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PART 1:
CAGED


CHAPTER 1


 


I’ve been married
to my sexy wife, Clara, for seven years. For our seventh wedding anniversary, I
enrolled her in a femdom training course. It was probably every husband’s
dream—definitely my
dream—and the days leading up to the training were hands down the most excited
I’d been in a while. I couldn’t wait to see what it
would be like for her to take charge in the bedroom, sporting a leather whip
and spanking me like I’ve been her naughty little boy.  


I love my wife.
She’s thirty-two and drop-dead gorgeous. She’s
petite—only about 5’1”—but made of curves. She’s got a tight, sexy ass, massive
tits, and soft lips that could tempt you from a mile away. Her dark hair, which
she often wears in a bun or a sexy ponytail, falls down to her waist. She also
has beautiful feet that always happen to smell of oranges for some reason.
Delicious! When I first started dating her, I knew right away that she was out
of my league, so I knew I’d either marry her, or die trying. Luckily, the first
option worked out. 


Clara is wonderful
in the bedroom, and we have good sex regularly—even great sex. But here’s the thing. She’s very vanilla. Her idea of a wild time is me
covering her in chocolate and licking it off her pretty inner thighs. She’s a
little too sweet, while I have a very dirty mind. 


For years, I’ve been plagued by the fantasy of having a woman dominate me. I
come from a very strict family who believed in authoritarian parenting, and
that was probably where the first seed of desire was planted. My fantasy was to
be at the mercy of a beautiful woman who knew her worth and wasn’t afraid to
show it. I wanted to be terrified of her presence. I wanted her to claim my
body and use me as a toy to serve her own depraved pleasures. And I wanted her
to taunt me, humiliate me, punish me, and tell me how fucking lucky I was to
have her—the reality being I don’t even deserve to be married to a goddess like
her.  


As hot as those
fantasies were, by the time I was in college, I’d
figured out there simply weren’t a lot of women who were into the same thing.
Most women were submissive and craved a guy who could throw them around in bed
and growl nasty words into their ear. Being a submissive guy was like the
furthest thing away from being attractive, so I had to adapt. I cruised through
those years by putting on a mask—the mask of normalcy and convention. No
surprises here! But without a way to quench my buried fantasies, they only got
stronger.


Back to the
femdom training course. Oddly enough, I found the classes on accident. Clara
had told me to clean out our mailbox for the longest time, and that Saturday
morning, I was finally getting to it. While sorting out all the junk mail I
came across a mysterious envelope—sealed with a literal lipstick kiss—that was
addressed to my name. I opened it and found a letter that was written by a
woman who called herself Mistress Yasmina and her assistant, Lady Kim. 


The letter said
that due to popular demand, Mistress Yasmina was opening up her beginner femdom
training courses for a limited time, for women who wished to indulge in their
kinky fantasies of controlling a man. Each course was a series of small group
classes or workshops led by Mistress Yasmina herself, who professed to hail
from the lands of Arabia and had the ‘femdom lifestyle’
running in her blood. 


Amused, I
glanced through the list of courses and found one titled ‘Husband Training’. The tagline read: ‘Whip
your husband into submission and make him your personal bitch in no time!’. I’m not going to lie, I felt a delicious tingle start at the top
of my head and end at my tippy-toes as I read that. I stared at the photo of
Mistress Yasmina splashed across the back of the letter. She was an older
woman, very busty, with a stern-looking face. Black lipstick outlined the shape
of her lips, which were on the thinner side but had the effect of making her
look like a strict librarian. Her jet-black hair was coiffed around her face in
smooth, perfect curls.  


Could this
even be real? Surely it had to be some kind of scam?


The timing was
almost too good to be true. Clara and I were just days away from celebrating
our anniversary, and she’d asked me if I wanted
anything special. Nothing had come to my head at the time, so I’d left the
request open-ended until now. 


Could I…maybe…just maybe…ask her if she’d be interested in joining a class
like this? For me?


I ran to my
laptop and booted it up, feeling like I’d just learned
that Willy Wonka had opened up his chocolate factory for one last time. My
fingers were trembling as I keyed in the website printed on the letter. I spent
around an hour on Mistress Yasmina’s site, digging through every link, studying
every photo posted, and reviewing the ‘About me’ page. By the end of it, I was
convinced the whole thing was legit. 


Mistress Yasmina
was the real fucking deal.


There was a
number listed on the bottom of the screen. I punched the number into my phone,
and a woman answered. 


“School of
Femdom, Lady Kim here,” she said in a honey-sweet voice. “How may I help you?”


I’d seen Lady Kim’s pictures up on the website. She was gorgeous. She
had wispy ice-blue hair with bangs that fluttered around her dark eyes and a
figure you could get drunk on if you stared at it too much. Knowing what she
looked like made me freeze in my tracks, and I took an agonizing minute to recover.
“Uh, I’m interested in enrolling someone into your Husband Training program?” I
said once I found my voice.


“Would that be
yourself or…?” 


“My wife,” I
said. I wasn’t sure why but suddenly I felt very sheepish saying that. It was
like I’d let loose this big secret, and this red-hot mistress was going to
judge me for it. 


But Lady Kim
didn’t miss a beat. “No problem,” she said. “Let me
send you the registration form. Classes start on Saturday, January 29th, and
will be $200 each, for two hours, billed in advance. We actually only have one
spot available. I can reserve your spot for now, but I recommend sending
through a completed form tonight if you’d like not to lose your place. How does
that sound?”


I bristled a
little at the cost. The course would be five classes in total, meaning I’d be a thousand dollars poorer—plus tax—once Clara was through with
it. I guess the million-dollar question was: how much did I want this? What
would a course like this actually be worth? 


How about: priceless?



“Sounds good!” I
said, my stomach beginning to flutter with excited butterflies. “I’ll be sure
to send the form through tonight.”















 


CHAPTER 2


 


By the time Clara came home that Saturday
after running errands all day, my heart had been beating like an out-of-control
racehorse and I was feeling a little feverish. After decades of holding
everything in, I was finally about to tell someone special about my darkest
submissive fantasies. 


I wasn’t even sure how Clara was going to react. I’d spent so long hiding
my real self that I’d gotten dangerously good at acting like I loved dominating
her in bed, so I was pretty sure she’d find the news at least slightly
shocking. But…would she laugh at me? Make fun of me? My worst fear was that she
would somehow think less of me, and leave me for a better guy. 


Of course, even
if she was okay with my confession, there was no guarantee she’d be up to attending a whole five-week femdom course. Even though
it would be a really big
deal for me, and I’d love her to death for it, it
wasn’t like I could force her into doing something she wasn’t interested in. 


Once she’d had a shower and settled in, I sat her down on our living room
couch and sat shaking next to her. I’d worked myself up so much I felt like I
was about to throw up. 


She instantly
noticed something was wrong. “What’s up?” she asked. 


“Uh…remember how
you asked if I wanted anything for our anniversary?” I said. 


She laughed,
then took in my confused face and leaned in to pinch my cheek. “Wesley, calm down! You’ve gone purple. You look like you’re about
to burst. What’s going on?”


“I signed you up
for a sex class.”


The words
tumbled out before I could even blink.


Clara’s eyebrow shot up. “A sex class?” she said scathingly. “I’ve had
plenty of sex ed, thanks so much.”


I wanted to kick
myself. It was just like me to deliver the news in the most unromantic way
possible. 


“That’s not what
I meant,” I said quickly. “I meant a sexy class. It’s uh…” I took a deep breath.
“I’ve been meaning to tell you this for the longest time. I’ve been dreaming
about you dominating me. It makes me hot just thinking about it.”  


“Me? Dominating you?” She looked a little skeptical, waving her hands over her small
body, and then turning to me. All six feet three inches and 196 pounds of me. 


“Yes, you,” I
said solemnly. “I know I’m kind of springing this on you out of nowhere. But
the truth is I’ve been having these fantasies for a while. You claiming me. My
body. Making me worship you. Making me do whatever you want, whenever you want.
It’s all so sexy.” I felt hot and was sure my cheeks were blotched pink. 


She brushed
aside a lock of dark hair that had fallen onto her face and crossed her arms. “Okay…” she said slowly. “So what about this class?”


“Oh yeah.” I
nodded like I’d just remembered about it. “Nothing’s confirmed yet, because I
wanted to know how you felt about it first. It’s a femdom course, done by the
School of Femdom.”


“Femdom?” she
repeated. “Sounds scary.”


“It’s really
not,” I said. “Femdom just stands for female domination.”


I told her about
the letter I received from Mistress Yasmina and all about the five-week course.
As her expression slowly shifted from slightly weirded-out to curious, I felt
like I’d done a good job of explaining it to her. 


“Oh cool,” she
said finally, and I had to fight the urge to lift her up in my arms and shower
her with kisses. “Will you come along with me?”


“It’s just for
the women, unfortunately,” I said, shaking my head. “But we’ll both be the ones
reaping the rewards.”


When I said
that, Clara’s face morphed into something that startled
me. She looked…disappointed. No, not in me. It was like she was disappointed
with herself. 


Her brows
furrowed together and her hand reached out to graze my thigh. “Wesley, do you think something’s missing in the bedroom?” she
asked. “Aren’t you satisfied?”


That killed me
right there. How could my wife be so sweet? I honestly didn’t deserve her. There was no way I could be honest with her and let
her know that yes, I’d been kind of disgruntled with our sex life all along. I
felt terrible for misleading her, making her think I was someone else this
whole time. But all of it was my fault. For locking things away until it got to
this point. 


So I took my
hands in hers and leaned in for a kiss. “I fucking love
you, Clara,” I said. “And I’d love you whether or not you choose to enroll in
this course for me. It’s just a kink, to be honest. Something to spice things
up for our anniversary.” Okay, maybe I was slightly understating things
there, but I didn’t want to scare her by saying this was just my biggest sexual
wish. Of all time. 


To my utter
surprise, Clara’s face broke into a warm smile. “Oh,
fine. I’ll do it. After seven years I guess we can afford to switch things up a
bit.” She squeezed my hand. “I can tell it took you a lot of guts to tell me
this. It’s so cute. You know you can tell me anything, right?”


“For sure,” I
said. I was so happy I hugged her. “Come on. Let me show you the website. Then
we can fill out the form together.”


As we walked
back to the bedroom, where my laptop was, I was feeling euphoric. I couldn’t believe she’d agreed to do it! For me! I just had a small pang of
regret gnawing inside me for holding it in for so long. Who knows what my life
would have been like if I’d told her about this years earlier?


Well, better
late than never! I thought.


***


As I counted
down the days to the course, my excitement grew steadily. Our anniversary came
and went on Wednesday. I’d booked a spa session for
Clara, so she could have a long evening of pampering after work. She said it
the most relaxing massage she’d ever had. We ended the day with a romantic
dinner at our favorite seafood restaurant, then went home and made love twice.
I’d been pretty distracted lately, but this time—shockingly—I was also
distracted during sex. While we fucked, I couldn’t stop thinking about her
spanking me, or making me lick her sweaty foot at the end of the day. 


On Thursday, I
was nervous and ecstatic and horny all at the same time. I wondered about what
might actually happen once Clara got through the course. Would my sweet, sugary
vanilla wife really change into a strict, sensuous mistress? 


A man could only
hope. 


Then, the
morning before the first session, an email popped up on Clara’s inbox. It was from Lady Kim. 


Dear Clara,


Mistress
Yasmina invites all spouses to attend the introductory session on the first day
of the course, should they wish to attend. This is an excellent way to help you
feel comfortable on your first day, in addition to getting you and your husband
warmed up and oriented to new couple dynamics. 


“You’re coming
with me!” Clara insisted, even though there didn’t need to be any pushing on
her part. 


The day finally
arrived. I watched Clara spend an hour getting ready, putting on a floral dress
and a silk scarf before snapping on a pair of gold hoop earrings. I was always
weirdly turned on by the sight of women putting on earrings, clutching their
petal-soft lobes as they pierced it with a piece of jewelry, and that day was
no exception. Clara looked amazing.  


We drove to the
address listed on the letter. Mistress Yasmina’s school
turned out to be located inside an unimposing, dreary-looking building with an
almost empty parking lot. It could’ve easily been the home of a motel or a row
of sketchy massage parlors. But inside, the place was stylish and spotless.
Mirrors flanked the walls, and hazy lighting made everything look mysterious
and inviting.  


A woman—she
definitely wasn’t Lady Kim—took our attendance. Then we
were taken through one of the many doorways that were covered by red velvet
curtains. We walked through a corridor and ended up in a windowless classroom. 


I stood next to
Clara and took it all in, my pulse throbbing in my ears. The decor was
hypnotizing, and the room seemed to be filled with an unspoken history of
sexual tension. A teacher’s desk with an apple on top
was placed to one side, and a huge chalkboard adorned one wall, featuring the
spellings of…French verb conjugations, by the looks of it. World maps hung
across the other walls. The students’ desks had been cleared to the back to
make space for a circle of chairs. I counted them. Five chairs. Mistress Yasmina likes her groups small, I thought. 


More couples
breezed in, accompanied by the same woman who took our attendance. They all
glanced around their new surroundings. The wives were noticeably excited, but
there were some pretty nervous-looking husbands. As even more attendees began
to congregate in the room, it slowly dawned on me that there simply weren’t enough chairs for all of us. 


“Now that all of
us are here…” the attendance lady drawled. “The wives can take a seat.”


Clara gave me a
look and went over to the chairs. 


“Husbands! You
may kneel next to your precious wives.”


Nervous giggles
broke through our small group. My heart started pounding as I saw one of the
men reach forward to his seated wife, a curvy woman in her fifties or so, kneel
down to the left of her, and give her a kiss on her hand. The wife beamed. 


This all
feels like I’m back in school, I thought, a small sliver of excitement flowing through me. And
I’m already being punished for not turning in my
homework…















 


CHAPTER 3


 


I knelt down to the left of Clara, and she
laughed at me. 


“Hey shortie,”
she giggled. 


I went red.
Damn, the way she said that was so hot. My cock was already rustling inside my
jeans. I could already imagine her in tight black latex, holding a riding crop
as she ordered me to bend over. 


My legs were
already bordering on pins and needles when I heard the door swoosh open and
Mistress Yasmina stepped in with Lady Kim by her side. I’m not going to lie—I was a little starstruck. She was wearing this
glossy red cape thing that Lady Kim pulled back with a sexy flourish to reveal
her outfit. My eyes almost rolled out of their sockets. She was wearing a black
studded bodysuit that was intentionally ripped all the way from her underarms
to her booted feet and held together by steel rings. The long, narrow strip of
skin she showed off was mesmerizing.


I even heard
Clara mutter a ‘wow’ under her breath.


It was Lady Kim
who spoke first. “Welcome, everybody.” Her gaze swept
around the classroom, and then she caught my eye. I melted.


Lady Kim was
easily one of the most beautiful women I’ve ever seen.


Mistress Yasmina
stepped further into our circle, and that was when I saw the silver chain
trailing from her hand to…a human on the floor crawling
behind her. Collared and nearly naked, he wore crotchless panties, a white lace
garter belt, and a pink ribbon in his hair. A silver padlock was emerging
lewdly out of his empty crotch area. I squinted to see that his penis was
wrapped in a stainless steel cage. 


Mistress Yasmina
pressed her hand into the shoulder of one of the kneeling husbands. “Back straight!” she lashed out and almost everyone flinched.
Surprisingly, her voice wasn’t sharp at all, or loud—it was like it was made up
of a thousand hushed whispers, so that when she spoke the words ghosted over
you and made your skin tingle.


“S-sorry,” the
man muttered, his face flushing red as he adjusted his posture. 


“Welcome,” she
finally said to the group, a small smile spreading across her face. “I’m
Mistress Yasmina. And this is my little sissy slave and helper, Deandra. Say
hi, sweetie.” 


The man, on all
fours, whispered out a ‘hi’. I noticed his limbs were
trembling like he was terrified. He crawled gracelessly to the middle of our
circle and arched his back, onto which Mistress Yasmina perched her ass down
like he was a perfectly steady stool. He grunted under the pressure, but was
otherwise quiet. I noticed Lady Kim sat at the edge of the teacher’s desk,
looking about attentively at the audience. 


“I always like
to start our first days by underscoring what my Husband Training course is all
about.” I don’t think anyone even dared to blink as Mistress Yasmina continued
to speak from her seat on her sub’s back. “The fact is that the training is
about one thing and one thing only: ultimate discipline. Wives…dominas in
training…imagine a marriage in which you—and solely you—are in charge. Wouldn’t
that be a perfect marriage? If your pathetic husband can be disciplined, he’ll
be there to do whatever you wish. In fact, he might go so far as to break his
back to serve you, his
Goddess. Imagine that! No more crummy, inattentive, selfish men! No more
housework or cleaning! No more lackluster sex—you get to decide when and
where and who you fuck!” 


Excited murmurs
began rippling through the female audience, and the hair on the back of my neck
stood up. I was pretty sure I wasn’t the only man in the room that was getting
a little scared. I was prepared to be disciplined, yes—whipped and spanked and
trampled on—but I definitely wasn’t planning to let my wife sleep around with
whoever she wanted…


Someone
whimpered like a lost kitten. I whipped around to the direction of the sound to
see the sissy, Deandra, looking a little troubled. He was mewing. Mistress
Yasmina paused her introductions to coo into his face and pet his tush. She
inserted her thumb through his lips and he began sucking it. He gave a
contented sigh and closed his eyes, becoming silent once more except for the
thwock thwock thwock of his sucking. 


What a weird
relationship, I thought.


“Now what was I
saying?” Mistress Yasmina continued. “Oh yes. Men are a lot like children—they need to be
disciplined. They need to be told stories to excite and titillate them. And if
they’ve been good, they will insist on a good reward.”
Her gaze raked through the small circle, fixing her eyes on each attendee. When
they rested on me, my stomach clenched. I shifted my gaze to the floor.
Somehow, looking into her eyes was scaring the shit out of me. 


“Now, I’d like
to illustrate this basic mechanism in the male brain,” she said. “Any
volunteers?”


There was a
short silence. My pits were suddenly wet. I hoped this wasn’t one of those
moments where no one volunteered, so the teacher was forced to pick on someone.
I definitely didn’t want to subject myself to any kind
of public humiliation. 


Thankfully, one
of the wives tentatively put her hand up. She was pretty, with short curly
blonde hair, and was about the same age as Clara. Her husband, though, was a
little on the pudgier side. 


“And you are…?”
Mistress Yasmina asked.


The woman
cleared her throat. “I’m Sara,” she said. 


“Sara, please
put this blindfold on your husband. Lady Kim will be there to help you.” 


The woman was
handed a black scarf, which she tied around her kneeling husband. Lady Kim
assisted in tightening the knot. The husband swallowed audibly, and I could see
his Adam’s apple jump up and down. 


“Next, we’ll
cuff his hands behind his back,” Mistress Yasmina said matter-of-factly,
pulling out a set of handcuffs seemingly out of nowhere.


Once the guy was
cuffed, she asked him to stand up. 


“Now, Sara,
please unbutton and unzip his pants,” she said. 
















CHAPTER 4


 


My breath caught in my throat. I was pretty
nervous for him. 


“It’s all right,
husband,” Mistress Yasmina coaxed. “There’s no need to be shy or embarrassed.
We all know that men have little peepees.”


Within seconds,
the guy was standing there proudly with his penis out, which was laughably
small compared to his body size and a little red. 


I gulped. I
wished I had his confidence. 


There was
another thorny silence, but then his wife let out a loud giggle. Another woman
joined in, and by then everyone else was laughing. The guy reddened. I watched
as his tiny penis rose up at the attention. 


“At this state,
your husband’s already in your power,” Mistress Yasmina said. “Do you feel it?
The power you have?”


Wide-eyed, Sara
nodded. 


“Good. To really
feel it, try tickling his testicles,” Mistress Yasmina said. “Only the
testicles. Remember, you’re completely in charge now.”


Sara’s right hand reached up and cupped his hefty balls. She smiled and
began to trace the skin with her fingertips, tapping them slowly. Her left hand
then joined in to give the balls a light-hearted yet torturously slow scratch.
Her husband groaned, and his cock twitched. 


“He’s not a
grower, that’s for sure,” Mistress Yasmina said dryly. I would’ve died
then and there if someone had said something like that about me in public. “Now
stop. Let’s check in. How do you feel, husband?”


“Amazing…” he grunted.
Then, after a beat: “I want more.”


Mistress Yasmina
smiled. “Sara, why don’t you give the munchkin’s
testicles a good squeeze? See how he likes it.”


Sara did as
instructed, though she seemed unsure of herself this time.


“Don’t think
about it too much,” Mistress Yasmina said. “You’re in charge here. Just
squeeze. No rubbing. Just teasing. Just the testicles.”


“Oh my god,” I
whispered under my breath. 


I wasn’t even the one being teased, but the second-hand arousal was
causing my cock to swell and harden. I shifted my knees uncomfortably, hoping
to air things out, then placed my hands at my crotch in case anyone could see
my embarrassing erection.


“Now
squeeze them even harder. Don’t even think about it. Remember, no rubbing. Just
teasing,” Mistress Yasmina called out from the center of the circle.
“Feel the power.” 


Sara, now
seemingly enjoying the exercise a whole lot, did as instructed. I watched as a
string of precum shot out from her husband’s heaving
red tip and leaked straight onto the floor.


“Don’t let
him climax,” Mistress Yasmina cooed. “And no
touching the penis.” 


I glanced at
Clara. She was watching the couple intently while a small blush crept up her
cheek. 


Was she enjoying
this? Was she learning? Was she imagining trying it out on me? 


Did she wish it
was her in that seat, teasing me so mercilessly? 


Clara turned
around suddenly and our eyes met. She was smirking. 


Goddamnit.
She was loving it.


I found myself
getting hard all over again. 


Mistress Yasmina’s voice cut through my sexy thoughts. “How do you feel?” she asked
the husband.


The blindfolded
guy swore as his wife pinched his balls for the millionth time, completely
ignoring his small, engorged cock. He sucked in a breath to answer Mistress
Yasmina, but it sounded like he was gasping. “I…jerk me off.
Please.”


Mistress Yasmina
sighed. It was a deep, satisfied sigh. “Ladies, this is
what I like to call the golden zone,” she said. “At this point, your husband
will be prepared to do anything to achieve the blissful promise of an orgasm.
Anything! Pleasing you. Making you a nice meal with all your favorite dishes.
Even taking out the trash. The key to ultimate discipline is ensuring you can
keep your husband in this zone—sexually tortured, but knowing a reward is right
around the corner so that he goes through life blind but at your service.” 


She rose
suddenly from her makeshift human stool. Deandra groaned and returned to a
kneeling position beside her. “Let him have his
orgasm…” she instructed. “But only if you feel like it.”


Sara looked
indecisive for a second but then her fingers reached out to tickle the bulb of
his foreskin. Her husband moaned, his hips jerking forward into the
stimulation. But then, just as quickly, her hand retreated. 


“Don’t worry,
Craig, I’ll sort that out as soon as I come home,” she whispered with a look of
pure seduction on her face as she pulled up his underwear and pants.


The helplessness
on Craig’s face was palpable even with the blindfold
still on.


Mistress Yasmina
smiled and clapped her hands. “Well done, Sara.
Husbands! It’s time for you all to go home so I can get started.” 


While I stood up
and unflexed my knees, the door flapped open again. A man, naked from the waist
up and ushered in by Lady Kim, sauntered inside. The guy is completely
ripped—from head to toe. I swear I could hear smacking noises from the thirsty
women in the room. 


“Everyone, this
is Andre,” Lady Kim announced. “He’ll be our sub volunteer for today. Isn’t he
juicy?”


I saw Clara’s body tense as she took him in—his massive shoulders, ripped
thighs, and skin, bronzed like a Roman god, and my stomach did this flip-flop.
I wasn’t too sure whether I liked the way she was looking at the guy.


Well, at
least she’s got some eye candy for the rest of
the day. Deandra certainly wasn’t cutting it. 


She caught me staring
at her and winked. “Bye, and be sure to shovel the
driveway.”


“Sure, honey,” I
said, giving her a quick kiss on the cheek before I left. 


Lady Kim was
standing right outside the corridor, making small talk with some of the
attendees. I took a moment to secretly enjoy her body—this was probably the
last time I’d get to see in the flesh, after all. She
was wearing a latex crop top with a pretty low neckline and a miniskirt, and
that ice-blue hair of hers made her look heavenly. Suddenly I felt like a kid
again, starting to form my first addicting crush. 


I would’ve loved to
let my snake roam free in her garden…


Subtly licking
my lips, I sauntered past her, trying to walk like Andre.


“Hey, you’re
Wesley, right?” 


I swung around,
forcing myself not to look shocked. Lady Kim was flashing her honey-sweet smile
my way, smoothing down her miniskirt with a gloved hand.


“Uh, yeah,” I
grunted. “How did you know?”


Her eyes
sparkled as she took a couple steps toward me. “Just
guessed,” she said. “You have a beautiful wife. You wanted her to get trained,
huh?”


All the earlier
embarrassment I felt that day on the phone flooded right back into me. I wasn’t sure what it was, but Lady Kim had a way of making me feel
exactly like a virgin. A greasy virgin. I just stared at her, dumbfounded,
trying not to let all my cool drip out of me.  


“It’s…it’s been
a fantasy of mine,” I croaked out. 


“Well, you’ve
certainly come to the right place,” she said. “She’s in good hands and I’m sure
you’ll be very pleased with the outcome.” Her eyes trailed down to my crotch,
and then, just as quickly, she met my gaze again and smiled seductively. “Until
we meet again,” she said, and she held out her hand.


That was the
moment my brain froze over and all thinking ceased. I took her hand and kissed
it. Kissed it. I knew it was the wrong thing to do when I let her hand
go and shuffled my shoulders back up. 


She wanted a handshake.
Good lord. 


I was way too
scared to look at her again, but I saw out of the corner of my eyes that she
still had that sexy, businesslike smile on. 


“A perfect
gentleman,” she said. “Your wife is a very lucky man.”


I grunted again
and walked out of the building, got into the car, and literally kicked myself. 


Until we meet
again? 


There was no way
I would embarrass myself further by coming to this place again. 















 


CHAPTER 5


 


Back home—no surprise there—I was totally
distracted. I knew I had to shovel the driveway, but after the terrible social
faux-pas I’d subjected myself to, I needed a little
break. 


I lay in bed
browsing mindlessly on my phone, then headed over to my favorite erotica
website to read a bunch of stories. They were a little short but very titillating.
Before I knew it, I’d tapped open a brand-new tab and was vegging out to femdom
porn. But for some reason, it just wasn’t doing it for me today.


Feeling agitated
and sufficiently aroused, I got naked and began thinking about what Clara was
doing right now at the School of Femdom with sexy Mistress Yasmina and Lady
Kim. Hand on cock, my brain had a sudden burst of inspiration, which I enjoyed
while stroking myself, falling down one rabbit hole after another, not allowing
myself to crash over the edge so I could benefit from the wonders of an edged
orgasm.


Two hours later,
I was still edging myself, pacing all over the house while I was lost in my
fantasy world. I was imagining being serenaded by Mistress Yasmina’s massive
rack before she trampled on my dick with her knife-sharp heel. My best scene,
though, was being tied up by Lady Kim while Clara watched, until she got so
horny that she had to join. I’d begin to squirm and wriggle, completely
helpless and innocent, as the ropes cut mercilessly into my skin, leaving
painful wedges. 


When I started
to imagine Lady Kim’s beautiful slender fingers around my cock, milking me
torturously, I finally decided to let go.


I shot out what
felt like two gallons of cum and instantly felt happier. I was wiping myself
clean when the doorbell rang. 


At the front
door, Clara was looking hotter than ever.


I beamed at her,
but she raised her eyebrows at me. 


“Did you shovel
the driveway?” she asked, even though the answer was pretty obvious. 


I was
disappointed that it was the first thing she asked since getting home. It wasn’t very sexy.


“I’ll get it
done in the morning,” I said, going red. “I promise.”


After dinner, I
sat next to her on the couch and asked her how the week’s
class had gone. I had no doubt that all the ladies there had had a lot of fun thanks
to Andre. She said that it was a great
experience but refused to divulge any particular details, which of course made
me very curious. 


With Clara gone
all day, I really couldn’t keep my hands off her. I turned the TV off and
planted a lingering kiss on her neck. She
moaned. It was her favorite spot for me to kiss. I made a kissing trail all the
way down to the middle of her chest, right at the start of her cleavage line.
Her assets were looking delicious and I just wanted to bury my head in between
them. 


But as soon as I
tried to unbutton her blouse she swatted my hand away and—to my horror—she went
and switched the TV back on. 


“Shovel the
driveway, and then we can have sex,” she said, in this totally neutral tone.


I gaped at her
for a second. What—was she trying to trade in sex for manual labor, like she
really didn’t want it? I found my cheeks were boiling
over with embarrassment. Despite that, though, my cock was beginning to twitch
with pleasure. She really was putting everything she learned into practice so
quickly. The old Clara would have said that she was tired or something, and
gently pushed me off. But now…she was literally bossing
me around, and the neutral tone was the sexy
clincher on top of it all, like she didn’t really need
to raise her voice or anything because just her uttering those words was enough
for me to get off my backside and do it for her.


Suddenly, I was
feeling just a little bit intimidated by my own wife.


Wow.


So I did it.
Like the good husband I was, I got off my butt and cleared out the snow in the
blazing cold. 


When I went back
to the house, though, Clara wasn’t in the den. So I headed upstairs, thinking I
might as well take a quick shower before we did the deed. 


What I saw when
I opened the bedroom made my breath suspend right in the center of my chest. My
eyes widened and I blinked several times, wondering whether I needed to pinch
myself. 


Clara was spread
out on the bed wearing her purple satin negligee, her eyes closed, soft, steady
movements rolling under the covers.  


Holy shit. In all our married life, I had never, never ever seen her
masturbate. It was like the unspoken rule about women and shitting—you know it
happens and you might even get suspicious at times, but you never see it, and
you definitely don’t talk about it. And Clara didn’t
leave so much as a crumb of evidence of self-gratification ever behind, to the
point where I was somewhat convinced she rarely—if ever—did it. 


But I was wrong
of course, because now she was doing it and it was so hot.


How deep were
those horny fingers inside her pussy? 


I was debating
about whether I should just sit back and soak in this magical moment or lend
her a hand, when the movements under the covers got more and more frantic until
she gave out a cry as she came, gasping for air. Then her eyes fluttered open,
and I froze, but she gave me a contented smile. 


“Wow,” I
breathed. “I hope you didn’t mind me watching. That was hot.”


She bit her lip,
tousled her hair, and stood on her knees. “Your turn,”
she said, and my stomach flipped over itself. 


She slowly
brought down the straps of her negligee, letting her breasts spring out. I
approached the bed, unable to stop the stupid grin spreading on my face out of
excitement. She unzipped my pants and I pinched those pink hardened nipples,
wishing I could put them into my hungry mouth. She grasped my dick and began
flapping it in between her tits. I ground my hips into her chest, feeling my
balls squish against her soft flesh. 


Her head bent
down, lips parting, and for a moment I thought she’d do
what Sara from the class did, and pull back. My balls clenched at the thought
of her doing such a ruthless thing. But Clara didn’t. That first contact of her
tongue on the underside of my cock was orgasm-inducing in itself. I shimmied my
legs to let my pants tumble down to my ankles, and took her beautiful raven
hair in my grasp, coercing her to further surround my shaft.  


Her fingers
massaged my balls as she sucked. Her touch was firm and sensual, yet teasing.
Then, right as she continued to massage me, she took in my entire length and
began jamming it at the back of her throat, her tits bouncing violently with
the motions. That’s when I felt myself start to tingle
and tremble. I groaned and a sea of cum began gushing straight down her throat.
I could feel my balls literally shrink as I continued to bonk her mouth.


“Mmmm,” Clara
murmured as she swallowed it all, wiping at the corners of her lips so not a
single drop oozed out. “That was perfect. I hope you enjoyed that orgasm,
because it’s the last you’ll be getting for a while.”


“Oh yeah?” I
said, grinning. “What do you have planned for me, Goddess?”


She handed me a
tissue to wipe myself up. “Mistress Yasmina said
controlling men is really simple. Control their orgasm, and you control the
man. So from now on, I’ll be the one deciding when, where, and how you’ll
orgasm.”


I loved that she
was already getting so kinky. I buttoned up my pants, and by the time I glanced
up again, she was looking at me thoughtfully.


She bit her lip
again. “The only problem is, though…”


“Problem?” I
asked.


She nodded. “The only way that’ll work is if you’re honest with me. And I can
trust you. Like, how would I know you wouldn’t sneak into the bathroom at work
and play with yourself? Or in bed, right after I go to
sleep?” 


“You can trust
me,” I said. 


“Alright,” she
said. “When was the last time you jerked off?”


I acted like I
was trying to remember. “Last week? Two weeks ago?
Honestly, I can’t remember.”


She tsk-tsked
and broke eye contact, fingering a few loose threads coming off the lace trim
of her negligee. “Are you sure? Try and remember.”


I coughed. “I’m pretty sure.”


“Pity,” she
said. 


I gave her a
hopefully guiltless smile, though it warbled on my lips. “What do you mean?”


She got off the
bed and headed to the waste paper bin in our bedroom, which was right next to
the dresser. Rustling through it, she produced a wad of tissues and, holding it
up to her nostrils, sniffed them. 


My insides
contracted the moment I recognized what they were. 


Those were…


My cum
tissues.


“I found these
while you were out,” she said, again in that awful soft, neutral tone. “They’re
pretty fresh if you ask me.”


I held my hands
up. “You win. I jerked off while you were in class
today,” I said, my voice shaking slightly. I was caught in a lie and it was
more humiliating than I thought. “I was so turned on seeing you there, how
could I not?” I added.


“Wesley,” she
said sharply this time, and I flinched. “This wasn’t about whether you jerked
off or not. It was about whether I could trust you to tell me the truth.”


“R-right…” I
muttered. 


“Good thing
Mistress Yasmina gave us a solution,” she said brightly. “She literally thinks
about everything.” She opened the topmost dresser drawer and took out a gift-wrapped
box. Inside it was another box, and I gasped when I saw what was written on it.
In big, unashamedly bold letters: ‘MALE CHASTITY
DEVICE’.


The whole room
went cold. This was it. The turning point. Something about seeing those letters
and the unsightly dick on the cover filled me with equal parts dread and
excitement. Clara was going to be the commander of my cock and I would have to
fully submit to her. I was already horny again thinking about her locking my
manhood away—like it wasn’t even mine.


“Wow, you better
lock me up now before I get another hard-on,” I joked. “Are you sure that’s the
right fit, though? That looks a little on the smaller side.”


Clara smirked as
she emptied the contents. She slipped the ring around my base and maneuvered my
penis inside the small stainless steel shell. I felt my cheeks go pink when I
realized that yes—it did fit. Maybe my cock was smaller than I thought. 


“How long are
you going to lock me up for?” I asked as she inserted the padlock and locked up
the whole contraption. 


Clara took the
key and placed it inside her underwear drawer. 


“I’m not sure,”
she said, still smirking. “Guess you’ll have to wait and find out.”


“Can you get any
hotter?” I said. I jerked my hips around, enjoying the sight of my bouncing
balls and cock cage. “But what about tomorrow’s dinner party? Maybe I can stay
back?”


Clara’s close friend Helen was hosting a dinner party tomorrow, and she
was forcing me to come along. Helen was the store manager of the boutique Clara
worked at, so there was no doubt she’d be inviting their entire gang of ladies
over and their husbands. It was guaranteed to be a snooze-fest.


“Well, you’re
not going to be fucking anyone there, are you?” Clara shot back. “So there’s
nothing wrong with you going there with your cage on.”


“I guess you’re
right,” I muttered. 


She snuggled
back into the covers and rested her head against her pillow. “You know, I’m so glad I’ll finally get to have a good night’s sleep
tonight.”


I gave her a
look. “What do you mean?” 


She sighed. “I hate it when you jerk off in bed when you think I’m sleeping. You
think you’re being secretive but you’re not.”


My mouth fell
open. Sometimes I just needed to nut one out but I always thought I was being
nice and sneaky on those nights. But my sexy wife had put me in my place. 


I had a shower,
carefully wiped my cage dry, and hopped into bed. Then I huddled close to Clara
to spend my first night in chastity. 















 


CHAPTER 6


 


I woke up on Sunday with my wholesome
morning erection getting squashed inside my cock cage. I took off my shorts and
stared at my handicapped junk, which was fat and tender and pressing onto the
steel ridges of my cage. The compression was actually kind of pleasurable. 


I figured out
pretty quickly, though, that chastity was definitely harder than it looked.
Pissing, for one, was a nightmare. I tried to trust my aim the first time but
it was the wrong call—I ended up showering the whole toilet seat with piss. I
quickly learned the only solution was to sit down. Like a woman.


That was kind of
embarrassing, but I wasn’t opposed to it. 


I also learned
that Clara was being really serious about the thing staying on. Rain or shine,
I had to be locked and thank her for it. The key, I assumed, would lay dormant
in her underwear drawer until…well, I guess until she
was in the mood to set me free. 


In the
afternoon, Clara went to the gym, while I went for a run. Even though I wore
loose-fitting shorts, I was paranoid that people at the park could make out the
bulge of my cock cage. I even caught a grandma with a walking cane eyeing my
crotch suspiciously while I did a few jumping jacks for my warm-up. In any
case, I’d totally forgotten that running with the cage
on wouldn’t be all that convenient without some tight underwear on, and with my
goods jiggling around a bit more than I’d like, I cut my run short and came
home. 


In the evening,
I dressed quickly in an oversized crewneck and jeans and headed over to watch
Clara get dressed. I watched as she put on a massive new pair of hoop earrings
and felt pretty good about myself. Things were going well. Just a few days ago,
she didn’t even have a clue about my femdom fantasies
but now she was getting trained by a professional dominatrix and kicking
literal ass. I couldn’t wait for her to go to next week’s class, and I hoped
that Mistress Yasmina would kick things up a notch. 


The dinner party
at Helen’s turned out to be—unfortunately—even more boring than I’d imagined.
All the attention was split on Melinda and her fiancé, Matt. Melinda was one of
the sales associates at the boutique and they were tying the knot in April. The
other big news was the upcoming girls’ company retreat—which this year
apparently included a snowmobile tour for the entire sales team. Clara was
going along next week and I was understandably jealous of her being all excited
about all the fun she was going to have without me.


We had dinner at
an overcrowded table, though the food was very good. The topic of conversation
morphed into the women complaining about their husband’s
supercharged libidos and how sex was becoming more of a chore for them. The
husbands, in turn, grumbled about their wives’ poor sex drives and joked about
how monogamy was hard.
Clara coughed and mentioned how that wasn’t an issue
for us, even after seven years.


“We’re actually
thriving,” I added with a small smirk.


And I was so glad
I said that because at least two of Clara’s friends had
their eyebrows stretched up into their hairlines and I could whiff their sour
envy from where I was sitting. 


Things took a
downturn after dessert, however.


I noticed that
Jack, Helen’s husband, who was sitting on the other
side of Clara, seemed to getting awfully comfortable with her. He was pushing
his shoulder against hers and kind of rubbing it like he was a Russian Terrier
that had zero concept of personal space. I’ve never really warmed up to the
guy—he was much younger than Helen and despite his slick, too-long hair that
dragged over one eye, he was very attractive. 


I gripped my
spoon a little too hard when I saw Jack go ahead and surreptitiously place his
hand on Clara’s thigh. Her legs twitched, and when I
craned my neck to see her reaction, I thought I saw her biting her lip. My
stomach dropped. 


Holy shit. Did she have some kind of thing for Jack? How was I only seeing this
just now? 


Clara—just as
surreptitiously—flicked his hand away. Jack grinned. My stomach dropped even
further.


I was gearing up
to smack Jack across his one hairy cheek when Clara sat up a little straighter.
My gaze lowered once more, and then I saw it. His palm clasped around her
waist, snaking itself down, down…to the perfect plump
globe of her…ass.


Then Jack
screamed.


“You ever do
that again, I’ll cut your dick off.” Clara was hissing spit into his face. Her
fingers was laced through his, and she was bending his arm backwards to the
point I thought several joints might crack. “But first I’ll break your arm
off.”


“I…I’m…sorry!”
Jack whimpered. “My arm…”


Clara finally
let go, and stone-faced, walked out of the dining room. I gazed around, and it
looked like no one had noticed—least of all Helen, who was oohing over Melinda’s engagement ring. I gave Jack a smug stare and followed Clara to
the master bedroom. She disappeared into the bathroom, and I could hear her
quietly peeing. 


I opened the
bathroom door and beamed at her.


“God, I’m so
proud of you, babe,” I said. “But wow, it was so hot to see the way you handled that creep.”


Clara got up
from the toilet and wiped. The neckline of her strapless dress rode low, and I
wished she would take off my cage so I could rail her right now.


A man can try…


I took her in my
arms and kissed her. I felt so lucky and proud at that moment—I knew Jack could’ve killed to have a woman like Clara and I had her all to myself.


I started to
make my kissing trail across her neck but she pushed me down. “Lick me,” she said in this steamy, sultry voice that almost knocked
my socks off. 


I locked the
bathroom door behind me then got down onto the fluffy white rug. I planted
kisses on her inner thigh then gently pulled down her panties. I would’ve done anything just then—licked her foot, her ears, her asshole,
her pits, anything. I
was so fucking hungry for her. My cock grew into my cage, and compressed by the
ridges, it definitely wasn’t helping. I hoped if I whet
her appetite enough she would unlock me so I could fuck her properly. 


My tongue glided
over her pussy lips before I spread them apart to flick it over her clit. Clara
moaned. She rocked gently above me as I created a seal with my lips and started
sucking her with my whole mouth. Once she got juicier, I slipped my tongue into
her pussy hole. Minutes later, she was jouncing over my face on the bathroom
floor, straight up fucking my tongue. Her wild expression was so damn sexy.


My erection was
almost beginning to blind me when she exploded onto me, her arousal dripping
past my cheeks and onto the bathroom rug. 


“Do you have the
key?” I breathed as I licked her pussy clean. “Oh fuck. Is the key still inside
the dresser?” 


Clara
straightened up from her squat and fingered her glinting necklace. “I put it in here,” she said, showing me one end of the necklace with
the key as a pendant.


“Amazing.
Because I don’t think I can get out of here without fucking you.”


Clara was
humming absent-mindedly while she fixed her hair in front of the mirror. Then she
straightened. “Oh shit. I think I’m getting my period.”
She opened one of the drawers under the sink. “Looks like Jack enjoys his play time in the bathroom too,” she
said, taking out a half-used bottle of lube. “Pervert.” 


I fake-barfed.
“Don’t touch that.”


She placed it
back and pulled out a box of tampons. Ripping one open, she squatted to insert
it and then started washing her hands.


I watched her
silently, though I was growing increasingly restless. “But we’ve had sex while
you were on your period before,” I couldn’t help but say. 


Clara blinked. “It’s not about whether I’m bleeding or not, Wesley,” she said. “I
just came. I’m not in the mood for sex anymore.”


My cock swelled
even further, throbbing fiercely, and it was maddeningly pleasurable. The key
was literally just inches away, hanging out on Clara’s neck while I was going
crazy. “Well, can’t you unlock me so I can take care of
myself?” I whined.


She shook her
head. She looked disappointed. “That’s not how it
works. You orgasm on my terms.
Not yours.” She stared at my crotch. “I have an idea.
Could you grab another tampon and open it for me?”


I grabbed one
off the drawer and ripped the wrapper off with my teeth before handing it to
her. “What’s this for? You’ve got two bleeding holes?”
I joked.


“It’s a
loophole,” she said. “If you’re smart, you’ll take advantage of it. Now get rid
of your jeans and turn around for me please.”


“Wait—what?” I
asked, suddenly feeling sweaty and clammy. “Don’t tell me you’re going to
insert a fucking tampon into my ass…”


“Don’t tell me
what I can or can’t do, Wesley,” she hissed. 


“Are you
serious? Why my ass of
all things?”


But Clara didn’t answer. Instead, she hefted my balls and twisted it to one side. 


The pain almost
made me lose consciousness.


“I think this is
a good time for you to learn that when I say something, you do it.” Her words
rattled like thorns on my bare skin. “No talking back. No buts. No questions.
You say ‘yes, Mistress’. Or ‘thank you Mistress’. Those are your only two
options.”


The look of
absolute fury that coasted over her face made my insides fill with terror. The
shame of having my sweet, petite wife discipline me sent a rush of fresh blood
into my groin. “Yes, Mistress,” I said, hanging my head
low to show her I was truly sorry. 


Feeling my asshole
pucker, I swiveled around at the sink and took off my jeans. Then I leaned
forward and rested my hands against the countertop.  


Clara pulled
down my boxers and smoothed a palm over my ass. I heard her take in a sharp
breath. Was she startled? Happy? Excited? 


I had no idea.
Everything was happening so quickly.


I stared at
myself gritting my teeth on the mirror and took in a shaky breath of my own. I
was suddenly reminded of the raging control she had over Jack during dinner—the
way she bent his arm backwards and was ready to snap it without a second
thought. An uneasy feeling began to settle over me. One femdom class had
transformed Clara from my sugary, friendly wife to a goddess-in-charge. Could a
single class have changed her so quickly? It was unlikely, unless…


The thought
ghosted over me, making me shiver. That’s impossible.


Still, the
thought of not knowing your own partner was enough to make me feel a little
unsteady. 


I shook the
suspicions off my head. I had a more pressing thing to attend to. My beautiful
wife, Clara, was going to unleash her sexy, dominating side at her friend’s fucking dinner party.


And not to
mention, she was about to pop something into my ass…















 


CHAPTER 7


 


Clara’s fingernails
tapped across my ass as I clenched down on my jaw as hard as I could. She took
hold of my cheeks and spread them so far apart I could feel my entire crack get
exposed to the elements. Her fingers stooped further down and began to massage
and stretch the skin around the outer rim of my hole, causing it to expand
slightly. I could suddenly feel in a whole new light—like I was experiencing touch for the first
time in my life. Her nails tingled. Every fingertip stroke vibrated and
thrummed. Even the oxygen in the air was making my hole prickle.


I heard the
squirt of the lube bottle, and seconds later it was being generously drizzled
over the top of my ass like I was a fucking stack of blueberry pancakes. I
shivered as more lube was squelched straight into my anus. 


That was when I
started counting down the seconds to my destruction. 


The tampon
applicator made its first entry much faster than I’d
anticipated. I almost didn’t feel it actually sliding in—just the utter,
unspeakable tightness of my asshole being breached.


“How do you like
it?” Clara asked. 


“It’s tight,” I
said. I thought for a second that my ass would reject the unwanted intruder and
pop it right back out. Instead, I felt it scrunch and pucker, allowing it to
slide in a few more millimeters. 


Ooof.  


“Just breathe,
baby,” Clara said. She was rubbing my lower back hard in an attempt to distract
me. “Mistress Yasmina said that all men have a way of orgasming without even
touching their penis. Wouldn’t that be cool for you to learn?”


“Did she now?” I
grunted.


“Mhmm. It’s your
first time so it might be a little uncomfortable. But you’ll get used to it
soon.”


While she
talked, the applicator was being pushed in further, slowly and deliberately. I
couldn’t do anything other than stare at my tortured
reflection. When she finally pulled out the thing, I felt the tampon kind of
‘bloom’ inside my anus. Surprisingly, it wasn’t painful at all—though I could
feel it swelling against my clenching passage, almost as if it was getting used
to the newcomer. 


“Um. You wearing
a tampon is making me hot.”


I turned around
and stared at Clara. 


“What did you
say?”


“I don’t know.”
Clara’s face was flushed and I wasn’t sure if it was because of the orgasm I’d
just given her. She started playing with her hair, which was always a sign she
was feeling a little self-conscious.


“What if I told
you I really liked that?” she asked, the corners of her mouth twitching like
she was trying to force herself out of a nervous smile. “Playing with your
ass?”


“I mean, I
always kind of knew I had the better butt out of the two of us,” I joked, but
inside I was panicking. I wasn’t sure how to process that bombshell. Granted,
not only was my penis locked up, I also had a fucking string hanging out of my
butt. Of course my brain was going to be a little fried.


I also got the
feeling that it had taken a lot of guts for Clara to say that to me. 


“Get fucked,”
she said, rolling her eyes.


“Eh,” I said,
pointing to my butt. “Look where you got me.”


She laughed. “Okay, take it right out.”


I gasped. “Huh?”


“You heard what
I said. Playtime’s over, best friend,” she said, crossing her arms and favoring
me with a smug look. “Honestly, I’m not convinced that’s the safest thing for
you to do. What if the tampon gets sucked inside and you need emergency surgery
to get it out?”


“I’m sure I’ll
be able to poop it out. Uh…” I was feeling so awkward. Ass stuff wasn’t exactly
what I had in mind when I sent my wife off to a femdom class, but now that the
tampon was inside me, it was hard to discount the fact it actually felt kind of
good. 


Clara’s mouth suddenly dropped open. “Oh my god. You like it, don’t
you. You like having that tampon in your ass!”


“Shhh,” I said,
convinced that one of the party guests was outside the door, waiting to use the
bathroom. Something about this conversation was getting me horny all over
again. “Oh god. What have you done to me?”


“Do you want it
up your ass or not?” Clara asked, in a sterner voice this time. 


“Fine. Yes I
do,” I muttered. I tried to hide away from her razor-sharp stare. “What are you
gonna do about it?” 


“Hmm.” Clara
looked thoughtful. “Maybe we can order some butt plugs when we get home.” She
gave the string hanging from my backside a firm tug, and the tampon easily
glided out. I bit my tongue to stop myself from moaning. 


God, I didn’t expect that to feel so good. 


She tossed the
tampon in the bin and slapped my ass. “Get dressed.
They must be wondering where we are.”


She jumped when
she opened the bathroom door. Helen was in the bedroom, carrying a laundry
basket of all things. 


“Oh, there you
are!” Helen said, beaming. “I’ve been meaning to share these with you. Florence
handed me this overstock—wondering if you know anyone who might use them before
I hand them off to the donation center? They’re not my size, unfortunately.”


I snuck out of
the bathroom at that point, hoping she wouldn’t see me.
I walked out of the room then looped back inside, like I’d been trying to find
Clara all along.


Clara was
inspecting the pile of clothes in the laundry basket. “These
are a little too big for me,” she said. She pulled out a couple—panties, bras,
a few dresses, and some sexy nightwear. Then she brightened. “I know the
perfect person for these, though.”


“Really,” Helen
said. “Who?”


“Oh, her name
is…Wendy,” Clara replied. “I think she’ll fit these just fine. She’s a bit
big-boned, but it looks like they all have some good stretch to them.” 


I was wondering
who Wendy was when Clara gave me a sly once-over and winked.


My heart went
cold.


“Wait—you’re not
talking about me are you?” I sputtered. 


Helen cocked her
head to my side and stared at me wide-eyed. “Wesley,
why in the world would your wife be talking about you?” she laughed, and Clara joined her. “Men. I’m just so
glad we’re having that getaway next week. God knows I need some sanity in my
life.”


“God. I know
exactly what you’re talking about.” Clara hit Helen with an elbow and the two
burst into another giggling fit.


“Never mind,” I
muttered, and exited the room.  















 


CHAPTER 8


 


“Why are you doing this to me again?”


It was two days
later, and I was standing naked in the bathtub, letting my wife shave me. That’s right. My sweet wife was shaving off my body hair. 


 Clara rolled
her eyes in response to my question. I don’t blame
her—it was the umpteenth time I’d asked that question. She squeezed the bottle
of conditioner in her grip, letting a dollop of pink cream fall on my right
thigh before smoothing it over with a wet hand. “Like I said, it’s homework,”
she said. “Mistress Yasmina said we’re supposed to do something to show our
husbands that they’re lower than us. Kind of a humiliation exercise, I guess.
And this is what I thought of.” 


“But…but…” I
could’ve thought of a zillion things for her to do before removing my body hair and wearing women’s
clothes. I shot out a few suggestions at her. “How about forcing me to
lick your pits after the gym? Walk over me wearing your favorite pair of heels?
You could even kick me in the balls.” Then, when she kept shaking her head, I
tried one final time. “What about those butt plugs?”


She gave me the
side-eye. “It has to be something you don’t exactly
like to do, Einstein. And Mistress Yasmina said it had to have a surprise element.” She shaved the last clump of hair off my legs before drowning them
in hot water. “Besides, the butt plugs won’t get here until next week.”


“Okay,” I said.
“But isn’t shaving me humiliating enough? Don’t forget, you screwed me in the
ass with a fucking tampon at your friend’s party. That definitely took me by surprise.”


Clara hit me
with a thunderous glare, and I shut up. “Look,” she
hissed. “You can’t have your cake and eat it too, Wesley. This isn’t just about
what you want. You have
to be willing to try out new things too. Explore your boundaries.” She shrugged. “In any case, it’s too late now. We’ve already
started, and I have a bunch of free clothes. It’s the perfect opportunity.”


She dried her
hands on a towel, then took out the small key hanging on her gold necklace. She
unlocked my cage and slid it off, and I stared down pitifully at my junk. I
could’ve sworn my cock had shrunk a little. “What a
cute little clitty!” she said, laughing and poking it. 


I stared at her.
“Did you just call my cock a clit?”


“Uh-huh,” she
said. Her forehead creased with concentration as she smeared shaving cream all
over my sanitary area. “Did you know that a penis is basically an overgrown
clit? So in the womb, your little clitty sprouted outwards while mine grew
inwards. Mistress Yasmina showed us pictures of women with abnormally big
clits. They look exactly like a penis. It’s funny how men are
basically just women.”


“Hmm. Clara…” I
said slowly, unsure of the best way to convey the uneasy feelings I’d been
experiencing. “The mailbox two Saturdays ago. You told me to clear out the junk
mail. Did you know about
Mistress Yasmina before I told you about her?”


Clara stopped
shaving and ran her wet fingers through her hair. Then she smiled. “Why do you think that?”


I ignored that
question. “Did she really teach you about all this? Or
was this your…uh… master plan all along?”


Clara took a
split second to compute what I was saying, then hollered so loudly that our
bathroom echoed with her laughter. “Don’t be paranoid,”
she said. She blasted me with more water. “Now come on, let’s get you dressed.”


I dried myself
off and walked to the bedroom. I was making a concerted effort not to think
about the fact that I was as bald as a newborn from the neck down, and about to
be dressed and made over by my wife. This femdom adventure was definitely
leading me to explore new avenues though, and opening my eyes to new
possibilities, as Clara had said. 


I guess it was
only fair. There was plenty of time for us to try out the deranged shit that I
liked. In the meantime, I wanted to show her that I hadn’t been kidding about just how subservient I really was. 


I needed her to
see that Wesley her hubby was a good little boy.


I almost had a
panic attack, though, when I saw all the clothes accosting me from the bedroom.
Some were set out on the bed—a coffee brown camisole and a snake-skin
miniskirt, fishnet stockings, and a hideous blue bra and thong. The closet
doors hung open, and my side had been emptied and replaced with new outfits—women’s outfits—showing off splashes of gaudy
colors in neat rows. It looked like Clara had spent time color-coordinating and
matching everything.


“Let’s not get
ahead of ourselves here,” Clara said brightly, waving my cage in my face.
“First things first.”


While she locked
my dick back into the chastity cage, I had the urge to ask her if she was
kidding about the dress-up, but I knew better than to talk back to her. 


I stood, all
willowy and vulnerable, as my wife dressed me. First the blue thong, then the
bra, which Clara stuffed with soft spongy things she called ‘cutlets’ to fill each cup out. Then the fishnet stockings went on,
followed by the miniskirt, which I’d secretly hoped was too tight for me
but—annoyingly—fit me like a glove. It was kind of weird to witness just how
intense and ambitious Clara was being in her efforts to transform me into a
woman.


Come to think
of it, I’ve never seen her this excited or
driven, I thought in wonder. And definitely not
about freakin’ sex.


Even after the
whole ghastly clothing concoction she’d tried out on
me, she wasn’t done yet. Seemingly out of nowhere, she brought out a blonde wig
on a Styrofoam head and a gigantic pair of studded high heels.


“Where’d you get
the wig from?” I asked, shocked. 


“Mistress
Yasmina,” she said simply. “The heels are from her too.”


I tried to keep
my mouth shut while she set about fixing and adjusting the wig on my head. If
Clara had wanted me to be surprised, she’d succeeded. I
was totally blown away by her total dedication in feminizing me. 


It’s actually kind of hot…


The last step in
my makeover consisted of a few light coatings of her favorite cherry lipstick.
She whistled once she was done, causing me to wobble over to the mirror out of
curiosity. I mean, I already knew I looked ridiculous. I was a six-foot man
wearing women’s clothes, and not just any women’s
clothes, they were the sluttiest ones to have ever been designed. It was no
fucking wonder no one ever bought them!


When I glanced
at the reflection, my worst fears were confirmed. I didn’t just look like a slut. I looked like a whore. 


“I think you
look sexier this way,” Clara said, and she was suddenly looking at me up and down like I was a giant scoop of Ben &
Jerry’s Chocolate Therapy—her favorite. “What do you
think?”


I felt my cheeks
burn. My cock squirmed in its prison. I lifted away a lock of blonde hair—my
hair—that had fallen onto my face and gave Clara a shaky smile. I tried to
think of a joke. A light-hearted comment that could break the awkward tension
that was thick in the air. But my brain had become a confused fog. I was
feeling strange—I didn’t feel like myself, and I
definitely didn’t feel like a man, and Clara’s expression was the freaky icing
on top of it all.


Even in the
silence, Clara didn’t say anything. She just stood
there while I tried to drum up my guts to act on my emotions. 


When she sexily
licked her lips, I finally went for it.  


I puckered up my
cherry red lips, and she stood on her toes to meet them, her dainty hand
hungrily groping my ass. My cock flinched again. I could taste the fruity
flavor of my lipstick as we kissed. Clara’s fingers
reached up my skirt and pulled at the thong lining nestled between my butt
cheeks. That reminded me of the feeling of the tampon in my asshole, and I
moaned. 


“I’m getting
hard,” I croaked. I was embarrassed, but it had to be said. 


I didn’t know why I was feeling so out of it. Right then, I could only be honest about it.


“Mmm,” she
murmured. “That’s what I like to hear. Don’t you want to make me happy?”


I nodded, almost
in a trance.


“Say it, Wendy.
I want to hear it loud and clear,” she said. 


“I want to make
you happy,” I whispered. 


“Good girl.” She
sifted through the chain on her neck until she found the pendant and placed it
inside her mouth, sucking on it a little before parting her lips again. The
image of my chastity key on the pink of her tongue made me weak. “Then I need
you not only to look and be sexy for me, I want you to be good for me too.”


We kissed again.
I was lost in a dark shroud of stupor, unable to think. Unable to breathe. I
started grinding into her leg, enjoying the thrill of my cock pressing
uselessly into the bars of my cage. Clara let me do that for a while, then
gently pushed me away to lift up her skirt and squeeze her milk-smooth ass. “Want to lick that?”


“S-sure,” I
said. 


Fuck. She was dirty, dirty, dirty.


She spread her
ass open on the bed and I bowed my head down into her scented depths. This was
the first time Clara had ever asked me to lick her butt. Sure, I’d done it before, but it had taken a lot of persuading on my part.
Now, she was whimpering like a cat in heat as I slowly suckled on her rumpled
opening, As I sucked, I felt it pucker and wrinkle under my lips.  


“Fuck me there,
Wendy,” she whimpered. 


I dribbled a
thick string of saliva onto her ass and slid my tongue into her hole.


“Can you make my
asshole bigger?” she moaned. “I want to feel it stretch.”


I was pretty
sure I was going to cum now, caged or not. I pressed a finger onto the rim,
warming her up for what I was about to do next. Clara tossed her ass an inch
higher into the air and loosened up into a more comfortable position, cradling
her head in her arms. Her rim softened and weakened, allowing my finger to
enter. I gasped as her soft, tight warmth surrounded my fingertip, enticing me
to drill in further.


This had to be a
dream.  


In just seconds,
Clara was loose enough to allow me to finger fuck her ass, and I was no longer
thinking about my cock. I was servicing her, woman to woman. We were both
moaning, and I couldn’t remember the last time I’d ever been this aroused. 


After rimming
and fingering Clara until she was satisfied, she ordered me to lay down on the
bed, with my miniskirt up and panties down. Using her hands, she spread my
cheeks apart and suddenly her gushing tongue was on my forbidden hole. I
clamped my lips down to stop myself from squealing like a bitch. My entire
groin was shuddering mercilessly, like a volcano that was about to erupt. 


“You like my
mouth on your pussy, don’t you, Wendy?” Clara murmured as she gave me a peck on
my butt cheek. “It’s okay, you can moan. I want to hear it.”


I felt my body
relax even further as I let out another feverish moan. 


“Let it go,
baby. Come on. I want to feel you letting go.”


I was putty. Her
tongue was back in my ass, and this time it was actually in it. My
passage was slowly tightening around her tongue, and every cell in my body had
zapped themselves back into existence again. I could feel every molecule of her
hot breath on me. 


I wasn’t sure for how long my wife tasted and suckled me there—it could’ve
been five minutes or five hours—but then I jolted myself back to reality when
she turned me onto my back and buried her tongue in my mouth this time. I was
tasting her. Tasting myself raw. She started to hump me, sliding her pussy lips
along my cage as she threw her head back and gave in to the pleasure. We angled
our bodies and adjusted our legs so we could grind on each other like a pair of
scissoring lesbians. My balls bounced with each thrust and I was oozing. 


I wished I had
her tongue in my ass again.


I suddenly had
the urge to pinch my own nipples. With Clara rocking into me, I spat on my fingers
and plunged my hand down the top of my dress. Clara began doing the same thing,
letting her tits free as her arousal flowed into my crotch. She bent towards
me, throwing the cutlets away and sliding down the cups of my bra to rub her
erect nipples against mine. They were bigger and darker than I’d ever seen
them, like the nipples of a pregnant woman. Then she kissed me hard and
shuddered as she came, finally collapsing on top of me, her sweet, restless pants warming up my cleavage. 


“Oh my god. I think
that’s the hardest I’ve cum in a while,” she murmured. “Keep it up and you’ll
be out of chastity before you know it.”


“Can’t wait,” I
mumbled, almost still in shock at what we’d just done. “Uh, getting back to my
baseline heart rate after that will probably be the hardest thing I’ve ever done.”


Clara laughed. “You look pretty hot right now, Wendy. Why don’t you cool off by
shoveling some snow?”


I stared down at
my slutty, sweaty feminine body and then gawked at her. “Like this? Clara—what
are the neighbors going to think?”


“Who? Old Mrs.
Brenner? She can hardly see. And if you’re thinking about Nate, you know he’s
holed up in his mom’s basement playing video games all day, right? Besides,
it’s pretty gloomy out. No one will see you.”


“Can’t I wear a
coat?” I whined. 


Clara’s swinging palm came out of nowhere and vibrated all my teeth at
once. 


“I’m sorry,
Mistress,” I said, blushing beet-red. “Yes, Mistress. I’ll head out right now.”


I put on a pair
of gloves and went out into the freezing cold. I thought I saw a camera flash
through the window while I was shoveling. Was Clara secretly taking secret
pictures of me? Despite the unforgivable weather, my pathetic cock pulsed at
the humiliation. I kept my head down, hoping no one was watching the frizzy
blonde slut with the fishnet stockings and the exhibitionist kink showing off
her plump ass to anyone who dared to look up her pussy-stained miniskirt. 


I still couldn’t
wrap my head around the fact that so much had changed in two weeks. Clara was
getting fire-hot, and I was doing things I wouldn’t have dreamed of doing just
days ago. Signing her up for that femdom class was possibly the best thing I
could’ve ever done for our anniversary. 


Did we just
have mind-blowing lesbian sex in the bedroom?


I shook my head
in disbelief.


But why did I
feel the urge to pinch my damn nipples?


Hell, at
least Clara seemed to like it. 


I couldn’t help
but think this was just the beginning. Clara still had another four weeks of
femdom training to go, and who knew what Mistress Yasmina and Lady Kim had up
their sleeves. I was glad, though, that Clara would be going off on her retreat
soon. It would give me some much-deserved privacy.


Because…I had some sexy plans of my own, and I couldn’t wait to get
the ball rolling once I was alone.   
















 


END OF PART 1










PART 2: CORRUPTED


CHAPTER
1


 


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


Two entire days,
that is. 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


“Will do,
Mistress!”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


‘WHORE’. 


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


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


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


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


She smiled
sultrily and walked out of the room.


I watched from
the window as Clara sped off.


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















 


CHAPTER
2


 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


The doorbell
rang, making all of my bones jump. 


I cursed out
loud. 


So many
interruptions!


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


Nothing.


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


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


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


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


That was when I
found it. 


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


This had to be
it.


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


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


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


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


“Fucking Nate!”
I gasped. 


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


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


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


Lady Kim. 

















CHAPTER
3


 


Lady Kim is standing on my
doorstep. 


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


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


I don’t want her
to leave. 


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


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


Too late now,
Wesley. Too late now. 


I had to answer
the door.


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


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


The butt plugs.
Shit. 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


“What
else?” 


“Huh?”


“What else has
Clara done to you?”


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


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


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


My heart
stopped. My limbs turned to goo. 


“A little,” I
admitted.


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


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


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


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


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


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


Maybe this was
the test?


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


The envelope
fell to the floor. 


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


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


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


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


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


“Call me
Mistress when you talk to me.”


“Yes, Mistress,”
I said softly.


“Louder. No
mumbling.”


“Yes, Mistress,”
I said loudly.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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
















CHAPTER
4


 


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


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


But you
deserve it, Wesley. 


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


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


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


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


This wasn’t
good. At all. 


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


Fuck
that. 


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


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


“Options?” I
repeated in a dumb voice.


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


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


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


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


“A tattoo,” Lady
Kim said simply. 


“On my privates?
Wouldn’t that hurt?”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


* * *


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


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


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


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


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


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


I turned around
so I could show her my ass. 


“Do you like
it?” she asked.


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


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


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


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


I nodded again.
“Uhmm. Shy.”


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


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


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


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


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


I gave her an
awkward grin. 


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


“What? Why,
Mistress?”


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


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


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


My boner
twitched and poked out in front of her. 


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


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


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


Lady Kim’s smirk
spoke volumes. 


“Touch
yourself,” she demanded. 















 


CHAPTER
5


 


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


“While you
watch?” I croaked.


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


“A little,
Mistress.”


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


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


Clara. I have
a wife…


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


“Uh…” I
muttered. 


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


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


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


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


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


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


“I’m cumming,
Mistress,” I groaned. 


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


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


“Show me your
milk, Wendy.”


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


“Eat it.”


I let out a
gasp.


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


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


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


I bent down and
licked the remnants off the floor. 


“Good girl. How
did it taste?”


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


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


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


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


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


But Lady Kim had
more for me.


“Start sucking
my heel,” Lady Kim said. 


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


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


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


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


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


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


“Yes, Mistress.”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


“Good girl.”


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


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


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


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


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


“Does it feel
good?”


“Yes, Mistress.”


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


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


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


Soon, I was
crying. 


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


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


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


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


I shakily got to
my feet.


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


I nodded. 


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


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


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















 


CHAPTER
6


 


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


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


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


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


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


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


“Undo my top,”
she said.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


I couldn’t
believe how good it all felt.


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


“Yes, Mistress.”


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


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


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


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


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


“Yes, Mistress,”
I murmured.


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


What was she
going to do to me?


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


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


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


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


That’s all she
said. 


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


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


I hoped she
would take the news easy. 


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


“All good?” she
whispered. 


“Uh-huh,” I
groaned.


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


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


And then it hit
me what her plan was. 


I stared behind
me with horror in my eyes.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


I was
falling. 


Falling
desperately in love with Lady Kim.  

















CHAPTER
7


 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


“Reading?”


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


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


Interesting…


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


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


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


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


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


She looked
up. 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


That shit hurt.


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


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


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


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


“Yes, Mistress,”
I said. 


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


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


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


“Yes, Mistress,”
I whispered. 


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


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


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


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


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


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


But Clara
pretended like she didn’t hear me. 


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


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


I froze. What
did she just say?


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


Fuck. She was. 


She literally
had tears streaming down her face. 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


“Come sit on my
lap,” she said. 


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


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


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


“Uh-huh,” I
moaned. 


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


I howled. 


The paddle
slapped my other cheek.


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


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


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


“That feel
good?”


“Mmm. Yes,
Mistress,” I squealed. 


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


“It did,
Mistress,” I said. 


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


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


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


“One…” I
whimpered.


 She hit me
again on the other cheek.


“Two…”


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


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


“Twenty-one!” 


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


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


“Suck me,” she
ordered. 


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


I shivered as a
pang of revulsion hit me.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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















 


CHAPTER
8


 


“Have mercy, Mistress!” 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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















 


CHAPTER
9


 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


What a total
badass.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


I hardened at my
wife’s harsh words.


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


And still small.
Like a sausage.


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


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


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


I moaned. 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


She’s so into
it. 


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


More…cum?


Finally, I
nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”


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


“Yes, Mistress.”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


***


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


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


“Hey! Hey!”



It was Nate, our
neighbor.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


I snorted. “He
most definitely is.”


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


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


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


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


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


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


***


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


“Don’t move,” a
voice said. 


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


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


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


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


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


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


“They’re…they’re
so pretty.” 


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


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


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















 


END OF PART 2










PART 3: PIMPED


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
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you for reading!
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Todd
promised he’d never go back to his hometown after escaping the place at
eighteen.


An
outcast and a loner, his high school years were full of pain and torment,
thanks in large part to his cruel bully Shannon—the school’s alpha
female and star student who made his life a living hell. In fact, one shameful
memory involving dress-up with Shannon’s bra and panties in the girls’ bathroom
still haunts him to this day…


More
than ten years later, however, Todd has moved on. Somewhat. He has a great job
as a financial advisor and a wonderfully caring girlfriend, Jadyn, who will
soon become his fiancé. But when Todd’s aunt—the woman who raised him all those
years ago—invites him to her wedding, he knows he can’t refuse. So Todd finds
himself on a flight back to his old town with his girlfriend in tow.


The
town where his bully still lives.


Todd
has every intent on escaping as soon as he can once again. But when
Shannon—now thirty, a wife, and a mother—extends a tempting invitation of
her own, he is confronted with a tough choice.


Should
he risk it all for some well-deserved closure? And if he does, will he end up
in the humiliating throes of submission once again…for an affair
that could break the fragile new life he’s built for himself?


***
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Are you ready to worship her?


Grab
these 15 scorching hot stories of femdom feminization, sissification, and
crossdressing—now available in a MEGA bundle for the first timeat an exclusive
discount price!


It
won’t be long before you’ll fall down on your knees, spread your legs, and realize
your fate as her dolled-up sissy in panties!


This
hot 15-book erotica mega bundle includes:


Tamed & Trained


Claimed By Cheerleaders


From Husband To Lesbian Lover


Sissy Behind Bars


Becoming Her Sissy Doll


Sweet Little Sissy Maid


A Very Hard Lesson


Secret Santa’s Sissy


Becoming Her Pet


I Feminized My Fiancé


Serving The MILF


Pleasing Mistress Vera


Valentine’s Day Surprise


Passion Island


My Bossy Girlfriend: A Femdom Sissy Maid Story


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