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Chapter 1













I was born into this world with a body that didn't quite fit my soul. From a young age, I knew there was something different about me, something that set me apart from the other boys. It was hell, to say the least.

My mother used to say I was too sensitive, too emotional—she'd sigh heavily whenever I cried over a scraped knee or clung to her skirts after a nightmare. But I couldn't help it; everything affected me deeply, and I wore my heart on my sleeve for everyone to see.

As I grew older, I began to notice how differently people treated me compared to my peers. While they roughhoused and played sports, I preferred to lose myself in books or spend hours in front of the mirror, experimenting with hairstyles and makeup. As a guy, I suffered a lot because of that. People thought that it was weird for me to do those things. They thought that those things were for women only.

I was fascinated by the way colors could transform my face, making me look softer, prettier somehow. It wasn't until puberty hit that I started to understand why I was drawn to these things. When my classmates' voices deepened and their muscles filled out, mine remained soft and slight. I towered above them, but my limbs were slender, almost delicate. And my face...well, let's just say I got called 'pretty boy' more times than I could count.

High school was hell, just like everything else before it. Kids can be cruel, especially when you don't fit neatly into one of their boxes, and I didn't fit at all.

I tried dating girls to prove I was normal, but the truth was, I was never really interested in them. Not like that, anyway. No, my fantasies were far more taboo—late at night, alone in my room, I'd imagine myself being touched by strong hands, commanded by a deep, feminine voice telling me exactly what to do. I'd touch myself, pretending those fingers belonged to someone else, someone bigger and braver than I ever could be. Someone who could do anything to me…

But I kept these desires hidden away, locked deep inside where no one could find them. I graduated high school with good grades but no real direction, so I enrolled in college because that's what you're supposed to do next, right?

Wrong. Turns out I sucked at higher learning—the lectures bored me senseless, and the assignments stressed me out beyond belief. So, I dropped out after two semesters, much to my parents' disappointment. At least now I had plenty of free time to explore my deepest, darkest secrets...

I didn't have much money, but having enough time made up for those things.

Around the same time I left college, I discovered online porn. Up until then, my experiences with sex had been limited to clumsy fumbling sessions with girls my own age—nothing earth-shattering, that's for sure.

But watching those videos opened my eyes (and other parts) to a whole new world. I became obsessed, spending hours each day scrolling through endless clips of men fucking women, men fucking men, men fucking trans women...it was like a drug, and I couldn't get enough. And I had to say, I was more interested in the last thing than any other. It was just who I was.

It was during one particularly intense viewing session that I stumbled upon a genre I hadn't explored before: femdom. The sight of a dominant woman taking control, ordering a man around, using him for her pleasure...something about it resonated deep within me. I found myself growing harder with each clip, imagining myself in the submissive role, of course—it couldn't be any different. What would it feel like to surrender completely, to give up all power and simply obey?

Of course, I had no idea how to go about exploring these feelings in real life. I didn't have anyone I could trust.

I mean, who does that kind of thing? Normal people don't walk around asking strangers if they want to dominate them, right? So, I kept quiet, kept my kinks hidden behind closed doors along with my stash of lacy panties and silky stockings. I couldn't let anyone find them.

Because even though I loved the thought of submitting to another person, I was still terrified of what anyone might think of me if they found out.

That's not to say I didn't have opportunities to act on my desires. Oh, trust me—as an admitted slut, I hooked up with my fair share of guys (and a few girls). But no matter how hard we tried, none of those encounters ever fully satisfied me. There was always something missing, some piece of the puzzle that refused to click into place. Maybe it was because I never felt truly safe letting go, never trusted anyone enough to hand over complete control. Or maybe I was just waiting for the right person (or persons?) to come along and show me what I'd been missing all along.

But would that ever happen? With each passing day, I grew increasingly certain that it never would.

Thinking of something to do on a lazy Sunday afternoon, I decided to take a walk around the neighborhood. Just something innocent and mundane, right?

Living as a broke-ass dropout meant I spent most of my days cooped up in my tiny apartment, but every once in a while, I needed to get out and stretch my legs. Plus, it was nice to see other human beings, even if it was just from a distance.

As I ambled down the sidewalk, I passed by houses with perfectly manicured lawns and families playing in the front yards. Dogs barked excitedly as kids rode bikes and laughed, chasing each other in circles. It looked like a scene straight out of a Norman Rockwell painting, and I couldn't help but feel a pang of envy. Would I ever have that kind of normalcy in my life? Doubtful.

Just as I was starting to turn back toward home, I noticed a commotion coming from the house directly across the street from mine—a beautiful Victorian-style home with a wrap-around porch and colorful flowers lining the path. A woman was standing on the front steps, gesturing wildly as she talked on the phone. Her long blonde hair whipped around her shoulders in the breeze, and her face was flushed with anger or excitement, I couldn't tell which.

Curiosity piqued, I slowed my pace and pretended to examine a tree nearby, trying to eavesdrop without looking too obvious. I hoped I wasn't making a mistake. The woman's voice carried easily across the yard, and I caught snippets of conversation here and there. Her words boomed through the space with such force that my own voice, even at full volume, would cower in comparison.

"...can't believe he did this to me! After everything I've done for him..." She paused, listening intently to whoever was on the other end of the line. "...no, I'm fine, really. Just pissed off is all." Another pause. "Yeah, I'll call you later, okay? Bye."

She hung up the phone and stood there for a moment, staring blankly ahead. Then, seemingly noticing me lurking nearby, she snapped out of her trance and marched down the steps toward where I was standing. Uh-oh. I really made a mistake.

"Can I help you?" She asked sharply, crossing her arms over her chest. Up close, I could see that she was quite attractive, with smoky grey eyes and full lips painted a glossy red. She wore a tight-fitting sundress that hugged her curves in all the right places, and her heels clicked loudly against the pavement as she approached. She was the personification of who I wanted as my mistress, the one who would control me and do whatever she wanted to me.

"No, sorry," I mumbled, feeling embarrassed at being caught spying. "I was just admiring your garden. Really beautiful flowers." Smooth, real smooth. I was pretty sure she wasn't going to fall for my excuse.

The woman raised an eyebrow skeptically but seemed to relax at my explanation. "Oh, thanks," she said, glancing back at the colorful blooms. "Gardening is sort of a hobby of mine. Helps keep me sane, ya know?"

"I bet," I agreed, nodding. An awkward silence fell between us then, and I wracked my brain for something else to say. Luckily, the woman spoke first.

"You're new here, aren't you?" she asked, eyeing me curiously. "I haven't seen you around before."

"That obvious, huh?" I chuckled. "Yeah, I moved in across the street last month. Name's Ethan."

"Aww, welcome to the neighborhood!" Her greeting burst forth like sunshine, her immaculate fingertips sparkling as she reached toward me. "I'm Tanya. Nice to meet you officially."

We shook hands for a brief moment, and I couldn't help but notice how soft and smooth her skin felt against mine. "Nice to meet you too," I replied, smiling.

"So, what brings you to our little corner of the world?" Tanya inquired, leaning against the fence. "Are you in school? Working?"

I hesitated for a moment, debating whether or not to be honest about my current situation. I didn't know how much I could trust her. Trust was a deep issue for me, and I didn't know if it was changeable.

In the end, I figured there was no harm in telling her the truth—it wasn't like we were going to become best friends or anything. Chances were, a few minutes after this, she wouldn't even remember me. Most people didn't.

"Actually...I dropped out of college a couple months ago," I confessed, feeling my cheeks flush with embarrassment. "Still trying to figure out what I want to do next, and it's not being easy."

Tanya's calm nod rippled through the silence, but like a message written in water, I couldn't quite read its meaning.

"Well, don't worry about it too much," she advised. "Life has a funny way of working itself out sometimes. You'll figure out what you want to do when the time is right."

Her words made me feel strangely comforted, and I found myself opening up more than usual—more so than I thought I was going to. "Thanks," I said softly. "That means a lot. Most people just give me crap about wasting money or whatever."

"It's their loss," Tanya shrugged. "You gotta do what makes you happy, right? Screw everyone else."

I laughed at that, surprised by how much I liked this brash stranger already. We continued chatting for several more minutes about nothing in particular—the weather, local gossip, our favorite foods—and I began to realize that maybe moving here hadn't been such a bad idea after all. Maybe Tanya would become one of those rare people who accepted me exactly as I was, quirks and all.

Back in my apartment, I leaned against the closed door, haunted by the gravitational pull of Tanya's presence—the way she moved through space like a planet commanding its own orbit. As soon as the door shut behind me, I locked it and leaned against it heavily, closing my eyes as I replayed every second of our interaction.

My cock had been hard since our conversation turned flirty, straining against my jeans uncomfortably. Now, alone again, I let my hand drift down to palm myself through the fabric, groaning low in my throat at the contact.

In my mind's eye, I imagined Tanya striding towards me, a wicked gleam in her eye. She'd push me roughly onto the couch, climbing atop me and grinding her hips against mine. "You like that, don't you, slut?" She'd purr, reaching under my shirt to tweak my nipples until they hardened into sensitive peaks.

Unable to stand it any longer, I fumbled with my belt buckle, shoving my pants and boxers down just enough to free my aching erection. A sudden flash of a thought reminded me of the smallness of my cock, a reason why she would dominate me and make me feel even tinier.

My strokes were quick and rough as I fantasized about Tanya taking control, using me however she saw fit...

But I shouldn't even be thinking those things. I didn't know anything about her. Chances were she was just like most people.

It only took a few moments before I came undone completely, spurting hot cum all over my stomach and chest. Gasping for breath, I slumped against the door, boneless and sated. But even as my orgasm faded away, I knew one thing for certain: I wanted Tanya. Badly. And I wouldn't rest until she had me, no matter what it took.


Chapter 2













I was lounging on my balcony, soaking up the afternoon sun like a cat stretched languidly upon a windowsill, when Tanya appeared in her yard below. Today, she wore a sundress the color of ripe peaches, its hem dancing around her thighs in the breeze. Her hair, always the same golden cascade, tumbled past her shoulders as she bent to deadhead spent blossoms from the roses lining her walkway.

The sight of her stirred within me an unexpected warmth, like honey drizzling slow and sweet through my veins. I watched as she worked, admiring the fluid grace of her movements, the way the sunlight dappled her skin through the leaves above. It reminded me of the first time I'd seen her, standing defiantly on her porch, her voice carrying across the distance between us like a song.

As if sensing my gaze, Tanya glanced up suddenly, catching me staring. A smile bloomed across her face, bright as morning glory unfurling towards the dawn. Raising a gloved hand, she waved me down, gesturing for me to join her. I didn't know what to do at first, but then I realized I actually didn't have an option. When it came to her, I would always do whatever she wanted.

Heart thrumming against my ribs like a trapped bird, I descended the stairs two at a time, meeting her at the white picket fence separating our properties. The air hummed with tension, and it was difficult to breathe.

"Hey neighbor," she greeted warmly, pushing open the gate and ushering me inside. "Thought I heard some commotion coming from your place earlier."

A blush crept up my neck at the implication. Had she somehow sensed the carnal nature of my previous encounter? "Uh, yeah," I mumbled lamely. "Just...you know, doing some cleaning."

Tanya chuckled, leading me toward the house. "Sure, sure." She shot me a knowing wink over her shoulder. She really was making me think she knew. "Well, while you're busy being domestic, why not put those muscles of yours to good use and help me with something?"

She paused at the bottom step, turning to face me fully. Up close, I could see flecks of gold in her grey irises, like stardust scattered across the night sky. "I'm making lunch—nothing fancy, just sandwiches—but there's always room for one more at the table. What do you say?"

Her invitation hung in the air between us, weighted with meaning beyond mere sustenance. This wasn't just an offer of food; it was a chance to bridge the gap between us, to explore the connection we both felt simmering beneath the surface. Or at least, I thought she felt the same way. Couldn't be sure about that.

My throat constricted like a desert snake, each swallow an effort against the sudden sandstorm in my mouth. The words "Sounds great" emerged as delicate as spider silk, barely disturbing the air between us. My nod felt heavy, as if my head were moving through honey, while I surrendered control with those final words: "Lead the way."

Together, we ascended the steps, Tanya's heels tapping out a rhythm against the weathered wood. Each footfall echoed in my chest, a drumbeat urging me forward, closer to whatever awaited inside.

In the kitchen, Tanya moved with practiced ease, gathering ingredients from the fridge and pantry. I stood off to the side, feeling clumsy and awkward by comparison, unsure how to help without getting underfoot. The space seemed to shrink around us, filled with the mingled scents of fresh bread and crisp lettuce, herbs and spices. It was intimate in a way I hadn't expected, being here alone with her like this. I never thought it would happen.

"You can chop these tomatoes if you want," she said, handing me a cutting board and knife before turning back to assemble our sandwiches. Her hands worked quickly, arranging slices of turkey and cheese, slathering mayo onto soft whole-grain bread. Watching her, I couldn't help but marvel at her confidence, the way she seemed completely at home in her own skin. It was something I would never feel.

We ate at the small round table tucked into the bay window overlooking the backyard. Sunlight streamed in through the glass panes, warming the back of my neck as I bit into my sandwich. The flavors exploded on my tongue—a tang of tomato, sharp cheddar, and salty meat—all held together by the soft embrace of the bread. It was simple fare, but delicious nonetheless.

Between bites, we talked easily, trading stories and laughter. Tanya told me about her job as a marketing manager downtown, the long hours, and high stress. In turn, I shared bits and pieces of my life since dropping out, glossing over the parts where I felt most lost and uncertain. With her, though, it almost felt okay to admit weakness, to show how I was vulnerable. She had a way of putting people at ease, drawing them out of their shells.

When we finished eating, Tanya pushed away from the table and stretched languidly, like a cat waking from a nap. "Come on, let me show you the rest of the house," she offered, holding out a hand to help me up. I took it gratefully, allowing her to pull me to my feet. I didn't know what this was going to lead to.

As we wandered from room to room, I couldn't help but notice the little touches that made each space uniquely hers—the throw pillows in bold patterns, the art prints lining the walls, and the bookshelves overflowing with novels and nonfiction alike. Everything spoke to her personality, her taste, her zest for life.

Finally, we reached the master bedroom, and Tanya opened the door with a flourish. "And this is where the magic happens," she quipped, gesturing grandly to the king-sized bed dominating the center of the room. But what caught my eye was the massive walk-in closet situated along one wall, its doors thrown wide open to reveal racks upon racks of clothing in every color imaginable. I never thought I would ever see so many in one place at the same time.

"I love your style," I breathed sincerely, stepping inside to run my fingers along the silky fabrics hanging nearby. "It's so vibrant, so alive."

Tanya followed me in, smiling softly as she watched me take everything in. "Thanks," she replied, sounding pleased by the compliment. "Fashion is kind of my thing, if I'm honest. Clothes are like armor, ya know? They help me feel strong, and powerful. Like I can take on anything the world throws at me."

Her words resonated deep within me, stirring something I'd long tried to ignore. Because wasn't that exactly why I loved dressing up sometimes—to feel transformed, invincible even? Yeah, that was exactly it.

Without thinking too much about it, I turned to face her fully, meeting her gaze unflinchingly. "I get that," I admitted. "There's just...something about certain clothes, right? The way they make you feel when you put them on. Like suddenly, you're someone else entirely."

A slow smile spread across Tanya's face as she listened to my confession. She couldn't even blink her eyes. Reaching out, she grasped both of my shoulders firmly, her nails digging slightly into my flesh. I didn't expect her to do that, and it was surprising.

"You do understand," she murmured, eyes glinting. I knew what she meant and I wasn't sure I liked it. "I knew there was something special about you from the moment I laid eyes on you."

My heart stuttered wildly against my ribs at her touch, at the raw intensity emanating from her. This close, I could smell the faint scent of her perfume, an exotic blend of jasmine and sandalwood that made my head spin. Swallowing hard, I managed a shaky nod. "Yeah?" My voice emerged barely above a whisper.

I wasn't even sure I should have said something. Maybe I should have stayed quiet. Maybe I should be pretending that this wasn't happening.

"Oh yes." Tanya released me all of a sudden, taking a step back and folding her arms across her chest. Her gaze raked over my body, as if assessing whether or not I measured up to some unseen standard. What it was, I had no idea. After several tense seconds, she nodded. "Alright, then. Let's see how you look in some of my things. I'm just so curious."

She spun around, marching towards the rows of garments and rifling through them with single-minded focus. I stood rooted to the spot, watching her with growing unease. What did she mean, 'let's see'? Surely she wasn't suggesting...

Before I could finish that thought, Tanya whirled back around clutching a heap of fabric in her arms. "Here," she commanded, thrusting the pile at me. "Put these on."

I stared down at the items scattered over my lap: a lacy black bra, matching panties, sheer thigh-high stockings still rolled up, and finally, a slinky red dress that looked more like lingerie than proper attire. My cheeks flamed with embarrassment as I glanced up at her. What should I do? I asked myself. My mind couldn't even begin to imagine what the answer to that question might be. "Um, Tanya, I don't think..."

But whatever protest I might have voiced died on my lips as she leveled me with a stern glare. I knew she didn't even want to argue with me. Whatever she wanted, she was going to get, and the truth was, I wanted the same thing. "Don't argue," she snapped. "Just do as you're told."

Something in her tone brooked no refusal; it demanded obedience, submission. And god help me, I found myself wanting to give in, to surrender completely to her will. Trembling slightly, I gathered the undergarments and slipped behind a rack of dresses to change. Tanya waited impatiently outside the makeshift curtain, tapping her foot. I was beginning to realize she wasn't a very patient person. I didn't know how it took me so long to figure that out.

The bra fit surprisingly well, though the cups felt a bit empty given my lack of breast tissue. Still, the sensation of lace rubbing against my nipples sent a thrill straight to my groin. I knew it was going to feel good, but I didn't think it was going to be that good.

Pulling on the panties next, I marveled at their delicate construction, the way they molded to my hips and ass. It was as though they had been made specifically for me. Finally, I stepped into the stockings, rolling them up slowly until they disappeared beneath the hem of the dress. With shaking hands, I pulled the garment over my head, letting it settle onto my frame like a second skin.

As soon as I emerged, Tanya let out a low whistle of approval. "Well damn, boy," she drawled, circling me like a predator stalking prey. "You clean up nice. Who knew such a pretty little slut lived next door?"

I blushed at her crass language but couldn't deny the spark of excitement igniting somewhere deep inside. How could I, anyway? I had always wanted someone to talk that way to me. This was a dream come true.

There was something undeniably liberating about being called names like that—it stripped away all pretenses, left only raw truth in its wake. If there was something I hated, it was pretending that something wasn't the way it really was.

Just as Tanya seemed ready to pounce, however, we heard a loud crash coming from somewhere in her house. Both our heads swiveled toward the open closet door as heavy footsteps sounded not too far from her bedroom. A man appeared moments later, tall and broad-shouldered, his dark hair slicked back from a chiseled face. His sharp blue eyes widened slightly as he took in the scene before him—Tanya standing poised like a tigress, me clad only in women's clothing and trembling like a leaf.

Uh-oh. What I was doing was a big mistake and whatever was happening here, I couldn't stop it. It was beyond my control.

"Well now," he purred, a wicked grin spreading across his mouth. "What have we here?"

Tanya sighed, rolling her eyes skyward. It was in that moment I realized they knew each other.

"Marcus, darling," she greeted dryly. "How lovely of you to drop by unannounced yet again. Do come in, why don't you?"

Her sarcasm was lost on him. He continued to stare openly at me, his gaze roving hungrily over every inch of exposed skin. I squirmed uncomfortably under the scrutiny, feeling vulnerable and exposed despite—or perhaps because of—the revealing outfit. Tanya noticed my distress and moved to stand in front of me.

Who would've thought she was going to do that?

"Back off," she warned, smacking Marcus lightly on the arm. "He's mine for now. You can have your turn later."

If anything, this only seemed to excite him further. Leaning forward, he stage-whispered loudly enough for me to hear, "Can't wait, babe. It's been too long since I've had a taste of fresh meat."

I gulped, suddenly unsure what exactly I'd gotten myself into. They were kind of making me think that they had planned this from the start. But even as fear coiled tightly in the pit of my stomach, another part of me thrilled at the prospect of submitting, of giving both Tanya and Marcus everything they desired—and maybe finding a piece of myself along the way.
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Tanya turned to face me, placing her hands firmly on my shoulders. Her touch grounded me, reminding me that despite the sudden intrusion, she was still in charge here. She always was in charge of everything that happened in her house.

"Well, I think introductions are in order. Ethan, honey, meet one of my best friends, Marcus." She gestured grandly towards the stranger who stood smirking at us. "Marcus, this is Ethan. My new neighbor."

Marcus' lips curved into an amused smile as he stepped closer, towering over both Tanya and me with his impressive height. Up close, I could see even better that he worked out regularly—the muscles in his arms strained against the fabric of his shirt, and his chest looked solid as granite beneath the crisp white material. He exuded an air of confidence bordering on arrogance, and I couldn't help but feel small and insignificant beside him. It couldn't be any different.

"Pleasure to make your acquaintance, Ethan," Marcus said, extending a large hand toward me. I hesitated for a split second before slipping my much smaller palm into his grasp. I didn't know if I should do that, but also realized I didn't have another option.

His fingers closed around mine like a vice, squeezing gently but insistently. The contact sent shivers down my spine, and I found myself struggling to maintain eye contact with him. I really couldn't look at his eyes for more than a few seconds.

"It's...nice to meet you too," I stammered, hating how breathless I sounded. God, what must he think of me right now, dressed like this? No doubt he assumed I was some pathetic wannabe sissy desperate for attention. And yeah, maybe I was. Maybe that was exactly what this was all about.

Marcus released my hand all of a sudden, leaving me feeling oddly bereft. "So," he began, turning his full attention back to Tanya. "This your latest project then?" There was no mistaking the innuendo lacing his voice, or the suggestive waggle of his eyebrows. He knew what was happening and didn't hide it.

Tanya laughed, looping an arm around my waist and pulling me against her side. "Maybe," she hedged. "We'll see how things go, won't we, sweetie?"

I was sure we were going to, I thought to myself.

To answer her question, I nodded without saying anything, not trusting myself to speak lest my voice betray just how overwhelmed I felt. Being caught between these two dominant personalities was dizzying; their combined energies filled the room until it was hard to breathe, let alone form coherent thoughts. I just couldn't think straight.

Seemingly satisfied with Tanya's response, Marcus clapped his hands together. "Well, if that's settled, how about we get this show on the road? I'm dying to see what our little slut looks like strutting his stuff." He winked salaciously at me, sending heat rushing to my cheeks once more.

Before I could react, Tanya spun me around and gave me a gentle push towards the bedroom proper. "You heard the man," she urged softly. "Go on, baby. Show us what you've got."

And just like that, we were interacting as if we'd known each other forever.

Stomach churning with nerves, I stumbled forward, acutely aware of their gazes boring into my backside. As soon as I reached the middle of the room, I stopped, wringing my hands. Now what? Should I twirl? Pose provocatively? Strip completely bare so they could ogle every inch of flesh?

Even though I didn't say it, I was leaning toward the last one.

While I debated, Tanya crossed to her dresser and rummaged through the top drawer. A few seconds later, she emerged holding a pair of dangerously high heels—black patent leather stilettos with red soles. My eyes widened instinctively at the sight of them. Those shoes were pure sex incarnate. I didn't think she had them.

"Here," she instructed, kneeling down in front of me. "Let's give you something else to work with."

As she lifted first one foot, then the other, guiding them carefully into the delicate shoes, I gasped aloud at the sensation. The heels added several inches to my already tall frame, forcing me to arch my back slightly to keep balance. Tanya smiled up at me when she finished buckling the straps securely around my ankles.

And even though I was wearing high heels, Marcus still towered over me. The man was a beast of nature.

"There now," she murmured, standing slowly. "Much better." Her hand slid down to cup my ass, giving it a firm squeeze that made me jump. "What do you think, Marcus? Ready to see our boy in action? Or maybe I should say 'sissy'?"

Marcus lounged against the doorframe, arms folded across his broad chest. He looked thoroughly entertained by the whole display, a lazy grin playing about his mouth. At Tanya's question, however, his expression shifted, becoming intense and focused—a predator zeroing in on its prey.

"Hell yeah," he growled low in his throat. "Give me a good show, pretty thing. Make it worth my while."

If there was any doubt that he came here to see me, it was now gone.

And all of a sudden, there was nothing else I wanted more than to please him, to earn that look of approval shining in those piercing blue eyes. With a deep breath, I forced my trembling legs to move, taking tentative steps across the plush carpet. It wasn't easy navigating such treacherous terrain in these unfamiliar shoes, especially considering my limited experience walking in heels. But somehow, I managed—not gracefully perhaps, but well enough.

Behind me, Tanya and Marcus watched intently, their gazes burning twin paths along my skin. I could feel the weight of their stares, heavy and hot, igniting sparks wherever they landed. It emboldened me, lending strength to limbs that had been weak mere moments ago. By the time I completed my circuit of the room, I'd almost forgotten where I was, lost instead in the heady rush of adrenaline coursing through my veins.

When I finally came to a halt facing them again, both were wearing matching expressions of satisfaction—and hunger. Tanya licked her lips, eyes gleaming with undisguised lust. Beside her, Marcus' jaw clenched tight, nostrils flaring slightly as though scenting something delicious in the air. He scented my arousal, I suspected.

For a long moment, neither spoke nor moved, simply drinking in the sight of me posed before them like some sort of offering. Then Tanya cleared her throat, breaking the spell. She glanced sideways at Marcus, a smirk tugging at her painted lips.

"You know what would make this even better?" She mused idly. When he raised an eyebrow, she continued, "If Ethan here danced for us properly. What do you say? Shall we teach our new friend how to really shake his tail feathers?"

Marcus chuckled, pushing off from the wall and stalking closer to where I stood rooted to the spot. His large hands gripped my hips firmly, fingers digging into soft flesh through the thin fabric of the dress. Leaning in close, he whispered huskily in my ear, "Oh, we're going to teach you all sorts of things, sweetheart. And you're going to love every second of it."

I couldn't believe this was happening—that I was actually prancing around in women's clothing, letting two virtual strangers gawk at me like a piece of meat. If someone had told me yesterday that I'd end up here today, I would have laughed in their face. Hell, ten minutes ago, I probably wouldn't have believed it either. And yet... It was all happening.

There was no denying how incredibly turned on I felt right now. Every cell in my body hummed with energy, alive in ways I hadn't known possible. I tingled everywhere, electrified by the combined focus of Tanya and Marcus' attention. Their hungry gazes seared into me like branding irons, marking me indelibly as theirs.

It shouldn't have felt good, being objectified like this—but oh god, it did. So much so that I found myself craving more, desperate for them to push me further out of my comfort zone.

Was this who I truly was underneath all the pretense and denial? A slutty little sissy eager to serve whatever dominant whims crossed Tanya and Marcus' minds? The thought sent shame spiraling through me...but also excitement. Because if this was wrong, why did it feel so damn right?

Maybe because, for once in my life, I didn't have to pretend or put on airs. Here, dressed in Tanya's lingerie and teetering precariously in her heels, I could just be myself without fear of judgment or rejection. They knew exactly what they were getting with me—someone broken and vulnerable and desperately seeking validation.

Sometime in the past, I tried to be someone different, but it didn't work. I long gave up on trying to change myself.

And somehow, that knowledge freed me, allowing me to let go of the last vestiges of resistance. As Marcus pulled me flush against his hard body, his strong arms wrapping possessively around my waist, I melted into him. Yes, I decided hazily. This is where I belong. With them, beneath them, completely at their mercy. Anything they want, they can take.


Chapter 4













Marcus's hands slid down to cup my ass, squeezing as he ground his hips against mine. "You know," he murmured huskily in my ear, "we could do some real damage with you."

Tanya smirked, leaning in close on my other side. Her breath tickled my neck, sending shivers down my spine. "Oh yes," she agreed, voice low and sultry. "Just think of all the fun we could have turning Ethan here into a proper lady." She punctuated the statement with a sharp nip to my earlobe, making me gasp aloud.

They were talking seriously about that. They really, really were.

Their words thrilled me even as panic began to rise in my chest. Convert me into a woman? That sounded extreme, terrifying—and utterly exhilarating. Even though it scared me, I couldn't deny that it was exactly what I wanted.

As if sensing my hesitation, Marcus tightened his grip, fingers digging painfully into soft flesh. His lips brushed along the shell of my ear as he whispered, "Don't worry, sweetheart. We'll make sure you enjoy every minute of it."

A shudder ran through me at the promise implicit in those words. What did 'enjoy every minute' entail exactly? Pain? Pleasure beyond imagining? Both? My imagination ran wild with possibilities, each more depraved than the last.

I wasn't always very imaginative, but when it came to situations such as this one, I turned into someone entirely different.

"Mmmm," Tanya purred. "He likes the sound of that, doesn't he?" Her hand drifted lower, skimming over my stomach before coming to rest high on my thigh. Slowly, deliberately, she began to inch upward...

Until suddenly, Marcus grabbed both wrists and pinned them behind my back none-too-gently. I cried out at the abrupt shift, shocked by the sudden show of force. Tanya tsked softly, shaking her head.

But I knew she wasn't disappointed. She was actually feeling something else.

"That's enough, pet," she chided. "We don't want to spoil your surprise after all." To Marcus, she said, "Let him go, darling. There will be plenty of time for roughhousing later."

Even though he didn't want to do it, Marcus released me, stepping back but keeping his eyes locked onto mine. In them, I saw the same hunger that burned within me, the same desperate need to consume and conquer. It made me weak in the knees.

"Soon," he promised. "Very soon..."

Before I could respond—or even process what was happening—Tanya seized my arm and tugged me towards the door. "Come on," she urged. "I have so much to teach you."

Without warning, she pushed me down onto the bed, leaving me sprawled across the mattress. For several seconds, neither of us moved nor spoke; instead, we simply stared at each other. What was she thinking? The more I thought about that, the more I realized I would never understand her mind.

Then slowly, Tanya reached up and began unbuttoning her dress, revealing tantalizing glimpses of bare skin with each movement. Uh, wow. I didn’t think she was going to start doing that. I thought she was going to do something else.

When she shrugged off the garment entirely, letting it pool at her feet, I gulped audibly at the sight of her standing there clad only in lacy panties and matching bra. She looked like a goddess. More than that, she looked like the kind of person I could never, ever touch.

"You're next," she commanded, gesturing impatiently at my outfit. "Strip."

And just like that, I was going to remove the clothes that she made me wear? She was very impatient. I hadn't been wearing those clothes not even for a few minutes.

I could already tell that she was a temperamental person.

Her command hung heavy between us, full of meaning and implication. Swallowing hard, I sat up gingerly and removed first the heels, then the stockings, followed finally by the dress itself. Beneath it, I wore nothing but the skimpy underwear she'd given me earlier. I felt exposed, vulnerable—but also incredibly aroused. It was an exciting combination, to say the least, making me feel so aroused.

Tanya smiled wickedly, approving of my obedience thus far. "Good boy," she praised, moving closer until she stood directly above me. Reaching out, she trailed one fingernail along my jawline, tilting my chin up to meet her gaze. "Now, lesson number one: never keep a dom waiting. Understand?"

Lessons? It seemed that this was going to go beyond merely letting me use her clothes. They really were going to turn me into a sissy. My life was going to be changed. And when the transformation was over, no one from my past would be able to recognize me. The thought sent shivers down my spine.

"Yes, ma'am," I replied automatically, already falling into submissive mode without conscious thought. The title felt strange on my tongue, foreign yet...right somehow.

She nodded, pleased. "That's better. And another thing—always address us properly when speaking. No matter who's giving the orders, you refer to them as sir or ma'am unless told otherwise. Got it?"

"Yes, ma'am," I answered, blushing at my quick understanding. Tanya rewarded me with a pat on the cheek.

"Excellent. You learn fast." She glanced over her shoulder, where Marcus still lingered in the doorway watching our exchange. He couldn't even blink. He hadn't spoken much since Tanya started doing what she was right now, content merely to observe as Tanya took control. But now, seeing her look at him, he smirked, and that reaction told me a lot about what he was thinking.

"What are you thinking?" Tanya asked him even though she probably already knew the answer, batting her eyelashes. "You're not getting bored, are you?"

Marcus snorted, reaching down to palm himself openly through his jeans. "Hardly," he drawled. "Watching you work is always a pleasure."

My cheeks flushed hotter at the blatant display of arousal directed my way. Somehow, knowing they were both enjoying themselves because of me only heightened my own excitement. A damp patch formed on the front of my panties as my body responded eagerly to their attention.

Seeming satisfied with Marcus' response, Tanya returned her focus to me. "Right then," she declared. "Onto the main event. Today, you'll start learning proper makeup techniques. By the end of this session, you should be able to apply a full face flawlessly. Sound good?"

And what about me stripping myself? I thought that was going to happen, or maybe she already changed her mind about it. Either way, at the moment, I was only thinking about learning how to put on makeup.

And then I hesitated, unsure if I wanted to admit just how inexperienced I really was. "Uh...I've never done anything like that before," I confessed. "What if I'm terrible at it?"

Thinking better about my answer, I realized that she already probably knew that I didn't know anything about makeup. That was most likely one of the reasons why she was doing this.

Tanya's expression softened, but there was no mistaking the steel underlying her tone when she answered, "Then we practice until you get it right. Simple as that. Now come here."

She led me over to her vanity, pushing me gently down onto the padded stool positioned in front of it. From various drawers and compartments, she produced an array of cosmetics—foundation, concealer, powder, blush, bronzer, mascara, lipstick, and more. My eyes widened at the sheer volume of products laid out before me.

Though I had some back in my apartment, my collection wasn't anything like that. It didn't hold a candle to it.

"This looks complicated," I fretted, eyeing the unfamiliar tools.

"It can be," Tanya agreed. "But with patience and practice, anyone can master the basics. Let's start with the foundation. First things first..."

As Tanya began explaining each step of the makeup process in detail, I found myself relaxing despite the initial nerves. Her voice was calm and patient, guiding me through each technique with care. She showed me how to match shades to my skin tone, blend colors, and highlight key features... She knew so much.

Before long, I became lost in the task at hand, focusing intently on following her instructions. She was doing most of the hard work for me, though.

It was almost meditative, the way the brush glided across my skin, transforming me bit by bit. I had always wondered what the feeling of this happening would be like.

As layers built upon layers, I could see my reflection changing in the mirror—the plain young man morphing into something far more striking, more feminine. The person I was supposed to be all along.

It was amazing how different I looked with just a little bit of makeup applied. My eyes appeared larger and brighter, my complexion smoother and more radiant. Even my lips seemed fuller, more inviting. If someone I knew saw me right now, they wouldn't believe their eyes. And they'd definitely have questions for me too.

Lost in thought, I barely noticed Tanya stepping away to grab a new shade of lipstick. When she returned, she handed it to me with a smile. "This will finish off your look."

Taking the tube from her, I twisted open the cap and studied the vibrant red hue inside. With some hesitation, I touched the wand to my lower lip, tracing its shape. The color was bold, daring—a statement piece all on its own. I wasn't sure I was brave enough to wear such a dramatic shade.

Sensing my hesitation, Tanya placed a gentle hand on my shoulder. "Trust me," she urged. "You can pull this off. Just take a deep breath and go for it."

With a final nod, I pressed my lips together, smacking them lightly to ensure even coverage. The result was stunning—my mouth now a vivid slash of crimson against pale skin. I looked sexy, seductive, dangerous even. Like someone who knew exactly what they wanted—and wasn't afraid to take it. I never thought I would feel that way about myself one day.

"Wow..." I breathed, leaning forward to examine my reflection. "I don't even recognize myself." And it was true—I hardly recognized the person staring back at me, so confident and self-assured. Where was the shy, awkward guy who'd entered this room less than an hour ago?

Tanya chuckled behind me, clearly pleased by my reaction. "That's the point," she said. "Makeup has the power to transform us, to help us become our best selves. Never forget that."

Just then, movement caught my eye in the doorway, and I glanced up to find Marcus watching us. His gaze flicked between Tanya and me, taking in every detail of my newly made-up appearance. Slowly, he approached, stopping directly beside where I sat.

I was beginning to think that this was all happening for his enjoyment. He was waiting for the right moment to have me all for himself.

Without warning, he reached out and cupped my chin, tilting my head this way and that as he scrutinized my face. Did he like it? I asked myself, not knowing the answer. I hoped he did.

I froze under the sudden contact, my pulse pounding beneath his fingertips. I knew he could feel it too.

"You're a natural," he murmured, releasing me with a satisfied nod. "Looks like Tanya's teaching you well."

Pride swelled within me at the compliment, and I couldn't help but preen a little under his attention. Marcus smirked, as though reading my thoughts.

"I can't wait to see what other tricks you learn," he continued, voice dropping to a low purr. "There are so many ways to make you beautiful, pet. So very many..."

His words sent shivers racing down my spine, and I squirmed on the stool. What did he mean? How else would they 'make' me beautiful?


Chapter 5













Hours later, I stood in the kitchen, surveying the feast laid out before me. Tanya and Marcus had insisted I prepare dinner tonight as part of my ongoing lessons in being a proper lady. They were going to eat it naked, because apparently, that was also part of my training. I didn't know why, but I wasn't going to question any of their rules or demands anymore. Not after everything they had done for me already. They'd already done so many good things to make me feel better and find my true self.

So here I was, dressed in a frilly apron over my lingerie ensemble, hair coiffed and makeup flawless thanks to Tanya's careful tutelage earlier today. A quick glance in the hallway mirror confirmed that the transformation was complete; I looked like a completely different person. No one would ever guess that underneath this delicate facade lurked a desperate slut eager to please his dominant mistress and mister.

And that was when it hit me: they hadn't given me a feminine name yet. I had been calling myself Ethan since this morning, but that felt wrong somehow. I needed a new identity to match my new life. Otherwise, I would never feel complete.

Lost in thought, I almost missed Tanya's sharp command echoing from the dining room. "Ethan! Dinner is getting cold!"

Right. Time to serve. Taking a deep breath, I picked up two plates laden with food and carried them through to where Tanya and Marcus waited at the table. As soon as I entered the room, however, I stopped short in shock at the sight before me.

They were both...completely nude. Completely. Tanya lounged languidly in her chair, long legs stretched out and crossed at the ankles. Her arms were folded across her chest, pushing her breasts up. Beside her, Marcus reclined similarly, his impressive erection jutting towards the ceiling. Neither seemed concerned in the slightest about their state of undress, and yet, they were both aware of the effect it had on me.

I gulped loud enough to be heard, cheeks flushing hot as I struggled to keep my eyes focused on their faces rather than roving over their exposed bodies. This was going to be difficult...

Setting the plates down in front of each of them, I stepped back, hands clasped in front of me. "Um...here you go," I mumbled, avoiding direct eye contact. "Is there anything else I can get for you?"

Marcus smiled, reaching out to run a finger along my arm. "Not unless you want to join us," he purred. "Why don't you strip off those clothes and come sit on Daddy's lap? I bet you taste delicious."

My blush deepened at the crude invitation, and I shook my head quickly. I knew that he actually didn't want me to do that yet. He wanted me to do it later.

"No thank you, sir," I replied, remembering my training. "I'm just here to serve your meal."

He shrugged, turning his attention to the plate before him. "Suit yourself," he muttered. "But the offer stands if you change your mind."

The truth was, I wanted to undress myself, but my training was more important. Even more important than that, it was not disappointing my mistress and mister.

As they began to dig into their food, I retreated to the kitchen, leaving them alone together. Leaning against the counter, I closed my eyes and took several slow breaths, trying to calm the riotous emotions churning inside me.

It was one thing to dress up in women's clothing and play at being submissive—quite another to actually live out those fantasies day-to-day. And now, here I was, serving naked people dinner while wearing an apron and lingerie. If someone had told me even a week ago that this would become my reality, I would've laughed in their face.

But despite the absurdity of the situation—and maybe because of it—I found myself thriving under Tanya and Marcus' guidance. For the first time in my life, I felt truly seen and understood. Like they could read every dark desire hidden deep within my soul and bring it bubbling to the surface without shame or judgment.

With a soft sigh, I pushed away from the counter and returned to the dining room, ready to continue playing my role as the perfect hostess.

"Can I get either of you anything else?" I asked, keeping my gaze lowered as I addressed them. "More wine perhaps? Or dessert?"

Tanya glanced up at me, a satisfied smile curving her lips. She had always been a big fan of desserts. "Actually," she said, considering, "I think we need something more substantial." Her eyes flicked meaningfully to Marcus, who nodded in agreement.

Oh boy. Here we go again.

"What did you have in mind?" I inquired timidly, already knowing the answer but needing to hear it aloud anyway. It made things feel real, somehow.

Tanya leaned forward, resting her elbows on the table. "Well," she drawled, "since our little pet seems so determined not to join us..." She trailed off, letting the implication hang heavy between us all.

Marcus chuckled, shaking his head ruefully. "You're right, love. We'll have to take matters into our own hands then, won't we?"

Tanya then rose from her seat, rounding the table until she stood behind me. Without warning, she reached out and grabbed the strings of my apron, tugging hard. The fabric ripped easily, falling away to reveal my lingerie-clad body underneath.

"Let's get rid of these too," she murmured, running her fingers along the delicate lace edging the cups of my bra. My nipples hardened instantly beneath her touch, straining against the thin material.

Beside me, Marcus watched, stroking himself slowly as he took in the show. His gaze was hungry, predatory, making me feel like prey caught in a lion's sights. I shivered, both excited and terrified by the prospect of what came next.

Seemingly oblivious to my discomfort, Tanya continued her exploration, tracing patterns on my skin as she went. Down my sides, over my hips, along my thighs...everywhere except where I needed her most. By the time she finally cupped my ass through the sheer fabric of my panties, I was trembling with anticipation.

"That's better," she declared, stepping back to admire her handiwork. "Now you look like a proper sissy slut should."

Marcus grunted in approval, rising from his chair and stalking towards me. His cock bounced up and down, and left and right. Oh god...

Without preamble, he seized me by the shoulders and spun me around, pushing me down onto the tabletop amidst the remains of our meal. Plates clattered loudly as they were shoved aside to clear space for my body.

"Spread 'em," he growled, kicking my legs apart. I complied automatically, baring myself completely to his view.

"Look at that pretty pink boypussy," Tanya purred, coming to stand beside Marcus. Together, they admired my exposed flesh, running their hands over every inch. "So tight and untouched. Just begging to be filled, isn't it?"

"Yes, ma'am," I whimpered, arching into their caresses. They knew exactly how to touch me to drive me wild, alternating between gentle strokes and rough grabs that left me gasping and writhing.

"And this sweet little hole," Marcus added, pressing firmly against my puckered entrance. "We're going to ruin it soon enough, aren't we? Make you scream as we stretch you open..."

His crude words sent heat lancing straight to my groin, and I moaned wantonly. Yes, please yes. I wanted nothing more than to be taken, claimed, and used however they saw fit.

As if reading my thoughts, Tanya smirked. Reaching down, she hooked her fingers into the waistband of my panties and began to pull. Slowly, torturously slow, she dragged the flimsy garment down my legs, revealing more and more of my skin until finally—

And then Marcus yanked my panties free, and I was fully naked now.

With a wicked grin, Marcus climbed onto the table, straddling my hips. Leaning forward, he captured my mouth in a bruising kiss, forcing his tongue inside without preamble. I could taste myself on him, salty and musky.

"Mmmm," he groaned, breaking away long enough to nip at my bottom lip. "You're delicious, pet. Like candy."

Before I could respond, he sat back, taking hold of one of my wrists and bringing it to his mouth. Keeping eye contact, he licked a wet stripe up the length of my forearm before sucking hard on my pulse point. I gasped, shocked by the sudden intimacy of the gesture—and even more surprised when I felt something warm and slick sliding across my knuckles moments later.

Oh my god, he was actually tasting himself! The thought alone made me dizzy with desire.

"You see?" He panted, releasing my wrist only to grab the other one. "I'm already addicted to your flavor. And now, I'm going to mark you as mine..." With that, he bit down hard on the tender flesh of my inner arm, leaving no doubt about who owned me.

I cried out, bucking against the table as pain morphed into pleasure. Marcus chuckled, lapping at the bloody indentations he'd left behind. He was so rough with me.

"Good," he praised, rewarding me with another harsh kiss. "Take it all, slut. This is what you were born for—to serve us, satisfy us, let us use you however we please." He punctuated each word with a sharp thrust of his hips, grinding his erection against my stomach.

I wanted it inside of me. I could barely keep waiting.

By the time he finally pulled away again, I was breathless and panting, desperate for more. More kisses, more bites, more everything. I needed them to fill me up, consume me whole.

But instead of giving me what I craved, Marcus reached back and grabbed something off the table. A bottle of olive oil, which he proceeded to pour liberally over his cock. He was finally going to do it. He was going to penetrate me.

"What are you doing?" I asked, confused.

He shot me an incredulous look. "What does it look like I'm doing, dumbass?" He snapped. "Preparing to claim your virgin hole. Now shut up and spread those cheeks wide."

I quickly obeyed, reaching back to pull my ass open for him. Cool liquid drizzled down my crack, pooling in my crease. Then Marcus' thick head was there, pressing against my resistant entrance.

"No matter how much you prepare, this always hurts the first time," he warned. "Just relax and take it. I'm going to be as gentle with you as I can, but can't promise much."

I tried, I swear I did—but when he pushed forward suddenly, impaling me on his huge shaft in one brutal stroke, I couldn't help but scream. It felt like being ripped apart from the inside, searing agony radiating outward from the point where we joined.

Marcus paused, letting me adjust to the intrusion. But after only a few seconds, he started moving again, pumping his hips in shallow thrusts designed to work me open. Each push sent waves of sensation crashing through me—pain mingling with pleasure until I couldn't tell them apart anymore.

"That's right," he growled, leaning over me to whisper hotly in my ear. "Scream for Daddy. Let everyone know what a filthy sissy slut you are."

His words only spurred me on, and I found myself clenching around him, eager to milk every last drop of ecstasy from our coupling. Sweat poured down my face as I writhed beneath him, lost in the moment.

Eventually, though, my body began to tire, muscles shaking with exhaustion. Marcus seemed to sense my weakening resolve; his pace quickened, becoming almost frenzied as he chased his own release.

"Yes, fuck yes!" he bellowed, slamming into me harder and faster. "Gonna come, gonna fill this little hole with my seed..."

The vulgarity of his language combined with the sheer force of his movements sent me spiraling towards oblivion. My vision blurred, my ears ringing, and I knew I was mere seconds away from passing out.

I didn't want that to happen. I wanted to stay right here with him.

That must have been what Marcus wanted too, because with one final shout, he buried himself deep inside me and erupted, painting my insides with jet after jet of scalding cum. Even as consciousness faded for a moment, I could still feel him pulsing within me, marking me as his property.

When I next opened my eyes, Tanya was standing beside the table, naked except for a strap-on harness secured around her hips. In one hand she held a vibrator, humming softly as she ran it along her slit. Her expression was one of intense concentration, focused only on pleasuring herself.

Without warning, she grabbed my ankles and yanked me closer, lining herself up with my exposed hole. I whimpered weakly, still feeling sore and used thanks to Marcus' merciless cock.

"Don't worry, sweetie," she cooed, rubbing the tip of her silicone cock against my stretched rim. "Your mistress is gonna make you feel better soon enough."

And then she was pushing inside, filling me once more with a different kind of fullness. Unlike Marcus' rough possession, Tanya took her time, slowly working her way deeper inch by delicious inch. She angled her hips just so, hitting spots that made stars explode behind my eyelids.

Meanwhile, she continued to tease her clit with the vibrator, bringing herself closer to climax with each pass. Our bodies moved together in perfect synchronization, rising and falling as one.

"I want...want you to...to come with me," she gasped out, fingers flying over her swollen nubbin. "Come while I fuck you, Ethan. Do it!"

Her plea was all I needed to hear. With a strangled cry, I tumbled over the edge, my entire body convulsing with the force of my orgasm. Tanya followed shortly thereafter, throwing her head back after using her dildo to fuck herself.

For several long moments, neither of us moved, simply basking in the aftermath of our bliss. Eventually, though, Tanya slipped free of my body and removed her toy, leaving me alone on the table.

I lay there for a while longer, drifting in and out of sleep as my brain struggled to process everything that had happened that day. By the time I finally roused fully, I felt that hours had passed.

Slowly, I sat up, wincing at the various aches and pains that now littered my body. Every muscle screamed in protest, begging for rest and recuperation.

This was who I was meant to be—a servant to their desires, a plaything for their amusement. And I wouldn't have it any other way.




End of Book 1
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