

Painful Pleasures

Femdom Chasity and Feminization

Phoebe Pearl


Copyright © 2024 Phoebe Pearl

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.




Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

About The Author


Chapter 1




Jason

After six months of coming to Dream Body, where Becky is a personal trainer, I still feel out of place. Surrounded by the rhythmic sound of clanking metal, I wait for our training session. I’ve got an hour before she arrives, so I decided to lift and get my muscles pumped to impress the woman of my dreams.

I’m not sure what drew me to Becky Sudakis. But if there is such a thing as love at first sight, then the night I met Becky was it. I’m not sure why I even believed that a woman like Becky would want to date a skinny little runt like me. But I had to try. And try I did. The right way would have been just to ask her out. Walk up to her and say, “Hi, Becky, I’m Jason. Wanna go out for lunch.”

Instead, every day for six months, I came here, trained, and remained tongue-tied and filled with self-doubt about my body. The days I dared to approach her, one of the meatheads beat me to her. After a week of watching Becky, I figured I’d have to pump iron until I looked like the men Becky typically dated, like my coworker and nemesis Archie. Macho, muscular, and manly men nothing like me, sensitive, caring, and devoted. Skinny. Effeminate.

For six months, I’ve obsessed over her. Watched her at the gym. Watched her interact with other men, men I wished I was like. So, I could be with her, not because I wanted to be macho, muscular, or manly. I just wanted Becky. I’d do anything for her.

So, I’ve been coming to Dream Body every day for six months to beef up, grow muscles, and impress Becky. I grabbed my curling bar, loaded it with weights, and did three reps. After three measly reps, my muscles were burning. I considered my progress in the mirror and shook my head. Becky will never be impressed with what I’ve got on my curling bar. Nor my muscles, which I haven’t added an ounce to in six months. Hell, they look even more girly than before I started.

I want to quit. Give up on Becky, the woman of my dreams. She doesn’t know I’m alive. Even if she did, she would never date a man like me. But being around her is satisfying, even if I just watch her.

I had to try, so yesterday, I booked a training session with her and committed to asking her out on a date after our training session.

As I waited for Becky to arrive, doubt gripped me. What was I thinking?

I study my reflection. I am nothing like the men Becky dates. Becky dates men with powerful jawlines, broad, muscular shoulders, and biceps that bulge beneath their shirts. I’m the exact opposite.

But will they do anything for her? I will.

If Becky gets to know me and my inner qualities, she’ll see I’m the man for her. Who am I kidding? Becky will never go for a man like me.

I squat, grab the curling bar, and struggle through one rep, trying to match the pace of the muscular monster next to me I’ve seen with Becky on many occasions. Sweat seeps from my forehead, and my face reddens and contorts in a weird grimace as I try to keep pace. I push, thinking of Becky. But after three more reps, I drop my barbell, watch the beast’s biceps flex, and realize Becky will never want me.

Trying to beef up is stupid. I’ll never be like him; she’ll never go for me. We’ll never be an item. What do I have to offer?

My heart races as I stare at the barbell on the floor. I can’t be like the macho men I see Becky dating. I should leave before I embarrass myself. I glare at my reflection. My tight T-shirt, which I hoped would show off my muscles, disappoints and instead only calls attention to my slender, effeminate frame.

What was I thinking? Throw in the towel, Jason. Leave before you embarrass yourself. Women don’t want a sensitive guy. They want men like those that are surrounding me. Grunting like animals.

Worse, what will she think of my panty collection if she ever stays the night?

If I go now—no, I’m not leaving—I have to tell her how I feel about her, what a good guy I am, and that I’ll care for her and worship the ground she walks on. No, don’t be a sap. Be tough. Be a man. I glance toward the door. Where is Becky? My appointment was for ten, five minutes until then.

I reach down and grab the barbell. My fingers turn white as I struggle to do even one more rep. I can’t. I drop the bar just as Becky walks in.

          ***

All eyes are drawn to her toned physique, accentuated by her tight-fitting cut-off T-shirt, which reveals a trace of her ample bust. She leans over the check-in desk, and it’s hard not to see her commanding presence and dominant aura as she chats.

The desk clerk points to me. Becky turns and finds me, her next appointment. Becky glances in my direction, briefly turns toward the desk, and glances back at me. With her elbow on the desk this time, her gaze travels up and down my body. Is she checking me out? It’s so blatant, more like a guy checking out a girl than the subtle way a girl checks out a guy. She nods with approval. I strike my best macho pose, but this seems to disappoint her. I don’t want that.

What did I do wrong?

Seeing my discomfort causes her to smile, and her face lights up. Is she attracted to me? Becky waves. I wave back. Then, I bend over, grab the curling bar loaded with weights a seventy-pound girl could curl with one arm, and rip off another rep, doing my best to make my muscles look bigger than they are. I struggle through two more reps trying to impress her.

Becky strolls toward me, smiling. I do another rep, grunting, trying to appear intense and intimidating, wanting to impress Becky.

“Jason. I’m Becky. I hear that you want to beef up?”

How do I answer? I drop the bar with a clang. “Becky…. I…. I met you at a party. You came with Archie Stanton. He used to be a college football linebacker. My roommate in college.”

Becky nods, “Yeah. Archie. I see him sometimes. So, Jason, is it? You look like more the yoga type.”

“No. I….”

Spit it out, Jason, and tell her your feelings. The words are on my tongue, but I’m tongue-tied at the moment of truth.

The words spin around in my mind…

I know I’m not like the guys you usually date, but I have other things to offer, Becky. I’m loyal. Devoted. I’m smart. I’ll worship the ground you walk on. Will these macho studs do that for you?

But they remain swirling around. I manage to get out a grunt of stupidity.

Becky’s eyes soften and gloss over as a slow, wicked smile builds. “No need to be nervous, Jason.”

Her eyes travel over my body. I’m not used to being undressed by a woman. I don’t care. She can do whatever she wants. Just go out on one date with me, Becky. Let me show you.

Tell her. Tell her what you have to offer. Spit it out, Jason. This is it, your only chance. Say something! Tell her. This is your chance. Becky’s gaze travels up and down my body with a critical eye.

“I… Want to be a macho stud.” What kind of stupid shit was that?

Becky licks her lips, and recognition sets in. “I met you at a party? Right. I went with Archie. Yeah, Archie said all kinds of stuff about you.”

Oh shit. That’s it. Archie and I roomed together in college; I’m sure he had lots to say. Wuss. Sissy. Jason was a cheerleader, and I’m sure he told her about my little cock. He used to tease me to no end.

Why did I think this was a good idea?

Becky nods crisply. “You know, Jason. Why don’t we skip the training session and go for lunch? Meet at one at Secret Haven down the street. Get a table for us, and wait for me.” She said it like I had no choice. I didn’t want one. “It’ll give me time to change into something more appropriate. Get a private table so we can talk about anything.”

“Okay.” That’s all I could manage.


Chapter 2




Becky

Jason already had a table in a secluded section of the restaurant, just like I demanded. When I approached, he stood and offered me my chair, damn real old-fashioned gentlemen. When I ordered his lunch, he didn’t protest another check in the sissy box.

I like macho guys like Archie. Big bulging muscles. Big thick cocks swinging between their legs. But guys like Jason, submissive, girly, and with a delicate feminity about them, have a very, very special place in my heart. I need both. It brings balance to my life. I’ve got plenty of Archies flexing their muscles with their macho bullshit, fucking me with their big, thick meat till I beg them to stop.

I don’t have a guy like Jason, but my open position has specific requirements. Jason seemed right up my alley, but before I dropped the bomb about what a relationship with me would be like, I felt him out during lunch. All the signs of a submissive man were there. Once the waitress collected our plates, I was confident everything looked good, so it was time to give him the option.

I pulled up the article on my phone and slid it to Jason. “I want you to read something. I think I’d like to have a relationship with you.”

Jason’s face lit up, and the warmth and enthusiasm in his body were palpable. “Oh, thank you, Becky; I’ve been pumping iron at the gym to get your attention. I’ll do anything. Thank you.”

These are just the words I want to hear. Now, to test it. “This is the only option. You have to agree to my terms. Read the article, then decide if you’ll do anything for me.” I turn my phone around and slide it to Jason.

Jason’s eyes pop open as he scans the article. It is a mind-bending read that lays bare my deepest desires for a man—my fetish, my secret desire.

“You….” He looks at me, looks away, and scans the restaurant. “You want me to do what?”

“Read on.”

He returns his attention to my phone, and his eyes trail down the page. The shock in his eyes remains as he reads about a taboo kink that sits on the fringes of BDSM relationships. Jason stops and glances up at me. His eyes fill with disgust. But the disgust fades, and his eyes fill with a raw and desperate need. Like all submissive men, Jason wants me to have my way with him, to take him, control him.

He hesitates, straining to speak, but all that comes out is a garbled mess of nothing like he’s got a ball gag in his mouth. He’s confused. But I have no doubt he’s fantasized about this moment before. Like all submissive men, what Jason needs, what Jason wants is for me to demand it. Jason, like all submissive men, loves being controlled. For the bodybuilders I fuck, being commanded to submit to a woman’s will would be a turnoff, but a sissy like Jason gets aroused by dominance. I wouldn’t be surprised if he’s got an erection about now.

Maybe I will check it out. So, I slip off my shoes and find Jason’s left calf with my toes. Jason’s body freezes. He glances around the room as my toe travels up his leg. He closes his knees like a girl, and I force them open. He picks up his fork and puts it down repeatedly as I find his inner thigh. There’s a visible flush to his cheeks. My toes find his cock. Indeed, it’s hard. I twirl my toes around his erection.

“In our relationship, I’d be in charge.” I tease his cock. “You’d be required to wear a chastity device.” There’s a noticeable pulse. He’d fantasized about this moment before.

“I’ll tell you when you can get out of it and for how long. I see this arouses you, Jason.”

I give him a beat to respond.

He lowers his eyes submissively.

“The key will go around this necklace.” I pinch the necklace between my fingers. His cock twitches. “Look at me.”

Our eyes meet. “I’ll wear it to remind you who owns you.”

Jason swallows and lowers his eyes. “I….”

“You said you’d do anything for me. Now is the time to prove it. Say yes, and we begin.”

Up to this point, the pressure has been delicate and meant to arouse, but now, I grind my foot into his crotch. In another good sign, Jason’s cock pulses with arousal telling me he enjoys punishment and pain because I am grinding with as much pressure as I can manage without falling off my chair.

“I’ll feminize you after we deny you your cock. No need to be like those other guys. The beefcake. You’ll be my special girl. Locked up. All pretty.” I push my toe harder into his groin. He grimaces but doesn’t protest. The beefcakes I fuck would be out the door by now. But not my special girl.

Jason struggles with the pain in his crotch but answers, “You want to feminize me?”

I ease up on the pressure on his crotch. He seems disappointed. Another good sign. I’m a sadistic Mistress. “Princess, you will wear what I want when I want and look how I want. What I want is a pretty girl like you.”

I get the reaction I desire, a noticeable twitch from Jason’s little cock. I can see the wheels spinning as he pictures himself feminized.

“No buts, no ifs. You comply fully. Or I punish you.”

I dig my toes without mercy into his throbbing cock, relishing the way Jason’s body tenses. That he allows this emasculating act in public arouses me. My pussy flutters. Jason swallows hard again. I can see his mind turning. He’s struggling to deny his arousal from the pain and submission I’m forcing upon him. But he can’t. He enjoys it. I’m not worried. I know submissive men like Jason love it. Crave the control. Relish being dominated and commanded.

“Jason, accept that you’ll never be a man like the others. So you might as well be my girl. Just nod and let me be your Mistress. When we begin, you give your body to me. Let me use you as I please. Quit fooling yourself, Princess.”

When he hears Princess, a flicker of arousal is noticeable in his gorgeous black eyes framed with long, girly lashes. Jason’s eyes flick left and right as he scans the room, searching for anyone observing the kinky act going on below the table or listening to our taboo conversation.

“Don’t keep me waiting.”

Our eyes lock. In them, I see what I’ve seen numerous times before in submissive men. It’s a desperation almost, a hunger, an insatiable appetite to fulfill my every whim, even if it means shedding every ounce of masculinity to do it.

Jason takes a deep breath. “Okay, what do I have to do?”

“Say yes, Mistress. I am your sissy and will do all I can to please you. Then we begin.”

Jason repeats the phrase. For emphasis, I make him say it ten more times. Then, I send him images and a list of what he’ll need to buy to get started.


Chapter 3




Jason




One Week Later

My heart hammered on the hour drive through the heart of the city, alternating between dread, worry, and overwhelming arousal that I might get in an accident or my car might break down, or perish the thought of getting pulled over by a cop wearing nothing but sheer pink thigh highs, a sexy pink garter belt, a barely there pink thong, a lacey bra, and a pair of six-inch stilettos.

For Becky, I’d do anything. Anything.

Finally, I turned into Becky’s driveway and inched my car to the white garage door. I shifted into the park and sighed in relief. Yet, I hungered for another go at it.

As soon as the dread of driving in lingerie released me from its grip, another worry seized me. What if Becky isn’t fond of my sissy progress? How could she not? I completed every single sissy assignment she assigned to me during the first week of our relationship and did it without complaint. But what if I’m not sissy enough for her?

No! I’ve done everything she asked. I shave daily. Not just my face but everything arms, legs, chest, balls, and even my ass crack. Not only do I shave every inch of my flesh for her, but I bear the humiliation from my coworkers for my new ‘smooth look’ with pride. Having Becky is more important than my pleasure. I take several more long, deep breaths to calm my nerves.

It doesn’t help. I shift nervously and wince. The plastic chastity device is a constant reminder of my commitment and pinches my flesh. I grab my phone and hit each letter carefully as if my life depended on it. “You’re sissy is here, Mistress, and ready to serve you. Mistress, may I enter?”

I reread the message three times. Then hit send and wait.

***

The world fades around me as I replay my first week of being Becky’s sissy. A week ago, I left our lunch date with one goal, one desire, and only one need: to please Becky. I raced through the streets to the adult toy store for the first of my many sissy assignments. I didn’t ponder the strangeness of Becky’s directive or how embarrassing it would be to carry it out. I acted.

When I entered the adult store and approached the chubby twenty-something male sales clerk, it didn’t matter how naked and humiliated I felt when I asked, “Where are your chastity devices? My Mistress wants me to lock up my cock. She says it’s too little for her pleasure.” I asked, even though the chubby clerk could not have known why I wanted it. I wanted to please Becky, and that’s all that matters now.

The chubby clerk didn’t laugh or smirk but answered in a bored tone, “That’s nice.” He pointed to a wall of kinky devices and said, “Over there.”

As I turned toward the wall, two perverted male customers busted out in laughter. I didn’t care. As I inched toward the display of chastity devices, the eyes of every man and woman shopping seemed to observe my every move with an all-knowing gaze as if they knew my fate, even if I didn’t. All I knew, all I thought about was doing as Becky asked and pleasing her.

My skin crawled when I compared the device in Becky’s picture with the massive selection on the wall. I plucked the one in Becky’s photo from the shelf, sealing my fate, and then loaded my arms with the other kinky and sensual things Becky required for me to have for my first week of ‘sissy training.’

A middle-aged woman picked up my chastity device at the counter and turned it over in her hand. She smirked, “This is for a pretty small penis, sure it’s going to fit?”

“It’ll fit.”

How emasculating to confess to a woman my penis size is inadequate. But it was for Becky, so I didn’t care. My humiliation swelled, and so did my cock until I had quite the erection.

This humiliating trip to the adult toy store was the first of many lessons. Lessons that would introduce me to a world I would grow to love. Things that I never knew about myself. I started on that day, and the lessons continued through the rest of the week.

After all the kinky toys and sexy outfits were rung up, bagged, and paid for, I said with pride, “I do what my Mistress wishes.”

Finally, my first of many sissy assignments for the week was complete, and I left the adult store with one of my last erections of the week.

An hour later, I was home. As instructed, I joined the video conference with the chastity device in hand. “I have it, Becky.”

“Becky? Let’s get one thing straight.” Becky paused. “You do want to please me more than anything?”

“Yes! I do. I have wanted nothing more since I met you at Archie’s party six months ago. Nothing. I swear, I’ll do anything for you.”

“Anything?”

Becky paused.

“Yes, Anything. I bought all this stuff, and—”

“Then, sissy, I am Mistress to you from now on. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress. Yes. Anything. Just tell me.”

Becky frowned as she rubbed her chin. “Did I permit you to sit? Stand up.”

I stood, sending my wheeled desk chair backward, slamming against the wall. “I’m sorry, Mistress. I’m sorry I upset you, Mistress. I’ll try to do better. Anything you want. Please-”

“Good girl. As long as you understand your place in the relationship.”

My second lesson of the night came when my erection returned at being referred to as a good girl. Ashamed, I covered the tent pole.

“Is that an erection? Without my permission?”

I lowered my eyes. “I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“No more erections without my permission. No orgasm without my permission. I’ll have to keep that pathetic excuse for manhood under control, won’t I?”

A cold sweat broke out, and my skin crawled, and I closed off all thoughts of how humiliating it was to have my inadequacy between my legs called out. I reminded myself it was for Becky, so I endured. “Yes, Mistress. I am inadequate as a man. I feel-”

“Enough blubbering. Strip. I am not wasting time. Get that chastity device on, and then you can go to bed. It’s been a long day, and you’ll need your energy for tomorrow.”

I stood still.

“Hurry up! Strip! Do you want to be my sissy or not?”

“Yes, Mistress.” And I did, but still, there was some doubt. Not much, just a little. I fumbled with the buttons of my shirt, slipped it out of my arms, tossed it behind me, and stared at the floor.

“Did I say strip? So what are you waiting for? No time for dawdling.”

“I understand Mistress. I’m sorry. I’m so nervous.”

“No need to be worried, Princess, this is what you want, isn’t it?”

I wanted nothing more than to be Becky’s. So I wasted no time, and to prove my eagerness, I stripped off my jeans, kicked off my shoes, yanked off my socks, nearly falling on my ass as I did, and stepped out of my pants in seconds. But I froze when I caught sight of the unmistakable stain that appeared on my white jockey shorts tented with one hell of an erection.

Mistress laughed and said, “Oh my, what a nasty girl you are. Naked is naked.”

I sucked in a breath and slipped off my briefs, staring down at the red, swollen tip of my cock. I analyzed the pink chastity device, its tiny size, and my cock. My cock was small, but the chastity device seemed too small.

“You understand failure to obey requires discipline. And there it is, an erection.”

“Yes, Mistress. I’m sorry.”

“Then you agree, punishment is necessary.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Get a ruler.”

I was about to learn another crucial lesson about what turned me on sexually. This third lesson of the day would be an eye-opener. Without considering what I’d be doing with the ruler, I acted. Acted without question, racing through the house, my little cock swinging back and forth as I searched for a ruler. I found one, buried in a box in the back of my closet, and sprinted back. Fifteen minutes later, sweating, my cock harder than ever, I’m standing in front of Mistress holding a plastic bendable ruler, proud unaware of what I was about to discover.

“I found one, Mistress.”

“Smack your cock until I tell you to stop.”

Spank my cock? This was a bizarre request, but the strangest thing was that I didn’t argue. All I thought about was how much I craved to satisfy Becky. So I slapped my aroused cock, and my third revelation began. My eyes rolled back in my head as I winced. This was humiliating. My cock stung, it hurt, but there was another sensation. One that shouldn’t be there. Pleasure. I glanced at Becky, part of me hoping that was it. But another part of me, which I’d concealed even from myself, yearned for more punishment.

“You call the punishment? Harder. And I said, do not stop till I tell you.”

I braced myself and committed to punishing myself for my disobedience. Again and again, the medley of pain and arousal hypnotized me. I couldn’t believe whipping my cock was turning me on. Back and forth, up and down, I spanked. I slapped my cock, embracing a humiliating and painful act that shouldn’t be arousing, but it was.

Mistress watched, licking her parted red lips, her eyes filled with dominance and pleasure. She teased her blouse, unbuttoning one, then two buttons and slowly giving me a glimpse of her fleshy tits.

“Okay, sissy. That’s enough.”

But I didn’t stop. Something strange was on the horizon. I smacked my cock a few more times, edging closer to… What? Each smack sends shivers of pleasure through me. My breathing quickened, my hips bucked, and my body erupted in y in one of the most intense orgasms of my life. It was then that I knew I was different, and Becky was the woman for me. I just couldn’t lose her.

“Well? That was a surprise. Hurry up and lock it up.”

Before I knew it, my tender flesh was under Miustress’s control, a feeling of security and calm tasking over. In my last act for the night, under cover of darkness, Mistress had me leave the key in her mailbox, naked, except for my pink chastity cage. It was thrilling, shameful, and arousing to be so exposed, and I could sense the neighbor’s prying eyes on me when Mistress’s porch light lit up. I didn’t care as long it made Mistress happy. I would do anything for her, even if it humiliated me.




***

I snap out of my dream when a dog barks behind me. I turn, and a couple is walking their dog, the dog sensing me pulled at the leash. I tap the steering wheel, wondering what Mistress is waiting for. Have I done something wrong? Did I fail to complete one of her many sissy tasks this week? Worried, squeezing my phone in my sweaty hand, I replayed my first week of sissy training, trying to find something I failed at.

After that first night, the next day, the day after, and the day after that, Mistress bestowed upon me daily sissy assignments to prove my devotion. Kinky things to purchase. Taboo tasks to perform. It was weird having the confining plastic around my cock, and the more I thought about being denied control of when and where I orgasm, the more my cock strained the plastic.

On the first day, Becky demanded I walk in high heels for at least two hours daily. I not only did it but found it arousing.

On the second day, when she directed me to draw a heart around my cock with a pink permanent marker, I did it, and that, too, aroused me. When commanded to think of the very essence of my masculinity as not a cock but a sissy clitty, I did. That, too, became a great source of arousal. On that second day, it was time for me to go back to work, and despite the humiliation of going to work with frilly pink panties and a bra under my suit, I did it. I endured the humiliation and teasing of being hairless and having plucked eyebrows.

On day three, and every day after, as instructed, I redrew the heart around my sissy clitty before heading off to work. When I got home from a long day without argument, I began my cock sucking practice. That I did without even asking why I needed to know how to suck cock. Each day after day three, I put on bright red lipstick, attached the black eight-inch dildo to my mirror, and filmed myself sucking a plastic cock for the required fifteen minutes.

By day six, I was deep-throating, walking in heels without tripping, and enjoying my new identity as a sissy.

I snap back to the present when another dog barks. What’s she waiting for? The neon digits on my radio count off another minute, then two, then three. It hits me like a truck how aroused I am.

Was that what drew me to Becky in the first place, an inner voice, the submissive man in me, telling me Becky was the one for me? I’m not sure. I don’t care. Just knowing Mistress controls even my sexual pleasure turns me on more. Thinking about how good, how right, and sensual letting my feminity free causes my sissy clitty to strain against the pink plastic of my chastity cage and reminds me of how much control I’ve given to Mistress Becky and how happy I am.

But why isn’t she letting me inside? Finally, it comes in text. “Enter.”

I scan the surroundings. Confident no one’s watching, the car door creaks open as the cool early evening air sends goosebumps over my skin covered by the scantiest of outfits: a skimpy thong, sheer pink thigh highs, a garter belt, and a lacey bra. I slip into my stiletto heels, not yet having developed the skill to drive with heels, recheck the surroundings, and race for the front door.

The click of my heels echoes with each step as the blend of something humiliating and arousing overtakes me, exposing myself in public dressed in sexy woman’s attire. I reach the doorway’s safety and knock. My sissy clitty strains against my cage. I bounce from leg to leg, hoping Mistress gives me relief. I never realized how hard it was to go a week without masturbating.

The door opens, and my breath catches as I bathe in my Mistress’s appearance. Her long blonde hair hangs loosely around her shoulders. She’s in pink yoga tights that perfectly hug her fitness model figure. My sissy clitty throbs against the unyielding plastic.

Mistress said, “You look lovely.”

Chills run up and down my spine. “Thank you, Mistress.”

“I have the rest of your outfit ready. Get dressed and meet me in the kitchen.”

Draped over the couch is a frilly, revealing pink maid’s outfit. My heart raced as I took notice of the butt plug, which reminded me that there was more expected of me. Mistress turns, walks toward a door, and exits the living room. I explore my surroundings and immediately realize the chaos. Clothes were strewn about, trash was everywhere, and glasses and plates littered every empty surface.

Once I’d managed to get the butt plug situated, I shimmied into the maid’s outfit and followed Mistress into the kitchen, wondering what surprise awaited me.


Chapter 4




Becky




Three Weeks Later




Making sissy wait in her car in nothing but panties, a bra, and thigh highs is foreplay for me; it arouses me and awakens my pussy. I lay out her pink sissy maid outfit and the butt plug on the sofa, both critical parts of her uniform. My pussy flutters picturing sissy in her sissy maid outfit, on her knees, servicing me.

Tonight, I’m sharing sissy with Kendra, one of my clients at the gym. Like all my clients, I sometimes learn more about their personal lives, secrets, and fantasies than I want. Over two years of training Kendra. I got to know her. What I learned about Kendra is that we have much in common, especially the men we like. Kendra has to be more careful because she’s the District Attorney, and if anyone got wind of her secret life, secret desires in men, well, it’d be the end of her career, so I agreed to share my sissy. Tonight is her trial run.

I called Kendra, and she answered immediately, “Hey, she’ll be ready for you. The toys you requested are by the door. Have fun.”

Kendra, “I’m looking forward to it.”

Before I let sissy inside, I made her wait another half an hour before I sent the text message. “Enter.”

Sissy entered, as usual, dressed in nothing but a pink thong, lacey pink bra, pink thigh highs and her pink stiletto heels. By now, sissy knew the routine. The routine hadn’t changed in four weeks.

I know what Kendra has planned, and it’ll be challenging for sissy, but what the hell? She’s here for my pleasure, and I enjoy pushing her limits. Up till this point, the first three weeks of our relationship, it’s been just sissy and me. I’ve been pushing her hard and preparing her for tonight. I want to share her and show her off.

Sissy enters and examines my clean home. She paused. I usually left my house a disaster, even created it. Tonight, though, Kendra needs her.

“Yes, it’s clean. I have other plans for you tonight. Your challenge for tonight is to please my dear friend.”

Sissy lowered her eyes submissively, “I’m here to serve you, Mistress.”

Sissy’s precum stain on her pink panties draws my attention. I shake my head and laugh, “Every time.”

“I’m sorry, Mistress. I’m a naughty girl.”

“It excites you to be humiliated?”

Sissy blushes. “Yes, Mistress.”

“No matter. Are you ready for the special treat I have planned?”

“I am here to serve you, Mistress. Whatever you desire.”

“Good girl.”

A smile tugs at the corners of my sissy’s mouth, looking pleased and content. “Thank you, Mistress. I love pleasing you, Mistress. Let me.”

Hearing those words makes me want sissy even more. “You want to please me, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Get ready as expected, and meet me in the kitchen.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I head for the kitchen without delay. I slip out of my yoga pants and underwear, hop on the table, spread my legs, and wait. Several minutes later, the kitchen door swings open, and sissy enters. I’m already aroused just thinking about her tongue. Each week, each day of the weekend she’s spent with me, her mastery of cunnilingus has reached near perfection. Indeed, I know how to pick ‘em.

Her soft feminine hands grab my thighs, and she leans in. “Mistress, may I have permission to serve you sexually?” The warmth of her breath sends shivers up my spine.

I hit the button to her butt plug, and a moan follows. “Do your duty.”

Within seconds, her tongue’s mastery has me squealing, my heart pounding furiously, and my nipples stiffening under the pinch of her fingers—not too hard, not too soft, just the proper pressure. I’m pretty sure I’m going to have an orgasm in record time; I trained her well.

“Oh fuck. That feels so fucking good. Fuck! Fuck! Oh my God!”

Sissy pauses for a beat, “All I ever wanted was to serve you, Mistress, and make you feel good.”

I grab the back of sissy’s head and pull her back into me. “Did I give you permission to stop?” I wrap my legs around her head, smothering her face between my thighs. Sissy’s tongue flicked, sucked, and kissed all the right places in the correct order and at the right speed. She was perfectly in tune with my body and mind. I’d trained her well. Sissy was eager to please.

My thighs shake, and I scream, “Oh my fucking God, Princess, you know just how I like it.”

Seconds later, I’m digging my fingernails into my sissy’s neck, smothering her face in my contracting pussy. I threw my head back and screamed, “Oh fuck, Sissy, you are the greatest!”

I fell back on the table, my legs still wrapped around Sissy’s head, in a state of bliss for a few moments. Sissy kissed my pussy gently, cleaning the juices of my thighs until I let her go. I dressed and said, “I’m going to shower. When our guest arrives, do what she says. Please her.”

“I am here to serve you.”

“Yes, you are. Tonight, you serve my friend. Do not disappoint me.”


Chapter 5




Jason

As I rose from my subservient position between Mistress’s legs, the intoxicating fragrance of Mistress’s arousal loitered on my lips, arousing me, which brought only a reminder of my month of chastity and my commitment to Mistress. The pressure between my legs brings more arousal, knowing that my pleasure can be denied or released by a single click of the key that’s around Mistress’s neck. It was then that I noticed the key was not there.

“Ahhh, you noticed. Mistress Kendra has the key. Your fate is in her hands.”

I straightened my maid’s outfit. Mistress hopped off the table, I can’t take my eyes off her slick pussy. I love serving her. Pleasing her. I love the sounds she makes, the way her pussy tightens, weeps, and flutters when my tongue and lips hit just the right spot. I know her anatomy better than she does now.

Once Mistress finished dressing, she said, “I’m going to shower. When my guest arrives, do as she says. Please her as you do me, or she has my permission to punish you as she likes.”

Mistress left.

What friend was she talking about? A male friend? I’d been training on dildos for a month. Was that why? Was I to service one of her male friends? My heart slams against my chest. I can do it. I’ve never sucked a real cock, but for Mistress, I’d do it and swallow my pride, allowing myself to be humiliated by a man, ramming his cock down my throat. Oh, fuck, what if he wants to fuck me in the ass. Fantasizing about sucking an engorged, pulsing cock strangely causes my sissy clitty to strain the plastic. The gentle pressure is a pleasant pain and reminds me if sucking cock is what Mistress wants, I’d do it, and I just might like it.

Maybe it’s one of her female friends. But what if I don’t please her? I don’t know what she likes. What punishment will she choose? My mind drifts back to my experience with the ruler, and shame fills me. My last orgasm came not from pussy, jacking off, but from inflicting pain on myself.

My mind races with possibilities until the doorbell rings. Heading for the door, I double-checked my makeup in the mirror. Damn, I looked good. I wouldn’t even know I was a guy. I straightened my wig, slightly askew after servicing Mistress. I adjusted the thong so that it would keep the butt plug in place.

The doorbell rang again. I took a deep breath and walked to the front door. After four more calming, deep breaths, I opened the door. Standing before me was a tall female, taller than me anyway. Her raven hair slicked back in a tight bun. She wore a sharp black business suit consisting of a tight pencil skirt and a black blazer, and it dawned on me who it was: our District Attorney.

“Well? Are you going to invite me in or stand there like an idiot?”

“Yes, come in. Mistress instructed me to serve you in any way you desire.”

I stepped out of the way as Mistress Kendra passed. She yanked me inside and closed the door. Placing her hands on my shoulders, she pinned me against the door. “I don’t have much time.”

She looked around until her eyes locked on a small bag. She unzipped it and pulled out what appeared to be a two-sided dildo attached to some sort of harness.

Mistress Kendra fell to her knees. Lifted my skirt. I pressed my back against the wall as the pressure of a month of being denied an orgasm surged blood into my cock. The sensation of being forbidden an erection is painful. But somehow pleasurable. I glance down as the District fucking Attorney lowers my panties, opens her mouth, and swallows the pink cage. Her mouth is warm and comfortable, but it only brings me more misery. With my chastity cage in her mouth, she flicks the plastic tip, adding to my torment.

“Oh fuck.”

She pushes my panties further down while flicking and sucking on my flesh. I step out of my panties without prompting. She removes a key from a pocket in her blazer. It’s the key to my chastity. She continued to edge me with her sweet mouth and tongue.

Am I going to get a blowjob from the District Attorney? Somehow, I don’t think my pleasure is going to come that easy. But one can hope. While teasing my cage with her tongue, she unlocks my cock and quickly stands.

“Take it off.”

In no time, I was free and stared down at my engorged cock, a piece of my flesh I hadn’t seen in a month. What’s next?

Mistress Kendra hands me the harness and dildo. I turn it over in my hand, but I’m unsure where it goes.

“Silly. Turn around.”

I obey. Mistress Kendra steps behind me and says, “Open that filthy slut mouth.” The small end of the two-sided dildo slips into my mouth, then she clicks the strap securely and smacks my ass.

Mistress Kendra clutches my little cock and pulls, “Follow me. Like I said, I don’t have much time. I have fifteen minutes to have an orgasm. If I can’t, I’m blaming you, and I’m going to spank that nasty bottom of yours until it’s screaming red. Understand.”

We get to the living room. Mistress, let’s go of my stiff cock. I stand with the dildo in my mouth, choking me. Mistress Kendra strips off her blazer, blouse, bra, pencil skirt, and panties. She folds them neatly, places them on the couch, then sits, lifts her legs, and points. She places her phone beside her on the sofa and sets the timer. “Fifteen minutes or that ass of yours is going to hurt for days.”

I know what to do. I drop to my knees and grab her thighs.

“Do not touch me.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I ease the tip of the black dildo between her lips. She’s tight. I pull out. Ease back in further. My cock screams for the pressure of my hand, so without thinking while I’m inching the dildo inside Mistress Kendra, I wrap my hand around my aching flesh.

Mistress Kendra leans forward and smacks my ass. “Get your hand away from that sissy clitty. I have not had my pleasure. Have you forgotten your training?”

“I’m sorry, Mistress.”

Mistress Kendra loosens slowly. Her pussy responded to my gentle thrusts.

“Harder. Faster. Hurry up, I don’t have much time.”

I try. But keeping the pace and force Mistress desires with my neck is challenging. But I press on. Her pussy dampens, drenching my face and lips with her arousal. The seductive scent of her pleasure only makes it more torturous for me. My cock swings sensually as I ravished her with my dildo.

Mistress grabs my head and pulls me in, “Oh yeah, good girl. Do you like pleasing me, slut?”

Does she realize I can’t talk?

“From now on, you exist to please me and Becky. You're going to please me exactly as I desire. Or I will punish you.”

Mistress Kendra puts her foot into my aching cock. “Oh my, you’re so desperate and hard.”

The alarm goes off on her timer. “God damn it, slut. You failed to please me.”

Mistress Kendra rose and pushed me away. She patted her naked thigh, “On my lap. I'm going to tan that ass before I leave. Fuck. Now I’m all hot and bothered.”

I lay on her knees. My cock slipped between her thighs, and she commenced spanking my ass. The warmth of her hand meeting my ass cheeks caused an unpleasant sting, but piggybacking her biting blows was arousal. A sensual pleasure. Each time Mistress delivered a blow, my cock plunged deeper between her between her soft thighs, slippery from her juices.

“Mistress, I‘m sorry.” But I wasn’t. The pain was satisfying.

After what felt like an eternity, I winced, my legs spasmed, and I erupted all over her thighs, down her calves, and even on her bare feet. She rolled me off her thighs, stood, and put her hands on her hips, staring at the mess I’d made. She shook her head.

“Well? Clean it up. I guess we should remove that.”

With my mouth free, I eagerly cleaned off every drop of my sticky cum mixed with the pleasant flavor of Mistress Kendra’s arousal that lingered near her thighs.

Mistress Kendra dressed and left. “I’ll be back again. Next time, perhaps we need a more fitting punishment for you.”


Chapter 6




Becky




Monday Morning

I had a training session with Kendra on Monday morning after the weekend. “I can’t believe my sissy came all over your legs. She’s a little bit of a freak. But she is a pretty girl, isn’t she?”

“Yes, she is. I’d like to use her again, maybe at a party as a maid. Or use her for a weekend, if that’s okay with you?”

“Well, let’s check with sissy.”

I dialed sissy’s number. She was at work, but I knew she didn’t care. She answered right by the second ring and said, “Mistress. How are you?”

“Mistress Kendra had a good time despite your little accident. She wonders if-”

Sissy, despite knowing the punishment for interrupting me, “Mistress, I am here for you. Anything you want. I am here for you. If it pleases you, I’ll do it.”

I smiled at Kendra. Kendra smiled at me. I knew how to pick ‘em. I had met the man of my dreams. I know Jason thought the same of me.




THE END
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