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BLIND DATE




CHAPTER 1

“Mitch, your phone’s blowing up.”

Vicky, my best friend, grabbed my phone off the balcony bar table and tossed it at me, but not before sneaking a peek at the screen. 

I sighed as soon as I glanced at the phone. It was a slew of messages from Sabrina. We’d matched up six weeks ago and had met up for a beer before heading back to my place to hook up. Sabrina was a pretty blonde who was even prettier naked, but she was clingy as hell and wouldn’t stop texting me after our one date. 

Vicky saw me swipe up to ignore the notifications and her eyebrow shot up. She snatched my phone and began looking through my message trail. 

“Dude. She’s gorgeous,” she said after a while. “What the hell is wrong with you?” 

I didn’t feel like explaining the whole story so I just shrugged. “I don’t know,” I said. I had a hunch that my penthouse had something to do with the fact that this otherwise normal, self-respecting college student was prepared to beg—increasingly late into the night—for another date with me. I’d almost seen the dollar signs flashing in her pretty blue eyes when I’d showed her around that night.

“This is so not like you,” Vicky said. “Are you okay? What happened to the sex-crazed Mitch I knew a year ago?”

“He’s still in here,” I insisted. 

I looked over at the forest of condo buildings and the stretch of gray lake beyond, all casted in the orange glow of the sunset, and suddenly, the worst feeling in the world settled over me like a dark veil. My heart sank when I realized what it was. Boredom. 

I was only twenty-seven. Life was still supposed to be exciting, wasn’t it?

“I think I’m kind of in a rut,” I finally admitted.

It felt marginally good to let it all out. Maybe the truth was that I’d been in a huge rut for a long time. Fucking just wasn’t as fun anymore. My dates went all the same way: meet up at a bar near my place and assess our chemistry. If I got positive signals I’d take them back home and sooner or later we’d get down and dirty. My penthouse kind of worked like a magic trick— it was the surprise at the end that told my dates that I was a step above all the other men (nothing can get a girl to undress for you faster than exceeding their expectations). At first, having a new girl bare their body and soul to me was nothing short of a big sexual high. But now? I’d come to the realization that all my dates were basically all the same—same long hair…the same style of clothes...they even had the same long, drawn-out moan as they climaxed in my arms!

I glanced over at Vicky. She’d lapsed into silence after my confession, just sipping her Diet Coke. She was thinking. 

We watched the sunset together.

“I have a great idea,” she said after a minute or so. “You should go celibate for a year.”

“That is an amazing idea,” I said, downing my third beer—or was it my fourth? “Maybe you could tell me where I could get myself a monk’s robe and shave my head too?”

Vicky laughed and crossed her legs. “When was the last time you had sex?”

I flinched and set my back against the wicker couch. “I wish I could ask you the same question.”

Vicky thumped me on the arm. While she started going on her inevitable tirade, I tried to scan my memories. Forget about sex—when was the last time I’d had any good sex? The last time I’d fucked someone was maybe three weeks ago. But that was a sympathy fuck with a distant friend who’d just split up from her boyfriend, so that didn’t count. Reeling back, all I could recollect was mindless, dumb, boring sex. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d felt…what was the right word? Taken…enthralled…swayed…by a girl.  

When I turned my attention back to Vicky, she was waving her arms around at the living room behind the balcony glass door. “And maybe, just maybe, Mitch, this—” Her waving became more frantic. “This is the problem. It’s become sort of a…crutch, I think.” 

“Are you kidding me?” I asked. “I’m not giving up what I worked so hard for.”

“You mean what your dad worked so hard for?” she bit back.

Ouch.

“I have another great idea,” Vicky continued brightly. 

“Let me guess,” I said. “Stay celibate for two years.”

“No, idiot. I’m going to set you up.” 

“Oh yeah? With who?”

“Cherry.”

The first thing I imagined was a stripper. “Who’s that? A stripper?”

“Not a stripper. She’s a friend. She’s a little…different.”

“No thanks.” 

Vicky was a self-confessed sapiosexual who loved rubbing in the fact she valued intelligence and personality more than looks. I was fine with that, but ‘different’ for Vicky could very well mean ‘ugly’, and I wasn’t prepared to take the risk. 

Vicky sighed. “And to think I thought you were starting to get a little more open-minded.”

“I am,” I shot back. “I just have no motivation to date a five-head you know?”

Vicky crumpled up her can of Diet Coke and aimed it at the trash can set at the corner of my wraparound balcony. She missed. She stood up and started ambling toward the can, grumbling. 

“What if I told you Cherry’s hot?” 

I was back to watching the sunset when Vicky’s proclamation reached my ears. I turned toward her. “Well, that definitely changes things.”

She looked at me a little curiously. “When was the last time you cut your hair?”

I ran a hand through my hair. My last cut had been three months ago and had cost me $300. I’d kind of been digging the long look. “Dude. Should I start calling you Mom now?”

Vicky smiled. “I’ll let you know when the date’s all set up!” 

“Hold on,” I said. “I haven’t exactly agreed to this great big date yet.”

“Oh, but you will!” she said. “I can see that. You’re intrigued, aren’t you?”

“Well, you did tell me she’s hot. So what makes her different?”

Vicky smiled mischievously. “I guess you’ll find out.”

The conversation that evening was left at that. We went out for a movie after, and oddly enough, I found myself thinking about Cherry. I hadn’t even thought about a girl for a long time, and what was funny was I didn’t even know what she looked like. For all I knew she could turn up with wonky teeth and crossed eyes—this was Vicky’s version of ‘hot’ we were talking about after all. Maybe Cherry had a prosthetic leg or something…something I wouldn’t exactly be opposed to. Still, I wasn’t going to get my hopes up. 


CHAPTER 2

Three days later, I’d all but forgotten about Cherry. I was at the gym focusing on my squats when Vicky called me up and said that I was supposed to meet up with Cherry at her place the next day. 

I was more than a little thrown off by the suggestion. 

“At her place?” I asked hesitantly. “What if she turns out to be a…I don’t know, a serial killer?”

Vicky just sighed dramatically into my ear.  

“Alright, alright,” I said. “I get it.” All Vicky was doing was gently nudging me out of my comfort zone. As best friends do. I wasn’t exactly opposed to meeting Cherry at her place. Didn’t that make things easier? I could skip all the small talk and bullshit. Of course, that meant I couldn’t rely on my penthouse to add to my sex appeal. That was okay. I was still funny, smart, and sexy.

This was definitely going to be a little different. 

“She’ll be making dinner,” Vicky added.

“Awesome.”

“I’ll text you the address.”

As soon as she hung up I keyed the place into Google Maps and frowned. Cherry’s place was a little more than an hour and a half away. She wasn’t exactly a ‘city’ girl. 

The next evening, I got home early from work and started getting ready for my big blind date. A fresh white linen shirt, my favorite Balmain jeans, my suede Tom Ford loafers. A splash of cologne. A dash of Moroccan oil through my hair. Plenty of anti-perspirant. I took a whiff of my shirt to make sure the guy at the laundromat hadn’t used one of those awful scent boosters. Nope. Just nice, clean fabric.

All the time I’d gained from leaving work early was lost on my way to Cherry’s place. I’d entered the wrong address into the GPS which sent me ten miles eastward before I’d noticed the mistake. By the time I reached Cherry’s house, it was a half-hour past our agreed-upon time, which was 8 p.m. 

Cherry’s house was located in a fairly isolated community, encircled by luscious greenery and thick, brushy woods. It was obvious this wasn’t just any community. I drove past the open gates and parked out front, then skipped up the pathway leading up to the front entrance. I wondered if she lived alone. 

There’s no way she’s living in that giant house all alone, I thought, rolling my eyes. I just hoped the ’rents were out for the night. 

When the door opened, my mouth suddenly went dry and my breathing got a little heavier. 

Cherry was a drop dead gorgeous redhead. 

She was wearing this pretty red dress that matched seamlessly with her hair, which reached down to her waist. She also had a hair clip that kind of bunched up one side of her hair and let it fall strategically off her face. The top of her dress showed off the nice round shape of a set of very perky tits.

“Hi,” she said. “You must be Mitchell.”

“Uh, Mitch,” I said, and cracked a smile. “Sorry I’m late.”

I couldn’t help but notice that her eyes were so light they might as well have been made of glass. 

She shrugged lightly. “Please, come in.”

I was instantly blown away by the interior of the house. Decorated by neutrals and subtle accent colors, everything screamed excess wealth. The floors almost sparkled and the huge wall paintings showed off shapes and patterns that were modern in the way they didn’t really make any sense. In the living room, expensive textures like pure silk and cashmere adorned most of the throws and pillows decorating the furniture. And—of course—there was a grand piano.

Cherry invited me to sit on this huge leather couch positioned in front of an expansive wall art made of cracked china plates. I settled my feet on top of the ornate rug that spanned the floor and tried not to get lost in its elaborate swirls. Cherry pressed a button on the side of the wall and a TV began sliding down inconspicuously from the ceiling, already playing some kind of news channel. Then she went to fix me a drink, telling me she’d be right back. 

I took the opportunity to text Vicky a quick: ‘Your eyes still work after all’. I couldn’t read the catty reply back because Cherry returned with two drinks balanced on a tray. 

I’d already thought of the perfect ice-breaker. “So, how do you know Vicky?”

“We go way back,” she said, not caring to offer any further specifics. She flopped down on the couch opposite mine and brought her knees up, hugging her drink and getting comfortable. “I wasn’t expecting you to be this handsome.”

I gave her a smirk, trying not to give anything else away from my expression. 

I didn’t expect you to be this hot. Or this wealthy. What the heck does your family do?

“Do you live with your parents?” I asked. 

“Oh no,” Cherry said. “My parents actually live in London. With my brother, Casey. They come visit me every six months or so.”

My ear perked up. Vicky had been to London. On some kind of exchange student scholarship program. 

“London? Then what are you doing here?”

“I grew up there,” she admitted. “Well, half here, and half in England I guess. My mom works for the United Nations, and my dad’s British so we never stayed in one place for too long.” She blew adorably at a stray strand of hair that had fallen across her face. “As for why I’m still here, I’m not sure, I guess I just feel more at home. And London weather can get pretty rubbish. I get depressed whenever I visit.”

“That’s cool,” I said. “You don’t have an accent or anything.”

“Oh, that’s because I do a lot of code-switching,” Cherry said, giving me another one of her light shrugs. “Need a refill?” she asked, pointing to my now empty glass.

“Sure,” I said. 

When she disappeared from my line of vision, I settled back on the couch and brought my legs up, daring to get a little messy in her spotless space.  Hot, rich, and nice, I thought. So what’s the catch? Vicky had said she was different. Different how? Unless she’d been talking about the fact that Cherry was rolling in money, I didn’t exactly smell that anything was off. 


CHAPTER 3

Cherry and I spent another hour or so chit-chatting in her living room. The topics never veered away from first date vibes: movies (Cherry’s dad had an extensive DVD collection which we went through), hobbies (she loved running, pilates, and reading), and books (her favorite author? Richard Matheson). When I asked her what she did, Cherry was surprisingly evasive. 

“I’m not doing anything too ambitious right now,” she said. “I write, but mostly just for myself.” 

I took that as code for: I can afford to do anything I fucking want. 

Which…I could kind of relate to. Kind of. 

The whole time, I was trying to urge myself to make a move. If this was like any of my other dates, we’d both be naked right now and things would’ve been so intense she’d witness an entire galaxy of stars just from my cock screwing her tight, pink pussy. Today, though…all I could do was watch her from the couch, noticing the soft freckles across her nose and the perfect angles that made up her face. There was something about Cherry that was making me really, really like her. 

“You know, you don’t need to sit that far out,” she said suddenly. “There’s plenty of space here.” She extended a foot onto the side of her couch. 

I grinned. “I was waiting until you asked.”

Cherry placed her legs on my lap as soon as I settled in. 

She has pretty feet, I thought. I’d never been into feet, but I couldn’t help but think hers were flawless. They were small, perfectly polished with some dark glitter, and looked so delicate. I had the sudden urge to bite down on her big toe, to taste her softness… 

Cherry caught me staring down at her feet. My cheeks instantly felt as hot as an oven.

Was I blushing? Jesus Christ!

“So you never told me how you know Vicky,” I said, trying to break the awkward silence. 

“I don’t think we’re here to talk about her,” she chided me gently. “Are you hungry?”

The fact that she’d brushed me off so easily settled on me uneasily while we headed to the dining room. I suddenly wished we were at my place instead, curled up in my bed or doing it on top of the kitchen island. Without my old routine to set me on track, I had to be on my toes and I didn’t exactly like it. 

“Wow,” I said when I took a bite out of the steaming stew. “Did you make this yourself?”

“Uh-huh,” Cherry said. 

“What’s in there?”

“Rabbit. And like four different types of mushrooms.”

We ate, and at that point it got a little awkward. Which wasn’t a good sign. It wasn’t a good sign at all. You wanted a date to get warmer and hotter by the second, not cooler. I knew I’d have to do double duty now if I wanted the night to end well. 

“Wanna go to the garden?” Cherry said once we were done with dessert. “It’s pretty nice out there at this time.”

A backyard garden at night was a great place to make a move. Chicks liked flowers and romantic starry skies, didn’t they? I could easily woo her there. 

It turned out that Cherry had wanted to give me a whole backyard tour. I made it a point to stand close to her, brushing her arm casually as I wished I could shut her mouth up once and for all by thrusting my cock inside those pretty lips. The thought led me to have a full-blown erection. 

Yes. Rip that red dress off, Mitch, and eat her ass under the stars. See how she’d like it. 

“I wanna show you something,” Cherry said suddenly. 

Before I could react, she’d taken my hand and was pulling me through to a shed that was in the corner of her backyard. Our footwear plunged into the muddy trail that led to it—a black corrugated shed that seemed like it could’ve functioned as an out office except for the fact that there were no windows. The dinner that I’d just had was now bubbling away in my stomach, and I tried to let out a burp as quietly as I could. 

Cherry opened the door with a skull key that was hidden under a flower pot by the side of the shed. She whooshed me inside before flicking on the lights. The room lit up hazily, like there was just candlelight. I saw blood-red and black, along with shadows and more darkness. A constrained space that nevertheless seemed to hold an endless array of things.

I wasn’t sure what I’d expected, but it definitely wasn’t this. 

I’d imagined a studio or an artist’s space or something…but this…this was a BDSM room.

A dungeon. 

I was at a loss for words as I took it all in. Cherry’s ‘shed’ was equipped with everything you could possibly think of. There was a life-size cross to one side, its silver cuffs falling seductively off each end. Dildos and whips and weird-looking gadgets were propped up on low shelves. An umbrella holder held a dizzying array of canes of different lengths and colors. There was an entire bed along the other side. It was a gothic-style four-poster bed accompanied by a small red velvet chair and a footstool. 

“What do you think?” Cherry asked. 

You are one kinky bitch.

“Looks painful,” I joked, grinning. This was perfect. So this was why Vicky had said that Cherry was different. She just had eclectic tastes. Whatever. It was hot. All my worries about the night ending in disaster disappeared into the night. I imagined cuffing her to that giant cross, peppering those round tits of hers with kisses while she had to endure my endless teasing to her clit. My boner sprang back to life. 

Cherry seemed blissfully unaware of my dark thoughts. She sat down on the bed like an angel and ran a hand through her gorgeous red hair. She knew exactly what she was doing and I was drinking it all up. I saw her give me a little smile and I smirked. Right then, funnily enough, I couldn’t give a fuck about her playroom. I just wanted to bang her. 

I went close to her and started playing with her hair. She smelled like an impending night-long fuck-fest. Her body seemed to want to stick to mine. Before we knew it, we were making out. I breathed hard into her and crept one hand inside her dress, rubbing the soft apex atop her thighs. It was already damp. Craving something. Me. 

I sucked in a breath and yanked her legs far apart, burying my hands inside to get rid of her panties. 

Cherry stopped me. 

“I’d like to try something with you,” she said brightly. 

The candlelight illuminating her light eyes and freckles was making her look even more stunning. I stared into those eyes before I nodded. We were in her dungeon, after all. I wasn’t opposed to trying something new. 

She made me lay down on the bed. I was expecting feathers and cushiony goodness, but the ‘bed’ was hard. It wasn’t really a bed, I realized. Just a structure made up to kind of imitate one.

Then out of nowhere, Cherry basically jumped my bones. 

“Whoa!” I huffed out as her entire weight descended on me. 

Her tongue was inside my mouth as she unbuttoned my shirt. The shed felt hot and cool at the same time, and I thought there was a breeze coming from outside. But as she went on to attack my jeans, I saw that the door was firmly shut and the breeze was being created by a small rotating fan attached close to the ceiling. We were literally shut off from the world in this tiny space that was catered to Cherry’s fantasies.  

The next second, my boxers were on the floor and I was stark naked. My cock was being enthusiastically spat on and then Cherry was jerking me off. 

“Are you like a Mistress or something?” I couldn’t help but ask. 

Cherry straddled my legs and laughed. “Nah. Like I said, I’m a writer. I like writing erotic stories. It’s a little bit of an alternate profession, so I mostly like to keep it to myself.” 

She tightened her grip on my shaft and I choked out a moan. I stretched my arms behind my head and got comfy—or as much as I could on the hard bed so I could relax into this handjob. Cherry was good at this. Great. I suddenly remembered that she’d wanted to try something different. What it was…I still didn’t know. 

“Tell me when you’re close,” she said in this husky voice. “Really close.”

She was still pumping me. Slowly now. Strategically. I was getting real sensitive, my dick veins throbbing with mounting lust. I was probably three inches away from the wetlands of her pussy. She amped up her pace. I marveled at how shiny my cock looked with her hot spit. 

“I’m close,” I breathed. 

Instead of upping the pace, Cherry completely let go. My cock jerked up and I felt my body vibrate with hunger only to then fizz out in disappointment. I gritted my teeth.  

Your idea of different is giving me blue balls?

Cherry laughed heartily when she saw my expression. I was mildly annoyed but she clearly gave no fucks. I guess it was hard to give a fuck when you were buck naked while your date was still fully dressed with not a hair out of place. She knew exactly what she was doing.

With that hot smug look still on her face, she leaned back on her elbows and spread her legs. Her dress rode up her thighs and the strip of her underwear greeted me, gray and shadowy, but presumably black in reality. Her weight was on my still pulsing cock. I wished I had taken off her panties earlier. 

“Aw. Come on now. Let’s put a smile back on that handsome face,” she teased. 

I gritted my teeth harder. I hated all the teasing but I also kind of loved it. Normally I was the one doing all the teasing. The taunting. A girl had to really like you if she was doing it. It was just making me want to fuck her harder when the time came. 

She brought her legs down, resting them on each of my shoulders. Her heels sank into my flesh. 

“I didn’t know you had a foot fetish,” she said. She was grinding against my fresh boner. 

I didn’t say a single word. 

“Still okay with trying something different?”

“Heck yeah,” I said.

Even her stupid fan couldn’t cool me down now.

She teased me with those heels again, brushing the tips against the side of my cheeks. The bottoms were caked with mud and silt, and they definitely smelled that way. I was sweating. I couldn’t put a finger on why what she was doing was so fucking sensual. The way she lay confidently on top of me, her legs spread, like my body was her only source of comfort in her hospital bed. Those sharp heels pressing hard into my shoulder blades. Promising me just a touch of danger. 

One muddy sole nudged against my cheek. 

“Lick it,” she whispered. 


CHAPTER 4

I stared at Cherry, who had her eyebrow raised like she was taunting me. I stared down at the dirty black heel cradled against my cheek and right shoulder. Then I shut my eyes. 

She said something that made my dick squirm with wanting. 

“If you do it right I might just take off my panties for you.”

I leaned further into the heel, the strong odor of muck surrounding me. It was a pretty dirty thing to do—literally—but I knew I was going to do it. I grinned at Cherry as I grasped the sole with my tongue, bringing the muddy surface to my lips. The actual heel part—which looked to be about five inches tall—was literally caked with mud. Cherry was staring down at me intensely as I licked, tentatively as first, and then with a little more gusto. Her foot stayed still, letting me explore the depths of her designer heel. The air was positively pregnant with tension.

“You’re such a bootlicker,” she murmured. She began wiping her heel against my tongue, urging me to clean it faster. 

Dirty, dirty. I rolled my mouth against the sole, trying to ignore the incredible saltiness of the mud cake I was tasting. I was doing this for her.

“I think I’m going to need a little motivation here,” I said after a while, my eyes darting between her legs. 

Cherry tittered. “And I think you can do a little better. Open your mouth.”

The moment I did, she popped her five-inch heel inside like it was nothing. 

“Can you suck it?” she asked.

I was technically already sucking it, because she was jutting it in and out like it was a cock in her mouth. I was swallowing mud now, and a little thrill whiffed down my spine as the odor of her foot finally reached me. Okay, maybe I definitely had a foot fetish, and I wasn’t totally upset. There was just something so dirty sexual about what I was doing, polishing her soiled footwear off, sucking it off just to please her. 

As the smell of her foot lingered I was getting more and more aroused. Cherry seemed satisfied with how clean her high heel was because she popped it out through my lips before thrusting the left one in. By now, the sucking motions were becoming automatic…my head bobs and her heel pumping in perfect synchrony…all I could imagine was her hot pussy slobbering over me next while I sucked off that delicious clit of hers…

“Ugh, a submissive guy is such a turn on,” Cherry breathed. She snuck her heel out, laughing when she saw that my mouth was still in an ‘O’ position. “Okay. I think it’s time for your reward.”

Not breaking eye contact, Cherry got rid of her black underwear. She leaned forward and, with zero warning, rubbed her panties on my face. 

“Oh fuck—” I mumbled, inhaling her scent, letting it soak down to my bones.

“Shhhh…” she whispered. I could smell her breath this time. “Dragonfruit.”

“Dragonfruit?”

“That’s your safeword. If you feel like things are getting too fucked up. Or if you want to take a break. Anyway. Remember the word.”

“Got it, Mistress.”

Fucked up? I almost wanted to chuckle. Just how fucked up could things get, now that’d licked and swallowed the mud off her feet?

She was now at the back of the bed, on her knees, twirling her underwear like a cowboy’s lasso while staring at me seductively. A playful grin spread on her face and she hunched down to thrust the two panty holes up my legs. 

“What are you—” I grunted. 

But things were happening too fast for me to even process them. When I looked down I was no longer naked. I was wearing her panties. 

“How does it feel? Too tight?” Cherry asked. 

I was too focused on the feel of the fabric to answer her right away. The crotch was definitely wet. Her pussy juice-drenched panties were clinging onto my balls, making me want to groan with need. 

“It’s…it’s okay,” I bit out after a while. 

“Remember the safeword?”

I nodded. 

“Good.” Cherry got back to work. She peeled her dress off and unstrapped her bra. My heart was beating like a horse in a race at the sight of her naked body. The fact she was revealing herself to me after such a long wait was making me happy, but at the same time she was—very purposefully—dressing me up in her clothes. There was a sense of pride in what she was doing. Quick, stern, deliberate motions. Like I was a shiny but lifeless doll she’d just bought from the toy store. 

“Has anyone said you’d make a good woman?” she whispered.

“Not really,” I said breathlessly.

“Well, you are,” she said. “You don’t even need a wig.” Her fingers tousled my hair a little, and then she took off her hair clip and clipped it on mine. “Hold on.”

From somewhere she’s taken out a tube of lipgloss. She applied a layer onto her lips, rubbing them to allow the shine to settle before smearing some onto mine very slowly, like she wanted to milk every ounce of enjoyment she was getting out of it. 

“You’re very pretty, Mitchy,” she said and planted a glossy peck on my cheek. 

She pulled away but then she came back to me. She kissed me like I was irresistible. This time, we were soft and gentle, our tongues kissing in slow motion. I grabbed her naked breast and squeezed it, content to tickle her nipple until it hardened underneath my fingers. She responded by squeezing mine. Pressing and pinching my nipple through the bra cup. I could feel it shoot up and swell underneath the dress. We were acting like a lesbian couple or something, and I was so confused. What the heck was my blind date doing to me?  

When Cherry finally broke away my dick had its own heartbeat. She reached underneath the pillow and pulled out something that sparkled under the dim lights. It was a tiara. She raked it through my hair and it easily gripped itself into place. 

“I only do this for special dates,” she said. 

I blushed. I suddenly felt like a shy teenage girl, and it was so wrong. But I was special, apparently. And my dick liked it. 

Cherry was incredibly good at reading my thoughts. “It’s meant to be weird and confusing,” she said in this matronly tone, like she was guiding me through an awkward coming-of-age experience. “That’s okay. As long as you still like it. You do, don’t you?”

I found myself nodding. This was all kinds of fucked up but I was too shy to admit that I weirdly liked it out loud.

Cherry looked delighted. “Wow. I’m glad you like it, Mitchy,” she said. “You look hot in red and that tiara looks so cute on you. And I love that you’re wearing my tiny little girlie panties. You make me so wet.”

She was now leaning against a small wooden cabinet, letting me enjoy her perfect silhouette. Her orange pubic hair was trimmed but not shaped in any kind of way, and I was loving how it curled outward unashamedly. Each curl glistened with evidence of her lust. 

She opened the cabinet and pulled out a coil of black rope, thick as a snake.

I struggled to take in a breath. She was going to tie me up. Wasn’t she?  She had made me into a woman and now she was going to bind me up. And do what? I realized I was sweating profusely, and my armpits felt slick and slimy. 

Why the fuck was I so nervous? Cherry made me nervous. She was so unpredictable. 


CHAPTER 5

Of course, my intuition had been right. 

My wrists were tied up first, my arms brought up and behind my head. Cherry started wrapping the rope around me like I was someone’s Christmas present, criss-crossing it over my chest in an elaborate pattern. I was breathing heavily, sweating, and feeling light-headed and strangely helpless—claustrophobic in my own body. But the feeling passed just as quickly as it had descended over me. It was such a paradox, but Cherry was strangely caring in the way she was tying me up. Full of pride like before, paying attention to the knots she was making so they didn’t hurt me.

“Oh, Cherry…” I wheezed. I was so breathless. So horny. 

Cherry smiled cryptically. 

No more words were exchanged. 

She was building up the knots on my chest. Once she was done she brought my knees up and off the bed, binding my thighs to my shins, connecting the ties to the knots on my chest. 

It was when she giggled and yanked at my cock like it was a hidden treasure that I realized she’d essentially frozen my body in missionary position. I couldn’t move my legs and my knees were tied up to my chest, my legs spread wide. Giving her free access to my pantied crotch. 

Cherry straddled me, sinking her body between my legs. 

“You look so much like Ian right now,” she murmured. 

“Ian?” I mumbled. “Vicky’s ex?”

Cherry nodded. 

None of what she was saying was making sense. “What do you mean?” I asked. 

She began hugging me tight, pressing her pillowy tits down onto my stomach. “So. I first met Vicky in Chelsea, and like three years later our paths crossed at a sex party. She was into BDSM at the time.” She laughed at my incredulous face. I had no idea Vicky was anywhere close to the BDSM scene at any point in time. “The party was wild. We did a makeover on Ian, made him wear a wig and a dress, and tied him up just like you. It was so hot. And then…you want to know what we did to him?” She trailed her fingers down my chest and into my non-existent cleavage. I’d already stopped breathing right then. “We took turns fucking him. Oh yes, Mitchy. Don’t look so surprised. It was Vicky’s idea at first but when she was actually doing it I could see she wasn’t all that into it…but me? I’d always wanted to fuck a guy. And oh my god, it’s like the best feeling in the world. You should’ve heard Ian moaning and crying. I think he enjoyed it more than I did, and that’s saying something!”

Cherry was now grinding against my ass. It was impossible not to get aroused with her dancing against my cock and I was struggling against my own urges. This isn’t how things were supposed to go.  I was supposed to be the charmer. The seductor. The man. All of my old habits and routines were seeping out of me and they were being replaced by something new and dangerous. 

“Oh god! Oh god!” I suddenly screamed. 

Cherry was tickling me. Her laughter echoed inside the shed, getting increasingly warped and sinister as I writhed helplessly against the thick ropes enveloping my body. I felt so vulnerable, tears dripping down my face as she ruthlessly tickled my underarms and neck. She could really do anything she wanted to me right now, and here I was in a prime position with my legs and ass out just for her. 

I just had to watch and wait to see what she’d do to me next…

“Still okay?” she whispered as the tickling died down.

“Yeah,” I muttered. My eyes stung and there was a gigantic lump in my throat. The fact that she was checking in on me was so fucking hot. It was weirdly romantic too. All this was making me feel so wrong, like I was a girl who was about to lose her virginity. 

“Don’t you want to gag me?” I teased when I found my voice again. 

Cherry shook her head. “I’m not the biggest fan of gags. Like, I want to talk to you while I do it. Hear you moan…hear you beg. That’s what really turns me on, you know? Why? Do you want me to gag you?”

“No. I…I think I’m interested in doing this the way you want to,” I replied. 

“Perfect.” Cherry lovingly removed her heels and squeezed my feet into them. “You’re perfect.”

“No, you,” I joked, even though it felt like the furthest thing from a joke. 

Cherry towered over my face and slowly began humping me. Her long hair fell over my face as we both started feeling good together, me shadowing her motions as I had no choice but to rock along with her. I almost wanted to chuckle about how disastrously my date night had gone. To think that I’d finally met a girl who didn’t bore me to death only to find out she wanted to seduce and feminize me. Wrap me around her hot little pussy and suck her high heels just because she told me so. I thought of Vicky and suddenly felt embarrassed. There was no doubt my best friend knew what Cherry would try on me tonight. 

Oh god. There was no way I could face Vicky again. 

“Holy shit, Mitchy,” Cherry moaned into my ear. “I’m so wet. I don’t think I can wait a second longer. I need to make you my sissy bitch.” 

She got up from the bed and walked back toward the shadows off the far end of the shed, where I heard her opening another one of her cabinets. Several objects rattled around as she searched in the dark for what she wanted. When she sauntered back to where I was, something long and regal was curving out from between her hips.

A cock. 

Cherry’s tits bounced violently as she hopped onto the bed and towered over me again. I was breathless again, the lump returning to my throat. The hot pink apparatus almost glowed in the shadows. I swallowed thickly, wishing I could wipe away the river of sweat that was now flowing down my back. How could a chick with a pink silicone penis look so hot? 

“Do you like my cock?” Cherry asked me sultrily. 

“Uh…it’s pretty big,” I squeaked. Her penis was now digging into my groin and making me shiver. 

She smiled. “Scared?”

“A little,” I admitted.

“Well, you know what to do.” Her smile widened. “I adore you, Mitchy.”

“I adore you too,” I whispered. 

Who the fuck had I become, spewing sappy shit out of my mouth?

We both nodded at each other and laughed together. Her feminine warmth felt amazing to me. My nerves melted and I felt safe with her, even though we were about to do something incredibly, disgustingly taboo. 

She scooted up my body and flapped her cock on my lips. “Suck it,” she murmured, her glassy eyes shining with excitement.  “Suck it like a good girl.” 


CHAPTER 6

I blinked up at Cherry. I’d just been hit by a wave of déjà vu because that had been eerily close to how I did it with women. The flap and the thrust. Suck it, slut. You know you want to. That was what I might’ve said to Cherry on another night. 

Without thinking, I bent forward and wrapped my lips around the tip of the cock. As I began to suck, a wave of revulsion rushed over me. This was worse than licking off those muddy, dirty heels. The soft, spongy feel on my tongue was tricking me into thinking this was a real penis. Cherry ordered me to put my tongue out and then she held onto the railings as she began to fuck my mouth. I groaned as the dildo sank into my open jaw again and again and again. As disgusted as I was, I was still hard—unimaginably, shamelessly hard—and I was leaking into Cherry’s panties. 

The abuse of my mouth stopped only once Cherry was satisfied. She gave me a soft peck on my cheek and lifted herself off of me, leaving me to suck in the drool that was still oozing out of my lips. Her head disappeared between my thighs and I gasped as her cold teeth nipped at my skin. She tore away my panties like a tigress in heat, spitting out shreds of fabric onto the bedspread. 

I felt faint. 

Good god, that was so hot. 

Wasn’t it just mere minutes ago that I was fantasizing about how hard I’d fuck Cherry? Desperate to give her the pounding she deserved? Was I even that same Mitch?  It was like every single trace of manhood left inside me was dying. A part of me was nervous if I’d even wake up as Mitch tomorrow. Maybe I’d stay girly forever…begging hot girls to fuck me in the butt for the rest of my damned life…

“We’ll take it easy,” Cherry was saying gently, wiping away some of the sweat from my inner thighs. “Since you’re technically a virgin tonight. But I promise you it’s going to feel really good soon.” She winked at me, and my heart stopped. “I can’t wait to hear you moaning, Mitchy.”

I licked my lips and winked back, even though I doubted that would happen. I wasn’t like Ian. Vicky’s ex-boyfriend was tall, intelligent, but he was also—in the nicest way possible—rather effeminate. He took longer than Vicky to get ready and always talked about what a dream it would be to get into fashion school. Ian might’ve moaned like a girl while he was tied up and getting blasted in the ass and he might’ve really wanted it, but I was different. I just thought it was hot that a naked girl with a strap-on was going to fuck me while I pretended to be a girl, but even though I’d embraced the whole crossdressing thing today, there was simply no way my ass could override years of cock juicing. 

Cherry rubbed the lining of my asshole for a minute or so, warming it up before her index finger—drenched with saliva—glided inside me. I was taking it like a champ. There was no way I could describe how that first time felt, except when she thrust her middle finger in, my asshole was full and hot and pulsing. My thighs strained against the rope, and my left leg had already fallen asleep. I wriggled my toes inside my heels, bracing when my leg prickled as it woke up. 

When she lined her pink cock against my puckered hole, I almost wanted to shut my eyes. Did I really want to see this? I was horny now, and I decided I did. I didn’t want to miss the moment Cherry took my virginity. 

I let out a hiss as her thick cock head penetrated me. Breathe. I curved my spine a little, hoping it would make it easier for it to further intrude into my depths. Breathe. The feeling of humiliation was so overwhelming now that I was leaking. Precum seeped onto my stomach as she coerced her bulky toy into my impossibly tight asshole. True to her promise, Cherry was being very gentle, almost motherly, trying not to hurt me. Even though she could’ve completely obliterated my anus if she’d wanted to. 

“Shhh. Shhh…” she said, massaging my upper thigh. “You’re okay. You’re doing great. I’m here…we’re so close. So close.”

Her massage was really grounding me, and I realized I’d been hyperventilating. 

Not nearly as macho as you thought, huh, Mitch?

“Fuck, Mitchy, you’re way tighter than I thought,” Cherry said. The words lingered above us, sending chills through my heart. The bed rocked a little as she hunted for something underneath the mattress. I heard her pop something open, and cold lube was slathered and poked down my crack and through my asshole. Her cock head, now soppier and kinder to my virgin ass, penetrated me once more. Her lashes fluttered as she blinked down furiously, trying to concentrate on the task at hand. Full of wanting. Determined to still fuck me. 

The cock was finally gliding in. I tried to clench and unclench my anus to help push it further along, as Cherry spread my shuddering ass cheeks apart. That was all I could do, wasn’t it? Seconds later, she started pumping. I felt myself open up as we swayed together. I wasn’t sure how many inches had gone inside me, but it certainly felt like a truckload. 

I knew that we’d made progress when she loomed above me and we shared a kiss. 

Our tongues slipped and slid against each other and her hot breath almost made me lose it. When we pulled apart she spat straight into my open mouth before she hunkered down again, caressing my lips like she never wanted to let go. Her spit was delicious. When I’d swallowed it all I opened my mouth again, inviting more of her mouth nectar. Cherry rewarded me with even more spit this time as a huge spurt spewed out from her mouth to mine. I made the gooey fluid swivel around in my mouth as we made out. The pull between us was as strong as a wildfire. She felt so powerful, so masculine as she fucked me, and I’d never felt smaller or more desired. Even though she was ignoring my cock, it was all starting to feel a little too good. 

“Please, Cherry, please…fuck me harder.” I was gasping now, exhaling the words like I’d lost my voice. 

“Ask like a slut and maybe I’ll do it,” Cherry murmured, chewing her lip as she stared down at me so intensely I couldn’t help but blush. 

“Please, Cherry?” I begged in this cute, girly voice. “I would do anything for you to fuck me like you wanted to destroy me. I just need to feel your cock. Please.”

“I think you can do even better, Mitchy.”

I blushed harder, feeling the blood rush to my privates as I felt her heat. I closed my eyes as I begged, too shy to see her face. 

“Look at what you’ve done to me, Cherry. I’ve become such a cock slut. My ass needs your cock to drill into me like my lungs need air.” I stopped short, trying desperately to put my horny feelings into words. “I’m your sissy bitch and you know it. You know what I need now. I’m your bitch toy waiting to be used and abused.”

At this point Cherry had stopped fucking me. Her eyes glazed over mine as she listened to my embarrassing pleas. Taunting me. 

“More.” 

I felt my privates throb as the words tumbled out. “My tight virgin hoe ass needs to be fucked hard. I’d lick your muddy heels everyday for the rest of my life if you can bang my booty hard tonight. I need to feel the pain of you ripping my dirty, nasty little butthole apart with your amazing strong cock. I need you to hurt me. Please. Pretty please with a cherry on top!”

My breath was knocked out of me as she started fucking me again with a fury I hadn’t seen before. Her hip thrusts felt euphoric and as I stared down at myself all I could see were my legs spread eagle and my heels shaking to her rhythm. I wrestled against my restraints, my wrists getting rubbed raw as my body squirmed in response to the pounding. But I didn’t care. I was Cherry’s hot little bitch and I didn’t give a damn. I only wanted to be used. 

“Take it, whore!” Cherry rasped. “You desperate, pathetic sissy slut!”

She grabbed handfuls of my ass cheeks, painfully spreading my crack wide open as rammed into me with the force of a million cocks hitting at once.   

She was hitting the spot. The spot. 

In an instant, all hell broke loose. 

My balls tightened as my milk shot up high into the air. Pleasure thundered through my body like a hurricane that was sweeping my entire existence away. Tears sprung to my eyes as I tried to buck in response to my climax but failed, forced instead to stay still and power through the insane pulsing that was taking over my body.  

“Holy shit,” I whispered after what felt like an hour. “I think that was the most overwhelming orgasm I’ve ever had.”

“Trust me, I can see that,” Cherry said. She swiped my cum off my dress and held her finger to my lips. “Eat this for me.”

I sucked her finger happily. I would’ve done anything for her at that moment. 

Cherry finally untied me and I groaned and stretched freely, feeling the bliss of freedom. She got rid of the tiara, the heels, and my hair clip and fixed my hair, which was now a sweaty, stinky mess. Cherry didn’t seem to mind. She spooned me from behind and we cooled down, very casually, like she hadn’t just pounded the shit out of me seconds earlier. 

“You know, Mitchy, you’ve been such a good girl I wouldn’t be opposed to you spending the night,” Cherry said minutes later. 

“I’d love to,” I said. 

“What are you going to tell Vicky?” she asked, hugging me tight. 

“I have no idea,” I began. “I…I think I’ll have no choice but to tell her the truth. She’s good at squeezing the truth out of me anyway.”

I couldn’t help but blush again as I thought about how that conversation would go. 

As I sank back into Cherry’s warm body, my eyes flickered toward a small shelf of books that was directly across from me. I squinted to make out the title on the spine. Seducing the Sissy, by Cherry Blakey. I found myself grinning. So…she wasn’t such an unknown writer after all. In any case, she’d definitely found a new fan. 

THE END


PRETTY FOR MY WIFE’S BOSS




CHAPTER 1

The last person I’d really expected to bump into while on vacation was my wife’s boss. We were at a gorgeous resort in Turks and Caicos, enjoying the sun and the tranquil scenery. The vacation had been a long-awaited one—I’d been painstakingly collecting my vacation days for close to three years to make it happen, and I’d been adamant about wanting to do nothing but laze around, eat, drink, and romance my sexy wife. The last thing I needed was to be reminded of work, but that’s exactly what ended up happening that night, when I saw the guy by the dessert stand.

The man had his back to me. His broad shoulders sat on top of his frame like his body didn’t quite know what to do with them, and his cargo shorts revealed about half of his bulky thighs and the rest of his impossibly tanned legs. Alec was my wife’s boss and I’d only met him once before, but he had those same brawny shoulders too. Even so, I was convinced he was nothing but a look-alike, because why the hell would Alec be here at the same resort as us? So I stayed silent and dug back into my dinner plate, finding the whole scenario somewhat amusing. 

But then the man turned around and I gasped with a mouth still full of food. He was definitely Alec. Those gold-rimmed Calvin Klein eyeglasses gave it away.

“Oh my god,” I whispered to Roxy, my wife. “Isn’t that your boss?”

Roxy twisted around in her dining seat and together we watched the man amble down the aisle and sit down at an empty table. “Oh,” she said, a little startled. “Yes, that’s him.”

“What’s he doing here?”

“I don’t know,” Roxy said. “I could take a wild guess and say he’s on vacation.”

I snorted. “Isn’t it a little creepy, though? He ends up vacationing in the same spot as us?”

“Not really,” she said, taking a big bite from her seafood salad. “Didn’t I tell you my workplace had a promo for this place? That’s why I ended up booking it. Rumor has it he’s one of the shareholders of the resort.” She dabbed the edges of her mouth with a napkin. “I’m pretty sure I told you about the promo.”

She had, though that didn’t stop me from thinking about how Smart Alec had now officially spoiled our vacation, more so for my wife than me. I’d definitely have freaked out if I’d stumbled into my own cranky balding boss while on vacation.

“Did you know he was on vacation?” I finally asked.

“Well, yes,” Roxy said. “I just didn’t know he’d be here.”

“Okay, but where’s his wife?”

I knew I was asking way too many questions, but I was curious to know where his wife was. The guy was known to have a trophy wife, a petite Asian thing who wore pretty dresses and diamond necklaces and was paraded around for events. I’d only ever seen pictures of her. I wondered if they’d broken up. Roxy was in PR, so she hung out with a ton of wealthy people who had some pretty dramatic lives (her boss was no exception) so I knew there had to be some juice. 

Roxy, though, eyed me disapprovingly at my nosy question. “How am I supposed to know?”

I shrugged lightly. She didn’t seem as bothered as I was, and Alec wasn’t my boss so I guess it wasn’t my problem. I shifted my focus back to my food, but then my wife stood up, dusting crumbs off her colorful maxi dress. 

“Dessert?” I asked. 

“No, I’m just going to say hi,” Roxy said. “I can’t not say hi now that I’ve seen him.”

I crossed my arms. Being friendly and opening up a conversation could mean Alec at our tails for the rest of the trip, and that was something I definitely didn’t want. “Well, I’d prefer you didn’t go say hi,” I said. 

“Too late,” Roxy whispered, nodding at the table he’d been sitting. Alec had gotten up and was heading our way.

I wanted to bury my head in my hands. 

“Roxy!” Alec said. “What a surprise running into you here!”

There were already hugging. Roxy’s workplace was evidently much more casual than mine was. Alec was grinning widely, and whatever cologne he was wearing slapped at my nostrils. It was the expensive shit that gave you the shivers when you smelled it because of how good it was. I wondered if he wore the same thing at the office and if Roxy was smelling the dang thing every day. 

“This is Derek, my husband,” Roxy said. 

“We’ve met,” Alec said, but when I stood up and we shook hands he didn’t even glance at me. I’d forgotten how good-looking he really was, with a perfect jawline, just enough stubble to look a little raunchy, and that big chest. I felt like a worm standing next to him. 

“Where’s Nina?” Roxy asked.

I assumed Nina was Alec’s wife.

“She couldn’t make it,” Alec said, running a hand through his hair, which was on the longer end. “She decided to go on a girlfriend getaway at the last minute. So I had to come by myself.”

“That sucks,” I muttered. “You must be bored.”

“Not at all,” Alec said. “Have you tried the massages here?” He winked at me. 

Roxy gave Alec a light smack on his arm and laughed so hard her cheeks flushed rose-pink. He leaned closer to her until their hips were touching. Seeing Roxy get all giggly made my insides coil up tight like a spring. Why did they have to be so touchy-feely? Were they always this touchy-feely?

“Want to head up to my room for drinks?” Alec asked.

“Not really,” I said flatly. 

Roxy eyed me. “Derek and I were about to head to bed anyway…” she said, her sentence hanging in the air. I rolled my eyes. She was making us sound like two really boring people, when the truth was we just wanted to relax.

“What? This early?” Alec asked. “I was actually just going to enjoy a new bottle of whisky. I’d love to have some company.”

Before I could refuse, Roxy blurted out, “We’d love to!”

“Awesome,” Alec said, his smile growing wider. His eyes fell to Roxy’s cleavage which was bulging out of her maxi dress and I realized instantly that this hadn’t just been a cordial invitation. Alec had ulterior motives, and he wasn’t afraid to shoot his shot even while I was there. 

Bastard. 


CHAPTER 2

Alec’s room turned out to be enormous—at least four times bigger than ours—and it came with an incredible view of the sky and the ocean. He scrolled the balcony doors open, letting a cool breeze waft inside before heading to a cabinet and grabbing three glasses. Roxy made herself comfortable on one of the armchairs by the balcony. Her long hair began flying in the night breeze. Alec poured our drinks and sat opposite her on the second armchair.

I sat down on the bed, gripping my glass tight and wishing we’d never bumped into Alec. The two delved into some work talk, making me feel like I was third-wheeling. I tried to think of a good way I could convince Roxy to leave with me. As the conversation flowed along with the drinks, however, I became uneasily engrossed in watching the two of them flirt. Roxy was looking way too comfortable with the sexual innuendos Alec kept cracking, and I knew for a fact that she saw him looking down the top of her dress more than once. If Alec hadn’t been so attractive, would Roxy had even entertained his creepy advances for so long?

I’d just mustered enough energy to speak up and say I, as Roxy’s husband, wasn’t happy at all with the way this reunion was going when Alec loudly cleared his throat and said, “I have a confession to make.”

The room suddenly grew silent. Roxy raised an eyebrow.

“I lied to y’all,” Alec said. “My wife isn’t on a girlfriend getaway.”

“She isn’t?” Roxy said, looking concerned. “Is she alright?”

Alec adjusted his glasses and grinned. “More than alright, actually. She’s with her boyfriend back home.”

“Boyfriend?” Roxy said, her lips parting in surprise. Then, regaining her composure, she added, “I see.” 

I shifted anxiously on the bed, studying my wife’s face. Alec had definitely dropped that on our laps to titillate, but I couldn’t tell if it had done the trick for Roxy. Either way, what he’d said was so inappropriate. I didn’t want to hear about his sex life.

But it turned out I was wrong about Roxy.

“Tell me more,” Roxy said seconds later, and I saw she was leaning even closer to Alec like he was just about to tell her a favorite campfire horror story. 

Alec gave me the briefest of glances before turning his attention back to Roxy. “We’ve been experimenting with it for several months now,” he said. “I was the one who suggested it, of course. Nina is loyal to the core, and she didn’t even want to think about it at first. I knew she had a friend who she had this crush on, so I told her I was up for her going on dates with him, and that we’d take it slow. Two dates in they wanted to sleep with each other. You never quite forget the first time you see a stranger’s cock giving your wife so much pleasure she turns into a thirsty slut. It drove me crazy, in a good way of course.” He leaned back against the chair and sighed happily. “Nina is young and beautiful, and I like that she’s finally getting the idea she can let loose a little. For me, it’s all about letting go. Of the control, of the ego, of the insecurities. It’s fucking therapeutic. Everyone has kinks for a reason, and you shouldn’t be embarrassed about them. You only live once, after all.”

“There’s nothing to be embarrassed about,” Roxy agreed. “Derek here has some pretty interesting kinks of his own. Don’t you, baby?” 

I blanched. There was no way Roxy would tell her perverted boss about my secrets. 

She wouldn’t be that cruel.

“Derek likes to wear panties!” Roxy blurted out and giggled.

Alec’s eyes went wide. “Well, that’s a mood killer if I’ve ever heard of one!” he said, staring at me. “I’m sorry, Derek, but you’ve got to admit that’s really funny.”

I felt my blood sizzle up like it had just made contact with a hot coal. 

“I have a headache,” I announced. “Roxy, let’s go back to our room.”

Roxy either hadn’t heard me, or she was flat-out ignoring me because she waded straight into spouse-secret-territory. The kind of shit you’d trust your spouse to take straight to the grave. “Yes!” she told Alec. “When Derek first told me about it I thought it was really weird, but now I don’t mind if he’s in the mood to wear panties in the bedroom once in a while. He sometimes likes to wear them out when he’s in public, though. He says that knowing he’s got a sexy hidden secret under his pants really turns him on.”

Alec burst out laughing. “Oh god. Is he wearing panties right now?” He eyed me suspiciously. 

“No,” I said, suddenly feeling weak. “Roxy, I’m leaving. My head’s killing me.”

Alec narrowed his eyes through his glasses at me.

Roxy gave me a sympathetic smile. “Aw, okay,” she said. “You can head down, baby. I’ll be there in five.”

“Fine,” I said. And I left.

Back in our room, I couldn’t relax. Had Roxy really gone and told her boss that I liked wearing women’s panties? I couldn’t believe she’d had the nerves to break my trust like that—to humiliate me in front of another man about something so intimate. I’d had enough of a hard time telling her about it in the first place, agonizing about her reaction and being worried she wouldn’t find me attractive anymore.   

“Fuck you, Alec,” I muttered, feeling spiteful. “I hope your wife leaves you for her boyfriend.”

I leaned back against the bed and groaned out loud. I still couldn’t let go of the fact that he knew about my fetish. He was probably thinking about how much better he was than me. He was wealthier, smarter, more confident and a whole lot more handsome than me, and I’d just left him alone with my wife.

Yikes.

I’d been so focused on getting the hell out of that room that I’d made a terrible mistake. I should’ve stayed put and convinced Roxy to come with me so that this whole nightmare would be over and behind us. Who knew what the man would attempt in my absence?

Even though I was itching to storm back into that room and confront them, shame and pride made me stay frozen in bed for a long time. I wondered what they were doing right now. Was Roxy giggling at one of his bad sex jokes? Were they lying in bed now, happy that I’d left them alone at last? I imagined my wife laid seductively over the pillows with her back arched, and Alec’s hand snaking down her dress to cup her tits, his excited tongue extending to lick her erect nipple. Roxy would have definitely moaned. Her tits were always sensitive, almost to the point of soreness.

I wasn’t sure why, but my cock was waking up to the horror my mind was conjuring. I unbuttoned my shorts and flicked it out of my boxers. “Panties?” I grumbled. “No panties here.”

I was unable to stop myself from coming up with the worst-case scenarios. I imagined Roxy’s luscious lips locked on Alec’s, him gently pulling down the straps of her dress, freeing her full breasts. She’d moan again, aching for his touch, his tongue, and his mounting lust. Her hand would go straight to his cargo shorts, burying it underneath the elastic band, stroking his length…

It would be the ultimate betrayal…

Feeling sick to my stomach, I stopped playing with my dick and got dressed again. I rushed of the room and waited impatiently for the elevator. I needed to get Roxy now and get her away from that freakazoid before he convinced her to do something she’d really regret. 

I reached Alec’s hotel room and was about to blast the door open when I heard Roxy giggling. I stopped short and pressed my ear against the door, praying that I wouldn’t hear anything terrible.

“Are you sure the guy isn’t gay?” Alec was asking softly. 

“Nah, I’m positive,” Roxy said. I could hardly hear her above the sound of my rapidly beating heart. “But here’s the thing. I’m pretty sure he likes dicks.”

“Why do you say that?”

“I mean, I don’t have evidence or anything like that,” Roxy replied, letting out a long, drained sigh. “It’s just a gut feeling. I bet he’d love to get screwed by a man, but I don’t think he’d admit it—not in a million years.”

“Men like him need to be a coerced just a little,” Alec said. “They’re like a clammed up shell. They need to know they’re loved and they’ll be loved no matter what, and that there’s nothing to be ashamed of.” There was a short silence. “Do you think he’s fooling around behind your back, though? Some men feel inclined to do that. Act out their fantasies in secret.”

“No way,” Roxy said. “He’s not like me. He has some pretty tight morals. Besides, I don’t think he’d have been able to live with the guilt. You and I, Alec? We’re a different breed.”

“Yeah, I feel you,” Alec said, chuckling.

What the fuck did they mean? Had Roxy been cheating on me?

I couldn’t let this conversation continue. 

I rapped on the door so loudly my knuckles stung. I thought I heard a gasp, and then Roxy said, “Honey, come in. The door’s open!”

I bulldozed my way inside, making it very obvious that I’d just listened in on their conversation. Roxy and Alec were still seated on the armchairs, though something about her was…messier than usual. Her hair seemed ruffled, her lipstick smudged. I was seething so much that big red blotches appeared in my vision. 

“I was wondering what happened to you,” I told Roxy with gritted teeth. 

“I must’ve lost track of time,” she said, shrugging. “We were just talking.”

“Oh yeah?” I asked, glaring at her. “What were you talking about?”

“Our secret preferences,” she said, her lips curling into a knowing smile. “You know, how you like panties and, well, how you seem kind of shy about it.”

Alec stood up and patted me on the back, like he wanted to comfort me. I could smell his expensive cologne again. His warm touch made me think about how I’d just become so turned on thinking of him fucking my wife. Embarrassed, I stepped away from him and gave him one of my coldest glares.

“I just wanted to make one thing clear,” I huffed. “ I may have an affinity for panties, but I definitely do not like dicks.”

Alec smiled. He followed me and placed his hand right back on the same spot, massaging my shoulder. I shivered. He definitely wasn’t buying it, but that just drove me madder. “Sexuality is such a fluid, evolving thing, Derek,” he said softly. “There’s no reason to put yourself in a box and limit yourself, when fluidity is such a beautiful thing, and we’ve all been put on this earth to experiment and explore for one very short lifetime.”

I stared at him like he was crazy. I couldn’t help but notice how the way his gray eyes gleamed underneath his glasses was so magnetic. And those shoulders. Standing so close to me, they seemed bigger than ever.

Alec began smoothing his hand down my back. “Can I make another small confession, Derek?” he said. “I’ve always wanted to become a bull for a night and see what it’s like. And you know what else? I happen to find your wife very attractive.” He nodded at Roxy, and her lips relaxed into a smile. The smile was dripping with history and hidden desires. 

I couldn’t believe he’d just uttered the words. 

“In fact,” he said, slowly, firmly. His fingers reached the middle of my lower back, and he lifted my shirt to massage me there. “I’ve always liked your wife. Ever since I hired her. I’m sure you’re not a dummy, Derek, and I’m sure you know that many men find your wife beautiful and intelligent. Do you know the first thing that went through my mind when she started working under me? I thought, one day, somehow, someday, I’d have this pretty creature underneath my desk with my big, hard pole wedged inside her soft little mouth.”

I gasped. The crass way he was speaking should’ve left me seething with anger, but instead, I was having the opposite reaction. My head was spinning with excitement, my legs shaking in response to the image he’d instilled in it. 

“Derek, please be honest.” Roxy was now standing next to me. She held my hand and squeezed it. “Did you like him saying that?”

I didn’t answer. To admit that would’ve been humiliating. But I knew I didn’t have to utter a word—Roxy could read my face like it was a children’s storybook. 

“He definitely likes it,” Roxy said, to Alec’s benefit. She kissed me on the cheek, and another shiver shot down my spine. “Alec and I were talking about plans for tomorrow night.  We’ll meet up again for the sole purpose of exploring some of our deepest fantasies.” She kissed me again, her lips trailing down my neck, making my cock rustle helplessly. “I’ll be making you over, and it’s not just going to involve panties. I know your secret, baby. I know you want to dress up as a woman and see how sexy you’ll look with makeup and heels on. Well, tomorrow I’ll make it happen. It’ll make this summer so special for me.”

“What about you?” I murmured. 

“I think you can figure it out, baby,” Roxy said. She was patting my ass now, rubbing me over my shorts in open view of Alec. I didn’t know what kind of fucked up thing they were concocting together, but I was definitely horny.

“I’ve always wanted to fuck him,” she whispered, the words making goosebumps crop up across my arms. “And I’d love to fuck him in front of you, so you can see just how wet I get when I’m with him.”

My cock stiffened. She was stoking the fire, creating a blaze that could burn everything I knew to be normal.

“Tomorrow, we’ll both be girls,” Roxy said. I could sense the excitement in her voice at the thought of enslaving my manhood and turning me into a submissive, feminine creature, but I could also sense that there was something more. “One night of being just our unfiltered selves, and then…well…we’ll see what happens. Who knows where the night will lead us? You could even end up seducing Alec, if you look pretty enough for him. Wouldn’t that be the hottest thing ever?”

I swallowed hard and glanced at Alec. He had this cryptic expression on his face, and I thought I was going crazy because though there were no obvious outward signs, I could feel the desire he had for me too. I had no idea who Roxy’s boss really was, and the unknown both scared and excited me. Dressing up as a woman would be a dream come true. But beyond that? My mind seemed hesitant to even go there, the possibilities too dirty, too taboo to imagine. 

My gaze wandered to the top of his pants, and I suddenly caught sight of the massive bulge it was holding. My reaction was so visceral it overwhelmed me. 

“Fuck,” I muttered. I really had a headache now, and it definitely wasn’t down to Roxy’s flirting.

“I think we’ll head back now, Alec,” she said sweetly, hooking her arm through mine and dragging me toward the door. “I’m sure you understand we both need our beauty sleep.”


CHAPTER 3

The next evening, Roxy and I got ready for my makeover. I still couldn’t believe I was getting dressed up for her and her boss. We hadn’t talked about our ‘plans’ out loud all day, neither of us really daring to break open the foggy memories of the night before. The mischievous smiles Roxy kept giving me, however, had me filled to the brim with excitement. 

The only thorn on my side was that I had my suspicions that she wasn’t doing any of this for me, but for Alec. If Roxy had really known the extent of my crossdressing fantasies all these years, why had she waited until last night to offer to help me out? What had changed? Did she want to avoid Alec being cockblocked by me, or was this her way of cheating and manipulating me? I prayed that she was genuinely turned on by the idea of turning me into a woman. It was so hard to read Roxy sometimes, though if one thing was true, it was that she was good at getting her way.  

I knew that before the night was over, I’d figure out the truth. 

After dinner, we went back to our room and showered together. She slathered her shaving cream on me, gently whisking away the hair on my arms, legs, back, and butt. Afterwards, I helped her shave too, removing all of the hair off her pussy which was usually how she liked it. While I held up her thigh and razored the tendrils off, I couldn’t help but have the scandalous thought that I was shaving her for another man tonight. Alec was definitely going to enjoy her body. 

Once we’d showered and dried off, Roxy made me wear one of her strapless bras and told me to spread out her clothes all over the bed so she could select our outfits. The sheer number of dresses, skirts, and tops she’d packed was making me excited but I was also stupidly, insanely nervous. Crossdressing had strictly been a fantasy of mine—I’d never had the courage to do anything but wear the occasional panties and read crossdressing and sissy stories, but now to have Roxy dictate how feminine I was going to look? That part didn’t even seem real. Would the reality of becoming a woman for a night match my expectations?

After some deliberation, Roxy decided on a blue minidress with a slit going up to the mid-thigh. The minidress was made of a stretch material that would be easy to fit. I personally thought it was too risqué and sexy for me, because how could I do such a beautiful garment any justice? But when Roxy helped me put it on, I could see why she’d chosen it. It was amazing how one dress could change your entire perception of yourself. 

Roxy decided on an orange-red bandeau top for herself, along with my favorite black leather miniskirt, the one with the diagonal zip-work. I loved that miniskirt on her because of it totally fit her personality, making her look fearless and self-assured. The bandeau top hugged her breasts with a generous line of cleavage showing down the middle. She didn’t wear a bra of course—the sign of a woman who was confident in her body and her sexiness.

Roxy pulled out a wig from her suitcase, still in its packaging. 

“Where did you get that from?” I asked, my heart thumping faster. 

“I packed it for you, honey,” she said sunnily. “I was going to surprise you with it. What do you think?”

I stared at the gorgeous, long, sleek wig and tried to imagine what it would look like on me. 

“No way,” I said, looking at her skeptically. 

“You better believe it,” Roxy retorted. “We need to do our makeup first.”

She hurried me into the bathroom, where we spent an hour applying our makeup. Thick foundations were dabbed onto our faces and blended to perfection, soft blushes brushed on along with a dappling of bronzer to sculpt and define. Our looks were finished off with matching angelic pink lips with a clear gloss on top. Roxy really was a makeup marvel, and once the wig went on, it was almost as if I’d swapped places with a girl. A girl who looked like Dua Lipa.

I didn’t feel like myself at all. 

“Look at you, you pretty young thing,” Roxy teased, her face lighting up as she surveyed me from the mirror. My heart fluttered at the way she was gazing at me. For the first time, I got the sense she was genuinely excited and maybe even turned on, and nothing could’ve made me happier. 

It turned out, however, that my wig wasn’t going to be the only surprise. 

“What’s this?” I asked, peering down at the shiny contraption in Roxy’s hand. 

I didn’t need to ask. I knew exactly what it was. 

“Just a cage,” Roxy said simply. “You’ll love this, trust me. Now lift up your dress.”

Roxy slid the metal ring on and coerced my manhood inside the chastity cage. Then she locked it up, slipping the key inside her skirt pocket. I marveled at how tiny my manhood looked, my balls protruding out from the bottom of the ring like two swollen balloons. 

My body now belonged to my wife. 

“Why are you doing this?” I asked. My voice had already become softer, more timid. 

“Tonight, honey, you no longer have a cock. You’re a real girl,” Roxy whispered, sliding a black thong up my legs. “You’ll speak like a girl, act like a girl, and seduce like a girl. This little thing…” she cupped the cage fondly over my underwear. “...will also serve to remind you you’re my submissive girl and no one else’s. I own you.”

As the thong slid snugly into place between my butt cheeks, I looked at Roxy with love in my eyes. I had no words to say. 

We spent the next fifteen minutes lounging in our room. Roxy touched up her makeup and tried on different accessories, while I practiced walking in my stilettos, studying my posture in the mirror hung over the wardrobe. I was still a little clumsy, but it would only be a short walk to Alec’s room and I felt I could manage it. I tried to imagine what I might look like in his eyes: would he think I was pretty enough?

“It’s time to go,” Roxy said softly, hugging me from behind. 

We walked to the elevator, hand in hand. But instead of going to the upper floors, we started going down. 

“Aren’t we going to meet Alec now?” I asked nervously.

“Not right now,” Roxy said, pulling me out of the elevator on the ground floor. “I thought we should warm up first.”


CHAPTER 4

We barged ahead, into the night, into a crowd hanging about with suitcases in tow, waiting to be checked in. My head was spinning again. Even the sound of our heels tap-tapping on the floor was drowned out by my pulse thundering in my ears. 

“Roxy?” I cried meekly. “What? You want me to go out in public like this?” 

But my wife didn’t answer me. She dragged me along to the resort bar. We took our seats and I tried to calm myself down. It was done, I was here, and it was my wildest fantasy come alive. 

I looked around me. Thankfully, there were only a handful of people at the bar, and the soft lighting and live music made everything look romantic and serene. I adjusted my dress. It kept riding up my thigh, causing the slit to give away too many of my secrets. I blushed at the thought of someone catching a glimpse of my thong. Sometimes, I’d enjoy wearing a pair of panties and going out on errands or on a walk, but that was a low-stakes thing, a secret that didn’t hurt anyone, and it definitely didn’t leave me vulnerable. But now, being all feminized in a very sexy outfit, wearing a thong and a cock cage, I felt so exposed and helpless.

“How’s my pretty wife doing?” Roxy whispered. 

“Uh, surviving,” I whispered back.

She laughed. 

Minutes later, we were sipping our drinks and enjoying the music, looking out at the glinting dark turquoise water just feet away. I felt much more relaxed, maybe even a little confident. No one had pointed at me and outed me as a man. Maybe I did pass as a woman…

Two men who were seated at a table by the side kept glancing at us. Roxy and I shared a grin, secretly acknowledging what was happening. After a while, one of the men stood up and walked our way, sitting down on the stool to my left. 

“Hi, I’m Abdul,” he said, speaking with an accent I couldn’t quite place. “Could I interest you two beautiful ladies in another drink?”

I was blushing so hard. I couldn’t get over the fact he’d called us ‘beautiful’. Me included. I listened quietly as Roxy and the stranger had a flirtatious conversation, picking up little clues about how to act like a confident woman. The little hair-flicks. Playing with the bracelet on her arm. The seductive way Roxy took a sip of her drink. I was in awe. Not even five minutes in, the guy had asked if we’d be interested in having dinner with him. 

“I’m sorry, but we have plans,” Roxy said smoothly. 

“Ah. I can’t say I’m not disappointed,” Abdul said. He fixed his gaze on me. “Could I be cheeky and ask for a kiss on the cheek?”

Before I knew what I was doing, I leaned forward and he planted a kiss on my cheek, his hand grazing my bare upper arm. When he left, Roxy was beaming and I was still reeling. That was the first time a man’s lips had ever touched me, and it had been an exhilarating feeling. 

“You liked that, didn’t you?” Roxy asked. 

I batted my lashes at her. “I’m not admitting anything just yet.” 

“Oh, there’s Alec!”

I spun around to see her boss walking toward us. I gulped. He really was so hot. His sun-kissed skin was obvious even under the dim lights, and his geometric-patterned button-down was tight enough to show off his pecs and shapely arms. His hair was looking messier than usual, his stubble longer. It made me wonder about his pubic hair. Did he trim or leave it all hanging?

“Alec, this is Daisy,” Roxy said, introducing me like I was her friend. 

“I didn’t know your friend was so pretty,” Alec said. His eyes traveled over our bodies, glinting through his glasses. 

I blushed. 

I’d been so scared he wouldn’t like the feminized version of me, but apparently ‘Daisy’ was attractive enough for him. 

“The taxi’s here,” he said. 

“Where are you taking us?” Roxy asked. 

“A club you must visit,” he said. Lightly touching Roxy on her arm, he guided her to where the taxi was located. I followed them. 

He was so confident, self-assured, protective. It was how a man should make a girl feel. The night had barely begun, but so much had already happened. It was enough to make anyone feel delirious.

As we all squeezed into the back of the taxi with Roxy in the middle, another question began percolating at the back of my mind: how the fuck do you dance like a woman?

***

The club was full of hot, dainty women, many of them swaying and grinding to the music. Roxy and I sat near the bar while Alec got us both drinks. This time it was her leather miniskirt that got hiked a little too far up her thighs, baring her pretty underwear for the men standing nearby. I was uselessly self-conscious, thinking about how I had to compete with all these sexy natural beauties, with their wide hips and bigger breasts, even while Roxy tried to be helpful with her nails ‘catching’ onto my dress and pulling it up.

“Women tease,” she said when Alec was out of earshot. “You need to show them your goods, just enough to make them excited and want to chase you.” 

The male gaze was pretty strong and overwhelming for me though. Some of the men were straight up ogling my wife, and a few men were peering at me, faces murky but bodies tense with obvious interest. I felt protective of Roxy and completely exposed, like my soul was naked for everyone to see. Is this what it was like to be a woman, to constantly have men gawking at you? Fucking you with their eyes? 

Roxy, however, loved it. She kept hiking my dress up so people could catch glimpses of the shadow of my black thong. Despite my initial nerves, the fact that she was so interested in showing me off began to slowly make me excited, even euphoric. There was no question about it now—feminizing me was something she had done for her pleasure.

Soon after that, Alec and Roxy headed to the dance floor. No one approached me, so I could do nothing except watch them gyrate on each other. It seemed that Alec had forgotten about me too. His body was pressed close to Roxy’s back, his towering height making her look small. He was a great dancer. I wanted so badly to seduce him and have him give me some of that attention. As the night wore on and I was confined to just watching them with my legs crossed, I wondered if they were trying to make me feel jealous. The pull of the music was now overbearing, and with the alcohol in my system I felt my feet move to the beat. I watched as Alec’s hands explored her while they danced and Roxy curved and swayed her body, clearly teasing him and making him want more, more, more. 

Suddenly, Alec’s hand went right over her breast, squeezing it hard. Roxy’s eyelids fluttered at the sensation and moaned silently. She caught my eye and bit her lip. 

Good god, I thought, feeling my crotch expand inside my cage. She wanted me to see how much her boss wanted her. 

I suddenly felt a presence near me, turning to see a man who was a few feet away, gazing at me with interest. The guy looked to be about fifty, but he was fit and had a radiant smile. Perfect. I smiled, and he came over. We didn’t speak. He took me to the dance floor and I let loose.

The music floated over us as I mirrored the dance moves I’d seen Roxy do earlier. The guy pushed his crotch into me and I felt my dick tighten inside its prison, enjoying the pressure of the ridges maybe a little too much. I felt soft and submissive, completely in my element. I swayed and turned to where Roxy and Alec was; he was twisting one arm over her hypnotizing figure as she danced. I scooted even closer to them, the man still stuck to me like glue. I badly wanted to make Alec jealous. 

When he finally caught me eye, he appeared stirred at the way the man’s arms was looped over my waist and we were gyrating against each other. 

Alec stared. He looked like he wanted to fuck me so hard he wanted to blow my brains out. 

Roxy’s reaction was even more surprising. There were flames in her eyes and through it I saw horniness and desperation. She bit her lip, and like she couldn’t hold it in any longer, she whispered something to Alec and grabbed my hand. 

“I gotta go,” I blurted out to the man. 

We went to the restroom. 


CHAPTER 5

“I just wanted to see how you were doing,” Roxy said, studying her reflection in the mirror of the women’s restroom.

“This is probably the best night of my life,” I said honestly. “It’s everything I wanted. Maybe more. Though I can’t say I’m not jealous that you have Alec all to yourself.” I smiled sweetly at her. 

“You really like him, don’t you?”

“Seeing you with him makes me horny for him,” I admitted. “I don’t know. I guess it’s the power he has over me and my marriage.”

Roxy smiled. “I get what you mean. Good things come to those who wait.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“I told you,” she said, leaning closer to me. “This night is full of possibilities, so we’ll see where it takes us. But I love you watching me. I can feel the jealousy, Derek, and it’s hot. Having you sit there, not even a man, while I have Alec’s cock rubbing up and down my crack? God, it’s made me so wet.”

Another woman walked into the restroom and started to powder her sweat-laden face. She glanced at me and I froze. She looked judgmental and I thought for a horrible second that she’d call me out, or maybe even complain to security. 

But I was pushed out of that thought because Roxy kissed me, and then her tongue found mine and I moaned. She snuck my fingers up her skirt and into her panties so I could sense how wet she was. “Feel that wifey?” she whispered, ignoring the other woman who was still sneaking suspicious glances our way. I groaned, and carried my fingers up toward her breasts, wanting to feel her soft, sensitive nipples. 

But Roxy slapped my hand away. 

“You’re making this very difficult,” I muttered, feeling the lump in my throat and the ripples of excitement flowing through my strained cock. She was wet for someone else, and I couldn’t even have her. 

Roxy threw her hair back and laughed cruelly. “Come on, let’s touch up our makeup.”

We both reapplied our lipsticks and powdered our faces, and then went back out to dance floor. 

We danced again, the three of us together this time. Things got heated up pretty fast after that. Alec started to grind on Roxy. I imagined that giant boner underneath his jeans. He didn’t really look at me, and I was starting to get kind of pissed off at him. Did he want me or not? Why wasn’t he giving me any attention?

Roxy pressed her ass back and gyrated to the beat, swiveling her arms up behind her head. Alec’s fingers roamed upward to squeeze her breasts again. He grinned slyly at me, wanting to show me how much he lusted after my wife.

Fuck. 

“I want to get out of here,” Roxy said to him.

“I know just the place,” Alec said.

I followed the two of them down a back corridor, my legs feeling stiff and heavy. The tension I’d seen all night was about to brim over and explode. They were finally going to do it.

Was I even ready?

We stopped at a room labeled ‘STAFF ONLY’. Alec unlocked it and we went inside. The room was bigger than I’d expected, equipped with a blue couch, a desk, a coffee table and a console with a flat-screen TV. There was a door off to the side, presumably a small store room or a toilet. 

Alec locked the door behind us and switched on the two floor lamps on either side of the couch. I dabbed at the sweat drops under my eyes and sat down.

“I know the owners,” he explained. “Please, make yourselves comfortable.”

“Well, aren’t we lucky,” Roxy said, bubbling over with giggles. “I wouldn’t have been able to walk all the way back to the resort.”

“That wouldn’t have been a problem, Roxy,” Alec said. “I would’ve carried you.” He glanced at me. “See these arms?” He flexed them. “I’m not a twig like your husband.”

Roxy laughed. “My husband’s not a man.”

“That’s right. He’s a slut.”

Slut? Did he just call me a slut?

I wanted to melt to the floor.

Roxy went over to the desk and sat on it, spreading her legs wide to flash us. Alec tensed next to me. I really wanted him to touch me, but he kept a good distance between us. We both watched as Roxy pulled down her bandeau top and exposed her breasts. 

“Jesus,” Alec muttered, like he couldn’t quite grasp her beauty. 

He stepped over to her. His hands were all over her then, squeezing, pinching, fondling her while they kissed with blazing passion. Roxy groaned, her thighs still wide open for him as she attacked the buttons on his shirt and the zipper on his jeans. 

My body went stiff with shock. I’d never seen her respond to me with such intensity. 

In between kisses, Alec’s glasses were tossed aside. His jeans fell to the floor. A burning cold tingled my spine as I took in the size of the bulge on his orange cotton boxers. This was the cock that would soon give my wife what she craved. The cock that was making me hot too. I pulled at the threads on my dress, trying to wrestle with my taboo desires. My balls drew up tighter, starting to ache. It was no use. It was like a deep-set biological reaction, an instinct—a part of me wanted to worship that cock like a god because of the power it held over me and Roxy. 

The kisses grew louder, more frantic. Roxy, now with her hair wild and messy and falling on her face, yanked on Alec’s boxers, freeing his manhood. My mouth grew dry.

That first glimpse of Alec’s cock near about gave me a heart attack. This is a man. It was thick and at least eight inches long, and it was still growing. The protruding blue veins lined across his shaft made me shudder.

When the shock of seeing that unfiltered cock wore off, I was hit with an overwhelming urge to touch myself. I needed to jerk off to him, and to the way my wife was still staring starry-eyed at her boss’s biggest asset. 

“I’ve waited for this for so long,” she whispered. “It’s even better than I imagined.” Her palm curled around his shaft, and I noticed how agonizingly small her fingers looked. 

“Baby,” Roxy suddenly gasped. “Daisy!”

I sprang up and went to her side. “Y-yes, honey?” 

“Do you like Alec’s cock, baby?” she whimpered, wild-eyed and desperate. “Isn’t it so much bigger than yours? Say something, Daisy!”

“Yeah, it’s really b-b-big,” I mumbled. Being so close to his cock was making me so nervous I was fucking stuttering. I tucked my hair behind my ear self-consciously, trying awkwardly to look at least a little pretty while I blushed. 

“Nina’s boyfriend’s cock is even bigger,” Alec said humbly. “But I knew with Derek—I mean, Daisy—I wouldn’t have that much competition anyway.”

My back slumped and I looked down at the floor. Alec’s bashing of my masculinity made me want to slide further and further into my feminized persona. 

At least that way I had some value. 

“Daisy, I want you to remove your dress.”

Eye bulging, I stared at Roxy.  Surely I hadn’t heard that right. “R-right now?” I asked.

With one hand still on Alec’s cock, Roxy gripped my arm. “I’m sorry, Daisy,” she said. “But I’d like to establish something really quickly here. I need to know you’re here for me. So when I say something, you obey. Do you understand?”

I nodded, too powerless to defy her sexy authority. The pounding of my pulse overtook the room as I slowly disrobed myself, taking off my stilettos before shedding the minidress by bringing it up above my head. 

Roxy ordered me to sit down on my knees.

I felt like a slut just in my bra and panties that I avoided looking at the two of them. I was trapped within these four walls, the only person in the room who wasn’t at all confident in their skin. 

“It’s not going to bite,” Roxy whispered. “You can look at it.”

She grabbed my hand and laid it forcefully on top of Alec’s warm, pulsing shaft. I was a virgin all over again, and my wife felt like this sexy dominant woman who wanted to corrupt me. “How’s that?” she murmured. “You like how that feels? Just try stroking it. Like this.” She guided my shaking palm up and down his length. 

Alec moaned as I stroked him under my wife’s instruction. His cock was literally flexing under my grasp, and I was looking at it with the same kind of awe as a 1950s housewife on her wedding night. I couldn’t believe how thick and long it was getting. As his pre-cum fluids start oozing out, I felt like I could cum right then. 

A hesitant fear set in because of how quickly my body was reacting and how helpless I felt. Maybe I had underestimated the actual impact crossdressing would have on me. Would my life ever be the same again? 

“You’re being a very good girl, Daisy,” Roxy murmured. “You know what happens next, don’t you?”

I did. I went to place my lips around his cock head, but Roxy stopped me. 

“Sorry, honey,” she said. “But I’m having the first taste.”

I watched as she dabbled her tongue over the tip, giving it a generous lick. She smiled up at Alec, swirling more of her spit over his leaking slit. She parted her mouth and he inserted himself roughly inside. She sucked him tenderly, hugging and caressing his huge balls with her little fingers. I could see her cheeks bulge as her tongue worked, gliding up and down, wriggling playfully all over his shaft.

“Fuck, Roxy, you’re so hot,” Alec groaned, clutching the back of her head, messing her hair up even more.

She slowly took his cock out of her mouth and began seductively kissing him along his wet shaft. As the licking and teasing went on and on, I clenched my fists, my nails digging into my skin so forcefully I was making half-moon cuts. Roxy had never kissed my dick like that. She’d never sucked me off so sensually. Our blowjobs had always been so…mechanical, and it pained me to think why. I wasn’t sure if it was Alec or if it was me, but it still hurt all the same.  

“Mmm,” Roxy said after what felt like hours. “This is the best tasting dick I’ve ever had.” She looked at me. “Your turn.”


CHAPTER 6

I gulped at Roxy’s words, my mind reeling.

Could I even service a man that was going to take away everything from me?

When I gathered up enough courage to blink up at Alec, I shivered. He had that intense look again, the one I’d been craving all night. He wanted to fucking devour me. His domineering gaze fell to my chest, to my breasts enclosed by the simple strapless bra I had on. I knew they were no match for my wife’s natural D-cups, but I imagined him wanting to kiss them, pinch them, and bite them. 

“Be yourself,” he said. “There’s no judgment here tonight. No pressure. Just let go and be the sissy I know you are.”

I took a deep breath. I knew I had the look down pat—the sexy thong and bra, the blowjob-ready pink lips, the long hair. But I’d still been fighting my demons inside, wondering whether I could really be the girl I’d always wanted to be. The girl who was always submissive but always desired. I exhaled. If only I let go, I could make my biggest fantasy come true.

I looked at Alec and nodded.

“What are you waiting for, slut?” Alec asked me, his voice now hoarse but demanding. “I know you want this dick.” He whacked me on the nose with his cock. His scent hit me, hot and cloying. 

“That’s what you’re fucking here for,” he said. “Getting me ready for your wife’s cunt.”  

I heard a soft giggle from the back of the room, and realized with horror that Roxy wasn’t beside me anymore. She’d gone to the back of the room, leaving me alone with this beast of a man. I felt ashamed and sad that I’d become reduced to this, but my brain and my body were still at war with each other. Because now I found the cock in front of me so irresistible that I swallowed it at once, eager to show them both what a good little girl I was.

The thought that I had any control over my performance left me as soon as I started sucking, because Alec pushed me to the floor, my hair splaying wildly on the carpet. He dropped his cock into my mouth and started to thrust it aggressively. His untamed crotch hair dangled around my mouth. I craned my neck and my head bobbed back and forth as I tried to match his energy. I dug my nails into his thighs to show him I wasn’t as pathetic as he thought I was. 

Alec just doubled down harder, treating me like I was just a hole. All I could do was keep my mouth open wide. I was already breathless, and the sensation of my throat filling up to that extreme level made me want to heave. 

Alec kept using me until Roxy laid her hand on my cheek. 

“It’s time,” she said sweetly. Her eyes said: You’ve done your job. Now get the fuck off my man.

“Of course,” I said quietly. I wiped the pre-cum on my lips and retreated back to the blue couch. I adjusted my hair and wrapped my arms over my waist, which was red and stinging from the force at which Alec had held me. 

“Get off the couch,” Roxy said. 

Silently, I stood up.

“On your knees,” she demanded.

I did as she said. 

Roxy turned her attention back to Alec.

“I want to be your whore,” she pleaded. “Will you make me your whore tonight?”

Alec placed a cushion behind her back and climbed onto the couch. He bent down and removed her miniskirt. He kissed her underwear and removed it, revealing the beautifully inked tattoo of a swan on her mon pubis. He kissed the tattoo twice. I couldn’t help but be jealous again. He was the kind of lover I could only hope to be: equal parts sweet and dominant, the perfect mix that could drive any woman crazy.

He propped her legs open, unfolding Roxy’s dripping pussy before him. I waited with bated breath, digging hard into my nail beds again. Roxy seemed like a stranger to me. She was a woman who normally loved to be in control and resisted submission in any way. Yet here she was, giving into Alec, trusting him completely, like a kitten who needed to be taken care of. 

Alec kissed and suckled her clit for a few minutes. Then his cock slid inside her. She moaned and gripped onto his back, helping him push further into her depths. Her pussy gaped while he fucked her, which blew my mind. My cock had never been able to spread her open that much.

Roxy started shivering, already a slave to the pleasure she was experiencing. Alec ground into her furiously, giving her what she wanted. His hand wound around her neck, showing her who’s boss. Roxy let out a little squeal. She was clearly loving it. 

I was mesmerized watching him fuck her in a way she was never going to forget, her body bent and bouncing on the couch like a doll. A part of me wanted to run out of the room and never look back. I hated Roxy for leaving me out of this. But the other part of me loved her for giving me such a special experience. 

I wanted to touch myself so badly. I felt around my crotch. My panties were stained with my arousal. The fact that I couldn’t even get hard just turned me on even more. My cock ballooned again, pressing hard into the contours of my metal prison. 

I moaned. 

“Are you sad, baby?” Roxy cried out. “Sad that my boss’s huge cock feels so much better than yours? God, I’ve never been fucked so hard! Are you sad that you’re just sitting there, all humiliated, with your pretty cock locked up?”

“Is he a better lover than me?” I asked, half-moaning at how tight my cage felt.

“You have no idea,” Roxy whimpered. “You were so good at getting him ready for me, baby. You looked so pretty with his cock down your throat, smelling his big balls while trying not to throw up.”

I stared, open-mouthed, with my hand inside my thong, trying to stimulate myself the best I could. 

“I almost thought you couldn’t handle it, baby,” Roxy continued. “Those small lips next to that gigantic, throbbing cock. But you were so obedient. You wanted to make me happy, didn’t you? While he fucked you hard in your mouth? But I could tell you loved it too. You wanted more.” She was gasping now, close to release. “Oh fuck, I’m so wet for him, baby. I think I’ll squirt for him, baby. You’d like that? Please, can you just tell me you love his cock? I need to hear you say it.”

“I’m a sissy cocklover,” I gasped. “His cock is so big, honey, and I love it so much. It’s going to make you cum so hard.”

Roxy then had the loudest orgasm she’d ever had. All I could think of was how happy she looked as she squirted all over the couch. 

Alec and Roxy kissed. He was rocking more gently now, and then he murmured, “I’m going to cum.”

My balls drew up tighter and I moaned just watching him cum inside my precious wife. He was still panting as he slid his cock out. I was disappointed, somehow. Was it really over so quickly?

“Clean me up,” Roxy ordered. She got into doggy position and held her butt open. Cum dripped down her open vagina. 

She didn’t have to ask me twice. Their love secretions felt hot and salty on my tongue. Alec watched me as I heartily drank up his seed. 

Once I’d cleaned her up, Roxy sank down on the carpet next to me. She was sweating and her face shone with happiness. 

“Can you lie down like this?” she asked, resting her head against the wall and lifting both legs up into the air. 

“Me?” I squeaked. 

Roxy nodded. Feeling breathless, I scooched down next to her and removed my thong, feeling shy because I just knew Alec was staring at my cage. I raised both of my legs.

“Push your butt up, baby, and spread your cheeks like this,” she instructed.

With trembling fingers, I stretched out my ass cheeks. Roxy smiled at me and my fear instantly melted away. I was so fucking excited, because my wife was next to me and we were going to share this experience together. 

“Like the view, Alec?” Roxy asked.

“What’s not to like?” Alec said, pumping his cock. “Two gorgeous buttholes waiting just for me.”

I blushed so hard. He’d just called me gorgeous. Well, my butthole technically. I could feel it puckering. 

My wrists shook as I held onto my ass, my thighs straining with the way I was holding it up. I was about to lose my anal virginity.

Alec fucked Roxy first in the ass, burying it so hard and deep she was squealing. Then he slid in between my legs and rubbed his still-leaking cock up and down my dark brown opening. I looked up at him and bit my lip, wanting him to know how vulnerable I was. Our eyes met while he stuck it inside. It felt burning hot. I’d expected his cock to feel big, but not this big. Even though it was scary, it felt so fucking good. 

“Like it?” he breathed. “God, you’re tight.”

“Keep going,” I whispered. “Please.”

I felt my passage stretch as his cock crept in little by little, filling me up. My body was finally relaxing, my inner self becoming the girl whose identity I’d adopted tonight.

“Oh my gosh,” I whispered. Alec hadn’t managed to insert his whole length, but I was fine with that. The feeling was indescribable. He started to fuck me, and I think he said or asked me something, but I couldn’t hear, because all I could feel was that amazing fullness and my wife’s comforting hand on me. 

“Tell him how much you like it, baby,” Roxy said. “Beg for it.”

“Fuck me, hard, Alec. I’m in love with your cock,” I murmured. “My boipussy is so wet thinking of you. I need you to choke me like you did with Roxy.”

He did just that. He got really rough and I loved it, and with each thrust I could feel his cock go further inside me, and that was when I started to moan. He started to switch between the two of us. I couldn’t believe my wife and I were sharing the same cock, getting our asses destroyed at the same time. 

Roxy began to stroke my stomach, and I reached out and did the same to her too. We held onto each other while Alec fucked us. Something both insane and wonderful was building up inside me, about to erupt like a volcano.

“Oh shit, oh shit,” I whispered in shock as cum shot out of my limp, caged dick. 

I don’t think either of us had expected that.

“Wow,” Roxy said. “That was hot.”

“Tongues out,” Alec groaned, sounding dazed. “Eat my fucking cum, both of you. Fuck…”

When he  finally pulled out, my butthole was gaping open and pulsing. Holding hands, Roxy and I got down on our knees and stuck our tongues out. The long night was finally coming to an end, and what an experience it had been. Even though I’d hoped we’d somehow end up in a threesome, never in my wildest dreams did I think Roxy and I would become such willing slut-toys for her boss. 

As Alec geared up to release his climax, Roxy squeezed my hand lovingly. I felt so pretty, and I knew I was going to be even prettier with all this cum laced over my face… 

THE END


BROKEN BY MY BULLY




CHAPTER 1

Twelve long years. That was how long it had been since I’d packed my bags and got out of that place, never looking back. I’d made a promise to myself that I’d break my back to make sure I’d never have to return again, even if that meant cutting off what little family I had. 

I’d kept that promise for more than a decade. 

But now I was back. 

I wouldn’t have gone back if not for my aunt’s wedding. My aunt Beth raised me after my mom died when I was eight. My dad’s always been out of the picture—I like not to think about him much. Aunt Beth, Mom’s sister, was a widow herself, so she basically took care of me like a single mom. When I left her at eighteen she started dating again and met Ricky, a gentle divorcé in his fifties who owned a nice woodworking shop and could take care of her for a change. I was elated for her when she told me they were finally going to get married, but when she sent through the wedding invitation I think she half-expected me to decline it. I’d never accepted any of her invitations over the years, always saying I was broke and couldn’t afford a plane ticket until she just stopped asking altogether. 

“Don’t be a shitty person,” my girlfriend Jadyn said when I told her about the wedding. “This woman single-handedly raised you and you’re going to shun her off on the happiest day of her life? Seriously, Todd? I can’t believe you’ve never met Ricky either.”

“That’s not true,” I argued. “I’ve called them plenty of times. It’s not like I’ve never kept in touch.”

“It’s not the same,” she said coldly. 

“Fine,” I said, wincing. The memories of my hometown were already trying to claw their way back to the surface, but I refused to pay them any attention. Thinking about the past wasn’t going to do me any good. I looked up at Jadyn’s huge expectant eyes and forced a smile. “We’re going.”

Jadyn hugged me. “You need to call Beth right now,” she said. “I’ll look at ticket deals. We need to think about gifts too. Oh my god, what am I going to wear?” She drifted straight to her closet and began rummaging through her dresses. 

She was clearly excited. Jadyn and I were at the point in our relationship where even the mere mention of a wedding could get her all worked up. It was kind of cute. Four years of steady courtship and there was nothing I wanted more than to call Jadyn mine, my wife. I was already looking at rings and planning a romantic surprise getaway for next year. 

I couldn’t wait to see those eyes light up once I put a ring on that finger.

But for now, I had another wedding to go to. Another wedding to be happy for. A part of me still couldn’t believe I was actually going back, returning to the place that buried me under what were probably the darkest years of my life, where I was an outcast in every sense of the word. Younger Todd was skinny and had long hair that wasn’t cut as often as it needed to be because he thought it’d distract from a face full of acne. Of course, the only thing the long hair did was exacerbate my skin condition and attract the bullies who wanted to pick on a girly-looking guy. The worst part was I had no real friends—the school I went to was small and everyone knew each other because their families hung out with one another. The only person who talked to me with any dignity was probably my English teacher, who was sweet and kind and exactly like Miss Honey from Matilda.

If I had had friends, I know it would’ve softened the blow of those years just a little bit. Maybe it wouldn’t have impacted me so much, especially more than a decade later. Some of my bullies I actually didn’t mind too much, in the sense I could shrug them off and still go about my day, knowing they tormented pretty much anyone who seemed even a little different. There was Max, who mostly tried to scare me and intimidate me after school, calling me his favorite names: girlie, shorty, or pussy. There was John, who once snatched my notebook full of the drawings I’d painstakingly done and half-flushed the pages down the toilet. And then there was Jared, who was maybe the worst out of that lot and had fun throwing whatever he was drinking that day at me, often soaking me from the waist down so I’d have to hurry home during breaks and change so I wouldn’t miss yet another class.

The bully who outdid all of them, however—and the one I hated the most—was Shannon Kelley. I can still remember the sickening blood-like smell of the metal lockers as she pushed me up against them and spit in my face or stuck her chewing gum into my hair so I was forced to cut the strands off. She was hot, obviously, but she was also a great student and the fact that her dad knew the school principal allowed her to get away with almost anything. While my other bullies targeted many people, Shannon seemed hellbent on making just my life miserable. She’d call me every name in the book and get her girl gang to throw things at me in the lunchroom. She spread rumors that I gave my butt to any guy who could give me five bucks because I was that broke and desperate. And started a bunch of other rumors that made sure I kept being a complete loner.

Shannon made me feel worthless. 

There was one memory, though, that outlasted all the others. That memory still remained so crisp I could convince myself that it just happened yesterday. There was a fire drill at school, and I was late to get out because I was in the bathroom. Once I’d done my business and stepped out, everyone else had assembled outside like planned. Everyone, that is, except for Shannon, who pushed me by my shirt to the room next to it…the girls’ bathroom. It smelled badly of cigarette smoke, and I knew she’d probably been in there smoking all morning. 

That was when I got really scared. It was just me and my worst bully together—alone—in our entire high school building. 

Shannon was tall. Like 5’9” tall—she even did modeling as a part-time gig. And then there was me. Just a stump of a guy. She just stood over me like a tree for a while. She was wearing this pink top that showed off her midriff and a tight pink skirt. I remember thinking how perfect her body was in that moment of total fear. The wall was gross and sticky but I leaned back, causing her to move forward and bend down a bit. Even though it made zero sense, I thought she was bending down to kiss me. But of course that wasn’t what she did. She stripped down, letting her top and skirt pile up on the floor before peeling off her panties. Then she stripped me down and made me wear them, watching intently as those tight pink bikini briefs cupped my cock as they slid past my hips. She took off her bra and made me wear that too. She fished out her phone and started snapping pictures of me. 

I was so ashamed of what she’d done to me. She’d turned me into a girl. Just like that. I tried really hard to fight my erection as her gorgeous nude body swayed from side to side, capturing my humiliating moment from all angles.

After that day, I was worried sick, wondering when she’d unleash those pictures to everyone at school. I knew it was only a matter of time. At first I thought she’d release them that same week, concocting some kind of rumor like I’d snuck in and stole her underwear because I was that desperate for male attention. But even when nothing cropped up that week, I was far from relieved. When several weeks went by, I figured Shannon was just waiting for the perfect moment to out me and destroy me. But then a year came and went. 

She never did release those pictures. 

When she bullied me again, it was like nothing ever happened. Like she never dressed me up in her own bra and underwear. Like she never took pictures of it for proof, so she always, always had the power over me. 

She never mentioned it again.

Even though the horrifying day I kept imagining would happen never did, the day she made me submit and wear her clothes was in many ways a turning point. I quickly lost count of the number of times I masturbated thinking about her towering over me, her body bared just for me. Her sharp eyes raking through my own naked body as I stood there waiting for her to tell me what to do. How amazing my cock actually felt inside the tightness of her panties. I would jerk myself off, feeling furious and miserable and ashamed and a million other things at once, letting myself feel what I’d tried so hard to constrain that day in the girls’ bathroom.

I’d never kissed anyone, let alone had sex. That was probably the closest I’d ever been to a girl.

It just so happened she was my bully. 

I knew—deep in my heart—that I had excited her. Even if she never showed any outward signs. She liked me being a girl just for her, even if it was just for a fleeting moment.


CHAPTER 2

Four months after my decisive conversation with Jadyn, Ricky had come to pick us up from the station. He was exactly like I’d seen him in the pictures. He wrapped his arms around both of us and squeezed us into a big hairy bear hug.

“Good to see you boy!” he said, and thumped me on my back. 

As we sped through the quiet streets in his Ford F-150, I couldn’t help but notice that everything looked the same. The same tacky looking convenience stores, the teenage hotshots sat smoking on the curbs, kids playing in the muddy parks, scruffy old people lining up in front of the post office. The sky was always a gray even when it was sunny. The past was still in the air. I could smell it. It was like my hometown had frozen time, waiting for me to come back. 

Jadyn squeezed my hand the entire way, keeping her eyes peeled even though a long flight plus a three-hour bus ride had wiped her out. 

I sucked in a breath when we turned into the driveway of Aunt Beth’s house. My childhood home, just a decade older. It seemed exactly the same, other than a little fading and graying. The moment Ricky cut off the engine the front door opened and there was Aunt Beth, beaming. 

She waved her arms at me in an excited frenzy. I rushed toward her and hugged her. She hugged me back for the longest time. It felt amazing, but I couldn’t ignore the guilt that was creeping up on me. Aunt Beth was once the most important person in my life, and I’d waited too long to see her in person.

“And this must be your fiancée,” Aunt Beth said, her eyes twinkling. 

“Uh, my girlfriend,” I corrected her awkwardly, then mumbled under my breath, “But yeah, soon enough…”

“Todd’s told me so much about you!” Jadyn said, hugging her too. “You shouldn’t have let us stay in your home. You must be so busy!”

“Nonsense. I will not have you staying into a hotel room like a pair of strangers,” Aunt Beth said. “You’re a very pretty one. Todd’s lucky to have you.”

Jadyn blushed.

Ricky and I took our suitcases inside and we quickly made ourselves home in the cozy kitchen. Aunt Beth had already laid the table for lunch since she figured we must have been hungry after traveling. She’d made her chicken pot pie with an olive salad and her delicious layered jelly to go along with it. 

“So tell me more about your fabulous fiancée,” Aunt Beth said brightly as we all dug in. “How did you two meet?”

“Oh, at work,” I said. 

“Todd got drunk on a work trip and he asked me out,” Jadyn said.

Ricky raised an eyebrow. “I’d like to hear that story.”

I reddened. “It didn’t happen quite like that,” I said. “I’d been meaning to ask her out and it just so happened the trip was perfect timing. Okay, maybe I was a little drunk. But Jadyn told me she’d had a crush on me for ages so it all worked out.”

Jadyn pinched my cheeks and put on her private baby voice. She was obviously comfortable enough to put on that voice knowing full well it would make me horny. “Of course I had a crush on him. How could I have not with these cute little cheeks?”

Aunt Beth laughed. “Todd was even cuter when he was younger. As cute as a button. Now he’s become a man.” She grabbed my bicep with an amused expression like she was checking how big my muscles were. “So do you still work at…what was that place? The community arts center? You used to be a coordinator there if I remember correctly.” 

“No, it’s been a couple of years since I left that job,” I said. I cleared my throat. “I’m now a financial advisor. At a wealth management firm.”

Ricky grinned. “A pity I couldn’t get hold of some of that advice for the wedding.”

Aunt Beth rolled her eyes. “If it was up to Ricky he’d be standing up there in just shorts and a see-through tank top,” she said. Her eyes met mine again. “It’s a shame that your old friends all seem to have moved out. You could’ve had a reunion.”

I dug into my layered jello and took a big bite, feeling my heart clench tight. “Yeah. Shame.”

“Oh, except for Shannon,” Aunt Beth said, clapping a hand over her forehead like she’d just remembered her. “Shannon Kelley! Do you remember her, Todd? She was your friend! Now she’s all grown up. Married a musician. Has a sweet baby boy and everything. Such a beautiful family.”

I bit down hard on my tongue to stop myself from saying something I would regret. I couldn’t believe my aunt had forgotten that Shannon used to be my bully. I’d always told her what I could, but I had to leave out the grisly details for her own sanity. But she knew Shannon was one of the worst. She knew I hated her. 

Maybe she thought I’d moved on. 

After lunch, Aunt Beth showed us to our room, which, of course, was my old bedroom. The blue walls were still there, along with my old work desk, though all my posters had been taken down. The bed had been replaced, along with the closet. Grinning at us from the bed was the big stuffed Elmo I had as a kid. Jadyn raced to the toy and gave it a big sniff.

“Mmmm. I love these old smells,” she said. Then she looked at me in surprise. “Babe? You okay?”

“Yeah,” I said, grabbing Elmo from her and giving it a hug. 

“I’m so glad you’re home again,” Jadyn said, smiling as she began to undress.

I whistled and gave her a quick spank on the butt. “I’m glad you got to come along.”

As Jadyn disappeared to the bathroom to take a shower, I flopped onto the bed. Apart from Aunt Beth’s news about Shannon, I was actually feeling okay. This trip wasn’t even about me. It was about my aunt, and I had to focus on her. They would get married in less than a week, and I was happy I was going to be there to cheer them on. Jadyn and I would be flying home before we knew it. 

Yes. It was all going to be okay.


CHAPTER 3

Aunt Beth and Ricky got married in the lush backyard of a folksy lakeside resort. I’d never seen her look so happy, and Ricky was looking every bit the proud man now that he was her husband—and almost completely unrecognizable in his tailor-made suit. The weather was good: it was pleasantly hot, the sky was brighter than bright for once, and light winds made sure we weren’t actually sweating. 

Jadyn kept commenting how hot I looked in a suit. She had a thing for me in suits. She was wearing a light blue sundress with bows on top of her shoulders, and the dress swished about royally in the breeze. The heels she had on made her almost as tall as I was. She was stunning.

During the afterparty, Jadyn and I drifted toward the dance floor. Aunt Beth had invited way more people than I’d expected, and the backyard was becoming just a little congested. 

“I can’t wait for our big day…” Jadyn whispered in my ear as we danced. 

I grinned. “I don’t think you’ll have to wait all that long,” I whispered back. 

Jadyn bit her lip and looked at me with awe in her eyes. I knew exactly what she was imagining.

The sun rapidly began to fade into the horizon, the winds picking up and the sky darkening into a dreamy orange-purple sunset. As soon as we took a break, some cheery-looking kid guy walked up to Jadyn and handed her a rose, politely asking her to dance. Jadyn giggled and took off her strappy heels, handing them to me. I helped tuck the rose into one of the clips in her hair. I winked at the kid, and, not wanting to be the third wheel, headed to the bar and got myself a rum and Coke. I was happy to do some quiet, uninterrupted people watching, and thankfully there weren’t a lot of people I recognized. The opposite was true too—a lot of the guests simply had no idea who I was, which I took as a compliment.

That was when I spotted her.  

Her.

A shiver ran over me as I took her in. She was wearing a sleeveless yellow dress that looked a bit tight at the top and displayed her generously thick cleavage. She was dancing near a small crowd, her head swaying lightly to the beat, her hips shimmying in perfect rhythm. Her long, wavy blonde hair seemed uncurled from a previous updo, framing down her back with golden highlights. Her face was a little flushed from dancing. She looked so different, and yet she was the same old Shannon. 

My stomach lurched as she dropped down to her heels and threw an arm in the air as she felt the music. I couldn’t believe Aunt Beth had invited her. How could she? Why didn’t she tell me? 

Of course. Aunt Beth was just being nice. Everyone my age had left this stupid town, except for her. She’d assumed I wanted to meet her. Or that she wanted to meet me. 

In that instant, she made eye contact. Her blue eyes shimmered underneath the fairy lights.

I froze. 

In the few seconds it took for Shannon to walk over to me, I considered many things. Make a run for it. Scream until my lungs broke. Vomit into the grass. Throw my drink down her dress. 

None of which, of course, I had time to do. Or the balls. 

“Hey,” Shannon said. Her tone was completely cool. Casual. “If it isn’t Todd Coleman.”

My head bristled as I processed the way she said my name. It had slipped out so easily, like it had been primed over the years, waiting for this exact moment. “If it isn’t Shannon Kelley,” I countered, but I wanted to fucking kick myself. Fake. Fake. You’re fake. So fucking fake. 

“You remember me,” Shannon said, smiling. “So were you actually going to say hi? Or just watch me dance the whole night?”

Ugh. “I was…trying to place you.”

A dig. She felt it. She looked down at the pair of heels I was clutching, then back at me. Had she seen me and my girlfriend together? I was willing to bet she had. Anger shot through me in the awkward silence that ensued. I hated her nonchalance, coming up to talk like she didn’t have a clue she was the reason I’d had such shit self-esteem my whole life. The reason I couldn’t even talk to a girl unless I was drunk. I wanted to be the bigger person, but all the memories were flooding back to me. The smell of the lockers. The bitter scent of smoke in that bathroom. Her body leaning over me, handing me her panties, telling me she needed me to wear them. 

I had to say something. I couldn’t let her brush something like this under the carpet like I was dog shit. I couldn’t do that to myself. I wouldn’t let her. 

But as soon as I opened my mouth, Shannon was walking away, her butt swaying almost hypnotically.

No!

But all she did was walk to the side of the bar and wave me over. Like a robot, I followed her. All I could hear was my own heart beating wildly. It was like every sound—the laughter, the chatter, even the music—had vanished into the ether. 

Shannon was looking at a polaroid camera set up with a big corkboard. The corkboard was decorated with pictures of wedding guests and had messages written on top of them. 

“Want to wish your aunt together?” she asked.

“Uh,” I said, my throat suddenly going dry. 

Before I even said anything, Shannon had pulled me to her side. She took Jadyn’s heels away from me and placed them gingerly on the grass. Her fingers grazed the side of my hand, instantly sending tingles prickling through my body. She smelled...sexy. She was sexy. There was no denying that truth. She pressed against me and I didn’t dare breathe as I forced a smile for the camera. We waited in silence until it developed. I was looking every bit as pained as I felt in the photo, but Shannon didn’t seem to notice. 

She pinned the photo onto the wall and scribbled something against it, then handed the pen to me.

“Are you staying here for long?” she asked.

“No,” I said curtly, writing down all the nonsensical words that came to my head. “We’re leaving tomorrow.”

“Oh,” she said. Was she disappointed? “Such a short visit. That’s too bad.”

“Too bad?” My voice was coming back to me, and along with it, my balls. “Why?”

She flicked her eyes at me. “I’m sure your aunt would’ve liked you to stay longer.” The judgemental look was souring her face. “I was honestly surprised you even came for the wedding. It was like you forgot she even existed. She was really hurt, you know.”

Hurt? Who the fuck was Shannon, telling people about being hurt?

“I think you know as well as I do why I stayed away,” I said in a small voice.

“Hmm,” Shannon said, then let out a scathing laugh. This was it. This was the Shannon I remembered. That same laugh. She was still the same. She was refusing to admit anything. “Where are you staying?” 

“Aunt Beth’s place,” I said, then reflexively asked: “You?”

“The same old house,” she said. “Michael moved in right after we got married, and then we renovated the whole place. Mom and Dad moved out because they were done with this town. Funny, I know.”

I knew the route to that house like the back of my hand. I wondered where her husband was. 

Shannon knew exactly what I was thinking.

“Michael couldn’t be here because he had a gig booked like a year back.” Shannon was watching me closely as she explained. “Out of town. I’m home all day tomorrow, if you want to come over.”

What? I blinked at her, sure that I’d misheard things. Did she just invite me to her place? While her husband was still out of town? 

“I can’t,” I finally said. “I’m taking Jadyn out tomorrow. We don’t really have much time, since we have an early morning flight the day after, so…” This time, I was the one watching her closely, looking to see her reaction. “Jadyn’s my girlfriend.”

Shannon just nodded. “She’s pretty,” she said absent-mindedly. Her finger was tracing over the guest messages on the wall. I hated that a picture of Shannon and I was immortalized on there. “I never thought you had it in you to pull a girl like that, Todd.”

I grimaced. The insult had cut through me hard, razor sharp and biting. I was old Todd then, the skinny guy with long hair and acne, the guy who she turned into a girl.

Shannon sighed. “In case you change your mind…” she said. “You know what to do.”

“Okay.”   

And just like that, she left. Right after she’d insulted me. Right after knocking any shred of normality left in my world. She stepped through the crowds, and walked back up the steps through the resort doors, disappearing from view. 

“Who was that?” 

Jadyn came through, hooking her arm through mine. She was red-faced from dancing, and the rose in her hair was no longer there, probably fallen and crushed on the dance floor. 

“Just an old friend,” I choked out. 

“Oh,” she said, completely disinterested. “Well, I’m famished. Let’s go eat.”

I let her pull me away to the buffet, but I was far from hungry.


CHAPTER 4

The next day, Jadyn and I had the house to ourselves. Aunt Beth and Ricky had flown to Cancun for their honeymoon, but we were basically given the house key so we could make ourselves at home during our final day in town. Our flight was at an ungodly hour the next day (4 a.m.), and with our late start to the morning, we didn’t really have much time. Jadyn did some shopping on the little strip of indie shops downtown and we chilled at the pool hall. Then I took her out for dinner. We had wine and pasta in one of the more upscale restaurants that Aunt Beth had recommended. 

The whole time I was with Jadyn, I was trying to push Shannon’s invitation out of my head. 

A part of me still couldn’t believe I’d actually met her last night. That she’d actually asked me to come over. For what? Did she want to apologize to me? Make amends? Somehow I doubted that. I remembered the way she’d danced so seductively under the lights, knowing that I’d been secretly watching her. The way she’d smelled and pulled me close for the picture. Ten years on, what the hell did she want to do to me? What more could she take from me?

Once we came home, Jadyn announced she was exhausted. I wondered what Shannon was up to right then. Was she home alone? Probably looking after her kid?

Was she thinking about me?

Jadyn was huddled in bed. She was watching me pace up and down the room. 

“Come here,” she said.

I went over and climbed under the comforter. We snuggled.  

“Are you okay?” she asked. 

I nodded. “Just a little tired. I guess.”

“This doesn’t have to be your last day, Todd,” Jadyn said. “We can come again. Soon. Maybe even next summer. I know how important Aunt Beth is to you.”

I nodded again. “Yeah, that would be nice,” I lied. I gave her a peck on the cheek.

“I’ll be going to bed soon.”

“Okay,” I said. I got out of bed and stretched. “I think I’ll go get some fresh air. Maybe take a walk.”

“Right now?”

“Yeah. Is that okay?”

“Of course it is.” Jadyn smiled and took her phone, opening up her TikTok app. “Enjoy your walk. Time for some mindless scrolling before bed.”

I left her there, slipping out the front door and locking it behind me. Outside, the air smelled sweet and earthy, and the starless sky seemed to stretch for miles beyond the darkness of the streets. I started walking, not thinking, trying not to untangle what I was really about to do. This was my last day. When would I come by again? Probably never. I had a very small window of opportunity. The question was: what the hell should I do?  

My mind had already been made up. That was what scared me. 

I just need closure, I thought as I upped my pace to a brisk walk. I just need her to know what she made me feel. 

Shannon lived about twenty minutes away, right next to the community park. I knew the route by heart because I’d passed that way so many times all those years ago. I started a light jog, feeling my underarms dampen and my muscles loosen as I moved swiftly through the darkness. Jadyn was probably asleep by now. Maybe Shannon was too. A sense of dread settled over me as I walked past the familiar convenience store and made a left onto Shannon’s street. I was being stupid. Shannon was never going to answer the fucking door. 

I passed through each house, trying to catch my breath. I could see the park in the distance, shrouded in misty shadows. And then there it was. Shannon’s old place. 

I walked up to the front door. The lights were on both upstairs and downstairs, and there was the faint buzz of a television, but other than that, it was quiet. Way too quiet. The quietness was strangely inviting. 

No husband. No one home except for my bully.

I don’t have any bad intentions, I reminded myself. 

I knocked on Shannon’s door, and waited for her to answer.


CHAPTER 5

Her son was sleeping in her arms. 

If Shannon was surprised that I was standing on her front doorstep, she didn’t show it. There wasn’t a lick of makeup on her face, but her skin was flawless except for a slight puffiness under her eyes. She was wearing jeans and a rumpled T-shirt which exposed her belly button, giving away how tall she was. Her son was older than I’d expected—about four or five years old—and completely silent and content in the cocoon of his mother’s warmth.

Shannon didn’t close the door on me. 

I followed her as she went to an upstairs bedroom and lay her son down, then stepped out and closed the door behind her. 

“I was just about to take a shower,” she said. 

I swallowed. “Maybe I should go.”

To my surprise she took my hand and held it there. “Don’t leave,” she said. “I didn’t think you’d come.” She led me to the living room sofa and motioned for me to sit down.

“I think we need to talk,” she said, taking some of the magazines off the sofa to make space for me. As I flopped down, her arm brushed against mine, lingering there for longer than it needed to be. The pit of my stomach began to flutter and my heart amped up so rapidly I felt it thunder inside my chest. 

Shannon gave me a sideways glance. One corner of her mouth lifted up, the sweetness of temptation already playing on her lips. Those soft pink lips, devilishly reminding me of lips that belonged to another part of her. 

“Just give me five minutes to rinse myself off. I trust you’ll be quiet?” she said, nudging her head toward the upstairs bedroom. 

I struggled to speak. “Of course.”

She gave me a nod and disappeared out of the room. I patted the phone inside my pocket, wondering if I should send Jadyn a quick message to say I dropped by a friend’s house. But then I decided against it—Jadyn was sleeping, after all, and I didn’t want to bother her. And what the fuck was I thinking would happen tonight? I was already reading too much into things, when Shannon had explicitly stated that all she’d wanted to do was talk. 

I stared at the TV, the images just all blurring together into a mess. My chest felt unspeakably tight and I couldn’t feel my feet on the floor. Some time later, Shannon came back into the room. Her hair was wet, the ends trailing down her shoulders all the way to her hips.

She was dressed in just a towel. 

I suddenly couldn’t breathe. Every thought and all sense of logic escaped me. 

Shannon stepped up to me and straddled me, her body arching until her ass settled down confidently on my lap. Her wet hair swept against my T-shirt, sending droplets of shower water flying onto me. She gave me a criminally beautiful smile. 

“What are you— ” I choked. 

“Shhh. Undress me,” she said, taking my hand and guiding me to the small towel knot near her armpit. 

My fingers were shaking as I undid her towel and it fell off in a crumpled heap by my feet. Her huge breasts sprung into my face, causing my cock to twitch uncontrollably. Her entire weight was on my cock, and it felt magical. 

My bully took my hand and guided it toward one of her breasts. I gave it a squeeze and bit back a moan. Her nipples were so red and puffy and as hard as bullets. She whipped them in my face, dragging one nipple up and down my mouth. The room was becoming hazy, and so were my thoughts. 

“I have a girlfriend!” I finally sputtered out. “This is wrong. I shouldn’t be…”

But Shannon just put a finger to my lips. “I know you want this, Todd. You’ve wanted this for years, haven’t you?”

She was so right I wanted to roll up into a ball and pass out.

I didn’t want to face the truth. That I’d worshiped her. Even when she clearly hated me with every fiber of her being, I’d worshiped her. Dreamt of her. Wanted her. Loved her. Nothing—nothing—had changed in ten years. 

“You broke me,” I said, and suddenly I was blinking tears away. I was so frustrated at Shannon and angry at myself for not being able to hold my emotions together. “You broke me, Shannon. How could you do something like that to another person?”

Shannon was silent. Then she said, “Take off your shirt.”

I didn’t resist. Once my T-shirt was on the floor, Shannon unbuckled my pants and slipped my boxers down to my knees. She stared at my hard-on like she was studying it from every angle. I was shaved. I made it a point to shave my cock and ass every day. It was something that Jadyn appreciated. Now, with one of the most intimate parts of me exposed, I had the feeling that Shannon wanted to touch it, maybe check how soft and smooth the skin was. And I did want her to touch it. So bad. I wanted to her grip it in her palm, kiss it, lick it, suck it, make love to it…

But she didn’t touch me. 

She got off the couch. Like she’d suddenly come to her senses. She took the towel off the floor and tied it around herself again, not even looking at me. 

I suddenly felt very ashamed. What had I done? I’d been a fucking idiot. I’d never even thought about Jadyn. I’d already hurt the person I loved the most. I couldn’t believe it.

Shannon breezed to the front door and unlocked it. 

“If you want this, Todd, I’ll be upstairs,” she said quietly. “But you’ll have to strip everything off before you come see me. And if you don’t want to do this, you can walk out. I don’t need to see you.” She smiled brightly, her teeth unbelievably, perfectly white. “As for your girlfriend, I don’t know her. I don’t really give a fuck about her Todd. She’s your problem.”

I opened my mouth to speak, but she just ignored me and calmly walked out and back upstairs. 

She was still so cruel. So, so cruel. 

I had a million questions. What did she mean by ‘this’? Did she really mean sex? Would she really let me fuck her? Or was this a trap? Just another one of her plans to humiliate me?

With my erection slowly fading away, I considered my predicament. The answer was simple. I had to get the fuck out of here, back to Aunt Beth’s house and back to my girlfriend, wash every dirty thought off me and then go to sleep. But I struggled to move to the front door, out onto the steps and into the night. This was like a fantasy. Shannon—the girl who had plagued me for years—wanted me. 

And I needed her. 

Needed her to touch me. Take control of me. Fill me with shame, and so much more. 

Just like before. 

As I stepped out of my boxers, becoming fully naked in a strange house, I knew I would never forgive myself. I’d failed myself, and I’d failed Jadyn. My renewed boner completely defied my conscience as I slowly made my way up the staircase. I could hear the faint sounds of the washer running behind a closed door. At the end of the hallway I found myself in Shannon’s bedroom. 

Shannon and Michael’s bedroom.

She was in bed, in a worn pink robe, reading an old paperback. When she heard me enter she took off her glasses and set the book aside. She glanced at my naked body, at my erection, but didn’t say anything. Her robe parted a little, revealing the curves of her cleavage. My breath hitched as a swollen nipple popped out into the open. 

My gaze fell to the spread of clothes on top of the bedspread. It was a white, angelic looking lingerie set. Satin panties. A bra with petite ribbons coming down the straps. White stockings with a floral design at the top. A garter belt that had cut-outs in the shape of hearts. 

We didn’t exchange a single word. 

I knew what I had to do.


CHAPTER 6

I crept forward, my penis bobbing with every step. 

I suddenly felt ashamed of my boner, too shy to appear masculine.

That was how she wanted me after all. Small, delicate, devoted and feminine. A victim.

I picked up the women’s undergarments and balled them up against my crotch. Slouching, I made my way toward the bathroom. But then Shannon finally spoke, her words slicing through the unbelievably thick tension in the air.

“Where do you think you’re going?” she said. “You can dress up right here.”

I cringed. Humiliated, I turned around. Yes, this was just dress up after all. I was becoming a woman to entertain her. 

As she watched me get dressed, I knew that she knew. From the way the panties slinked up my body, settling gracefully on my hips, to the way I hooked up the bra so easily behind my back, adjusting the straps and cups so they fit my chest better. She was the only person in the world who knew my secret. I brought the garter belt up to my waist, not being able to help but admire the way it shaped my body so beautifully. I hooked it close and fell down on the bed next to her, feeling her shallow breaths ghost over my back as the white stockings glided over my legs. I stood up and clipped the garter belt onto the stockings, adjusting the strap length.

Shannon smiled once I was done. Then she got off the bed and headed straight to the closet, taking out a tube of lipstick and a long golden-brown wig. She sauntered over to me and asked me to kneel in front of her. She uncapped the lipstick and hovered it over my mouth. I pouted like a good girl, rubbing my lips together once she’d finished applying the deep orange-red color onto me. I desperately wanted to please her. 

She warmed a little lipstick in between her fingers and dabbed some onto my cheeks and eyelids. Her touch made me want to groan out loud.

“I bet your girlfriend doesn’t do this,” she said as she slid the wig over my head and fixed it. 

The words shot through me like an arrow. It was unforgivable, but there was something about the way she said that that made me so horny. Shannon was so fucking seductive. She knew the power she had, and she was brandishing it over me like a warrior woman with a sword. My boner grew underneath my soft, satin panties. Soon, I knew I’d be leaking. 

I was still kneeling on the carpet when she hunched over, laying her weight atop my shoulders and straddling my face. I brought my arms up around her thighs and took in my bully’s scent. The need within me was so primal now, and nothing could stop me from waltzing straight into this disaster.

Shannon started to gyrate against my face, swiped her pussy slowly up and down, using my nose as a spur. 

“Do I smell better than your girlfriend?” she asked huskily. 

I tensed, feeling faint and weakened at the question. How could I even answer that? I couldn’t do that to Jadyn.

“Answer me, you piece of shit,” Shannon said, pushing my head back so I would look at her.

I recoiled physically at that insult. I stared deep into the shimmering blue pools of her eyes, savoring the attention she was giving me. 

“And you better not call me anything but Goddess,” she said, parting her thighs so I could speak. “Because that’s what I am to you. So answer me, Todd. Fucking answer me. Don’t be a coward, like you were in school. Be brave. Be who you are.”

“You smell better than my girlfriend, Goddess,” I said, my voice tinny and girly. 

She nudged my chin upwards, forcing me to look up at her again. “Say her name.”

I took a deep breath. “You…you smell better than Jadyn, Goddess,” I said. Fuck. I’d done it. I’d betrayed my girlfriend in the most heinous way possible.

My hurt seemed to fuel Shannon’s arousal. She started pumping up and down, stimulating herself freely on my lipsticked mouth. “Lick me, sissy,” she said, her voice rasping in the quiet, still room. 

I did it obediently, slowly, until I was engulfed in her juices. She was so wet. She cried and groaned desperately, her thighs shivering with pleasure as her clit danced against my tongue. I was surrounded by her from every possible angle, and I loved it. 

I inserted my fingers inside her, sucking at her hot, hard clit like I was in a rage.    

“I wonder how Jadyn would feel if she knew you were out here, licking me like a dog,” she moaned. “Dressed in panties and a bra with makeup and a wig on. Like a little slut. What do you think she’d do, sissy?”

Before I could react, however, her body slipped into an amazing climax. She squeezed her legs together and humped me violently, sputtering out moans that were half-silenced only by her need to be quiet, her nails almost skinning my bare shoulders. A minute later, she finally pulled away, letting me breathe.

“Jadyn will never forgive me, Goddess,” I whispered, feeling my privates thump painfully underneath my panties. “Why are you doing this to me, Goddess? Why do you hate me so much?”

Shannon stood up and gave me a disgusted look. Her thighs were still glistening with her fluids. “Me? I’m not doing anything,” she lashed out. “You’re the one who came here. You’re the one who came upstairs to our room. You did this to yourself, sissy.”

My chin trembled. I wasn’t willing to let her go so easily this time. “I mean, back in school," I said quietly. "I want to know why you bullied me. You had such…hate…for me.” I bit my lip, fighting against the urge to sob in front of her. “That day in the bathroom? It really fucked me up, you know. More than you’d ever know.”

Shannon wrapped her robe around her and fished something out from a bag under the bed before opening up the door to the bedroom balcony. I followed her, reluctant at first to step out into a more public space wearing what really was a very sexy lingerie set. But Shannon ordered me to close the balcony door behind us and then lit up her cigarette, glancing just once at my disdainful expression.

“Don’t look at me like that, sissy. I quit,” she said, taking a long drag and exhaling into the night air. “This is the first I’ve had in like three years.” She swiveled toward me, resting her back against the wall. I couldn't help but blush, resting my arms over my crotch. She was still looking at me with so much hunger. “I mean, look at you. Why did I torment you? The answer is simple, simpler than you think. I liked you.”

“I don’t believe you,” I blurted out.

This time, she blew smoke straight into my face, causing me to fumble back while she let out an amused giggle. “Maybe liked is the wrong word…maybe I liked the fact I could treat you like shit and you still respected me. You were falling head over heels for me, and I guess I liked the way you made me feel. I'm not saying what I was doing was healthy. It was an addiction." She laughed. “Look at me, doing so much self-reflecting.”

“Are you happy, Shannon?” I asked. “I mean, Goddess? In your marriage?”

She answered instantly. “Of course I am. Michael's fucking great. I have a family now, and I love them to death." She gave me a hard stare, and this time goosebumps cropped up all over my arms. "I can tell you love Jadyn to death too. But sex is different, huh?"

An icy chill twisted down my spine. I wanted to call her out so badly. Shannon was probably fucking someone behind her husband's back every time she got the chance, and tonight was really just one of her average adventures. But really—was I any different? Cheat once, cheat twice, it was all the same. I was just as bad as her.

Shannon tossed the cigarette onto the balcony floor and stomped on it once. “Anyway, enough talking. The Goddess is ready."

“What is Goddess ready for?” I asked meekly, feeling something spark inside my very core.

“She’s ready to fuck you,” Shannon said.

She snorted at my incredulous face. “Don’t tell me you didn’t think that was in the cards for tonight?”  Her eyes trailed from my head to my breasts, to my waist cinched in tight by the garter belt, to my legs, bathed in white. “Yes, I want to fuck you, sissy girl, and you know exactly what that means, don’t you? You’re smart enough to know that. Ugh, when you’re looking all sexy like that, I don’t think I could forgive myself if I let you go tonight and don’t fuck you. I mean, who knows when we’ll see each other again?” We ambled back to the bedroom. “Come up here on the bed. No. On second thought, get down here. I like the thought of fucking you on the floor."

She pointed to the corner of the room that met with the bedroom door.

"Bend over and lean your shoulders against the door. Better be quick, sissy. We both don’t have much time.”

Nervously, I glanced at the clock. One hour to midnight. In less than five hours I'd be hopping on a plane, leaving my hometown forever. I prayed that Jadyn was fast asleep by now. I'd left my phone downstairs and now there was no way to know if she'd sent me any texts. 

As I crawled into position, resting my right shoulder gently against the door, I felt so fucking small, so vulnerable, knowing what my bully was about to do to me. Shannon gave me a cryptic smile before ordering me to look straight at the door. Then I felt her foot skating up and down my back. I held my breath as she pulled on the panties, bringing them down little by little until my ass was fully exposed. She snuck a toe in between my cheeks, moving it so slowly, teasing me with her vulgar intentions.

When her toe tucked itself into the entrance of my asshole, I choked back a moan.

“Have you ever had sex with a man?”

“No, Goddess,” I whispered. Then I made it a point to say: "I'm not gay, Goddess."

“I already know your girlfriend doesn’t peg you," she said with a satisfied chuckle. "So. I’ll assume you’re a virgin."

“Nothing’s been up there, other than some of my fingers, Goddess,” I answered truthfully.

“Okay,” she said. She was drizzling lube all over my crack. “Then hurry up and prep yourself. Use your fingers.”

I whimpered. There was a hurried intensity to the way she was talking to me and it was turning me on so much—like she wanted to use me just to get her fix and then be done with me. Like I was just an itch she wanted to scratch. I smeared the lube all over my backside, feeling my privates squeeze out a ton of precum. Hastily, I inserted a finger inside my hole, finding the wetness of the lube a little too pleasurable. 

As I made myself ready, Shannon was attaching a strap-on onto herself. The thing had two prongs sticking out, a big one from the front and a smaller one from the back. She inserted the smaller prong into her pussy and waved her new cock in my face. The cock was a shiny peach, with a thick, fleshy head and light blue veins criss-crossing down the shaft. 

Suddenly, I wanted to humiliate myself by telling her how much I really wanted her.

“Oh Goddess, I really need your cock inside me!” I cried out.

She flashed me a satisfied smirk. 

“You’re going to make me feel so good..." she said softly. "You think your ass knows how lucky it is tonight?”

I groaned. My finger was still inside my hole, vigorously rubbing in the lube.

Shannon came and stood over me. Her nakedness was dizzyingly beautiful. Her big breasts were swollen with arousal, and that pink cock seemed like it was every bit a part of her.

“Suck me,” she said, getting down to her knees. 

I sucked her eagerly, desperately, wanting to do more to please her, wishing I could do more to impress her. With every passing second, I hated my performance more and more, and tried to make up for it by being aggressive. I spat on her cock’s mushroom head, then sloshed my mouth in and out, pumping the shaft with one frenzied palm. I could hear the other end of the dildo ram in and out of her increasingly wet pussy. The sound was like music to my ears.

"Look at you...sucking my big cock..." Shannon murmured. "Still a sissy and a loser, aren't you?"

I moaned into her cock, nodding frantically, accepting the bitter truth. I kept sucking until I could see her eyes cloud over with a lustful rage and she ordered me to stop.

“I’m going to fuck you now,” she whispered, pushing my panties down further. She didn't have to state the obvious, but for some reason, the words reverberated in the air and soaked deep into my bones, making me shiver. I was overwhelmed—with excitement, with fear, with nerves. After all these years, my bully was going to fuck me. 

I'd waited so long for this moment. 


CHAPTER 7

When Shannon’s huge cock finally pierced me, it was like a decade of pain and frustration erupted out of me, causing me to shake and writhe against the door. 

She was slow and gentle only for a short while. We didn't have a ton of time, after all, and her impatience was quickly taking over. I curled forward as she fucked me, my kneecaps digging painfully onto the floor, feeling her cock fill me and the pressure shoot up my tight virgin asshole. I'd made a mess of the carpet because I was steadily dripping onto it. 

I tried not to think about anything other than this moment. Tried not to think of anyone other than my Goddess. I didn't want to face the future or worry about what would happen once all this was over. 

And as my body gave in to my sinful urges and loosened itself, I bounced my butt to help her ram her penis even deeper into my depths. 

It was all starting to feel unbearably, dangerously good.

“Break me, Goddess,” I begged. “Break me so I won’t even be able to walk tomorrow. Break me so Jadyn will notice and have to ask me what’s wrong. Break me so I’ll have no choice but to tell her the truth. About what a pathetic sissy I am. A sissy who likes wearing panties and worshiping women who just want to use me.”

I heard Shannon suck in a breath and then her cock twisted and jerked sharply into me. I bit down on my scream. 

“Get over here,” she rasped, throwing me against the foot of the bed. I was slumped over the edge, still on my knees, thighs spread wide for her. Shannon slithered her cock up and down my crack and the bottom of my back, teasing me until I didn't know whether I was whimpering or sobbing. Then she lined her soft legs against mine and started fucking my brains out again. My entire body bobbed with her thrusts, my head being jerked wildly in response to her fury. She fucked me again and again and again until I was just crying oh god...oh god...oh god...straight into the mattress. 

And I couldn’t help but think about Jadyn. My sweet, sweet Jadyn. She was back home, still sleeping, completely oblivious to what her sissy boyfriend was up to...

“Do you think Jadyn has cheated on me, Goddess?” I whimpered. 

"If she hasn't already, she will," Shannon said. "It's only a matter of time, baby. You won’t be able to keep up the pretense for much longer...she'll need to go looking for man dick...even my dick is much bigger and better than your crummy clit, isn't that right, baby?"

"Yes, Goddess!" I gasped. 

She grabbed me roughly by the hips as she tanked into me with fresh energy. I pulled my long hair to the front and twisted sideways, wanting her to see my small breasts bounce each time she drilled me. My ass felt so sore already. 

"Don't you fucking dare cum," she said, slapping me hard on one cheek. 

Tears sprung down my rosy cheeks at her command. I was so close. God, I need this. I need this. I need this. I wasn't sure if I could control myself for much longer. 

“Up,” Shannon said suddenly.

The dildo slipped out of my ass, leaving my hole puckering and needy. She hoisted me up, pulling me painfully by one bra strap out of the bedroom. 

“Stay quiet,” she said.

“Yes, Goddess,” I whispered.

I could hear the blood pounding in my head as I limped behind her. My legs were practically jelly.

Where was Shannon taking me?


CHAPTER 8

The house itself was silent apart from the patter of rain outside and the sweeping of tree branches against the windows. Winds howled over the roof like ghosts shrieking in disapproval at what we were doing. The only lights were coming from the living room downstairs. Shannon took me to the staircase and after going down halfway, she sat down on one of the stairs and parted her legs wide open, resting her elbows comfortably behind her. Her cock jerked up majestically, somehow looking bigger and more menacing. Was that thing really inside me just a second ago?

"Ride me," she ordered. 

The butterflies in my stomach went crazy. So hot. Soooo hot. Holding onto the railing, I steadily lowered myself onto her. As her cock filled me again and I was brave enough to wrap my arms around her neck, I felt small again, tiny and worthless next to her tall, sinewy frame. I began to ride her, first testing it slowly to make sure my ass was up for it, then upping my pace, until I had no choice but to hand all my power to her. 

"Oh fuck!" she gasped, falling back and letting go of me for a split second. 

I must be making her feel good. 

"I think...I think..." I huffed, trying so hard but unable to form a coherent sentence. I was trying to tell her I was going to explode soon, and there was nothing I could do to stop it. 

Using her teeth, Shannon pushed down one of my bra cups and attacked my nipple angrily with her tongue. Her left hand shot up to clamp over my mouth so I couldn’t cry out in ecstasy. Her tongue twirled lustfully over my bud and then she was kissing it with furious desperation. 

That was when I remembered the front door was still unlocked. My clothes were just feet away, along with my phone, and I could've sworn I was hearing it buzz. As I strained my ears, though, the buzzing faded away, and I knew it was just my imagination. But the thought of Shannon's husband cutting his trip short and waltzing in right through that door made me...wet. Our terrible secret uncovered...all he'd see would be my hot sissy ass bouncing on top of his wife's giant strap-on...

“Fuck me harder, Goddess!” I breathed.

“I’ll fuck you, you whore,” she whispered, letting a trail of saliva break as she released my abused nipple. Her fingers were suddenly on my sissy clit, which was brushing up against her belly and ruining it with precum. “Tell me the truth, whore. Tell me you love me.”

“I love you, Goddess,” I cried out, her fast pumping making me let go. “I love you! I love you! I love you!”

We came together that night. Shannon jerked around in her climax, ramming into me harder than she ever had, and I could almost feel the force of her pussy reverberating in my ass. My cum spraying onto her open hand was probably the most beautiful thing I'd ever seen. My groin twitched and squeezed upon itself like it was having a fucking seizure, the rush still just as intense as when it had started. I'd never had an orgasm even close to this in my life. 

Once we were done, Shannon smeared my cum over my made-up face while I groaned in delight. 

Then she stood up, unbuckled her strap-on, and just looked at me for a long time, as if memorizing everything she did to me so she could look back on this for years to come. I stared back at her, sitting on the step with my hair all wild and messy, sweat and cum running down my face, one nipple out, one expensive stocking torn to shreds.

“You can leave now,” she said. 

My mouth fell open. She was done with me. As soon as she'd cum, she wanted me out? 

Had anything changed? Did this encounter even mean anything?

Wordlessly, I got up and walked to the living room. She followed me there and watched me strip down again. I gathered up her clothes and handed them to her along with the wig, giving her a sheepish smile.

I got dressed quickly, and when I turned around once more I thought I saw a single tear roll down her cheek.

I wanted to hug her so badly, but I didn’t want her to lash out at me. 

Don’t be a coward.

“Fuck it,” I muttered. I went in and wrapped my arms around her, surrounding myself in her scent. Then I gave her a kiss on the cheek. 

To my surprise, she hugged me back.

“Sorry for ruining your underwear,” I whispered.

All she did was smile back.

“Get out,” she said. The smile actually reached her eyes this time. 

I began walking back in the rain, letting my face and clothes soak in the downpour. I was definitely having trouble walking straight and every limb in my body felt battered with fatigue. Thoughts of Jadyn ripped through me, and I was suddenly nauseous. I pulled out my phone and peered down at the screen. No calls or messages. 

I’d have to break it to her—I knew that much. She deserved to know. An image of her all bundled up in bed like a sleeping koala—that was how she slept—tugged at my heart. Maybe the time wasn’t now, but it would have to happen soon. 

I started jogging, desperate to go back to Aunt Beth’s house, back to my girlfriend, and back to my old life as quickly as I could. 

THE END


FEMDOM THERAPIST




CHAPTER 1

“TOO SHY TO APPROACH GIRLS? DATING LIFE AS DRY AS THE SAHARA? Gain back your confidence and become the man you know you are with accredited sex therapist Dr. Sara Markova. Book your appointment today!”

The Google Ad had been annoyingly persistent. Wherever I went on the web, it followed me like the tail of a dog, an endless stream of banners and click-texts sneaking into my Google searches. The photos of the woman on the ad—who I assumed was Dr. Sara Markova—wore a markedly critical expression. Sara was a busty woman in her mid-thirties or so, with a soft, dewy complexion that contrasted with her determined face. She had the seductive smile of an experienced saleswoman. 

A week went by, and the ads still followed. Sara’s poses became more and more sensual, with close-ups of her lips and sheer tops that revealed her lace lingerie underneath. Still, I never gave them more than a cursory glance, feeling more miffed than anything that Google thought I was the kind of loser who needed help talking to girls. Granted, I’d been that kind of loser in college. But I was past all of that now. 

I never thought I’d actually click on the ad until the day I crossed paths with an angel.

You know how girls you hook up with often end up looking different than their online profiles? Most of the time, the difference involves flattering lighting, a slimming angle, or maybe a tucked in double-chin (or three).  

Well, that day I headed to the bar where I was supposed to meet up with this girl, Leah. Seated at the bar was this gorgeous blond angel. She was wearing a pair of ripped jeans and a tube top, and if you looked really closely you could gatch a glimpse of the angel wings on her back. I sat nervously next to her and texted my date. Imagine how surprised I was when I heard a beep right next to me. The angel took out her phone and texted me back. 

I hadn’t even been able to recognize Leah, but not for all the usual reasons. I was catfished in the best way possible, and it made me a nervous wreck and things just sort of went downhill from there. Even before we parted ways, I knew we were never going to hook up. Leah was too far out of my league. 

I left the bar thinking of her. I went home and showered thinking of her. That whole week, I couldn’t stop thinking of her. I knew her first name and the little tidbits she’d written on her profile, but that was it. If only I had the guts to message her again. Be confident enough to be a man and ask her out. I’d have loved to fuck her. Heck, I would’ve loved to have her as my girlfriend.

The next day, Google definitely knew I’d gone on a crappy date, because when I visited my favorite blog, a giant banner blew up in my face. It was Sara the sex therapist. Her sultry eyes seemed to be calling to me. Frowning, I quickly read the huge text printed on the ad.

“OPEN FOR FREE 30-MINUTE CONSULTATIONS. For a limited time only.”

A little itch started at the back of my head. I could get some help about my conundrum. Some free help from a hot therapist. 

“What the heck, I’ll take it,” I muttered to myself, and clicked on the ad.

And that was how I found myself in Dr. Sara Markova’s office.

It was a decision that would change the course of my life. Forever.


CHAPTER 2

Later that week, I sat nervously in Sara’s waiting room. Her clinic was located inside a corporate office building, and shiny portraits and certificates were hung across the wall. I shifted from one butt cheek to the other on the hard blue plastic chair, wondering why the heck I felt so anxious. Maybe it was because I’d already seen so many photos of Sara and now we were meeting for the first time. It was like a date with someone you’d connected with online. Except, of course, it wasn’t.

When it was my time, I scuttled toward the door and cautiously swung it open. Sara was seated behind a big oak desk, chewing on a pencil while typing on her laptop. She was just as good-looking as her pictures had suggested—hair curled and set perfectly, cheeks dewy, blouse irresistibly tight at the chest, though she looked a tad older in comparison. She had to be in her forties. Maybe early forties.

Sara didn’t even look up, let alone acknowledge me, so I awkwardly plodded toward the big gray couch and sat down. There, I waited for another ten minutes, studying the clock above her head, until Sara slammed her laptop shut and gave me a bright smile. 

“Jason Syme?” she asked. 

“Yes,” I said, smiling back and squeezing my fingers together. I wasn’t sure why I felt like I was back in college. 

“Perfect. I’m Sara, as I’m sure you already know. Thanks for coming along to a consultation.” Her smile widened, and it made me a little uncomfortable. She had a way of smiling through you, like she could instantly see through any bullshit. 

Sara picked up her pencil and a leather-bound notebook and walked across the room toward me. She sat on the other end of the gray couch and crossed her legs. For the first time I could admire her tight black pencil skirt and her polished red heels.

And her thighs.

They were thick. Strong and juicy.

“Jason, this…” She waved her pencil around the room. “...is a safe space. I want you to be completely comfortable in saying what’s on your mind, so I’d like to assure you that whatever you say here will be for my ears only.” Her pencil slipped through her fingers and fell near my sneakers. I bent down instantly and tried to grab it for her, except she was trying to pick it up at the same time too. Our hands touched for the briefest moment, and something sparked between us, like a burst of light. It made my heart thud. 

“So what brought you here today?” Sara asked. “Jason, are you alright?”

“Yes!” I squeaked. “I’m fine!”

Gross, I thought at the sound of my own voice. What the fuck was happening to me? I was regressing, going back in time to that awful date. This was exactly how I’d felt and acted—self-conscious and awkward as hell, like a fucking mouse and too doped out to do anything about it. Maybe I really was the kind of loser who didn’t have the guts to talk to girls. Real girls, with thick thighs and body-melting smiles and faces carved like angels. 

“Jason?”

“Oh, um, it’s stupid really,” I said, cautiously tending to a scratch on my chin while I spoke. “I thought I was doing alright in dating and all, but then I had this super rough experience with a girl.”

Sara was listening intently. “Go on.”

“She was really hot and it was like all my confidence went out the window,” I said. “It was horrible and humiliating, and I completely ruined my chances of making a good impression on her, when I really, really liked her.” I expelled a puff of air. Sara’s face was still, absorbing every word I was saying. “I wish I wasn’t shy, you know?”

Sara nodded approvingly. “Oh, I know.” She leaned back against the couch and tucked her pencil behind one ear. “It’s normal to get anxious in some social situations. You wouldn’t believe how many of my clients— all well-to-do, healthy people, I might add—clam up in the presence of an attractive woman. Do you know why that happens?”

I shook my head. 

“Shyness is all about sensitivity to social boundaries,” Sara said. “If you’re hypersensitive to those boundaries, your focus is only on preventing yourself from overstepping. At any cost.” 

I scratched at my chin again. I was following what she was saying, but I wasn’t sure if I getting it. 

“Let’s try an exercise,” Sara suggested, flipping her book closed and tossing it back on her desk. “Tell me something outrageous. About yourself, or about me. Something you’d never dare tell a woman.”

My face instantly heated up. I took an embarrassingly long time to think. “Um, I guess I was kind of nervous coming to meet you.”

Sara didn’t say anything for a full minute. Then she said, “I think you can dig a little deeper, Jason.”

I blushed. Did she think I was lying or something? “The girl I went on a date with…Leah. I can’t stop thinking about her. Last night I even had a dream about her.”

“Oh? Tell me about this dream.”

I shifted uncomfortably on the couch. “It was actually a nightmare. We met at the same bar, except this time Leah looked completely different. She looked like a bloated toad, and she kept telling me that I better be grateful I was even talking to her. That I didn’t deserve any better. I spent the entire dream trying to impress a toad.” I shuddered. “It was awful.”

Sara looked amused, her normally hard features relaxing. For some reason, I was happy I’d made her relax.

“That’s your brain trying to process a traumatic experience,” she said. “And yes, a lot of dating can be traumatic, especially for a young man who still has a lot to learn about women.” She smiled. “It’s my turn to say something outrageous. Ready?”

“Yes.”

“I’d love to sleep with you.”

I gasped, then started to choke on my own spit. Did she just…? Did I hit my head somewhere? “What?”

Sara smirked. “I told you it would be something outrageous. See, I just crossed a social boundary. Women are socialized never to outwardly express their interest, so your shock is understandable. How do you feel right now?”

“Pretty shocked, to tell you the truth,” I muttered, averting my eyes. I was still blushing hard. Sara had just told me she’d like to fuck me. Fuck. Me. 

“Your turn now,” she said softly. “Take a deep breath. Look me in the eyes while you say it, Jason.” 

I inhaled slowly. “Okay. Um. I really like what you’re wearing.”

Sara looked down at her blouse and smoothed her palm across her sheer chest, where the tank she was wearing underneath gave way to her cleavage. “Thank you. What do you like about it?”

I swallowed. “I’m not sure,” I lied. “It’s flattering. I guess.” I glanced at her nervously. “Your turn.”

“Hmm.” Sara sucked in a breath and leaned forward, sliding an arm across the top of the couch. If she moved forward another inch her fingers would’ve been touching my shoulder. “I’m curious to see what you look like naked.” She smiled, her eyes glinting. “I hope I get to, one day.”

A drop of sweat, cold and slimy, slid down my back. Was Sara coming onto me? God, she was hot, with that fierce look she was giving me. Why did I suddenly feel so embarrassed? 

“I want to nurse your breasts,” I said. 

I slapped my hand over my mouth so hard my front teeth rattled. I couldn’t believe I’d said that out loud. 

One corner of her mouth lifted as her fiery eyes settled on me. “Very good,” she said. “Now this time, try saying please.”

“Please, I want to nurse your breasts.”

“I was joking, Jason.”

I reddened. Obviously. Did I really think my therapist would pop open her buttons and flip a tit out just for me?

Focus, Jason. 

“I like seeing you all flustered,” she said. “And that wasn’t a joke.” She glanced at her watch. “I’m afraid our thirty minutes are up. Would you like to come see me again?”

“Yes,” I said hastily. 

This time, her smile made my stomach do a cartwheel. She flipped through her book, her long red nails tapping along the frayed edges. “Okay,” she said. “Talk to Janice at the front desk. She could book you in for a slot two weeks from now.”

“Thanks,” I said. I stood up, though I was reluctant to leave. I walked slowly to the door and twisted the knob.

“Oh, before you go…”

I turned around, feeling excited. “Yes?”

“This is for you.” Sara was holding up a tube of lipstick.

“Is that…?” 

She nodded. “Lipstick, yes.” She tossed it at me. “Did you know that men in Korea wear makeup all the time? But culturally, it’s taboo here. So I’d like you to pick a day you could wear this lipstick and go out. To the movies, out to eat, anywhere, as long as it’s in public. I want you to relish in the feeling of crossing a social boundary.” She went back to her laptop and booted it up, typing while she spoke to me. “Think of it as homework. We’ll talk about it in two weeks’ time.”

“S-sure,” I muttered, pushing the lipstick inside the pocket of my jacket. Weirdest homework ever?

But Sara didn’t seem to find it weird at all. “It’s sheer, so it’s not going to be so obvious,” she added. “In any case, I think it’ll look really pretty on you.”


CHAPTER 3

Time sped by faster than I would’ve liked after my first meeting with Sara. As the day of my next appointment rushed closer, I  fretted about my homework. I’d shoved the tube of lipstick in between the box spring and my mattress, not having even touched it since that day. I had no idea if I could really push through with it. It was such a bizarre thing for her to ask me to do to—put on makeup and go outside. Then again, Sara was different. Our ‘exercise’ had stuck with me, and I’d replayed the moment where she’d said “I’d love to sleep with you” in that husky voice of hers like a million times already. She’d wanted to see me naked. She was attracted to me—there was no question about it. 

I no longer thought about angel girl. 

Saturday afternoon, I gathered up a few of my stuff: the biggest hat I could find, my sunglasses, an oversized T-shirt Grandma had gifted me that I barely ever wore, and my white sneakers. I quickly got ready and shoved a few cans of Diet Coke and a packet of chips into my backpack. I pulled out the lipstick from under my bed and untwisted the top. It was light pink, and when I dabbed a little onto my hand I marveled at how creamy the texture was. I went to the bathroom, and there, in front of the mirror, I applied a coat of color onto my lips. Ugh. I instantly looked so feminine, and I didn’t like it.

I considered wiping it all off and washing my face. I even considered canceling the appointment. Maybe I could lie and tell her I did it... 

But I knew that would never work.

There was no bullshitting with Sara. 

I sighed, grabbed my backpack, and headed out the door. 

I walked to the park. 

I found an empty bench under a tree and sat down, nervously pulling the hat down over my face and adjusting my sunglasses. I didn’t want anyone to recognize me, and I wanted anyone passing by to think I was a girl. 

I slowly munched on my chips and people-watched. No one turned around and did a double take when they saw me. No one called out, ‘Hey! Look at that dude with lipstick on!’ No one even noticed me. Ten minutes went by. I began to relax. After downing both cans of Diet Coke, I dared to remove my hat. I even pouted so my lips would look kind of big.

I eyed a jogger coming in my direction. She was very pretty and had her hair in a ponytail.

When we made eye contact, she smiled.

“Hey,” she said as she jogged past me.

My mouth fell open. I stared at her perfect round ass as she disappeared into a track through a line of trees. I smiled to myself, tossed my trash into a nearby bin, and went home.

***

“Coffee?”

“Sure.”

Sara handed me a steaming mug of freshly brewed coffee and settled into the couch after taking a sip from her own mug. I was back in her office for my second appointment. 

“How have things been?” she asked.

“Really good,” I said. “I did what you asked me to do. I wore lipstick and went to the park.” I smiled giddily. I couldn’t help but feel proud of myself.

Sara looked pleased. “How’d it go?”

“I’m not going to lie, it was nerve-wracking at first,” I admitted. “I went in this full-on disguise because I was worried someone would recognize me. I thought everyone could see my lips, and think how weird I was for wearing pink lipstick.” I chuckled. “Turns out, that wasn’t the case at all.”

“I see,” Sara said. “Did you feel pretty while wearing it?”

“Uh…” I stalled. I hadn’t expected that question, and now I was distracted by her face. She had a beauty mark on her left side, and it made her look even more sultry and seductive. A shiver ran through me as I reminded myself that she had the hots for me. “I guess so,” I finally said. “Maybe I felt kind of pretty?”

“That’s good,” Sara said, nodding. “Tell me about your sex life.”

I blinked. “It could be better.”

“In what way?”

“I’m not sure.” My throat felt tight, like I was about to cry. Well, I didn’t expect that… 

Sara extended her arm and then she was patting my knee, comfortingly, reassuringly. Her silent compassion was so soothing, so maternal. I felt like she really cared for me. 

I had a sudden flash of understanding, and the words tumbled out. “I graduated college still a virgin,” I said. “I thought it was the worst thing in the world. So the year I graduated, I went crazy. I just wanted to get laid. And then I did. And all I wanted again was sex. Lots of it. Right now, my hook-ups are pleasant enough. An hour tops of messing around in the dark, less than that, usually. We rarely ever speak again.” I sniffled. I hadn’t expected to become this emotional. “Back then? My ultimate goal was getting laid. Now, I want something more, but the reality is I’m not confident enough to get there. I don’t have the skills, and I don’t know myself enough.”

“Are you ready to take that step, Jason? Knowing yourself?”

“Yes.”

“Then stand up.”

My heart began to pound as Sara took me to the end of the room, where there was a full-length mirror. She made me stand still with my back to the mirror. 

“I’d like you to remove everything you’re wearing,” she said. 

All the air whooshed out of my lungs. Was she being serious? 

Sara crossed her arms and peered down at me. Standing eye to eye, I realized how tall she actually was, and how skinny I must be looking to her. Her blouse looked tighter and smaller today, her cleavage even more obvious. I could see the outline of her bra and the soft mounds erupting out of her cups. What I wouldn’t do to suck on those fat tits. To my shock, Sara’s breasts did a little bounce, and she gave me a sly smile. 

Goddammit, she knows I like her. 

I peeled off my T-shirt and unzipped my jeans. I put them down in a neat pile on the floor before taking off my boxers. A chill swiped through to my extremities as I stood completely naked in my therapist’s office. 

“I have to say, it’s smaller than I imagined,” Sara said, pointing at my dick. She laughed scathingly. 

“Oh.” I swallowed, feeling utterly humiliated. I should have kept my clothes on. Why would she want to fuck me now when she’d seen how small my dick was?

“Maybe I should call you Tiny,” Sara said. “It’s really one of the smallest penises I’ve seen in my life, and trust me I’ve seen quite a lot of them.”

I groaned pathetically, thrusting my clammy hands over my crotch to hide them. But Sara gently placed her hands over mine and slid them apart, freeing my cock again.  I wasn’t even sure why she did that. It was like she actually wanted to see my little dong.

“You get flustered so easily,” she whispered. “I hope you realize that was a joke.”

“Of course,” I muttered, blushing hard. 

She took out a black Sharpie and came toward me again. Standing so close to me that her chest landed on top of my clavicles, she wrote something over my forehead. The chemical smell of the Sharpie floated over us, doing nothing to dent the growing desire inside me. 

Pushing me forward two steps, she slipped in between the mirror and me and her palm slammed on my naked ass cheek. The ink chilled my skin as she wrote something there too, tingling as it started to dry off. 

She spun me around, and my eyes grew wide as I took in my naked body, and the words across my forehead. 

“I am a CUM LOVER,” I read, the words rolling off my tongue like sharp stones. 

“Very nice,” Sara complimented me. “Turn around once again.”

“This is my SISSY PUSSY,” I murmured. The big loud letters screaming across my asshole felt like a violation.

The muscles in my jaw trembled as I realized what was happening. Sara thought I was a sissy. Lower than a beta, a panty-wearing girl-boi who got turned on by punishments and big dicks. I’d never been so humiliated in my entire life. 

“Do you like how feminine your body looks right now?” Sara murmured. “Do those words make you feel pretty? More like your real self?”

I sucked in a deep breath, watching my reflection as my chest rose and then deflated. Even though the question had been about me, all I could sense was Sara’s presence and the effect she was having on me. I knew she wanted me to be all flustered, and it was working. I was in her space, naked and vulnerable, having aired all my fears and worries, and now she was trying to degrade me. 

How could I not fall in love with her?


CHAPTER 4

Oh shit. Was I really falling in love with my therapist?

“But…I don’t understand…” I muttered.

Sara raised her chin at me. “I’m going to let you into a little secret. The best way to make a girl happy is to simply do what she says. The best way to be confident is to hand over your control to her. Let her dominate you.”

I stared at her beauty mark. She was still speaking in riddles. “Tell me what you’re thinking right now,” she said. “No filters. It’s okay if it’s outrageous.”

I inhaled again and my eyes flicked to her big luscious bra cups. “I want to suck on your breasts so bad,” I murmured. 

“I see,” Sara said. Her lips pinched close.

She stepped back. I was sure I’d fucked up and that she’d throw me out of the building.

“I think you should get dressed again.”

I nodded, my face burning with shame. I wanted to cry again. I’d apparently misread the whole thing. Why did I even think she liked me? I bent down to grab my clothes, but she stopped me by stomping her heel down on it. The heel missed the flesh of my hand by a mere millimeter. I gasped. 

“You’ll wear what I want you to wear,” she said in a tone that made my soul crave her touch.

“I’ll wear anything you want,” I said. 

Sara motioned to me to stay where I was while she disappeared through a door at the back. When she returned she was holding a lingerie set and a wig. Silently, she directed me to wear the bra and the panties and taught me how to put the wig on. 

“Do you have the lipstick with you?” she asked.

I noticed she was getting a little breathless. Was she getting off on this?

“It’s in here,” I said, hopping to where my jeans were. I fished the tube out from my pocket and applied it, smoothing the creamy texture by rubbing my lips together. 

“Wait here,” Sara said, disappearing once again to the back of the room. 

I took the opportunity to study myself in the mirror. I could hardly recognize myself. It was like I’d morphed into an innocent young college girl who was trying to please her boyfriend on date night with a new set of lingerie. The bra and panties were hot pink and covered in black netting, with black elastic bands on the ends. The bra was actually quite comfortable, the fairly thick sponge cups giving me the appearance of breasts that were maybe an A-cup bordering on a B. I shook my head from side to side, enjoying the way my long black hair swished effortlessly in each direction. I blushed, feeling stupid all of a sudden. 

Look at you, Jason. She’s made you into a girl and you actually like it? How fucking pathetic are you?

Across the door, which was now shut, I heard the faint noise of a toilet flushing, followed by a stream of water rushing from a faucet. I had a few precious seconds while Sara washed her hands. 

I buried my hand beneath the band of my panties. I hadn’t intended to rub my cock at all, but I suddenly got so hard that I had no choice. I stroked myself, pulsing with desire, thinking of Sara and what she was going to do to me. Moaning, I watched as my panties bulged with the evidence of my crime. The bulge was still small enough that an unsuspecting person could have thought it was a big clit. 

Footsteps echoed behind me. I let go of my hand, cursing at the dark splotch of precum that had appeared on the underwear. It looked heinous.

The door swung open. Sara walked in, studying me standing in front of the mirror, my face red with embarrassment. A wave of regret seeped through me and I covered the stain with my hands. Shouldn’t have done it. Shouldn’t have. It was going to spoil the impression she had of me. 

“What are you hiding, Jason?” she asked softly. 

I didn’t answer. 

She came in closer, crossing a boundary a therapist should never cross with their patient. She yanked hard on my hand, exposing the ugly stain. 

“I think you forgot something really important, Jason,” she said, shaking her head. “In my sessions, we don’t keep anything from each other. You tell me everything, no matter how outrageous. There are no secrets.”

I hung my head, feeling exposed and completely defenseless. 

“Bend over,” she ordered, rapping on her desk sharply with her knuckles. “Stretch your arms all the way up and hold the edge, then spread your legs wide open for me.”

Muscles trembling, I bent over and extended my arms across the desk, gripping the edge tight. I held my legs open. Sara came over and roughly thunked my head to the side, pressing my left cheek painfully into the wood. That was when I saw the riding crop. All the progress I’d made over the past few days disappeared straight into a sinkhole. 

“You look so much better like that,” she marveled, touching the other side of my face lightly with her riding crop. “With your buns out and your penis out of my sight. You look like a real girl.”

The riding crop was sliding down my back, the material like a warm silky liquid against my skin. I was starting to shake, my legs weak, my brain all muddled up, not sure if I should be feeling embarrassed or sexy. What the heck was she going to do? It was a humiliating position to be in as a man, both literally and figuratively. 

Sara whacked me twice on the back of my thighs, forcing my legs further apart. She petted me on the butt, over the panties, bringing the shaft of the crop in between my butt cheeks. I shivered. The crop poked through the panty band and she shoved it down forcefully, bringing my pale, naked ass to light. 

“Are you turned on?” she asked.

I whimpered, feeling all my self-control break down. I had to tell her the truth. “I’m so turned on.”

“Bad girl!” 

I yowled like a cat as she spanked me. My ass bounced involuntarily at the force she used, steadily upping the pressure with each whack. I had no idea a crop could hurt so much. “Bad girls…deserve…to be…beaten…” she hissed. Pushing open my ass with her claw-like nails, she lashed at my very sensitive crack. I cried out, tears splashing her laminated desk. I thought she wouldn’t stop. Wouldn’t stop until she poked my asshole. Stuffed me with pain. But she didn’t. 

The blows descended down to my upper thighs, missing my balls by quarter-inches. The whole time, I was filled with regret, thinking about how she was like a mother who wanted to discipline her child. This was a means to an end, and even though she was spanking me, I still felt like she cared for me—which I guess made the pain even worse. 

“Now say, please mistress,” she demanded. The crop wavered an inch above my butt. 

“Please, Mistress…” I said.

Thwack! “No mumbling!”

“Please, Mistress!” I cried out.

“Please mistress, may I suck your breasts,” she said harshly.

“Please mistress, may I suck your breasts?” The words wildly excited my cock as I repeated them. This wasn’t really happening, was it?

Was she really about to…?

“You may,” Sara said and she lay herself down on her couch very casually. She beckoned to me. “Get rid of my blouse. Use that mouth of yours. Quickly!”

I staggered toward her, the shock almost making me lose my balance. I knelt down by her side and held her carefully by the waist. The rise and fall of her chest was mesmerizing. I lowered my face and unpopped the top button of her blouse using my teeth. It took longer than I thought it would, and I was so worried the button would fall off if I pulled on it too hard. The effort of unbuttoning the rest of her top left me winded and out of breath. I stared as Sara removed it and then undid her bra, raising her arms to fix her hair. Her large breasts hung down in front me and I almost wheezed. 

She was the picture of feminine perfection.


CHAPTER 5

“Didn’t you want to suck my breasts?” Sara asked, a cunning smile forming on her lips. “Well, here they are.” She waved her crop directly above my back. “Suck them well, girl!” 

I got to work. The fact that she’d called me a girl sizzled inside me, firing me up. I wasn’t exactly sure what was happening to me, but it was dark and powerful and all-controlling. Once I’d wet one of Sara’s nipples, I swiftly moved to the other one, circling it over and over.  

“Massage them while you suck,” she commanded. 

“Yes, Mistress.”

I grabbed a palmful of tit and kneaded it while I licked her. There was so much of it, like a never ending land of exquisite softness begging to be touched and kissed. So much breast it boggled my mind.  I’d never been with a woman who had such large natural tits. 

I was able to massage both tits while I sucked. I pinched her nips between my lips, tugging, chewing, enjoying the way they were hardening because of my loving. Sara moaned and petted me on the head, playing with my hair, reminding me I wasn’t doing any of this as a man. She’d feminized me, taken away the core of who I was. I didn’t know which parts of me had remained, but I knew she was soft, delicate, and eager to learn. 

“Bite them,” Sara said breathlessly.

She hit me once with the crop. Keeping my thumbs pressed over her swollen nipples, I softly grabbed onto spots of her breasts with my teeth, leaving tiny red marks once I was done with them. Then I turned my attention onto her nips again, pulling and twisting them, until Sara’s moans morphed into beautiful cries. I could’ve done it forever, feasting on those boobs, but my body was also shivering with joy thinking about what Sara would let me suck next…

A faint timer rang from somewhere behind us. I stopped and blinked.

“I’m afraid our time is up,” Sara said. 

To say I was disappointed would’ve been an understatement. 

“You completely distracted me today,” she said accusingly, standing up and hooking her bra back on. “I knew you were bad news. Well, listen. Nothing like this will ever happen again. Do you understand?”

My head spun. What did she mean, I’d distracted her? Hadn’t she meant for all this to happen? Wasn’t it part of my therapy?

Sara grabbed her blouse and put it back on. “I should punish you for distracting me,” she said. The room tensed again, and her lips thinned before me. “I think I like you too much to punish you again, though. I’ll let you go today. Get dressed.” She picked up my clothes and flung them in my direction. 

I struggled to get myself back in my jeans and T-shirt. I should’ve been happy that I wasn’t going to be punished but I was so confused and still craving her touch. I hadn’t wanted things to end so soon.

I hesitated at the door. Sara was typing something into her laptop.

“Do you have homework for me?” I asked quietly.

Sara didn’t look up but she shook her head. 

“Okay.” I opened the door. 

“Wait.”

I turned. Sara looked thoughtful. 

“I’d like you to shave your body hair.”

My eyes widened. “Shave?”

“Everything.” She flipped open her notebook and jotted something down. “I’ll see you at the next appointment.”

I took a deep breath. “Would you still like to fuck me?” 

“I’m sorry?” Sara looked mildly annoyed now.

I couldn’t believe what I was asking, but I just couldn’t help myself. I repeated myself again, word for word. I needed to know. 

She waved a hand in the air. “Therapists and clients don’t fuck, Jason. It’s against our code of ethics.” She said ‘fuck’ like she was mocking me for being immature. 

“I mean, theoretically speaking,” I said hurriedly. “Assuming I wear my lipstick and shave off my hair?”

Sara sighed. “As long as you’re a good girl and do what I say.” She smirked. “Theoretically.”

I nodded, and left the office.

***

My relationship with Sara blossomed over the next five weeks. I talked to her about everything under the sun: how I’d felt like a complete loser in college, how I was once really close to hiring a prostitute, and how I’d ended up losing my virginity at a party. My sessions with Sara were like swimming in an open sea, cathartic and liberating, but at times I’d get sucked underneath an emotional tsunami wave and cry until my eyes felt like two swollen balls. 

But even though we spoke about facets of my life that I’d kept hidden even to my closest friends, there was one thing we didn’t talk about. The day she made me wear lingerie, spanked me, and let me suck her breasts. 

That was The Session That Never Happened. 

Little by little, however, I got to know Sara’s attitude and philosophy toward relationships and sex. Women, she explained, were dominated their entire lives, by their jobs, by their boyfriends and husbands, by society. Her theory was: give a worthy woman a taste of domination and she’d never let go. The most engaging way was to let this role reversal happen was to let her feminize you. 

We experimented with feminization. I wore stockings and pumps to one of my sessions, false lashes and mascara to another, and we even revisited the wig and hot pink lingerie set I’d worn. Each time she complimented my feminized self I become more and more confident of my body and my ability to serve a woman like her.

But one thing was also painfully clear. I was falling in love with Sara. 

It was impossible not to. I imagined the day she’d spank me again, maybe even with her bare hands, bite her breasts and taste her pussy. She’d claimed That Session was a mistake, but I never lost hope. 

On my sixth appointment, Sara said, “Today’s your last session with me.”

“Oh, I’d like a few more sessions,” I said. 

Sara frowned. “I don’t believe your insurance will cover it.”

“That’s okay,” I said quickly. “I’ll pay out of pocket.”

Sara placed a hand on my knee. “I don’t think you understand, Jason,” she said, gently. “At my clinic, the maximum number of sessions you can have is six. I laid down that policy to prevent clients from getting too attached or dependent on me, which wouldn’t serve either of us any good.”

“I’m sure I can be the exception,” I said confidently. “Can’t I?”

Sara shook her head. “I’m afraid I can’t.” She rustled through her notebook absent-mindedly. “Now, it’s not uncommon for clients to find it difficult to end things. It’s an end of a relationship, but I wouldn’t have done my job properly if I didn’t give you a model of working things through when I’m not there. I like to make a clean ending.” 

“I thought you were going to sleep with me,” I said. To my horror, I realize my tone was biting, accusatory. 

“I’m sorry, Jason,” Sara said very calmly. “Therapists don’t sleep with their clients.”

Is that a smirk? Was she finding pleasure in rejecting me? I was angry and confused and sad. Maybe Sara was tired of me. Maybe she liked her other clients better. 

Did her other clients love her? 

I was suddenly weak with understanding. Everything had been a farce. Sara wasn’t getting it on with me at all. She’d been playing a role and she didn’t really care about me. She was my therapist and I was never going to have her. 

I stood up and without saying another word, I walked out. What a stupid policy. It wasn’t fair. I had so much unfinished business to sort out, and now I was left on my own. I glared at the man sitting in the waiting room. Did he love Sara? Did Sara love him? 

The man stared back. “Well, fuck you too,” he muttered. 

And that was that.

I was crushed.


CHAPTER 6

Six months passed, and then a year. I hooked up more and also dipped my toes in the dating pool. My efforts weren’t in vain, because I ended up getting a girlfriend. Tanya was sweet, curvy, and was so great in bed that she distracted me from Sara. 

Then we broke up. 

She broke up with me.

The hole that got left behind was gaping. Every night, I thought of Sara, twisting and toying with the butt plug Tanya had given me. The tug of her nipples in my mouth as she held the threat of the crop felt so real, as if it had happened yesterday. God, I missed her and needed her. 

One day, I just got so fed up with myself that I got dressed as a girl and went to the park. 

I just wanted to start over.

I was self-conscious at first, hiding my face behind my hat. But when I realized that no one was staring and no one was planning to out me, I got rid of the hat and made my way through a walking trail. I walked for an hour, enjoying the way my stockings looked from above, the way my skirt sashayed along with my steps and how my wig blew in the wind. 

I was walking back when I spotted a woman. She was seated at a bench, a panting Pomeranian skittering by her side, and she was reading a book.

As I neared the bench, my eyes squinted in the sun. But I could’ve made out those thighs even if I was blind. 

“Hi,” I whispered. 

“Hi,” she said, her brows lowering as she looked at me. 

“Do you remember me?”

She peered up at me some more. I saw the flicker of recognition flash across her face. 

“Jason?”

I beamed at her. “Do you like my dress?”

“It’s very pretty,” Sara said. I circled around for her, and could’ve sworn her gaze stuck to my ass as my skirt lifted up. “It’s been so long. I’m surprised you even recognized me.” She laughed.

If only you knew, Sara. 

“You live in this neighborhood?” I asked.

She nodded. “I’m moving soon, though,” she said. 

A knot of dread formed at the pit of my belly. “Moving? Where to?”

“Across provinces,” she said. “I have a new post at a university. I’ll be teaching again. I’m very excited for the change.”

“Well, I’m happy for you,” I muttered, though I wasn’t happy at all. “When are you going?”

“This Friday, actually.” Sara stood up and gave me an apologetic smile. “I have to go. I have a nail appointment.” She patted me on the shoulder with a hurtful level of professionalism, then stepped aside. “It was nice to meet you again, Jason. Good luck with everything.”

I watched as she left the park, the Pomeranian bobbing practically in the air beside her. The spark of hope within me wiped out yet again. 

***

It wasn’t until Thursday afternoon that the wild idea popped into my head.

The idea was definitely crazy. There would be a good chance she’d think I was insane, or kick me off her office. But it was so wild, it just could end up working. 

I took my phone and punched in the number to her clinic and waited impatiently. As soon as the girl at the front desk answered, I blurted out, “Is Dr. Sara Markova in today?”

There was a short pause. “Uh, yes, she’s in. Do you have an appoint—”

I hung up. That was all I needed to know.

I got dressed quickly. I knew I didn’t have much time. I put on one of my sleeveless dresses, the one that had tiny blue birds on the print. It was cute but not overly sexy. I spent about ten minutes on my makeup. Nothing too fancy that I’d fuck up on—rose pink blush on the cheeks, a generous dusting of bronzer (I applied the same bronzer as eyeshadow), a matte red lip. I completed my outfit with my wig, my beige two-inch heels, my hat, and a jacket. 

It took me fifteen minutes to get to Sara’s building. I ran in my heels to the elevator, breathless. A middle-aged man in a suit gave me the once-over as he stepped off. I wasn’t sure he if he thought I was an escort or a prostitute. 

I swung open the glass doors to Sara’s clinic. Taking a single deep breath, I asked the receptionist for her. 

“I’m afraid Sara is busy right now,” the girl said. 

“Does she have a client in there?” I asked. 

The girl looked unsure, but then she shook her head. “She’s wrapping up some work. It’s her last day today.”

“Please,” I begged. “Can I see her for five minutes?”

Frustratingly, the girl kept shaking her head. “I told you, Dr. Markova is working. You don’t have an appointment. I’m afraid I’ll have to ask you to—”

“Please!” I wailed.

“You must leave right n—”

“I’ll take care of the young lady.” 

The sharp, loud voice caused both our heads to turn. Sara’s door was open wide, and she was leaning against the frame, arms crossed, her lips tightly pursed. 

I breathed a sigh of relief and walked through the door. 

“Thank you, Janice,” Sara called as she slammed the door closed with her foot and locked it.

I stood trembling in her room. Her desk was empty. The framed photos she’d had were gone. Even the mirror was no longer there. 

“I think I’m really going to have to punish you this time,” she said, her voice filled with anger. “For doing this. Who do you think you are?”

“Then punish me. Please.” I removed my jacket and hat, letting my wig fall down to my shoulders. “Sara, you’ve trained me to say what’s on my mind. And so I will. I think I’m in love with you.”

I cringed as the words spilled out. A wave of worry swept over me as I watched Sara’s eyes narrow and her expression harden. There was no doubt in my mind that she was pissed off at my theatrics. She sighed, went over to the couch, and sat down. 

I knelt down before her and removed her black heels. I kissed her stockinged feet, inhaling her scent. Sara didn’t protest. I licked the bottom of her stockings and peppered both her ankles with kisses. God, she was everything. I wanted to kiss, lick, and bite every damn inch of her. 

“Tell me how you really feel, Sara,” I said. “You’re no longer my therapist. I’m no longer your client. But you still mean the world to me, and I’m your sissy girl.”

Sara’s nails drummed along the arm of the couch. The muscles in her jaw were tense. I just stared at her side profile, hopelessly enraptured by her beauty. The way she moved, talked, walked…everything was so graceful and overflowing with confidence.  

“I don’t have much time,” she finally said. “I have an Uber coming to my home in exactly one hour.” She checked her watch. “Fifty minutes. I’m sorry, Jason.” She stood up. 

It was like a double punch to the gut. I’d been so stupid. Not only had I humiliated her, I’d humiliated myself. I stood up, knowing I had to leave, but my feet just wouldn’t move. 

“Sara…”

The slap came from nowhere. My face went numb. Tears sprung to my eyelids. 

Sara leaned in closer. “Get rid of that bad wig right now,” she said sharply. “You look like a cheap whore. I expected more from you.”

Eyes prickling with shame, I removed my wig. I stood there just in my wig cap, rubbing my cheek, trying to lessen the sting but it only hurt more. I wanted to tell her that I tried. I really tried. I’d ordered my wig online for twenty bucks, because the more expensive ones were upwards of three hundred dollars but I was saving up for them. 

Sara opened one of her desk drawers and flung a package at me. It was the black wig I’d worn that day. I hurriedly put it on while she watched. 

“Where did you buy your makeup?” she asked. Her voice was sharp, biting. 

I hung my head. “From the dollar store,” I said. 

“Where the hell is the MAC lipstick I gave you?”

“It’s at home, underneath my mattress,” I whispered. I wanted to explain to her that I never used it simply for the fear it would run out and I wouldn’t have anything to remember her by.

Sara gave an exasperated sigh and threw a packet of wet wipes in my direction. I quickly worked at getting rid of the stupid makeup look I’d done, fresh tears stabbing the back of my eyelids. I knew she wasn’t really demeaning my efforts—it was just that I hadn’t tried as hard as I thought I had.

Sara approached me, a makeup palette in one hand, a brush on the other. She motioned me to kneel.

“You’re never going into another dollar store again, hear me?” she hissed. “For god’s sake, Jasey. Even sissies have dignity. Take some pride in your appearance. Next time, try a MAC store. Colorpop for eyeshadows. Dermablend for powders. You have so many better options.”

She worked on my face while she continued to berate me and give me advice. She worked fast but expertly, applying powders across my eyelids, browbones and cheekbones, swiping my lashes vigorously with mascara that smelled like a tub of paint. She dabbed on a creamy lipstick that was a deeper shade of the pink she’d given me earlier. As she touched my lips to warm up the shade, her skin was cold, but the effect on me was like she’d set me on fire. 

When she was done, she swiveled the makeup palette around and told me to look at myself in the small mirror.

“You have potential, Jasey,” she said. “Do you even see it?”

I nodded. The truth was I knew it would be a dream to achieve the level of perfection she’d granted to me. But hell, I would try. 

Sara stepped back, unbuttoning her blouse. The breasts that I’d craved for so long flopped out, looking bigger than ever. 

“Lay down on your back,” she ordered. 

She wants me. My pulse pounding, I spread myself out on the floor. I didn’t know what she was going to do to me, and now that the moment was here, I was scared shitless. Scared about humiliating myself even more than I had. Scared about disappointing her. 

“Arms up and behind your head,” she said. “You’re not allowed to touch yourself.” She stepped over me, placing one leg on either side of my body, her thick thighs causing my heart rate to skyrocket. “You look nice like that,” she added.

I blushed, keeping my arms still. I remembered she’d liked me more in submissive positions, and she’d even complimented me the day I’d bent over her desk with my ass completely vulnerable.

Sara unzipped the back of her skirt and it fell to the floor. She pulled down her pantyhose and then her panties. Then she sat down on my thighs. If she’d crushed me with her weight I would’ve died happy. Picking up her panties, she flung it over my face, smothering me with her smell.

“Take a deep breath, Jasey,” she said. “I know you like that, you pervert.”

I was hard. So hard inside my own panties. Through the web of darkness over my eyes, I could make out Sara studying the dress I was wearing. She pulled it all the way up and grabbed my underwear, her nails scraping my skin. Then she got rid of the panties over my face, letting me breath. Getting into a squat, Sara rocked her hips, levitating above my crotch. I was as hard as a rock and already seeping my fluids. Her beautiful pussy descended to make contact with my clitty. 

Our wetness merged, and it was like my brain exploded. 

“Nervous?” she asked.

I just nodded. 

“I would have liked to play with you,” Sara said. “But we simply don’t have time.”

And then I was inside her. I couldn’t believe it. 

Is this heaven?

Sara rode me. I could feel myself edging upwards, my clitty alive with energy. Had intercourse ever felt this good? No. Never.

Sara stopped suddenly and my clit slipped out. “I can hardly feel you,” she said scathingly. “I tried, Jasey. I knew your penis wouldn’t be enough to please me. We’re going to have to do something else.”

I groaned. I hadn’t been enough for her. What could I do? It was so unfair. 

Sara slowly moved up my body, leaving behind a trail of her wetness. I’ll remember that feeling forever, I promised myself. Because I’ll never be inside her again. Her shadow wavered over my face, and then I was swallowed by her full, gorgeous ass. She dropped down hard, stifling me unabashedly with her full weight. 

I almost passed out.  

Sara clenched her thighs and raised her ass so I could take a breather. 

“I think you should take the deepest breath you’ve ever had,” she warned. “You won’t be able to breath for quite a while.”


CHAPTER 7

I nodded and braced myself. Sara wasn’t shitting around. 

When she descended again, my thirsty tongue was out and ready to pleasure her. The last thing I saw was the smoldering fire in her eyes. She was so juicy, and the little stubble she has on her pussy felt amazing as she grinded on top of my face. Pain shot up my tongue as I forced it to flick her hardened clit up and down, left and right. I knew I was doing it right because she wasn’t speaking. She didn’t say anything except moan and gasp and buck over me, one hand tightly hugging the top of my head, the other behind her on my chest. This wasn’t just heaven. I had reached a sexual nirvana, my mind empty and unthinking except for my goal of satisfying this gorgeous woman. 

I sucked hard, making her as wet as the ocean. Sara pressed her fists into my shoulders as she humped me. I wagged my jaw, longing to hear her cries grow louder. When she came, she screamed so loud I was scared someone outside the room would hear us. 

She got off my face, still breathing hard, her thighs dripping. 

“Lift up your legs!” she shouted at me. The tension in the room grew as sharp as blades, and a ripple of excitement flew down my spine. She was getting reckless. “I want to see your ass! Show me your fucking ass!”

She slid everything off me. My legs were naked, followed by my entire crotch. Then Sara was silent. Her fingers slid over my shaved crack and the base of my buttplug. 

“Do you bleach it too?” she asked.

“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered. 

She didn’t say anything, but I knew she approved it. 

She went ahead and removed the plug. My ass pulsed. Her hand slithered up and down my taint. I moaned. So much pleasure. So much fucking pleasure. She squeezed my balls. I drew in a tense breath and looked at her touching me. She was full of wanting. She held onto my legs and began to hump me, her wet pussy sliding over my crack.

“I don’t have my strap-on with me today,” she said.

“It’s okay,” I said, quiet as a mouse.

Sara laughed. It wasn’t a friendly laugh. “I didn’t ask if it was okay with you,” she said. “You came here. I’ll do what I want.” She continued humping me, torturing me with her teasing. “I bet you’ve been dreaming of this moment. The moment I fuck you like a bitch and your ass gets ruined forever. You were destined to be a sissy, my Jasey. You knew that, didn’t you? It’s the only way someone like you can get someone like me.”

I felt so horny at her degrading words. Even though we were still so new at this, it was like were old lovers—that was how good she was at making me tick, making my body melt with submission. But of course that all made sense too. She had been my therapist after all.  

“I could let you go right now,” she whispered, her breath blowing into my butt. “Tell you to leave my office and never contact me again. Because you’ve been a hell of nuisance, sissy. You distracted me once and here you are, distracting me again. But you know what? I think I like you too much for that. I’m going to have my way with you now.” She smirked. “I still like to see you all flustered. It’s cute.”

I grinned at her. Sara dug into her handbag and opened up a small bottle of lube. She slathered it over and into my hole. A sound escaped me, a terrified moan that was like a kitten’s. Because I was scared. Sara wanted me powerless and scared…

“You’re already so worked up and I’ve hardly done anything,” she said. When her finger entered me I was lost. She moaned along with me, wanting to see me aroused. “Ooh, you like that, don’t you? Slut.” She dug her finger in even deeper, massaging my balls with her other hand. I grunted, my mouth making sounds that were far from feminine and sexy. She started fucking me at a steady pace, opening me up. It hurt a little, a good kind of hurt, pain that let me know I was at her mercy. 

“Aww, look at that. She loves getting her ass wrecked,” Sara murmured. She grabbed hold of my legs and bent them further back, forcing my ass up even more. When she penetrated me again I could feel her all the way inside me. She paused for just a second until I gasped and moaned, unable to form the words to beg her to put it back in again. She smirked. She was getting a real kick out of dominating and tormenting me, and it was so fucking sexy. 

One finger became two, then three, and then she was really pushing them in, with a force that almost felt sinful. My poor powerless ass was being stretched to its limit. Sara’s fucking became insanely fast, and I whimpered. The pleasure was building. She caressed my balls and squeezed them tight. I wanted to tell her to stop, because I was terrified of the pleasure I was about to experience. Tears spilled down as my body fought against her, trembling and bucking. 

She spanked one ass cheek hard. “Don’t you dare fucking move!”

She held onto me even tighter.

I couldn’t think. Couldn’t speak. Couldn’t even moan. The only thing I could register was the beautiful feeling of surrendering myself to her. 

“I want to see you cum like a girl.” Her voice came from far away. “Do it, bitch! Prove to me you’re a sissy who can cum just from being fucked in your pussy!”

I felt myself float. 

“Do it, bitch!” she shouted again. “I don’t have time!”

My asshole began flexing hard and I soared upward into a void where nothing existed except for pure ecstasy. My cum splattered upward as I emptied myself. It felt like it would last forever, but it was over in an instant.

Sara slowly pulled out and licked her fingers. Then she used a wet wipe to clean herself up. I was still recovering on the floor by the time she’d gotten dressed again. 

“Clean this place up before you leave,” she said. “Goodbye, Jason.”

“Goodbye, Sara,” I choked. 

She grabbed her bag and calmly sidestepped me as she walked out of the room, slamming the door behind her. I heard her say something to the receptionist. 

I stayed there for a long time, unable to move.

Then someone was knocking on the door. 

I sprang up excitedly. “Sara?”

“Are you alright?”

It was just the receptionist. 

I quickly straightened my dress and wiped the sweat at my temples. “Yeah, I’m fine. I’ll…be fine.”

“Well, will you come out quickly?” the girl said impatiently. “I’m off in five minutes and I need to lock everything up.”

“S-sure,” I muttered.

When she left, I got to work, using the wipes to wipe away the cum stains. I walked past the oak desk for the trash can and that was when I saw it. The makeup palette Sara had used on me. There was a sticky note pasted over the top. “No more dollar stores. -Sara,” it said.

I held the palette up to my chest and kissed it, then placed it carefully on the couch along with my jacket and hat. I smiled to myself as I went back to cleaning the carpet.

THE END


THE COUGAR’S SHY SISSY




CHAPTER 1

Julia Glendower stepped into the restaurant looking like a star. I definitely had stars in my eyes. 

Well. She was a star. 

A retired actress, to be more specific. Not the Hollywood kind, though that didn’t really matter to me. She’d starred in several small-screen productions as Juliana Glendower and had been a force in the national theater scene in the 1980s, even releasing a dance album with a track that became a Top Fifty hit in 1985. Now she was nearing sixty and for the first time in a decade had moved back to her hometown. For what? No one knew exactly, but I guess it was to do the things retired people were supposed to do.

I cleared my throat and stood up as she approached me. 

“I almost couldn’t recognize you in that suit, Jasper,” she said, giving me an air kiss on the cheek.

“Thank you, Mrs. Glendower,” I said, blushing. I was wearing an old hand-me-down jacket that belonged to my mom’s boyfriend. It was a little big on me, and the pants just about swept the floor when I walked, but I’d wanted to look extra professional for tonight. “And thank you for the opportunity, once again.”

She smiled and slipped into the other end of the curved leather seat. She fished a small gold mirror from her handbag and began fixing her hair and lipstick, ignoring the patrons that were staring at her. They had to know who she was. 

I took my time enjoying her look too. She had long blonde hair that shone like silk and thick, juicy lips that could make any man think some very dirty thoughts. Her top-heavy frame made the wrap dress she was wearing bulge out in all the right ways, and as she deftly moved her fingers to dab onto the fresh coating of her lipstick, her breasts shifted and rubbed against each other in a not-so-subtle way. She was definitely wearing a bra because I could see the outline of the straps on her shoulders, but it wasn’t giving her too much support. Though I kind of liked that. It made her breasts seem all the more real.

Did she know how good-looking she was? Even in her sixties?

“Did you practice your lines?” she asked once she was done with her touch-up.

“I did, Mrs. Glendower,” I answered.

She glanced down at her watch. “Good. Terry’s still on his way, so we can go over your lines until then.”

A waiter interrupted us then with the menus. I watched her closely as she perused the menu, looking over the selection of wine and appetizers. She ordered a vodka martini. The waiter broke into a smile and started excitedly talking to her about one of her TV movies.

What the fuck am I doing in a fancy-ass restaurant with this exquisite actress right across from me? I wondered as I listened to their back and forth. 

I was a twenty-five-year-old college dropout who still lived with his mom. I didn’t really have any aspirations. I spent my days killing time on the internet and working my shifts at my fancy-schmancy job sorting produce at a grocery store. When Julia moved to the large bungalow-style house across the street from us—the one that had been built by some bored and impulsive architect and had been left vacant since I was a teen because no one in our town had that kind of money—I didn’t even know who she was until Mom filled me in. I was pretty good at spying on her from that point on, mostly because circumstances made it so that it would’ve been impossible not to, since my bedroom window perfectly lined up to her own. 

Julia didn’t know this, but I’d once seen her braless. 

Just one time. It was pretty neat. Her tits were full and heavy and tear-drop-shaped and looked like they were DDs. Her nipples were swollen and as big as teats like they’d been sucked on by many lucky men over the years.

Now, those DDs were just a few feet away from me. 

I mean, I would’ve been very happy just to keep spying on her. But everything changed the day she saw me washing my mom’s car. 

Julia was out on her front porch wearing a sundress and reading a book. She had a smart-looking corgi decked out next to her, catching the morning sunlight and beaming at everyone just the way corgis do. Of course I’d been checking her out from the corner of my eye while I was tending to the car, but when she caught me looking at her she set down her book and called me over. 

“Do you know who I am?” she asked. 

“Yes, ma’am,” I said.

“Hm,” she said. “And you are?”

“I’m Jasper, ma’am,” I said. “Jasper Miller.”

A bead of sweat trickled down my forehead, and I nervously brushed it away. I didn’t have much experience talking to the other sex, let alone a gorgeous cougar. 

She asked me a few more questions, and I had to tell her with a straight face that I was a college drop-out living with my mom and her boyfriend. 

She looked at me thoughtfully while her corgi sniffed at my boots.

“Have you ever wanted to get into acting?” she asked.

“Acting?”

The question threw me off guard at first. Like I said, I’d never really had anything in my life I was truly passionate about, let alone dreams of becoming famous. I’d trudged through life so far without a lot of luck by my side and my mom kept rubbing in my face that I had no career and I was destined to live with her forever. She was right. My friends all had great jobs and pretty girlfriends…while I was broke and had no one. Time was slipping like sand through my fingers and I was drifting further and further away from who a twenty-five-year-old guy was supposed to be. 

“Look up at my eyes, boy,” Julia said suddenly. “And answer the question.”

My eyes snapped up and heat pooled into both my cheeks. I didn’t even know I’d been absent-mindedly staring at her breasts.  

“Yes, ma’am,” I lied. “I’ve thought about acting. Since I was a baby. My mom put me in a couple of baby commercials by the time I was teething.”

She arched a perfectly lined eyebrow up at me. She seemed surprised at what I’d just said—none of which was true, of course.

“You should know I work as a scout. Did you know that, Jasper?” she said. 

I shook my head, not quite sure what she was getting at. 

She gave me an infectious smile. “I’m actually seeing a producer for dinner tomorrow and I’d like you to come along,” she said. “Though you’ll have to wear something better than that grimy shirt and those dirty boots.” 

She told me to wait on the porch and she went inside her house. Several minutes later, she came out and handed me a folder. My heart pounded as I opened up the folder. It contained a short script, printed neatly in that standard screenwriting font. Julia told me to memorize them and come to the restaurant at seven.

“You’re lucky she’s giving you the opportunity,” my mom said when I hurried back to the house and told her the news. She took a drag from her cigarette and tossed her head at me. “Don’t fuck this one up.”

I wasn’t planning to fuck it up, though I still wasn’t sure exactly what someone like Julia had seen in me. 

Now, with her sitting right there in front of me, still patiently talking to the nosy waiter, I couldn’t believe she was giving me a lifeline. I had it all planned out in my mind. I was going to bag this audition and I was going to be a rising star, and I’d impress all the execs so much that they’d send me off to Hollywood. Julia Glendower would be my secret lover, and my mom would be one proud mom. 

Once the waiter left, Julia went over my lines with me.

“How could you do this to me, Sienna?” I spoke in a hushed voice because I was really self-conscious. “How dare you, uh, cheat on me?”

“Because cheating was the only way I could bring the passion out of you,” Julia said, her lashes flashing at me through her sizzling gaze. 

As we did the scene snippet over and over again, I got lost in time. Julia had a way of making you feel emotions you never knew you were capable of feeling. I felt angst, longing, and the ache of having a girlfriend betray you even though I’d been single my whole life. I felt like I was sucked into a universe where we were no longer even acting and I was normal.  

Her pull was so powerful it took me a while to realize that she was slipping closer and closer to me through the curved seat. 

Our arms finally touched. 

My breath hitched. 

She took my hand and placed it on her lap. Her hand was full of soft lines and I wanted to curl my fingers around hers and feel her gentle, feminine warmth.

“Uh?” Was this part of the scene? I was so lost I didn’t even know what to say. 

I didn’t recall a seduction scene in the script she’d given me…

Julia looked so calm, though. So calm even as she was steadily pushing my hand lower down her dress.

I gulped and quickly whipped my head around to check if anyone had caught the move. Surprisingly, everyone seemed to be enjoying their meals, and no one was giving me the stink-eye. I tried to catch Julia’s gaze but she didn’t even look at me. With her poker face on, she was just casually inspecting her drink. Then she took a long sip. 

Is this really happening?

When my fingers grazed her bare skin, I almost squealed. She wasn’t wearing any pantyhose. Didn’t women her age wear pantyhose? She was a cougar, alright. The skin of her thigh was so soft. Like…butter. Whipped butter. I’d never touched a woman like this. 

Every touch was like a lightning strike to my chest.

I watched as Julia smiled at no one in particular as she finally thrust my hand between her legs. 


CHAPTER 2

Fuck me. She isn’t wearing panties!

My fingers combed through her lower lips. She had a little peach fuzz going on and it was very nice to the touch. A horny cougar’s pussy. There was so much to explore. 

Julia let go of my hand and cupped the stem of her martini glass. Her thighs parted until her knee rested on my dress pants. She wants more. Taking a deep breath, I gently preened her pussy lips apart and slithered my fingers into what lay beneath. Folds upon folds, and nestled at the top was the wet, ripe nub of her clit. I started massaging there with my middle finger, hoping I had on a poker face that was half as good as hers. 

Between my own legs, I had what was probably the biggest erection of my life. 

The diners to the left of us dropped a fork to the ground with a clatter. The woman, who looked about in her 30s, dipped down to search for it. When she didn’t rise back up, I knew she could probably see the surprise party going on underneath our tablecloth. 

Reluctantly, I took my hand out of Julia’s pussy lips. 

The woman shot me a dirty look and muttered something to her husband.

“Don’t be shy,” Julia whispered. Her voice was soft yet stern at the same time. She still didn’t look at me. She was glaring at the woman, as if daring her to say something. 

Did she like this? The thrill of doing it in public?

Possibly getting me in trouble?

Shivering, I plunged my fingers back in again. I traced her linings from top to bottom before paying attention to her nub once more. She was getting really wet. I could feel her body temperature rising, her pleasure swelling, and all my thoughts slowed down, becoming sludge in my head.

Julia clamped her thighs around my fingers, enclosing them in her wetness. She pressed herself against me and almost instantly my fingertips were soaked. She brought her glass to her lips and kissed the rim, wiping her fresh lipstick on there to leave a kiss print. 

God, what I would do to have those lips on mine! 

I pleasured her with my fingers, picking up speed. I wanted to make her cum more than anything, but the truth was I had no idea what I was doing. I was just copying stuff I’d seen in porn. But could she tell? I suddenly felt completely inadequate. How could I have even thought that I could make an accomplished actress cum? I was a nobody. 

To my shock, my cock hardened. I wasn’t sure why. I was ready to blow my load at the thought of disappointing Julia…how fucked up was that? Why? I could just imagine her being pissed off at me, and she’d vow never to talk to me again. 

No. I couldn’t let that happen. 

“Get down there,” she said. 

I froze. Wait. She wanted me to get down under the table?

That could only mean one thing.

My stiff cock groaned with longing. 

I quickly snuck a glance at our surroundings, and once I decided the coast was clear, I wriggled myself through the space between the table and our leather seat.  

In the darkness, I stuck my tongue out and began tasting Julia’s cunt. I felt her buckle and she pressed her thighs around my head like she wanted to squish my neck, resting her feet on my back. I used my hand to pry her lips open and nibbled at her clitoris before sucking on it gently like it was a nipple. If someone were to drop something again they’d catch me for sure, and how fucking dirty would they think I was to have my tongue all over the private parts of a woman who was thirty years my senior? The thought excited me a little too much…

Here it was, my first sexual experience with a woman and I was loving it. There was something so primal about her mature scent, making both my mind and my body move to please.

She was a Goddess…

In a bold move, I dragged Julia’s hips further down and propped her butt slightly up so I could get access to her tempting cougar butthole. Her smell and taste down there quickly began overpowering me. I stuck my tongue inside her hole and felt her clench, a sexy moan escaping her lips. The Goddess was on the cusp of an orgasm. 

Any minute now…

“Julia!” a man boomed from behind me. “Looking as lovely as always!”

I gasped and almost knocked my head on the underside of the table. Julia gave me a kick to push me away. Then her legs were gone. I could hear what sounded like air kisses being exchanged, and then her legs reappeared. 

“It looks like our young man is a little late,” she said. “Disappointing.” 

“Are you sure about him then?”

There was a pause. “That remains to be seen. Obviously.”

“You should school him about first impressions,” he said, chuckling. 

Sweating, I pulled my knees up to my chest and crouched toward the middle of the table so I wouldn’t accidentally get kicked by Julia’s conversing friend. The taste of her pussy and ass was still on my lips. 

Crap. What the fuck do I do?

Someone came to the table, their dress shoes tip-tapping on the tiled floor. A waiter. “Could I get you anything from the bar, sir?”

“Bring me a double scotch, please. On the rocks.” There was a pause. “Would you direct me to the restroom?” 

“Certainly, sir,” the waiter said. “Please follow me.”

I waited until their legs disappeared and then I scrambled out, giving Julia a sheepish grin while brushing away the web of dust that had stuck to my suit.

She smiled back at me like she didn’t almost just get me in trouble. Like I hadn’t—just seconds earlier—furiously eaten her booty.

She likes putting me in danger, I thought. 

We sat in awkward silence until the man—he had to be Terry—returned. He was about as well-dressed as I’d expected and he towered over me as I shook his hand.

“So this is Jasper,” he said, giving me the once-over. 

“Pleased to meet you, mister…uh…mister…”

“Mr. Burke,” he said. His voice seemed to rumble from his chest as he spoke. “So I’m assuming Jules told you about me. I’m a filmmaker and producer, and I’ve personally worked with her on about a dozen productions. What makes you think you can work alongside an icon like Jules?”

Julia cast me a curious look.

“I’m not sure I can, but I’d like to give it my best shot, Mr. Burke, and I’ve watched all her movies,” I said. “You could say I’m a huge fan.” 

The lie had vomited out of me faster than I could stop myself. 

“Oh? What would you say is your favorite?” he asked.

“Uh…Felicity’s Fate, Mr. Burke,” I blubbered. I only knew that one because mom wouldn’t stop shutting up about it. “I’ve watched it since I was a baby.”

That seemed to impress him. The waiter came by again and we ordered off the menu. To play it safe, I ordered the same thing Julia wanted: creamed lobster with a side of asparagus and potatoes. By the time the food came, I couldn’t help but feel like a fish out of water. Julia and Terry were so good-looking and exuded status and all this greatness and then there was just…me. 

“He has soft features,” Mr. Burke said out of the blue. 

Soft features? What did he mean by that?

“He does,” Julia said. “I’m sure he’ll look even smaller on the screen. Don’t you?”

“I believe so,” he said. 

They were both talking like I wasn’t even there. 

“But why don’t we test it out?” Mr. Burke added. “I’ve got the goods right here.” He patted something to his right then produced a leather tote, which he handed to me. 

Julia clapped her hands, and her tits clapped right along too. “Great,” she said, then she turned to me. “We’d like you to change into the dress and heels we’ve got in there. We really need to get an idea on how we can market your look.”

I blinked. “A dress? Heels?” I asked. “Like…girl’s clothes?”

“That’s right, Jasper,” Julia said. She was keeping her face very still. “It’s part of our audition tonight.” She flipped toward me, resting her eyes on mine. Those steamy, hypnotizing blue eyes. “Look, I’ll be blunt. You don’t have to do it just because we say so. But if you’re truly interested in this role, I’d suggest you think before you act. I don’t want just anybody. I want someone who’s truly committed and isn’t afraid to show it.”

“The restrooms are right at the end of the corridor there,” Mr. Burke said helpfully, pointing to the end of the dining hall.  

I swallowed. My throat was suddenly as dry as dust. I mean, it was definitely a weird request. If they wanted me to play a woman, I most definitely wasn’t going to agree to it. I was already enough of a loser without having people find out I got cast in a huge movie…only to play a girl. 

You couldn’t pay me a million dollars to live through that kind of humiliation. 

But I couldn’t back out just right now, either. Not only would Mom be royally pissed off at me, I’d lose all potential chances of having my tongue roam inside Julia Glendower’s very playful kitty again.

I could always back out later, right? Right. 

I decided to play along. 

I smiled politely at both of them, then got up and walked in the direction of the restroom, swinging the tote over my shoulder.  


CHAPTER 3

It was a blue off-shoulder dress. When I ran my fingers through the fabric, I knew that it was probably a designer dress. I’d never seen something like this before, much less touched it. As far as I was concerned, a woman’s world was an alien world to me, and women’s clothing and fashion was a very strange alien language. 

I tried to figure out all the parts of the dress first. The bottom was poofy and the bust had an elegant bow, and there were diamond-shaped cut-outs trailing down on either side. I guessed that was where the hips were supposed to be. Along with the dress, there was a pair of midnight-blue strappy heels. The heels were in the shape of blocks and were about three inches long. 

But that wasn’t all that was in the tote.

My face scrunched up in disgust as I pulled out the final item in the bag. 

A thin blue g-string.

No. Fucking. Way. 

Heart pounding, I threw the garments back inside the tote and zipped it back up. I wasn’t sure what kind of game they were playing with me, but I wasn’t going to humiliate myself by wearing a dress and a thong in public. 

I busted out of the restroom, and began my walk back to the table. 

Julia and Terry were both laughing and enjoying dinner. Julia was looking like a dream, her seductive bustline on display and her fiery eyes sparkling. My cock tingled as I remembered her scent and the feel of her pussy folds in my mouth.   

Did I really want to disappoint her? Possibly piss her off? Ruin my chances of eventually losing my virginity with someone so damn sexy?

Just because you wear a dress doesn’t mean you have to agree to anything else, I thought. Really. It’s no big deal. You’ll never see anyone else in this restaurant again anyway.

“I’m not wearing a g-string,” I muttered as I slacked my way back to the restroom. “No one’s gonna know anyway.”

Opening up the tote, I laid out the dress on top of the marble sink counters. I had to be quick in case anyone else came in and saw the weird guy in a designer dress in the restroom and reported him to security. 

Placing the dress in a heaping loop on the floor, I stepped into it and wriggled it up my body, then did a few jumps in front of the mirror to zip up the back. 

Digging into the bag once more, I held the g-string in my hand and shook my head. 

I threw it back inside and picked up the heels. I scooped myself into them and instantly saw they were too big. How could a pair of heels be that big on me? Was I that small? 

I sighed and walked to the large walled mirror that was flanked by potted plants. Of course I looked like a complete idiot. Why was I even doing this?

Pussy. 

Oh.

I sighed again and went back to examining my reflection. That was when something dawned on me. 

The design of the blue dress was apparently very deliberate. 

The g-string was supposed to be seen through the cut-outs. 

Fuck. 

My plaid boxers were peeking through them, looking ghastly against the soft blue of the dress. So either I was going to have to wear the panties, or go commando. Either way, Julia and Terry were going to know. 

Somehow, going out in public with my balls free and swinging seemed like a worse option than wearing a g-string. 

Biting my lip, I removed my boxers and brought the g-string up my thighs. It had just enough surface area at the front to cover the entirety of my privates, but it was tight enough that I could feel the tension of the string in between my ass cheeks. 

I bowed my head and walked back out to our table. I didn’t have to look up to know that everyone was staring at me. A waiter almost bumped into me with a tray full of food, and I let out a small scream as I almost lost my balance. But the waiter kept apologizing and helped me put the heels back on again. 

My face was practically on fire by the time I reached the table.

“Oh look, he’s smaller than I thought,” Terry said, surveying me with keen eyes.

“He’s red all over,” Julia said, her lashes sweeping as she took me in. “He’s so shy. But then again, isn’t that what we wanted? Wouldn’t that make it more authentic?”

“I’d take authenticity over subpar acting any day,” Terry agreed. He smiled at me, and his eyes raked through the cut-outs that showcased the side strings of the thong. His eyes widened. Julia’s gaze followed his, and she licked her lips.

“Please, sit down, Jasper,” she said.

“Uh,” I muttered, slipping down into the leather seat. 

“I think this little exercise has confirmed my initial suspicions,” she said. “You look very sexy in women’s clothing.”

Sexy? I blushed hard. No one had ever called me that before. 

“What about his voice?” Terry interrupted. 

Julia waved the question away with her manicured hand. “I’ve already tested that out. He’s got a naturally high voice for his age, which means he shouldn’t have any trouble. He’s got a sort of melodic quality to it as well, which should translate well on the screen.”

I swallowed. They were talking in riddles! Why were they so interested in making me into a woman? There was no way I was going to star in a screen wearing women’s clothing, that was for sure. 

I’d had enough of this. “Mrs. Glendower,” I said, clearing my throat while I spoke to make sure it didn’t sound as high as they thought I did. “Could I ask about the role?”

“Of course you can,” she said. “Terry, why don’t you explain the whole thing to Jasper?”

“You can think of this as Jules’s passion project,” Terry said. “It’s been a few years in the works, actually, since she retired. Jules is ready to have an audience again. It’s just that she’s been waiting for the right person to come along.”

“Mrs. Glendower, you’ll be acting again?” I asked, confused but also amazed as fuck. 

“Something like that,” she said lightly. “And if you’re wondering about whether you’ll be playing the role of a woman, no, Jasper, you won’t. Though I know that even if that was needed, you wouldn’t refuse, would you? I know you’d do anything for me.” She smiled sexily.

I looked at her. All of my previous reluctance melted away. 

I really wanted to please her. 

“Jasper, we’ll be doing a preliminary test shoot at my cottage which is a two-hour drive from here. It’ll just be you and me though. You’ll learn more about the role then, and I’ll see if you’re truly ready to take it on.” She leaned forward and her palm grazed my thigh through the slit of my dress. She looked down at my body and I shivered. Why was she looking at me like I was a hot piece of meat? 

“But I want to make one thing very clear,” she continued. “I don’t want just anyone. You have to give all of yourself to this role. If you’re not prepared to do that, I’d like you to get the fuck off this table right now.”

I froze. Seeing the anger flash in her eyes had fired something in me. It was so sexy. 

Julia and me in a cottage alone?

I admit. At that moment I acted more with my dick than with my brain.

“You won’t be disappointed, Mrs. Glendower,” I said.

She leaned back and lifted her hand away from my thigh. I wanted to scream and tell her to touch me again. It was like I was under a spell, and I didn’t give a damn about myself. She could’ve told me to get down on my knees and bark like a dog and I would’ve done it. 

“Now, I’ll be off to an event in the morning,” she said with a satisfied smile. “But I’ll be at the cottage soon after it’s done. Let me give you the address.”

I typed the address into my phone and then she handed me a key from her handbag.

“That’ll get you in,” she said. 

“I’ll be there,” I said, fingering the key and smiling like an obedient puppy.


CHAPTER 4

Julia’s ‘cottage’ turned out to be more like a mansion set just minutes away from the beach. I arrived there early. The sun was still rising into the sky and it was dead quiet, with a nice, warm breeze heading toward the cottage from the waters. I’d taken my mom’s car, which she’d let me borrow as soon as the words ‘test shoot’ had come out of my mouth. It had all sounded so glamorous to her, though I’d conveniently left out the part where I’d been asked to wear a woman’s dress and a g-string for the audition. Oh, and the part where I’d serviced Julia under the restaurant table. I left that part out too.

I hadn’t given them a definite ‘yes’ for the role, and I knew I didn’t have to say ‘yes’ either. I was just going to take what I could get today and then I could tell my mom I didn’t make it. I mean, I could take up acting by myself after this, couldn’t I?

Inside, the cottage was just about as nice as I’d expected. Spacious and immaculate. I’d never actually been to such a nice house in my life. Julia had been sweet to trust me with the key. 

I ambled through the house. I counted six bedrooms and the dining area had a twelve-seater. The living space had a real fireplace and a 77-inch OLED TV. I rounded back and headed to what I’d pegged to be the master bedroom. It was so clean it was hard to believe anyone had slept there, ever. The walk-in closet was full of dresses—expensive ones with fluttery sleeves and ruffles and fur. I’d worn one of these yesterday. 

Heck, I’d worn a g-string. 

For Julia.

Even though I wanted to throw up at the memory, my face was quickly becoming red-hot. The way she’d looked at me like she wanted to eat me had been so titillating. I just hoped I could see that part of her again today. 

I found myself gravitating toward a chest of drawers in the closet. I opened each drawer one by one, and was disappointed to see they held some pretty boring items: jewelry sets, boxes of makeup, and more jewelry.  Except for the bottom one. That one was locked. 

I calmly walked back out to the room. I had plenty of time to figure this out. 

Fifteen minutes later, I held another small key in my hand. I’d found it right underneath a figurine on the nightstand. 

I fitted it in through the hole of the drawer and it clicked instantly.

Bingo. 

I wasn’t sure what I’d expected to see in there. But it definitely wasn’t a cougar’s massive dildo collection. 

It looked like it belonged to a damn museum.

I picked one up and ran a fingertip across the shaft. It was dark chocolate brown with veins criss-crossing through it and had a pair of giant balls. I was already rock hard. Just imagining that huge brown helmet head plunging into Julia’s wet pussy. 

Without thinking, I put the dildo into my mouth. The plan wasn’t to suck a cock. It was to taste her pussy again. And in that second, I believed I could taste her. 

“Oh fuck, Juliahhh…” I moaned, cupping my growing cock as I furiously pumped the dildo in and out of my mouth. “Will you let me fuck you? Just like this? Oh yes, I can eat your fat sexy pussy first. Mmm. You’re fucking delicious, Julia…”

The sound of a car engine shot through the house. I let out a startled cry and wiped down the dildo on my jeans then threw it back into the drawer. I couldn’t get caught like this. Not when Julia trusted me so fucking much. 

I locked the drawer, closed the door as quietly as I could and rushed downstairs just in time to see a taxi sliding off down the road.

Julia stood on the paved stone adjusting her gold-rimmed sunglasses, an enormous handbag looped through her arm. She was wearing a tight cotton dress that went down to her knees, her gorgeous neckline and DD cups illuminated by some very colorful embroidery. 

“When did you get here?” she asked.

“About an hour ago,” I said, trying not to pant. 

She handed me her bag. “Hmm. That’s a long time to sit around doing nothing, Jasper. What did you do?”

I froze. The smell of my own saliva as I drooled over her dildo was still fresh on my mind. “I…nothing. Just played on my phone.”

“I see,” she said. She took off her glasses and her eyes scowled in disapproval when she looked at me. “You look ridiculous. Let’s change you into something a little more fitting.”

We went back upstairs again. I couldn’t help but admire her silhouette and the contour of her ass as she gracefully walked up those steps in that tiny dress. When we reached her bedroom, I looked around stealthily like it was the first time I’d ever seen the room. My heart was skipping and fluttering when it dawned on me that Julia and I were now alone in her room with that plush queen size bed calling to us. I wanted so badly to make a move on her, but my cowardly virgin side wasn’t about to let me have that freedom. I was too scared to fuck it up. 

So I waited, letting her take the reins. 

Julia waltzed into her closet and hummed while she raked her hands through her clothes. She skipped all the dazzling gowns and evening dresses and stopped at what looked like her nightwear collection. Her eyes lit up. 

Oh no. 

She took out a nightdress. The top was black and pretty much a bra. The bottom was red, although dangerously see-through, and flared out like a short skirt. It was something I would’ve expected my future wife to wear on our honeymoon or something. 

Speechless, I just stared at the dress and then down at my old jeans and T-shirt. Then I locked eyes with her.

Julia shrugged and tossed away the wooden hanger. “I’m a lady of dignity, Jasper. I don’t have men stay over here,” she said crossly. “Did you expect me to have men’s clothes just lying around? At least this is much better than the crummy outfit you’ve got on.” She went through one of her drawers and pulled out a pair of red lacy panties. “This babydoll nightie is slightly transparent though so here’s something for you to wear underneath. I don’t want to see your goods. Not yet, anyway.”

I kept staring at her.

She stared back back at me, a very deliberate smile creeping up her face. Then she pointed to the door on our left. 

“The bathroom’s in there,” she said flatly. 

Pussy, I thought. You’re doing this for pussy.

I went to the bathroom and locked myself in there, and put on the nightgown-lingerie thing. I was practically naked, and that’s exactly what it felt like since the nightie barely weighed anything. Seeing my protruding cock underneath the flared red bottom was pretty jarring. I quickly put on the panties, trying to avoid how nice the lace felt on my skin. Women didn’t wear clothes, I realized. They wore clouds. 

Keeping my line of vision straight so I could avoid looking into the mirror, I walked out of the bathroom. 

Julia didn’t even bat an eye. She let out a soft yawn. “My event was a little hectic. I need a hot bath first.” She grabbed a towel off the shelf in the bathroom and turned her back to me. “Will you unzip me?”

All the blood in my body rushed to my heart. I took a couple trembling steps forward and pulled at the zipper, gently bringing it down. Her back looked so soft and flawless and she had two dimples at the top that I thought was adorable. As more and more of her body revealed itself to me, I’d stopped breathing. The curve of her waist and the wider part of her hips was so sensual. So womanly.

I stepped back reluctantly when I was done with the zipper. 

Tossing her head behind at me with a dreamy smile, she kept her back to me as she shrugged the dress off her body. It fell to her feet. With a quick push and pull, she sprung open the hooks of her bra, letting it drop to the floor. Her fingers trailed down and hovered right above the waistline of her panties.

Then she…she completely undressed. 


CHAPTER 5

“Earth to Jasper! Have you never seen a woman’s body before?”

Julia had turned around and was snapping her fingers, registering my reaction with a smirk on her face. Her braless breasts rocked unabashedly in front of me, her nipples as hard as pebbles.

I was mesmerized by her nudity. I bit my lip, wondering whether I should be honest about the fact that I was a 25-year-old virgin. That I’d never even seen a naked woman before. Not in person. 

Julia laughed and skipped to her vanity, her big breasts bouncing. She sat down and began brushing her hair. I bathed myself in her frontal view, my pole swelling underneath my panties. I’d forgotten I was even wearing a babydoll nightie, and at that moment I didn’t even care. I was so happy that Julia was letting me appreciate the most sacred parts of her. 

Seeing a woman in the flesh was a totally different experience from seeing them in porn. Like, I could see that Julia’s tits were natural because they hung a little low and the nipples pointed down, though they definitely didn’t look like they belonged to an almost sixty-year-old. I could see her areolas were dotted with knots and had an entire valley of texture. Her stomach had a small pooch that padded out adorably as she sat.

I could see every scar, every roll, every imperfection on her, and somehow that was a thousand times more satisfying.

Julia set aside her hairbrush and gave me a sexy pout. I knew she was enjoying me watching her.

Enjoying the power she had over me.

“Seeing my négligée on you is very exciting.” Her voice had suddenly gone all raspy. “I don’t think I’ll be able to stop myself from touching you.” 

She stood up and bounced toward me. I kept my eyes on her beautiful maternal breasts. “I know you’re attracted to me, Jasper. You really enjoyed tasting me yesterday, didn’t you?” She laughed and then her hand was on my stomach. Her touch heated my sheer nightie and my poor cock flinched. “How weird! I’ve had all kinds of men throw themselves at me. Very successful men. I even had a fan who was a prince from Dubai offer to pay me a million dollars to spend the night with him. He was so handsome. But I rejected him, Jasper. I turned everyone away because they just weren’t doing it for me anymore.”

My breath hitched. Because her hand was trailing down to my bulge. My big, blossoming panty bulge. 

“Why so silent, Jasper?” she whispered. “Come on, it’s just us in here. We can afford to get a little loose.”

“I’m a virgin, Mrs. Glendower.”

The truth had just blurted out. I hadn’t been planning to be honest with her at all. But my body apparently had other ideas. It wanted to be vulnerable with her, to bare my real self even though it could take a bite out of my dignity.

Julia’s hand retreated like she was in shock. “I would’ve never guessed you were a virgin,” she said. “Well, that puts things into perspective, doesn’t it? No wonder you looked like I’d electrocuted you when I asked you to undress me…”

I gave her a shy smile. 

I was desperate for her to make another move.

Her hands landed on my stomach again. Touching all over. My stomach, waist, the side of my hips. Exploring my feminized body. She sighed as she lifted up the nightie and inspected my bulge. “I love seeing cocks in panties. Something about it is so exciting, you know?” she said. “So taboo. So intimate. A man wouldn’t want to be in panties for any woman. He needs a really special woman to bring out his feminine side. Like me. Wouldn’t you agree, baby, that your cock looks pretty in those red hot panties?”

I murmured some gibberish because my brain was fried. I looked down to see she had cupped my cock through the fabric and was slowly starting to massage it.

I was dripping pre-cum. I wanted to moan out loud but I couldn’t. Was there anything nicer than a sexy woman massaging your privates? No. No, there wasn’t. I was in heaven and hell at the same time, scared shitless but also unspeakably aroused, so aroused I could feel my inhibitions drifting away from me…

“I’m so glad you told me you were a virgin,” Julia murmured and I blushed harder.

And then it happened.

She stopped her massage and I looked down. At the huge wet spot of cum. 

I wrenched myself away in horror. I was fucking embarrassed. 

“Oh baby,” she said, biting her lip. “Are you horny for my mature pussy? Are you ready for me to take your virginity? All while you’re dressed in women’s clothes? Like my perfect little sissy?” She started caressing my cock a little harder. 

“You’re so hot, Mrs. Glendower,” I said, and then I gasped as she brought out my cock. She rubbed the cock onto the fabric and then onto her naked body.

A strange feeling came over me. There were these weird pangs in my chest and my heart was feeling really heavy. Was I having a heart attack? That couldn’t be right. I looked at Julia and suddenly everything became clearer. I might have passed out but I wanted to stay strong for her. 

I groaned as she rubbed my cock all over her pooch.

I reached out to jerk myself off.

“Don’t touch yourself,” she said sharply. “You’ll only do what I tell you to do from now on, understand?”

Helpless, I nodded. 

Julia fell back on the bed and widened her thighs. 

Her slit was glorious. So wet…so inviting…

She called to me with a finger. 

My heartbeat spiked up. My nerves were all over the place. 

I swallowed, looking down at my tiny bra top and the rest of the nightie that floated as I moved.

Julia’s intentions weren’t exactly pure.

But something was happening to me. 

I was falling in love with a cougar who was hell-bent on degrading me.

Fuck. This is not good. 


CHAPTER 6

I fell towards her. I wasn’t sure what to do with my hands so I just pinned my arms above her shoulders, trying not to get in her hair.

Julia took the tip of my cock and rubbed her nipples with it. She kept doing it until my cock stiffened up all over again and a trail of pre-cum stuck to each nipple. 

“Does that feel good?” she murmured. 

It felt more than good. I was just a pile of goo bending to her whims. My body was all hers. With her controlling touch, my shaft traveled along her velvet-soft breasts and rolled over the peaks of her nipples. I drew in a sharp breath, my groin tense with need. Every muscle in my body was screaming at me to fuck her now.

I tried to take my panties off while keeping my balance. 

Julia’s hand came flying and struck me on my wrist. 

“You’ll keep those on,” she said sharply. She relaxed back into the pillows and widened her thighs once more. “You like wearing the panties, Jasper?”

I knew the kind of answer she was looking for. 

“I like it, Mrs. Glendower,” I said timidly.

“There’s a camera inside the bench,” Julia said, flicking her fingers toward the edge of the bed. “Get it for me, baby.”

I slithered down the bed and opened up the ottoman. Inside, there was a Sony video camera with the strap already attached. I handed it to Julia. 

She pressed a button and the recording light came on. She signaled to me to smile.

“What do you think of my pussy, Jasper?” she asked.

My stomach was in knots. She was recording this? With my face and everything? 

“I asked you a fucking question,” she said. 

“S-sorry,” I said. This was beyond humiliating. “I think your pussy is a divine gift from heaven, Mrs. Glendower.”

Julia smiled, clearly pleased with my answer. “Would you like to fuck a 60-year-old pussy?” she asked.

“Hell yes,” I said. 

“Then tell the camera what a good little girl you are, baby,” she said in a seductive voice. 

“I’m such a good girl,” I said in this horribly squeaky feminine voice. 

“Mmm. Will you be an obedient darling who wears whatever I tell you to? Panties? A g-string like you wore the other day? A push-up bra? How about a sexy minidress that will show off your tush when you bend over?” 

“I’ll wear anything you tell me to, Mrs. Glendower.”

“Good little girl. Then why don’t you bend over and show your ass to the camera? I think you’ll look so sexy doing that.”

I knelt down and angled my butt to the cam. I knew she could see everything because the clothes were so sheer. Could she see my ass crack? 

To my horror, my cock rustled and hardened even more. I was getting horny. 

“From the back you look like a real girl, Jas. It’s mind-blowing. You’re a real girl who’d do anything to make me happy. A girl who loves to lick pussies and suck cock…”

My eyes widened. “Cock?”

She nodded. “You can’t fool me, baby. You think a place like this isn’t rigged with cameras? My closet easily holds some of the most expensive things I own. I really enjoyed the little performance you gave me on my dildo. The best part is I didn’t even have to ask! You’re such a natural.”

My blush deepened. I wanted to die.

She lowered the camera toward my groin then brought it back up to my face. “You ever wished you could deepthroat a cock? You can be honest, baby. It’s just you and me here. And the camera. Don’t worry, he has a no-judgment policy.” She laughed dryly.

“I…I’m not sure, Mrs. Glendower,” I mumbled.

“Don’t think I heard you right,” she said sharply.

“I…I guess I’ve wanted to,” I said. 

“Wanted to what?”

“Deepthroat…a dick.”

Her lips curled. She was mocking me. “Such a slutty sissy!” she said. “Take your clitty out of your pretty undies and show it to the camera. Show me how hard it is after wearing all that sexy lace.”

“Clitty?”

“Are you made of concrete, bitch?” Julia said impatiently. She waved a hand at my cock. “Come on. Use your fucking brains.”

I remembered the way she’d blown up at me last night at the restaurant. It was pretty clear Julia was used to getting what she wanted.

If only she didn’t look so sexy while she was pissed off…

I chewed on my lip as I held my erection in one hand while I placed the other on the waistline like I was posing for Playboy. My cock twitched, sending a thrill down my spine. I didn’t understand any of this. This wasn’t supposed to turn me on. All of it was making me nauseous and horny at the same time. 

“Why don’t you finish what we started yesterday?” Julia suggested, opening up her legs and bringing her knees up. “Do you think you can make me cum this time?” 

The excitement was almost too much to handle. I nodded to the camera.

“Come to Momma, baby,” she said.

I crawled toward her pussy.

I wanted to fuck her so badly. I wanted to lose my virginity with her. 

But Julia didn’t let me position my cock anywhere near her cunt. Instead, she pushed my head down so I could lick her. I dove in between her legs, tasting her with ferocious energy.

She stroked my head while I serviced her. “We’ll fuck soon, baby. Do you like Momma’s milk?”

I grunted in response. 

“Ew. Answer me properly like a girl, Jas, not a pig.”

I looked up. “I love your milk, Mrs. Glendower. I could drink it all day.”

She left me in silence again. I rolled up my tongue and started fucking her with that. God, she was wet. She was spurting out her juices, and it was impossible for me to lap it all up. The sheets were drenched.

“Does any of this seem familiar to you, Jas?”

I froze. 

“Dark Desires?” Julia prompted. “I did a sex scene just like this with a younger man. Of course, I was just about your age then.” 

I nodded. “I remember.”

I wanted to kick myself. I wish I’d never lied to her about her work in the first place. Right now, I didn’t want to lie. I wanted to be honest with her and bare my soul.

I made a mental note to check out Dark Desires once I went home.

“Do you know how sex scenes like this are done?” Julia said in between moans. “It’s actually the least sexiest thing ever. It’s just isolated body parts moving stitched together masterfully to insinuate sex. And it’s hot with all the lighting so you have to try your best to be cool. But putting on those performances would make me so horny. I’d often rub myself in my trailer once we were done with the shoot.” She stopped recording and placed the camera on the nightstand. “But this right here? This is the real thing.”

I stopped licking and lowered my gaze to her pussy. She was still spitting out a stream of her juices. I’d never seen anything like that before and I was in awe. 

Julia collected some of her juices and smeared it over her nipples, gesturing me to go back to tasting her.

“After I retired from acting, I faded away into obscurity,” she said. “It’s such a cliché thing, but it really does happen to a lot of actresses. I almost hated going out, because people always talked about my past. And ‘my prime’. Never about my plans or the future. As if I was a dead woman walking.” She rolled her eyes and then she spurted some more. I lapped all that syrup straight into my mouth. “But then Terry got in touch with me again and told me that there was still a market for me. It turns out that people like watching older women in erotic films.”

I stopped and sputtered. “You mean porn?”

“Not porn,” she said curtly. “Erotic films. There’s a difference. I told Terry I’d consider it if I could have creative direction. I’m older now, wiser, and the last thing I want to do is bend to another person’s demands. Especially another man’s demands. I was itching to create something special and that was my own. I’ve always been interested in training a sissy.” 

“A sissy?”

“A femboy, if you prefer that term,” she said. “But I don’t. I like ‘sissy girl’. That’s what you are right now.” She nodded toward me and I glanced down at myself and my cheeks went red. 

“Anyway, Terry’s already made me a website and we’ve got members signing up from all over the world,” she said, her blue eyes sparkling with excitement. “We’ve already got a few hundred subscribers, and Terry’s projecting it’ll be in the thousands before I even release my first video. The membership price is pretty steep, but this isn’t even about the money, Jasper. I have enough money. It’s a way for me to love myself again.”

“That’s deep,” I whispered, and I fell even harder in love with her.

“I could’ve done my recruitment for the perfect sissy online,” she continued. “But I’m a bit more old-fashioned in that sense. I needed star potential. Did you know that last night when you were walking in that sexy dress for everyone in the restaurant to see, people were looking at you? You were turning heads, Jas. I can tell people will like you on camera. Plus, your shyness is sexy. These things are all important. You have to be a little relatable, but also very easy on the eyes.”

Julia’s thighs suddenly clamped around my neck and shoulders. I kept my pace and energy going. I needed her to cum.

“So, Jasper, you’ll effectively be a co-star. Just you and me. Wouldn’t you want to be naughty with me? Show everyone what a naughty sissy girl you are?”

I nodded before I went back to licking. My jaw and tongue were on fire. I was exhausted, but I needed to keep going.  

“Now, I know what you’re thinking,” she said. “Going from a virgin to an erotic film star is a big leap. But I know you can do it. I’ll be training you. Let’s see how well you’re listening to my instructions. And then I’ll make up my mind. I want to see just how much you can please. I’m about to cum, baby. Yes!” 

She cried out as she orgasmed. Her thighs and calves vibrated along my back. I held on. Kept licking, kept fucking her with my tongue. I was getting good at this.

“Tell me you need me, baby,” she said while she was still in the throes of her orgasm. 

“I need you, Mrs. Glendower!” I cried. “I need you so much right now! I love you!”

“Oh yes!” Her head fell back onto the pillow and her eyes fluttered shut, her breathing easing down. She only took a second to reboot, though I waited patiently. I’d done it. Though I’d practically drowned in juices, I’d made my woman cum.  

“Mrs. Glendower? May I fuck you now?” I asked politely. 

Julia’s eyes flew open. She grasped my little pecker, which was hot and hard and throbbing. She gave me a delicious stare as she swiped the fresh wetness off my tip and held it up for me to see. Then she pushed her finger to my lips. 

Reluctantly, I sucked on her finger. 

I wasn’t sure I liked the taste.

“You loved that, didn’t you?” she asked. 

“Yes,” I murmured, gearing myself to fuck her wet cunt. 

“Alright, Jas, why don’t you start by fucking me nice and slow,” she said. “And have your panties around your legs. It’s important for me to see those panties.”

Shivering with excitement, I gathered myself and scooted toward her. This was my moment. 

After twenty-five long years, it was finally about to happen. The days I’d spent cooped up in bed, wondering, fantasizing, dreaming about how it would go. How lucky was I to have a beautiful, experienced woman to guide me for my first time?

And it was everything I dreamed of and more. 

Her fragrant pussy opened up just for me. I could feel it tighten and throb around me, and I was so happy that she was letting me experience the parts of her I couldn’t even see, just feel. Julia sighed as I fucked her again and again, a little clumsily at first, but then gaining confidence in my motions and rhythm. She sighed and moaned and lifted her arms around her head. Her plump breasts swung up and down violently each time I thrust into her.

“Do you feel your panties around your legs, baby?” she asked. 

“Yes, ma’am,” I grunted.

“Fuck me as hard as you can,” she said. “And don’t even think about stopping until I tell you to.”

I fucked her as hard as I could. My ass clenched hard as I jerked into her depths again and again, sweat pouring down my face. Julia reached out and cupped my bra top and fingered the lace lining of my panties, her moans getting louder and more desperate each time. It was obvious that my feminine appearance was the thing that excited her, maybe even more than my fucking.

But I didn’t care. I wanted so badly for her to tell me I was a good lover.

After a while my legs turned into jelly, and my iron dick was close to erupting when she stopped me. She turned around and shimmied her delicious ass for me. Then she let me have her doggy-style. 

My insides lurched with need as I pummeled into her plush depths from behind. This was too good…

I moaned as I finally let go. The release was mind-blowing. Load after load, emptying my big twitchy balls into her hot babymaking recesses.

I felt Julia tense. Then she wriggled forward, letting my cock slip out of her, and turned back around. 

“Did I tell you to cum inside me?”

My cheeks turned pink. “No, Mrs. Glendower.” 

“I thought so. Then why’d you do it?”

“It felt too good, Mrs. Glendower,” I said honestly. 

“Did it feel good, bitch?” 

I recoiled at the insult. There was a pit at the bottom of my stomach. This wasn’t what I’d wanted at all. 

“Suck all of that nasty sissy milk out of me right now,” Julia said. She grabbed me by the ear and pushed me between her legs. 

I drank it all up. I hated the taste and I hated myself. I’d fucked up our dreamy lovemaking session by having to slurp my own cum. 

“You’re horrible,” Julia said, her hand smoothing my hair as she watched me lose all my pride and ego. “Just horrible. You’ll never please a woman. Not like this. You should be thankful you’re a sissy. Just good at sucking and swallowing.”

When I emerged out of the darkness, my face was sticky with body fluids, sweat, and…tears. 

Julia saw me crying and I could see it had triggered something in her. She called me onto her lap and nestled my head in the crook of her soft, warm arm. 

“Suck on Momma’s tits, baby,” she said in a hushed whisper. “Then you’ll feel better.”

She cooed and hugged me as I suckled on the tender skin of her breast and the tough nubs of her nips. I kept crying, but then I really did begin to feel better. Wrapped in the warm cocoon of Julia’s body, her breasts squished into me, I felt safe. 

When she finally let me go, she looked at me long and hard. I was a mess.

“You know what?” she said softly. “This won’t do. You’re not turning me on anymore. I think we need to freshen you up a bit.”


CHAPTER 7

Fuck. 

Julia had that look again. Like she wanted to eat me for dinner.

She pushed me out of the bed and into her bathroom. There was a bathtub overlooking a giant window. Sunlight was streaming through it and onto the pristine white tiles, reminding me it was still only noon. 

“Right. I need you naked,” Julia said. 

I felt cold and numb as she stripped everything off me. I was scared again. Lost. I didn’t know what the hell she’d got planned for me. I’d lost my virginity not more than five minutes ago and my whole world had opened up, but now all I could feel was shame. 

I’d let her down.

“What are you waiting for, slut?” Julia said, motioning to the tub. “You know, if you’d rather not do this, I’ll let you go. I can easily find someone else who’s completely devoted to me.”

I rushed to the tub and sat down. She filled it to the rim and I almost moaned as the water hugged me like a blanket. She dropped a bath bomb into the water which turned it bright pink.

“Wash your face,” she ordered, handing me a washcloth. “Get all that nasty gunk off.”

I dipped the washcloth into the sudsy water and rubbed it over my face until it was clean. Then she gave me a razor and a bottle of shaving cream. 

“Do you know what this is?” she asked. 

“Yes,” I said hesitantly. “It’s a razor.”

“Well, don’t just sit there looking like an imbecile,” she said. “Use it. Do your arms first.”

“But…” I said sheepishly. I was prepared to do all kinds of kinky stuff in the privacy of her cottage. But shaving? I couldn’t help but think what my mom would say if I went home all plucked and hairless. And what about Russell, her boyfriend? He already teased me a lot. 

“Go on, girl, we don’t have all day!” Julia said firmly. She put on a fluffy robe and sat down on the tiled bench across from the tub. I think she was just a little cold because apart from her arms she didn’t bother wrapping the robe around her body. Her tits and her stomach pooch still looked so fucking hot to me. 

That, and the fact that she looked just about ready to kill me now.

I nervously slathered on the shaving cream and slid the razor across my arm. With a good dunk in the water my arm became unnervingly hairless. Julia instructed me to shave my other arm before proceeding to my legs, my pits, arms, and my stomach. The whole time I felt like I was making a big mistake…until she told me to stand up and shave my cock and balls right in front of her. That was when I started getting horny again. Maybe it was the fact that Julia was staring at my privates, watching me steadily remove clumps of my pubic hair. Maybe it was the fact that I was doing something so taboo to my body. 

Julia didn’t comment on my boner as I shaved. She just watched me silently. Like a tigress hiding in the grass, waiting for the perfect moment to pounce. 

Before I knew it, though, I was done. I’d never felt so…naked. So girly.

And I hated how much it was turning me on.

“Out,” Julia barked.

I got out of the tub and she asked me to towel off while she went and got me some clothes. She returned with layers and layers of clothing piled high on her arms. She made me put on a pink bra and stuffed the cups with stockings so I actually looked like I had a cleavage. Then she slithered on a hot pink thong up my legs. After that, she hooked on a corset, which she pulled in so tight I could hardly breathe. Apparently that was to create a waist. Finally, she slipped on a pink bandage dress over my head and arms and zipped up the back. 

And surprise, surprise…this dress was sheer too, so you could see all the undergarments I had on. 

“Wow,” Julia said. “You’re prettier than I expected. Do you feel like a girl yet?”

I blushed. I felt so desired yet worthless at the same time. I wasn’t a twenty-five-year-old man anymore. I was a shy, young, helpless girl. 

Julia groped my breasts and snickered. “My my, what big tits you have!” she said, her eyes lighting up as she touched my body all over. “Look how soft your skin is! Were you ever a man, Jasper? I don’t think so…” 

I couldn’t believe she was poking fun at my feminine frame. She was the one who’d asked me to shave. She was the one who’d done this to me. Why? I used to be a normal guy. Now I was no longer a virgin but I was getting aroused at things that definitely shouldn’t arouse me. 

Tears crept down my face again as Julia kept humiliating and shaming me. She ripped down the front of my thong and smirked. “Did you shave your whole dick off? It looks so small! At least you can be glad you’ll never fuck a woman again! What? Are you crying, baby?”

Julia peered down at my tears. I sniffled. 

“Well, that’s settled then,” she said. “Men don’t cry. You’re a girl! You like being all girly, don’t you? You like showing off to me what a sissy you are?” 

I nodded. 

“Good girl. Now wipe those tears off. We’ve got more work to do for the shoot.”

She thrust me toward the window and shoved my face into the natural light. She doused my face in makeup, slapping on powders and colors and a wine-red lipstick. Then she stuck on some huge false lashes and covered my hair with a wig cap. She pinned a shiny brown wig into place. She said that she wore it for one of her sets twenty years ago, and that I should feel honored she was allowing me to wear it. She also made me wear the same towering strappy heels I’d worn that night at the restaurant.

Once we were done, she got rid of her robe, letting her body bask in the twinkling sunlight. I found myself gravitating toward her. 

Never had I seen someone so beautiful. I lowered my eyes and saw that her shiny swollen cunt was dripping. Because of me. All I wanted to do was feel it, lick it, pleasure it, and cream her cougar pussy with my sissy seed. 

“Good thing I’m turned on again,” she said, taking me by the hand to her bed again. She spread her legs and lightly slapped her pussy like she was warming it up. It made squelching noises. “I’m just a tad sweaty and I haven’t had my bath yet. It’s a good thing I’ve got my very own personal sissy, huh? You can clean me up.”

“Can I run you a bath?” I asked shyly. 

Julia rolled her eyes. “Where’s the fun in that? You’ve got a perfectly functioning tongue, haven’t you?”

“You want me…to lick you?”

“What do you think, sissy?” she said, and whacked me hard across my butt.

I sucked in a breath and tried to ignore all the throbbing that was going on downstairs. Julia raised her arm. She giggled as I tentatively licked her underarm. Oh god, the humiliation. I was a cougar’s personal body-licker. 

I kept licking, giving my Goddess a tongue bath. I did her arms, her back, her stomach pooch, and her legs. The whole room smelled of my saliva. Whenever Julia thought I was being too slow or leaving traces of lipstick on her she slapped me across my butt cheeks or yanked on my ear. I wasn’t being slow because I didn’t want to lick her. I was slow because I was scared to do a bad job. 

“I think it’s time for you to clean my ass,” Julia announced. “How about it, Jas? Would you like to clean an old woman’s ass? You’re a whore so I think you’ll do it happily.”

“I’d love to clean your ass, Mrs. Glendower,” I said. 

“Get to it then!”

Julia spread her cheeks for me. I inhaled her scent down there. My tongue hurt and my mouth was dry after all the licking but her ass was looking scrumptious. I worked from the outside in, slobbering over her soft, plump skin until I reached the pristine valley of her crack. 

“After you clean my ass we can fuck again,” Julia said. “Wouldn’t you like that, baby? You want to fuck, don’t you, my girlie? Oh, look at you all blushing. You’re so cute when you blush like that! If you clean my ass well, I’ll make the sex extra special, okay?”

“Yes, ma’am!” I said. 

I was already so excited. My tongue landed easily on her wrinkled asshole and I tasted her, this time from the inside out. Her asshole was definitely tight as hell, and I couldn’t help but imagine how it would feel to have my cock inside it. 

Could anal sex be in the cards today?

Yes, I decided. My face grew pinker at the thought. 

“God, I can cum just from you doing this.” Julia moaned, sighing happily. “Nothing better than a sissy tongue up your ass. I swear, it’s better than a cock.”

I cleaned and serviced her ass until she’d had enough. My tongue and jaw were both numb, and I think the smell of ass became permanently ingrained in my brain. 

“Now,” she said, spreading her legs on the bed again. “I think you look so girly now that you can’t fuck me.”

My face fell. 

“I’ll have to fuck you.” She gave me a knowing smile. “Don’t pout, baby. I think you were made to be fucked. To be totally honest, I don’t think you were good at fucking. Your clit is small and I could barely feel it.”

Julia swung over to my side and fixed my wig before reapplying my lipstick. “You better not cry again, girl. I don’t want your makeup ruined.”

“Yes, Mrs. Glendower,” I said in a small voice. 

“Now hike up that dress and pull down the thong,” she commanded. “Then bend over and show me your ass.”


CHAPTER 8

How could one woman hold that much power over me?

In less than two days, Julia had me wearing a daring dress, a g-string, bra and panties, a corset, a fucking wig. She’d stripped me of my masculinity. Reduced me to a freaky, kinky whore. I’d eaten my own cum and dedicated myself to licking her body clean. Now I was shaved to the bone, decked in lingerie and a tight sexy dress, baring my smooth, shaved ass for her pleasure. 

And now I was about to get fucked from the back…

There was a sudden flash and my fingers twitched on my cheeks. I was straining to keep my ass open. I turned around and gulped when I saw Julia holding the camera and taking shot after shot of my brown eye. 

“Just warming you up,” she said cheerily. “I know you like to show off for the camera, don’t you? That’s right. Maybe we can use these shots as promo material on the site. What do you think? Keep stretching those cheeks. Wow, I can tell your hole is so tiny from here. Do you think it’s tight?”

“I’m…I’m a virgin back there,” I muttered. I felt like my entire body was blushing. I thought about what my friends and Russell would say if they saw the pictures one day, and I shivered. I would die. 

I’d been so fucking stupid, thinking that today was going to be the day I’d brag to everyone about how I’d lost my virginity to a hot cougar. 

But now I’d stooped so low that it now felt impossible for me to recover. 

“Not for long,” Julia said. “How about you try and put a finger in there for me, baby?”

I was glad my face wasn’t to the camera. I took a deep breath and placed my forefinger on the rim of my asshole. Exhaling slowly, I pushed it in. Julia asked me to go in as deep as I could. 

“I’m…I’m so tight,” I croaked. 

“Tight is right, baby. Let’s bounce those ass cheeks,” Julia instructed. “Keep your finger still! Show me the slut you know you are! Let’s hear them clap!”

I twerked my booty up and down with my finger up my ass. The blood rush to my clitty was immediate. 

This is ridiculous. Why…is this turning me on so much? 

“Done,” Julia said. “I’m so inspired. Now let’s take a front shot.” 

I swiveled to the front and there she was, still unabashedly naked, her big tits flopping as she waved the camera about. I could feel myself leaking. Showing my face in that video was just about the most degrading thing she could’ve asked me to do. 

“Well don’t just stand there like a robot. Strike a pose! I want everyone to know you’re not a man. Or a woman. Just a pathetic sissy. Show everyone your slimy clitty in those slutty panties!”

I really got into it then. I couldn’t really help it—I was so turned on. I kind of propped my head to the side and did a knee pop while I showed off my shameful clit. I had no idea if it looked good. 

“And what did you just do for Jules, baby?”

I looked at the camera. “I ate your ass, ma’am.”

“And?”

“I…I ate my cum,” I said shyly.

“Say it louder for the camera, baby.”

“I ate MY OWN CUM!” And my clitty swelled even further. 

Julia laughed. “She sucked it right off me like it was her morning smoothie! Mmm. How about a cum smoothie, baby? Oh, the possibilities are endless.” She clicked off the camera, messed with the buttons a bit and said, “I just shared that with Terry. You’ve turned me on so much, my good little sissy. I guess it’s time for me to fuck you.”

My asshole puckered. 

Julia asked me to kneel on the floor and set up the camera on the nightstand. Then she bounced her way to her closet. When she returned she was sporting a flesh-colored dildo attached to a pink strap on her hips. She was also wearing heels. They clicked while she sauntered over to me. 

It felt impossible, but this was the sexiest I’d seen her yet. 

“Show me how much you worship my cock,” she said, swinging it up and down in her palm. “Give it a kiss.”

I kissed the mushroom head of Julia’s cock. 

Julia giggled. She was getting such a thrill out of embarrassing me. “Now I want you to suck it like the girly girl you are. Don’t think about it too much. Just repeat the little performance you gave me this morning, okay?”

My mind was like scrambled eggs as she pumped her cock back and forth in my mouth.

What the fuck was I doing?

I gasped as Julia thrust into me so hard I felt the dildo tip knock the back of my throat. My eyes were welling up with tears. 

Julia slapped me hard on the face, sending me whirling back. I coughed and gagged. 

“The fuck are you crying for, bitch?” she said. “I’m teaching you how to deepthroat. If you mess up your pretty face you’ll have another thing coming.”

She handed me a bottle of lube. 

“Slather it on there, nice and good,” she said.

A blob of lube landed on the dildo. I spread it all over the head and then brought it down the shaft. I was shivering all over. I knew what was about to happen. I knew what this cock was really for.

And yet, I couldn’t get myself to verbalize it. Not even to myself. 

The dildo was in my mouth again. I rocked my head back and forth, sucking on it with gusto like I’d seen a million chicks do in porn. I tried to swallow more and more of it each time I bobbed toward Julia, trying to silence my gag reflex. She kept laughing at my attempts. 

“You suck,” she said. “Literally.”

She grabbed onto my wig and kept me sucking then pushed me straight into her cock so I’d gag again. She laughed even louder.

“Get rid of the thong,” she said. “And look at the camera while you do it.”

Helplessly, I stood up and took off my thong. She snatched it away from me. The next thing I knew, she was pushing it down my mouth. 

I whimpered to the camera.  

“Can you taste yourself in there?” she said, grinning devilishly. “Your soiled little thong?”

I nodded. It was a terrible reminder I’d worn them. 

Julia made me lean over the side of the bed and splay my right leg on top of the bedspread so the camera could have a close-up view. I could feel the warmth of her body as she came close, her palm pressing into one of my ass cheeks. Then I felt the wet, slimy tip of her dildo trail up and down my crack.

Her breath hitched.

I could taste her excitement. 

The dildo pushing through my entrance was like a prick at first. Then all I could feel was this incredible, overwhelming tightness. I panicked and cried out—or tried to at least. Instead, I coughed and blubbered into the thong sitting in my mouth. My nails held onto the mattress for dear life. 

My makeup was getting ruined whether I liked it or not. 

Julia stopped penetrating me. She could hear my sniffles. “Stay still, baby,” she said. Her voice had suddenly gone soft. She was stroking my ass with her soft hands. “I know it’s your first time. The first time can be a little tough. Well, here’s a word of advice. I’m not going to lie. It’s going to hurt a little at first, but then the pleasure will take over. Soon you’ll be begging me to screw your hot little ass all day.” 

“Okay.” That’s what I tried to say, but it came out all garbled. I had a feeling she understood though, because she patted me on the back and went back to fucking me. 

She wasn’t lying about it. The penetration did hurt. Even with all the lube, it still hurt. But as she kept thrusting and the cock further invaded my back door, I began to feel the force and the friction and the wetness of it all at once, and I was amazed by how good it was all starting to feel. Like, I didn’t even know my body could produce this kind of pleasure…

I was huffing, puffing, groaning…all while Julia fucked me with the strength and energy of grizzly bear. The brown hair of my wig swayed back and forth as she pumped into me harder, harder, harder.

“Bounce that ass, baby,” Julia growled. “Bounce while I fuck your tight virgin pussy.”

My cock was growing. My balls were aching. 

I desperately wanted someone to touch me down there. 

I seized my cock with one hand and tried to jerk myself off. 

“Hands off the squirter!” Julia blasted at me. 

Her cock slid straight out of my ass.

“No!” I screamed, my voice muffled. 

Julia grabbed my chin and glared at me. “You want me to fuck you? Well you’ll have to beg for it now, sissy. How bad do you want it?”

I blubbered something.

“The camera can’t hear you,” she says. “Say you need me to fuck your tight little virgin sissy pussy.”

“I need you to fuck my tight little virgin sissy pussy,” I blurbled through the thong.

“Clap your cheeks for me,” she said. 

Saliva poured down my mouth as I clapped my cheeks in position, tears streaming down at the destruction of my dignity. She wrenched the panties out of my mouth, then bent down to drool into my own pool of saliva. 

“Drink all of that up,” she said. “Think of it as practice for your cum smoothie.”

This is so humiliating, I thought.

I lapped up the whole pool of spit.

“Open your mouth,” Julia said. “And angle it to the camera.”

When I did, she coughed up and spit straight into my mouth. I swallowed it all down like a good whore. 

She patted the top of my head. “I’ve trained you well.” 

The pleasure was almost too much to handle as she drilled into me again. Her cock stretched me to a capacity I never knew I had. I was experiencing what I could only describe as bursts of ecstasy spiking up my body. My crotch felt like it was being split in two. 

Julia fucked me even harder. 

I howled as ropes of cum ejected out of me. My entire body froze as I kept spurting, my asshole still clamped tight around the dildo. I bounced back to the dildo-head like a crazed whore, trying to screw myself in an attempt to milk every last bit of my orgasm, crying and screaming in my anguish.

“Beautiful,” Julia said. “That was just a beautiful performance. You know what to do right now, don’t you, sissy?”

I bowed down to shamefully lap up my fluids.

As soon as I was done, Julia hurried over and stopped the recording. She removed the harness and wiped the light sheen of sweat that glowed on her face. Even though she’d practically been through a workout the whole day, her makeup was still flawless and she looked beautiful.

“You’re just perfect for the role, Jasper!” she said. “Thousands of people all over the world are going to witness our erotic films. Which means you’re going to be a star! Could you run my bath while I call Terry? Hey, maybe you could call your friends and family and tell them the good news, too?”

“Uh, sure, Mrs. Glendower,” I said. 

I went to the bathroom and ran a bath. I took my phone from my jeans still lying on the floor and glanced over at my phone. No notifications. Except a text from my manager demanding an explanation for why I missed my shift. 

I sighed.

The call could wait. 

Julia took a long bath and then I stayed in the bathroom, bringing her various lotions and creams as she called for them and massaging them onto her skin. She did her hair and her makeup while I watched. 

I found myself licking my lips. 

Julia’s phone rang and she answered it. I knew at once it was Terry. 

“Filming starts on Monday!” she said once she hung up. She was beaming. “We need to go shopping. Get you some new lingerie and a proper wig! Some nice heels and a few good bras too. There’s so much to do! A co-starring role isn’t as easy as you think, Jasper. You’ll see.” She looked over at me thoughtfully. At my messy hair, stained face, and sweaty bandage dress. “Why don’t you stay over? We’ll have the whole weekend to ourselves. You need lots of practice, after all.” 

She waltzed into her walk-in closet and I followed. “Maybe we should head to the beach first to cool down a bit. Grab a bite on the way there. How does that sound?”

I swallowed. I couldn’t wait to start filming. I wasn’t sure what I was going to tell my mom or my friends. How they were eventually to see me on a screen playing a very…sexy…role. But somehow, that was a problem that seemed to be a long way off in the distance.

After all, didn’t I have the whole fucking weekend to figure it out?

“Well?” Julia pressed impatiently. “I asked you a question, sissy.”

I gave her a shy smile. “I’d love to, Mrs. Glendower.” 

THE END


THE HUNTRESS




CHAPTER 1

I’m not sure what possessed me to go into the forest that day.

It was summertime. My parents had rented an Airbnb log cabin for my first visit home from college. My mother was a crystal-hoarding, nature-loving hippie so of course our cabin was out in the middle of nowhere, blanketed by thick forests practically on all sides. It had been advertised as a ‘luxury getaway’ but I think calling it a dump would’ve been a whole lot more accurate. It looked like a place that wouldn’t have electricity or running water, but—surprise, surprise—it did. My (unspoken) opinion was that my parents had been scammed and they didn’t have the faintest idea.

The place had only one nice bedroom, which was large and had an okay view and a hotel-ish vibe to it, but of course Yasmin, my older bitch of a sister hogged it for herself. My parents decided to sleep in the rundown second bedroom and I was resigned to the pullout couch in the living room, which was actually pretty big and probably the most comfortable out of the lot. 

The first day of our family vacation we went out fishing. None of us caught anything and Dad almost sank our boat by slamming the back end against a clump of rocks while trying to make a turn. To top it all off it started to rain and we all got wet. I couldn’t believe I had another ten days of this crap to live through. 

Three more days crawled by at a snail’s pace and I kept daydreaming about school and dorm life and having access to WiFi again. Mom had had the bright idea to lock up our phones in a safe, so yes, I didn’t even have a phone. 

And then, slowly but surely, the fifth day of our vacation dawned. That was the day everything changed. 

Old Zayn had no clue that when the sun would rise again, his world would’ve turned upside down. Topsy turvy. And things would never be the same again. 

My parents had decided to take us out on a fun two-hour drive out west for a specially booked ‘spa day’ that included a yoga session by an amazing guru who’d traveled all the way from India. I declined the invitation. 

“But it’ll be good for you, honey,” Mom insisted, patting my back hard. Her bangles jingled with each flick of her wrist. “Trust me. You just seem so…tense…ever since you came home. I know college can be stressful for any young man so I was hoping you’d appreciate something like this.”

“Tense? What do you mean?” I asked. “I’m chill as an iced cucumber.” I crossed one leg over another on my couch, fingering the pages of the dog-eared copy of Dune  I’d brought along. I had a torch wedged in between two cushions next to me since the cabin lighting was awful even during the day.

“You are so ungrateful, Zayn,” Mom said. 

Dad stepped in, clearing his throat. “Let the boy be, Corrie.”

“Fine, suit yourselves,” Mom said haughtily. She yelled out for Yasmin. “Honey, we’re leaving!”

“Have fun being bored, asswipe,” Yasmin came out of her room saying.

“Bored? Reading? Never,” I said. “Have fun marinating in piss in whatever back-alley spa pools y’all are about to dip into.”

And then, quite suddenly, I was alone for the first time since I’d come back home. 

I had privacy. 

It would also be the last time I’d see my family again.

Sighing with relief, I picked up Dune and started reading. I was a loner by nature so reading was one of my happy places. So I read until the lines started blurring together and my head got a little heavy and weary. I sat up and wondered about what I should do. I considered jacking off, but I didn’t have my phone with me and it just wouldn’t be the same without the breasts of my favorite porn star bouncing all over my screen. I glanced at the collection of items I’d piled on top of the wicker table by the couch. A fat book of Sudoku puzzles, the board game Scythe, and a pair of binoculars. None of them looked particularly appealing. 

I stared out the window. The forest seemed to be calling out to me. Even in the daylight, it looked dark. Foreboding. Tempting. Maybe I could take a walk. And maybe if I was really lucky, I could spot some cool birds and sketch them out later in my notebook. 

Yes…

I smiled.

Decision made, I set aside Dune, grabbed my torch and binoculars, shoved some granola bars in my pocket, and headed out.

***

The forest was cool—way cooler than it been inside our stuffy cabin. The trees drew up high, branches sticking out like skinny arms raised to the sky. The treeline was thick enough to block out most of the light, creating the illusion that we were nearing nightfall.

I walked for an hour or so along an isolated dirt trail. The soft, balmy scent of the earth was strangely soothing. Minutes after I’d taken one of the winding trails off the main path, I had the urge to take a leak. Unzipping my fly, I pissed into the flowery undergrowth near the bark of a maple, thinking to myself what an understated pleasure it was to piss so freely in the wilderness. Sometime later I heard the bubbling surface of a creek. I strolled toward the sounds and when I found it, I got down on my knees, cupped some water with my hands and drank out of it. The water was cold and tasted like metals. 

I did see birds—some pretty cool ones, actually. Some had plump red-and-black bodies and some sang soulful tunes while they all huddled together like a choir. Then the trail abruptly ended and I came to a little circular clearing. 

I noticed the animal bones almost instantly. 

There were littered on the floor among the dried leaves and pinecones, the size of them suggesting they belonged to some fairly big mammals. They had their faceless teeth jutting out and huge eye sockets picked clean. One had horny protrusions that were partially crushed by god-knows-what. I took a step back, my nerves jittering as I continued to stare down at the display of death before me. Something told me these creatures had met their end in a horrifying way.

I twisted around to leave, and that was when I saw the thing that made my skin crawl.

There, hammered into a mound of dirt was a wooden stake, proudly displaying the top half of a decidedly sad-looking human skull.

“You’re kidding me,” I muttered as a chilly gust of wind blew my way. 

It was someone’s warning. Stay away if you know what’s good for you, the skull said, except it was already too late for me. A grin formed on my lips—though it was an uneasy grin. This had to be a sick joke. And the skull? How easy was it to get that shit online? I was just being a pussy. 

All the same, I slowly edged away and decided to trudge back the way I’d come. 

Just to be safe.

I’m not sure at what exact point I realized I was lost. When I’d walked roughly ten minutes just to part my way back into the clearing again, I thought about what an idiot I’d been to walk around in a circle without even knowing it. I set off again, going against my gut this time, watching out for trampled leaves and footprints as signs I was on the right path. I had to use my torch now—it was getting darker much sooner than I expected or maybe I’d just lost all sense of time in this crazy old forest. If that was the case I had to hurry the fuck up because I didn’t want my parents to worry if they got back before me. 

When I heard the familiar babbling of water, I smiled to myself. There it was, the creek, and several yards away, the tree I’d proudly pissed on. Not long now. Maybe fifteen minutes or so I’d be out. 

But what felt like fifteen minutes came and went, and then the trail abruptly came to an end again. I frowned, looking behind me. I was surrounded by trees, the forest seemingly thicker and even more undisturbed now. I stopped and cursed out loud for not laying out some kind of marker as I went along. Survival 101 and stupid Zayn had failed spectacularly. Yasmin would have a field day if she found out her ‘stupid wittle baby brother’ had gotten lost in the woods.

The wind picked up as I kept walking. My hand shook as I held onto the torch. You’re not a pussy. You’re not a pussy, I kept reminding myself. My imagination was on overdrive. The trees were beginning to look like predatory giants that wanted to reach down and suffocate me. Shadows swayed and moved on their own—were they people? Or coyotes? And did I just step on a fucking snake?

I was about to drop straight into a panic attack when I finally came across a familiar-looking cluster of trees. I sighed with happiness. This had to be a good sign, right? Except when I crept along through it, I came back to the clearing again. The playground of bones, and that skull. That human skull, eyes so sad and lonely. 

I heard noises behind me. The near-silent rustle of leaves and then a stomp, like a boot that landed heavily on mud. 

I froze, completely spooked. 

“Who’s there?” I tried to sound manly, but all that came out was a whine. 

And then the animal sprang out from the bushes—tackling me to the ground, its fangs sinking deep into the flesh of my neck. 


CHAPTER 2

Except it wasn’t an animal at all. 

It was a girl. 

The edge of her blade danced along the back of my neck. 

My torch had clattered to the ground so all I could see were shadows, but she was on my back and I could smell her—the sourness of skin that had been constantly exposed to the elements and the light powderiness of her hair as it washed over my head. 

She wasn’t just a girl though. 

Was she going to kill me?

“Help!” I cried, struggling against the weight of her body on my chest. My voice came out pathetically quiet, like air escaping from a rapidly deflating balloon. “Help!”

“There’s no one to help you here,” the girl rasped into my ear. 

“Help,” I squeaked again, forgetting conveniently just how pathetic I sounded. 

“Do you want to die? Is that why you waltzed in here?” she asked ominously. “No one comes close to where I live unless they want me to smash their head and make brain custard out of it.”

I thought about that battered skull on the stake and all the energy zapped out of me. “No,” I blabbed, trying my best to spit out dirt that had settled onto my tongue. “I’m just lost. I swear. You have the wrong person.”

“Stop with the lies,” she said sharply. She held onto my ears and pulled hard, making me yelp in surprise and pain. Her knife was mercifully gone from my neck. Then her weight shifted as she slid down my legs. The slightly wet warmth of what had to be her crotch made contact with my bare shin. My tongue suddenly felt all dry and it wasn’t because of the dirt. 

“Do you have a gun?” she asked.

“No, I don’t!”

She started to pat me down. Patting down my sweat-soaked back, my underarms, the sides of my hips and my ass. She stole my things—the binoculars and my half-eaten granola bars—emptying my pockets into a cloth pouch that was draped across her hips. Then her hand dove inside the crack of my ass and started to rummage in there, from the top all the way to the bottom, like she was trying to excavate evidence of a crime. My heart flipped over several times before it returned to its normal position. Her fingers didn’t feel like fingers at all. They were like hot sticks of iron…but…they felt nice. A little too nice. 

When she found nothing more than skin and sweat in the outer mines of my ass, she let out an angry hissing sound, clutched me from my shoulders and whirled me around to face her. And by a stroke of luck, a pocketful of sunlight shone through the canopy and I could finally see her.

Her exposed skin was coated with tattoos, from her arms to the sides of her face—dark markings that made her skin glint like snakeskin or mermaid scales. Her clothes glinted too—they were as black as midnight, leathery but shiny, and there was very little of it. A small corset-like top that held in an ample chest and pinched her waist just above her bellybutton and the shortest skirt you could imagine, revealing a curvy pair of legs. Her hair trailed past her butt—wild hair that looked like it hadn’t been brushed for days, except she’d taken the care to decorate it with two beaded braids that dangled from either side of her forehead. 

Holy shit. This time my heart stopped. I had no clue who she was but she was fucking beautiful.

“Stop looking at me,” she snapped, her brows coming together in a straight line. 

Impossible. I blushed. 

She was still straddling me. Her thighs, muscles tight as a drum, squeezing me into the warm cocoon of space she’d created. Her elbows were digging into the top of my pecs and literally knocking the breath out of me. My eyes wandered down to her tits. The circular pattern of her corset top was doing a very good job of accentuating her fullness. Pangs of lust swept through me, and even on the brink of possible death I was extremely aroused. The thing was…I was a virgin. With a very good imagination. Maybe…I thought, feeling a little feverish because even forming thoughts was difficult now, maybe getting lost today wasn’t such a bad thing. 

“Look at my breasts one more time and I’ll kill you,” the girl said. 

“I’m sorry,” I wheezed. “I didn’t mean to.” A pervert was the last thing I wanted to be, but with her sitting on me like that it was impossible not to have an erection. The inside of my shorts were going stiff and to make matters worse, I hadn’t bothered to put on any underwear that day. I hoped she wouldn’t notice. 

“I don’t live far,” I said, pointing at the mass of trees in front of me even though I now had absolutely no sense of direction. I just wanted to distract her. “At least, I don’t think I do. I feel like I’ve been walking for hours, but I can’t seem to find the way out. Though it’s totally my fault. Uh, I probably couldn’t find my way out of a paper bag, but you see, I like to take risks.” Oh god, I was babbling. “I’m Zayn, by the way.” I had the sudden urge to shake her hand but I stifled the impulse. Something told me she wasn’t exactly Miss Congeniality.

I was right. The girl felt no need to return the friendly gesture and introduce herself, but she lifted her elbows back up to adjust the belt straps she had looped around her shoulders. Her hair rippled behind her sharp side profile like a river, her neck long and graceful and urging to be kissed. For just a moment, I was stunned into silence.  I couldn’t believe I had this mythical creature sitting on top of me.

When the spell broke, I continued talking. It felt nice to be able to breathe for a change. 

“My parents and I…my sister too…we’re in the Airbnb rental cabin nearby,” I said. “My mom booked it for the summer. I’m sure you get disturbed by a lot of the other guests, but trust me, I’m not like other guys. Besides, we’ll be leaving in a few days so you’ll never have to see me again.”

She narrowed her eyes. “Airbnb?”

“The website? Where you can book places to stay in?”

“Website…?”

Huh? 

“You’re hurt,” she said before I could answer. 

I looked down. I had scratches all over—big ones that proved how rough she’d been with me. I was also bleeding. She suddenly reached out and touched my arms, examining my wounds. That was when my pulse started to rocket. Her hands were callused, but they felt so good on my skin. I was beginning to get another boner, and this time it was a fully fledged one, blood coursing down to my cock at the speed of a raging river. 

It was impossible not to imagine what it would be like to fuck her. Pull her by that long, long hair while I thrust into her doggy-style and made her scream. 

I winced as she touched a particularly painful spot along my arm. She let go and stood up. I groaned while I got up. For the first time I noticed how tall and toned she was and the spear she had on her back. No wonder her body had felt like a wall of muscle. 

“Hey—could you let me know how to get out of here?” I asked. “My parents are going to be really worried about me.”

She nodded. “Follow me,” she said. 

I followed her through the thick underbrush. My muscles ached now, but I wasn’t upset by the view. Her hips swung as she walked and I could only imagine how hard her butt must be from all that exercise. Then we passed the creek. A tiny sense of dread snaked up my spine. I had a nagging feeling we weren’t really getting out of the woods. If anything, we were going further inside. 

“Uh, is this the way out?” I asked nervously. “Hah. Just wanted to make sure.”

She looked at me with a deadpan expression. “Oh no,” she said. “I’m afraid you’re stuck with me. You can’t get out of this place, little boy. I’ve been trying for over seven years.”


CHAPTER 3

I laughed.

I laughed even though I was scared as hell. It had to be a joke, right?

With a sudden hard jerk, she pulled me close and hissed into my face. “You think it’s funny, little boy? Huh?” Then she threw me away in disgust. I looked down and there was a ring of red around my wrist where she’d held me. 

I shut up pretty quickly after that. 

I slowly came to the accept the fact that I was stuck in the woods with a hot barbarian girl who got triggered a little too easily. There was no way for me to tell if what she was saying was true, but I knew the only way out would be to get on her good books. 

The forest was still and oddly silent as she swiftly moved, using her knife to cut through the branches and vines in our path, the muscles in her arm rippling in tense waves. I couldn’t even hear the chirp of a bird or the buzz of insects. I tried to haul my chubby ass after her as fast as I could, desperate not to let her slip out of my sight. It was dark now, actually dark, but thankfully my eyes were finally adjusting to the lack of light. Everything was silvery and shadowy around us—creepy but still kind of beautiful. The air was even cooler now, a slow chill descending from the sky and soaking into our bones.

The girl stopped abruptly. 

She turned around and placed a finger on my lips.

My heart started to race. If she wanted me to shut up, I would fucking shut up. 

I strained my ears. There was a very light rustle coming from our 10 o’clock position. The hairs on the back of my neck pricked up. What if it was a snake? Or a bear? Or those giant horned creatures that had been mauled to death over there at the clearing?

Then I saw it. The outline of a small four-legged creature. 

A deer. 

Its little tail swung happily. 

I didn’t move. 

There was a shard of light coming through from the top. The girl moved herself toward the light. I was still frozen, like the deer, too scared to even breathe. It saw her, saw her towering body and the glistening end of the spear, and it sensed the danger a thousand times over. It didn’t bat an eyelid. It couldn’t. It was paralyzed with fear, and before its little animal brain could even process what it had to do to get out of the shithole it was in, the spear went flying. It didn’t make much sound at all. Blood gushed from its frail neck and was pooling onto the rock it had fallen into. Its body started to spasm, and then, almost as quickly as its whole ordeal had begun, it fell deathly silent.

The girl flew forward, tugged the spear out of its flesh, and popped it back into its sheath still covered in blood. She flung the deer over her back like it was just a bag of feathers. Dead eyes stared down at me. 

We kept walking until we reached her hut. 

“I’m starving,” she told me. “You’ll help me prepare my meal.”

“Yes,” I murmured. “Of course.”

I would’ve agreed to anything.

***

She put me to work easily. She butchered and skinned the deer while I cut up the onions and tomatoes, gathered the spices from the kitchen, and helped her work the fire pit. Soon, the air was filled with the smell of meat and that spicy broth as it simmered and bubbled for what felt like hours. When the stew was done, she made me sit on the floor as she gobbled down bowl after bowl of her dinner, the bottom hooks of her corset becoming tighter and tighter and threatening to spring apart as I watched her with my knees up to my chin. My stomach rumbled. I was hungry for food and maybe something more. Now that I’d seen her in action I thought maybe it was wrong of me to see her as a ‘girl’. She was a woman and a huntress and a pretty skilled one at that. 

“Little boy, I want you to be my help,” she suddenly said, staring at me harshly while she licked the remnants of her bowl with her fingers. “I want to keep you here and have you work for me. Would you like that?”

My mouth went dry. I had no idea what to think, let alone what to say to her. The need to get home was becoming a distant memory now. Mom, Dad, Yasmin…had they been family from another life? 

“Well?”

I found myself nodding. Hell, I’ve had worse ideas, I thought slowly as I watched her rub her stained fingers with a rag and then pick her teeth with a blade of dried grass. There was a time (when I was a kid) where I’d stumbled upon a book on Buddhism and convinced myself that becoming a monk would be the answer to all my ‘suffering’. Mom went ballistic when I told her I’d saved up for a ticket to fly to Thailand and had already found a monastery willing to take me in. Of course it had been a terrible idea. Monks couldn’t have sex. 

If I worked for this beautiful woman, though, we’d fuck, surely?

“Answer when I speak to you, or I’ll teach you a very good lesson.”

“I’d love to be your help…uh…”

She smiled. “Call me Mistress Lora.”

I almost wheezed. The way she’d said that so coolly had been sexy. “I would be honored to work for you, Mistress Lora.” I think about 80% of me was fully convinced I was telling the truth; the other 20% belonged to a sly guy who was telling a woman what she wanted to hear so he could get in her pants. 

“I don’t like your name, Zayn.”

Disappointment stabbed my heart. She didn’t like my name?

“I’ll give you a new one. Zenia.”

“Zenia…” I said slowly, trying to get a feel for it. “Isn’t that a girl’s name?”

Her lips curved into a slightly roguish smile. Was she mocking me? “It is. Have you seen one?”

“Someone called Zenia? I haven’t.”

“Zenia is a flower. A very pretty pink one.” Mistress Lora stood up and moved toward the kitchen shelves. “We need to clean your cuts.”

And that was the end of the discussion. She hadn’t asked me if I’d liked the name or if I’d wanted it. She just assumed I did. And maybe I really did, though I didn’t get why she was giving me such a girly name.

She came up to me with a rag damp with something wet and herbal and began dabbing along my arm and then the parts of my face that felt like it was swollen. I began to quiver, unable to stop studying the perfect angles of her nose and chin, those big lips, her long lashes swiping like wings each time she blinked. Each time her hand touched me I got fresh new goosebumps. I knew I was blushing again and I was so embarrassed, but I’d never been touched by a girl before, let alone a gorgeous, busty huntress.

“You’re very beautiful, Mistress Lora,” I mumbled.

I immediately regretted saying that. I’d dwindled my chances of fucking her even further. Hadn’t hours of practicing pickup lines in front of my closet mirror helped me out even a little?

She smiled. “I know, Zenia.”

Ugh. The perfect way to respond.

“I think we need to look at those cuts a little more,” she said, putting the rag away. “Trust me, you don’t want to have an infection out here. I had one some time back—pricked myself with a wild rose thorn—and almost died. Hand me the box from that shelf.”

I did as she said and then I smiled and held out my hands. I wouldn’t have minded her taking care of me all night long if she wanted to. 

“Now I’m not going to lie, this might hurt a little,” she said. “If I were you I’d close my eyes.”

I closed my eyes.

My arms swung wildly, and before I knew what was happening, they were twisted and anchored to my back. Something tight and scratchy slid over my wrists and bound them tight. 

“No!” I gasped. 

My eyes flew open and Mistress Lora was standing there, holding the rips of animal hide she’d used to tie me up. 

“What are you—what are you going to do to me?” I whispered. 


CHAPTER 4

“Sshhh,” Mistress Lora said, ushering me toward one of her chairs. “Sit down. Try to relax. Please.” 

I was trying to calm myself down but my breathing was becoming heavy. She’d tied me up and I was helpless. I held my hands together behind my butt, pressing hard and tight so I didn’t feel the need to jump out of the chair. My fingers were trembling. The unrestrained hunger in her eyes was almost scary…frightening. It was like she’d never seen a man in years and I was the lucky hunted one. 

“Mistress, what do you want from me?” I asked in a very small voice.

“Just a little fun,” she said. “You’re not opposed to a little fun, are you? With me?”

My heart skipped and twitched. Is she really asking me that? There was no way. No way. I nodded vigorously, trying to look brave. 

“I would love to sleep with you, Mistress Lora, if that’s what you want from me,” I blabbed. 

She laughed. It was a dry, gravelly laugh that sounded more like a bark than a laugh. She brought out her knife and I sucked in a breath as she tickled it along my neck, smiling. Blood began to pound inside my head louder than the bass at a dance club. “After all, Zenia, didn’t you agree to be my help?” she whispered. “Are you taking that back now? Are you someone who breaks their promises? Squashes them as easily as a bug?”

“No, ma’am,” I said quickly. “I’m a man of my word.”

“A man?” She laughed. “A man? Are you sure you’re a man?”

I blushed, suddenly shy about the fact that I was a virgin. It must’ve been obvious to her. 

“I guess I do have a long way to becoming a man if you know what I mean, Mistress Lora,” I said. “I’m hoping…I’m hoping you can help me with that.”

“Oh, don’t you worry,” she said, stowing her knife inside its sheath. She brought her callused hands up to caress my face. “I’ll teach you. I’ll teach you many things tonight, little boy. I want you to just let go today.” She knocked the top of my head lightly. “Make this empty so you can soak in everything I tell you. Just be a good student and I’ll take care of everything.”

I suddenly felt very relaxed. More relaxed than I’d felt in years and years. She’d asked me to trust her, and even though we were still practically strangers, oddly enough I felt safe. Which was maybe delusional because I still had my hands bound behind my back and no way of knowing my way out of the forest if I had to escape.

My breath hitched as Mistress Lora abruptly bent down and pushed those big pillowy breasts in my direction. She proceeded to open up the fly of my cargo shorts. Her face rumpled at the patch of bare crotch and pubic hair that greeted her. 

“Tsk-tsk,” she whispered. “No underwear? That’s not very decent.”

My cock was starting to balloon in front of her, poking out through the space of my fly like a fat thumb. Mistress Lora held the engorged tip between two fingers.

“Oh no,” she said, frowning. “I thought you were going to be bigger than that. I’m very disappointed.”

I was mortified. “You are?”  

“Well, for starters,” she said. “I don’t think you can have intercourse with a cock like that. What would I feel? Nothing. It’d be like having sex with the wind!” She wrinkled up her nose in disgust. “I know a useless tool when I see one, Zenia. And this piece of equipment is more useless than a sword without a blade.”

I sat there listening to her with my mouth gaping open like a fish. 

Was my dick really that bad-looking? Useless? This stuff hurt more than the zillion cuts I’d worn on my body. My eyes stung and it took everything in me not to start bawling like a baby. 

“Secondly, you smell like piss,” Mistress Lora continued, staring into my eyes as they twitched. I thought she was going to make fun of me for being such a sensitive baby but either she didn’t notice or she was straight-up ignoring the fact that I was totally flustered. She got down on her knees with a sigh, gently pushed her two braids aside and licked her lips. “But you know what? I kind of like it. I bet you’re the kind who thinks they’d enjoy pissing in a lady’s mouths. Or maybe…you’re the kind who likes getting pissed on by a lady.” 

I couldn’t believe the things she was saying. 

They were so dirty.

So…degrading. 

Her hand reached out and caressed my crotch. All the air puffed out of my lungs and I forgot how to breathe. Was I really going to receive my first handjob by this spellbinding huntress living in the woods?

She smirked as she spread her fingers in slow-motion like she was gearing them up for a tough job.

But all she did was tickle me.

“I don’t think you’re quite ready yet,” she said. 

God, she was such a tease. I was already losing my mind and we’d barely gotten started! Each time I dared to meet those blazing eyes I felt like I was entering something I couldn’t get out of. I was completely under her control, but I liked the feeling of knowing that was the truth…knowing we were about to embark on a beautiful adventure together and she was going to take the lead. 

“Oh, I am, Mistress,” I insisted. “Ready than I’ll ever be.”

“You’re not ready,” she said again in a very calm voice. “Can you imagine how terrible your cock is going to look in my hand? Such a turn-off. Wouldn’t you agree?”

“I…I guess so,” I said slowly. 

What was I supposed to do? It wasn’t like I could magically grow another dick for her.

“Luckily, I know exactly how to make dainty little cocks look nice while they’re being pleasured,” she said. “You sit tight and wait right here. I’ll be right back.”

When Mistress Lora came back to the kitchen, she was holding a pair of panties. They were red—and not just any kind of red, it was bright and blaring, the kind of color a girl would wear to hint at you she was up for anything.

“Panties?” I asked, confused. “But aren’t they for girls, Mistress?”

“Not at all,” she said. “Anyone can wear panties. You just have to be in the right mindset for it. I would love to see what you look like in this. See if there’s any improvement.” She batted those long spidery lashes and I felt those pangs of lust again, bulging straight out from my balls this time. “It’s normal to feel a little shy when you’re wearing ladies’ underwear for the first time, but I’m here to tell you it’s okay.”

My eyes fell down again at the panties. It had a frill-like netting over the waistband that made it look like a little skirt. I tried to imagine what I’d look like wearing them but my brain couldn’t even go there.

“Do I have to do this, Mistress Lora? I’m not sure it will…”

“Not sure?” she smirked. “How can you be sure if you haven’t even worn it? Let’s get this up your hips and I’ll be the judge.”

I couldn’t really argue with that.

And, besides, what was I so afraid of? It wasn’t like anyone else would know about this. 

So when she motioned for me to stand up, I obeyed her. She had to dress me, considering my hands were literally tied. As the panties stretched and slipped their way all the way up to my waist, I gulped.  

I hated the fact it was so red. 

So slutty…


CHAPTER 5

Mistress ordered me to sit down again. 

“Much better,” she said, getting comfortable down on her knees again. She rummaged inside my panties and out popped my cock. She started to stroke it, very gently, like she had all the time in the world. “Can you smell the freshly laundered satin? Doesn’t it smell lovely with the beads of piss you’ve got brining in there?” 

I shuddered. The panties did smell really nice—kind of like vanilla ice cream or a very nice vanilla perfume, overpowering whatever else I had going on in there according to her. But my attention was on something else entirely. I had a woman touching me—stroking me, giving me pleasure. I’d imagined thousands of scenarios of me losing my virginity, constructing every little detail down to how her long nails would feel on my skin and how sweet her breath would smell. 

Nothing had came close to the reality.

Mistress sighed as she continued to stroke me, then let her fingers wander around the fabric before returning to the task. “Your panties are so soft. Your little cock feels amazing next to it. It really feels like heaven.” 

I had no idea why she was talking so much about those damn red panties. But it was impossible not to give in to the pleasure bomb she was creating. I moaned loudly, and I could tell she was getting very turned on too—her eyes were half-shut and it was like she was in a trance. The pad of her thumb found the little fissure at the top of my shaft and began to massage it vigorously. 

“Tell Mistress Lora how much you like wearing your panties,” she murmured. 

“Oh, um,” I started, my mind going temporarily blank. Then I lied. “I really like the color, Mistress.”

“Tell me how much you love it,” she insisted. “Tell me you love it so much you’ll never go a day without wearing your panties again. Tell me you’ll do it for Mistress Lora.”

“Uh…I…” I’d been struck dumb by the ridiculous thought of having to wear these panties again.

My balls were pinched so hard I felt my head crashed up into the ceiling. 

“No meandering!” she yelled. “When I talk to you, every word I utter is a command, and I expect you to do whatever I say at once. If you want to be my help, I must see your devotion to me at all times. If you can’t do this, Zenia, get out of my home at once.”

I couldn’t think of a worse thing—especially when I was right in the middle of what was about to be the biggest, greatest orgasm I was ever going to have. 

“I love my red panties,” I gasped. 

My poor balls were pinched again, much harder this time.

“Call me Mistress, you stupid little girl!”

“I’m sorry, Mistress!” I said, my tongue feeling thick and dry again. I scrambled to get the words out. I told her how much I loved my panties and how pretty they were. How I’d wear them everyday if given the chance. And how I’d do anything for her…and that was a promise.

Mistress Lora’s face eased into a smile. “Excellent, Zenia. See how easy that was?”

I nodded. I clamped my hands together behind my back and started digging my nails into the wood so I could dissipate some of my jitters.

She went back to stroking. Her lips were pursed with concentration and her face had a hard look to it that made her eyes look glassy. Pleasure swirled inside me again, building and building until my whole crotch was lit on fire. Fuck, the way her strong muscled arm worked on me…the way her long fingers draped over my shaft so elegantly…the way she hissed from time to time and stared up at me was mind-numbing. 

Her yelling at me had somehow made her infinitely hotter. 

I was so hard now I was getting wet all over her fingers. My breaths came in fast and quiet, and then all of a sudden I moaned so loudly, like I was being cut open on an operating table. 

Then her fingers fell off me and everything stopped. 

“I don’t think you’re ready for the big finish yet,” Mistress Lora said thoughtfully. “Wouldn’t you agree?”

I went weak with disappointment. How could she do something like this? It was so cruel. 

But all I said was, “I agree, Mistress Lora.”

“Big things come to those who wait,” she said. Her fingers were navigating up my body, sending shivers down my spine. They rested on my lips. My mouth opened easily, way too easily, almost like a part of me had been expecting it. I licked her finger, tasting the bitterness of my own precum. Then I swallowed it down despite the sick feeling of disgust I had in my stomach, knowing that was what she wanted and that in order to get what I wanted I had to please her first. So I gulped and swallowed and then I did it all over again, with each of her fingers, until her hand was clean and my dirty sex fluids were floating in my own belly. 

“Mmm,” she said happily once the task was done. “Men don’t swallow their precum. To swallow your own…now, that’s a travesty, wouldn’t you say?”

I reddened. Of course they didn’t! Men didn’t wear neon-red panties either!

Somehow I’d done both. 

What did that make me?

Her clean fingers pulled at my sweat-drenched hair, swiping it back so the shape and outline of my face was exposed. “I’m wondering what I should do to make you ready,” she murmured languidly. “Oh, I have just the idea. Just follow me.”

I stood up and walked unsteadily behind her. With each step I could feel my thighs rubbing together and the tightness of the panty’s waistband. I wondered how ridiculous I looked wearing women’s underwear. We reached another room in her hut that was much larger than the kitchen. The walls were decorated with furs and animal hide and lit candles lined the floors. A small round window on one wall gave way to the dark forest beyond.

She stopped in front of a crate and pushed the top open. I watched as she hauled the contents out. 

It finally dawned on me that I knew her now. Knew her in a way I’d never known another woman before. Her eyes were bright with lust and excitement—a look I’d witnessed before, hours earlier when we’d been crunching our way through the forest floor. It was the look of a huntress who was ready to pounce on her prey. I felt like that deer again, small and innocent, and most of all naive to what was about to happen to me. But each time I met those burning eyes one thing I knew for sure was that we were going to go on an adventure together, alright. 

One that—as cliched as it sounded—was going to change my life as I’d known it. 


CHAPTER 6

In the flickering candlelight, she dressed me.

She’d freed my hands and cut my clothes off with her knife until I was almost naked. It was dark in the room so my panties looked more like a dark blob than a neon sign, but for some reason it was worse than being naked with my cock and balls out. When she hooked up a bra on me, I started sweating. It seemed like it was a matching red, with two small bows attached to the straps right above the shoulders. Her glassy eyes were still looking at my body the way a man would look at his lingerie-clad wife. 

When the dress slipped over me, I wanted to run. I wanted to hide. But I couldn’t help but feel that small sliver of ecstasy to have a woman look at me that way. It was confusing as fuck, actually liking the fact that I was wearing lingerie and a soft strapless dress that barely spilled over my thighs. It was scary. 

“I need to make some adjustments,” Mistress said. She bent down and cupped the skirt of my dress in one palm, then swiped her knife through it. It sliced through the fabric like butter. 

Now my dress barely covered my panty-clad crotch. 

“Put these on,” she instructed. 

It was a pair of heels. Bright red stilettos with ends as sharp as knives. I squeezed my toes into them, wondering what else she was going to make me do. 

“I don’t think I can take my eyes off you now,” Mistress Lora murmured. She pressed a finger on top of her lips and rubbed, then reached out and rubbed my mouth with it. It took me a second to realize what she was doing. 

“Why…” I murmured as she continued to stain my lips. “Why are you doing this to me?”

She just gave me a telling smile. She continued working on my face, dabbing my cheeks and forehead with a powder puff before dusting my browbones and collarbones with a little glitter. She said nothing. Stepping back to the crate, she brought out a blonde wig. She centered it over my head, tucked my bangs and flyaways into the cap, and smoothed the strands out using her fingers, letting the soft curls fall gently over my shoulders. I wondered vaguely where she had gotten all these stuff from. Stolen, the answer came to me, and another chill went down my spine. She stole them all. What happened to the victims?

I was distracted, though, because she was stuffing my bra with two little pouches. The pouches were soft, like they were filled with cotton, but also pretty heavy, and they did an unsettlingly good job of making me look like I had real tits. 

I swallowed hard and tried again. “Mistress…why?”

“Because you’re mine now,” she said. “And I can do whatever I want to you. Isn’t that right?”

Oh fuck. For some reason that made my insides burn with embarrassment. So I was just entertainment to her. A plaything for her to dress up and fool around with. 

I stared down at myself. It was like my head had been transplanted on someone else’s body. Before I could stop myself, I reached up and touched my hair, then the top of my breasts. I squeezed each cup, imagining that heaviness was what a lactating woman probably felt like. I pressed my lips together, wondering if the rose-pink color looked as good as on as it did on Mistress Lora. My hands slid down the soft dress I was wearing. When I was a kid I sometimes wore my sister’s clothes and paraded them around the house. Mom thought it was hilarious and had snapped dozens of pictures of me wearing pink dresses and headbands and plastic necklaces. Yasmin loved to bully me about it to this day, but I’d always just thought that had been just a stupid phase. What if it wasn’t? I apparently sucked at being a guy. I had a fucking tiny dick that couldn’t even have sex. Maybe I was better off being a girl. 

“Oh yes,” Mistress said dreamily, staring at me like she’d read every one of my thoughts. “You’re making me so excited. Now, I need you to help me with a few things.”

There was an open hearth in the room, and she made me stack leaves and sticks in its center. Within the few minutes that it was lit, she handed me my balled up clothes. My dirty old shorts and my T-shirt. 

“Let’s get the fire going,” she said.

My hands shook. It was just some old clothes. I didn’t really care for them. 

Then why did I feel so…scared? Like I was about to fall off a cliff?

“Go on,” Mistress Lora said softly. She came in closer so our shoulders were almost touching.  “Show me you’re committed to your Mistress. Show me that you’d do anything for her.”

I sucked in a deep breath and tried to relax, telling myself that this didn’t really mean anything to me, but it apparently did to her. This woman was important to me now. She was going to be my first. 

I threw the clothes into the fire. 

The flames sizzled and grew. I could see strips of fabric curl before they darkened and turned into ash. The room was heating up quickly in spite of the open window. We were both sweating now, our faces glistening and our heart rates rising. Then Mistress Lora started to laugh. The sound blared in my ears, making butterflies flutter in my stomach. 

With the fire burning, Mistress quietly led me to her bed. She pushed her skirt up and then she smothered my face with her soft, delicious pussy. She smelled ripe and sweet. It was like biting into an exotic fruit for the first time. 

“Oh, sissy…oh sissy,” she moaned over and over again as I licked her. “You’re such a good girl. Such a brave girl. Such a pretty girl.”

I whimpered at the praise. She started to hump my face aggressively, putting all her weight down for a few seconds before lifting her butt back up. Whenever she did it I couldn’t breathe and the only thing keeping me alive was her pussy air. She wiggled and moaned, holding me by my hair, her cries growing louder and louder. Sweat was pouring off my back and off her inner thighs, pouring straight into my mouth. The room was so hot now that my tongue felt like a prickly cactus. I eagerly sucked on her pussy hole,  desperate for fluids. If Mistress thought the heat would make me even more thirsty for her…well, it was working. 

“Use your fingers!” she cried. “Fuck me hard, girl! I need to cum.”

A little awkwardly, I shoved my fingers up her pussy and tried to pump. I admit I was horrible at it and Mistress Lora must’ve thought the same thing because she twisted my ear lobe, making me whimper. “Not like that, sissy,” she hissed. “Listen to me. Put that tongue inside me and drink from me and use your jaw to fuck me hard while you massage my pleasure nub with your fingers.”

It took me a little time to get used to the motions, but listening to her cry out when I did it right was like music to my ears. She was close to her climax but my tongue was like rubber and I couldn’t even feel it. But I kept it going, because whenever I slowed down she’d pinched my ears or bounce heavily on top of me to send me the hint. My tongue was roiling deep inside her depths when her pussy walls finally started to convulse. A little floodgate opened and drenched me with her sweet fluids. She almost yanked all the hair out of my head while she rode her climax to completion, her screams echoing inside the room. 

She rolled off me when she was done and sighed.

I was panting like a dog next to her, in awe of her post-orgasm face, and the fact that I’d just made a woman cum. The taste of her orgasm was still in my mouth. I never wanted to drink another drop of water again. 

Mistress Lora swiped her slick hair back and held me then. “Oh, you’re such a good girl,” she whispered. Her braids fell out and tickled my neck. “You made Mistress cum with your naughty little tongue, didn’t you?” She ran her fingers through my bangs affectionately, then planted a kiss on my cheek. “Such a good girl. Such a good bitch.”

A little thrill swept through me at that. She’d called a bitch. A girl. And I was so turned on. 

What the hell was wrong with me?

“So pretty…” she whispered. 

I stared at her. “Who, Mistress? Me?”

“Oh, Zenia,” she said. “Of course you are. Look at you.” She snuck her fingers up my skirt to reveal my thighs and the naughty secret I held in between them. Her hand rested on top of my panties. “You couldn’t even tell there’s a dick in there, you know. It’s so smooth and flat. Tell me, do you still feel like a man?”

I gulped. Here I was, in a dress and heels, acting and talking like a girl. It almost felt like she was deliberately mocking me. “I feel like the furthest thing from a man right now, Mistress.”

Mistress Lora smirked. Something told me she was so excited that I felt that way. Excited because it was all her own doing. “Well, you’re not a man,” she said. “You never were. Your stars aligned when you met me, because from now it’s just us. You’ll be my sissy, serving me with your body, and I’ll take care of you. You don’t have to worry about anything.” She stroked my cheek in soft, drawn-out circles. “This was your fate, my dear. To be my Zenia. But if you agree to our arrangement, you might possibly never see your family again. You’ll never be Zayn again…I’ll make sure of that. This is a big step, your next chapter. You understand that, don’t you?”

I found myself nodding. I stared into her eyes and I was getting hot again. “I do, Mistress. And I’m okay with that. Actually, not just okay…I’m all in. A 100%.”

Her hand switched and stroked my other cheek, the other rubbing my thigh. I felt so feminine and comforted and desired. A cool wind curled around us and fluttered over our heated faces—I hadn’t even noticed the fire had already died down. Mistress looked so beautiful in the candlelight. All I knew was my heart was clenching tight and I realized with horror that I’d already fallen off the deep end. I’d given up my masculinity for her and I was falling in love. We didn’t need anybody else. We could be perfectly happy together.

“Oh, Zenia,” she drawled. “You look so pretty right now. So vulnerable. You make me want to do one thing and one thing only.”

“What is that, Mistress?”

“I want to fuck you,” she said quietly. 


CHAPTER 7

I want to fuck you. 

Her voice ghosted over my skin again and again as she oiled me. The smell of virgin coconut filled my nostrils as my legs and arms were greased before her hand ventured up my backside. I was on my knees on the tiny straw bed and my panties were held down an inch, exposing the pudge of my crack. She continued to roll down my panties very slowly, like it was a gift-wrapped Christmas present she was taking her time to open. When my ass was stretched open and my butthole was right there, winking up at her I felt like I was struck by lightning. Shame and confusion bolted through me and for a second I was disgusted with myself. Had I lost my damn mind? I was about to serve my ass on a platter to a woman like a willing gay slut. What had I done? The disgust went away as quickly as it had come though, only to be replaced by something stronger.

I was horny. 

She wants to fuck me. 

Mistress Lora’s breath hitched as she spent an entire minute just holding my asshole open, her fingers like clamps on my ass cheeks. Then she started to oil me again. She didn’t say anything. She dribbled the contents of the bottle inside my hole and rubbed and rubbed until the oil warmed up and I was stuck to the bed, feeling like a slug. Once I was ready and lubed up she wiped her hands with a rag and brought out her dildo. I was surprised to see that it was made from wood. It was sleek and well-worn, curved very slightly like an S-shape with a plug-like bulb at the end. Its bulging penis head had been carefully carved, each mushroom-like detail etched so intricately it almost seemed lifelike in the shadows. 

“Brings a whole new name to morning wood,” I thought. Except I’d said it out loud like an idiot. 

To my surprise, Mistress Lora grinned. “Crafted and polished it myself. This right here is my soulmate. It’s kept me company on many, many lonely nights.”

I imagined Mistress spread eagle on the same bed, pumping herself with that nice, sturdy piece of wood and almost wet myself. She coerced her penis into a thick strap that hugged her wide and now naked hips, navigating the bulb through the carpet of her pussy and inside her. I couldn’t stop staring when I saw that cock protruding out from her crotch. It seemed more like a work of art, like something you’d put up on a shelf or maybe on a stand at a museum. But even more than that, I was mesmerized. A woman with a cock. Who knew that could be so hot?

Mistress Lora stood up on the bed and unraveled the pink mosquito net that was attached to the ceiling. She ducked underneath it as it fell over us, surrounding us like a tent made of pink haze. She lined up behind me and teased me, trailing her hard, hard cock underneath my ass, pressing it into my balls and up into my taint. I clutched my chest because I really thought I’d have a heart attack, but all that did was make me feel my bra cup and my big nipple poking through my huge swollen tit. 

That was when I heard her suck in this giant breath and I felt it in my bones. Up until this last moment, I’d been second-guessing myself, wondering what she’d really meant. Did she mean it literally? Or figuratively? Was she talking about good old-fashioned intercourse? I was being naive of course, considering the evidence in front of me. But when she did that sharp inhale and her hands wrapped against my lower back that was when all bets were off. 

Oh my god. She wants to fuck me. 

She wants to stick it in there. 

In my tiny virgin asshole.

This is no joke. 

Her cockhead started to push its way through. “Oh, kitten,” Mistress moaned, holding onto me tighter. “I want you to be a good little girl for me. I want you to open up that virgin cunt for me so I can fuck you like you deserve.” She was stretching me, and it was so incredibly tight, and just when I thought she wouldn’t be able to go any further, she did. 

I hadn’t expected to enjoy the act. Not really. I’d convinced myself that it was just the fantasy of a woman having total control over the most private parts of my body that had done it for me. But who was I kidding? I was losing my innocence by getting my ass poked and grilled like meat on a rotating spit, and I was becoming hornier by the second. 

She dove further into my depths. The feeling of that hard, lubed shaft filling me up was disorientating. It felt good—good in a purely physical way. I groaned out loud. It was the first time I’d dared to make any noise and Mistress Lora pounced on it. 

“Tell me what a good bitch you are while I fuck you,” she ordered. 

“I’m a good bitch,” I moaned. 

“That’s right,” she said, slamming her cock in harder and faster. “You want Mistress to fuck you faster, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I sobbed. “Please, Mistress. It feels too good.”

She laughed like the devil. “Oh, I knew it. I knew you were a little whore. Here, prove it to me. Suck my cock.” She pulled out and slapped my ass. My hole throbbed as I turned around. My lips parted and she thrust that beautiful penis inside my mouth. It slid over my tongue and a jolt of lust and fire shot through my veins as my own smell greeted me. I wasn’t just tasting cock—I was tasting ass. 

Mistress Lora’s eyes gleamed as I sucked quickly and obediently. “I think you’re enjoying this a little too much for my comfort. You’ll have to beg me to fuck you again tonight.” And with that her cock vacated my mouth. 

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “No, Mistress! Don’t do that!”

“Then beg,” she rasped. 

“Mistress I need you right now,” I said, my voice quivering. “I didn’t expect this to feel so good!”

“Expect what?”

“Your cock in my ass,” I mumbled. 

“Say it louder,” she said, jutting my chin up so I had no choice but to make eye contact. “And look at me while you say it.”

“I love having your cock inside me, Mistress,” I said evenly. Her gaze was like a laser beam and all of a sudden my insides were flooded with butterflies again. “I need you to take my virginity. I know I’m a slut, Mistress. I’m a slut who actually enjoys being made to wear panties and heels and bending over for you. I’ve accepted it and I need you to fuck me in my tight little sissy pussy again. Please.”

“Hmph.” Her lips curved into another one of her territorial smiles. “Only because you said please. Sit back up against the bed and raise your legs up.” Heart thudding, I listened to her. She tapped on my knees. “Spread them further apart.”

I was facing her directly now, both legs in the air, my head leaning back into the wall. Mistress Lora pulled my panties up until they were up at knee-level, stretching and suspending them like an erected flag. Blood throbbed against my temples, leaving me nervous and tingling. My butt and my sissy parts were completely bare and unprotected. I felt so damn vulnerable. So feminine. 

Mistress pushed her cock into me again. This time her eyes glowed like embers as she began fucking me. I quickly looked away—too embarrassed and shy to show her my enjoyment. 

That was a mistake. 

“I said look at me!” she screamed and her hand flew up to twist my earlobe. 

“Ow!” I cried, forcing myself to glare at her. 

She stopped, her cock still lodged deep inside me. “Give me that attitude again and I’ll stop this right now.”

“Sorry, Mistress,” I mumbled. “I was just…feeling shy.”

“Mmm, I like that,” Mistress said. She made a show of slamming into me, making me gasp as the impact sent pleasure oozing into my brain. My clit bobbed boldly in front of her. “It’s okay to be shy. You won’t be for long, that’s for sure.” 

The wind hissed and the candles blew out. 

I squirmed underneath her in total darkness. 

“I think I’m gonna—” I started. 

“Hold it,” she said simply. “I know you can do it. Mistress always comes first.” I could see her wicked smile even in the darkness. 

I gritted my teeth and waited. I’d been trying to control myself all this time. I wanted to be a good little girl for her, wanted her to treat me like the living hole I was. My cum was flooding into my nether regions, ready to shoot out at a moment’s notice. Her fucking became more erratic, her lust for me making me open up for her even more. She unhooked her corset and released those big breasts and they began to bounce perkily. It was so hard to hold it now, but I knew if I didn’t I was going to get punished. 

I was in agony.

“I won’t be able to stop now…” she hissed. “Oh no. I’ll keep going until I make you squirt like a real girl.”

I groaned. She folded my legs up towards my body so I’d open up like a jacked up Barbie.

“Beg for me, Zenia,” she rasped. “Scream for me. Go on—there’s no one out here to hear you!”

She didn’t have to tell me. My murderous screams ripped though the air as the bed slipped out from underneath and everything in my body came to standstill. Mistress sank her face onto mine and I licked the soft saltiness of her tongue. She jerked and moaned as her orgasm crested. I couldn’t hold it in any more. My balls groaned as I shot out of my clit. My dirty fluids landed right on her breasts and stomach, but she continued fucking me hard as we rode on ecstasy together. She pressed into me even more, her grip iron-strong, her hot breath steaming my mouth as we moaned and moaned and moaned. I’d never had such a long-lasting orgasm before—it seemed to go on forever without even a thought of fizzling out. It was incredible. All the pain, shame and torment had somehow been worth it. 

Mistress took a deep breath and closed her eyes when we were done. I slowly came back to my senses. I felt like a freak, and I was sure I looked like a freak, but she was still holding me like I was the most precious thing in the world. 

“My pretty girl,” she whispered. “My sweet, sweet girl.”

I wanted her arms to hold me forever right then. When she finally released me, she smiled softly and asked me to lick my cum off her. I eagerly bent down and kissed her breasts, licking my cum off her skin and her tight nipples. Surprisingly, I actually liked the taste this time around. It was briny and sweet, like a very fine wine. 

“You will prepare for my nightly bath,” she said once I was done. 

We boiled water on the fire pit, and then I hauled bucketfuls into the side of the hut, where a little rusted tub sat next to a boulder. She undressed and for the first time I saw her whole perfect body up close. She looked like a warrior, with those braids in her long hair and her toned ass and long legs. I was still desperately trying not to fall in love with her, but I already knew I was failing. 

Mistress didn’t sit in the tub to bathe. Instead, she used a bucket to pour water on herself, like she was at village well. I watched for a while, hypnotized by how ethereal she looked as she scrubbed herself in the moonlight. When I couldn’t wait any longer, I cleared my throat and asked, “Mistress? Could I please join you?”

She looked at me and smiled. 

I stood up, stepped out of my heels, and finally stripped myself of the lingerie and dress she’d made me wear. I stripped off my wig and let it fall to the ground. I went over to the tub and she handed me her bucket. I washed myself and almost moaned at how good the water felt on my sore body. She grabbed the bucket and poured water over both of us. I huddled next to her, holding her by the waist as she bathed us. The hot water flowed down my hair and my back and butt crack. Her soft, wet skin felt so nice. I was dangerously close to another erection. 

Everything was like a dream. I wondered what Mistress would make me wear after this. Maybe one of her dresses, or a pretty satin nightie that was as soft as feathers. I found myself excited at the thought. Maybe we’d cuddle in bed while we fell asleep. Or maybe she’d want to fuck me again. 

This was my life now. I was a sissy and more importantly I belonged to someone special now. A real huntress. As Mistress handed me her towel and I got to work drying her off, I thought to myself how lucky I’d been to lose my way in the dark, dark forest that day. Maybe she was right. Maybe this was fate. 

THE END


MY WIFE’S NEW LOVER




CHAPTER 1

The day my wife told me outright that I wasn’t satisfying her sexually was the day my whole world came crashing down. Allie and I are both thirty and have been married for a little over three years. We started dating in college, and by that time she’d definitely gone around and had quite a few flings and sexual partners. Allie was my first girlfriend and is the only person I’ve ever slept with. I wasn’t even sure what she ever saw in me—a nerdy guy with shaggy hair and zero charisma—when she had a never-ending line of guys ready to give her anything she ever wanted. But she was adamant that she did want me, and eventually she even fell in love with me, and that was how I ended up tying the knot with a woman who was tragically out of my league. 

Our sex life has always been complicated. Allie is extremely sexual and goes through cycles where she wants to be the one to dominate and then also be dominated. Being the submissive partner comes easy to me, I just hand her the reins and go with the flow. But when she wants me to be dominant, that’s when all hell breaks loose. She wants me to tie her up and be extremely rough with her and call her a slut and other degrading stuff. And once she starts, she wants me to keep going…and going…and going…

Not only do I suck at all of that, I fuck things up so bad she ends up with the dreaded ‘ick’. When the ‘ick’ happens, it’s over for a few days and she doesn’t even talk to me because she finds me disgusting. In the beginning of our relationship, Allie thought my lack of experience was cute and she was willing to teach me. Over the past year or so, however, it looked like she’d lost all patience for me and things were going south, fast.

That day, Allie and I had made love. I’d put her in handcuffs, kissed her pussy and used a vibrator on her for what felt like hours, but I hadn’t been able to last once I was inside her. Normally Allie would head to the bathroom right after, but this time she just lay in bed with her legs splayed and my spilt seed still shining in between her thighs. 

“You haven’t given me a good orgasm in months,” she said. 

There it was. She’d finally voiced it. I was a crummy husband who didn’t even know how to fuck his wife.

“I’m sorry,” I said, bending down to kiss the top of her thighs. “I know I’ve been shit. I’ll get better. I promise.”

She crossed her arms. “No you won’t,” she said. “That’s what you always say. I’ve had enough. Something needs to change.”

“What?”

“I don’t know,” she said, getting off the bed. She was shouting now. “I don’t have all the answers, Jacob. How about you use your brains for once?”  

She slammed the bathroom door so hard the apartment walls shook. She came out a minute later and got dressed in a tight crop top and leggings, then gathered her dark hair up in a messy bun. She slid on her coat and began zipping it up. 

“I need some time to think this over,” she said.

My heart froze. “Don’t leave,” I begged, following her to the front door. I still wasn’t sure how the situation had escalated so quickly. I’d never seen Allie so pissed off and unhappy all at once. Clearly I’d triggered her and I was too dumb to figure out how.

“Where are you going? It’s almost midnight,” I said. “We both need to go to sleep. We can talk this out in the morning.”

“I need some alone time,” Allie said, and when I tried to hold her hand she flicked it off. “Don’t touch me!”

Once she left I was an anxious mess. I wasn’t big or muscly or powerful and my small dick (3.5 inches) obviously made things tricky, but what was worse was I had no strategy and couldn’t keep it in long enough to actually give her some pleasure. Something that was supposed to be so intuitive was so difficult for me. It was like I didn’t know how to be a man, and Allie had every right to hate me for it. If only there was a magic potion to grow my dick and keep me from nutting until I needed to. 

How could I even fix this? It wasn’t like I could depend on a vibrator or dildo forever. At some point, women needed an actual functioning dick in their vagina.

I called Allie. There was no answer. I had no idea where she’d gone or what she was doing right now, but she’d been super horny tonight. What if she’d gone to a bar and a pervy guy hit on her? What if she flirted back and things escalated to the point she’d cheat on me and he was able to give her what I couldn’t?

My face burned with humiliation at the thought. Allie had a good head on her shoulders and there was no way she would cheat on me. Not even when I’d given her unforgivably lackluster sex for months and she was horny beyond all reason right now.

Right?

I texted her in a panic, but didn’t get anything back. I called her again, and again, and again. I messaged her one more time. She was giving me the silent treatment, which meant she was royally pissed off at me and I would be simmering in the aftermath for days.

It was past one in the morning and I couldn’t get the image of some big burly dude being balls deep inside her out of my damn head. 

I fidgeted in bed, completely restless for what felt like hours, but then eventually drifted off into uneasy sleep.


CHAPTER 2

I woke up to an empty bed. Sunlight spilled through the windows and the sounds of the city honked and blared in the distance, but the whole apartment was deadly silent. 

Allie hadn’t come home last night. 

Panic crushed down on my chest as I fumbled for my phone and called her. I was trying not to think about where she might be. I didn’t want to think about her in another man’s bed, probably naked, while the guy probably didn’t even know about my existence or didn’t care, or both. I just needed her home and safe. 

This time, she actually picked up. 

“Hey.” Her voice seemed thick with sleep.

“Where are you?” I asked. 

Allie laughed, or tried to. She sounded hungover. 

“Allie? This isn’t funny. Tell me where you are so I can come get you.” 

“God…” she drawled, and I just knew she was rolling her eyes. “Chill. I’m with Nessa. I decided to stay over last night.”

I blew out the breath I’d been holding. Vanessa was her best friend. So Allie hadn’t gone to a bar or a club, even though she easily could have because of how horny she’d been. My wife didn’t cheat on me. 

Unfortunately, Allie noticed my sigh of relief. 

“What did you think I was doing, Jacob?” she asked. “Having mindblowing sex with a man who actually knows what he’s doing? With a cock that I could actually feel inside me?”

I stiffened at her crass words. The images I’d tried so hard to push away from my mind crept back in again, and I felt my groin tense. 

“Please. You know I’ll do anything to make this right,” I told her.

Allie sighed. “We need to talk. I’ve thought of a solution, Jacob. I’m coming home.”

I made both of us breakfast while I waited nervously for Allie to come home. When the doorbell rang I dropped everything and went to greet her. She crossed the entryway and sat down at the kitchen table. 

She didn’t waste any time. 

“The solution is…” she said. “I need a fuck buddy.”

The kitchen went silent. I felt my armpits grow cold with sweat. 

She had to be joking. 

“You don’t need one,” I whispered. “Let me make it better. Please.”

I got down on my knees and spread her thighs apart. Allie didn’t stop me as I pulled her leggings down and placed her legs on top of my shoulders. I shoved my tongue into her pussy and inhaled her hot, sweet scent. There was nothing that I wanted more than to give her the pleasure she desperately needed.

“You don’t need someone else,” I repeated and gave her another lick. 

“Yes I do,” she said sharply and the next thing I knew she’d pushed me on the floor. “Did you know what Nessa thought when I talked things over with her? She thought I’d been way too easy on you. She said that if it was her, she would’ve gotten a divorce years ago. Think about that for a second, Jacob.”

A chill ran down my spine. Divorce? Somehow, even in the worst case scenarios I’d imagined, divorce had never been an option. I pictured Allie and Vanessa giggling and talking shit about me the whole of last night. Talking about my deficiencies. Talking about how they could get rid of me so Allie could be with a better man. 

Had things really reached her breaking point? Was I that…bad?

“So what do you say, Jacob? It’s either this…or…” 

Allie left her own thoughts unsaid. She didn’t have to say them out loud. 

“How would you go about finding a man to…satisfy you?” I asked. “Wouldn’t that be risky?”

The words ‘fuck buddy’ had been too painful, but even what I’d ended up saying was like a blade to my heart.

“Not really,” Allie said. “I don’t think I’ll have a tough time finding a man at all. Do you think I’ll have a tough time, babe?”

I stared at her. At her seductive brown eyes, full lips, and gorgeous face. Her big perky tits and her wide hips curving down towards her shapely buttocks.

Nope. She wasn’t going to have to worry at all. 

Allie smiled and started gobbling down the pancakes I’d made for her. “How about you make me a dating profile?” she said casually. “You know I’m up for a promotion and I’m busy with the month-end project. I’d like to delegate the manhunting to you.”

I didn’t answer. Making a dating profile for my wife to find her a new man to fuck was a ridiculous request. 

“Jacob,” she said, refusing to look at me. “If you’re not committed to fixing this…” Her shoulders slumped. Again, her voice trailed off.

My heart pounded as another, more sinister thought came to me. 

You know what would actually be ridiculous? 

Divorce.

My throat had suddenly become too dry to speak. Still, I coughed out what needed to be said. 

“Okay. I’ll do it.” 


CHAPTER 3

The very next day, Allie called me to set up her dating profile. I couldn’t believe I was even helping her hunt down another man she could fuck. Just a day ago she’d been my amazing wife—something I’d obviously taken for granted. How could things have changed so quickly? It was so surreal, and even though I’d agreed to do this for her, I felt completely helpless. 

Allie made me choose all the hottest pictures of her, including one of her lounging in what was probably the smallest bikini made by mankind. The point, she said, was to make her look like she was single and slutty, since this was ‘just about sex’. All I could do was nod and swallow as I waited for all of them to upload. My stomach was in knots thinking about all the men that were going to salivate over those pictures.

After the profile was complete, I had to reply to all the messages she received and then pull together a shortlist for her to shop. She told me how hot some of the guys looked to my face and tried to get me to guess what their cock size was. 

“What about him, Jacob? Don’t you think he’s so sexy?” Allie asked as I flipped through the photos of an Italian stallion with gigantic abs. “How big do you think he is?”

“Looks like a ten-incher,” I said through a mouth full of sand.

“Wow. That’s a whole seven inches bigger than you. Well, six and a half, babe, really. I want to be fair to you.” She bit her lip and looked at me, and I knew she was horny just thinking about it. “That’s going to make a really big difference.” 

The pit of my stomach churned with humiliation. Allie seemed intent on rubbing it in while we did this, and weirdly, seeing her on fire as she hyped up these strangers at my expense was doing something to my brain. Suddenly, all I could think of was one of these men claiming her sexy body and Allie having one of the best nights of her life. 

I’d never be able to measure up after something like that…

It took her less than three days to make an arrangement with the guy she liked the most. His name was Malik. I already hated Malik. He was the complete opposite for me—black, tall, covered in tattoos, and ridiculously good-looking. He was a personal trainer and it showed. 

Allie made me ask him out on behalf of her and explain the whole messed-up situation: that Allie was my wife and she was looking for a fuck buddy after months of terrible sex. I felt so small as I picked up the phone and talked to this big guy about my worst insecurities. Malik didn’t believe me at first, but when I managed to convince him that Allie was real he was nice enough about it. He said he didn’t mind chipping in to fuck my beautiful wife and help us with our sex life. 

Allie was practically swooning. 

The day was soon fixed for their first date. It was going to be on Friday. If things went well and they actually had chemistry, Allie would bring him home. 

“What about me?” I asked sulkily when she told me her plans. Had she forgotten that she still had a husband? Was she expecting me to just chill in the kitchen while she fucked a guy on my own bed?

“You can hide in the closet,” she said. “Or under the bed.”

I spun around to face her so quickly I felt dizzy. “Really? Is that what you want me to do? I’d rather die than hide in a closet and listen to some random dude fuck my wife!”

Allie was silent for several seconds. Her lips were twitching, like she was trying not to smile or laugh straight to my face. My legs were suddenly jelly. I knew what she was doing. She was airing out all her dirty thoughts now that she knew I couldn’t do anything about it. I was completely at her mercy, and if she wanted me to be holed up and humiliated in our closet while she had sex with another man, well, that was what I would have to do. 

“Then you can leave,” she said flatly. “I was being kind, Jacob. I thought that’s what you’d want.” She rolled her eyes when she saw mine widen with disbelief. “Oh, cut that out. Don’t you want to learn how to up your game?”

I froze. 

“I thought watching Malik would be the best way,” she said. 

I looked down at the floor. Goddamnit. Maybe she was right. “Why in the closet, though?” I asked. “Couldn’t I just sit on the recliner or something?”

Allie snorted. “No way. Sorry. I don’t want you to be a cockblock, Jacob. It’s either the closet or nothing. But then I hope—for your sake—you can find a better way to upgrade your skills.”

I swallowed. It looked like there was no way I was going to salvage my pride and ego through all this. 

Allie had all the power over me, and I would have to live through the humiliation of watching my wife fuck this big black dude through the slits in our damn closet.

I wondered what other cruel plans she had for me.

Surely there couldn’t be much else. What could be more humiliating than being cuckolded by your wife? Nothing. I had to be more optimistic. Allie would fuck Malik once and I would watch and work hard at learning his technique. Then I’d show off my new skills and Allie would be forced to admit I was getting better at meeting her needs. If Malik turned out to be a troublemaker, on the other hand, I was prepared to do anything to get Allie back safely in my arms. Even if that meant calling the cops on him. Either way, things would go back to normal soon and I’d have my wife back.

If only I’d known how wrong I was…


CHAPTER 4

The week sped by. I could sense Allie’s excitement building as her date grew nearer, though she didn’t say anything about it. She didn’t have to say a word for me to feel completely pathetic. What kind of a man was I, to let my wife fuck a stranger right in front of me? It was my fault that things had even got to this point, and the fact that Allie was so much more enthusiastic about having sex with Malik instead of me spoke volumes. She wasn’t even attracted to me. 

When Friday came around, we both went to work, and when I came home I got a text that Allie would be running late, but I could get things started by clearing out some space in the closet. I swore to myself as I took out dress after dress and folded them into a pile. I’d been so naive. I couldn’t believe I’d agreed to hide myself in there while my wife had sex. 

What was I thinking?

Allie came home about an hour later and quickly hopped into the shower. I watched as she put on one of her most expensive tops with lace cut-outs, spaghetti straps, and an extremely low bustline. The skirt she decided on was a tight leather pencil skirt that had a slit all the way up to her mid-thigh. She spent ages on her makeup, laying on false lashes and several coats of red lipstick sealed with a sparkling gloss.

She was going all out for Malik. 

“Want me to drop you off?” I muttered. I definitely didn’t want to, but I had to show her I was at least trying to be helpful. 

She stood up and adjusted her tits inside the cups of her top. “Oh, don’t worry about it. Malik’s coming to pick me up.”

“Oh.”

She looked at me and smiled. Fuck. Malik was going to fall for her. So hard. 

“Let’s set you up in the closet,” she said. 

“Now?” I said. “I thought I could jump in there right before you guys come back.”

Allie shook her head. “That’s not going to work. I want Malik to be comfortable, and I need to trust that you do what I tell you to do.”

My head whirled as she pushed me in the direction of the closet. Did she really want me in there—probably for hours—before she came back home from her date?

But Allie had this stern look on her face that told me she wasn’t going to be very happy with me if I tried to be difficult. I squeezed myself inside, and though I’d cleaned it out somewhat, some of the boxes inside were extremely dusty and it was making me cough. There was barely any space for me with the closet door closed. This wasn’t going to be comfortable at all. 

Once I was inside, Allie asked me to strip. She claimed it was because she didn’t want me to overheat while I waited, but I could see she was lying through her teeth. She had ulterior motives, though she wasn’t going to tell me exactly what they were. Maybe this was revenge for treating her so poorly. Or maybe it was her way of teaching me a lesson. Whatever it was, if she wanted me to feel rejected and helpless, well, she was succeeding.  

Allie stared down at my naked body. My nakedness was even more humiliating now that she was all dressed up for her date. God, she’s too good for me. 

Her gaze lingered on my cock. 

I blushed. 

Was she thinking about how small it was?

How big Malik’s was going to be in comparison?

“Please don’t,” I pleaded.

“Please don’t what?”

“Don’t look at my dick like that. It makes me feel…small.”

Allie’s gaze was like a volcanic blast on mine. “Isn’t that what you are?” she asked quietly. 

I was crushed. I didn’t know how to respond to that. 

She gave me a soft smile. “Arms up,” she ordered. She walked in her heels out to the living room and returned with a shopping bag. She pulled out two brand new pairs of handcuffs. They were pink and furry.

“Huh?”

She swung the cuffs in front of me. She was sneering, and it made my blood ice all over. It was clear she had zero remorse for what she was about to do, whatever it was. 

She locked my wrists against the railing on either side of me. I tried to rattle my hands to break free but of course it was no use. I was going to be left naked and cuffed inside the closet while she went out and enjoyed her date with another man.

Why was she trying so hard to humiliate me? Did I really deserve this?

“Go fuck Malik!” I yelled before I could stop myself. “Go suck on his big black cock! Or whatever it is you want to do!”

Allie’s palm came swinging out of nowhere. Her slap on my face gushed all the breath out of me. 

I gasped. 

“Don’t talk to me like that ever again,” she snarled. “You fucking disrespectful faggot.”

The words cut across me like lashes from a chain. 

“Sorry,” I said meekly. 

I felt like an idiot. 

“I’ve had enough of you thinking only about yourself,” she said. “I’m not fucking someone because I want to. I’m doing it because you’ve acted like my needs don’t exist for so long and you haven’t even fucking tried to work at it. So it’s time to cut the crap and think about what I need for a change. And you better pay close attention, Jacob, or you won’t really know what’s coming for you.”

She crossed the room to our bed and went through the work clothes she’d tossed on there before her shower. She picked up her panties, the ones she’d worn all day. It was an old pair of granny panties, the ones she put on more for comfort than style and also whenever she was on her period. Then she walked to the laundry basket and took out another pair that she’d worn out for an event that week. This one was much sexier, with dark red lace trims that stayed low and hugged her hips when she wore them. 

My heart pounded as she came back to the closet. My neck was strained because of the position of the railing, and my arms were already aching. 

Allie took hold of my chin and stuffed her dirty granny panties in my mouth.

“I don’t need to hear you talk anymore,” she said.

I let out a choked cry. I could smell her…taste her…and it was turning me on. I stared at Allie as she went through her shopping bag again. There was a fierceness to her that I’d never seen before, not even the times when she’d tie me up and dominate me during sex. She’d never called me a faggot, that was for sure. This wasn’t just domination. This was degradation. 

Allie had taken a big pink feather out of the bag. She began trailing it down my nose, my lips, and my neck. She knew I was ticklish. I squirmed as she brought it down my cock and began to scratch the crown with its tips. 

I cried out through the panties again as the blood rushed down to my groin and I swelled. 

Allie just ignored me.

Why was she sexually torturing me like this? 

Allie swirled the feather around the curve of my balls and let it fall further down into my crack. She pushed it in between my ass cheeks. The whole time, she had her jaw clenched tight and her lips pursed. She brought the feather back up and brushed it over my very sensitive erection. I felt my cock spasm with need. 

My arms trembled. I couldn’t even look down at her. 

I did take a peek, though, and that was when I saw she had something else in her hands. It was a pink butt plug and a bottle of lube.

Without saying a word, Allie thrust my thighs apart and snuck underneath me. I gasped again as she drizzled lube all over my crack. I was wet. Then I felt the bulb of the plug press against my back entrance.

“Ohmmmymmgod!” I gurgled through the panties. 

It had entered me. The whole fucking thing had entered me. My legs shook and I chortled through my mouth again. I couldn’t hold my saliva in anymore and my breathing was becoming ragged at the cramping from that big pink plug stretching my asshole. 

“Calm down,” Allie said, rolling her eyes. “It’s just a tiny butt plug. You’re pathetic.”

My entire body flushed with embarrassment. 

Was it really tiny? Then why did it feel so big? Allie could take my cock in her ass like a champ. Apparently her tolerance for pain was a lot higher than I thought. 

Allie tapped me on the leg, motioning for me to lift them one by one. I was so weak by then I had to do what she said. I was even more turned on now that I knew she was just going to treat me like shit and enjoy herself while she was at it. She brought her sexy red panties up my legs and snapped them around my waist. 

“We don’t want your new toy falling out, do we?” she said.

My erection strained against the tight lace cloth. From the back, I felt the fabric thrust into the base of the plug, keeping it securely lodged deep inside my hole. 

Allie drew in closer to me and wiped away a line of dribble from my chin. “For every night you left me unsatisfied,” she whispered and petted my butt, her finger twisting and pressing down hard on the base one last time. Then she kissed me on the cheek and placed my phone on top of the railing. 

“Don’t forget this is voice activated,” she said, pulling the granny panties out of my mouth half-way. “I’m sure Siri can help you out in case there’s an emergency.” Then she closed the closet door and locked it. 

Darkness fell over me. The only light that sifted through was the lamplight from the bedroom.  

I tried to cough out the panties and failed.

“Goodbye, babe,” Allie said sweetly. “I’ll see you soon. Actually, I guess you’re the one who’ll be seeing me. I’ll probably forget you’re even in there.” She laughed. 

And then…she left. 


CHAPTER 5

I stood in the dark for what felt like an eternity, trapped inside the closet. Every sense was heightened while I was inside there. I felt the dust particles fly into my nostrils and the firing pain in my arms. I felt the elastic of the panties tight around my waist and the lace against my boner, and every time I tried to move the damn plug just seemed to go deeper inside my asshole. After a while I was able to cough out the slime-covered panties out of my mouth. Inside the hot stillness, I waited some more. Then I kept asking Siri for the time. I’d never known time could move that slowly. 

I shivered as I remembered that the worse of the night was still not over. 

Allie was still going to fuck another man. And I was still going to have to watch it happen. 

I imagined her at the bar, strutting up to Malik and laying a hand on his rock-hard shoulder. She would smile at him flirtatiously, and Malik would look up and down her body. For one night, my gorgeous wife would be all his and there was no doubt he was going to be a very lucky man. 

I heard a soft click. My heart leapt up to my throat. I blinked. My eyes were struggling to focus through the wooden slits. 

I saw the door to our bedroom slide open. 

And I saw them. 

At first I couldn’t even make out Malik’s face. Just his massive body swallowing Allie’s as he kissed her. The sounds of their lips smacking and their tongue squishing made my stomach flip over. He was wearing a nude T-shirt over jeans and white sneakers that looked a little too clean. In less than ten seconds his T-shirt was gone and I could see his tattooed arms slither menacingly across Allie’s bottom. He gave it a hungry squeeze. His forearm was probably the size of my leg. 

Allie was already moaning. 

“I’ve never seen a more beautiful cock,” she said huskily, and I saw her wrists move jerkily near his hips. She was working his erection. “My husband’s cock is nothing compared to yours, Malik. I know you’ll make me feel so good.”

I swallowed. She knew I could hear her. So Allie didn’t give a crap about my feelings. Hesitantly, I looked down at my privates. In the darkness, all I saw was a little stub protruding out beneath my panties. 

She was worshiping that asshole’s cock while she had me dressed in women’s undergarments with my backside filled with a plug, cuffed to the closet railing so I was forced to watch and hear every word.  

What a cruel joke. 

I raised my eyes back toward the room. It was like a public trainwreck. I knew that no husband should ever watch something like this, but I just couldn’t pull my eyes away. There was no more foreplay. Allie was pulling Malik to the bed and they both undressed until they were completely naked. 

I heard Malik suck in a breath as he saw her body for the first time. My wife’s beautiful body, open and inviting for another man’s cock. Then they started fucking. It sounded more like smashing. My view was just of Malik’s clenching ass, dripping with little beads of sweat as he rammed into her with the ferocity of a raging bull.

“Open up for me, baby,” he growled. “Open up that sweet white cunt for me. Let me feel how wet you can get.”

I shut my eyes and cursed silently. Why was I subjecting myself to this? I’d thought Allie and Malik would at least be a little awkward. But they were so completely comfortable, it was like Malik was her real husband and I was some kind of imposter. 

“Oh god yes! Fuck me with your hot cock, oh my god it’s so big!”

Allie’s cries made my eyes fly open again. Oh fuck. Malik was looking after her, alright. He was giving her what she’d been craving for years. My cock stiffened. Why was I so turned on? I was so fucking pathetic. I tried to move, but all that did was shift the butt plug around. I cursed again. Did Malik know I was in here? Restrained and dressed in panties while he was in complete control of my wife?

A shiver of pleasure made a fresh surge of blood enter my cock. It strained against the stretch of the panties, and I couldn’t deny that it didn’t feel good. 

There was something I liked about all this. And I was mortified.

“Be a whore for me, baby. Just like that, baby…” Malik murmured. 

“I’ll be a whore only for you,” Allie moaned. “Could you fuck my ass now?”

My jaw fell open. I wanted to yell out ‘stop!’ but I knew that would only make things worse. I didn’t want Malik to discover me like this if I started to scream at them. What would he think of me? Some kind of loser with a midget cocklette. 

Allie turned and scooted over to the side of the bed. She gently coerced Malik to turn to the side too. 

It was so I could see. 

I finally got to see the monstrosity that was Malik’s dick. There was no competition here, that was for sure. My pride—or whatever was left of it—quickly withered away as Malik smoothly thrust his dick into my wife’s hot asshole. He could only put a few inches in at first before he kept spitting on it to help slide it further inside. Then he started smashing again. Pulling her hair. Slapping her ass and hips so hard they had turned red. 

Allie, as always, was taking it all like a champ. 

I whimpered. Precum was leaking out of me and into my panties. I needed someone to touch me so badly. 

Malik stopped fucking. “What was that?” he growled. He looked around wildly, and then his gaze settled onto the closet. For half of a split second, his eyes met mine. 

I clamped my mouth shut. My heart shot straight to my stomach. No. The last thing I wanted was to be found. 

Allie giggled. “Probably a bird by the window. Or something.”

“Huh.” Malik curled her hair around his fist and pulled her head back to meet his gaze. 

I shivered as the horrible truth descended on me like a boulder. I was scared of Malik. 

Allie glared back at him fiercely, like she was daring him to fuck her ass even harder. 

Malik shook his head. “You’re making me lose it,” he said. “How are you so hot?”

Allie bit her lip. “It’s okay. You can treat me like shit.”

Malik pulled harder at her hair. I saw her neck muscles strain as she twisted around. “I’ll break you. I’ll fucking break you.”

She moaned as he rammed into her again. I breathed a sigh of relief, though it ended in about two seconds. Allie was loving every second of it and I was so ashamed that I still had a boner. 

I lost all sense of time as I watched their bodies collide against each other and Allie rubbed herself raw while her ass got fucked. When she climaxed I thought I was going to ejaculate because my cocklette throbbed so fucking hard hearing her scream in ecstasy. A minute later Malik announced that he was close and swung Allie around. He shot his load all over her face. With his cum dripping down her eyelids, they kissed again. Slowly, they regained their composure and started cleaning up. 

I couldn’t wait for Malik to leave so I could get out of the closet. I wanted to jerk myself off so badly.

Allie got dressed in her bra and panties and Malik made his way to the door. 

I exhaled slowly. 

“Wait,” Allie called. “I know you wanted to meet my husband.”

“Oh yeah,” Malik said. “Where is he?”

Allie took his hand and pulled him towards the closet. Her lips twitched.

No. She wouldn’t. 

I heard the click as the closet door unlocked. I whimpered helplessly. The bedroom lights flooded into my face, and I blinked. 

Allie laughed. “Malik, this is Jackie. Jackie, say hi!”


CHAPTER 6

I wish I had been naked. 

Naked would have been better than wearing my wife’s panties.

I blinked up at Malik’s giant form. He was at least six foot five and two hundred thirty pounds. And I’d been right to be scared of him. He was leering at me like he’d pounced upon someone he used to bully in high school.

He looked at me with disgust.

“I didn’t know your husband was a fucking sissy,” he spat. 

Allie snickered. “I didn’t know that up until a couple hours ago either. Turns out he makes a pretty good sissy. Wanna see something cool?” She twisted me around and brought down my panties. I could imagine the base of my butt plug glinting in the light. I was so ashamed. 

“That’s fucking disgusting,” Malik said. He glared at me. “Is the thing mute?”

Allie laughed. “I think he’s just shy. I don’t think he’s seen such a handsome man before.”

I blushed. 

To my shock, Malik reached out and grasped at my waist. He brought down my panties. I squealed. I’d totally forgotten how to speak. His huge hand curled around my cock, which was so hard even though I was so humiliated. The look of disgust was clear on his face. He just wanted to play with me, and Allie was clearly egging him on. 

“This isn’t a cock,” he muttered. “That’s a clit.” He pulled on my cock. And then he roared with laughter. 

He was still touching me. And I was so sensitive after all that teasing that I just exploded. My cum landed all over him, and there was a lot of it. 

Allie gasped. “Jackie! How dare you spread your cummies all over this nice man’s chest!” 

I whimpered. 

“Clean it up at once,” she ordered. By the way her eyes glistened, I knew she was so glad I’d only gone ahead and humiliated myself. 

“How?” I asked quietly, jerking my arms against the cuffs. 

“Use your fucking mouth,” Allie said.

Malik drifted closer. The disgusted look on his face was made even worse as I tried to lick away my cum. He was impatient. He pinched my hair and shoved my face into his chest so I could clean him faster. It was like licking a warm, throbbing panel of steel. 

The two of them started talking like I wasn’t even there, and I was probably as red as a beetroot. I didn’t know what it was about Malik, but he zapped out all of my confidence. 

“You know,” he said. “The thing is good with her tongue. I’ll give her that.”

“Would you like to fuck her?” Allie asked. 

Malik flinched. “Baby. You couldn’t pay me a million bucks to fuck this creature.”

“I can make her sexier if you like.”

Malik didn’t answer. He just snorted. 

“How about next time? You’ll get two for the price of one.”

“Depends,” he said. “She’ll have to seduce me.”

I wasn’t sure if they were joking. They had to be. Allie just wanted to embarrass me. I imagined Malik’s huge dick fucking me the way he’d fucked my wife. I cringed. Did my wife hate me that much? To make me have sex with another man just for her entertainment? Just because she knew she had the upper hand?

No, she wouldn’t go that far…

Malik soon left. Allie uncuffed me and asked me to clean up the bed so we could sleep. Other than that, she didn’t say anything. I didn’t have much to say, either. Allie looked like she was in dreamland, trying to process the amazing night she’d just had, and I wanted to give her space. 

The bed was a complete mess. The pillows were on the floor and our bed sheets were strewn everywhere. The room stunk of sex and man sweat. Allie went to the bathroom to have another shower. As I was cleaning up the floor, I came upon a pile of used tissues on the floor. I picked them up and I instantly knew what they were. I brought them up to my nose and smelled it. A prickle of excitement ran through my body, and my cock started throbbing again. 

God, Malik’s cum shouldn’t be making me so horny…

But it did. And that was scary. 

I’d always known I was a submissive guy, but not to this extent. I thought about Allie asking Malik if he would fuck me. The cruel smile on her face as she joked with him about making me sexy so I could seduce him. With the grim way he’d looked down at me as I cleaned up my ‘mistake’, I knew he’d give me no mercy if he were to have his way with me. I’d be nothing more than a toy with a hole. Maybe that was exactly what I needed.

What was happening to me? 

I’d never known Allie to be so vicious. She was enjoying the power she had over me, now that the threat of divorce was over my head, and it was doing all kinds of fucked up things to me. If only I hadn’t been such a bad husband. I’d totally taken her for granted, and now it was coming back to bite me in the ass.

***

Allie finally came to talk to me the next night.

“You’ve been unusually quiet,” I said. 

“You have too,” I said. “But sorry. I’ve just been…processing things.”

“Well? What did you think about the experience?”

I hung my head low. “I know you enjoyed it.”

“Malik was amazing. So sexy. So attentive. He gives me what I really want,” Allie said. She raised an eyebrow. “But I wasn’t the only one who had an orgasm out of it. And that was a heck of an orgasm.”

I remembered blasting my cum onto Malik’s chest and then being ordered to lick it off. I shuddered. That was only one of the humiliating things to happen to me that night, and I just didn’t want to go there.

“Jacob? Does Malik having sex with me turn you on?”

I sighed. I couldn’t exactly lie to Allie. She’d get the truth out of me somehow. “It’s sex,” I said. “Of course it turned me on.”

“You know what? It turned me on, too,” Allie said. “Not just the having sex with Malik thing. The thought of you watching. Making you totally helpless.” 

“Really?” I was shocked. She hadn’t said I’d turned her on in…what? Months? 

Were we moving in the right direction?

“I’m going to ask you another question, Jacob,” Allie said. “And I want you to be totally honest.”

I turned to face her and took a deep breath. “Okay.”

“Does Malik turn you on?”

I wasn’t sure how to answer that. 

I mean, I wasn’t sure of the answer myself. 

I decided to be honest again. “He reminds me of what I don’t have, Allie. He has a big dick and I don’t. He’s great at fucking. I’m not. You obviously find him attractive. And you obviously think I’m not…so…”

Allie smiled. “Well, you know the good news? I think you can turn Malik on too. And you know what, that would turn me on so much too! I can imagine you already. A sexy skirt, stockings, big fake breasts, a wig. In fact, I think you could be a better whore for Malik than me.” 

My heart just sank. The fact that she didn’t even deny that she wasn’t attracted to me stung like crazy.

“Why are you doing this?” I asked her in a small voice. 

Allie didn’t answer. She looked over at me, power glazing over her big brown eyes. 

“Because I can,” she finally said. The pure pleasure she had in making me feel small and tiny oozed through every word like honey. “Because I like seeing you all helpless, babe. Willing to do anything for me. At least that way I can tell that you love me.”

I shuffled my feet. My dick was stiffening at the way she was talking to me. I’d always loved her. It was crazy to think she’d never felt that. 

“So what do you want me to do?” I asked. “Tell me what you want and I’ll do it.”

Allie smiled again. My chest brimmed with love and desperation. I’d never felt anything so intensely before. 

“I want you to pull down your pants and turn around,” she said.

I didn’t hesitate. She pulled my ass cheeks apart and then her finger was inside my ass. I groaned. She slathered some lube and inserted the pink butt plug inside me. She pushed it in hard until the whole thing popped into my asshole. 

“I want you to sleep in this tonight. Can you do that for me, babe?”

Humiliated, I nodded. 

“Here are some panties for you to wear,” she said, tossing me the pair she’d been wearing. “Pull it up tight so the plug stays put.”

She was silent as I wore her used panties. 

“As for what else I want you to do…” she said. “I’ll let you know when I want to.” 

Allie didn’t say another word to me.

I gave her a defeated smile and got ready for bed. 


CHAPTER 7

Life continued as normal the following week. As normal as things could be with me wearing panties and a butt plug to bed every night. Though it never stopped being extremely humiliating, the fact that Allie was giving my butthole attention was somehow affirming, though she didn’t seem interested in having actual sex with me. The butt plug, I realized, was the least I could do to please her. In fact…I could do more. I had to do more. I had to show her how much I wanted her. Loved her. Maybe…just maybe she’d even forget about Malik then.

One evening, Allie sent me a message saying that she was coming home early and she would like me to be there. I cut my shift short and stopped by the florist in the mall next to my office and picked up a bunch of lilies and roses. They were Allie’s favorite flowers, and this was the perfect moment to be a little romantic.

Once home, I unlocked the front door and stepped inside, being careful not to crush the bouquet as I closed the door behind me. Then I stopped short. 

I could hear noises from the bedroom.

Was Allie already home?

I trudged forward, my legs suddenly feeling weirdly heavy. And then I heard it. 

Sex noises. 

Allie was fucking someone in our bedroom. 

Malik. 

A lump formed in my throat. As I crossed the entryway I saw a big envelope labeled ‘READ THIS’ propped up at the kitchen table. Next to the envelope were…clothes. Women’s clothes. 

Sexy women’s clothes. 

“Oh god…” I murmured, picking up the envelope and ripping it open. 

This couldn’t be good.

Jacob, you asked me what I want you to do. I want you to wear everything laid out in front of you for me and Malik. Don’t bother coming into the bedroom if you don’t want to do it. We can have plenty of fun without you. Trust me. Love, Allie.

My heart went into overdrive as I took in what she wanted me to wear. All neatly laid out on top of the table like a big feast. Allie had kept her word. I saw a thong. Stockings. Heels. A skirt and a blouse. A baseball cap with actual hair attached. An open tube of lipstick.

My cock twitched. I couldn’t deny that the thought of being made into a girl was making me feel excited…

Allie was being completely serious. I could still hear Malik’s grunts coming from the bedroom. How could I confront them if I didn’t do what she said? I was too scared. 

I didn’t have any balls. 

You’re doing this for your marriage, I tried to remind myself. Not because you really want to dress up like a slutty girl. Not because your wife is dead set on making you seduce her new lover, no matter what it takes…

Before I could second guess myself, I gathered everything up and went to the guest bathroom and stripped down. The sounds of them kissing and moaning floated through the walls. Every smack and groan was like a blow to the gut, but my dick apparently loved it. 

I was so clueless I didn’t even know what order to wear the clothes in, but I knew I didn’t have much time to figure it out. 

I put the thong on first because panties were the ones I was most familiar with. It looked like a brand new pair, and was comfortable enough except for the actual thong part, which kept riding up my ass crack. 

I decided on the stockings next. They were dark enough that they concealed my body hair, which was kind of encouraging, though I wasn’t the hairiest person. Because hairy legs would be the worst thing to happen tonight, right? Maybe this wasn’t going to be so bad. I was just playing dress-up. And watching someone else fuck my wife. That’s all.

The skirt went on next. It was a red plaid skirt. Also new. Everything Allie had given to me this time was brand new. She wasn’t even making me wear her hand-me-downs. A pang of arousal went through me as I realized just how determined she was to turn me into a woman. That was strangely hot.

With the skirt on, I could no longer ignore the bra. Thankfully that didn’t take too much time. It had to be a wonder bra because once I hooked it on I had actual, somewhat spongy-looking cleavage. That was the moment I knew I really looked like a slut. I looked like a boy-crazy girl who was down for absolutely anything. Every part of this plan had been so well thought of by Allie. 

One by one, I put the rest of her humiliation plan to motion. The white top that plunged low enough to show off the bra I’d been made to wear. The baseball cap, clipped on, that made me look like I had the hair of a Victoria’s Secret model. The heels. They fit perfectly. Of course. And finally, the lipstick. 

What had I become? My reflection told me I wasn’t Jacob anymore. I had sex written all over me. The redder than red lips. The massive fake breasts, just barely concealed by my white schoolgirl top, probably could make any man salivate. Heck, they were making me drool. But all of this would mean nothing if I couldn’t turn Malik on…

I gulped. What if he chased me out of the room? Called me names? What if Allie didn’t think I still wasn’t sexy enough?

Enough. It was time to make a move.  

I cruised down the corridor—as gracefully as I could in five-inch heels. The bedroom door was open just a few centimeters. They were fucking, alright. Allie was squatting and jouncing on Malik’s cock while his big hands smothered her butt. She was naked except for her thigh-high stockings and heels. Both were the same kind I was wearing. So she’d wanted us to match for tonight. 

I crept into the room, and silently waited.


CHAPTER 8

At first I wasn’t sure if they saw me. I had to stand there like a complete cuck, watching as the bed—my bed—got messier and messier. I was so self-conscious, I could barely breathe. 

Allie suddenly stopped bouncing and turned to me. 

She didn’t say anything at first. Just bit her lip as her eyes glazed over, traveling up and down my outfit. It was like she was drinking every inch of my body. My new hair. My gigantic breasts. My belly button popping out from underneath the top. 

For the first time in a long time, I could tell she really wanted me. 

Just when I thought Allie would say something to me, she turned back around and kissed Malik passionately on the lips. “Thanks for making me feel amazing,” she said. “I love you.” She began slowly gyrating on Malik’s cock, sliding up then down so I could see his cock impaling her over and over again. His cock was drenched with her secretions.

She was horny beyond belief. 

Malik reached out to kiss her again and their tongues twirled. All while she was still riding him verryyy slowly. “God. You’re so much better than my husband,” she whispered. “You saw how small his cock was right? You were right. It’s a clit. I could barely feel him when he was inside me.” He nipped at her neck and she moaned. “And he can never control himself. Ugh. You have no idea how much you’re fucking up my life. I don’t think I can have sex with my husband again!”

I almost moaned out loud at her insults. It was cruel. So, so cruel. She really wanted to hit me where it hurt the most. 

“Are you happy for me, babe?” 

I froze. Allie was talking to me. 

“Yes,” I said quietly.

“Speak up, baby. What are you happy about?”

“That you found a man with a much bigger dick.” I covered my skirt up from the front, terrified that she’d see my boner. 

“Well, don’t just stare at us like a dummy and be a mood killer,” Allie said. “Come here.”

I walked unceremoniously to the bed. My heart was practically in my throat. 

“Say hi to Malik,” she said, grinning. 

She could tell I was terrified of Malik and wanted to rub it in. The thing was, I didn’t know why I was so afraid of him. He did look scary, but I was also such a wimp. Maybe it was because he reminded me of everything I wasn’t. 

“Hey sissy,” Malik said. He wasn’t even looking at me. “What do I call it?”

“You can call it whatever you want,” Allie said. 

“Butters,” Malik said to me. “You look like that girl from high school who sucked everyone’s dicks but still couldn’t get a boyfriend.” 

“You don’t think she’s hot?” Allie said seductively. “Not even a little?”

“Fugly face, but the body is a’ight.”

“Lift up the skirt, babe,” Allie said. “Show Malik your ass.”

I did as I was told. I couldn’t believe I was showing off my ass to my wife and her lover. 

“Shake your ass,” she said. 

Again, I had to obey her. I felt my ass move and jiggle in a way I’d never felt before. I was being gripped by some very dark and very taboo desires, and I couldn’t stop myself from being overtaken by them. Allie began slapping my ass to an imaginary beat, and I loved that. As her hands thundered down on my flesh, hitting me harder and faster, I just moved and bounced my ass more vigorously. 

“You like that? You like showing a man your hot ass?” She was shouting at me again.

I whimpered and said nothing. Just kept jiggling my hips and bottom. Suddenly, I felt a hot brick lay down on my bare ass cheek. It gave my ass a good squeeze. My heartbeat went through the roof. 

It was Malik. 

“So would you tap that?” she asked.

“No, never,” Malik said, and laughed like an ox. 

They both kept laughing. 

This was so humiliating. Was Allie really going to convince Malik to fuck me? He was so rough. Could I even handle that?

A chill ran down my spine as I realized I was really imagining riding Malik like my wife had ridden him. 

What the fuck was wrong with me?

“Ready for round three, baby?” Allie said. “Jackie, give his shoulders a rub while he fucks me.”

I trotted to Malik’s side. I was too scared to even touch him. He was just so big and bulky. I swallowed and placed my clammy hands on his smooth, dark shoulders. Good fucking lord. It was like touching a giant slab of concrete. 

Malik groaned as I began massaging him. 

“I’m glad you’re making yourself useful, Jackie,” Allie said. 

I nodded. I wanted to serve them in any small way I could—at least that way I didn’t feel completely worthless. 

“That feels good, butters,” Malik grunted. “Keep doing whatever the hell you’re doing while I bless your wife with my dick.”

“I will,” I squeaked. 

My little fingers slid and slipped on his sweat-laden back as I continued to make him feel good. I didn’t even need any massage oil. His skin was that good. This was the guy who had wooed Allie, dominated her, and made her fantasies come to life. I had to respect that, right?

I watched Allie fuck him until she was just about to cum. She just bent over and collapsed onto Malik’s chest, wrapping her arms around his neck and whimpering with need. Her beautiful face was mere inches away from mine, her full lips red from excitement and almost swollen with arousal, a trail of bite marks all down her neck. I wanted to grab onto her and kiss her while she came in my arms. But I couldn’t. She wasn’t mine. Not tonight. 

Malik grunted loudly and lifted Allie off his lap so he could thrust into her from below. I could literally see the soft wet pink of her inner pussy spread even more for him. 

“Watch me, babe! Jackie! Watch me cum on his dick!” Allie cried out, her eyes clenched shut as she rode her orgasm.  

This was too hot. With one palm on Malik’s back, I placed the other underneath my skirt and stimulated my clit a little as I watched the show. I was wet, too. I touched myself because I knew I could only do this while I was horny. 

“That was amazing. I love you, baby,” Allie whispered.

“Anything for a chocolate-loving whore like you,” Malik rumbled, and squeezed her butt so hard he left finger marks on the sides.

Allie’s eyes glittered with excitement. “You’d do anything?” She turned to me, her eyes narrowing with suspicion at my missing hand. I slowly snuck it out and placed it back on Malik’s back, having a sick kind of pleasure at smearing a little of my naughty pre-cum over his god-like body. “Would you be willing to fuck my sissy husband?”

I gasped. There was no way she was serious.

Allie rolled her eyes at me. “Don’t act so surprised. Why do you think I dressed you up like a slut? Got you used to the plugs?”

“Plugs?” Malik asked, his brows wiggling. 

“You saw it the other day, baby. Tell him, Jackie.”

I felt shy all of a sudden. “Allie has been making me wear a butt plug every night,” I said. “To stretch my back hole.”

Malik laughed. “You’re sick, Allie.”

Allie pouted. Even though Malik was crazy dominant, she knew where the real power lay in their relationship. “My theory is the only way to teach him how to make love like a man is to have sex like a woman. So. What can he do to make you want to fuck him?”

“There’s only one way I guess. The thing will have to seduce me,” Malik said.

My ass clenched at those words. Seduce? How the fuck do I seduce a man?

“So, Jackie, it’s your turn to tell me. Do you want Malik to fuck you like a woman?” Allie asked me. “Be honest.”

The room swayed and swam in front of me. My body felt weak and rubbery. I was giddy with fear. 

I wanted to think with my brain, but I just couldn’t.

“I do,” I choked. 

Allie gave me the brightest smile in the world. She was getting some kind of depraved pleasure from seeing whether I could turn on a straight man. She called me to the bed and asked me to touch Malik’s cock. It was so weird yet thrilling to have his cock in my hand. It had gone floppy again, but as I held it and slowly pumped it up and down I could feel it start to harden, though that was more down to Allie’s sexy whispers to Malik than to my touching. Once it was getting hard, Allie ordered me to take it in my mouth. 

“Suck it, baby,” she said, swiping my long fake hair over my shoulder. “You know you want to!”

His musk sifted through my nostrils and I felt weak again. I knew if I wasn’t so horny I would’ve retched all over it. But I didn’t want to show Malik that on any other day I would’ve found his whopper utterly disgusting. Just in case he somehow got pissed off. So I let his man smells permeate my body and bravely started to lick him. 

“Don’t lick it, fucking suck it,” Allie snapped in my ear. 

She pushed me away and took hold of Malik’s cock. 

“Let me show you how it’s done.”

Allie proceeded to give him the hottest blowjob in the world. She teased him by licking his head like a lollipop before plunging the entire thing confidently into her mouth. Malik’s groans and grunts soon filled the room. Then she handed it over to me. She’d just taught me something a wife should never have to teach her husband. I just gave her a look and her evil smile made my stomach quiver uncontrollably. Something about this was so wrong. So hot. When I tasted Malik again, his cock was pulsating excitedly on my tongue. Then Allie ordered me to choke on his cock, telling me that Malik would love it. So I did it. I slithered his penis down my mouth until I was really close to gagging and I left it to throb there for a while before letting go, only to do it all over again. Precum sifted through my lips and rested on my tongue, and I tasted it eagerly. Goddamnit. I wasn’t a man anymore. My wife had turned me into a whore. 

“Baby, it’s time,” Allie said sweetly. She was holding up two pink furry handcuffs. 

I was quickly cuffed to the bedposts, my arms stretched out like two sticks of spaghetti. I was sprawled out, sporting a blouse and a skirt, my body handed over to a man who was built like a tank and had the sexual appetite of a starving grizzly bear. I had no control now. No control over what was happening to me. 

Malik licked his lips. He gave me a smile, but the smile didn’t reach his eyes. 

I must’ve looked terrified because Allie patted me on the head and said, “Don’t be scared, babe. I’m right here.”

Malik snickered. “You ready, butters?”

I whimpered. 

My chest heaved in the short silence that followed. Then two meaty hands grasped the curve of my hips and the sound of tearing fabric blasted my ears. Malik was practically ripping my stockings and thong to shreds. Cold air swept through my now completely exposed butt, and then hot fingers clawed at my skin, parting my cheeks and revealing my dark puckered hole. Those brutish hands squeezed my ass so hard it felt like he was digging straight into my body. His touch was so fucking rough. 

The thought of Allie and Malik seeing the most intimate part of me sent shivers down my back. 

I heard the emptying of a lube bottle and the brazen sound of Malik spitting a few times on his cock. 

Then his slippery wet pole wedged itself against my rear entrance.


CHAPTER 9

This was it. The destruction of Allie’s husband. 

I had been turned into a sissy plaything by my wife and now her fuck buddy and lover was about to rail me hard. 

For once, my crazed mind had come to a halt. It was like I’d finally accepted my fate. 

“Oh my god!” I yelped as Malik entered me. 

“Deep breaths now,” Allie said. “I won’t lie. It’s going to hurt a little. But you’re a big girl now and I know you can take it.”

I gritted my teeth and forced myself to take deep, full breaths. Motherfucker. It hurts. I clambered forward a bit and held onto the railing of the bed for support. The pain was more of a tight tension than anything else, and Allie’s soft fingers were helping me stretch open. I let out a faint groan. As Malik slowly slid his way into me, I felt myself beginning to let go. All the tension was loosening up and my asshole was inviting a stranger’s cock inside it. 

“You like it, babe?” Allie murmured, her long nails scratching my back. “You like the big black cock in your ass?”

I clutched onto the railing harder. All I could see was red. 

“He’s in deeeeep,” Allie said, more quiet now, as if she was completely mesmerized by the scene before her. “Oh god…oh god…”

The pressure was almost too much. Almost. I bit down on my tongue to keep myself from crying like a sissy.

“You look so sexy like this, babe,” Allie said softly in my ear. “This is the hottest I’ve ever seen you. I’m so happy you’re doing this for me, babe. Fuck. You’re taking him so bravely. Such a good girl. Do you want Malik to start pumping now? Pumping your hot little pussy? Just for me?”

“Uh-huh,” I whispered in a soft, girly voice. 

“Keep that pussy nice and open, babe,” Allie said. “Yes, just like that. Malik loves fucking you. I can see that. I bet you’re tighter than me. God, how do you feel about letting such a handsome man fuck you? Do you think you can make him cum, baby? Do you?”

I whimpered like a helpless puppy. Her words danced inside my head. She was being so fucking dirty. The room swung back and forth as I gave up my asshole to my wife’s boyfriend. I felt like I was slipping away into the crater of a volcano. The pull of pleasure and sin was too much. It was done. There was simply no coming back from this. Malik held me by my bony hips and fucked me like I was a doll. There was almost an anger to the way he was claiming my body. He was fucking me exactly the way I watched him fuck Allie. He grabbed me roughly by the hair, pulling on the clips so hard it made my scalp scream. My spine bent his way as he urged me to look at him. There was so much revulsion in his face. He hated me. He hated me so much because…maybe he liked it. Maybe he liked fucking a small, tight virgin sissy like me. 

I stared back at him defiantly, urging him to take me even harder.

“Look at you babe,” Allie said. She had her horny voice out now. “You love this. I knew you’d love this! Tell me how much you want this, babe…”

“I want more,” I said shamelessly. “I need more.”

Malik definitely heard that, because the next thing I knew my legs were being lifted up into the air. I cried out as he made me spread my limbs open so wide I thought I would break. My head pressed into the pillows, and all I could feel was his powerful thrusts going downward into me, gravity helping him slide his massive, amazing dong even deeper into my depths. My body didn’t belong to me at all. It was his and Allie’s. And they could do whatever they wanted to it.

And just like that, without warning, shockwaves of pleasure violently ripped through me. My liquids began spilling out of me with the ferocity of a waterfall. It spattered everywhere—or that’s what it felt like. I had been fucked in the ass until I’d cum. And Malik was still fucking me, even as I shook and shuddered and gasped through the orgasm. I knew no one cared that I’d cum. No one in the room cared about my pleasure. All they wanted was to take from me.

Malik let me fall to the bed and onto my own foul puddle of cum. Then he pulled me by the hair again and slapped me. 

I whimpered as he towered over me, his hot breath warming my neck. “You like this, butters?” he thundered.

I bit my lip and nodded. 

I could tell he was getting close. He was fucking me like an animal in heat. Every bone in my body ached. 

Fuck. I wanted this to happen every day. 

The torment had lasted for so long but I knew that when it was all over I’d think it ended too soon. My skin grated against the cuffs and Malik’s cock slipped out. His hands stretched my crack open again, his thick fingers hooking themselves inside my asshole as he forced my body to open. His dripping cock bolted its way inside my asshole. I moaned. My little clit was hard all over again. 

“Where would you like Malik to cum, babe?” Allie asked happily. She was trying to fix my hair. “Just a warning…he cums a loooot. Maybe I’ll have him shoot it up your ass. Do you want to feel Malik explode inside your boipussy? Like he did in mine? God it feels amazing, especially in your ass. There’s no feeling like that in the world.” We made eye contact, and the fire in her face made me melt. “Do you want Malik to cum on your face? Ruin those pretty red lips? Your eyes? How about inside your mouth? Do you want to taste his cum?” She giggled. “Hmmm. I’ll tell you what. How about we let Malik decide? You’ll do whatever Malik wants, right?”

“I’ll ruin that fucking mouth of hers,” Malik said. 

“Wow. That sounds perfect,” Allie said before turning to me. “I know you’re too tired to speak now so nod if you understand. I’ll uncuff one arm so you can turn around and face both of us, okay?”

I nodded weakly. 

The walls closed in as my wife unlocked the cuff off one wrist. The next thing I knew, Malik was pushing his throbbing penis into my mouth. His cum entered my throat like the rush of a raging river. Its hot, sour taste filled my mouth. Malik spurted some more, shooting load after load of his pleasure into me. Allie was shouting at me to take it all in. When my mouth was full I swallowed it all. She didn’t know I’d had zero intention of spitting. 

Once I sucked every drop of cum out of Malik and licked his manhood to perfection, Allie pulled me close and kissed me. It was the first kiss in a long time where I felt like she actually loved me. She smelled like Malik, but then again, I probably smelled like him too. It would’ve been impossible not to smell like that after having sex with a big man like him. My asshole was still shivering and puckering. Allie’s tongue found mine and we both moaned. I thought about the flowers I’d bought her, still lying on the table. Hopefully a divorce wasn’t in the cards any time soon.

I felt so full. And it wasn’t just because of all the cum inside me. As Allie kept her lips on mine, I wondered how I could break it to her that I’d do anything to have this happen to me again. Have her dress me up like a slut and have her lover take me. 

Maybe he could cum right in my ass next time. Allie would like that…

THE END


ROOMMATE FROM HELL




CHAPTER 1

I had no doubt in my mind. Gabby was a freak and I hated her.  

Don’t get me wrong—my roommate was pretty. The first thing I’d actually noticed about her wasn’t her blue hair or her spiked leather choker or even the piercing on her nose, but that she was beautiful in a classical sort of way. Smooth, small features, lustrous eyes, and a dainty little chin. But god oh god, I know ‘hate’ is an intense word, but it’s the only word that fits the absolute rage I felt when she was near me. Gabby was loud and messy and didn’t care. Her blue hair shed so much I’m shocked she hadn’t gone bald yet. She was a vegan and fucked up the kitchen every time she used it to make her meals, which legit stunk for days. She had loud sex.

Very loud sex.

On Tuesday night I was holed up in my room trying to go to sleep but instead my eyes were wide open while I listened to the commotion in the bedroom next door.  The walls in our apartment were paper-thin—you couldn’t even let out a whiff of a fart without the other person knowing. 

“You like that?” 

“Mmm. Yes, baby. Can you go harder?”

The girl in Gabby’s room had a croaky voice. Yes, Gabby was a lesbian. A chapstick lesbian to be more precise, and if you don’t know what that means it’s basically a woman who portrays elements of both masculinity and femininity. Not butch, but not all the way girly either. I know this because she ‘educated’ me. 

Anyway, I’d made a game out of trying to figure out which of Gabby’s girlfriends were getting lucky by the sound of their voice (moans). Sometimes I’d get to find out if I was right in the morning. Jessica was the one with the very nasal tone, Tiff had the awful fake porn-star voice, and Mindy had this deep bloodthirsty moan that made the hairs on my arm stand up. And those were just the ones I’d pegged down. There were plenty of Gabby’s partners I hadn’t even seen yet. 

“Turn the lights back on,” Gabby demanded through the wall. “I need to see your face when you cum for me.”

“Yes, Miss. I’m going to cum so fucking hard for you.”

There was a scream. Someone slapped a body part and there was a long moan. There were a few short squeaks as the bed shook and rattled and I tried to imagine the mechanics of the sex they were having. My thoughts were abruptly pierced by the very loud and unmistakable sound of a woman having an orgasm. Definitely not Mia, I decided. Or Tiff or Jess. This had to be someone new. 

I sighed and kicked the covers off my bed. I reached for my phone and opened up my trusty website for titillating lesbian stories. It was almost one in the morning and I couldn’t even go to sleep after being subjected to all that. A part of me wanted to shake their door off its hinges and kick them both out, but the reality was I couldn’t even complain to our landlord. My previous roommate, Bella, had been my landlord’s niece, and when Bella left two months ago to move back home, she offered her room to her good friend Gabby. I had a sneaking suspicion that my landlord would favor Gabby over me in any dispute.

In other words: Gabby was here to stay. 

***

I had a day off from work the next day because my office was closed for an inventory count. It was around ten by the time I woke up. After a quick shower, I headed to the kitchen. I decided on pancakes for breakfast. Twenty minutes later, while I was nursing my coffee and waiting for my blueberry pancakes to cool down, Gabby rolled into the room. Her hair was wild, the short straight ends from the back sticking up like she’d just been electrocuted from her bedpost, and there were black smudges all around her eyes that looked like traces of eyeliner. 

Take the makeup off and wash your damn face, I thought, annoyed. I was itching to see what she’d look like with her messy emo exterior stripped off. 

“What are you doing here?” she asked.

“Having breakfast?” I said, ending my answer on a questioning note to make her feel stupid. She was acting like I was intruding on her space. But then I added, “I have a day off today.”

“Lucky you,” she said. She lifted her arms up into the air and yawned. She had the creamiest looking armpits I’d ever seen. The loose black tank she was wearing as a pajama top rode up, exposing her bellybutton piercing and her wide hips.

“Can you make me coffee?”

“I’m not your maid,” I said flatly. 

Gabby narrowed her eyes at me. “Dude. What the hell’s your problem? Why do you always sound like you have a stick up your ass?” 

Before I knew it, I was blushing, and then I blushing in response to the fact, which was probably the worst thing to happen to me at that moment. 

Gabby crossed her arms and looked at me with a smug expression. “Don’t tell me you really do have a stick up your ass. You look like the kind of guy who’d enjoy things like that.”

I sprang up from the table and walked to the counter so she couldn’t see just how much I’d heated up at that. Fuck. This is why I hated her. She had a wonderful talent for making you feel like a complete loser. But there was just something about her…why in the world was she talking about my ass? She probably thought about asses a whole lot, and she was probably loved anal queens. I imagined her fucking the girl she’d invited over the night before in the butt with an enormous dildo. Is that what had made her cum like a sea lion last night? 


CHAPTER 2

Trying to push the vile sex thoughts away, I started up our Lavazza coffee machine. 

Gabby did some stretches while I made her an espresso, spreading one leg behind her and curving her back, extending her arm upward to stretch one tricep. I couldn’t help glancing at her armpit again. I wasn’t even an armpit guy but hers was so smooth and milky and velvety I knew if the opportunity landed on my lap I’d lick the hell out of it. It occured to me I didn’t even what she did for a living. I’d never seen her physically go to work and I’d never seen her…well, working. She was the kind of chick who’d live off an OnlyFans account, though something told me this couldn’t really be the case with Gabby. 

Gabby stretched into a position that looked suspiciously similar to a sex position, with her legs spread off the floor. I knew she was a freak for sex, but I knew I’d do some hellishly freaky things with her body if I was given the chance. Sure, it was never going to happen…she was a lesbian for one, and she’d see me first as a bug before she ever saw me as a potential sexual partner, but that wasn’t going to stop me from imagining what her bathwater tasted like.   

With the coffee done, I handed the mug over to Gabby and she took it gratefully. “Thanks, Sexy Lexie.” 

“Please don’t call me that. I’m Lex.”

Her eyebrows shot up. Her eyes suddenly as stormy as the sky in November. “Oh yeah?” she said. “What are you going to do…Sexyyyy Lexieeee?”

She was clearly taunting me and I didn’t want to give in. 

“You don’t want to know,” I muttered and moved past her back to my breakfast. 

“Oh, please.” I could picture Gabby rolling her eyes behind my head. She had a pretty short fuse, and the funny thing was she probably thought the same thing about me. A part of me was glad I’d ticked her off. “I know I can do whatever I want to you and you won’t do a thing.”

Before I could respond, something horrible happened. I felt something rustle inside my shorts. I really thought a bee had flown in through the window and gone straight up my shorts and into my buttcrack, or some type of giant insect with wings.

“What the—” I yelped like a girl and started jumping up and down, swatting at my ass as hard as I could.

To my horror, when I finally had the balls to look down, someone’s hand emerged out from the bottom of my shorts. Gabby crept into my field of vision. Her arm was still outstretched and she had the sleaziest grin on her face.

My whole body turned ice-cold. “Did you just…just…what the hell!” I sputtered. 

“Sorry,” she said, shrugging. “I do shit without thinking.” She gave me a taunting smile, as if she was trying to remind me what she’d just said: ‘I can do whatever I want to you and you won’t do a thing.’ “I was just checking for the stick,” she added and began laughing her head off.

I just stood there, my tongue feeling like a piece of wood inside my mouth, unable to form a single syllable, let alone a snappy remark. Who did she really think I was? Some kind of boy toy she could harass whenever she pleased? Her fingers curled around her mug again and she sipped her coffee nonchalantly, her nose so close to her hand like it hadn’t been so dangerously close to my asshole. 

Unexpectedly, my cock thickened. So close to my asshole. God, I was so turned on and I was so embarrassed, and I somehow knew even Gabby could sense that. I was just about to go sit back down and finish my pancakes, even though I was far from hungry, when I heard the shuffle of bedroom slippers. A girl strolled into the kitchen, rubbing her eyes lazily. She had shoulder-length brown hair with blunt bangs and her face looked like the singer, M.I.A. 

“Coffee sounds good right around now,” she mumbled, throwing a glance at me. 

“Don’t ask him to make it though,” Gabby started. “He might have a stick up his—”

“I don’t!” I said, but I was averting my gaze. I couldn’t look at either of them in the eye. 

“Ass,” Gabby finished. 

I snorted with frustration. I had to leave, but I still wanted to finish my damn pancakes. I shoved a couple of bites in my mouth and chewed. They tasted like cold rubber bands now. 

The new girl hovered next to me at the table and sat down with a groan. I noticed she was limping. 

“I’m Mal,” she said before turning to Gabby and stealing a sip from her mug.

I barely nodded. “Lex.”

“Lex made me coffee,” Gabby said.

Mal smiled and turned to her. “I didn’t know you had a live-in maid,” she said while she took in the decor of our kitchen. 

“He’s the best,” Gabby snickered. “Isn’t he cutest thing you’ve ever seen?”

“Cut it out,” I said. My voice thundered in the small space, coming out louder than I’d expected it to. 

“Oh sorry, darling.” Gabby set her mug down so hard that half the contents splashed all over the table. I could feel her presence right behind me—I knew if I leaned back even a half-inch my hair would be touching her breasts— and it made me very nervous. “I’m sorry if I hurt your feelings.” Her hand was suddenly on my face. My cock jerked in response. Her fingertips brushed against my jawline and then she was pinching my cheeks so hard I felt like I was her stress ball. “God, you’re so pretty, Lexie. Has anyone ever told you that?”

I just froze. It wasn’t even the humiliation of having two pretty girls ganging up on you in your own home, or the total embarrassment I felt at being called ‘pretty’. It was that every muscle in me was clenching up tight with desire because she was touching me. Gabby was wearing a sweet-smelling lotion, something like lavender and vanilla mixed together, and her hair, which was now grazing against my sweat-stricken forehead, was a little dank like she’d gotten it wet by accident and hadn’t had the time to dry it off.

But it wasn’t just those surface smells that was getting to me. I was smelling Gabby underneath all that and it was that womanly scent that could make a man go crazy, and my blood was getting hotter and hotter while the rest of me kept hardening like I was turning to brick. 

“Gosh, you’re such a pretty boy Lexie…maybe too pretty to even be a boy…”

Jesus help me. What the heck was she saying? Did she see me as a girl or something? Maybe a gay guy? It had been well over a year since I’d been touched by someone of the opposite sex. That was about the time Tamara, my ex-girlfriend, dumped me.

“He’s such a tease,” Gabby said. “Sitting there looking all cutesy for us!”

I turned around, then turned back because I could feel my eyes getting wet. 

“Aw man, he’s going to cry,” Mal said sympathetically.

I glared at both of them.

“Don’t fucking come close to me again,” I muttered and stood up, my chair scraping backward with a horrendous squeak. I said that even though the truth was the most embarrassing thing of all: I wanted Gabby to keep touching me. I wanted her soft hands all over me, and I wanted her to never let go.

“Cool it, sweetheart,” Gabby said, showing me her taunting smile. “That look isn’t doing you any favors.” 

She ran a hand through her messy hair, and there it was again. 

Her armpit. 

I could feel a boner coming on, so I just ran out. I ran to my room, grabbed my headphones, and then ran to the garage to get my bike. I sped away from our apartment building, but was almost immediately greeted by a stoplight. I braked, my heart pounding. I could still feel those fingers pinching and exploring my face. I knew when I’d come back home the whole place would smell like sex. 

I hate her.

Funnily enough, that day was the most Gabby and I had spoken in the entire two months since she’d moved in. And one thing was for sure: I was never going to speak to her again. 


CHAPTER 3

A month went by and I still hated Gabby.

True to my resolution, I hadn’t spoken to her at all. I basically lived in my room—I never ventured out even to the kitchen if I knew she was home. She got the message, apparently, and left me alone. There was only one incident where I was waiting for my dinner to heat up in the microwave and Gabby waltzed in at the same time and our eyes locked. She tried to make conversation with me. I kept my lips pursed and pretended I didn’t hear her, because I could be a petty guy like that. There was no way I was going to give her the satisfaction of making it up to me after she’d basically emasculated me and made me feel like a giant idiot.

After that day, I could tell she was pissed off with me too. 

Something told me that her anger was something I should stay far, far away from—a guy like me should never be in the bad books of a chick like her, but, well, it was too late for that. If she had a burn book I was definitely in there. 

I never saw Mal again, or even Mindy or Tiffany, but that didn’t stop Gabby swimming in a fresh pool of girls. I had a hunch that the reason she was able to pull in so many girls was because of the fact they were straight. Gabby had the perfect mix of femininity and masculinity and she was clearly very, very dominant and I could see how any girl with eyes would find that hot. She was the best of both worlds, in other words. I noticed that so many of the women she slept with made a show of limping and hobbling if I saw them the next morning, which I was sure was just a weird show-offy act, because there was no way she was fucking them so aggressively to make them really limp like that. Right?

Anyway, my policy of not talking to Gabby worked out perfectly. 

Until the day I discovered something about her.

The first time I noticed something was off was with my food. A whole bunch of my bananas went missing one day. I didn’t think much of it at all, but then a few days after that, I was hunting for my frozen potato wedges, and after carefully going through each item in the freezer I had to come to the conclusion that the whole packet was missing. I knew that Gabby, for a vegan, ate a shitload of potatoes. I had no doubt that my potato wedges were currently in her belly.

I still didn’t speak to her though. I began labeling my food with name stickers. 

After that, my food seemed safe. But then…my Swiss Army knife went missing. It was a gift given to me by Tamara and I always carried it in my pocket whenever I went out, but I had the habit of leaving it on top of the console next to our front door. It was just easier that way, to have my keys, shoes, and Mini Champ all in one place. Tamara had bought it for me on our two-year anniversary and it was really the last act of affection I really had from her before she went out cold.

I knew for a fact that I hadn’t misplaced it, and there’d been only one person consistently in my apartment apart from myself, which left me with only one thought…

Gabby was stealing from me. 

I just couldn’t believe the audacity. Did she really think I’d miss one of my most prized possessions? What was she planning on using it for anyway? Sell it off for some cash? 

Who did she think she was?

I still didn’t say anything though. I just wanted to watch and wait and see if there was a chance I could sneak into Gabby’s room and find the knife for myself. Actually, that was only half the truth. The whole truth was that I was scared of her. In the weeks since I’d been openly passive aggressive towards her, I’d come to realize that her anger had been simmering so much it had turned into something else entirely. Rage.

But things were only about to get worse. 

One weekend, literally out of nowhere it seemed, my headphones went missing. Yes, my beloved $400 XM5 that was the only thing that really worked to drown out the sex noises. I took a shower, came back out, and then went to get my headphones which I’d been charging by my desk…and it just wasn’t there. It was like it had vanished into thin air in the five minutes it had taken me to take a shower. 

Gabby was the only one home, apart from me. 

That did it. I needed my headphones. I couldn’t afford to replace it. 

As I continued toweling myself off, standing naked in my room, I waited for the anger to bubble over. And it definitely did. That bitch. She was a roommate from hell, and I’d descend to hell with her if it meant I was going to get my stuff back.


CHAPTER 4

Once I was dry and wearing a fresh set of clothes, I took a deep breath and crept out of my room. I silently made my way to the room next door. 

Gabby’s door was closed, music blaring through it. I knocked. I was already shivering. 

Get it together, Lex, I scolded myself. Inner Lex scolded me back almost instantly. What do you want me to do? We’re dealing with a criminal here!

Gabby opened the door faster than I’d expected. 

“Hey,” she said. 

I could’ve sworn her lashy green eyes lit up at seeing me. I didn’t detect any hate in her voice. In fact, any unsuspecting person could’ve read it as friendliness. The face of a seductress, I thought. 

“Can I help you?” Gabby prompted.

I glanced down at the long sweatshirt she was wearing. It had cookies with eyeballs all over it. “Yeah, um…have you seen my headphones?”

“Your headphones?”

I nodded, trying my best to ignore how the sound of my beating heart was competing with the music. I literally felt a little woozy in the head. Jesus. What are my balls made out of? Cotton wool? 

Gabby folded her arms and propped her chin at me. “No, I haven’t seen them. Why, are they lost?”

“They’re missing,” I corrected her. I had a pluck of courage come out of nowhere and I held onto it with dear life. “And you know what? My Swiss Army knife’s missing too.”

Gabby smirked. “Swiss Army knife? Is that what you carry around to feel like a man?”

I blushed. She laughed. “It was…special to me,” I said in a low voice.

She shrugged and swiped away a rogue hair strand that had fallen across her eyes. “Sorry, bud, can’t help you. Gosh, I hope they turn up though. For your sake.” She went to shut the door, but I wedged my fingers tight around the knob and pulled so she wouldn’t be able to close it. I was angry now.

“I never misplace my stuff,” I said haughtily. “I take good care of them.”

Gabby kept walking into her room and tapped at her laptop, leaving me staring at her hair for a good while. The music stopped. When she turned around, I could see the cogs turning in her head. “Okay, Einstein. You’ll have to make it clearer for dumb ol’ me. What exactly are you accusing me of?”

I was suddenly afraid of her, like really afraid of her. If looks could kill I would’ve been a dead man right about now. Had I made a mistake? It had to be Gabby who stole from me, there was no other person who could’ve done it, but what if…?

“I was just—” I straightened out my legs, forcing them to not wobble. “You know what you did.”

Man. She looked like a vampire right then, with those pretty little canines and the leather choker and the way her eyes shone bright with her anger. I was positive she was about to let out a bloodcurdling shriek and descend on me, then tear away the flesh of my neck to feast on my blood. 

Gabby lunged forward and I just about peed my pants. But all she did was grab the door and give me a defensive glare. She flung the door wide open.

“Go on then,” she said. “Search my room.”

I crept into her dark room, feeling uneasy as I made my way through the shadows. Would a thief invite me to her room? Yes, if she was going to trap me here…or worse. There were candles burning on top of her dresser, and when she flipped on the bright white ceiling light the room seemed even messier. There were clothes and magazines everywhere. A cup teetering on the edge of the nightstand smelled strongly of spearmint. Next to the bed was a small white IKEA table, and attached to it by clamps were two…heads. Dummies. One head had flaming red hair, the other a muted purple tinged with lilac highlights. The floor was covered with strips of wax paper, and a pair of scissors was just laying there, its blades stuck onto tendrils of colored hair. It suddenly dawned on me what Gabby did, and it made perfect sense. Hairdressing.

“I’ll give you five minutes, but only because I’m busy,” Gabby said, nodding at the dummies. “I have my finals tomorrow.”

“Finals?”

“For my program in haircutting and styling. You’re not the only one who can do hair.”

I bristled, feeling self-conscious. I’d always kept my hair a little on the long side, and genetically I knew I was really blessed. Tamara had always said she wished we could swap hair.

Gabby began working on one of the dummies while I conducted my unofficial search in her room. It was hard to do it with her in the room—it wasn’t like I could snoop under her bed or inside her drawers. But then I thought, what the heck. I needed my headphones. I needed my Mini Champ. So I did. I opened up her drawers, looking through each of the contents one by one, being careful not to touch things unless I really had to. I gave the room a once-over, but my things were gone. 

This is bullshit, I thought, and started sweating. She must’ve hidden them knowing I’d come to look for it. Or maybe she’d been desperate for cash and had sold them already.

“Found what you were looking for?” Gabby asked. Her teeth were out again as she smirked.

“No,” I muttered. 

“Oh, would you look at that,” she said. Her fake expressions of surprise sent chills through me. “I guess I didn’t steal from you after all.”

You sold them, you freak. You know you did. “Um, yeah. Sorry.”

Two hands landed hard over my shoulder, squeezing my blades tight. I gasped as soft fingers squeezed the tendons near my neck. “You’re not sorry,” she hissed. “Listen here, you little turd, because I won’t be saying this again. Don’t you fucking dare accuse me of stealing your shit again.” Her eyes blazed like the flames of a blowtorch. “If only you weren’t a man, you’d have no idea what I’d do to you.” 

That did it. What a gaslighting queen. She was playing me, and I wasn’t about to give up.

“What would you do to me?” I asked. My voice was trembling but I stood still. “Seriously, Gabby. I’d love to know. What would you do to me?”

Her hands loosened their grip on me and she stepped back in disgust like I’d just started to stink. And I was going to stink, if I was going to continue sweating like this…

“What did you say?” she muttered.

“You’re always saying things like that,” I said. “I never know what you mean.” I started walking backwards, back toward the door so I could get the hell out of there. “That’s why I asked. Anyway, I really wish I had my stuff back. I’m broke and I can’t afford to replace those headphones. And the Swiss Army knife? It was a gift from my ex-girlfriend. A gift that meant a lot to me. So yeah.”

It was a useless tactic, but I’d tried. Gabby’s face remained as hard as stone, almost like she was frozen in time, not a trace of guilt or shock or apology across her cold, cold eyes. I was by the door now. “If they happen to turn up, you’ll tell me?” I asked, though I didn’t know why I was even trying. Gabby was a psychopath and it was clear she didn’t care about me. 

Two strides was all it took. Two strides and she was by my side again and this time she slammed the door shut, trapping me inside. My heart almost jumped out of my ribcage.

“Where do you think you’re going?” she asked quietly.

She leaned back casually, barricading the door and my only escape. She lifted up her sweatshirt and shrugged it off her head, letting it rest on the floor on top of a towering heap of old clothes. Underneath she was wearing a red lace bralette and a flimsy cotton skirt. The skirt seemed a little crooked at the bottom, like it was something she’d sewn herself. 

“Let me go,” I said, but my heart was thudding even louder now because I was responding to her in a way I shouldn’t be responding. Something big and intense and scary was burning through me at the speed of light and I couldn’t stop it. I need her. I need her so bad. Her body was right there and oh god, it was perfect. Hypnotic. I wanted it to twist and turn into the most heinous yoga poses known to man. Stretch those flexible legs for me, open up her sweet nether lips so I could seduce her with my tongue. 

She surveyed me silently. Then she said, “I’ll let you go if you take those shorts off for me.”

My poor heart sped up even more. “Is that what you were going to do to me?” I blurted out. “Strip me naked like I’m an inmate or something?”

She gave me the look of a woman who really wanted to…cut my hair or worse. “No,” she said. “I’d make you my girl, Lex. Then I’d fuck the everloving shit out of you.”

“Oh, fuck.” I hadn’t expected that at all. “I thought you were busy?” I added stubbornly. 

“I am. Stressed and busy. But I also need to let off some steam.” She smiled a criminally seductive smile. “I’m sorry but you don’t deserve to be a man. You’re way too girly for that. I’d make you into the sissy bitch girl I know you are.”

“I’d like to see you try,” I said. 

I wasn’t sure why I was even challenging her. It was a losing battle. A frustrating battle. She was a thief. I knew that. But I was still so hopelessly attracted to her. 

“Take those pants off,” she said again. She sounded stern now. Sharp. “I’m not all that convinced you even have a dick.”

Challenge accepted, bitch. I pulled down my shorts. I held myself together but inside I was trembling. I wasn’t wearing anything underneath my shorts. The only thing that separated my modesty from Gabby was my hand.

“See? I do have one,” I said. My cock tip pulsed as I glared at her.

“I don’t see it, sweetheart.”

Recklessly, I let my hand go. I couldn’t believe I was doing this. 

Gabby stared. “It’s nice. It’s a girly dick. You like shaving?”

I nodded. I was so embarrassed. 

My dick was stiffening right in front of her.

“Do you like this, Sexy Lexie?” Gabby asked, smirking. “You like being humiliated by women?”

“No,” I choked out, because I couldn’t face the truth.

“Of course not,” she sneered. “Get rid of that T-shirt. I want you completely naked.”

Did she see this coming? Did I see this coming? Maybe somewhere underneath all anger and resentment I did. Maybe I was just confused. I still hated her. She was a horrible roommate. Period. But I still couldn’t believe she wanted me. Wasn’t she a lesbian?

Gabby hissed out a sigh and picked up her hair-cutting scissors off the wax-papered floor. “Chop chop, Lexie. Get that T-shirt off or I’ll be forced to use this on you.”

I stayed silent. 

Snip, snip, snip. Before I knew it she’d chopped up my T-shirt and the tatters flew to the floor. 

And then I was completely naked in front of her. 


CHAPTER 5

I felt so cold. My nipples became little erect nubs and my fingers felt like swollen sausages. Pins and needles snaked up my right leg. 

I was naked and alone in front of my spiteful, thieving roommate. 

“I’ve seen you looking at my pits,” Gabby accused me. She was still speaking very casually like she was completely in her element. Like this was just another day. “You’re a horny girl, aren’t you, Lexie?”

She shoved her left armpit in my face. “Wanna smell it?” she asked. “I bet you do. I haven’t showered all day.”

I smelled her. I was so fucking aroused by that smell that my dick flexed. I could definitely tell she hadn’t showered that day, but I liked it. I could see little sticks of hair from a day or two of not shaving. 

My dick began to throb. 

“I know you liked me touching your ass,” she whispered. “Admit it, Sexy Lexie. You’re such a girl you love people’s fingers in your ass.”

“I won’t admit it,” I said loudly, wrenching myself away from her.

That was when I noticed the cuffs right beside the door. Nailed right to the wall. Grinning widely at me, Gabby grabbed my arms and strapped me in. My wrists stung as I tried to let go.

“Admit it,” she repeated.

“No,” I said. “Fuck you.”

I was winding her up and I loved it. We were both giant messes. 

Gabby was holding up a small pink-and-white tool that reminded me of a hair trimmer. But then I realized it wasn’t a hair trimmer at all. It was an epilator. I knew that because Tamara had one before she ditched it for waxing. 

Yes, apparently epilators hurt more than waxing. 

I held my breath as Gabby plugged the tool in and it started buzzing. She wouldn’t…would she? I could see its torture wheel turning, preparing to rip out anything it treaded over. She came closer and inspected my own armpits. “Unbelievable,” she muttered. “You don’t have much hair at all on your body. Do you shave everywhere?”

I didn’t shave. I just had fine hair everywhere else apart from my head. But Gabby didn’t deserve to know this.

“Admit it, Lexie.” 

“No.” 

The pain hit me like a hundred whips. On my arm.

“Ow! Fuck! Okay, okay, I admit it.”

She stopped. I almost fainted with relief as the pain lifted.

“What are you admitting?” she asked sternly.

My arm burned where the hair had been ripped off its roots. “I liked you feeling around in my ass,” I said. “And yes, I guess I like being humiliated. It helps that you’re hot and…well, dominating.”

“Such a sissy,” she whispered. “I’ve never heard you fuck anyone. Ever. Are you a virgin?”

“No,” I said.

“What kind of a woman would fuck you?”

Don’t think about Tamara. Not now, damnit.  “A psycho like you, apparently,” I finally said. 

She spat on me twice. Once on my mouth and once on my left eye. The spit started to drip at a snail’s pace. I couldn’t even wipe it off me..

“Who are you calling me a psycho, you broke, depressed, weirdo simpy sissy boy?” she hissed.

“I’m not a sissy,” I said calmly.

“Yes you are. I’ll prove it to you.”

The hum of the epilator started again. The underarms hurt the most. Followed by my shins. The only thing that distracted me was how good she smelled and how she kept touching me —surprisingly gently—while she navigated the torture machine up and down my body. When she was done and put it away, I said a silent thank you prayer. 

“Much better,” she complimented. “Your body’s so skinny. You’ll look better with good clothes on.” She quickly uncuffed me. “You know, I didn’t plan to take it this far. But something about calling me a thief really did me in.”

“I won’t do it again,” I muttered, massaging my wrists.

“I’m glad,” Gabby said. “But sadly your punishment isn’t over yet.”

She snuck her hands up her cotton skirt and pulled out a thong. She sniffed it, wrinkled her dainty nose, and laughed. “I’ve been wearing this since last night and you can totally tell. But I know you won’t mind because I know you’re the kind of sissy who hoards women’s used panties.” 

She dangled the thong in front of me and instructed me to wear it. I didn’t want to be naked in front of her any longer so I wore the thong. As it wedged uncomfortably in between my butt cheeks I couldn’t have been more mortified. 

Gabby whistled. “I know just the thing that’ll match that.”

The ‘thing’ turned out to be a bra. Except it wasn’t really a bra. It was in a shape of a bra but it was only made of red string. There were cut-outs where the nipples were supposed to be. 

She wanted me to wear that? 

“Fine, maybe I do look like a girl,” I admitted. “You won, Gabby. Do I really need to do all—”

“Ha. You’re the one who doubted me, you pathetic pansy,” Gabby interrupted. “Are you afraid of what you wished for?” She tossed the string bra at me. “I’m having too much fun to stop now. You’re going to be my sissy slave and that’s that.” 

I wore the bra, silently cursing inside. I was such a wimp. I’d never felt more like a scaredy cat. The worst part was I didn’t feel like a girl. I felt like a whore. A sex object. 

“Feel like a sissy yet?” Gabby reached inside a handbag that was lying by her desk. She brought out a set of nipple clamps and secured them inside her bra. Her eyes rolled upwards and she moaned. “That feels so good. Sissy, I bet you want to know what nipple clamps feel like.”

She took out a fresh pair and clipped them down on my exposed nipples. The clamps pinched down hard, producing a burst of pain. 

“You like that?”

I nodded, very, very slowly. I had no idea I was this much of a masochist. But hell, wearing those nipple clamps was the best feeling in the world. 

“You can sit down now,” Gabby said. “On the ground, I mean.”

She smiled as I got down on my knees. She loved bossing me around. Controlling me like I was a toy she owned. A second later she’d taken out a makeup palette. Some of the pots were broken in half and as she flipped it open, pigments flew everywhere. She blew the powders away enthusiastically before surveying the bold colors in the palette. “Let’s see. Pink or blue for the eyes?”

“Blue,” I said instantly.

“Pink. Great choice!” She booped me on the nose and I blushed. 

She took her time with the eyeshadow, dusting, dabbing, and swiping before blending the colors in. With a brown pencil, she drew over my eyebrows, and with a pink pencil she lined my lips, filling it in with a pastel pink lipstick that no girl in their right mind would’ve worn. She tossed the palette onto the floor once she was done and walked over to her two dummies, who just sat there with their chillingly frozen expressions. With one snap she’d stripped off the hair of the head with lilac highlights. 

“I colored it myself,” she said proudly.

“I feel so special,” I said.

I almost thought she was too excited to register my sarcasm but then she whipped around and slapped me, hard. “Shut the fuck up,” she spat. “Don’t speak to me unless I ask you a question.”

God, she looked amazing when she was pissed off. How had I never noticed it before? The way there were little twin veins pulsing on her forehead, her cheeks rouging like she was on the verge of blushing, her lips almost trembling as she pinched them together.

I bowed my head as she placed and secured the wig on me. She took me to a mirror then and ordered me to look at myself. I stared at my reflection, blinking in shock. Lex was gone. Lex had disappeared into nothingness and was never going to come back. I lowered my gaze. I didn’t have the confidence to look like that. 

Gabby placed her arm over my shoulder like we were old friends. “You might have a dick, Lexie baby, but you’re a girl through and through.”

My cheeks burned. She really saw me as a girl. I was so pathetic.

“Say ‘thank you Miss Gabby’,” she instructed. “For the makeover.”

“Thank you, Miss Gabby, for the makeover,” I said, completely mortified.

I was so naive, though. So stupid. I really thought she’d let me leave then. I really thought wearing the thong and the bra and nipple clamps was punishment enough—not to mention the free epilating session. But nope. Because the next thing I knew, Gabby had thrown me onto the bed, making me tumble backwards and almost rip my wig off. 

Then she said something I never could’ve predicted. Not in a million years. 

“Ready for some lesbian sex?” 


CHAPTER 6

My roommate had turned me into a sissy girl and now she wanted to have sex with me. Super steamy, super erotic lesbian sex. My mind instantly flitted to the hundreds of thousands of lesbian stories I’d enjoyed over the years. Who could’ve thought I’d one day get to experience it…with the girl I despised the most?

Gabby hopped onto the bed and straddled me, letting her fingers touch me and explore my body. She was a siren, with that glinting nose piercing of hers and twisty lips and her cerulean blue hair. Her hand ran down my breasts, tugging on my nipple clamps before continuing down my stomach. 

“Lean down against the mattress,” she said. “And push your ass up for me.”

I knew I had to obey her. I lifted myself up, swiveled around, and dropped the weight of my arms onto her bed. The only thing separating my private portal from Gabby was a pathetic strip of fabric, and knowing her, she’d be snipping it up soon too with her scissors. But willingly, and in spite of the shame and fear I felt, I thrust my butt up for her. 

“I love your big bubble butt,” she purred. “Mmm. Your butt makes me wet, Lexie.”

I whimpered like a kitten. She was rubbing her hands up and down my cheeks, and then I was positive she was rubbing her breasts over my cheeks too because I could feel her rock-hard nipples bumping up and down my flesh. Every motion was making my crotch dance and throb and grow. 

“Let’s see how much your butt can take, shall we?” she said.

She spanked me on my left cheek. The sound of the slap echoed in the room and I groaned in pain. She spanked me again. Harder. Again. Again. I was left raw and red, my ass stinging each time my muscles tightened and clenched when her cruel hand struck me. 

“Say Miss Gabby is not a thief…” Gabby said. She delivered another particularly painful slap. “...and I’m an idiot for calling her that.”

I groaned and heaved as I repeated the words. I was being dragged into a maelstrom of unrestrained desires and taboo fantasies, and I wasn’t sure if I could make it. 

“Say Miss Gabby owns my fat ass and she will do whatever she wants to it.”

My balls tightened as I said it. It was possibly the sexiest thing someone had ever said about me. She disciplined my ass again and again. When she finally stopped, I collapsed and moaned in relief, but she pulled me back upright on my arms. I steadied myself and adjusted my sore behind. 

“Say thank you, Miss Gabby for spanking me.”

“Thank you, Miss Gabby!” I cried out. “For spanking me!”

“You’re welcome,” she said. “But we’ve still got a long way to go.” She was rubbing me all over again and then she pulled down on my thong to reveal my crack. I heard a couple of squirts and then she was drenching me in lube. I could feel the wetness inside me which made me shiver with pleasure. There was no time to brace myself, no time even to think— 

Oh god, she just put a finger inside my ass. She just put her fucking finger inside my ass.

She pulled it out and massaged my asshole before thrusting her finger inside again. I moaned happily at the sensation. She took her finger out again and snuck her hands between my legs, cupping my shaved scrotum and flicking off the very sensitive tip of my cock. My balls were pounding, ready to pump out milk at a moment’s notice. I understood now why Gabby’s partners always screamed like sea lions in the night. Gabby was good. Gabby was too good. 

As my sphincter began to relax, she put a second finger in, and then she was fucking me with three whole fingers. 

“I think you’re ready for something bigger,” Gabby said, sounding satisfied with her work so far, but also way too nonchalant, like she had no idea she was literally changing my life. 

She crossed past me, looked underneath the bed and grabbed a box. A box I’d failed to search earlier. I shook my head. Later. I’ll think about it later. Out of the box came a little pink butt plug. Except it wasn’t so little, of course. My ass was going to find it enormous. 

She had trouble putting it in at first. I was tight, and I literally felt it was five times its size as it squeezed into me. But she told me to be a good girl and relax for her so I did just that. I loved the feeling of having a woman determined to pop that plug inside my tight virgin ass. And I loved the feeling of being a good little girl for her. Later, I’d come to believe that if a girl liked you she’d sleep with you. If she really liked you she’d screw you in the ass. 

Finally, I feel the plug slide in and settle inside my passage. I felt weak but also more alive than ever. 

“Great. It’s my turn now, sissy,” Gabby said. She slid across the bed on her knees and leaned back against the headboard. She stretched. 

Then she began to undress herself. 


CHAPTER 7

I’d been waiting so long for this moment. The moment I’d get to see my roommate naked. I’d expected something wacky to be going on in between Gabby’s legs, a bejeweled pussy or a ponytail or something, so imagine my surprise when I saw that she was sporting a full seventies-style bush. After a split-second I decided I loved it. Her pubic hair was at least two inches long, a dark brown, and twisty-curly. I was happy I such an intimate part of her. 

“Kiss my pussy first,” Gabby ordered in a heated whisper. She sounded so horny my stomach was doing little somersaults. 

I began inching toward her. Something about my pretty lilac-tinted hair brushing around my waistline and my silk-smooth arms wading through her bed made me feel so sultry. Like a mermaid. I loved the way Gabby was looking at me. I ran my fingertips up her leg slowly, the way I’d seen people do in those romantic porn websites made specifically for women. We were both women now. 

There was a tattoo of a cat face across one of her thighs. It had a wide, cheeky smile like that of a Cheshire cat. I kissed her there and then kissed her pussy. Her pouch unfolded itself like a rose blooming in springtime. She smelled so sweet.  

Gabby rubbed her nipples and moaned as I ate her out. It was one thing I was good at—when I was with Tamara I made a point of eating her out every single time we fucked because I knew it would make her feel special and loved and desired. My tongue settled on her clit and I fondled and sucked it hungrily. I reached my arms out and flicked Gabby’s nipples as I kept sucking on her hot bump. Gabby sighed happily. 

When she started gyrating frantically underneath me I knew it was happening. I held onto her legs, holding them open while my tongue sucked and fucked, and then Gabby started to cry out. To hear the same sounds I’d been hearing almost every night through my bedroom walls was so surreal. 

“Can I lick your armpits, Miss Gabby?” I whispered sheepishly once she’d settled down a bit. My tongue was still hungry for more. “I’ve been wanting to do that for a long time.”

Gabby looked at me and snorted. “No fucking way, sissy.” I felt a rush of disappointment. “The only way I’d let you do that is if you’re a good, obedient girl.”

“Haven’t I been good, Miss Gabby?” Jesus, didn’t I just make you cum your lungs out?

“You still haven’t let me fuck you,” she said flatly. “I need to see my dick inside your beautiful ass.” 

My heart skipped a beat. I clenched my ass and could feel my hole contracting around the plug and I almost moaned. 

She drew closer. Her eyebrows were also tinted blue, and it was weird how I’d never noticed that before. I’d never been this close to her face before. We both stared at each other. 

“Admit it, my sissy bitch,” she whispered. “You’d love a big, hot, juicy dick up your ass. You’d love to get fucked like the big cunt you are.”

“I’m horny for your dick, Miss Gabby,” I breathed. 

Gabby wasn’t going to bite. “I just know you were bullied in high school for being girly,” she said. “What did they call you?”

“Lex the Ladyboy,” I muttered.

Gabby laughed. “I wonder what they’d think now, knowing you turned out to be a sissy whore with an armpit fetish.”

“I’d be so humiliated, Miss Gabby.” I shivered. “I don’t think my brain even wants to go there.”

Gabby stretched. “Okay. I’d like you to shut up and get your ass ready for me.”

As I scooched back, my heart thumping, Gabby rummaged inside her closet and brought out a big black cock that was accompanied by a harness. The cock was at least eight inches long and it made me very nervous. Once she strapped it on her hips, Gabby leapt up to the bed and coerced the thick black head through my mouth. I sucked obediently. I spread my cheeks and pressed my plug deep inside me, almost fainting at the pleasure I was experiencing. I definitely needed something bigger now. 

“I had a black boyfriend in college. His name was Jared,” Gabby said as she slammed into my mouth. “That was before I figured out I liked girls, of course. Jared would only ever stick it in my ass. We never had conventional sex. I hated it at first but before I knew it I was hooked. I just think women are conditioned to dislike anal and it’s so sad. There’s something just so dirty about surrendering your rectum to someone to do as they please. Anyway, I’m a lesbian but I’m an ass girl through and through.” She smiled and buried her cock even deeper into my mouth.

I wanted to say I had a feeling she was definitely into anal but I could only look at her, starry-eyed, and moan in response. Gabby released the dildo and ordered me to turn around for her. My butthole puckered excitedly as I spread my cheeks wide open. She rubbed the dildo over my opening a few times and then it plunged right in. I gasped, surprised at how easily my asshole had given in. 

It was completely different to what I’d expected. It felt like I had to go. Thankfully, the feeling dissipated quickly enough, because what could have been a worse mood killer than asking Gabby if I could go to the toilet?

“Is your hot little anus stretching?” Gabby moaned, spanking me once. “God I can see it stretching. Mmmm. Be a slut for me, Lexie. Bounce that ass while I fuck you.”

I wriggled my ass back and forth as the big black clock explored the treasures in my abyss. The pleasure I was feeling was beginning to overtake all my fears. My behind felt hot, scorching hot, and my balls were drawing up into me. I never could’ve imagined how intensely sensual and intimate it was to have a girl fuck you, and how sexy it made me feel. Especially if the girl who was fucking you was once the roommate you hated. 

“Spread those legs open, sissy. I know you can do it.” Gabby started to slap my ass hard again, and I roared in pain. “Moan like a whore. I know this is what you want, Lexie. I know this is what you need. So moan for me like a slutty schoolgirl.”

I was being taken with such force that my body was bending forward like a tree in a hurricane. My pain grew, but so did my pleasure. My nipples thrummed. My back hole ached and throbbed to the same rhythm of my now swollen balls. 

“Fuck, can I come, Miss Gabby?” I whimpered. 

“Don’t you dare, sissy.”

“I need to cum, Miss Gabby.”

She spanked me hard, stunning me into silence. “Listen to me. If you cum right now I’ll fucking destroy you.”

I stopped breathing. My balls twinged. I knew it was coming. 

“I really need to cum!” I wailed.

The dildo slid out. I gasped at the sudden emptiness in my back. “You can cum now,” she told me with a smirk, unclipping my nipple clamps. “You stupid impatient sissy.”

Then she wrapped her mouth around my cock.

I erupted then. The rush of sensations and feelings was overwhelming. I was drowning in pleasure and I could have died happy. 

“Thank you, Miss Gabby!” I moaned as I came. “Thank you for drinking my cum!”

Gabby took in my milk and crawled behind me. I heard her spit. Suddenly, something warm, loose yet creamy swam up inside my still-gaping asshole. 

Did she just…?

“Darling, I never swallow,” Gabby said smugly. “I’m a vegan, remember?”

Wild. 

“Please, Miss Gabby, I’ve been a good girl,” I breathed. “Can I lick your armpits?”  

She laughed. “You can. I guess you’ve earned a reward.”

With my own cum leaking out of me, I licked both her pits. The experience was amazing, and I got horny all over again. Maybe I was an armpit guy after all.  

Once we’d cleaned up, I asked sheepishly, “So are you going to give me back my stuff now?” 

Gabby rolled her eyes. “Are you serious? I never stole your stuff.”

“Well, someone is,” I insisted. “Things don’t just disappear into thin air…”

For a second, it actually looked like Gabby was listening to what I had to say. But she didn’t say anything. So I left it at that.

***

After that lust-filled incident, I still kept thinking Gabby was going to return my stuff to me. Three days went by where we barely had any interaction and I was more than a little disappointed. For some reason I couldn’t see her as a thief anymore, and I tried to tell myself it was because we’d been intimate. She’d seen parts of me that I’d hardly ever seen myself and I’d sucked her off until she’d screamed in my ear. The good sex was distorting my feelings, but the facts were there. My things were still missing and someone had taken them.

A week after we had sex, Gabby met me in the kitchen. She had a backpack with her. She opened up the backpack and out tumbled my Swiss Army knife! And my headphones! 

“Oh my god!” I yelped and grabbed the items from her. I wanted to kiss them both. I’d missed them so much.

Gabby cleared her throat. “So I asked around and it turned out one of my friends felt a little too comfortable at our place. She has a history of shoplifting and honestly I think she needs therapy.” She sighed. “I honestly thought you were making stuff up just because you wanted to talk to me.”

“No way,” I said. “I would’ve swallowed my own foot before I’d willingly talk to you.”

We both laughed and hugged.

“Can I know who it was?” I asked. “The friend who stole from me?”

“Mal,” Gabby said. “You didn’t know this, but she had boyfriend trouble and was living in my room for a while. She was hiding from her ex, essentially, and was lying low. And no, she’s not welcome here anymore, so don’t worry. No sex is worth my roommate getting robbed in broad daylight. Besides, I have someone else to make it up to me.” 

She winked and I felt myself melt to the floor. It was safe to say that even though my roommate was a freak, I didn’t hate her anymore…

THE END


PLEASING THE COWGIRL




CHAPTER 1

Jessie Brimstone was my mom’s friend’s daughter, and she had a ranch. 

The last time I saw her, I was twelve and she was this goth emo-punk teen with pink hair, three nose piercings, and an addiction to black coffee. Even though she was a little weird I definitely had a crush on her. But then she got in trouble at school and her dad whisked her away to his ranch, and that’s where she grew up until she got married and her dad passed, leaving the ranch to her name.  

I probably never would have crossed paths with Jessie again if I hadn’t made the mistake of mentioning to my mother that I had literally nothing to do this summer. I was about to coast into my last year of university and it was going to be brutal, so I’d really just wanted to chill, watch horror movies, and maybe (if I felt like it) get a head start on some of the subjects I was taking the coming semester. But Mom had gone ahead and volunteered my time—without telling me of course—at Jessie’s guest ranch. According to her, it was going to do me some good to spend time outdoors and learn just a few survival skills.

Of course, she wasn’t wrong. I’d never been the outdoorsy type, and spending three weeks at a ranch of all places was definitely going to be out of my comfort zone. 

I boarded my flight on a sunny Friday morning. The flight was going to be six hours long, so I tried to get comfy in my cramped seat and began half-heartedly reading my comic book.

The only thing that had made me go ahead with the plan was the thought of seeing Jessie again. I wondered what it was going to be like to reunite with my old childhood friend. Would she still have the punk goth thing going on? Was she still the bad girl that wore tons of eyeliner and bathed herself in coffee? I hoped she was still cute. Years of working at her dad’s ranch would have definitely given her a tight little body. 

A part of me still couldn’t believe I was going to spend time in the sun tending to horses. I shivered. The fact was I used to be obsessed with horses as a kid, the way other kids were with dinosaurs. That was until I accompanied Mom on a hospital visit and we met someone who’d been kicked by one of them. After that, I developed a sort-of phobia of horses. You don’t mess around with horses. 

After six hours of flying, I was in the backseat of a cab, being driven by an overenthusiastic man who had a giant potbelly. We were driving toward the mountains, twenty miles west from the nearest town. Huge stretches of green fields and valleys and bright blue skies filled the cab windows. The road curved into a long stretch of dirt road and five minutes later I was at the ranch. The scenery was like it was something out of a postcard, with a lake over to the far right and green woods to the back. A rustic-looking white house sat on a hill, and tractors and vehicles were lined by a much more presentable looking building, which I presumed was for the guests. 

As soon as I got down, a man ambled over to me, waving. He had graying hair and a full scruffy beard, and he looked old enough to be Jessie’s dad. But since he couldn’t be that, I assumed this was Axel—Jessie’s husband.  

“Tom! Welcome to Skywood Ranch,” he said with a jovial smile. He grabbed my suitcase. “Wow, you look beat. Crappy flight?” 

“Uh-huh. I guess that’s what six hours of flying does to you,” I said and chuckled. Now that he mentioned it, I realized I really was exhausted, and I hadn’t even touched a horse yet.

“Well, we’re going to get some life back into those muscles in no time,” Axel said and chuckled even louder.

We made some more small talk and then he wheeled my suitcase to the front porch before he took me to see Jessie, who was out by one of the barns. As we rounded the corner, I felt a little nervous, though I wasn’t sure why. I had the same fluttery feeling I had back when I had a crush on her. 

Jessie was bathing a beautiful black horse by the barn. I did a double take as I took her in. She looked like a whole new person. Her strong, lean arms flexed as she worked on the horse, and her face was literally flawless—glowing, sun-kissed skin, big blue eyes, and soft, yet sculpted cheeks. She was wearing a pair of faded, flared jeans and a tank top with brown decorated boots. Her hair had apparently been dyed blonde some time ago because she had her brown roots showing. 

I hadn’t expected her to look this good. She looked like a Swedish princess.

“Hey, Tom,” Jessie said, smiling. She nudged her head toward the horse. “This is Bluebell. Wanna say hi?”

“She’s a cutie,” I said. The horse looked content as Jessie hosed it down and began steadily brushing down her coat. “I think she knows she’s cute,” I added. 

“Oh, she definitely does,” Jessie said. She peered down at me, and I realized with a jolt that she was trying to see how much I’d changed since she’d last seen me. 

“It’s so funny. You still look the same,” she finally said. 

I grew hot. “Yeah, well, so do you,” I mumbled. “I meant your face. Your face looks the same. I don’t see any of the piercings anymore.”

“I still have them,” Jessie said. “Just not in any place you’ll ever see.”

Axel chuckled. She said that so sultrily I felt myself get aroused. 

Damn it, I thought. I really need to get laid. 

“Have you ridden a horse before?” Axel asked. 

I shook my head.

His eyes widened. “That’s the first thing we’ll need to fix. Follow me!”

I shuffled my feet. “Right now?”

“Heck yeah,” Axel said. “Things will get a lot busier tomorrow, and you’ll be starting work so I can’t guarantee any fun times for a few days. Now is a great time.”

“I…I’m kind of scared of getting kicked by a horse,” I said truthfully.

Axel laughed. “Don’t be,” ” he said. “It’s simple most of the time. You’ve got to take it nice and slow when you’re meeting a new one. Greet each other, talk to them, and get to know their personality. You know, exactly like humans!”

“Oh, okay,” I said. 

We left Jessie in the barn and headed toward the corral fence. With Axel’s help, I greeted the horse, whose name was Goldie. It took me a few tries to mount her, but once that was over with and we were bobbing forward, I was kind of happy I was facing my fears head on. Admittedly, it was hard to be nervous around a brown-skinned cutie like Goldie. As we made slow circles within the fence, the winds picked up and suddenly I really felt like I was flying. Gripping hard onto the reins, I realized maybe this was what the fuss was all about. I hoped one day Jessie would ride me like this, with her soft creamy thighs around mine and her hot ass bouncing up and down with increasing speed. As the wind roared in my ears, it hit me I was quickly developing a big, soppy crush on my old childhood friend—and we all know how dangerous that kind of infatuation can be. 


CHAPTER 2

After the welcome horse ride, Jessie and Axel took me inside the house. I said hi to their two cats and two dogs and then we went to my bedroom. The room was extremely bare bones with peeling wallpaper, cracks coming down the ceiling, and a rickety-looking single bed positioned directly under a curtainless window. Jessie puffed up the pillows and sat on the bed, the weight causing her to almost sag to the floor. 

“So, I hope this good enough for you?” she asked. 

The fluttery feeling was back again. “This is amazing,” I lied. “Really. I can’t thank you both enough for letting me visit.”

“We do really need the help,” Axel said cheerfully. 

“We really don’t,” Jessie said and crossed her arms, staring at Axel. “But yeah, anything for my mom’s bestie.”

I sucked in a breath. Was I imagining things, or did Jessie not like the fact I was here? Maybe it was a bit of an overreaction, but I felt like I’d been punched in the gut. I’d really hoped that Jessie liked me. 

I took my phone out of my pocket and unlocked it.

“I just need to let Mom know I’m safe,” I said. 

“Oh, there’s no cell service here,” Axel said with another one of his sunny smiles. “I’ll give your mom a call for you on the landline at the front desk in an hour or so. ”

“There’s no WiFi either,” Jessie added. “Thought I should let you know before you ask.”

“Don’t worry about it,” I mumbled. Okay, she clearly wasn’t interested in me, let alone making me feel welcome.

I laid down my backpack and took off my sneakers. Jessie stood up and both of them prepared to leave. 

“The bathroom is across the hall here. There’s a towel in there you can use,” Axel said. “If you need anything else just give me a shout.” He pointed to the window and chuckled. “Literally.”

I faked a smile in his direction. “Sure thing.”

“You better get your rest in, sleeping beauty,” Jessie said, smiling at me. It definitely wasn’t a friendly smile. “You’ll have a really early start tomorrow.”

I faced her and suddenly thought, God. I wish you were married to me instead. I’d definitely do something about that attitude. 

“Jessie will be out in the evening,” Axel butted in. “But let’s have an early dinner. Just you and I?” He patted me on the shoulder. 

“Sure.”

Once they were gone, I unlocked my suitcase and took out a fresh set of clothes. I went to the bathroom and unsurprisingly, the space seemed dusty and well, not very clean. Everything in this house looked like it was a hundred years old, and I felt like I’d sped back through time. 

After my shower, I went back to my room and fell on top of the bed. I put one of the pillows over my eyes to block out the light, but the pillow smelled kind of musty so I ended up just using my arm instead. 

I fell asleep pretty soon after that. 

***

The next morning, I was wearing a pair of Axel’s rubber boots and an old shirt and was hanging out at the main barn with two of the other ranch hands, Tyler and Kellan. Tyler was a tall, blond, muscly eighteen-year-old—the opposite of me basically—who’d been working for the Brimstones for close to six months. Kellan was a shorter dude with shiny brown hair. He was in his early twenties and one of the older workers, having worked at the ranch since he was sixteen. He had a bird-like nose but was otherwise good-looking. They informed me that my job for the summer would mostly be to help take care of the horses and stalls, and do any odd jobs as required.

I watched Tyler as he began to muck out a stall.

“Hey, man, there’s still a ton of dirty straw in here,” Kellan said as he inspected Tyler working. “Will you do it the right way? Jessie’s not going to like this.”

Tyler drove his pitchfork into a clump of straw and sighed. “Fine.”

I took that as a cue to segue into a more personally relevant subject. “So what’s it really like working for Jessie and Axel?” I asked. 

“Axel’s pretty laid back, but Jessie is tough to please,” Tyler said.

“You don’t say,” I muttered. 

“That’s because Jessie has high expectations,” Kellan said. “It takes a lot of hard work to run a ranch. I think we should just be grateful we get to work with her.”

I stared at Kellan and his birdy nose. I was beginning to think I wasn’t the only person who was crushing hard on Jessie. 

“Well, any tips for getting into Jessie’s good books?” I asked.

“You could start by working more and talking less,” a female voice jutted in.

I spun around and gulped when I saw Jessie saunter toward us. She was wearing shorts and a top that showed off her pierced bellybutton, holding what looked like a steaming mug of black coffee. I caught both Kendall and Tyler looking at her breasts as she walked and I guess I joined them. 

“Hello, boys. I hope you’re all done with your morning chitchat.” Jessie smiled at me, but it was a cold smile. Calculating. “Tom, I want you to take care of the horses’ water today. Tyler will show you where you can find the hose and buckets. You can help Tyler feed them after. Kellan will be observing you for a few days until you can do it all on your own.” She took a sip of her coffee. “I’ll be in the office if you need me.”

“Thanks, Jessie,” Kellan said. “You don’t have to worry about Tom. I’ll take care of his training.”

We all stared at Jessie’s swaying ass as she walked past us to the office at the end of the barn. I wasn’t sure whether I was relieved or disappointed that she left. 

Unfortunately, that was the general mood at the ranch even a week later. We were all thirsting after Jessie even though she was a bitch to us, while Kellan went the extra mile to kiss her literal ass whenever he had an opportunity to do so. What was more, my job was gruesomely hard work. My hands had turned to brick, my muscles constantly felt sore, and I was getting more comfortable with horse shit than I’d liked. Jessie hadn’t spoken more than two words to me, and Kellan was becoming more annoying than the splinter I had in my palm. 

This hadn’t been what I’d expected at all. All I’d wanted was to reconnect with an old friend and she was being a mean, snooty boss. But the problem was the less she talked to me, the more infatuated I got. How could I not be? With those tight jeans that cupped her full ass and the cleavage-baring tops she had on all day, every sighting of Jessie was like a cool drink on a hot day. I wondered how often Axel got lucky at night, driving his cock into her perfect little pussy. I would’ve loved to kiss her and lick her big nipples (I was pretty sure she had big nipples). 

Unfortunately, as the days wore on, my work just got more infuriating and exhausting. I was close to calling it quits and just getting on a flight back home. What was the point in putting myself through hell in this heat if I couldn’t even have Jessie? If she wouldn’t even talk to me? 

I would have done just that if I didn’t find a neat little hiding place that quickly became my sanctuary. It was one of the older barns that no one seemed to use. It was nice and dark and I could sneak into one of the empty stalls for a time-out and not have anyone boss me around for a while. And when Kellan would demand where I’d been all afternoon—and he always inevitably did—I’d just say that I was doing something with Axel. He didn’t seem all that smart because he drank that up every time. 

Being able to hide in that barn and take those unsupervised naps in the afternoons and evenings made all the difference. Apart from napping, I daydreamed about tactics I could use to getting closer to Jessie. And the more I thought about it, the more determined I felt, even though I did have a sinking feeling that she outright hated me. I really needed to get in her good books. 

The question was: how?


CHAPTER 3

It was a gruelingly hot afternoon and I was sweating like a pig cleaning out stalls in the main barn when Tyler made an appearance. 

“Hey, I just met Jessie,” he said. “She wants you to be done with the stalls ASAP and you can have the rest of the day off.”

“That’s awesome,” I panted. “I really need a break.” I glanced at my watch. It was close to three. “Let’s get out of here. Want to go out for drinks or something with me?”

“Nah, man, maybe another day,” Tyler said, much to my disappointment. “I’ve got places I need to be.”

“No worries,” I muttered. “I’ll see you tomorrow then.”

Once I was done with the stalls, I started making my way back to the house. When my hideout came into view, though, I reconsidered. Maybe a good nap in a nice, dark place was what I needed first. 

Inside, the barn was gloomy and smelled of dust and dirt. I closed the bay doors behind me and headed to the empty stall at the end, the one that was stacked almost to the brim with hay bales. I got rid of my boots and collapsed into it, noticing, not very happily—that it was much softer and more comfortable than my own bed. I stretched and groaned, then closed my eyes. 

I fell asleep. 

Some time later, a loud banging noise echoed through the barn, jolting me awake. I scrambled to my feet and wiped the drool off my mouth and shirt. All I could see were shadows. How long had I been asleep?

I tried to find my boots, but then I froze.

“Shhhh!” a very familiar voice yelled. “God, you’re so fucking clumsy…”

I blinked. I quickly found my boots and swung one onto my foot. With my other foot still half-out in the open, I popped my head out through the stall door and squinted into the darkness. For a second I was sure I was dreaming. 

Jessie was on her back, looking comfortable on a pile of hay. There was a lantern or something on the floor beside her, emitting a soft orange glow across her body and surroundings. Her legs were stretched wide open and she wasn’t wearing her jeans. Or her shorts. Or even panties. Gold-brown wisps of hair glinted from her perfectly plump pussy. Someone else—a girl with long pigtails wearing a cowgirl hat—was squatting beside her, scrambling to put upright the steel buckets that had toppled over. The girl was wearing shorts and a plaid top that exposed her midriff. Her ass looked impeccable in her shorts as she bobbed up and down to tend to the buckets.

“Enough of that.” Jessie held her hand out to stop the girl from picking up the last bucket. “I need you here.”

“I need to put these away,” the girl replied. Her voice was anxious. Frantic. “They might topple over again. Someone might hear and come to investigate…”

“No one’s here,” Jessie said. “I sent the hands home. Including Tom.” She patted in between her legs and moaned with desire. “God, I need you right now. Get me wet and dripping. I want to feel your nipples first.”

I stared in shock as the girl obediently unbuttoned her top and Jessie bent forward to lick her breasts. I couldn’t see her tits, but pretty soon the girl was moaning. Then she sank to her knees and buried her face in Jessie’s wet pussy. She ate her out, making soft, slick lapping noises that made me go hard in my boxers. The girl stood up and they made out, her fingers fucking Jessie right until she came, her orgasmic moans muffled by the other girl’s lips.

I couldn’t believe it. Jessie was a closeted lesbian? No wonder she didn’t look like she was into Axel at all. She was having her fun with women behind his back!

“It’s my turn now,” Jessie murmured and picked something off the floor and stepped into it, strapping it around her waist. My jaw dropped to the floor when I saw what it was. A pink rubber dildo! 

“I want to see that ass, babe,” Jessie said huskily. “Spread it open for me. Wider…wider…let me see that hole stretch. God, you look way too hot like that.”

The girl whimpered with need and turned her head to the side, staring helplessly at Jessie. That was when I got the shock of my life. 

I could’ve recognized that nose anywhere.

Long and sharply curved, like a bird beak.

It wasn’t just any girl. 

It was Kellan.

What in the sweet world was going on?

Kellan jumped suddenly, and I clamped my hand over my mouth. Did I just gasp out loud? I rolled backwards and dug my teeth into my fist, praying they wouldn’t come to see the source of the noise.

“Did you hear that?” Kellan asked, except it wasn’t really his voice. He was talking like a girl.

“What? No,” I heard Jessie say. 

“I thought I heard something. Could be an animal. I think we should go check.”

“You’re imagining things,” Jessie said firmly. “Now shut up and let me fuck you.”

Kellan was silent after that. I waited for a few excruciating minutes, until the sound of my heart faded just enough to hear them fucking. I wanted to look. I couldn’t not look. Once I’d gathered enough courage, I crawled to the end of the stall door and popped my head out again. Kellan had his leg raised over one haystack, his hands clutching onto his butt cheeks while his boss, Jessie, thrust into his opening with her dildo. Fuck. He looked so much like a girl, it was hard not to get aroused.

I realized why I hadn’t immediately recognized Kellan. He had on a full on disguise. His lashes were almost clumpy with mascara, his lips full with overdrawn pink lipstick. Jessie groaned as she kept fucking Kellan with that rubber cock. He was evidently enjoying getting his ass drilled by her. When his moans got louder Jessie wrapped her hand around his mouth as she drove into him more aggressively. His muted cries made the hair on the back of my neck stand up. It sounded like he loved it and hated it at the same time. 

A few minutes later, Kellan flinched and started shuddering like he was having a seizure. But then I realized—with equal parts horror and amazement—that Jessie’s ass fucking had induced a hands-free orgasm. His palm curled underneath his thighs like he wanted to collect his jizz. He turned around, still gasping, his face blotched red.

“Let me see,” Jessie said and held the lantern by Kellan’s girly face. 

Kellan whimpered as his tongue reached out and dipped into his cum. I stared as he ate his own cum. For some reason this was the part that disgusted me the most. How pathetic must you be to eat your own damn jizz?

As soon as he was done, Kellan undressed in front of her. The cowgirl hat went off, along with the pigtails that were attached to it. He gave the shorts and the top back to Jessie before stepping into the overalls I’d seen him wearing earlier that morning. Once they’d cleaned up, the two walked toward the door. Kellan had his head on Jessie’s shoulder like he was exhausted and she had her arm around his waist, patting him there affectionately.

And then the two lovers left, closing the bay doors behind them, leaving me in the darkness. 


CHAPTER 4

Over the next few days, the gravity of what I’d seen weighed on me heavily. Whenever I saw Jessie kissing Axel during dinner, or him lovingly sneaking up behind her to give her a peck on the cheek, all I could think of was Jessie’s hips violently bumping into Kellan’s ass in that dark barn. While Axel—the poor dude—was knee-deep in work throughout the day to keep her ranch functioning like a well-oiled machine and would’ve probably licked her muddy boots if she’d ordered him too, Jessie was having the time of her life with the ranch help.

What had taken me aback, though, apart from the cheating in general, was the wild stuff Jessie and Kellan were doing together. Not only was she screwing Kellan with a big cock, she was making him over into a woman before she did it. What blew me away even more was how sensual bird-nosed Kellan looked when he was dressed as a girl. He was so…convincing. What kind of weird, kinky satisfaction was he getting out of the slutty clothes, the whore-ish makeup, and fake pigtails?

It was the weirdness of the situation and my curiosity that kept me taking the risk to go back to that dark old barn. Each evening, I’d hide in that empty stall and silently wait until I heard the doors open and the secret lovebirds stepped in to make love. I would watch Jessie dress Kellan up in all kind of girly costumes and makeup and as soon as he’d put on that cowgirl hat he became this hot chick who was tied up, spanked, and fucked senseless by Jessie. The more I took part in this strange voyeuristic experiment, fascinated by the way Jessie ordered her lover around, the way Kellan became this undignified girly slave, and the way they experimented with ropes and handcuffs and other objects, the more I started to tinkle with the fantasy of what it would’ve been like if it was me. 

I tried to tell myself this was all because of Jessie. What man wouldn’t want to get fucked by a woman like Jessie? I wondered what it would be like to wear Kellan’s slutty shorts and have a beautiful woman lose control over me. Would my ass look that good? Maybe I could look even better than Kellan…just for Jessie. 

There was no mistaking the fact that I was getting aroused watching the two of them going at it, bathed in the orange light from that lantern. I’d rub my cock through my pants—too scared to spring it out, or do anything really but watch until the moment they left. The second after, I’d jerk myself off and I’d cum so quickly, gasping and panting and sputtering.

This little routine of mine was going great—until the day I sneezed. 

The moment I felt the tickle in my nose from the hay dust I knew I was already dead. I was probably the world’s loudest sneezer and there was no way I could stop it. The sneeze thundered out of me, and the whole barn abruptly lapsed into silence. I dove behind a tower of hay and just waited there, my eyes clenched shut while I heard footsteps come in my direction. I was sure I was going to be swallowed whole by my panic.

“We can see you, Tom.”

Fuck!

My eyes flew open and I saw both Jessie and Kellan peering down at me. Jessie held the lantern up to my face. I sheepishly crawled out of the hay and fell. I sat up on my knees and began swiping the hay off my shoulders like that was most important thing to do.

“What do we do?” Kellan whined, sounding nervous while he glared at me all the same. He was still talking in his girly voice. I looked at his miniskirt and tiny strapless corset and was suddenly angry at him because of how good he looked. 

“He’ll tell Axel for sure,” Kellan added. “And then he’ll kill me.”

Jessie laid the lantern down and her blue eyes fell on me and my awkward stance. Her lip curled. All my sexy fantasies fell to the wayside and I realized I was in deep shit. I’d entangled myself in a dangerous domestic affair and I had no idea what lengths she and Kellan were willing to go to to keep their secret. 

Kellan’s breathing intensified, like he was about to have a panic attack. “Axel will kill me, Jessie. He’ll kill me.” He sneered down at me. “Can we get rid of him?”

My eyes widened. “What?!”

Jessie put a hand on Kellan’s arm to stop him from pacing. “Leave,” she told him calmly. “I’ll handle it.”

“Are you sure? I want to help,” he said. 

“I’m sure. Go.”

Kellan reluctantly left, scratching the back of his neck. 

“Stand up,” Jessie said sharply and I sprang to my feet, my chest heaving in and out as I tried to breath through my fear.

Holding the lantern up, she guided me toward a small, dusty, boarded-up room inside the barn. She flicked on the lights. I blinked, looking at the tank top and flowy skirt she was wearing. My cock hardened yet again. It was impossible not to get aroused with a body like that.

Jessie, in turn, also seemed to be staring at my legs. Confused, I looked down only to see my open fly. I gasped and zipped it back up.

“You’re disgusting,” Jessie said. “I should’ve known you were a peeping tom, Tom.” She folded her arms, her glare piercing through me like a knife. “Are you proud of yourself? Spying on us while on the job?”

I turned my eyes away from her. I was frozen solid with shame. And fear. I wasn’t proud of myself. I wanted to melt to the floor.

“I’m sorry. I won’t tell Axel,” I finally said. “I swear. Please let me go.”

Jessie grabbed my arm and suddenly I was struck by just how strong she was. Though her arms were lean, the muscles underneath had been crafted to perfection. She could lift me up with one hand and fling me down, breaking all my bones and my teeth if she needed to. 

She turned my chin back around, forcing me to look back into those big blue eyes. 

I never should’ve done it, I thought ruefully. Never should’ve invaded her privacy like this.

What was she going to do to me?


CHAPTER 5

“I won’t tell Axel!” I blurted out again, feeling drops of sweat run down my forehead and stick to my eyebrows. I touched the side of her arm, wanting her to believe me so badly. “I promise. Your secret’s safe with me.”

Jessie lowered her head to the spot I’d touched her and then met my eyes again. I couldn’t tell if she was angry or disgusted with me, but Christ, she was so achingly beautiful. 

“Oh, I know you won’t tell Axel,” she finally said. “You’re a sissy. You wouldn’t dare tell my husband and ruin his life.”

What? Did Jessie hate me so much that she thought I was a wimp? My shoulders sagged. I was already thinking about how much debt I’d be in once I’d rebooked the flight back home. “Y-yeah,” I mumbled. “I’ll just get out of here and—” I spun around and headed toward the door. 

This time it was Jessie who reached out and stopped me. My heart stopped with her touch.

“Nope,” she said. “I just need to know you won’t tell Kellan.”

I faced her. “What do you mean?” I asked.

To my shock, she raised her face and kissed me on the top of my head. I felt oddly comforted by that. It was the sort of gesture an affectionate mother would do to her daughter. 

Jessie tousled my dirty, sweat-slick hair. “You see, Kelly’s extremely devoted to me,” she murmured. “She’s also one of my hardest workers. She’s not afraid to get her feet wet and her hands muddy, and she’s special in that way. The thing is she needs to know she’s special.” She watched my reaction intently, her own face morphing into something of a puppy dog look. “I never saw it before…but I think you can be quite feminine if you wanted to. I’d love to turn you into one of my girls. In fact, I just know you’d make a great bad girl. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

I stared at her. Crap. She was coming onto me. 

I found myself nodding.

“But you cannot tell Kellan,” she said fiercely and suddenly her pretty eyes grew cold. Stony. “If I ever get to know you opened your mouth and let it slip, well, let’s just say you won’t be able to wake up the next day with a functioning set of legs. Because trust me, Tom, I’m prepared to go great lengths to keep my life the way it is.” Her hand went over my mouth, touching my lips like she needed to know how soft they were. She leaned over and gave me a peck. 

I froze.

She kissed me. 

Jessie kissed me. 

“This is going to be special too. A different kind of special,” she whispered. “But whatever happens here is just going to be between us. Got it?”

I exhaled slowly. “I won’t tell him,” I said. I was giddy with excitement.  

Jessie walked to a small desk that was next to a metal filing cabinet. She tossed the bundle of clothes lying on top of it at me. A pink plaid button-up blouse and a denim miniskirt. She opened up the cabinet and threw me a few other things: a red bra, a tiny little red thong, fishnet stockings, and a discolored pair of black stilettos. 

I recognized them all as things I’d seen Kellan wearing over the past few days. 

“Get dressed,” she ordered. “Quickly.”

Jessie went out of the room, closing the rusty door behind her. I looked down at the flimsy clothes and felt goosebumps skitter across my back. What the heck was I doing? Was I really prepared to dress up as a girl and let Jessie fuck me? Be a willing bitch like Kellan and spread my cheeks for a woman? I quickly understood that this was the wrong question to ask. There was zero uncertainty in me about one little fact: I was willing to go to the end of the world if it meant I could sleep with Jessie. 

I wore everything in the wrong direction first. I wore the blouse first, without the bra, and then the skirt and the heels. I cursed out loud and took it all off,  then thought it’d be wise to put the thong on first. The tiny soft fabric rested snugly around my cock and balls and the strip rode up my rear end as I positioned it slightly below my waist. Not being able to stop myself, I cupped my dick and pressed the panties down hard around my privates. I was throbbing. It looked so wrong to see my man parts in a thong…yet it was so undeniably sexy. 

Next, I clipped the bra behind my back. It was heavy with some kind of gel stuffing. I pulled up the straps and took a deep breath before I looked down again. Hot. It was like I was sneaking a look inside another girl’s bra. I badly wanted to look into a mirror, but this was all I was going to get.

I wore the denim skirt and buttoned up the plaid top again, tying the ends above my bellybutton the way I’d seen Kellan wear it. Knowing that I was wearing lingerie underneath and that Jessie was going to see it in a short while gave me the shivers. I finally understood why she’d gone out of the room while I got dressed. She wanted to keep my feminized body a surprise. She wanted to walk in here and see me as a girl once my transition was complete, to seal the fantasy that I was no longer a man. 

I leaned back against the cabinet as I carefully put the fishnet stockings on. They had a huge run in it but thankfully I was able to wiggle into them without making it worse. I stepped into the stilettos and put the cowgirl hat on, pulling the shiny blond pigtails to the front. They were thick and heavy, and they dangled down to my waist. I’d done it. I’d made myself into a girl for Jessie. There was lumpy rock in my stomach as I considered this. I wasn’t really a girl, was I? I wasn’t wearing anything particularly elegant or beautiful after all. I was dressed like a whore. Had that been Jessie’s plan all along?

To turn me into a sex object?

“I…I’m done,” I called out.

I was shaking like a rattling engine when the door opened and Jessie strode in.

“Wow,” she breathed. There was a long silence as her eyes swiped up and down my outfit. I was itching for her to compliment me. Tell me I was cute, or that I was sexier than Kellan. 

But she didn’t. “Sit down,” she said simply. She was pointing to a small armchair by the desk. 

“Will he find out?” I whispered, biting my lip as I sat down.  

I knew I didn’t have to specify who ‘he’ was. Jessie bent down to give me another peck on my forehead. Using a wad of tissues, she began wiping the nervous sweat off my face. “You don’t need to worry about that,” she said. “Just don’t open your mouth and it’ll be okay. I’ll take care of the rest.”

She fished out a makeup palette and began dusting a nude powder around my T-zone before working it in around my cheeks and eyes. She swept a few more colors onto my lids and swiped through my lashlines with a thick black pencil. Opening up a tube of watermelon pink lipstick, she dabbed the bright shade over my lips. Even though she was doing all of this on the outside, I felt different inside somehow. Like my entire essence had changed, and not only was I no longer Tom, I could never be Tom again.

The thought turned me on so much I felt my balls clench up tight, my femme cock growing and sizzling with desire. 

“Get up,” Jessie said once the lipstick application was done. “Now you’re one of my girls. How do you feel?”

“I need this,” I found myself murmuring. “This is great.”

Jessie smiled. Her eyes were strangely reflective and campfire yellow in the dim, smoky lighting. She strapped on a nude rubber dildo and motioned me to squat.

My throat tensed as she moved her hips slightly forward so the dildo head rested on my cheek.  

“Right. Show me what a bad girl you are,” she said.


CHAPTER 6

The blood drained from my face. “R-right here?”

“This is as good a place as any, Toni, to be a slut,” Jessie said and laughed. “I’ll call you Toni. I like that name for you.”

I did feel like a Toni. Toni was a young, helpless lesbian girl who was exploring dirty sex for the first time under the guidance of a sexy female rancher. My lips parted and the dildo slipped straight in. I wrapped my fingers around the base of the shaft and started to suck. Touching a dick that wasn’t your own was such an alien experience—let alone licking it. My ass bounced as I moved back and forth, my thighs stretching my skirt to the brink from my squat, sucking as well as I knew how to.

“Seeing you suck my cock like that makes me so proud,” Jessie murmured. “I think your mom would be proud too, don’t you think?”

I moaned into the dildo. Fuck! That was such a horrible thing to say. 

But then why did it turn me on so much?

“Just like that, slut,” Jessie groaned as she swung her hips, grabbing the back of my head and rolling her member deeper into my mouth. 

Drool slipped down my chin as I licked the tip before swallowing the shaft again. I was being such a bad girl for Jessie. And I loved it. Every movement, every sound coming out of me was so natural. 

“This is going to be wedged inside your tight ass in just a few minutes,” Jessie warned. 

“Mmm…” I moaned. My fat ass definitely liked the sound of that. 

“My pretty little cocksucker,” she moaned along with me. “Toni, baby, I need to do something special with you.” She pulled her cock out of my mouth. “Follow me.”

I wiped my mouth with my hand before following her trail back out into the open space of the barn, my legs wobbling in my stilettos. Staring down at her moving silhouette, I felt hypnotized. I’d just sucked her cock and now it was like she and I were tied forever. No wonder Kellan was so in love with her. 

Jessie stopped at the right side of the barn, where a pulley was attached to a wooden beam on the roof. It was already threaded with rope. My pulse ramped up. What was she going to do? 

Jessie hefted one side of the rope and called to me. She asked me to cross my wrists and stay still. Nervously, I did as she instructed. She looped the thick cord about my wrists, binding it tight before securing the end of the rope with a knot. 

“Is that tight enough?” she asked.

“Uh-huh,” I whispered. 

“Let me see.”

She pulled on the knot and it didn’t budge. The way she was talking and acting, so full of lust and desire, made my heart race. She was setting me up to live out her fantasy. On me. On my body.

Jessie ordered me to stand directly below the pulley. She walked to the other end of the rope and pulled on it. The rope attached to my wrists ascended toward the ceiling and I felt my arms stretch upward. 

“Arms up,” she instructed.

I held my arms up. My heart jolted in terror as the pull of the rope strained my shoulders. I cried out as a feeling of weightlessness gushed through me. The balls of my feet slipped off from my stilettos, suspending in the air. The only contact I had with the ground were the ends of my toes. 

The rope stopped moving.

“Look at you, Toni,” Jessie murmured as she took me in. “My pretty cocksucker dressed like a cheap whore in that miniskirt. Now you’re bound and I can do anything I want to your hot little body and the only thing you can do is scream. But you won’t scream, baby, because you’re a pathetic ball-less sissy and you know what’s going to happen to you if someone walks in on our little fun.”

My arms started to shiver, and my heart was just about to come out of my throat.  Never before in my life had I felt so totally out of control—not even in control of my body. I kept thinking the barn doors were going to swing open and Axel would be there, bug-eyed, or even worse—Kellan. 

“Why so silent, Toni? Did I scare you?” Jessie came up close and held me, stopping me from swaying. “What happened to my bad girl?” She pulled up my miniskirt and ran a hand up and down my thigh through the run in my fishnets. “I love these thighs of yours. They’re so feminine. I can’t wait to hold them open while I wreck your boicunt.”

I moaned. Her touch was making me go insane. I needed her to hold me. Hug me. Kiss me. Let me feel her warmth. 

But I couldn’t do any of those things. 

I could only wait. 

Jessie took off her skirt and then her panties, laughing when she saw the look on my face. I must’ve looked like an idiot. As I squinted at the apex between her thighs, I spotted a clit piercing peeking through her pubic hair. A small silver hoop tucked coolly through her pleasure point. 

Now naked from the waist down, Jessie went back to the pulley and worked the rope. I began to sway, feeling the tug on my wrists strengthen as I was pulled an inch higher off the ground. And then another. 

“I’m scared, Jessie!” I cried out. “I don’t know what you’re going to do to me.”

She smiled, driving me wild with lust. “Kelly was scared the first time, too,” she said. “But I don’t think you’re as scared as you say you are. I know you want this. I’ve seen the way you look at me whenever we’re together. Sneaking glances at my ass and tits when you thought I wasn’t looking. Hell, when you thought Axel wasn’t looking!” She crossed her legs, and I could’ve sworn I heard her wetness. She was dripping thinking about fucking me. “Hasn’t this been a long time coming? You’ve wanted to stick it in me for years. Tell me, Toni. I want to hear you say what you want.”

I had no idea why, but then I was crying. Ugly crying. Fat tears streaked down my cheeks and I tried to sniff. I was such a loser.

Jessie was watching me intently.

“I’m sorry I messed up my makeup,” I said. 

She bound the rope to the peg on the wall and walked to where I was. She patted my eyelids with a piece of tissue. “You’re still pretty,” she chirped. “My pretty cocksucker.”

I blushed. 

“Don’t be shy, Toni baby,” she sang in my ear. “There’s nothing to be shy about this. You can be your true self with me. Your true girly self.” 

I heard myself whimper. “I want you to take me like you take Kellan. I mean, Kelly,” I said.

“What’s that?” I saw the smallest of smiles from Jessie. She was only pretending she hadn’t heard me. 

“I need you to take me,” I said even louder, finding myself weirdly breathless.

“Get rid of that horrible man voice right now,” Jessie said.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered, putting on a sweet girly tone. “Are you going to do it…in my ass?”

Jessie smiled. Her eyes glinted with desire. She pressed her thighs closer together, and I heard it again. Squelching. “We’ll have to see. Is that what you want? My big cock in your ass?” 

I nodded desperately.

Jessie whistled. “Aren’t you a little ashamed, baby?” she asked. “Asking that from a woman? Maybe you’re just gay and you need another man. You could probably be happy giving blowjobs for the rest of your life.”

“No,” I cried, the shame causing my groin to throb harder. “I need you, Jessie. I think I love you.”

Jessie began unbuttoning my top. It was finally happening. My little femme clit was pounding with excitement. It was hard for me to admit my fantasies, but now that I had, I’d never been hornier in my life.

“I might take you in the ass,” she murmured. “I might not. It all depends.”

“On what?” I whispered. 

“If you’ll be a good girl for me and do exactly as I say.”

“I will.”

“I want to have some fun with you.”

Jessie pulled down on my bra cups, her breath stilling as she gazed at my nipples. She rubbed my right nipple with a finger, softly at first and then adding in pressure. I gasped as the pleasure raced through me. I’d been touch starved for so long. Jessie angled her mouth toward my breast and started to lick it, slowly but hungrily, the way I’d seen her take Kellan and enjoy his body. Her teeth skimmed across my skin and she moaned like she was dizzy with desire and not able to control her urges. She shifted to my left nipple and her hand snaked down to my stomach, softly massaging my skin there.

I was still bound, still powerless, not able to do anything but take this sweet, sweet, torture.


CHAPTER 7

By the time Jessie got done with my breasts, my nipples were puffy and wet and I had little bite marks on my skin. I’d already ascended to heaven and come back, and now I breathlessly waited to see what she’d do next. 

Jessie dug into her bra, where I could see a hidden pocket sewn on the inside. She fished out a pocket knife. 

My eyes went wide.

“Relax,” she said. She pulled up my skirt, bunching it around my waist, exposing my underwear.

“You’re wet,” she murmured. 

My cheeks burned up as she prodded my precum-stained thong. I was rock hard too, and she hadn’t even touched my clitty yet. 

With two quick swipes of the knife, the top of my stockings were torn off and my thong turned to shreds that fell to the floor. 

Jesus.

Jessie stepped behind me. The fact I could no longer see her sent a thrill down my spine. Was she looking at my ass? I was almost close to hyperventilating, woozy with wanting. I sighed as her warmth enveloped me, her bare, needy pussy brushing against my crack. This, right here, was heaven. Suddenly, her arm shot up between my legs and grabbed my member. She fondled it, spreading my stickiness by nestling the shaft between two fingers and riding up and down. I quickly became wet with fresh precum. She began to jerk me off then, the sloppy sounds playing like music to my ears.

“Such a pretty clitty…” she sang. “God, I could play with this for hours. Remember our deal, Toni?”

I nodded vigorously. 

“It’s simple. You have to do as I say or I won’t give you the fucking you desperately need,” Jessie said, her fingertip making circles over my slit. “It’s really a task of patience and self-control.”

“What do you need from me?” I breathed. 

“I need you to hold your orgasm for me, baby,” she said. “Nothing turns me on more than a sissy on the verge of losing all control. A sissy who’d be ready to destroy her life and dignity to get her fuck fix. Do you think you can do that, Toni? Can you show me what you look like when you’ve fallen so deep, there’s no way back out? For me?”

I was crying again. She’d been so right. I’d wanted her for years. And now she was making me jump through hoops to feel her lust.

“I need this so bad,” I sniffled. 

“Oh, I know, baby,” she said. “Then you’ll try hard, won’t you? But remember, if you shoot, you lose. I’ll untie you and you’ll get back into your ugly work clothes and I’ll let you walk out of here. I’ll never talk to you again, and you’ll leave seeing my husband one last time, knowing he’s lucky enough to at least get my pussy but you? You got nothing.”

“I’ll do anything for you!” I cried out. “I’ll do it!”

“Good girl,” Jessie whispered, nipping the back of my neck so gently I trembled.

I took long, smoldering breaths when she went back to jerking me off, paying special attention my head. Squeezing it. Smushing it. Rubbing her sexy palms up and down vigorously. Then she slapped my ass and squeezed my butt cheek hard. 

I needed this to last. God, I needed this. 

The build-up was insane. Just as I was sure I was about to pass out, she slowed down and let go. This was torture, wasn’t it? I could hear Jessie shifting something around behind me. Then I flinched because I’d felt something firm and wet rub against my naked crack. The feel of her strapped-on cock sent shivers of anticipation darting down my spine. She held me tight, stopping me from swinging by the rope, and then her fingers began to touch my hole. My muscles seized. Her fingers felt so tiny. Yet vicious. Almost feral. 

I knew she could destroy me if she wanted to. 

“I’m going to need your pretty anus loosened up,” she breathed down my back. “You need to be nice and relaxed for what I might do to it.” 

She rolled a finger inside. I gasped and squirmed in her arms. She held me in a tight grip as she stretched me open, choking my little virgin hole with her finger. Then she released me and let me sway underneath the pulley before playing with my clitty again. She tickled just the tip before squeezing the head between her two fingers again, stroking, twisting, pinching. I was breathing like I’d just made it through a 100-mile marathon. My balls twitched violently. I’d almost chewed off my lip trying to control myself, but I just knew that when she let go this time, I was going to cum so hard. 

She let go.

“Motherfucker!” I screamed. 

The sting across my face burned like a bitch before I realized she’d slapped me. 

“Don’t you fucking dare use that ugly boy voice in here again,” Jessie rasped. 

She pushed me hard, making me swing precariously beneath the ceiling of the barn. The rope dug like little pins on my wrists. 

“I’m s-s-sorry!” I said in my girly voice between sobs. 

I was actually crying from relief. I hadn’t cum.

But I’d been so close. So close. 

When I stopped moving, Jessie peeled off her top and tossed my pigtails behind my shoulders. She pressed her breasts on mine, lining up her big rosy nipples with mine. I groaned. I’d never, ever known such softness. 

She bobbed her chest, her tits jiggling and rubbing my nips with her own. If my hands had been free I’d have grabbed one delicious tit and chomped down on it so hard she’d have lost consciousness. Jessie’s shoulders shook and shimmied as her breasts played with mine. Then both of her hands swiped downward to my clitty.

What the heck had I done to deserve this torture?

“Oh my god, no…” I gasped. “Please…”

My clitty jerked in her hands, now huge and hard as a stick, but she went on to slap it and tease it. I was completely helpless, under her control, both my pleasure and pain in her hands. 

“My pretty sissy,” she murmured. “My desperate cocksucker. You’re so pathetic you can’t help but need something up your ass.”

She wiped away some of my precum and held it up to my lips, letting me have a taste. 

Her glittery eyes stared right at me as I swallowed. 

“You’re so close, aren’t you,” she said, flashing me a seductive smile.

“Please,” I whispered.

She just slapped me on the butt again and laughed. 


CHAPTER 8

The torture continued. Jessie lightly smacked my clitty, which was hard and red and crazy for relief. She pushed it underneath her strap-on, rubbing it over her pierced clit. For the first time our fluids became one. My clitty flexed instinctively, wanting so bad to enter her. Little by little, she lowered it down to her hole, brushing her skin right at the opening but never crossing the threshold. Teasing me until I broke.

I wanted to scream. 

She was never going to let me fuck her.

“Do you think you’ve earned it, baby? My cock?” she murmured.

I gritted my teeth at her, needing to let her know how much I hated this. But then, just for a flickering second, I saw her, the young, misunderstood rebel who gave the middle finger to tradition and convention. The girl who’d probably hated herself and this place when her dad first brought her here. Over time, though, she’d carved a secret place where she could just be herself and yet still have it all—a successful business, a supportive husband, a beautiful, open home she could show off to others.

“I love you so much.” That was all I said in my pathetic girly voice. 

It wasn’t the first time I’d professed my love, but it was the first time I think she really heard me, because her eyes fell for a second before she raised one brow and looked at me accusingly. Without saying another word, she walked away. 

She returned with two concrete slabs nestled under each arm. She let them both fall to the floor by my side. Taking my stilettos, she nudged my feet inside them again before positioning each slab around four feet apart and resting my legs on top of them. Using a piece of rope, she bound my ankles onto the concrete so my legs were forced open and I’d stop swaying. 

Jessie went behind me and spanked me again. My ass stung. She explored my crack again, but this time my butt felt wet in a different way. I realized she was spreading her vaginal fluids around in there. I moaned. 

In the dark, dim barn, Jessie’s big cock started to work its way into me. My breath hitched as the giant head pushed its way through, creating both pain and pleasure I’d never known. For all my excitement and begging and pleading, I wasn’t sure if I could even handle the pain. And yet I wanted it. I want Jessie to stretch me open so much that I screamed. 

As she slowly began to fuck me, my brain slipped into slow motion, unable to process anything but the sensations of my ass resisting the intruder only for Jessie to overtake it by pushing in further. Her body was squished against mine, and I could feel her nipples budding and pressing onto my back. Minutes passed, but at that moment it felt like hours. And then I was completely filled.

This…this is good. 

“You like it, baby?” she asked, her voice just a hush. 

“Uh-huh,” I whispered.

She dug her hands into the front of my thighs, her nails breaking through my skin.  The pain just served to heighten my lust. Her cock twisted inside me, thrusting even deeper, and I moaned helplessly as she found my prostate. Fucking me even harder, she snarled and rubbed over that spot over and over again. I bounced on top of her knees like a little rag doll. 

“You’re mine, bitch,” she hissed. “Your ass is mine.”

And like the total pathetic loser I’d now become, I was so overcome with emotion that I burst into tears. Never in my life had I seen myself as sexy. But Jessie loved my ass. My white pasty ass, but she still loved it. I was sexy enough to be used, taken, and destroyed by a strong, gorgeous married woman. 

Jessie responded by using more pressure. I shook, fighting her hold on me because I needed to see her fight me back and overpower me completely. She did, fucking me harder and better than I’d ever fucked a girl. I was about to fall, fall off the edge and I didn’t know when I would stop. The pleasure was too much. Too much, too soon…

She let out an airy gasp, and then a long, drawn-out moan, and I knew she was touching herself beneath her dildo, getting off on her control. She slammed into my special spot over and over, and then one of her hands reached out to caress my stiff little clit and throbbing balls. But her fingers didn’t move. She just cupped my crotch tightly as she pounded mercilessly into me. 

“Prove to me how much you love my cock,” she whispered.

“Oh my god!”

I started bawling as the shock of the pleasure hit me. 

We came together, shuddering and trembling and moaning. Thick ropes of cum, hot and milky, ejected out of me and she was still fucking me. I was glad because I needed her not to stop. I still had a lot more spurting out of me. By the time I was done I’d lost my voice. 

When the barn was quiet again, Jessie untied me and held out her palm. I bent forward and lapped my milk up like a sweet puppy. Then we walked back to the small office to clean ourselves up and get dressed again. I was still in a daze, the last moments of my release replaying in my mind. How she’d held me. How I’d cried because of how powerful it had been. How could anything ever top this again? Was I ever going to find another woman as beautiful and fierce as Jessie again, who loved me and my girly body? 

I knew the chances were so slim that I felt a twinge of regret.

Before we walked out of the barn, Jessie stopped me one final time.

“None of this ever happened,” she said, her eyes sharp and questioning.

I gazed at her perfect features and nodded. “Got it.”

We stepped out into the night. Everything was dark. Silent except for a low rumbling in the distance. I walked behind Jessie, a little jumpy in case Kellan jumped out of the bushes. Or Axel, demanding what the hell I just did with his wife. 

But they didn’t.

As Jessie’s house came into view, I caught up with her, eager to be right by her side.

For a few more minutes, it was just going to be the two of us. It’ll be fleeting, but it’ll also be the happiest I’ll ever be. 

THE END


HER BLACK MASTER’S DUNGEON




CHAPTER 1

The dungeon belonged to my wife’s Master, Kyrone. 

My jaw tightened as I stepped inside, following my wife’s footsteps into the space that was her Master’s sacred haven. This was no ordinary BDSM dungeon. It was massive, the walls and ceilings decked up with rich wood paneling and the floor lined with plush wine-red carpeting. It smelled of polish and cloves and new leather furnishings. Shelves stuffed with toys and tools hung suspended from the walls. And in the midst of all, an array of bondage equipment and platforms lay scattered like attractions at a private amusement park. 

Oh, it was intimidating, alright. I was very intimidated. 

“What do you think, honey?” my wife, Dakota, asked. 

“I think it’s fine. Really. I do.”

We walked through the room together, taking our time to absorb all the gear and decor before us. Some looked very enticing. Others looked as ominous as Freddy Krueger’s glove. Dakota picked up a leather riding whip and ran her fingers over the grip. I watched her reflection under the chandelier hung over a 10-foot mirror. She pulled up her dress, flashed me a seductive grin, and stroked her underwear with its long red-and-black ends. My eyes widened. What—did she want to be hit right there? Her crotch?

I was learning more and more about Dakota—the woman I’d been happily married to for the last five years—ever since she’d been paired up with Kyrone. They’d met at a bar just three weeks earlier and it was already like they were newlyweds. I’d always been interested in cuckolding but Dakota had never warmed up to the men I’d encouraged her to meet. She was very picky—until she crossed paths with Kyrone. Kyrone was wealthy—living in a sprawling mansion with a horde of servants at your beck and call kind of wealthy—but that wasn’t even his strongest point. He was also tall, handsome, and willing to guide us. 

In other words: the perfect bull. 

It turned out that Kyrone also had a dungeon and he was now happy to help us take the next step in our cuck-play. So far he’d taken my wife out on three dates (one a week) and fucked her while I stayed at home and fantasized about all the dirty ways he was satisfying her. Now it was time for me to watch them together. Kyrone laid out the following plan: he would let me visit his home and have a look at the dungeon so we could both familiarize ourselves with the space. If we agreed, not only would I get to watch my wife have some hot BDSM sex in there, but I could possibly also get the chance to fool around with them (if I got lucky, of course). 

It definitely felt like a big step. Dakota and I were new to cuckolding and we were also very new to the world of BDSM. And as a guy who (more often than not) had to work on his self-confidence, it was difficult not to feel like a newbie among seasoned cuckold connoisseurs. I felt a serious need to up my game. 

Dakota gave me a wink and put the whip aside. Then her face grew more serious. 

“Brady?” she began. “There’s something I haven’t exactly told you yet.”

I flinched. “What?” I asked. 

“Kyrone has a few conditions,” she said. “And he feels they’re important.” 

“Conditions?” I crossed my arms and cocked a brow at her. 

Dakota nodded. “He’s okay with you watching us—really—but there’s a teensy catch. He wants you in here only if you can dress up…” At this point she took a short pause and averted her eyes. “...as a girl.”

I stared at her. That wasn’t what I’d expected. “Dress up as a girl?” I repeated. “What’s that all about?”

“I think the fantasy is to dominate both of us,” Dakota said slowly. She was watching me carefully, trying to gauge my reaction. “Kyrone likes the idea of degrading you while he’s having sex with me in the room. He thinks the best way to do that is to feminize you…literally strip you of your manhood, you know?” She leaned in and whispered in my ear, even though there was nobody in the dungeon but us. “Kyrone’s filthy to the core, honey. I don’t think you know half of what he’s capable of.”

A small pang of jealousy shot through me. Dakota was talking like she knew him so intimately, but they’d only ever really fucked three times. Three times. Apparently three times was plenty. 

“And…” Dakota paused again. Her brown eyes twinkled mischievously. “I thought you might like to dress up as well.”

I hunched my shoulders. “Why would you say that, babe? Do you think I’m…what do you call them…a sissy?” I found my nostrils flaring. Calm down, Brady. Jesus. “Wearing your panties isn’t exactly going to be my cup of tea, if that’s what you’re thinking. But I’m still okay doing it for you.”

“Fine,” Dakota said. “I’m happy you are.”

“You’re comfortable with this, aren’t you?” I asked. 

She giggled. “I have a feeling you underestimate me, honey,” she said.

“Just making sure,” I muttered. I didn’t want Kyrone to be putting ideas in her head that she ultimately wasn’t comfortable with.

Dakota started to move through the darkened room again. I was on her heels like a willing puppy—the only thing I was missing was a tail. Sometimes it was easy to forget that cuckolding had been my idea. Hell, it taken me months to convince her it would be exciting for her too. But now that she’d tested the waters, she was a little too happy to get out of her comfort zone. She’d always had this effortless confidence that I never really understood or came to me naturally. My friends liked to joke that if I was any more of a beta male I’d find myself swimming in a fish tank.

The bookshelf casing behind us creaked and swung open. The sound of padded footsteps came from the hidden entryway. It was Kyrone. 

He stepped in and looked at us. 

I swallowed hard. My wife’s Master had the sort of commanding presence that could make any man feel small and unimportant. He reminded me of a heavy hitting boxer. Huge and burly, he probably weighed at least 240 lbs, and his shoulders looked like they could burst open at any moment. He had a large, ghastly-looking scar running down his left arm, a vestige from his difficult past. Kyrone had been vague about exact the way he’d acquired it, but gangs and drugs had been involved when he was as young as thirteen. After a stint in prison he’d taught himself how to fix engines and started car trading, eventually founding his own used car dealership and working upwards from there, investing blood, sweat, tears, and a whole lot of money. The guy had changed his own fate with a single iron hand…and his life story was maybe one of his most charming points.

Not missing a second, Dakota sashayed over to him and wound her arms around his neck. She gave him a lingering kiss. Kyrone returned the favor. I watched them enviously. It was clear as day that my wife liked him…a lot.

“You remember Brady,” Dakota said, smiling deviously. “My husband.”

“Yeah,” Kyrone grunted.

“Brady has agreed to your conditions,” she said. “He’ll crossdress for you and join us in the dungeon next week.”

Kyrone laughed scathingly. “Nah, you can’t be serious,” he said. His arm was around Dakota’s waist as he looked me over. “You want me to fuck your wife that badly?”

“Look at him. He’s blushing,” Dakota teased. “It wasn’t that hard to convince him at all.”

Kyrone let go of her and placed his heavy arms on top of my little shoulders. I blushed harder. “I have to warn you, Brady,” he said. “I don’t want you to enter this place blindly. Anyone coming into Master Kyrone’s dungeon should expect things to be…on another level, let’s just put it that way. You will be defiled and debased and there will be pain, maybe a lot of it, depending on how you behave, of course. One thing’s for sure: things won’t be the same after you leave. So think carefully before you answer. You up for it?”

If it was any other time or place I would’ve politely bowed out. Shit, Kyrone scared me. He scared me a lot. But for some stupid reason…I was also intrigued. If I got to watch him fuck my wife in this intimidating but rightly gorgeous dungeon, who the fuck cared what I was wearing? Or what happened to me? I was the cuck after all. The cuck was going to get cucked. A picture flashed before my eyes…of Dakota wearing a slinky outfit made entirely of chains…getting pounded upside down while I stood in the shadows dressed like a trashy cuck chick. If this was what Kyrone wanted—and hell, if Dakota was really as comfy with this as she was letting on, I sure wasn’t going to be the one to stop them. 

I licked my dried-up lips and said, “I’m up for it, Master.”

He hadn’t asked me to call him Master, but the word had rolled off my tongue very naturally. My cheeks burned even hotter. Now Kyrone was looking at me with intrigue. Like he actually saw something in me. Like I actually had potential. For what, though?

He turned to Dakota.

“He better look cute though, my pet,” he warned. “I don’t want to see ‘faggoty femboy’. I don’t want to see ‘man’. I want to see curves. I want to see ass like yours.”

Dakota smiled, and for some reason her smile now made me tremble. She lay her head on his bicep and patted his scarred arm, meeting my eyes. “Don't worry, Master,” she said. “I’ll do a fantastic job. Trust me, you won’t know the difference.”


CHAPTER 2

The Big Day was coming up on Friday night. The week went by slower than I’d expected, but the good thing was I could spend most of my workday immersed in my own fantasies. I worked as a mail sorter at the post office, so I toiled away in a fairly dusty corner of our building, processing stacks upon stacks of letters and packages while I hummed along to the tunes blasting from my earbuds. I was feeling good. More than good, really—I was excited. It was going to be a wild night with my gorgeous wife, one that I was sure we were going to remember for years to come. 

The only bump in the road, of course, was what I was actually going to be wearing.

Dakota had kept her lips zipped about pretty much the whole thing, which was frustrating to say the least. Whenever I had the guts to breach the subject, it was always ‘I’ll take care of it, honey’ and ‘don’t you want it to be a surprise?’ being thrown at me. I tried to tell myself I didn’t really care. In any case, I’d find out soon enough. 

By Friday morning, she still hadn’t spilled a word about it. 

She got ready for work at six in the morning. She had a shower, wore her underthings, and slipped on her full-body Spanx before wearing a tight pencil skirt, turtleneck blouse, and white blazer. Despite being younger than me, Dakota was a manager at a sports media company and had achieved far more success than I probably ever could. As she brushed and styled her curly hair, she kept smirking at me. Like she knew something I didn’t and wanted to rub it in. She was hiding secrets.

As I headed to work, I was still telling myself I didn’t really care. But was that really the truth? Maybe I did care a little bit. I’d always felt just a little inferior to Dakota, and I suspected that it was a big reason behind why the thought of her fucking a rich black dude with a huge cock turned me on so much. But there was a limit, wasn’t there? Dakota had never done anything to make me feel insecure, but how was she going to feel once she’d seen me dressed like a slut? Would she find me unattractive? Could it screw things up between us?

And then there was the question of what Kyrone actually had in the works for us. Did he have a concrete plan, or was he just going to go by his gut once we were in his dungeon?  What was he going to do with Dakota? Was he really going to do something to me? I didn’t really know how these things worked, and unfortunately, the more I stayed glued to my fantasies with nothing from reality to find my footing on, the more anxious I got. 

It was past four in the evening when I got off work that day. By the time I reached our home walkway, my stomach was squirming. I instantly spotted the thing on our doorstep. 

There, sitting innocently on our ‘Welcome, Matt!’ welcome mat, was a big brown package. I paused mid-step as a breeze tickled along my arms, sprouting goosebumps. My pulse was suddenly thudding at a very unsettling pace. The box was branded with a swirly font: Elizabeth Holton Lingerie & Accessories, and right by the side of it was my name. To: Brady Nicholas Martin. My full fucking name.

As I grabbed the box with shaky hands, I heard an excited bark. I whipped around and saw my next door neighbor on her porch with her golden retriever on a leash. She was young and very attractive. She gave me a smile and mouthed ‘hi’ before her eyes fell on my package. Blushing hard, I bounded inside the house, cursing under my breath.

Fucking embarrassing.

I placed the box on the floor by our dining room table and sat down on the sofa to watch some TV before Dakota came home. That meant I had to wait an hour before I could find out what the hell was in there. But it only took a few minutes before curiosity got the better of me. 

“Fuck it,” I muttered and walked back into our dining room, where I grabbed the box and a knife and headed upstairs to our bedroom. 

I placed the box on our bed and slashed the seams open. My jaw dropped when I saw what was inside. More anxiety gnawed at my stomach. Why was I so anxious just seeing that? I shouldn’t be. Should I?

I unwrapped the transparent casings to pull out a matching set of bra and panties. The panties were pastel pink and had SLUT written across the front. Then I unraveled a pair of black thigh-high fishnet stockings and pink stilettos. And lastly, there was a wig, dyed as black as midnight. It stretched as long as thirty inches from the crown. 

“Just lingerie?” I muttered. “And a wig?” 


CHAPTER 3

Fuck this, Dakota, I thought. At least you could’ve got me a dress that would cover my fucking body!

I was suddenly glad she wasn’t home yet, and I hoped she wouldn’t be home for at least another two hours. 

I looked down and, to my surprise, my hand was holding the panties again. Maybe I was overreacting. There was no way my wife was expecting me to wear this. And could I even fit into this tiny little thing?

I smiled. Maybe it would be too tight. And that would be a good thing. We could abandon the whole crossdressing idea, consult Kyrone, and have him think of something else. I brought the panties up to my face and sniffed it. It smelled divine. Like a fresh rose on a summer field. There was nothing wrong with the panties at all, of course, except I didn’t want to wear it. Maybe I could gift it to Dakota. She’d definitely look beautiful in it. 

I quickly stripped everything I was wearing from the waist down and stepped into the pair of panties. I had to prove to myself that it was too tight so I could ease my anxiety. But…as I brought it up my hips a shudder ran down my spine. It wasn’t tight at all. Nor was it too lose. It fit me just right. 

Oh. Crap. 

I ran to the bathroom and surveyed myself in the mirror. The ‘SLUT’ panties hugged my hips like a charm, giving my bottom figure a ladylike appearance. The material was thick enough that you had to squint to see the shadows created from my cock. Looking at myself from the side was another story. Then it as plain as day that I was a ladyboy. Kyrone would not like that. I lifted my arms up and rested them over my head to see if that would make a difference. 

“Enjoying ourselves, are we?”

I almost lost my balance and fell over the toilet. 

Dakota was smirking at me through the bathroom door, hugging an unopened box to her chest. 

“No, babe, I was just—” My cheeks heated. 

She held up a hand. “Did I ask you to open that?”

I shook my head.

“Didn’t I tell you I’d take care of it?”

I nodded.

“Bend over, slave,” she said. 

Heart thudding, I bent over the bed. She slapped me hard. One slap on each ass cheek that left my skin smarting. “That’s for not listening to me,” she said. I’d never seen this side of Dakota before, and I wasn’t sure how to feel about it. All I knew was that there was an odd buzzing in my panties.

“Go take a shower,” Dakota ordered before I could say anything else. “Actually, hold on. I need to give you something.”

“What’s in that?” I pointed to the other box she’d been holding, which was now on the bed. 

“Never mind that,” she drawled. She passed me her razor. 

I stared at it. “What’s this for?”

“I want you to shave,” she said. Her brown eyes shone with a wicked glint. “Everywhere. And when I say everywhere, honey, I mean it. I want you looking nice and soft for Kyrone.”

“You really want me to shave my pubes?” I asked.

“Yes, honey. Is that a problem?”

“No,” I found myself saying. “I just don’t see the need, that’s all. What about my armpits?”

“It’s getting late, Brady,” she snapped. “If you’d rather stay behind today, then you better tell me now. Trust me, I don’t need you to have fun tonight.”

My insides twisted in shame. Of course she didn’t need me. She was perfectly happy to fuck Kyrone in his lair in total privacy.

“I’m going,” I said quietly. 

“Okay, well, then don’t be a drama queen,” she said. Her gaze dropped to my panties. “Besides, who are you to talk back? Have you looked in the mirror lately…slut?” She smiled smugly.

“Ouch,” I muttered. She was really putting me in my place. 

It took me fifteen minutes to shower and shave myself, which was thirteen more minutes than I usually took. As I dragged the razor across my skin, I gritted my teeth, trying to remind myself it was just body hair. Still, as soon as I’d finished shaving my balls, which I’d left for last, I was feeling so…vulnerable. Kyrone’s arrangement had apparently involved a whole lot of things I hadn’t even thought of. 

Dakota was in the bathroom when I emerged out of the shower. She handed me a bottle of lotion and asked me to moisturize myself from head to toe. When I was done, she lay a hand on my thigh and slid it down the length of my leg. “So soft,” she whispered. 

I repeated the motion after her. My eyes widened. My skin was as soft as buttermilk. I loved the sensation of freshly shaved legs on my wife, but it felt so weird on me. 

But Dakota apparently seemed to like it. She seemed to like it a lot. And my balls were starting to tingle lightly again. Maybe I didn’t like the fact that I’d just shaved like a girl…but I did like that my wife was into it. 

“I did it for you,” I whispered back. 

“I love that you did,” she said, and she was staring at me in a very weird way. 

Electricity sparked between us.

Oh. This is…hot. 

“I want you to be my sissy girl,” she said quietly. “A sissy cuck girl who serves me and my Master while we fuck like it’s the last day on Earth. I want it so bad, honey. Can you do that for me?”

“Do you want it? Or does Kyrone want it?” I asked. 

In response, she pulled me close and then, still gripping my wrist hard, picked up a small device that had been resting on the toilet seat. When she was satisfied that I wasn’t about to run away, she let go of me and quickly strapped the device onto my cock. The  shiny pink surface almost completely hid my penis, constraining it so there’d be no space for any kind of pleasurable movement. She inserted a key into its inbuilt padlock, patted my little disabled crotch and looked up at me. “Does this answer your question, honey?”

I just stared at her. My tongue felt like it was made from taffy. 

Damn. Damn! This is hot too. She wants to control my cock so much she went ahead and literally locked it up?

She marched to her vanity. I tagged along behind her, my caged penis bobbing, wondering what she was going to do next. 

She ripped off her blazer and flung it over the chair in front of what she called her ‘battle station’. She started taking out her makeup products one by one, arranging them in small groups. Her eyes were completely focused and her nails made satisfying clicks as she opened up tubes and pots and palettes. 

I stared at her open-mouthed. She just seemed so…switched on. If she hadn’t told me otherwise, I would’ve thought all this crossdressing business had been her idea. What if feminizing me really was her kink? I found myself shaking my head. There was no way. Simply no way.

Still, I decided I was going to make a conscious decision not to care from this point on what I was wearing. I just wanted more of the electricity I’d felt earlier…

Dakota first ordered me to put on the pink panties and bra. She helped me tie in the bra hooks and fix the straps so they’d fit my shoulders better. The one thing I hadn’t noticed earlier was that each of the bra cups had an in-built pocket that was filled with a gooey substance, out of which poked out a perfectly realistic brownish-pink nipple. She made me wear the fishnet stockings next, followed by the heels. Dakota had obviously done her due diligence because every item of clothing molded my figure perfectly…except no, it was more than that. They seemed to sculpt and carve my body into one that belonged to a naturally feminine creature—the panties curving my hips, the bra narrowing the width of my shoulders and making my arms and neck appear almost skinnier, the heels elongating my legs. I almost began to believe like Dakota had sprinkled the clothes with feminizing fairy dust or something. 

She focused on my face next. She applied some product from a small pot of cream all over my face, followed by a layer of what she called foundation. From then on it became a pattering of nude colors, concealers, correctors, and powders, brushed on and blended to perfection. As much as I didn’t want to care, I found myself fighting to breathe, noticing the way her gaze grew brighter and brighter the more my face lost its manly features. She painted my lips a bold red and expertly drew on cat-eyes using a liquid eyeliner. Then she secured the black wig on my head, pinning it in place and combing it out so it looked sleeker than a sports car. That was when everything changed. The person in the mirror wasn’t me, and it scared me to the core. 

Dakota wiped her hands with a baby wipe and smiled at me. “You know, honey, I’m not sure I told you…but you do look pretty hot, if I do say so myself. Kyrone is going to love you.”

I blanched. “Whatever,” I muttered. 

“It’s true,” she repeated. “Come here.”

Her arms wrapped around my waist and she forced me close, her face slanting forward to press her lips to mine, softly. Then she kissed me again and grinned in a way that actually made me feel shy. She reminded me of a fox who was teasing its victim before an attack. 

“You know I love you right?” she asked huskily. 

“I know, Mistress,” I said. 

I wondered why she was telling me this. 

She pulled aside my long hair gingerly and nipped my ear with the pads of her lips. “Good. Because I don’t want you doubting that after what happens tonight.”

I shivered. 

“Crap, you’ve distracted me, sissy,” she said. “We’re late. I need to shower and get dressed.”

Thirty minutes later, my wife was ready too. We were helping each other get into our long overcoats when Dakota’s phone rang. Kyrone’s chauffeur was here. 

“So? How do you feel?” she asked as we walked out of the house. (She walked. I hobbled.).

I swallowed, holding her hand for balance. “I'm not sure. Good, I guess?”

She smiled. “That's good enough for me.”


CHAPTER 4

Kyrone was nowhere to be seen when we entered his mansion.  

His staff greeted us and ushered us into a sitting room that resembled the lobby of a high-end hotel. I counted at least seven of them, and they all looked like they’d stepped out of the pages of a Victorian romance novel. 

“Pleasure to see you again, Mr. and Mrs. Martin,” one of the staff members said. He was in a suit but he was overweight and had a big belly. I’d met him before and he seemed like the butler. 

Two of the female housekeepers came and fussed over Dakota, then served us wine and nuts and little pastries served on a platter. I noticed one of them was very pretty, with blonde hair, blue eyes, and Scandinavian features. From the way she moved and walked and worked I could tell she knew this place more than she was letting on. There was no doubt Kyrone had explored the land between her legs as well. 

We downed our first glasses of wine. I glanced at Dakota, suddenly feeling more than a little self-conscious in this surreal place. What the hell was I doing here? But she just gave me a knowing smile. I was just glad Kyrone’s staff hadn’t insisted on taking our coats. I wondered if they even knew why we were here…

At last, the overweight butler came in and said he’d escort us to Master Kyrone. When we reached the bookcase in the basement study, he smiled heartily and left us there. We gave the casing a light push and it swung open. The smell of polish and cloves instantly sifted through my nostrils, and a wave of dread came over me. My nerves tingled. My heart was racing like a train, and I felt suddenly weak at the knees. I had no idea what was about to happen in here, only that we’d come out of it…how exactly had Master put it? Things won’t be the same after you leave…

“Hey, honey?” Dakota took me aside and reminded me of our safe word. I hadn’t forgotten, and I didn’t think I was ever going to need it, but I was glad we had that chat anyway. 

“Remember what I said earlier,” she said. 

I love you. 

I smiled, and we entered the dungeon together.

The dungeon was darker than I’d seen it that day. Master Kyrone was seated on a gold armchair erected on top of a circular platform. He was wearing nothing but a pair of black trousers and shiny lace-up shoes. When he saw us, he swiveled on the chair in our direction. His eyes landed on Dakota first. 

“You’re late,” he said. 

His tone scared me, but I could just about feel Dakota smirking next to me. “My husband distracted me, Master,” she said. “He’s the reason why we’re late.”

He turned to me. I was expecting some sort of reaction from him, a gasp or a huff of surprise or a ‘who the hell is this chick?’ but his face was as cool as a cucumber. “That so?” he asked. 

“Yes, Master,” I mumbled, looking down at the carpet. 

Master Kyrone stood up and walked up to us. I shuddered. “Not to a good start, are we?” He smiled. It was so charming it made my blood freeze over. He turned and took Dakota by the hair and pulled until she was forced to rest her entire weight back on his arm. “You too, pet. Take the coat off.”

Dakota let her coat fall to the floor, revealing the jet-black bra top and gold-belted panties she had on underneath. But Kyrone still wasn’t satisfied. He said he wanted her naked. I was sure Dakota hadn’t been expecting that, but she obediently took off her bra and underwear and stood buck naked—with the exception of her heels—in front of her lover. She removed the claw clip in her hair and let it floor to the floor with a ‘clink’. Her curly hair tumbled down the length of her back like a golden red river.

Master Kyrone swallowed. He was literally salivating at my wife’s body. She looked so innocent and graceful just standing there, all curves and full-titted with her pale pink nipples pebbling in the cold dungeon. Lust shot straight down to my cock, and I could suddenly feel the plastic prison it was inside in. Good god. I’d completely forgotten about my fucking chastity cage. 

Suddenly, Master Kyrone turned to me. “You waiting for something, Missy?”

I realized what he meant by that and turned a violent shade of red. “No, Master. Sorry, I…” I fumbled with the buttons of my coat, but I just felt pathetic. I couldn’t believe I was about to show him my body too—and in fucking lingerie! And as if things couldn’t get any worse, I was going to do it in front of my wife.

“My sissy husband’s a little shy tonight,” Dakota said. “Go on, honey. Don’t be shy. Master Kyrone wants to see your pretty bra and panties.”

Then both of them were looking at me. Waiting for me to comply. In the rush of the moment I forgot why I’d even agreed to this. I took a deep breath and fumbled with the buttons some more. When the coat fell off me, a rush of embarrassment enveloped me. I felt like a freak, standing there in such a sexy set of lingerie and a face full of makeup like a street prostitute who was trying to seduce her first client. I felt played.

Master Kyrone didn’t even bat an eyelid. I thought he’d laugh or insult me again, but he was just silent. The silence unnerved me. What was going on in that cunning brain of his? 

He folded his arms and ordered us to pull down the backs of our underwear and stand in front of the 10-foot mirror with our arms up against it. From the reflection I could see him move swiftly toward a cabinet and pick up a flogger. It was made up of chains and had a thick wooden handle.

He struck me first. Right on my ass. The flogger landed with a clunking thump that made me whimper. He struck again. His big arm looked almost like a boulder as he swung it. My face twitched in the mirror. My ass cheeks wobbled. My palms felt clammy. Judging by the sounds I was being struck harder than Dakota. I couldn’t help but think he was already enjoying using me…inflicting pain on me. Was he liking how red my small ass cheeks were getting? I suddenly wanted to crawl underneath a rock. It felt so weird to think about a man liking my ass, and I didn’t like it. The pain started to spiral more and more, though now the flogger hadn’t really hurt as much as I’d thought it would. 

Master Kyrone began to alternate his flogging, switching between me and Dakota. Dakota was moaning. She didn’t even look at me. I bet her panties were wet already.

When Master was satisfied we’d been flogged enough, he growled, “Good. Very good. Now that we’ve got that out of the way, we can resume our playtime.”

He picked up two collars and asked us to kneel before him. He belted them around our necks—Dakota’s first, then mine—and fastened our leashes one by one. He yanked on them to make us follow him. I almost tripped but managed to recover my balance.

Master Kyrone stopped in front of a piece of equipment that looked like it had come out of the medieval era. It was a wooden box layered with a thin red cushion and short pillars rising up from each corner. I could see there were holes cut out in the pillars at the front and back. Master let go of Dakota and tugged hard on my leash. I obeyed, though a bead of sweat was already trickling down my left temple. What was his plan? Was he going to constrain me in there so I couldn’t even more an inch? Even with the cushion on it didn’t seem cushy at all. It was small and cramped and barely looked like it was designed to fit a human.

“This is a bondage stock,” Master Kyrone told me. “It locks your limbs in so you’re completely under my control. This one is small, but so are you, so we won’t have a problem there.” 

I could feel the heat radiating off my face. His words cut through me like a lightning storm, and even though Dakota was in the room it felt like his entire attention was on me. 

“Have you ever been restrained before?”

“No, Master.”

“Ah. I’ll be your first then.”

I nodded grimly. His face was a straight black veil, but something told me he was excited to be my first. I lay on top of the box like a dog and lay my arms and feet through the open holes. I could feel Master Kyrone’s stare travel up and down my body, and once again I was embarrassed I had to do this while role-playing as a lingerie-clad woman. He bent down and adjusted my wrists and ankles before snapping them in place. He was very rough with me, treating me like a slave that was annoying him. I’d been right about the comfort level of the apparatus, though—my kneecaps were already hurting. I stayed as still as I could, my heart pounding. I could see my reflection on the mirror on the left, and directly in front of me, was a cushioned platform with attached shackles rising up at an angle.

“Perfect,” Master Kyrone muttered. “He looks like a white pansy.” He bent his head so his inky gaze could survey me, and gave me a small, almost vampiric smile. He cupped his crotch, his eyes fixed forcefully on me. It was bulging out impressively. “I’m already getting hard seeing how helpless you look.”

He gripped my chin and started slapping me. I was so intimidated I couldn’t speak.

“Looks like the pansy’s gone mute,” he said and chuckled. “Even better.” He turned to Dakota. “Come, pet.”

I lay there motionless as he pulled on my wife’s leash. I was already starting to sweat all around my forehead but there was nothing I could do to wipe it off. I couldn’t really say anything. Or do anything.

Except watch.


CHAPTER 5

Master Kyrone ordered Dakota to lay on the bed-like platform in front of me. He quickly restrained her wrists and feet with iron cuffs, then swiveled the bed slightly to the left. That action was purely for my benefit, because now my wife’s spread legs were so close I could smell her pussy. Her vagina had even expanded a little by just how much her thighs were stretching, and I could tell because she’d completely shaved it. She never used to shave it before—she only started after Kyrone ordered her to do it because he said he liked her pussy bare.

Master Kyrone slapped Dakota twice on her inner thigh. She widened her thighs even further. My balls squeezed tight and sweat beaded on the back of my neck with both nerves and excitement. She looked so fucking hot, naked and shackled like that. Was she thinking about me right now? Did she want me like this—all strapped in and helpless? Did it turn her on? I couldn’t wait for them to fuck! The wait was killing me…

Master’s fingers dipped in between her lower lips and finally penetrated her. Dakota’s pleasure was immediate because she cried out, her toes squirming. Apparently she’d been waiting for this for a long time too. And oh god, she was beyond wet for him…she was practically flooding the bed! 

Master spread Dakota’s juices around her clit and hole and began finger-fucking her brutally. My throat clammed up. I couldn’t help but worry about her. What if all this became too overwhelming for her? What if she couldn’t take the brutality? I was worrying even though deep down I knew the evidence so far was saying the exact opposite. 

All my worries faded away then because my wife suddenly started to beg like a slut, in a whiny voice that had crossed beyond any line of of self-control. She begged Master loudly. Begged him to fuck her hard. Begged him because she couldn’t live without Master’s beautiful black cock. I started to zone out, completely hypnotized by what was happening before my eyes. The night had barely started and she had already become an animal. 

In under a minute, Dakota had started to heave and writhe. I could tell that she was about to slip into a very powerful climax. She kept pleading for his cock, her shackled wrists jangling as she furiously tried to free herself. Seeing her like that…so wild and horny and desperate for another man…drove me crazy. For just an instant I forgot I was wearing a bra with fake tits and panties and high heels. I forgot I had a wig and makeup on. I even forgot where I was. 

It was only when I had urge to touch myself that I hurtled back down to earth. Fuck! I couldn’t jerk myself off. Even if I had my hands freed, my cock was still locked thanks to Dakota. Ugh. 

My eyes widened as I turned my attention back to the scene on the platform. My wife’s glorious juices were starting to squirt out…but then right at the cusp of cumming Master Kyrone withdrew his fingers. “Bad sluts don’t get to cum,” he growled and smacked his palm against her face, spreading her own fluids all over her forehead, eyes and chin. He coughed up a wad of spit and spat on her face. 

Then he left her like that. Still shackled and moaning with desperation. 

Master Kyrone unbuckled his trousers and then pulled at the silk navy blue boxers he was wearing underneath. My heart raced. I shouldn’t be seeing this. I shouldn’t be seeing another man’s private parts. Let alone the parts of the man who’s about to fuck my wife! It felt so wrong but the thought was making me go dizzy with desire. God, I just know he’s going to be huge…I just know it…

And he was. The size of his package made me audibly gasp. It was like a python. Huge and meaty. 

Deadly.

I swallowed when he took two slow steps toward me, his muscles rippling under his perfectly oiled skin. He drew closer and I breathed in his scent—a mix of cloves and something musky, probably a stupidly expensive perfume. I tried not to look at his dick. I didn’t exactly want to show him just how fucking awestruck I was. Or how embarrassed I felt that my small white penis might as well have belonged to another species. But it was impossible not to stare. I stared at his still flaccid shaft, how long and thick it was and how it hung straight down and swung slightly like an elephant’s trunk when he moved. How big and bulbous the head of his penis was. How loose and low his balls dangled underneath it. I couldn’t even begin to imagine what Dakota must have felt when this python was inside her. 

“So, little sissy girl,” he drawled, standing there completely naked right in front of my nose. Letting me drink him all in while he scratched his chest lazily. “This what you wanted, huh? You want Big Black to fuck your woman?”

My head was reeling, and words didn’t even come to me at first. But then I said, “I do, Master.”

“Tell it to me straight. I want you to tell me that. Word for word.”

“Master, I need you to fuck my wife,” I said, trying to breathe very slowly so my voice wouldn’t shake. “Look at her. She’s so horny for you. Please, make her happy for me. She needs your black cock.”

“Of course she does,” Master Kyrone said and smiled. His teeth glowed like pearls.  “Of course a little sissy like you with no dick needs someone like me. A sissy cuck who can’t even get hard…only a white faggot gets his rocks off when another man fucks his wife’s wedded cunt. Isn’t that true, sissy? Answer me. Isn’t every single word I said the truth?”

My bones shivered. God, why was he standing like that, so close to my mouth? Master Kyrone stepped to the side and squatted down. His legs were obscenely long and his cock—also obscenely long and almost touching the ground—hung like an overgrown plantain sprouting from a tree. Then—to my shock—his scarred arm moved swiftly underneath my body and grabbed my panties. His strong fingers wrapped around my cage and squeezed tight. “Ha. Maybe I should call you Tiny,” he said. 

“Ohhh…”

I was moaning. Fuck! I didn’t want to give him the wrong idea. 

His fingers fluttered down and then they were curled tightly around my balls. He pulled on them. Another sound like a moan left my lips. A little trail of sweat had begun to flow from underneath my wig cap.

“Tell me who you are,” he ordered. “Tell me why you need me.”

“I’m a…sissy,” I said timidly. “I’m a simp. With no cock and no stamina to fuck my wife like a real man can. My wife needs a big black man like you to make her happy, because I can’t.”  I locked my eyes with Dakota for just an instant and quickly looked away. Oh fuck. She was laughing. 

“Hmm…” Master Kyrone started to move his hand upwards until he was feeling up my lower belly. He was staring at my body with a kind of lust that was bordering on feral, and I wasn’t sure how that made me feel. “Maybe that’s why your girl lets me fuck her everyday while you’re sitting on your ass in a fucking post office. Oh yes…” He lowered his chin and raised his thick eyebrows so high he seemed to be looking at me through them. “She’s laying on my bed while you’re out there working so hard…licking my sweaty ass while you lick your fucking stamps.”

The shock seeped through me very suddenly. 

What the hell was he saying?

Dakota and him? Everyday? As far as I knew, they’d only fucked three times before. It had been an official arrangement. Had they been hooking up behind my back?

I forced myself to look at Dakota. “Is that true, honey?” I asked. 

“I’m not your honey,” she said from the platform. She had her poker face on, but I thought her eyes looked a little sad. 

“It’s true, honey,” Master Kyrone volunteered. “That perfect little slut of yours has been very good at draining my balls just as soon as they fill up.”

Cold sweat puddled under my armpits. There was no way he wasn’t playing a role. He was playing and he was just so damn good at it he was driving me up the wall. Besides, Dakota—my beautiful, devoted wife for over half a decade—wouldn’t betray me like that…would she?

Hot, tingling waves of lust shot up from my crotch.

I clamped my teeth hard down on my tongue to stop another moan.

Oh god, I couldn’t believe this was turning me on…

How pathetic could I be?

I was suddenly horrified I’d wet my panties. Cream all over my pretty slut underwear even though I wasn’t even hard. 

I was this close…

I felt those same strong fingers then, pulling my panties down and rubbing my ass. I felt so exposed and put on the spot and there was nothing I could do about it. I was locked up and feminized and completely at this man’s mercy. At my wife’s mercy. I might as well have been a blow-up doll for them to play dress-up and fool around with. 

What did they really have in store for me?

“Nice and red,” Master Kyrone said, squeezing my ass cheek painfully tight. “How ‘’bout I make it a little redder?” He spanked me then, the impact making me whimper. My ass throbbed as he pulled away, but I didn’t want him to leave just yet. I wanted him to hit me again. Was my wife still watching me? Watching how her own Master was lusting after her husband? Watching how close he was to my tender little asshole? Was she? I was too ashamed to even look in her direction. Desire burned inside me, leaving me hot and dizzy and thirsty. I didn’t want to feel this way, dammit! I was losing my damn mind.

Master Kyrone stepped to the front again. “You still want the Big Black to fuck your wife?”

I refused to look at him. “Yes, Master,” I said glumly. 

“Look at me when I talk to you, slut.”

I twisted my neck to see Master’s face. Our stares intersected—just for a short second—and I quickly looked away. I could feel my heart start to crumple. 

His hand dug into my chin and tilted my head up. I was forced to look at his eyes again. 

“It turns you on knowing your wife has been unfaithful to you?”

My cock stirred and swelled, only to whimper back down as it met the confines of its cage. The effect made both my heart and entire crotch throb twice as hard. Apparently the little guy didn’t give a fuck if this was playtime or reality. 

“I guess…well, yes, Master.”

“What was that, slut?”

“Yes, Master.”

How could you, Dakota? Did you really do it? 

Did you really throw away five perfect years of marriage?

I sighed.  

There was nothing more that I wanted now than to see them fuck. If I just saw them together, I knew I could figure it out. If they were playing with me or not. If only I could see them together…I’d know if my wife had been cheating on me. 

I thought you said you loved me…

Master Kyrone held his now flaccid cock by the base and slapped my face with it. “If you really want me to fuck your wife, you can suck my cock,” he said. “Would you like to suck my cock, little girl? Tell me the truth.”

I could taste the disgust in my mouth. “No, Master.”

“What was that?”

“No, sir.”

Master Kyrone laughed. “Well, sniff it then. I can make you sniff it, you know. You can’t go anywhere.” He thrust his package forward and smacked my nose with it. It was so big it actually hurt.

I tried to hold my breath. 

“Sniff my balls, slut. You know you want to.”

I scrunched up my nose.

He turned to Dakota. “Should he be punished, pet, for offending me like that?”

“No, Master,” my wife said. I thought she was coming to my rescue, but then I saw she was grinning like a Cheshire cat, like she had a trick up her sleeve and couldn’t wait to show it off. “I’m sure it’ll just take time. He just needs to be…well, trained.”

Trained? I’m not here to suck dick! I just need to watch you both fuck! Right fucking now, if you don’t mind!

Of course I was too ball-less to say any of that out loud. So I just kept my trap shut as Master stepped away to uncuff Dakota’s wrists. She scooched down to fondle his cock. “I’ll smell you, Master,” she whispered. “I love your smell. You smell much better than my girly hubby over there.”

My tongue went dry as I fixed my eyes on her. Show me, honey. Sniff him good. Then put him in your mouth and don't hold back. Show me if you’ve been fucking cheating on your man. 

There was a loud swoosh behind me that I recognized as the bookcase entrance to the dungeon opening up. Dakota didn’t seem distracted by the interruption. She just kissed the tip of his cock and smiled up at him.

“Right on time,” Master Kyrone said. 

What the hell? 

Nervously, I glanced over my shoulder to see who the intruder was. 


CHAPTER 6

It turned out to be the butler. 

I felt my tense muscles relax, but then I remembered the state I was in. It was beyond embarrassing to be seen like this, half naked and laid out like a stuffed turkey, in front of Master’s staff. I looked at the guy from the corner of my eye, wishing I could fold myself up and disappear. He was holding up a tray filled with a selection of drinks. He offered one of them to Master, which he drank in one gulp and set down. I thought his stare lingered a little too long on my wife while he offered her a drink as well. Dakota declined. Then he spun around and stared at me. 

I blushed.

It was impossible not to look sexually inviting when I was on my knees like this, with my lips red, my fake tits bulging out, and my ass propped up. I was like a feast for sore eyes, and it definitely showed in the butler’s perverted gaze. 

Go away. 

“Honey,” my wife started. She sounded so excited. “You’ve met Mr. Norris, haven’t you?”

I pretended to give him the once-over. “I’ve met him before, Mistress.”

“Yes, you have!” There was a chirp in Dakota’s voice that was making me quiver all over. “Well, Master and I discussed a few things before we brought you to the dungeon today. It’s okay if you don’t want to blow Master’s cock yet, I’d be intimidated if I had a blow a big one like that for my first time too. But you’re in luck tonight, baby. Mr. Norris has volunteered to help us with your training.”

“You can’t be serious, honey,” I choked. 

“Don’t call her honey, you stupid whore!” Master Kyrone said and he clapped me hard across my face. He yanked me by my wig, pulling it so hard I thought it would rip off. “You’re getting on my nerves, pussy. Address her the proper fucking way.”

“S-sorry!” I whimpered. “I meant, sorry, Master. And Mistress. I just can’t…I just…”

I let my voice trail off. By my side, Mr. Norris stood still glaring at me with those beady eyes. We both knew what could possibly happen in this hellhole. My wife wouldn't make me to suck this strange man’s dick, would she? That wasn’t even in the plan!

What had been in the plan, though? We hadn’t really talked about anything. Everything about tonight had been tangled up in a wed of secrets, and I’d been left to unravel them one by one. I’d been left in the dark while Kyrone and Dakota had been scheming behind my back, trying to turn me into a mockery of myself. This all had to be Kyrone’s fault. He was putting dirty things in my wife’s head. 

Dakota met my eyes. She was now staring at me with a lust-filled gaze that made me feel even more uneasy than before. Oh god. No. She wanted this. My stomach sizzled as the realization dawned on me. She wanted me to suck cock. Just like she wanted me to dress like a sissy and wear a chastity cage. She wanted me to seal my red lips around that python and…what? Suck him until…?

My cock was now begging for stimulation, my balls hunching tight as it rubbed against my panties. I felt so thirsty. I needed something to drink…anything…

“Honey?”

Dakota was kneeling down next to me. She stroked the side of my cheek. “Are you okay, honey?”

“Y-Yeah, Mistress…”

“Do you want to do this?” She looked genuinely worried. “You know I don’t want you doing anything you’re not comfortable with.”

“I…uh…”

Mr. Norris had unstrapped his belt and pulled down his pants. I stared at him. Underneath he was wearing white boxer briefs that he quickly got rid of. He edged a little closer until all I could see was his round belly and his wiry belly hair. I couldn’t see a cock. Not until he tucked his hands underneath his stomach and lifted it up to expose what lay hidden there. He was about a three-incher, and his balls hung a little to the left of him. 

Fuck. 

Dakota wound an arm around my shoulder, hugging me close. I nuzzled into her soft, soft skin and breathed in her scent. And I knew instantly what I had to do. I had to make her happy, especially if our sex life had been so bad she’d pounced on the opportunity to cheat on me. I just hadn’t done enough to think about her needs and it was time to fix that. It just so happened that making her happy involved making me degraded in a way a man should never be.

Could I even call myself a man?

I just wasn’t sure anymore…

And then Master Kyrone had his arm around me too. I was in between my Master and Mistress, and strangely, it felt kind of nice. Master planted a kiss on my cheek. “Trust me, baby girl,” he whispered, his hot breath skimming the shell of my ear. “You’ll be worshiping the parts I shit with before the night ends.” He laughed then. It was a demonic laugh.

Oh shit.

This could just be the end of me…


CHAPTER 7

Mr. Norris shuffled in front of me and spat on his fingers. He massaged the spit vigorously onto his three-inch pecker. My insides churned. There was a side table next to us, on top of which lay a black leather whip. He picked it up with his left hand and coiled his stubby fingers around its handle.

“Are you ready, Miss Martin?” he asked politely. 

I swallowed hard. Then I nodded. 

He hunkered forward. His belly rose and fell and then he sort of cushioned it against my forehead. I felt the weight of it and then the scent of his crotch hit me all at once. I let out a groan as he squeezed his fat little dick through my half-open mouth. I closed my eyes and kept them shut as I slowly bobbed my head back and forth. I knew Master Kyrone was watching. And, even worse…my own wife was watching me. Was she enjoying this? Enjoying watching me do this vile, vile act?

Shame and nausea bubbled at the back of my throat at the thought. What the hell was I doing? Had I gone insane? Our safe word suddenly popped inside my head. At any moment I could stop and say it and put an end to this madness. 

“Unghhh-oooWW!” 

The pain stung like a thousand little paper cuts on my back. And then the whip struck me again. And again. My back was on fire. Mr. Norris politely told me I was getting distracted and that I had to return to the task at hand. He jostled his dick deeper into my mouth and cupped my head with his right hand, pushing it forward so I could swallow him up even more. I heard Dakota laughing cheerily. Holy shit. She sounded so excited. 

Fuck the safe word, I thought. I’m going to do this for her. 

I sucked and I sucked. I tried to hold my breath as much as possible. I tried to imagine I sucking on Dakota’s clit, not this fat man’s cock. But it was still disgusting. My mouth had turned sour very quickly and my jaw hurt. I thought of Dakota and powered through, even though the shame almost made me stop at multiple points. Then Mr. Norris finally came. He came on my eyes. I blinked rapidly to get rid of the goopy mess. Cum—and tears—started to trickle down my cheeks. 

I fucking did it. 

I needed a bucket to vomit in.

When Mr. Norris moved aside, Dakota was sitting up on the bed, uncuffed, with her arms wrapped around Master Kyrone’s shoulders. She was massaging them gently. “Oh, wow,” she breathed. “Look at how pretty she looks with all that cum on her face! How many minutes, Mr. Norris?”

Mr. Norris looked down at his watch and replied that it had been twelve minutes. 

Master Kyrone slid down and yanked me by the hair. “Twelve fucking minutes? You think this is some kind of joke?” he rasped. “Don’t stare at me all innocent like that. I know what you’re capable of. I know there’s a little slut inside you. So go on, I dare you. Show me how slutty you can be.” His eyes flattened into those menacing slits.

Dakota appeared beside him. She crouched down and leveled her eyes with mine. “I need you to prove yourself, honey.” She lovingly wiped the cum away from my cheeks.  “Can you do it for me?”

Those awful, magical words. My balls and cock strained again. I stared at her large brown eyes and her big naked tits and felt myself shrivel and crumple. 

I nodded. “Yes, Mistress,” I said in the quietest voice I could manage. 

She smiled and patted me sympathetically on the head, then pulled my long black hair back. “She’ll be ready in just a minute, Mr. Norris.” 

She walked over to one of the cabinets and picked up a small black device that looked like a blob and an accompanying remote. Heading over to one of the other shelves, she perused a line of available lubricants and picked one, then slathered it all over the device’s flared base. Then she stepped over to the back of the platform I was restrained in and slid her hand through my panties, exposing my ass. 

“I love you, honey,” she whispered and then she pushed it in me. “There you go. This will make your training just a little easier.”

I squeaked and gasped, but there was no point. The device was already wedged very tightly inside my recesses. I couldn’t believe my own ass had allowed that thing to enter me.

I felt betrayed by my own body. 

Dakota stepped back to the front again and smiled down at me. She pressed a button on the remote. It started with a little tickle that blew into powerful vibrations that throbbed and rattled inside my ass. I gritted my teeth as the device continued to pulse inside me, causing wave after wave of pleasure. I let out a soft moan, then groaned uncontrollably as my cock hardened inside my cage. 

Fuck! Fuck! Why does this feel so good…

“Oh, she likes it alright,” Dakota said with a devious grin. She handed the remote to the butler. “Mr. Norris?”

Before I knew it, Mr. Norris’ flabby dick was inside my mouth and I was sucking him off. Little aftershocks of pleasure pulsed through me, leaving my head spinning.

“I hope we’ll have better results this time around, honey,” Dakota said as she headed back to where Master Kyrone was seated. Her voice was still soft and loving but I couldn’t help but think it was a veiled threat.


CHAPTER 8

I was in a dark, dark hole I couldn’t seem to climb out of. 

The smells and tastes were different here, but they were pulling me into a new world. All I could feel was the suction of my lips, the wetness of my tongue, and the hardness of the penis underneath my fingertips. The way I gave this man pleasure using just my little whore mouth was so erotic.

I’d walked into this dungeon knowing that something was going to happen to me. That I was going to be degraded and emasculated by my wife and her Master. But I couldn’t have imagined this—not in my wildest dreams. This was beyond dirty. This was depravity.

I had no idea what was happening to me, but I guess I didn't really care anymore. I just knew I needed more.

Mmm.

He tasted so fucking good. His velvety penis was so warm on my tongue. It was hard as a rock and throbbing wildly, pushing up against my tonsils. His stomach flab was almost smothering me so he could push it even further inside my mouth. Even though he was tubby and overweight, he was more of a man than I could ever be. 

Oh god. And my ass. It was so sensitive now. So tender.

For many agonizing minutes now, I’d been holed up and shackled to this platform. Bringing Master Kyrone’s fat butler to completion using my eager tongue over and over again while my ass was massaged and played with like a toy.

When I sucked well, I was rewarded. Sometimes I hated myself for enjoying it. Sometimes I loved it too much to care. My ass literally pounded with pleasure, until I had no choice but to cry out and let go of the cock in my mouth. But then my tight little ass got zapped with an electric shock. The shock made my whole ass curl up and clench and left me feeling light-headed. Needless to say, I learned the ins and outs of cocksucking very quickly.

Mr. Norris supervised me with a greedy gaze, almost salivating while he feasted on my feminized body. And beyond him, my wife and Master Kyrone fucked like rabbits on steroids. That was maybe the most torturous part of all. Dakota was giving me what I’d wanted all along…but I was so wrapped up in my task that I had no real way to watch what they were doing.

The second time Mr. Norris came, it had taken me ten whole minutes. That wasn’t much of an improvement over the first, and I received almost a minute-long shock that agonized my fucking soul. After my punishment, Mr. Norris fed me some water from a bowl, wiped his cum off my eyelids with a stinking rag, pulled my hair back with a clip, and stepped out of the dungeon for a few precious minutes. That was the only time I was able to watch them. Dakota was getting ravished by Master Kyrone’s cock. His powerful dark chocolate body was glistening with sweat and Dakota seemed on the brink of yet another orgasm. The sad thing was she was too busy to notice I was watching her. 

When Mr. Norris returned, he stunk of cigarettes.

It took me four tries to get him to finish quickly enough.

During his last break, Mr. Norris crouched down and grabbed my left breast. He moaned as he felt all around the filling and pinched my fake puffy nipple. Then he gracelessly bent over and began to moan and suck on my nipple, while feeling up my right tit with his other palm. His dick was starting to harden again.

Was my sissy body making him feel that excited?

There was a weird silence in the room. Then I noticed that Dakota was watching me. Shit. I tried to smile at her, but my mouth was half-open in a horny daze. Mr. Norris’s nipple-sucking actually made me feel so good. I felt so sexy. 

A minute later, with no warning, Mr. Norris stood up and thrust his cock back into my mouth. 

He spurted in under a minute. 

Dakota looked bright and radiant when Mr. Norris made the announcement. Her face was glowing so much she could practically light up a small city. Things were coming to fruition very soon…and I could feel it. She had more plans. All of this was a means to an end…and I was about to find out what the end was…

“What do you want to do right now, honey?” she asked me.

Master Kyrone stood up, baring his nakedness to me once more. It was too much to look at. His protruding length was sending electricity coursing through my veins. My mouth felt raw but I was hungry. My brain and body felt in sync for once. And I knew what I had to do. 

“Please let me suck Master Kyrone’s cock, Mistress,” I begged.

Dakota smiled. “Are you sure, dear sissy hubby?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said. “I need a big cock to suck. I need a black cock.”

She paused. “Only to suck? Think carefully, honey.”

I forced down the knot that had formed in my throat. “I want him to…” I stopped, took a breath, and started again. “I want him to fuck me, Mistress.”

Dakota folded her arms in front of her chest and hesitated. “Honey…I think Master would love to do you the favor. I think he’ll do it on one condition. Master wants me to stay in his mansion permanently. He said he can take care of me much better than you can. He’ll buy me anything I want and fuck me anytime I want. He loves me, honey. He loves you. He’s very happy to fuck you if you accept the offer.”

I stared at her. Had it really come to this?

Memories danced before my eyes. Of us together before we’d entered the dungeon. Laughing. Bonding. Kissing. Fucking. And then we delved into the world of cuckolding. It had all been my idea, and my wife had been so attentive and willing. Now I was about to lose her to our black bull. 

I was finding it a little difficult to breathe. Maybe I was hyperventilating…or maybe I was just excited. Dakota stood there silently, waiting for me to make my decision. 

“Thank you for the offer, Mistress Dakota and Master Kyrone,” I said. I took in a shaky breath before I continued. “I would be honored to accept it.”

Dakota beamed. Her next words sent a shiver down my spine.

“My sissy husband is ready to worship you, Master.”


CHAPTER 9

I was finally ready to submit to Master Kyrone. 

I was going to offer my virgin ass to Master, and my wife was going to watch me. 

It was going to be the ultimate act of devotion. 

I shifted my aching knees around the best I could as Master Kyrone surveyed me, laying on his side up on the platform, one elbow propped up and his hand lazily buried into the mop of his dark hair. He’d been silent for some time, and he still didn’t speak. He just stared at me, his eyes traveling down from my cum-stained, makeup-smudged face, to my exposed nipples, to my vulnerable pose, my cuffed ankles, and finally, my ass. I was suddenly looking at him the way my wife must have seen him all this time, and I was forced to admit to myself that he was hot. So hot, apparently, that I would let him fuck me. 

Master leapt down from the platform and cradled my chin in one hand. He stroked the side of my face, and he was surprisingly gentle. That was when I knew this had been a major part of his fantasy all along. Me. Maybe he’d been planning this from the very first day he’d met my wife. I still couldn’t understand what it was about me that was really making him tick. Was he into men? Was he bisexual? Was he attracted to sissies? I didn’t know, and I don’t think I’d ever know. 

I parted my lips a little as an invitation. 

Now that my body had relaxed again and my mind was slightly calmer, I thought I’d feel grossed out again as Master Kyrone thrust his cock into my mouth. But I didn’t. My tongue was wetter than it had ever been. I was horny for him. 

The python began to grow as it glided through my taste buds. The familiar smell and taste of Dakota’s pussy filled my nostrils as I began to pleasure him. Fuck. I was worshiping the same cock that had just fucked the daylights out of my wife. The same cock that was still slimy with her juices.

When I started to sway my head back and forth, Master uttered a sound that was barely audible. A moan—a very quiet one, like he was trying so hard to control himself. His length was unimaginable. It seemed to defy logic. His girth was inhuman. It made Mr. Norris’s penis look like a twig cut in half. There was no way I could take his whole length in my mouth, but Master had other ideas. He pushed my head forward so I was taking more and more of him, until I could feel his heated cockhead squishing against the back of my throat. I started to gag. His eyes glowed.

“Look at you,” he grunted as he pushed himself even further down my throat. “You’re sucking off your wife’s bull like the hot little sissy cuck you were meant to be.”

I couldn’t answer. 

I could only suck. 

He asked Dakota to kneel next to him so she could witness what a whore I was. 

“Honey, I think it’s about time I tell you why Master and I bonded so quickly,” she said as she watched me. “On our first date, Master confessed that one of his lifelong fantasies was to sissify a cuck. He wanted to fuck a brand new sissy slut’s tight ass while his wife watched and humiliated him. But it wasn’t just enough for him to do it for one night. The fantasy was for him to do this for the long-term.” 

I kept sucking, because by now I knew how important it was not to get distracted to the most important task at hand. 

“I was glad Master had the courage to tell that to me,” she continued. “Because, believe it or not, I’ve always wondered whether you were meant to live that sort of lifestyle. You were never outrageously bold or confident, and—let’s face it—your bedroom skills could’ve used some work. I never told you this, but I’ve kind of had this fantasy too. For the longest time. The thought of dominating you, humiliating you, and permanently transforming you into a girl turns me on so much, honey. It makes me so wet. And having someone like Master to give me what I need every single day is just the icing on the cake.”

Every single word my wife was saying was riling me up. My brain was a mess of emotions. I had so much to say to her, too, but all of that would have to wait. I had to serve her Master first. His big loose balls bounced off my face and his thick pubic hair scratched me each time he smacked straight into the back of my throat. He grunted and yanked my head back in a terrifyingly rough grip and pushed his cock further into my gullet. For a second I felt like my lungs had already collapsed. It was so big, but it felt so good. Then he broke free, vacated my mouth, and broke into a grin. It was the first time I’d ever seen a genuine smile from him, and apparently it was choking me with his cock had done it for him.

Master Kyrone stomped behind me, where my ass was waiting for him. His huge palms, hot with lust, spread my cheeks wide open, and then his slimy length landed right on my back entrance. I was frozen solid. My wrists and legs seemed to have gone numb, and my pulse raced. 

This was it. The grand finale. 

Dakota shifted her position, settling down right in front of me. It was like she wanted to see every microexpression I would make as my anal virginity was taken away from me. She bit her lip and nodded at me. She was soaking it all in, still glowing in anticipation. There was nothing she wanted more right that second than to see me submit fully to her Master. 

I smiled at her, remembering what she’d told me before we’d entered Master’s dungeon. 

I love you. 

It took a few minutes for Master Kyrone to penetrate through the tight ring of muscle that guarded my asshole. No one could blame me—he was inhumanly big. I felt the pressure of his arms bearing down on my spine as he pushed. The tip of his penis was leaking and he was breathing slowly, like he was trying to control himself again. Maybe he knew if he didn’t get a grip on his lust he would hurt me.   

“So, so tight…” he whispered. Every word was quivering with desire. “Jesus, you are tight as hell…”

When his tip finally pierced through, I almost sighed with relief. But there was a lot left to go, and I wasn’t sure whether my body could handle it. Could my asshole really stretch that much? I guess I was about to find out. 

Master Kyrone wrapped his arms around my waist and belly, squeezing me in so I was anchored in position. His cock bore into me, little by little, and I felt like a balloon that was being filled and stretched. It was a strange mix of both pain and pleasure. I liked how tightly Master was holding me, like he knew I was his property. I liked how he grunted as he forced himself in me. I liked how vulnerable I felt. 

Dakota slowly swiveled my chin so I was looking into her. I blinked. Surprisingly, tears burst through my eyelids and I sniffled. I didn’t know why I was crying. I wasn’t really sad. It hurt a little, but it still felt good. Christ. What was happening to me? 

“You look so hot,” Dakota said. “I love how scared you look right now, honey. But don’t be. You can power through this. Your body was meant for this. I’ve done anal before, haven’t I? As long as you’re horny, your body knows what it has to do. And you are horny, aren’t you?”

I nodded, too emotional to speak. She leaned forward and kissed my tears away. Then she reached up and held both my hands. My own were clammy and cold, my wrists aching, but hers were warm and full of life. I was instantly comforted.

It didn’t take too long after that for Master Kyrone’s cock to fully fill my back hole. With some consistent pushing and a slight shifting of how my ass was angled, and I was able to take most of it in. He started to thrust very slowly. The friction his phallus created was bordering on euphoric. Squeezing Dakota’s fingers tightly for support, I closed my eyes and surrendered to all the new sensations filling me.

So was this what it felt like to take it from behind? Was this what girls felt? It really did feel like I had a pussy and I was doing it doggy-style, the sensations probably a thousand times more powerful than the times I had sex as a man. It was a huge mindfuck. 

“Tell me the truth, sissy girl,” Master Kyrone asked. “Are you really accepting my offer?”

“Yes, Master,” I moaned.

“Do you really promise to be my loyal slave? To do everything I say? To serve me with your body whenever I want to?”

“Yes, Master!” 

“Do you allow me to own your wife? To use her, fuck her, degrade her? To let her live in my home?”

“Yes!”

“Then tell me who your wife belongs to!”

“She belongs to you, Master,” I sobbed. I didn’t even care about anything else but getting in as much of his penis as possible inside of me. I bumped back on him and starting circling my hips a little to help him fuck me. “She belongs only to you. I’m just a sissy cuck who promises to worship your black cock, Master.”

“Then take it!” Master shouted, slapping my ass so hard it stung. “Take my black cock! Let it break open your naughty virgin ass! Be a good slut and serve me!”

I groaned loudly and opened my eyes. Dakota was rubbing on one of her nipples. She stared right at me and the pure hunger on her face could’ve been enough to make me orgasm. Her nipples were so erect and looked as hard as stones. I wished I could suck on them, but I knew there was no way she was giving me the pleasure of touching her body. Her body belonged to another man and the fact I couldn’t have her was making me so fucking horny. One of her fingers had snuck downstairs and she was rubbing herself there too, and the floor was already glistening. My beautiful cuckoldress wife looked so happy. I’d made her happy. 

My butt cheeks squeezed tight when I felt Master’s penis travel even deeper inside my ass. He was stimulating my prostate now. Pleasure fluttered and rose in throbbing waves, and my chastity still held me in. My balls were so tight and swollen. His palms were no doubt leaving red prints across my hips—and his cock seemed to be getting hotter by the second. He was fucking me so aggressively my bones were rattling.

“Cum for Master,” Dakota whispered. She was stroking my face, her big eyes expectant. “Cum for me…”

I was usually a quiet guy while I orgasmed but not this time. I whimpered as I came, bucking my hips as my milk poured off me like a river. Holy shit. I’d done it. I’d cum like a real girl. 

Almost immediately after, I felt the heat boil inside my asshole. Master was actually cumming inside me. He kept pumping as he spurted load after load and I started to shiver. It was the first time I’d actually experienced something this dirty and it was so euphoric I almost felt like cumming all over again. 

Master rested against my body for a couple of minutes after he spent himself. I felt his penis shrinking and getting colder. Cum was flowing down my crack and thighs. When he finally pulled out of my sissy cunt my wife was waiting to serve him. She knelt down and took his cock in her mouth and drained every last bit of cum off him. Then they kissed, and Dakota planted several kisses along the stretch of his scar on his left arm. Master moaned and pulled her close and kissed her forehead. It was so fucking hot to see that they’d bonded over what they’d just done to me. 

They cleaned up together before uncuffing me. I stood up and stretched and patted my soft, sore ass to comfort it. 

Dakota hugged me. “You did great, honey. I love you.”

“I love you,” I whispered. I took her hand in mine and kissed it. Then I swallowed hard. I turned to face the tall and intimidating man sitting on his gold armchair. He was watching us with razor-sharp eyes, his gaze raking over both our bodies. He’d fucked us both, wife and sissy, so I guess he owned us both now. I could only imagine what he had planned for us in the future… 

Dakota and I walked toward him, the sound of our stilettos clinking and echoing through the dungeon. She sat on the arm of his chair and draped her legs over his lap. I knelt before them and looked at her lovingly. God, I loved her so much. We’d had five blissful years of marriage, but I was going to hand her off to the most important man in our lives now. 

Our Master.

THE END


POSING FOR HER




CHAPTER 1

“Hey, Nick, I need a small favor.”

I tore my gaze away from the screen, where I was attacking an enemy base, and glanced at my girlfriend, Ellie. 

“Yeah, what?”

“I think you’re going to need to put that down first,” she said, pointing at my Xbox controller. 

“Fuck!” I cried out as the alien sniper got me. I buried my face in my hands as I watched myself hurtle out of the cargo bay of the spaceship and fall into deep space. When I saw the screen again, it had gone black, and Ellie was standing two inches away from me with her hands on her hips. 

“Sorry, sorry,” I muttered. “Can I have the remote now?”

Ellie cocked her head at me and glared. “Fine. Then I’ll just go home.”

I sighed. Ellie looked tired, frazzled, and annoyed all at once. She had her brown hair in a bun—her classic ‘I mean business’ hairstyle—and she was still in the outfit she’d worn for work that day: a cream-colored blouse (now half unbuttoned) and a tight beige pencil skirt. I couldn’t remember the last time she’d been in a good mood, though I didn’t exactly blame her. She was juggling a lot these days. 

“No, you don’t have to go,” I said, grabbing her arm and pulling her down to the sofa next to me. “What’s on your mind?”

Ellie started explaining what she needed me for, but I was pretty sure I hadn’t heard it right. 

“You want me to be a model? For your store?” I asked numbly. My brain was still preoccupied by my tragic screen death. “But you only sell women’s stuff, right?” I crossed my arms and then it finally hit me. “Oh. I get it. You’re expanding to men’s clothing too? So quickly?”

Ellie cast a glance at the dining room table. Every inch of its surface was covered with colorful patterned skirts, making it look like some kind of wacky tablecloth. “Does that look like men’s fashion to you?”

“I don’t know.” I made it a point to look uncertain. “They could be kilts?”

Ellie let out a giant huff and stood up. She stormed toward the dining area and started packing her things up. I jumped up and went to hug her but she pushed me away. “I just want my boyfriend to be supportive for once!” she screamed. 

I flinched, thankful that my roommate wasn’t home to witness this argument. I pulled her into a tight hug and kissed the top of her bun. “Hey, I’m here,” I whispered. “I’m here for you. You know that.”

Ellie, though reluctant at first, melted into my embrace. I didn’t know a single person who was more hardworking or more ambitious than her, but I knew her well enough to know that if she slipped into a full-blown meltdown right now it wasn’t going to do either of us any favors. 

Three months ago, Ellie had launched her own online clothing store, Brave Babes. It was a real clothing store, not one of those shitty dropshipping ventures everyone with a side hustle seemed to be doing these days. Ellie partnered up with a clothing manufacturer overseas that was able to come up with unique styles based on her input. It wasn’t fashion designing, per se, because she wasn’t designing from scratch, but it allowed her to customize each clothing option to perfectly suit her brand. Brave Babes was supposed to be bright, bold, sexy, and  unapologetic—every bit the essence of Ellie—but it was also slowly sucking the life out of her. Because of her 9-to-5, she was confined to working on her business in the evenings and weekends, but proudly did everything herself, from inventory management and order processing to the photography.

“I need you to model for me,” Ellie said firmly as soon as we pulled apart from our hug. 

“Uh…” I said slowly, scratching my head. “Why? You want me to wear what—skirts? Aren’t your fans going to get weirded out?”

“They won’t know it’s a guy,” she argued. “I just need pictures from the waist down. They’ll never know who it is.” Her eyes flashed defiantly. She was really going in for the kill. “And no, before you ask, I don’t want to model this time or ask my friends. They have lives too, you know. I need to know I can depend on you, the most important person in my life right now. You can’t support my entrepreneurial goals even a little?”

“Fine! Fine!” I said, sensing the room heating up with my girlfriend’s wrath. “I just don’t get it, that’s all. You have a hundred potential people who’d be willing to model, and you ask me. But it’s fine.”

“It’s because you have nice legs,” Ellie said nonchalantly. “They’re nice and shapely. Like a girl’s.”

I glanced down at my shorts and at my skinny legs peeping out from below them. “Great. Just another thing to be insecure about,” I muttered. I checked my watch. “I’ll only do this in my room. You better be quick though. I don’t want Will to be in here looking at me wearing a goddamn skirt.”

Will was my roommate, and we didn’t exactly get along. He was broody and uncooperative and just generally acted like he hated me, though in the year we’d been living together I didn’t have a clue what I’d done to trigger him so much. I just knew that seeing me in a skirt would just be fodder for him to embarrass me further with his passive aggressive comments. 

Ellie rolled her eyes as she gathered a bunch of skirts and tossed them into my arms. “Who cares? I thought you were a little more secure in your masculinity, Nick.”

I blushed. I hadn’t expected her to say something like that. Ellie didn’t know the full extent of my insecurities. The fact was I’d never really felt masculine enough my whole life. When I was a baby, everyone thought I was a girl and my mom often dressed me in pink because she thought I looked ‘cute’. To make matters worse, I had two older sisters with boisterous personalities that inevitably rubbed off on me, and I picked up a markedly feminine way of expressing myself. My teen years were pretty tough on me. I went to sleep every night praying that I’d wake up the next day looking like Dwayne Johnson—a miracle that of course never ended up happening—so that girls wouldn’t want to talk to me just because they thought I was gay.

In fact, before Ellie and I started dating we were friends first, and I still remember the incredibly embarrassing conversation I had to have with her to ram home that no, I was actually straight and I actually really, really liked her, a woman. Now that we’d been together for two years, she probably thought I’d outgrown my old insecurities…but the truth was I knew they were going to stick with me for life. 

Right then, though, I made the decision to be a good boyfriend. After all, it wasn’t fair to Ellie to put my stupid insecurities over her hard work.

“Fine,” I said, hurrying her along. “Let’s just get this over with.”


CHAPTER 2

I shut the door to my room and locked it so we were safely inside. Ellie went to work very quickly. She asked me to take off my shorts and handed me a large-size pair of pink boy shorts. 

I gave her a WTF look. 

“I don’t want your bits touching my precious clothes,” she said, smirking.

I sighed, wanting to bite back, but then ultimately decided to take the high road. The more I argued with Ellie, the longer this was going to take. I honestly wanted the whole thing over with so she’d head back home and I could game in peace. 

I pulled the pink boy shorts up my thighs, hating the way they stretched over my ass and firmly hugged my privates, settling a few inches below my waist to give me a curvy silhouette. Ellie just stood there, staring at my legs, and then her eyes traveled to my panty bulge. I blushed and turned around, then blushed harder when I realized that view was hardly any better. 

“Nice ass,” Ellie said. 

“Stop,” I growled, laying an arm over my behind. “What’s next?”

Ellie handed me a thick pair of gray woolly stockings to put on—presumably to hide my leg hair. Then she made me wear the skirt. It was a bright yellow, summer-inspired number with white polka dots. It barely brushed the bottom of my thighs. 

As soon as I put it on, I knew there was an issue. 

“I’m so sorry,” Ellie said, sounding concerned though she was smirking again. “The stockings don’t work. It doesn’t scream summer to me.”

“Don’t you have any long skirts?” I complained. 

“Nope.”

I peeled the stockings off and threw them on my bed. “Now what?”

“It’s a pretty easy fix,” Ellie said, pointing to the bathroom. “Go in there. Shave.”

“That’s easy for you to say,” I scoffed. “There’s no way I’m shaving my legs. Who do you think I am?”

“It’s just hair, Nick!” she snapped. “It’s going to grow back. Now don’t be a wuss and just go.”

I was still in disbelief when I headed to the sink and got the water running, setting my leg up against the rim of the tub. What was I even doing? I stared down at my long, thin legs and made a face. 

Ellie banged on the door. 

“I’ll be right out!” I yelled. 

I shook my head as I began shaving. No boyfriend in their right mind would do what I was doing, and yet here I was. I was too much of a pussy to talk back to my girlfriend. 

Once I was back out, I got dressed again. The pink boy shorts settled triumphantly around my ass and cock again, cradling them tight. Ellie told me to stand with my back against the white wall. 

“Pose,” she ordered. 

I posed for her…the way I knew how, by placing my feet apart and putting my hands on my hips.

“Ugh, that’s not what I meant,” Ellie said, annoyed. “Pop one leg out or something. Try to look feminine.”

Despite the anger and humiliation bubbling up inside of me, I obeyed her. Ellie snapped a few photos and barked out a few more orders. She was being so casual about having her boyfriend in a skirt and having him model for her. How could she even be attracted to me like this? 

Just get it over with. 

I bit my tongue to avoid spitting out snarky remarks and just powered through. I quickly learned that standing on your toes and raising one side of your hip could result in some very tasteful shots. According to Ellie, anyway. I had no interest in seeing any of the pictures.

Six skirts later, I was bored out of my mind and Ellie was becoming increasingly persnickety about my lack of interest in posing artfully for her. I could hear someone rustling outside my room. Will was back home and he was being noisy as usual. I held back an eyeroll, wishing he could go back to wherever the hell he’d been for a while longer. I shifted restlessly as Ellie ordered me to step into yet another pose, and she stepped so close her flash almost blinded my eyes. 

There was a loud knock on the door. 

“Who is it?” Ellie asked loudly. 

My heart sank even before the intruder replied. 

“It’s Will.”

“We’re busy in here!” Ellie said.

“I need to talk to Nick,” Will said in his flat, cold voice. “It’s an emergency.”

I was already clambering back into my shorts, having thrown the skirt I was wearing onto the bed. An emergency? Something had to have gone terribly wrong for my antisocial roommate to be pounding on my door. 

Ellie opened the door and Will walked in like it was his own room. He had a towel flung around his shoulder. 

“The water’s shut off,” he said. 

I stiffened. “That can’t be right,” I insisted. “I just—” I pointed to my bathroom, where the sink lay in our line of vision. The razor still resting on it made my heart skip a beat. I lunged inside and turned on the tap. Water flushed out for several seconds before it reduced to a trickle. 

“The bill, Nick,” Will said coldly. “The bill. You better not tell me you didn’t pay the bill.”

My heart sank. I turned around and met my roommate’s accusatory stare. He threw his hands up in frustration. 

“My dump can’t wait until you pay the bill, Nick.” He looked at Ellie. “Your boyfriend is an ass and an idiot.”

Ellie rolled her eyes. “This isn’t my problem.”

“I’ll do it,” I muttered. “I just forgot. Sorry.”

How embarrassing. I couldn’t believe I’d forgotten about the water bill. I wanted to smack myself. I tried to get to my laptop but Will was standing in front of my desk, leaning back, staring at Ellie. He was wearing his gray sweatpants, and it had big wet splotches in it like he’d had to step out mid-shower. As I bent forward I inadvertently sniffed his half-wet towel. I recoiled, wrinkling my nose. He smelled so much like…a man. He stood still like a statue, and that was when I caught onto something else: his crotch area was tight enough to show the outline of his cock. He was hung alright. And I hated that my girlfriend could probably see it. 

Will had the bad boy looks that I could only dream of. 

“Excuse me,” I muttered, my tongue feeling thick against the roof of my mouth. 

But Will wasn’t budging. I could tell he wanted to intimidate me. Maybe even worse—embarrass me in front of Ellie.  

Fuck you, Will. 

“Can you, like, move out of my way?” I finally snapped. “I’ll make the payment right now. The water should be back in a few hours.” 

Will didn’t leave the room while I sat on my bed, loading up the website to make the payment. He was looking down curiously at the pile of the clothes I was sitting in. “Anyone wanna tell me what’s going on?”

“I have a store,” Ellie piped up, waving her phone at him. “Wanna see?”

To my disappointment, Ellie and Will embarked on a fruitful conversation about her clothing business and how photography was driving the bulk of her sales. Will didn’t give a fuck about her store. He was only talking to her because she was pretty, and I was sure he was wondering about how I’d snagged such a hottie. As their conversation began crossing over to flirty territory, I made it a point to snap my laptop shut with a big woosh. Will’s eyes perked upward, but then he caught sight of something much worse. 

My legs. Which were now full of unsightly goosebumps. 

“Bro,” he started. “Do you…shave?”

“Yeah,” I said, without missing a beat. “It gets way too hot in the summer.” 

He was giving me the weirdest look. Then he glanced at Ellie questioningly, and she couldn’t help but giggle. I froze, wanting to cover my legs, but unable to do so without drawing even more attention to myself. Will was snickering and I just knew he had put two and two together and figured out what we’d been up to. I waited with bated breath for him to unleash his jokes on me. 

But for whatever reason, he didn’t spell it out that day. Instead, he took off his T-shirt, flexing his damn muscles for Ellie to see. And she was looking, alright. 

“I’m going to have to change,” he grunted, shaking his half-wet towel in front of me. “I’ll go to a friend’s to shower. Thanks, asshole. See you around, Ellie.” He winked at her, and I shot him a venomous glare as he made a smooth exit. 

“I guess we’re done for the day,” Ellie said once he left. She bent down and kissed me. We made out for several seconds, her arms wrapped around me and her tongue in my mouth. “I have the greatest boyfriend,” she whispered. Her hand pressed down to my thigh, and she started rubbing my hairless skin back and forth. Her other hand traveled to my hard-on, giving it a squeeze. “Mmm. I’ll see what I can do about this tomorrow. My place?”

I just nodded and continued to kiss her, wanting to feel better. 


CHAPTER 3

The next evening, I headed out to grab some snacks and drinks before going to Ellie’s place. I rapped on the door to her apartment and waited.

Ellie answered the door…naked. 

“What are you—” I stuttered, hurrying to close the door behind me before any of her neighbors could see.

“Hey, boyfriend,” she said seductively, motioning to me with a finger. “I was just about to take a shower but now that you’re here…you can clean me up.” She motioned for me to lie down on her rug. “Make me feel good?”

I stared at her, completely fixated on her tits and the soft curves of her waist and hips. Nothing could come close to describing the way this woman made me feel. Even if we lived and fucked for another eighty years I knew I would never get tired of her body. 

I laid down on the floor like a log and Ellie settled her butt on top of my face. We hadn’t had sex in over two weeks since she’d been so busy, and a good, hard day of work had made her all sweaty. Ellie thought I was crazy for loving her funk but I just did. It was my favorite smell in the world. As soon as I started lapping her tongue at her entrance, Ellie started moaning desperately. Then she slammed into my face with such force I thought she might’ve broken my nose. Ellie was never shy about telling or showing me what she wanted, but today she was being especially assertive and I was loving the shit out of it. She came quickly, then dropped down on the rug next to me while she collected her breath.

“That was my thank you for modeling for me yesterday,” she said sweetly. 

“You’re welcome,” I said, licking my lips. “You smell amazing.”

“Guess what,” she said. “The photos went live last night. Sales are through the roof!”

“No way,” I deadpanned. “Did they figure out it’s a guy yet?”

“Funny, but no,” she said. “You should’ve read all the comments! My customers are obsessed with your legs.”

“Well, that’s nice,” I said. 

So I had a bunch of girls ogling my legs online. Great. 

Ellie fixed her gaze on my legs. I’d worn jeans to cover any evidence of my hair removal, but now she leapt on top of me again and unbuttoned them, bringing them off me so she could inspect her handiwork. “You know, I really like your legs when they’re shaved. Honestly they just look better than mine. You just need a bit of color in them.”

For some reason I blushed. “It’s going to take me a couple of weeks for all the hair to grow back,” I accused her. She was touching my legs again and it felt really good. It was soft on soft, now that I was hairless—different in a good way. 

“You should shave down here too,” she said, cupping my crotch with one palm. “And here…” She tickled my underarms.

“Consider it done,” I said. 

Ellie continued to stroke my legs sneaking her hand up my boxers to reach the uppermost part of my thigh. “Nick…I have a new line coming up.”

I stared at her, then felt my face flush at what she was insinuating. “The answer is no!” I said.

Ellie planted her tits on my bare thighs and I almost moaned. That was super soft on soft, and it felt magical. “Come on,” she said. “From the neck down you have a body to die for. You would look so cool in a dress. Hot.” She lifted up her shirt and kissed me on my stomach. “You won’t need to show your face in them. No one will know it’s you.” She pulled down my boxers and whipped out my dick, stroking me there. 

When I didn’t answer I could see she was pissed off. 

“I thought you actually wanted me to succeed,” she said.

“I do,” I said. “Didn’t I shave for you yesterday?”

Ellie said. “Fine,” “You know what? I’ll hire a model. But you’ll have to come and help me out.”

I quickly agreed, thankful that she’d let go of the touchy subject of dressing me up in skirts and dresses. Ellie finally seemed satisfied with her photoshoot plan. She began rubbing my legs again, staring at my body in an odd way. 

“Fuck me,” she said, spreading her legs wide open. “Hard. Now.”

We ended up having some pretty good sex.

***

That weekend, we drove over to Ellie’s friend Mia’s place. Mia was away for the weekend and had agreed to let us use  her home for the photoshoot. She had a nice country house with a lot of exposed brick and white accents. I lugged in Ellie’s bag of clothes, her hefty makeup box, and the camera equipment she’d borrowed from another friend. We headed to the top floor which had a really nice home studio fitted with studio lights, umbrellas, a couple of black stools, a workstation and a huge pinkish backdrop. There were a couple of miscellaneous items scattered across the floor—presumably props—a black ball, a hat, a bouquet of fake flowers and some other stuff crammed inside a cardboard box. 

“This all seems super professional,” I said. 

Ellie checked her watch. Her hair was in another one of her buns and she already looked impatient. “Any minute now.”

We waited for her model to arrive. I munched on chips and played a game of chess with myself downstairs while I waited. I was looking forward to meeting a professional model. Having Ellie photograph another hottie would be some great eye candy. 

The minutes ticked by.

“I can’t believe it,” Ellie said, rushing downstairs looking flustered. “She’s a no show. I knew this would happen!”

“Oh no,” I said. “What do we do now?”

Ellie was beaming. “I’m so thankful I have a backup option.”

I backed away from her, shaking my head. “You fucking played me?” I asked, aghast. I clenched my jaw. “There’s no way I’m going to model for you.”

“What are you so afraid of?” Ellie said. “Come on, Nick. No one’s home. I can’t be waiting around for someone else when I already have the person who could be a great model right in front of me. Who could do it for free.” She crossed her arms and glowered at me. “Every minute we waste, I’m losing money. Plus, I’m not getting this house again.”

I wanted to let Ellie know I had plenty to be scared of. How I was worried I’d end up looking like an actual girl, instead of a man in a dress. Because what would that say about me? It would say I wasn’t manly enough. And I was so afraid of losing her if she thought I didn’t look manly enough. 

On the other hand…I scratched my neck as I thought. Was I putting my own priorities above hers once again? Was she really asking me for much? Ellie was such a hard worker and I hated to think I was going to let her down. Plus, I liked that she thought I was more confident in my masculinity than I really was.

Would she hate me for not agreeing to do this? Would I create a bad self-fulfilling prophecy?

Before my thoughts spiraled out of control, I looked at her and said, “Okay. I’ll do it.” 

At least we had privacy in this big old house. 

We headed back up to the studio and I undressed. Pretty soon I was naked in the chilly studio. Ellie was taking a good hard look at my body, and with the way she was looking at me she was giving me a semi. I’d shaved my cock, balls, and pits nicely, just like she’d asked me to the night we’d hooked up at her place.

“This is really good work,” she complimented me. She handed me my first outfit. 

I held it in my hands, shocked.

It was a fucking bikini. 

“It’s bikini season,” Ellie said casually. “I’ll help you put it on.”

I fingered the garment. It was a halter-style top with a pair of seamless bottoms, both of which were painted with pink and white swirls. There was just so little fabric to work with. I felt a rush of adrenaline as I imagined my body in this skimpy bikini.

Don’t make this a bigger deal than it has to be.

I wore the bottoms first, trying to ignore all the butterflies in my stomach. No big deal. Ellie helped me tie up the halter bikini top. 

“I think you should, like, you know…tuck,” she said. She was looking down at my bulge. 

“Tuck?” I asked dumbly.

Ellie threw her hands up. “You know what I mean!”

I did know. Carefully, I took my cock in my hands and tucked it between my legs and ass. After I pulled the bottom back up, I looked down to see a smooth edge. I froze. From the outside, my crotch looked exactly like a girl’s—and it was a super unsettling experience.

“See, Nick, you look so cute,” Ellie said happily. “I don’t know what you were so worried about. Come on, we need to make you up. I don’t have much time!”

Ellie brought me over to the stool by the workstation, where she’d set up her makeup items and brushes, along with a long blond wig.

I frowned. “I thought we weren’t going to show my face?”

“Change of plans,” she said coolly.

My heart skittered. I grabbed her hand. “Why are you so obsessed about turning me into a girl?” I whispered.

She stared at me. “Maybe you should shut it with the questions and just do what I say,” she said. “The more you talk, the more you’re pissing me off.”

Fuck. From that moment on I was as quiet as a kitten. Ellie piled on a ton of makeup on my face—from foundation to eyeshadow, to blush and lipstick. She put the wig on and styled it with some waves and pins. I could see from the mirror in her makeup box that I no longer even looked like Nick. With my skinny frame being shown off by the bikini, and my full lips slathered with hot pink lipstick, I might as well have been the model she’d supposedly hired. 

When Ellie was finally done, she instructed me to stand in the middle of backdrop and pose for a couple of test pics.

I stood, shivering slightly, with one hand on my hip and turned to face the camera.

And that was when the doorbell rang. 


CHAPTER 4

“Don’t answer the door yet!” I yelled.

“Oh, I don’t need to,” Ellie said calmly. “That’s my photographer. He has a spare key.”

My eyes widened. I wasn’t sure what to think. “You hired a photographer?” 

Ellie nodded. “Technically, he’s working for free. He’s nice like that.”

I heard the soft creaks of the doors opening downstairs, and then there was a lot of shuffling. I was rooted to the spot, feeling lost and vulnerable, wanting to do something to rescue my dignity before the stranger made an appearance. But with my anxiety, all my bodily reflexes were fucked up.

In the last minute, though, I rushed and put my robe on just in time to see Will strolling into the studio, carrying a six-pack and looking like he just rolled out of bed. I blinked and shook my head. Will? He was wearing a weedy black tank top and a pair of Nike shorts, and his dark hair was all tousled, falling over his eyelids. 

The guy who’d been dead to the world by the time I’d left home that morning was now alive and smirking, and had somehow materialized in my girlfriend’s studio.

“Hey, cutie,” he said, whistling as he gave me the once-over. 

For a second, I had the gratifying thought that maybe my roommate didn’t recognize me in my wig and makeup.

“To be honest, Nick, you’ve always been pretty girly,” Will continued, grabbing the camera from Ellie and inspecting it. My heart sank. “I thought you were girly the day I first met you. In fact, I thought you were the kind of guy who liked to suck a different cock every night.”

Rage and disbelief mounted inside me as the insult sank into my brain. The fucking devil incarnate. What the fuck was he doing here? And how did he have the fucking balls to shit on me like that? I clenched my fists, wanting to smack the ugly smug grin off his face. But then Ellie giggled. She giggled so hard like she’d heard the funniest joke in the world.

“What do you think, Will—would you fuck a girl like Nicky?” she asked. “Hell, even I’d fuck the super hot and sexy girly version of him.”

“The real question is if she’d be able to handle my cock,” Will said, smooth as butter. He raised his head at me. “Hey, you think you can handle a cock like mine? Pretty sure it’s bigger than all the others you’ve had before.”

I felt my whole body fidget and shake with embarrassment. All my insecurities were rising back to the surface again. What the heck was Ellie and Will up to? I was being made into a girl (a bikini model at that), and now they were taking turns humiliating me. 

“I hate this,” I muttered. 

“Oh come on, you can be a better sport than that,” Ellie teased and smacked my ass so hard I felt my butt cheeks vibrate. Then she squeezed my arm and planted a kiss on my cheek. “Will’s been such a good sport. Did you even know he was a freelance photographer? He’s even had his work featured in an online magazine. I don’t know about you, but I’m pretty grateful he decided to help me out.”

Outwardly, I smiled, trying to look happy for Ellie. But inside? I was boiling with fury. I couldn’t believe what I was being asked to do. But like the wimp I was, I was once again too chicken to speak up against my girlfriend.

“Alright, Nick, your job here is pretty easy,” Ellie said, getting back into boss mode. “Just listen to what I say and do it, okay?”

She was talking to me like I was some bimbo. What a fucking nightmare. 

“Let’s get rid of that robe,” she said. “You don’t need to be scared to show off your body.”

I went cold. It was one thing for them to be teasing me in just a wig and makeup with a robe on but baring myself in a swimsuit? I might as well be naked on a public street, showing my goods to anyone who’d see them like a deranged pervert. I hugged the robe tighter around my body, but under Ellie’s unforgiving stare, I untied the belt and just let it go. The robe fell open, and suddenly there was silence in the studio. 

Time froze. I really wanted to cry. I sniffled, averting my eyes to the ground, knowing that both of them were thinking about just how girly I looked in this stupid bikini.

“Hello! Earth to Nicky! I need you to pose!” 

I was jolted back to reality with Ellie snapping her fingers in my face. Will had already set up the tripod and was taking candid shots. As I tried to pose, every click of the camera seemed to become even louder than the one before it, and I was turning pink under the studio lights. I really did feel naked, like I was in one of those dreams I used to have as a kid. I’d be walking across a school corridor without pants, ashamed but not being able to do anything except cower in terror as the other kids laughed at me. This situation wasn’t really any different, except that it was real. 

To make matters worse, as the shoot went on, Ellie was growing increasingly impatient and frustrated with me. She kept barking out orders, not caring that she was insulting me in front of my stuck-up roommate. I wanted to bite back: how the fuck would I know how to pose like a girl? 

“Maybe have one hand on your hip and the other framed by your face. It’s a bikini, Nick,” Ellie said, her face looking like an impending thunderstorm. “You need to make it sexy.”

I let out a shaky huff while I tried to do as I was told. 

“Holy shit. You actually look so sexy,” Ellie mouthed. She was biting her lip. “Maybe rest your elbows on your head. And lean a little bit to the right. Your boobs look so juicy like that.”

Heat pooled inside my chest. My heart began to throb even faster. Why was Ellie talking to me like that? My boobs? My face was now turning tomato-red because now I was feeling something I definitely didn’t want to be feeling. My legs were feeling all wobbly and my junk was feeling hot and heavy. I tried not to look at Will, who had gone uncharacteristically quiet. I didn’t need to look at him though. Either he was too focused on the task at hand or…or what? He was taken by my bikini body?

“Can you give Will a sexy smile?” Ellie murmured. She sounded like she was miles away. “I want you to look like you want to eat him.”

I forced myself to smile. I caught his gaze behind the camera. He was still smirking, and he still wasn’t saying anything. I shifted my attention on Ellie and I was getting the weirdest look from her too. They both looked so hungry. Did she like…want me to…flirt with Will? Was she getting off on this?

It can’t be. That’s just fucked up. 

“Put your finger in your mouth and bite it,” Ellie coaxed. “And keep smiling.”

The moment I popped my finger through my lips I knew it was a mistake. It was impossible to do that and not have dirty thoughts run through you. Fuck. Fuckity fuck. My crotch was now tingling and stirring, and I was edging dangerously close to a full-blown erection... 

“Oh yeah, just like that, Nicky. I’ve never seen you look so slutty...” Ellie’s voice dripped in my ears. 

I felt my tucked in cock go hard. My pulse roared in my ears, and a part of me couldn’t understand why my body was responding like this. I felt so confused and humiliated and powerless. I felt silly and stupid and like a sex object at the same time. 

And as I kept posing, things just didn’t get any better. For one thing, the swimsuits were getting flimsier and sluttier. Each time I ducked out of the bathroom with an outfit change, Ellie practically had to fling the robe off me. And I’d feel so naked as their eyes burned on me—going through my thin, feminine frame, the way my waist sucked in like a girl’s, the way my ass puffed out like two fat creamy globes, and my flawlessly smooth legs. I felt so cornered. 

Will was still silent while he kept snapping photo after photo. That is, until Ellie asked me to pop a finger in my mouth again and pose. That was when he muttered, “I bet you wish that finger was my dick.”

My nostrils flared. Did he really say that? Did he really want me to hear that?

“You look hot when you’re so shy, Nicky,” Ellie teased, noticing me blush. “But you really should loosen up a little. It’s just me and Will in here. There’s no need to have your guard up.” She strode over to me, smiling. 

I thought Ellie was going to give me a hug, and I really needed one at that moment, but when she inched closer all I felt was this rush of cold that cascaded down my face and shoulders. I yelped and jumped back, but it was too late.

Ellie had dumped a bottle of water all over me. 

“Relax,” she said. “God, you’re so fucking jumpy today. What’s gotten into you?” She took a step back, admiring her latest attempt at humiliating me. “Oh yes. The wet hair look is looking pretty good. What do you think, Will?” She adjusted my bikini strap to bring it down my arm and pushed my shoulder forward to make my collar bone look more prominent. 

“I wish it wasn’t water all over that body,” he muttered. 

Ellie giggled like it was the second funniest thing she’d heard all day.

“I think we should take a break,” Will finally said. “I can’t focus anymore.”


CHAPTER 5

An hour later, we were all hanging out in the rec room in the basement, drinking beer and eating the pizza we’d ordered in. Ellie and Will were playing pool, but I was resigned to the couch, staring up at the TV, huddled in my robe. 

I was still partially wet, the hair from my wig sticking to my face like strings of craft glue. And I still wearing that damn string bikini. Ellie hadn’t let me change back to my jeans and shirt, insisting that we’d be back to taking more pictures soon. She’d said that thirty minutes ago…but with the way Ellie and Will were laughing and chilling, neither of them were showing any intention of getting back to work.

I chugged down my third beer and set the empty bottle on the floor, leaning back. I was finally feeling calmer, no longer under the gun in that stupid studio with the crazy eyeballs on me. Although…had I weirdly liked it? The whole thing was ridiculous and lame and just completely humiliating, but to have both of them teasing me, giving me so much attention? Yeah, maybe I did kind of like it…maybe just a little…

My cock twitched. I turned around, watching as Ellie and Will engaged in a flirty but heated conversation. Her butt was to me, and it looked delicious in those shiny tight biker shorts she’d worn today. I silently cursed Will. If only the assclown wasn’t here. Ellie and I would’ve been going at it like rabbits in here by now if we’d been alone. 

“Nicky! Come here,” Ellie said. 

Stop calling me Nicky! I wanted to shriek. But I got up and shuffled up to the pool table.

“Yeah, what’s up?” I asked, crossing my arms tighter around my robe and refusing to look at Will. 

“Will doesn’t believe you do everything I ask you to,” she said, grabbing onto me.

She was smiling at me in the weirdest way. 

“I mean, I’m your boyfriend,” I said flatly. “Of course I’ll do anything. But really, I don’t really care what Will here thinks.” I was being petty. I couldn’t help it. 

“I want to prove it to him. I know you’ll do anything I ask you to. Right?” One side of her lip curled up as she blinked at me and squeezed her hand. She looked like a hot little demoness. “Wait here.”

Ellie disappeared in the direction of the bathroom, leaving me and Will to give each other the side-eye. He sneered at me like he thought I was a pathetic loser, and I couldn’t help but think he was scheming to let Ellie think lesser of me so he could have her to himself. The fucking prick. 

Ellie came back several seconds later. She hoisted herself up on the pool table and coolly removed her biker shorts. Underneath, she was wearing a nude thong.

“What are you—what are you doing?” I squeaked. 

“Look,” Ellie said. “I just peed and didn’t wipe. Eat me out now.”

Will’s eyes widened. He hadn’t been expecting that either.

I swallowed. The way Ellie was talking to me was making me so horny. If Will hadn’t been here, I wouldn’t have even needed to think about it, piss or no piss. But now she was testing me. Heck, they were both testing me. 

Ellie removed her thong and flung it at me, laughing. Her distinct smell wafted into the air. I sniffed the air reflexively. She was a little sweaty too. 

“Shit,” I mumbled. 

“Eyes down here, big girl,” Ellie ordered. Her face was already flushed—she was clearly horny. “Taste me.”

Refusing to look at Will, I hunkered down and widened Ellie’s thighs. Forget Will. I needed to do this for my girlfriend. I needed to make her feel good. My robe fell open and as I hunched down I could feel my cock spring free from my tuck and hit the fabric wall of my bikini bottom. Okay, that felt fucking good. Ellie bit her lip and her gaze raked sensually over my feminized body. 

I swallowed again. The tension was so thick in the air, lighting us up like electricity. We were all horny, and we all knew it. 

I bent down and licked her. Her big pink clit protruded out, full of arousal. I drove my tongue over her neat landing strip then brought it down, tickling her clit. Ellie hissed and clamped her legs around my neck, forcing my lips in place. The drying piss and her fluids marinated on my tongue as I continued licking her clean. 

“Mmm yeah, just like that…do you taste all of it?” Ellie asked, tightening her grip around my neck and gyrating her hips on top of the table. 

“Fuck yeah,” I whispered. “You’re so hot.”

“And you’re such a nasty bitch,” she whispered to me. 

I felt my cock swell at that. 

“I bet your cute little cocklette is hard right now,” Ellie whispered. “Hard as fuck thinking of being my little bitch…doing everything I say like a well-trained doggy. You’re such a sissy, Nicky…I always knew it…you can run away from the truth but not for long until it catches up to you…”

I tried ignoring her words. But they were seeping through me. Sinking down to my bones, chilling me to the core. Every single word echoed in my brain like a song that just wouldn’t let go. You’re such a sissy, Nicky. I put all my frustration into pleasuring Ellie, licking her like the thirsty bitch she knew I was. My cock…cocklette…was now as hard as stone, whimpering to be let out.

When Ellie came, her pussy sputtered, and I downed it all. She stepped off the pool table and snaked her thong up her legs, flashing Will a triumphant smile.

“Told you,” she said.

“Fuck. I just got a huge boner from seeing that,” Will said. He narrowed his eyes at her. “I really need someone to suck me off.”

“In your dreams,” Ellie said. 

She just rejected Will. I was surprised and happy. With the way she’d been flirting with him all day, I thought she wouldn’t have hesitated to jump his bones.

“I’m not picky,” Will said. “I just need something warm and wet.”

Ellie’s brow crooked up. Then her eyes fell. 

Will’s cock was out. Out.

I was speechless. There was something incredibly dirty—and thrilling—about seeing your arrogant roommate’s penis out in the open. I’d had my fair share of roommates who’d slept in their underwear or in the nude before, but we’d all got along before so it had never meant anything. With Will, though, things were different. I’d seen him shirtless or in a towel plenty of times before, but he was so hellbent on avoiding me that the chances of catching him naked had been minimal. Of course, I’d imagined what he’d look like naked before, but that wasn’t anything abnormal. Everyone did that about their roommates. 

“Oh fuck. It’s huge,” Ellie said. “I bet the girls run away from you when they see that…”

Will began rubbing his cock and laughed.

Ellie looked at me. I looked back at her, my heart skipping a beat.

Did she just…?

“Suck him off,” she said, her eyes unblinking now, her voice firm and scary.

I took a step back, unable to take my own eyes away from my roommate’s gigantic cock, just inches away…growing right before me. 

“Suck him off, Nicky,” Ellie repeated. “Until he cums. Don’t make me wait.”

“I…” I started.

But Ellie had gripped my wig and was pushing me to the ground. My cock throbbed painfully as I sank to my knees. Ellie quickly disrobed me, and I looked up at Will. From this point I felt so small and he looked so big. Tall and menacing. His thick pink balls bulged in my face.

“Blow him, you sick sissy cunt,” Ellie said, her mouth pursed. She was trying not to giggle but failing. She grabbed my hand and guided it towards his shaft. “I need to see this.”

“Nice tits,” Will said, his gaze burning on my chest. “Wanna kiss my cock to kick things off?”

My cheeks went red. My mouth twitched. I stared at his penis, not wanting to accept what I was about to do. I could already see a bead of precum discharging off its tip.

“Mmm. Look at that cock. Don’t you want to worship it?” Ellie was practically purring. She’d also knelt down right next to me, eager to get closer to the action. “Go on, kiss it for me.”

I gripped Will’s cock and for a moment I was struck by how small my fingers looked, wrapped around his thick, veiny shaft. Tingling slivers of excitement were pooling in my groin. I leaned forward and gave his warm head a little kiss before swallowing it. Will grunted something like ‘ah, fuck’ and slipped his cock further inside my mouth. I started sucking him, letting my spit drench him and get him all soppy. 

“How does it feel, Will? Is she any good?” Ellie asked.

“She’s exactly what I expected. Sucks like a professional cocksucker,” Will said and hooted with laughter. 

Oh my god. Was I really that good? 

I didn’t have much time to think and panic. Ellie started shaking my head back and forth. It looked like she didn’t even care if I gagged or threw up all over myself. Will’s cock churned and pulsed, and I felt myself slip into some kind of trance. My body was going through the motions, knowing exactly what to do, like I’d been doing this my whole life. 

“Oh shit,” Will grunted. “I’m about to cum.”

“Ruin her pretty face, Will!” Ellie said excitedly. “Do it! Empty those big loaded balls! She’ll love it!”

I shut my eyes and let go as hot ropes hit my face and oozed down my jaw and neck. I wiped the cream off my eyelids before opening them. I coughed. I still couldn’t believe what I’d just done. I’d just given my roommate a blowjob while wearing a bikini, and my mouth still tasted of his cock and precum. As I coughed some more, a glob of cum entered my mouth and I had no choice but to swallow it. 

Will pulled up his shorts while Ellie quickly handed me some tissues. 

“Well, that was exciting,” she said brightly. “I’m proud of you, Nicky.”

Will stretched. “So, I guess we’ve established your pathetic boyfriend will clean piss off your cunt, suck a cock, and happily get a facial. I wonder what else he’ll do if you ask him to.” He laughed. “Will he lick my asshole?”

Will and Ellie exchanged glances. Then Ellie looked at me. My heart skipped a beat. Hadn’t we gone through this before?


CHAPTER 6

I gazed into Ellie’s fiery brown eyes, still trying to process the literal hellhole I was about to fall into. Who could’ve imagined that Ellie and Will would gang up on me like this? They really were a devilish duo, and they were making me their bitch. 

“I think she’s been waiting all day for you to ask,” Ellie said. “Isn’t that right, Nicky? Don’t you have a crush on your roommate?”

Embarrassed, I hung my head. I found myself whispering, “Maybe.” I looked down at my toes and the ground was suddenly spinning. Holy shit. Did I just admit I had a crush on Will? How did my girlfriend know me better than I even knew myself?

Ellie patted me on the back and then forced my chin up. “Okay, so you know I want to see you lick Will’s asshole now,” she murmured. “Ten seconds. I’m challenging you, Nicky. Will you do this for me?”

The world thankfully stopped spinning.  I nodded slowly. The request was just so dirty it was making me crazy horny.

I was asked to lay down on the floor while Will, pantless again, squatted over my face. He smirked at me and I gulped. Now that I’d tasted his cock, I knew that he’d always have the upper hand over me. His stubble and messy hair and strong, lean arms looked so fucking sexy. His eyes were almost piercing my soul. How had I never noticed that before? His ass loomed above my head and when his brown eye came out to greet me, I closed my eyes and slid my tongue out. He chuckled as he sat down and his warm, soft asshole made contact with my mouth.

“Sniff it good. It’s only fair, you fucking sissy,” he snarled. “You left me without water for a day. Now you get to be my toilet.”

“Ten…nine…” Ellie started counting down.

Will’s weight dropped over me like a giant rock as I licked. With every second that ticked by, the smell of his ass and balls only grew stronger. I tried to penetrate his hole with my tongue, hoping he’d like it. God, I’d never been so horny in my life. He began pressing his balls against my face, pushing down harder, until I had to gasp for air. Fuck. He was being so aggressive. And I loved it. He started jerking himself off.

“Good view?” he asked, smirking. “Your fucking face makes me want to cum all over again.”

I whimpered. Went back to tasting his ass. Running my tongue up and down his crack and up his balls. Giving him what he wanted. When the countdown ended and I could breathe again, I was riding high. Intoxicated by what I’d just done, and wanting more. Needing more. 

And hating myself for it. 

“Oh my god. I got so hot seeing that,” Ellie said, giving me a hug. “You’ve been such a good girl posing for me all day. I think you just earned a reward.”

I nodded, wiping the sweat off my forehead. I was desperate for a release. 

“What do you want?” she asked.

“A blowjob,” I said quietly, not wanting to admit—even to myself—what I really wanted. “From you.”

Ellie rolled her eyes. “God, you’re so boring. Seriously? Can’t you think of something more fun?”

“Um,” I said. 

“Well, I have an idea,” Ellie said. “I’ll give you your blowjob.”

“Okay?” I said. 

“If you let Will fuck you.”

Thank you, Ellie. That was what I’d really wanted, though I’d been too much of a pussy to say it out loud. How great was it that I had a girlfriend who really knew me? My bikini top was unraveling, and Ellie came back and lovingly tied it up for me. My heart and cock throbbed in unison. I couldn’t ignore my feelings any longer.

Ellie told me to lay down on my back on the pool table and spread my legs. I stared up at Will. His Adam’s apple jerked. My eyes said: I’ve been a dump for your cum and your ass, what more could you want?

Will glared at me like he wanted to kill me. Like he hated that he wanted me too. 

We still hated each other. At least that hadn’t changed. 

Ellie untied my bikini bottom and prepared my ass with a lot of spit, stretching my cheeks and slathering it wet. I moaned, feeling dizzy again with the adrenaline and anticipation coursing through my blood. It was going to hurt, but I hoped the fire in me was enough to numb the pain of having my boipussy destroyed.

Ellie got on top of me, pinning my arms back. She kissed me on the lips, searing my mouth with her desires. The dirty lust on her face was so hot. She really wanted to see me be used by a hot man like Will. Wanted to see my ass be ruined. She murmured something into my ear, but I was way too dazed to understand what she said. All I knew was that even if this wasn’t for me, I’d do it just for her. Just to make her happy. 

Ellie said, “She’s all yours.” 

I saw Will take off his tank top and stroke his cock as he got into position behind Ellie. I raised my legs high up, wanting to show him my cute brown asshole. The feeling when he entered me was exquisite. I gasped and moaned and stared up at my girlfriend’s beautiful face, wanting her to know how much I loved the feeling of being stretched and opened. Will was way too worked up now to take it nice and easy. He was going to pound my virgin ass until I screamed.

Ellie peppered me with kisses while he fucked me.

The pool table creaked underneath us. I felt every inch of his cock and the heat of his anger as he slammed into me, using my body for his needs. I felt myself get wet. I could no longer hear my own moans—I could only feel them burst out of my mouth, making my chest shake and my head throb. Ellie turned her back to me and I could feel her kissing my tummy. Then suddenly her hot lips were on my sissy clit and all I could see was her round shiny ass. I curled my calves around Will’s waist as a weird, hot, sharp pleasure tore through my back. 

Oh god. He was hitting it. My special spot. And Ellie was blowing me like a slut in heat.

That was when it hit me.  There was no point fighting it anymore.

“Hey, Nicky!” Ellie called. “How do you like it? You like being a bitch for us?”

I finally accepted the truth. I was a girly guy and nothing was going to change that fact. I was a sissy who loved being a submissive bitch for Ellie and a playtoy for Will. I looked hot and slutty in women’s clothes—and both of them loved me for it. 

“Nicky?”

“Don’t stop,” I gasped. 

As the sweet promise of release began to sizzle over the horizon, I thought that yes, I was incredibly lucky to have such a hot girlfriend who’d embraced my sissy nature and had made me her hot bitch.

THE END


FEMDOM MAID




CHAPTER 1

“Please…you can’t tell her,” I pleaded.

Our maid, Lena, barely looked up at me from the TV screen. 

“You have sixty seconds, Mrs. Martin,” she said, completely ignoring my plea. She tapped inattentively on her Apple watch, reminding me of the timer she’d set. The unsent message was on her phone, ready to go off to my wife as soon as time was up. Claudia, I thought you deserved to know that Shane is a pervert. 

I shivered at the thought and proceeded to vigorously wipe the cleaner off the stove. I grabbed the old stack of magazines and flyers that had been building up by the fridge. It released a plume of dust straight into my nostrils. 

“Lena…she might come home any second now,” I wheezed. 

The TV went mute. “Do I look like I care?” Lena asked, her voice flat and emotionless. “The more time you spend whining the sooner she’ll find out.”

The TV blared once again, louder this time. I sighed and got back to work, wiping the edge of the countertop. I wasn’t supposed to speak. I was just supposed to be working. My short maid’s skirt swished to and fro while I bent over the counters and moved steadily to get rid of grime and dirt. Once I was done with the right side I gave Lena a secret glance. Dang. If only she wasn’t so hot. Lena had the sort of beauty that played tricks on you and made you make some very bad decisions. She was sprawled out on our couch with her legs up and her small pretty feet dangling off the edge. She had a headband in her curly blonde hair and the only makeup she had on seemed to be a little gloss on the lips. She was wearing a pair of denim overalls that were ripped at the knees and a white tank top underneath. 

What kind of maid wears white to her cleaning gig? Oh, just Lena….because she wasn’t actually doing any of the cleaning. 

Less than two weeks ago, my wife hired Lena off one of our local Facebook groups. We had the money to spend, but more importantly, Claudia thought I was shitty at keeping house, though she didn’t really say ‘shitty’ because she was nice like that. Claudia has always been the breadwinner with her job in tech sales, while I was a freelance writer—or that’s what I liked to say to people. In truth, work had dried up and I was burnt out doing the cold-emailing and networking required to land myself a proper client. So the reality was more that I was a bum who lived off my hardworking wife. 

Claudia decided that Lena would come over to clean for two hours every other day and four hours every weekend. She couldn’t have known that hiring a hot college grad to practically live with me part-time would have…consequences.

On Lena’s second day on the job I was feeling horny. She was making me horny. She always seemed to be braless and her nipples shamelessly poked through the thin tops she wore. That day, she was wearing a top that I could’ve sworn was just a silk handkerchief folded up front and tied up at the back. It barely contained her full Cs. To make matters worse, she was wearing these tiny shorts and was bent over vacuuming the big rug in our living room. I snuck behind the archway of the laundry room—our doorless laundry room connecting directly to the living space was just one of the quirks of our house—and estimated I could cum in less than two minutes if I started right that second, meaning I could finish with a good view of her ass before she was done with that rug. 

I shouldn’t have done it. I know that now. I was being an idiot, but that’s what pretty girls like Lena do to you. They fuck up your thinking. 

I had my hand on my cock and had boldly gravitated right smack in the middle of the archway when Lena abruptly turned around. I froze like a deer in headlights for only a millisecond. Then I started running, past the kitchen, up the stairs, past our home office and into our bedroom. I slammed the door behind me and collapsed on the floor, hiding my face in my hands. 

That was how Lena found me. She just stared at me for a long time, watching me shaking, close to tears and on the verge of a panic attack. I wasn’t the kind of person to take risks. I was—in all honesty—a softie. I was a nice guy, always polite, and especially polite to women. I wasn’t the sort of guy who just brazenly dropped his pants and jerked off to the maid who was essentially working under me. If someone else had told me this story I would’ve said that it was a disgusting abuse of power. 

In the long stretch of silence that day with me on the floor and Lena watching over me, I thought—maybe ridiculously—that she’d forgive me. But she didn’t. She threatened to let my wife know what a pervert I was. And when I begged her that couldn’t happen, she switched gears. The very next day, she brought me one of those sexy maid’s costumes you’d wear to a Halloween party and a wig. Then she ordered me to start doing her job while she supervised me from the couch. 

The moment I agreed to step into that maid’s skirt and put on that wig, our roles were reversed. All her professionalism disappeared and she became a downright bitch to me. 

My wife was now paying Lena a ridiculous amount of money just for me to do the housework…all over again.  

While wiping the last of the kitchen surfaces clean, I nervously flitted a glance at the front door. It was almost eight. Usually at this point, Lena allowed me to change so I could look ‘normal’ when Claudia came home. I was so worried that she would walk in any second now, only to experience the nightmarish vision of her husband dressed in women’s clothes. 

Lena, however, didn’t seem to care today. 

Well, the worst-case scenarios aren’t exactly tipped in my favor, I thought. The worst for Lena was that she could get fired. But for me? I didn’t even want to think about Claudia finding out what I’d done. Knowing her, it was extremely likely that it would put an end to our marriage. 

Of course, Lena didn’t have proof. I tried to tell myself that at first— that I could always claim she was lying. I could just deny it till the end, and it wasn’t like she could whip out video evidence of what I’d done that day. But I knew in my gut I didn’t have the balls to lie my way through what would be a very thorny confrontation with my wife. 

Lena, on the other hand, was an extremely good liar. The contrast between her once-bright and friendly personality and the bitchy attitude she had now was enough evidence of her acting skills. She could definitely play the victim part well if she needed to. 

It was easier—and safer—for me to just submit. 

After all, all she was asking me to do was crossdress and clean for her, right? She was just taking advantage of the situation and of course my stupidity. I wasn’t sure why the maid’s costume was necessary, but I probably guessed she wanted to humiliate me, just like how I’d humiliated her that day. The punishment fit the crime, didn’t it? And yet, I had a sinking feeling that something was different about our arrangement, and there was something different about her. Lena was so smooth, so seductive, it was almost like she’d done it before—to another unsuspecting man who had a lot to lose.

“Your wife is going to be late,” Lena announced, swiping a fingertip off the kitchen counter to check how I’d done. “She texted me an hour ago.”

Relief flooded through me, but then I felt a pang of irritation. Since when did Claudia text Lena instead of me? Needless to say, she loved her. 

I pushed down my maid’s skirt, which had a habit of riding up my thighs. “What time is she coming home?” 

“She won’t be home for dinner. That’s what she said.”

“Okay.”

Lena smiled. 

God. She made me feel so different. So alive.

She knew exactly what she was doing. 

“Let’s go upstairs,” she said.

My eyes widened. “Really?”

“Really. Come on.”

I followed her to my bedroom, feeling flushed and full of adrenaline. But when we got there, she traipsed straight into the bathroom. It was sparkling. Squeaky clean. I’d only spent two hours scrubbing every surface the day before. She pulled up the toilet seat and made a face before going over to the bathtub. “I think you can do better than this, Mrs. Martin,” she said, her voice full of mock encouragement. “Did you use the baking soda?”

I couldn’t have felt more stupid. Did I really think she’d come onto me? “I did,” I said meekly.

“Still dirty,” she said, showing me the fingertip she’d just swiped on the inside of the tub. She grabbed me by my shoulder and pulled on my tight maid’s top, hauling me over to the rim. Then she threw me a sponge. “I’m not going to have your wife thinking I don’t know how to scrub a fucking tub.”

I took a deep breath and started scrubbing at the invisible dirt. 

The doorbell rang. My heart stopped completely for a second, and I thought I might black out. Claudia was here early and I had less than a minute to get out of the uniform and the wig or I would be in some very hot water. I looked at Lena, pleading with my eyes, but she just gave me another one of her sexy little smiles before her gaze traveled down my body. Did she like to see me like this—all helpless and scared? Her gaze fell on my legs and my heart skipped a beat. I hadn’t even realized I was perched at the end of the tub with my legs crossed daintily like a woman…

“Anybody home?”

It took me a second to recognize who it was. Lena’s boyfriend, Robbie. He was a blonde-haired dude who wore earrings on both ears and was about a year younger than her—and obviously unemployed. The last time he’d come over they’d ended up having sex on the couch underneath a blanket while I broke my back scrubbing the kitchen floor right next to them. 

“We’re up heeeere!” Lena sang.

Robbie walked into the bathroom a minute later. I was still sitting on the tub, but my hand was trembling as I held onto the sponge. 

“Looking hot today, Mrs. Martin,” Robbie said, licking his lips wickedly while he took me in. Then he laughed, and of course Lena laughed too. 

This is my house, I thought bitterly, though I couldn’t help blushing. They’re in my property doing whatever the hell they want to right under my nose and they still don’t give a fuck. 

They started making out in front of me. Robbie yanked down the straps of Lena’s overalls and the next thing I knew, her breasts were being coddled and massaged by Robbie’s hungry fingers. I felt my insides quiver a little with excitement. 

Good god, I thought. what wouldn’t I do to make that beautiful creature hold me…touch me…kiss me?

I couldn’t let Lena know how much I wanted her, though. I was still being punished for what I’d done earlier, and there was a part of me that wanted to prove to her I didn’t just see her as a sex object. As ridiculous as it sounded, I still wanted to gain our maid’s respect. Maybe—over time—she could see I was a good dude and we didn’t need to resort to sketchy tactics.

“Are you having nasty thoughts about my boyfriend?” Lena said. “You are, aren’t you!” She threw a disgusted look at me and turned to Robbie. “Let’s get out of here.”

Robbie laughed and hurried toward me. With one easy move he pushed me into the tub. I squeaked like an outraged cat and he just started laughing even harder. 

So much for respect…

I could hear them making out again. The mattress springs groaned as they fell onto my bed and got ready for a round of passionate fucking. 

Depressed, I hauled myself out of the tub and went back to cleaning. 


CHAPTER 2

That night, my wife told me the worst news possible. 

She was going to leave for a one-day business trip. 

“We have a new opportunity to pitch at a multinational,” she said, tap-tapping on her phone to someone on her team. “If I pull this through it could mean a big bonus for us. We could go take a vacation in Thailand or something.”

“But do you have to go?” I asked. All I could think of was Lena having me all to herself without the threat of Claudia coming home. I’d have to do a fuckton of housekeeping and…and what else? I almost shuddered to think what Lena would do to me.  

“Babe,” Claudia said, looking a little surprised. “Are you worried about something? You know you can tell me.”

That was one of my wife’s favorite phrases. You know you can tell me anything! It was also a big fat lie. It was almost funny how open-minded Claudia thought she was, when she had a hissy fit the one time she thought I was talking to an ex behind her back (I wasn’t, and I’m still not sure to this day how she even got the idea). 

“If it makes you feel better,” Claudia continued. “I told Lena she can do a little deep cleaning while I’m away. It’ll be a full day gig for her—wash the curtains, get the garage organized, that sort of thing. I love going away just to come back to a clean house.” Her attention wavered for a split-second as her phone beeped. “Oh, and she said her boyfriend wouldn’t mind coming over to help her out, and I agreed because they could get double the work done. If you want him to do a few errands like get you lunch or something I’m sure they wouldn’t mind.” 

“I don’t know,” I said sulkily, feeling like a kid who’d had his lollipop taken away and stomped on. “I kind of wanted to have the house to myself.”

“And do what?” Claudia asked, sharply this time. “You always have the house to yourself, Shane.” She stood up and yawned. “I think I’m going to call it a night. Tomorrow’s going to be a long day. You coming, babe?”

“Yeah,” I muttered. 

It was going to be a heck of a long day, alright. 

***

Lena came over at ten the next morning, singing under her breath. She was wearing a pink tank top and gray sweatpants that looked like they were three sizes too big. She still looked amazing.

She whistled when she saw me. Wanting to get off on the right foot, I was already dressed in my maid’s uniform and had fixed up my wig. 

“Hello, Mrs. Martin,” she said, her eyes still transfixed on my legs. “Did Claudia have a good flight?”

“Yes,” I said. “She’s in her hotel room now. Resting for an hour or so before they travel for the pitch.”

“Great. I hope you’re ready for a good day of deep cleaning,” Lena said, stepping past me into the living room.  

“Where’s Robbie? Isn’t he coming to help?”

Lena turned around and slapped her hand down hard on my mouth. An instant surge of electricity shot through me, making every hair on my body stand on edge. She was touching me. Her soft palm smelled sweet, like one of Claudia’s really nice hand creams. 

I tried to speak, wondering what I’d done to cause an outburst so quickly but I was drowning in those big pretty eyes.

“Look,” Lena said, her face coming so close to me her lips were almost touching my cheek. “First of all, I’m not Lena to you. Not today. I’m Mistress, and that’s what you’ll call me. Second of all, questions get directed from me to you, not the other way around. Do you understand what I’m saying? This isn’t a game, Mrs. Martin. I mean business.”

Cold shivers ran through me. What the hell was going on? Did Lena want to turn this into something sexual? 

“Well?”

“I understand, Mistress,” I mumbled into her mouth, feeling the top of my lip start to sweat.  

“Good. Very good,” Lena said. Then she looked at me sternly. “Why do you care so much about my boyfriend? Do you need a cock to look at?”

The way she’d said ‘cock’ had mine rustling inside my panties. “No, n-not at all, Mistress,” I stuttered.

She gave me a hard look and then she was staring at my legs again. I felt them go all wobbly and for a second I thought I’d lose my balance. 

“I want you to strip.”

What? 

“Lena, why are you…” I started, and this time she straight up slapped me on the mouth to get me to stop speaking. 

“I hope you don’t have memory loss, pea brain, because that’s going to make things a lot harder for me here. What did I just say?”

By that time I was already imagining it. Stripping down and showing Lena my body. My cheeks got hot. I had no doubt she would make fun of it. I wasn’t all that attractive, and didn’t have any muscles to speak of. I was a lot more than a little out of shape. 

And oh god—what if she wanted me to strip strip? As in…bare it all?

“We can start with the dress.”

Jesus. She really did mean it all. 

She had to be getting some kind of sexual satisfaction out of this, I thought. Why else would she be doing this? I couldn’t deny that I was excited about that. Did she like dominating me? For a second I had the ludicrous thought of fapping to the fantasy of Lena tormenting and humiliating me. But why the fuck would I—when it was actually happening to me today?

Standing right under the AC vents, I shivered. “Right here…Mistress?” 

Lena considered this. “We can go to your room.”

In the bedroom, Lena just stood there again, arms crossed, leaning back with one knee up and one foot resting on the wall. I pulled all my hair to the front—the wig she had me put on was blonde and ridiculously shiny—and put my arms behind me to get to the zipper. I had the sudden, startling sense that we were alone. Completely alone, our bodies just inches away from each other. She had the whole day to do anything  she wanted and nothing was really going to stop her.

I was completely at my hot maid’s mercy.  


CHAPTER 3

Under Lena’s gaze, I felt the warm buzz of desire spread down my body and pool downwards into my groin. I took a deep breath and tugged at the zipper. I got naked as if I was in a trance. First the braless dress slipped down my legs, and then, eventually, so did the matching black panties I was wearing underneath.  

I covered up my crotch with both hands and looked at Lena expectantly. She’d caught a better glimpse of my cock this time—there was no doubt about that. Did she like what she saw? 

Silently, she made me follow her to the bathroom again, where she started going through the drawers. She found a tube of Claudia’s dark red lipstick, applied it, and then stepped back to admire herself. And I was still there naked, watching her go through my wife’s things like they were her own. 

A minute later she tossed something my way. It was a half-used tube of Veet.

“Do you know what that is?” Lena asked. 

I was trying to hide my crotch again with one arm. “Uh, it’s hair removal cream, Mistress.”

“Do you know how to use it?”

I swallowed. “I could figure it out, I’m sure.”

“Go for it, then,” Lena said. 

“How…” I started, not exactly sure what to do next. Did she want me to get rid of my hair everywhere? Why? What was she getting out of it? What would I tell Claudia once she was back?

Lena must’ve read my thoughts, because she said, “Use your wife’s razor for the more sensitive parts. The Veet can go on your arms, legs, and underarms. I want everything clean, back and front. No questions.” She slipped a shower cap over my wig and pointed to the walk-in shower. “I think it’s best if you do less thinking and more doing.”

Slowly, I went past her and into the shower. I had the weird feeling she was looking at my ass. I even got the feeling she might reach out and spank it. But she didn’t. Was I disappointed? Of course I was. Other than those glorious few seconds she had her hand clamped onto my mouth, Lena had refused to touch me. This whole thing was fucking strange. I couldn’t tell if she was disgusted by me or attracted to me. 

I let the hot water soak over me and pinched my nose as the pungent smell of the hair remover took over the shower. I tried to get rid of my leg hair with a steady hand, but my fingers were shaking. I could hear Lena pissing behind me, but with the steam of the shower I couldn’t see anything. Less thinking, more doing. I refused to look at the clumps of my hair trailing down the drain. Once I was done with my armpits, legs, and arms, I picked up Claudia’s razor that was hanging off the shower caddy. With it I finished the hair removal job, making sure to groom my crack and balls as well as I could.

When I stepped out, Lena wasn’t there. I toweled myself off and wrapped the towel around myself. I could hear Lena singing under her breath from my wife’s walk-in closet. 

She was holding one of Claudia’s bras. It was a purple push-up one that had those humongous cushiony cups.

“Do you fuck her while she wears this?” Lena asked, not looking at me. 

I was stunned by the question, though of course I shouldn’t have been. Lena was definitely breaking the ice today. 

I cleared my throat. “Not that particular one, no, Mistress. If I remember correctly.”

“So you’ve fucked her while she wears a bra?”

“I have, Mistress.”

“What’s the kinkiest thing you’ve ever done with her?”

I had to pause and think. “Claudia’s not really the kinky type, Mistress. We had sex with the balcony door open while on vacation in Greece. But we didn’t realize it until after the fact…”

“Holy shit,” Lena said, rolling her eyes. “No wonder Claudia looks like a bee stung her all the time. She needs someone to give her a good pounding.”

“We…we don’t have sex that often anymore,” I admitted. “She’s always wiped out when she comes home. It’s like she’s married to her work.”

“She’s a workaholic, huh?” Lena said, and for once I thought her face softened. 

“Yeah.”

She motioned to me to get rid of the towel, and I did, somehow now feeling more comfortable in front of her. She slipped the purple bra through my arms and fixed the hooks from the back. I was so fucking happy she was touching me again that I didn’t care what she was doing. She filled out the cups with two pairs of Claudia’s stockings. Then she stepped back to inspect her work.

“I mean,” she said absent-mindedly. “If you’re not happy anymore, why are you still married to her?”

I didn’t have an answer. “It’s not that easy. I still love her. And she loves me. She works hard for both of us.”

Lena tossed me the matching pair of panties.

“I think you’re a kinky person, Shane Martin,” she said while I put them on. “Aren’t you?”

I felt my face grow as hot as a furnace. 

“I think you wanted to get caught that day,” she accused me, dropping down her sweatpants and exposing her panties. She took one of Claudia’s skirts—an old one I hadn’t seen her wear in years—and shrugged them on. “I saw you looking at me. Trying so hard not to cross the line, but you just couldn’t control yourself, could you?  Some sick part of you wanted me to see your pathetic excited little cock as you jerked yourself off.”

That wasn’t the exact truth, but my throat had gone dry and I didn’t really care to correct her. Looking for something to do while she hooked and zipped up my wife’s skirt, I went to secure the rest of my maid’s uniform, which was draped over one of the closet chairs. 

Lena stopped me. 

I looked down to see where she’d touched my arm, and I shivered all over again.  

“No. This is all you’ll be wearing today,” she said. 

My mouth gaped open. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. 

Lena looked up and down my lingerie-clad body with a sly little grin. My hairless body. “You’re much better to look at this way.”

Something sprang to life inside me when she said that. 

Fuck me. That was hot. 

Lena let go of me and giggled. I felt myself melt to the floor. She was joking. Of course she was joking. With my hands shaking, I stepped into the maid’s dress and zipped it up. The top was much tighter and just barely held me in with the humongous stuffed bra I was wearing. Lena dabbed some of Claudia’s makeup on me—a little face powder, red lipstick, a dusting of blush, some bronzy eyeshadow—and made me wear a pair of black stilettos that were really tight. Then she spritzed some of Claudia’s perfume on the side of my neck.  

“You should watch porn with her,” Lena said, while she brushed out my wig and handled a curler just on the ends. 

Excuse me? I tried not to fidget. “Watch porn,” I repeated dumbly. Why was she teasing me like this?

“Robbie and I watch porn together all the time,” Lena said. “He picks out stuff he likes and I do the same, then we kind of do a marathon viewing together. It’s like the easiest way to get turned on. I mean, who doesn’t get turned on watching porn?”

“What, uh, kind of stuff do you like?” I blurted out, then quickly added, “Mistress?”

Lena didn’t answer at first. Then she just muttered, “Nothing you would know,” and left it at that. Like she thought I was too boring or stupid to get it.  

My stomach was twisting itself into knots. She was acting like she hated my guts but then she was dishing me marriage advice. She was talking about porn and fucking Robbie and me fucking my wife and how much better I looked in a bra and panties. Lena’s beauty was really my curse. It was like I was walking straight into a pit of quicksand but I couldn’t do anything about it. 

When she was done with my hair and I got to look at myself in the mirror I finally got it. What she’d done to me. She’d objectified me, just like I’d objectified her. I wasn’t Shane anymore. I’d become the sexy maid with the big tits and long legs and the slutty high heels, only there to be used or toyed around with. Her maid. 

Lena grabbed one of Claudia’s fluffy robes and tied it around herself. 

Stop, I thought. Take that off. I want to see your body too. 

But our playtime was over. 

“Time for your chores, Mrs. Martin,” Lena said. She started the dreaded timer on her watch. “Washing curtains takes longer than you think, so you’re going to get started on that first. Hurry the fuck up. You’ve got a lot to do.”

As we walked downstairs—more like Lena walked and I scraped along the floor in my heels—I had the distinct feeling that Robbie was never going to come. Lena’s plan was for me to do the work of two people and get rewarded. Nerves fluttered through me as I realized we were just getting started. I was excited, yes, but also anxious. Very anxious.

What else was the day going to hold? 

What else was Lena going to do to me?


CHAPTER 4

For the rest of the afternoon, Lena made herself comfortable on the couch, calling some of her friends and watching Netflix while I got to work. She was back to being bitchy, ignoring me completely other than to yell at me about spots I’d missed or spending too long on a job. 

To make matters worse, I was sweating like hell not even an hour into Lena’s job. My maid’s uniform was hot, my chest felt hot inside the bra, and my wig was overheating. I felt like a freak wearing makeup and heels and just having to act like a woman for Lena, but even more than that, I desperately wanted things to go back to how they were, when she’d teased me and joked around with me and done my hair. 

I needed her to touch me again. 

In the evening, Claudia called and asked me how everything was going. I snuck into the downstairs bathroom and said that everything was perfect. 

“Did Lena and Robbie do the garage yet?”

“Yes they did,” I said. “And um, they washed the curtains and the windows.”

Claudia sounded happy. “You know what, I just remembered something! The kitchen walls are getting a bit musty and they could do with, like, a good wash. Tell Lena to add it to the list. Robbie could do that.”

I almost groaned out loud. “Okay.”

“Just make sure they do a good job,” Claudia said. “And keep an eye on ’em. They look like they could get a little rowdy, you know?” Then she giggled, and I heard someone else giggle in the background. Claudia giggled even harder. 

“You sound drunk,” I said flatly. 

“I’m not drunk,” Claudia said. “I’m having fun. The pitch went so well we’re celebrating.”

“Maybe when you come home we can do a celebration of our own,” I said. 

She giggled again. “I just don’t want them having sex, like, on my bed. Or anywhere else in my house, for that matter. I like the girl but I don’t know much about her boyfriend and he sounds like he could be a little quirky, don’t you think? Shane…you are keeping an eye on them, aren’t you?”

It was like she hadn’t even heard me.

“Yeah, I am,” I mumbled, flicking off a strand of yellow hair that had fallen over my eyes. “Whatever.”

When the call was done I went back to the kitchen and continued mopping up the floor. But I just couldn’t keep my mind on the job. I tried to speed up, worried that Lena would be pissed off at me again and that I’d never be able to repair our relationship. While I was breaking my back, Lena woke up from her nap, switched off the TV, and came to the kitchen. She had the funniest expression on her face, and I could feel her looking at me while I worked. More than looking, actually. Staring. At my thighs and my ass. At my enormous bust. I tried not to be so self-conscious, tried not to feel stupid and ridiculous as I moved around the floor, every one of my movements making me cringe inside. 

“You can take a break from cleaning, sissy,” Lena said. 

I stared up at her. 

“Thank you, Mistress,” I finally said.

“Make me lunch.”

I set the mop aside, washed my hands and opened the fridge, wondering what the heck I could make for Lena. She wasn’t giving me any specific instructions. We had leftover lentil soup from two nights ago, but I wasn’t sure whether she’d like it. I decided on making a ham sandwich with a fruit salad to accompany it.

Lena watched me quietly, leaning against the kitchen counter with her arms crossed as I prepared her meal. Her robe had fallen back and my wife’s short skirt rode up, exposing the pink underwear that matched her tank top.

“Feed me a grape,” she said suddenly. 

I stopped short. I felt my face redden. 

I clumsily reached for a grape but it fell, rolling onto the floor. I laughed awkwardly and reached for another one. Lena opened her mouth. Her lips swallowed my outstretched fingers and then she sucked, slowly, until the grape popped backward into her mouth.

“Another one,” she said.

I fed her a second grape. And then another one. And another one. Each time she just sucked it off my fingers. I was trying hard not to meet Lena’s eyes but it was impossible not to do that when her fierce eyes were challenging me. The feel of her soft wet lips on my hand was turning me into a raging puddle of lust. I wanted her to kiss me all over with her wet pink mouth. I wanted her to be rough with me. I wanted her to rip my dress open. I wanted her to tease me and make me her woman forever. I wanted her. 

When the last grape in the bowl disappeared in her mouth, Lena grabbed me by the shoulders and pushed me down to my knees. She hiked up her skirt and pulled down her panties and the next thing I knew, she was rubbing her swollen red clit.

Someone save me. Please…

Lena stared down at me as she widened her pussy lips with her fingers, showing me her dripping wet vagina. My cock jumped up, aching inside my wife’s tight purple underwear. Holy shit. I need to worship her. 

She pushed my head in between her legs. 

I kissed her, letting my nose savor the soft scratch of her landing strip. Lena sighed. I straightened my neck and kissed the silver piercing on her belly button, then kissed all the way down to her clit again. I started sucking, trying to meet the same intense sexual energy she had as she fed herself off my fingers. My heart was practically beating out of my chest and I trembled underneath the power of her strong legs. 

Lena pulled her skirt up even further and began wiping her juices on my face. She was breathing hard, her hips pushing into me, and then she was moaning. I rubbed my fingers up and down her gaping hole as I pleasured her clit. Smelling her. Drugging myself with her hot scent. When I couldn’t wait any longer, I started finger-fucking her, slurping up the juices that were dribbling out.

“I’ve been watching you all day,” she hissed at me. “I know what you’re doing. Trying to get me to come after you when you’re bending over with that ass on show for me. Following my orders with that slutty skirt on like you’re the world’s most obedient sissy. I’ve seen you in a fucking bra, bitch. Look at your fucking tits. Look at them. Honestly, what did you think would happen to me?” 

My ears turned pink. It was almost shocking how well Lena knew how to push my buttons. 

“Fucking answer me.”

“I didn’t know I was doing that, Mistress. I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to…”

“Answer me like a fucking girl!”

My breath hitched. “Please forgive me, Mistress,” I said, in a quiet, high-pitched voice that made me cringe. “I’m trying. I really want to make you feel good. I want…”

“I don’t care about what you want,” Lena said. I dared to look at her, and her eyes were like black ice. She rammed my head into her pussy again. When she spoke again it was like she was spitting every word out. “Taste me. Taste me like I’m the hottest chick in the fucking world. And don’t even breathe until I’m done.”

You are, I wanted to say. You’re the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen. But I couldn’t speak. I could only lick. 

Lena’s phone rang. The trills echoed in the kitchen, causing me to roll backward. The name flashed across the screen as she took it out of her robe. 

Claudia Martin. 

“Hurry up, sissy,” Lena hissed. 

I snuck my head in between her legs again. But the ringing was making me lose my concentration. I was annoyed at Claudia for ruining a good moment. Why did she have to call Lena now? Of course she wanted to check whether I’d passed her stupid message along. 

The ringing stopped. Then it started again. Damn you, Claudia. I furiously licked Lena and then stuck my tongue inside her pussy, praying that I could make her cum soon. 

Lena reached down and pinched the flesh of my shoulder. I cried out in pain. 

“Don’t drool all over me, idiot!” The sudden anger in her voice was making my blood curdle. “Don’t you know how to eat a girl out? God I wish I could fuck you right now so you’d learn a good lesson. ”


CHAPTER 5

My heart sank to my feet. I licked my lips, trying to think up an apology that could actually work. Lena’s phone was still ringing. I tried to say something but she pushed me off. 

“Fuck off!” she yelled. 

The moment she swiped the phone open to answer Claudia, her personality changed. 

“Everything good?” Claudia’s muffled voice buzzed in our ears.

“Yes, of course,” Lena said sweetly. “I was just sweeping the front porch. We’re making great progress, Mrs. Martin.”

“Great. How about Robbie? What has he done so far?”

“He’s been so helpful.” I tried to get up but her foot slammed onto my stomach, holding me still. “He’s, uh, dusting right now. I can’t wait for you to see the home when you come back, Mrs. Martin.”

“Did Shane tell you about the walls?”

“Walls?” Lena asked, narrowing her eyes at me. 

As the conversation continued I could see her becoming more and more agitated. When Claudia finally hung up a horrible silence filled the air. I didn’t dare move. 

Lena threw her phone on the counter and went through the kitchen cabinets. She took out a big roll of brown packing tape and turned to me. 

“No wonder your wife doesn’t want to fuck you,” Lena said softly. She knelt down and tore the roll open, cutting off a piece with her teeth. 

Time slowed down to nothing as she taped my feet down onto the floor by my ankles. She did the same thing to my wrists, stretching my arms out behind my head. Each solid rrrrrip of that tape with her canines made my insides squirm. The smell of lavender Pine-Sol from the freshly mopped floor was making me feel light-headed.

The fluffy robe fell to the floor beside me, followed by Lena’s pink underwear. Then she squatted down and straddled my face with her asshole practically brushing against my nose and her hands gripping onto my stomach. 

“Fuck you, loser,” she whispered. “I bet you fuck your wife like a sissy faggot. If you can even call it fucking.” Her nails were drumming across my cleavage. I squirmed some more, feeling powerless with my useless limbs as she probed my body like she owned it. She squeezed my breasts in a rush, almost impatiently, like she’d been waiting to do it all day but had painfully held back. Incredibly, it was like she was as enamored with my fake breasts as I was with hers…and it was tripping me up. 

“See, the thing is…” she continued, her horny, sultry voice sending my heartrate through the roof. “You don’t even look like a man to me. You’re just a kinky sissy who wants to wear slutty bras and short skirts. I know that. You don’t have to tell me. The only way you can tempt a girl is if you look all cute in panties and show off that sissy ass of yours.” 

I moaned. I felt so helpless. 

“You know, you suck at licking a girl out but I bet you can give good sloppy blowjobs to a guy with big balls and a big dick,” Lena said. “It’s a good thing I’m going to be teaching you how to please a woman. Consider it a favor from me.”

Her fingers kept clawing at my cleavage, as if she was driven by this insane primal need to use me for some depraved shit that had been hiding inside her head for years. Like my feminized body was so sexy she couldn’t control those urges. Still, I couldn’t help feeling like Franken-freak. After all, she was the one who had created…this…this woman? No. I wasn’t a woman. I was a bitch. Her bitch. A sissy. And I…I liked it. I wanted more of whatever she’d done to me. 

Jesus. What had I become?

“Take a deep breath, sissy. You’ll need it.”

Lena made this scary guttural coughing sound and spat on her hand. With the spit she reached underneath my bra and began rubbing my nipples. Holy shit. No one had ever played with my nipples before. Another moan escaped my throat. I sounded needy. Desperate. 

“How does this feel?” she asked. 

“Amazing, Mistress.” I murmured. “Fuck, what are you doing to me...”

“Make me feel the same way.”

She started bouncing her ass on top of my face. From my vantage point, her thighs looked strong enough to crush me. Each time she whacked onto my face, I tried to take a deep breath. I was high on her natural scent. 

When she sat back on my face again and stayed put, I started licking her furiously. 

“You need to think with your mouth, bitch,” Lena rasped. “Suck my clit like it’s a cock.”

I slowed down and started suckling her hot nub, which was getting wetter by the second. I was sure I was in some kind of fever dream—I really couldn’t be restrained to the kitchen floor and licking my hot maid’s pussy. This was beyond anything I could’ve ever dreamt or fantasized about.

Lena was pinching my nipples now. Each pinch was like an orgasmic electric shock straight to my brain. With my arms outstretched I had the weird feeling my chest was propped unnaturally upward and that was why I was so sensitive. I trembled hopelessly underneath her, drenched in her juices and kept my rhythm. I could feel my cock tenting under my skirt but Lena wasn’t giving it any attention. 

It was like I didn’t even have a cock. 

She suddenly let go of my breasts and turned around, flashing her glorious pussy shot in my face. She spread her thighs wide open and leaned back, resting her head on my groin.  

“Eat my cunt, bitch,” she ordered.

Then she was riding my face hard, and I almost couldn’t breathe, and I felt like I was drowning in the deep sea but I kept going, wanting to not just be good but amazing so she’d never forget me. 

“Oh fuck!” Lena cried out. “Keep doing that! Keep doing that! Don’t fucking stop!”

She climaxed less than ten seconds after that. I didn’t let go of her while she orgasmed, ignoring my numbed jaw and exhausted tongue to keep Mistress happy. Her slippery thighs twitched powerfully while I kept flapping my tongue and sucking her juices off of her. Slowly, eventually…she calmed down and fell silent. The only sounds I could hear then was her soft, sweet breathing and my beating heart. 

Lena stood up and fixed up my dress top before getting rid of the tape binding me to the floor. 

“I’ll have my lunch now,” she said, her face painfully emotionless as she wiped herself with a wad of paper towels and threw the used ones at me. “And then you can go back to cleaning.”


CHAPTER 6

I had to fix more than my dress top after that. After serving Lena’s lunch, I quickly escaped to the bathroom and washed my face and straightened out my wig. I could see how exhausted I looked in the mirror. My body felt like a log…yet I’d never felt so alive. I opened up one of the drawers and found the little travel pouch that Claudia kept stocked whenever we went on mini-vacations. It just had some of her essentials—a small face powder with a separate applicator, a blush kit, a lipstick, and some gloss. 

I studied my pale, makeup-less face. It looked so wrong. 

I applied a little of Claudia’s pink lipstick and rubbed my lips together, then went ahead and patted my T-zone with the powder and brushed some rouge on my cheeks. I finished off with two coatings of the light, clear gloss. I did all this sort of in a daze—not really sure why I was doing it. At least not consciously. But the truth was there and I probably felt it only deep in my bones, and the truth was that I needed to be feminine to make Lena horny. 

I made my way back to the kitchen. Lena was enjoying her lunch. She didn’t talk to me. When she was done and we got back to my chores, she still kept ignoring me. The only time she spoke was to give me orders or to yell at me for something I hadn’t done. Even after everything we’d been through I couldn’t help feeling like a failure. 

What was it going to take? I thought. We still had a whole half-day left. Claudia was going to be back early the next morning, and I hated thinking about that. I just didn’t want our day to end on this weird, cold, passionless note. 

Unfortunately, as the hours slowly but surely ticked by, Lena’s mood spiraled down. By evening she’d uncovered a problem. And it was a big problem. There was just no way I could do everything on Claudia’s list in the time we had left, especially with her adding more stuff in since she’d left. Lena would have to pitch in. 

By eight, she was growing increasingly restless. I tried to do my best, washing, scrubbing, wiping everything she’d told me but we’d barely done half the tasks on her to-do list. I hoped she’d have no choice but to join me. To finish this as a team.

“I’m meeting friends at a bar in an hour,” she finally admitted when we were in one of the upstairs bathrooms. “And we still have so much to do.”

“Sorry to hear that, Mistress,” I said, trying to sound sympathetic. “We could…make something up for Claudia. An excuse.”

“No.” 

I’d known that wasn’t an option deep down too. To do that would be too risky. Claudia would catch on to the fraud that she was, and this time it wouldn’t just be me getting into trouble. 

I got down on my knees and started scrubbing the bottom of the shower glass with my sponge. Lena was by the sink, inspecting what I’d just cleaned. I saw her swipe a fingertip across the bottom of the sink. My heart sank, because her finger was full of dust. “Where did this come from?” she asked, her voice shrill. “I don’t think you’ve done anything right, sissy.” 

I was sure that Lena was on the verge of a panic attack. Did she really think that she could pull it off, with us playing around and having just me do all the work? It reminded me that she was still young. Still naive. I hated seeing her like this. I wanted to do the right thing, make her feel better…but the problem was I didn’t know what the right thing was. Hug her? Kiss her? Console her? Tell her I could somehow find a way to pacify my wife—even if that definitely wasn’t true?

“Could you see if Robbie can come over for a couple of hours?” I asked gingerly. Or you could, like, you know…help me out here?

“I can’t,” she said, but she didn’t elaborate any further.

“Maybe you should’ve been honest with Claudia in the first place,” I said. 

Maybe it was a stupid thing to say. What I’d meant was that we should’ve just told Claudia that there was no way Lena and Robbie could get everything she wanted done in the hours they had. 

It was absolutely the wrong thing to say. 

Lena’s head whipped around and I knew I’d done it. 

What was it going to take for her to want me again?

“I can’t fucking deal with you right now,” she said and stomped out of the bathroom. 

I tried getting up and racing after her but every muscle in my legs had turned to stone. So I just balled myself up in the corner of the shower and waited. 

I’d pissed Lena off. I was sweating, and my wig was overheating yet again. And yet I was shivering. I dipped my hand into my bra and pinched my right nipple, hard. My mouth was dry but I could still taste Lena. Something about this situation was turning me on. I could feel Lena’s rage, wherever she was in my house at that moment. I had no idea what she was thinking or planning to do, but I somehow knew she’d be after me again. Despite the fact I felt terrible for her, I was rejoicing in the fact that she was lusting after me. 

I snuck my fingers inside my panties and began rubbing myself. I marveled at how small my dick really was. Maybe it didn’t deserve to be called a dick. 

I bit my tongue so I wouldn’t moan out loud. 

The feeling of slipping into that deep pit of quicksand was back again, but it was way more intense now. I knew I needed to submit. Fully. Completely. 

I wanted to lose myself in Lena. 

Feel her rage on my body. 

So I prayed that it would happen. 


CHAPTER 7

I was playing with my small dicklette when Lena returned. She stopped short and stared at me. I found it amusing that this was actually the second time she’d caught me this way, and I made no attempt to cover myself up this time or flee like a coward. Lena began chewing her lip and I could feel her pure, overwhelming lust. I’d just confirmed to her what she’d suspected all along—that I was a kinky girl and I secretly loved her cruelty. 

“Get up, slut,” she hissed. 

When I did she whacked me against the shower wall and forcefully stretched my hands out. She’d brought along the roll of packing tape. She began winding it around my wrists, binding them tightly together, and then positioned me with my face turned toward the wall. She slapped more tape to restrain my wrists to the tiles above my head.

“This should shut you up.” The tape screeched as she rolled out some more and smacked a strip right over my mouth. After that came another layer of tape and then another. Sealing me tight so I couldn’t speak.

I tried to moan.  

My wrists were already hurting as I held on tight just by those heavy strips of tape. I could almost taste the dew on the shower tiles and the faint whiff of bathroom cleaner saturated the space. We were in the smallest bathroom in the house—the one that connected our office and one of the guest bedrooms, and that forced Lena to basically squash me into the wall. 

I felt light and breathless but I was losing my inhibitions. 

I had no idea what she was going to do to me. 

Lena pulled my skirt up and whacked my body against the tiles so I’d stop squirming. God, she was strong. I felt her hand on my right ass cheek. My bare ass cheek. And then she was senselessly squeezing it, over and over again. It definitely hurt but I was instantly craving for more. Her hand shifted to my left cheek, her nails digging deep into my butt fat. Playing with it. Squeezing it. I was suddenly feeling giddy with euphoria. 

“Look,” she said, and her voice sounded so loud in my ears. “I don’t care how you do it. It’s not my problem. It’s yours.” She was spanking me then and my ass burned with each impact. “And by that I mean the house needs to be clean by the time your prissy wife comes home.” She spanked me hard then squeezed my butt again, slinking so close from behind that I could feel her pussy lining up perfectly against my ass. “I’m not joking around, sissy. That’s an order. I’m going to show you I’m not fucking around.”

She whipped my head around and stared at me. I met her eyes with both fear and pure exhilaration on my face. 

I nodded furiously. 

Her hand was exploring my ass again and then I heard her spit. Something warm and wet invaded my crack. Lena wrapped her arm around my waist and held me tight as she penetrated me with a finger. 

I was sure I was going to pass out. 

Lena dug into me as much as she could. But my hole was tight. Innocent and inexperienced. More spit followed, so much so that I felt like I was leaking from behind.  She slowly started finger-fucking me, trying to get me dilated, burying her finger in the furthest it could go. I couldn’t help but close my eyes and surrender to the feelings that were taking control of my body. 

I heard her spit yet again, and the wetness landed directly on my butt this time. And then I felt something warm…damp…deliciously soft stick itself inside me. 

Lena’s tongue. 

Instinctively, my arms jolted. I’d wanted to reach down and push my cheeks apart so I could show Lena what a slut I really was. But of course I couldn’t. I couldn’t move much at all in that cramped shower, couldn’t even speak or moan, and that was when I felt really helpless. Everything was in Lena’s control. I was just on the receiving end of her fantasy…

I held my breath and shivered as Lena licked and stimulated my asshole in an enraged state. All I could do was widen my legs to help open myself up for her. Less than a minute later, I could tell I was ready. 

Lena abruptly let go of me.

“I’ll be back,” she said. “Don’t move.”

No! I wanted to scream. Touch me! Touch me now! I thought I’d go crazy if I didn’t feel her mouth on me again, her soft yet strong arm holding me tight. But I was powerless here, so I waited until Lena returned, keeping my legs stretched to hold my asshole open for her. 

When I heard her come back in again I held my breath. Soon I felt her presence with me in the shower. My heart was racing but I couldn’t bring myself to look at her. 

“I’ll let you in on a little secret,” Lena whispered, leaning her weight against me, gyrating against my ass, until we were slowly swaying together with our legs intertwined like we were Bachata dancing or something. I waited for her to speak again. Her breath was hot and sweeping. Oddly comforting. Then something soft and slimy—like a snake—rubbed up and down my back. 

“Feel that?” Lena murmured. “I found this in Claudia’s closet.”

When I looked down and saw what it was I almost recoiled in horror. It was a brown rubber dildo…it was dark…thick…veiny…and it was tied to Lena’s hips expertly in a criss-cross pattern with a scarf. The way she’d strapped it onto herself gave away that she’d definitely done this before. Put a cock on herself. 

This was Claudia’s? 

“Just what I thought,” Lena said, and she laughed. “You didn’t know your wife had this, did you? Just imagine…she fucked herself with this huge rubber dick while she deprived you of sex…how does that make you feel?”

The sting of hurt burned my eyelids. I felt a tear roll down my cheek.

Lena hugged me. “I’m sorry, sissy baby. I didn’t mean to make you cry. We all have secrets…” 

Then she was forcing me to arch my spine back and bump my ass up for her. She began flapping my wife’s dildo against my back entrance.  The tip entered me with a short sting and as it further invaded my passage it stretched me. My dicklette bobbed wildly when she started fucking me and I felt my whole groin flex, a hot stream of precum oozing out of me. 

I was sweating in the shower and so was Lena. We were both engulfed in this feverishly hot cloud of sexual yearning. As she pounded into me I realized I’d definitely underestimated Lena’s strength. I wished I could see myself getting fucked in the ass wearing a maid’s uniform. Damn, I even wished Claudia could see me now and realize what a kinky sissy slut her husband really was.

Each time the dildo hit me, my chest whacked against the wall and my ass jiggled. Lena pulled out and rubbed the dildo head roughly against my taint, teasing me cruelly. More precum dribbled out of me. So much precum. That was the point I knew I didn’t have control over my body any longer. It was going to do what it had to do and all I could do was buckle myself up along for the ride. 

When Lena thrust her cock into me again all I could feel was this blur of ecstasy. My asshole was stretching beyond what I ever thought was possible and my whole body felt weak. She upped the pace until she was fucking me with two pumps every second and my teeth were chattering. But never in a million years could I have guessed what she would do right after that…

Because the next thing I knew, I was floating. Lena had backed her knees against the wall and had lifted my thighs up into the air. I screamed into my gag as my entire weight glided onto her cock, burying it to the hilt.

“Feel that? Feel that deep inside your pussy?” Lena hissed. “Now you know I’m not fucking around. You’ll put your pea brain to use and get me out of this mess because I need your wife’s money. And I know you’ll do it.” She slammed into me, fucking me slowly and sensually. “You know how I know you’ll do it? Because I know you want to see me again. I know that because you’re so fucking boring and I’m the only exciting thing in your pathetic life.”

And with that she reached around me and squeezed my cocklette. “Shoot it out, sissy. Shoot it all out now!”

I felt a wave building from deep within me. My balls groaned and shuddered as I burst into her hand, my asshole still thumping, still violated by Lena. Seeing my shameful milk collect in her palm and my scent fill pungently in the air was incredibly gratifying. Lena pumped my shaft, forcing every last drop out. It was a huge fucking load, white and milky and insanely thick. 

Lena reached up with one hand and ripped the tape off my mouth. I gasped and heaved, allowing a lungful of air to enter my throat which was now as dry as sand. Then, with a smile playing on her lips, she dipped a finger into my puddle of cum and slithered it over my lips. I shivered, feeling it coat over my mouth like a thick gloss. 

“You know you want to,” she whispered. 

Heart fluttering, I licked my lips and stared into her eyes. She stared into mine. She fed me the remaining cum, little by little, first smearing it over my lips then encouraging me to suck it in. I couldn’t believe what I was doing but I wanted this moment to freeze so it could last forever. I was sad that Lena would be leaving me so soon. I didn’t know how I was going to do it but I knew that somehow I’d get the house in shape. I would cover up her mess because she was right. She was the only exciting thing in my life. 

“Don’t swallow yet,” she said, and pulled out for the final time.

She leaned closer and we kissed. We were sharing the sweet fruits of her labor. Her tongue felt magical on mine and I was ecstatic that she was tasting my sissy cum along with me. That meant something, didn’t it? Lena pulled me closer and we both moaned at the same time. I was really on cloud nine and I didn’t think I’d ever be ready to come back down to reality.

THE END


FEMDOM BABYSITTER




CHAPTER 1

The girl on my bed rang her nails down my back. Her rising moans echoed in my ears as I thrusted, pushing into her with all my might. Her breasts bounced and her navel stared up at me, pretty as a picture. My breaths came in vibrating gasps, and then I felt it, the delicious, squirming tension down in the middle of my groin as my balls drew up and scrunched tight, preparing for release.

I came. 

The girl rose, her naked behind fully bared as she tiptoed to the bathroom door and gave it a light push. She turned and inspected her cum-splattered thighs, letting out a giggle. “I don’t think you’ve cum in me this much before, Jack.”

I looked at her. Zoe Reid, our nineteen-year-old babysitter, had a naughty smile playing on the corners of her lips. It’s because you’re as hot as a tight little hellhole. “It’s what you do to me,” I said instead. 

“Oh? And I wonder what Mrs. Miller would think of that?” 

I swallowed thickly. Zoe liked to rub in the fact I was married. It was as if it turned her on…though of course it did the opposite for me. Now that the deed was done and my itch was scratched, I didn’t need any reminding of what we’d done under the covers. The grisly crime I’d committed against my wife, Annie. I just wanted the evidence out of the house as quickly as possible.  

But Zoe wasn’t done yet.

She placed a French-tipped nail in her mouth and sucked on it shyly. “Hmm. I guess it doesn’t matter in the long-term. After all, I’ll be Mrs. Miller, right?”

“I, uh, think you better leave. Annie said she might be home early today,” I lied. 

“But when is it going to happen?” she prodded. She kept pacing in and out of the bathroom, one of Annie’s towels wrapped around her shoulders. “Like, I need to know. I have plans too, you know. My rental lease is up in October, and I’d like to move in by then.”

My mouth dropped open. “Whoa, babe. What’s the hurry?”

Zoe crossed her arms. “Oh, there’s no hurry. We have all the time in the world, right?” 

I could see she was getting ticked off. Lately, Zoe’s patience with my promises of commitment had been wearing thin. Which meant that sooner than later I’d have to make a very important decision.

Right then, the call to make that decision was looming right over her head.

She stepped toward me, her face alive with both excitement and desperation. “I just want us to be official, Jack. I’m tired of keeping our relationship a secret. I want to tell my friends. And my mom. Plus, what about the wedding? I don’t want to be an old bride! Planning a wedding takes at least six months, so the sooner you start the divorce process, the better.”

The word ‘divorce’ made me cough. “Uh, yeah, about that,” I said. “Why don’t you sit down, babe?” I patted the bed beside me. 

Zoe tiptoed back to the bed and sat down. I looked into her big, youthful eyes, never feeling more my age than at that moment. A small hysterical voice inside me was questioning what in sweet hell I was doing playing around with such a young girl, kicking her hopes and dreams around like a battered soccer ball. 

“You’ve decided on a date, haven’t you?” she rushed in before I could speak.

“No, this isn’t about the…the divorce,” I said, thankful that my voice was steadier than I felt. “It’s about something more important.” I drew in a breath, adjusting my face to look more solemn. “I’ve been thinking things over and to be honest, things have changed. Annie and I are better now. And I keep thinking about the kids. I don’t think this will work out.”

A flicker of something—surprise? Anger? Shock?—flashed through Zoe’s face. 

“Are you…breaking up with me?”

I gazed into her eyes and gave a sad nod. “This isn’t easy. I’ve thought about this a lot. Believe me, I’ve wrestled with my soul. And…I can’t do it, Zoe. I can’t do that to you. I love you, but I have to let you go.” 

“So you are breaking up with me!”

I paused, but only for a second. “Actually, I think the best option right now…for both of us…is if you don’t work here anymore.”

Zoe let out a sickly, horrified sound. Like she was an animal in pain. Tears trickled down her blanched cheeks. “No!” she screamed, her eyes as big as dinner plates. “How could you do this to me, Jack?  I trusted you! Tell me this is a joke!” 

“Sshhh!” I whispered. “The kids will wake up!”

“I don’t fucking care!” she screamed. 

She stood up and flung the towel at my face. 

“Let’s not be dramatic, Zoe,” I found myself saying. Her immature behavior was starting to annoy me, and I could feel it trickle through my serious façade. “If you really thought I was being serious that…that I was going to throw fifteen years of marriage away for a fling, I’m sorry to say you’re more naive than I thought. I still care for you, Zoe. But I know you can find a much better guy than me…”

“But I want you!” she sobbed, her shoulders shuddering. Then she stopped and blinked, as if the weight of what I’d said had just materialized in front of her eyes. “You’re not really firing me, though, are you? I need this job. I need the money while I figure out modeling. People don’t pay babysitters as well as you do anymore!”

I sighed. “Don’t worry about the money. I’ll help you find another gig. And I’ll even pay the difference if they come up short. How about that?” At the back of my mind, I was thinking I was being way more generous than I needed to be, and I just needed to be firm. I was her boss, after all, and the girl had no choice but to listen to me. 

That flicker of something flashed again, a look I hadn’t seen across her pretty features before. Then her face cleared up again. She leapt off the bed and gathered her clothes, quickly putting them on. “No, I don’t need your help,” she said, her voice dangerously low this time. “But don’t come after me after you get tired of your ugly, fat wife again. Because you know what, Jack? Your dick is too fucking short I can’t even feel you fucking me.” 

And then she stormed out of my bedroom.

I waited until I heard the rumble of her car starting, and then I slowly stood up. I went to one of the rooms next door, opening the door a crack before silently stepping in. Both of my kids were sound asleep. I closed the door and went back to the master bedroom. 

On the bed, tangled up with the cool silk sheets that covered my Alaskan king, was the pink lingerie set that I’d asked Zoe to wear for me tonight. It had been one of her own, a bra and a thong with frills at the borders and little flowers that had no doubt been glued all along the neckline. 

The style spoke volumes about the almost dreamy levels of optimism that only a young woman like Zoe could have. Annie would’ve never worn something like this. In fact, she’d stopped dressing up for sex only a year into our marriage. Zoe, though? She really was everything Annie wasn’t, and that right there was the problem. Fucking the babysitter felt like a fantasy every time. She was happy to perform, dress up, and cater to me like I was a king.

I lifted the bra and thong with one hand. It smelled of Zoe’s sweat and her fragrance—a cheap Victoria’s Secret or a Bath & Body Works mist, I was sure of it. Guilt rode inside me as I opened a window and then walked to the room that had once been my home office, where I had a small trash can under my desk. I emptied the liner, stuffed the lingerie inside and put another clean liner on top. The evidence would be safe there. Annie was way too busy to go snooping around my stuff in here. 

And Zoe’s things would come in handy later, I thought dryly. 

But as I walked back to the bedroom, a ball of dread had settled in the pit of my stomach.

None of this is my fault, I fought back angrily. Annie was the one who’d insisted we hire a babysitter to make things a little easier for me as a stay-at-home dad. And, in spite of her brutal work hours as an attorney, she was the one who’d interviewed dozens of potential candidates, carefully checked their references, and finally landed on Zoe. And even when she introduced me to Zoe for the first time—wearing those short shorts and parading her breasts in that small, tight top—Annie hadn’t batted an eyelid. What did she think was going to happen, leaving me alone for hours with a sexy young woman who was a part-time model? 

In any case, none of it mattered now. The drama was over.

I’d fired the babysitter, and I just needed to come up with a good story to tell my wife. 

I settled back underneath the covers and then almost broke the bed when the sound of our doorbell clanged like a siren. I scrambled to the front door, remembering that it was unlocked. 

A warning bell was ringing in my head. I was suddenly sure it was Zoe who’d come back. She was angry and looking for a fight.

Heart pounding, I twisted the door handle. 

The door was pushed open impatiently from the other side before I could open it.


CHAPTER 2

“Honey! Surprise!”

I blinked. Annie was standing there in her suit and high heels, beaming. 

My stomach relaxed and I breathed out a sigh of relief. I hadn’t been expecting my wife, but at least it wasn’t Zoe. 

Annie strutted into the house and whipped out her phone from her handbag. After a quick check-through of her messages, she said, “I managed to wrap up my cases early today. Get ready. We’re going out.” Her eyes flashed down at my body. 

It hit me with a little jolt that I was still wearing just a towel. “Going out? Where?”

“I booked a reservation at Amal’s,” she said, smiling. Amal was her favorite Lebanese restaurant. “I think you deserve a break from the rascals, no? And we’ve hardly spent time together this week.”

Try this year, I thought. 

“What are all those scratches?” Annie suddenly asked. Her arm stroked my back. “Jack! You’ve hurt yourself!”

“Whiskers,” I coughed. I couldn’t believe I was blaming the family cat. “She just jumped on me. It’s nothing, honey. Doesn’t hurt or anything.”

“Aw,” she said. Her eyes had that faraway glassy look, the one that told me that even though she was physically here, her mind was over at her office.

“What about Mimi and Lily?” I asked.

“Huh?”

“The kids? Who’s going to watch them if we go out?”

Annie’s eyes narrowed. “Isn’t Zoe here? I thought I noticed something was off. Her car wasn’t in the driveway.”

I felt my legs buckle. This wasn’t how I’d planned to break the news to Annie. 

“Uh, about Zoe…” I started, feeling like I was teetering on the edge of a cliff. “She left.”

“Oh. She had something come up?”

“No.” I took a deep breath, trying to choose my words carefully. “Honey, I had to let her go.”

There was a shocked silence. Zoe had worked for us for over two years, and Annie had been sure she’d hit the jackpot with her. In her own words, Zoe was the perfect babysitter—punctual, experienced, confident, prepared to be with us for the long-term…and our kids loved her like she was their older sister. Plus, Annie liked that Zoe was ambitious about her modeling career and could be a good role model.

“Let her go?” Annie asked, a pang of annoyance entering her voice. “Why would you do that?”

“I’ve been trying to tell you,” I said, the words dropping out of my mouth before my brain could even string them together. “This might be a little hard to believe, but Zoe wasn’t…a good person. I mean, she was great with Mimi and Lily, but…when you weren’t around…she…she was trying to flirt with me.”

Annie’s mouth dropped. A fresh, salty wave of guilt rode through me.

“Honey, what? Not Zoe!”

I nodded, looking away.

“Are you okay?” 

My wife’s trembling voice stabbed me in the heart. 

“Yes,” I said firmly. “She didn’t do anything. I made sure of that. But— 

“That bitch!” Annie’s eyes clouded over with anger. “I can’t believe she fooled me like that. Who knew what she was planning to do under our own roof while she put on that innocent front? Dial the bitch’s number for me, honey. I want to give her a piece of my mind!”

“No, no,” I said hurriedly, wrapping my arms around her to calm her down. “Really, Annie. It was just hints, you know? Like she was trying to see if I was up for it. She’s just going to lie to you if you call her right now. I think we just need to put the matter to rest.”

Annie let go of me and crossed her arms. “Fine. We’ll have to find a new babysitter then,” she muttered. 

“I’ll get started with that,” I said helpfully. “You’ve got a ton on your plate.”

“Could you cancel the dinner reservation too? The last thing I want to do right now is eat.”

Annie stormed upstairs, muttering under her breath. It was when she was gone that I realized I’d been shivering. I hadn’t expected my wife to become so…upset. Her rage had caught me off guard. Another shiver ran through me as my brain conjured up another conversation…one in which Annie found out what I’d really been doing behind her back. Hell would unleash its fury on Earth then for sure.

How exactly did that proverb go? Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned…


CHAPTER 3

The next morning—surprisingly—things were back to normal. It was as if Zoe had never been a part of our lives. I woke the kids up and got their breakfast going while Annie got ready for work. When breakfast was done, I hurried into the living room with Annie’s morning cappuccino. She was on the couch, her iPad on her knees, already absorbed in work. Annie was both a workaholic and an attorney, a frustrating combination that usually meant she left home before the sun was up and came home at night. 

“I’ll be late today,” she said when I handed her her mug. “You’ll be alright with Mimi and Lily?”

“Mm-hm,” I said. Annie hadn’t talked about Zoe since our talk the previous evening, and knowing her, she was still silently stewing over the fact that the babysitter had supposedly hit on me. 

“What are the kids’ plans for the day?”

“They have their painting class today,” I reminded her. “I’m hoping to take them out on a picnic for lunch. You don’t have to worry, honey, I’ll be alright.”

“I hope they won’t miss Zoe.”

“I’ll make sure they don’t.” I sat down next to her as she continued tapping on her iPad. Maybe it was because I’d cut ties off with Zoe for good, but I had the sudden urge to grab Annie by the arms, pin her down on the couch, and fuck her. Even with her sometimes continuous lack of sleep, she still looked incredible, a fact that was dawning on me with a jolt of remorse. We hadn’t been intimate in months. And how long had it been since we’d had breakfast together?

“I better get going,” Annie said, grabbing her handbag. “Bye, honey.”

I was alone again, just with the kids. The house seemed quieter than usual. I busied myself so my thoughts wouldn’t stray. The kids had a little quiet time in the morning, with Mimi (the older one) reading and Lily at the crafts station. Then I got their snacks ready.

It was when I had a shower that my thoughts returned to Zoe. Afterwards, I went to the office and took out the lingerie I’d hidden in the trash can. Just the smell of it was enough to get me going, and I found myself getting excited.

Oh, Zoe. I miss you already. What I would do to you if only you were here…

I’d just gotten the kids ready and we were in the living room, watching TV, when I heard the sound of our front door lock turning. I suddenly had the jitters. Could that be Annie? No, it couldn’t…not so soon. Either way, Annie  never walked into the house by herself. She always just rang the doorbell.

“Stay right here,” I told Mimi and Lily, and walked nervously to our entryway. 

I had a bad feeling I knew who it was.

Because there was only one person—apart from Annie and me—who had a key to our house.

With a ‘click’ the door opened, and Zoe breezed into the entryway. 

“Z-Zoe?” I stammered. “What are you doing?”

“Oh, good afternoon, Jack,” she said very casually, taking off her tote and slinging it over the kitchen chair. “I’m here to take the girls to their painting class.”

“No, you’re not,” I said, my hand reflexively winding around her wrist. “Listen to me, Zoe. You no longer work here. You don’t. Do you understand?”

She looked up at me with those deceptively innocent eyes, and then her gaze flicked to my hand on hers. “Let go of me, Jack.”

I dropped my hand like it was a hot potato. There was something in her eyes that told me she was going to make a scene if I didn’t. Instead, I leaned over and hissed in her ear. “What kind of game do you think you’re playing? Annie could’ve been here!”

Zoe ducked and stepped backward when I tried to coerce her toward the front door. She gave me an icy look. “Oh, I’m not here to play. I’m here to work.” Then she clapped her hands once. “Girls?”

Mimi and Lily rushed out of the living room and gave Zoe a hug. “Car keys?” Zoe asked me. 

I swallowed. I didn’t want to make a scene in front of my children. Reluctantly, I handed her the keys, and wished Mimi and Lily goodbye. 

“We’ll talk once you get back,” I said, trying to sound stern, but somehow royally failing.  

Zoe ignored me.

I sank into the couch and buried my head in my hands as soon as they’d left. Clearly Zoe hadn’t taken our breakup seriously yesterday. Or she was dangerously in denial. Whatever it was, the craziness had to stop now. She was young, yes, and I was guilty of seducing her with a slew of empty promises, but she was still old enough to listen. Old enough to understand the gravity of my marriage and family life. 

You should’ve known she wasn’t going to let you go that easily. 

But maybe I had.

Maybe that was why I’d broken up with her when I did. That strange look I’d seen her give me that day? It worried me. Just like I’d never revealed the whole of myself to her, I had a suspicion I didn’t know the real Zoe. 

In any case, I had to confront her and put an end to the mess before things got really thorny. 

Twenty minutes later, our babysitter was back. 

***

“Give me my damn house key.”

“Only if we go upstairs,” Zoe said. “I want us to talk there.”

“No,” I said, knowing what that would lead to. 

“What’s your problem, Jack? I just want to talk. Annie’s not going to be home all day, right?”

“It’s good for you that she isn’t,” I muttered. “You’ll be in hell if she was.”

Zoe’s eyes narrowed. “What do you mean?”

I sighed. It was best not to let her what I’d told my wife. 

I finally gave in and we walked to the bedroom. No matter what she was going to say, I knew I had to put my serious face on and make it click that things were over between us.

Then I saw the pink lingerie that I’d readied for my alone time, sprawled on the bed. My heart sank.

Fuck!

“What were you planning to do with my bra and panties, Jack?” Zoe asked.

“Throw them away,” I said quickly, lunging forward to get rid of the evidence. But then I felt something push on my back and I toppled onto the bed. There was a weight on my chest, pushing down on me so hard it was hard to breathe.

“What—” I wheezed.

“Throw them away?” Zoe whispered. “Why don’t I believe you?”

“I don’t care if you don’t,” I hissed.

It was then that I realized that Zoe was sitting on top of my back and pushing down with all of her weight and strength. I had one arm trapped underneath my breastbone, and the other behind me, my wrist bent backward, my fingers intertwined with hers. I tried to lift my head but she pushed down with her other hand. Her anger and her hold on me was making me just a little squeamish. Why did she have to make this so hard?

“Tell me the fucking truth,” she whispered.

She bounced on top of me like she wanted to smother me. Fear crept over me like a shadow. I was suddenly nervous, never having seen this side of her before.

“Alright, alright!” I huffed out. “I was going to masturbate with your bra and panties. Happy now?”

She loosened her grip and I took a gasping breath. For a slim, waif-like creature, Zoe had a ton of strength in her. I turned to sit back up, but she grabbed my hands and pinned me back down, straddling me.

“Not happy yet,” she whispered, an icy smile on her lips. I stayed frozen and entranced—just for a few seconds—by how powerful she looked on top of me. Then I blushed. I’d just admitted I was planning to jerk off to her, and that wasn’t about to do me any favors.

“Zoe. Babe. Please,” I said, trying to avoid looking at her breasts, but then not wanting to look at her eyes either. “You don’t have to do this. Let’s talk this over. But just so you know, I meant every word I said that night. That doesn’t mean I’m not heartbroken too, though. You meant a lot to me.”

“Then kiss me,” she said. She took my hand and rested it on her ass before wrapping her arms around my neck and thrusting her face up.

My cock hardened reflexively. When she was like this…stretching her body over me…her tits falling on my chest…her gorgeous face desperate…how could any man resist? Our lips met and we tasted each other. My boner grew. She quickly undressed me, but when I went to take off her top, she shook her head.

“I want you to make up to me first,” she said. “For what you did to me yesterday.”

“Alright, I’m sorry,” I said.

She slapped me lightly on the cheek and I couldn’t help but grin. As far as my plan went, things were going badly, but it was hard not to get distracted when she was like this.

“Sorry isn’t going to be enough for me, Jack,” she said.

“Okay…” I said slowly. “What do you want me to do?”


CHAPTER 4

Zoe’s eyes flitted around the room before finally landing on her little pink thong. She picked it up and stretched its waistband, as if testing its limits. “I want you in this,” she said.

I stared at the thong and then back at her. “Quit playing games, Zoe.”

“Wear this and I’ll take off my clothes. It’s only a small ask, considering what you did to me.” She lifted her chin and looked at me, just a hint of a smirk on her lips. “Do you want to fuck me or not?”

Okay. You got me there.

I looked at the thong again. What was Zoe really trying to get at here? A weird humiliation punishment? I couldn’t understand her, but then again, I’d never really got the feeling I understood her even after two years of hook-ups. But the fact was I’d asked her to do plenty of things for me in bed before. Tying her up, dressing her up in all sorts of ways, drizzling her tits and neck with honey before I licked her off. The list was endless really. Hell, I’d once asked her if she’d be alright with a golden shower, half-joking, fully expecting her to say no—but the girl didn’t even hesitate to say yes.

So…considering this was going to be our final fuck…and it was going to be our final time hooking up—I was going to make sure of that—was wearing her stupid thong in the privacy of my bedroom such a bad thing?

No, I decided. It wasn’t.

“Fine,” I said.

I climbed off the bed and pulled the thong up my legs. I didn’t look down as I slid back into bed—I didn’t need to see the view of myself wearing frilly Barbie-pink lingerie but Zoe could enjoy the view if she wanted to. But…it was impossible not to feel it. The thin strap on the back stretching snugly between my ass cheeks. The front so tight it was squishing down my penis so much I was sure it looked flat.

When Zoe finally took her eyes off my crotch, her smirk had grown bigger.

“Take off your fucking dress,” I said. “Or I’ll rip it off you.”

She shook her head and laughed. My eyes widened as she handed me her bra—as casually as if it was a condom.

“Come on, Zoe. We don’t have time for this.”

“Do you want to fuck me or not?” she asked again, her eyes glinting. “Here, I’ll help you.”

I let out a disgruntled sigh. There was no escaping her little game here. Whatever. I was getting impatient. As she struggled to wrap the bra around my chest and clasp the back hooks, it hit me how ridiculous I was being. This wasn’t what I was supposed to be doing. I was supposed to be ending this affair. Leaving it all in the past before she got too clingy. What was I doing?

“That’s it,” I said. “I’m done. I don’t think we should do this.”

“So you don’t want to fuck me?” Zoe asked. She didn’t stop adjusting the bra straps on my shoulders.

I tried to unhook the bra by myself, but the hooks didn’t even budge.

She pouted when I glared at her. “But I’m so fucking wet,” she whined. “I need you in me, baby.” She shrugged off her dress and then her underwear, and there it was, her hot little body waiting just for me.

I didn’t doubt she was horny. I could smell her musk. That sweet, enticing smell…

“Fuck,” I muttered. “Fine. Come here.”

But she brushed me away when I tried to kiss her. She hurried to my wife’s vanity desk, digging through the top drawer where I knew Annie kept all her makeup. She took out a tube of lipstick, inspected the color and stepped toward me.

“I wouldn’t touch that if I were you,” I said. Annie had the eyes of a hawk—she knew when people touched her things.

Zoe waved me away dismissively. “No, she doesn’t. I’ve used her lipstick thousands of times.” She turned her face toward the mirror and slid the tube over her lips. It was a bold red, one that Annie wore often for court. Her lips instantly looked plumper—and irresistibly sexy.

“Go like this,” Zoe ordered, making a kissing face.

I sighed and did as she said. Zoe’s beauty was enough to cast a spell on anyone. Even me.

“I look like a pig with lipstick,” I said when she was done applying the color and blended it in with a finger.

“No,” Zoe said.

“No? Then what do I look like?”

“Kinda pretty.” She squinted, her eyes examining every inch of my lingerie-clad body before bringing her gaze back up to my mouth. I rubbed my lips together. Even though I couldn’t see the lipstick, I could feel it—just as much as the thong and the bra. I could smell it too, a faint cherry sort of smell that reminded me of Annie. My stomach did a flip-flop. I could do without thinking about Annie right now. Not with what I was about to do…

“Well, no, not kinda,” Zoe decided. “Really pretty.”

I snorted, but I was starting to feel a little uneasy. “Very funny.”

“I’m not joking around, Jack,” she said, her forehead creasing with disapproval. “I mean it.” She pushed my thighs apart from each other and scooted down on her knees between them. Then she was stroking me until I swelled and was forced to look down. My erect cock was half-out and half-inside the thong. Her long, wisp-like fingers looked so hot stroking me like that, even as they brushed up and down the flowy pink frills attached to the thong’s waistband.

Maybe the fact I was wearing the thong made it even hotter…

I tried to distract myself from that thought. In less than a minute, the stupid thong would be off and I would be balls deep inside her. It didn’t matter whether I was wearing panties and a bra or a fucking toga right now. And a few days from now? This whole incident would be behind us and forgotten forever. I’d make sure of that.

Zoe had pulled my cock out from the side of the thong. Her face was still but I knew she was studying my face. I didn’t want her to know how much I was enjoying her little humiliating punishment. But the harder I tried to hold back, the hornier I got. My cock had darkened with color and was throbbing hard. It had its own little heartbeat now. It was unbelievable. I was about to cum just from Zoe jerking me off, and it usually took a lot more foreplay just to get me going.

Zoe suddenly slowed down her stroking and said, “Tell me you’re sorry.”

“Sorry, babe,” I mumbled.

“Speak up,” she said sharply. “I want to hear you say it like a girl.”

I opened my mouth to protest, but decided it would kill the mood.

“I’m sorry…” I said. My voice had come out girly all right—and sickly sweet.

What the hell was my babysitter doing to me?

“I’m glad you’re sorry. You should be. Tell me you’ll always be with me.”

I raised a hand. “Zoe, I—”

“Just tell me,” she said. “Tell me and I’ll let you cum in my mouth.”

She had stopped pumping. My balls ached.

“Fine. I’ll be with you forever,” I said, and cringed when I realized I was still using my girly voice.

“That was hot,” Zoe smirked.

She bent forward and steadied her mouth. I couldn’t stop looking down at my hips and my thighs and what was going on in between them. What she was doing to me. I was dying to shoot my cum inside those pretty red lips. My balls started to clench. But just as my jizz began to spurt out of me, Zoe released her hold from my cock and moved away. It sprang upwards, spattering my stomach with what felt like a boatload of cum.

“Zoe—fuck! Why would you fucking do that?” I gasped.

She just giggled.

“Stop that! It’s not—” I was going to say ‘funny’ but that was when the doorbell rang. Zoe’s jaw dropped.

“Shit!” I hissed. “That’s Annie!”

“Are you sure?”

“I’m fucking sure!” I said, leaping out of the bed. “You need to get out!”

Zoe, however, now looked like she had absolutely no reason to hurry. In fact, she was smiling. Like a doll, but an evil doll.

“Get this thing off me!” I said, twisting my arms to grab onto the bra hooks on my back. I was annoyed at how hysterical I sounded.

Zoe—very slowly—stood up. She folded her arms across her chest. “You’re not taking that off while I’m here.”

The doorbell rang again.

My phone, which had been tossed somewhere onto the floor, started to ring too. And sure enough, it was Annie.

“Don’t do this to me, babe,” I begged. “Please.”

Zoe’s face was like a stone. “Wear your clothes over the bra and panties. Then I’ll get out the back door—"

I didn’t wait to hear what else she had to say. I quickly put on my shirt and shorts over the lingerie and turned Zoe’s dress the right way out so she could get dressed.

“Leave!” I hissed. In the kitchen, Zoe grabbed her tote and calmly walked toward the back door.

“You still have lipstick on you,” Zoe whispered and winked before she slammed the door in my face.

***

“God, it’s been such a busy day. I need a time-out before I go back to office,” Annie said as she trudged barefoot up the stairs, her high heels dangling from her hands. I followed her nervously.

“Honey, I might need to put in some extra hours this week because of the court hearing. You know how—"

Annie had stopped just a foot beyond the bedroom door, peering at something inside. My heart burned. This isn't happening, I thought grimly. I'm so close. So close to getting caught.

She walked through and that was when I realized she’d noticed the opened lipstick tube and its cap lying in a mess on her vanity. She picked it up and frowned at me. “Honey…did you do this?”

“Lily,” I muttered. “Forgot to clean up.”

“She’s not supposed to be playing in here,” Annie said sternly. “This is one of my best lipsticks.” She was peering at my face now, and the thudding of my heart grew louder. I felt light-headed. Could she see traces of lipstick on my lips?

Fuck, Zoe!

But Annie simply moved on to wiping the rim of the tube with a finger and shoved it inside her drawer. She did the same with her earrings.

I felt like falling to the floor with relief.

“Aw, come here,” she said, bringing me close. “I shouldn’t be so hard on you today. You didn’t have Zoe around to help.”

“Yeah,” I mumbled.

Then, shockingly, she started to kiss me. It wasn’t a peck. It was a ten-second-long smooch that ended with a small moan. She buried her face in my neck and took a deep breath. “Oh, honey. I haven’t smelled you like this in ages…what with the kids and work…”

I couldn’t believe it. Of all the days my wife decides to make a move on me…

When her hands brushed on the hem of my T-shirt, I pushed her away gently, my face flushing. All I could think of was how dead I’d be if she found out what I was wearing underneath.

“Not today, honey,” I said. “I’m…I’m tired.”

Her eyes narrowed. “Is it something I did?”

“No,” I said, feeling sweat brew on my forehead. “I’m just not in the mood, that’s all.”

Annie’s eyes grew wide. Then she clenched her teeth.

“I had to cancel my consultation to come see you. I thought you’d appreciate it, but I guess I was wrong,” she said. “If you don’t want me, then I’ll just head back to work.”

“Annie…” I pleaded, my heart sinking.

But she was already going down the stairs, leaving behind her heels. The front door slammed shut. I heard the screech of tires.

Then I was alone. Truly alone, and in deep, deep shit.


CHAPTER 5

I ran with the early morning wind, my shoes beating against the pavement in time with my heartbeat. The sky was only just starting to light up, but I was a man on a mission.

I hadn’t been able to sleep that night. I couldn’t. Annie had barely spoken two words to me after she came home, preferring instead to turn her attention onto reading her case files and washing her hair. With her being in such a lousy mood, I couldn’t afford to have another near miss.

And that meant I wasn’t going to have Zoe come by our house again like nothing was wrong. What if Annie made another unexpected visit and saw her? Confronted her? Called her a bitch? Plus, there was the small problem of our house key. It was still with Zoe, and I somehow had to get it back.

If Annie and Zoe ever crossed paths, one thing was for sure. My lies were going to get exposed. All of them. Then I wouldn’t just have a crazy babysitter on my hands…I’d have a fuming wife ready to slap me in the fucking face with divorce papers.

Which left me with a single option on my hands. I needed to talk to Zoe. Not at my place, but at hers. This wasn’t the time to boss up and protect my ego. I was prepared to beg if I had to. 

So at six in the morning, I told Annie I was going for a jog.

“A jog?” she’d asked.

“A jog,” I repeated, sitting on the edge of the bed while I hastily put on my weathered running shoes. I didn’t have time to come up with an explanation. 

“You better make sure you’re back in time to take the kids to school,” Annie said. 

“Yeah, I’ll be back in an hour.”

“Okay then.”

“Don’t worry,” I said. “I’ve got everything under control.” 

Everything under control? Good god. That was probably the boldest lie I’d ever told!

And as soon as I walked through the front door, I ran…and ran. Then I stopped. I was a safe distance away from the house. Panting, I pulled my phone out of my pocket and booked an Uber. I’d been able to get Zoe’s address by checking Annie’s personal email, which was always open on our living room computer. The address took me to a condo complex, rising probably fifty floors high. I asked the concierge for Zoe and he buzzed me right through.

At her door, I licked my lips. A flash of a memory came over me. How she’d pinned me down and almost smothered me. Made me wear her dirty lingerie and my wife’s lipstick. Got me to tell her things I didn’t want to say. My stomach suddenly felt like I’d swallowed a slab of granite.

You’re afraid of a nineteen-year-old girl? Come on now.

I could hear laughter from behind the door. Zoe was clearly up, though I had no idea who she lived with. Suddenly every instinct in my body was telling me this was a bad idea. I should’ve probably asked to meet her somewhere public, instead of intruding her personal space like this.

But now that I was here? I had a chance…no matter how small it might be…

I knocked on the door before I could talk myself out of it. 

The door flew open just a second later, and there was Zoe. She had on blue cotton pajamas and wore glasses. 

“Jack,” she said, leaning against the doorjamb, not giving away any signs of surprise. “What’s up?”

I tried hard to keep my cool as I spoke. “Zoe, we need to talk.”

“Talk? Talk about what?” 

“You know,” I said pathetically. 

“Our relationship?” she asked coolly. “My job? How much of an asshole you were to me yesterday?”

I shrugged uncomfortably. She took a step back, and I took that as an invitation. That was when I realized I’d walked into a den of models. A gaggle of girls had been listening to us, breakfast spoons in hand, curlers in hair. They were all indescribably tall and most were wearing nothing but sports bras and pajama boxer shorts.

By the judgmental look on their faces, there was no doubt she’d gossiped about me with her gorgeous friends…

I swallowed. “Can we go somewhere private?” I muttered. 

Zoe smirked. “Whatever it is, it must be pretty important if you showed up at my place this early,” she said. “Right, girls?” she added. Giggles filled the room. “Let’s go to my room.”

“Sorry,” I said, as I knocked over a rogue fork that was on the edge of a counter. 

I stepped past the group after Zoe, trying to square my shoulders and clench my jaw but they were still staring and giggling. I could sense a level of arrogance emanating from them too, as if they were wondering what Zoe’s crusty married boyfriend was doing in their home on what looked like a busy morning.

In Zoe’s room, I stood awkwardly, feeling hopelessly out of my element. The space was full of her photographs—both professional and personal—and it was like being smothered by her all over again. Her clothes were everywhere too—on the bed, on the floor, on her chairs, and hung up on several open racks positioned near the window.

A blanket of nerves settled over me again as I forced a smile and prepared to speak. What could I even tell her? How could I put an end to this mess, once and for all?

“I just wanted to make sure you don’t come over today,” I finally said.

“Oh, I wasn’t planning to,” she said. I followed her to the bathroom, where she took off her glasses and popped in a pair of contact lenses. “I have a shoot today.”

“I see,” I said, not sure how to lead the conversation from there. 

“I’m getting paid a pretty good amount for it, too,” she said, smiling. “I feel it in my bones, babe. My career is taking off.”

“I’m happy to hear that,” I said. “Truly. I just want the best for you.”

“Mm-hm,” she said, sneaking a look at me from the mirror.

Relief washed over me. Isn’t this what I’d wanted to hear? Then why did I feel a little…off? My arms and knees were tingling. She’s happy, I realized. Happy because I’d chased her. Walked into her den. Showed her I wanted her.

I cleared my throat. “So does that mean we’re cool? You won’t swing by the house unannounced anymore? We’ll agree to cut all communications from here on?”

Zoe was putting some kind of gel pad under her eyes, so when she didn’t answer, I thought she hadn’t heard me. Once she was done, however, she said in a dangerously low voice, “What the fuck are you talking about, Jack?”

I winced.

“Did you forget what you promised me yesterday?”

“Babe. You kind of forced me to say what I did, so that doesn’t exactly count…”

“So are you saying you don’t love me?”

“No! That’s not what I’m saying at all! But—”

Zoe simply pushed past me and undressed, heading into the shower. 

I stayed there open-mouthed like a fish. “Zoe? Do you hear me?”

“Yes.” Her voice was barely audible.

“Zoe? I know I haven’t really considered things from your perspective,” I started. “If someone had done what I’d did to me, I’d be pissed off too. I was being selfish and you have every right to be angry with me. So I’m sorry. I really am. But it was all a mistake. My mistake. I shouldn’t have dragged you into my problems. I need to…I need to fix my marriage.”

Silence.

“Zoe?”

“What?”

“Can this wait? I’m late for my shoot.”

The water turned off. She emerged out of the shower, her cheeks pink from the steam.

“I’m leaving then,” I said. 

“Fine with me,” she said, slathering a palmful of lotion onto her neck and shoulders.

Fuck. Coming here had definitely been the wrong move. I turned around to leave, but then had second thoughts. “I’m sorry, but I really need you to accept my apology. Also, I kind of need my house key back.”

She leaned in and gazed at me. Her eyes gave away her desire, but her lips barely moved as she spoke. “Seriously, Jack? I’ve never seen you so fucking pathetic.” She scrunched her mouth in disgust. “You just lied to me for two years. I really thought we had something special, but I guess I was just your toy.”

Her words felt like thorns, even though they were true. She had been my toy. Just a plaything. Not a human—and definitely not one with dreams and feelings.

“I…I don’t know what to say, Zoe,” I said. “I’m sorry. I don’t know what I could say to make this better.”

“You’re not going to have what you want.”

“What?”

I took an involuntary step back, out of dread. Out of fear. I’d been hit by how serious the situation had become, and how much I’d underestimated Zoe. She moved closer, showing me she wasn’t afraid. Of me or of anything. Her normally big eyes now compressed into slits. “I’m not going to make this easy for you,” she whispered.

“Then tell me what I need to do.” The desperation was seeping back into my voice. 

Zoe paused, like she was trying to assess if I was being serious. 

“Help me get dressed,” she said. 


CHAPTER 6

“Okay.”

It’s the least I can do, I thought. I also didn’t want to piss her off anymore than she was. I helped her put on her panties, and then she talked me through putting on her bra. She laughed when I struggled to clasp the hooks. I was good at taking her bra off—not putting it on. When I was all done, she slipped into a pretty minidress with smocking at the waist and paired them with sandals.

“How do I look?” Zoe asked. 

“Gorgeous. As usual.”

She stepped in front of me until there was barely an inch between us. She pulled at my polo shirt.

“What—” I breathed. “Zoe, now’s not the time—”

“Now is most definitely the time, Mr. Miller,” she said in a mocking tone. She yanked my shirt off and got rid of my shorts and boxers.

“Wear this,” she said.

To my shock, I saw she was holding another one of her lingerie sets. I recognized the patterned black lace instantly. She’d worn it for me a few times, and her tits looked huge in it. The bra was a push-up bra, one of those magical ones that could transform even a flat-chested man into a busty goddess…

“Why are you making me do this?” I asked. I sounded meek and miserable, not like the man who’d been her employer just a day ago.

“I don’t want you to speak,” Zoe said, in a sharp tone that reminded of Annie when I’d done something to annoy her. “And I definitely don’t want you to ask me questions.”

Embarrassingly, I had a boner. Something about the way she was flaunting the power she held over me was turning me on. My tongue was dry and I didn’t have the energy to protest when she bent down and held the lace panties out for me to step into them. My heart pounding, I did. What was even more embarrassing was that the panties were sheer enough to show my penis and balls through the lace. Zoe picked up the bra and pulled the straps through my arms. Then she hooked in the back. The cups still looked a little empty and uneven on me, but she fixed it by stuffing a bunch of tissues right underneath my chest. The effect was startling. It was like I had DDs.

Zoe giggled softly. “You like how they look?” she said, her voice smooth as silk. “I know you do. I can tell. You remember how fucking hard you came yesterday, wearing my slutty thong? You looked so sexy jizzing on yourself…”

She lifted one of my legs onto her hip. She slid a palm slowly up my raised thigh in what was weird and perverted gesture. It made me feel strange. It was like she was the man and I was the girl. I’d never seen her be so forceful and dominant with me. What had happened to the young, naïve creature I’d once known? 

Her hand snuck into my thong and she jerked me off. I came in less than ten seconds, looking into her eyes, feeling her power. She brought her cum-covered hand to my lips, and my tongue reached out, tentatively at first, but when I tasted a little I wanted more. I licked off all my cum with seconds and thirds from her fingers.

“Fuck, Zoe,” I breathed. “I’ve never seen this side of you…”

“Don’t say a fucking word,” she said. “Or I’m going to punish you.”

Then she did something that completely caught me off guard. She coerced my balls upward and back into my body, where they stayed, hidden from sight. Then she tugged my flaccid cock back between my butt cheeks. Taking a roll of nude skin tape off the floor, she started to cover me, making sure everything was secure and in place. Several layers later, I was completely flat.

“Do you like your new pussy?” she asked.

I wasn’t sure whether to laugh or cry, to scream or to whimper. What the hell was she up to? Why was I letting her do this to me?

“I asked you a question.”

“I…I think I do,” I said through the clot in my throat.

“I do, Miss Reid,” Zoe ordered. “Tell me you fucking love it.”

My crotch felt tight from being all tucked in, but surprisingly, it felt good. I didn’t have the guts or the words to say it, though.

“Fucking say it.”

“Zoe…”

She slapped me. And pushed me. I fell onto her bed, and when she zoomed over, I thought she was going to try to sit on me again. Because she had pure hatred in her eyes. Instead, she pushed me over, until I was hugging the edge of the bed with my knees were on the floor. Then she was groping my ass, and slapping it, and pinching it. The shock of where I was, and what she was doing to me, held me frozen in place. She was taking all her emotions out on me, using me as a punching bag. Just like I’d used her as a toy.

She stopped suddenly, breathing hard like she’d just had a workout. She reached past me and took something out from underneath the bed. Her nails pressed into me as she lowered the back of the lace panties.

“You don’t like your pussy, huh?” she whispered. “Maybe this will help you like it.”

Her hands curved under my ass cheeks and stretched them apart. I felt a cool object cram itself into my asshole. I jumped and cried out like a bitch, but it was too late. The object throbbed inside my anus, fully lodged, stretching me. Panic rose up in me, my heart racing at the speed of light. What did she do? What the hell did she do to me? I instinctively clenched my asshole. I could feel every cell down there hugging the surface of the object and suddenly they were pulsing excitedly. I couldn’t do anything except clench harder, close my eyes, and surrender to the pleasure. 

“I love my pussy, Miss Reid,” Zoe ordered me to say, locking my arms behind my back. Her breath felt so hot it was like a flame to my ear.

“I love…I love my pussy, Miss Reid,” I gasped.

“I wonder what your adorable Annie would think if she knew what we were doing right now?” she whispered. She was squeezing me so hard it was like she never wanted to let me go. “That her husband was in my room on the floor in sexy lingerie, with a hot little plug in his ass?” She started to push and twist the end of the plug, making shivers of pleasure pulse through my ass. “Do you think she’d hate me for doing this to you? Or would she want to join me? I bet she’ll want to join in, babe. We could have a hot threesome together, and then everyone will be happy.”

Her nails scraped against my face as she twisted my face around to make me look at her. She still looked so innocent. So young. But I felt so helpless in front of her. It was a mindfuck. There was a twitch in my heart, something I hadn’t felt in a long time. Something I’d felt back when Annie and I were dating, days before I told her I loved her for the first time…

“Annie’s going to be so jealous when she finds out what I’ve done to you.”

“When?” I gasped. “What do you mean ‘when’?”

“Oh, I don’t know,” Zoe said wryly. “She’s only a phone call away, you know.”

My head started to spin. What did that even mean? Call? Had she already called my wife? Had Annie called her? Was I reading too much into this? Was I going crazy?

Or was my babysitter trying to fuck with my brain?

“Are you threatening me, Zoe?” I asked hoarsely.

“You don’t have the right to call me Zoe anymore, you dumb fucking whore,” she bit back. “Call me Miss Reid.”

“Miss Reid…you’re not going to call my wife, are you?” I asked. I was a grown man who suddenly felt like crying. “Please don’t do that. I’ll do anything you say.” The threat felt real, almost too real. It was like everything I knew I had was slipping away, and I couldn’t do anything to stop it.

Her next words hit me like a bolt of lightning. “Either I get to stay in your life or I will call Annie. I’ll do whatever it takes, babe, to make your whole world fall apart.”

A loud noise punctuated her horrific warning. I started to tremble when I realized it was my phone.

Oh, fuck no.

“Where the hell are you, Jack?” Annie screamed when I picked up. “I’ve been texting you for an hour! The kids are waiting for you to get to school! I’m getting late for work because of you!”

“Sorry, sorry, I just lost track of time!”

“Well, you better get back to tracking it and get your butt over here!” she shrieked.

I threw on my shirt and shorts, my hands shaking as I tried to smooth everything out to cover the lingerie. I tossed out the tissues from the bra, but didn’t have time to take anything else off. I knew Zoe wasn’t going to help me. She was wandering around the room, grabbing stuff to put in her tote before heading out herself. She looked like she was enjoying the trainwreck that was unfolding in front of her.

“Tell Annie I said hi.”

That was the last thing I heard before I scrambled out of her apartment.


CHAPTER 7

I was in a fog as I rushed back home. What had I done? How could I have lost track of time?

How was I in even deeper shit than I was before?

Fuck. I forgot the house key.

The plug felt uncomfortably full inside me as I crossed through the front door. Annie’s car was missing, and so was she. She’d taken the kids to school herself, which meant I was in big trouble. As scary as that was, it also meant I had time to change and get dressed in something other than the ridiculous bra and panties I had on, and also somehow pull the damned plug out of my ass.

But as soon as my foot hovered over the first step to head upstairs, I heard Annie’s car rush back. My heart sank.

“Come here,” she said as soon as she saw me poised awkwardly next to the staircase. “We need to talk.”

She had her arms crossed and her face blank, but nothing could’ve prepared me for the restrained anger in her voice. “You say you’re going out for a jog at six in the morning—which you never do—and then you disappear for two hours. What on earth has gotten into you, Jack? I don’t understand.”

It took all my energy not to run away as I turned to face her. My polo shirt was light blue and my shorts were a cotton grey—and I was terrified she could see the black outlines of the secret fashion show I had going on underneath. Because what then? Annie was smart. She’d see through my bullshit. 

“Sorry, honey,” I said. “Like I said, I really just lost track of time. I…I just wanted to clear my head.”

Annie’s jaw clenched. “Clear your head?”

I nodded meekly. She was dressed fully for work, and her suit, her black peep-toe heels, and her signature side-part bun, combed and set to perfection, was making me feel like a child. “I’m only going to ask you this question once, and I’d like you to think hard before answering,” she said sharply. “Where were you?”

I felt weak. My temples pulsed. I opened my mouth to tell Annie a lie yet again, but I had a sinking feeling that the game was already up. 

“Where were you?” Annie asked again, but her tone was softer now. She was studying me with one penciled-in brow arched all the way up, as if she was examining a witness statement. Then she inched closer. I felt a shudder go through me, because now the game really was up, and I wasn’t even trying anymore. What was wrong with me? Was I really giving up? Throwing everything away? Our marriage? Our children? What was going to happen now, when everything would come to light? Somehow my brain just couldn’t get there. It was all a black void, and I was about to be sucked face-first into it. 

Annie breathed into my ear. “You know I love you,” she whispered. Her hands roamed down the bottom of my shirt and then—to my shock—she tried to cup my crotch. I slithered away so her hand landed on my ass instead—which wasn’t much better.

“You know you can tell me anything, honey.”

I whimpered submissively. She still seemed oblivious to my jittery attempts to get away from her. Shockingly, I found myself wanting to give up and talk. Make up for the years of communication we’d missed out on in just one go. The secrets we’d kept hidden, the ones that had grown into monsters because they hadn’t been shared with each other. “I…I was…” I started, my brain freezing as Annie spun me back around to face her.

She put her hands on my head and pulled me closer to her. I breathed in her perfume, my fears turning inexplicably into arousal. What am I going to say? What the hell am I going to say? She’s going to find out—

“Speak up, honey. What did you want to tell me?”

Without warning, she placed her hand over my heart. It was a gesture that was meant to be romantic and encouraging, but instead her hand gripped the strange bodily lump that happened to be right where my bra cup was. The gasp that she uttered sent an instant chill through me. Her fingers went flying as she yanked my shirt up, and then she gasped again. She loosened the drawstring of my shorts and pushed them down to my ankles. 

Then I was standing there helplessly, right in front of my wife, in the bra and panties our babysitter had made me wear. A rush of humiliation came over me, knowing she was looking at the shape of my body and how curvy it looked in the lace lingerie.

The ground seemed to sway underneath me.

I’d never seen her eyes so big.

“Jack! How could you…” Annie’s voice quivered. “Explain this to me!”

I was ready to vomit everything out, but then she held up her hand. I picked up my shirt and covered myself. It had been months since my wife had even seen me naked, and the fact she was seeing me like this, dressed like a woman, made me feel oddly violated. “Just stop looking at me, okay?” I mumbled. “I’ll explain everything.” 

“Why are you telling me to stop?” she demanded, and grabbed the shirt right off me. She balled it up and threw it over my head.

I was exposed again. I felt small and insecure in my own home—just like I’d felt at Zoe’s apartment. 

“It all makes sense…this is why you’ve been so cold and emotionally distant,” Annie whispered. “You haven’t touched me in months. We haven’t kissed or cuddled or had sex in so long, Jack, and I was getting so worried. And now I know why. You have a fetish. You don’t want normal sex…you want this…” She waved her hands around me in frustration like words failed her. 

“Want what?”

“To explore being a feminine man,” she whooshed out. “I can’t believe I didn’t put two and two together. You’ve always been, well, not the greatest at sex. And it got worse over the years. Now I know you were struggling to communicate with me. You probably felt shame when it came to your fetish. And you had no outlet. Of course you couldn’t do it in public, so today you went somewhere private—a restroom somewhere?—and tried these on and completely lost track of time. Because today you felt sexy, like a real woman.”

Wow. That hadn’t been what I’d expected to hear at all. I was so shocked I didn’t know what to say. There was a triumphant edge to her voice, like she was painting me using strokes and colors from her own fantasy. But then it dawned on me it wasn’t triumph at all, but relief. Relief from solving a problem that had apparently been going on for years with her husband’s behavior.

“It’s okay, honey.” She was repeating it like a mantra while I still stood frozen. “You’re okay. We’re okay. We all have fetishes.”

She ran a hand through her hair, and her perfect bun came loose, her reddish-brown curls waves to her shoulders. She undid the buttons on her blouse and pulled down her skirt. It was my turn to gasp. There was a large wet stain on the crotch of her panties.

Was she aroused?

“It’s okay…” she said soothingly. “You can be my little sex kitten if you want to…” Her hand crept into the front of my panties, her face distorting when she felt the layers of tape over my cock. She quickly adjusted her expression to one of a wife who was trying hard to be supportive. She switched to the back, her hand slithering into the dark void of my ass. My heart was beating rapidly knowing what she was just about to find out. She stiffened when she felt it. Slowly, she pulled it out and the butt plug clattered to the floor, leaving my asshole throbbing. It rolled on the floor and I cringed when I saw its glittery pink edge. The plug was tiny—not more than an inch wide—even though it had felt huge inside of me.

“Oh, you dirty slut,” Annie whispered, sounding amused. “This is what you want, huh?”


CHAPTER 8

Annie’s finger slipped through my back hole, quickly taking the place of Zoe’s plug. I groaned and fidgeted—partly in lust, partly in shame. It was embarrassing how good it felt to have something inside my ass.

“Does this feel good, honey?” Annie asked. The spot on her panties was growing bigger and wetter. I pulled her close to me. I didn’t know what was going on, but the intimacy of it was so exciting it was frightening. I kissed her. I hadn’t kissed her like that in so fucking long, and I could see she’d missed it. I slid my tongue over her soft mouth while she purred in happiness. Her finger was fucking me now, playing and twisting and pushing in harder and harder. My fingers reached out to touch her clit. It was soaking wet. I started to rub it in gentle circles, wanting her to feel the same pleasure I was feeling.

Annie pushed my hand aside gently and placed it on her backside instead. “I want you to rub mine too,” she murmured. “While I rub yours.”

I stared at her in shock.

“Do it, honey. Now,” she insisted.

My fingers ventured in between her crack. They were trembling slightly. More than twenty years ago, when we’d first started dating, we had tried anal twice, but Annie had found it too painful to enjoy the experience. Since then, I’d assumed that her asshole had been a no-go zone. What if that hadn’t been the case? What if—all these years—she’d been waiting for me to initiate again?

My index finger entered her. Her asshole felt so small and tiny. I tried to stretch it open by thrusting using two fingers. She was breathing heavily, and she was red in the face. Then she started to moan. The fact that she was enjoying this so much made me feel like a horrible husband. For not communicating. For not being able to read the signs.

But when Annie spat into her finger and began fucking my anus again, all my regret disappeared. My cock felt hot, my balls heavy, and I could feel the crotch tape starting to loosen. In just seconds my cock emerged, hard as steel. It pressed against Annie’s wet panties. We pleasured ourselves like that, our arms criss-crossed, our noses touching, hole to hole. It all felt like a fever dream.

“Fuck my ass harder,” Annie whispered. “You can add another finger in.”

I spat onto my fingers and slipped three of them in, one by one, pushing it in until I felt it hit a wall, where Annie was too tight for me to go through. I didn’t want to hurt her. Annie moaned softly and gradually introduced another of her fingers into my butt. Hers had gone in deeper, and I could feel it brushing the small fleshy spot inside me. I stopped fingering her in shock, and she giggled as she continued to massage the. Her other hand reached down to squeeze my cock.

“I’m going to punish you for keeping all this a secret from me,” she whispered. “Twenty spankings. How does that sound?”

My legs started to shake. I was sure I was going to fall, but Annie held me up. She kept rubbing that spot deep inside my ass as she jerked me off, her hands as hot as Zoe’s had been as it flew over my lace panties. The pleasure was nothing I’d experienced before. I spurted in Annie’s hand with my eyes closed, dead to everything apart from the pleasure sending off fireworks in my brain.

I opened my eyes to see my wife holding her dirty hand up like a victory flag. She leaned in, and I did the same. Fifteen years of marriage finally led us the next moment, where we both instinctively knew what we had to do. We licked my cum off her hand like we were sharing an ice-cream between us, gazing into each other’s eyes. It was probably the most erotic thing I’d ever done with her.

“Let’s get you upstairs,” Annie said, her face lighting up. “Don’t forget your punishment. Twenty spankings.”

I hadn’t seen her this happy for the longest time. “What about work?” I asked her, amazed.

She started to undress, dropping her wet panties straight onto the floor of our entryway. Her lips twisted into a smirk.

“Work, my kitten, can go fuck itself,” she said.


CHAPTER 9

Surprisingly…strangely…the storm settled then.

I saw a change in Annie I’d never seen before. It was like the thing she’d discovered about me had given her the permission and confidence she’d needed to get what she wanted from me—whenever she wanted it. She wasn’t afraid of hurting my feelings and she wasn’t afraid of rejection. She became more and more dominant over time, coming out of the shell she’d been hiding in, and it was such a seamless transition that it was like it was her calling.

At first, I struggled with how much our relationship had transformed. Even though our sex life had improved considerably, each time we fucked I was reminded of what I’d done. All of this had happened because of a lie. All the progress we’d made was built on a deception. My deception. And I felt like the lies were piling up on top of one another, building a mountain that would explode over us one day. And even though Annie was the happiest I’d seen in years, I was still empty inside. Was it the guilt I was feeling? Was it the fact that I was playing a role? Why did every time we had sex still feel like I was trying to cover up my crime?

It wasn’t that I didn’t enjoy the sex. I did. I’d learned that I fit into the role of a submissive surprisingly well and our passion was honestly off the charts.

It was only the day after we had that first fated encounter at home that Annie said she had a surprise for me. But first, she’d wanted to know all the ins and outs of my fetish. What were my turn-offs and turn-ons, did I like to be humiliated, did I want to be cuckolded, and how much of it was about roleplaying as a woman and how much was about being emasculated. She also wanted to know how much of the ‘lifestyle’ I’d explored so far on my own. Annie basically grilled me and I had to make up answers on the spot. About what kind of lingerie I’d worn, whether I’d worn heels or pantyhose, did I enjoy pretending I had a pussy, and what toys I’d used so far.

“Other than butt plugs, how have you played with your asshole before?” she’d demanded.

“Oh, with toys. Um, like with anal beads and a massager.” For some reason I couldn’t stop blushing. It was one thing to lie, but it was also so embarrassing to have Annie ask me so many questions about my asshole.

But how could I have known what she’d do with the information?

Annie looked around the bedroom suspiciously, as if she could spot an anal massager out in the open. Then she put her hands on her hips. “Well, where are they?”

I gulped. “I threw them away. I felt guilty…”

“Okay. Can I see your asshole? I feel like I’ve never really seen it, honey, and I’d like to do that right now.”

So she made me roll over on the bed and spread my cheeks over her face while she inspected my rear hole with the precision of a microscope. It was more than humiliating, but my cock was growing, wanting to be beneath her while she did whatever she wanted to my body. I had no doubt that Zoe’s kinky little punishment had started to set off something inside me. A spark that was about to grow into a wildfire if I wasn’t careful. When Annie started to gently rub the outer ring of my anus—just from the outside—it was soon puckering with excitement. Her teasing felt amazing.

“I have to say, you have a cute asshole,” Annie complimented me. “I like it when it winks. I’m surprised you haven’t shaved though. You’d feel much more like a girl if you shaved. But for now…close your eyes.”

My heart pounded as I waited.

“Open them.”

I opened my eyes. My wife—my all-professional, smart, traditionalist wife—was standing there wearing a pink strap-on dildo.

“Where did you even get that from?” I asked, stunned.

“Oh, it was just a funny gift from my friends at my bridal shower. I never told you about it, but I had it stashed away in the closet all these years. Why are you looking at me like that? You’re not the only one who can keep secrets, Jack.” She winked.

“Did you—did your friends really want you to fuck me in the ass with that?”

Annie laughed dismissively. “They thought it was hilarious. But do you like your surprise?” She swung her hips from side to side, causing the fake cock to bob around lewdly.

“Damn,” I muttered.

It was dawning on me just how seriously she was taking this, and I really had no way of climbing out of the hole I’d dug myself in. If I threw my hands up and admitted that I’d lied about my crossdressing fantasies, how was I going to explain the black lace lingerie I’d been wearing that day? I couldn’t. Not without giving away the fact that I’d been cheating on her with the babysitter.

It felt like a cruel joke that in order to save my marriage, this was the price I had to pay. To pretend I had a fetish I never really did.

When Annie ordered me to get into position, my hands and feet went ice-cold with nerves. It took a couple of tries and a lot of lube for Annie to actually penetrate me with her pink cock. Even though my ass was being difficult, she was determined. She massaged me and stroked my cock until was so turned-on and relaxed I really felt like begging her to put it in me.  Never in my life did I think I’d actually want to be fucked in the ass—let alone by my wife! But the truth was not only was I was getting off on it, I wanted more…

After the first night she pegged me, it just kept getting better and better. I started to see my wife in a different light. Sometimes I wondered how I could’ve ever cheated on her. She’d never deserved that. I wanted to worship her and make her happy. Make her feel like the queen she was.

In a way, I felt like the luckiest person on earth.

Because Zoe had actually helped our marriage. Instead of hurting it.

After the day I’d visited her in her apartment, Zoe ghosted me. I was on my toes, though. I knew that any day she could turn up on our doorstep, or call us, or call Annie, and I tried hard to fight off those fears. I tried not to think about just how much power she had over me and my life. One evening, our landline went off and I freaked out because I was positive it was Zoe. No one called our landline ever. I’d hurried to the living room, my palms sweaty, and picked up the phone. I was sure I was going to hear Zoe at the other end. She was going to humiliate me in front of my wife. She was going to tear me down. I was panicking hard, but then it turned out to be just my mother-in-law, wanting to plan a day to hang out with the kids.

I was relieved. But later that night, I laid in bed and fantasized about how our conversation would've gone if it had really been Zoe. I found myself so turned on that I waited until Annie went to take a shower to plug myself, put on a pair of panties, and jerk myself off. I made sure to cum on my stomach, just like she’d made me do that day. It was amazing, but the shame was also real.

Why was I still thinking about her?

Even though she’d tormented me so much?

A few days later, I spied on her Instagram and TikTok accounts. I saw that her modeling career had taken off. She was traveling a lot more, hanging out with her model friends, and just thriving in general. It was clear that she’s had moved on and forgotten about our family. There were probably bigger things on her plate than to intimidate and terrorize a cheating husband.

It was funny how when Zoe was probably not even thinking about me, I was becoming obsessed with her. As obsessed as a horny teenager. Obsessed about the girl I couldn't have. Was I sad that she'd moved on? Maybe. Only a little. But I was happy to accept that Zoe was better for me in my head than in real life. Hadn’t that always been the case?

Annie was happy, and that was all I cared about now. Our boat was on still, calm waters. The storm had passed. The sky was clear…but not for long. Everything changed again the day a mystery package arrived on our doorstep.


CHAPTER 10

It was a Saturday. I was in our sunny kitchen whisking eggs when the doorbell rang. It was a delivery guy, and he had a package for me.

After breakfast, I ripped open the box. My breath caught when I saw what was inside it. Packaged neatly in a tuft of pink and red crinkle paper were three items. A Barbie blonde wig, a pair of strappy red heels, and a Gilette Venus Extra Smooth razor. I didn’t think anything of it at first, so I rushed to the living room, where Annie was getting some work reading done.

“Honey, you didn’t have to get me all that!” I said.

Annie’s brows wrinkled. “Get you what?”

“The wig! The heels! The…razor?” My voice had gone soft. Annie was staring at me blankly, and it was pretty obvious she had no idea what I was talking about.

“I didn’t buy you anything,” she said, looking a little irritated. “Stop disturbing me while I work.”

I slunk back upstairs and racked my brain. Had I ordered something and forgotten about it? No, that wasn’t possible. Had I ordered something by accident? No, that couldn’t have happened either. I would’ve got a notification in my email if that had been the case. So if Annie hadn’t been responsible for the kinky package, and I hadn’t ordered it…that meant the sender could’ve only been one person.

My blood went cold.

Why? I wanted to scream. Why now?

I stared down at the opened box, my mind racing. Feelings I’d buried a long time ago surged back up again, one after another, and along with them, the memories I’d tried so hard to erase tightened their claws around me. My hands started to shake, and a frosty dread pooled in my stomach. Zoe, why? I thought she’d ghosted me for good. Moved on with her life. Was she just bored now? Thinking of playing with my life again?

It was only when I glanced up at the calendar I’d tacked onto the wall that it hit me. Two more days and it’d be May 15th. May 15th was the day I had sex with Zoe for the first time. To her, the date marked our ‘anniversary’.

Could the wig, the heels, and the razor be some kind of messed-up anniversary gift?

My knees buckled, and I plopped down to the floor to gain my balance again. Zoe had no idea what my marriage was like now. She didn’t know we’d introduced new kinks into our sex life. So did she want to mock me with the wig and heels? Scare me? Had she planned for Annie to open up the package and question me? Open up a can of worms?

The feeling of dread grew. It was like I was sleeping and just about to enter a nightmare, but I couldn’t shake myself awake. A two-year mistake was about to cost me my life, and there was nothing I could do except…well, submit.

I hid the box in my home office and waited until the day of our anniversary dawned. By the biggest stroke of luck, Annie was going to be very busy that Monday and the kids were at their grandma’s for the week. But I was still terrified. Zoe was always full of surprises…

Sure enough, on Monday I woke up to a cryptic text message from Zoe. It was strange to see it, considering we hadn’t communicated for months. I almost burned my eyes reading it over and over again on my phone.

"14th and Oak, 9 PM. The rooftop."

That was it. The text was short and brief, but the tone made my stomach shrink with anxiety. My finger hovered over the screen, ready to call her. But then my phone buzzed again. It was another text.

“You’ll shave everything from the neck down with the razor, nice and clean. Then you’ll wear Annie’s red satin push-up bra and panties with her black one-shoulder cocktail dress (I’m sure you know the one. She always wears it to those stupid fancy client dinners). I’ve always wondered what it would look like on you. You should be happy tonight I’ll get to see it. You’ll also wear the blonde wig and my cute red high heels. You’ll wear Annie’s favorite red lipstick and her perfume (the EXPENSIVE one. It smells like sex and sandalwood.) Then you’ll walk to the nearest subway station and walk the rest of the way here. No Uber-ing. I want everyone to know whose bitch you are. :)”

The smiley face made my heart sink. There was no way I was going to humiliate myself in public like that.

I suddenly felt light-headed. I gulped down the glass of water that was by my bedside.

“Honey? You okay?” Annie still sounded groggy from sleep.

I nodded.

A small flicker of hope glimmered within me. Zoe had told me not to take an Uber, but there was no way she could know that. Right? I could just tell her that I’d walked and taken the subway, just like she’d instructed. Lie through my teeth. The idea provided only a little comfort. The thought of dressing up for her, using my wife’s things, and meeting her was sending my heartrate up through to the sky. 

Then the third message buzzed through.

“Leave home at 7 PM. I’ll be calling you on Facetime as soon as you leave. You’ll take three selfies (three different poses with a duckface) in the subway car. You’ll send me the three selfies as soon as you exit. And before you try, there’s no negotiation here. You know what’ll happen if you don’t do what I say. :)”

That was when I really started panicking.

Zoe had thought of everything.

She was going to ruin me.

Evening came quickly. I was alone in the house, and even though there was nothing I wanted to do more than the curl up under the sheets and sleep for a hundred years, I knew it was time. Time for me to get ready to meet the young woman who was getting a kick out of tormenting me so ruthlessly.

I showered, taking longer than I needed to, shaving every stray bit of hair from my body using Zoe’s razor. When I was done, I tossed the razor into the trash and covered it up with a pile of toilet paper. In the bedroom, I used Annie’s lotion and slinked it over my skin to make it soft and smell nice. I felt like a girl getting ready for a date, and as awkward as that was, I was relieved to have the house to myself for once so I could sort everything out in peace.

I pulled out the lingerie set from Annie’s closet. I couldn’t remember the last time Annie had worn it, but it was clear that Zoe knew the ins and outs of my wife’s closet much better than she did.

I didn’t want to bring too much attention to myself in public which meant that I had to get this crossdressing thing down pat. I had to look as much of a woman as I could. As I pulled the panties up my legs, I was already trembling. Even though I’d worn panties too many times to count now, the act of putting on something so foreign and feminine was never going to lose its fear and excitement for me.

I followed with the satin bra, making sure to stuff it enough to look realistic, and checked myself out in the mirror. I didn’t like what I saw, and it was the bulge underneath the panties. Annie’s cocktail dress was very form-fitting, so if I was going to do this thing right I had to be as flat as possible. I yanked down the panties and took a deep breath. Then I took each of my balls in my hand and inserted it back up into its socket, just as Zoe had done to me once. Then I tucked everything else to the back and quickly slipped the panties back on. Much better. The panties were tight enough to hold everything in place, and the view was much more feminine.

I glanced at the clock. 6.30 pm. Fuck. I was running out of time, and I still had so much left to do. And since I didn’t want any unwanted attention on me, I couldn’t just look like a man in a dress—I had to be convincing.

I slid into Annie’s dress and wore the wig. Wig-wearing was always scary to me, because that was really when the transformation happened. After I put the lipstick on, coerced my feet into the high heels, and sprayed Annie’s perfume onto my neck and wrists, I avoided looking at my reflection, knowing I’d see a whole different person. A woman with blonde hair in a sexy black cocktail dress.

But then I gave into the temptation, bracing myself as I did.

It couldn’t be…did I really pass? And had I really done all this by myself? I smiled at the mirror.

For once, the fear was gone.


CHAPTER 11

I flicked on all the house lights before I stepped out. Then I paused. I was having second thoughts. Was I really doing this? Going out in public dressed so boldly? What if Annie came home before me? Found out I was gone? How could I explain the fact I was wearing her dress, her perfume…hell, her bra and panties?

I shook my head. Thinking about it wasn’t going to do me any good. I just had to go meet Zoe, listen to whatever she had to say to me, and zoom back home.

I’d just locked the door and slipped the key into my purse—an old one of Annie’s—when the call came through.

“H-hey,” I said nervously.

“Look at you…” It was just Zoe’s voice. The fact that I couldn’t see her while I was on video made it even more awkward for me. “I almost couldn’t recognize you, babe.”

“Thanks. I…I’m walking to the station now,” I stammered.

“Good,” she drawled. “Make sure you hold your phone up. I want to see the people behind you.”

The night air nipped at my face as I walked, trying to find both balance and rhythm in my heels. I didn’t want to appear drunk, but it was difficult. I was walking slower than I had to, and the sounds the heels made as it hit the pavement were annoyingly loud. My exposed legs felt like ice picks. I wasn’t even a block away from home and I already felt like the world was looking at me.

Somehow, I made it to the station. Under the bright lights, I felt even more insecure. Eyes glazed over me—mostly male eyes. A man brushed my elbow—which I thought was an accident, until he stood close to me and leered. Another guy tried to strike up a conversation. Holy shit. I was getting a first-hand experience of what it was like to be a woman, and I wasn’t sure I liked it.

And Zoe…she could see it all.

Was she enjoying my discomfort?

How she’d shamed me in public?

“I…I’m about to get in,” I whispered.

“Take the coat off and enjoy the trip, babe,” she said. “Remember: three selfies.”

The subway car—of course—was packed. Heads turned when I walked in, but luckily, I was able to find a seat in between two girls. Now for the next assignment. The grand finale. The most humiliating. I took my coat off, resting it behind my back. The man in front of me was looking down at my legs, as if he was picturing what it would be like to kiss them. I bet Zoe would’ve loved to see that, I thought bitterly.

I took a deep breath and held my hand out. Steadied my arm and pouted, feeling my entire face flush with embarrassment. My lips looked huge, like they had fillers in them. Click. Click. Click. It was so obvious I was taking a selfie, and people probably thought I was some kind of bimbo off to meet her sugar daddy.

“Looking hella cute,” someone called.

“Nice lips,” another guy leered.

This was just something I wasn’t used to. I had passed as a woman—at least, I hope I passed—only to have a bunch of heterosexual men ogle at me. When my stop came, I rushed out of the station as fast I could. The next thing I knew, Zoe was FaceTiming me again, demanding her selfies.

“Fuck, you look so hot, babe.” she said when I sent them. “I want those lips on me. And I like you better without the coat. I bet all the men enjoyed that show.”

I lowered my gaze to the ground. More than those other people, it was the fact that Zoe was watching me through her screen that put me the most on edge. She was the one who’d started all this, after all. Made me her sissy.

I was getting hard. The tucking had been a waste. I couldn’t believe it. I was getting off on the humiliation. A wave of shame washed over me, making my knees tremble even more than they were. My marriage was on the line and all I could think about was how sexy it was to have Zoe treat me like this.

I started walking east. The address Zoe had given me was three blocks away. Having to wear this figure-hugging dress and draw everyone’s attention to me made it seem even further away.

“You’re close now. Swing those hips for me, babe. You should see how many men are staring at your ass!”

My chest pounded. The heels made my walk sexual—there was no way around it. Plus, there was a slight spring to my fake boobs—not as much as if they were real—but the spring was definitely there. I didn’t want to look back. I didn’t want to look at the screen. I tried to walk quickly. I tried not to fall. That was the main thing.

Finally, I stopped, looking up at the building Zoe’s address had directed me to. As soon as I tried to enter, though, a security guard stopped me. He had the face of a pitbull and the look he gave me made me shiver.

“What’re you here for?” he barked.

“T-To meet Zoe Reid,” I stammered. “She told me to come?”

He gave a curt nod and motioned me to follow him. We walked through brightly lit halls, most of them vast open spaces fitted with a variety of backdrops, lights, and cameras. This was a studio, I realized, and Zoe must’ve just completed a photoshoot. Sneaking glances around, I could even recognize some of the backdrops from her Instagram page.

The security guard took me to the elevator, which whisked us quickly to the roof. The place was strangely romantic, with portioned-off gardens surrounding the area with in-set sofas. The air smelled sweet. The guard motioned me toward one of the private gardens. 

And there, silhouetted by the blinking city lights, was Zoe. She was looking up at the sky, like she was counting the stars.

The tap-tap of my heels made her turn around. She gave me a knowing smile.

I didn’t even notice the security guy step away and retreat out of sight.

Because that was when I knew.

This was a set-up.

She was going to ruin my life.

Shatter everything I’d built and worked hard for, just like I’d once shattered hers.


CHAPTER 12

“Hey,” she said. “I’ve missed you.”

We hugged, and she gave me a peck on the cheek. When we pulled apart I took a good look at her. She was wearing a simple red dress with a slit that seemed to go up to her hips. No jewelry, except for two small hoop earrings. She didn’t need anything. She’d have looked sexy wearing a paper bag.

“Happy anniversary,” I whispered.

She smirked. “Happy anniversary, bitch.”

My heart skipped a beat. I could tell she was examining my outfit as intensely as I’d examined hers. Well—was it really my outfit, though? She was the one who’d dressed me up after all. If I looked good, it was because of her.

“Kneel,” she said softly.

I knelt down. I didn’t even hesitate. Trembling, I waited, ready for her to show her control over me.

“Lick my shoes, slut.”

I bent down and surrendered to her. Her skin smelled liked it always did, which was kind of comforting. She was wearing open-toed black strappy heels with a thin gold chain connecting to the back of each heel. They made her feet look so sexy. My tongue warmed against the black straps. I reached further down and licked her toes. They were cold, but her crimson toenails glistened under the sparkling sky. Her feet stayed stock-still while I enjoyed their taste with my mouth.

“Stop.”

I did. I looked up at her blazing eyes. She stared back as she lifted one foot and pressed it against my breasts. Her heel pressed painfully into me, and but the pain was only a shadow in my mind. I could only focus on her eyes, and the terrifying hold they had over me.

“Annie’s bra looks so good on you. Gave you some big old titties, didn’t they? They’re even bigger than mine.”

Heat burned my face as she reminded me of what I’d become. A sexed-up sissy bitch with huge fake breasts. I wasn’t Jack anymore. I wasn’t a man, and I definitely wasn’t a husband.

Zoe continued to prod my boobs with her feet.

“You know, I like you better this way. Like a dumb cow with fat tits that need to be milked. It makes me want to stuff your fucking mouth with a big black cock. You want that, don’t you?”

I blushed. I was probably the same color as her toenails now, but I was also so turned on by the way she was talking to me. That was the moment I thought: Okay. If someone was going to ruin my life, I’d rather it be Zoe than anyone else.

It was so strange. I’d never been so submissive, so…well, pathetic. But Zoe’s power was taking over my body and mind. Like a toxin that was spreading through my system, too fast to control.

Her heel went back to the floor. She stood over me and lifted her dress. She wasn’t wearing any underwear. She bent my neck backwards and hunched down, her weight sitting on top of my face. I licked like I was going to die from thirst. She rubbed and grinded her clit over my tongue over and over again until I felt it go raw and her sweet-salty taste became more intense. I shoved my tongue deep into her hole and slurped. I wanted to make her feel better after everything I’d done to her. I wanted to suck her dry. I wanted to make her strong, young, sexy body squeal in pleasure. I wanted her to lose all control, even if it was for just a few seconds.

Zoe came hard on my tongue. I didn’t stop sucking until she lifted herself off me and a cold wind finally hit me. She pulled her dress down and sat on the wicker sofa, still breathless. She crossed her legs and looked up at the stars as if she was collecting her thoughts. Wondering and calculating what to do next. Her pretty lips were tight and quivering and her face troubled, even though she still looked so beautiful. I wanted to flip my phone out and snap a picture of her, with the breeze rustling her long hair. Whoever had photographed her in the studio that day had been fucking lucky.   

Oh, for fuck’s sake. I’d been fucking lucky for so long. I’d had her heart for two years, but I’d never really appreciated her. Or loved her. Not like this. Not like now.

I wanted Zoe to be happy. But she wasn’t. Far from it.

“Lay the fuck down,” she whispered when I tried to get up and get closer to her. She pushed me with her foot until I was spread over the grass, belly down. She undid her heels and threw them to the side.

She stepped on top of my back and giggled. She bounced up and down, using all her weight.

“I like you better this way,” she said. “Right under my feet with your mouth kissing dirt.”

You can do whatever you want to me, I thought but then groaned in pain.

Deal with it. At least she wasn’t doing it with the heels on.

She stepped on my ass, one cheek at a time, squishing it hard using the ball of her foot. “You’re so pathetic, Jackie,” she said. “You’re not even telling me to stop! You want this, huh? You want to submit. You want me to make you over into a sexy slut. You want me to fuck you up.”

No, I hate this, I wanted to say. It’s the worst thing that’s ever happened to me, and I hate you for doing this. But I was getting hotter. This had all started off as a punishment but now it wasn’t one anymore. I needed this to make me feel like I was worth something. Even the shame and the pain were worth it now. 

Zoe’s weight slid torturously up my back. I felt a foot on the back of my neck. “You like the pain?”

I groaned. I felt my organs squeeze together. “Yes, Miss Reid.”

One of her toenails sunk deep into the side of my neck. “Does this hurt?”

“Yes, Miss Reid.”

“It doesn’t hurt as much as what you did to me, Jackie,” she said.

Another nail sunk into my skin. I was no stranger to scratches from Zoe—I had the scars on my back to prove it, but I had no idea toenails could be that sharp. The pain grew until I saw red behind my eyelids but I liked it. It was a reminder that she still wanted me. Maybe she wanted to ruin me, but at least she still wanted me.

“Get up, slut. Get down on your knees.”

She picked up her bag and pulled out a strap-on with a dark brown cock. I watched—dumbfounded—as she wore the strap around her hips. Panic clawed its way up my throat. I gulped. I knew that at any moment, Annie could waltz right in and surprise me. I was shocked it hadn’t happened yet—because right now it was just us. Just me and the woman who had been my lover.

When the harness was in place, I couldn’t stop looking at Zoe. She was gripping the shaft with one hand, and it was peeking out from under her hot red dress. This felt so surreal, like my life was a movie. Hadn’t I wanted this—even after I’d let her go? Hadn’t I played out this fantasy in my mind over and over again, in bed right next to my sleeping wife?

And it was finally happening. But at what cost? Would it be worth the price I was going to have to pay?


CHAPTER 13

Gripping her cock tighter with one palm, Zoe motioned towards the railing. I swallowed hard. At least we had a little privacy inside the rooftop garden. But out in the open? We were on the twelfth floor, surrounded by taller buildings and towering glass condos with balconies and floor-to-ceiling windows. Anyone out there could easily get a viewing of what we were about to do.

“Crawl to me,” Zoe said. “That’s right. On your hands and knees. Jiggle your tits as you come to me. Make me excited, babe!”

Her eyes were glinting with lust. The blood in my head was going thud thud thud as I got down to my knees. Zoe folded her arms across her chest and smirked with delight.

“Scared that people will see you, Jackie?” she cooed. “See you being my bitch? Too bad, babe. Get over here.”

I crawled over to her, embarrassed that I didn’t have to put too much effort into making my breasts jiggle. I felt like a blow-up doll on display.

“Is…is Annie going to be here, Miss Reid?” I whispered as I squatted down at her feet. I felt so helpless, but I’d never felt so alive…so pathetically in love…

“What did you say?”

“Y-you called Annie, didn’t you?”

“Why do you care, Jackie?” Zoe bent down and scooped the wedding ring out of my finger. “You didn’t care when you begged to fuck me two years ago. You didn’t give a shit about your marriage. So why do you care about Annie now?”

I started shivering. I thought she was going to hurl the ring out of the building and into the noisy streets below. But I couldn’t bring myself to stop her. She laughed when she saw how white and terrified I looked. She threw the ring on the floor and stepped on it.

“You better suck my cock really good if you want that back,” she said softly.

“I will, Miss Reid.”

Zoe bent down and took out a tube of lipstick from her bra. She wrote something on my forehead, smiling widely once she was done. “Do you know what I wrote?”

I shook my head.

“Zoe’s bitch,” she said smugly. “Now suck my cock. Stroke me first.”

I exhaled out from my mouth and steeled myself. I stroked her penis, taking just a second to admire just how small my hand looked curled around it. Annie’s dildos were much smaller than this. It was such a stupid thought given the shit I was in, but I couldn’t help myself.

Zoe placed a cold palm against my face. She smiled. “Getting all hot at the thought of sucking me?”

Red-faced, I nodded.

“Go ahead, babe. Give me what you got.”

I wrapped my tongue around the underside of the dildo and slowly started to swing my head back and forth. The rubber felt so realistic. It was warm on my lips. The taste wasn’t the greatest, but the taste was really the furthest thing on my mind. Butterflies bloomed in my stomach as I felt Zoe above me, watching me suck her cock like a hawk. For once, she was silent. The air was still and silent too—there were no sounds apart from the wetness of my mouth and the slight scrape of my high heels as I rocked back and forth. I tried to make sure my movements were as graceful and as feminine as I could make it. Because if I did a good job tonight, maybe…just maybe I’d be spared.

Zoe pushed herself into me, and started to buck her hips. Her cock slid down my mouth until the rubber tip began to prod the back of my throat. My mouth watered. My tongue felt raw. And yet Zoe kept pushing, thrusting, wanting more…more…more. Her fingers had taken hold of my wig, tugging on my scalp, pulling me even closer to her crotch. I met her eyes. That cruel, cold smirk of hers made me want to worship her even more. I sucked harder. And just when I thought my jaw was about to snap, she pulled out. I panted, sucking in lungful after lungful of air, my throat tight and raw.

“Do you know why I really brought you here?” Zoe asked, stroking her wet cock herself while she stared down at me.

“You want to tell my wife the truth,” I said, choking up on the words. “You want to ruin my life.”

Zoe gently shook her head. “Wrong. I wanted to do something special for our anniversary. Do you know what that is?”

I stayed silent. Numb.

“I want to take your virginity, Jackie. Just like you took mine.”

My jaw dropped. Everything made sense…finally. Why Zoe had loved me. Felt so attached to me, even though I’d never given her much.

I felt like such an asshole.

I would’ve gladly given her my virginity, except…

“What’s wrong, babe? Tell me.”

“That day, when I came to visit you…” The words stumbled out, hot and flowing. “Annie found out. I told her I had a fetish for women’s clothing. Well, I didn’t exactly tell her, Miss Reid, but she assumed that was the case and I let her believe that. And…the following night, she pegged me for the first time.”

“With a cock?” Zoe’s voice shook as it hit her. “Annie fucked you?”

I nodded. My heart was beating wildly. I couldn’t believe the turn our conversation had taken.

“I’m so sorry, Miss Reid.”

“Fuck you.”

She pushed me down into position. Pulled at my dress and panties. Exposed my ass with a hunger I hadn’t seen before. Her cock grazed my back entrance. She tapped it right there, so I could feel how fat and thick it was, but she didn’t enter me. My hole winked and puckered. My little cocklette was hard as a rock, ready for her to rail me. Even though I felt like the world’s biggest asshole.  

“You’re so fucking loose,” she hissed. “I can feel it.” She spanked me hard, then used her nails to grip onto me. She pulled my cock, pinched it hard, then did the same to my balls. The pain made me whimper like a kitten, but it was nothing compared to what I’d done to her. Her wound went deeper, and it was still raw.

“You’ve been a fucking slut for Annie, haven’t you?”

“I’m so sorry,” I kept saying. “I’m sorry for everything, Miss Reid.”

“You’re not!” she said, and she shoved her cock in me. “You’re not sorry! You’re not! You’re not!”

I felt a twinge of shame at how easily the dildo had slid inside me. As she started to fuck me, I tried to figure out who I’d really become. Maybe I really was a slut. A loose whore. The irony was that it didn’t matter anymore. What mattered was that I was still a coward. I’d taken the easy way out, sacrificing the lives, pride, and dignity of two women along the way.

Was there any kind of punishment that would actually fit my messed-up crime?

Zoe suddenly hurled me up. Holding me roughly by the armpits, she started to fuck me standing up. I steadied myself against the steel railing. The city twinkled below us, the blur of lights coming together like a kaleidoscope. On any other day it would’ve been so romantic.

Each time Zoe thrust in, she came in hard, as if she wanted to hurt me. She was fucking me harder and faster than Annie had ever done. My cocklette was wet, so wet, and it was shivering. I wanted to shout from the top of my lungs—not because it hurt so bad, but because it hurt so fucking good.

“Miss Reid…I feel like I’m going to cum…”

“You’re not cumming tonight,” Zoe rasped.  

“Please, please…Miss Reid!”

I felt hot and heavy. Both tired and full of energy. Guilty and horny. I wanted to cum with her holding me like this. Feeling her powerful body against mine.

“No, Jackie,” she murmured. “Don’t you get it? I own your body now. I control everything you do. I control how you feel pleasure and how you feel pain. I can do anything I want and you will obey me like the dickless bitch you are. So guess what. If you cum now, I swear, I’ll let Annie know. I will. I’ll call her right now.”

She started to jerk me off while fucking me. Rubbed my balls and little cocklette, torturing me with pleasure. Both my tits and ass were bouncing. I felt my will start to weaken.

She had me exactly where she wanted to me.

I knew I didn’t even really belong to my wife anymore. I belonged to her. Even my own flesh wasn’t mine. I was all hers, and she could play me however she wanted to.

I came hard, spattering her palm, dripping onto the grass. 

“Oh, Jackie,” Zoe said softly, almost fondly, seeing what I’d done. “Jackie…Jackie…what have you got to say for yourself?”

“I love you,” I whispered.

She laughed. I could feel she was on a high. Drunk on power. She was excited now that I’d failed. Her imagination was probably going wild, trying to decide on her next punishment. I bet she was wet too, thinking about what she could do to me. Thinking about her next step. What would scare me the most. Teach me the biggest lesson. I was just her puppet, and she was writing my story. My future.   

And the worst thing was, I was still totally crazy about her.

Zoe slowly pulled out, leaving my asshole gaping. She hugged me from behind. She was silent again. We both gazed up at the stars together. When I felt her lips on my neck, the truth hit me like a punch to my stomach. I was Zoe’s bitch, and I’d probably be hers forever. A part of her game. Because she was nowhere near done playing it…

THE END


BAD BOSS: A REVENGE FEMDOM STORY




PART 1: THE STRANGER




CHAPTER 1

I’d been running on less than an hour’s sleep that day, but the minute I stepped into the banquet hall, I was as awake as if I’ve been on a night-long caffeine binge. You’d think I’d be bored by these fundraising galas by now, but no. Not really. There were plenty of old men in here to stroke my ego, sure, but the real reason I wasn’t bored was because of all the pretty women who were there, dressed to impress and ready to mingle. They all knew who I was, and they all wanted to talk to me. 

Tonight wasn’t any different. I scanned the hall, eyeing the ladies from the corner of my eye, drinking in the dresses that showed off their shoulders and arms and wide hips and longs legs. The younger ones were milling about in their own circle in short, skimpy little black dresses, their yogurty skin glowing under the chandelier lights. I gave them all the once-over. They all looked fine, but to be honest, I didn’t really give much thought to how old or young they were. A young woman could be just as shameless as a fifty-year-old if she was desperate enough. 

I spent some time putting up a pretense, mingling with the older crowd, yakking away about business mergers and philanthropy and all the other boring stuff people expected of me. In the background, though, my keen eyes continued to feast. Sleep deprivation made me horny, and I was looking for someone to get my blood pumping and my pulse racing and my hungry cock on standby. When you have too many good options in front of you, though, it’s easy to get distracted, so after an hour of all the mindless chitchat, I tried to zone in on just one target. 

I found her pretty quickly.

She was sitting up on the table right next to the bar, her crimson strapless gown hugging her tight little body. She had black hair that fell in lovely curls over her face, and her eyes—those sexy green eyes—were honed in on me. A little tingle of lust sparked inside me as we both stared at each other. 

I had a feeling she’d been watching me long before I’d noticed her. 

She smiled and walked up to me, her body sashaying in ways that made my mouth go dry. 

“Iris,” she said simply. “Russ Becker, right?”

“I’m impressed you know me,” I said with a sarcastic little smile.

“Oh, I’ve heard you’re the man to know around these parts.”

Of course I am, baby. 

This was how my conversations usually went. Compliments, flattery, sucking up…anything to get Russ Becker to take that next step. I was the golden ticket really. Get me on their side and their entire career was set. 

We talked some more, or she did some more sucking up more to me, to be a little more accurate. Still, something about her had set off just the tiniest twinge of déjà vu. Had I met her before? Did she look like someone—an actress, maybe—I’d seen once or twice at one of these dinners? I wasn’t sure.

“So, tell me about your new program,” Iris said. A curl of her hair had fallen over her left eye, and I had to rein back the urge to gently place it behind her ear.

“Which one?” I grinned. 

“The top-secret one.”

I laughed. “That’s going to take just a little more convincing from your end, Iris.”

“Well, I’ve seen the prototypes,” she said with a smirk.

“Good try, but we haven’t developed any prototypes yet,” I said. That was a lie, but she didn’t need to know the skeletons inside my business. Our labs were in the process of developing an ultra-strong carbon fiber blend that was soon poised to take the tech world by storm. Our first prototypes had had a very positive reception, but there were also a ton of kinks that needed to be ironed out. Kinks that no-one outside top management needed to know.

Iris studied me for a second and flipped back the curl of that had fallen over her face. Her eyes almost looked like green liquid pools under the dark golden lighting. “So, CEO Becker, I haven’t seen your wife around,” she said. “How is she doing? Amber, right?”

I took a big gulp of my drink. Let it scorch down my throat. She was being very cool and I had to work on showing I wasn’t caught off guard. “Yes. Amber,” I muttered. “She wasn’t feeling too well. Migraines.”

“Oh, I get migraines too,” Iris said, making an attempt to give me a sympathetic pout. “They’re the worst.”

“You know it.”

I was trying not to stare too long at her luscious lips. Or her long neck. It was the color of peach yogurt and begging to be bitten. So she’d done her research. Amber, my wife, was twenty years my junior. I was forty-three, so she looked just as much of a bimbo as you’d expect. Fake blonde hair, permanent fake lashes, surgically enhanced breasts, and a Brazilian butt lift to boot. The media loved to talk about us. The secret about Amber, though, was that she actually had a brain. She went to Berkeley and got her master’s degree from USC, and what did she do with all those years of education? She married rich so she wouldn’t have to work another day of her life. Smart.

The DJ decided to switch things up right at that moment. A slowish, sultry number filled the hall and couples headed over to the dance floor. Iris didn’t waste a second. She grabbed my arm and we followed the others and began to dance. The gown she had on did a perfect job of showing every delicious curve of her body as she swayed in front of me. She clasped her fingers with mine and twirled herself around and pressed her back across my chest. I didn’t care who was looking at us right then. If the media and the gossipy old bitches wants to talk about Russ liking young blood, I thought, I’ll let them fucking talk. In truth, I knew my lawyers could shut all of them up before they even opened their mouths. 

Iris smelled like jasmine and freshly lotioned skin coupled with something a little more sharp and tangy, like pepper. I was quickly hypnotized by that scent. My blood pounded as we swayed together and my crotch jostled against her ass. I hoped to god she could feel my oncoming boner. I wanted her to know I was a married man ready to play. Some women get a rush from that, and I had a feeling she was one of them.

Iris took my hand and pressed it down the front of her, sliding my palm down…down. I wondered if my hand was over her thigh or her gown, but it didn’t fucking matter as long as I was touching her. 

She leaned back and whispered in my ear, “There’s something about you, Mr. Becker…” Her voice was dripping with desire. “I don’t know what it is, but I get a feeling when I’m around you. It’s like we know each other.”

I was surprised by that admission. “You know, I felt that too,” I said. “Have we met before?”

“That’s impossible. How could I forget meeting a man like you, Mr. Becker?”

“Then maybe we’re soulmates.”

She laughed. “Good try, but I’m not that easy.”

She turned around and faced me. I had this intense urge to ask if I could kiss her, right in front of the others, but that would definitely be a mistake. It was too much of a risk even for a risk-taker like myself. So I let the matter rest. For now. 

“Mr. Becker…” 

“Call me Russ. Please.”

“Russ, I can’t even begin to imagine what it’s like to be a CEO. I’ve heard it’s one of the most stressful jobs in the world, and I guess I can sort of see it.” She giggled while I rubbed my eyes and hoped I didn’t look like a corpse. “Don’t you want to take a break for a while? Relax?”

“Never,” I said. “This is what it takes to run an empire. Besides, I’m not a lazy bastard.”

“I never said you were,” she whispered. “I guess that’s why I was drawn to you. I like men with baggage.”

She turned around and grabbed my crotch stealthily. I hissed out a breath, feeling my cock harden in her grasp as I scooted to the side so people couldn’t see us. So she was a risk-taker. Like me. I liked that. A part of me wanted to drag her to the toilets and do her right there. I could tell she wouldn’t have been opposed to that. Women liked married dick— it was as simple as that, really. I don’t think I’d ever had as many girls flirting shamelessly with me until after I’d tied the knot. That was the curse of marriage. 

“I have to go now,” Iris said suddenly.

I pouted. “Don’t leave me hanging like this,” I said. 

“Do you have a good memory?”

I shook my head. “My memory is terrible, honestly. Why do you ask?”

“Even better then,” she said, giggling. She leaned in very close like she was about to bite off my ear. “521 Clotilde Ridges. Tomorrow. Ten p.m. I’ll make it romantic.”

Then she fluttered her fingers at me and made her way to the exit, not looking back even once. I was breathless, and I could still feel the heat of her breath in my ear.

“Mr. Becker?” Someone was tapping me on the shoulder. I turned around and locked eyes with a young woman who did a little excited jump that made her breasts jiggle. 

“I’ve heard so much about you!” she cooed.

“Oh really?” I asked, giving her a one-sided smile. 

We started talking, even though I knew I was going to be on auto-pilot for the rest of the night. Because my mind was somewhere else entirely…thinking about someone else. 


CHAPTER 2

I came to my senses later that night. I came home past midnight to Amber wearing her sheer satin robe. The outline of her dainty lace bralette and thong was clearly visible under the fabric. Locking into her dark gaze, I carried her to our bedroom and undressed her. I fucked my wife thinking about the mysterious woman I’d had met that night. Iris. I thought about how her eyes had been brighter, her hips more rhythmic, and her scent…god, her scent. How she’d nestled up against me and taken my hand to touch the front of her thigh. I thought about her invitation. Sure, I was a risk-taker, but there was a line between taking risks and being an idiot. I had a reputation and a company and, of course, a wife. I had responsibilities. I wasn’t stupid. 

No, I thought as I finished inside Amber. Meeting her would be taking it too far. 

I learned an important lesson when I became wealthy: temptation can sometimes be the devil in disguise. When money isn’t a limit anymore, you have to set yourself some rules, or you might just end up going crazy. Just because you can do something doesn’t mean you should.

My decision was cemented when I left my house the next morning. If Iris had really been serious about our romantic rendezvous, well, she was going to be disappointed. I was a busy man with important things to do. 

The first thing I did when I reached Becker Industries was what I usually did: a slow walk-through of the office. I liked to see my employees working hard in the morning, and I liked to show my face, looking all grim and determined and focused. There was nothing better than seeing an ocean of heads bowed down working in silent concentration like a nicely oiled machine. I took my blazer off at that point. I always kept the office a little too warm in the spring and summer. You don’t want people to get too comfortable in a work environment—the smell of their sweat was really the smell of my success.

Next, I walked to our lab and did the same thing, keeping an eye out for any slackers or idlers. I wasn’t shy about firing people to send a message or teach the rest of them a lesson. Good business was all about making sacrifices, right?

When I walked back from the lab I bumped into my assistant, Lori. Or she bumped into me. She was red in her round face and she wore a particularly unflattering blouse. It was too tight on the arms and belly area and made her look like one of Willy Wonka’s oompa-loompas. 

“We have a big problem, Mr. Becker,” she began. Her anxious, high-pitched tone had already started to irk me since it was barely ten in the morning. “I have Morris from the facility waiting for you to call back. There’s been a major malfunction in one of our machines, and he needs your approval to move forward with the repairs. Before you worry, Mr. Becker, I want to say the cost is thankfully within our budget, but the problem is it’ll take three days to get the equipment up to scratch, which, as you know, is going to delay…”

I held up a hand to cut her off. “How about you get me my fucking coffee first?” I asked, annoyed. “You expect me to deal with this without coffee?”

Lori’s ruddy cheeks got even redder. “It’s…it’s on your desk, Mr. Becker.”

“Then you should’ve waited,” I said sternly. “I have some more urgent calls to make. Let Morris wait. Come meet me in another hour.”

“Will do, Mr. Becker. I’ll…I’ll do better next time.”

Her awful muddy-colored blouse was making me irrationally angry, so I waved her off. “Well then. Off you go.”

It was eleven hours later when my day drew to a close, and things hadn’t really gone any better. It had been problem after problem: unhappy clients, order delays, equipment issues…when one thing got solved you could be sure another one popped up. To add to the mix, Amber had called to let me know she was heading out of town with her brother. I knew what that meant. She was going to spend the night flirting with her brother’s so-called friends and it would probably be past two by the time she got back, if she got back at all tonight. 

I blinked. My eyelids were suddenly feeling like lead weights. I’d had a rough night the day before, barely getting a full hour of sleep. I was really running on fumes. I curled my fingers into fists and banged them on top of the table. The pain that shot up my wrists felt satisfying. A photograph of me and Amber toppled down, but I didn’t bother picking it up. I was pissed the fuck off, because no one seemed to have a fucking clue how difficult it was to be the CEO sometimes.

Except…

Someone did. 

Iris.

I can’t even begin to imagine what it’s like to be a CEO. Don’t you want to take a break for a while? Relax?

Iris was right. I just needed to fucking relax. I just needed a fucking distraction. 

I hurried to my car and opened up my phone. I clicked on my Notes app. There, written with plenty of typos, was the address that Iris had whispered into my ear. I wasn’t too sure about the house number I’d scribbled down, but if I drove there I was positive I could knock on a few doors and find the right place. 

It occurred to me how little I knew about Iris. We’d spent what felt like ages chatting that night, but she hadn’t really disclosed much about herself. Where was she from? Was she single? What did she do for work? She was a closed door. A mystery.

Yet another thing that intrigued me about her. 

I stomped on the gas, and felt all the tension in my neck and arms finally relax. 

Temptation may be the devil, but even the devil needs a real good fuck once in a while…


CHAPTER 3

I was almost certain I’d made a mistake. 

My GPS had taken me to the middle of an alley. Frowning, I switched on the light from my phone and waved it around me. To the left was an abandoned shed, a towering wall of sheet metal that was tainted red and gray with rust. To the right was what looked like an equally abandoned building, built with red brick. An ominous-looking garage door sat on the center of the wall. 

The alley smelled weird. I crinkled my nose and walked out of it, and crossed the road to talk to the only other person I’d seen around here. It was a young man in a hoodie, working on a piece of graffiti in total darkness.  

“Hey, Banksy,” I called. “Care to help me out here?”

The man spun around and smiled. He peered down at the phone I was holding up, squinted, and seemed to take a long time to answer. Then he coughed, spattering my phone screen with his spit. His eyes bulged as he took in my suit, and for a second I thought he’d grab my phone and make a run for it, so I tightened my grip on the phone case and asked him sternly, “Well? Do you want to help me or not?”

He swallowed noisily and pointed back to the alley. His finger was right at the red-brick building I’d seen earlier. “Yar in da right place, Mister.”

“You’re wrong. I can’t be,” I argued. “I might’ve gotten the number wrong. It’s a residence—”

I was cut off by a deafening sound. The motors of a garage door opening. I turned, and there, bathed in the light before her, was Iris. 

I was relieved at first, then confused. What the hell was someone like Iris doing inside an abandoned garage? But all my worries zapped away as I began the trek towards her. I was blown away by how good she looked. She was wearing a little red number like it was Valentine’s day—long fluffy sheer sleeves, a halter-style neck with a very low bustline. She was temptation, alright. 

“I thought you were never going to come,” she said. She leaned forward, expecting a hug and a kiss on the cheek, and I gave it to her. Kissing her like that made my heart flutter.

“What are you doing here?” I asked her in a light accusatory tone. 

“Well…” She hesitated, then stepped back so I could take a look at the interior. “I live here.”

“No, you don’t.” I searched her eyes for the truth, but got nothing. Maybe this was why the girl was clinging onto me. She’d become unexpectedly homeless and needed a little help getting back on track. Or a lot of help. Well, I wasn’t opposed to helping her. Men were natural providers and wealthy men did have obligations. But it all depended on her giving me what I want. 

Iris played with her hair as she led me inside. She was wearing a pink headband that went well with her red dress. Her stilettos tip-tapped and her long earrings swung as she walked. Now this is a girl who knows about style. 

I stared around me. I’d expected to see a crumbling interior, peeling walls and rubbish strewn everywhere and a blanket on the floor, but surprisingly, but the inside of the garage told me this was a woman who was trying to make the best of a living situation. It was clean, lit well, and furnished with unusually luxurious pieces: velvet couches, a four-poster bed, a Turkish rug, a gold bar cart, and a painting of a naked woman spread out on a bed of rose petals. Holy cow. She really was living in this dump.

“Did I say just how glad I am that you’re here?” Iris drawled, pushing her body towards me and trailing her fingers down my shirt. “I was getting pretty lonely tonight.” 

I thought of Amber, but just for a split-second. “You’re a bad girl, Iris.”

“And you, sir, are a bad, bad boy…” she whispered. 

That got me hard. “I haven’t shown you my bad side yet.”

She bit her lip. “Oh yeah? Then show me. Daddy.”

I leaned down and kissed her aggressively. She moaned and hummed into my mouth and I had an instant boner. Sliding my hands down the side of her hips, I let them circle back to her ass and squeezed her cheeks hard. I’d thought Amber had the prize for the perfect ass. It was perfectly round and toned, but Iris’s were bigger and softer, and desperately needed a tongue tasting every inch of it. 

Iris stared up at me. “Can I get you a drink?”

“Please,” I said. 

She gave me an odd look. “Say that again.”

“Say what?”

“Please.”

“Please get me a drink. Please.”

She gave me another look, like she was happy.  I undressed her with my eyes as she poured me a glass of whiskey. I wondered whether her nipples were big, like her ass. Maybe they were big and pink…or brown…with cute little knots on them. I imagined licking them, and my throat suddenly felt as dry as a Sahara.

Iris brought over the drinks and we both sat on the couch. I took a big sip, sighing as I felt it heat me up from the inside out. 

We talked some more, and Iris was starting to look more and more inviting. So was her bed. She offered me a second glass of whiskey. By this time, the lack of sleep was getting to me. I yawned, a little embarrassed. 

“Bored already?” Iris asked, grinning. 

“No, I…I…” I tried to explain I hadn’t had much sleep but for some reason I couldn’t get the words out. My head swam, my vision dimming. I battled to maintain consciousness but I was losing. My glass fell to the floor, spilling out its contents on the Turkish rug. My body felt sluggish, and suddenly all I could think about was curling up and sleeping for a hundred years.  

Night fell as my lids fluttered shut. 

The world faded.
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CHAPTER 4

The first thing I realized when I woke up was that I was naked. 

No. Not naked. I was still wearing my underwear. And my work pants, though the bottoms had been pulled and rolled up to the knee. I was somewhere cold. As cold as a deep freezer. The chilliness seeped through my skin, making my teeth chatter. My arms felt strangely stiff when I tried to move them. I looked down and realized I was on top of a bed, my arms chained to the railing. Underneath my body was a thick black waterproof lining, like one of those sheets you see on hospital beds for patients who couldn’t control their bowel movements. 

I shook my wrists furiously, trying to break away from the steel chain, but it was no use. I had no energy, and the cuffs were so strong they almost twisted my joints. I groaned in pain.

“Oh, hello, Mr. Becker,” a low female voice drawled. “Or should I say Rip Van Winkle? I’m not going to lie, you had me worried for a minute there. I thought you were never going to wake up. ”

A woman zoomed into view. I blinked. My eyes were so dry that each time they closed they felt like pins stabbing my skin. Even through the pain, I recognized her. The red dress. The dark hair. That hot body. 

In a spine-chilling flash, everything flooded back to me. 

“Who are you?” I spat. 

Iris laughed. 

“Iris?” I said. “What the hell is this?”

She started to speak but stopped when a phone rang. It was my ringtone. She calmly walked to the couch, where the rest of my clothes sat all bundled up in a ball. She’d…undressed me while I was sleeping. Or unconscious. She’d actually unbuttoned my shirt and stripped off my cotton vest…gone through my personal things. Maybe she’d even taken a peek inside my pants. The thought suddenly made me seethe. 

She violated me. 

I wanted to kick her. Wanted to kick myself, for being stupid enough to get into this mess. 

“Oh, look,” she said, holding my phone screen up. “It’s your wife. Should I answer?” Her lips curved slyly.

“No,” I gasped. 

“No, what?”

“Please,” I said. My throat suddenly felt very sour. I’d fallen into this trap as easily as a naive baby lamb entering a lion’s den. A strange mix of hurt and hate was bubbling up inside me, even though I was still having trouble processing the situation before me. 

What the hell was going on?

Iris pressed the red button on my phone. She started to type, her nails clinking on the screen. “Sorry, babe,” she narrated. “In the middle of a big meeting right now. It’s an important one. Maybe the most important one of my life. Might spend the night in the office. Love ya!” She smirked and pressed send, then tossed the phone on top of my pile of clothes. She shimmied over and sat on the bed next to me. I couldn’t help but flinch.

“If you think you’re going to get away with this, you’re wrong,” I hissed. 

She laughed again. “It’s just so funny. You think you’re invincible, don’t you?”

“I am invincible. You know who I fucking am. And I’m telling you to stop this game you’re trying to play right now.”

“Or what?” Iris asked, her eyes widening mockingly. 

I didn’t answer. How had I even thought about fucking this chick? I hated her. Yes, hated. I hated her for making me beg. For laughing at me like that! Me! Russ Becker! A homeless chick laughing at me!

My eyes flicked to the exit. The garage door was locked up. Iris leaned over and turned her fingers into a stick man and ran it up and down my belly. Her dark hair fell over my chest, tickling it, and I had to bite my tongue so I wouldn’t bark at her to get away from me.

Iris started to rub on my nipples. She pinched and pulled at them, then rubbed them in little circles. I stared at her, still not believing what I was seeing. My vision was still a little blurry, and everything had a sort of dream-like quality to it. She was playing with my body. Like I was some kind of toy. A sea of rage started to boil inside me. If only I had these stupid cuffs off my wrists, I could overpower her. She was a tiny thing, after all…and I was a big, strong man…

“Really, Russ? You haven’t figured out what all this is about?” Iris asked, her green gaze boring into mine. “You’re smart. Smart enough to be a billionaire.”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” I growled. I knew my face was getting red with all the anger and frustration—my neck and cheeks felt hot like I was coming down with a fever. “I just know you’re not going to get away with this!”

Iris closed the distance even further between us and placed her palm on my neck. She brought it down to my chest again, then ruffled my chest hair playfully. “Men like you disgust me.”

“What have I done to you?” I asked scathingly. “You’re the one who approached me at the gala. Flirted with me. Gave me the invitation. I assumed you were interested in me.” I shifted uncomfortably on the bed. My hands were ice-cold and the weight of my arms hanging from the chains was more than a little uncomfortable. “If this is about money,” I continued. “You know I’ll be more than willing to help you. I’ll set up an apartment for you so you can get yourself back on the right path again.” 

Iris was looking at me strangely. “What have you done to me? You do have a fucking terrible memory, Russ.”

Another flicker of recognition dawned on me. There was something about her voice…and those eyes…where had I seen her before? I racked through my brain, hoping for a spark from a long-lost memory, but it was like trying to wade through tar. My head just wasn’t cooperating. 

Iris and I…we had met before. That part I was sure of. But where? Where?

And then suddenly the hook I was fishing with sank into the depths of my mind and caught something. I held on and hurled it out, and my blood turned into ice.

“You’re not Iris,” I choked. 

She raised an eyebrow. “I’m not?”

I shook my head. Swallowed. Blinked fast. “You’re…you’re…Helena?”

Iris laughed and clapped her hands. “Well done!” she said. “You get a kiss.”

She pecked me on the cheek.

And that was when I realized I was in deep, deep shit. 


CHAPTER 5

Back then, Helena Atkinson had been my employee.

She’d also been fifty pounds heavier. Maybe a hundred pounds. I looked at her, still trying to settle the disconnect I had in my brain. She was almost unrecognizable now—she looked younger and maybe ten times more beautiful—though I could see her breasts were as big as they were before. Some women are cursed with saggy tits after weight loss, but that didn’t seem to be the case with Helena. 

How long had it been? Three years…three whole years since she was fired. Since I fired her. Helena had been a thorn on my backside since the day she’d joined Becker Industries as the lead of our R&D team. She’d just completed her PhD in Telecommunications Engineering at the University of Texas and…I’d really thought she was a rarity. I was sure she’d be a quick thinker, a good problem solver, and a great leader. The truth, though, couldn’t have been more different. Helena turned out to be an unhinged rebel and thought she could run the show without any of my input. Any CEO worth their salt will tell you employees like that can be very dangerous…and now that had turned to be true… 

I’d assumed this game was just about financial extortion.

But I was wrong. This was something more. 

The bitch had come back to turn my life into a living nightmare. 

“Helena,” I began, trying to sound patient and understanding. “You’d always been such an incredible employee. I regret how we had to part ways.”

Helena scoffed. “Regret? Why would you regret it? You got everything you wanted, didn’t you?”

“Nothing I did was personal. It was just business.”

Her eyes were like daggers. “No, Russ, do you see how I’m living now? It’s personal. It’s always been personal.” She sneered at me, and for a second I could really sense the revulsion all over her face. “You had your filthy lawyers hunt me down so I wouldn’t talk to the media or get help. I had to run, Russ. I don’t have a home. I wonder if you even know what that feels like. Maybe it’s time I show you!”

“Are you threatening me?”

In response, she pulled her dress up over her head. I felt my breath catch in my throat. Her big, pendulous breasts were barely covered by her bra and they swung gratuitously with even the slightest movement. Her body was exquisite in every sense of the word and her skin was dreamy, not a scar or ripple or bulge to be seen. How could this even be the same person? This wasn’t Helena. This was pure sex on a platter.

She walked over to the sink and took out a bowl from a dusty cabinet. I was too hypnotized by her body to notice what she was doing until she sat back on the bed with a bowl full of soapy water…and a razor. 

“What the hell is that for?” I asked, alarmed. 

Was she going to kill me with that razor and then clean up the murder scene? 

Helena just smiled and leaned forward, her breasts swinging right in front of me. I gulped. She unzipped my pants and gave them a tug, slipping them down to my feet. She did the same thing with my briefs. I was suddenly exposed and in the presence of a sexy girl dressed just in lingerie. Blood rushed downward and my cock was swelling up before she was even touching it.

“Wow, Russ,” she breathed. “You have such a big, strong cock. I can’t believe you’d been hiding this from me all this time.”

I groaned as she gripped my shaft and started to pump up and down. 

“How does this feel?” she said. 

“You won’t get away with this, Helena. Mark my words.”

I hated how strongly I was responding to her touch. It was impossible not to, not when her hand felt so soft. Not when I was so close to her cleavage. For the first time in my life, I was lost for words. Hadn’t I dreamed of this the night before, while I was fucking my wife? But what was even happening right now? How had it all gone so fucking wrong? 

“I remember those days like it was yesterday,” she breathed, jerking me off at a soothing pace. “The hype. The excitement. My team had been working for months, day and night, like clockwork. You loved seeing it.”

And I had. I had flashbacks to how often I’d visited the lab in those days, sometimes in the middle of the night. I’d see the scientists hard at work, sweating over the deadlines I’d set them. The invention—a special type of carbon fiber that could bring out a multi-paradigm shift in many industries—was going to be the key to my success. And if it worked, it was going to be very lucrative for the people involved. 

And that, of course, turned some of them into vultures.

I moaned as Helena squeezed the base of my penis and ran her fist all the way up to the top, creaming her fingers with my oozing precum. I was disgusted at myself for being so turned on by the girl who was keeping me captive but still pleasuring me. Her hands thumping up and down, making my cock throb and ache with desire. But I was a man, and wasn’t a man basically a robot when it came to shit like this? I couldn’t think…couldn’t plan for my escape…not while she was doing this…

“What the fuck?” I gasped when I felt something prickle my asshole. “W-What the hell are you doing?”

Helena stayed silent. She had pushed my butt cheeks apart just enough so she could use my own precum to lube up my asshole. She scooted down to the middle of the bed, on her knees and lifted my legs, wrapping them around her hips. Then she inserted a finger into my hole. My ass seized up, tight as a drum around her finger. I started to buck and the invader slid out of my ass, leaving my moist hole puckering.

“What is this shit?” I rasped. 

“I figured you’d know,” Helena said coldly. “Considering you’re the asshole here.”

A little chill ran down my spine and through my legs, making the ends of my toes tremble. The insides of my stomach were churning away, like whatever crap I’d eaten at the office was about to burst out of me. I swallowed hard, trying to ignore the sting I still felt in my ass from Helena penetrating it. Did she really think she could get away with what she was doing to me? She was way more naive than I’d given her credit for. 

“Look,” I said. “If you’re going to tie me up and keep me prisoner in this dump you call home, the least you can do is give me a proper fucking blowjob!”

Helena gave me a blank look. When she spoke again, her words were barely louder than a whisper. “I hope you’ll take that back, Russ. For your own sake. Or you might just get punished.”  Her fingers were reaching down my butt again, ignoring my cock entirely. 

“Punished?” I snorted. “Did you forget who you’re dealing with here? I’m telling you…you’re going to get it once all this blows over.”

“I don’t really think Russ knows what he’s up against.” Helena smiled and suddenly I noticed the long black wand in her hand. She waved it around in front of my nose. “Now take it back. Or you’ll get kissed by the stick.”

I was irked by just how gorgeous her face looked even with her anger. Those cheekbones and those lips seemed to be carved by sirens, made purely to tempt and deceive. If this had been a parallel universe, I would’ve kissed her and fucked her so hard her lips bled and her brain turned into scrambled eggs. 

“I’m not worried about a fucking stick,” I said gruffly. I was running on rage, and Helena was about to set me off. “Hit me. Go on, I dare you, you stupid little girl.”

She gave a little shrug. She tipped the wand down toward my dick.

And then I screamed. 


CHAPTER 6

Pain.

Lots of it. 

My cock felt like it was on fire—except it was a weird, tingling kind of fire that made made all the muscles in my penis writhe and squirm. It seemed to go on forever, but when my cloud of confusion faded away, I realized what I’d felt wasn’t really pain, but the harsh tremors of an electric shock.

“Didn’t know Mr. Becker was such a wuss,” Helena said, smirking. “And that was just the warm-up, silly.”

She brought the stick down on me again, placing the edge right on the tip of my cock. 

I screamed again. Now the pain was real, alright…and it hurt like the devil. Searing heat, and then it was like a thousand ants biting me at once, and then a thousand scorpions joining in on the party. I started yelling—telling her I’d do anything if she could just put that damn stick away. Helena just giggled like a psychopath. She started moving it, up and down, very slowly, and then placed it right underneath my balls, causing an erection to bloom right in front of my eyes. I needed to cum…oh god…

“Give you a blowjob?” Helena snarled. Her nostrils flared. “Mr. Becker, I’ll make sure you’ll be the one giving me a blowjob by the end of this!” And then she slapped me across the face. 

I was going to squirt very soon, so I didn’t even feel the slap. I was just looking down at my penis, where precum was oozing out from the tip like a gushing river. Helena stopped with the stick and brought out a gold buttplug. She rubbed it around my cockhead, covering it with my fluids, then scooped my ass cheeks open and thrust it inside my hole. I moaned as my asshole widened, straining to take in the object. Then the entire thing was fully in me, and I could feel my hole almost pinch close, sealing the buttplug inside it.

My cock was still throbbing, but now so was my ass.

I just stared at Helena, dazed and feeling slightly stupid, and extremely embarrassed. I’d let a chick stick a fucking plug up my ass like I was her little bitch. Acid rose up at the back of my throat, and I was suddenly nauseous. I’d come here looking for some fun and look where it had got me. I was trapped and alone with a dangerous woman, with no way out. Maybe I never should’ve tempted the devil. 

“Tell me the truth, Russ,” Helena whispered. She pressed her tits together using her sticky hands, then used the same hands to stroke my face. “Do you want me?”

I gritted my teeth, trying to avoid looking at those plump breasts but failing. Why did she have to be so hot? “I don’t know,” I said hoarsely.

She picked up the razor that had been lying by her backside. Its blade glinted under the garage lights. “Sorry, Russ, but answers like that just won’t do now. I need you to be straight with me.”

“I don’t understand the game you’re trying to play here.”

“Oh really? Then let me make that very clear.”

She smiled and pulled out a bottle of shaving cream. She flipped open the top and squirted blobs of it all over my thighs and crotch. Then she lathered me up until every inch below my bellybutton was covered with it. My cock was still hard as stone, and for a second I thought she was going to lick the cream off me. It was a crazy thought, but Helena was crazy.

Instead, Helena lowered the razor little by little, her ominous eyes glinting. The blade slipped along my leg in one smooth motion. She dunked the razor into the bowl of soapy water and wiggled it around a bit before doing another strip. I was too confused to speak while she did all this, but I thought the best thing now would be for more to shut up and do what she said. Who knew what she else she could do with that razor?

When she was shaving off the hair right underneath my abdomen my erection grew back full-force. 

“You like that, huh?” she said, grabbing my cock so she could shave all around it. “Doesn’t it feel nice?”

I wanted to say no, that it didn’t, and that she was a sick girl, and that I was now potentially scared for my fucking life but I stayed silent. What kind of twisted game was this?  

She was sexually exciting me for a reason, and using me to get what she wanted. But what did she want? How far was she willing to go to get revenge? The worst part was, my mind was still foggy and I couldn’t think clearly. Nothing even close to this had ever happened to me before. My head clashed with a confusing bunch of emotions—hurt, shame, sadness, rage. Could I even be blamed for what was happening? I’d come here expecting a wild night, but had ended up being taken hostage by one of my former employees. How the fuck could I have predicted this?

If only I could somehow get my phone…

When my crotch was all done Helena grabbed a wet washcloth and gave me a little bath. Water sloshed all over the lining underneath me and dripped onto the floor. She used a small towel to dry me off. 

“Pretty,” she murmured. “You look exactly how I pictured you would.”

I stared at her. What did she even mean by that?

“You liked firing me, didn’t you?” she said, spreading that shaving cream all over my chest and lathering it into my face. “You wanted to send the others a message. That they just had to shut up and hand over everything to you and forget about the clause in our contracts that gave us a stake in your company. And it wasn’t enough to just fire me. You killed my reputation. You said I stole company secrets and talked to competitors behind my back so that no employer would ever hire me again. You didn’t just kill my career, you killed me.” She lifted my face to hers and her lips curled into a scowl. “Do you even get that? What you did to me? Do you?”

Her anger was actually starting to heat up the room. I was sweating under the layers of shaving cream. 

“I’m a CEO, Iris,” I said. “You have to understand sometimes we have to make difficult decisions. I didn’t want to let you go, but I didn’t have a choice. I was just following my lawyer’s advice.”

“Bull-fucking-shit.”

“It’s true!” I lied. “The market was tough and we had to make sure we protected the company.”

Helena straddled me and socked me hard in my freshly shaved crotch. Stars exploded inside my head as I felt the impact all the way up to my tailbone. 

“I’m tired of your stories, Russ,” she said. “So I’d like you to shut up now.”

She began shaving my face. I was breathless, my balls aching, the pain slowly subsiding into a foggy throb. Nobody had ever talked to me like that before. Nobody had punched me ever, let alone punched my balls. Then she moved onto my chest, and arms, and armpits. She shaved everything. I stared down at myself. It looked like I had the silky smooth skin, the creamy sort of skin I’d always admired in women.  And that was when I realized I’d made a fatal mistake. By giving her this one thing, she’d gotten her foot in the door. I shut my eyes and exhaled. And suddenly a weird thought popped into my head. I imagined finally making my escape and going back to Amber and her finding out what had happened. That I’d been kept prisoner and shaved from neck to toe. I could hide the part about the butt plug, but I’d never be able to keep the shaving a secret from her. What kind of a man would she think I was, letting a woman fuck up my body like this?

How could I even take my power back?

You’re a fucking idiot, Russ. What the hell have you done to yourself?


CHAPTER 7

One thing was becoming very clear. 

The longer I stayed here, chained to the bed, the less likely I was going to emerge with my dignity intact. 

Shame rose inside me, and I was scared. Very scared. My voice came back and I started to talk.

“Helena. I’m sorry.” My voice was shaking, betraying my fear. “What I did to you…it was unthinkable. I was a bad boss and I treated you so badly you shouldn’t forgive me. You and I both know I’m getting what I deserve right now. But I also know you have a heart. I know you’re better than this.”

“You’re growing bald,” Helena said nonchalantly. “Have you ever considered a toupee?”

I paused. “I’m forty-three,” I said. “I’m old.”

“Yes, you are. It’s a good thing I have just the right wig for you.”

I flushed. My hair (or the lack of it) was actually my worst insecurity—I thought it aged me and made me look probably a decade older. I’d spent thousands on treatments, but nothing had ever worked, though doctors kept promising me magic potions and quick fixes. 

Helena opened up a cupboard positioned by a loudly buzzing fridge. When she took out her wig, my body went cold. It wasn’t a man’s wig. It was long and Barbie-blonde with short layers placed at the front. It was like something Amber would do to her hair, except it wouldn’t look so cheap and slutty. 

I thought about Amber finding out that not only had a woman shaved off all my hair, she’d gone ahead and made me wear a prostitute wig. Would she laugh at me? Would she think I let it happen to me because I secretly enjoyed it? Would she think about divorce?

Fuck my pride. Fuck my ego.

Fuck my dignity.

I need to get out of here.

“Helena, please,” I pleaded. It was like someone else’s voice was coming out of me—the voice of a lost, desperate man. “This is crazy. What are you doing?”

“I told you to shut up,” she said. “I do what I want here. And if it’s putting a wig on you, then I’ll fucking do it.”

She tried to stretch the wig over my head but I started shaking my head like a lunatic so it wouldn’t stay. She socked me in the balls again. When her knuckles met my soft nuts, I was seeing red. I felt so helpless when she proceeded to place and pin and the wig over my head, and then combed and fanned the layers with her fingers. That was when I wanted to cry. Which was completely unlike me. I never cried. Grown men who cried were pussies—that’s what my father used to say. And I was many things, but I wasn’t a pussy. So even though my tears threatened to spring out with no warning, I clenched my face hard so I could hold them in. My employee wasn’t going to make me cry. No way.

So I stayed silent as she continued to dress me up. Like I was a mannequin or something—a female mannequin. She started off with makeup after dotting and massaging in some moisturizer on my face. She used a pink sponge that was shaped like a teardrop to dab sandy-colored liquid makeup all over my forehead, cheeks, nose, and chin, then used light strokes to blend it all in. She used a lighter tint under my eyes, this time blending it out with her fingertips. And even though it made me want to shout and scream and spit at her angelic face, I found that my body was reacting to her. 

I wasn’t used to this. Being demeaned and humiliated like I was a nobody. But there was something about Helena’s dominating presence and our history that was turning me on. Her hot body didn’t help.  

I held my tongue while she used another pink sponge and pressed it into a container filled to the brim with a banana-colored powder. She applied it under my eyes along the length of my nose. The sponge felt wet to my skin. She brushed the excess away and dusted a dusting of golden-brown powder all along the contours of my face: my temples, cheekbones, and jawline. 

I tried to channel all my shame and confusion and fear into anger. And as I sat there fuming with nothing else I could do, I started thinking about revenge. A perfect act of retribution. My thoughts were spiraling into darker and darker places—fantasies where I’d trap her in a small room and get payback myself. I’d spank her bottom so hard and then I’d lock her up and stretch those meaty thighs over my shoulders…I’d make her worship my dick until her tears fell upon my balls…

Helena was working on my eyes. She was brushing on browns and purples and dark ashes and blurring the edges with the tip of the sponge. She lined my eyes with a black eyeliner and swiped through several lashes of mascara. She coated my lips using a tube of peachy-nude lipstick that smelled like raspberries. By the end, I was wearing so much makeup it looked like a mask. 

“Please, Helena,” I whispered. “Think about my wife. She did nothing to you. Let me go home to her.”

“I really don’t give a damn about that bimbo wife of yours,” she hissed. “By the way, she was cheating on you back then too. Brought all sorts of men over to the office when you weren’t around. She was such an exhibitionist.”

Anger flared inside me, and for a moment I let my mask of calm slip. 

“Fuck you, lying cunt,” I said. “You might think you’re winning now, but you will regret this. I’ll make you regret this.”

It felt good to let the anger out, but I was sure she’d punch me in the balls again. I braced myself for the pain, but she just laughed. Laughed like she didn’t see me as a threat at all. Rage roiled inside me, and I just wanted to hit her across the face. I curled my fingers into fists and shook them, but the chains kept me practically motionless. I closed my eyes to stop them from twitching and leaking. I used to be a multi-millionaire, but now? I was just a powerless toy at Helena’s mercy. I’d been left with nothing because of her. 

To my shock, the moment I opened my eyes, Helena was leaning in. She planted a little kiss on my lips. Her lips tasted like saltwater. She cushioned her bra against my hairless chest and lay her head there, like she was listening to my heart beating. I smelled her hair and I got a whiff of that jasmine, peppery scent. She was so sexy, and in spite of her cruelty, I could feel myself melting for her.

“Save the energy for later, babe,” she murmured. “We’re just getting started.”

When she pulled back I noticed my peach lipstick had rubbed off on her, which meant some of her red lipstick must have rubbed off on mine too. 


CHAPTER 8

There was this one time in the past when Helena and I had clashed.

It had taken place at the office. She’d somehow gotten access to some private meeting notes that revealed my plan not to honor her contract. She stormed into my office, where Amber was sitting (we were still dating at the time, and I liked bringing her over to show her around the company) and literally spat at me. She went on and on about how what I was doing was wrong and that I had to ‘man up’ and do the right thing by my employees. She didn’t care that my girlfriend was right there, witnessing some bitch tromp all over her man. So I’d just laughed at her and called her a rage queen and told her she’d got it all wrong and to haul her ‘giant fat ass’ back to work (maybe not in such a crass way, but then again, I was known for my biting tongue back then too). And then Helena had just looked at me and said, “If the papers are true, Russ, I swear…I’ll take you down.”

Of course I hadn’t taken her seriously. What man would? I was Russ Becker, and who was she? A fucking nobody, that was who. So I told her to calm down in my most patronizing voice and take the rest of the day off if she needed to and to get her face out of my office because I had more important things to do. 

That memory had come to me easily as I lay helplessly in her bed. I swear…I’ll take you down…had it been a threat? Had I been wrong not to take her seriously? Maybe she’d been planning this all along, waiting for the perfect opportunity to get me, and I’d been a dumbass to think she’d fade away just like all the others. 

“What are you thinking about, Ruby?” Helena asked. She was seated on the couch, wearing a robe, one leg dangled over the other, sipping on something.

I cringed at the name she’d called me. Ruby? It sounded like a pornstar. I sucked on my teeth and put on a poker face, not wanting to give her the satisfaction of knowing I was regretting everything I’d done. “Nothing.”

“I think it’s about time you address me the right way, Mister,” she said. “Call me boss.”

I swallowed. “I was thinking of nothing…boss.”

“Cut the attitude and let me hear you say it again.”

“I was thinking of nothing, boss.”

“Nice. Very nice,” she whispered, taking a big sip from her mug. “In any case, you look nowhere near manly enough to be sporting an attitude, girlie. That’s for sure.”

Ugh. I hated how the tables had turned…

“Are you cold?”

I nodded. 

“Maybe it’s time to put you in some clothes then.”

She set the mug down and yawned. She went to her cupboard and took out a pair of panties. They were white with little roses printed all over them. Definitely not something Amber would wear…but fuck, was she going to make me wear them?

“What do you really want?” I asked glumly, then quickly added, “Boss?”

“I want you to wear these panties,” Helena said, and smiled. 

She slid them up my legs, doing it slowly, probably to make me feel how soft they felt against my freshly shaven skin. I hated the way my dick jutted out from underneath them. It looked so wrong. 

Then she told me I needed to wear a bra. I watched as she rummaged through her shelves and took out a bra, the color matching the little roses on my panties. The cups were huge and it was obvious it was designed for big-busted women like her. 

She walked back to the couch and picked up my phone, then angled it on top of a ledge on the wall to the left of us. The screen clearly showed me on the bed, or the slutty, bound, feminized version of me, and it was disgusting.

“What’s happening?” I asked her, my voice quivering. “Boss?”

“I had the pleasure of using some of your proprietary technology while you were sleeping,” she said, smirking. “I adjusted the settings of your Meetings app. It’s voice activated to livestream to the company intranet whenever I say a trigger word. So I think you can fill in the blanks. Don’t try anything smart if you don’t want to make a surprise appearance for your evening townhall meeting.”

One word stuck out to me with neon-like clarity.

“Evening?” I blurted out.

“Yup. You slept for 18 hours straight. Sleep deprivation will do that to you.”

It wasn’t sleep deprivation, I thought hotly. 

When Helena bent down to uncuff my left wrist, my heart began pounding like a panicked horse. There was nothing more I wanted to do than grab her and tackle her onto the bed, and force her to uncuff the rest of me. But that image from my phone screen was pretty much burned into my mind. What would my employees think if they saw me like this? No one would think a woman was really keeping me captive like this. They’d all laugh behind my back and call me Russ the faggot with the crossdressing fetish! I'd end up on the news as the world’s worst boss. 

Nothing could top that on the humiliation scale. My escape would come at a huge cost, and the cost was not something I was willing to take. There had to be another way. I just had to be patient. 

She looped the bra strap through my free arm, then tied me up again. She uncuffed my right wrist and did the same thing, making sure to lock me in quickly again. She scooped my chest into the cups, giggling a little. I did have tiny man tits because of my age and I didn’t have the time to go to the gym. Then she stuffed some tissues underneath so that from the top all you could see was my actual flesh, as if I really had giant breasts. 

“Very, very pretty,” she said. “You look just like a doll, Ruby.”

I had to rein back the urge to glare at her. Helena picked up the red dress she’d been wearing earlier and removed its fluffy sleeves. She pulled the dress up my hips and slipped the halter neck over my head. I looked down and could see the dress looked really tight and unflattering. If I’d seen the same fit on a girl, I’d be annoyed. 

“Now for the final touch.” Helena glided my legs into a pair of black stockings and squeezed my feet into a pair of high-heel wedges that seemed as long as skyscrapers. 

“Sit up nicely,” she ordered, and then she grabbed my phone and snapped a few pictures of me. She showed them to me from the edge of the bed.

What I saw stunned me into silence. 

Helena had turned me into a woman. 

It was the worst thing you could do to a man, let alone a man like me. 

I couldn’t keep a straight face as I stared back at her. Her eyes were like burning jewels, and something about them told me I was really turning her on. Maybe it was me being trapped like this, a man she hated, completely vulnerable and under her heartless control. Was she giving me a taste of my own medicine?

“Is there anything else I can do for you now, boss?” I asked. “Like licking off the floor?”

She stomped toward me and slapped me hard. “Keep up that attitude and I’ll destroy your ass, slut. Now apologize.”

I did. I tried to make it sound as sincere as possible, but she just slapped me again, and asked me to redo my apology. Her palm was stained with my makeup, and that just made her angrier, so she made me stay very still while she went over my face with powder. 

Then she straddled me and kissed me. 

“Just admit you want this,” she breathed, pressing her tit into her face. “You want my body. You want to fuck me. You want to please me.”

Oh, Jesus. I wanted to say no, to tell her I hated what she was doing to me but the words just wouldn’t come out. Butterflies were suddenly fluttering in my stomach as her bra strap loosened and rode down her arm, exposing her breast and the tender pink flesh of her nipple. I finally broke and kissed her nipple and then I started sucking it. She sighed with pleasure, wrapping her arms around my neck and fluffing my long hair as I tasted her. Her soft body pushed against me and my cock was getting hard and I could feel it trying to protrude out of my panties. She pushed my face away and bent down and kissed me. I kissed her back and our tongues met. Her hot, wet mouth was making me delirious, and the feelings I’d had for her back at the gala hit me again, all at once, and I moaned. This is what I’d come for. 

When we pulled apart, she rode up my body and sat on my face. My tongue met her clit, and I almost orgasmed because of her smell. I sucked on it, then slid my tongue down to enter her. I felt high under her spell, and the need to please her thrummed through my bones. I made her wetter than she’d ever been and then I circled back to her clit to finish the job. She came like she hadn’t cum in a decade, moaning at the top of her lungs and her damp thighs shivering. We locked lips again, both of us tasting her juices. This time she held on like she didn’t want to let go of me. 

“You’re hotter than you’ve ever looked,” she breathed. “I like you much better like this. It’s another side of you no one gets to see. So pretty and so…submissive.”

“I…I want this, boss,” I murmured, wishing I could touch her creamy face and the lips she’d just kissed me with.

Her gaze sharpened. “How much do you want this?”

I struggled to think of an answer. “More than you’d ever know.”

She cupped my left breast and squeezed. It was humiliating to see her do that, and it made me remember who had control over my body. “I want you to give everything to me.”

“Everything…?”

She smiled. “I've thought about this for a long time,” she said. “Don’t you think you owe your financial success to me? So here’s what’s going to happen. I’ve opened up an account overseas, and trust me, it’s untraceable. You’re going to transfer a big chunk of money into that account.”

“A chunk? How much are we talking about?”

I was disappointed she was even talking about money. I’d thought she was really into me—why else would she have kissed me like that?—and now, her real plans had cheapened that moment. 

You’re such an idiot. Of course she’s after your wealth. She’d drain you dry if she could!

“I want half,” she whispered. “50% of what you’ve made since I left. Go on, baby. I know you want to do this. Make me happy.”

I did some quick math in my head. There was no way I could explain that kind of loss to my partners.

“60%,” she said boldly. “Because you waited. Let me make one thing clear: I know your dirty secrets. I’ll make sure everyone knows how you fucked over the team who made your invention.”

“Okay!” I huffed. 

She brought over my phone, and I walked her through the transfers. I had to use my offshore accounts and savings to keep what I was doing from coming to light, but it was effectively making me bankrupt. She had me in a corner. How was I really doing this? It felt like a bad dream, one of those all-consuming nightmares you get when you haven’t slept for a week in a row. She’d been planning this for a while—maybe years—making sure no one could tie the transactions back to her. It was terrifying to think about, but somehow my cock was throbbing while I burned up my wealth in front of my own eyes. My former employee was extorting me, and all I could think about was how sexy she was dominating me like this, leaving me more vulnerable than I’d ever been. 

I still wanted to bite back. There was so much more at stake now…about people finding out what had happened to me, and even worse, finding out that I’d liked it. My wife would be furious and my reputation would be down the toilet. Would she even want to be with me now that I had no money? I was scared, but now I was lost in the heat of the moment and I might just be going down along with the flames. 

As soon as the deed was done, Helena reached up and uncuffed me. Right then I could have made a run for it. Maybe she’d been stupid enough to trust what I’d said, about wanting this. But I also didn’t know where my phone was, and she still had those incriminating pictures of me. 

You’re just making excuses now. Was I? My freedom was worth it, wasn’t it?

Or did I really want this?

This was all so fucking confusing. 

“Get up,” Helena said. “I want to take you for a ride.”

“A ride?”

She nodded. “That’s an order.”

The threat was left unsaid. 

The idiot inside me still wanted to fuck her. Desperately. I watched as Helena got dressed in a simple white tank and pair of jeans, then headed to my collection of stuff on the couch. She picked up my watch and my jacket, and wore them both. Then she took out my wallet and went through it, smiling to herself as she saw the number of credit cards and the fresh wad of cash inside it. 

She pocketed it, turned to me and smirked. 


CHAPTER 9

Outside, it was like I’d just stepped out of a cave. Even though it was apparently evening, it still wasn’t dark as I would’ve liked. A crossdressing middle-aged man would’ve been harder to spot at night, but apparently I didn’t have the luxury. 

Banksy was still there, sitting on the curb this time, smoking a joint. When he saw me and Helena, his mouth dropped open. I blushed hard, knowing he recognized me as the fancy guy he’d seen yesterday, and that he was probably wondering what the fuck had happened to me.

Helena chose to drive my Mercedes. Inside my car, I felt stuck and trapped again. Maybe by the end of the day the Mercedes would be hers too—she definitely looked good in it. She hadn’t told me where she was taking me, but I didn’t have the guts to ask. 

As she drove, Helena would sometimes look over at me just to give me a cold smirk. And each time that happened, my cock would throb so hard I thought I’d cum just like that, and I’d feel how wet my panties were and remember what she’d done to me and I’d throb even harder, which was so pathetic. Here was my sexy ex-employee, draining everything I had from me, yanking me around like a spineless puppet, holding me at her mercy, and…why the hell wasn’t I doing anything about it? Maybe it was the sexual tension filling the air between us. Maybe it was because I still felt her lips on mine and the heat of her tongue swirling inside my mouth and the squelch of her pussy. Maybe the guy I thought I’d been all my life wasn’t the real me at all.

Helena stopped at a crowded street. I instantly ducked my head, hoping people outside couldn’t see me.

“Get out, slut,” she snarled, slapping me on the arm, and I found my legs obeying her instead of me.

“Walk faster, slut!” she shouted as we began walking down the street. She was pinching the back of my dress and pushing me along like a mother cat. My big breasts were visibly bouncing with each step, and people were turning their heads around to stare at us. 

Would I have anything left by the end of this?

A cold blast of air-conditioning hit us as Helena led me inside a small store. It took me an embarrassingly long time to figure out exactly what kind of store it was, and when I did, all I wanted  to do was melt into the ground. A young couple was in there, browsing the selection of vibrators on sale by a scantily dressed mannequin. 

I heard the blond girl giggle and whisper, “That’s a freakin’ dude in a dress!” and the guy whispered back, “At least he’s got a bigger rack than you, Lisa…” and the girl giggled even louder. I glared at them, hoping to intimidate them, but the girl just pointed straight at me and continued to laugh. 

I was so self-conscious I barely registered the things Helena was putting in her cart. The next thing I knew she was dragging me to the counter, whipping out my credit card. I cringed as the bill went up and up, and just like that, she spent even more of my money. The I’d pretty much sweated and bled for years and years. She made me carry the bag back to the car, slapping me on the ass this time when she thought I was walking too slowly when the fact was I was trying hard not to fall flat on my face. The wedges she’d made me wear were uncomfortably tight. 

“You might want to wear your seatbelt, slut,” she said as we took off again. “But then again, those boobies of yours look big enough to save your life.” 

I chewed on my teeth so hard I thought they might crack. You still have time to get out, Russ, I thought. Just grab her by her arms and take control of the wheel…she’s humiliating you, for fuck’s sake. What the fuck is wrong with you, you fucking masochist? But my cock was swelling and craving her. Was it even a cock now? It might as well have been a clit, now that I was wearing panties with flowers all over them…

I suddenly thought about Amber. She must’ve been worried to death now that I’ve been gone for nearly twenty-four hours. Sometimes we could be distant, but we never went a whole day without at least calling or texting each other, and even though it was mostly me checking in she’d come to expect my calls by now. So Amber must’ve called at least my friends by now, and pretty soon, someone would trace the location of my phone and find me, and everything that had happened to me would come to light. Russ Becker, CEO and founder of Becker Industries, reduced to a panty-clad, nipple-baring sissy in an outrageous cheating scandal. This was the same Russ Becker that other men worshipped. I knew for a fact there were plenty of people who’d lick off my toilet bowl because they wanted to suck up to me that much. Well, they wouldn’t do that now, would they? Not after they found out what happened to me…

That was when it hit me I might really lose everything. 

All that hard work for nothing. All the blood, sweat, tears, time, and money… 

A wave of anger took over me and my heart started to pound like it was about to  malfunction. I reached down and held onto the bottom of my seat and squeezed so my fists just wouldn’t go flying wherever they wanted. I exhaled and tried to focus on the view in front of me instead. 

But now the roads were starting to look familiar, and I could finally figure out where Helena was taking me. And my chest grew cold with terror and then hot with rage.

Five minutes later, my captor and I had our first fight. 

Our first real fight. 


BAD BOSS: A REVENGE FEMDOM STORY




PART 3: THE ESCAPE




CHAPTER 10

Helena zipped through the gates and into the underground parking of Becker Industries with the ease of a fox stalking a rabbit. It was close to four in the evening now, and the parking lot would be teeming with people in an hour. 

The moment she killed the motor, I grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled. I wasn’t really thinking, but I knew I had to stop being such a pussy and stand up for myself. Helena gasped as I swung my arm around her falling neck and held on from behind.

“You did something to me, didn’t you?” I hissed. “I don’t know what you put in that drink, but you did it to make me submit. To humiliate me.” All ten of her nails were digging painfully into my arm but I didn’t let go. “Well, let me tell you something, Helena. You were a fucking pain in the ass then, and you’re a pain in the ass now, and I hope you’ve had your fun because it all stops now. And I hope to God you fucking rot!”

Helena pressed her nails in hard enough to leave crescent-shaped scars on my skin. I gritted my teeth in pain. 

She laughed.

Her elbow came flying and slammed onto my stomach. 

I groaned, holding onto her by a thread. I wasn’t sure now if I wanted to kiss her or kick her. I was a mess. But then something struck me right in the balls and that was when I saw stars. 

“Get in the backseat,” Helena said, and the tinge of calm amusement in her voice made my heart sink. I scrambled to the back and tried to hug my crotch the best I could. 

“Look,” she said, looming before me like a phoenix rising from the ashes. “If you just cooperate, I’ll be done soon. But if you keep digging your heels into the ground, things are just going to get worse for you. I’m not all that sure, but I bet you still want some of your body parts to work when this is all over…?”

“Yes, boss,” I said quietly. 

“Good girl.” Helena unzipped her jeans and pulled out the bag of sex toys from the front. She unwrapped one of them—a thick dildo with a swollen red head. She inserted the dildo into a triangular slot attached to a black harness and brought it up her legs and hip. “You know, the day you fired me, Russ, I sat in my car in this same parking lot and cried for an hour. Then I made a promise to myself. One day I was going to make Russ Becker go down on his knees and beg for my cock.” She looked straight at me and I could see the hint of fire in her eyes and suddenly I felt the electricity sizzle between us again. “And I said I’d do it right here, in the exact same spot your words made me cry.” She flopped down on the rear seat and placed her hands behind her head, relaxing into the soft leather. “So get down on your knees and let me see you beg for my cock, slut.”

Cringing, I knelt down on the floor mat and swallowed. The dildo stared at me. I would’ve thought it would’ve been impossible for a girl with a cock to turn me on, but something about this was weirdly different. Helena with a penis should have seemed like a biological monstrosity…but in fact, it didn’t even seem like a dildo at all. It looked like it had been a part of her all her life.

Helena looked at her watch—my watch—and yawned. “Don’t know what you’re waiting for, slut. I’d get to it if I were you.”

“Please, boss, may I suck your cock?” I asked meekly. 

Helena raised a brow. “Where’s the enthusiasm?”

“Boss, I really want to taste you. Your cock is so big it’s making me so thirsty for it. I’ll be so grateful if you let me suck it.”

I felt my ears burn up with shame as the words left me. Helena’s eyes widened just a little, like she hadn’t been expecting that, and my heart skipped a beat. She took hold of her shaft and pushed it in the direction of my mouth. I swallowed again and braced myself. 

The dildo head was glossy, as if it was slick with real precum. My lips touched it, and for a second the urge to puke was overwhelming. But as soon as I parted my mouth, Helena bucked slightly and the dildo slipped inside. 

Carefully, I rested both my hands on Helena’s knees and began my blowjob. There was no grace or beauty to what I was doing—unlike Amber who moaned and sexed up her eyes and had great rhythm while she blew me. Instead, I was very mechanical and stiff and cautious holding onto Helena’s spread legs so tightly my knuckles turned white. 

She brought down her arms and held my head with it. She wasn't as rough as I thought she'd be, and in fact she was pretty gentle. She gently coaxed my head to bob up and down a little further so that each time I descended I was swallowing up more of her. 

We kept this going for several minutes—her urging me to take in and suck more of her length while I obeyed her. She didn’t speak, just sort of ruffled my Barbie hair, sometimes playing with the front layers, and sometimes clutching the sides of it with both of her hands so she could remind me who was in charge. I was confused. If our roles had been reversed I would’ve thought she was the romantic boyfriend and I was the pretty girlfriend who was doing this for the first time. Why was she being so gentle with me all of a sudden? Hadn’t this been just about revenge for her? Didn’t she want to slap me again, or force her cock down into my throat so she could humiliate me? 

And then I was panicking for another reason: her cock smelled so good. I thought my mind was playing tricks on me, because it had kind of a plasticky smell to it before. But then it dawned on me that all I was smelling was Helena, because she was quickly becoming wet under her panties. Was she really getting horny seeing me like this? I lifted my head and stuck out my tongue, letting it glide underneath the cockhead, and then traced a vein towards the base. Helena started to moan, like she was really feeling it. My little cock was shaking too, straining forcefully against my panties and my dress, and I had the sudden urge to pleasure myself. I looked up at her, my eyes wide and slightly teary, wondering whether she knew what I was feeling. Her gaze burned into mine and I felt so vulnerable. She looked so fucking powerful wearing my blazer. 

We were both really getting into it—Helena gyrating, whacking her cock into the back of my mouth, our breathing ringing against my ears, when suddenly she just said, “Stop. I need to fuck you.”


CHAPTER 11

My mouth dropped open.

I didn’t have time to react, or ask her what she meant by that. All I knew was my heart was beating very fast and my body felt very weak at the thought of losing my anal virginity at the ripe old age of forty-three. Helena slid open the car door and went outside, and then she grasped me by the hips and pulled me so my legs were half-way out of the car, my ass was facing her, and my face and nose were squashed down against the floor mat. 

“Please, boss, please…” I whimpered when she hoisted my dress up to my waist and pulled down my panties so that everything below my hips was exposed. 

She pulled on my plug, removing it with ease and leaving my ass feeling empty. I couldn’t believe I’d forgotten about the butt plug. 

“I haven’t done anything like this before, boss…” I said. I was breathing very hard and itching to move, but fear had me frozen in place. “Please, boss! Will it hurt?”

“It’ll start feeling good soon,” Helena said, as if that was going to reassure me. 

I felt something wetten the crevices of my ass and then Helena was squeezing her penis into me. My hole tightened, trying its best to push the invader back out, because this was a lot bigger than the plug and probably two-and-a-half inches wide. Helena grunted and just kept pushing past the resistance. Her scent was so strong and then I was craving her. I needed anything of her to be near me, even if it was her cock inside my ass. 

When she rammed the entire cockhead inside my hole, she thrust forward and I could feel it gliding through my passageway. She flattened my butt cheeks against her palms, like she wanted me to open me up like a flower. It hurt. I was still tense and fidgety, and I think that was why it was hurting. I wanted to cry, but my eyes were dry. I was suddenly struggling to take in air—my lungs felt tight and my head was woozy. I still couldn’t wrap my head around what had happened to the man I’d once been. I’d gone to meet Helena as a cocky millionaire expecting a nice sexual adventure and a distraction, and now I had a fake penis in my ass. 

And Helena was fucking me.

She wasn’t just working her way inside me, but really fucking me, the way a man fucked a woman.  It was so wrong…it felt wrong…and strange…and good? Did it really feel good? I was drowning in all of these brand new feelings…

Someone in my car was moaning loudly. 

And I realized it was me. 

I couldn’t stop. 

Helena spanked me, causing me to groan. I could feel her cock inching even further inside me, like there was a secret path in there that defied gravity and logic. Just how long was an asshole? 

“Get out,” she ordered. “I want to fuck you here.” 

I turned my head and realized she was pointing at the nearest cement column. 

My face felt all clammy at the thought. “But, boss, people will see us…”

Helena put her hands on her hips and smirked. “I said get out.”

There was something about that sexy smile and commanding voice that just made me wanted to throw everything in the air. A little thrill ran through me and I knew I wanted to submit. I needed her to take me again, and I didn’t care where. 

I walked toward the column and spread my legs. Warm air spread through me as I hiked my dress up exactly like a girl would do and hugged the pillar, lifting one leg up and resting it against the curve of the concrete. Then I closed my eyes and licked my lips and waited.

“You’re such a good girl, Ruby,” Helena whispered as her arm wound around my waist and she entered me. 

“I’ll do anything for you, boss…” I moaned. 

“Such a slut…” her voice ghosted against the shell of my ear. “I bet your wife doesn’t know what a slut you are.”

I thought about Amber and my heart sank. I couldn’t believe I was betraying her like this. It was bad enough to find out your husband was fooling around with another woman. But finding out your man was dressed like a total slut and getting banged with a strap-on? Amber would freak out. 

Helena started to gyrate her hips with the dildo still inside me, drawing herself back and forth, and I could feel it press all around on the insides of my asshole. I squirmed, trying not to scream from the pleasure. I was still so new to all this. I swept some of my long hair over my shoulder and willed some air to reach my neck. I was sweaty but in a good way— the way you were after a light but energetic workout. Gripping onto the column, I raised my ass and started to bounce slightly. I wanted to feel every inch of my captor’s parts. 

Helena yanked my dress up to my chest, and then I felt her lips sizzle on my skin. She kissed all the way down my naked back—loud, rough kisses that were raw with lust. And then she was biting me. Her teeth wedged into my skin like she wanted to eat me, hurling her hot breath with each cut. 

This is too much…too hot…

“Fuck you, Russ,” she whispered. “Look where I’ve got you, you fucking sissy. The whole world will find out soon and we’ll all be laughing at you!”

My eyes flew open. 

“No…”

Helena laughed. She was fucking me hard and fast now, full of posessive hatred. My sissy cock felt massive and was pointing at my belly, my balls heavy and swinging violently. 

“No!” I gasped. 

A stream of cum shot out of me. And then another. And another. My head spun as pleasure swept me up like a hurricane. Helena’s hand was around my cock and she was jerking me off. Her cruel laughter echoed in my ears…and then she pulled out and I collapsed to the ground.


CHAPTER 12

I opened my eyes and blinked. 

I was in a fetal position but with my hands on my ass, my head against the concrete floor. The sounds of people talking, whistling, and walking filled my ears. My people. The work day was over and here I was, completely exposed. The only reason I hadn’t been spotted yet was because I was partly hidden by the pillar I’d been fucked against. 

I sat up, and straightened one leg with great difficulty, and then the other, then bent forward to get rid of my torn stockings and heels. Seeing the state I was in filled me with shame. My blood ran cold as I remembered Helena. Where was she? I quickly looked around me, but didn’t see her.  

Then I heard footsteps, and my heart stopped. 

A woman screamed. I twisted around to see Lori, my assistant, wearing another one of her badly-fitting blouses. She’d dropped her handbag, and her phone, several coins, and a half-eaten apple wrapped in a piece of tissue had rolled out of it. Her bottle of water had fallen too, water seeping out and darkening the ground.

“Mr. Becker…is that you?” she asked, her eyes wide. 

“Yes,” I mumbled, trying to roll my red dress down but it was stuck up the widest part of my thighs. That meant my assistant could see my tangled panties and my shriveled cock hanging out. I stretched comically hard to grab Lori’s bottle and gulped down all the leftover water. 

“Um, are you okay?” Lori asked nervously.

“Okay? Can’t you see?” I snapped. “I was fucking kidnapped.”

“Oh,” she said. Her lower lip started to tremble as this processed this news. “W-w-what should I do?”

“Call the cops! Bitch!” I said, and rolled my eyes, trying to save face more than anything. 

Lori flinched and stepped backward like she wanted to run away from me. But then she muttered, “Oh wait, my phone!” and hurried over to pick it up, but then all she did was snap a photo of me. 

“What do you think you’re doing?” I asked sternly.

Lori giggled. 

I stared at her, horrified. 

“I’ve been working under you for two years now,” she said, mirroring my stern tone back to me in a way that made my spine snap back to attention. “And you’re always so rude and talk to me like I’m a slave, even though I work so hard so you.”

Fuck. I hadn’t expected this from Lori of all people. 

“And look at you now,” she continued, sizing me up with a smirk. “No better than a street prostitute.”

“Fuck you,” I spat. “You’re fired.”

“No,” Lori said. “You’ve got that wrong, babe.” She snapped a few more photos of me. “These pictures will easily be worth a million…at least. So, Mr. Becker? You can’t fire me. Because I quit!”

And then she strutted away, rocking her hips left and right.  

“Wait!” I yelled. 

Lori stopped. “Yes?”

“You’re right,” I said. “You’re one of my hardest working employees. It’s about time I give you a raise and a promotion.”

Lori folded her arms across her bulbous chest and peered down at me. “I’m listening.”

“It’ll be a 100% raise,” I said, thinking quickly. “And your new title will be chief of staff. On top of that, you’ll receive bonuses every quarter. Please don’t leave me. And…uh, delete the photos.”

Lori tapped her heel as she chewed on my proposal. “How about this…a 200% hike on my salary, plus I get an all-expenses paid vacation with my sweetheart starting next week. And we get to do that every year. Also, sometimes my feet get really sore and tired from all the running around you ask me to do. So I’m going to expect a personal foot massage from you every day so I can relax before I leave work.” She smiled cheerily. “Oh, and I think I’ll keep the photos. I need something to keep you in line in case you back down from your promises, Mr. Becker. Don’t worry, your secrets are safe with me.” She winked.

“They better be,” I croaked. 

As soon as Lori sped away, I crawled back to my car. There, on the passenger seat, was my wallet. And my phone. I scrambled to unlock it, dreading the barrage of messages and missed calls I surely had. My brows furrowed as I furiously tapped the screen. Apart from work emails and messages, I had nothing. I’d been missing for twenty-four hours, and no one—not even my wife—had batted an eyelid. 

I threw my phone away, rested my head against the steering wheel, and sobbed. I felt totally crushed. Defeated. And so fucking lonely. 

Is this what I’d fought so hard for? 

I opened my Photos app and saw the pictures Helena had taken of me. Even after everything she’d said, I had a feeling if I stayed silent about the whole thing, she would too. She’d just wanted to teach me a lesson I’d never forget, and now she was probably on the run with my money, leaving me broken. My masculinity had been kicked and punched to the ground and she’d stomped over all the pieces. The only thing I had left was shame.

What could I do? I decided the best course of action was for me to cut my losses now and not press charges, and never let another soul find out what had happened to me. 

Oh, Helena. 

Even after all this, my heart still ached for her. I knew there was a part of her that was attracted to me. Maybe even liked me. I’d felt it in the way she kissed me and bit me and—yes—even humiliated me. I was still ravenous for her cock, but she’d just disappeared, like a thief in the night. 

Maybe…just maybe, she’d come to see me again. 

One day, I thought as I fired up my car and sped out in search of a hotel room. A boss could only hope.

THE END


PAYING HIS DEBT




PART 1: THE VISIT




CHAPTER 1

The phone call came in a little after 12.00 am, and I instantly knew something was wrong.

You see, no one called me. Ever. And phone calls made me anxious, even if they turned out to be spam more than half the time. 

My phone continued to ring loudly while I scrambled to find it. I was in the middle of a web designing project for one of my most important clients, and my apartment looked like a disaster zone. The phone turned out to be buried under a stack of old printouts. Rubbing my eyes wearily, I peered down at the caller ID…and did a double take. 

Of all the people I’d expected to call me, I hadn’t expected him. 

“Hey,” I said nervously, pressing the green button. 

“It’s Alex,” the person on the other line said. As if I didn’t know who it was. He sounded miserable. Stressed, sad, but most of all…scared?

“Yeah?” The last time I’d spoken to my brother was maybe two years ago, and I was grateful for that. 

“I’m in trouble,” Alex said.

“Okay…” I said slowly. I wanted to laugh and say what else is new? and hang up in his face. Alex was always trouble—he made it, he asked for it, and he swam in it. But I held back, sighed, and asked, “Why?”

He coughed and cleared his throat. “Look, man, I don’t have time to explain.”

“Then why did you call me?”

“I called you because I fucked up and…they might be after you too.”

My stomach turned. “They? Who? What do you mean?”

“I borrowed some money, Corey. And, well, I wasn’t thinking and I kind of lost it all. In a poker game. And now they’re after me.”

“Who’s they?”

“Big men. Powerful men.” He coughed again. “A gang.”

“Fuck!” I breathed, feeling my nerves frazzle. I wished Alex was right beside me so I could hold and shake him until his teeth fell out one by one. “Dude, you’re such an idiot. You deserve whatever is coming for you.”

“Jesus, man, I know I fucked up,” Alex muttered. “The thing is, they know I have a brother. And…they know where you live.”

My palms were suddenly sweating, and I squeezed my phone tight so it wouldn’t slip out of my hand. “Okay, wait. How much money are we talking about?”

“A little upwards of five hundred,” he whispered. “Thousand.”

“Jesus.” The amount was almost too much to process. My legs suddenly felt weak and I slumped down on my computer chair and wiped a palm across my thigh. “You’re kidding me, right?”

“No, man.”

“What the hell do you think I should do then?”

“Get out,” Alex said simply. “Don’t let them find you. Just…go stay at a friend’s or something. Lay low until they disappear.”

“It’s not as easy as you—” I started angrily.

But the line had gone dead. 

Heart sinking, I punched the call back button. Alex didn’t answer. I stared down at my phone in shock, feeling my bones disappear, one by one, until I turned into an anxious blob. My head pounded. Was Alex even telling the truth? My brother loved his half-truths and exaggerations, and he was amazing at manipulating our family. Maybe this had all been a giant ruse for him to get some money from me. Well, in that case, I wasn’t playing—and he could fuck right off.

But…there’d been something in his voice that told me this was more than a ruse. I’d smelled fear while talking to him. Alex was scared. Maybe even scared for his life…and he’d still taken the time to warn me. So who were these gangsters? Alex had barely told me anything about them. Were they street thugs, or the fucking cartel? Did they traffick drugs or launder money? Did they extort people? Torture them? Humiliate them? Kill them? 

I swiveled in my chair, my limbs cold with dread and my veins shivering. I stared at my desktop screen and my half-eaten mac and cheese and swore out loud. My client was expecting me to complete his project by midnight, and there was a good chance a group of dangerous criminals were after me. This wasn’t the problem I wanted to be dealing with at midnight, when I was hangry, stressed out, and really needed some shut-eye. What the heck was I supposed to do?

The answer was quickly made up for me. Because right then there was a knock on my door. 

A very loud knock. 

I froze. Without thinking, I scuttled toward my bedroom and slid under my bed with my stomach somewhere up my throat. I was thankful all my lights were switched off—I preferred working in the dark—but then I remembered my phone, which was on my desk and could start ringing any minute now if Alex decided to call me back. I groaned quietly and started gnawing on my knuckles, hopeful that whoever was at the door would go away soon. 

“Hey, shithead, I know you’re in there!”

I froze. It had been a female voice—a slightly drawly, husky female voice, like she’d just woken up from a bad night of sleep.

A female gangster? What?

At least it hadn’t been some beefy bald guy with a million tattoos who could beat me up for fun. How bad could it be? Maybe I could just answer the door. Explain to her how I had exactly $0 to my name, and they were essentially wasting their time. She was a woman. She’d understand, wouldn’t she?

Too bad I couldn’t do it. 

“Open the fucking door!” the woman yelled.  

I cowered like a scared rabbit, breathing in balls of dust and flexing my nose to scratch the itch that had just started. I had a big problem, and not for the first time, I was getting screwed because of it. I hated talking to girls. They made me anxious the point I’d engineered my life to avoid them as much as I could. I’d never had a girlfriend in my twenty-two years of life. I’d never even kissed a girl. Yes, it was bad, but I’d stopped beating myself up about it a year ago, when I’d quit my corporate job and decided to work for myself as a freelance web designer. My life wasn’t the healthiest, mentally or physically, but at least I was happy and wasn’t hurting anyone. 

I slowly slid out from under the bed, my nose itching madly. I could sense a sneeze coming up on the horizon so I held my breath and pinched the tip of my nose. The thought of confronting a female gang member was making my stomach churn like a washing machine. There was no way I could do it…just no way. Besides, I didn’t know these people. For all I knew, I could be in real danger. Maybe she had a male accomplice right outside the door, waiting to barge in at any second.  Maybe she had a gun…

Still on my knees, I crawled out of my bedroom and hesitated there, eyeing the phone on my desk. 

I needed that phone. I needed to call 911.

There was a sudden, stifling silence, the darkness suffocating my living room, and for second I thought the woman had gone away. But then the silence broke with a bang and my front door started to rattle, the knob twisting this way and that. I wanted to scream and hide at the same time but I stayed very still and very silent as the thuds continued, like someone was repeatedly pushing against the door with all their body weight. Fear kept me frozen in place, but my brain was speeding on a loop, trying desperately to figure out an escape. I could grab a knife…except I didn’t have one, since I didn’t even cook. I could jump out of a window…and meet an instant death. Fuck. I was trapped. I stared in shock as the door gave way with a blunt slam, and the person standing there came into view. 


CHAPTER 2

“You just made things harder for yourself,” the stranger said in that slow, husky voice of hers, walking through my doorway.

I looked up at her. And sneezed. She sneered and kicked me in the shins with the dusty sole of her boot. 

“Speak up, shithead,” she rasped. “Or is your mouth full of shit too?”

I wiped my runny nose surreptitiously using the sleeve of my T-shirt and rose unsteadily to my feet. For the first time, our eyes met and I felt like I was going to wet myself. The woman was about thirty years old and very pretty. No, not just pretty. Hot. She was as hot as a raging wildfire. Her face was somewhat gaunt, but her eyes were big and blue and bursting with emotion. Her blonde hair was cut into a shag and they swept like feathers onto her face. She was wearing a red hoodie and underneath, a black crop top that exposed her stomach and looked suspiciously like lingerie. She wasn’t tall by any means, but those boots of hers were probably adding a good three inches to her height and made her look very daunting. 

I sneezed again. 

“Fucking loser,” she said, completely unamused. She messed around with the ties on her hoodie and then snapped her fingers. “Can we have some fucking lights around here? We came out of the dark ages a few years back, you know?”

“S-sorry,” I mumbled and headed for the light switch. We both blinked as white light flooded over our heads. I took a deep breath and said. “I…I don’t know where he is.”

She scowled. “Who?”

I locked my gaze on hers, but quickly looked away. Her eyes had an ominous sheen to them, and they reminded me of a feral cat. “My…brother? Isn’t that what this is all about?”

She laughed. “This isn’t about your brother,” she drawled. “This is about you, Corey.”

My name had spilled out of her mouth like it was a dirty word. 

“But I—I didn’t do anything,” I said. 

The stranger shrugged off her hoodie, letting it fall to the messy floor. With her arms exposed I could see the ink across her toned bicep. It was a coiled snake, filled in with black and blue, its mouth open, fangs glinting and a bloody tongue curling out in a hiss. I shrank back as she sat on my work chair and placed her feet, dirty boots and all, on top of my desk, causing a plume of dust to escape into the air.

“Listen here, you little shit,” she said. “Your fucking brother took our cash and ran. Ran out of town like his pussy was on fire. So now the question is: what are you gonna do to make things right?”

“But…but I don’t have anything to give,” I said meekly, feeling the air around us catch on fire because of her wrath. “I barely have money to pay rent…”

The woman swung her legs down and crossed them. Her knee started to shake up and down restlessly. My stomach was in knots. I hated the way her snake tattoo kept glaring at me like it wanted to have me for dinner. 

“Not my problem,” she said, her blue eyes drilling into me. “We’re not playing around, Corey. Your brother signed a blood contract with the Black Serpents. That puts the onus on you. If the money isn’t here by 24 hours, you’re the one who’s gonna pay it back.”

The hairs on the back of my neck shot up. A contract? What the hell was my dumbass brother even doing, signing fucked-up contracts with fucking gang ringleaders? This was so far beyond anything I’d imagined. This was terrifying. I couldn’t breathe. I looked around frantically, sweeping my apartment for some kind of answer. A solution. My brain turned up nothing, and I let out a small whimper. 

“Where…where am I going to find half a million dollars?” I whispered.   

“Good question, virgin,” she asked, smirking. “Looks like you’re exactly the kind of guy who has the time to figure it out.”

I blushed unexpectedly, wondering if she knew the truth in those words.

She stood up and walked up to me, so close I could see the dusting of freckles across her nose. “I just need the damn cash in my hand,” she snarled. “I don’t give a flying fuck where it comes from.” She smoothed her hand over her backside, and I was confused for a second, until I saw the object peeking out from the holster tucked inside her waistband. She started fingering the gun as if she was flirting with it and wanted me to see it. “And don’t even think about running. I’m keeping tabs on you, virgin. Trust me, you’re not going to make it far.”

Holy shit. This was a woman who liked violence. 

Her eyes swept down, and suddenly she went quiet, like something had distracted her. I felt my bones start to quiver. Why was she looking at me like that? My T-shirt had, embarrassingly, a few holes in it (it was old) and the shorts I had on were so tiny and frayed they might as well have been underwear. I wished I’d had the sense to wear something more sensible—but then again, how could I have expected this? At least the clothes on me were somewhat clean, and at least I hadn’t been sleeping naked when she’d barged into my home…

I was cut off from my thoughts when the woman muttered something that sent chills down my back. It had sounded like, ‘that body’ or ‘that booty’, which was pretty confusing since she wasn’t in a position where she could see my ass. She could see my body, though, and she had been studying it, the same way I’d ogle naked pictures of girls in the privacy of my own home. Why the hell would she say something like that?

“That body,” she said again, and now that it was crystal-clear what she was saying, another shiver slithered down me. “Someone would pay top dollar for that.” And then she laughed in my face and bolted out of the door, leaving me trembling like a leaf in the wind. 

I ran to the window and parted the blinds. Minutes later, she emerged out of the building, her face covered by her red hoodie. With perfect timing, a black Cadillac zoomed toward the entrance. She got into the front and it sped off. 


CHAPTER 3

The first thing I did was throw up. 

I hurled maybe a day’s worth of stomach contents into the toilet bowl, and by the time I was done, I was sweating and curled up on my bathroom mat. I rinsed my mouth and tried to vomit again, but nothing came out. The memory of the woman and our conversation kept whirling in my mind. It was a miracle I’d even been able to string two words together in her presence. This was the first time someone of the opposite sex had been in my apartment. The first time I’d actually spoken to one in a long time. She was the sort of girl who wouldn’t dream of talking to someone like me unless she was forced to. Fate would never make our paths cross…unless, of course, something fucked up like this was bound to happen. It was all too much. Too much.  

I stumbled out of the bathroom and grabbed my phone off my desk. Alex, of course, hadn’t called me back. He hadn’t texted me. I logged into my bank account to check my balance even though I didn’t know why. It wasn’t like anything had changed. I had less than a day to pay off a debt that wasn’t even mine, or I was going to get punished by a terrifying gang. What had they called themselves? The Black Serpents? I remembered the woman’s icy blue eyes and that snake tattoo and felt bile trickle up my throat again. 

What the hell could I do? Why the hell was I being sucked into this mess? I’d spent the last year engineering my life to make myself happy and at least a little bit sane, and yet, here I was, being forced into the fucking underworld. All because of Alex. 

I wanted to find out where Alex was and let that girl know so she’d light a fire under his ass. He fucking deserved it. 

I chewed on my nails while I stared at my half-completed freelance project. Should I file a police report? No, that would be stupid. I had a feeling the gang had a grip on the police, instead of the other way around. I also had nothing of value, really, to sell. There was no one I could borrow the money from. 

That body. 

Something stabbed into my heart. Why had she said that? Was she suggesting I could do sex work or something? To pay the debt off? Have some pervy old men bid to take my virginity? I laughed bitterly, even though my heart was sinking. She’d just been mocking me—I was sure of it. 

Everything felt like a dead end, and two hours later I found myself buried under the sheets, finally tired from all the thinking. 

I have to find Alex, I thought as my eyes started to droop and sleepiness weighed over me. That was the only way I could crawl myself out of the hole he’d dug up for the both of us. He could sell his body for all I care.

***

I woke to the sound of someone rapping on my door. 

Gasping, my eyes flew open, and everything from last night flooded back to me. My mouth tasted horrible and was as dry as a bowl of sand. The gang girl. I could almost hear her raspy, smoke-filled voice. Could see the freckles dotted underneath her lashes and the glint in her pretty but cruel face. 

Was she back already?

I blinked in the sunlight washing over me. It couldn’t be. I’d slept for maybe six or seven hours, and it was still morning. 

I stayed in bed and prayed, until…

“Hello? Corey! Are you dead?”

I almost screamed in relief. I knew who that was. I got up and quickly unlocked the makeshift bolt I’d made last night for my front door. 

My friend Rob raised an eyebrow at my appearance. “Corey. You okay? I must’ve called you a hundred times.”

I groaned. “My phone must be dead.”

He waltzed inside. “Are we going for our run or not?” He must have inadvertently taken a whiff of my stained t-shirt because he dry heaved. “You stink of puke, man. What the fuck?”

I gave him a wistful smile. “Just sit down. You’ll never believe what happened to me.”

***

It was done. I was packed up and ready to go. 

I hauled two bags of my belongings—my toothbrush and a ball of clothes and  underwear in one, my laptop, portable hard drive, mobile router and my wallet in the other—and Rob and I hurried down the stairs to the ground floor of my apartment building. We didn’t dare wait for the elevator. Rob had an uncle who had a cabin three hours away in a very remote location. It had been boarded up for the winter but he was prepared to let me stay there for a short amount of time. We would go to Rob’s place first to sort out all the logistics and then I’d be off. 

I wiped sweat off my brow and tightened the straps of both packs on each of my shoulder. In the daylight, I was ridiculously conscious about what I was wearing. I had on the same ratty T-shirt and shorts from yesterday, plus flip-flops. I also hadn’t brushed my teeth or showered, but I guess when your life is on the line those things come second. 

We walked swiftly along, Rob in front of me. We crossed the street and made our way uphill. Just a few more minutes, I thought. My heart was pounding so wildly I was sure I was on the cusp of a heart attack. Then I’ll be safe. For now. 

We hurried onto the parking lot we used as a shortcut to pass through the intersection. I squeezed my way between vehicles, trying to keep up with Rob. A sudden screech stopped me in my tracks. Out of nowhere, a vehicle had come to a stop right in front of Rob, blocking our route. 

“Oh, fuck,” Rob muttered, stumbling to the side.

“Well, well, well…” A voice drawled as the car door swung open. “If it isn’t our runaway virgin…”


CHAPTER 4

I didn’t have to look up to know who was inside the black Cadillac. My gut churned at those icy, husky words. 

“Hey! Virgin! You hear me?” 

I steadied my eyes at her—well, it wasn’t just her this time. There were two men sitting on either side of her at the back. The guy closest to me was bald, with a pinched, leathery face. The other guy was huge and had a suit on. Both wore smoked sunglasses. 

The bald guy sprung out of the Cadillac like a panther. “You sure this our man, Ivy?”

The woman—Ivy—chuckled. “Man? I’m not so sure he’s a man, Brick.”

I cringed inwardly. Was she really talking about me?

“You,” the man growled at Rob. “Get the fuck out of here before I fuck you up.”

Rob flitted his eyes at me. He looked terrified. I could see he was debating whether this moment was worth tossing our decade-long friendship away. I couldn’t really say or do anything to help him out, but I felt sorry for him. No friend should be put in a situation like this. I gave him the tiniest nod, hoping he’d get the message. He did. Within the next second he’d begun his dash out of the parking lot. 

The female gang member waved me over silently. The bald guy nudged me from the back at the same time. “Get inside, princess,” he rasped.

I knew if I got into that car anything could happen, but my legs had already begun moving. My bags were taken away from me and I was seated in between her and the bald guy. When the car roared to life I wanted to plead my case but no words were coming out of me. I was numb and in shock. But more than anything, I was terrified about one thing: that this beautiful but dangerous woman could smell the dried-up puke on me. I was ready to die if that was going to happen. 

“Did you really think we were gonna let you go that easy?” she asked me with a sneer. She lit a cigarette and breathed in and out with a satisfying sigh. 

I turned cautiously toward the person whose face I finally had a name for. Ivy. Ivy…like poison ivy. One touch and you’ll feel her venom. It seemed accurate. She wore a black crop top, no hoodie, jeans, and her hair was in double French braids. I was floored by the effect she had on me. Girls had always intimidated me and I tended to just admire them from a safe distance. But her? I was so captivated by her I couldn’t look anywhere else. 

“If the Serpents hate one thing, it’s runaways. Chickens like you,” Ivy said. She patted my bare knee, which instantly started to vibrate with nerves. “Relax, virgin,” she continued. “We’re not going to fuck you up. Not if you tell us where Alex is.”

“I don’t know where he is,” I said, quiet as a kitten. “I promise.”

“Yeah, you do,” the bald guy—Brick—said. He placed an arm over my shoulder, gripping me tight. The black handle of a pocketknife jutting out from his jeans flashed before my eyes. “Listen, princess. It’s all in your hands. We can do this slow…or we can do it rough.” He started to hump the air and everyone laughed. 

At that point, I felt more anger than I’d ever felt in my life towards Alex. I wouldn’t have had to suffer through these humiliating jabs if it wasn’t for him. Not to mention, I was in serious danger, in the company of criminals, with nothing to offer them. 

Alex…you single-handedly fucked up my life. 

With a quick flick, Ivy got rid of the ash from her cigarette and exhaled in my direction. The smoke made me my throat itch. The corner of her upper lip tipped up. “What are you looking at?” 

“N-nothing,” I squeaked. 

“Poor fucker. I don’t think he’s ever seen a hot girl in his life,” she said. “Isn’t that true?”

I swallowed. Tried to make my throat work. And failed.

Her knee jerked mine. “Thought I asked you a question, virgin.”

“No,” I whispered dumbly. 

“What?” she asked, cocking her head at me like I was an idiot. 

“I…I forgot the question.” 

My head burned with shame. Why was I so pathetic?

I thought Ivy was going to laugh at me again, but she just ignored me, jostling up against the guy in the suit. Her hand was traveling over his crotch. My eyes widened as her fingers began to casually massage him. His pants were tight and pretty soon I could see the bulge that was starting to form underneath her palm. He whispered something into her ear and she giggled, flashing me another one of her cruel grins. 

“God, my feet are killing me,” she muttered. She hoisted herself up and sat on Suit Guy’s lap, resting her head against the window. Shrugging off her heels, she raised her legs and stretched them across my lap, scrunching her toes once before releasing them. My gaze fell over her polished toenails—only slightly chipped but painted black like her fingernails—and the tan skin showing through the distressing on her jeans. Jesus. I’d never seen such beautiful feet up close. My nose twitched because I wanted to smell them. Yeah, right. Keep dreaming. 

I held my breath throughout the rest of the ride, resisting the urge to ogle at Ivy’s lower body. Through the windshield, I saw the sky was becoming dark and hazy, the little bit of sun we’d had in the morning giving way to murky clouds. Where were the Black Serpents taking me? I had no clue and didn’t have the balls to ask. Fear and adrenaline pitted against each other as I waited for my fate. 

We wandered farther into the city, to neighborhoods I had never been in before, filled with rubbish-strewn streets, dilapidated apartment complexes, and the sort of depressed-looking people who you knew had never seen the nicer side of life. After what seemed like hours, the car finally pulled to a stop at a motel. Brick held me by the shoulders like he wanted to escort me inside, but Ivy motioned him aside. She grabbed my arm, her face as menacing as the firearm I knew was in her jeans. 

Through the entryway, we were greeted by flaking, water-damaged walls and stained carpeting. The whole place stunk of weed and rotting food. 

I gulped, knowing I’d made a terrible mistake getting into the car. 

This was a motel of nightmares.


PAYING HIS DEBT




PART 2: HELL’S MOTEL




CHAPTER 5

Ivy led me down a hallway, pulling me by the elbow. The door at the end swung open just as we reached it. Inside was a meeting place of sorts, with futons lining each wall and more cushions crowding the floor. The smell of stale smoke and sweat clung to the air. Seated smack dab in the middle futon was a man. An old guy who looked thin as rails and lacked any physical fitness, but was dressed like he wanted to appear younger and fitter than he actually was. There was a tattoo of a snake spiraling around his neck, but it didn’t give off the effect it wanted because of his turkey neck. 

Even though he looked old and frail, the man filled me with terror. Because this, I could tell, was the Black Serpents’ ringleader. And I was in the heart of their nest. 

I was pushed into a chair in front of him. The two guys who’d ridden with us stood on either side of the old man, and Ivy stood behind me, both hands pinned onto my shoulders.

The old man grinned coldly at me, flashing a gold tooth. “The Kermasan brothers have a real knack for running, wouldn’t you say?” he asked in a condescending tone.

“I wasn’t trying to run away.” The words had slipped out of me with no warning. My ass squished harder into the chair as I tried to increase the distance between us, but Ivy’s hands simply pushed me back to where I was.

The old man got up and rounded the chair, peering at me with a bone-chilling smile. Fresh sweat rimmed the bags under his eyes. “Bad boys lie. Lying can get you in trouble. So…” He pushed the back of the chair, causing me to lean back precariously on just two of its legs. He was apparently much stronger than he looked. “Think before you answer, son. Can you tell me where Alex is?”

“I can’t, because I-I don’t know,” I stammered as I swayed dangerously again. “I swear! I’ve been trying to contact him too.”

He let go of the chair, and Ivy’s grip on me tightened so I wouldn’t fall. He stroked his stubble and a bit of his turkey neck. “You know, Corey, that’s gonna be a problem for me. A big problem. ’Cause your brother’s running around with a ton of my money.”

It was at that point I realized that the Black Serpents actually didn’t know something critical: that Alex didn’t have the money with him. That he’d lost it all by gambling with it. My head spun with all the implications. How could that be? Or had my brother lied to me? How the fuck was I supposed to know?

One thing was for sure: I wasn’t going to let them see how confused I was…because that could quite possibly be my death sentence. 

“Please…” I pleaded. “Please just let me go. I really have no idea where my brother is.”

The old man let out a nasal laugh that grinded my ears. “Let you go? What do you think this is? A church? You want us to forgive and forget?”

The guy in the suit handed him something, which I instantly recognized was my phone. 

“So you’re telling me this thing doesn’t work?” he said. “This thing couldn’t contact your brother?” He flung the phone to the ground and stomped at it. I watched as it disintegrated with a sickening sound.

“Give us an answer soon or that’s gonna be your dick,” he growled.

I gulped as I averted his gaze. 

“Calm down, baby,” Ivy murmured. She stepped to the front and placed her hand over his chest. “You know this isn’t good for your heart.”

“My heart can go fuck itself.”

“Don’t say that, Frankie baby,” she whispered. She kissed him on the cheek and gave him a soft, gentle look. He burrowed his face in her hair and reached down to stroke it in a gesture I wasn’t sure was romantic or fatherly. 

“I’ll take care of him,” she said. 

He scoffed. “How?”

“You don’t have to worry about it. Trust me, baby. I’ll fix this.” Without waiting for him to answer, she led him back to the futon, then graced me with a scowl that felt like it could kill on the spot.

“Up,” she snarled. She yanked me out of the chair and out of the meeting room. 

***

I trailed behind Ivy as she walked through one of the many hallways of the motel. A small part of me was happy that she’d rescued me from the wrath of their ringleader, but another part wasn’t so sure about her intentions…

How exactly was she planning on fixing this?

Ivy opened a door and suddenly we were outside on a cobbled path, surrounded by the rear section of the motel. This place didn’t look so rundown—the walls seemed freshly painted, the lawn area was covered with trimmed grass, and huge potted plants flanked the doors of each room. She took out a key and unlocked a door marked ‘Room 17’. I forced down the big lump in my throat before following her inside. 

The room smelled heavily of bleach, but the good thing was it much cleaner than I’d expected. 

“You can stay here for a while,” she said, sounding just a tad calmer. “Give me a shout when you’re ready to tell us where Alex is.”

I drew in a breath. I wanted to yell at her—yell at all of them—and tell them for the umpteenth time that I had no fucking clue and that her guess was as good as mine. But I simply ground my teeth and said, “I’m not a liar. I don’t know where Alex is.”

“Coward,” she said, her feral eyes glinting with anger. “You’re a pussy just like your brother, huh. Birthed from the same womb, after all.”

Something inside me twitched, a part of me that hadn’t been lit in a long time. I wanted so badly to ask her why she’d cut into my interrogation. Had the fuss been about protecting her leader—Frankie? Was it because she felt bad for me? Or…did she want me? Want me for more than just money and a location, that is…

There was a towel on the bed, rolled neatly on top of a pile of smaller hand towels. Ivy grabbed it and hurled it at me, hitting me on the chest. “I have a feeling you don’t know how dangerous the people you’re dealing with are. You’re being very stupid. Think about that and take a goddamn shower,” she spat. “Didn’t your mom teach you basic hygiene?”

“I don’t think she really got the chance,” I replied. “She died when I was six.”

It was like the words had dribbled out through a crack in my mouth. As a rule, I never spoke about my mom. Ivy’s face tightened, her lips pursing. I’d shut her up and now I felt bad about what I’d done. 

“How did she die?” she asked. 

Some girls loved trauma like it was porn, but the question seemed genuine, so I answered. “A head-on collision with another car. She was driving drunk. As usual.”

“Okay.”

“Yeah. After the accident, my brother moved in with my aunt, and I lived with my father until I was ready to move out. We were never really close.”

As I spoke, I could feel my anxiety fading away. I’d heard about this happening countless times, about your anxiety peaking and going away if you were exposed to it long enough, but I’d never personally experienced it. Mostly because I never bothered facing my fears when avoiding them was the easy way out. Now, though, a small surge of confidence was flowing in my veins, and for the first time I felt like I could talk to her, human to human. 

“Not having a male role model fucked my brother up,” I said. “I don’t care what people say. Boys need their fathers.”

Well, then, Corey, what’s your excuse? 

Of course Ivy hadn’t really said that, but that’s what I imagined was going through her mind. How did you turn out so shy, lame, and just so utterly un-masculine and unattractive? She moved just a step closer to me and I breathed her in and this red-hot blast of desire shot through me. I could count the freckles in her face. I’d never been so close to another girl…and she was so beautiful. It was unreal. 

Ivy’s lips curled into a half-smile as she watched me. “None of that changes the fact you need a shower,” she said. 

I cringed. Okay. I had no one to blame for that one but me. 

“I…I don’t have my clothes,” I said. 

She pointed at a dresser. “You’ll find plenty in there.”

“Thanks.” I got the sense she was only trying to be apathetic. Because something was different now. The energy in the room had shifted. Maybe it was just a buttload of pity—seeing me as the small, young, motherless virgin who’d grown up without any social skills. I didn’t want to get my hopes too high. 

Trying to shrug those distracting thoughts away, I picked the towel off the floor and made my way to the dresser—but Ivy quickly beat me to it. She pulled open the top two drawers and got a laundry bag out from a woven basket placed next to the dresser. She inspected what was inside it for a minute, then took out a bunch of clothes. Some men’s shorts and underwear, two T-shirts, and a raggedy old pair of jeans. I thought she was going to hand them over to me, but instead she just tossed them all inside the laundry bag, tied it up and walked to the door. 

“I’ll leave you to it,” she said. 

She gave me an odd look. Like she was…pleased with herself?

Confused, I nodded. I stared at the door once she banged it shut and locked me inside. Adrenaline flooded into me along with a storm of emotions and I groaned, melting into the wall beside me. I wasn’t sure what to think or make of what had just happened between us. What had happened to me, period. I’d been humiliated, exposed, bullied and yelled at in so many different ways it was a miracle I was still standing.

Maybe…just maybe I was stronger than I thought. 


CHAPTER 6

Or…not. 

Sighing, I walked to the dresser and opened the topmost drawer. I was expecting some ratty old clothes, a set of pajamas maybe, or a shirt that was two sizes too big. But all I saw were…panties. Three of them, to be exact. A pale pink pair, a dark pink pair (a little like magenta but not quite), and a black pair. I opened the second drawer and found a bra. It was pink and had very obvious padding. I opened up the third drawer, and found just a nightie. It was also pink, the top and bottom sections stitched with sheer lace, and there was a big pink bow in the center, right where the cleavage was supposed to be. Heart thudding, I inspected the rest of the drawers, and saw they were empty. 

I let out another groan, feeling more than defeated. So Ivy had swiped the small stash of men’s clothing that had been here, leaving me with nothing but these embarrassing girly garments. Did she really think I’d wear panties and some sexy nightgown that belonged to god knows who? Was she getting off on humiliating me like this? Poking fun at my masculinity and calling me a pussy and a virgin? I felt the little confidence I’d had with her minutes ago trickle out of me, possibly to disappear forever. 

But as of now, I only had two choices. Reuse my old, stinky clothes or wear what Ivy had wanted me to wear. 

It was a question of which of the two was more embarrassing. 

After some deliberation, I found my hands reaching for the pink nightie. I also took the bra and the pale pink panties and lay them over the comforter. It was better to be a little girly than very stinky, I’d decided. I’d chosen the pale pink panties because anything other than that color would’ve made it too obvious I was wearing them. And…the bra would have to go on too because the top of the nightie was way too sheer, and there was possibly nothing worse than male nipples poking through a feminine garment. 

I undressed and trudged to the bathroom. The Serpents had made it pretty clear I had no dignity in here, and I guess I shouldn’t have expected it either. 

I had my shower on the hottest setting. I lathered myself with several palmfuls of shower gel from the built-in dispenser, making contact with every surface and crevice on my body. Then I did it again for good measure, scrubbing my skin raw under the gushing water. Despite the horrors I’d faced so far that day, it felt good being clean. I could actually think clearly again. 

There was no toothpaste in the shower, so I pumped a little bit of the shower gel onto my fingers and brushed my teeth and tongue with it. It would do for now. There was also a disposable razor in a cup on the shower basket, still in its wrapping. I don’t know why but I picked it up. I tore off the wrapping and let it float to the wet tiled floor. I shaved my face and then, without thinking, glided the blade along my arm. Watching my hair swirl down the drain made my stomach flutter a little. The razor switched hands and pretty soon my other arm was shaved clean too. Crooking my elbow at an odd angle, I shaved my armpits and then did my legs and crotch too, so quickly I was lucky I didn’t cut myself. 

I stared down at my body afterwards, wondering when I’d gone batshit crazy. This was a weird sort of self-destruction I wasn’t used to. 

In my mind, wearing a nightie with visible male body hair seemed wrong, so I’d just gone ahead and shaved everything. Except…I hadn’t thought through the consequences. Hadn’t I just sent out an open invitation for more mockery, humiliation, and bullying?

Way to go, Corey. Clap, clap, clap.

I tossed my dirty clothes into the sink bowl, planning to hand wash them as soon as could, then walked out of the bathroom with the towel wrapped around my waist. It’s going to be fine, I thought. Hair grows back. At least I was going to have some privacy now. 

I picked up the panties, feeling foolish. Was I really going to do this? Well, it wasn’t like I could stay in the nude, so…I stepped into them and brought them up my calves. They were soft against my freshly shaven skin, soft in a way my own clothes had never been before. 

The knot in my towel loosened and the towel fell to my feet at the exact moment the motel room door blasted open behind me. 

I froze with my fingers still clenched around the panty waistband, my legs half-bent, and my lower body completely naked. 

It was Ivy. 


CHAPTER 7

Ivy’s smile was wide and excessively cruel as her eyes raked over me. My heart went dock, dock, dock at the speed of light as an awkward silence grew between us.

“Hot bod,” she drawled, breaking the silence. “But I must say, Alex has a better bod than you.”

My face flushed hard as I tried to cover my nudity with the towel, but the stupid thing slipped through my buttery fingers again, making her snicker. Fuck. Fuck! When I finally covered myself my cock had swollen up with all the attention. 

Alex has a better bod than you.

I was trying not to show how mortified I was by her comment. My brother had always been the handsome one, the one with the rugged face and curly hair and that pensive look that drove girls crazy. Though he was lean like me, he had the height to make up for it. I’d gotten the short end of the stick in every way possible.

I looked at Ivy, bad thoughts racing through my mind. Why had she said that? How well had she known Alex? Had she slept with him? I wouldn’t have been surprised, but the thought made me feel sick.

“Hurry up and get dressed. Don’t mind me,” she smirked and said. She had a handbag with her—one of those tote-style bags I’d only ever seen businesswomen wear—which she tossed onto the dresser, along with her rings and her watch. Then she sat on the bed with her legs crossed.

I stood there awkwardly wondering what the hell I needed to do. 

My brain started working again and I reached down for the panties. I wanted to pull them up as fast as I could, but I couldn’t really see what I was doing under the towel. After what seemed like several minutes, I finally managed to wiggle them up over my thighs, but then they just didn’t seem to pull up any further. Was it too tight on me, or did I just need to pull harder? I started to sweat. Ivy was eyeing me with that hot, sadistic smirk of hers, savoring every second of my humiliation.

“I knew you’d choose one of the pinks,” she muttered. “That’s your favorite color, huh?”

I gulped, my cheeks flushing, my tongue completely tied. I couldn’t resist looking at her one more time before carefully tugging at my panties, from my left side and then from my right. I felt like a penguin and I knew I looked ridiculous. But finally I could feel the waistband settle just over my hip bones. From the back, I could feel the panties press well below the top of my ass crack, but there was nothing I could do about that now…

“Very good,” Ivy said as she saw me struggling with my towel knot again, terrified it was going to give up on me again. She picked up the bra, and, holding it by just one strap, she passed it over to me. 

The problem was I had no idea how to wear a bra. It wasn’t like I’d ever had a girlfriend to see how they were worn, and I didn’t have any sisters. So I just stood there again, fiddling with the miniature buckles on the straps, wondering if I had to adjust them first before putting them on…

“Oh come here, you useless person,” Ivy said and yanked on the bra so forcefully I fell face-first onto the bed. “Lift your arms up,” she commanded. She expertly looped the bra straps through them, then snapped the hooks behind my back. It turned out the straps didn’t need any adjusting—they were tight but snug. 

Ivy asked me to stand up. When I did, she pulled on the towel, and then I was exposed. To say that I was horrified would’ve been an understatement…I was scared out of my wits. I had a hot girl looking at me—at my body—while I had on panties and a bra. My stomach fluttered again. What was she thinking? I looked like a bad joke! She was going to laugh at me and make a snarky comment. 

But Ivy said nothing. All she did was circle a finger in the air, asking me to turn around. My face turned pinker than the panties I was wearing, knowing she’d definitely see my ass crack if I did. But since I didn’t want to see her get mad if I didn’t do what she said, I obeyed her, and then she was silent again for the longest time. 

“Did you shave?” she asked suspiciously.

“I…uh…I…”

“Answer me.”

“No, I mean, yes…”

Ivy snickered. “I knew it. You’re gay.”

“I’m not gay!”

“Oh, yeah? What kind of straight guy shaves off all his body hair?”

I didn’t have an answer to that. 

“You don’t like cocks? Bet you want to suck a nice, hard, juicy cock till it jizzes all over you.”

“No,” I said, horrified at the thought. “That’s disgusting.”

Ivy seemed amused by my response. “Sissy!” she mocked. “You wanted to look sexy in lingerie and that’s why you fucking shaved, you lying sissy.” She threw the nightie at me. “I want to see how you look in this.”

I picked it up and hesitated, feeling unbelievably embarrassed. I didn’t like where our conversation was heading.

“What’s the big deal, virgin?” she asked sternly. Her eyes were clouding over, and she sounded weirdly hurried, like she couldn’t wait for me to complete the look. “You haven’t come anywhere close to being a man until now, so it’s not like putting on a bunch women’s lingerie and a nightgown is suddenly gonna make your dick fall off. And, let’s face it, you’ve never had sex, barely been able to attract women, and I can tell you want to puke just thinking of talking to them. So why not try something else, huh? If you’re lost in life, you go in the other direction, because you’ve got nothing else to lose…”

I winced. She’d hit a nerve. Told me everything I didn’t want to hear about myself. When you have a girl lay out all your insecurities and weaknesses like that…it hurt. A lot. What did I have to lose? Nothing, that was what. I was at the lowest point possible and it wasn’t like I could sink any lower. 

“Don’t tell me you don’t like wearing that,” she said when I put the nightie on. “Doesn’t it feel nice?”

“I guess so,” I said, and frowned. I didn’t want to admit it, but it made feel different wearing it. Like I wasn’t Corey anymore, but a pretty girl who was maybe planning on romancing her boyfriend later that night. But it was all an illusion, wasn’t it? It didn’t really mean anything.

“Well, I want to say you look really good,” Ivy said, wandering over to the dresser where she picked up her tote. “Much better than the ugly shirt and shorts you had on. But I want to take this one step further.”

She made me sit down on the bed, then took out—what I thought at first glance—was a dead fucking poodle. I shrank back, ready to scream bloody murder. But when she held it up with both hands I could see it was actually a wig. It was curly and glossy like white poodle fur, but the roots were dyed a darker brown. 

“Put this on,” she ordered, but she ended up laying it on my head herself. Then she told me to pout my lips a little and applied some red lipstick from an almost-empty tube. I knew that the lipstick was hers—she’d been wearing it that first night she visited me.

“Now what?” I said quietly. 

“Now what…” Ivy repeated, and then she looked down at me and I suddenly saw how hungry she looked. Her intimidating blue eyes were glowing with something I couldn’t quite put a finger on. I’d never been more conscious in my life about what I was wearing until then. Electricity started to sizzle between us, a stare-down that had my head swimming and my nerves thrumming with desire. I felt like an object in front of her, just a doll that was completely defenseless but meant to tempt her deviant mind. She had skinned me after all…killed my manhood…laid me bare…and now I was exposed and so, so vulnerable…

Someone banged on the door.

Fear made me freeze in place. “What’s going to happen to me?” I whispered, hugging my waist with my arms. My mind was suddenly filled with all these horrible scenarios. Maybe this had all been the gang’s idea. Maybe they wanted to do some terrible things to me. I felt dizzy and nauseous again. 

Ivy’s face twisted, and right then I knew she wasn’t going to tell me. It was easy to deal with what was known, and infinitely harder to deal with what wasn’t…and that’s what I hated, and she knew that. 

Ivy opened the door a crack, and I could see the shadow of the Brick standing on the mat. “We got some shit here for the princess,” he said. 

“I’ll give it to him,” she said.

“What’re you doing to him in there?” he asked.

“Fuck off,” she said, and shut the door in his face with a kick.

She tossed a plastic bag in my lap. “Eat up,” she said. “You’re going to need your energy soon.”

And then she propped the door open again and merged with the shadows outside, leaving me behind once more. 


CHAPTER 8

After Ivy left, I ate and watched TV. The food wasn’t much, just a sandwich and a bottle of water, but I wasn’t feeling hungry anyway. When I went to the bathroom I saw my old clothes marinating in the sink. I pulled them out and threw them in the bin. I didn’t see the point in keeping them. 

I spent a long time looking at myself in the mirror. It was like looking at a stranger. A blonde curly-haired stranger with pretty red lips. I reached up and touched the nightdress, softly stroking the fabric through the surfaces and contours of my body. I played with the bow on the front, then cupped my chest with both hands. My bra straps were digging into my shoulder, but the padding was doing a great job at giving me the illusion of breasts. 

I looked exactly like the kind of girl I’d once been so afraid of. 

I thought about Ivy. Why had she done this to me? To put me in my place? To make me scared of her? Did she think that punishing me like this would make me cough up the money or Alex’s whereabouts? Or was the plan to offer me to one of her men? To get the debt paid off like that, so to speak. 

But now, strangely enough, I didn’t really feel anxious about any of those possibilities…but the bad news was that my anxiety had been replaced by something much more dangerous and fateful. 

Longing. Attraction. Lust.

It was so fucked up. 

I headed to bed and watched TV. I knew I had more important things to think about—like my life, my work, the money, Rob, Alex. But I had this fuzzy feeling in my chest that simply wasn’t going away. I reduced the aircon and then squeezed myself under the comforter, only to realize too late that it was pretty dusty. I sneezed a couple of times. When I closed my eyes I could still see Ivy through my eyelids. 

I decided to fantasize about her until I was sleepy enough to take a nap. It wasn’t like there was anything else I could do right now. My imagination quickly took off, and in my mind’s eye Ivy and I were doing things that were far beyond just holding each other and kissing. At some point, I really did fall asleep and my fantasies all blurred together into a very nice dream. 

I was in the weird realm between sleep and wakefulness when I felt something rub against my nose. I wanted to sneeze again. Shit, I better not wake up from this. The object landed on my nose again and dragged itself down my lips. I found myself thinking it smelled really erotic, like a girl’s armpit, except it wasn’t as soft. Was it a hand? An arm? Or a foot? 

It’s a foot, I decided. And I’m still dreaming. 

I inhaled deeply, willing my brain to create more of that erotic scent. And it did. It was difficult to describe, but it was sweet and and warm and hypnotic. The smell was making me horny. I imagined I was back in that car, and it was just Ivy and me in the backseat, and Ivy’s foot on my face. I pictured its shape and its arch and just how perfectly feminine it was from all angles and I began to descend into this confusing but strangely euphoric adventure. I wanted it to be a giant foot and I wanted to be underneath it while it trampled me and overwhelmed me with its smell. 

The toes started to move, tickling the tip of my nose. I remember thinking, Wow, this is a very vivid dream. I raised my head and my lips made contact with the foot, and I had the sudden urge to make out with it. I reached down and touched my crotch. My hand felt soft panties instead of skin but I started to stimulate myself right over the fabric. I admitted to myself it felt kind of nice. 

“Oh, let me kiss your toes, Ivy,” I moaned to myself. “You’re such a goddess. Let me suck them. Please. I’m begging you.” I had a bad habit of talking to myself whenever I jerked off because I’d never had to worry about roommates.

My cock was rock hard now, and I was rubbing it aggressively over my panties while kissing and sniffing the foot in my dream at the same time. I opened my jaw wide and pictured Ivy burying all her toes in my mouth. 

I let out a moan and that was when someone snickered. 

My eyes shot open, and through my sleep-induced delirium, I saw Ivy herself hovering over me, sitting on the armchair by the bed, her leg raised and her foot over my face. 

God. No!

What happened to my dream?

“Is that what you wanted to do to me in the car?” I heard Ivy say. She was smirking. “Suck on my toes?”

No, no, no. Fuck no. What the fuck have I done?

My heart pumped wildly. This was as bad as it could possibly get. What the hell had just I just done?

“I asked you a question, virgin,” Ivy said. 

“Sorry. I…I thought I was dreaming…” I gazed at her, blinking through the dryness. She had changed into a skirt and button-down, and the arms of her hoodie was wrapped around her waist.

“Oh? Let me suck your toes, Ivy, ohhh…” Ivy moaned, mocking me. “You’re such a goddess…I’m begging you…”

I couldn’t believe my ears. My face felt as red as a boiling beetroot. How unlucky could a guy get? Just when I thought I had a private moment…

“I’m sorry,” I groaned. “You weren’t meant to hear that.”

“You’re a bigger loser than I thought,” she said as she stared disapprovingly at my rapidly vanishing panty bulge. “I don’t think I’ve heard of anything more pathetic than a virgin with a foot fetish.” Then she wiped her foot free of my saliva by dragging it across my forehead and down my nose. “Disgusting,” she muttered. “But it looks like you really like your panties.”

“I…uh…”

Ivy stood up. “No, I’m serious. It looks kind of cute on you.”

Heat rose in my cheeks. I pulled at the nightie that had ridden up, but it wasn’t like that did anything. It was sheer enough that she could still see the outline of what lay beneath it.

“So I can see you have a little crush on me.” She had a cunning smile that filled me with both dread and desire. “To be honest, I’m not surprised. A loser virgin sissy like you…you’re bound to get a little crazy when you see someone like me.”

She walked up to me. She sat on the bed and her hand was on my thigh, sort of touching me there, lightly enough to start a tickle. I stared at her, my eyes a big question mark.

“Would you like to taste more of me?” she asked. 

“Ho-huh?”

It was like she’d dropped a bomb. Surely my ears weren’t working properly.

She folded her arms across an obviously braless chest. “I said, Corey Kermasan, would you like to taste more of me?”

I blinked, but then a small thrill rippled through me, enveloping me in a warm buzz. “Y-yes…” I said. “I mean, I would love to…”

“Then say I would love to, mistress,” she said softly. 

“I would love to, Mistress,” I said, my voice matching her softness. 

“Good,” she said. “Then put your arms behind your back.”

When I did, she took off her hoodie and pulled out the piece of string holding the top together. She wound it around my wrists and tied it up, quickly and skillfully. It was obvious she was an expert at tying people up. Getting them to bend to her will as easily as if they were pipe cleaners. None of what she was doing made sense, but a wildfire of hope was beginning to light up within me. Maybe Ivy wanted me. Not like a friend, not like a target, but sexually…

“Very good,” she said when she let go of me. “You’re going to learn to enjoy being tied up like this. Now get off the bed and get down on the floor. Don’t move your arms.”

It was hard to get up from the bed with my arms bound behind my back, but I managed to without falling. Ivy shoved my head down so that I sank to my knees. 

She walked to the door and smiled. “Stay right there. Don’t fucking move.”


CHAPTER 9

When Ivy wasn’t back several minutes later, I began to think I’d made a mistake. I was tied up and if someone like Frankie or Brick walked through that door, they’d find me looking like a prostitute with no means to defend myself. 

Why had I let her do this? I’d been stupider than stupid. Did I really think she wanted me to fuck her or something? That she was attracted to me? That I was going to have my first kiss and lose my virginity to a fucking gangster? Yeah, right. Dream on, idiot. 

Still, I didn’t move. Just lay there kneeling, chewing on my lip while I stared at the door. After what seemed like ages, I heard footsteps and it creaked open. 

It was Ivy. 

Just her. 

I whooshed out the breath I’d been holding. She had a shoulder bag with her, out of which she pulled out a scarf. Without saying anything, she scooched down and tied it around my eyes like a blindfold. My heart thumped wildly. Fear pooled in my veins as the world turned black as coal.

“You look so good like this,” Ivy said huskily. “So sexy. Just like a girl, so sweet and obedient. Like you’d do anything I’d say.”

As someone who’d never heard a good word, let alone a compliment from a girl, it was hard not to give in. “Thank you, Mistress,” I said. 

“It’s true. Do you want to smell my foot now?” 

“Yes, Mistress,” I breathed.

“Well, that’s too bad,” she said. “I’m not here to do what you want. We do things my way.” I could feel her moving, shifting, and it was driving me crazy that I couldn’t see her. “If you want me to do what you want, you’ve got to earn that, virgin. That’s how this world works.”

I nodded, my pulse pounding hard. I quickly understood what she’d said, intimately and instinctively. Strangely enough, it felt like music to my ears. To someone who was self-conscious, inexperienced, and full of fear about their first time, the thought of having someone take over was comforting. I just had to listen and serve her. I had to make her happy. And I was ready to do all of that and more.  

Something crept down my neck, slowly down to my chest. My heart stilled. It was Ivy’s hand. It snuck inside my bra, and then it was toggling my nipple. My breath went heavy. She pinched my nipple and pulled it, so hard I jerked out a cry. She did it again, and then again, and through the pain it started to feel good.

“You like this?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“How it hurts?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Do you want me to do it again?”

My knees felt weak as I answered. 

“Good. Because that’s exactly what I was planning to do.”

She was stimulating my other nipple then, and pinching it and pulling it and turning it. Her grip was as tight as a clothes pin. My mind was blank through the pain. All that mattered was the pain…that it felt so good…that she wanted to give it…it was so hot…

“I love seeing your face in pain,” Ivy whispered. “It’s so pretty then.” She let go. “Your nipples are so sensitive. Just like a girl’s. You should see how swollen they are. They’re purple. I love it.”

I was blushing like a bride on her wedding day. 

When she let go, my nipples were still throbbing.

“Mm, so you enjoy pain. You like domination. I can tell. And that’s good because I like giving pain and I love dominating men like you. But…I think we can go further. I like pushing limits. I want to see what your limits are. Are you really a virgin?”

“I am, Mistress.”

“Never kissed? Never ate someone out? Never sucked a cock, even?” She chuckled. 

“I haven’t even kissed a girl, Mistress. I’ve been alone my whole life.”

“That’s all going to change today.”

She was shifting again. The pain in my nipples was an echo, but it was a loud echo. I badly wanted her to touch me again. Ivy’s hand was suddenly on my head, yanking at my curly-haired wig, making me lean back. My knees hurt, yet I didn’t dare move positions because I knew she’d notice. Then I could feel soft skin around me, a soothing warmth covering me, and her scent. 

“I’m standing over your head, Corey.” I nuzzled my cheek against the warmth I felt and realized it was her thigh. There was a faint rustling noise, then something stroked my cheek for a brief moment. 

“Do you know what I’m doing now?”

“No, Mistress.”

“I’m removing my skirt.”

My senses heightened. I took in a deep breath. My imagination was running wild. 

“I’m wearing a thong. Too bad you can’t see it.”

I bit back a groan. All I could think of was tearing my blindfold off and letting my eyes feast on this once-in-a-lifetime moment. I had never seen a woman in her panties up close before, let alone been just inches away from it…

“I just removed my thong, virgin,” Ivy said.

There had been no need for her to say that, because her smell had wafted up my nose. It was so fucking strong. My cock flexed—an instant biological reaction—and only one thing consumed me. Was she shaved? Or did she let it roam free? Did she trim? Did she have hair all over, or just at the top, or did she let it sprout along her lips? Did the carpet match the drapes? Jesus Christ…what did it look like? There was no way for me to know…

So all I ended up saying was, “Wow, you smell so good, Mistress. I wish I could take this blindfold off.”

That was when she slapped me. She didn’t slap me like she was hitting a human. She slapped me like she was slapping a puppet that felt no pain. I fell backwards and rolled over the carpet, reeling. I struggled to lift myself up, both my arms and sight working against me. Ivy started to kick me so I’d hurry up. She was laughing. 

“Did I tell you to speak?”

“No, Mistress,” I whispered. 

“I was about to speak,” Ivy said sternly. “You fucking cut me off. I don’t like that. And you asked me to take the blindfold off? You’re a fucking idiot. You’ve earned nothing yet, virgin. Nothing. You don’t get to see my body. You’ll never do.”

Why was Ivy revealing so much of herself to me, yet holding back? Was it just to torture me? My cock was suddenly throbbing hard, but it was strange. Her words had just made me feel so gross and low. So why was it turning me on so much?

“You don’t get why I’m doing this to you, do you, virgin?”

I shook my head.

I was almost scared to know the answer. The truth.

“Because I can,” she said and laughed. “It’s so much fun, seeing you like this, all vulnerable and confused. You’re so innocent, Corey. I like playing with you. I like hurting you with my own hands.”

There was something about the way she said it that gave me goosebumps.

“Can I tell you a secret, virgin? You’re one of my favorite victims so far,” she said. 

My heart seized. Victim? Was that all I really was to her? 

“All of my favorites get special names,” she continued. “So I’ll give you one. Carrie. It sounds cute and innocent, just like you. I like destroying cute things.”

My heart twisted. A girl finally thought I was cute. I felt shame as the words echoed through me. She thought I was cute…but she’d turned me into someone that wasn’t me. She thought I was cute because she wanted to break me. I wasn’t sure whether this was all a ploy to get information from me. But surely she had more effective methods? She had a fucking weapon, after all. 

“Let’s make one more thing clear before we continue,” Ivy said. “You open your mouth only when I ask you to. I don’t wanna hear you talk. But if I ask you to, I want you to speak exactly like a girl. You’re a sissy so I know you can do it. You got it?”

I nodded.  

Ivy’s breath grazed my ear, sending a shiver down my back.

“Do you want to know what I’m doing now?” 

“Yes, Mistress,” I said excitedly.  

“I just removed my shirt. I’m not wearing a bra, Carrie.” She paused for a moment, and I felt like I was losing air. I wanted to keep listening to her mesmerizing voice. Hear her teasing me, torturing me with every word. “You’re not going anywhere near my breasts, virgin, let’s get that straight. But I love pinching them. Girls love having their nipples pinched, just like you do. Guess what I’m doing right now?”

“Oh,” I breathed. I swayed a little. 

Just teach me, Mistress. Teach me what you want me to do. 

“I’m pinching them both so fucking hard. Mmm, fuck yeah! Wanna know something, virgin? I like it when my partners bite my nipples. I like it when they bleed the next day. Bet you’d love to do that, huh?”

I felt faint now. 

“Tell me, Carrie, can you smell my pussy?”

“Ohh, shit, Mistress, I smell it,” I whispered, sniffing, leaning, resting my cheek against her thigh again.

“It’s really too bad you can’t see it. Or even touch it. You should be pretty happy I’m even letting you smell it.” 

My crotch lurched at what was being denied to me.

“You love this, don’t you. You should see what a big boner you have. I’m impressed, actually. Thought you had a little shrimp dick. Those panties feeling good? Answer me quickly, Carrie.”

I could feel my cock push and pulse against the feminine barrier of my pink panties. “Y-yes, Mistress…”

“What did I tell you about talking to me?”

I quickly corrected myself and spoke in a girly voice. 

“That was really nice,” she drawled, her voice now shimmering with excitement. “Now listen very carefully, Carrie. I want you to taste my cunt. Taste it with your hot sissy tongue.”

Her soft pussy descended on me. I felt no hair, just slippery wetness and that hot, wild scent that lit every one of my nerves on fire. Ivy’s hand dove into my wig, pulling, gesturing me to lift my face. 

“That’s right, pleasure me, virgin. Worship me. Make me feel fucking amazing.”

Her powerful presence was taking over me. My tongue leapt out greedily. The greed was so strong I had to stop myself from drooling. She sighed when I found her clit. My heart banged against my ribcage as I took my first licks. My brain was screaming at me to do it right. How many times had I watched a guy eat a girl out in porn? Hundreds? Easily. It had seemed easy enough. But now, sitting in the driver’s seat, it felt like there was no easy way to make it to the top.

I licked and nibbled with my tongue wagging. When Ivy started to moan, I glided my tongue over her fluids, letting it soak into me. Her scent grew even stronger as she spread her thighs and began to bob lightly over my head. 

“Get your fucking tongue in there! Right into my horny cunt, do it,  Carrie, oh…fuck, oh, I’m so wet…I’m gonna cum…oh fuck!”

She let out a scream of uncontrolled pleasure. Grabbed onto my head and pushed me even harder into her cunt, until there was no air for me to breath. She screamed again, her thighs squirming and flattening my face. I fucked her with my mouth, desperate not to fail when I was so close now. I needed to taste every bit of her. Suck in every drop of her cream. Her pussy was hot now, as hot as lava, dripping syrup, and I could almost see her as she moaned through her orgasm behind the dark curtains of my eyelids, her tits bouncing, her mouth open, bliss etched into every line of her face…all because of me. 

“Mmm,” Ivy said hoarsely. “You’re good with your tongue, I’ll give you that.”

A thousand butterflies take off inside my stomach. Her compliments were like a drug—and I couldn’t get enough of them.

“Wanna know what I want to do now, virgin?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

She was moving again, going around me, then shuffling through something in the back of the room. “Well, I’m not going to tell you,” Ivy said with a little snicker. “You’re gonna find out for yourself. Bend over, girl. Put your chin on the ground.”

I bent forward until my face rested on the carpet, keeping my hands as steady as I could behind my back. I shivered. I felt so vulnerable in this position, with the aircon blasting directly on my ass. Even though I was technically clothed, my useless nightie had already ridden up to my waist, and my equally useless panties were resting well below my crack. 

There was a long silence. My arms shook. What was Ivy doing? How long did she plan to keep me bent over like this?

Her ice-cold hands came out of nowhere. She began to paw at my panties. “Oh, Jesus!” I breathed, forgetting everything about her orders including my female voice. 

She spanked me then, just as hard as she’d slapped me across the face. 

“Bitch,” she snarled. “You’re gonna pay for that.” She yanked my arms upwards and backwards, with so much force I was sure my bones were going to crack. Gripping onto my wrists, she drew my panties roughly out of the way, leaving my ass entirely without cover. My full bare crack was smiling sideways at her like a Cheshire cat.

There was another long silence. A whine escaped me. I sounded scared and anxious, and yet my cock was still throbbing above my dangling balls, pressing against the front of my panties. There was something so erotic about being exposed like this, helpless and bound, with someone able to see the most private part of me. I suddenly smelled cigarette smoke, and realized Ivy was right behind me. Was she admiring my ass while having a smoke? How much of my asshole could she really see? A hell of a lot more than I’d ever seen myself, that was for sure, since I could sense just how much my cheeks were spread apart due to the position I was in. Did she…like what she was seeing? The, uh, shape? The color?

Fuck. I had no idea what my own asshole looked like!

A faint thump pulsed through the floor—probably her crushing down her cigarette.

“Ready, Carrie?”

“I-I think so, Mistress…”

I had no idea what was coming up next, but that was a big fat lie. Because there was only one reason she had bared my virgin asshole and got me bent over like this…

I was about to get fucked. Literally.


CHAPTER 10

Ivy’s hands lowered slowly onto my ass. Her weight leaned in, adding pressure on my spine. Something wet and hard grazed my back entrance. My heart thrummed. Wait...did she...holy shit...what was that?

“Mistress,” I choked out desperately. 

My heart was sinking. Had all this been an elaborate ruse? Was there someone else in the room with us? Had Ivy tricked me...dressed me up so that some man could stick his nasty dick in my ass?

“It’s a fucking dildo, idiot,” she said as if she’d read my thoughts. “Now stop shivering or it won’t go in.”

I found myself believing her. I had to. My hands were clammy. I was staring into a dark, unknown world as I felt the tip of something slimy brush against my sensitive hole. I tried to ease my mind. Loosen my muscles. But it was all useless. My body felt tight, tighter even as the long, wet thing penetrated me. 

Ivy sighed happily as she started to thrust. I smashed my nose into the carpet—which felt weirdly soggy and gross— trying to breathe through the pain. 

Was this really happening? None of it felt real.

The dildo dove deeper into me, making me whimper in shame. I had no idea why, but even through the shame, what Ivy was doing to me felt so erotic. She was taking my virginity only to fuck me in the ass. It was a deal with the devil…because it was starting to feel pretty good…

“Oh, Jesus...” I whimpered, except this time it wasn’t out of shock. 

I heard Ivy’s breath hitch. She apparently liked hearing that. “Does my cock hurt a lot, virgin?”

I had a feeling she wanted me to say yes. “Yes, Mistress…”

She tugged on my wig sharply, my neck snapping up. “Don’t fucking lie to me, sissy, or you’re going to feel real pain soon.” She punctuated her words with a harsh thrust, sending both pain and pleasure shooting through me. 

“You like this, don’t you? You like being fucked in your ass while looking all sexy and tied up like that? You like tempting me? Baring your cute little asshole for me to see until I had no choice but to bring out my cock?”

Oh. God. Fuck. 

“You look so pretty, Carrie. Letting me use you like you don’t even have a brain inside you. God, your asshole is so fucking tight. But don’t worry, baby, Mistress is going to fix it for you. You’re not a virgin anymore…soon, you’ll be able to take two cocks in your pretty white ass…then three…then ten! God, I know you can see it too. Oh, fuck. I can’t wait to break you like that…hear you moan with pain…”

The world as I’d known it had faded away. Every single one of my problems—the colossal debt, my stupid brother, my demanding clients, my anxiety, the danger I was facing—it had all disappeared. Ivy was fucking me hard and it was bliss. 

I moaned. Except I moaned like a girl. I didn’t even have to think about it, because I was so close to the peak…

“Let go,” Ivy whispered. “Let me hear you cry like that while you cum. Cum hard with my cock in your ass.”

I moaned again. My knees shook. My ass trembled. Shame and pleasure burst inside me as I opened myself even wider for Ivy. 

“Show me. Show me you’re my sissy. Show me how much you love submitting to me.”

The tension in my balls grew. My cock hurt. And then I came, and it was such a beautiful release I saw fireworks in the darkness. I spurted straight into Ivy’s palm, which was coiled around my privates, and when I was done she dragged my jizz back over my ass crack, making me cry in shame. 

Ivy let go of me, and I smashed straight to the floor, as limp as a doll.

Her laughter rang in my ears.


CHAPTER 11

When the laughter died, my blindfold was taken off me. Light flooded over my face, and I blinked. Ivy was looking down at me. I met her eyes, expecting to see hatred or spite or anger, but they were soft and almost tender.

She bent down and got rid of the ties binding my arms together, then mouthed, “Go.”

I blinked, opened my mouth to speak, then remembered my instructions and clamped my mouth shut again. 

She smirked. “You can speak now, sissy.” 

“Go?” I echoed. 

Ivy stood up and unlocked the motel room door, throwing it wide open. A breeze blew in. Outside, it was evening, the sky cloudless, but all was quiet. 

“Get out.”

I inhaled. The dildo that had been inside me was still between her legs, held together by a harness. This was the woman I’d surrendered myself to, and she looked so oddly powerful with a cock. I teetered between logic and desire, until finally one won over me. “I…I want to stay with you,” I said pathetically.

Ivy folded her arms. “I’m giving you a lifeline, sissy,” she said sharply. “You don’t have much time. Frankie isn’t here, so just leave and stay somewhere else for a couple of days. Just go.”

“But…but what about the debt?” I asked, my mind whirling. 

“I’ll take care of it,” she said. “Now fucking go…before I fucking change my mind!”

I stood up. I knew the logical thing to do was run out of here and never look back. So why weren’t my legs moving? Why did my knees feel so weak? I flipped my long curly hair and looked pleadingly at her. She’d just fucked the shit out of me. Taken my virginity. Did she know how I felt? Did she have any idea that my asshole was still throbbing for her? That I was…falling for her?

“What if I stayed?” I asked quietly.

“Then you’re fucking stupid. Do you know what Frankie has in plans for you?”

“You never told me, so how am I supposed to know?”

She glared at me, and for a second I thought she’d stomp over and strike me across the face again. But her face was tense. Like sex was now the furthest thing on her mind. “Put two and two together, stupid,” she said. “This isn’t your grandmother’s book club. We’re a gang. Paying back your debt means you’re going to have to do something big. Sometimes the things we do are disgusting. They’ll make your skin crawl. I know you and it’s not for you. You won’t make it out alive.”

I swallowed. I was dancing with the devil now, but I didn’t have the strength to worry. Or be anxious. I’d been that a thousand times before, and it was time to do something different. 

“I don’t care,” I whispered. “At least I’ll get to be with you.”

What the hell are you doing to yourself, Corey?

“You deserve a spanking,” Ivy hissed. 

“Spank me then.” I sank to my knees, feeling the fire spark between us again. “Fuck me.”

“Don’t do this to me.”

“Do me.”

“You’re fucking stupid, do you know that?”

“It’s what you do when you love someone.”

Ivy laughed scathingly. She looked just about ready to spit venom at me. “You don’t fall in love with someone in a day, fool.” She seemed pretty angry at me. I started to speak, but then she just unstrapped her harness, turned on her heels and stormed out, locking the door behind her. 

She didn’t come back again. 


PAYING HIS DEBT




PART 3: HER VENOM




CHAPTER 12

I didn’t see Ivy the whole of next day. I was trapped in my musty room with nothing to keep me company but my own thoughts, which were spiraling out of control. I knew I’d blown it. Why would she want to be around someone so clingy? So pathetic? So desperate? I was like the stereotypical girl who’d gotten annoyingly attached to the bad guy who’d fucked her once and bounced. Hadn’t she called me her victim, after all? 

But even though Ivy had turned my world upside down, given me a taste of what I’d missed out on all these years…she’d also given me an out. And I’d been stupid enough to refuse it. That was the worst part. How the fuck could I have been so stupid? Now I was well and truly fucked, and I had no one but myself to blame for it. 

No one visited me that day apart from Brick. He came in to deliver food and water, but that was really it. The last time he came he gave me some fresh clothes—‘fresh’ being all relative, of course. It was just an old pair of jeans and a T-shirt. When I changed out of my panties, bra, and nightie, and somehow managed to remove my wig, I felt sad. They were the only memories I had of Ivy, really. But it wasn’t like I could keep wearing them forever. So I folded them all up neatly and tucked everything—along with the dildo and harness she’d left behind—in the bottom drawer of the dresser for safekeeping. 

Things changed the next morning.

I had barely woken up when someone banged on my door. 

It was Brick again.

“Come with me,” he said. 

Fear gripped me, and in that moment I could only think of one thing for comfort. “Is…is…Ivy there?”

He shot me an irritated look. “No questions,” he snarled. 

I was taken up the cobblestone path back through to one of the many hallways, which ended on a different room this time. Fear soaked over me again as the door was blown open and I took in the interior. The room was built like a booth with a pebbled round table. Frankie was sitting in the middle, and several other gang members stood around him. Ivy was nowhere to be seen. The room was stuffy and all I could smell was dank sweat and alcohol.

“Pour me a drink, son,” Frankie said. 

There was nothing I could do but obey him. I poured him a glass of whisky and handed it to him, praying my strength was enough to hold the glass.

“Go ahead and pour yourself one too,” he said, his voice full of fake kindness.

“No, I’m uh…I’m fine…”

“So, considering you still haven’t told us where your brother is,” Frankie began. He was wearing so much jewelry they were shining like stars, and I noticed from his grip that his nails were painted black too. “I’ve been forced to consider alternative arrangements. I’ll tell you right now, you’re not going to like it, son.” His beady eyes were suddenly full of anger. “Do you know what we’ll do to you? We’ll make you a prostitute. That’s right. We’ll feed you to men who are dogs. You’ll be on your knees begging me to suck them off.” He looked down at his drink and smirked at himself in the reflection. “Looks like you’ve already been fucking one of us, so it shouldn’t be too bad, huh? Our pretty Ivy got your little asshole loosened up, isn’t that right?” He stared back at me. Low giggles erupted through the room, but Brick was laughing hard.

I started to stutter and shake. I’d been so stupid I couldn’t believe it. I’d been thinking with my dick and not my brain. I was going to be pimped out and it was all going to be my fault. I’d really been a fool for saying the ‘l’ word. It was clear she didn’t love me back. 

Frankie motioned for me to come closer. He grabbed me by the neck of my T-shirt and pulled me towards him. I stared into his cold eyes. I could almost hear his heart beating with anger. When he spoke, his spit flew over my face. “This is your last chance, motherfucker. Or I will make you suck this dick for the rest of your life.” He thrust my head towards his crotch and I stifled a scream, gasping for air, my head giddy and my guts churning, and then…

The door slammed open, making everyone in the room freeze. 

Frankie’s hand went limp and I slumped to the floor, my head twisting just enough to see who’d made an entrance. A man was being dragged in by two of Frankie’s men, both wearing smoked glasses. His curly hair flopped over his forehead like the ear of a golden retriever. He looked like a caveman that hadn’t shaved for a decade, and he was limping. His wild, dilated eyes darted around and caught mine.

A sound sparked in my throat. A cry for help that died as soon as it started. 

Because I couldn’t do anything, not right then, to help my battered brother. 


CHAPTER 13

I wasn’t allowed to witness what happened in that room after they dragged Alex in.  

Instead, I was sent back to my room, where I stayed curled up in bed, chewing on my knuckles while my mind went wild about my brother’s interrogation.

And then, a miracle happened. 

Ivy came to see me. She was accompanied by a short guy I’d never seen before. She dragged me out of my room, showing no trace of our history. There was no, hey, sorry for ghosting you or hey, remember me? I took your virginity or even you told me you loved me, how fucking pathetic! 

I was taken to the motel’s entrance where a car was parked by the curb. She said something to the short guy and he nodded, stepping back. 

“Get in the car,” she said. 

Because the short guy was still watching us, I got in the back. Ivy slid into the driver’s seat, and then we were off.

I had so many questions, but luckily I didn’t have to muster up the courage to ask them this time. After a short, tense silence, Ivy filled me in. It turned out Alex had had the money with him the whole time. He hadn’t lost it, or gambled with it. That had just been a cover story he’d fed me so he could set me up and have the Serpents come after me instead. While he hopped out of the country with the money in tow. 

Alex had lied to me in such a vile way.

I was angry, confused, and most of all, I felt betrayed. 

It wasn’t like this was anything different from what I’d expected of him. It was textbook Alex. But the fact that he’d taken it this far…

My brother was sick. 

“So, um, where are we going now?” I asked cautiously.

I saw Ivy smile from the rearview mirror. 

“Back home,” she said simply. 

At my apartment building, Ivy pulled to a stop. She tapped her nails on the steering wheel, apparently waiting for me to get off. She seemed different now, almost like she was treating me like a friend. I liked it. But there was a big bulge in my throat. My nerves frazzled as I steeled myself to push past the fear. 

“Aren’t you going to drop me off?” I asked.

Her face went flat. “No,” she said.

I tried not to show how disappointed I was. “Please. I’ll make you a coffee?”

Ivy sighed. “Fine.”

She turned into the visitor’s parking and opened the trunk so I could grab my belongings. What was left of it, anyways. I took a quick peek and it looked like most of my electronics had been destroyed.

“So, y’all aren’t going to chase me again, are you?” I laughed nervously as we went up the stairs.

Ivy laughed, but there was no humor in it. “Nope.”

Good, because that was all just a little traumatic, I wanted to say. 

“We’re cutting off ties for good,” she added.

I didn’t quite catch what she said, because I had noticed a small piece of paper that someone had slipped under my front door. It was a note from Rob. My heart warmed as I picked it up and pushed it inside my pocket. So he hadn’t forgotten me. 

I found myself feeling nervous again as I straightened the cushions on my couch before letting Ivy sit down. I made our coffees and sat down next to her. But it was awkward again. She barely spoke two words, and it seemed like her mind was somewhere else entirely. 

“Will I get to see you again?” I asked. 

She shook her head. “I think that’s the best for both of us.”

No! I thought. That can’t be. 

This has to have a happy ending. 

She took out her phone, her sharp brows furrowing as she thumbed through her messages. This is not going well at all. She wants to leave. 

“I, uh, guess I need to take a shower,” I said, giving her an out. 

But Ivy was still engaged with her phone. “Take one,” she said. “I’ll be here.”

“Oookay,” I said, surprised by that. 

I showered quickly, fully expecting Ivy to be gone by the time I got back. I was sure she’d been hoping to make a clean exit and get out of an awkward and clingy goodbye. So I was sighing when I walked out of the bathroom, holding my towel up with just two fingers, and shook my dripping hair like a wet dog.

Then I looked up and saw her. My jaw dropped. 

Ivy was naked on my bed, her clothes just a pile on the floor. I moved very slowly, my heart skipping faster and faster, feeling like I was walking through a dream. There was a naked girl on my bed. There. Was. A. Naked. Girl. On. My. Bed. For the first time ever. It was a huge shock to say the least. 

Ivy smirked at me as I ogled at her. Her breasts were as big as I’d pictured them, and they swooped upwards in perfect curvy cups. Her big brown nipples were already erect. Her hips, her legs, her shaved pussy…she was fucking divine. A goddess in the flesh. 

The fact that she was even letting me see her body felt like the biggest privilege. 

Ivy raised an arm in the air and turned over. She tossed her blonde hair from one side to the other, knowing fully well what she was doing. There was a tattoo running along the curve of her back—a long string of Japanese characters—and it made her seem taller than ever. And her ass. God, that ass. It was so big and rosy. I wanted to kiss it. Run my hands all over her cheeks and make out with them. 

“Thank you,” I finally said. “You’re so beautiful. I…thank you for showing me your beauty. You have no idea what that means to me.”

Ivy just laughed and said, “Get dressed, princess.”

She was pointing at her clothes at the foot of the bed. An excited shiver ran through me as I wore her things, one by one. At first I wanted to do it as quickly as possible, because I was impatient, but then I realized there was an art to transforming myself, an art that she’d taught me. Plus, I wanted to give these special items the attention they deserved.

The thong and bra went on first. Ivy’s thong fit me so much more better than the panties I’d worn the other day, and I had an easier time with the bra than I thought I would. Ivy looked like she was enjoying watching me, and, strangely enough, I felt comfortable in front of her. Comfortable and…comforted, knowing I could openly show just how turned on I was wearing her sexy clothes.

I completed the transformation with her short tennis skirt—similar to the one she’d had on the other day, except this one was black—plus her black tank top. Ivy ordered me to wear her heels, too, then asked me to fetch her shoulder bag from the living room. From the bag she took out her tube of lipstick and unrolled it. She dabbed the same blood-red color onto my lips and asked me to rub them together. Then she took out another tube that looked like hand lotion, except when she squirted a bit onto her hand I could see it was a very pretty pink color. She applied the liquid onto my cheeks, blending with the pads of her fingers, then she applied a little onto my eyelids too. Even though I couldn’t see myself, the makeup had given me an edgy yet feminine look—though I knew I’d never look as edgy as Ivy herself.

I swept a hand over my hair and joked in my light feminine voice, “Will I be rocking a pixie cut today, Mistress?”

Ivy shrugged and said, “I mean, it’s not like you look any less like a girl without a wig.” 

I blushed. 

“You still look like Carrie. My Carrie. My favorite.”

I melted right then. Victim or not, I wanted to be her favorite. Her dominance was so sexy. 

“Sissy, I want you to make me cum again,” she said.

I nodded. “Your wish is my command, Mistress.”

But when I tried to dive in between her legs to get a taste of her, she smacked me away and said sternly, “You’re not listening. Did I ask you to do that?”

I looked at her, confused. 

She gave me a piercing look, one that made the butterflies in my stomach return tenfold. “Did you forget, sissy? We do things my way.”

She pinned me down to the bed and straddled me. Her hand swept down my short skirt, her beautiful face full of lust. Then—to my shock—she lifted my skirt up and exposed my cock. 


CHAPTER 14

“Such a small, useless little cock,” Ivy murmured, staring at it intensely. “I know you’re a grower, but honestly…I’ve had so much better, sissy. I don’t know why I’m even wasting my time. You’re in the wrong body, do you know that? You should’ve been born a girl.”

I suppressed a groan. I loved the way she was talking to me, like she knew my soul. I’d always thought something was wrong with me, and maybe she was right. Maybe this was who I was meant to be and it was getting me so worked up. 

“Well, it’s a good thing I can do whatever I want to it,” Ivy said. “Because I’m gonna force you to make your teeny-weeny sissy pee-pee work for me.”

She started to fondle my cock, tweaking and jerking my pale mushroom head. It stiffened, so quickly it hurt. My heart was dancing around in my ribs like it was going to jump out of me at any moment. What was she going to do? Give me a handjob? Blow me? She was so unpredictable it was crazy. 

Ivy let go of my cock and descended onto my pelvis. My cock brushed against her lower lips, the head caressing her wetness, and I groaned. The feeling was electrifying. My head spun while a thousand wings flapped and swirled inside me. Was she going to…? Were we going to…?

“Don’t move,” she said. 

I held back, trying to stop myself from trembling. Ivy pressed down until her pussy had swallowed my entire length. I couldn’t believe just how good it felt, with her on top of me, my cock rising into her from beneath my skirt. It was an act that was supposed to be manly, yet I didn’t feel like a man at all. I was Carrie, and I was serving my Mistress. I was a girl, a girl with a cock, yes, but still a girl who wore lipstick and eyeshadow and wore heels for the woman she loved. I’d never felt so feminine. 

We stayed still just like that, even though every cell in my body wanted me to thrust upwards and fuck her. Ivy was getting wetter and wetter, staring down at me, her eyes glinting with ruthless lust. To go against my instincts was torture, and she knew that. She wanted me to suffer.  

This wasn’t about me, though. This was all about serving her, though I could’ve easily orgasmed just laying there beneath her, with my parts inside her. 

Then she started to ride me. 

I puffed out an excited breath. I couldn’t believe I was having vaginal intercourse for the first time like this, as a sissy. Ivy lay all her weight on my arms as she lifted her ass up slightly and started to twerk with my cock still inside her. The friction was making me weak in the knees, and when I involuntary began to jerk upwards, my body wanting to help her, she hissed and instantly locked my wrists with hers, reminding me who was in charge. I wasn’t fucking anyone here. She was the one calling all the shots. 

“No,” she said. “Let me use you, sissy. I own your fucking cock and I’m going to do whatever the hell I want to with it.”

I was trapped—trapped with nothing to do except watch Ivy’s gorgeous body bounce on mine and feel the pleasure in dizzying waves. I was close to exploding. But I clenched my teeth, knowing she had to cum first. I was hyperventilating from trying to hold back. I wanted so badly to touch her and kiss her, but she was pushing me down, her black nails striking against the side of my arms. Her arm flexed, boasting that terrifying serpent tattoo, its tongue targeting her victim. Me. And all I could do was stay still while she used my cock—essentially as a sex toy—to pleasure herself. 

“I want you to make me cum,” she moaned. 

Oh, shit. 

“Do it, sissy! Cum in my cunt. Be a whore for me and cry like a girl while you do.”

I was shaking so hard as I cried and filled her. Her pussy grew hot. It squeezed and pulsed around my cock, her orgasm milking me even further. She thrust my head roughly in between her breasts, and I knew what I had to do. I licked her big nipples, and bit them when she screamed at me. I was really in a dream, because could pleasure like this really exist? I’d never felt more connected to a person than I felt at that moment, while we came together, sweat dripping down both our faces, submitting to her even in my weakest moment.

Afterwards Ivy asked me to lick her, just like I’d done that day, to clean her up so she could get changed. When I was done she kissed me, on the lips, and said I’d been a good girl. 

“You like being my sissy?” she asked me huskily.

“You changed my life,” I said with a lump in my throat. 

I still had no idea how our story would end. When she climbed off my bed, I quickly realized she wanted her clothes back. I started to strip her top off, but Ivy shook her head and walked to my closet. She took out one of my T-shirts, sniffed it, and decided to wear it. She also pulled out a pair of clean trousers I’d once worn for work. She wore her hoodie and told me I could keep her clothes.

In the living room, she was just about to leave when she grabbed a pen that was on the floor and took my hand in hers. She scribbled something on my palm. 

“Bye, Carrie.” 

I smiled at her. Ivy smiled back. 

When she left, I sank to the couch and hugged myself. I looked down at my palm to see what she’d written on it. It was a number.

A grin spread across my face. I didn’t have a phone…but I guess I could work things out. 

I stood up and walked to my bedroom. The whole room still smelled of her, every corner full of her energy.  Her name ghosted through my mind like the hiss of a serpent. Ivy. I went to the bathroom and studied myself in the mirror. I did look pretty cute, with my rosy cheeks, red lips, and short black skirt. I twirled. The skirt slid up to show her thong, which was now wet with arousal. I never wanted to change out of her clothes. Ivy had sunk her teeth in and I was never going to be the same. I was no longer a virgin, and I was in love. Yes, in love. I didn’t care what anyone else said. 

For once. 

THE END


Thank you for reading!

Lots of love,

Rae
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