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Chapter 1

She grabbed the brush and stroked my eyelashes, making me feel a little giddy. My Mistress was getting me ready for an important assignment. I couldn’t stop thinking about it. Maybe I was getting things ahead of schedule, or focusing on the wrong ones, but she was making me enjoy this.

Enjoying this a little too much, though.

Slashing the brush, getting my eyelashes ready, she said, “You are going to look like a fine young lady once I’m done with you.”

I knew she was right about that, but I still couldn’t stop looking at her huge breasts. They are not for me, I tried telling myself. But that was easier said than done. They stood right in front of me, and the cut of her shirt showed too much of it.

I wondered if she felt the same way right now.

Taking a good look at her face, I couldn’t see any indication of that. Okay. I guessed she didn’t feel the same way. Still didn’t mean I couldn’t try… but then again, I wasn’t going to force myself on her.

She was brushing my eyelashes, getting me ready for that important assignment. “It’s going to be a mission like no other, but I’m sure you are going to be ready for it.”

“Do you think… I’ll be able to suck off some cocks?”

“Oh, absolutely. Those guys are going to love letting you suck them off. And thinking about that, there’s going to be a buddy of mine there you are especially going to adore.”

“Uhhhh, which buddy? You have so many.”

“Don’t worry about that. You are going to find him out soon enough.”

“I’m going to hold you to that,” I said, checking myself out in the mirror when she finished the eyelashes. They looked good. Much better than before. She used a nice tone of black, making them stand out.

Whoever I was going to meet in that mansion, he was going to think I was a woman – and that was going to be the trap.

Making him think I’m one of them, and when he figured out he didn’t have a choice, he was going to have to fuck me. He would do it because he would realize a woman didn’t have to be 100% female to make a man happy.

But of course, before then, something was occupying my mind. Something that I couldn’t get my eyes off.

“Amanda, you are looking so hot right now.”

“I know, and do you want to have some fun with me? I promise I’m not going to bite.”

“Well, how can I refuse such an invitation?’ I said, looping my fingers at her cleavage and bringing it down.

In no time at all, I got her breast out. It looked so big and plump. I leaned down and was going to put it in my mouth, but she had something important on the matter to tell me. She put her hand in front of me, stopping me.

I looked like a real girl, but compared to her, I still didn’t have the necessary assets. It was going to take me a while to have the boobs that guys all around kept asking me for. There was one condition before being able to make them fuck me, and that was it. Getting boobs that would make women all over the world feel envious of me.

“You gotta make me cum in less than five minutes.”

“Less than five minutes? And just from sucking one of your nipples off?”

“Well, there’s much more you can do with it, like fumbling with my breast, pinching my nipple. If you are creative enough, it’s going to be a nonissue for you.”

“And then later you are going to continue working on my face?”

She smiled, “Of course, my pretty little thing. I will continue doing that. I’ll get you ready for the little party that they will throw there. You will look like something coming straight out of a fairy tale.”

“Alright, then I’ve got no choice,” I said before leaning down and wrapping my lips around her nipple. It was hard, and she moaned the moment I made contact. The smell of her cologne invaded my nostrils. And I could feel so much of her.

I wasn’t going to let her down.

She moaned some more, throwing her head back and sinking her body on the couch. I could feel my dick getting so hard. It was getting smaller by the day, but I didn’t worry about that much. It was nothing. And, I was fond of how womanly I was getting by the day. I was going to be 100% like them before long.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she said out loud, bringing my attention to her before settling my hand on her bosom, playing with it.

“Yes, like that. Please, more of that.”

She’d been doing my makeup, and now she was letting me fuck her. I didn’t know her well before becoming a sissy, but now that I was, I was getting all kinds of opportunities. This could only get much better from now on.

I worked her boob some more, fingers teasing it. She moaned once again, now grinding her hips against mine. I was sitting on top of her lap, feeling her panties get soaked through. “Fuck. There is really nothing like a sissy fucking with me. I need this. I need a sissy to live with me forever.”

Maybe I would live with her forever, but I didn’t think it was going to happen. Not right now anyway.”

We were getting to the end of this, and now she was moaning like never before. Her whole body was so wild. Moving like a caged animal, she was even making it harder for me to keep going. But I kept going anyway.

Bringing her the absolute pleasure that she would never have without me in control.

“Fuuuuuck,” she cried out, crashing her body against mine, milk coming out of her boob. Milk? What the fuck? Didn’t think she was lactating. It was a nice surprise, and I chugged all of it.

By the time I was finished with her, Amanda was panting. “That was really good, my little princess. Now, time to finish that makeup. I want you looking like the best sissy in the world.’

And I knew she was going to make it true. I could trust her without worrying she wouldn’t do good on her word. My Mistress was a woman like no other, and now I was kind of hoping she would allow me to work her bosoms one more time.

Maybe we were going to do it again soon.

✽ ✽ ✽

Amanda wasn't finished with me. She put herself behind me, and I knew she was going to make tonight even more special. Looking outside, I could see the light of a lamppost coming through the windows.

She kept me pinned against the wall of this hallway. Her house was pretty big, and there was no one else here with us. We were by ourselves.

Didn't know where this was going to lead, but I knew she couldn't contain her temptations any longer.

“Damn, you are so hot right now.”

She wasn't too tall or big for a girl her size, but me being a sissy, I couldn't help but let her continue to have her way with me.

She’d put a strap-on around her waistline and she wore nothing. I wore a flimsy robe that wouldn't be much in terms of protection. If anything, it tempted her even more to fuck me.

With long, powerful strokes that would leave most men wondering why they couldn't do the same.

“Mistress, are you doing to be gentle with me?”

“Oh, I'm going to be gentle, and then I’m going to make you cum so hard.”

I shuddered. She was going to make me have the wildest of nights in my life, and then I was going to cum all over this beautiful, untainted floor.

“What are you waiting for? Just get inside me,” I implored.

“With pleasure,” she said before grabbing my robe and lifting it.

My bottom felt exposed, air kissing my skin. I moaned when she brushed her fingers against my bare buttocks.

“Tell me how much you are willing to do this. I'm only going to continue once I have your okay.”

“Mistress, please. Just end me. Just fuck me so good nobody would ever dare to think I could be theirs.”

She smiled. “Allow me, then.”

She brushed her fingers on my exposed skin some more. I moaned. I could feel my orgasm building up, rising.

The temperature seemed to be getting higher by the second, too. I breathed in and out. I was finding it a little hard not to get anxious.

I didn't know where this was going to take me.

Sliding a finger in, she found my little pucker. “This rim here is going to be so different once I'm done. My fake cock is thicker than most guys’ out there.”

I felt a line of shiver running down my spine. For sure she wouldn't make it so that I wouldn’t be able to even sit, right?

I didn't have enough time to ask her that question. With a grunt, she parted my cheeks using her hands.

Then, she eased herself inside me. I felt her fake hardness getting inside me, stretching me to my limits.

When she got in all the way, I felt like I was never going to be the same. How could I continue living without this thing inside me all the time?

I was going to feel like I lost a limb once she pulled out.

“Gonna be gentle with you, my little princess,” she promised.

“Please, Mistress,” I pleaded.

One stroke after the other, she fucked me then and there. In the middle of the hallway. Nobody would see us, but people walking outside might have heard how she abused me.

I moaned and groaned like never before, my dick getting harder. I short rope after rope of hot milk on the wall in front of me when I felt like I couldn’t contain my orgasm anymore.

Amanda eased herself out. I felt a little flabbergasted that it didn't last long. I had my orgasm too, but still wished that could have gone on for hours on end.

My body fell on the floor, and I turned around on my back until I was facing her. I was panting a little, but it was nothing to be concerned about.

The thing that was going to stand out like a sore thumb was my little pucker. It felt so sore and abused.

Amanda squatted, her fingers going to my pucker. She slithered it inside me again and moved it out. A layer of something white coated her finger.

“I got this from my buddy. He cummed for me and I stored his sperm inside the fake balls of the strap-on. Nothing out of this world, but it made the experience much better, don't you think?”

She said that with a nonchalant tone, like it didn’t matter to her at all. Like it was something I could have expected, but didn’t. I guessed that women could shoot spunk if they were creative enough.

She brought her finger to me and I licked it clean. “That's right, my little princess. Lick it clean for me.”

And I did, one lap of my tongue after the other. By the time I was done, there was nothing left of the white milk either on her finger or inside my rectum.

“Wish I could get pregnant,” I revealed to her.

“Maybe we can do something about that. Maybe I could let my buddy fuck me, and then his heir would be yours. You would care for him, or her.”

“Really, Mistress? That would make me so happy.”

She stood up and said, “Sure thing. Nothing is impeding me from doing that.”

I stood up as well, finding my head a little dizzy. Things seemed to spin around me.

“We have a deal?”

She quirked up one corner of her lips. “I'll think about that.”


Chapter 2

Ididn’t think the wedding party was going to look like this. I felt like I was some kind of foreign here. So many people, and they all looked so sure of themselves. People walking here and there like they couldn’t be bothered that some citizens of this country didn’t have it as good as them. Smiles that told me all I needed to know. It didn’t matter what happened here, how well I readied myself for this occasion, I was always going to be second fiddle to them.

Nothing more than a guy turned sissy that happened to be too poor to be playing with the elite.

I tipped my chin up, though. Nothing was going to impede me from reaching my objective.

Just needed to find him now. His name was Roberto and I didn’t know if he was going to like seeing me here. I felt a little out of place, my dress more often than not reminding me that I was supposed to continue acting like a princess.

A little princess.

I padded to the middle of the room, and then my eyes landed on him.

Roberto, of course. And he looked magnificent. But there was a problem that I was going to have to deal with. He wasn’t by himself. His soon-to-be-wife was there with him. This marriage was going to be a little different from most others.

He didn’t have not to see his fiancé before the right moment.

His body was like that of a god, and my dick got hard at the prospect of letting him have his way with me. Didn’t know if it would be possible to make it happen tonight, though. I was going to have to keep in mind that he might be a little in love with his wife.

But what was that again?

It seemed his eyes flickered to me for a fraction of a second. I rubbed my eyes. I had to be dreaming when it happened. I shook my head and walked away from there. No point giving myself hope that this was going to be finished without me having to think this through.

How to get the wife out of there without him suspecting that something was up?

That’s when I found the man himself. Didn’t think I was going to spot him here, but that guy… he kept glancing in my direction. His mind thought of vile things he would like to do with me. Knew I was going to strike the heart of at least one of these rich guys.

Now I just needed to approach him and tell him that I was available.

I winked in his direction, throwing my hair behind me. Fake hair, but still looked good enough. The guy’s cheeks flushed red, and in no time at all, he was following me. His wife tried to grab his arm, but she didn’t manage to stop him.

I sashayed my way out of the huge crowd in the main room. He followed me, his hands itching to be all over me. I stopped in a hallway, remembering the thing that I did with Amanda not too long ago.

I doubted the same could happen, but here… in here I felt sure of my seduction skills. I could make him beg at my feet, and then I was going to make him get the wife out of there. She needed to be far away from Amanda’s buddy.

When he got in front of me, he had a dirty smile on his face. “Think you are going to be able to resist me? I’m going to make you suck my cock off here, and nobody is going to stop us.”

“Even if someone comes here?”

“Even if that happens,” he promised, approaching his lips to mine.

I felt his hand settling on my lower back. He thought about taking off my dress here and now, but knew that wouldn’t happen. I let out a gasp when I felt his other hand going down to my butt. My eyes locked with his.

“You think this is some kind of game?” I asked him.

“No game, but of course you are teasing me now. You are just a little princess at this party. The youngest invitee. I couldn’t take my eyes off you the moment you came in. Had to ruin the cozy moment I was sharing with my wife, but I know she isn’t going to mind it much. Every time I come back from fucking another woman, our sex is always much better.”

I felt so small before him, and I had no idea where this was going. No idea if he was going to take the bait, but thinking about that now, maybe I should tell him about it first.

Couldn’t hurt, right?

“Hey, could you do something first for me once we are done here?”

He smirked. “Sure, little princess. Anything you need.”

“I need you to make the wife leave her husband alone for about an hour.”

“Why? Are you going to fuck him too?”

I smiled. “Something like that.”

“Something like that? You are not keeping something secret from me, are you? I can’t pardon you if that happens.”

“No, nothing like that. I am in love with him. I have a crush on him, and then I think I’m going to make him realize that his wife doesn’t really deserve him that much.”

“Damn, you are an insatiable bitch. But okay, I’m going to help you with that. Just give me a second once I’m done with you.”

“That’s all I need,” I murmured before palming his cock through his pants.

His eyes locked with mine.

“What a slut. You are going to regret where this is going.”

I chuckled. “Not too much, I hope.”

I could feel the hardness of his dick, making me feel like a slut. He was hung, I gave him that much. But being hung didn’t mean he knew how to use it well. That was something that I was going to have to figure out by myself.

Wasn’t going to take long, though.

✽ ✽ ✽

I massaged his cock, making him feel excited. I could feel his heart beating in his chest. My lips brushed against his but he didn't kiss me.

He kept me pressed against the wall. No way that I was going to be able to get out of this without doing all the dirty things that he was thinking about doing with me.

Pondering them.

His skin was peachy. His cheeks looked a little flushed-red. His hair seemed sharp, cut shorter at the sides than at the top.

Veins popped out in his arms. I could feel the hardness of his muscles. Sliding my hand over them, I dreamed of this guy getting his way with me.

Burying his cock to the hilt inside me.

But on this occasion, all he was going to do was to make me suck him off.

I slid my hand underneath his suit shirt. The hardness of his muscles teased me. I let out a gasp when his hand went behind my back, unhooking my bra.

“Seems that my little princess is wearing fake boobs,” he commented.

“You don't like them?”

“No, I do. The more you can look like a real woman, the better. My little sissy…”

He knew. Should have known he was going to figure it out.

His rounded pecs made my mind go berserk. I kissed his neck and then made my way down his chest. But he wouldn't take his suit off. I didn't have a choice, so I kept massaging his cock. His hardness made me feel like getting on all fours.

Too bad it couldn’t happen.

“Too bad, little princess. This is going to be a night you can't forget.”

“Yes, Master,” I cooed, feeling his masculine cologne invading my nostrils, attacking my lungs.

He was going to mess up my makeup, but that was okay. I could make Amanda touch it up for me, or I could try my hand at it.

Nothing that could stand in my way. Nothing that was going to make me think I wasn't going to get my way here too, in a way.

“I don't even know your name, but fuck that. I just need to get down on my knees and suck you off. Think you could allow me to do that?”

This whole time he'd been grinding his body against mine. His cock felt so huge, and now, more than anything, I was dreaming about playing with his balls, too.

I knew he wouldn't mind that.

His hands battled against his belt, but in no time at all he managed to get it off. I took a look at the side and found no sign of anyone coming this way.

We were alone.

“Of course, little princess. Whatever you need,” he teased, pushing his pants down.

Not feeling like waiting, I slid his boxers down. Black, and from a high-quality brand. The smell came first, his immense shaft showing up not too long after.

“Fuck, you are so hung,” I murmured.

“Take it all. Take it all inside you.”

I held his gaze for a second. “But I don't think… I would be able to worship it as it should be. I don't want to disappoint you, Master.”

“It’ll be no disappointment. Now, get it inside there. Your pretty little mouth is going to find out what a nine-inches monster cock is like.”

I licked my lips in anticipation.

He breathed one second at a time, his eyes fixed on me. If I tried, I wouldn't be able to get out of this without doing it. Without doing the thing that he was obsessed with.

I gulped and took one-third of his inches inside my mouth. I worked it however I could with my tongue. He moaned, his hand going behind the back of my head.

He grabbed a handful of my hair and made me follow his pace. And I obeyed him. No point thinking that I could do anything different from this.

His rugged ballsack tempted me, making me reach with one of my hands. While applying pressure with my lips, I swept my tongue over his gland.

His pre-cum kept seeping out. It was salty, like the nectar that I wasn't allowed to savor. But it was still coming out, oozing through the slit, and the more this went on…

The more I felt like orgasming too.

My sissy dickie was a little hard. I needed to hold out. Didn’t want to disappoint my Master here. I needed to make him feel that this was the best he was going to have. No woman or man would be enough for him. I was the only one.

His dick erupted all of sudden, filling me to the brim with his creamy milk. I swallowed it all down. No way that I was going to waste any of it.

Working his balls with my fingers did it. He didn't last that long. That's what happens when a fuck is too good. In this case, it was just a blowjob, but the end result ended up being the same for him.

He took it out, his hand petting me. “Alright, my little princess. I'm going to do the thing you asked for, and you need not worry. I'm going to woo that bitch until she forgets her husband.”

“Thank you, Master,” I said before he marched out and rounded the corner of the hallway.

My eyes spotted a line of his spunk on the floor. I licked my lips and bent down. Sticking my tongue out, I licked it.

Hmm. That taste. It was like nothing else.

And to think that before this I had sex with my wife. Would it happen again? Only if she made me slurp on her pussy, I supposed.

Nothing else would do for her.


Chapter 3

“You are looking like a fine little princess,’ the man said, his voice sounding deep and commanding. He made me shiver before him. His eyes seemed to penetrate me, getting right to my soul. I didn’t feel like myself anymore.

And I felt like I needed his balls in my mouth. Hmmmm, just imagining that happening brought me so much lust. So much pleasure. I didn’t know what else I should be feeling about this. Everything seemed to be too damn good.

He approached me. Amanda’s buddy. Without his wife, he had me to make him feel happy. And I was going to make him feel pretty content here. Nothing else would do for him, and I knew he couldn’t resist a fake woman like me.

A sissy.

His hand brushed against my skin. I moaned. One glance down was enough to tell me he was hard. His cock made a tent pole in his pants. Reaching out with my hand, I massaged it. There was nobody else in the room. It was just us.

“Tell me how much you want this,” he cooed in my neck.

“Too much, Master. Make me dependent on you. Make me like that. It’s all I need.”

“Damn. You are so turned on for this. Should have known that the only sissy in this mansion had fallen in love with me.”

“Yes, Master. I guess it would have made everything much simpler.”

I reached with my hand for the button of his white, button-up shirt. He didn’t say anything. His eyes continued locked with mine. While undoing one button, I didn’t look anywhere else. Didn’t feel like doing it.

Amanda had touched-up my makeup. I looked as gorgeous and seducing as ever. Couldn’t have asked for a better partner for this. And once this was over, I was going to get the thing that I came here looking for.

Roberto was going to be none the wiser.

But for now… for now I could continue seducing him. He wasn’t going to find out what I’d come here for. Or if he did, it would be too late for him to change anything. Kind of felt a little bad for it, but wasn’t going to stop this now.

Nothing was going to impede me from reaching my objective.

One button at a time, I finished undoing it. With his help, I managed to get it off him. His chest,  finally exposed, looked like something coming straight out of a porn movie - as if he were a porn actor.

Almost wished we were, so that we could fuck each other day and night. Too bad it would never happen.

I felt his chest with my hands, pressing my body against his. I could feel his breathing, the beating of his heart, his increasing desire for me, and how much he was thinking of finishing this off by blowing his seed inside me.

And I would squeal so much if that happened.

His hand went for my chin.

“Let’s not waste too much time here. Don’t wanna my wife suspecting something’s up.”

“Yes, you are right,” I said, taking my clothes off.

His hand proceeded to take the rest of the clothes off his body. His cock got out at long last, looking like the most menacing thing I’d seen my whole life. I got on my knees in an instant. Like hell I was going to lose the chance to suck him off.

He didn’t say anything, just moaning while I worked the gland. But just working the gland wasn’t enough to make him cum and I wasn’t going to miss the opportunity for him to do so. The pre-cum that kept oozing out was more than enough to convince me that I was missing a lot by not making him share his load with me.

His legs looked so manly, impossibly hairy. I couldn’t have enough of them, so while giving him a blowjob and feeling as if I were the greatest slut in all the world, I massaged them, using my hands to do so.

Then, I played with his rugged ballsack too. He moaned every so often. I could feel he was going to reach his orgasm not too long from now. And then he was going to fuck me in the ass, making me remember what it was like to have a dick buried in my ass.

How could I have lived this whole time without it?

I needed it like I needed water.

He pulled out. His cock looked red, the veins bulging out. “Come here, little princess,” he commanded before taking me to his bed. Pushing me down, he made me bent over it, my ass exposed for his penetration.

Roberto grabbed a bottle of lube and lubed up his manhood. Then, using his fingers, he did the same to my pucker. I shivered a little, already imagining what it was going to be like to have him ease himself inside me.

The feeling was going to be like nothing else.

“This isn’t going to hurt much. Promise,” he murmured, but I knew he wasn’t telling the truth.

This was going to hurt, too much.

Roberto eased himself inside me, and I felt him pounding me. Ramming me against the mattress of the bed. The frame creaked, such was the intensity of how this was going. I moaned and groaned, grimacing a little.

The pain was almost too much to bear and I almost passed out, but it wasn’t too long until he crossed that forbidden line. “Fuck, I’m going to cum now. Hang tight there, little princess.”

And in no time at all, he erupted inside me. His seeds filled me, making me feel how hot his spunk was. I spasmed, my body rocking like never before. Sweat covered my forehead. I’d never felt anything like this.

Roberto pulled out and plopped down on the bed beside me. I took a good look at him before deciding he wasn’t going to come back from that the same man. I worried that he was going to come looking for me, getting me into a quarrel with his wife that I didn’t feel like battling in, but that was something for another time.

Right now, I needed the document that he was hiding in here.

I couldn’t waste much time – didn’t know when he would wake up – so I felt ashamed when I felt his spunk trickling down my thighs. Again, I wished I could be a real woman so that I could be pregnant. Beggars couldn’t be choosers, though, as the saying goes. I had to content myself with how things had to be.

With that thought in mind, I left the mansion. With luck, Roberto was never going to find me again. The Upgrid company needed the information contained here, and upon getting it back to Joseph and Saul, they said they would do something special with me.

I could only hope what it was.

The End
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