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Chapter 1













Wednesday, 1 PM. The ticking clock echoed in my small apartment as I sat at the kitchen table, surrounded by scattered textbooks and empty coffee mugs. My eyes strained trying to focus on the dense pages of my Sociology textbook, but my mind kept drifting back to Luna. I would rather be doing anything than studying right now.

Luna consumed my thoughts, just as she consumed most of my days. My life with her was complicated, to say the least.

Without a warning, the front door swung open, and there she stood—my girlfriend, my mistress, my everything. Luna filled the doorway with her voluptuous frame, her hourglass figure accentuated by the tight red dress she wore. Her dark brown eyes locked onto mine, and I felt the familiar flutter in my stomach, both nerves and excitement.

This always happened to me whenever she appeared or was just doing anything. She was assertive, to say the least, and could make any man stop what he was doing just by existing.

"Well, well, well," she purred, stepping inside and kicking off her heels. "Still slaving away at those books, I see." Her voice was thick with amusement and something else, something that reminded me of the kind of woman she was.

I swallowed hard, unable to meet her piercing gaze. I couldn’t—not when I was this nervous and felt like my heart was about to burst through my ribcage.

"Hi, Luna," I managed to squeak out, my cheeks already flushing pink, and she loved that about me. "Just trying to get this chapter done, that's all."

She sauntered closer, her hips swaying with only one purpose—to hypnotize me. When she reached the table, she leaned down, giving me a perfect view of her ample cleavage. "You know, mi amor, you spend far too much time cooped up in here. A handsome young man like yourself should be out, enjoying life... and pleasing your girlfriend." Her hand reached out, fingers brushing along my jawline before gripping my chin with the firmness of a hungry lady bear.

My breath hitched at her touch, my heart pounding in my chest. I knew exactly what she meant by 'pleasing', and the thought sent a jolt straight to my groin. But I was nervous, shy, and unsure how to respond to such blatant flirtation.

"I... I am enjoying life," I stammered with the lamest tone I could conjure right now, knowing full well how pathetic I sounded. "With you, I mean. You make me happier than anything."

A wicked grin spread across Luna's face, revealing pearly white teeth. "Is that so?" She mused, leaning in even closer until our lips were a mere inch apart. Was she going to kiss me? No, I didn't think so. She'd once said that was too romantic for her. "Then why don't you show me just how happy I make you?"

Her words hung heavy in the air between us, a challenge and a promise all wrapped into one. I could feel the heat radiating off her body, smell the sweet scent of her perfume. Every nerve ending in my body screamed at me to close the distance, to capture her lips with my own and pour every ounce of desire I had into a searing kiss.

But I knew it would be a mistake. She would quickly punish me in ways I didn't like. There were some good punishments, like spanking, but since she knew I enjoyed those, she avoided them.

I hesitated, of course, held back by my ingrained shyness and some deep-seated fear of rejection. And in that hesitation, I saw a flash of impatience cross Luna's beautiful features.

Shaking her head, she straightened up and stepped back. "Never mind," she sighed, turning to walk towards the bedroom. "When you're ready to be a real man, you know where to find me."

Luna then fished out of her pocket a sleek, black velvet box. She opened it, revealing a stunning gold watch with diamonds encrusted around its face. Did she buy it with her money? Silly me. Of course she did. She worked and had her own money.

Holding up the watch, she admired it, turning it this way and that to catch the light.

"You like it?" She asked as if I really was allowed to have an answer she didn't like, not really seeking what I truly thought. "I bought it today while shopping downtown. It cost more than your monthly allowance, I bet."

And, yes, she was joking about me still receiving allowances, but I didn't say anything about that. I wasn’t crazy enough to piss her off on purpose.

I nodded with a silent mouth from my seat at the kitchen table, watching her as she showcased her latest acquisition. Even in such mundane moments, Luna commanded attention—her confidence radiant, her satisfaction palpable. It was always like that.

"It's a Rolex," she continued, slipping the expensive timepiece onto her wrist and admiring how it looked against her caramel skin. And, yes, I had to admit. It looked pretty good. 

"Did you know they have a waiting list for these babies? But of course, little old me just waltzed in and got whatever I wanted."

I wasn't sure that she told me the truth about the waiting list, but that she waltzed into the store and just bought it? Oh, I was very, very sure about that.

She shot me a smug smirk, fully aware of how impressive this feat was, considering her status and wealth compared to mine. I shifted in my chair, feeling inadequate once again next to my high-maintenance girlfriend. I considered myself lucky that she was still with me. Never thought that she would stick around for so long.

"And it wasn't just the watch," Luna added, plopping herself down on the couch and crossing her thick, heavy legs. The leather creaked under her weight. "I also got a new dress. A gorgeous red number, cut low in the front..." She gestured vaguely at her ample bosom. "...and short enough to show off these gams."

Rolling her eyes, she glanced at me with only one intention in her mind. I knew what she wanted—validation, admiration, awe at her extravagance and beauty. So I obliged:

"That sounds amazing, Luna. You always look stunning," I mumbled, drinking in her curves for as long as I could.

She preened at the compliment, pleased by my reaction. "Well, of course I do! What can I say? Your girlfriend has impeccable taste." Leaning forward, elbows on knees, she fixed me with a penetrating stare. "Too bad you can't appreciate fine things half as much as you should. Take this apartment for instance..."

Her gaze swept over the modest furnishings, lingering on the piles of laundry I hadn't yet put away. I squirmed under her critical appraisal, feeling small and unworthy. She made no secret of the fact that she found my living situation lacking, often dropping subtle hints (or sometimes not-so-subtle ones) about moving in together so she could properly 'renovate' my space.

She kind of lived with me. It was a complicated thing, given that she often spent a lot of time in other places.

"What do you think?" She pressed when I failed to respond. I really didn't know what to say. "Don't you wish you could afford something nicer for your queen?"

I tried, but it was difficult, especially given the requirements. Doing my best wasn't nearly enough.

"Y-yes," I admitted, ducking my head as if she was going to take pity on me, even though I knew she wasn't going to. "You deserve the best, Luna."

She smiled then, slow and catlike, enjoying the power she held over me. Rising to her feet, she sauntered over and perched on the arm of my chair. Her fingertips trailed along my shoulder blade through my thin t-shirt. I shivered under her touch, and she knew exactly the kind of effect she was having on me. She was actually taking advantage of it.

"You're learning," Luna purred, leaning in to nuzzle behind my ear. I shuddered at the intimate contact, my pulse quickening. "Keep being a good boy, and maybe I'll let you take me out somewhere nice tonight. Give you a chance to show me off, or maybe even the other way around."

I swallowed hard, nodding even as my cheeks burned at her bold proposition. As much as her arrogance and materialism sometimes overwhelmed me, there was no denying the effect she had on me... or how I craved any scrap of affection she deigned to toss my way. It was like breathing.

With Luna, I felt alive, even if she did tend to leave me breathless and wanting more.
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Luna must've sensed my hesitation, or perhaps she simply grew bored of lavishing praise upon herself. Either way, she changed the subject all of a sudden, catching me off guard. She did that sometimes, so it was something I should have expected could happen, but I didn't because I was stupid.

"But enough about my shopping spree!" She declared, hopping up from the armchair with an almost childish enthusiasm. "I've been craving some fresh fruit all day. Don't you just love the sweet juiciness of ripe, succulent fruits?"

I did, of course, but had no idea where our conversation was going after the abrupt change of subject. I blinked rapidly, trying to keep up with her sudden shift in conversation. Fruit? Really? Where had that come from?

"U-um, y-yeah, I guess," I stammered, scrambling to my feet as well. "Fruit is good for you. Lots of vitamins and minerals."

Luna rolled her eyes, waving a dismissive hand. "Oh please, don't bore me with the nutritional facts. I'm talking about the sensual experience!"

Oh, right, I thought. Why didn’t I think of that without her having to spell it out for me?

She began to pace back and forth, gesturing as she spoke. "Like a perfectly ripened peach, its fuzzy skin giving way to tender flesh beneath. Or a crisp apple, cool and refreshing on the tongue. And melons!" She paused, glancing at me with a wicked gleam in her eye. "Have you ever bitten into a honeydew melon, Hudson? That first juice explosion... divine."

I had already done that, of course, multiple times, in fact, but I never really cared about it. Again, where was this conversation going now?

My mouth went dry, a blush spreading across my cheeks as I struggled to reconcile Luna's lewd descriptions with the innocent produce she was discussing. Was she trying to fluster me, and was it intentional?

With her, it could be intentional, but it might also not be. I had no idea what was going on in her mind.

"I... uh... c-can't say that I h-have," I lied, shifting from foot to foot. I couldn't meet her knowing gaze, afraid of what I might see there.

The truth was, I lied because I had no idea what I was even saying. I felt that anything I said could be used against me in a terrible way.

Luna tutted, shaking her head in disappointment. "Shameful, absolutely shameful. A strapping young man like yourself shouldn't be so unfamiliar with nature's candy." She stepped closer, reaching out to trail a finger down my chest, tracing the collar of my shirt.

She was making me feel so turned on. Of course, if anything sexual happened, it would only be because she wanted it to. I had no agency of my own in that moment.

"And bananas..." She continued, voice lowering to a husky purr. "...long, thick, and full of potential energy. The way they grow, clustered together, yearning to be peeled and savored..."

By now, I was fully flushed, heart pounding in my ears. I knew she was playing with me, pushing my boundaries and reveling in my discomfort. But I was helpless to stop it, ensnared by her silver tongue and brazen innuendos. And I knew she wanted me exactly like that so she could toy with me.

"I think you need a crash course in appreciating the finer things, Hudson," Luna murmured, tilting my chin up with one elegant finger until our eyes met. "Starting with the most exquisite fruits money can buy. We'll start at the store—pick out only the ripest, most perfect specimens—and then..."

She leaned in close, warm breath ghosting over my ear as she whispered: "...and then we'll bring them home and explore their textures thoroughly. I do hope you're ready for a very hands-on lesson."

My mind reeled, struggling to process her blatant double entendres. Part of me wanted to bolt, to flee from her overwhelming aura. But another part—the part currently throbbing against my zipper—wanted her to keep toying with me. And I knew that, most likely, the second thing was going to happen.

Swallowing everything that was in my throat, I gave a jerky nod of acquiescence. There would be no escaping this new fixation of hers; I could already tell. The best I could hope for was to muddle through it and pray I didn't embarrass myself too badly in the process.

Was that going to work? I didn't think so, but it was better than not trying.

"Okay," I breathed, resigning myself to my fate. "Let's get started. With the f-fruits." Even to my own ears, my agreement sounded weak and unconvincing. But Luna seemed pleased nonetheless, flashing me a triumphant smile before turning towards the door.

"There's a wonderful market not far from here," she mused, hips swaying as she walked away. "We'll start there. And who knows where your education will take us from there?" Over her shoulder, she cast me a meaningful look, telling me a lot of things through it. I gulped, feeling both terrified and thrilled by the prospect of finding out.

And so, as we stepped out onto the bustling city sidewalk—I didn't want to be outside as I'd rather be studying, but I didn't have another choice—Luna linked her arm with mine, pressing herself close to my side. I stiffened at the contact, always a bit nervous being so near her in public. People tended to stare, drawn to her magnetic presence and the stark contrast between her mature confidence and my youthful awkwardness.

"You know," Luna began with a casual tone, as if discussing the weather, "that pathetic little worm you call a penis doesn't stand a chance next to my favorite dildo."

And once more, she was changing the subject again, because of course she was going to. She couldn't help yourself. Her mind was a complicated thing. It was nearly impossible to understand it.

I nearly tripped over my own feet at her blunt declaration, face flaming crimson. I glanced around, praying no one had heard her crude comparison. But given my lack of luck, a group of elderly ladies walking their tiny dogs were within earshot and shot us scandalized looks.

"It's true!" Luna laughed, oblivious or uncaring of the attention she'd drawn. Or maybe she liked it. "That big boy puts your pitiful pecker to absolute shame. He's almost twice your size, isn't that right, Hudson?"

If possible, I blushed even harder, ducking my head to avoid eye contact with anyone unfortunate enough to overhear Luna's graphic conversation. My mouth went dry, palms growing clammy.

I also wasn't helping myself. I shouldn't be feeling so awkward. But then again, she had full control over me. She could make me feel whatever she wanted.

"Please, L-Luna," I stammered under my breath, "not so loud..."

But she just grinned, enjoying my obvious mortification. "What's wrong? Embarrassed that everyone knows how small you are while your girlfriend has to rely on silicone to satisfy her?"

The few people still nearby tittered and snickered. I wanted nothing more than to disappear into the pavement. This level of humiliation was par for the course with Luna, though. Her shameless flaunting of intimate details was just one of many ways she loved to assert dominance over me, and it worked every time because I was weak.

Luna sighed, shaking her head. "Honestly, sometimes I wonder why I bother with you. If it wasn't for the cute factor... and the fact that you worship me so adorably when I let you, of course." She winked, drawing another round of shocked gasps from our audience.

Miserable, I hunched my shoulders, wishing I could sink through the concrete and escape this nightmare. But deep down, I knew I wouldn't leave. Couldn't leave. Not without risking losing Luna forever, something I couldn't bear to contemplate.

"You're insatiable..." I muttered, knowing full well she would twist any attempt to defend myself into fuel for her twisted ego. "It's not my fault I'm not... equipped... to match your appetites."

Luna snorted. "Equipped? Oh honey, you're barely even packing! No, that beast of mine... now that's a real man's toy. Thick as your wrist, long as your forearm..." She held up her hands in an obscene measuring gesture, just in case anyone hadn't quite caught her meaning yet.

A few young men passing by openly gaped at Luna, equal parts stunned and impressed by her bold lewdness. I wanted to crawl into a hole and die from sheer embarrassment. Did they think less of me now, knowing my girlfriend needed such massive artificial enhancements?

Or better yet, did they even care about me? No, they didn’t. They had no reason to think about me at all. They found our conversation amusing, but that was about it.

"And don't think I haven't considered bringing it along next time we fool around," Luna continued, as if discussing the weather. "Maybe watching me stretch myself on my thick silicone cock will finally motivate you to step up your game!"

Step up my game? What did she mean by that? I was already doing my best. There was nothing else I could do.

By now, several people were openly staring, whispering and pointing. I thought I might pass out from sheer mortification. How much more of this degrading spectacle did Luna intend to subject me to?

"P-please, Luna," I begged, hating the desperate tremor in my voice but unable to quell it. "Can we please stop talking about this? Here, in front of all these p-people?"

She paused, considering me with a critical gaze. Then slowly, with a cruel expression, a smirk spread across her lush lips. "Oh alright," she relented with exaggerated generosity. "Only because you asked so nicely."

With that parting jab, she sauntered off ahead of me, leaving me to trail after her in abject misery. As we walked, I could feel the weight of curious stares boring into my back. Everyone must think I was pathetic, spineless, letting my girlfriend humiliate me in broad daylight...

And worst of all? They weren't wrong. I was powerless against Luna's whims, a puppet dancing on strings only she controlled.
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After what felt like an eternity of public degradation, we finally made it back to our apartment, arms laden with countless bags bursting with fruit—mostly bananas, thanks to Luna's single-minded obsession. And it was also mostly me doing the carrying.

The instant we crossed the threshold, she began unloading them onto the kitchen counter with enthusiastic grunts. "This is going to be so much fun!" Luna exclaimed, holding aloft an enormous, perfectly ripe banana. It had to be nearly a foot long and thick as my forearm. She'd spent ages selecting it at the store, making lewd comments about its size and girth the whole time. Poor me was forced to listen to everything. Not to mention, she also kept making inappropriate comparisons.

"I bet this beauty will really stretch you open," she mused, rolling the hefty fruit between her palms. Wait, what? She hadn't told me anything about that. I didn't know that was the reason why we went out in the first place. My stomach churned with nerves at the implication.

I swallowed hard, setting down my own bags with trembling hands. "W-what exactly did you have in mind?" I still asked, dreading the answer but needing confirmation nonetheless.

I mean, I already knew the answer. I just didn't want to believe it.

Luna flashed me a wicked grin, eyes sparkling with mischief. "Well, mi amor, you've been acting like a spoiled brat lately. Forgetting who wears the pants in this relationship." She stepped closer, trailing the banana lightly over my cheek.

"So, I thought maybe you needed a reminder. A nice big, juicy lesson right up where you'll never forget it." Her tone left little doubt as to her intentions.

My breath hitched, pulse pounding in my ears. This was a side of Luna I knew all too well—the dominant, sadistic mistress bent on reminding her submissive boy-toy of his proper place. And god help me, as terrified as I was, some treacherous part of me thrilled at the prospect.

"But first things first," Luna declared, grabbing one of the smaller bananas and peeling it with quick, efficient motions. "You need to taste your lesson before it goes in..."

Uhh, what? That was something I hadn't expected at all.

She pressed the exposed fruit against my lips until I parted them on reflex. Luna wasted no time shoving the bright yellow curve past my teeth, humming when I closed my mouth around it.

"There now," she purred, rubbing the firm shaft of the fruit along my tongue. "Get acquainted with nature's candy while I prepare yours."

And here I thought she was going to make me taste something else. The more time I spent with her, the more I realized I didn't know as much about her as I thought I did.

I shuddered, cheeks burning as I sucked on the proffered banana, acutely aware of how similar the act was to something far more intimate.

"You know," she said with her same casual tone, as if not discussing something deeply shameful, "they say eating a banana makes you smarter. Too bad it seems to just make you hornier instead." With a crude snicker, she tossed the empty peel aside. I knew that joke was coming.

My blush deepened further, knowing she referred to my growing arousal despite the mortifying situation. I couldn't deny the shameful heat building low in my gut. I also couldn't stop imagining her putting on a strap-on and fucking me senseless with its shaft.

Once satisfied with her preparations, Luna turned back to me, brandishing the large, glistening fruit like a prize. "Bottoms up, Hudson," she sing-sang.

Swallowing hard around the banana still filling my mouth, I turned to present myself, bracing my elbows on the cool granite countertop. Then, I lowered my pants and underwear. There was no reason to hesitate. This was what I wanted.

My heart raced as anticipation mixed with dread.

This was going to hurt, I knew. But damn it, I craved Luna's twisted affections like a man dying of thirst. Even the humiliation, even the pain... I would endure anything for another drop of her attention.

"Such an eager little slut..." Luna cooed, tracing the tip of the banana down the cleft of my ass. "So desperate for your queen's touch, aren't you?"

Unable to form words around my mouthful, I could only nod, begging her to begin. To claim me, ruin me, remind me so thoroughly of my place beneath her...

And begin she did, pressing forward until that huge, slippery head popped past my tight ring of muscle with a wet squelch. I cried out around the banana plugging my hole, tears springing unbidden to my eyes from the sudden intense stretch.

But Luna didn't pause or relent, pushing steadily deeper inch by excruciating inch. By the time she hilted inside me, I was panting harshly through my nose. Drool scaped through the corners of my mouth.

"There now," Luna crowed once fully seated. "That should keep you plugged up and remembering your purpose." She didn't need to do that, but I couldn't say anything, drowning in my own lust.

She punctuated her statement with a sharp thrust, grinding the massive intrusion against my prostate. I thought that wasn't even possible, showing me how little I knew.

I nearly screamed then, pleasure spiking through the overwhelming fullness. Luna just laughed, reaching down to tease my hole some more.

"Mmmm, you look good enough to eat," she praised, voice dripping with sadistic satisfaction. "A feast fit for a queen, hmm? Or perhaps more fitting, a banana split, courtesy of my royal cock-sleeve."

To emphasize her point, she began rocking into me again, each drag forcing obscene squelching noises from my stretched rim. Tears leaked steadily down my face now, overwhelmed by the sheer intensity of the experience.

How long would she use me like this? How many degrading names would she call me? Would she let me come? Without asking her, I knew that the last thing wasn't going to happen anytime soon.

Luna continued her relentless pace, driving the rigid banana in and out of my stretched hole with brutal efficiency. Despite being a natural, perishable fruit, it maintained a shocking level of stiffness and shape, allowing Luna to use it almost exactly like a flesh-and-blood cock.

Each forceful thrust sent jolts of pained pleasure radiating through my core, my prostate battered by the textured surface. Obscene squelching noises filled the kitchen as Luna railed me, punctuated by the lewd slap of flesh meeting flesh.

"That's right, take it!" Luna growled, one hand gripping my hip bruisingly tight while the other pumped the slick banana in and out of my clenching passage. "Fuck, you're gripping it so tightly... as if trying to milk cum from a useless fruit."

Tears streamed down my face at the overwhelming sensations—each drag of the rough fruit against sensitive nerves sending electricity zinging up my spine. My own pathetic erection bobbed helplessly between my legs, drooling pre-cum onto the tile floor. I was at Luna's mercy, reduced to a hole for her amusement.

"This is all your tiny prick will ever be good for," she taunted, punctuating her cruel words with particularly harsh thrusts. "Coming without anything directly stimulating it..."

Despite the humiliating degradation, I felt my climax fast approaching, my balls drawing up tight. The constant stimulation had pushed me to the brink. I clenched harder around the invading banana, trying to hold off my impending orgasm lest Luna punish me for coming without permission.

As if sensing my precarious state, Luna leaned over me, hot breath tickling the shell of my ear. "Don't you dare cum before I allow it," she hissed, voice low and dangerous. Her free hand slid around to fist my weeping cock, squeezing with enough strength to hurt me. "You'll take your pleasure when I deign to give it, understand?"

Choked sobs wracked my chest, nods frantic against the cold countertop. I was seconds away from losing control entirely, every nerve alight with agonizing bliss. The room spun, vision tunneling...

Just then, Luna wrenched the massive fruit out of my spasming hole with a guttural groan, leaving me empty and aching. At the same instant, her fingers tightened vice-like around the base of my cock, cutting off my release.

"No!" I keened, hips bucking in search of any friction. "Please! I can't—it hurts!"

But Luna just laughed, keeping her iron grip on my throbbing member. "Oh, mi amor, we've barely begun..." She licked a slow stripe up the side of my neck before biting down hard on my shoulder. "You have so much more to learn about serving your goddess properly. And I intend to teach you every single lesson, no matter how long it takes or how thoroughly you beg for mercy..." With that ominous promise hanging heavy in the air, Luna released my abused cock only to flip me onto my back atop the scattered remnants of our ill-fated grocery haul. Bananas rolled away from the sudden movement, their yellow peels glistening obscenely under the bright kitchen lights.

Looming above me, Luna slowly peeled off her straining top, revealing acres of caramel skin and heaving cleavage. My mouth went dry at the glorious sight of her near-naked body, heart hammering against my ribs.

"What do you think?" She purred, cupping her generous breasts and giving them an enticing squeeze. "Ready for round two, my needy little banana slut?" Swallowing heavily, I gazed up at her in abject worship even as residual pain still lingered between my thighs. This woman owned me completely. And god help me, I wouldn't have it any other way...

"Yes, Mistress," I breathed, surrendering myself wholly to her twisted whims once more. "I'm yours to use however you desire."
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With a wicked grin, Luna grabbed my head and pulled me towards her exposed breasts, smothering my face in her ample, pillowy flesh. The scent of her perfume mixed with the faint musk of arousal overwhelmed my senses.

"Go on, Hudson," she purred, pushing more of her tit into my mouth until I could barely breathe. "Worship your queen's magnificent bosom. Show me how grateful you are to serve such a divine set of udders."

Muffled and struggling for air, I began to suckle as if my life depended on it, tongue swirling around the fat nipple now filling my mouth. I lapped and slurped, putting everything I had into pleasing her, knowing full well the punishment awaiting if I fell short.

Luna let out a throaty moan, fisting a hand in my hair as she held me in place. "Yes, just like that... Mmmm, sing to me, my devoted little tit-whore. Let everyone know who these perfect titties belong to..."

Mind hazy from lack of oxygen and shameful lust, I started to hum a tuneless melody around the thick flesh plugging my throat. It was something I always had to do when I was sucking her jugs.

It came out garbled and desperate, vibrated by my fluttering attempts to breathe through my nose. To say that it felt almost impossible was a huge understatement.

"That's right, serenade me with those slutty little lips," Luna cooed, bouncing to force her nipple deeper. Drool leaked from the corners of my stretched mouth as I gagged and choked, eyes watering from exertion and humiliation.

The wet licking sounds of my forced sucking filled the room, accompanied by Luna's ragged breaths and moans of satisfaction. Each pull sent fresh waves of dizziness crashing over me, my lungs screaming for air...

Still, I persisted, determined to prove my devotion despite the ordeal. My own neglected erection throbbed almost painfully, trapped between our bodies. But I knew better than to seek relief, knowing all too well the price of disobedience.

After what felt like an eternity, Luna finally eased her bruising grip, allowing me to gasp out a desperate lungful of air. Pearlescent beads of drool connected my swollen lips to her spit-slick nipples. I hung there while breathing with extreme difficulty, boneless and compliant, waiting for her next command.

But then she stopped what she was doing, and I knew she was about to scold me again. The look on her face made it clear she was upset about something I did. I couldn't blame her; I just wasn't good enough.

"And, coming back to something important… do you really call that singing?" Luna scoffed, disappointment etched on her gorgeous face. She pinched my chin, forcing me to meet her stern gaze again. "That pathetic croaking hardly does justice to these magnificent tits. You can do better than that, Hudson." 

Shamefaced, I ducked my head, knowing she was right. I'd been too focused on gasping for air to put real effort into my impromptu serenade. Luna sighed, exasperation clear in the sound.

"Well, since you obviously need more motivation..." Quick as a flash, she engulfed both of my ears in her soft mounds, fully encasing my head in warm, fragrant flesh. I immediately started to panic, realizing I couldn't hear anything except the rush of blood in my own ears and the muffled thump of Luna's heartbeat.

"This is what happens to naughty boys who don't please their mistress properly," Luna chided, voice distorted through the barriers of her breasts. "You'll stay like this until I decide you've suffered enough. Now, SING!"

Desperate for air and approval, I opened my mouth wide and began to vocalize, sending vibrations through the plush landscape of her cleavage. I tried to shape my breathless warbling into actual lyrics, choosing one of Luna's favorite sultry songs:

"I... am... your servant... bound by desire..." I gasped out each word between labored sucks and laps at her nipples, fighting down rising claustrophobia. Drool flowed, painting her skin shiny trails.

"That's more like it!" Luna praised, but kept me firmly trapped, only allowing me shallow gulps of air. "Again! Sing louder, let the whole neighborhood know who owns you!"

Tears pricked my eyes as I obeyed, belting out the erotic tune with renewed fervor even as I grew dizzy and lightheaded:

"My love... is a drug... I'm addicted to you..." I panted against the slick skin, hips twitching with pent-up desperation. My shaft throbbed, untouched and aching.

"That's right, holler your devotion!" Luna gloated, grinding her chest against my straining face. "Mmmm, yes, worship your goddess' heavenly tits! Don't stop, not until I say so!"

So, I continued, voice cracking and breaking as I struggled to maintain pitch and coherence, drowning in sensation and the need to serve her. The world narrowed down to the hot, slick slide of my tongue on her nipples, the sweet ache in my lungs, the relentless throb of arousal between my legs.

"How much do you love Mistress' big beautiful boobies?" Luna purred after several interminable minutes. She finally released one ear, letting me catch a needed breath before plunging it back into her pillowy jugs.

"They're... everything..." I wheezed, struggling to form coherent words. "I live... to service them... to be your toy..."

"Good boy," Luna purred. "Keep going just like that... Mmmm, such a good little tit-whore for his queen." She held me fast, ensuring I fulfilled her twisted orders, leaving me no choice but to submit to her whims. My orgasm hovered close, denied release yet again, all control handed over to the dominant woman using my body for her pleasure. Just how she wanted it. Just how I secretly craved it, deep down where shame met masochistic bliss. I sang on, drowning in depraved ecstasy, until she decided I'd earned a scrap of mercy... or until I passed out from lack of oxygen, whichever came first.

Luna, unsatisfied with my previous performance despite my best efforts, doubled down on my torment. She gripped my hair tightly, slamming my face deeper into her vast expanse of tit-flesh until I was completely smothered, nose pressed hard against her sternum. The world went dark and quiet again save for the pounding of her heart and my own ragged breathing echoing in my ears. "Come on now, Hudson," she cooed, giving my head a sharp shake. "Put some feeling into it! Pretend like you actually mean the filthy things spilling from those slutty lips. Otherwise, you know what's going to happen."

My vision swam, lungs burning with the desperate need for air. But still, I persevered, trying to pour every ounce of forced emotion into my garbled caterwauling. I latched onto a nipple once more, suckling greedily while running my tongue around the stiff peak in tight circles.

I was doing my best. I really was, but I couldn't help wondering if it was enough. I hoped it was, for my own sake.

"Your t-titties are... divine! A temple worthy of w-worship!" I choked out between sloppy kisses and licks, voice raw and wrecked. Drool streamed freely down my chin and neck, dripping onto my heaving chest.

"Mmmm, that's slightly better," Luna allowed, but quickly followed it with a harsh twist of my hair. "But we can definitely amp up the intensity! Let's try something new, shall we?"

Before I could react or even ponder her ominous question, Luna grabbed a ripe banana from the nearby bunch. With deft movements, she peeled it halfway then shoved the exposed end past my stretched lips alongside her nipple. I didn't expect that at all.

"Here's an extra treat for being such an eager tit-loving slut," she giggled, forcing me to take half the fruit into my mouth along with her teat. "Hope you're hungry!"

I gagged around the sudden intrusion, tears springing fresh to my stinging eyes. The musky scent of the banana filled my nostrils, overwhelming and intense. Biting down, my teeth sank into the firm flesh, smearing sticky juice everywhere.

"There we go! What a pretty picture you make—my personal tit-toy choking on produce." Luna laughed wickedly above me, amused by my predicament. "Now keep singing, whore. And this time, don't forget to thank Mistress properly for giving you a little bit of happiness!"

Humiliated beyond belief yet helplessly aroused, I tried to shape my mouth around the unwieldy combination of breast and banana, slurping messily as drool mixed with fruity juices. Each labored breath sent shivers through Luna's sensitive mounds, making her gasp and moan.

With great effort, I started to sing again, the melody distorted by the oral obstruction:

"I'm j-just a servent... to your charms...

A prisoner of lo-love... bound by your arms..."

The vibrations of my strained vocals seemed to drive Luna wild with lust. Her fingers tightened almost painfully in my hair, holding me in place as she ground herself against my face with shameless abandon.

"That's more like it!" she praised, hips undulating. "Fuck, listen to you serenade these perfect tits."

I flushed at the crude comparison but couldn't deny the humiliating truth behind her words. I WAS acting like that, panting and drooling for scraps of affection from my owner. It should have disgusted me, but instead, perverse excitement coiled hot and heavy in my groin.

Luna noticed my body's reaction, smirking. "Ooh, what's this? Little Hudson likes having his face abused? How delightfully pathetic!" She punctuated her taunt by humping forward, grinding her hips against me.

She was unapologetic, not caring how she felt about me as long as she was enjoying it. And even though some people might call it crazy, I loved that about us.

I whimpered around my mouthful, dizzy with arousal and lack of oxygen. My own aching erection throbbed in sympathy, leaking steadily. But I knew better than to seek relief without explicit permission. This was my penance, after all—worshipping Luna's body until she deemed me worthy of climax.

"You just lay there and keep taking it," Luna purred, rolling her hips in slow figure-eights. "Take your punishment like the masochistic little slut you are. Maybe if you please me well enough, I'll let you cum later... maybe."

Her conditional promise hung in the air, a carrot forever out of reach. She would never truly allow me release, not until she grew bored of using me so sweetly. We both knew it, but the fantasy drove me to heights of depraved ecstasy nonetheless.

So, I sang on, voice breaking and hoarse, pouring every fiber of my being into debasing myself for my Mistress' pleasure. The song became nonsensical, as it was always going to become, devolving into wordless moans and cries muffled by banana and titflesh.
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As consciousness slowly returned, I found myself waking up alone in our shared bedroom, sunlight streaming through gaps in the blinds. For a moment, I simply lay there, savoring the peaceful silence and the absence of Luna's usual morning dominance. Yawning, I rolled over to check my phone on the nightstand - 10:34 AM. Sleeping late apparently. Strange, considering Luna usually roused me much earlier. Where could she be? I had no idea, but was intent on finding out.

Pushing off the tangled sheets, I padded out of the bedroom towards the living room, the hardwood floors cool beneath my bare feet. As I approached, muffled rustling noises caught my attention. Peeking around the corner, I spotted Luna sitting on the couch, surrounded by piles of colorful fabric and plastic bags emblazoned with unfamiliar logos. She seemed engrossed in her task, head bent over a delicate piece of clothing clutched between her hands.

Intrigue piqued, I crept closer, still unseen. That was when I noticed something odd—the garments littering the couch appeared far too petite for Luna's voluptuous frame. They looked to be in various states of alteration, seams ripped open, waistbands turned inside out. Was she trying to alter them somehow?

Finally, after some time, she noticed my presence. She cocked an eyebrow, as if asking me whether I was going to say something. I didn’t know what to say. I was curious about the clothes.

Clearing my throat, I finally mustered enough courage to speak. "Are they for you? Did you buy them online, and they sent the wrong size?"

In that moment, I thought she was going to rip me a new one for not being delicate enough.

She stood up slowly, leaving the clothes on the couch. "Oh, darling. You think these clothes are for me?"

I cleared my throat again. I was nervous—of course, I was. Why would it be any different around her?

I stayed silent for the next few seconds, mostly because I didn’t know what to say. Was there even anything to say at this moment? Sometimes, it felt like I was living in my own personal hell.

"They’re not for you?" I finally asked, feeling like I was walking on eggshells. Anything I said could turn into a mistake she'd use to punish me. And God help me, but a part of me wanted that to happen.

"No, of course not. They’re for you, my darling. I’m going to give you the thing you’ve always wanted."

My heart began to hammer in my chest. I knew exactly what she was talking about. I’d always thought I didn’t deserve it, but it seemed that after yesterday’s serenade, her opinion had changed.

Whether that was true or not, I didn’t know—but I was about to find out.

"You’re finally going to turn me into a woman?" I asked. I felt small, like Santa was going to give me a gift.

She smiled, placing her hand on my shoulder. Her fingers were warm, and they made me think about all the things she could do to me. No—all the things she was going to do to me. Clearly, she was already planning on doing a lot.

Luna chuckled, low and sultry, as she watched the mix of hope and trepidation play across my face. She circled me like a predator stalking its prey, eyes glinting with wicked amusement. When she spoke, her voice held a note of mock sympathy. "Aww, look at you, getting all excited! Yes, mi amor, I'm finally going to make your wish come true. After putting up with your pathetic attempts at worshiping my body yesterday, I decided you've earned this reward." She snapped her fingers, pointing to the pile of clothes. "Now strip. Let's see how you look in those cute little outfits I picked out."

My pulse raced, palms growing damp as anticipation and nerves warred within me. This was really happening... Luna was actually going to feminize me, transform me into her perfect girl. The thought sent a thrill down my spine even as anxiety clenched my gut. Obediently, I began tugging my shirt over my head, baring my lanky torso to her hungry gaze.

"Yes, Mistress," I breathed, shimmying out of my sweatpants until I stood before her in just my boxers, half-hard cock straining against the fabric.

"Mmmm, so obedient, so eager to please," Luna purred, circling behind me to smack my ass, making me yelp and jolt forward. She grabbed a hanger holding a frilly pink bra and panty set, pushing the skimpy garments into my hands. "Put these on first. Let's get those flat man-titties of yours properly supported!"

Face burning, I took the intimate apparel, fingers trembling slightly as I examined the delicate lace and satin. It was so dainty, so feminine... nothing like the plain cotton briefs and undershirts I usually wore. Swallowing hard, I nodded jerkily.

"I-It's beautiful, Mistress. Thank you..." I managed to stammer out, clutching the delicate items to my chest like precious gifts. Which they were, in a way—tokens of Luna's twisted affection and dominance.

"There's more where that came from," she promised with a wicked grin, gesturing to the other piles of women's clothing scattered about. "A whole new wardrobe awaits you, Hudson. Now hurry up and put it on. I want to see my pretty little sissy model his lingerie collection!"

Her tone brooked no argument, expectant and commanding. With shaking hands, I turned towards the bathroom, desperate for a modicum of privacy to change, though maybe there wasn't much need for it. And then, Luna tutted sharply.

"Nope, right here. I want to watch every delicious moment of your transformation. Plus, I have to guide you through it." She plopped onto the couch, leaning back with a smirk. "And don't forget—the show starts when you're fully dressed. Then we'll discuss the real reason why I'm doing this..."

That ominous statement hung heavy in the air between us as I gulped. What 'real reason' could there be beyond cruel amusement at my expense? I didn't dare ask aloud, simply nodding as I stepped into the flimsy bra and wiggled into the damp crotchless panties. They clung to my most intimate areas as I adjusted them, trying to find comfort.

Squaring my shoulders, I forced myself to stride back into the living room. The cool air kissed newly bared thighs as I struck a tentative pose before Luna, stomach fluttering with nervous excitement. I hoped she liked it.

"How do I look, Mistress?" I asked softly, cheeks blazing under her appraising stare. Despite my shame, a secret thrill zipped through me at presenting myself thus—to be evaluated like an object solely for her pleasure. To serve a purpose beyond simple masculinity...

Luna drank me in, eyes roving from the swell of my bound chest down to the juncture of my thighs. A slow clap punctuated the silence. "Magnificent," she declared. "I love it!" Rising, she sauntered closer, trailing a finger along the lacy edge of the bra cup. "But now comes the fun part..."

She reached into a bag and withdrew a large box wrapped in glittery paper. Tearing it open revealed a monstrous silicone strap-on, easily twice the size of any cock I'd ever seen in person or porn. It was, of course, also multiple times the size of mine. My mouth went dry, eyes widening at the intimidating toy.

"This beast," Luna said, hefting the heavy shaft, "is going to teach you some very important lessons." She tossed it to me, making me scramble to catch it. The weight settled heavily in my palms.

"And if you're very good," she added, voice dropping to a husky murmur, "I might even let you cum while I ravage your hole. Wouldn't that be nice?"

Swallowing the lump in my throat, I could only nod, mind reeling with possibilities and trepidation.
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After tossing me the massive strap-on, Luna rummaged through the piles of clothing, selecting piece after piece and handing them to me with a critical eye. "Here, put this on," she ordered, thrusting a lacy garter belt into my hands. As I fumbled to fasten it around my waist, she continued her lesson. "You must always present yourself neatly and accessorized for your Mistress. Keep your body hair removed, skin smooth and soft. Wear whatever I provide without complaint."

Next came sheer stockings, gossamer than the ones I'd seen online models wear. They slid up my legs with maddening slowness, Luna's deft fingers grazing my sensitive inner thighs as she smoothed out wrinkles. By the time she finished, I was already panting, half-hard cock straining against the confines of my new panties.

"A true slut stays ready and available," Luna lectured, giving my bulge a condescending pat. "Keep this boy-cunt primped and eager. Understand?"

"Y-yes Mistress," I stammered, hips bucking into her touch. Each brush of her hand sent sparks of unwanted arousal through me. Unwanted because I knew better than to crave release without permission.

Luna hummed in approval, stepping back to survey her handiwork. Satisfied with what she saw, she selected another garment—a corset cinched tightly enough to force my breath shallow and posture ramrod straight. Laces bit into the flesh of my ribs as I squirmed, trying to adjust to the sudden constriction.

"The key is breathing, darling," she cooed. "Nice deep breaths. In through your nose, out through your mouth. You'll get used to being laced up tight as a present for me."

By the time she finished dressing me, I was a writhing mass of nerves and hormones, barely holding myself together. The final touches were a pair of high heels and a choker collar—accessories designed more to restrain than support. But they made me feel deliciously helpless... and so incredibly aroused.

"There! Isn't that just the prettiest picture?" Luna crowed, admiring her work. She grabbed my chin, forcing me to meet her wicked grin. "Now, here's what you're going to do..." Her grip tightened. "You will address me as Goddess or Mistress at all times unless I say otherwise. You will not speak except when spoken to. And you WILL maintain perfect makeup and hair at all times, even if it means touching up in the bathroom every hour!"

Her commands hung heavy between us, expectations clear. This was my life now—not just today, but from here on out. A constant state of dolled-up obedience, existing solely for her whims and pleasures. The thought thrilled and terrified me in equal measure.

"Yes Mistress," I breathed, voice small and submissive.

"Okay, now on to the second part," she said, a wicked smile painting her face. I suspected what she had in mind, and my body hummed with pure excitement at the thought.

With a wicked gleam in her eye, Luna took my hand and led me towards the master bedroom suite, specifically to the lavish ensuite bathroom attached. Inside, she had transformed the marble countertop into a makeshift beauty station, complete with an array of colorful pots, palettes, and brushes. "It's time someone taught you the art of 'feminine warfare'," she purred, pushing me down onto the plush velvet stool before the expansive mirror. "And who better to guide your hand than yours truly? Now, hold still."

I swallowed hard, both nervous and exhilarated by the prospect of having Luna's full attention on something beyond degrading me.

She began with the foundation, smoothing a creamy base over my T-zone jawline. "First things first—flawless canvas makes for stunning artwork." Her nimble fingers worked efficiently, blending and buffing until my skin glowed.

As she worked, Luna expounded on various beauty tips, musings on the power dynamics of presentation. "Makeup isn't just about looking pretty, Hudson," she opined, tapping my nose lightly with a fluffy brush. "It's a tool, a weapon. When wielded properly, it can make others see you exactly how you want them to."

I nodded along, enraptured by her expertise and the novel perspective. Growing up, I'd never been encouraged to care much about appearance beyond cleanliness. But Luna...

Well, Luna was a master of femdom. She lived and breathed domination, and she seemed determined to mold me in her image.

Blushing color onto my cheeks next, she tutted at my flush. "Blushing tells everyone you're an inexperienced little virgin. We need to work on that." With deft strokes, she blended the rosy hue, leaving me with a natural yet polished glow.

Luna always noticed everything. That level of focus was intimidating—and arousing. Did she ever miss anything about me?

Moving on to my eyes, she applied shadow and highlight with practiced ease, making my ordinary brown gaze pop with drama. "The eyes are the windows to the soul," she murmured, tracing the outer corners with a smudgy kohl. "And yours scream desperate need. Let's give people a reason to fulfill those desires..."

My heart raced as she worked, pulse pounding in my ears. Each swipe of her tools against my face sent shivers down my spine. The intimacy of the act, combined with her dominant aura, left me dizzy.

Finally, stepping back to admire her handiwork, Luna pursed her lips. Then with a slow, approving nod, she said, "Beautiful. Simply gorgeous. You look like a proper princess already."

Pride surged through me at the praise, followed by shame at needing it so much. What kind of man got off on being dolled up? Me, I answered.

"Thank you, Mistress," I breathed, ducking my head. My reflection stared back at me—a vision in pinks and golds, all soft curves and vulnerable gazing. It hardly resembled the scrawny boy I'd always been.

Luna gripped my chin, forcing me to meet her knowing smirk. "Yes, you're welcome. But don't think this is enough." Her thumb brushed my plump lower lip. "Oh no, darling. Your education has only just begun. By the time I'm finished with you, you'll be a true work of art."

A thrill zipped down my spine at the promise in her words—fear of becoming her ultimate creation. But god help me, I wanted that.

"Yes Mistress," I breathed. I couldn't imagine existing outside her careful control.
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"Aww, look at you, all cute and made-up," Luna cooed, circling behind me where I sat at her vanity. She was enjoying the situation, maybe even too much.

She gathered my unruly long hair into one hand, examining it. "This mop of yours simply won't do anymore. No more hiding behind these boring locks!"

Her declaration sent a jolt of nerves through me, though I knew this was going to happen. I knew what she meant—that I needed to embrace my new role completely, even if it terrified me. Swallowing, I nodded with a jerk of my head. "Y-yes Mistress..."

"That's what I like to hear!" Luna praised, giving my hair a sharp tug. She grabbed a sleek black electric razor from the countertop drawer, flicking it on to reveal the whirring blade within.

This reminded me of the last time I went to the barber shop, though of course, the haircut I was going to get now was going to be completely different.

"Let's start by getting rid of this excess length. A true sissy needs a chic, easy-to-manage style." Deft fingers combed through my locks once more before she started buzzing, slowly working the razor upwards...

The electric hum filled the room as Luna stripped away layers of my identity, each snip of the blade slicing through months' worth of growth. I watched, transfixed and apprehensive, as my reflection began to change before my very eyes.

Luna paused sometimes to assess her progress, cocking her head with a thoughtful expression on her face. She used combs and scissors to finesse the remaining lengths, sculpting my hair into a trendy, asymmetrical cut—longer on top, razor-sharp undercut framing my ears and nape of my neck.

"There we go," she declared, setting down her tools with a satisfied sigh. "Much better! Don't you feel lighter... freer?" Her hands smoothed over my newly exposed scalp almost tenderly.

I raised trembling fingers to the unfamiliar texture, marveling at the drastic transformation. In the mirror, a stranger gazed back at me - a stranger with wide, startled eyes and a mouth agape in shock. Gone was the lanky college student; in his place crouched a pretty, feminine creature in delicate makeup and artfully disheveled locks.

"I-I guess I do..." I stammered, my throat dry like sand. The wind rushed past my bare ears, ruffling the short fringe. Everything felt different now—cooler, lighter, more sensitive. Even my balance seemed thrown off without the familiar weight of my old hairstyle. It was a welcomed change, no denying it.

Luna smirked at my reaction, amused by it. She leaned down to murmur in my ear, breath hot against my skin. "You look stunning, Hudson. Like a proper little princess ready for her queen."

Her words sent a confusing mix of emotions tumbling through me—embarrassment at needing such extreme changes, pride at pleasing her, anxiety about maintaining this 'look', given that it wasn't going to be easy. I wasn't sure I could pull off the air of constant availability, the expectation of perfection. Not without her help, at least. As long as she helped me, I was sure I could achieve it.

"Wh-what if someone sees me like this? At college or...or your friends?" I worried aloud, biting my glossy bottom lip. Mia would probably have a field day when she saw me, but what about others?

Not to mention when I applied for work. What would people think? Probably nothing good.

Luna tutted, gripping my shoulders even as she rolled her eyes. "Then they'll know exactly what a lucky man you are—utterly devoted to serving your Queen. Besides..." Her grin turned wicked. "Who says anyone else gets to see my perfect pet? Hiding away those beautiful tresses will be our little secret..." My cheeks burned at her implication. Did she really mean to keep me dolled up 24/7? The thought thrilled and horrified me in equal measure. I didn't know if I had the stomach for living life as nothing more than Luna's plaything. But the idea of belonging solely to her stirred something primal deep inside...

"Yes M-Mistress," I breathed, ducking my head.

"And now comes the fun part," Luna continued our conversation, giving my freshly cropped hair an approving pat. "Stand up straight, shoulders back. You're a graceful swan now, not some slouching douchebag." Blushing heat crept up my neck as I scrambled to comply, rising on shaky legs. I tried to emulate the posture she described—tummy, chest out, chin parallel to the floor—but it felt foreign, unnatural. Years of slouching habits died hard.

"You need practice," Luna critiqued, circling me like a shark scenting blood. "Walk for me. Let me see how you move in heels."

Heels? Oh god, I'd forgotten I was still wearing them. Wobbling, I took a tentative step forward, shaky gait marred by the towering shoes. Each stride threatened to send me sprawling, but somehow I kept my balance. Thank goodness I did. I didn't want to disappoint her.

"This is harder than it looks," I grumbled, arms pinwheeling at my sides for stability. Walking like a real woman was proving to be an elusive skill, to say the least. It felt more difficult than all the tests I had already taken.

"Harder than it looks? Honey, please!" Luna scoffed, rolling her eyes. She loved being dramatic. "You've got the coordination of a baby giraffe learning to stand! No, no, no. You must glide, Hudson. Think fluidity, grace!" She grabbed my hand, placing it on her hip. Then, taking my other hand, she held it aloft between us. With exaggerated movements, she began guiding me around the living room in slow circles, forcing me to follow her lead. I was doing my best and wondering if she was finding it good enough.

"Like this," she purred, swaying her hips from side to side. "Feel the rhythm, the music in each movement. You're dancing, darling, always dancing."

Despite myself, I started to relax into the steady beat, letting Luna guide me along. Her body moved beneath my palm, warm and inviting. It was impossible not to get swept up in the sensual energy radiating from her.

"There we go! Much better!" Luna praised, clapping her hands together. She stepped back to watch me continue moving solo, eyes critical yet encouraging. "Now, try talking like a woman. Use open, expressive gestures. Don't hide behind crossed arms or slumped shoulders. Be big, bold, confident!"

I gulped, trying to internalize her instructions. Talking openly was one thing; acting confident was another matter. And she knew that, but wasn't going to change her mind. I knew Luna wouldn't accept anything less than my best effort.

With trembling fingers, I raised my hands to frame my face, mimicking the animated facial expressions I often saw in female friends and classmates. "Um, hi there! How are you today?"

The words sounded stilted coming from my mouth, artificial and forced. But Luna just smiled, nodding. "Better, yes! Keep practicing until it feels natural. And remember—the key is attitude. Act like you belong here, like you own every inch of space around you..."

She trailed off, leaving me to ponder that ominous statement.

Did I belong here, playing dress-up and preening for my dominant girlfriend? Was this truly who I wanted to become—a simpering sissy eager to fulfill his Mistress' every twisted whim? A very small part of me screamed 'no', insisted this was all a bizarre dream I needed to wake up from. But a larger, quieter portion acknowledged the shameful thrill zipping through me at Luna's commands, the way my body responded to her...

I had always wanted this, and now that it was finally happening, I needed to fully embrace what it could offer me.

"I... I'll do my best," I finally managed to squeak out, lowering my hands. "To act like I believe it..."

"That's the spirit!" Luna crowed, grabbing me in a sudden hug. She rocked me against her ample bosom, making me dizzy with her perfume and the close contact. When she pulled back, her expression softened. "Oh Huddy, you have no idea how proud I am of you right now. This is only the beginning, though. Stick with your lessons, and soon you'll be the most perfect little slut..."

And then she looked at me, her dark eyes smoldering with intensity as she circled around my now-seated form like a predator sizing up its prey. And she was, pretty much, a predator and I was her prey.

I could feel the weight of her gaze upon me, assessing every minute detail of my transformed appearance. Luna had already put me through rigorous training in walking, talking, and applying makeup —now she seemed determined to drill yet another aspect of femininity into my malleable psyche. I couldn't help but wonder what she was planning.

"What we need to work on next," she declared with that same voice that dripped with authority, stopping behind where I sat perched on the edge of our bed, "is your ability to please a woman in the most intimate way possible."

I felt a blush creep onto my cheeks at her blunt statement, my heart pounding faster. Intimacy was one area I had little experience in, especially with someone as commanding and sensual as Luna. She seemed to relish my nervousness, a smirk playing at the corners of her full lips.

Seemed? I asked myself. More like I already knew for sure.

"You see, Hudson," she continued, reaching out to trail a perfectly manicured nail along my shoulder blade, making me shiver, "a true woman knows how to tease, tantalize, and satisfy. It's not just about physical acts —although those are important too..." Her voice dropped to a husky purr.

She moved around to stand before me again, crossing her arms beneath her ample bosom. "The key lies in understanding what pleases your Mistress. Reading their body language, their subtle cues. Being attuned to their needs and desires."

Luna reached out, gripping my chin as she tilted my face up towards hers. Her scent enveloped me —expensive perfume mingling with the faint aroma of the banana she'd used earlier in our 'lesson'. Up close, I could see the flecks of gold in her brown eyes, could feel the heat radiating off her skin, and it turned me on more than anything else.

"Today, pet," she murmured against my lips, "you're going to practice worshiping me with that clever mouth of yours until I'm thoroughly satisfied..."

We’d done that before, of course. Multiple times, even. But it was going to be different now because I was properly all dolled up.

My breath caught in my throat, anticipation and trepidation warring within me. But even as uncertainty fluttered in my stomach, I found myself nodding, entranced by Luna's dominant aura. In that moment, I reaffirmed I would always do anything, endure any humiliation, to earn her praise and approval.

"Okay, and now comes what I really want from this," she said, her eyes shining with arousal and her wicked plans for me.

Luna then took her time undressing, putting on a show as she slowly peeled off each article of clothing. She did it deliberately, knowing damn well how much it drove me crazy seeing inch after tantalizing inch of her caramel skin being revealed. She got off on teasing me, and god help me, I loved every second of it. It was my own fault she was like that.

First went the silk blouse, buttons popping open one by one to expose the lush swell of her breasts barely contained by a lace bra. Next slid down the zipper of her pencil skirt, pooling on the floor around her high heels before she kicked it away. Left in just her underwear and stockings, she posed, hands on wide hips, letting me drink in every delicious curve. I couldn't even blink in that moment.

With a wicked grin, she unclasped her bra, allowing it to fall away. Those magnificent tits bounced free, nipples hard and begging for attention. Then she hooked thumbs into the waistband of her panties and dragged them downward... and there it was. That glistening, hairless slit I'd spent countless hours worshiping. My mouth watered, my dick throbbing painfully against the confines of my own skimpy panties.

"Come on, pussy boy," Luna purred, backing up and sitting on the bed. She spread her thick thighs apart, revealing more of her dripping sex. "Get that tongue of yours buried deep in your Mistress' cunt."

My Mistress wasn't asking, she was ordering. Which meant I had no choice. I never thought it was going to be any different, so I wasn't surprised.

Stumbling forward, I knelt between her legs, so close I could smell her arousal. The heady musk filled my nostrils and made me dizzy with lust. I couldn't feel anything else. Her smell filled the entire area around me.

"Yes Mistress," I breathed, hands trembling as they came to rest on her soft inner thighs. My heart hammering in my chest, I leaned in and ran my tongue along her wet slit from bottom to top. Just a single long lap, savoring her taste.

"Not bad," Luna allowed, shifting her hips. "Keep going, slut. Eat this pussy like you mean it."

Her crude words spurred me on. I dove back in, lapping and suckling at her folds, plunging my tongue inside her tight hole whenever the chance presented itself. I worshiped her entrance with my tongue while rubbing circles around her clit with my nose. Slurping noises filled the room as I ate her out sloppily but eagerly, determined to make her cum on my face like the obedient little toy I was.

"That's right, worship that cunt," Luna moaned loud enough for the neighbors to hear, fisting a hand in my short hair. She ground herself harder against my face, smearing sticky juices across my cheeks. "Stick that tongue deeper, whore! Tongue-fuck your Mistress!" And she didn't have to ask me again.
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I felt Luna's strong grip tighten in my hair, pushing my face harder against her soaked mound. Her musky scent was overwhelming, filling my nostrils and making me lightheaded as she ground herself on me. She was relentless, not holding back at all.

"You call that worshiping me?" Luna growled, disapproval coloring her voice despite the needy bucking of her hips. "I expect more enthusiasm from my little pussy addict."

She used her hold on my hair to yank my head back, forcing me to look up at her. Her brown eyes blazed with lust and impatience above her flushed cheekbones.

"I want to feel that tongue deep inside me, Hudson. Plunging in and out like you're trying to reach my womb." She punctuated her demand by pulling me back into her slick heat. And she didn't have to ask me twice.

I tried my best to comply, thrusting my tongue as far into her clutching channel as it would go. I curled the tip, stroking along her velvety walls as I held myself there, nose pressed flush to her throbbing clit.

"That's better..." Luna sighed, finally sounding pleased. But she wasn't done giving orders. Not by a long shot.

"Now, I want to hear you sing again for me while you service me with that clever mouth." At my startled glance, she smirked. "You heard me, slut. Sing my praises while you eat this divine cunt. Let all the neighborhood know who owns this throat."

Opening my mouth to protest, I found only a flood of Luna's tangy essence pouring over my tongue instead. I gagged slightly but recovered, not wanting to disappoint. Disappointment would be met with punishment.

So there I was, kneeling between her splayed thighs, suffocating in a woman's most intimate place—and singing off-key praises to her. "Mmm-Mistr-ess L-Luna... mmph... your cun-mmm... tastes... unh!... heavenly..."

Luna threw her head back with a throaty laugh, not caring how ridiculous I sounded. "Louder, pet! I can barely hear you!"

Voice pitching higher in pitch, I repeated louder: "Y-your cunt... it's so sweet... Mistress!" All the while licking and sucking as if possessed. And I could only hope I was being good enough.

"This is what you are now," she said with a smug face, playing with my hair. "My personal cunt cleaner, always ready to serve me." Luna circled her hips, grinding on my straining face. "And you love every second of being put in your place, don't you, slut?"

"Yes M-Mistress!" I gasped out before diving back in, sealing my lips around her clit and suckling greedily. The degrading filth falling from her lips combined with the taste of her arousal fueled an intense shameful arousal within me.

"That's what I like to hear," Luna praised, holding me firmly in place as she undulated. "Your Mistress is very pleased. Now keep going until I say stop, understand? This is your purpose now."

As I continued to pleasure Luna, focusing on her needs and desires, she began to lose herself in the sensations I provided. Her breathing grew heavier, turning into soft moans and gasps of approval. "Yes, just like that, you dirty boy!" Luna cried out, fingers tightening their grip on my hair. "Worship your Mistress' perfect cunt!"

Lost in a haze of submission and desire, I hardly noticed when Luna grabbed both sides of my head and mashed my face hard against her dripping sex. My nose flattened against her clit as she rutted against me, chasing her approaching climax.

It happened fast after that—Luna let out a sharp cry, body stiffening as she came all over my face. Thick, warm fluid gushed out, coating my cheeks, chin, and even getting into my hair. It was messy and degrading, but also thrilling. I'd never been marked so thoroughly before.

Through it all, I kept lapping and suckling, determined to prolong her high as much as possible. I would feel so much better after accomplishing that goal.

My own neglected erection strained painfully against its confines, drool mixing with her release on my face. In that moment, nothing else mattered except serving my Mistress.

But then, as Luna descended from her peak, I became aware of a strange sensation in my rear. A dull pressure, almost like something shifting inside me. For a moment I forgot about the banana still lodged deep in my asshole from earlier, my mind consumed by pleasing Luna.

As realization dawned, I clenched around the fruit, feeling it squish and deform inside me, surrendering to the tight squeeze. After so many hours, it couldn't withstand my bodily heat anymore.

It softened and collapsed under the pressure, transforming into a mushy pulp filling my innermost depths. The sensation sent shivers up my spine despite the slight discomfort.

"Oh fuck yes," Luna purred, taking in the debauched sight of me covered in her juices. "Look at you, absolutely ruined. Marked by your Mistress' cum like the little slut you are." She used her thumbs to scoop some of her release onto my lower lip, pushing it past my lips for me to taste.

I licked them clean, savoring the combination of flavors—hers and mine mingling together. Pride surged through me at having satisfied her so much, even as humiliation burned hot under my skin. I actually had always wanted to be humiliated like this.

"What's with that weird expression?" Luna questioned, noticing the odd look on my face as she came down from her high. She traced a finger along my cheek, smearing our mixed fluids. 

"I... nothing Mistress," I stammered, trying to hide the flush creeping up my neck. But the strange sensation in my rear persisted, making it difficult to focus. She was going to find out the truth one way or another.

"No, there's definitely something on your mind, pet," she insisted, eyeing me with lowered eyelids. "Out with it. Tell me what has your panties in such a twist."

Biting my lip, I hesitated before blurting out the embarrassing truth. "Well, um, remember the banana inside of me? I think I accidentally squished it. With my anus..."

Luna threw her head back and laughed, a rich, mocking sound that echoed off the walls. "You did WHAT? Oh my god, Hudson! That's hilarious!" She wiped mirthful tears from her eyes.

"You mean to tell me, while I was riding your face and cumming all over you, you were back there clenching a fucking banana into mush?" More laughter bubbled forth at my mortified nodding.

"And here I thought you were focused on worshiping me," she teased, standing up and reaching for her discarded clothing. "Guess not everything went according to plan today, huh?"

Luna dressed herself, taking her time as if punishing me further with the delay. Each article of clothing slid back into place, concealing her lush curves once more. I watched with envy written all over my face, wishing she would let me help so I could touch her again.

"There's no way anyone will mistake you for anything other than a complete and total anal whore now," she taunted, slipping on another clothing piece. "Squishing produce up your greedy bussy. Tsk tsk!"

Buckled shoes soon followed, until Luna stood before me fully clothed again. I remained kneeling and messy between her legs, feeling small and pathetic compared to her put-together state. It wasn't different from how I usually felt.

"Don't worry though, pet," Luna cooed, cupping my chin. "We'll have plenty more chances to expand your 'skills'. Next time might be a vegetable instead of a fruit though, hmmm? Maybe a carrot?"

◆◆◆

After that fateful day, Luna became obsessed with transforming me even more than I already was. She started me on a regimen of special pills and cocktails, claiming they would 'optimize my potential'. At first, I was skeptical, but I trusted her. Whatever Luna wanted, I would give her. My submission to her desires was absolute.

The changes began with subtle signs at first. Within days, I noticed my gluteal muscles rounding out, firm cheeks softening and plumping. Luna delighted in grabbing handfuls, squeezing the new flesh. "Such a perfect peach bottom," she'd purr, sending tingles through me. Meanwhile, my pecs swelled too, blossoming into pert breasts. They weren't large yet, but already I looked feminine from behind.

As weeks passed, these alterations accelerated. The pills and cocktails seemed to be rewriting my very DNA, reshaping me according to Luna's wishes. In the mirror, I barely recognized myself anymore. Gone was the lanky boy, replaced by a curvy vixen with bedroom eyes and bee-stung lips courtesy of Luna's generous hand.

But the most shocking modifications happened below the belt. With dawning horror and shameful excitement, I watched as my already-small penis began shrinking before my eyes. Day by day, inch by inch, it retreated into my body until it was scarcely visible, a pathetic nub nestled in folds of skin. My balls, once capable of producing semen, withered and tightened like prunes.

I smiled when they finally fell away, two tiny, wrinkled relics of my former masculinity. They rolled across the bathroom tiles, reminding me of the person I once was. I couldn't even bring myself to pick them up, just stared at their awfulness. When Luna found me curled around them, she simply smiled.

"What did you expect, Hudson?" She asked, using my birth name almost cruelly now. "Didn't you know this was inevitable? You're MINE now."

Of course she was right. I knew I belonged here, with her, and under her control.

Once the physical changes had taken hold completely, Luna decided it was time to show off her prize creation. One evening, she led me downstairs by a delicate silver chain attached to a chastity belt. It glittered against my bare skin as I stumbled along behind her on unfamiliar high heels, trying not to trip. We entered a lavish living room filled with well-dressed women sipping champagne and laughing. Luna's coven of cougars.

All conversation ceased abruptly as we appeared. Twenty pairs of eyes raked over me, drinking in every inch of exposed flesh. I blushed, wanting to cover myself with my hands but knowing better than to disobey Luna. This was her triumphant reveal, after all.

"And here she is!" Luna announced, pushing me forward. "My magnum opus: Candice." That last word dropped like a stone, echoing in the sudden silence. A new name, a new identity. I didn't know she was going to replace my name until then.

Candice. It sounded pretty, feminine, perfect for the dolled-up fucktoy I'd become. Part of me recoiled at losing the last vestiges of my old self, but a larger part thrilled at being reborn as something so much better. Something made to serve Luna's needs.

Her friends descended upon us then, an avalanche of perfume and jewels and groping hands. They pinched my nipples, squeezed my rear, and ran fingers through my long silky hair. Each touch sent sparks racing across my nerves, stoking the ever-present ache between my legs.

Luna let them paw at me while she regaled them with tales of our journey together. How she'd plucked a scrawny guy from obscurity and sculpted him into the ultimate submissive plaything. Her voice dripped with smug satisfaction, basking in the envy and admiration of her peers.

"Unbelievable... absolutely flawless! You've outdone yourself this time, Luna!" One woman exclaimed, giving my ass cheek a sharp smack. "I still can't believe he used to have a cock though," another mused, tugging at my smooth pubic mound. "He's indistinguishable from a real girl now!"

"That's because he IS a real girl," Luna cut in without thinking twice. "Aren't you, pet?"

"Yes Mistress," I replied right away, looking up at her with adoring eyes. Because it was true. Every cell in my body sang with femininity thanks to her. I existed solely for her pleasure now.


Chapter 9













As Luna's friends continued to ogle and grope me, a sudden hush fell over the room. Huh? What was happening? I asked myself. All eyes turned toward the grand arched doorway, where a tall, imposing figure had just stepped through. He radiated an aura of power and intensity that made even the boldest of Luna's coven shrink back. I never thought I would see something like that.

He was dressed impeccably in a midnight black suit that hugged his muscular frame, the fabric seeming to mold to his form. A snowy white dress shirt clung to his broad chest, straining against the impressive bulge tenting the front. And he wasn't even hard, I could tell. His tie was a deep crimson, matching the smoldering gaze directed solely at me.

This man had eyes only for me.

He strode into the room with the effortless grace of a predator stalking its prey. Each step was measured, deliberate, drawing all attention to his looming presence. The women parted before him like the Red Sea, instinctively making way for the newcomer.

Luna's face paled as she watched him approach, her smug confidence faltering. She knew the danger he posed, yet couldn't stop the trembling that started in her thighs. I noticed her fingers tightening on the champagne flute, knuckles whitening.

"You're late, Lucien," Luna managed to greet, voice wavering slightly. "I didn't think you'd make it tonight."

Lucien, for that was the man's name, merely smiled. Slowly, his gaze shifted from Luna to me. He took in every inch of my transformed body, from the way my breasts swelled to the curve of my ass. His eyes lingered on my face, drinking in the feminine features Luna had cultivated over time.

"Seems I missed quite the show," he remarked, voice a low purr. "Forgive me for interrupting, Luna. I was... otherwise occupied." His gaze flicked back to her, hinting at something only the two of them understood.

Luna swallowed hard, forcing a smile. "Of course, Lucien. You know how much I adore your... discretion." She glanced at me, then back to him. "This is Hudson. Or Candice, now. My newest project, and it's mostly finished."

"Hmm." Lucien's eyes remained fixed on me, a slow smile curving his chiseled mouth. "Well, what a lovely little creation you've made here, Luna. She's practically a work of art." His tone was approving, almost condescending.

I felt my cheeks flush under his penetrating stare, a chill running down my spine. There was something about the way he looked at me, like he could see all the way through to my very core. It unnerved me, despite the thrill of being noticed.

"You flatter me," Luna replied, recovering some of her poise. "Would you like a closer look? I'm sure Candice wouldn't mind..." She trailed off, glancing between Lucien and me.

"I'd love to," Lucien responded, his smile widening. He took a step forward, looming over me. "Come here, little one. Let me get a better look at you."

And even though it appeared he had only requested that, I knew it was an order.

I hesitated, looking to Luna for guidance. But her eyes were fixed on Lucien. I had no choice but to obey.

Slowly, I moved towards Lucien, heels clicking on the polished floor. My heart hammered in my chest as I came to a stop before him, head bowed in submission. I could feel the weight of his gaze boring into me, setting my nerves alight.

Lucien reached out, cupping my chin and tilting my face up to meet his. His fingers were calloused but gentle as he guided me to look at him. Our eyes locked, and I felt a shudder run through me at the intensity of his stare. It was almost too much. I almost fainted.

"Well now," he murmured, his voice a low rumble. "What a treasure you are, my dear. Luna has certainly outdone herself this time, hasn't she?" His thumb traced my lower lip, and I couldn't help but part my lips slightly in response, a breathy sigh escaping me.

Lucien grinned, pleased by my reaction. "Such a good girl, already so thoroughly trained. I do love a woman who knows her place." His other hand came to rest on my hip, pulling me closer to him. I melted into his touch, craving more even as my mind screamed at me to pull away.

"You're a good little doll, aren't you, Candice?" Lucien purred, his breath hot against my ear. "So obedient, so eager to please. Luna's done a fine job breaking you in, I must say."

I could only nod, too overwhelmed by his presence to form words. My body trembled under his touch, arousal pooling between my thighs despite my lingering confusion.

Lucien chuckled, a deep, rich sound that sent tingles racing across my skin. "Don't worry, sweet thing. I think you and I are going to get along very well." He leaned in, his lips brushing against my ear as he whispered, "And I have a feeling Luna's little project is going to be my newest obsession."

With that, he pulled back, leaving me breathless and wanting. He turned to Luna, a satisfied smirk playing at his lips. "I think I'll be taking this one off your hands, Luna. If you don't mind, of course."

"So, little Candice, how does it feel to be fully embraced by your femininity? To have surrendered every last shred of your masculine ego and embraced your true nature?"

I could only shake my head, too overwhelmed to form a coherent response. But Lucien was not finished with me yet. He leaned in closer, his cologne enveloping me in a cloud of expensive musk. It was difficult for me to say anything right now.

"Let me tell you something, my dear," he murmured. "Playing with sissies like you is my favorite pastime. It doesn't make me gay, don't worry. I know how to fuck what I like, and I like breaking down the walls between male and female."

I felt a chill run down my spine at his blatant words, a thrill of arousal mixed with confusion. What did he mean by 'breaking down walls'? My thoughts scattered, unable to focus on his meaning. Not to mention, I didn't think he was going to start talking about that right now, of all times, and especially after just meeting me.

"But let me assure you," Lucien continued, his hand coming to rest on my hip, "I don't do this for the sissies themselves. No, I do it for the exquisite pleasure of fucking a freshly made little doll like you, and Luna might as well have created you just for me."

As his fingers dug into my hip, I felt my body responding despite my confusion. A heat was building low in my belly, an ache that only the right sort of fucking could sate.

"You see, there's nothing quite like the feeling of owning a sissy's holes. To be able to slip my big cock into his tight little pussy and claim him completely. To hear him beg for more as I pound him into submission." His voice dropped to a low growl, and I could feel his cock pressing against my belly.

"I love a good sissy," Lucien continued, his lips brushing against my ear. "But I also love the thrill of debasing a strong man, of breaking him down until he's nothing but a set of holes and good looks. It's the ultimate conquest, you see. And I never miss out on a chance to win."

His hand slid lower, cupping the globes of my ass and giving them a firm squeeze. I couldn't help but gasp and press back into his touch, craving more stimulation even as my mind raced.

"You're lucky, my dear," Lucien murmured, his fingers kneading the flesh of my ass. "Because I can see you've been through the wringer with Luna. I'm sure she's done a fine job breaking you in, molding you into the perfect little toy. But let me tell you, I'm going to make you better. I'm going to ruin you for anyone else."

His words sent a cold wave down my spine, and I could feel my body responding. But my mind was still trying to catch up, struggling to reconcile Lucien's dominance with his words about sissies.

"I know what you are, little Candice," Lucien whispered, his voice dripping with smug confidence. "I know the truth of what you crave, deep down inside. And I promise you, I'm going to give it to you. Over and over again, until you're nothing but a mindless fucktoy, existing only for my pleasure."

He leaned in, his lips brushing against my ear as he spoke. "And I'm going to enjoy every second of it. Because that's what sissies are for, after all. To be fucked into oblivion."

Lucien's words hung heavy in the air, his smug confidence setting my nerves on edge. I couldn't help but feel a thrill at the promise of being ruined, of being used for his pleasure alone. But there was also a part of me that quailed at the thought, hesitating between the allure of submission and the fear of losing myself completely. 

"Lucien" Luna interjected, stepping forward. "Be gentle with her. She's still new to this." Her voice was strained, a mix of pride and concern in her tone. "Candice is... special. "

Lucien's lips curved into a smirk, his eyes never leaving mine. "Don't worry, Luna. I always take care of my toys." He reached out, taking my hand in his. His grip was firm, commanding as he pulled me closer to him.

"Come, my dear," he murmured. "Let's find somewhere more... private." His other hand came to rest on my lower back, guiding me toward a darkened hallway flanked by ornate wooden doors.

As we moved away from the glittering party, I felt a strange mix of emotions swirling within me. Part of me thrilled at the thought of being alone with Lucien, of being at his mercy. But another part of me hesitated, fearing how much it might change me.

Lucien led me down the hall, his hand never leaving my back. We passed several closed doors before he finally stopped before one at the end of the corridor. He paused for a moment, his fingers trailing along the carved wood, before pushing it open.

The room beyond was dimly lit, the only illumination coming from a single candle on a small table in the center. It had probably been put there by him.

The air was thick with the scent of incense, and the low murmur of music created an intimate atmosphere. It looked like a den of sin and pleasure, and I felt my body responding despite my lingering hesitance. I was ready to be used, to submit, to be ruined by Lucien.

"Welcome to, I guess, my 'private sanctuary', Candice," Lucien purred, his voice low and inviting. "Here, we can be as loud or as intimate as we want. No prying eyes, no interruptions." His hand slid down to the small of my back, guiding me into the room.

As the door closed behind us, I felt the last of my hesitance melt away. In that room, I was at Lucien's mercy, and I knew that I wanted nothing more than to surrender myself to him.

I turned to face Lucien, my eyes wide and trusting as I awaited his command.

Lucien's gaze raked over my form, his eyes glinting with hunger and anticipation. "Strip for me, Candice," he commanded, his deep baritone sending shivers down my spine. "Slowly. I want to savor every inch of your transformation." And he didn't have to ask me again.

With trembling hands, I began to disrobe. Each article of clothing fell away, revealing more of the feminine curves Luna had sculpted onto my frame. My heart pounded in my chest as I exposed myself fully to Lucien's intense scrutiny.

He watched me from his seat on the plush sofa nestled in the corner of the room—which I didn't know was there until now—legs spread wide in a dominant pose. The flickering candlelight cast shadows across his chiseled features, accentuating the raw masculinity that both intimidated and attracted me.

"There now," Lucien praised as the last scrap of fabric hit the floor. "Isn't that so much better? Unencumbered, bare, vulnerable..." His tongue flicked out to wet his lips, eyeing me like a predator stalking its prey. "Exactly where you belong."

I stood there, naked and flushed under his penetrating stare, arms trying to cover myself before I caught myself and let them fall back to my sides. It was a pointless gesture. I knew he wanted to see all of me, and I would not deny him anything. Otherwise, he would punish me until I was wailing.

"Good," Lucien purred approvingly when I remained still. "Such a pretty little thing, all dolled up just for me." He patted his thigh, summoning me closer. "Now, come here and show me how good you've been."

Feeling drawn to him like a moth to a flame, I took tentative steps towards Lucien, the plush carpet cushioning my bare feet. As I drew near, he rose from the sofa, a slow predator's smile playing about his sensual mouth.

"No need to rush, sweetness," Lucien drawled, starting to unknot his crimson tie. "We have all night together, and I intend to make the most of every delicious second." His deft fingers made quick work of the buttons lining his crisp dress shirt, each reveal of tanned skin making my pulse jump. I swallowed hard, watching enraptured as he shrugged off the garment, exposing a broad expanse of muscular torso dusted lightly with hair.

"Like what you see?" Lucien asked, cocky amusement coloring his tone. He flexed subtly, abs rippling. Of course I did. I couldn't take my eyes off him.

I nodded in haste, cheeks burning scarlet. Lucien merely smirked, turning his attention to his belt next. With deliberate slowness, he unfastened it, letting his trousers pool around his ankles moments later.

And there he stood, clad in nothing but a pair of black boxer briefs straining against a sizeable bulge. Even semi-erect, he dwarfed the cock I once had. A thrill mixed with trepidation raced through me imagining how big he'd get once fully aroused... and what he might do with such a formidable weapon.

Lucien drank in my blatant awe, satisfaction gleaming in his dark eyes. "Go ahead and touch it if you're curious," he invited, stroking himself through the thin fabric. "Get acquainted with the beast that will soon be conquering your tight holes." His cock twitched beneath my gaze as if agreeing with his filthy promise. I knew he didn't exaggerate.

With trembling hands, I reached out to trace the thick outline of Lucien's erection straining against the confines of his underwear. Even through the fabric, I could feel the heat radiating off his flesh, could sense the incredible girth and length waiting to be unleashed upon me. My breath caught in my throat as I wrapped my fingers around his impressive size, marveling at the way he throbbed against my palm. Lucien groaned, hips canting forward. Emboldened, I began to stroke him with clumsy enthusiasm, calloused fingers struggling to encircle his width.

"You feel what I'm packing, don't you, little doll?" Lucien growled, voice strained with pleasure. "This is what real men are made of. Not those sad little nubs you sissies are reduced to."

His words sent a confusing mix of shame and arousal rushing through me. Part of me wanted to shrink back, to hide my defective body. But a larger part thrilled at being put in my place, at having my purpose reaffirmed as a set of fuck holes for powerful men like Lucien to use.

As if reading my thoughts, Lucien grabbed my wrist, halting my movements. In one smooth motion, he tugged his briefs down, freeing his massive cock. It slapped against his abdomen, leaving a smear of precum on his stomach.

Fuck, he was huge. Easily the biggest I'd ever seen, even bigger than Luna's strap-ons she used to 'train' me. The bulbous head flared angrily red, veins pulsing along the shaft. It looked painful, terrifying...

And utterly irresistible.

"On your knees," Lucien commanded, fisting his girthy meat. "Put that pretty mouth to work before I lose control and bend you over the arm of this couch."

The threat hung heavy in the air between us. I knew he meant every word. Trembling, I sank to my knees before him, looking up at him with wide, trusting eyes.

"Please be gentle," I whispered, knowing full well he wouldn't be. Deep down, I craved his rough domination, his lack of restraint. Only he could give me what I needed now.

I took Lucien's cock in both hands, marveling again at its sheer size and weight. My fingers barely met around his thickness, and the thought of taking him inside me—anywhere inside me—sent a shiver of excitement mingled with fear down my spine.

“Open that whore mouth,” Lucien ordered, gripping my chin hard enough to leave marks. “Show me how well you can swallow.”

Knowing I had to obey, I opened my lips wide, sticking out my tongue and trying to relax my jaw. This wasn’t my first time deepthroating, thanks to Luna’s training, but Lucien’s cock was different. Bigger, harder, more intimidating. I felt small and weak kneeling before him, yet also empowered by my submission.

He spat on his hand, then rubbed the saliva onto the tip of his engorged dick, making it glisten. He placed his other hand behind my head, guiding me closer. I leaned in, eager to please, and licked the drop of cum from his helmet. He tasted musky and masculine, unlike anything I’d experienced before.

“That’s right, Candice,” Lucien purred. “Take it slow… just like a good little cocksucker should.”

I slid my lips further down his shaft, letting them stretch around his girth. My eyes watered, and I struggled not to gag. Taking him deeper, inch by agonizing inch, until my nose pressed against his pelvis.

Lucien grunted, thrusting into my throat. “Good girl. Look at you, choking on my cock.” Spit ran down my chin from the effort, dripping onto my chest. “Swallow around me, sweetheart. Show me what a worthless little fucktoy you are.”

Tears streamed down my cheeks as I tried to comply, hollowing out my cheeks and forcing myself to take him deeper still. The burn in my throat was overwhelming, but there was something satisfying about pushing past my limits for him.

"Nice" Lucien groaned, bucking his hips. “Feel that? That’s my fat cock filling your throat, making you gag like the pathetic little bitch you are.” His language was crude, degrading, but it only served to heighten my arousal. Every insult made me feel better about this, reaffirming my decision.

I moaned around his length, the vibrations sending shivers through my captor. Encouraged, he began moving in earnest, fucking my face with steady, punishing strokes. Each thrust drove his cock farther down my throat, cutting off my air supply before retreating just enough for me to gasp.

My vision swam, and spots danced in front of my eyes. Still, I held fast, desperate to prove myself worthy of Lucien’s praise. His grip tightened in my hair, pulling as he pistoned in and out of my mouth.

“You love this, don’t you?” He taunted. “Love being used like a filthy little hole, don’t you, Candice?”

I couldn’t respond, only managed to nod while drool cascaded from my lips. Lucien chuckled, pleased by my silence.

Without warning, he withdrew, leaving me gasping and coughing. My lungs burned from the oxygen deprivation, but already I missed the feeling of his cock dominating my throat.

“Get up,” Lucien barked, yanking me to my feet. “Bend over that sofa.”

Still dizzy, I stumbled towards the plush piece of furniture and did as instructed. I braced my palms against the cushions, arching my back to present my ass. The cool leather beneath my belly contrasted with the heat radiating from between my legs.

Lucien wasted no time positioning himself behind me, running a hand along my curves. “Look at this perfect little body,” he murmured. “Luna really knows her stuff, doesn’t she?” And I knew he didn't expect me to answer.

His fingers found their way between my thighs, probing my hole. A sharp cry escaped me as he pushed two digits deep inside, curling them upward to rub against a sensitive spot.

“So ready,” he noted. “Guess you really do enjoy being treated like trash, hmmm?”

All I could manage was another pitiful moan, hips jerking against his hand. It felt so good, having him invade me, claim me... I wanted more. So much more.

“Please, sir,” I begged, squirming under his touch. “Can I have more?”

In response, Lucien slapped my ass hard, eliciting a loud crack followed by a stinging warmth spreading across my flesh. “Manners, pet,” he admonished. “When addressing your betters, remember to use proper titles. And don’t forget who’s in charge here.”

Chastised, I bit my lip to stifle any further pleas. Instead, I focused on breathing, trying to regain composure amidst the storm of sensations coursing through me.

Lucien didn’t leave me waiting long though. Soon enough, he replaced his fingers with the blunt head of his cock, pressing insistently against my entrance. Despite being well-prepared by Luna, I still tensed at the sheer size of him. It was too much, too big.

“Relax, whore,” Lucien growled, gripping my hips. “Open wide for me, or it's going to hurt even more.”

With great effort, I forced myself to relax, allowing him entry. He pushed slowly forward, stretching me wide as he filled every inch of my bussy. Pain mingled with pleasure, each throb of his cock inside me sending jolts of sensation straight to my core.

Once fully seated, Lucien paused, letting me adjust to his invasive presence. Then, without warning, he pulled back before slamming into me again, burying himself balls-deep once more.

“Ah! Fuck!” I cried out, nails digging into the couch fabric. The sudden force left me breathless, struggling to process the intense sensations flooding my system.

“That’s right, scream for me,” Lucien grunted, setting a brutal pace. Thrust after punishing thrust sawed in and out of me, his heavy sac slapping against my skin. “Sing my praises, let everyone know how well I'm fucking you.”

Tears streamed freely now, blurring my vision as I clung to consciousness. Every nerve ending screamed under the relentless assault, yet somehow, I craved even more. More pain, more humiliation—more everything.

“Yes sir!” I wailed, voice raw from screaming. “Fuck me harder, please… oh god, yes!”

Encouraged, Lucien redoubled his efforts, pounding away at my tender flesh with ruthless abandon. Each powerful stroke drove the air from my lungs, making it difficult to breathe let alone think. All I knew was the overwhelming need to serve him better, to take whatever punishment he chose to mete out.

My orgasm snuck up on me, ripping through my body like wildfire. Waves of ecstasy crashed over me, threatening to drown me in their intensity. But still, Lucien showed no signs of slowing down, continuing to ravage me until my climax subsided.

Only then did he finally pull out, leaving me gasping and shuddering in post-orgasmic bliss. Before I could recover, however, he spun me around and forced me onto my knees once more.

“Clean me off,” he demanded, holding his glistening cock inches from my face. “Show me what a grateful little cumdumpster you are.”

Without hesitation, I leaned forward, sucking his length into my mouth once again. This time, there was no struggle to accommodate him; my lips stretched with ease around his girth, welcoming the taste of our combined juices coating his shaft.

I sucked, eager to show my gratitude for the mind-blowing fucking he’d just given me. My tongue swirled around his crown, licking up every last drop of mixed fluids before swallowing greedily.

Satisfied with my performance, Lucien grabbed a handful of hair, guiding my movements as he fucked my throat. His strokes were slower this time, more controlled but no less dominant.

“There we go,” he crooned. “Look at you, such an obedient little cocksucker.”

Emboldened by his praise, I increased my efforts, bobbing my head while maintaining eye contact. Lucien watched me, his gaze burning into mine as I serviced him.

Just when I thought things couldn’t get any better, he withdrew once more. Confused, I looked up at him, only to find him grinning down at me.

“Not done with you yet, pet,” he announced. “Turn around and present that perfect ass again.”

Heart pounding in anticipation, I complied, assuming the position once more. Anticipation pooled low in my belly, mixing with lingering arousal and trepidation. What else did he have planned? How much more could I endure?

“You’re going to love this, Candice,” Lucien promised. “We’re about to see if all those hours spent practicing really paid off.”

As if reading my thoughts, he continued, “Don’t worry, darling. I won’t break you... not entirely anyway.”

His words sent a shiver of both fear and excitement coursing through me. I braced myself, tensing as he lined the head of his cock up with my tight entrance.

“Relax,” he murmured, massaging my back. “Take a deep breath and push out slowly.”

Following his instructions, I inhaled deeply before exhaling and bearing down. To my shock, the tip slipped inside easily, stretching me wide. I gasped at the sensation, half pleasure, half discomfort.

Lucien paused, allowing me time to adjust before pushing further inward. Inch by agonizing inch, he filled me, claiming another part of my body for himself.

Once seated fully within me, he took a moment to savor the feeling of my tight heat gripping him. Then, without warning, he began moving again, setting a steady rhythm designed to drive me mad, and it was working.

Each thrust brought fresh waves of sensation crashing over me, stealing my breath and clouding my thinking. It hurt, sure, but there was also undeniable pleasure mixed in too. The burn of being filled, the sheer dominance radiating from Lucien as he used me without mercy... it was almost too much to bear.

Yet bear it I did, still clinging to consciousness even as my vision swam and spots danced before my eyes. Through it all, one thought echoed in my mind: I am nothing but a worthless fucktoy, created for men like Lucien to exploit and discard at will. And somehow, that realization only served to intensify my arousal further.

“Fuck yes!” Lucien grunted, slapping my ass hard enough to leave welts. “Take that big dick like the dirty little whore you are! Show me how well Luna trained you!”

Pain flared across my skin where he struck me, adding fuel to the inferno raging within. I moaned so loudly I was sure people in the party could hear, pushing back against him, desperate for more punishment. More pain. More everything.

Spurred on by my enthusiastic response, Lucien redoubled his efforts, pounding away at my abused hole with brutal force. Each stroke drove me closer to the edge, threatening to send me careening over the precipice.

And then all of a sudden, a second orgasm hit me in full force. My entire body convulsed, muscles seizing as ecstasy claimed me. Time seemed to slow, stretching out as wave after shuddering wave washed over me, leaving me limp and boneless in Lucien’s grip.

After what felt like an eternity, the storm subsided, leaving me gasping and trembling. But still, Lucien showed no signs of letting up, continuing to ravage me until finally, with a guttural groan, he cummed.

His hot seed spilled deep inside me, filling every last crevice of my ravaged body. It felt wrong—dirty—and yet incredibly right at the same time. As if this were exactly what I was meant for all along.

Withdrawing, Lucien left me sprawled on the couch, panting and covered in sweat. He stepped back, admiring his handiwork proudly while I lay there quivering beneath his gaze.

“Well done, Candice,” he praised, patting my ass. “You took everything I gave you. I daresay Luna couldn’t have asked for better results herself.”

Exhausted though I was, pride surged through me at his words. Despite the humiliation, despite the pain, I had pleased him. That knowledge alone made every moment of suffering worthwhile.




End of Book 2
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