only two weeks ago, and Clara had broken the news that I’d been taking hormones to cement in my feminization journey. In addition to the powder I was taking, she was regularly pushing pills into my ass. The powder and pills were being mailed to us on a weekly basis from the School of Femdom, with doses modified based on Clara’s updates.

It took feeling my breasts and tickling my nipples for days on end for me to accept that these soft, swollen, incredibly sensitive balloon bags were a part of me. We’d used a tape measure one afternoon to estimate them to be 38B—not big by womanly standards, I’ll admit, but a pretty dramatic change on a six-foot, previously well-built frame, and still growing. The pace at which my body was changing was kind of scary, but definitely intriguing.

The biggest adjustment so far had been my chest, but there had been other, more subtle, changes too. I was pudgier in places like under my armpit and the side of my hips, and slimmer in others, like my biceps and the widest part of my thighs. My skin was softer and rosier, somehow, and if I pressed a finger on it, it bounced back in a way it never did before. My body and facial hair were still growing, but they didn’t feel thick and coarse and gross like they did earlier.

Surprisingly, though, I felt the transformation the most in my hands. My wrists felt frail and like they could snap in two if I was lifting up so much as a two-pound dumbbell. My fingers were leaner and prettier, and my nails were growing like crazy. I found myself struggling to even turn doorknobs and twist already opened jars open.

“All done,” Clara said, setting down the brush she’d been using to set my blonde hair.

As if on cue, the doorbell rang.

“You better get that,” she said, giving me a cunning smile.

“Going now, Mistress.”

I walked cautiously to the front door, my pulse echoing in between my ears. I wasn’t sure what the hell was going to happen tonight. We both didn’t. If things went south, though, it was going to be impossible to avoid him after this. That was the risk that came with messing about with your neighbors.

My task was deceptively simple, but somehow it seemed dirtier than blowing a guy at a glory hole.

Just flirt.

How do you flirt with a guy? Should I just toss my hair and laugh at his jokes? Did Nate even have a sense of humor?

I was pleasantly surprised, however, when I opened the door. Nate had shaved and he had on a clean, crisp shirt. A bundle of pink roses, tied around at the stems with a fat ribbon, lay propped up in his hand.  

“You look beautiful,” Nate said, giving me a once-over before handing me the flowers.

I took him to the living room and we all sat a little awkwardly for some time. He looked as nervous as I was, except I guess I was better at hiding it. But by the time we’d settled in with some drinks and snacks, Nate looked like he had broken out of his shell. Somewhat. Because he kept staring at me like he had a pair of very sticky eyes, even while he was talking to Clara.

“Someone’s got a crush,” Clara commented.

I laughed softly and flipped some hair behind my shoulder.

Nate suddenly got up and sat next to me, thighs touching. I swallowed. From up close, I could see his acne and the pockmarked texture of his cheeks and chin from a previous flare-up. And despite the fact I was loosening up, my stomach roiled again.

Nate didn’t say anything, just awkwardly took my hand in his and smushed my fingers with his. His palm was dripping in sweat.

“Sorry, I’m nervous,” he said to my cleavage.

“Do you want to touch there?” I said, peeking down at the crack between my bulbous boobs.

Nate reached out and placed a palm over my heart. I shivered. The guy was oozing sweat.

“I would like to see your breasts,” he said abruptly.

“Well, then, you can pop them out yourself,” I said. “Just be gentle. They’re very sore.”

A second later, my Bs were out of my bra cups, and Nate was touching them, cupping and squeezing to his heart’s content. I bit back a moan. I couldn’t believe how sensitive they were. Nate tried to lick my nipples but he was using a lot of teeth. I tried to grip him by his floppy hair and force his head back so he’d be more gentle.

I thought for a moment just how altruistic I was being. This guy needed a ton of training with women and I was more than willing to help him out.

“You really do need the experience, don’t ya?” I said.

I snuck a glance at Clara. She was sitting very still, watching us studiously, her third or fourth glass of wine still full in her hand. I wasn’t sure what she was thinking, but that look was making me very nervous.

I needed to amp things up.

I gently pushed Nate back and stood up, taking a step back. My dress floated up and he shot a glance at what was underneath. Could he see my chastity cage? I hoped so. Somehow the thought made me really horny.

“I, uh, need to go to the bathroom,” Nate said, flushing red.

I showed him where it was, walking in front of him so he could take a good look at the back of my dress. The fact that he was still clearly nervous was making me feel confident. But when he locked himself in, I decided I wouldn’t be surprised if he’d try to squeeze himself through the window and bolt out of our house.

But surprise, surprise…minutes later, he was back, the sweat thankfully wiped off his face.

I didn’t let him sit down. I got down on my knees and unzipped him. The scent of piss was still on his cock.

I kissed the tip then took it in my mouth.

My earrings jingled as I sucked.

I hoped Clara was getting wet, watching her slutty sissy sucking off our loser neighbor.

It took Nate less than twenty seconds to shoot his load in my mouth.

“I’m sorry,” he said in a small voice, blushing hard.

“Nothing to be sorry about!” Clara said, crossing one leg over another. Her voice was drenched with excitement as she took in my soured face. “You’d doing wonderfully, Nate, and we don’t have to end things just yet just because you’ve cum once. Is there anything you’d like to do in particular?”

“I’d love to see the rest of her body,” Nate said politely to Clara.

She gave me a nod.

I stood up and began to strip down. I was taller than Nate but right then, I felt so dainty. Soon I was wearing nothing except for my collar and my chastity cage. I twirled once and pushed my butt in his face so he could not only see my tattoo, but my tight little hole as well. The dirty taste of his semen was still on my tongue. I bounced my butt in front of him, and I heard him suck in an unrestrained breath. Hopefully, all thoughts of Wesley his neighbor had drained out of him and he could only see sexy Wendy and her delicious virgin pussy.

“Do you like her body, Nate?” Clara asked.

“Of course. She’s beautiful.” Nate said. He was clutching onto his steadily growing cock. “I…I think I’m ready to fuck her, if that’s okay.”

“How far have you gone, Nate? With the ladies, I mean?”

His eyes were downcast as he spoke. “This one time in college. Was at a party. Some drunk girl hit on me so I took her to a room. She wasn’t as pretty as Wendy but…we made out and I reached into her underwear and felt around. Her pussy felt all spiky. Like porcupine quills. She said I was a bad kisser and left, though.”

“I see,” Clara said. “So that’s all you’ve done? Kissing?”

Shame-faced, he nodded. “Girls hate me,” he said, turning to me. “You don’t hate me, do you?”

“I don’t,” I said. I liked the fact he was thinking about me as a girl.

Clara leaned forward and eyed him sternly. “Well then, do you think you can do it, Nate? Can you really fuck a woman like Wendy? I want you to make her breasts bounce. I want to hear her ass clap. I want you to fuck her with so much passion that you tear her a new hole. That’s not going to be an easy task, and if you cum too early, you’ll have to wait and try again. We have all night but I know my Wendy deserves a good, long, rough fucking.”

“I…I would like to try,” Nate said, his poor dick twitching like a fish out of water.

“Alright,” Clara said. “Wendy, get into position. Nate, use your tongue to make her pussy really wet.”

I spread out on the couch, resting my head against the faux-leather arm. I took a deep, shuddering breath. I was about to lose my anal virginity while helping Nate lose his virginity at the same time.

Nate licked my rim for several minutes and then, with Clara’s permission, his dick was inside me. That was when everything shattered into pieces. This was different. This was nothing like a plug or a dildo. This was…better.

I was going to lose my mind. I didn’t want it to feel this good.

“Oh my god!” I yelped as Nate thrust deeper into me.

Nate gripped onto my waist like it was a vice as he fucked. It was like he’d unleashed a decade of pent-up sexual frustration straight into my drill-hole. Virgin? What virgin? There was no virgin in this room.

“Fuck her harder! Make those tits swing in the air!” Clara was encouraging him like a cheerleader on the sidelines. “Yes! Yes!”

My eyes were rolling in my sockets as the fuck pleasure of a real cock descended over me like a ton of bricks. He was burrowing a new hole inside me, and the deeper he went the more I was losing my mind. My clit was trying to burst beyond my cage and I could feel myself sliding over the edge but I forced myself to slow down. No…no…keep going…this feels too good to stop…

The feelings of shame rose through me right alongside the thrill of being stretched open by my neighbor’s rabid cock. I really shouldn’t be enjoying it this much. And yet I do…and I don’t think I can hold myself from exploding for much longer…

“What…?” I asked in a daze, because Clara had slid her fingers underneath me. She was unlocking my cage.

“Jerk it, Wendy, I know you want to,” she said, raking her hand through my wig. “You’re  so close. I need to see you cum while you’ve got a man’s penis in your pretty pussy.”

She was training me, I realized. What better way to make sure I was always going to crave that cock in my ass than making sure I cum?

Clara sat next to us on the floor as she watched me squeeze my clitty. I could tell Nate was nearing orgasm. I was about to be filled with cum.  And then it happened. Nate burst into me, and then I whimpered and stared helplessly in Clara’s eyes as I released a lot of jizz straight onto the couch.

Nate stayed inside me for a long time, like he could hardly believe what he’d done and I could feel his cock softening. He rolled his cock out and I turned around and sucked it off like the whore sissy I really was.

“Nice work,” Clara said. “Now say goodbye to Nate and then you can come back and lick this place off with your tongue and clean the mess you’ve made. Kinky bitch.”

I staggered to my feet, cum dripping out my ass as I saw Nate out.

“See you around, Nate,” I said, and this time I knew I meant it. 


CHAPTER 2

The shame from the previous night came down over me like a hangover the next morning.  I’d had Nate’s cum in my ass. He’d fucked me like I was some kind of ragdoll. The smell and taste of him still lingered in my mouth and on my skin, and I was mortified. I was less embarrassed about the fact that it had happened—it was more the fact that I’d fucking enjoyed it, and Clara knew.

I’d gone from sucking stranger’s dicks to hardcore anal sex with a man to please my wife in just a few days. What did that make me?

In the afternoon, Clara headed to the School of Femdom after giving me my daily list of chores. She was going out for dinner with the girls after class, so she’d wanted me to take the time to give all of our bathrooms a deep clean.

With one bathroom still remaining to be tackled, I spent the evening scrutinizing my body in the mirror. My breasts were as heavy as watermelons and my nips were itchy as hell. I gave them a scratch and ended up scratching myself all over my chest. There were a few vein-like marks erupting from under the surface which I was sure were stretch marks. Clara had stretch marks on her breasts too and to me it was always an indicator that a girl was pretty busty.

I let out a sigh. The big disappointment so far was that hadn’t been any changes to my clit. Yet. Clara had told me I just had to be patient but I was scared it wouldn’t shrink at all—and then what would be the point if I was doing all these things and still had a dick swinging around?

The body decides. That was how Mistress Yasmina had explained the transition to her dommes in training, apparently. The body decides how it wants to change and when. Still, not having that control over your own body was freaking me the fuck out. I could only pray my body would know what to do and come up with something nice and feminine and not a total abomination.

The doorbell rang, and my heart iced over in an instant. It was too early for it to be Clara. Could it be Lady Kim again? Wanting to punish me senseless?

I opened the door to find Nate.

“Uh, what are you doing here?” I said, shifting uncomfortably. I had the urge to close the door in his face, because he was looking crusty and the fact that he’d fucked me was making me feel mortified all over again.

“Wanna hang out?” he asked.

That look of longing on his face said it all. He was pretty much fucking me again with his eyes.

My slutty clitty was loving the attention.

“Sure, come in,” I said.

Nate hesitated. “Uh, I was thinking we could go out. I have my car.” He ran a hand through his hair. “There’s a free showing at the drive-in theater tonight.”

I tensed up. Be seen in public with Nate? No, thank you. Plus, I didn’t think I’d gone to a drive-in since I was twelve years old.

“I can’t,” I said. “Clara’s coming back home soon, and I promised I’d make her dinner.”

“Clara would be okay with me,” Nate said, looking all sincere.

I scoffed. “You’re right. My wife really likes you.”

He gave me a lopsided smile. “I’m just a nice guy.”

“Alright. But you need to drop me back in an hour,” I said. “I can’t stay for the whole movie.”

“Promise I’ll bring you home before then.”

Nate’s car looked like a junkyard and smelled like I was directly sniffing his armpit. I pulled down the window to let fresh air in as he drove.

“You’re not cold?” he asked.

I shook my head.

I was already regretting accepting the invite as he pulled into the drive-in theater and parked. He headed over to the snack bar and came back with a bag of popcorn. The bag ended up spilling over our laps when he pulled me close and kissed me. With the sound of the movie banging on my eardrums, we made out. His mouth gravitated down, slobbering all over my neck, then he reached into my bra and pushed my tits out.

My nipples were rock hard.

He started licking them. That felt orgasmic in itself, but then he stopped suddenly.

He opened his mouth like he was going to speak, and I had this ridiculous thought that he was asking me to be his girlfriend.

He let out a smelly burp.

“Good god! You’re fucking disgusting,” I snapped. “Take me back. I have better things to do.”

“Sorry!” he said. “Please stay. I’ve been looking forward to this all day.”

I crossed my arms and sighed. I had the sinking feeling that I probably shouldn’t have gone out with Nate—I had a bathroom to clean back home, after all. I wanted to go home and forget about the whole thing so I wouldn’t have to mention this to Clara.

“I’m sorry,” Nate said again. His clammy fingers were on my chin, turning it so I would look at him. His cock was out of his boxers, and his other hand was stroking it.

“Suck me,” he said.

That irked me. The way Nate had said it—it was an order not a request.

But when I stared down at his dick, I spotted a bead of pre-cum, ready to run down his shadowy length.

Of course, my heart knew before my brain got there.

Even though Nate was disgusting, I liked his dick.

I liked the way it made me feel. My heart felt full, like I could potentially like every dick out there in the world. Like when I was a kid and I could look at any girl and think she was cute, even the chubby ones.

I was a sissy. A sissy wasn’t supposed to be picky, right?

“Suck me,” Nate repeated, boldly this time.

He didn’t have to ask me again. I twisted the hair that had fallen in my face behind my back and got to work. I rubbed my lips along his shaft—looking down at the stains of my lipstick over his meat was so thrilling. I swallowed him hungrily and he growled and pushed me down even further. I moaned and fondled his balls while I sucked.

When we started fucking in the backseat, I let myself loose. I screamed, hoping that others could see us mating like animals in the wild. Nate was even more dominant today—maybe he’d taken something or maybe it was because Clara wasn’t there. Seeing his masculine energy come alive as he ground his dick into my tight little pussy was such a turn-on.

It was addicting.

My arm was forced against the car window, my nails scraping against the glass, as my ass opened up for him. Nate kept calling me ‘slut’ while he pounded into me. This time it was so different that I started crying. I had the feeling that Nate had crossed the threshold now—he was going to use me to get his fix no matter what.

No matter how I felt.

“I don’t know why you’re crying,” he said. “But I’ll fuck those tears away. You’re a slut so I know you like this.”

A pang of shame sliced through my heart. My body was on a high. I loved everything about this. His ragged breathing, his scent filling the car, the way his sweaty hands were digging into my rump, talking to me like I was worthless. I was being drugged by a man’s cock. I couldn’t think of a single thing that could exceed this high. Not even an orgasm could beat it.

That was when I realized I had to keep this encounter with Nate a secret. How could I tell my own wife with a straight face that nothing was going to beat a cock in my ass? That I was starting to get addicted to the feeling of men—all kinds of men, even nasty, gross, greasy ones—using me? That just wasn’t something you could tell your wife.

No, I decided. She’ll never know.

Nate placed his weight on me, one hand springing up to cup my breast. His pounding became erratic.

“Please, please…” I whimpered, though I didn’t even know what I was requesting.

He grunted and his dick jerked as he poured into me.

My ass. Filled once again with hot, sticky cum.

“Clean me,” he said.

I felt so dirty as I turned around finished him off with my mouth.

I was climbing over to the passenger seat when Nate lodges a piece of paper straight into my ass crack.

I felt behind me and pulled it out. It wasn’t just paper.

It was a five-dollar note.

I gaped at it.

“What’s this for?” I asked.

“For your services,” Nate said. “Clara said she’d give me a discount if I came back again.”

My chest tightened. “You paid her yesterday? How much?”

“Ten bucks.”

Fuck, I thought. My wife had been prostituting me and I didn’t even know it. I tucked the bill into my bra and stared straight ahead.

“Uh, can I ask you something?”

I faced him again. “What?”

I could see that Nate had slipped back to his awkward self now that he’d busted a nut and was nervous asking whatever this question was.

“Would…would you mind if I masturbate thinking about you? When you’re not with me, I mean.”

“Yeah, it’s okay,” I said. “You don’t have to ask.”

He shrugged. “Okay. Just making sure you don’t hate me for it.”

There were plenty of other things I could hate him for. “Wait,” I said. “Give me your phone.”

He handed with an iPhone with a battered screen. I took a selfie of my breasts and gave it to him. “Here. For your…masturbatory purposes.”

His eyes widened as I took in the picture on his screen. “Hot. Need me to pay you?”

“No,” I snapped. “Take me back, please. I’m done.”

I hadn’t cum this time, but I didn’t need to cum. 

I had served a man—that was my job, apparently, so that was all that needed to happen. I was here to serve and to please. My needs meant nothing.

With some of Nate’s cum in my belly and the rest soaking my panties, he drove me home.  


CHAPTER 3

Our house was swathed in darkness when I tiptoed inside. I breathed a sigh of relief and made my way upstairs. The bathroom light in our bedroom was on, a bucket of water, a mop, and a sponge out where I’d left them.

I crossed the stretch towards the bathroom, but let out a muffled cry when I saw the small figure in the darkness. Blinking to force my eyes to focus, I realized it was Clara. She was simply sitting there on the recliner by the window, her legs up, studying her at her nails in the moonlight. 

“Where the fuck were you?” she asked, still looking down at her nails.

“I—I—nowhere, Mistress!”

The first thing out of my mouth is a lie. Not good.

“Nowhere, huh? Then why do I have information you’ve been spreading your fat cheeks behind my back?”

My jaw dropped. “What? What information?”

Clara’s French-tipped nails clicked as she angrily tapped on her phone. She flashed the screen in my face.

It was a text message.

“Thanks for honoring your discount. Wendy is a great whore.”

Attached to the text was a very familiar picture of someone’s breasts.

I clenched and unclenched my fists, trying at the same time to keep my facial expressions very still. I could’ve killed Nate with my bare hands if he hadn’t already left.

Clara pounced out of the recliner and slapped me. “How dare you sleep with a man without my permission, you wanton woman? Get down on your hands and knees and don’t fucking move.”

My face smarting, I fumbled into position. Clara tore open the cotton dress I had on. I held still, forcing my wrists and knees to lock into place.

I knew what was going to happen when she pulled down my panties—and yet, I let it happen.

“Holy shit,” she murmured.

Her hand swiped through my still sticky ass cheeks, trailing up and down my ass crack as she processed the filthy act that I’d just engaged in. I was disgusted…by me. What the fuck had I gone out and done?

Silently, Clara stood up and walked to the closet to her special shelf, where she’d neatly organized all of her ‘equipment’. She took a wooden paddle and fingered its edges, looking down at me thoughtfully. Then she calmly walked back to where I was and squatted down. She spanked me thrice, each spank coming down harder than the one before. Three more spanks—this time on my other butt cheek. I squirmed in agony, shifting my body out of desperation but she kicked my wrists and legs back into position, her heels scraping against my skin.

Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!

The sound of her paddling was sickening. Tears streamed down my face again.

“Sorry, sorry, sorry…” I kept whispering under my breath.

“So tell me,” Clara said. “Did you kiss him?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Did you blow him?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You swallowed?”

I froze. “Yes.”

“I see. What else?”

Despite her seething anger, I could hear just how hurt she was. I’d done something unspeakably wrong. My wife just might not forgive me.

“We…we had sex, Mistress,” I said in a tiny voice.

She kicked me in the butt. “That much is obvious, you stupid sissy. I meant, what else did you do?”

“He…fucked me, Mistress. Once, that’s all. He was really aggressive. He came in me and then I sucked the final remnants out of…out of his manhood. He asked me for permission to masturbate thinking of me.”

“So you captured something special for his spank bank?”

I paused. “Yes, Mistress.”

Clara gave an exasperated hiss. “I can’t believe just how much you fucked up. I can’t. You know how angry I am, Wendy? I’m so angry I’m seeing red. I’m so angry I feel like throwing up my dinner on your face.”

I lay there shivering and shaking, waiting for her to calm down. Trying to sniff back the snot running down my nose.

She spanked me with the paddle three more times before throwing it across the room.

I heard the squeak of a bottle and then her ice-cold fingers probed me. Hard. Fast. My lubed hole puckered and withered. My clitty quivered.

“Did he fuck you like this?” she asked as she fingered my creaming pussy.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Faster? Or slower?”

“A little faster, Mistress.”

She began pumping faster. I gritted my teeth as I felt myself dilate. Three fingers became four, eventually five up to the knuckles, and soon I realized where this was going. She could hear me bawling my eyes out because I was naked and completely helpless. My clitty was swelling uncontrollably and her fucking was reminding me of Nate’s cock all over again.

“Fuck!” I cried out as I felt her entire fist ram itself deep inside me.

“Don’t tell me you don’t like that, Wendy. You liked it when Nate did it to you, did you not? Tell me, didn’t you enjoy his cock in your ass?”

“I did, Mistress…” and then in the quietest voice I could muster, “I think I’m about to cum.”

“Nate’s cum is still inside you,” Clara said. She was moving her fist so much inside I could almost feel my bowels shifting around to make space. “His semen is all over my hand. Nate came a lot, didn’t he?”

“He did, Mistress.”

She started thumping her entire hand in and out of my ass so violently that my whole body became one giant stuffed hole. I whimpered as my G-spot took over, taking me through the point of no return. My muscles jerked and my vision turned dark as my clitty seeped out a lake of milk onto the floor.

Clara removed her fist and wiped herself on my butt. I groaned at the release, my poor hole pulsing in response to the void.

“Where’s the money?”

Shuddering, I reached into my bra and took out the five-dollar bill.

Clara snatched it from my hand. When I tried to get up, she pressed her heel onto my back, causing me to collapse back down. “Get down on the ground, whore. You’re not going to move an inch for the rest of the night. Don’t even bother eating your jizz. I want you to soak your dirty body in it.”

“I will, Mistress,” I said. “I deserve this.”


CHAPTER 4

The next morning, I was still trying to fight back my tears. 

The previous night had easily been one of the worst nights of my life. Clara was still furious and was giving me the silent treatment, and I was too much of a coward to even try and talk to her. She headed to the boutique for her shift at noon, and once she came back, she just hid in the den. 

I just wanted to shrink and shrivel away and die. 

I’d spent the morning and afternoon dusting and sweeping, leaving the den for last so I could spare her the memory of my lousy existence. When I couldn’t ignore it any longer, I mustered up the courage to step inside and start sweeping. Clara didn’t even glance my way. 

Her head was bent down and she was writing away on a notebook, her brows furrowed in concentration. There was a thick stack of textbooks all laid out in front of her like she was using them for reference. Femdom textbooks. Some apparently written by dominatrices, the others by eminent psychologists and feminists. 

What was she studying for? A quiz of some kind, I guessed.

Clara’s class next week would be her last at the School of Femdom. Five weeks. They had all blitzed by so quickly, it was hard to believe her journey with them would soon come to an end. I thought about Lady Kim and Mistress Yasmina. I was still hopelessly in love with them. In my daydreams, their busty naked bodies made my heart skitter and my veins blush. 

Would I ever see them again? I would be sad if I didn’t…

I balanced my broom inside a nook on the wall and glanced at Clara, swallowing hard. I had something important to tell her, but I wasn’t sure how she was going to react. 

I just knew that if she reacted badly, I’d be heartbroken. 

Grow some balls, Wendy, I urged myself. Figuratively, of course. Just go and fucking talk to her!

Heart racing, I walked up to her and cleared my throat.

“Mistress, I have news.”

She looked up, blinking. Her eyes narrowed. “What is it?”

“My—”

But she interrupted me before I could finish. 

“I have something to share with you too,” she said. She flapped her notebook shut and set her pen aside. “It’s about the School of Femdom. But you go ahead first.”

I breathed a sigh of relief. My Mistress didn’t slap me or kick me away, which was a good sign. 

I figured it would be better to show her the news. I lifted up my skirt and pulled down the thong I was wearing. 

Clara’s mouth fell open. “Did it happen?”

I nodded and bit my lip. My eyes were watering because she actually looked happy. She quickly unlocked me and inspected my clitty, rubbing her fingertips along my soft little pleasure-pole. And it was little this time—it had shrunk in a good two inches or so in what seemed like an overnight transformation. After days of worrying about whether the hormones would work down there, this small development was a miracle to me. 

“My body knew what the hell it had to do after all, Mistress,” I said. 

She smiled. “Told you. Mistress Yasmina is always right.” She snatched up her phone. “This is perfect timing, Wendy. I’m going to text Lady Kim right now.”

I waited patiently until she was done to give her a gentle reminder. 

“You had news, too, Mistress?”

“Yes,” Clara said. “As you know, my course at the School of Femdom is coming to an end. We have two exams scheduled for next week, a practical exam plus a theory exam. The theory one is done online, and I need to get that out of the way this week. But the practical exam is of paramount importance. Do you understand? It’s so important, if I don’t pass it, I won’t graduate, sissy. So…”

“Will I be coming along, too, Mistress?”

Clara held up a hand. “Don’t interrupt me, sissy. We both go next week. They’ll test you too. Remember, how you behave will reflect on me. It’ll affect my performance, and if you fail, I fail. Can you imagine what they’d think of me if they knew you were running around spreading your legs for random men behind my back? They’d think I was a tool!” She sighed. “That’s why I was so fucking mad at you yesterday. If you fuck up this bad so late in the game, I’m definitely going to fail.” 

Shame soared inside me once again in a hot, bitter rush. I could still feel the thrill of having Nate’s seed rupture inside my filthy depths as I got high off the smell of our fucking and the horrible stench of his car. I could still feel the wetness of cum sticking to my skin as I lay in a pool of it for hours. 

I met Clara’s eyes and reflexively drew my thighs closer together. “I’ll be good, Mistress. I promise,” I said solemnly. 

Clara grabbed onto my collar and pulled my face so close to hers the tips of our noses were touching. She rattled the collar, causing my head to shake back and forth so hard I got dizzy. “Don’t forget I own you, sissy,” she murmured. “You’re mine. Every inch of your body is mine. I decide who you fuck and when. Got it?”

I smelled her sweet breath and my deprived body tingled with excitement. Despite my Clara wanting me to be a cum slut, she was also extremely possessive. She owned me. If that wasn’t the sexiest thing your wife could do to you, I didn’t know what was. 

“Yes, Mistress!” I got down on my knees and planted kisses on her feet. 

“We’re meant to report to the School if our sissy misbehaves,” she said. “But you know what? Your clitty news has made me so happy, I just won’t.” 

I squealed and kissed each of her toes. I was one overjoyed sissy. 

“You’re too kind, Mistress!” I said with a pathetic grin.

“Now get the fuck off me, Wendy,” she said, kicking me off mid-kiss. “You can lock yourself and hand me back the key. I have work to do.”

Over the next few days, we both got ready for Clara’s big exam day. They were—hands down—some of the hottest days we’d spent together, beating even our honeymoon sexcapades. At Clara’s instruction, we engaged in mutual masturbation to become more confident in our bodies. Fingering my own pussy while she pumped her own had me reeling, and we used dildos on each other to practice edging. It was the best kind of torture. 

Night after night, my Mistress also pegged me. She chained me up while she pegged me. Abused my nipples while she pegged me. Pegged me so hard I became a slobbering mess from my G-spot orgasms. Then—to get a fresh perspective on our power dynamics—she had me peg her using a strap-on. Watching my wife’s ass bounce as I fucked her with a fake cock was such a delicious reminder that my clitty was now not made for PIV fucking. And after I pegged her, I knew just how exhilarated she felt when she was on top of me, using my body for her own sadistic fantasies. She’d order me to lick her pretty, gaping asshole as it slowly closed and she’d have one bloodcurdling orgasm after another.

We weren’t just having sex. We were making love. As lesbians.  

On Friday, I was so nervous, I could barely breathe. And then Clara came and pulled the rug from underneath me. Or that’s what it felt like.

“I gave my two week’s notice,” she said nonchalantly. “No more boutique sales for me.”

I almost choked. “I don’t understand, Mistress.”

She shrugged. “Just thought it was time,” she said. “You will keep your normal remote job, sissy, to support us, and part-time you’ll be working as a whore in the streets to cover up the lost income. Five dollars for a blowjob, ten dollars to spread your cheeks—so what does that work out to? Ten clients a night? Fifteen? I’ll do the math, don’t worry. We’ll go part-time until we build a good client base, and then you’ll transition to being a full-time whore.” She stared at me dreamily. “Such exciting times to come!”

I didn’t say anything back because I had nothing to say. I wasn’t sure if my wife had gone crazy or if she’d just hatched the most perfect diabolical plan.

“Hey sissy, come here.”

Clara pulled me by my collar and leaned in. I thought she was going to kiss me and I parted my lips, but all she did was glide her tongue from the top of my forehead down to my chin. Then she spat, and it landed on my left eye. 

“If you fail me at your exam performance, Wendy, you will be punished. I’ll fucking stomp all over you in my heels. I will humiliate you to the point you’ll wish you never existed. Do you understand?”

Shaking, I nodded. 

I’d already made up my mind. I would not disappoint my Mistress. 

I was going to be the best sissy whore there ever was, or die trying.


CHAPTER 5

In the blink of an eye, it was Saturday again. 

And we were both standing in front of the entrance to the School of Femdom. 

The drab building almost looked foreboding as we stepped in. I was trembling so much I couldn't even walk in my heels. There was so much at stake today. My future. Clara’s future. Her reputation. 

I’d promised not to fuck this up for her. 

In the lobby, several couples had already arrived and were seated—the wives, that is. They were all wearing oversized coats, concealing what had to be their dominatrix attire underneath. The husbands, however—could they even be called husbands now?—were down on all fours, collared and leashed. Clara sat down on the chair furthest away from the entrance and tightened the belt around her robe coat. I walked bashfully behind her, the long brown hair from my wig swishing to and fro like a horse’s tail. All I was wearing was crotchless panties, a glitter-speckled bra, my collar, and a couple of chains—one around each of my ankles and one around my belly. 

I took my position next to Clara, feeling like her primped-up puppy. No one was speaking and all I could hear was my thudding heart. A few of the women took the initiative to glance at me though, their eyes raking over my glistening, freshly waxed body. A delightfully seductive thrill snaked down my spine. Their husbands were decidedly uglier than me as sissies, and I felt a sense of pride in my appearance. Did they wish they had me as a sissy? 

My thoughts drifted into pleasant fantasies as we waited for someone to call out to us. We would both be tested individually, apparently. We weren’t given the specifics of what was going to happen, but we knew the final evaluation would be with Mistress Yasmina. That was the part I was most afraid of, because she only evaluated the sissies, her philosophy being that was the best way to  evaluate the domme.

A woman I didn’t recognize came out and took each couple in. One by one, each couple disappeared inside and they never came back, only to be replaced by the arrival of new couples waiting to be assessed. It was an agonizing wait, and even though the lobby was freezing cold, I was starting to sweat. 

The door to the lobby suddenly squeaked open and my head turned to watch as yet another couple stepped in. The domme in training had an air of arrogance about her. She was wearing sunglasses and this expensive-looking coat, her high heels clicking loudly as she stomped rather than walked past the other guests. I couldn’t help but admire the shape of her feet and how sexy and tight it looked in her heels, like a perfectly tucked-in hotel bed sheet. 

“Hello, Clara.” 

Her voice caused a flicker of recognition to zap into me. Could that be…?

No way.

Clara smiled brightly as she got up and they gave each other an air kiss. “You’re finally here.”

The woman took off her sunglasses, and my knees twitched. I could see—plain as day—that it was Helen. My wife’s friend and manager at the boutique. Not her manager for long, though. 

“I was running a little late with Jackie here,” Helen said, rolling her eyes. “Sissies and their silly tantrums. I wasn’t having it though. Gave her a good kick in the face and she shut up after that.”

My head whirled around in astonishment. Jackie?

Behind Helen, attached to a long chain, was a crawling Jack. He was dressed in big frilly panty shorts and a short little dress that stopped right around his waist, making his stomach pop out like a baby’s. On both of his cheeks were ruddy circles of pink—a pitiful attempt at blush, it looked like. He gave me a smile when he caught my eye. It was a tortured smile, but it was also one of empathy. We both knew what the other had gone through at the hands of our wives.

Feeling a little sorry for him, I started to smile back, but then I remembered the fact that he was a pervert who had a go at my wife. 

I glared at him and the smile melted off his face.

I wished I could’ve glared at him some more, but a dominatrix came out at that moment and called out for Clara. 

We followed her through a low-ceilinged hallway, me crawling along as fast as I could behind Clara. As she walked, Clara bent down to whisper to me that the day after the dinner, she’d told Helen about Jack and had convinced her to join the Husband Training course so she could get him under control. Luckily, they’d accepted a latecomer because Clara had vouched for Helen’s dedication and performance. 

The course had apparently worked very well, if Jack’s pathetic sissy debut was anything to judge off of. 

We ended up in a room that was obviously the dungeon. It was dark and the walls were painted blood-red, and the entire ceiling was fitted with a mirror. Cushioned stools were pulled up by the entrance, occupied by some of the most beautiful women I’d ever laid my eyes on, some covered in latex, some in leather, and others in barely-there lingerie and stockings.  

They’re all working dominatrices from the School of Femdom, I realized. I didn’t know we were going to have an audience…

Seated right at the front with a clipboard was Lady Kim. Holy cow. I stopped breathing as I tried to process her inescapable beauty. She was dressed in a stunning leopard print catsuit with one leg and one side of her shoulder exposed. Her hair was slicked back with a gel that made it resemble rippling water. 

Clara made me kneel at the back of the room as she confidently strode to the stage-like area sectioned off by rope barriers. I struggled to calm myself down. I was terrified I would puke if I didn’t have my nerves under control, and then Clara would never be able to graduate. 

Someone else breezed past me onto the stage, and it took me a moment to register that it was Andre. He was still looking like a Roman god, but this time he was in a business suit with oiled hair and was sporting an impressive ’stache. He looked like an arrogant billionaire. 

“You’re late,” Clara said, her tone inky smooth.

Andre let out a grunt. Clara tugged on his arm to hold him still and then spit at him. It landed squarely on his lips. “Men. You’re all the same,” she said. “You think the world revolves around you. You know what I’ll do to you? I’ll turn you into a sissy slut.”

Andre smirked. “I’d like to see you try, baby.”

Clara pushed him down onto the floor and stationed her heel at the top of his chest. “Eat my spit,” she ordered, her voice still dangerously calm and collected. “Or I’ll fucking piss in your mouth, cunt.”

Andre’s smirk disappeared and he swallowed, wiping the edges of his mouth as he feasted on my wife’s saliva. 

“What do you say?” she asked.

“Thank you, Mistress,” Andre said.

For the next several minutes, I watched, entranced, as Clara got him naked, shaved off his facial hair, coerced him into a bra and tucked in his cock with tape before wriggling him into panties and stockings. She whispered sweet nothings to him while she did his makeup and placed a curly blond wig on him. Then she stepped into a strap-on and attached a big hearty cock onto herself. Within minutes she’d mounted Andre and had begun to peg him like she didn’t even have an audience. 

Throughout the whole performance I couldn’t help but feel starstruck and a little jealous. The way she took control of this alpha man, dressed him up in lingerie, had him worship her as she feminized him and made him suck her cock…it was all so mesmerizing. I knew it was just roleplay—yet I couldn’t help but get swept up by the story. The big, burly, manly man seduced by the petite but cruel dominatrix and transformed into a sissy.

I swallowed, my throat suddenly dry and prickly. I hadn’t been as big or as handsome as Andre, but wasn’t that sort of my story too? 

Clara’s performance ended with her cock in his ass—missionary style—and they both leaned forward to kiss just as Andre groaned, a fountain of his cum ejecting onto his stomach. Their tongues played with each other, their mouths rasping as they struggled to come out from their roleplay. I caught the look in Andre’s eyes and another pang of jealousy sliced through me. He was ga-ga for Clara. For real. 

Maybe even in love with her.

There was a quiet round of applause from the audience and then Lady Kim rose from her seat.

“What an excellent demonstration,” she said. There was a faint sliver of excitement in her voice. “Without further ado, let’s proceed with the next part of Clara’s assessment, shall we?”

All the dominatrices stood up and started shuffling out of the dungeon, ignoring me completely. I look around, confused. Clara thankfully came to my side and I crawled alongside her out of the room and along another hallway. I knew it was my assessment that was coming up next, and I had to be the perfect sissy for Mistress. I was so nervous, my mouth was tasting sour again and I was sure I was going to projectile vomit all over the place. 

“Hurry, sissy!” Clara snapped at me.

I tried my best, even though the skin around my kneecaps were bruised and sore. 

We stopped by a door that had ‘MEDICAL ROOM 003’ embossed on it in golden letters. Clara opened the door and I scrambled inside after her. The space was considerably smaller compared to the dungeon, so the dominatrices were all standing to one side of the room. There was a distinct medical smell in the air, which wasn’t doing my nerves any good.  

“Will the sissy please crawl forward?” Lady Kim asked.

Clara removed my leash and patted me on my tush. My knees and wrists wobbled as I hurried to where Lady Kim was standing. 

Every single eye in the room was on me. 

My brain raced. Clara had Andre as her roleplay sub, which meant that I probably had a roleplay domme. I wondered who my dominatrix would be. I was praying that it wasn't Lady Kim—because if it was, I might as well give up. There was no way I would be able to put on a good performance if I had her pegging me in front of everyone.

Apparently it wasn’t my lucky day, because Lady Kim stepped into a doctor’s coat and put on a pair of examination gloves before raising an eyebrow at me. 

“Are you happy to see me again, Wendy?” she asked in this soft, sexy voice.

I grunted. My mouth was so dry it might as well have been full of cotton. 

I tried to compose myself after that horrible grunt, to put on a more demure and feminine expression on my face. I tried to find Clara in the audience but she was nowhere to be seen. I realized all my limbs were shaking like vibrators in front of all these ridiculously beautiful women. How humiliating. 

Lady Kim patted down on the hospital bed beside her. Shuddering, I climbed myself up the narrow bed that was sheathed in a plastic cover. It wasn’t comfortable at all. She  brought my arms up and hooked my wrists through the restraints hanging from the wall behind the bed. 

“Scooch forward as much as possible and place your feet in these stirrups,” she instructed. “Try to tilt your pelvis forward—insertion is the easiest that way.”

I followed her orders. I felt totally helpless as I lifted my legs and gripped my feet onto the stirrups and arched my back. All of a sudden, I was bathed with light, like I was on an operating bed or something. My clitty—my sweet, private, caged clitty—and my pussy hole was completely exposed through my crotchless panties.  

“Your mistress has consented to knife play with you,” Lady Kim said, drawing nearer to me.

“K-k-k-knife play, Mistress?” I stuttered like a total donkey.

Lady Kim nodded. “Yes. Knife play. I just wanted to get your consent first. So, Wendy, please answer me. Are you okay to proceed with this session?”

Fuck! Knife? What the hell for? What the fuck is going on? 

Where the hell is Clara?

I tried to ask at least one of those questions out loud, but nothing came out except for another ugly, very unfeminine grunt. 

“Wendy?” Lady Kim prompted, her eyebrows still raised as she stared at me quizzically. “Are you okay to proceed with this session?”

I gulped. I had no idea what was happening, but I had to make the decision now. Without Clara. 

Without making a complete fool of myself. 

I opened my mouth to speak and answer Lady Kim.


CHAPTER 6

I stared into Lady Kim’s piercing gaze. I’m lost. Miserably lost.

How could I say no to her?

I trusted her. I loved her. And it’s just role play after all…

I finally found my voice. “I would be overjoyed to subject myself to anything and everything my Mistress has consented to, Mistress Lady Kim,” I said. 

This seemed to be the correct answer. Lady Kim gave me her sexy smile, and as I looked around, I saw that all the dominatrices were smiling. I could sense they were excited for me, even. I breathed a sigh of relief. 

“Good girl,” Lady Kim said. “Then let’s get started. There you are, Nurse Clara.”

Clara was at the doorway. She came over and smiled down at me. I gave her a nervous smile, trying to ignore the fact I was restrained with my legs up and pussy out. I could hardly recognize her. She’d reapplied her makeup and she was dressed in a sleeveless nurse’s uniform that had half of her breasts exposed. 

Her eyes flipped back to the leather clipboard she’d been holding. “All of her stats are perfect, Doctor. Energy levels seem fine. We’ll just need a final reading of her temperature.”

“We’ll get that done,” Lady Kim said. “Please proceed, Nurse Clara, by assembling the tools and scalpels.”

I sucked in a shaky breath. Was this really just roleplay? Or was I about to be a guinea pig for some kind of wacky experiment? 

Lady Kim hovered above me and started to prod my clitty through the cage. She cupped my balls in her gloved palm like she was weighing how big they were. They did look enormous compared to my now downsized clitty. Without saying anything, she lubed up her fingers and began stretching the skin surrounding my rim, her analytical gaze lasered into the entrance of my cavern. She gently inserted a fingertip and I groaned loudly. Fuck, I can’t. I was already slipping away into some wickedly sexy fantasies. I just wanted to suck on both Lady Kim’s and Clara’s nipples and have them both pat me on the head and tell me what a good sissy I was. I wanted to have a crazy lesbian threesome with them—heck, an orgy with everyone in the room was sounding good too. 

Lady Kim—completely ignorant about the naughty thoughts I was having about her—inserted a lubed-up thermometer into my pussy. 

“Perfect,” she muttered when she took the reading. Clara nodded and scribbled something down on her clipboard. She peered down at me and smiled. “Now, your life is going to change once more again, my sweet Wendy. You don’t need to be afraid. You’re in really good hands. When was the last time you were out of your clit cage?”

I racked my brain, trying to remember. “A couple of days ago, Mistress.”

“Okay. Does this feel good?” Lady Kim asked as she scratched and fondled my balls.

“Yes. A little too good, Mistress,” I said honestly. My poor clitty was trying to grow, and I knew everyone could see that. 

“Do you like being in chastity?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“How does it make you feel?”

“Like I’m a good girl. And I like making Mistress Clara happy.”

“I see. How do you deal with the temptations, Wendy?”

I hesitated. “I…I think I like torturing myself in that way, Mistress.”

Lady Kim flashed me a flirty smile. “If you like chastity so much, what do you think about permanent chastity?”

“Permanent chastity?”

“Yes, Wendy, you heard me right,” Lady Kim said. She produced a steel contraption from under the hospital bed. It was basically a belt with a small spring-like protrusion at the center. “This is a custom cage we made specifically for you. It goes around your waist and we weld it shut. No keys, no fuss, and you’ll never have to worry about displeasing Mistress Clara ever again.” Her smile widened and my heart began to flutter. “Imagine never being able to use your clit again. Never being able to touch it. It’ll be completely non-functional, other than the fact you’ll be using it to pee, of course, sitting down like a normal person. Wouldn’t you say that’s the ultimate act of worship?”

I swallowed. The thought was definitely enticing. Dangerously enticing. Locking up my clit for good would effectively render me a pussy. Just a dirty hole to be used and abused in any way that Clara wished me to be. At that moment, I could barely think of anything hotter.

Hold on. This is permanent shit we’re talking about. 

I spent several seconds trying to wrestle with myself, but it was useless. I had latched onto the idea like it was a fishing hook and now I couldn’t let go. I wanted to put myself through this. Become a sissy with a crippled clit. I wouldn’t just be Clara’s sissy then. I would be a step above Andre—showing my ultimate dedication and love to my wife and the art of femdom. 

“I’d love to be placed in permanent chastity, Mistress,” I said. 

“Excellent. As a reward, we’ll give you the chance to have one final orgasm.” 

“That’s very kind, Mistress!” I squealed in happiness.

This is it. My clitty was already swelling at the thought of having the last orgasm I’d ever have in my life. I was hoping it would be worth it. 

Lady Kim and Clara shared glances, and Clara gave a slight nod. 

“There’s just one more thing,” Lady Kim continued. “At the School of Femdom, the term ‘knife play’ means a very different thing to what people usually think of it as.”

“Oh.” I’d already forgotten about the mention of knife play. 

“The hormones you’re on, Wendy, have already given you an attractive sissy body. It’s slim, yet your breasts are still developing and I see your Montgomery tubercles are forming too. Your voice has changed slightly and will continue to change. Mistress Clara here will be supplementing you with hormones for the rest of your life, taking you on a very nice feminine trajectory. But administering hormones has certain limitations. The chemicals don’t have the ability to shrink testicles. So we like to give our sissies a little nip and tuck to help make their private regions a bit more…aesthetically pleasing.” 

Lady Kim tugged at my balls again. “Look at these. Don’t you think they’re hideous? They spoil your womanly shape. They hang so low and they’re already so wrinkled and flabby. And once you’re put on permanent chastity, I don’t see any reason for you to have them either, for operational purposes.”

Silence filled the room. 

“Follow your intuition, Wendy,” Clara whispered.  

“I will, Mistress,” I said. I gave her a dignified smile before turning to Lady Kim. “Nothing would make me happier than being castrated and forced into permanent chastity, Mistress.”

Lady Kim’s eyes glinted. “I won’t perform the procedure by myself. Doctor Lydia here will be leading the operation.” A dominatrix stepped forward. Her black latex dress twinkled under the harsh lighting and her thick lashes flapped like spidery wings as she blinked. “Doctor Lydia is a board-certified cosmetic surgeon and she’s done close to five thousand procedures for us to date.”

“I would be honored to be castrated by you, Doctor Lydia,” I said politely. 

“Nurse Clara, let’s get her aroused,” Lady Kim instructed. 

The next thing I knew, Clara had unlocked me and was undoing the top buttons of her nurse’s dress. She flopped her tits out before bending over and giving me oral, sucking on my clitty like she was sucking on a lollipop. I gasped as the sudden stimulation took over me. 

Lady Kim reached out to pinch my nipples. “You may cum only once your Mistress gives you permission to do so,” she murmured in my ear. “Keep in mind that this is the final orgasm you’ll ever experience, so if I were you, I’d make it count.”

Oh, what sweet torture. I tensed all my muscles, concentrating hard on slowing down my responses so I could enjoy this hellride. Clara kept sucking, hardening my little clitty to a size I didn’t even anticipate. It was bulbous and ugly and I didn’t like it. She let go of my clit and hitched up her dress. I almost screamed. Was she about to ride me?

Of course she wasn’t. She dipped two fingers into her underwear and smothered my clit with her juices. Her scent reached my nostrils and I gasped again. “Don’t you dare cum, Wendy,” she reminded me. She teased me by rubbing her wet sex all over my clit without screwing me.

Jesus. My balls already felt like they were about to explode. I bit my lip and nodded. The thought occurred to me that I would never have traditional intercourse again after today, and I was such a pathetic sissy that it made me hornier. 

“Feel good, sexy?” she asked. 

When my clit was soaked with her thick syrup, Clara let go and stooped over it once more. Instead of sucking, she began licking every part of my clitty very slowly, squeezing my balls every so often.

Lady Kim climbed up the hospital bed and straddled me. Her weight crushed my chest—a welcome distraction from all the touching and licking happening in my privates. 

“Suck my nipples, Wendy,” she ordered, popping her tits out of her catsuit and edging close to my mouth.

Mystified, I latched onto a nipple and sucked. I wished I could hold them and massage them with my hands, but this was the next best thing. Feeling her soft bud harden up like leather and lengthen between my lips made my own breasts tingle. She was sensitive up there, just like me. I could’ve been a professional breast-licker for the rest of my life. I moaned and whimpered as Lady Kim comforted me as I feverishly pleased her in front of my wife and our small audience. She kissed the top of my head, her breathing becoming more frenzied as I made her feel good with every ounce of energy I had. 

Pretty soon, she was leaking through her catsuit.

Don’t cum, don’t cum, don’t cum….

My clitty was twitching in despair. I was on the verge of a massive orgasm and dripping precum but Clara was ceasing all contact every so often, waiting for my arousal to simmer down before starting the torturous cycle all over again. 

“Ooooh, I know you can hold it out a little more, can’t you, Wendy?” Lady Kim murmured. “Don’t you want to have an amazing orgasm before you get your balls cut off and your clit locked away forever?” She swiped her nipple sultrily through my lips again. “Get back to sucking, my girl.”

I whined, obeying her at once. I wanted to get down on my knees and beg them to let my body do what it so desperately wanted. My arms swayed helplessly in their restraints as the weight of Lady Kim’s fat breast began to smother me.

“Mistresses! I want to cum!” I squirmed. “Please may I cum?”

“Just a little more,” Clara called out. “Be patient, sissy.”

I couldn’t take it anymore. “I can’t! Please!” 

I was going to fail my sacred Mistress. And I didn’t care anymore. I needed to spurt. 

Now. 

Clara stopped sucking my brutalized clit. 

Lady Kim threw me a pitiful look, and then abruptly got off me. 

The hot spiral of tension that had been expanding inside me began to wane, and I was so fucking frustrated I want to scream. They were going to slice my nuts off and I just needed to cum. 

“How much do you want to cum, Wendy?” Lady Kim asked, her voice full of concern. 

“I need to cum, Mistresses.” I was sobbing. I was giant knot of sexual energy and I had no release. The tears flew down my cheeks in streams and the room became silent once more except for my ugly, shuddering cries. Everyone was watching me lose the game and I was mortified that I had so little discipline. 

Clara caressed my clitty lovingly. She jerked it with wet fingers and I stopped sobbing as it shot up again like a tiny thumb. She kissed the tip and kept rubbing me, gently building me back up. My body lurched, signaling to me I was close…

Clara started pumping faster. “Don’t cum, Wendy,” she said softly. “For me. I know you can do it.”

I blinked at her. Was she serious right now?

“No, no…” I whispered under my breath. 

“I’m not joking, Wendy,” Clara said. “I’m forbidding you from having an orgasm. Yes, that means you will be castrated and put in permanent chastity now, without a final orgasm as a reward.”

I let out a wail. My balls hurt and my little clit was achingly tight and still growing. 

Oh god. Is this what the TEST is? 

“Your behavior will reflect on me, Wendy,” my wife had said. “If you fail, I fail.”

I imagined myself exploding like a busted pipe…pouring out cum until I drowned myself in it…riding on that euphoric release…not giving a fuck what the consequences were…

And even though I could hardly see through my tears, I could make out Lady Kim looking at me with interest. Somehow, I knew exactly what she was thinking. Everyone in the room was crowding around the hospital bed, the same exact look etched on their faces. They were all thinking the same thing.

Can she do it? 

It took everything within me to stop the release. I gritted my teeth and a stream of curse words leapt out of my mouth as I focused on not cumming, even as my sweet Mistress continued to masturbate me. The only tools I had within me were love and devotion. That was it. 

The ultimate sacrifice…

After several excruciatingly long seconds, Clara released her fingers and stepped back. My body was lurching again, and I was terrified I would blow my load after all. That I was hopelessly not in control of my body. Slowing down my breathing, I clenched my hands into fists and forced all my frustration into squeezing them, me nails bleeding through the skin. 

The medical room became silent once more. That horrible silence. 

My eyes were shut tight. Into the black void, I prayed. Prayed that my body would heed my fears. That the thumping in my groin would stop. That I wouldn’t orgasm. That I wouldn’t throw up.

“She’s ready, Doctor.”

It was Clara. I popped one eye open, and saw Doctor Lydia and Lady Kim approaching me. Their faces were etched with concentration.  Clara pulled down my legs from the stirrups. Lady Kim pricked something into my arm, and then the pretty doctor filled my vision. She was holding a scalpel. 

I’ll never have a clitoral orgasm again, I thought remorsefully. 

My eyelids grew heavy and I could feel myself start to fade from reality. My clit twitched helplessly for one last time before I blacked out.


CHAPTER 7

I woke up to sunshine pouring into my eyes.

I sprung my eyes open and squinted. No, this wasn’t sunshine. This was fluorescent lighting, the too-bright kind that reminded me of hospitals.

My brain sluggish and my body feeling like it was hit by a truck, I cast a look at my surroundings. This wasn’t the medical room I was in before. It was a small bedroom, completely bare except for the bed, a chair, small chest of drawers, and an IV drip hooked into my arm. Feeling like I was in slow motion, I pulled the sheet covering my body and glanced down at myself. I was naked and covered in bandages from the waist down.

Holy shit. They really did it. 

I noticed a call button on my right. Groaning, I stretched my arm out and pressed it. 

The door opened almost immediately. Clara. She was like heroin to my soul. Her outfit was completely different today—her hair was up in a ponytail and she had on a casual pink dress. The sight of her made me ache for her touch. I wanted to get better as quickly as I could so I could go back to serving her.

“Rest, sweet Wendy,” was all she said as she sat down next to me and stroked my face. 

“What day is it?” I croaked. 

“It’s Wednesday.”

“It’s been four days, Mistress? Where am I?”

“A week and four days,” she corrected me. She poured me something from a jug and helped me drink it. It tasted like water, but sweet. “You’re still at the School of Femdom.”

“What about work, Mistress?”

“Work?”

“My job…”

“Oh, don’t worry about it,” Clara said, smiling. “I’ve called up your boss and said you’ll be out sick for a while. It’s true, isn’t it? So just get some rest.” She held my hand and squeezed it.

My head was drowsy again. “Mistress…” I murmured, but I’d already lost my train of thought. 

Clara stroked my hand until I fell asleep again. 

***

A week later, I saw myself in the mirror for the first time.

I had a pretty…pussy. Beneath my clit was a darkish patch of smooth, hairless skin. There was no evidence of the fact that I’d once had testicles apart from the perfectly constructed seam trailing down the base of my clit. I loved that dainty seam. It made my front look like pussy lips and was an amazing reminder of my degradation and sacrifice. 

As soon as I recovered physically, Lady Kim attached my brand-new chastity belt and welded it closed. There was no removing it now, whether I wanted to or not. The spring-like attachment went over and cupped my clit and frontal area like a flower petal. There was a pee-hole, so tiny that I couldn’t so much as put a  pinky nail through it. Learning to piss with discipline would certainly take time. The contraption went all the way back to my asshole, where there was a bigger opening for shitting and fucking. The whole thing sat fairly comfortably at waist level, which Lady Kim said was done deliberately so I wouldn’t have trouble sitting or moving around. 

From afar, it did look like I was wearing a pair of silver panties. 

There was no way I could touch my clitty again. No way to pleasure it. I was already so turned on thinking about how doomed and disabled I was, after my opportunity to have one final orgasmic experience was snatched away by my Mistresses.

I lived in that room for several more days, with Clara visiting me everyday to tend to me. She updated me when her last day at the boutique came and went. For her farewell gift, her coworkers had pooled together money to buy me a new wardrobe. 

“Look how pretty you are,” Lady Kim said when she dropped me to check out one of my new outfits. It was a crop top and a yellow skirt with daisies on it. “I have to say you’re the perfect sissy.” 

Time seemed to speed away and I began feeling better and better. One day, when Clara dropped by, I kissed her feet and asked, “You never told me whether we passed the exam, Mistress.”

She beamed. “I wouldn’t be here if you didn’t, Wendy. You aced your part with flying colors.”

I bounced back and did a cheer. My breasts, which had had somewhat of a growth spurt and were now so huge I often experienced backaches, danced along with me. 

Clara inclined her head, wrapped her arms around me, and kissed. Our tits touched. Our femdom journey had not been without challenges, but we’d graced through and come out successful. 

I was so fucking proud of myself. 

“Mistress, has it been lonely without me at home?” I asked. 

Clara let go and fluffed up my wig. “Well, I haven’t been alone to be lonely.” She gestured to the door, which had been opened a crack and gave a curt nod. Andre walked in, wearing flip-flops and khakis and the tiniest T-shirt in the world, grinning at me. They kissed in front of me, tongue and all, and then he wrapped his tree arm around Clara’s shoulder and snuggled her to his chest. 

I curled my hand into a fist and bit my tongue to stop saying something I’d regret. 

“Aw, I knew you’d be happy for me, Wendy,” Clara said. “It’s not a permanent arrangement or anything, but since you agreed to permanent chastity and your clit is now smaller than a microdick, I had to get cock from somewhere, right? Andre will be servicing me with his perfectly healthy cock when I request it, and sleeping in our bedroom when I feel like it. I thought this would be the most appropriate route so I wouldn’t end up cheating on you. You’re still my wife.”

I blushed and nodded. I looked over at Andre and his grin told me he felt like the luckiest man in the world. I pictured him fucking my wife doggy-style during their lovemaking sessions, filling her beautiful pussy with fertile cum, and then holding her with his strong arms while she basked in post-orgasmic bliss. It was so romantic, and it was something I’d never be able to do for her now that I’d completed my transformation into a sissy. 

Someone knocked quietly on the door. 

I turned around and silently gasped to see Deandra on all fours peeking through the crack in the door. 

“Missstresss Yasmina will see you now,” she said haughtily. She was speaking with a lisp. 

I felt myself blanch. “Wait, what? Why?”

“It’sss for your final evaluation,” Deandra said. She coughed once and sniffed and I could suddenly see that a few of her teeth were missing. “You’ll have to follow me.” 

Clara gave me a quick kiss on my cheek. “You passed the medic exam but you didn’t forget about the final exam, did you, Wendy? This is the most important one and it’ll reflect heavily on my skills as a dominatrix. Remember, Mistress Yasmina doesn’t even evaluate the dommes because she thinks the sissies tell her more than enough.” She held onto my arm and her nails pierced painfully into my skin. Her eyes narrowed, and I could see she was being very deliberate about the pain. “Make me proud or else.” 

It was a threat. Fear flooded inside me and bile shot up my throat, which I forced down with a prickly swallow.  I wasn’t ready for this. I’d spent so many days being bedridden and doozy that I’d totally forgotten about the final. I was a fucking idiot.  

“Hope you get your ass kicked,” Andre said jovially. 

Eyes watering, I faced him and waved goodbye. Somehow I had a feeling I’d be incredibly lucky if I got off with just a kick in the ass. 

I walked behind a crawling Deandra as she huffed and puffed her way up several hallways. The School of Femdom had been much bigger than I’d realized. We reached a turn that looked familiar and Deandra told me to twist the knob of a door at the end. I breathed a sigh of relief when I saw that it was empty. It looked like it was half-classroom, half-dungeon. A projector screen was splashed across one wall, behind a teacher’s desk and a cage attached to a pulley was on the other end.

“Kneel,” Deandra ordered. 

I kneeled. Deandra exited the room, and the door closed with a loud click. 

Festering in my thoughts, I began biting my knuckles to ease some of my nerves. Several minutes later, the door squeaked open and my jaw dropped.

It was Jack. Or should I say: sissy Jackie. 

She was wearing another short dress, purple this time with a teddy bear cross-stitched on the front. The dress fell to around panty-level, where I could see his matching purple panties hugging a very clear—and very masculine—bulge. 

I gaped at her. “You weren’t castrated?”

“Huh?” she asked. It was pretty obvious she had no idea what I was talking about. 

I squinted at her. I was so confused. Why me? Why was I castrated and not her?

Recognition dawned on Jackie and she flicked a glance at the polka-dotted miniskirt I was wearing. I knew my frontal area was suspiciously smooth. She snickered. “Don’t tell me you had your nut sack cut off.”

I glared at her. “I wouldn’t be too happy, Missus. Who knows if they aren’t planning to castrate you after this?”

Jackie paled. Her lips parted to say something, but then the door swished open again, and my entire body froze. My bones trembled. I looked over at Jackie and she was as white as a ghost too.

It was Mistress Yasmina.


CHAPTER 8

Mistress Yasmina was a vision. A goddess. My lover. I felt like she’d floated in from a dream. She was sexy. She was wearing this black latex dress with red linings, black gloves that snaked up the arm, and thigh-high boots that boasted dick-crushing heels. Her glasses were perched on the tip of her nose as she surveyed us, both kneeling next to each other and just about ready to piss ourselves.

“Stand up, arms up,” she said quietly. She took the cane that was under her arm and patted it against her palm.

We both didn’t lose a single second following her command. I raised both arms into the air, the sleeveless blouse I was wearing riding up to my waist. I was so sweaty, I could smell my antiperspirant. I stared right ahead, averting my eyes from Mistress Yasmina’s face. Deandra was behind her, watching us with a keen eye. This was probably her evening entertainment.

Mistress Yasmina brushed past me, the end of her cane swiping through my chest. My nipple buds jerked up like they’d gotten zapped by electricity. Even a ghost of a touch from this powerful woman was intense. Her big breasts puffed out of her dress and they were distracting me. She smelled really good—intoxicating, almost. Like spice and ancient rosewood and pheromones. 

She raised her face up to my armpit and inhaled. I tensed. If this was one of my sex dreams she’d grab me and kiss me and peg me until I was sore. But this was a terrifying reality now. I was so scared I stunk but she made no comment, moving onto Jackie with her face in her armpit. She made a face. “You have a manly smell,” she said. Her lips pursed, she reached in and her fingertips pulled on a…wrinkly armpit hair. 

I just about died.

“Shaving is sissy skills 101,” Mistress Yasmina murmured. “Did your Mistress not teach you how to shave, girl?”

Jackie looked terrified. “She…she did, Mistress.”

She struck him on her bare pit and the skin instantly glowed red. “If she did, then you obviously didn’t learn because you’re still hairy. Bad, bad girl.”

I twitched as the cane struck Jackie’s other pit. His face was as red as a beetroot. On top of looking embarrassed, I could see his thin panties tenting in response to the pain. 

Oh no. I knew that couldn’t be good. 

Mistress Yasmina noticed the erection and gave her a wicked smile. “Are you aroused, sissy girl?”

“No, Mistress,” Jackie said at once. 

She caned him at the knees, causing Jackie to jump and swing her arms down. She lashed the cane at her arms, going on and on until she left deep red lines across her skin. I flinched with each strike, my own arms already aching but forcing myself to breathe through the pain. This was hard to watch.

“Hands up,” Mistress Yasmina repeated. “And you’ll tell me the truth or I’ll cut your clit off right now with a pair of scissors and feed it to Deandra.” Deandra gave an ugly chuckle from the back. “Are you aroused, girl?”

“I’m aroused, Mistress,” Jackie said, her arms quivering. I could only imagine how painful it could be to keep her arms raised after that.

“What do you do with aroused clitties, sissy Jackie?” Mistress Yasmina asked. Her voice had turned uncharacteristically gentle all of a sudden. She poked her clit through the panties with the cane. It continued to grow.

I wasn’t even sure if that was a trick question. I was just so grateful that the question hadn’t been directed to me—because what kind of answer were you supposed to give?

Jackie gave the question little thought. “I-I don’t know, Mistress.”

Of course I wasn’t going to be lucky for long. Mistress Yasmina turned to me with the same question, one end of her lips curled into a smirk. “What do you do with aroused clitties, sissy Wendy?”

I didn’t have much time to think. “You…you control yourself and try to bring it back down,” I said, hoping I’d impress her.

The force of her cane landed straight onto my left kneecap. I scrunched my eyes shut as she struck me again. 

Fuck me. That hurts.

“Is that how you address a Mistress?” she asked, hitting me with no signs of stopping.

My eyes were filled to the brim with tears as I kept my arms up as she inflicted her torture on my knees. “I’m so sorry, Mistress Yasmina!” I said. I was about to cry and I was scared how she’d take it. “Please forgive me, Mistress. It was an honest mistake.”

“Shut up, sissy. The correct answer is that you beat ’em,” Mistress Yasmina said, her black eyes glinting. 

She pulled Jackie’s panties down and calmly grabbed her balls and pinched the top ends between two fingers like they were chopsticks. 

“How many strokes do you think this poor clitty sack deserves, Deandra?” she asked.

Deandra fell on her butt in excitement and clapped her hands vigorously. “Fifty ssstrokes, Mistresss!” 

I caught Deandra’s eye and gave her a death stare when I was positive Mistress wasn’t looking. She ignored me. 

What a sadistic bitch, I thought. I could’ve easily knocked out a few more of her teeth if I had the chance.

Jackie went quiet. Her hands were waving like flags now, and I was scared she’d drop them any second. 

Mistress Yasmina rolled her eyes. “We don’t want the sissy to die at our premises, Deandra,” she said.

“Thirty-five ssstrokes, Mistresss!” Deandra yelled. “The cunt should be proud to be disciplined by you, Mistresss!”

“You make a point,” Mistress Yasmina said. 

She edged closer and Jackie whined as she received the abuse. Whenever her arms reflexively fell to the front to shield herself, Mistress Yasmina would just cane her arms until they were forced back up into the air again before resuming her battering of her nuts. From the half-sheathed smile on her face and the way her hips moved, it was clear Mistress Yasmina was getting off on this. 

Jackie began slobbering for some reason—I guess that was how he was processing the pain. I wanted to close my eyes but I couldn’t help but have the morbid curiosity to watch the complete disaster that was unfolding in front of me. There was something mesmerizing about seeing this latex-clad woman wielding her authority, not caring just how perverse her desires were to get off on what was just torture. There was a part of me that was jealous of the attention that Jackie was getting at my expense.

One the abuse was done, there was a weird stench in the air, and it took me several seconds to figure out that it was actually coming from Jackie’s balls, which had heated up from the beating and were now swollen and discolored.

“That’s better.” Mistress Yasmina, adjusting the bust of her dress as she admired her results. “Arms down, both of you.”

The gush of relief I felt from letting my arms thud down to my sides was indescribable.

Mistress Yasmina swirled Jackie around and glided one palm down her butt. “Is your pussy clean, sissy Jackie?” she asked. “Or is it as horribly groomed as your armpits?”

“It’s clean, Mistress Yasmina,” Jackie said quietly. 

She turned to me and barked out the same question. 

“Yes, Mistress Yasmina!” I squeaked. 

She tapped the cane in her palm, taking slow steps across the room. “Right. Let’s do a little peer assessment, shall we?” She turned and looked directly into my eyes, and I was pretty sure my heart stopped. “Jackie, give Wendy’s pussy a good taste and tell me if she’s nice and clean.”

I could smell the anxiety and sweat off of Jackie’s body as she scooted to my side and fell to her knees. I did the same and pulled my miniskirt up around my waist. Jackie helped me remove my panties and then I stretched my ass cheeks for her. 

Mistress Yasmina stood a mere inch away from my face as Jackie tentatively licked my little hole through the opening of my chastity. From where she was, Mistress couldn’t see my pussy and I was pretty disappointed about that. I wanted her to see all of me. 

“Lick it more, sissy! Don’t be shy!” Mistress’s voice rose with excitement as she gave her orders. “Get your face in there!”

The tip of Jackie’s nose was deep in my crack as he licked some more. His tongue broke through the tight ring of muscle and ventured inside. After being deprived for so long since the surgery, the sensation was way too nice and my muscles were already weakening to relax into the pleasure. It took all my self-control not to moan and move my ass around in Jackie’s face so she could get in further.

Then I felt Jackie tense. A knot formed in my stomach. Didn't I clean my pussy properly? I’d had a shower that morning. I’d been careful to rinse it twice with soap and water. Even if I was clean, would Jackie lie? He wasn’t the kind of person I’d give the benefit of the doubt…

“Tell me, sissy Jackie.” Mistress Yasmina’s voice reverberated through every bone within me as she stood, stock-still, waiting for the verdict. “Is your friend clean?”

“Wendy is clean, Mistress,” Jackie finally said, and I heaved a sigh of relief. 

Mistress gave a nod and tapped on my butt. “Your turn. Quick.”

Having someone taste my pussy had been enough of a turn-on that I didn’t find licking another sissy’s hole totally revolting. As I licked Jackie’s sweaty pussy entrance, encouraging it to dilate, I couldn’t believe what I was doing to the man that had once flirted with my wife. It was weird how people changed so quickly. 

I was anxious that Jackie hadn’t been great at grooming and that he’d get his plums beaten again—or something worse—because of me. But, thankfully, I couldn’t detect anything amiss with my tongue. 

“She’s clean, Mistress,” I said. 

“Deandra,” Mistress Yasmina said. “Are they telling the truth?”

I held my breath as Deandra slithered forward like a creature from the deep sea. She inserted two fingers into my opening and took a big, eager sniff. Then she gave it several licks before moving onto Jackie.

“She’sss lying!” Deandra said with her horrible sissy lisp.

She was pointing at me.


CHAPTER 9

I tried to protest, but Mistress Yasmina punished me. This was one time where being castrated worked in my favor—she chose to target my butt cheeks. The cane stung my skin as she brought it down again and again, that same half-hidden smile playing on her lips as my massive ass swung back and forth purely from the impact. I was terrified yet exhilarated to be punished by this heaven-sent beauty. When my ass was raw and numb, I looked back and dared to look into her. They twinkled as she held my gaze. Something told me she didn’t quite believe Deandra when she’d said I’d lied.

Without missing a beat, her actual hand reached down to touch my ass. I quivered. “Are you a cum slut, Wendy?” she asked.

My tattoo. My cheeks turned red from pride. “Yes, Mistress, I love being a cum slut.”

“What do you like about it so much?” 

“Everything,” I answered at once. “Giving myself over to a man, who’s so much more superior to me in every way, letting him use and abuse my body any way he wants to. I love when he explodes and my pussy becomes so hot and wet in an instant, or if he chooses to spurt down my throat, I’ll happily let it fester on my tongue to savor the taste before it disappears down to my belly.”

She looked at me with this amused half-smile. “Mistress Lady Kim informed me that out of all the sissies, your breasts grew the most from the cocktails. Show me your breasts, Wendy.”

I nodded and quickly got rid of my top and bra. My big hefty breasts dropped out. They were so big now they were no longer perky. Jackie’s eyes widened and Deandra’s jaw gaped open. I doubt they expected it to be so big. 

Mistress Yasmina squeezed my right breast and gently grazed a finger over my sensitive nipple. I couldn’t help but purr like a happy kitten. 

“They’re very ladylike,” she commented. “Why did you agree to the castration and permanent chastity?”

I smiled, hoping she’d keep touching my breast. “Because I knew Mistress Clara would be happy.”

“Are you that devoted to your wife?”

I nodded. “I love her, Mistress. From the bottom of my heart. She’s everything to me.”

“Hmm.” Mistress Yasmina looked like she didn’t quite believe me. “Do you love her enough to have her shit and piss on you for a week? Have you as her disgusting human toilet, effectively?”

I didn’t even blink. “Absolutely, Mistress.”

She leaned back and narrowed her eyes. Then, satisfied, she gave my breast one more squeeze. “Good girl.” She spun around to face Jackie. “Are you devoted to your wife, Jackie?”

“Yes, Mistress!” she said, and I couldn’t roll my eyes hard enough. 

“Oh really? Then why would your Mistress inform me you’ve been fucking a selection of three girls behind her back?”

Jackie’s hands flew to her mouth. “I didn’t, Mistress!”

I shook my head, wondering why she was digging herself into a deeper hole. I glanced down at his dick and his still-purple balls. I was still so confused about that. She’d evidently not agreed to the castration. 

Clara had told me that I’d passed the medic exam. That could only mean one thing. Jackie had failed. 

But then why was she still here?

“Sissy Jackie, you have a penchant for forcing yourself on women, don't you?” Mistress Yasmina asked.

It wasn’t even a question, I knew. It was a test. 

Jackie shook her head. When Mistress didn’t respond to that, she started shaking it even more vigorously.

“In fact, I have word that you’d attempted to force yourself on one of my Mistresses!” Mistress Yasmina said. Her nostrils flared. She wasn’t just angry. She was fucking livid. “You’re anything but devoted to your Mistress. You, Jackie, have failed!”

Jackie shrank back to the wall, desperately trying to tug on her dress in an attempt to cover her battered balls so they wouldn’t be targeted again. 

“So you might be wondering why I brought you in here, Jackie. You think you’re going to meet Mistress Helen after this, but sadly you’re not. In fact, this will be the last time you’ll ever see her again. She’ll be divorcing you.” She took two steps toward Jackie, who took two steps back and whimpered. “Mistress Helen was in tears worrying about what to do with a bag of trash like you. Luckily for you, I’ll be taking you under my wing as a favor for her. You, Jackie, will be my sissy. But not just any sissy. You’ll be a sissy just like dear Deandra over here.”

Mistress Yasmina summoned Deandra over and handed her something from the bust of her dress. A key. As Deandra reached up to grab it, I saw her scarred caged dicklette and full balls staring at me. She wasn’t castrated either. 

“There’s something you and Deandra have in common,” Mistress Yasmina said quietly. “Both of you think you’re better than women. Nothing gives me more pleasure than feminizing men who think they can do whatever the fuck they want to with women and get away with it.” Jackie had backed herself into a literal corner and Mistress finally reached her, her cane swinging in the air. “From today, you’ll be serving me and the other Mistresses here at the School of Femdom. No one will touch you or pleasure you, dearie, so you don’t need to look forward to that. In fact, you will be pleasure-starved except for whenever I’ll allow you and Deandra to pleasure each other with your ugly clitties.”

Deandra had unlocked her chastity device herself and was scuttling eagerly towards Jack. She quickly locked Jackie in, her bruised balls squeezed tight by the contraption. 

“Nice and tight, ssssisssy,” Deandra rasped. Jackie pinched her fingers on her nose like Deandra’s breath had stunk. 

Deandra scoffed and returned to Mistress Yasmina’s side. She petted her fondly and cooed, “It’s been a long time, hasn’t it, pet? Has it been a year? I’m sure you have a gallon of milk inside your sissy bags, don’t you?”

“Yesss Missstress,” she said, her voice trembling with excitement. 

I swallowed. What the fuck was about to happen? It was pretty clear to me that Deandra wasn’t a sissy, at least not a normal one. She was somewhat of an abomination. Not a man, but clearly far from a woman. She was a creature. A beast. 

Jackie feverishly shook her head again. “No, Mistress!” she screamed. “I want to see my wife, Mistress!”

Mistress Yasmina loaded her into the tiny fuck cage I’d seen earlier. There was just enough space for her to crouch on her knees with her head out. The cage was attached to a pulley system and it swung as Deandra lifted it up into the air. Mistress just laughed and ignored Jackie’s protests. Despite her whimpering and tears, I knew that her clitty was trying to swell at the thought of being fucked by an animal like Deandra. 

Deandra stood up on her legs and shoved her clit into Jackie’s mouth. She immediately started sucking. I swallowed down some of the hot bile that was trying to explode into my mouth. I would never want to be in Jackie’s position. 

Mistress Yasmina dusted off her latex suit and smiled at me. “Do you know why I founded The School of Femdom, Wendy?”

I shook my head. “No, Mistress.”

She motioned with the cane for me to go back to a doggy-style position. “Well, then,” she said. “I think it’s about time I tell you the whole story.”


CHAPTER 10

Mistress Yasmina sat on my back while she controlled the projector screen. The sounds of Jackie’s blowjob acted as background noise as she spoke. She was a well-built woman—maybe close to a 160 pounds, which a big butt and strong thighs—and while my own muscle power was weakening day by day, I was beyond grateful to be Mistress’s sissy chair while she spoke to me. 

The projector screen beamed up and showed us a picture of a couple. It took me a second to recognize that it was a much younger Yasmina. The man was pretty handsome, with a beard and mustache and brown, curly hair. They both had a lovely tan. 

“This was in our first year of marriage,” Mistress Yasmina said. “In our homeland. Times were tough but we were so good to each other. He was the best husband. The best lover. We were definitely in our honeymoon period.”

My back strained as I registered the emotion in her voice. She sounded nostalgic. 

Maybe he died in a terrible accident, I thought, starting to feel sorry for her. 

“When we immigrated to this country, life again seemed like a bed of roses. It was like a dream. Everything seemed like a promise and I had so much hope. But then I found out something terrible about Terry. My husband. He had urges. Sinful urges.” Mistress Yasmina began rapidly sifting through photos, showing them over the years. And even though they were both smiling in those pictures, it was obvious that it was just a façade. “Not even a year into our move, I found out that Terry was cheating on me.”

I gasped. Mistress Yasmina was rocking back and forth on my shaking back as she recollected what were obviously some very painful memories. 

“I was devastated. I couldn’t handle that. My Terry? Screwing those sluts while I was his wife? As long as I was alive I knew I’d never let him sleep with another woman. Not another single one.” Her rocking stopped and she absent-mindedly started patting my head. “My mama brought me up to be very resourceful, so I sat down one day and put my thinking cap on. I knew I had to solve this problem…my husband’s urges…but I didn’t know how. But then the answer came to me one day out of nowhere. If I could turn a man into a woman and have him satisfy my husband’s cravings, wouldn’t that be great? As long as they were slutty and feminine, I knew Terry would be satisfied. I’d save my dignity and marriage and keep him happy, all in one go. And hey, wouldn’t it be even greater if I could turn many men into women? I could keep feeding him a constant supply of pseudo-women to keep his big dick busy!”

I blinked, twisting my neck once more to stare at the man on the screen. Terry. I suddenly understood what Mistress Yasmina was getting at. I imagined him dragging me across a bed strewn with rose petals, using my body to act out his impure fantasies. Was this my life’s purpose? To serve her husband? 

“The very next day, Wendy, I founded the School of Femdom,” she said. “I made it my life’s mission to find the most feminine, sluttiest candidates who could spend their lives serving my husband. Now I have a nice stable of sissies that keep both me and Terry very happy. I’ve never been happier, in fact.”

I couldn’t hold it in any longer. 

“I love you, Mistress,” I said in a small voice. 

At first I thought she didn’t hear me. But then she stood up and crouched down, her breasts sidling into my face.

“Then you’ll let me fuck you,” she whispered. Her boobs smelled as enticing to me as freshly baked bread. She was getting horny, I could tell. “You’ll let me fuck you so hard that you won’t be able to tell up from down or left from right when morning comes. You’ll let Master Terry fuck you whenever he wants to and no matter how depraved his wishes are. You’ll let me train you through how you can be a good fuckdoll for my husband.”

“I will, Mistress,” I said, my heart racing and my ass puckering. “You can do whatever you want to me.”

A loud moan from the corner interrupted us. Deandra had her skinny arms holding the top of the cage tight as she fucked Jackie with her almost useless clit. “Yeah…yeah…yeah…” she moaned with each thrust. I was scared to see how Jackie was taking it. 

Mistress Yasmina sauntered over to the cage and tightly gripped Jackie’s chin, inclining her head towards her. She pouted when she saw Jackie’s expression. 

“Jackie, my dearie Deandra will be fucking you until you leak,” she said. “But don’t worry, after you cum from her fucking you’ll get the chance to fuck her. And I hope you’ll make it count because I don’t see you getting out of chastity for a long time.” Then she clapped her hands loudly. “Ladies!” 

The door of the classroom burst open. Striding in, arms interlocked like they were best friends, were Clara and Lady Kim. 

“There’s my pretty whore,” Clara said. She had switched out of her previous outfit and was wearing a blue latex suit with a zipper on the front. It looked like a one-piece swimsuit except it had full-length sleeves and the back showed off her butt cheeks. Shiny red lipstick adorned her lips and her hair was pulled up in a crisp ponytail. 

“Get completely naked,” Lady Kim said, coming so close to me I could smell her perfume. She had on a strapless black leather catsuit and fishnet stockings. When she turned around I could see a giant cut-out that barely showed the string in between her ass cheeks.

The view blew me away.

I had no time to even kiss their feet or say anything because my clothes were abruptly stripped off of me until I had nothing on except for my chastity belt. I felt so shy to be naked in a room with three gorgeous women clothed in leather and latex. 

A bag-like blindfold fell over my head and I yelped. Adrenaline soared within me as a scratchy rope was wrapped around my wrists. I was pushed back onto a low platform and my legs were forced upward before my thighs and shins were also tied together. I couldn’t extend my legs now even if I tried. 

I could suddenly smell all three of them. Such an intoxicating mélange of perfumes, natural scents, body sweat, and invisible pheromones. So…feminine. So overpowering. I was drunk already. A human woman could be so dang powerful, but three of them? 

Fuck it. There are no words. 

They were hovering over me, laughing and prodding my body. Someone pinched both my nipples with bare fingers. I whimpered. 

“Look at that butt ugly clitty,” Clara was saying. “She thought she could win me over by castrating herself!” There was a chorus of laughter. “I can’t believe she’s that pathetic! She can try and try all she wants but she’s never going to be a woman.” Something sharp poked my thigh. A heel? “You hear that, Wendy baby? You’re not a woman. So don’t even think that for a second, sissy.” 

I groaned. She might as well have slapped me in the face. 

“Feeling helpless yet, Wendy baby?” Clara said, and then the blindfold slid off. 

All three of my Mistresses were sporting giant strap-on cocks.

I tried to wriggle out of the ropes. I wasn’t sure why I did that—maybe it was a reflex, or maybe I wanted to prove to myself there was no way out of this. Or maybe I needed them to show me how much they wanted to use me. Mistress Yasmina spat on me and gripped my chin, forcing my head up so I could look at her.

“You better not try that, sissy Wendy,” she murmured, her black lipstick twisting as she jeered at me. “You think you can get away? You’re not strong enough to fight all three of us. Poor dearie. You look so pale.” She squeezed my cheeks so hard I felt my teeth could crack. And then she let go, only to shove her cock into my mouth.

“I want to see you suck this like your life depends on it,” she said. “Get her hands out of the way!”

She removed her cock for an instant, only to allow Clara to propel my tied arms back behind my head and out of the way. She held onto my arms so I wouldn’t struggle as Mistress Yasmina went back to abusing my mouth. 

“My husband is extremely well-endowed, Wendy,” she said as she fucked my mouth. “And he has an insatiable appetite. I want you to show me exactly how you’d suck his penis and get him ready to fuck you.”

With my arms pinned down by Clara, I tried to do my best, widening my jaw as much as I could, but apparently it still wasn’t enough. “Worship the cock, whore!” Mistress Yasmina roared and Clara slapped me again and again until I opened my mouth even wider. 

Mistress Yasmina buried her dildo deep inside and I started gagging. God, I wanted her to use me so badly. I wanted her to use me like a ragdoll and then throw me away like I was garbage. My spit flowed down my face but I took it like a champ, desperate to prove to her I was an obedient whore. 

Something tickled my thighs. Oh shit. It was Lady Kim gearing up to fuck me. I spun my hips this way and that, but she had way more strength than any puny sissy. She spread my thighs and used her fists and body weight to keep them apart, exposing the edges of my crack and my tight fuckhole. Her cock pierced through my opening and before I knew it, I felt my passage swaddle its girth, filling me with that euphoric sense of fullness. 

Lady Kim stretched me and then they took turns, laughing about how poorly I was taking it. I squirmed as Lady Kim bumped the dildo that had just been in my ass into my mouth. I wanted more than anything for someone to touch my clit, but of course I was being denied that. I was being denied a lot of things. My womanhood. My comfort. The means to defend myself. 

My dignity.

“Hold still you git,” Mistress Yasmina rasped while her cock was digging into my depths. “Let me fuck your sweet little pussy. Oh, you’re so tight, girl.” Her pole was massaging my g-spot and I just couldn’t bear it. “Oh I know you like that. You act like you don’t but you’re craving this aren’t you, my little cum slut? Craving my big cock up your tight little pussy, making you so wet you have no choice but to squirt.”

As if to punctuate what was being said, she swished her cock out, and I sobbed as the overwhelming emptiness dominated my senses. Something thin and sharp entered me instead, and I cried out in pain.  

Oh fuck! Was she fucking me with her…cane?

She was. It shoveled its way through my passage, and Mistress Yasmina started rolling it in and out, her juicy breasts bobbing as she concentrated on the motion. “Mmm, which do you prefer, sissy Wendy? A cane or a cock?” 

Her cane was turning me on more than it should. But I didn’t want to admit this to her. 

I tried to say “your cock, Mistress” but Clara, who was having a go at my mouth, stuffed my throat with the head of her cock. “Aaaaah, there you go. Beautiful!” she said as I started gagging again. “I love to see a sissy gag.” She retreated and rubbed her cock tip all over my lips, smearing me with my own saliva. 

It hit me then that Mistress Yasmina didn’t really care for an answer. She was going to do whatever the hell she wanted to me, whether I liked it or not. 

I cried. Ugly cried. Even though I was loving every second of it. 

Never had I experienced someone to want me that badly. I was special to all three of them but also worthless at the same time. 

“Don’t hide those breasts, Wendy,” Lady Kim murmured by my side, wiping away some of my tears with her soft, slightly chilled fingers. Every touch of hers was still like electricity that shocked me into a trance. Her blue hair fell onto my cheek, soaking up some of my tears. “Let me see your breasts. Let us all see your breasts. A lot of work went into them, you know.” She bent down and kissed them, then took a nipple in between her teeth and started playfully tugging it. Then she started licking them, moaning. “Mmm. They’re so huge. Wendy, oh…your sissy breasts make me so hard for you.”

I choked out a moan.

“Look how your boobs are bouncing, baby,” Clara said excitedly. “Can you bounce them more for us? Show us how feminine you are! Prove to us you’re a sissy girl! Prove to us you’re not a man! 

That was when I really got into it. I stopped struggling and let go. As Mistress Yasmina fucked me like a bitch in heat, this time with her cock, I let my breasts jounce as much as they could.

“Can you blame us?” Lady Kim asked softly in between more kisses on my nipples. “It’s not our fault we can’t help but put our hands all over you. You’re too pretty for your own good now. You better get used to all the attention you’re going to get.”

She must have seen the confused look on my face, because she stopped cuddling my breasts, licked her lips, and sank further down to whisper into my ear. 

“You’ll be pimped out, Wendy. By your Mistress. You’ll have many clients, but your main and most important client will be Master Terry. The life of a prostitute isn’t an easy one, especially for a sissy like you. You’ll just have to get used to all kinds of people using you. Crazy men. Ugly men. Fat men. Sweaty men. Grandpas. Just men in general. But I know you’re up for the challenge, and you’ll be a great sissy whore. You’ll make us proud.”

My heart skipped a beat. From the corner of my eye, I saw Deandra was still humping Jackie, who was looking pretty forlorn in her cage. I guessed she still hadn’t cum. I was so glad I escaped that fate. Jackie and Deandra could only fuck sissies for the rest of their lives. But me? I’d get to have fun with real men. 

I was just so grateful. 

I just began whispering “I love you, I love you, I love you” like a chant until they all just laughed at me again. At that point I wasn't sure whether any of them loved me back.

Pain, happiness, and pleasure blurred together as they proceeded to pummel me mercilessly, their desires unrestrained. How long did it go for? Thirty minutes? An hour? Two hours? I had no idea. I just knew they didn’t care about my needs as long as they all had their orgasms. 

But what was more shocking was that I didn’t care to cum. Maybe it was because I was a sissy eunuch—I don’t know. My thoughts went back to the night my neighbor fucked me at the drive-in theater. That delicious feeling of having someone use and degrade you to get what they wanted, no matter the cost. It was so exhilarating. 

The fact that three beautiful Mistresses I loved were ganging me and writing out my future? This was a high bigger than better than any orgasm my body could give me. 

I didn’t need to cum. 

As long as I served my Mistresses well, that was all that mattered. 


EPILOGUE

Master Terry hit me on my hips while he viciously while he fucked me. His thick, furry balls slapped against the top of my thighs as he slammed into me with increasing fury. He was maybe 200 pounds of pure muscle and had the stamina of a racehorse. 

“Tight-ass bitch,” he growled. “Beg me to get you pregnant.”

“Oh, Master! Taint me with your seed,” I moaned. “I’m begging you to give me a child, Master. Please fill me with your fertile seed.”

“I’ll make you have nine of my children in a row,” Master Terry muttered. “Pregnant 24/7 and barely able to walk while I fuck you to keep you that way. You’ll be nothing but my breeding vessel.” He pushed me onto my back and pulled at the chains attached to my nipple clamps. I groaned in pain. “Tell me who owns this filthy pussy.”

“You do, Master! You own all of me!”

Master Terry really was insatiable. I always had two energy drinks before meeting him so I could physically last the entire time he was ravaged with his urges. An average session with him lasted three hours, but for the most part, he tipped me well. 

When our session was over, I hobbled out to the Bentley parked across the driveway. My hair—my real hair, now grown out to my shoulders—was practically a mop, drenched with sweat. It had been a tireless day working as a sissy whore. I’d even blown a cop in a backwoods alley. Those were always risky, but the insane adrenaline rush, in addition to the money, made it well worth it. 

On the ride home, Clara and I discussed how our day had gone, and whether we’d had any interesting clients. Yes, she had clients too. After she’d graduated from the School of Femdom, Mistress Yasmina had offered her a job as a dominatrix. Of course Clara had accepted the offer, and she now had her dream job and was making a truckload of money every month.    

Back home, my sissy pussy was so sore but it was now a feeling I was used to. A feeling I craved, even.

After I helped her with her bath, Clara took out her strap-on cock and smirked at me.

We hadn’t been intimate for a long time because Andre fucked her well enough that she didn’t really need me most times. He spent a couple of nights every week at our house, sleeping on my bed while I slept on the carpet next to him. He satisfied Clara’s masculine fantasies and if she was in a particularly good mood, she’d let him get frisky with me too. But those moments were pretty rare.

“What about Andre, Mistress?” I asked. 

“Fuck Andre,” Clara said. “Sometimes I just need to fuck a good sissy. I want to take you on when you’re all used and dirty like that. You’re not tired, are you?”

Tired? After fucking fourteen clients that day?

“Hell no, Mistress,” I said.

I sighed as I got rid of my panties and spread my plump ass cheeks for her to penetrate me. As her weight descended on me and we started making love, I felt like the luckiest sissy in the world to have such an amazing dominatrix wife. 


THE END

Thank you for reading!

Lots of love, Rae
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