

PUT IN HER PANTIES




Femdom Sissy Feminization: 5-Book XXX Erotica Bundle

Rae Robinson


Copyright © 2021 by Rae Robinson

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, or by any information storage and retrieval system without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of very brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law. This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, business, events and incidents are the products of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual people, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.


Please note:

This steamy story contains adult themes and materials. The story involves activities taking place between two or more consenting adults. It is intended for an adult audience only.


PUT IN HER PANTIES

Contents

1. SERVING THE MILF

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

2. FROM HUSBAND TO LESBIAN LOVER

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

3. PLEASING MISTRESS VERA

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

4. BECOMING HER SISSY DOLL

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

5. SWEET LITTLE SISSY MAID

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

CHAPTER 9

MY AUTHOR PAGE

MY NEWSLETTER

ABOUT THE AUTHOR


SERVING THE MILF




CHAPTER 1

Just one more day left. Then I’m fucking done.

I slapped the button on my alarm and threw the covers off the bed, enjoying the strange simmer of confidence and liberation bubbling up through me. Like I’d just gone to war or something.

Was this what Jon Krakauer—the mountain climber—must have felt like when he powered through that storm on the snowy summit of Mt. Everest? Or how about the guy from that horrific documentary—the one who got trapped in between a canyon and a boulder and had to cut off his hand to survive? Yeah, him. 

Imagine what he must’ve felt like at that final moment, when he knew he was just out of the woods and going to live after all, about to bathe in his newfound freedom...

Okay, maybe I was being a little pompous comparing myself to Krakauer and Canyon Guy, but really, I felt like I’d weathered through my own survival horror movie. 

You see, being forced to work for your mom’s residential cleaning business during summer break had been nothing short of sweet torture. I say this to anyone who cares to listen: being a college student while living at home is fucking awful. Especially if your mom is a tiger parent who happens to run one of the most successful cleaning companies in town. You basically have to bend over backwards to please her, since technically it’s her house and she can do whatever the heck she wants to do to you.

I mean, I don’t want to make myself out to be some kind of saint, or make my mom seem like some kind of demon either. Since my dad passed six years ago, my mom’s diligent work ethic has been responsible for giving us (me, my mom, and my sister) a fairly comfortable life. And as I grew older, she did begin to treat me a little better.

Just a little better.

This summer, I’d even managed to negotiate my work hours down to two weeks.

But that’s still two weeks of my life I’ll never get back, spent grinding away on my knees, scrubbing other people’s grimy floors and getting high off the scent of Lysol.

“I’m sure you can skip two weeks of gaming for your damn mother,” my mom had said.

Yeah. Wasn’t going to argue with that.

But now, the day had finally come. My last cleaning shift for the summer. And I felt proud and victorious.

I brushed my teeth then raced downstairs to the ‘changing room’. It was really just a repurposed guest room—Mom was a proud frugal entrepreneur and everything to do with the business was run out of our home. Jennifer and Maria, my mom’s most loyal employees, were already here as usual, having their breakfast and sharing their first dose of gossip for the day.

I had my coffee and breakfast with them—scrambled eggs on toast with some nice fat sausages since I needed my energy for the day, while politely listening along to their conversation. Mom had always drilled into me that just because I was working for the family business didn’t mean I shouldn’t behave like any other employee.

Ten minutes later, Maria got up, straightened out her maid’s dress and began packing her stuff. “Alrighty, time to head out for my first job! Toodles.”

“Coming right with you,” Jennifer chimed in. “I’ve got a gig at Park Avenue. You?”

“The Hills are on first,” Maria said. “Then I’ve got the Browns, the Stevens, and the Egberts. Going to be a busy day!” 

They shuffled out the room, hugging their cleaning caddies to their chest.

I was glad to see them go.

I sighed, went over to where our lockers were, and keyed my combination in.

Then I gasped out loud.

My locker was supposed to hold my cleaning uniform. Mine was one of the only ‘male’ dresses, since I was, of course, one of the only men working for our cleaning company.

But instead of my scrub top-type shirt and pants in our signature purple shade, the one in my locker was the female uniform—complete with the frock-like skirt and the stitching ‘Hello, I’m Ethan, Cleaning Fairy At Your Service!’ on the front.

Oh yeah. Did I mention my mom’s business was called ‘The Cleaning Fairy Company’?

“Is there a problem, Ethan?”

I swiveled around to see my sister, Lexi, smirking at me. She was wearing a pink pleated top and a pair of jeans. She didn’t have to clean.

She was a manager.

“Fuck you,” I said. “At least the maid’s dress will fit me. Will it fit you? Hmm.”

Lexi went red. “At least I can lose the weight, rat-face. You can’t fix your ugly.”

I dashed back to my bedroom, where I kept a spare of my men’s uniform just in case. Then I grabbed my cleaning bag and headed outside.

Lexi’s office was the room closest to our front door. I snuck a glance inside and saw that it was empty. Her unsupervised desktop screen was flickering on her table, showing off her inbox.

I hopped right over and deleted all of her unread emails. Then, in one quick click, I emptied her trash folder.

Maybe that was petty. But she totally deserved it.

Outside, I stumbled into Mom.

“Where are you off to today?” she asked.

I glanced down at my phone. “The Castros.”

“The Castros are our new client,” Mom said. “So I better not see any funny tricks today. Or you might just have to give up your gaming privileges for the rest of summer.”

“I don’t know what you’re so worried about,” I huffed. “I always do a great job, don’t I? Your clients love me.”

“They all love you,” Mom agreed. “Except for Mrs. Zintel who found all her jars of dog treats empty when she got home…”

“That happened when I was twelve,” I said. “And I still don’t regret it, her dog was fat as fuck and those peanut butter ones were pretty damn good. Not sure if you realize this, but I’m nineteen now. A freakin’ adult.”

Mom rolled her eyes. “Don’t swear in front of your mother, Ethan. I’ll see you in the evening.”

I began walking towards the bus stop.

All I could think of was losing myself to Resident Evil Village once I came back home, and every day for the rest of the summer. I didn’t want to be a motherfucking Cleaning Fairy anymore, damn it.

Gaming. And fapping. That was going to be it, after today.

Glorious!


CHAPTER 2

The bus took me to Luton Close. I knew it by name but I’d never really been to the place before, let alone cleaned anyone’s house in there.

Luton Close basically held the cream of the crop: the mega rich. It was often called ‘Millionaires’ Row’, and looking at the houses, it was easy to see why. They were huge and dark and sprawling, like mansions you’d see in the English countryside, or those modern parisian-style chateaus you’d see in LA that were just as much pretentious as they were pretty.

As I trekked up the driveway and knocked on the door, I couldn’t help groaning. My knees were definitely going to be bruised and aching by tomorrow.

The door opened to a ruddy-faced man who greeted me.

“You must be the Cleaning Fairy?” he asked skeptically.

“Uh, yeah, that’s me.” I put a fake smile on. “At your service, Mr. Castro.”

“Come in, boy,” he said. “I don’t have much time, so let’s get you acquainted quickly.”

I was shown around the first two floors, which was where I was supposed to limit my cleaning to. Then I was shown where the additional cleaning equipment were, and more supplies if I needed them.

As I took in the huge expanse that was the Castro residence, I noticed there were tons of family photos everywhere. I could see that Mr. Castro had two kids and one very sexy wife. She’d apparently done quite a lot of modeling when she was younger, judging by the artistic shots spread throughout the house. Even now, she seemed to have that air of effortless beauty about her. In every picture, she had a layer of very carefully applied makeup, perfectly styled blonde hair, and lovely cleavage-baring dresses that you could see were just a few inches too tight at the top. Her eyes were piercing and bright, the color of sea foam, and they were always bordered by a curtain of lashes and light, smoky eyeshadow.

I couldn’t help thinking that Mr. Castro had been so lucky to snag such an attractive woman. She was aging like a bottle of fine wine.

***

Before he left, Mr. Castro told me I better not try to swipe anything off his house or he’d make sure I was arrested.

“I’m an honest person, sir,” I said. “You can trust me.”

I don’t know who he thought I was, giving me that stupid attitude.

“I’ll be back before five, and then I’m going to inspect every square inch before I let you go,” he warned.

And then he left. I was relieved to have the house to myself.

I snapped on my gloves and got to work. Zone by zone, as Mom  preached. All the trash went into a trash bag, and then I dusted from top to bottom, being extra careful with things that looked fragile, like glasswork and side pieces. Bathrooms were always the worst, and the Castros had a lot of them: three on the first floor (powder room included) and five on the second.

On the second floor, I started with the kids’ rooms first. They were a fucking mess—toys and paper and clothes strewn everywhere. They seemed like the kind of kids who were proud of their dirty habits since they never actually had to do any of the cleaning themselves.

Once the kids’ rooms were squeaky clean, I headed over to the master bedroom. It was nice and spacious, with one entire wall covered by huge bay windows overlooking their pristine property.

Above the bed, there was yet another framed photo of Mrs. Castro, as large as a fucking mural. This time, she seemed to be trying to recreate her old modeling glamor—her blonde hair was tied up with bouncy curls and her head was nuzzled to one side, nestled into the crook of her arm. She was staring at the camera with dreamy eyes. There was a hazy, blurry finish to the photo, probably done by the photographer to make it look like it was taken years ago.

Still, the effect was very nice.

I got rid of crumpled chocolate wrappers, a half-empty can of Diet Coke, and a hoard of empty Amazon packages strewn across the floor. There were clothes spread out on the bed, which, upon closer inspection, looked like an outfit laid out for a night out or something. There was a bra, a corset, a thong, and a long, sparkling dress.

I carefully placed them aside, laying them out one by one on the cushioned bench at the end of the bed. They were expensive pieces—the bra was lacy with pretty floral work all around the cups and the thong looked like it was spun with red-gold threads. The corset was glistening black with shiny hooks, and the dress—probably the most expensive out of them all and definitely a designer brand—was made of red velvet with a rose-like pattern all over it.

I ripped out the pillowcases, making a bundle on the floor before I pulled at the fitted sheets. One corner was stuck, so I yanked at it when I heard something ‘pop’ from under the mattress and fall to the floor.

“Fuck,” I muttered.

I got down on my knees and waved one arm under the bed to find the mystery object. My fingers curled around something tubular, huge and pokey...and menacingly skin-like.

Heart thudding, I brought it out into the sunlight and froze in shock.

“Fuck…” I whispered again.

Staring up at me was the biggest fucking dildo I’d ever seen.


CHAPTER 3

Look, I’ve been cleaning homes since I was twelve. I’ve had my share of stumbling into people’s dirty, nasty secrets. Porno magazines, splooge rags, sex benches, even a sex doll with a dick hidden inside a closet. You name it. I’ve seen it.

This dildo, on the other hand.

It deserved further inspection.

It was as thick as a tree stump, with hideously big balls and a bulbous head. I just stared at it for a long moment, trying to figure out if it could fit inside the dimensions of a natural, biological hole. There was no way this could fit inside a pussy. Could it?

It was so big it was like its purpose was more for visual arousal than a toy you could actually play with.

And damn, was it good at that. Despite it being pure fantasy, I couldn’t help but imagine the way this monstrosity must have pounded against Mrs. Castro’s soaking wet pussy during one of her private self-pleasure sessions. I imagined her whispering sweet nothings to herself in the husky voice I was sure she had.

She definitely liked it big and thick.

A little bead of sweat escaped from my neck and ran all the way down my back. The way she’d hidden under the mattress, it was obvious that the dildo was meant for her eyes only. It was her secret, something no one else could know, even her husband, because if there was one thing that could make a man squirm with insecurity for the rest of his life, this would be it.

And yet, and yet…maybe she needed it under there, not too far for other people to stumble upon it, but close enough for easy access, because  this was the only thing that could satisfy her.

And that was how I came to know that Mr. Castro had a small dick.

It had to be case. Why else would his wife feel the need to own a twenty-inch plunger in the shape of a penis?

A sudden, inexplicable rage blazed through my body. If there was ever a time and place to do a little petty revenge, this was it. Against Mom, against small-dicked Mr. Castro for calling me ‘boy’ and telling me off for something I didn’t even do. Against Lexi, and dang it, even against myself for not having the balls to fight against becoming a Cleaning Fairy when I didn’t even want to be one!

I stripped down. Peeled off the stupid purple uniform until I was standing there…in my own panties.

Panties, yes. My own dirty, nasty secret if you want to put it that way.

Lexi had always had her suspicions about my fetish for women’s underwear. It probably had something to do with the number of times her panties that had mysteriously disappeared, but—after the many years I’d dedicated to the craft, I had become freakishly good at skirting the line of satisfying myself without ever getting caught. Her suspicions were just enough to mistrust me, but not to the point of straight up accusing me of doing something so vile.

Anyway, enough about Lexi.

It was time for a ‘fuck you’ to everyone.

Mr. Castro, I’m going to wear your wife’s clothes and cum inside them. By the way, your wife is fucking hot and I would love to fuck her. I’m sure I’d be able to satisfy her more than you ever could…

I walked over to the bench at the end of the bed, my cock hardening inside my panties. I tossed those aside in favor of Mrs. Castro’s thong. It was a treat. I’d never worn such nice lingerie before.

Next, the bra. It was way too big on me, and I ended up tying a knot at the back instead of hooking it in like you’d normally would. Still, the cups at the front were stiff and deliciously heavy. A faint whiff of perfume buried within the fabric reached my nostrils, and that sent my excitement through the roof.

Suddenly all the anger melted away.

I looked sexy. I felt sexy.

Where was that damn dildo?

I spotted it on the floor, where it had fallen and rolled over the last time I’d set it down. I thrust its huge length between those bra cups, picturing its head wet and glimmering as it got a feel of my giant boobs—the ones I had in my fantasy world. Then I imagined Mrs. Castro laying in her bed, wearing this very bra, reaching her delicate fingers inside the cups to pinch her nipples and groan.

A little moan escaped my lips. I couldn’t help but peek inside the thong to see my cock, as if wearing her panties had made it magically shrink away to nothing. But no, it was still there, nice and erect and throbbing away.

I slid the dildo inside my mouth. Wow. My jaw muscles stretched so wide they began to ache. There was no way I could take it all in. That made me whimper with horniness. I sucked the tip, then opened my mouth as wide as I could, trying to force it down my throat.

With my left hand, I began stroking my cock. I wasn’t going to last long at all.

As I savored the feeling of my boner tight against Mrs. Castro’s thong, the fake dick wedged inside my mouth, I was feeling as slutty as a whore in heat. I couldn’t swallow, and my saliva was running out from my lips. I kept rubbing my cock and felt so damn dirty I climaxed. I uttered another moan as my cum pooled inside a wet pocket of silky fabric. If only this amazing feeling could last forever…

“Hello there, stranger.”

It was a soft, husky voice. When I first registered it, I thought for sure I must’ve fallen asleep and that this was the Mrs. Castro from my dreams. She sounded exactly like I’d imagined her to sound. But when I opened my eyes, still panting from my wonderful impromptu orgasm, I could see that it was a real person.

It was the real Mrs. Castro. In the flesh.

And she was staring right down at me.


CHAPTER 4

“Nooo…” I whimpered.

Mrs. Castro looked every bit as sexy as she had in the photos—maybe even sexier. She was wearing the tightest tank top that showcased her big breasts and tiny waist, along with a pair of grey yoga pants that perfectly outlined her pussy lips. Sweat glistened off her tanned skin. Even in her workout clothes, she wore makeup—beautiful lashes propped against her smoky eyes, blush on her cheeks, and pinkish gloss on her lips.

I slowly got to my feet, still feeling a bit disorientated. I clutched at my chest, squishing those gigantic bra cups, as if Mrs. Castro seeing my boyish nipples was the worst thing that could possibly happen now. Of course, I’d completely forgotten there was a huge wet splotch of cum right in front of my thong.

Her thong.

Mrs. Castro raised her chin at me and crossed her arms. “I seem to have had a break-in,” she said slowly. Her husky voice came out almost as a drawl. “Who are you? And what are you doing in my bedroom, with one of my personal possessions down your throat?”

I couldn't breathe. My heart was beating like a crazed rabbit, threatening to leap out of my chest.

I was pretty sure I was on the verge of a panic attack.

Mrs. Castro’s eyes lasered in on my cleaning uniform, laying on a heap by my side. She picked the top and pants up and dusted it off with her French-tipped fingers.

“Let’s see here,” she said, glazing over the logo and stitching on the front. “The Cleaning Fairy Company, watch your mess magically disappear in an instant. Hello, I’m Ethan, Cleaning Fairy At Your Service.” She whipped her head around to give me a once-over. “Cleaning Fairy, huh? Well you sure don’t look like a fairy to me.”

“Mrs. Castro...I’m so sorry,” I said. My voice was rough and hoarse, as if the lump in my throat had severed my throat box. “I didn’t hear you...I thought I was all alone.”

“You were never alone, sweetie,” she said. “I was doing my workout in the basement. And I was waiting to have a nice bath after this, if only I wasn’t so rudely interrupted by a young intruder. What shall I do with you?”

She was so calm. Why was she so calm?

A chilling realization ran down the curve of my spine.

She was calm because she’d been watching me. Silently. For a good while.

How much did she see? Did she see me moaning while trying to force a dick down my throat? Did she see me cumming?

I was so embarrassed. I could feel her red-hot anger radiating towards me from those piercing eyes.

“I wonder what your boss Rebecca would say,” she said. “She happens to be a good friend of mine.”

“You know my mom?” The words vomited out of my mouth before I could stop them.

“Oho!”

Her eyes widened with glee as she grasped the gravity of what I’d said.

Shit!

“I’m so sorry, Mrs. Castro, I know what I did was despicable and you have the right to hate me, but you don’t know my mom,” I said, my voice shaking. “She would kill me. I mean, really kill me.” I don’t know why I was blabbering like an idiot, but just the thought of Mom finding out about this was enough to give me the terrors of an early death.

Mrs. Castro scoffed. “Words mean nothing, Ethan. It’s taken me a long time to learn that lesson.” Then she smiled. “If you’re really sorry, you’ve got to show me. Or it’s off to your mother I go.”

“I’ll...I’ll buy you new underwear,” I said, trying not to cringe at what I was saying. “I’ll replace everything.”

“That’s a La Perla bra you’re wearing. So is the thong. They’re quite expensive. My husband paid hundreds of dollars for that one.”

“I don’t care,” I pleaded. “I’ll save up. Send you the money. I’ll even go to the store and personally deliver it to you.”

“Look here, boy,” Mrs. Castro said, glaring at me. “I’m the one who’s been victimized. I get to say how you’ll make amends. Understood?”

I was too scared to even nod.

She sauntered over to me. She was taller than I’d expected, yet still so beautiful. Her nipples were poking out of her tank top, and by the crest formed on the fabric, they were huge.

“Since you seem so desperate to wear women’s clothes, you might as clean the house in my ruined thong and bra,” she said.

“What?” My mouth flew open.

“You heard me, idiot. You’ll start cleaning while wearing your mess.”

My knees suddenly began to shake as I remembered Mr. Castro’s threat. Oh god.

I could actually get arrested today. For sexual assault or something.

Unless…

I can keep Mrs. Castro happy.

“Y-yes, Ma’am,” I whispered.

“Good,” she said. “Why don’t you start by cleaning off my dildo?”

She walked towards the bathroom, and I wobbled behind her. Even in my extreme anxiety I couldn’t help noticing how amazing her ass looked in those yoga pants.

She watched me like a hawked as I scrubbed her dildo with soap and rinsed it clean. My face was hellishly hot with shame and frustration. I was struggling not to cry.

I’d been so close. So close to freedom. But now I’d crossed a line and there was no taking that back. My mom was going to know all about the fucking vile thing I did. And so will Mr. Castro. So will Lexi.

My life was ruined.

Close to being ruined.

I still had a chance…

I dried the dildo carefully with a towel and hand it over to Mrs. Castro, who was sitting on top of the toilet. She took it and plopped the dildo against the side of the bathroom wall. It stuck to the wall with a big wet squeak, the shaft bouncing up and down dangerously as it steadied itself.

“Let’s see the fairy finish cleaning up my bedroom,” she said, smiling again.

The task was humiliating. I knew I wasn’t naked, but I might as well have been. The soiled thong stuck to my dick and felt disgusting, and the bra cups kept flopping inside out as I made the bed, did the dusting, and vacuumed the floor. By this time, Mrs. Castro was laying down on a sofa, completely relaxed, smoking a cigarette and silently watching me like she was watching a soap opera. I could feel her intense stare focusing on my body as I worked. It made me shiver a little. Something about it felt off.

It almost felt like she was staring at me with lust.

By the time I was done with the bedroom, I didn’t have the balls to tell Mrs. Castro I was finished. So I slowly grabbed my cleaning supplies and headed towards the bathroom.

When I passed Mrs. Castro seated in her sofa, a hand gripped the nook of my elbow. My arms started to tremble.

“Where do you think you’re going?” she asked quietly.


CHAPTER 5

“To the…to the…” I couldn’t even get the words out.

Mrs. Castro’s face was now so close to mine, I could see the fine spray of freckles across her nose and cheeks. The soft lines radiating from her eyes were so pretty. I was breathing in the hot scent of cigarettes.

“Are you enjoying this?” she asked. “Strutting around my house in my lingerie?”

“No, Ma’am,” I said immediately.

“Take off that fucking bra,” she said. “It hurts my eyes to see you wear it like that.”

Wordlessly, I untied the bra knot I’d made behind my back and slipped it off my arms. Mrs. Castro peered at my naked chest.

“Don’t move an inch,” she said, and strolled to her closet.

She came back with a new bra in her hands. This one didn’t have gargantuan cups—it was pink and stretchy, the kind of bra that was forgiving enough to conform to your chest no matter how small it was. The pink color was also pretty faded, like it was worn and very old. She looped it through my thin arms and hooked it at the back.

“Now don’t you look cute,” she said.

She brought out a tube of red lipstick and patted it on my lips, instructing me to rub them together to make the color hold.

“Now for your hair…” she said thoughtfully.

She took out a brown wig from the closet. This one also looked quite old, but kept in good condition. She put it on me, securing it in place with bobby pins. She was now looking at me very fondly, and I had the odd feeling that my punishment was bringing her some good memories.

Finally, she told me to go and start cleaning the bathroom.

In there, there was no escaping what I looked like. I looked like a hooker wearing that tiny bra, brown wig, and bright red lips. I tried to avoid staring at myself in the mirrors while I dipped a little cleaner in the toilet and got to work scrubbing the sink and wiping down the surfaces. Mrs. Castro came in after a while with a drink in her hands and let the hot tub run.

“Do you know it’s our anniversary today?” she asked while she leaned against the wall, drinking and watching me with that eager gaze.

“No, Ma’am.”

“Well it is. Ten years.”

“That’s great, Ma’am.”

When I turned around again I almost had a heart attack. She’d stripped down to just her bra and panties. I could suddenly see the shape of her body, so cozy and inviting and full of indescribable beauty. There were faint silver lines all across her abdomen that made it even more alluring—like a calligraphy artist had come in and attempted a masterpiece on her body.

All I wanted right then and there was for time to stop. There was so much to explore. It was like she was an ocean, and I just wanted to drink her up and taste every single drop.

“There’s a champagne bottle on the bedside table, in there,” she said in her husky drawl as she stepped into the hot tub. “Could you pour me some?”

“Of course, Ma’am,” I muttered before I dashed to go refill her glass.

When I got back she was enjoying herself in the warm, steamy water, her eyes closed. I forced myself to stay very still just so I could check her out now that she wasn’t looking. How had the day gone from this to this?

My cock was rock hard again.

Her eyes suddenly flew open and she saw my boner.

“Come here, sweetie,” she said.

My heart was thundering inside my ribcage as I went over to the edge of that tub. She pulled down my thong and suddenly I was completely exposed. She giggled.

“Look at that little wiener,” she said, even though I was sure my cock was bigger than her husband’s.

She grabbed hold of my penis, and it was like she was strangling me down there. I don’t think I’d ever been so aroused and afraid in my life.

“Would you like to have sex with me, Ethan?” she asked softly.

“Y-yes,” I stuttered. I didn’t know what else to say. I was on the verge of another panic attack.

“Oh I bet you would,” she said. She lifted one leg out of the bubbling water and positioned her foot out of the tub. “I’d like to see you suck my big toe.”

I dropped to my knees. I was numb with shock.

I sucked her toe like how a baby would suck on her mother’s nipple—eagerly, desperately, and like my fucking life depended on it. Her skin was soft and steamy and the nail playfully prodded my tongue.

She laughed. “It’s like you’re sucking dick.”

I didn’t even take offense to that. I think my brain was still trying to process the fact I was sucking on a beautiful MILF’s foot.

“I can tell you like dicks,” she said again, as if she wanted to spur a reaction in me.

I began sucking her next toe.

“Why don’t you stop that and come right in,” she said.

I was pulled into the heated cocoon of the hot tub. The next thing I knew, her mouth was on mine, her lips squeezing mine so tightly I almost got my breath knocked out of me. I kissed her back, tasting the delicate salt of her lips. We pulled apart for an instant and I saw that my red lipstick was now smeared on hers. She didn’t seem to care as she pulled me in again. I lightly touched the back of her head, my fingers combing through her wet blonde hair as our tongues danced. I soon forgot I was Ethan. I was a girl, making out with a woman.

“Oh fuck…” she whispered, almost to herself. She looked at me with those precious blue-green eyes like she couldn’t believe what she’d just done, like she’d crossed a line this time.

I didn’t know what to say.

“Kiss me here,” she murmured, pointing to the side of her neck.

I reached down to kiss her there very softly. She took in a sharp intake of breath. I nibbled at the skin, pulling at it playfully with my teeth. She responded by grabbing my thong off my hips and hurtling it off the tub. It flew like a missile, out of the vicinity of even the bathroom. That was the moment I appreciated how strong she actually was. You couldn’t exactly see her muscles but they were there, alright.

Then she was kissing me again. Her breath, her tongue, her fierce, drawn-out moans, the bubbles hitting my skin from the jets…it was all too much.

I knew what was about to happen. I knew it, but as with most things, the knowledge didn’t even come close to the experience itself.

Her lower lips plunged down on my cock inside the water. She let out a sexy whimper. The feeling of her pussy tightening down on my cock was indescribable, sending me spiraling into a whole other world. Pleasure merged with lust, merging with pleasure again as we acted on our most primal desires. She began bouncing up and down, causing waves of bubbles to roll outwards from her hips. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her big breasts squashed inside her cotton bra, the way they bobbed and jiggled in practically all directions. She was dripping in sensuality.

I was trying to do everything in my power to not cum. I wanted this high to last forever. But even more than that, I guess I was scared to cum before she did. She was using me for her pleasure, not mine, and I desperately wanted to meet her expectations. She was experienced; I wasn’t.

I tried to remove her bra but with all the moving about it was a frustrating exercise.

She reached one hand behind her back and suddenly the bra fell into the water. She clasped her arms behind my neck and leaned back at a dangerous angle…like she could fall back at any point. Her pussy slipped out from me. I gasped and caught her, her body weight entirely on my arms that were hugging her waist.

“Fuckin’ whore,” she screamed at me. “Put that cock inside me now!”

I tried to balance on my knees and lifted my groin out of the water. She straddled my bum while I entered her once again. If anything, it was even more glorious this time. Her pussy, partially concealed by wisps of hair, parted around my cock and I could feel those wet pulsating walls a thousand times magnified. I used all my strength to keep weight in my arms and started pumping her, grinding her.

“Fuck me harder!” she screamed again. “Get that cock in deep! Deeper!”

I didn’t know if I could do what she wanted. Was my cock good enough for her? I wished I had her giant dildo in my hands just so I could serve her the way she wanted. 

“Deeper, deeper…” she moaned.

I clenched my butt muscles and drove my cock inside her again and again and again, using up every ounce of strength and energy I had left within my cells. Her breasts sprung up and down wildly as I fucked her. She lowered an arm to squeeze my nips through my bra.

That was when I felt it. Her pussy squeezed down on my dick and began to throb and convulse. All of my inhibitions left me as I surrendered to her orgasm.

I burst inside her.

I think I went to heaven for a good while before I came back. 

“Mmm,” Mrs. Castro said as she pushed herself off of me. “That was good. You did well, sweetie.”

She began to wipe herself with toilet paper. I watched with a mix of shock and satisfaction as the tiniest stream of cum dripped down her inner thigh.

“Do you have much cleaning left to do?” she asked.

“I…I’ve got a few rooms left on this floor,” I said, still out of breath.

“Well, get started while I freshen myself up a bit. There’s a robe you can use on the shelf there.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said.

“Once an hour is up, I’d like you to come to the game room in our basement.”

My heart started beating like a trapped rabbit again. She smiled at me. Her face was still flushed with a post-sex glow.

“I’m not done with you yet, sweetie,” she said, tucking a lock of hair from my wig behind my ear. “Oh no. There’s a whole lot more I’d like to do to you, my little panty bitch.”


CHAPTER 6

One hour. A very long wait…

Even though I was cleaning, going through the motions of dusting and wiping and vacuuming, I was pretty sure I was having an out of body experience. My brain would replay the sex I’d just had like a broken record, and I could see myself hovering down from the ceiling, dressed in skimpy wet lingerie and a wig while I fucked Mrs. Castro.

Had that just happened?

Did I really just fuck a MILF and give her an eye-rolling orgasm?!

By the time my hour of cleaning was done, I was exhausted. And nervous as fuck.

I had no idea what Mrs. Castro had in store for me in the basement.

I organized my supplies as quickly as I could and made my way down the staircase. I reached the first floor and all was quiet, so I proceeded to pitter-patter my way down the steps to the basement. It was cold here, which didn’t do much to ease my nerves. I walked through the large yawning space, passing a swimming pool, a lounge, and a spa enclosed in glass doors. The basement seemed to be never-ending, and everything was so immaculately decorated, all glitzy and glammy.

Where the heck was the game room?

My pits were now starting to sweat. I hoped there’d be another hot tub in here because I was really getting sweaty.

I rounded through a few more lounges and, through a door, I glimpsed the edge of a pool table.

Wiping the sweat off my brows, I tiptoed inside.

And that was when I got the shock of my life.

The game room was empty. The deep red walls made it seem darker than it actually was, and the plush red carpeting could’ve sunk in a stiletto. There was a bar in one corner and the biggest sleep couch I’d ever seen nestled to one side.

What shocked me, though, was the pool table. Positioned carefully on it was the biggest collection of dildos I’d ever seen. All sorts of cocks, varying in shape, color, and size, standing upright and looking viciously proud of themselves. I spotted a tiny cock that was probably the size of two fingers, and one so big it could’ve easily dwarfed the giant dildo suctioned into the bathroom wall upstairs.

It was like some kind of wacky sex museum.

“H-hello?” I said, feeling even colder and my legs wobbling as I took a few steps forward.

I heard a giggle from the other end of the room. Mrs. Castro came out from a door, out of a hidden storage room of some kind. Her hair was still wet. This time she was wearing a T-shirt and panties. There wasn’t a slick of makeup on her face, but she still looked hot.

She made me want to tear those panties off her curves so I could fuck her again on that pool table.

“There you are my sissy slut,” she said coolly, breezing past me to go to the bar. She motioned for me to come and sit down.

Minutes later I was handed a cocktail. I gratefully took a gulp, hoping it would relax me.

“You’ve met Alan right?” Mrs. Castro asked, taking a sip of her drink. “My husband.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Dick, I thought. He has a small dick.

“Well, there’s something you should know about me,” she continued. “Alan’s not my first husband. Fifteen years ago I was married to a wonderful man. Tom.”

I sipped on my drink while I listened. I wasn’t sure what she was going to say, but somehow I knew it was going to be important.

“Tom was nothing like Alan,” she said, sighing a little. “Alan is…how should I put this? Alan’s a man. Tom, on the other hand, well…he was something else entirely.”

I stayed silent, watching her beautiful face recall what had obviously been some very fond memories.

“Tom loved clothes. He was a crossdresser, as they say,” Mrs. Castro said. “The pink bra you were wearing? And your new hair? They were once his.”

I smoothed down my brown locks with one palm, smiling at her. The wig was obviously very special to her.

“Anyway,” she continued. “He loved doing a certain…activity with me. He was the one who initiated it, and it took quite a lot of convincing for me to take the leap, but I loved the man and I would’ve done anything to make him feel happy. The activity in question…is called pegging.”

My ears pricked. My butt muscles clenched reflexively as I sat very still on that bar stool, trying to slow down my erratic breathing.

“It only took us a couple of times of trying for me to realize this was going to be my most favorite thing in the world to do,” she said, giving me a wink. “I found out that if I used a double-ended dildo I could have the most amazing orgasms. They were mind-blowing! But for more than a decade now, I’ve been forced to become a lady in the sheets, since Alan happens to be as vanilla as a cream puff.”

Mrs. Castro glanced down at her phone lying on the bar top. “Well, my husband is about to come back soon, and time is running out.” She sauntered over to where I was sitting and pulled at the belt of my robe. “So how about I stop beating around the bush and tell you what’s going to happen. It’s simple really. If your butt gives me an orgasm, then you’ll be out of my house and we won’t ever have to talk about what you did again.” She smiled, her eyes crinkling seductively. “And if you don’t…well, your mother is going to be very disappointed, and my poor husband is going to be very, very angry.”

She let her hand linger on my shoulder.

God, how could a woman be so sexy and dominating? It was almost criminal.

“Anything you want, Ma’am…” I whispered in her ear.

I swallowed hard as it dawned on me what I was about to do.

I was about to serve her my body.

My ass, to be more specific.

Purely for her pleasure.


CHAPTER 7

Mrs. Castro levelled her eyes against my naked body and pubic hair, making me feel incredibly self-conscious.

“We’ll have to shave everything off you, sweetie,” she said firmly. “The bathroom’s this way.”

She took me through to the storage room and to a small bathroom adjoining it. There, I was instructed to stand inside the bathtub. Mrs. Castro handed me a bottle of shaving cream and a Gillette women’s razor.

“Now. Slather this on. Legs first, we’ll do the arms later.”

My hands were shaking as I did what I was instructed. She was actually transforming me. Into a girl. For her.  

“One leg over the edge, sweetie,” she said. “Use baby strokes.”

The shaving cream smelled mesmerizing, with notes of vanilla and fruit you’d find on a desert island. I glided the razor across my skin with graceful strokes—or as graceful as I could make them.

As I watched my leg hair disappear down the drain in a torrent of water, I felt this surge of adrenaline build up inside my body. It was like watching my masculinity go down the drain. This wasn’t like wearing a pair of panties and masturbating. Anyone could do that. This was real.

“My skin,” I whispered, riding one palm against my thigh. “It’s so…soft.”

Mrs. Castro laughed. “Welcome to womanhood, sweetie. Things are so much sweeter and softer on the other side. Now, your arms. Under the arms first, then over.”

Minutes later, my very average arms were as smooth as a silk dress. So were my privates. Mrs. Castro did my face, and I couldn’t stop touching my chin and grinning like an idiot because I’d been so fucking nervous the entire time her soft fingers were on my stubble.

“Turn the other way,” she ordered. “One leg over the tub again and bend over. I’d like you to use your hands to spread your cheeks.”

Oh fuck.

Mrs. Castro wanted to shave my ass.

Wordlessly, I turned around and grabbed my ass with my hands. I spread them apart slowly, a blush creeping up my face as I revealed my puckered hole to Mrs. Castro for the first time.

“Oof. It looks tight,” she whispered.

My cock stiffened. She seemed genuinely surprised that I was tight, and fuck, that had me going. I couldn’t help but be a little embarrassed, though, by how hairy my asshole must’ve been, but Mrs. Castro didn’t say anything as I sensed her short strokes maneuvering the razor all around my asshole. It was such a hot, intimate activity—to have this older woman shave me.

Once she was done, she asked me to wait in the bathroom. For some reason I felt so shy and awkward standing there with a very feminine body that I slipped on a robe that was hanging up on the wall.

She returned minutes later and tsk-tsked when she saw me clothed.

“Take off your robe. I just want you in these heels and undergarments.”

My breath caught in my throat when she handed me what I was supposed to wear. I stared at her for a blank moment, but her bare face was austere, her features unflinching.

I was about to be shamed and degraded, wearing things only a prostitute or stripper would dare to wear.

“What are you waiting for?” she asked, her full lips now pursed into one straight line.

“N-nothing, Ma’am,” I whispered.

I got dressed as Mrs. Castro watched me impatiently, her eyes glancing down at her phone every few seconds. First, there was the underwear and the bra, both made of black mesh. When I put them on, you could still pretty much see everything, including my nipples and my clit, which was covered in a net-like web within my sanitary area. Then, there was the top piece, which was a tiny turtleneck with long sleeves, except the whole thing was mesh again, the length stopping conveniently at my armpits.

Finally, there was a pair of red heels. When I slipped those on I felt so much sexier, but also much more vulnerable.

“Come here. I just need to do the finishing touches,” she said once I awkwardly faced her in my full outfit.

She re-applied my lipstick and combed through my wig to neaten the curls. She swiped through my lashes with mascara until they were so thick they resembled curtains. Then she added a little blush on my cheeks, the tip of my nose, and my chin.

Mrs. Castro smiled, a light flirt playing at the corners of her mouth. “Tell me how you feel,” she said.

“I feel sexy,” I said. “Sensual. Like an exotic dancer or something.”

She seemed satisfied—and aroused—by my answer. “Remember, a sissy always looks hot in the sluttiest outfit,” she said, her eyes positively flickering with lust.

I was escorted out of the storage room and onto the pool table.

“You’re going to lay there on all fours with your butt up and knees wide apart,” she ordered. “Wider…wider…a little more…good. I don’t want to see you move even an inch from this position. Understood?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said.

I was left there again for my mind to fester in my own horny thoughts, causing them to spiral almost out of control. My heart skittered with both fear and anticipation.

When she came back she was completely naked.

Her breasts bounced as she climbed onto the pool table, where I lay frozen. She was naked, with only one exception—she was sporting a strap-on. The dildo coming out of it, though…

There was just no way.

It was the biggest one I’d seen earlier from her collection of dildos, the one that was even bigger than the monster in her bathroom. The sight of it made me shiver a little. 

Mrs. Castro bent down and whispered just one word in my ear, with such hunger and commanding force that I knew then and there that this was the night my life would be changed forever:

“Suck.”


CHAPTER 8

I wasn’t gay. I knew that much.

But as Mrs. Castro instructed me to suck her enormous cock, I couldn’t refuse. I wanted to do it. Wanted to feel that toy rubbing and sliding in between my red lips.

Of course, looking at it, you’d be stupid to call it a toy at all. It was a machine. A weapon of mass destruction. A fuckpole that could make any sissy know her place and tremble in her heels.

Mrs. Castro inched a little closer and inserted the tip of the dildo in my mouth. She buried the shaft in as much as I could take it. It stopped only mid-way through.

“Open wider, honey,” she cooed. “Just a little wider…there you go…there you go!”

She sang these words of encouragement as I strained to take the dildo in my mouth. The tip of it was now wedged into the cavity giving way to my throat and my jaw was stretched so wide it hurt. I squealed, and seemingly satisfied, she pulled the dildo out a little and began pumping her hips.

As I sucked and sucked, Mrs. Castro’s breathing got heavier and more ragged. She was getting so aroused I could smell her pussy behind the other end of the dildo. The squelching sounds of her being penetrated made my clitty throb with desperation. After a good while of cocksucking, she got off the pool table and climbed back up again, this time behind my butt. I heard the snapping of a bottle lid and felt the smearing of lube in and around my asshole.

“I promise I’ll go slow, sweetie,” she whispered. “I’m going to fill your tight little world right up. Are you ready?”

I whimpered and looked up at her. I was too ashamed to even utter the words.

Mrs. Castro grasped the sides of my hips and pulled my backside closer to her.

I felt my thong being pulled to the side and the slippery silicone head of her cock graze my ass. I immediately tensed up. From her way her sharp nails were digging into my skin I knew she wasn’t going to show me any mercy. And with the way she’d so easily maneuvered me into position, I knew she was strong. So strong.

I wanted it, yes…but was I really up to the task? How could my inexperienced body meet her years upon years of sexual expectations?

How could my virgin ass take that…that monster?

“Please…” I cried, tears falling down my cheeks. “Please, please…”

“There, there, sweetie,” Mrs. Castro said, massaging my lower back with surprisingly warm fingertips. “Try your best to relax.”

The dildo penetrated my entrance, stretching my sissy sphincter so tight I thought I was birthing a baby. I fought every urge to tense up again. I inhaled and exhaled through my mouth, trying my best to withstand the cock machine that was being used to violate me so cruelly. I wept, and sniffled, then wept again.

Mrs. Castro sang to me sweet little words as she drove her cock in even deeper into my core. After a while, she pulled it out before pummeling it back in my asshole. Each time she did it, the cock was crammed in about a quarter of an inch deeper into my hole.

After a long while of being subjected to this, to me being fucked with incredible energy and crazy levels of patience, something incredible happened.

It was like my senses had climbed over a threshold and my brain was about to explode from pleasure. The room went dark and silent as I tried to process the intense pressure I was feeling down there.

I heard Mrs. Castro laugh from behind me. "Someone's enjoying this a little too much. You can moan louder, honey. No one's going to hear us in the basement."

I hadn't even realized I'd been moaning!

And then Mrs. Castro abruptly stopped fucking me.

She pulled the dildo out slowly, leaving my ass horribly empty. I didn't want that. I didn't like that. I let out a whimper.

“Suck…” I heard her say.

I turned around and saw the wild expression on her face as she veered the dildo in my direction.

The massive cock smelled of ass. If this was any other time I would’ve found sucking on that completely disgusting, but now I was thriving from my shame. I was feminized and degraded, no two words about it.

And as I sucked, my clit was growing, screaming for attention.

“Look here, evidence that you’re a cocksucking sissy,” she said, pleased.

For some reason, those words were like fire to my ears. Yes, I was a cocksucking sissy. I began to use my hands to stimulate the fake cock, copying the movements I’d seen in a thousand porn videos.

“More of that, sissy. You're on the right track.”

When I withdrew my mouth at last, she took my chin in her hands and asked, “Did you enjoy sucking my cock, sweetie pie?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“What did you like about it?”

“It made me feel dirty.”

“Did you taste your ass?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I whimpered.

“What did it taste like?”

“Like...it was gross. Extremely gross.”

“Mmm. Do you want me to fuck you in the ass again, sweetie?”

I whimpered again. The shame that was bubbling up through me prevented me from saying anything.

“Say it out loud," she demanded.

“I want you to fuck me in the ass again, Ma’am,” I said in a quiet, feminine whisper.

“Then turn around and stretch that fat ass for me again.”

I squirmed and groaned as she fucked me again. I was being stretched beyond what I’d thought was physically possible. The pleasure was excruciating. I could feel myself break down to the point that the only thing that existed was the pleasure inside my core, building, building, building…

“I'm cumming!”

Mrs. Castro's scream almost punctured my eardrums. She lay her weight on me as she collapsed, her big breasts and those hard, hard nipples squashing against my back.

I came then. My legs shook uncontrollably as I ejected hot strings of cum into the mesh of my panties.  

And then…it was over.

“Eat it up, pretty boy,” Mrs. Castro said as she rolled off my back. “I want to see you eat it.”

I dipped a finger into my mess and sucked on it while she giggled happily at my humiliation.

***

We were on top of the pool table for a good while, laying side by side and collecting our breaths. Mrs. Castro was still naked, her breasts heaving up and down while her fuckpole jutted out from those straps, still looking as menacing as ever. I was still in my stripper outfit, trying to ignore the aftertaste of cum on my tongue.

Then Mrs. Castro climbed down and headed to the bar again. She removed her strap-on and lit a cigarette while pouring herself another drink.

“You need to go,” she told me. “Alan will be back soon and I need to start getting ready. He's taking me out to dinner tonight. For our anniversary.”

She took a long puff from her cigarette and sighed, and all of a sudden I could see that the last thing she wanted to do was go out with her husband. She caught me staring at her and said, “Your fairy costume or whatever the hell it is...it’s in the cupboard under the sink. Now get out of my sight.”

“Ma'am?” My voice was shaking, but I knew I had to do this.

“What?”

“Could I ask...what happened to Tom? Your ex-husband?”

She took an extremely long time to respond. I thought she was just going to ignore me, so I started to scooch my ass towards the edge of the pool table to get down. That was when she called me over.

As I stood next to her, I was starting to feel weird for even asking the question. Tom was probably dead or something since she kept using the past tense. It was a non-question, and I’d been idiotic enough to ask it.

But then fished out her phone and flipped through the photos, pausing on one that was a selfie of a beautiful woman. Taken in front of her mirror, you couldn’t see much of her face, but all you had to was look at those high cheekbones, the plump lips, and extremely curvy silhouette to know she had the power to turn any man’s head.

“That’s Tom?” I asked in a hushed voice.

“That’s Tina,” she said. Then she sighed. “What I wouldn’t do to feel that ass again.”

“You have me now,” I said boldly.

She laughed. This time it was a loud giddy laugh, a sign that she was genuinely happy. I couldn’t help but feel I was closer to her than ever—now that we'd both been vulnerable with each other.

“Of course,” she said finally. “You know what. I'm going to put in a good word for you to your mother. And I’m going to tell her that you were so good at your job that I won't have anyone else over to clean my place."

I smiled. “I'm free until my classes start again in two weeks. You can book me anytime.”

“Wonderful,” she said. “You're an obedient boy, Ethan. I like that. Your mom’s lucky to have you."

“Yeah, she is,” I admitted.

“Now get out,” Mrs. Castro said firmly. “You don't want to ruin my marriage, do you?”

“Of course not, Ma’am!”

"Then get the hell away from here before Alan comes back.”

I grinned at her one last time to leave her with a good final impression. I wanted her to actually go ahead and book me again, not just say stuff to get me off her back. Girls normally did that with me, and Mrs. Castro was on a league of her own.

Still, if I was given the opportunity, I would gladly give up my summer gaming plans for a chance to be...stretched again.

And stretched I was. Like a goddamn elastic that was on the brink of snapping and failing.

My ass sore, I smiled to myself as I strutted in my high heels to the bathroom, to change into my very male cleaning uniform.


THE END


FROM HUSBAND TO LESBIAN LOVER




CHAPTER 1

I’d always known my wife, Rita, had a hidden lesbian streak to her. I’d known it even before we got married.

Once, while we were dating, I was using her laptop when I came across a recently opened folder that had been mysteriously labeled: ‘HOT’. I opened it out of curiosity. There were tons of pictures in there of female rock musicians from the nineties, from Courtney Love to Kathleen Hanna to Liz Phair. Nothing too out of the ordinary, of course, for a hardcore music enthusiast like Rita...except, buried in there was yet another folder, which I was amazed to see contained what could only be described as a carefully curated lesbian’s spank bank. It was full of poses of anonymous women entangled in each other, their bodies donning latex bodysuits, high heels, or lace masks, their domineering eyes gazing fiercely at the camera.

Even just looking at those pictures in Rita’s secret folder that day had me sweating.

That wasn’t the only sign she had a liking for women though. Rita was normally extremely outgoing, always the life of the party, but a few times I noticed something strange whenever some of her prettiest friends came over to our place. Her social skills would vanish completely—she’d lose her train of thought mid-conversation, stare at her friends a little too long, or sometimes, just grow as quiet as a mouse as the night wore on. I got the sense these were the friends she’d developed girl crushes on.

Her secret attraction towards women was never a problem in our relationship, though. I never called her out on it because I didn’t want to make her feel uncomfortable in any way—in fact, I found it pretty hot. What husband wouldn’t? Sometimes I’d even wonder if she’d ever masturbated to one of her hot friends and what kind of sexy lesbian fantasies she had brewing in her mind. My own memories would often take me back to the moment I’d seen her hidden folder.

It was about two years into our marriage, after an evening of lovemaking, that she blurted out that she wanted to tell me something. I’d noticed she’d been just a little distant during sex and she had that faraway look on her face that gave away she was worried. I asked her what it was, and that was when she confessed the part of herself I’d suspected all along:

“Honey, I...I think I’m bi.”

I gave her a quizzical look, but I was careful not to seem too judgmental. “What makes you say that, bunny?”

Bunny was a name I’d come up with very early in our relationship, when Rita had come over to my place with a ‘godawful’ haircut (her own words). Her blonde hair had been chopped off and layered, which made her ears kind of stick out. That, along with her cute button nose and pouty lips had made her look like she belonged in a Disney movie. The hair grew out over the years (she never cut it that short again), but of course the name had stuck.

Rita sighed. She looked like she already regretted telling me. “When you see a naked woman, what do you feel exactly?” she asked after a long silence.

“It depends,” I said. “Women are always easy on the eyes, aren’t they? But if they’re really attractive, yeah, I’d get aroused.” I looked down at her nude body, and placed two fingers on my wrist like I was checking my pulse. I wanted to make her laugh, but she didn’t.

“Sometimes, when I see a girl I like, I get wet,” Rita said bluntly. “And I get butterflies in my stomach. I don’t think all girls feel that way. Do you...do you think I might be bi?”

She was testing me, I realized. She knew as well as I did what that meant.

“Babe, you know I’d accept you no matter what your preferences are,” I said. I placed a hand on top of her soft thigh and caressed it lovingly. “Through thick or thin—I’m with you all the way.”

“If only there was a way to test it,” she said, gazing up at a spot in the ceiling.

“Well, we could have a threesome,” I said thoughtfully. “Maybe with one of your friends. Kira or Stephanie? You’re pretty close to both of them. Would that help?”

She scoffed and slapped my hand away from her thigh. “It’s not just about the sex, Danny!” She seemed offended I’d even suggested that. “I want something a lot deeper. I want the fireworks and the cravings and the passion again—and I want to feel it with a woman.”

That was when she dropped the bombshell.

“Would you be okay with us opening up our relationship?”

It was my turn to huff. “No. I don’t know any sane husband who’d be okay with that.”

Rita sighed again. “Forget I even asked.” She rolled over, turning her back to me, and was silent again.

I was going to leave it at that. An unsatisfactory conversation, sure—but it could have ended a lot worse than it did. I could tell she was miffed but that wasn’t really my fault. She was battling her own demons and the best thing I could do was give her space. Still, I didn’t want to be the asshole husband who wasn’t emotionally available when she needed me.

“Bunny?” I said slowly, rubbing her lower back gently this time. I just wanted to plant a seed, something that could germinate at the back of her mind and keep her happy for now. “I could become a woman for you, you know.”

Rita turned around and stared up at me with her innocent hazel eyes. “What?” she asked in a flat tone. But her lips twitched, and I detected a small spark of interest. The seed of curiosity had been planted. 

“Don’t you think I’d make a really hot girl?” I asked, grinning, batting my eyelashes at her. “You could do whatever you want to me, and I could be your little sex toy. Lesbian sex toy, that is.”

Rita rolled her eyes. “Lesbian lover.”

“Oops, yes,” I said, clearing my throat. “I could be your lesbian lover.”

Rita pranced out of the bed, seemingly searching for something on the bedroom floor. She picked it up and dropped it on my lap. It was her underwear. Well-worn and faded, it was a pair of comfy bikini briefs that was far from a piece of lingerie but still sexy because—well, it was Rita’s. It had purple and green butterflies at the back and the elastic waistband was kind of loose.

“Go on,” Rita said, looking at me expectantly.

I felt the heat rise up my cheeks. I had a thing for women’s underwear, a secret fascination that had started in my teen years and had been percolating in my mind ever since...but I’d never told anyone, not even Rita. Because men who like panties are weirdos, right? And I never wanted to seem like a creep. But this time, I was quietly thrilled as I clambered out of bed and began to put on my wife’s panties. I brought it up my hips and let the waistband settle on the bump of flesh there.

I twirled around and spanked my own ass for her. “What’s the verdict?”

“Hmm...you do look kind of sexy in them,” she said, admiring me from afar. “It makes your butt look plump and...juicy.”

I shrugged. “Well. I’ve always had a fat ass.”

She came over and kissed me on the cheek, then pinched my ass, hard. I uttered a playful shriek.

“From now on, you’ll be sweet little Danielle,” my wife whispered in my ear, stressing the feminine part of my new name. “I’m going to turn you into a fully-fledged woman and there’ll be nothing you can do about it!”

She was so close to me, her stare made me feel just a little intimidated. Gone was the absent-minded look she’d been sporting all day long—her eyes were now fierce and spirited and full of energy. I was once again reminded of the spank bank I’d stumbled upon all those years ago.

“That’s really kinky, bunny,” I said finally. “I can’t wait for us to be lesbian lovers.”

And to be honest, I was kind of excited. The thought of being turned into a lesbian by my wife was so hot.

Rita grabbed her iPhone from underneath a pillow and unlocked it. “You know Tracy, my friend? She works at a department store,” she said excitedly, scrolling through her contacts. “I’m going to give her a call and say we’ll be there first thing tomorrow morning. You’re going to need a ton of new clothes! Oh, and makeup!”

I shook my head. “But tomorrow’s Friday. I’ve got that super important meeting at work. The one I’ve been preparing all week for?”

I worked as a team lead in sales at a software company, a fairly chaotic job that was a lot more social than I liked and had a fair bit of public speaking. I’d spent all week prepping for what was going to be a high-stakes meeting, breaking down our pain points, analyzing projections and setting new targets for the next quarter. The meeting was going to be attended by my boss, Glenda, the VP of marketing, and even our CEO, and I was feeling claustrophobic just thinking about it.

There was no way I could skip it.

Rita came over and rested a finger over my lips.

“Don’t even start, Danielle,” she whispered. “But tomorrow, I need you all to myself, and I’m sure you can think of something with that very smart brain of yours.”

“But, bunny, there’s just no fucking way I can miss the meeting…”

She took my hand in hers and innocently rubbed my fingers up and down her naked slit. It was still wet and warm and calling to me.

“I know you want this,” she said softly. “I know you want this as much as I do, honey.”

It was like she’d set me on fire.

“I…I guess I could call in sick and ask my team to cover for me,” I said, trying hard not to appear too shaken.

Rita smiled, finally happy with the outcome. “Good. You might as well make the call now, so they have time to prepare.”


CHAPTER 2

As it turned out, Rita’s friend Tracy headed the lingerie section of the department store she worked at. We arrived there the next morning right around opening time, and, given that it was a Friday, there were plenty of people already milling about at the entrance impatiently waiting for the doors to open.

Tracy quickly spotted us walking in and she strutted toward us in her heels.

“Babeeee...welcome!” she squealed, hugging Rita. “How can I help you guys?”

Tracy grew up in Sydney and traces of her Australian accent still leaked out when she spoke. She was slim, with silvery black hair that practically reached her waist. She always looked sexy in the tight tops and skirts she wore.

“Well, I’ve told you the story, Tracy. Danny here wants to become a woman just for me,” Rita said with a very straight face.

I blushed. I couldn’t help feeling shy and embarrassed that my wife was making this so public, when I’d thought it would be just a private thing between us. I reminded myself that girlfriends don’t really keep secrets from each other. I’d basically signed myself up to become a live mannequin, and I just had to act like I was man enough not to care about crossdressing for my wife.

I waited for Tracy to make fun of me, but instead she jumped up and down, causing her chest to bounce. I tried hard not to stare.

“Oh Rita, you’re so goddamn lucky!” she said. She was practically squirming with excitement. “I wish Seth would let me make him over! But he’s way too alpha for that.”

I took that as kind of an insult. Seth was Tracy’s husband—a beefy guy with massive muscles who never seemed to own a shirt. There was a time he’d dabbled as a freelance personal trainer and tried to bulk me up, though that had been far from a success. I was just cursed with a body type that refused to gain muscle mass. Hardly my fault.

I wished Rita would chime in and say, ‘Oh yeah, Danny’s the same, he’s just doing this because he loves me and he’s an amazing husband!’ but of course she didn’t. She just nodded along as Tracy went on a rant about how Seth was a little too obsessed with his manly physique.

“Anyway…” Tracy said, finally coming to the realization she’d gone off on a tangent. She tossed her head at me. “Let’s take a good look at you.”

My heart began to beat a little faster.

“It certainly won’t be too much of a challenge turning him into a woman,” she muttered. She was talking like I was invisible. “He’s kind of scrawny, and he’s got nice, soft skin. And oh my god, look at that ass!”

“He also walks like a lady,” Rita said. “I don’t think he can help it, poor thing.”

This was news to me. And I wanted to tell her that, but something shut me up.

“Go on, walk for her, Danny,” Rita urged me. “I want Tracy to see what I’m talking about!”

I took a couple of steps forward. There were two other women—I guessed they were in their forties, and they carried themselves like bored housewives with an X-ray detector for any kind of drama—who had overheard our conversation and had stopped browsing the underwear aisles to stare at me. A bead of sweat slipped off my forehead as I took another tentative step and forced myself to relax and walk like a fucking man. But it was no use. I felt the swish of my ass and the sway of my hips, and I didn’t like at all how my shoulders slumped naturally forward and probably made my body appear smaller.

“With a little practice, I think he’ll make a natural bimbo-slut,” Tracy said approvingly. “And he doesn’t even have any visible body hair! Are you sure you reached puberty, Danny?”

I laughed that off, but I was now red in the face and totally embarrassed. Had I really been more feminine that I thought? My mouth suddenly felt like it was full of cotton and I retreated into silence as I was subjected to my makeover.

Tracy and Rita first took me to a changing room that was much nicer than I’d expected. It was spacious and quiet, with soft lighting—none of the tacky, garish lighting I’d seen at other department stores. The walls had gold trim and the room I was put in reminded me of a spa. Tracy drew the curtains for privacy, and Rita sat down on a velvet-topped stool while I was left standing in the middle.

I thought I’d have been happy to have a little bit of privacy and move far away from those older prying women, but now, being surrounded by big floor-to-ceiling mirrors and the aircon on full blast, I wasn’t really feeling much better.

I was just really cold and nervous.

I was asked to strip by Tracy. I took off my sweatshirt and grey shorts and when I finally pulled down my boxers, I had to force my teeth to stop rattling. Here I was, about to be buck naked in front of one of my wife’s hot friends for the first time! If someone had told me this would happen a year ago, my ego would’ve swelled to epic proportions but right now I just felt humiliated. I wasn’t proud of the tiny flap I had on display for her…

Tracy went out to bring us different lingerie sets but not before she poked a little fun at my ‘pee pee’. I gritted my teeth while we waited but then I saw how happy and excited my wife looked about dressing me up as a lesbian and that warmed me up.

Man up, I told myself. This isn’t about you. This is about Rita. You’re doing something that could really help her out in her self-discovery. It’s the least that you could do as her husband!

Tracy finally returned carrying a mountain of lingerie sets in her arms. She first held them out for Rita’s feedback and approval before helping me get dressed in them. For the underwear, she made sure it would fit me first and that Rita really liked them because once I tried them on we pretty much had to buy them. All of them were much sexier than the comfy pair of bikini briefs I’d worn the other day and made of unfamiliar fabrics like China silk, lace, satin, and chiffon.

Once Tracy went out again to bring some dresses this time, Rita clasped her arms around my waist. “Which one would you say is your favorite, Danielle?”

“I’ll have to say this one,” I said a little shyly, pointing to the one I was wearing. It was a very dark blue set that reminded me of the midnight sky. Both the bra and panties fit me so well I could spot curves in my body I’d never even noticed before. No wonder women loved lingerie. As Rita hugged me tighter, I smiled at her. She’d never shown so much interest in my body—it had always been the other way around, and I had to admit it was a nice change.

“Mmm, you do look quite hot in that,” Rita said huskily and all of a sudden I had butterflies in my stomach.

When Tracy came back in with a selection of dresses, my mouth flew open in shock. They were all extremely short and some of them were sure to show off my panties.

“They’re all so...slutty,” I murmured, although no one seemed to hear me. 

Rita instructed me to keep the blue lingerie set on while Tracy zipped me in and out of five or six dresses. It seemed that the sexier and sluttier they were, the more they liked it! I felt like a poodle being paraded around on a national dog show and weirdly enough I found it very arousing. Maybe it had to do with the fact that two women were ooh-ing and aah-ing over my very average male body, which I had to admit looked kind of hot when it was all tucked into some very nice women’s outfits.

I was asked once again to pick my favorite one so I could just keep it on. So I picked the black dress that was the longest out of all the ones I’d worn. But it was still so short, it seemed like it was missing half of the material! All of my thighs and even a sliver of my crotch was visible. Could I really walk out of the changing room like this? I told myself we were heading home soon, so I’d just be publicly humiliated for a very short window of time…

But we weren’t done just yet. We took the escalator to the floor below us, where Tracy introduced us to Nalini, who took us cheerily over to the makeup section and sat me down on a stool. I stared, a little horrified, as she dusted and prepped my face with all kinds of makeup and finally applied a thick coat of lipstick that made my mouth look extremely pink and pouty. Rita loved the end result and ended up buying every single product she used. Then Nalini introduced us to a ditzy woman named Monica, who helped me select and put on my first wig (a luscious, brown, wavy one that ended up costing us close to $150!) as well as my very first pair of heels (snug kitten heels that Monica assured would be very comfortable for a first-timer).   

An hour or so later, we were finally headed to the parking lot to make our way home. Rita kept sneaking glances in my direction while driving. I was half-expecting her to burst out laughing and tell me I looked ridiculous, but she never did. The air between us was different now, and it brought me back to the days we were newly married and I just couldn’t get enough of her. Except this time it was the other way around.

My wife was full of lust for me—her shy, feminized husband.

“I can’t wait to have my way with you,” she whispered once we pulled into our driveway.

Her voice was thick with craving and desire. A bolt of excitement ran down my spine, and my cock began to throb with anticipation. I could almost taste my wife’s dominating energy and the power she had over me.

“Will you be my slut tonight, Danielle?” she asked me in a sexy, throaty voice and I quivered.

“You know I’m all yours.” My voice was quiet and submissive, like I was aching to be used.


CHAPTER 3

Thirty minutes later, Pink Floyd’s Young Lust drifted from our vinyl player and Rita swayed to the beat, starry-eyed and wine drunk. She pushed me down toward the bed and gyrated her hips as she straddled me. The wild look on her face had me intoxicated.

“What a slutty dress you have on, Danielle. How dare you expose your ass and cunt to everyone,” she said fiercely. “Your body belongs to me and me only. I know you’re a slut but you can’t go showing your body around to all my friends, you hear me?”

“I’m sorry, bunny,” I whimpered. “I’ve been bad. You need to punish me.”

“Don’t call me bunny,” Rita lashed out. “I’m not your sweet bunny anymore. I fucking own you, bitch!” She pulled up my black dress, grabbed the waistband of my panties and let it snap back on my cock, causing me to cry out. “Call me Miss Rita.”

The sounds that escaped from my mouth seemed like they belonged to a helpless animal. I felt my dick swell and stiffen. “Sorry, Miss Rita. I’m just your sissy slut who desperately wants to be fucked like a girl.”

I gasped as the sudden cold touch of metal slunk around my wrists. The next thing I knew I was being shackled to the railing of our bed by a pair of handcuffs, my arms stretched uncomfortably wide to either side of me. I whimpered again, wanting to show her how vulnerable I was. I was trapped and completely at her mercy, and I couldn’t remember the last time I’d been so aroused! What in sweet hell was happening to me?

Rita undressed. Her beautiful body was now completely bare except for the nude pumps she’d worn for our shopping trip. The stamp of her brown landing strip made my mouth wet with longing. She leapt onto the bed, towering over me, and grazed my body from top to bottom with one of her sharp four-inch heels. I shivered. When the heel rested near my cock, all I could think about was that my only protection was the flimsy pair of dark blue panties I was wearing. She applied a little pressure and I cried out, only because I was sure she would lose her balance and bring her foot down in full force.

“Ssshhh, my sweet little girl,” she said. “I’m sure you can handle just a little pain. Can’t you?”

The Pink Floyd album flowed all around us and charged the air with an electrifying energy. Still swaying, Rita brought her hips down and straddled my face. She was practically dripping.  

“Eat my pussy now like a good girl,” Rita growled from above me.

Her sweet musk wafted through to my nose and I breathed it all in.

There was nothing I wanted more than to be a good girl for my wife.

I slowly licked her inner thighs and kissed her pussy lips to tease her before using my tongue to dive deep into her slit. I left traces of lipstick everywhere. Rita moaned, stroking my wavy brown hair to tell me she liked what I was doing.  I nibbled on her clit and her breath quickened, her legs shivering. I loved eating my wife out but never in our years of sexual activity had I been able to get her as worked up as she was now. There was no doubt that she was pretending I was a real woman called Danielle, and Danny her husband was nowhere near her radar.

I amped up the pace of my tongue fucking. Her pussy juices ejected in spurts, her tight hole clamping down on my tongue and throbbing with ecstasy. She screamed and moaned, causing my cock to harden like a rock. She kept calling me a good girl, and I kept my energy dialed up. She started to rub her pussy aggressively in my face until I couldn’t even breathe. When she came, she let out another scream, holding onto the bed railing for balance.

The orgasm seemed to have made Rita hornier than ever.

She stepped away from me, got off the bed, and rummaged in the boxes until she produced a gigantic black dildo. Her eyes shone with eagerness.

“Suck this big fat cock for me,” she ordered, holding it close to my mouth. “Get it nice and wet and warmed up for your wife’s pussy!”

“Anything for you, Miss Rita,” I said obediently, and parted my lips.

Rita plunged that dildo inside my mouth and started moaning like she could actually feel it. I would’ve never dreamed that I’d be ordered to suck a cock by my wife! And yet I was so turned on. It was so strange. I guess in my head I made it seem like it was just a fake cock so it wasn’t a big deal.

But the truth was, I was savoring the humiliation of being made to pleasure something so manly.

The dildo swished and twisted inside my mouth at Rita’s whim.

“Open wider, sweet little girl…” she cooed. “And try your best to relax. I’m going to send the cock a little deeper down your throat. Don’t worry, you’re going to love it. Mmmm!”

The silicone hit the back of my throat and its huge black balls made contact with my wet chin. I stayed extremely still, trying to imagine there was an ostrich’s egg inside my throat. I felt so constricted and helpless, and my wife was right—I couldn’t get enough of it. I stared at my wife with timid eyes as she drilled that dildo slowly in and out of my throat.

“God, you’re making me so horny looking like that!” Rita said.

She pulled the glistening dildo out of my mouth and began to fuck herself with it. The sloshy sounds of her wetness were like music to my ears. I couldn’t believe that me sucking a cock had turned my wife so crazy with lust. She heaved and swung her hips inches in front of me, yelling what a great fat cock it was and how much she’d craved a big cock like it. When she came, I thought my eardrums would burst from her piercing cries of ecstasy.

“Holy shit!” I breathed. “That was something else!”

Rita laughed. “It’s your turn now, slut! Time to get rid of those cuffs.”

She reached around me to pop open my handcuffs, and instructed me to get on all fours. I think my heart was just about ready to burst out of my chest.

“Am I just a sex toy to you, Miss Rita?” I whimpered.

I yowled, feeling the impact on my ass where she’d slapped me hard. Then she spanked me again and again and I felt my ass wobble. Then she brought the back of my panties down, so that the front of it was mostly still covering up my dick.

“Shut the fuck up and open up those cheeks!” she growled.

Rita hopped off the bed once more and when she came back, I was amazed to see a strap-on harness attached to the same black dildo she’d fucked herself with. It was still wet with her pussy juices.

“I’ve always wanted to fuck a woman,” she said.

That was the only warm-up I got. I held my ass open for my wife and clenched up as the head of the dildo breached my tight opening.

“My sexy girl,” she cooed. “Oh, it’s going in! Ohhh, look at that ass open up like a flower!”

The pressure on my ass was indescribable. I literally felt my puckered asshole stretch as Rita pushed the dildo in deeper…deeper…I only had pussy juices to lube up that humungous dick and it certainly felt like it. Was my ass going to break? Rita was being so rough with me and I’d never seen this side of her before—the wild side that had the crazed, domineering look and was trying to peg me with a fucking strap-on. But I knew that look. I’d seen it all those years ago, on those anonymous women I’d seen posing in her personal spank bank. Was that where she was getting her inspiration from?

My cock was growing helplessly inside my panties. I was getting so aroused that I released one hand off my ass and started to jerk myself off.

“Stop that at once!” Rita’s voice seemed to impale my ear and grab hold of my brain. “Did I tell you could cum, you fucking slut?”

“N-No, Miss Rita,” I said.

“You’re going to hold it in like a good girl,” she said harshly. “Until I tell you you can.”

“Understood, Miss Rita.”

“You like this, don’t you,” she teased. “Go on, admit it.”

“I think I do.”

“You think?”

I couldn’t take it anymore.

“Please let me cum!” I begged. “This is fucking torture!”

I heard Rita sigh. “Alright, I’ll let you cum,” she said. She drilled deeper into me, and I moaned.  “Under one condition. Turn around for me, please, Danielle.”

When I did, I was blinded by a flash of light.

“What are you—”

Rita laughed gleefully. “I wonder what Glenda would say seeing you like this! Hmmm? Dressed up as a woman with your gaping asshole out? You’ll be the talk of the office!”

Glenda Stevens was my boss, a woman in her fifties that had the ability to make any man quake in his boots. With horror I realized Rita was holding my phone and had taken a picture of me. Not only that, she had access to all my contacts, including…my female boss…who at that moment believed I was curled up in bed, desperately sick, sick enough to miss the most important meeting of the fucking year.

I was close to having a heart attack, but the thumping of my cock betrayed me.

“Oh god! I’ll cum right now if you do that, Miss Rita! Please don’t!” I cried out.

Rita’s eyes narrowed as she squinted at my phone. “Hmmm, let’s see here…Gabby…Gayle…George…oh here it is! Glenda!” She tapped her thumb once. “Sent!”

I let out a shuddering breath. My body convulsed and my arms lost all strength. I collapsed face-down onto the bed. Ejecting out of me were ropes of cum, as thick as snakes, drenching up the inside of my panties. I felt the wetness seep out, trickle under me, probably staining the bed.

The orgasm was so good, I felt like I’d passed out for a couple of minutes.

Rita’s hands came all over me, and she said something, although I was feeling too woozy to figure out what she said. She turned me over and I could feel her removing my panties. She left my dress still on. I opened my eyes a little just in time to see her ball up the cum-filled underwear. I felt its musty, wet, smelly fabric as she stuffed it deep inside my mouth. She gave me a peck on the forehead and left me there.

I felt my eyelids grow heavy, the music drifting slowly out of my consciousness.


CHAPTER 4

“Wake up, honey…”

Rita’s soft voice rustled me out of a long, deep stretch of sleep. I opened my eyes and yawned. It was now dark, maybe even night-time, and the scent of sex was still lingering in the air. Even in my grogginess, the empty feeling in my ass was palpable. I wondered where my cum-filled panties had gone.

I watched as Rita sauntered over to her vanity and applied a thick, clear gloss over her red lips. She smacked her mouth and stepped back to admire herself.

“Are we going out?” I asked, staring down at her too-tight outfit. Her top was black lace, tiny and sleeveless, tucked into a pair of jeans that made her sexy ass look huge and pillow-like, like a Kardashian’s. I could see she wasn’t even wearing a bra.

“I thought it would be the perfect Friday for a girl’s night out!” she announced with a smile. Her high ponytail waved around like a flag behind her. “Now hop into the shower! We need to get you ready!”

I was excited. I had a hot shower, draining off all the exhaustion from sleep, and stepped out with a towel wrapped around my chest. I could hardly believe that I’d woken up that day as an average guy but now I’d evolved into a sissy slut called Danielle. I felt shaken as I remembered the sex we’d had just hours earlier. Had my gorgeous wife really fucked me in the ass? And with such eagerness? I still had trouble processing it!

And…surely she hadn’t sent that dirty picture she took of me to Glenda?

Of course she didn’t, I thought. She wouldn’t go that far. I pushed all my anxious thoughts aside and decided to just enjoy the rest of the evening.

Rita helped me get ready. She helped me shimmy into a fresh pair of panties and looped me into a bra. I slipped into a tight pink dress with a slightly flared out bottom. The top of the dress was studded with sequins that caught the light whenever I moved. Then she did my makeup and brushed out my long wavy hair, which had become slightly tangled after my nap.

“Dani, honey, which one do you like on me?” Rita brought up two pairs of earrings. The first one was a huge pair of hoops, and the other was made of silver circles, arranged like a bunch of grapes.

“Those hoops will look sexy on you,” I said.

“Great choice!” she said, and put them on.

Then she let me choose which accessories I wanted to put on. I really felt like we were girlfriends, two best friends who were helping each other get ready for a night out. I picked out a necklace with a heart-shaped pendant and two simple pink studs for earrings, which I thought matched my dress well.

“Woo! I can’t wait to show you off! We’re both going to be sluts!” she said excitedly. “Now here’s your clutch. Put your lipstick in there, your powder, oh and some gum. We’re going clubbing!”

***

The club we went to was a hot and clammy place but buzzing with enthusiasm. I couldn’t remember the last time we’d both been to one.

Holding hands, Rita and I made our way through the pile of bodies shrouded in smoke and hazy lights. A group of extremely attractive women were enjoying themselves on the middle of the dance floor. We both got drinks, downed them, and headed to the floor ourselves.

Rita swayed her hips and sashayed her shoulders right in front of me. She was so confident in her skin. I tried my best to lose myself in the music, hoping I fitted in with the rest of the incredibly sexy women having an amazing time. My short, flared dress rode up from time to time and I was sure there were plenty of men who took a peek at my peachy ass. After a while, I was sweaty and moving wildly to the beat but I didn’t even care how I looked. If anyone were to see us, they’d probably guess Rita and I were two good friends having fun. If only they knew we were two women who were madly in love with each other!

“Get it, mama!” Rita kept encouraging me to let go while we both danced. Her cheeks were flushed and radiant, and her blonde ponytail swished from side to side. The way she was twisting her body was hopelessly turning me on.

Once we’d both exhausted our energy from dancing, we made our way towards an empty table and collapsed there. Not even two seconds had gone by when I sensed someone else at our table. It was a man. He was blessed with rugged good looks, with shaggy hair the color of sand, and he was wearing glasses. I instantly recognized him. I’d seen him earlier while we were on the dancefloor, and he was obviously checking my wife out. I didn’t blame him—Rita was looking like a beautiful, seductive angel tonight.

“Hey,” he said to Rita.

“Hi,” Rita said flatly. I wanted to giggle. She was giving him an attitude.

“Could I buy you two beautiful ladies a drink?”

He smiled. He was clearly a charmer, and for a horrified moment I thought she was going to leave with him.

“I can’t,” Rita said with a smug smile of her own. “I’m with my wife.”

I breathed a sigh of relief. I was practically glowing at the way she had proudly said I was her wife.

The man’s eyes twinkled as he looked down at me. “Ah, I see. You ladies have a good night.” Then he moved away, disappearing into the crowds.

“Why’d you let him go? He was pretty handsome,” I said, winking at Rita.

She shook her head defiantly. “I think we can do even better.”

My cock got stiff. Did I hear that correctly?

It didn’t take me too long to figure out she was being serious. I’d really thought that at the most we would have some fun, get drunk, go back home and roll around again, just the two of us. But I was full of adrenaline as I realized I was really going to have a threesome with Rita! Of course, it hadn’t panned out the exact way I’d anticipated, but there was no doubt I was becoming aroused at the thought of her ordering my way around another man, just for her own pleasure.

The strange thing was, there was no insecurity on my part about her being with a guy. I think it was because I was dressed up as a woman and we were a team.

After some deliberation, we picked out our lucky guy. Rita had been apparently eyeing him since we’d come into the club, and now he was just a couple of yards away from us, having a drink by himself. He was extremely well dressed. A Rolling Stones t-shirt peeked out through a crisp denim jacket and his shoes were leather captoes. He also looked fairly young—he couldn’t have been older than about twenty-five or so.

Rita got on her toes and went over to the man. She whispered something into his ear. His eyes widened and he flashed me a look that was full of curiosity. Rita waved over to me. I walked over to where they were, trying my best to look confident. I gave him a sexy smile. I guessed she’d told him I was really a man, but then he cocked an eyebrow at me and said:

“Is it true? Do you really give amazing blowjobs?”

I blushed.

“Why don’t you take us home and see for yourself,” I said flirtatiously.

I was amazed by my own boldness.

It turned out that John lived on the forty-seventh floor of a high-rise condo tower. When we went in I immediately knew that not only was he young, he was made of money.

He didn’t take us to his bedroom though. Instead, he slid open the doors to his spacious balcony. The cool, windy air greeted us as we stepped out into the night.

It didn’t take us long to get down to business.


CHAPTER 5

John’s cock was thick. Probably as thick as an arm. I sucked in a breath as I mentally examined it in the shadows. A slightly curved shaft ending with a huge mushroom head, rising up above his huge balls.

“Why don’t you give this nice gentleman a compliment, Danielle,” Rita said with a little smile.

I stared up at John with lust-filled eyes. “Your cock is amazing, sir. I…I have no words to describe how amazing it is.”

I bowed down toward him. His smell overwhelmed me and for a split second I felt repulsed. Dirty. Was I really about to do this? There was no going back once I’d put my lips on another man’s cock…

It was the throbbing in my own cock and balls that told me to go ahead.

Rita spanked me and reached under my pink dress to rub me through my panties. I massaged John’s balls, warming him up. He was hard in an instant. His thick cock was soon buried inside my mouth. I continued rubbing and caressing his balls and he flinched and groaned.

“Why don’t you give those balls a nice suck, Danielle,” Rita murmured. “John will like that.”

John was sitting in a huge wicker swing chair and his legs trembled as I followed my wife’s orders. He began pumping his cock deeper into my throat. His musk was strong and I forced my jaw to stay open. Just like a good girl. That was when I heard soft moans behind me and realized that Rita was probably spread across the deck tiles rubbing herself as well! Who knew that being a hot sissy slut would get her so worked up?

“I’m cumming…” John announced.

And before I could even blink, hot sperm splashed directly into my mouth.

“Drain all of his cum with your slut lips,” Rita instructed. “Mmm just like that…suck and wipe everything off with your tongue. I want his beautiful dick to be completely spotless!”

John’s cock pulsed as I sucked him dry. He shuddered and sighed. I think he was really enjoying me draining him.

Rita came over and kissed me. We kissed like two crazed lesbians who was putting on a show. John rubbed himself while he watched us. Given that we were high up in the city, surrounded by a forest of other high-rise condos, I was pretty sure he wasn’t the only one watching us.

“Fuck me, John!” Rita whimpered after some time, spreading her legs open. She’d removed her underwear and her soft pink pussy was exposed. “I need your cock inside me now.”

“Hell yeah,” John muttered and he trudged forward.

I watched as his fat tip penetrated her eagerly. He pushed through her folds and her rosy lips began to part, her swollen clit erect and glistening. Rita’s thighs spread wider and she wailed like she hadn’t been fucked in a long time. She clawed at my dress, then my arm.

I knew what she wanted me to do. With one hand, I began to rub her clit for her.  With the other, I was rubbing at John’s groin, fondling his balls as they swung back and forth.

She wanted me to pleasure her. And I had to do everything within my means to do that for her.

Even if it meant encouraging another man to fuck her.

Night breezes enveloped us as we writhed against each other. I had to stop from time to time because I was getting so aroused. I moaned like a girl. I pinched my nipples so hard they hurt. I had disrobed myself and was only in my thin bra and panties now. My wife came with a deafening cry, and ordered me to quickly get rid of my panties and get into doggy position. 

It was my turn now.

“Beg for him to put it in you, Danielle,” Rita said. “Like a true slut. Get on all fours and beg!”

“Yes, Miss Rita. Please, sir, could you stuff it inside my girly ass?” I moaned. “I’m a sissy who likes it stretched hard and deep by big cocks just like yours.”

I had an almost panoramic view of the city as my ass was spread open, and his rod knotted its way through my opening. Pain and pleasure exploded together and that first wave of euphoria gushed through my body. It was the tightness, so intense it was indescribable, the fullness down there, the soft hardness of a pulsing cock, and the shame of having to submit to another man. More than anything, though, it was the thought of my wife egging me on. She took so much pleasure in humiliating me and having my ass played like a violin at Carnegie Hall.

And there was no point fooling myself anymore. I liked cocks. Real, breathing cocks.

And goddamnit, my wife knew the truth.

“Fuck my lesbian wife, John,” Rita purred. She was almost breathless with excitement. “Stretch her ass as much as you can. I want to see you destroy her…”

John’s cock seemed to be getting even deeper into me, accessing the depths in my core I didn’t even know I had. His huge thighs and balls scratched my ass each time he swung into me. I was overcome with a strange feeling, like I really needed to pee. It felt weirdly good.

So good I had to moan yet again.

“Oh look at her,” my wife said. “I don’t think she can even last a second. She loves your cock a little too much, John!”

I felt my body shudder. My head was a swirling mess.

I had to give in to the weird feeling.

“Shoot it out, Dani!” Rita ordered. “Do it now! I want to see that nasty sploodge come out in buckets! Ohhh, look. I think it’s coming! Make that custard, honey! Fuck yeah…go for it! Make that sweet, sweet custard!”

The urge for me to finish was way too strong. And I knew I’d lost the moment my wife’s hand curled around my penis and pressed down hard. I uttered a tiny feminine scream as I came. Rita laughed, came over, swiped a finger across the deck tiles, and stretched a little of my cream out for me to lick.

“Danielle, I’m gonna cum…”

It was John. He was furiously pumping away with his hands, and his eyes were half-closed, his jaw scrunched up and his whole body tensing to prep for the release.

“Danielle, get ready for the gentleman’s big finish!” Rita ordered. “Please turn around and hold your mouth open for him!”

“Yes, Miss Rita,” I moaned.

John grunted and squirted his hot seed into my gaping mouth. I swallowed, then opened my mouth again to take in his leftovers. For the second time that day, I was enjoying another man’s cum right in front of my wife.

***

“Mmm what a night,” Rita said in a cheerful tone. “I’ve always wanted to dominate a woman. It’s been a secret obsession of mine for so long! And thanks to you, I really lived out that fantasy. How was the experience for you, Dani?”

“I’d…I’d love to do that again,” I admitted sheepishly.

We were in a cab on the way home. I was snuggled next to Rita, my arm around her elbow, and I was resting my head on her soft-scented shoulder. I was sleepy. Through the window, I could make out the blur of city lights, the glow of shops, most of them still open, and the crowds of anonymous bodies walking like shadow people in the night. A light drizzle outside blotted my view, and I could tell the winds had picked up, though the inside of the cab was comfortably warm.

The cab slowed at a stoplight and I could make out a couple from the window. Two women, holding hands, laughing and chatting away like they had nowhere to go. I wondered if they were in love as much as us.

“Bunny…?” I started. Quietly, hesitantly.

“Yes, honey?”

“Nothing.” One corner of her mouth had lifted into a small smile. The fact that she was so pleased with me had me satisfied. I was happy.

Rita stroked my cheek, and swept the fallen hair from my wig onto my other shoulder. She took my hand in hers.

“Shhh,” she whispered. “Go back to sleep, my girl. It’s been a long day. I’ll wake you up when we’re home.”


THE END


PLEASING MISTRESS VERA




CHAPTER 1

Her name was Vera Solomon.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

That was when things went from bad to worse.

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

I was there at the scene before I knew it. 

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

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

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

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

“Of course,” I said politely. 

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

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

I should have gone back to the bookstore.

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

But I didn’t do any of that.

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


CHAPTER 2

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

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

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

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

“Dang it!” I muttered.

I couldn’t believe I’d lost her. 

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

Minutes later, I’d caught up. 

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

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

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

“You!”

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

If looks could kill…

“Come over here at once!”

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

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

“Huh?” 

“Were you following me, you dirty pervert?”

“N-no, Miss.”

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

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

“I-I-I’m sorry, Miss…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 3

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

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

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

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

I couldn’t stop staring at her. 

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

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

It was actually happening.

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

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

“Yes, Miss.”

“You understand how this is a privilege?”

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

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

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

She waved her hands around impatiently.

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

“I’m Dexter,” I said. 

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

“Mistress Vera.”

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

My face grew red-hot.

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

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

“Are you an amnesiac, Dexter?”

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

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

“I did, Mistress.”

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

I swallowed. Clean? What exactly did she mean?

“Undress,” she ordered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mistress Vera made small talk while doing the enema. 

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

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

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

“And who was that with?”

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

“So she broke up with you.”

“Yes.”

“You couldn’t satisfy her.”

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

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

“Ah,” she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Who, Mistress?”

“The man who’s fucking your girlfriend.”

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

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

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

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

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

“MISTRESS!” 

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

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

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

“Higher!” Mistress Vera yelled. 

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

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

My ass was raw by the time it was done. 

“Now come back here,” she ordered. 

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

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

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

There was no point in denying anything. 

“Correct, Mistress,” I said.

I was ready to tell her everything. 


CHAPTER 4

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

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

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

It was like she could see through me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The room had suddenly gone very silent.

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

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

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

“Wow.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No girl wants a sissy!” I shouted.

“One more time,” Mistress said.

“No girl wants a sissy!”

“Again!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

I sucked eagerly. 


CHAPTER 5

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Not even a dildo?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

I felt so dirty.

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

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

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

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

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

“No, Mistress.”

“Hmmm?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 6

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

My dick stood up again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

If I wasn’t tied up.

So instead, I was forced to wait. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh god…” I moaned.

I couldn’t say much more. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was going to happen...

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

“Unnnnghhh!” 

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

But at last, it was over.

Mistress leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My heart skipped a beat.

I’d signed this summer off as a total disaster, but maybe, just maybe, with Mistress Vera’s help, it could end up being a great summer after all.


THE END


BECOMING HER SISSY DOLL




CHAPTER 1

The day I met Mistress, I hadn’t had a single wink of sleep.

The insomnia wasn’t because of nerves, exactly—after more than two years of waiting, I was more excited than anything else. No, my lack of sleep was down to the thick spiral of steel closing in on my private area, squeezing it in like a metal prison. It was psychologically uncomfortable, to say the least. Even the smallest of movements would set off a trigger that it was there—huge, heavy, ominous, and waiting to torment me. 

So that night I placed a silk pillow in between my thighs to soothe myself and reflected on what Emelia had said. That there would come a time where being in chastity wouldn’t be so difficult, and just how important it was for a doll to learn to control her urges.

A doll isn’t a doll without self-discipline, she’d said. 

Of course, I was still a doll in training, and luckily at the phase where I could afford to make mistakes (within reason, of course). But even though I tried my best, my mind headed down a twisty road of horny fantasies, leading, of course, to erections. Or what would have been erections. I could’ve dealt with erections. But instead, what I was left with was a naughty, pulsing creature between my thighs, one that kept screaming and whining for attention.

It was only when the sun was already up that I’d drifted off into an uneasy, barely-there state of sleep. When I woke up and went to the mirror in the bathroom I was disappointed to see bags under my eyes. The puffiness spoiled my beauty. I had a naturally sweet and baby-round face, even when I’d been living as a man. I looked thirteen by the time I was twenty-one and I’d been told I had ‘soft’ features more times than I could count. After two years of living in the Doll Manor, I also had a tiny nose, plump lips, and long blonde hair that was as thick and strong as a Persian rug.  

I slipped on two under-eye masks and was doing my morning stretching when Emelia came into my room with a cup of tea. She was beaming.

“Drink up, buttercup!” she said, handing me the bone china teacup and saucer. “We’ve got just under two hours to get you ready.”

I took a long, steaming sip of the milky tea. “Em, could you please tell me if you know anything about her?” I asked in a hushed voice.

Emelia shook her head. “You know how they keep things hush hush in here. I’d be lucky if I knew her damn name.” She brushed a lock of my hair to the side. “Have you been sleeping? You look so tired.”

I sighed. “It was my chastity cage. Again.”

“Oh, honey, I’m sorry,” she said, pouting her lips. “But trust me, it’s more of a mental struggle than anything. Before you know it you’re going to start feeling weird without it.”

After I was done with my tea, I lay in the bath for a long time. I shaved, shampooed, and moisturized until my skin was nice and slippery. Then Emelia shuffled me back into the room and helped me put on my make-up and get dressed.

We did a smoky purple-brown eye look that was completed with falsies and glittery pink lips. My hair was dried and styled into silky golden waves, with a bow clip tucked into one side. I slipped on my ruffled panties and lace bra and then squeezed into my latex dress. The dress was bubble-gum pink and so shiny that it could’ve easily hypnotize an onlooker. There was a steel-boned corset built into the bodice that shrunk my waist in a good ten inches. Emelia helped me wiggle on my striped pink-and-white stockings and forced my feet into a pair of platform pumps adorned with little bows.

I stared in the mirror for a good while after we finished. I was horribly stiff and uncomfortable, but all that pain was worth it. I looked like a life-size figurine you’d find in a music box—a dainty little thing that was made to be treasured and played with by a very lucky owner.

My chin trembled. 

Emelia’s hand squeezed mine. “Bonnie, this isn’t a goodbye,” she said firmly. “It’s a to be continued. Now stop with the tears or you’ll ruin your pretty makeup.”

“I’ll miss you,” I whispered. 

She playfully slapped my arm. “Nonsense. You have a new life now. Brand new beginnings and all that. Before you know it, you’ll forget I even existed.”

It was hard to believe her words, even though deep down I knew it was true. Two years ago I’d been twenty-nine and married to a wonderful woman. Things got ugly only a year into our marriage. Long story short, she cheated on me. Not once, not twice, but several times. It was like I was living a recurrent nightmare—but even then I was prepared to make things work. To love and to cherish, till death do us part.

To her, the man she’d married had already died.

After my divorce, I swore I’d never get into another relationship again, let alone marry another woman. My friends thought I was being extreme and had probably fallen into depression, but to me, it made perfect sense. Nothing ventured, nothing lost…that was my new motto. Then one day I was online and stumbled into a new world. Everything changed, yet again.

It was called the Doll Manor. 

It was an ultra-exclusive, gender inclusive community that had one mission: to transform willing men and women into dolls. It provided a safe space for people who were serious about dollification, and the dolls would go on to get matched with their eventual Masters and Mistresses. Anyone could technically apply to the program but it was immensely difficult to get into, not just because of the overwhelming number of applicants but also the Manor’s militant acceptance criteria. At the end of the day, a lot of it had to do with how much you were willing to invest into it—becoming a doll was understood to be commitment for life, and once you signed the contract you’d have to honor it at any cost.

Who exactly are the Dolls? Let me explain. Being a doll is all about beauty, exaggeration, and the art of transforming yourself into a head-turning wonder. Dolls are made to be looked at, shown off, and played with. We are breathing works of arts. In fact, we’ve been called many things and not all of them are necessarily positive. Circus freaks. Exhibitionists. Models. 

But I prefer the term ‘living doll’.

For people leading an otherwise fulfilling life, there was a lot to lose by becoming a doll. But for me, the Doll Manor represented a totally different way of living: one that was full of fantasy, trust, and happy endings.

And suddenly, after living inside a long black storm, I had hope. 

I began wishing for things again. Wishing for a kind, caring, powerful Mistress who would own me and play with me. And we would have this beautiful, one-of-a-kind relationship. 

“Bonnie?” Emelia said softly, snapping me out of my reverie. “It’s time for me to leave.” 

I nodded and she gave me a peck on the cheek and left. I traipsed to the bathroom again and sat on the toilet to relieve myself. I reapplied my lipstick and half-sat stiffly on the bed as my heart began to flutter with anticipation. 

There was a sharp knock on the door. My muscles tightened like they’d been gripped by a vise.

“Come in,” I said, clutching my fingers together so tightly they hurt.

A handsome man in a suit was standing in the doorway. He gave me a lingering smile.

“I am here to escort you to Mistress Florentine,” he said in a thick accent. “She is waiting impatiently to see you. Shall we go?”

Mistress Florentine.

Her name echoed through my head as I followed him through the pristine, fluorescent-lit corridors of the Manor, the knot in my stomach turning itself into an anxiety-ridden monster.

I’d spent so many hours fantasizing about this moment, worrying about it, daydreaming about all the different ways this first meeting could go. It was the culmination of every ounce of effort I’d exerted over two years: the extreme exercise and diet regimen to lose the weight, going under the knife for my breast procedure and nose job, getting the fillers in my lips and cheeks to shape my face, the shots taken every three and seven weeks to make my skin radiant and  ensure my breasts continued to grow, the rigorous lessons on etiquette, chastity, and entertaining. Everything.

The success of our match depended on a good first impression on my part. I had no doubt Mistress Florentine had extremely high expectations of me. 

When I saw her seated on the chaise lounge, my heart went into overdrive. Her head was down, and I think she was looking at her phone. All I could see at first was her jet-black hair, which came down to about an inch or two below her shoulders. When the clack clack of my heels grew louder, her head snapped up and we made eye contact.

She was so beautiful. Her face was youthful, kind, and forgiving. Though she clearly came from wealth, there was nothing particularly flashy about her, and everything from her simple made-up face to her black boots was kept classy and sophisticated. She gave me a cautious smile, the flesh of one cheek crinkling into a dimple. It made her red lips stand out.

I was instantly smitten. Like a puppy who had just met her owner and was already in love. 

I gave her a curtsy like I was trained, and in response she hovered a hand in front of me. She was wearing black lace gloves. I took it in my palm and kissed it very gently, the smell of her perfume tickling my nostrils. She smelled like a rose garden and some kind of spice. 

For a long time, she sat seated and talked in hushed whispers to the Manor coordinator, and as the minutes ticked by, the adrenaline in my blood was about to reach its peak. What were they talking so much for?

Does she even like me?

As I stood there, frozen like a statue and imagining the worst, Mistress Florentine finally rose and said to the coordinator in a clear, deep voice that tinkled like crystal: “I have to say, she’s very pretty. Even prettier than the photos I saw of her. I’m going to enjoy playing with her very much.” She gave me another smile, one that could’ve easily melted an ice-cap. “Come here, Bonnie.”

I took two steps towards her and got down on my knees. She brought out a pink leather collar with a ribboned bow at the front. It was attached to a little gold bell. When she hooked the leash onto it I dared to look up at her and she gave me a satisfied look that said, You’re mine now. 

Something about that look gave me the impression that she’d figured out the secrets of our whole existence and I just had to trust her.

Mistress walked me to the car, with the man in the suit following us. She handed my leash over to him. The man accepted it with a bow.

“Put her in the backseat,” she told him before getting inside. “And be careful. She’s fragile.”


CHAPTER 2

The ride to my new home took well over five hours. 

We wandered away from the ruckus of the city towards the comfort and quiet of the countryside. After my isolation in the Manor for so many months, it was like I was entering a whole new world—one that was meant to belong to a storybook. I saw meadows and green valleys and even the fattest sheep bumbling away on huge green fields. The sky was piercing blue without a single cloud in sight. We passed a stone bridge that created a perfect arc across the river waters.

I was feeling cold in the car. Ever since I’d started on my feminization treatments, I sometimes became frustratingly cold, almost to the point I could feel my bones shivering away inside of me. When I whispered this to the man in the suit, who I came to understand was Mistress’s personal assistant, he gave me a nice set of wool blankets. I saw Mistress sneak a glance at me all cozily wrapped up and I thought I glimpsed another smile, but she didn’t say anything. 

And then I slept.

When I opened my eyes again, we had arrived at our destination. I was stunned to see just how large the place was. It could’ve been a gothic hotel or something. There was a fountain near the entrance and the front garden seemed to stretch for miles.

A maid who looked to be in her early twenties skittered to the door and curtsied at us.

“Judith, I’d like you to take her straight to her room,” Mistress ordered. “She’s had a long journey and needs her rest.”

I was whisked away to my bedroom and was thankful that it was warm. The fireplace crackled and glowed, and most of the furniture came in various shades of pink. Frilly pink curtains framed the large arched window next to the bed, which looked like a floating pink cloud holding pillows that seemed to be as soft as cotton candy.

It was ten times better than the clinical-style rooms of the Manor.

After Judith left, yet another maid came in and oriented me to where I could find my basic necessities, like towels and nightwear and things like that.

I was blown away by my wardrobe. It was a never-ending of stream of dresses, gowns, bras, panties, corsets, swimsuits, bows, belts, hats, heels…basically every doll’s dress-up dream.

“It’s lovely to meet you,” the maid said finally, once the bedroom tour was over. “I’m Talitha, by the way.”

“I’m Bonnie,” I said, a little shyly. 

Talitha giggled. “I know that’s your name, silly. Oh, and Mistress wanted me to tell you that she’s enrolled you in ballet lessons. Your first lesson starts tomorrow, so she’d like you to get plenty of rest.”

I gaped at her. “You’re kidding me, right?”

Ballet had been one of the interests I’d put in during my application to the Manor, along with singing, quilting, and soapmaking. One of my dreams had been to perform ballet as a doll, though I’d never even dared to write that down—only hinted at it during my interview. Never in a million years did I think my Mistress would even care to prod the people at the Manor to find that out, and then actually sign me up for classes…

It was such a sweet thing for her to do!

“Mistress Florentine thinks you have a lot of hidden talents,” Talitha said with a wink. “Besides, she likes to keep us busy around here.”

I chatted away with Talitha for several minutes before she left me to go have a bath. I had showered, dressed, and put on my makeup again before she came back to take me downstairs for dinner. 

Dinner was a real feast. There was roast beef and mashed potatoes and gravy and three different kinds of puddings for dessert. Mistress kept making sure I was well fed even though I didn’t even have an appetite in front of her. She still made me very nervous and I was still worried I would do something to spoil the image she had of me.

And so I ate like a lady, and Mistress kept exclaiming how I was such a frail little thing and asked the waiting staff to make sure I ate well even when she wasn’t around. 

After dinner she retreated to her boudoir, and I went back to my bedroom. I stripped down and washed my face. Then I jumped onto my cozy bed only to realize very suddenly that I was all alone again. 

Mistress’s room was right next door.

I tried to imagine what she could be doing right now. Maybe she was doing her night-time skincare. Maybe she was naked and pleasuring herself to fall asleep. There were real butterflies in my stomach as I began to picture what her breasts, hips, and pussy looked like. Would they be as beautiful as her face?

So far, Mistress Florentine was everything I’d ever wanted and more. I fingered my pink collar and shimmied my chest a little to make the tiny bell tinkle. I was hers now. 

I would’ve done anything to see her then. Completely naked. So I could kiss every inch of her. Smell her. Taste her.

If only...

Jesus! Calm down, I scolded myself as my crotch began to swell uncomfortably inside my cage. Go to sleep.

***

I didn’t get to see Mistress the whole of next day.

But like Talitha had promised, I had plenty of things to do to distract myself and keep myself busy.

In the morning, I was taken to the dance studio in the basement where I was greeted by a sharp-nosed woman who introduced herself as Miss Myra. She was beanstalk-thin and looked as tough as nails.

Unfortunately, all my fantasies of diving into the air and twirling around and around like gravity didn’t exist flew out of the window as soon as I was asked to balance at the barre. I was extremely awkward throughout the class, and fell more times than I could count. Miss Myra turned out to be as unforgiving as she looked, making me repeat the moves and positions again and again until I was actually dizzy. Midway through the class I became terrified that Mistress would walk in and witness me completely butchering my moves.

I counted my lucky stars when Miss Myra finally wrapped up our class and told me I could leave. I resolved then and there I had to get better with my balance and flexibility—and quick. It was only a matter of time before Mistress would want to see the fruits of her investment.

In the evening, I was taken out for a walk to see the horses grazing out in the pastures surrounding the mansion. It truly was like something out of a storybook. I spotted all sorts of flowers and birds that I’d never seen before. There was a pond with huge white swans bobbing sleepily across it and even rabbits doing binkies as they scurried along. I found myself completely and utterly engrossed in the beauty of my new home.

The memories of my past life—even Emelie, who I’d loved so much while at the Manor—were quickly fading away.


CHAPTER 3

The following day I had my second ballet lesson. Things didn’t progress as smoothly as I’d hoped and Miss Myra even scolded me for not remembering her instructions. I wasn’t used to this. I was used to people ooh-ing and aah-ing over me and I decided I didn’t like Miss Myra very much. 

After my lesson I vented to Talitha about how the ballet class was a terrible mistake. She advised me to just have fun with it. We were allowed to go for a long walk, even further than we’d gone the first day, and that was a lot of fun. I learned that Mistress was a very busy woman and I even tried to prod Talitha about the other lovers she’d had. 

“Mistress has had her fair share of lovers,” she said with a knowing look. “But sorry, Bonnie, my lips are sealed!” 

I told her all about my life at the Manor, even though the details had become surprisingly hazy. She was totally fascinated by all the training I’d undergone, especially the one class where I had to learn how to strut in a pair of fifteen-inch platform shoes they called ‘Infinity Heels’. 

“How do you walk in such high heels?” she asked, as if in awe.

I shrugged. “You get used to it after a while. My stainless steel frenemy down there, on the other hand…”

Talitha’s eyes grew wide. “You mean...you’re in chastity?”

“Yes,” I said. “It’s the worst. I can’t even jack off. And I have a tough time falling asleep.”

Talitha looked thoughtful. “Well...if you really need some help, I’d be up for the challenge…”

Then she erupted in a bout of wicked laughter. I wasn’t sure if she was being serious or not.

That night, I changed into my lacy pink nightgown and got cozy in bed. I’d brought a book from the library with me. It was a light-hearted romance novel that I’d hoped would keep me distracted enough until I fell asleep.

I had just finished the first chapter when there was a soft knock on the door.

My heart leapt into my throat. 

The doorknob turned and suddenly Mistress was standing there in a robe. She entered the room and closed the door behind her.

“Hi Bonnie,” she said. “I haven’t been able to catch up with you in quite some time. How did your ballet lessons go?” 

“It was...it was alright,” I said quickly, wondering if Miss Myra had told her how terrible I was.

“I’m happy to hear that,” she said smoothly. “Come here.” She motioned me to sit in front of the vanity.

My hands were suddenly clammy as I sat down on the velvet-topped stool. Mistress seemed to be admiring my reflection. My hairbrush was laying on top of the vanity, and she took it and started to brush my hair.

“Such nice, healthy hair,” she doted. “You’ve taken such good care of it, Bonnie. I’d love to see bangs on you sometime.”

Then she sat down and gave me the brush, smiling expectantly at my reflection. My stomach burning with nerves, I began to slide the brush through her glistening black hair with long, careful strokes. She must have found it relaxing, because after a while she was humming to herself.

“Has Talitha told you about the party we’ll be attending?” she asked after a while.  

“No, Mistress,” I responded.

“I suppose she was planning to tell you tomorrow. Well, it’s coming up next week.”

“I see.”

“I’ve already selected your dress for the occasion. My dressmaker should be delivering it in a few days.” She tilted her head to one side, studying me again through the reflection. “Aren’t you excited, Bonnie?”

“I am, Mistress!” I said, even though I was more nervous than excited.

I swallowed hard as I continued to brush Mistress’s hair. A party would definitely be a high-pressure event for me. It would be my first public event with her, and there was no doubt she’d want to show me off to all her friends and acquaintances. That meant I had to be on my absolute best behavior—not only did I have to impress Mistress, but I had to impress and entertain the party guests as well. 

“Your breasts are growing nicely,” she said suddenly. “I’d like to see them.”

I blushed. 

The lace nightgown I was wearing was too big for me so I went ahead so I began to pull at the loose straps. Mistress reached forward to unwind the straps under my arms and pulled them down to my waist. I thought she would stop there—she’d said she only wanted to see my breasts after all—but she didn’t stop until the nightie fell to my feet. My heart began to thump wildly in my chest. I was standing there in just my ruffled panties.

She motioned me to remove them as well.

And then she was staring down at my chastity cage, at my penis that was enclosed within the steel rings I’d begun to hate. She was studying it like she’d just stumbled upon a rare diamond. She removed her gloves and lay them on the vanity. I could smell her perfume again—it was so subtle yet completely, utterly intoxicating and I felt high all of a sudden. She slid her fingertips across the rings of the cage, then stroked my balls very gently.  I started to think about really gross things just so I wouldn’t humiliate myself by getting hard. 

Her right hand then hovered up and went over my right breast, cupping it gently. Then she gave it a squeeze.

“You have beautiful breasts,” she said in a whisper.

For the first time, I felt her lust for me, and the fiery longing in her eyes.  

“Here, help me undress,” she ordered.

I untied the robe she was wearing and realized she was still in her day outfit—a formal black dress with the kind of sleeves that flared out and resembled lanterns. I unzipped the dress from the back and pulled down the top, but she stopped me short when I reached her belly. She turned her back to me to unhook her bra, then faced me again. Her breasts fell out as I released her bra. They were bigger than mine would ever be. They were flushed pink and her nipples were the color of cinnamon. 

“Suck them, please,” she said.

I bent forward and took a nipple in my mouth. I twirled my tongue around her nipple and she let out a moan. Her deep, sensual voice was so titillating that I felt my cock grow and squeeze inside my cage, even though I was fighting, fighting for it to stop. Her nipple was swelling and hardening in my mouth and I could almost taste the traces of perfume on her skin. I shifted to her other nipple, pressing the breast with one hand while wrapping my teeth around it and tugging on it with the tiniest amount of pressure. 

She took my other hand and brought it up in between her legs. She rubbed herself with it, over her panties. 

I was witnessing the transformation of my Mistress, a wealthy, strong, powerful woman, who was losing herself to her desires. The fact that she was so solemn, so put together in public but was letting herself completely go in my presence...I had no words. It was beyond thrilling. 

Mistress plunged my hand inside her panties. They were soaking wet with her juices. With a fingertip, I explored her slit, found the hard button of her clit and began to rub it in circles. She sighed contentedly. I angled my forefinger further down and sunk it inside her hole. As I fingerfucked her, she stroked my hair and encouraged me to keep going in between her moans.

“Good girl...oh yes...oh yes...keep doing that…”

I could’ve gotten drunk from those sweet, sweet words. I built up speed and she spread her legs further apart, her breath quivering in her chest.

“Suck me,” she said.

I got down on my knees while she tossed her panties aside. Her pale pussy contrasted with a strip of black hair almost made me stop in my tracks. It was nestled in between her bare thighs was like a casket of jewels, waiting to be explored and treasured with my tongue. 

I used my plump lips to kiss her wet pussy, inhaling her strong, heady musk. Her moans became louder and higher-pitched, then she started to thrash about. I gripped her butt with my arms to help her stay still. My lips refused to let go of her clit, which was now harder than a stone.  

“Show me your breasts, Bonnie!” she moaned. “I want to feel them!”

I stood up and thrust my soft, perky beasts towards her. She felt them hungrily, pinching my nipples. She pushed me down on my knees again so I could go back to servicing her. 

It didn’t take long for me to feel her wetness drip down my chin and onto my chest. She uttered a helpless cry and her thighs trembled as she came. 

“Mmm. My beautiful Bonnie. Look what you made me do,” she whispered. “Clean me up please. With your tongue.”

“Of course, Mistress,” I said. I was still shaken from having served her, but she was so calm and collected.  

Her thighs were still dripping. It was amazing to see what I’d made her do. I sucked and lapped every drop of her juices, enjoying her sweet, briny taste. 

I was so happy, I could’ve done that and a lot more.


CHAPTER 4

The day of the party was edging closer, and I was becoming a bundle of nerves. When the day finally arrived, I had the worst case of performance anxiety. I was tucked and pinched and tied up into my dress, which was crimson red, and made to wear a pair of glittery pumps that could’ve rivaled the Infinity Heels. Almost every inch of my body was sprayed with waterproof, sweat-proof makeup and the set of false lashes glued onto my eyelids were so thick I could hardly see through them.

When Mistress saw me for the first time, her mouth flew open. She kissed me and complimented me and murmured comforting things in my ear. I think she could tell I was nervous. I knew that I was going to be paraded around and shown off and gaped at but I also knew that I didn’t have to do anything that I wasn’t comfortable with.

“Just do what I say,” Mistress whispered. “And you’ll be fine. Remember, this is going to be a night to remember for the both of us.”

Of course, Mistress looked ravishing in her own party ensemble. She wore a stunning gold and black corset attached to a garter belt, sheer stockings, and midnight black satin gloves that reached up to her arms. Her black hair was parted to one side with the ends curled up in perfectly set waves. Coupled with her stilettos and signature black liner and red lips, she could’ve made any man tremble and fall to her feet.

We drove for about an hour to the venue. It turned out to be a grand brick house that belonged to the hosts. The inside gave off a Victorian vibe, with lots of colorful velvet and hanging mirrors. Club chairs adorned almost every room, which gave it a touch of class and elegance.

Mistress led me by the leash and I had butterflies in my stomach as the heads turned towards me. But strangely enough I felt at ease. I saw all kinds of people there, of all shapes and sizes, and many of them gave off very friendly vibes. Even the hosts were lovely.

Mistress, of course, was completely in her natural element as she led me along and mingled with the crowds, chattering away and allowing her friends to ooh and aah at me while I smiled bashfully and stared down at the carpet. Her eyes sparkled when even strangers would come up to us and admire me. I was just so content seeing how much she enjoyed showing me off.

For the first hour or so, all I did was trail behind Mistress as she walked from room to room. It was so difficult to actually take my eyes away from her back as I couldn’t help but ogle at the way she seductively walked through the crowds in her stockings and stilettos. Even in a place full of distractions. I couldn’t take my eyes away from her.

After a while, Mistress led me to a room in the back. My skin immediately pricked up we entered. It was like there was real electricity in the air, and it could shock me if I wasn’t being careful.

The room was a real thrill to the senses. There was a group of people exploring, teasing, and stimulating themselves, experiencing the pull and push of both pleasure and pain. I kneeled down on the floor as demurely as I could next to Mistress as we observed them. 

After a while of just watching and enjoying, Mistress took me by the leash to the four-poster bed positioned to the left of the room. The railings had been ornately crafted, with a wide, open circle in the center of the front railing. There were leather cuffs attached to stainless steel chains ejecting from under the bed. 

It looked scary and inviting at the same time.

I was ordered to lay down in doggy position and insert my head through the hole at the front. My wrists and ankles were cuffed and restrained to the railings. A small group of party guests had gathered around us to watch the show. Nothing had even happened yet and my body was already feeling suffocated. The thrill of people watching me sent a shiver down my spine. 

Mistress lifted up the bottom of my dress and pulled down my panties to expose my ass. I heard a gasp. I wasn’t sure who it was or whether it was even from our audience. Mistress whispered something in my ear and left me there, all bare and vulnerable—again, I couldn’t quite grasp the words or make the sounds make sense. I felt faint and all I could focus on was the thunderous rush of blood in my ears.

I was about to be teased. Pleasured. Tormented. All for Mistress’s entertainment. 


CHAPTER 5

Mistress returned with a brown leather whip in her hands. 

“Would you like me to teach you a good lesson, Bonnie?” she murmured in my ear again. 

Her deep, sultry voice made me melt. I felt my dicklette choke up inside my chastity cage. 

“Answer me, doll,” she said, her tone suddenly sharper and more menacing.

The hairs at the back of my neck stood up. “Yes, Mistress,” I whispered.

“Do you want me to show off your cunt to the audience?” she asked. “You do, don’t you?”

I whimpered and nodded.

Her light fingers, now gloveless and cold, rubbed and caressed my ass. I felt just a fingertip graze my asshole. It orbited the outer lining lovingly, never entering the cavity inside. The teasing drove me crazy. I had no idea when my ass would be lashed and whipped and tortured but I knew all that was just seconds away.

Mistress continued to tease me, drawing her fingertips up, down, diagonally and around my ass in slow motions, touching me everywhere except inside my aching hole. I wanted to curl up in a ball of agony, but of course, I couldn’t. I lay there helplessly, the suspense placing me on sensory overload, where every touch, every stroke made my nerves fire a million times more than normal. 

And then…

Twack!

My whole body shook from the impact. I rolled forward, but I was grabbed from the hips and pulled right back into position.

Twack! Twack! Twack! 

Everything went white and I moaned. My ass burned. 

Twack!

This time I let out a yelp. I bit my tongue to stop myself from howling. I didn’t want to show everyone I was a sissy baby who couldn’t handle any pain. 

I was whacked and whipped until my ass was bleeding. Or I thought it was bleeding. The searing pain made it feel like there were two hot coals burned onto my cheeks. 

And then I felt long, eager fingers inserting themselves deep into my core. I moaned at the overwhelming pressure of my ass filling up and getting stretched. At first I thought the fingers had belonged to Mistress but suddenly she appeared on the other side and started to stroke the side of my face, brushing my sweat-soaked hair away from my eyes and smiling down at me as she saw me squirm and moan. All these strangers were violating me at her will and I was completely helpless. 

“There, there. Hang on tight, sissy doll,” she said softly. “Just enjoy the ride.”

Mistress disappeared and for a while I was lost in my own world as my sissy pussy was teased and pleasured and exploited for the benefit of the audience’s perversions. A man came around to the front of the bed and undressed himself. He was a well-built man with a beard and a dusty sort of complexion. I could see he was blessed in terms of his size. 

I looked up at him innocently as he rubbed his member and something snapped inside of me. Maybe it was all the fingers lodged in my ass and teasing me so cruelly, or maybe it was the sight and scent of that thick and very healthy cock. He asked if I would like to suck it, and in my extreme state of arousal, I said yes. 

He rammed his length in my mouth and started to fuck it. I could feel it growing and throbbing against my palate, his hot musk intensifying. He growled with pleasure. His precum was very bitter, but that made me enjoy sucking him even more. I lost myself once again to his motions, my mind in some kind of happy sexual heaven. With no warning, he grunted and squirted his seed, inviting me to swallow every drop. 

When he disappeared, I was left with a horrible, horrible feeling and the aftertaste of another man’s cum swimming down my throat.

Mistress appeared in front of me again, and her stone-cold face told me everything I needed to know. 

The man had broken the rules. He hadn’t talked to Mistress before talking to me.

But that wasn’t all.

I’d made a terrible mistake by not asking Mistress for permission before doing something as vile as giving a blowjob.

The next thing I knew, I was being stuffed with a ball gag. Mistress tightened it from the back. My jaw gaped wide open and I was suddenly slobbering all over myself. 

“That should teach your cocksucking mouth a lesson,” she hissed.

I whimpered and groaned as I tried to signal to her how sorry I was, but all that came out was an embarrassing mewl. I was being silenced and smothered, and resisting Mistress’s punishment wasn’t going to do me any good. 

How had I been so stupid? My worst nightmare had been to disappoint her…but now I had gone and insulted her, and broken her trust.

The whippings started. The audience let out a collective gasp. My balls wobbled and strained as my body jerked to the rhythm of my punishment and Mistress sealed me with those whips. The red-hot sear of pain penetrated down to my bones.

Then the whipping stopped.

My vision cleared again.

I saw her go to the other end of the room and put on a strap-on harness. The harness was attached to a realistic dildo that was swollen with green-purplish veins. She played with the straps to tighten the fit and then came over to me, her cock bouncing with each step.

I bit down on my gag as I was lubed up. The dildo was pushed through my back-end and it slid in with alarming ease, as if my hole had been dilated permanently because of the continuous teasing. Mistress growled like a fierce tigress as she began fucking me mercilessly, her hands gripping to my hips like claws.

I was a toy, nothing but a doll being used for my looks and my holes. I was nothing more than a sexual stress ball that could be abused and manipulated to vent your anger.

And what was even worse, on top of being subjected to this humiliating punishment, was that as Mistress fucked me, the pleasure was starting to build up.

My sissy dicklette needed a release so badly that it was going to happen, whether I liked it or not. The shame of having my body betray me was almost too much to bear. Tears rolled down my cheeks and my dicklette stubbornly pulsed away.

“Isn’t this what you wanted?” Mistress kept asking me. “Isn’t this what you were fantasizing about, you cock-craving slut? You thought I couldn’t give it you, huh? Well we’ll see about that…”

After a while I couldn’t control myself any longer. My body’s response was to surrender immediately to what was happening deep within me. My muscles twitched uncontrollably and suddenly I was draining my cum—what was maybe six months’ worth of painstakingly accumulated cum—straight on top of the bed. And just when I thought it was over, a fresh river of cum spurted out of me. It kept flowing and flowing, like a never-ending pipe, as the built-up tension in my core slowly dissipated away.

“Oh sweetie…oh sweetie…” Mistress murmured, as she continued to grind her hips against my ass. “Oh my sweet Bonnie…you had so much milk inside of you. Doesn’t it look delicious?”

I couldn’t even say anything. 

And then the dildo was pulled out, and someone pushed forward a shot glass in front of my lips.

“Drink it,” Mistress cooed, unstrapping the ball gag. “All sissy dolls need to drink their milk for strong bones. Go ahead and gulp it down while we all watch.”

As the contents of the shot glass was poured through my lips, I heaved and drank both my milk and tears.

And then I felt soft circles of wetness on my ass. For a second I was confused, but then I suddenly realized that Mistress was actually kissing my abused ass.

As if she felt sorry for me.

As if she could kiss all the pain away.


CHAPTER 6

Several days passed and Mistress’s sour demeanor since the party remained as strong as ever. 

I was devastated. This was all my fault. How could I have betrayed her like that? Just the sight of that one cock had led me to make that terrible decision. I hadn’t been thinking straight. I had been stupid. Reckless.

I had the sinking feeling I’d tarnished our relationship forever.

Was I doomed to fail with every woman I dared to love?

On Monday morning, Talitha informed me that someone would be coming over to see me. She rushed me into the shower immediately after my ballet class and told me to run downstairs at half past ten.

The person turned out to be a hairdresser and stylist. Mistress came in and I was made to stand naked under the glare of studio lights, while the two women inspected and prodded every inch of my face and body to figure out how I could best get an ‘upgrade’.

“I would like to see her in bangs,” Mistress said.

“A nice, tapered fringe would definitely look lovely on her. And how about the hair length, Mistress Florentine?” the hairdresser asked.

“Chop it all off,” she said curtly. “Up to the ears.”

“You mean, like a bob?” Even the stylist looked startled.

“Yes.”

Tears welled up in my eyes and I struggled to blink them away as it dawned on me what was about to happen. I’d brought this all on myself so what was the point of crying? I’d spent two years growing out my hair, taking my vitamins, brushing it, deep conditioning it every week without fail. And all for nothing. I was going to be an ugly sissy doll.

There was no doubt Mistress saw me crying.

And yet, she didn’t say anything. 

Hell has no fury like a woman scorned, I thought.

I shut my eyes closed when the hairdresser brought the scissor to my head, refusing to witness all my hair being cut off. For the rest of the appointment, my nails were painted and the light crop of body hair remaining on my body was waxed off. Mistress took a good look at me and said she was happy with the result and for me to go off to the library to do some reading.

Later on, I was in such a bad mood that Talitha made the cook bake me a chocolate cake to try and cheer me up.

“Mistress Florentine can be harsh but she’s doing it out of love, trust me,” Talitha said. “I’ve seen the way she looks at you. I can only imagine how angry she was at that man. She’s very possessive.”

“Oh, I hope it’s true,” I said.

That night I was curled up in bed with a book, trying my hardest to fall asleep. All the words were blurred and the story just wasn’t making sense.

Here we go again, I thought bitterly. Back to square one.

I tossed the book away and brought my knees up to my chest. I just stared out the window, looking out at the night sky. It was still so clear, with only a smattering of tiny stars spread across the black lake of the night. I opened one window to let a breeze in, hoping it would comfort me.

And then there was a knock on the door.

My stomach dropped. I turned around to see Mistress in my room, in another one of her robes.

She was silent for some time and then she walked over to the vanity, motioning me and to come and sit down. It made me remember the wonderful night we’d had several days ago. My heart ached with longing.

What I wouldn’t do to feel that again… 

When I sat down on the velvet stool, swiveling my butt around the side so I wouldn’t see myself in the mirror—I still refused to accept my awful haircut—I suddenly saw that she was holding a thin book in her hand.

“This is for you,” she said.

I glanced down at the cover. The Gift of the Magi by O. Henry. Wasn’t that a Christmas story? I faintly remembered that it was about to woman who cut off her long hair to buy a present for her husband. I couldn’t remember how it ended.

“But it’s not Christmas yet, Mistress,” I said.

Mistress cracked a smile. “I know, Bonnie. But I’d like you to read it. I think we can both learn a good lesson with this story.”

There were butterflies in my belly as she said those words. I felt warm again, like I was being given a giant bear hug. Mistress lovingly brushed my hair and kissed the top of my forehead. Then she turned my chin around and forced me to look at my own reflection. 

“Don’t you like it?” she asked.

I was crying again. I felt like such an idiot, a fucking sissy to always be crying at the drop of a hat.

“Oh will you just look at yourself, Bonnie! Just look!”

I did look then.

I was expecting to see a blonde mushroom or a blonde bobblehead in the mirror. But that wasn’t what was staring back at me. It was a pixie-cute version of myself, with wispy blonde locks that framed my jawline elegantly. My bangs were long and swept neatly to either side of my face. Of course I didn’t look as beautiful as Mistress, but the short hair kind of made me look like her. In fact, now anyone could look at us and go, ‘yeah, they belong together’.

I sniffed and admitted, “It doesn’t look too bad.”

Mistress actually hugged me. I melted into her embrace, inhaling her sweet smell, and I was comforted more than I could’ve ever comforted myself.

“I think the cut does a great job of bringing out your features,” she said. “But I think something else needs to be said here.”

I waited silently for her words.

“You have to remember you’re a sissy doll, and you’re in my possession. You’re Mistress Florentine’s doll, not Tom’s doll, not Harry’s doll, or Dick’s doll or anyone else’s for that matter. And that means you have to do everything in your power to keep me happy. But that doesn’t mean you’re powerless. In fact, I’m always thinking about how I can do everything in my power to do the same for your needs as well. Remember, we’re in a symbiosis at the end of the day.”

She kissed me on the lips.

“Now, I want you to think about what went wrong at the party and what you’d do different the next time we go to one. I’ll give you three days, and we’ll have a discussion then. But I want you to know that you have so much going for you. You have beauty, intelligence, a talent for ballet…”

I grinned sheepishly. “Mistress, I’m not the ballet dancer you think I am. In fact, I’m a long way away from ever putting on a performance for you.”

She laughed. It was like music to my ears.

“Nonsense!” she said. “You still have to try. Besides, you don’t need to be a perfect dancer to be perfect for me. You’re perfect already—short hair or long hair, dancer or no dancer.” She grabbed my arm and pulled at it. “Come with me.”

My pulse pounded in my ears as she took me to the open window. She climbed out into the night, and I could see there was a ledge, and at the end of it there was a ladder. She motioned for me to follow her. We both went up the ladder, my heart racing as I had a glimpse of the courtyard below me.

We sat on top of the roof, and Mistress told me to remove my panties.

“I think it’s time I give you a little reward,” she said, fishing something from out of her bra.

“No…” I said, my mouth flying open.

Could it be what I thought it was?

I wanted to pinch myself.

Mistress unlocked and slid out my chastity, and suddenly I felt naked in a way I’d never been before.

I’d been fantasizing about this happening for so many sleepless nights, and now that it was here, all my thoughts were scrambled and I didn’t even know what to do.

“Scoot a little closer to me,” Mistress said.

It was happening. Her soft hands wrapped around my dicklette and she began to massage it. Her touch was electrifying…and completely overwhelming. I was rock hard in an instant. If this was how amazing stimulation felt after chastity, well, all those sleepless nights were definitely worth it.

“Cum for me, Bonnie,” Mistress murmured, her hand picking up speed. With the other, she was fondling my balls, until they were straining too.

“Oh, Mistress, I’m going to cum!” I yelped.    

I groaned—a deep, satisfying groan as I reached a mind-blowing climax. My milk was squirting into Mistress’s hand. She instructed me to let it all out and then she tipped her cupped palm into my mouth for me to drink.

“I’m so happy you came into my life, Bonnie doll,” she whispered, and then we embraced again.

I had the stunning realization that she needed me as much as I needed her.

“I think…I think when I met you, Mistress, my wish came true,” I said, hoping that didn’t sound too cringeworthy.

Mistress hugged me even tighter. Her scent made me want to fall asleep, right there on the roof.

“I wish I could stay in your arms forever, Mistress,” I said, breaking the silence.

She smiled. She still didn’t say anything, but she stroked my hair. We spent many minutes in silence again, just staring up at the night sky together.

“You’re safe, Bonnie,” she finally said. “You’re safe with me.”

And then we kissed again.


THE END


SWEET LITTLE SISSY MAID




CHAPTER 1

The room was really nothing special. Just a vintage, metal-framed bed made with plain white sheets, a small dresser, a desk, and one of those cheap fabric closets, all crammed into maybe a hundred square feet of space. It looked like it belonged to the servants’ quarters of a grand seventeenth century house out in the country or something — like everything was designed to be intentionally drab and out of place when compared to the rest of the intricately decorated house, but just perfectly fitting for a servant or a maid. But of course, at the time I didn’t really know any better. As far as I was concerned, I’d have been happy with a cupboard under the stairs if that’s what I was getting.

Thanks to my ex-landlord, I was in a pretty big pickle. Steve, his music-majoring son, had decided it would be a great time to drop out of college and return back home to do what he really wanted to do instead, which was starting a punk rock band with a few of his friends. I’d been renting out Steve’s room, and my official move-out date came to be just a month before my final exams. Yeah, that was probably up there as one of the shittiest things to ever happen to me.

I was a third-year engineering student at one of the best universities in the country. I had big dreams and ambitions, partly born out of being the first in my family to go to college, let alone do a STEM degree. I fantasized spending my days crunching numbers, working with cutting-edge technology at a great company, and coming up with my own creative solutions and models. At the core of it, though, I guess I wasn’t all that different from everyone else at my school. I was a 21-year-old guy who, like them, wanted everything — a fulfilling career, money, status, and yes, eventually a beautiful wife, kids, a luxury house. Nothing wild or ground-breaking, but I had a life plan, and I was determined to succeed.

If you’d told me at the time that I was destined to be a pretty little sissy maid instead, dusting shelves and scrubbing floors while wearing a frilly maid’s uniform, I’d have laughed in your face and called you an idiot.

Evie Donovan was one of the only people who had replied to my online advert searching for a room with immediate availability. The first time I met her, I thought she was shaped like a Russian doll because it seemed like she had several tinier Evies all hidden inside her. She was statuesque and matronly and about forty-five or so, but she was insanely attractive to me. She had a nice ample bosom and a shapely derrière that was perfectly round and looked as soft as a feather cushion. Her short hair was styled neatly, her face meticulously powdered and her large sweater showed off a chunky beaded necklace that hung down to her waist. She was stylish in a way that made it obvious she didn’t care about impressing anyone.

I was instantly taken by this woman in a way I’d never been before. I’d had plenty of girlfriends but none of them could even come close to Evie’s elegance and presence. The way she moved and talked had me transfixed like a schoolgirl who’d just met her Prince Charming. She said she was divorced and living alone, and was interested in someone who didn’t mind helping her around the house in exchange for a reduced rent. She explained she had a bit of a bad back and couldn’t get around as well as she used to.

“You can’t trust anyone these days. Especially those maids from corporate cleaning companies,” she said with a beautiful scowl on her face. “Two-faced lying cows, all of them. I had one of my regular ladies steal some of my most expensive jewelry. Never again!”

The rent she proposed came down to $300, and it would include WiFi, the washer and dryer, and heat. And the cherry on top was that the room was an ensuite, so I’d have my privacy, even though the bathroom was so tiny. If I stretched my arms, I’d have been able to touch the opposite sides of the walls even if they’d been half as long. And the toilet was positioned in a narrow diagonal so the door could open and close. It really reminded me of a coffin.

I pounced on Evie’s offer before she changed her mind and handed it over to some other lucky guy. It was a very sweet deal, and I was overjoyed when she accepted. I felt like I’d crawled out of a very bad situation with a huge win under my belt, and now I just had to fight my way through my nightmare finals week before everything would go back to normal.

Evie gave me a more detailed tour of the house on the day I moved in. It was such a feminine place, with floral cushions and rugs everywhere, and also kept extremely clean and tidy. It had a ton of stained glass ornaments scattered over shelves, side tables, and mantelpieces. There were glass plates, decorative bowls, lamps, and sylphlike goblets that all projected a kaleidoscope of colors whenever even a speckle of sunlight came in through the windows. 

“You see this, Jeremy?” she said, pointing to a glinting amulet that hung down from the edge of a photo frame. It had one protruding eye that looked like a blue gem. “This is what the Turks call a nazar. It shields you from the curse of the evil eye. I like to feel protected from any misfortune in my life because of people below me.”

It turned out she’d acquired the nazar from a recent work trip to Turkey. Evie was an accomplished woman, working as a senior manager for a non-profit that helped refugees and immigrants hone their job-seeking skills and eventually find professional jobs in their fields. She worked with a lot of people from Turkey, which was why she’d recently traveled to the Middle East as well. There, she’d developed a penchant for traditional Turkish ornaments and glassware, and bought her entire collection on a whim from a bustling bazaar.

She had a knowing little smile on her face that day as she stared down at me and lectured about the blue amulet with that creepy bead eye.

Evie was really a no-bullshit kind of gal and I could only imagine what she was like when she was upset. I promised myself then and there I wouldn’t dare do anything that could end up with me being in her bad books…


CHAPTER 2

I studied that week like I’d never studied before. I poured myself cup after cup of instant coffee, attacking sample problems our professor had given us like a maniac on a mission. I combed through my notes until my vision blurred and my tiny bedroom spun dizzyingly before my eyes. In the morning hours, Evie would be away at work, so I’d be studying all day, taking only an hour off at noon to go to the gym. In the early evenings, she would come home and share a glass of wine with me. We would talk for a while, mostly about herself and the projects she was leading at work.

I really didn’t mind listening to her talk about herself. The way her eyes lit up with fire when she was talking about her career was admirable — and very, very sexy. I had to catch myself multiple times to stop staring down her work blouses, because she’d always unfasten the top few buttons the moment she got home, revealing a gloriously full cleavage. I also suspected she took off her bra as well by the way her jugs unusually bounced and jiggled whenever she adjusted herself on the couch.

Sometimes, though, Evie would drink a little bit too much wine and go on these tangents where disclosed things about herself I bet she wouldn’t have dreamed of sharing with me. I got to know, for example, that she’d been divorced for ten years, after she found out her husband had been having a months-long affair with his office receptionist. She also let slip that she’d been a virgin when she got married to him at twenty-two, and yes, he’d been her first love and she’d been struggling to get back into dating, because she’d never really had to date in the first place. She also never had any kids even though she’d have loved to, but now she thought it was too late and that was one of the only things she regretted.

The odd jobs also began a few days after I'd settled in. It started with a few fairly basic tasks like loading and unloading the dishwasher, vacuuming the living room and the carpet on the stairs, and doing some light dusting – nothing that took me more than maybe a half-hour out of my day. I think she saw that I was trying my best to do a good job and so she slowly began to trust me with bigger tasks, including ones that were a little more…intimate. She asked me to make her bed in the mornings, wipe down all of her precious glassware, and shovel the snow off the driveway. I did all her requests without complaints, and once I was done she always said a gracious ‘thank you’ and patted me lovingly on the back, which made me feel like I pet who was being trained.

Once, I was on the phone discussing a sample problem with a friend when I heard a loud screech from upstairs.

“Jeremy! Oh, Jeremy!”

“Who in the world was that?” asked my friend in a stupefied voice.

“Uh, just my landlady,” I muttered. “I gotta go!”

I clambered up the stairs as fast as I could, my heart beating like a terrified rabbit inside my chest. Evie had sounded so desperate and helpless that for a horrible moment I had a flash of her having fallen somewhere, almost unconscious and her legs crippled. I was expecting the worst.

Please, I prayed. Oh god, let her be okay!

“I’m in the bathroom, Jeremy!”

My fingers were ready to call 911 by the time I burst through the bathroom door, huffing and panting. I gasped in shock as I was treated to the most mesmerizing vision. Evie was comfortably lying in the bathtub, surrounded by a sea of soap suds and bubbles, her massive natural boobs and snow-white nipples just barely poking out of the water. She looked as sensual as a mermaid swimming around in her natural habitat. She gazed at me with a straight face and said:

“Oh, there you are. Won’t you be a good boy, Jeremy, and please hand me my towel? I'm freezing and don’t want to stand up in the cold.”

I couldn’t move for several seconds as I tried to shift my eyes away from the scene. Then, finally, I creeped towards the towel rack and grabbed one before handing it to her with shaking hands. She grinned mischievously and set it on the edge of the tub. I felt my cheeks grow hot.

“Oh, you’re such a good boy,” she said sweetly. “Thank you.”

“D-don’t mention it,” I muttered.

“You know, my tub could use a bit of scrubbing. My back’s been killing me lately, and I could really use a young set of hands to help me out. Why don’t you wait outside while I dry myself off?” she asked. “You can use the cleaner under the sink. Would that be alright, Jeremy?”

“Yes – uh, Mrs. Donovan,” I said. I had to stop myself from calling her ‘ma’am’. Somehow, that had seemed more appropriate.

“In fact,” she continued, waving her hands breezily and causing bubbles to fly into the air. “The whole bathroom could really use some freshening up. I don’t think it’ll take you that long at all, two hours at the most. You’re not that busy, are you?”

“Uh, not at all, Mrs. Donovan,” I said instantly. “I’d be delighted to clean it for you.”

I only had a million sample problems left to finish my prep for the finals. But there was something about Evie’s big hopeful eyes that I just couldn’t bring myself to say no to. I wanted to please her…no, that wasn’t quite it. The feeling was much more overwhelming than that. It was this intense desire to submit myself to her, fully and irrevocably, until every one of her own needs and desires were satisfied a hundred times over. I wanted to serve her, like a…well, a servant. Or a slave. And there was nothing under the sun that could possibly be better than completing a task and hearing her powerful voice say ‘thank you’ and having her touch me to pet me like a good little dog.

I was a young man falling hopelessly in lust with my beautiful mature landlady.


CHAPTER 3

A few days after the bathtub incident, Evie became noticeably absent during the evenings. I was still studying like a madman during the day, but as soon as the mornings turned duskier and gloomier, I’d be anxiously waiting for her to come home for our daily catchups, but there would still be no Evie. It would be nine by the time she came in, still in her tight work blouse and skirt and looking as sexy as ever, but sometimes it would be as late as midnight.

She didn't really talk about where she went, though that didn’t keep me from wondering about it. Maybe it was a drawn-out project she was handling at her non-profit, but if that was the case, I felt she would’ve told me something about it for sure. I didn't really feel like asking her where she was because I didn’t want to come across as being rude or nosy about her business.

I busied myself in the evenings instead by cleaning. Before she left for work, she’d give me a long list of household tasks to do and drilled into me exactly how she wanted things done.

“Jeremy, all my light fixtures will need to be dusted today,” she’d say. “You’re going to need to be very careful with my chandelier in the dining room – those are real Swarovski crystals and I’m sure you don’t want to be responsible for replacing them. And remember, dusting should always be from top to bottom.” I’d be furiously making notes at this point because I didn’t want to forget anything. “I need the bathroom deep-cleaned today too. Keep a warm towel right by the tub, and the rest should all be rolled very neatly on the towel rack. Oh, and I don’t want to see any streak marks on the mirrors like last time. Understood, boy?”

Then she’d hand me my feather duster, microfiber cloths, rubber gloves, and a bucket full of cleaning supplies and go on her merry way. It warmed my heart that she not only trusted me enough to do all those things, but she also took time out of her hectic days to teach me so much about cleaning.

What began as a half hour of chores after my study sessions soon blossomed into a full half-day of work. I stopped going to the gym to save time; my days were filled with study, cleaning, study, and more cleaning. To be honest, I really didn’t mind about the time suck because I felt it kept me sane from the tedious mental strain I was continually subjecting myself to while prepping for my finals.

Even though I’d never been much of a clean freak before, I was desperate to make sure my cleaning was perfectly immaculate and up to Evie’s strict standards. I prided myself on vacuuming the invisible spaces below the beds and couches, polishing the tiles on the bathroom door until they gleamed and shone, and making sure every crevice and surface was as spotless as I could make it. And once all my work was done, I’d go through Evie’s checklist twice, making sure I didn’t forget anything, before I finally retreated to my tiny, dingy, dirty room to have a snack and then go to sleep.

On a toasty Friday morning when the sun was out, I was cleaning Evie’s special Turkish glassware during a study break. She was particularly fussy about these glass pieces and had taught me exactly how she wanted them nice and shiny – I could only ever use a feather duster and another small brush to clear up the specks of dust and dirt, and then I had to use a specific spray and wipe them down very gently with a paper towel.

I spent about an hour carefully cleaning all of the glassware in the living room. Evie always checked for scratches or finger marks on them so I was dead set on getting the job perfect this time. Almost all of them were now shining beautifully. I was about to set the last one – a dazzling peacock-green bowl – back on the mantelpiece when all hell broke loose.

The bowl slipped out my grasp and crashed with a horrible clatter onto the floor.

“Oh fuck!” I squeaked.

I stared down in disbelief at the carpet, which was now dotted with pieces of colorful glass.

Fear gripped me like a wild hurricane, and I felt like I was falling to the floor myself, meeting my death on a plane of prickly glass. I might as well be dead – not only had I broken one of Evie’s most prized possessions, I had also hopelessly violated her trust in me. I had lost count of the number of times Evie had drilled into me the importance of being careful with glass pieces. Treat them like babies, she’d said. From the way you hold them to the way you brush their skin. They’re exactly like newborns!

And now I’d gone and murdered one of them.

What would she say? What would she think of me?

Would she ever forgive me?

As my mind cranked out a slew of horrific scenarios, I found myself looking up at the frame hung above the mantlepiece, holding up that creepy long Turkish dreamcatcher-like thing. I was staring eye-to-eye with that horrible blue beaded eye, and a new wave of panic set into me, one where I was more than a little afraid of what Evie would do if she found out about this mess.


CHAPTER 4

That night, I lay awake on my bed, my eyes glued to the cobwebbed ceiling as I waited for the familiar click of the front door opening. I had spent the last few hours tossing and turning so much that I'd left a pool of sweat under my sheets.   

I should have just called Evie and confessed what I’d done. But instead, in a panic I’d vacuumed the ever-living shit out of that carpet, desperately trying to get rid of any evidence that there’d been a bowl there in the first place.

What was I thinking? There was no way she wouldn’t notice. But now that I hadn't confessed to it I had to play my own game. Play innocent.

When I finally noticed that faint click of the front door unlocking and the padded thumps of Evie’s heels on the floor, my entire body trembled. She was humming Don't Stop Believin’ to herself – a sign that she was in an unusually good mood.

Maybe I could get away with it after all…

She kept humming as she slumped down in the couch in the living room with all her weight, creating that swishing sound as a bag of feathers hit on another bag of feathers. Then there was the quiet buzz of the TV and her soft laughs as she enjoyed whatever show was on there.

And then, it happened.

“Jeremy! Jeremy! Come out here at once!”

I walked out of my room, my legs like lead, sweat gushing from my armpits. My eyes squinted in the brightness of the living room. My landlady looked like a goddess sitting on a throne, her beautiful blue eyes fixated on me as she watched me stand in front of her. She was wearing a pink blouse that was very slightly sheer, and I could make out two delicious patches of peach where her braless breasts made contact with the fabric. Two big shadows had formed where her nipples poked out of the blouse.

How was it possible to be just so completely mesmerized by a woman – but also terrified of her at the same time?

Evie pointed one sharp fingernail to the mantelpiece. “My favorite glass bowl used to be sitting here,” she said sharply. “It’s not anymore. Where is it?”

““I-I-I…” I was so pathetic I was already stuttering.

“Spit it out, boy,” she snapped. “I know you were cleaning them today. Where is it?”

"I'm not sure what happened to it," I lied.

Her face was suddenly so close to my own that I could smell her breath, warm and scented like herbs. Her eyes were red-hot coals burning into my guilty soul. Two powerful hands grabbed me by the shoulders and shook me. "Stop lying, boy. I know you know where it is. Did you break it? You did, didn’t you?"

Numbly, I nodded.

“You broke it and thought I wouldn’t notice, didn’t you? You tried to cover it up."

I nodded again.

“I’m  disappointed in you, Jeremy,” she said coldly. "I thought you were a good boy."

I stared down at the carpet, not knowing what I could say to make her feel better. I wanted her to slap me. I was worthless – I didn’t even deserve to be in her presence. And yet, something was happening to me that shocked me.

I was getting turned on.

It was beyond embarrassing. Here I was, actually reveling in the feeling of being beneath Evie, of being at the receiving end of this beautiful woman’s anger. What the fuck? I felt my cock twitch and hopelessly stand up, which just deepened my shame and humiliation.

To make matters worse, Evie had noticed the hardening bulge inside my shorts.

"Well, well, well…” she said in a chilly voice. “What do we have here?"

“You can do what you want with me, Mrs. Donovan,” I said quietly, caving into my arousal. My shorts felt tight against my erection, and it was still growing. I felt like a perverted loser, but I couldn’t stop myself. “Like you said, I’ve been a bad boy. I need to be disciplined.”

“Silence!” Evie screeched. “You…will…not…tell me…what to do, you filthy, disgusting, useless little sucker! How dare you!”

I was pushed to the floor, and before I knew it, one of her heels came down in a flash towards my groin. I twisted my body to the right within the last millisecond, causing the heel to miss my balls and puncture the side of my left thigh instead. I yelped, hot tears flowing down my face as I tried to bear the searing pain from her weight. I’d never known pain like this before.

“What do bad boys need to say?” Evie asked, her heel still digging into my skin.

“S-s-sorry!” I whimpered. “I’m sorry, Mrs. Donovan!”

“You will call me ma’am, you little rat,” she said. “Now say it properly.”

“I’m sorry, ma’am! Please! It hurts!”

“Sorry for what?” Her heel sunk even further into my flesh. My thigh felt like it was getting scrambled into minced meat.

“I’m sorry for telling you what to do, ma’am. It wasn’t my place. I’ll never do it again!” I gasped out the words.

With an evil sneer on her face, Evie’s foot finally let go of my thigh and I moaned, my vision blacking out momentarily. All I could see were stars against a dark sky…and the pain. Oh god, the pain. I writhed in torment on the carpeted floor, wanting to throw up from the intensity of it. She crouched down next to me and smiled, as if she was enjoying my distress.

As the pain slowly subsided, I found myself gazing again at those peach skin-patches on her blouse. Except this time, her being so close to me made her sensual scent waft up and fill me. It was divine. My cock responded by swelling up again, hardening like a brick inside my shorts. 

Evie noticed and spat in my face, disgusted. "What are you looking at, boy?"

I lay there frozen, feeling mortified and aroused at the same time.

"I know boys like you…" she said in a murmur, as if she was half-thinking and talking to herself. "I knew you were one of those. Yes, boy, from the first day I laid my eyes on your skinny frame I was sure you were not a man. You need to be punished and disciplined, but ordinary punishments just won’t do. Oh, no…how does the saying go? The punishment needs to fit the crime." She whipped her head around to me, one eyebrow arched quizzically. "Do you know what that means, my sweet little jellybean?"

I stayed silent. I had no idea what she was talking about, but I wanted her to keep going. Part of me was scared shitless, but the other part of me was eager to know what she was about to do to me.

“Let’s put your skills to the test, shall we?” Evie said after a minute of deliberation.

Then she did something that shook me to the core. She unbuttoned her blouse and let her massive tits free.

They bobbed like two gigantic forbidden fruits just inches in front of me. Her milk-white skin and snowy nipples looked fucking delicious, and they were making me salivate. I’d dreamt of my landlady’s tits for days after I’d caught a glimpse of them in the bathtub, imagining what they’d look like in all their glory, and to actually have her show herself to me was mind-boggling.

“Massage them,” Evie ordered. Her voice had gone very soft.

What the fuck is happening? I thought in a daze.


CHAPTER 5

I stared at my landlady, dumbfounded.

Had I heard her right?

“I’ve seen you looking at these, Jeremy. I know how much you want them,” she said. Her demeanor had changed now – her fury had morphed into something more insidious. She still had that vicious, calculating smile plastered on her lips.

I was scared again.

“What are you so afraid of?” Her smile stretched even wider. “Go on, touch ’em.”

I reached out into the air and cupped those enormous marshmallow breasts in both my hands. I had no idea how boobs should be massaged, so I squeezed them, very lightly, being careful not to shock her with how cold my fingers were. They were softer than I could ever have imagined, and had kept their shape even after all these years.

“Not like that, boy,” she snarled. “Treat them well.”

“S-sorry, ma’am,” I mumbled.

It was like I’d totally forgotten how to please a woman. My fingers still shivering, I started to rub the tips over her pasty knotted nipples, which instantly prickled upright. Evie moaned, so I did that for a while longer, gradually increasing my speed until she arched her back and closed her eyes from the stimulation. I pressed down on her areolas, then gently spread out my massaging all over her boobs, changing up my pressure every few seconds. She started to heave. She was getting majorly turned on.

Oh man, what a sight.

I could’ve cum right then and there.

“Lick them,” she ordered in between moans.

I bent forward and did as I was told. I smeared my saliva all over her erect nipples, then tugged on them with my teeth before moving on to the large expanse of skin around them. Her powdery white skin was slick and sweet in my mouth. I had quite a territory to complete, and I tried my best not to lose my bearings as her breasts wobbled in time with her heavy breathing. I gripped her by the waist to hold her still.

“Oh yes, sissy. Do it. Do it right,” Evie said through gritted teeth.

Soon she was reaching underneath her skirt and touching herself. I guess it had been a while since she’s had any kind of release. She was almost screaming in her horniness.

Suddenly, she thrashed me to one side and removed her panties. She spread her legs open to reveal a beautifully unshaven and mature snatch. I was pretty sure I forgot how to breathe.

“Let’s see how well you do with my pussy, sissy boy,” she said.

I stared at those folded up pussy lips, pink and velvet brown covered up with long curly pubes, her opening glistening with her juices and practically pulsing with anticipation. Seeing her breasts had been a dream come true, but now she’d opened up her entire body to me, literally, and I still couldn’t believe this was actually happening.

Totally charged up but praying my inexperienced mouth could stand up to her expectations, I dove into her jungle mound. Her musky, fruit-fermented scent was inebriating. The only thing that existed in the world was my tongue and her pleasure.

I ran my tongue up and down her lips and suckled on her swollen clit like my life depended on it. She was now really screaming and pulling on my hair and scalp until it hurt. I fucked her wide open cunthole with my tongue, feeling those inner ridges getting wetter by the minute. I savored every drop. It tasted like ripe and aging fruit juice, and god was it good. I was sweating, hardly able to come up for air, completely insulated by her hair and heat but I didn’t care. All I cared about was making her cum.

I was so scared my mouth wouldn’t be enough for Evie. That she’d be disappointed and I’d be punished again with her heels, or worse, she’d come to think I was too much of a sissy to satisfy her urges. How long had it been since she’d had a man inside her? And she was giving me the chance – I just couldn’t fuck it up. Fuck my finals. This was the exam I wanted to pass.

I must have gone at it for several minutes before my tongue and jaw was aching, desperate for a rest, and I was finding it hard to breathe, even though Evie’s hand was still pushing my head right down into her vagina to keep it buried there. I was feeling light-headed by the time she finally gave out an ear-splitting moan.

It was like music to my ears.

Her body started to shudder violently, her pussy hole pulsed like it had its own heartbeat and I gasped as a gallon of liquid erupted out of her.

She’d squirted all over my face.

I was astounded at the sheer amount of liquid that gushed out; it was dripping down my face, all over her thighs, and onto the carpet. I stared back at her through my drenched eyes, waiting for her to say something.

“Not bad…” she whispered. “Not bad at all. Now clean this up and come to the bedroom. I’ve got something for you.”


CHAPTER 6

Like in a daydream, I staggered upstairs.

What was Evie going to do to me in her room?

I had no idea. But she had something up her sleeve. That was for sure.

I’d just spent the last half-hour scrubbing and spritzing the carpet with various concoctions to make sure there wasn’t going to be a stain left behind. I was so tired, yet I wanted to shout from the rooftops. There was still a dull ache in my thigh, my jaw was sore, and now my arms were completely worn out. And yet – I couldn’t wait to get back into my room and get off thinking of those fat tits and pussy. I badly needed a release. 

Evie was dressed in a robe when I walked in, combing through her meticulously arranged wardrobe with those long fingers of hers. She was acting totally normal, like she hadn’t spent the night screaming her lungs out and having the biggest orgasm ever. Sprawled out on the bed were a collection of women’s items. A lingerie set – a blue lacy bra and a tiny pair of panties. Black nylon stockings. Pink flats. And what looked like a French maid’s uniform – a black dress with doll sleeves and thick, frilly lace trims, complete with ribbons and an apron.

None of it made sense. Those clothes looked way too small for Evie.

“Since you’ve been doing the duties of a maid,” she said, finally noticing me. “I thought it would be best if you looked the part too.”

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” I muttered under my breath.

Those sharp manicured fingers came out and twisted my balls so hard I was seeing stars again.

“I apologize, ma’am!” I whined. “This…is for me?”

She cackled. “Well, they certainly aren’t for me, idiot. Look how tiny they are! Oh no no no, these were all gifts my wonderful husband had been planning to give to his little harlot.” She laughed. “You see, Jeremy, while he was barely fucking me with his tiny dick, he thought he could pleasure another woman behind my back and I would never find out. Evie Donovan always finds things out. Now come here!”

She laid out each item on my body and inspected them.

“These will fit you nicely,” she said. “Come on now, quick lesson. Get out of your clothes and put these on. Let’s see how you look.”

I was completely naked in front of her as she instructed how to put on the panties, how to clasp the bra from behind, put on the stockings without tearing them, and zip up and straighten the dress. Every piece of clothing was so soft, and even I thought they’d be tight and uncomfortable, they fit me like a glove.

Then, out of nowhere, Evie pulled out a glossy brown wig that she secured on my head, lecturing me on every small step. I didn’t have my book with me to take notes so instead I tried hard to memorize everything. And it still wasn’t over. She went on to put a full face of makeup on me, dusting eyeshadow on me and pale pink lipstick.

She clapped her hands once she was done and showed me the mirror.

When I took that first glance, I was horrified. Not because I looked horrible, but because I looked good. I really did look like sweet, dainty, feminine little maid and it was so jarring knowing I was a guy inside, but in all other aspects were a woman.

Did I like it? I wasn’t sure. But there was something about me being dressed as a woman – no, a subservient maid – that was making Evie gleefully happy.

And I was willing to do anything to please her.

“Now, Jenny, listen to me very carefully,” she began.

Jenny?

“You will be wearing this while doing all of your household chores. That means that every evening, when I come home I should be seeing you in full uniform – makeup, wig, and all. You will be cleaning and doing the laundry as usual, and you will be cooking my meals too. Understood?”

I nodded.

“And, since you’ll be in an official role of servitude in my house, it’s only appropriate you call me Mistress,” Evie continued.

“I understand, Mistress,” I said. Even my voice had somehow unconsciously changed to fit my feminine clothes – more high-pitched, like a sweet young woman’s.

What the fuck was happening to me?

“There will be no secrets from me whatsoever,” Evie warned. “There’s something you should know about me, Jenny. I despise secrets. You make sure that everything in this house runs like clockwork, and in turn, you will be rewarded.”

She touched her tits through her robe again, flashing me a seductive smile.

My Mistress was such a tease. I would’ve done anything to suck on gorgeous fat tits again. 

“Now get undressed,” she commanded. “I have one more thing for you…”

My heart was beating so hard while I removed all my clothes and stood there, naked once more with my cock out.

Evie started humming again as she reached into a drawer and pulled out a small metal contraption that looked suspiciously like…a chastity cage.

“This little thing,” Evie sang, pointing to my penis with disgust. “Is going to be off limits. I don’t want my maid getting distracted from her daily duties.”

Still humming, she secured the ring behind my balls and slid the cage in before twisting the key in, effectively locking my cock in what looked like a three-inch metal prison. 

Well, dang.

There went my night of solo sex.

Evie patted my back with a delighted smile on her face. “Perfect. Well, Jenny, I have a long day at work tomorrow. Your official maid duties will begin in the morning. I want you to dust and vacuum the entire house before doing the laundry and ironing and hanging up all my clothes for the rest of the week. I expect to come home to a nice, hot dinner waiting for me.”


CHAPTER 7

Just like that, Evie Donovan had transformed me into a real sissy maid. All the cleaning and scrubbing and washing wasn’t actually too bad – what took the most time to get used to was having my cock so constricted. I was miserably horny and knowing I couldn’t touch or stimulate myself did nothing but make me even crazier. I was lusting after my landlady so badly I would’ve done any filthy thing she’d have asked me to do, just to have the opportunity to fondle or lick her wonderful breasts. I couldn’t even think about doing my practice exams as planned because I was too busy either doing my maid duties or fantasizing about fucking anything as soon as I was released.

But even unbeknownst to myself, I had changed. I guess it’s how your brain responds to reflect how you behave – I was wearing a dress all day, putting on makeup, strutting and talking like a lady, even shaving everything from the neck down – that I was starting to think like a lady too. The spell this had on me was so strong I even found it hard to snap out of my role when I wanted to.

“Dude…why has your voice changed?” my friend asked me one day when I answered his call.

“Uhm, what are you talking about? It hasn’t,” I said.

“You must be sick or something, I’m pretty sure it has. Anyway, want me to come over so we can test each other?”

“No.”

“Jesus, what’s going on with you? That landlady giving you any trouble? You know you can stay with me if things go to shit, right?”

“I’m fine,” I said, forcing myself to put on a deeper voice. If only he knew he couldn’t come over because I was wearing a sissy maid uniform and had spent all evening figuring out to make a pie from scratch. “Look, I think you’re right. I’m coming down with something. I guess I need to sleep it off. I’ll call you later okay?”

What had been even more surprising throughout my transformation was that Evie actually had a huge sexual appetite. She requested a lot of back or boob massages that often ended with me licking her pussy or fingering her until she had one of her body-shaking orgasms. I was once asked to lick her asshole for an hour straight. She loved having her own personal female maid she could use however she wanted. Needless to say, my tongue had developed supermuscles.

Even though she worked me to death, I was still hopelessly enamored by Evie’s mature body and powerful presence. Every morning I woke up with a sense of exhilaration, longing to listen to her long list of instructions and tasks I had to complete before she got home. I was still wondering where the hell she disappeared to in those hours between work and coming home – but she didn’t tell me and it wasn’t my place to ask.

Meanwhile, my training got even more intense and grueling. I was taught how to curtsy, straighten up my back and posture, how to wear a corset, how to run a bath with her favorite bath bombs, how to descale faucets, how to wash curtains, and how to cook all kinds of intricate dishes. Each time I was asked to clean her glass ornaments I said a little prayer and kept myself out of the field of vision of that creepy bead eye. I was doing so well that Evie called me in to give me another maid’s uniform with accompanying lingerie. This one had a much shorter skirt and easily showed my crotch if I were to bend down even a little.  The bra was a push-up one, and the panties were a red lace thong. For whatever reason, I was so happy she was rewarding me with sexier feminine clothes to wear!

I suppose the culmination of my transformation as a sissy maid came on the day Evie announced she had some news for me.

“Jenny, I guess you’ve noticed that I’ve been missing after work?”

My eyes grew wide. Was she finally telling me why?

“I have a special guest coming for dinner tomorrow,” she said with a wink. “And you’ll get to know the reason behind my disappearance.” She handed me a piece of paper with a whole menu scribbled on it. “I want everything to be perfect! And you, my dear, will need to look flawless! You’ll wear your new maid’s uniform and everything must look polished. Not a hair out of place, and don’t even dream of slouching in front of my guest. Understood?”

I almost didn’t think Evie was being serious. Did she really want me to wear a slutty maid’s dress in front of another person – a person who she clearly wanted to impress?

And even apart from that, I didn’t really know what to think about exposing our little arrangement to a stranger. I had knots in my stomach thinking of performing as a serving woman for someone else. And who was this mystery guest anyway?

I had no time to worry though. I had work to do.


CHAPTER 8

I was feeling self-conscious as hell the next evening. I was in my sexy sissy maid’s uniform, wig tied up with the help of a lace headband, and wearing bronze eyeshadow, blush, and red lipstick. I looked like a hoe. The short frilly skirt would ride up to reveal my shaved thighs even as I walked about to set the table and do the last-minute finishing touches in the living room.

When the doorbell rang, I jumped. 

“Go ahead, Jenny, answer the door,” Evie ordered with a sly smile on her face.

Feeling incredibly insecure, I walked up to the front door and twisted it open. I wasn’t sure what I was expecting, but standing there was a young man. Decked out in chinos and a t-shirt, he had that effortless, rugged look about him that I would’ve killed to have. He couldn’t have been much older than me. The moment he saw me, his eyebrows cocked up with intrigue, his eyes giving my body the once-over.

Man, he was handsome.

“Hi, I’m Ahmet,” he said. I could tell he was trying to hold in a giggle. I must’ve looked ridiculous to him. 

My cheeks burned as I did a curtsey before letting him in. I was embarrassed already, and couldn’t wait for the night to be over. Evie was watching me like a hawk, and I didn’t dare do anything out of character. I showed Ahmet where he could sit in the living room and served him a plate of cheese and nuts.

“A glass of wine, sir?” I asked awkwardly, my voice coming out squeaky like a mouse.

“Yes, please,” Ahmet said, chuckling.

“White or red, sir?”

“Red.” His eyes roamed up and down my body again. “You have very nice legs.”

“Uh, thank you…sir.”

I walked awkwardly to the kitchen. I was pretty sure he’d already had a good view of my butt.

Once the wine was served, Evie and Ahmet were laughing and whispering to each other while I disappeared behind the scenes again, working hard at prepping the starters. It was painfully clear I was nothing more than just eye candy to both of them, existing just for their perverse entertainment. They were probably ridiculing me right now and I wanted to shuffle away into my room and hide away forever.

Just who was he, anyway? Evie didn’t seem to be in any hurry to tell me.

I was waiting by the sidelines, prepared to refill their glasses as they ate their majestic dinner when Ahmet reached over and planted a fat kiss on her cheek.

Evie squirmed and giggled like a schoolgirl before finally looking over at me. “Jenny, I’m sure you’ve been impatiently waiting to find out who this handsome man is. Isn’t he just so handsome?”

“He’s very good-looking, Mistress,” I mumbled.

“He’s none other than my boyfriend!” Evie announced. “We met at work of all places…I really couldn’t believe he wanted little ol’ me, but when he kept pushing for the umpteenth time, I simply didn’t have it in me to break his heart.”

“I wouldn’t have given up chasing you on my deathbed,” Ahmet said flirtatiously.

Evie guffawed like this was the funniest thing she’d ever heard. “He’s just taken me on the most wonderful dates. Every single day, and let’s just say he’s made me feel…young again.” She giggled and whipped her head towards me once more. “After my divorce, I really thought I’d be spending the rest of my life alone. Aren’t you happy for us, Jenny?”

“He’s extremely lucky to have someone like you, Mistress,” I said honestly.

“I agree,” Ahmet said. “She’s so beautiful and smart and…what’s the word? Cultured?”

Evie fluttered a handkerchief playfully in his direction.

I was watching them being all lovey-dovey before I realized I’d been gritting my teeth, so hard that the right side of my jaw had gone sore. I had to admit I was a little jealous of Ahmet. Here I was, reduced to a crossdressing skank, while this dude, with all the swag in the world, had gone and captured my Mistress’ heart.

Ahmet burped. “I must say, your maid is a wonderful cook. What else is she good at?”

Licking your girlfriend’s ass and pussy, I wanted to say. Did he know that – that I’d spent the past couple of days giving Evie orgasm after orgasm, with just my tongue? How far had he gone with her?

“Jenny does an incredible job cleaning,” Evie said. “You should see her! Give her a feather duster and she’ll be happily dusting for hours on end! Anyway, Ahmet, let’s go wind down. Jenny, I want you to clear the plates and bring us some nice black coffee.”

I clamped down hard on my tongue and just nodded.

Ahmet was ushered into the living room, but as they left his hand grazed my thigh. He was feeling up my skirt! I shivered. Had Evie seen that? His fingertips brushed subtly up my thigh until he felt the lining of my thong. His touch disgusted me but it was also stirring up something dirty and forbidden – I hadn’t had an orgasm for days and god was I fucking horny. I was ready to have anyone – or anything for that matter – stimulate me. Guy or girl, it now didn’t even matter.

His hands lightly explored my crotch area and rimmed the outline of my tiny cock cage beneath my panties before he gave me a wink and followed Evie to the living room.

Ten minutes later, I brought out the piping hot coffee on a tray and daintily began to serve.

“You know, I think you missed cleaning a spot on the carpet,” Ahmet said in a disapproving tone. “Right here. See it? I thought Evie said you were excellent in what you do.”

I stared at a small brown smudge, barely noticeable, right next to coffee table leg.

“Clean that up at once!” Evie yelled. She looked like she was on the verge of a panic attack.

I wouldn’t have minded spilling the coffee all over Ahmet to wipe that smirk off his face.

“Y-yes, Mistress,” I muttered.

I rushed to the cleaning supplies closet, grabbed a cleaning spray and a wad of paper towels, and ran to the living room. I got down on my knees and furiously started to rub at the smudge, praying the spray would work.

“You have a sexy ass,” Ahmet said.

I clenched down on my teeth so hard I thought my jaw would explode. My butt was fully exposed to them, and I couldn’t do anything about it. Ahmet was thoroughly enjoying this – the power he had over me, showing off the seductive dominance he naturally possessed. He was the real man in the room, the alpha man, with his gorgeous lover wrapped around his pinky. While I was just the sissy maid who knew that deep down inside, I wanted to submit to him.

“Bend over properly and show us that ass,” Evie said excitedly.

“Yeah, give us a little wind down entertainment,” Ahmet said.

With anxious butterflies in my stomach, I lifted up my skirt from behind and grasped my ass cheeks. I slowly spread them apart, like a curtain opening to expose my milky puckered butthole to the audience.

“Mmm, that’s making me horny,” Ahmet said. “Turn around, sissy.”

Still on my knees, I twisted around, only to be met with the scent and sight of a mammoth cock. It was growing right before me, standing tall and proud in a bush of wild pubes. I was spellbound. Nothing could come close to the absolute shock and horror of realizing that all these years, I had never known the presence of an actual cock. This one was probably more than double the size of mine, hot, uncut, and pulsing with anticipation. My own worthless penis – could I even call it that? – twitched inside its prison. Fuck, I was actually becoming aroused by another man’s dick.

“You ever seen a man’s rod before?” Ahmet asked, again with that smirk.

My mouth was suddenly overcome with an overwhelming sense of wetness – like I’d just secreted a ton of saliva at the prospect of sucking dick.

Ah fuck. Was I really drooling?

“Jenny, sweetheart, you know what to do, don’t you?” Evie cooed. “Show our handsome man here how good that tongue of yours is.”

My head inched forward, as if that massive penis was beckoning to me. A part of me was desperate to impress him, show him how good of a cocksucker I really was. Even though I’d never even seen another cock in person before. I wanted both of them to humiliate me so much I was reduced to tears.

Could there be a more degrading act for a man, than to service another man with your feminized, lipsticked mouth?

And yet I was really going to do it. My pulse raced and I felt light-headed. 

I was really going to give a blowjob to my Mistress’ male lover.


CHAPTER 9

That first drop of pre-cum was the most disgusting thing I’ve ever had marinate inside my mouth. It was thick and stringy and kind of syrupy, and the more I suckled the more oozed out straight onto my tongue. Everything was happening so quickly, I wanted to pinch myself to make sure I wasn’t dreaming.

Ahmet let out a satisfied groan and widened his legs further apart. I could see my sucking was having a reaction on him and that honestly made me giddy with happiness. I was good at this. I was good at sucking dick.

I made small deliberate circles with my tongue across his head, then slid down the length of his spasming shaft. I was fascinated by how stiff his penis was yet it was also so smooth and soft and alive with anticipation. The more I tasted it, the more I wanted to gobble it all up.

“Mmm, fuck yeah, I can tell this definitely isn’t your first time, sissy,” Ahmet murmured. “That mouth of yours is definitely a gift. Tell me how much you like sucking my cock, slut.”

“I’m a real good sissy maid and I was born to suck cock,” I admitted.

“You were never a real man, Jenny baby. I knew that. Go on, tell him more. Make him harder. I know you can do it,” Evie egged on. She was snuggled beside Ahmet and fingering herself as he watched me, punching her sharp nails in and out of her wet pussy so hard it made loud squelching sounds.

“I love your cock so much, Master,” I said. “I think it’s the most beautiful thing in the world. I could suck it all day long and never get tired of your taste.”

I bent down and put that warm dick in my mouth again. My frilly top had fallen off my shoulder and my knees hurt but I didn’t care. I went all in. That was the moment I realized I’d sealed my fate forever. I was now a sissy maid, a public and devout cock and cunt worshipper, and there was no turning back. 

My own cock (no, I just couldn’t call it that anymore – it was just a clit, and a tiny one at that), held in captive, was straining for a release. It was pounding with hot blood and trying to swell up, but it had nowhere to go beyond those prison bars. A bit of my own pre-cum was dripping onto the carpeted floor.

“Stick it in me now, honey,” Evie whimpered to Ahmet. “Before I cum. Oh god, I’ve never been so horny in my life!”

She removed her dress, her white balloon boobs springing to either side, and spread her legs wide apart. Unashamedly, she patted down on her pussy with one palm, and I hear just how soaking wet it was. She wanted to be fucked this time. Not just pleasured.

There was a world of difference.

Fucking was done by a man, not by a sissy maid.

“You need a good pounding, huh?” Ahmet said, aligning himself between her thighs. “Watch out, I’m gonna break your cunt.”

I had to force myself to watch. His hard rod plummeted into her mound with raw, young, masculine energy, and Evie sighed like she was getting her first release after a hundred years. Like my own hard work leading up to today had never even mattered. Ahmet’s muscles moved like a machine, hammering into her again and again, calling her dirty names, his own pale buttocks rising into the air only to come crashing down like a wrecking ball.

“Ohhh…you see that…George…do you see…I don’t need your sad…limp…dick anymore…”

Evie had entered an alternate state of consciousness, and she was trying desperately to breath in between Ahmet’s pounding. Her breasts were wobbling dangerously, like at any moment they would slip and fall to the floor.

“Fuck you George! Fuck you!” she yelled.

I could only guess that George was her ex-husband.

“Jenny, come here at once! I need you to rub my nipples hard!”

I sprang up and leapt to her side, ready to serve my Mistress in any small way I could. As her tits jiggled and jerked violently, I held onto them and massaged them just the way she liked it, until the color of her skin turned red and mottled. I pinched her nipples hard. Evie kept instructing me to go harder and harder and I put in so much pressure I thought her tits would burst open. Man, could those beautiful breasts take a beating.

“Turn over. Let’s see that fat ass of yours,” Ahmet said.

Evie pushed me to the floor, and got on her knees on the couch. She was grunting like a woman in labor and cursing under her breath, and it seemed like she’d forgotten all about her back problems. Ahmet’s dick disappeared into her rear abyss and he cried out in delight, slapping her dimpled ass hard as he pushed deep in. His face was clenched tight and slick with sweat. The whole room was filled with the clammy, musty smell of sexual intercourse.

Suddenly, Evie let out a loud moan.

“Get under me, sissy! It’s coming! It’s coming!” she screamed.

I knew that sign inside out. I knew what was about to happen.

I buried my head underneath her body, very careful not to make Evie lose her balance, because otherwise I could very well be squashed to death. I positioned my mouth right next to her heaving pussy. Her flaps were open and already dripping with her juices. I opened my mouth, gaping wide, ready for the cataclysmic orgasm that she was about to unleash upon me.

Ahmet’s dick sloshed inside one last time before the dam broke.

Evie let out a nightmarish howl and squirted right into my mouth, and I swallowed every last drop.

“Unnghhh I’m going to cum!” Ahmet announced one second later.

He pushed desperately into her in small bursts, his breath becoming tense and ragged. Then, finally, he closed his eyes and gingerly fished his dick out.

“Come on, whore, you know you want to lick this clean,” he said, slumping back on the couch.

I dragged my body towards his groin hungrily. My face was drenched with my Mistress’ nectar and I was sure I looked awful, and I had mascara in my eyes which made them sting painfully. I tasted his spent pecker, pressing down gently on his head with my fingertips to wring out the residual cum into my tongue. His cock was a glorious mixture of pussy fluids and man cream, seasoned with sweat and salts. So, so fucking good. I nibbled on his shaft and balls until every inch of him was squeaky clean.

“Now lick me clean, Jenny,” Evie said in a tired voice. “And lick the couch clean too. I don’t want to see any stains in the morning.”

“With pleasure, Mistress,” I said warmly, and began to lick her out.

As I slurped up the knots of fresh cum exiting her opening, I was in my own little world again, wondering once again if this was a dream. Only Evie’s content voice drifted into my ears as she whispered to Ahmet.

“Told you she was good at cleaning…”

***

Of course, as it turned out, none of it had been a dream.

I had really been transformed into a sissy maid by my landlady. My new life began as quickly as my old life faded away. Everything I had known to be true had vaporized into nothingness. This was my new start, an existence of total servitude and submission, and funnily enough it soon started to feel like it was the only thing I had ever wanted. I only breathed to clean and scrub and tidy things up, and to bring joy to my Mistress and Master with my feminine charm and – occasionally – to dress up sexily and do fun things for their entertainment. My chastity was my ultimate show of submission and my own personal reminder that I didn’t deserve to look or feel masculine. That tiny metal cage had brought out the best in me.

As for my finals, I ended up dropping out of college the day before I was due to sit for them. I mean, I didn’t really see the point. The last time I checked, you didn’t need an engineering degree to be a really good maid, and my Mistress gave me an education, an actual education, like how to train your voice and wear a corset and how to deep clean the inside of an oven.

I’m not a man anymore. I’m a sweet and obedient sissy maid, eager for all my new adventures with my Mistress and Master.

And I’m not ashamed to say it!


THE END


Thank you for reading!
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