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PLEASING MISTRESS VERA









CHAPTER
1


 


Her name was Vera Solomon.


I
didn’t come to know that until a lot later, of course, but I really think it’s
the most beautiful name on earth. Just close your eyes and imagine what a Vera
Solomon would look like…did you picture someone smart, sophisticated, regal,
and mysterious? Wearing expensive mink coats, the silkiest of scarves, and lips
the color of blood-red rubies? I bet you did. Well, that’s exactly the kind of
woman Vera really was, so it was the perfect name for her.


The
day I met her, I was browsing through the horror and fantasy aisle of a
secondhand bookstore. At the time I was binging on a lot of Stephen King and
Richard Matheson, but that morning I was specifically hunting down a copy of Something
Wicked This Way Comes. It was a book I’d once owned but lost many years
back, and I really wanted to spend my summer days escaping into its dark,
nostalgic pages. 


Things
were different that summer. I was going through the grieving process after a
horrible break-up, and had more time to myself than I’d wanted. I know PTSD is
probably not the right word for it, but those last days with my ex-girlfriend
were scarred into my mind, and I wanted to do everything in my power to just
forget everything that had happened.


Because
it was summer, I really had nothing much to do except for a small gig I’d
gotten helping out one of my professors with her data gathering and clean-up.
That was why I’d started a new hobby: visiting various little-known bookstores
around town on my bike. If I was lucky, I could find some literary gems to
build a nice collection for myself while keeping me busy and distracted at the
same time.


Anyway,
on that day I was excitedly fingering through the dusty spines in the horror
and fantasy aisle when I spotted her out of the corner of my eye. 


It’s
difficult to put into words the very first impression she had on me. She was
wearing a shapely blue-gray fur coat, even though it was hot outside and even
stuffier inside the store. The coat was really long and hugged her body so
tightly it looked like it was an actual extension of herself. She also had on a
black dress, sheer stockings, black heels, and on her arm was a glistening
snake-skin handbag. Her skin was so pale it almost glowed. Her face had an air
of old Hollywood glamor about her, with a beautiful red pout and sultry lined
eyes. The strange thing was, it was almost impossible for me to figure out how
old she was. She could’ve been thirty-five and fifty-five at the same time!


One
thing was for sure, though. She wasn’t the kind of woman who visited secondhand
stores too often. A part of me wanted to tap her on the shoulder and ask:
“What’s a lady like you doing in a place like this?”


I
watched as another young man eyed her secretly, but when she drew in closer he
politely made space for her. I kept watching as I saw her perch herself on top
of a step stool and pick out several thick, heavy-set books from the history
aisle. The store’s assistant, a scrawny guy with thick, fogged-up glasses,
scurried forward and grabbed all of them in his arms. She was polite, but there
was this domineering air about her and the poor assistant looked terrified.


By
this time, all thoughts of finding Something Wicked This Way Comes had
disappeared from my mind. All I could do was stand there with my back slightly
tilted against the spines, paging through a random book so I didn’t look like a
total pervert. 


That
was how I came to see the assistant’s worst nightmare unfold before me, even
before I heard the horrific THUD.


They
were the sound of books falling. Not only were those precious history books
splayed across the wooden flooring, the guy had stumbled and fallen himself. He
was gasping and out of breath at the mystery woman’s feet. 


I
saw her pretty eyes narrow. “You had one job, little weakling!” she chided
under her breath. “Now pick them up so I’m not left standing here on a step
stool for much longer!” 


The
assistant scrambled to his feet and began to pick up each book.


“Dust
them!” she ordered. “No, no, away from me, maggot! You’re going to spoil my
fucking coat!”


I
really felt for that guy. I really did. He looked so nervous, like he knew he
was going to get scolded by the woman no matter what he did.


I
reflexively took a step forward, not really sure what to do but knowing I had
to do something to help them. 


That
was when things went from bad to worse.


The
assistant hoisted the last book on his arm and walked towards her, but somehow
lost his balance again. The books toppled noisily to the floor, one by one, in
a plume of dust. I think the guy thought he still had a little time to save his
dignity because he grabbed the woman’s elbow to stop his fall. A stupid
decision, of course, because her bag, one of those things that just had a single
button in the middle, fell to the floor, spilling out all of its
contents. 


I
was there at the scene before I knew it. 


The
woman took a sharp intake of breath and slapped at the boy’s arm. “I’ll squeeze
this until you know what’s right for you!” 


“Don’t
worry, Miss, let me help,” I butted in. I wanted to calm her down, and calm the
young man’s nerves as well. He was practically shivering in a fetus position on
the floor. “I’ve got this,” I told him.


I
picked up her books and placed them on a little side table close to the aisle.
Then I picked up her belongings, all of which had scattered across an
impressive radius. I gave them a little wipe with my shirt. I saw her lips curl
into a tight smile as she watched me help her.  


“Will
you carry those for me to the checkout,” she said. It was a statement, not a
question. Her fiery eyes flitted towards the assistant. “Good-for-nothing
little rat.”


“Of
course,” I said politely. 


We
headed to the counter. She paid for the books and I carried the bags to her
car. It was a shiny Audi that was as red as her lips. She thanked me once,
slipped into the driver’s seat, and drove away, leaving only traces of her
behind: the receipt, which she’d tossed out, and a clump of blue fur which had
shed from her coat. 


My
head was a little giddy and I could still smell her perfume. 


I
should have gone back to the bookstore.


I
should have just gone back to that dusty old horror and fantasy aisle, and
hunted down the Ray Bradbury book like I’d planned. And then I should have just
gone back to minding my own fucking business. 


But
I didn’t do any of that.


Instead,
I hopped on my bike and started to follow the mystery woman’s car.









CHAPTER
2


 


Of course I felt like the
world’s biggest creep.


That
didn’t stop me though. I followed the shiny red Audi, keeping pace at about two
car-lengths behind her. It wasn’t the high speed chase you probably might be
thinking of, though that’s certainly what it felt like because my body was
buzzing with adrenaline. I pedaled through what was the light rolling traffic
of a mid-morning Sunday, my fingers gripping tightly onto the handlebars, my
attention on her car, determined to never let it out of my sight.


I’m
not sure what exactly pushed me to do it that day. I wasn’t the sort of person
to take risks. Trailing the car of a woman I didn’t even know, that would take
me to, well, god knows where…what must I have been thinking? Maybe it was all
those Stephen King books I’d been reading. Maybe it was her. All I knew
was that I had this intense urge to be near her…even if it meant getting into
trouble for doing so. 


The
Audi made a turn at King Street, and I did the same. I pedaled past cafes and
clothing shops, hoping she’d stop at one of those places so I could give my
legs a break. But she didn’t. Instead, all the traffic ahead thinned out into a
trickle and she sped off, before turning into a red dot and disappearing.


“Dang
it!” I muttered.


I
couldn’t believe I’d lost her. 


Inside,
I felt defeated. But my legs had a mind of their own, and they weren’t quite
ready to give up yet. I started up the chase again, grinding away at the
pedals, and soon I was soaring across the hot tarmac, my pits sweaty and my
heart racing like I was right at the edge of the world’s biggest rollercoaster
drop. My ass bumped hard against the seat, my calves churning faster and faster
so I could build up some speed. I biked in a clean, straight line, praying the
stoplights would be at my side as I neared them. For once, they were.
Miraculously, I saw that red dot again, just in time to see it steer left onto
a residential street.


Minutes
later, I’d caught up. 


The
houses were much nicer here, almost palatial, with wide, immaculate lawns. At
the end of the street was the red Audi, peeking through an open garage door.


I slowed down and stopped, leaning my bike
against a nearby tree. I peered
nonchalantly up at the sky, like I didn’t just follow a woman like a creep and
had just found out where she lived. 


I
mean, what the heck was I supposed to do with this information? It wasn’t like
I could ask her out. The only thing I could do was just stand there like some
weird ass stalker...


“You!”


The
high-pitched screech almost blasted my eardrums. I whipped my head around, and who
do I see? The mystery woman, of course. She was standing on her lawn, just
in her black dress this time.


If
looks could kill…


“Come
over here at once!”


Heart
hammering in my chest, I walked slowly towards her.


“Think
you’re being slick?” she asked, pointing one finger at me. 


“Huh?” 


“Were
you following me, you dirty pervert?”


“N-no,
Miss.”


She
grabbed me by the ear and twisted it. I gasped in pain.


“Who
the fuck do you think you are, lying to me?” she spat. 


“I-I-I’m
sorry, Miss…”


“Go
on, spit it out! Tell me what you had in mind following me all the way from
that store.”


There
were a million things I wanted to say, but I’d lost the ability to speak. 


“Did
you want to spy on me? Hmm.” She paused to take a good look at me. “You’re kind
of cute. How old are you? I see you’re that kind,” she muttered, even
though I had no idea what she was saying. 


“Twenty
one…” I said. The sun was almost blinding my vision, but I strained my eyes so
I could still focus on her beautiful face.


“A
young ’un, I see,” she drawled. She let go of my ear. “Lucky for you, I’m still
single.” 


She
kept staring at me, like she was studying every cell on my body. 


“And
you, my dear, seem a little lonely,” she said after a long pause. Then she
sighed. “Alright, let’s do this. Come on by tomorrow night at seven sharp, and
I’ll show you a little somethin' somethin'…”


I
was frozen in place while looking up at her seductive smile and snow-white
skin. Shame tore through me as I realized I had a full-on boner.


“Now
get off my property,” she said sharply. “I have a meeting to get ready for.”


I
ran, as fast as my legs could carry me. 


***


I
lay in bed that night, staring at a distorted shadow of a spider’s web in the
corner of the ceiling. I couldn’t sleep. 


I’d
never taken a risk before and not had it blow up in my face. 


I
just wasn’t a lucky guy. Not until now. But I was going crazy trying to figure
out if the woman had been serious or if she was just playing. Had she really
invited me into her home? She didn’t look like someone who’d mess about with an
inexperienced guy like me. What if I went there tomorrow, like an idiot, and
she called the cops on me?  


And
yet...there was something about her though.


It
was this strange feeling like she really understood me. Maybe even more than I
understood myself. 


Maybe
my luck was yet to come. A small flush of excitement rose within me, sweeping
through my groin. My cock was hard again. 


Tomorrow—if
luck was on my side—I’d have all my deepest and most taboo fantasies filled by
the time the sun rose again. 









CHAPTER
3


 


The following night, at seven
o’clock, I walked up to the mystery woman’s house. I didn’t see a doorbell, but
there was a huge brass door knocker in the shape of a lion’s head. I rapped on
the door a few times with it, and waited. 


Even
though it was still hot outside, my body seemed to be shaking. Things felt a
little too real, and the thought of being touched by an older woman sent
ripples of excitement down my spine.


I’d
told myself that if I’d totally misinterpreted what she’d said, I’d just
apologize profusely and run away before I had the cops called on me. But my
nerves were still on overdrive.


The
door finally opened and there she was, her face shining in the glow of the
porch lights. She still had her red lipstick on. In place of the formal black
dress I’d seen her in earlier, though, was a stunning silk robe. It was wrapped
tightly around her body, showing off the full contours of her breasts and hips.
Painted on the robe were flowers of some kind. Tulips, maybe. Or lotuses. 


I
couldn’t stop staring at her. 


“Oh
hello,” she said, her voice sounding strangely musical to my ears. “I had a
feeling I’d be seeing you tonight.”


“Thank
you for inviting me, Miss,” I said. My jaw trembled as I spoke. 


It
was actually happening.


She
took me through an entryway that had impossibly high ceilings to her living
room. The floor looked freshly polished and most of the furniture had gold and
red accents. There was a big leather couch across one wall, and draped
strategically in front of it was a majestic animal skin rug. She sat on one end
of the couch and crossed her legs, then invited me to sit on the opposite
end. 


“You
and I both know why you’re here,” she began. 


“Yes,
Miss.”


“You
understand how this is a privilege?”


“Oh
yes,” I said. “To be honest, I couldn’t even sleep last night. I kept thinking
I’d dreamed up our whole encounter.”


“Right,”
she said airily. “Well, I’d like to be crystal clear about one thing. If you’d
like this…arrangement…to be more than a one time thing, your mouth stays shut.
Understood? It’ll be our little secret.” Her mouth lifted into a sly smile.
“That’s assuming, of course, that you’re able to meet my expectations.”


“Agreed,
Miss. I won’t tell anyone,” I said, then chuckled lightly. “To be honest, I
don’t have any friends. I’m a…bit of a loner right now.” I clamped my mouth
shut before I had the urge to say anything else. I was already talking too
much. 


She
waved her hands around impatiently.


“I
don’t like to waste time,” she continued. “So let’s get the most important
things out of the way. First, let me introduce myself. I’m Vera Solomon.”


“I’m
Dexter,” I said. 


“Dexter,
for the rest of the night, I won’t be just Vera Solomon to you. You’re going to
call me Mistress Vera.” She was speaking to me like I was a schoolboy
and she was the headmistress. “What are you going to call me, Dexter?”


“Mistress
Vera.”


“Good
boy. Now, we’ll need to establish a safe word. I want you to know that if at
any point you feel uncomfortable, or in pain, and not in a good way, of course,
the moment you say your safe word you have the power to stop whatever we’re
doing.” She uncrossed and crossed her legs again, and my breath caught in my throat.
I was pretty sure I’d just caught a glimpse of a rosy pussy buried beneath her
pale thighs. “Unlike you, Dexter, I like to be very aware of people’s
boundaries.”


My
face grew red-hot.


“Well?
Don’t keep me waiting. Tell me your safe word.”


“Uh…uh…Beetlejuice,”
I blurted out. It was the first word that popped into my mind and I
cringed. 


“Are
you an amnesiac, Dexter?”


“Huh?
Oh…sorry,” I said meekly. “My safe word is Beetlejuice, Mistress Vera.”


“Much
better. Did you have a shower before coming in here?”


“I
did, Mistress.”


“Still.
I’d like to make sure you’re clean before we begin.”


I
swallowed. Clean? What exactly did she mean?


“Undress,”
she ordered.


I
took off my clothes, one by one, aware of her intense gaze on my body. By the
time I was pulling on my boxers, my fingers were shaking. I wanted desperately
for her to like my body. I wanted her to like my penis. I wished I could morph
into a big muscly guy with a giant cock so I could truly impress her. But here
I was, naked and facing her with my tiny four-inch penis. 


If
Vera was disappointed at my penis, however, she didn’t show it. She slipped on
a pair of red latex gloves, smiling at me the whole time. 


“Come
on over, Dex,” she said softly, patting her silk-robed thighs.


I
was spread across her lap, face down. The warm, smoky scent of leather wafted
up my nose. My groin was right on top of her silk lap, and it was so soft, like
she was made of nothing but marshmallows. 


I
heard her rustle through some kind of box, and then I felt the springy
sensation of latex spreading my ass cheeks apart.


“Oh
my. I haven’t seen such a tight, pink asshole in a loooong time,” she cooed in
my ear. “Now, this might feel a little unpleasant, but this is what’s going to
make you squeaky clean and ready for me.”


I
braced myself as Mistress Vera inserted a lubed nozzle up my asshole. I felt
the tight stretch and then the cool sensation of liquid filling me up inside,
very slowly. One of her gloved palms stroked my cheeks. 


It
was so intimate, to be cleansed by this beautiful rich woman. I loved it.


Mistress
Vera made small talk while doing the enema. 


“When
was the last time you fucked someone?” she asked softly.


So
blunt. I didn’t expect anything less from her. 


“About
three months ago, Mistress,” I whispered into the leather couch.


“And
who was that with?”


“My
girlfriend,” I said. “My ex, I mean.”


“So
she broke up with you.”


“Yes.”


“You
couldn’t satisfy her.”


“She...she
cheated on me. She left me for someone else.”


I
exhaled. It was like I’d unloaded all the pain from my break-up onto her, and
she was accepting me. God, did it feel good.


“Ah,”
she said.


The
nozzle slowly exited my asshole. I gritted my teeth. I could feel the writhing
of my bowels. The need to expel whatever was in there, to gush everything out,
was already overwhelming me. 


“Ass
up and clench, Dexter. We’re going to keep the enema in you for a couple of
minutes.”


I
grunted while trying to hold everything in. I was so afraid, deathly afraid of
drenching that beautiful silk robe of hers. 


“I…I
think I really need to go now, Mistress Vera…” I groaned after a few seconds.


“A
little self-control goes a long way,” she said. “Not long now. Count to sixty
for me, and then you can go to the bathroom.”


I
counted to sixty. It felt like sixty years. I was in agony. When I eventually
reached the end, though, I clenched myself down there like a motherfucker while
I staggered to the bathroom. There, the floodgates opened and I moaned so
loudly I was sure Mistress heard me. It was pure relief. 


I
waited a while longer and then wiped well. When I returned to the living room,
she asked me to stand in the middle. She got up and started circling me,
staring at my naked body like she was analyzing every inch under a microscope.


“I
bet this other man is much more handsome than you,” she said eventually.


“Who,
Mistress?”


“The
man who’s fucking your girlfriend.”


“Oh.
Yes, conventionally, I guess.” When I saw her death stare, I immediately added:
“Mistress. Sorry.”


“Hmm.
And I’m certain he has a bigger cock than yours.”


The
shame rose through me, and I almost felt nauseated. I nodded.


“What’s
that? Couldn’t hear you,” she said. She had her sly smile on again. “You’ll
speak when you’re spoken to.”


“I
guess he does have a bigger cock,” I muttered.


“MISTRESS!” 


Vera’s
scream made me shake all over. I felt like an idiot, and my legs were like
Jell-O. It had been such a basic instruction—how could I have fucked it up?


“Twice
in a row calls for a punishment,” she said sternly. “You’ll learn to respect me
or you’re out of here, boy. I don’t tolerate stupid mistakes.” She pointed to
the arm of the leather couch. “Lean on this, and hold your ass out for me.”


I
bent over, ass out, arms on the couch for balance.


“Higher!”
Mistress Vera yelled. 


I
perked my ass up like a pornstar getting into position.


The
impact stung. She was using a cane made out of wood or rattan or a thin, sharp
fiber of some kind. It made a sickening noise as it hit my ass. I just held my
breath, trying not to make a noise. I tried to count the number of times she
was caning me, only as a way to distract myself. I counted to ten before giving
up. I just gave into the pain. 


My
ass was raw by the time it was done. 


“Now
come back here,” she ordered. 


I
stood at the front of the couch again. The punishment had made me two inches
shorter. In any case, Vera looked bigger now and even more menacing. She began
to circle me again, tapping the cane lightly against her palm.


“Your
girlfriend didn’t leave you because of the cheating,” she said softly. “There
was something else, wasn’t there? Something that caused the cheating.”


It
was like she’d fully psychoanalyzed me. I gulped.


There
was no point in denying anything. 


“Correct,
Mistress,” I said.


I
was ready to tell her everything. 









CHAPTER
4


 


Mistress Vera eyed me
sympathetically as she waited for my response.


“Tell
me what happened, dearie,” she said, her tone almost kind now, though I could
detect the tiniest flutter of excitement in her voice. “I want to know every
single dirty detail. Don’t leave anything out.” 


I
could tell she was aroused by this—the power she had over me and the fact that
what I was about to say was going to be very humiliating. It was an incident
that had tormented me for weeks, after all. And somehow, she knew this too—that
those memories had been scarred so deeply into my brain I had flashbacks when I
tried to fall asleep at night.


It
was like she could see through me.


“My
girlfriend...she caught me in a compromising position, Mistress,” I said. My
heart was beating fast and I felt light-headed. I wanted to stop there but the
shame was causing me to become hopelessly aroused, even though I was trying not
to show her this. “We were hanging out in my apartment. She went to the gym…and
I thought I had plenty of alone time. But when she came back, I was wearing her
heels...her panties…and I...and I...had her dildo up my ass.”


Mistress
let out a chuckle. “I knew it,” she said darkly. “I know a sissy when I see
one. Go ahead, dear. Don’t leave anything out. Tell your mistress everything.”


So
I blurted the whole horrible story out. She was like a therapist, listening
patiently, nodding along as she digested my story. And the more I spoke, the
more I felt my anxiety dissipate…and the more turned on I got. My cock grew and
hardened in front of her, and right now there was no hiding it.


“So
that day I had her hot pink dildo up my ass. It was a vibrating dildo,
Mistress, so it felt really good,” I said, blushing as the images resurfaced in
my mind. “I was so hard, and the vibrations were tickling my g-spot. I was just
at the point of no return.”


I
took a deep breath before I continued. The memory was now passing over me like
a black cloud. “I heard some kind of noise and I had the sneaking suspicion
that Alice—my girlfriend—had come back early. But for some
reason, I just chose to ignore my instincts.” I shrugged unhappily. “I heard my
name, and it was her. She saw the whole thing, and her mouth was open in shock.
The worst part was that I was so fucking ashamed, that I came. I came staring
into her eyes.”


Mistress
Vera placed a hand on my chest. “What happened then?” she asked quietly.


I
took in a shaky breath. “I begged Alice to stay with me. I knew I’d done
something unforgivable and I’d totally violated her boundaries. I just wanted
her to forgive me.” I shuddered. “It was a done deal though. I knew she was so
turned off by my sissy nature, and I don’t blame her. A few days later she said
she was seeing someone else, and then she officially dumped me.”


“What
a sad, sad story,” Mistress said, caressing my cheek lovingly. “I bet Alice
told her friends and her new boyfriend all about you. And now everyone must
know what a sissy you are…?”


“Oh
yes,” I said. “I’m positive.” I couldn’t believe I was saying all of this out
loud. “We had a ton of mutual friends, so I just try to avoid all of them now.
I’m normally at home alone, reading. If I’m not going to classes.”


“Good.
Spares them the embarrassment of being friends with a sissy,” she said. “That
poor girl must be traumatized.” She stared into my eyes. “Tell me the truth,
Dexter. Did a part of you want to get caught?”


The
room had suddenly gone very silent.


I
tried to process her question, but it had hit so deep into my psyche that all
my thoughts were scrambled now. Her stare was so intense that I didn’t even
dare to blink. “I guess so?” I said. “Getting
caught wearing panties and having a fat pink dildo up my rear end…well,
it’s the ultimate hot fantasy, right?”


Mistress
Vera let go of my body and walked over to a big wooden chest that was acting as
a side piece to her leather couch. She took something out of it and brought
them over to me. It was a pair of panties and a bra.


“These
will fit you nicely, don’t you think?” she said, smiling. “I’d love to see you
in these. Please put them on, Dexter.”


“Wow.”


The
bra and panties glinted before me. I’d never seen anything like it before. The
set was black with intricate chains of red and silver holding it together:
across the cleavage, down the arm straps, and also hanging from either side of
the panties. The bra had soft cushions sewed in.


I
pulled the panties carefully up each leg. The chains jingled as they settled
into place right below my waist. Then I unhooked the bra, slid it through my
arms, and clasped it behind my back. I adjusted my breasts, tugging at the
cushions to make sure my cleavage was even. My cheeks burned, because all the
while Mistress Vera was judging me. I was no longer naked, but now I felt even
more self-conscious. Shy, even. I was just wearing something so slutty, like I
was a stripper or a porn star.


“Now
sit on the rug. On your knees, with your back straight,” Mistress Vera ordered.
“And repeat after me: no girl wants a sissy.”


I
stared at her, beyond embarrassed at her order. But as I did exactly what she
said, the shame of being emasculated rose within me again. I badly wanted to
jerk off, though I had to be satisfied with my boner poking out lewdly from
within my panties.


I
had to lose myself to the humiliation. I was no longer a man.


“No
girl wants a sissy,” I mumbled in an effeminate voice.


“Didn’t
hear you,” Mistress sang. “Out loud!”


“No
girl wants a sissy!” I shouted.


“One
more time,” Mistress said.


“No
girl wants a sissy!”


“Again!”


I
was made to chant this over and over and over again, until the words began to
reverberate by themselves inside my head, as if I was drugged up and
disoriented. Mistress’ eyes grew wider while she degraded me and her breathing
became ragged. I could tell she was getting as horny as I was.


“Mmm,
look how hard your little clitty is,” she whispered.


And
then she undressed. Her silk robe fell to the carpet, and her exquisite body
was on display. It was like I was the only guest at this huge museum, and the
most beautiful painting in there was for my eyes and my eyes only. I was so
honored. She had plump breasts, her nipples already swollen with arousal, her
hips were wide, her stomach healthy and rounded, her legs perfectly spotless
and her pussy hair elegantly trimmed. This was what I’d waited for all along.


Mistress
came forward and stuck one of my trembling fingers inside her throbbing pussy.
Her hole clamped down on my finger hard. She was tight, and very, very wet.


“You
want this, don’t you?” she murmured. “But you’re going to have to earn it. My
pussy is sacred, and I only hand it out to good little sissy girls. So now
you’re going to have to show me what you’re made of.”


She
drew my finger out of her sticky pussy and wedged it inside my mouth. 


I
sucked eagerly. 











CHAPTER
5


 


Mistress
made her way back to the chest again, this time pulling out a wig and a tube of
lipstick. The wig was extremely thick,
straight, and platinum blonde—and so long I thought you could braid it and it’d
still be a mile long. 


“Pout
for me Dexter,” she cooed. “Show Mistress those pretty, feminine lips.”


I
pouted, and she painted my mouth red with short, expert strokes.


“Now
rub them together,” she said. “Like this.” She rubbed her own perfectly glossy
lips to show me. 


I
could feel the lipstick drying on my lips as I obeyed her. 


“Mmmm,
those red lips were clearly made for sucking dicks,” she marveled. “Now, do you
know how to put on a wig?”


I
shook my head. “Could you teach me, Mistress?”


“Of
course I will,” she said brightly. “You’ll find that as long as my sissy girls
listen to me and are well-behaved, I am very kind. Now let’s put this
beautiful long hair on you.”


She
covered my hair with the wig cap and adjusted the nylon right around my
hairline to make it nice and snug. Then the wig went on, and she carefully
positioned it in place. I sat very still while she did the finishing touches.
The ends of my long blonde strands tickled my back and grazed the living room
floor. 


Mistress
Vera was so completely devoted to the act of feminizing me I couldn’t help but
feel like the luckiest sissy girl in the world. She was so close to me, her
nakedness was overwhelming. I wanted to reach out and kiss her. On her
lips. 


But
of course I couldn’t disrespect her like that.


“Now,
my dear Dexter, your transformation into a sissy slut bimbo is complete,” she
said. “In fact, you’re no longer Dexter. Dexter is dead! So from now on, I’m
going to call you...Desiree.”


“What
a sweet name,” I said shyly. “I’m so honored, Mistress.”


She
strolled back to the wooden chest, which to me seemed like a neverending
treasure trove built for feminization fantasies. This time she pulled out a sex
toy. It was a huge life-like dildo, with a thick veiny shaft and one of those
suction cups at the base.


“I’d
like to see your cocksucking skills, Desiree,” she said, her eyes glimmering
with excitement. “Would you say you’re good at it?”


I
hesitated for a second before answering. “I’ve never sucked a cock before,
Mistress.”


“Not
even a dildo?”


“I
mean, if my girlfriend’s dildo counts, sure. But all of that was done solo, if
you know what I mean. I’m not sure if I was good at it or if I sucked,
Mistress. No pun intended.”


“Well,
I’ll let you in on a little secret,” Mistress Vera said. “All sissies
have a natural talent for dicksucking. It’s literally in their DNA. Straight
men find cocks revolting, repulsive, disgusting, but for a sissy? Cocks turn
them on like nothing else. Tell me, haven’t you always wanted to suck a big
cock, Desiree? One that’s much bigger than yours?”


I
could barely nod. I was so turned on by the way she was talking to me. 


“Oh
no, you don’t have to be shy about it, sweetie,” Mistress said. “There’s
nothing to be embarrassed about. Anyway, do you want to know what the secret to
a great blowjob is?  All you have to do is think about cum. Thick,
salty, sticky, dirty cum. Imagine it flowing into your mouth, being sprayed on
your face, up your ass.”


“A
great trick, Mistress,” I said. “I would like to try it out now.”


She
handed the dildo to me. I began to picture a river of cum bursting all over me,
covering me from head to toe. I licked the shaft and balls as sensually as I
could. Then I began to thrust the dildo in and out of my mouth. Drool trickled
down my chin and the sounds of wet sucking filled the room. 


I
felt so dirty.


“Doesn’t
it feel amazing on your tongue?” Mistress Vera purred beside me. She began to
help me pump the dildo in and out. “Mmm, I bet that’s what your ex’s
boyfriend’s cock feels like. Keep sucking, sissy. You’re not allowed to finish
until I tell you you can.”


She
knew exactly how to push my buttons. The fact that she was mocking me and
completely destroying my masculinity was so fucking hot. What could be more
humiliating than sucking the big cock of Alice’s new man? He was probably able
to satisfy her more than I ever could. I imagined Alice was now in the room
with us, witnessing my degradation with shame and horror in her eyes. 


I
came. My jism burst out in spurts, and I grunted and moaned. My panties were
wet and warm, but some of it leaked out and fell down my thighs.


Mistress’
amber eyes, like a driftwood fire, blazed into mine. 


“Well,
well, well,” she said menacingly. “Did Mistress say you could cum?”


“No,
Mistress.”


“Hmmm?”


“I’m
so sorry,” I said. “I promise it won’t happen again, Mistress.”


Mistress
snorted. “Sorry doesn’t cut it, weakling. Looks like you need to learn a bit
more self-control. The good news is I’ve got just the right thing.” 


She
motioned me to take off my panties. Once again I was standing there with my
tiny dick out, embarrassed and disappointed in myself. 


Whatever
it was that Mistress Vera had planned for me, I deserved it.  


She
dragged me along by my ear through a hallway and into a dim room lit with floor
lamps. It looked like her study. The walls were mostly covered by bookshelves,
stacked and stuffed to the brim. I could make out encyclopedias, history books,
and huge bound manuscripts of some kind.


She
pushed me down toward a velvet couch that was big enough to be a bed. 


“As
you might’ve already made out, I’m a little old-fashioned.” she said, laughing
gleefully. 


She
tied me up with rope. First my wrists were bound, the ends of the rope pulled
and looped through the decorative woodwork of the couch. Then my ankles were
bound, spread wide apart and connected to the legs of the couch. Soon I was
stretched and wide open for her, unable to move even an inch.











CHAPTER
6


 


I couldn’t believe this was
even happening. I was helpless. Vulnerable. Under total submission to this
beautiful naked woman who was about to have her way with me.


My
dick stood up again.


“Enjoying
this a little too much, huh?” Mistress Vera said. 


There
was a rattan cane in her hands again. I writhed in both pain and pleasure as
she spanked me. My arms stung and reddened, the chains on my bra clinking from
the impact. She caned my thighs and then pulled down my bra cups to expose my
nipples. She caned me there too. I couldn’t move, couldn’t do anything, so I
had to learn how to control my response to the pain. Whimpering and moaning
seemed to be the only thing that helped, so that’s what I did. 


“Well?”
Mistress Vera was looking at me expectantly. She was breathless too, and I saw
the hunger in her eyes.


“Thank
you for teaching me, Mistress,” I moaned.


“Good
girl,” she said. “Now let’s put your slut mouth to good use.”


She
was rubbing herself on top of me then. Her slit was open and slick with arousal.
I almost couldn’t breathe, but I put my tongue to work. I was so scared I
wouldn’t be good enough for her. 


She
gasped as I sucked on her clit. I brought my tongue down and swept it across
the insides of her pussy lips, as if I was wiping her from the outside in. I
tasted her sweat and juices and maybe even some of her pussy crud before I dove
into her hole. It was soft and sweet and acrid at the same time. 


Alice
had always tasted like nothing. Mistress Vera tasted like a real damn
woman. 


“Taste
my ass,” she ordered. “Worship my ass with your tongue.”


My
cock rose at her command. It throbbed like it was on fire. I wasn’t sure if I
could stop myself from cumming again; not if I was eating her perfect
ass. 


I
plunged into her asshole. Tonguing her ass was an unearthly experience—a
combination of hot and sweet, salty and tangy. An ass that was so undeniably
perfect...it deserved to be studied and written about in scholarly tomes! I
almost floated in and out of consciousness as I dined on it. 


Mistress
was clearly enjoying getting her ass worshipped. After what felt like hours she
finally seemed to have had enough and got down from the velvet couch. 


I
met her eyes. I was still spread wide open, my muscles completely fatigued at
this point.


“I’ll
be back,” she said coolly, then walked out the study. 


I
wanted to rub one out as quickly as I could. I could’ve hidden it from her,
eaten my cum so she wouldn’t have seen it. 


If
I wasn’t tied up.


So
instead, I was forced to wait. 


It
was a maddeningly long wait, until she returned with a cock of her own. It was
attached to her waist with the help of a black harness, and emerged like a
thick trunk, very slightly curved, and a little too realistic.


“What’s
going to happen to me, Mistress?” I said. My voice was trembling with both
nervousness and excitement.


“Shhh,”
Mistress cooed. “Sissy girls deserved to be fucked like girls. I prefer
missionary, because it’s such a feminine position for sissies to be in.”


She
loosened the knot on each of my ankles so that she could hoist my legs above
her shoulders. I moaned as my butt slid forward, only out of pure relief after
having my legs splayed to the sides for so long. Mistress was dangerously close
to me again. I could feel her breath warming my face. Her breasts were in full
view, round like melons and milky white. 


It
was such an intimate position, having to expose my cleansed ass crack for her
to use.  


I
held my breath as the tip of Mistress’ majestic cock broke through my tiny
virgin rosebud. I felt my sphincter stretch, the space inside my core grow and
bloom open, ready to be violated. I was so powerless and vulnerable. I
whimpered as she started fucking me, slowly at first, but much more
aggressively just seconds later, sliding the full length of her cock inside me.


“Oh,
Mistress, you’re so rough with me,” I whined.


“Shut
up,” she said. “No more talking.”


She
was taking so much pleasure in fucking me. Her thighs slapped against mine and
her breasts wobbled as she slammed into me again and again and again. I wanted
to reach out and touch them, lean my face against those perfectly soft puppies,
lick those swollen nipples. If my arms weren’t bound so tightly I would’ve
ripped them free to have done just that.


“You
like it don’t you,” Mistress murmured, her amber eyes meeting mine to see how I
was taking it. “Just accept it, sissy. You were born to do this. Born to have a
thick fat cock drilled deep into your sissy cunt. Born to be tied up and fucked
like a slut. Born to be covered in cum…”


“Oh
god…” I moaned.


I
couldn’t say much more. 


Getting
fucked in the ass by a woman was something I’d always fantasized about, but I
never thought it could actually happen to me. I was so lucky. It was better
than I could’ve ever imagined. The feeling of being stretched, of total
fullness inside me, of having a gorgeous older woman whisper dirty things to
you while she tried to wreck your body....the fact that my body was giving her
so much pleasure was such an euphoric feeling. 


The
dildo was massaging my g-spot now, I could tell. The impact sent waves of
pressure up my spine. I squealed. 


“Mistress,
I might cum soon. Could I get your permission to cum?” I begged.


She
slapped me across the face, hard. “I said shut up, slut!”


I
was leaking now. My cock was pulsing like crazy and bouncing around. I was
being inundated by a flood of pleasurable sensations. I felt like I was going
to lose control of my bladder. 


Mistress
Vera was close too. She was spitting out things like ‘I’ll stretch you out
until you’re sore’ and ‘I can’t wait to lock up your pathetic little
cock next time’ while pumping deep into me. I prayed that she’d cum before
I did. 


And
then, inevitably, she did. She gave a huge shudder and a loud moan escaped her
mouth. Her hips bucked into me as she came, her eyes rolling, fingernails
digging into my skin like cat claws.


“How
about now?” I cried out. I wanted to scream so badly, but I needed to hold it
all in until she gave me permission.


No...no...no...


It
was going to happen...


Mistress
laughed and began to massage my balls and my soft taint. “You may,” she said.


“Unnnnghhh!” 


I
came all over myself. My whole body trembled as waves of pleasure kept building
upon themselves. I rode it all out, taking my time, thinking of cock and cum
and Mistress’ breasts, wishing this could last forever.


But
at last, it was over.


Mistress
leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. 


“Very
good, my dear,” she said, working on untying my wrists. “You’ve pleased me. Why
don’t you clean yourself up?”


I
knew what I had to do. I slowly wiped off my cum and licked my fingers clean,
until every last drop of cum had gone down my sissy throat.


“Excellent.
If your good behavior continues, Desiree, this might very well be yours
soon.”


Mistress
was at her table now. She was holding up a baby pink collar. It was beautifully
embedded with rhinestones.


I
swallowed. Soon, I could be hers. I wouldn’t have to worry about moody
girlfriends my age and having to pretend I was like any other guy. I could just
be myself.


“Mistress,
when would you like me to come back?” I asked shyly. 


She
sighed. “So many meetings to attend. So many papers to sign. I’m a very busy
woman, you know.” Breasts bouncing lightly, she skipped to the end of the table
and picked up a planner, leafing through it airily. “Saturday?”


“Of
course. I’ll be there whenever you need me, Mistress.”


She
smiled. “My good sissy girl. I knew I could depend on you.”


My
heart skipped a beat.


I’d
signed this summer off as a total disaster, but maybe, just maybe, with
Mistress Vera’s help, it could end up being a great summer after all.
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A sissy is about to have all his feminization dreams come
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been holding a secret from him: an attraction towards the same sex. When
she finally reveals that she wants to feel the fireworks with another woman, it
comes with a shocking request: she wants to have an open marriage.
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and compromise: he’ll become the woman Rita’s been fantasizing about all
these years. He’ll let her dress him up, put on makeup, and do whatever she
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his wife, right?
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BLURB:


Everyone has secret
fetishes.


But how far would you
go to expose one?


Devon is a heartthrob and
serial heartbreaker. With his Herculean good looks and charming personality, he
can afford to be cocky—and he knows it.


He’s left behind a string
of crestfallen women whom he’d met on an dating app.


But he doesn’t care. Why should he?


Life’s about to change,
though, when he crosses paths with a stranger online—a seductive woman
with a sexy promise and a secret fetish.


He’s about to learn that
there’s more to a pretty girl than a pretty face and body...


Soon, Devon is going to
be transformed and feminized...and find himself wanting to do nothing
more than lose his own alpha status and masculinity. If you’re ready to
witness Devon turn into the pathetic sissy he really is...start reading
now! 
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