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Chapter 1






I discreetly tug at the way-too-short hem on my skirt when I approach the three of them. It still doesn’t come close to reaching the top of my stockings. If I could just stand along the wall—or better yet, in the corner—I’d be more comfortable. But I can’t. Not while I’m serving drinks. I stare at the shining black leather of my pumps while I balance the tray to my right. I wish they would take their glasses so I could go back to the kitchen and hide.

I cast a sideways glance at my mistress. With my head down, all I can see is the lower half of her body—her bright red spike-heel pumps, her long smooth legs, the bottom of the red dress that clings to her so tightly it looks like it would have taken a team to squeeze her into it. But it was just me. I love when she allows me to dress her. Especially when I can be naughty and slide my hands in places I know I shouldn’t. I think about those places now, and my finger twitches.

Tonight, we’re hosting two other D/s couples from our club. The dominants are each dressed elegantly—my mistress with her red dress and the two men who might as well be matching with their black suits. All three subs are dressed alike. We’re wearing black corset-style tops that are sheer enough to show our nipples but with enough boning to draw everything in tight and force shallow breaths. Below that, we have pleated black skirts that end at the tops of our freshly shaved thighs. Then black stockings and black pumps with the highest heel I’ve ever worn.

“Rebecca, your sub is so adorably sexy.” My breath catches when I hear him talk about me. Maybe if I hold my breath, I can disappear.

“Isn’t she wonderful?” Mistress reaches a hand under my skirt and slides it up my ass. “Such a good girl.”

I blush at her words as she takes a glass from my tray. The silent Dom also takes his drink. I hope the third gets the hint and takes his glass now, but he doesn’t.

“Maybe you’d let me play with her one day? My girl is fantastic. I do really love her. But there’s just something special about playing with someone else’s toy, isn’t there? Especially a toy that comes with a little bonus part between her legs.”

My cheeks are blazing my embarrassment to anyone who looks at me. I want to scream take your drink, but I stay as still as I can, staring at my shoes, focusing on the pinching pain in my toes.

“Hmm… Perhaps.” I can feel her turn to me. “But I’m sure right now she’s dying for you to take the last drink from the tray, so she can go hide in the kitchen.” She laughs.

“Well, as much as I hate to see her go…” He takes the last drink from the tray.

I want to hug my mistress to thank her for knowing me so well, but I can’t. Instead, I simply curtsey and walk toward the kitchen door, having never made eye contact with any of them.





Chapter 2



“We need to discuss last night now that you’ve had time to process it.”

Being reminded of last night draws my attention to the outfit I’m currently wearing. It’s a green sleeveless dress that ends just above my knees, and it’s so unlike the servant outfit I wore last night. “It was different.”

She sets her fork down and stares at me from across the table. I know better than to answer like that. Today is a low protocol day, but our number one rule is that I always be honest and completely open with her.

“Different from what I wanted, I mean. There were parts I liked. But parts I was uncomfortable with.” I look at her, hoping it will be enough, but she still says nothing. “You know I love serving. Especially you. And the clothes. I did sort of like the clothes.”

“Sort of?”

“OK, I loved the clothes, but… It would have been different if it was just you and me.”

“But you knew everyone last night. We’re all friends. Not one of them would ever judge you. That’s why you wanted to try it with them.”

I look down. It’s all true, and that’s what makes it so much more disheartening.

“So, was it a total failure?” she asks.

“No, not totally. It was still just so embarrassing, though. You know how I am. I wish I weren’t like this.”

“I know, honey. Maybe I shouldn’t have agreed to last night. I never wanted to embarrass you. I just… I love you. The real you. And I wish you’d let more people see it. I wish you didn’t think it was something to be ashamed of. Because it’s not.”

I run my eyes along the woodgrain on the table. We’ve had this conversation before. Many times. I wish I were comfortable as myself with everyone. Free. The way I am with her. And I’ve tried. I just can’t.

“What if there were a way you could truly be yourself? Not just around me, but around others, too?”

My stomach sinks. She really does mean well. And I constantly show her how much I appreciate that. But last night was so bad I can’t bear the idea of repeating it. I spent the entire night comparing myself to Sabine and Tara, the other subs. We’re friends. We talk all the time—unless one of our masters is restricting phone time as a punishment. We know everything about each other. But I can’t help being jealous when I’m around them. They’re so short and slender, especially compared to me. I’m over six feet tall and most people who see me assume I played football in school. Everyone thinks I’m so manly, yet here I am in a dress after I just finished serving dinner to my mistress.

“You’re not answering me.”

“I’m sorry. I really do appreciate that you care so much about me, but I don’t want to do another night like last night. It was too much. I know that disappoints you.”

She stands and walks toward me. I look down to avoid her eyes, but she drops to her knees. Her hand slides under my dress, and she starts rubbing me through my panties.

“You could never disappoint me. You’re my little girl, no matter what. And it’s not just that I care about you. I love you. You know that, right?”

“Of course, I know that.” My cock is hard under her touch. “And I love you. It hurts when I can’t do something that I know means so much to you.”

I’ve loved her ever since I laid eyes on her in college. She strutted into the common room of the dorm like she was a queen. I can still see her looking around at all of us sitting at the table. When she got to me, she stopped. Our eyes locked for what seemed like hours. Then I lowered my eyes and bowed my head. No one else noticed it, but she did. A couple of days later, I came home from class to find an envelope taped to my door. I could tell it wasn’t from someone who knew me because it was addressed to Rafael instead of Raf. Inside was a note. “I’m the woman you bowed to on Tuesday. If you are who I think you are, you will meet me tonight at 8pm outside the east entrance to the library. Do not be late.” I was there twenty minutes early.

“Shh, this isn’t about me. More than anything in this world, I want you to be happy. And what if there were a way? What if you could finally be who you were meant to be?”

“What do you mean?”

“You remember my friend James?”

“Of course.” She met him a few years ago at a former job. They’ve stayed in touch ever since. He and his wife are two of the only people outside the lifestyle who know about the way Rebecca and I live. They’ve even visited several times, although I dressed as a man when they did.

“He and I had lunch today, and he confided in me about a side project he’s been working on. It’s something that could really help you.”

“What do you mean, help me?” I start to feel jittery.

“I mean, he has a drug that can make you who you should have been. Not hormones. He has something that can transform your body. You would be a woman. A cisgender woman.”

My body is so large that I’d long ago given up on the thought of hormones or transition. There’s no way I could ever look like a woman, and I wasn’t brave enough to always be singled out as transgender. “But I’d still be—”

“No. It changes your body. He’s tested it. On a human. And it works. I’ve seen it. It works very well. He said he’s even made some minor improvements since then.”

“You’ve seen the results?”

“So have you. Do you remember his wife Lauren?”

“Yes, why?” My eyes widen, and I look at her. Lauren? She’s gorgeous? Is she saying that Lauren used to be a man?





Chapter 3



“So you really did this?” I ask her.

“I did.”

“And it worked? I mean, obviously, I guess. That was a stupid question.”

“It did. Here.” She pulls her phone from her purse, looks through it, and hands it to me. “I’ve never shown this to anyone else, but that’s me on the right.”

Rebecca and I both lean in to see the picture. James looks away.

“That was you?” Rebecca asks.

Lauren smiles. “Yep. Two years ago. Seems like a lifetime.”

“But you were… and now you’re…” I’m so shocked I stumble over my words.

“A woman?”

“Stunning.” I finish my thought.

She blushes.

“What was it like?”

“Well… that’s the not so good part. I honestly thought I died and went to hell. I had to make James come over in the middle of the night. He held me through the worst of it.”

“I didn’t have a choice. She wouldn’t let me go.” We all chuckle as Lauren slaps his shoulder. “But the associated sickness is one of the things I’ve been working on in the last year. It still might be very, very uncomfortable—maybe even bad—but not as bad as what Lauren went through. Thank God.”

“You’re a lucky girl. It was truly awful.” She leans forward to put her hand on my knee and smiles.

My cheeks feel like they’re on fire, and I want to withdraw from her touch. She knows about me. And if anyone is going to accept me, it’s her. But I’m still not comfortable with anyone other than my mistress referring to me as a girl.

“So you guarantee that Rach will be as hot as Lauren right?” Rebecca asks James. Now it’s Lauren’s turn to blush.

“I don’t know. Honestly. She’ll be at least… normal looking? She’s not going to grow another arm or something. And she’ll lose a lot of her size. But it hasn’t been tested in humans enough yet to predict the results on appearance. At the very least, she’ll look like a cisgender woman.”

My heart skips when I hear him say I’ll lose a lot of my size. Even if that’s all this accomplishes, it’ll be worth it. Then when he says I could somehow pass as cisgender—no, not pass, be a cisgender woman… I feel dizzy. It’s all too good to be true. It has to be. There’s no way this works the way they say it does.

“Hmm. I think we’ll have to pass then. If you can’t guarantee she’ll be hot and ready, is it even worth it?” Rebecca says.

“Um, yes?” I fire back.

“Agree to disagree, I suppose.” She laughs. I just roll my eyes.

“So what made you take this?” I ask Lauren. “And how did you even find out about it?”

“Oh. Um…” She casts a quick glance to James who suddenly looks like he wants to be anywhere but here. “I knew James before all of this and had confided in him that I was trans—like you. One day, he told me about a medicine he was working on, and… the rest is history.” She holds her hands up in an exaggerated shrug.

“This can’t be real, right? This can’t really exist, or do all this to a person.” I gesture at her. “This is just a joke, right? It’s not funny at all if it is, but it’s a joke.”

“It’s real.” James’ smile returns a tiny glimmer of hope to me. “It’s not a joke. Lauren really was a boy. All boy. Nothing girly about her. And now… But like we said, no one other than a few family members knows that, so we’d like to keep it a secret, please.”

Rebecca and I both nod our heads. If this is real and they’re willing to give it to me, I’d be willing to keep any secret they could possibly have.

“So, what do you think?” I turn to Rebecca.

“This decision isn’t up to me. You have to decide this all on your own.”

“Then yes. If everything you both said is true—and no offense, but I’m still skeptical—I want this. Absolutely.”

Lauren squeezes my knee.

“It is real,” James says. “You’ll see soon enough. I can synthesize a new batch in just a couple of days, so you let me know when you’re ready to start.”

I look at Rebecca, but she just smiles and takes my hand.

“Twenty years ago.” I laugh. “As soon as you’re able. I’m ready anytime now.”

◆◆◆
The following Saturday morning James comes to our door with a small cloth cooler, and despite myself, I’m giddy. I’ve tried to tamp down any hope that bubbled up inside me. This can’t be real. If I expect it to work, then I’m going to be heartbroken when it doesn’t. And I know it won’t work. There’s no magic shot that can do something like this. But what if there is?

I look at the cooler in his hand and think that it seems almost disrespectful that the first dose should be in there. If this is what he says it is. If it really is magical, then it should be in a gold cylinder. When he opens the diamond encrusted lid, fog should roll out and the vial slowly ascends. Instead, he simply unzips the top, and I see it resting between two ice packs.

“Can I touch it?”

“The vial? Sure, go ahead. I haven’t sanitized it yet.”

I hesitantly reach out and lay a finger on it. It feels so normal. Like an ordinary glass container. Inside, it could just be water. It probably is just water. “This is really it? It doesn’t feel special.”

James chuckles. “This is really it. And the first dose won’t be anything special, so don’t get your hopes too high yet. Your body destroys must of this dose, and what isn’t destroyed isn’t enough to change anything. It just lays the groundwork for the following injections. That’s when the magic happens.”

“So those are the gold and diamond ones.”

“What?”

“Never mind. So where do we do this? Arm, butt, leg?”

“Butt.”

“It sounds like I walked in at just the right time.” Rebecca sits at the dining room table beside me.

“Rachel was just complaining about my packaging.”

“She’s naughty like that. Always complaining about people’s packages. But don’t worry, I’ll give her a good spanking once you leave.”

James laughs. “No spanking for at least a day or two. The injection site might be a little tender.”

“Spanking the tender bits is the fun part.”

“Sorry.” He turns to me. “Ready, Rachel?”

My heart is pounding through my chest and I’m light-headed, but yes. I am so very ready. I stand up. “So, pull down my pants?”

“Just about halfway. Lauren made a big show about dropping them all the way to her ankles, but she always has liked the attention.”

“How did you meet her? I don’t think you ever said.”

James freezes for a second. “Um, well, I don’t usually tell people. It’s embarrassing. But I suppose I can tell you. I met her through my son.”

“You stole your son’s girlfriend?” Rebecca cackles.

“No. Nothing at all like that. She was just one of his friends. And, well, things progressed from there.” He turns to me. “Ready?”

I face away from him and pull my pants down a few inches, exposing some of my rear. He wipes across it with an alcohol swab and then injects the medicine.

“So, that’s it? It’s in me now?”

“That’s it. It’s in you now. But remember—”

I want to run out into the street, pull strangers from their cars, and dance with them. I want to skydive naked from a plane. I want to scream so loud and so long I lose my voice for a month. I’ve never been this excited in my life.

“Rach? Earth to Rachel?”

I feel my mistress’s touch on my arm, and I look at her.

“Welcome back. I don’t think you heard a word James just said, did you?”

“No.” I scrunch up my face. “I’m sorry. I just got too excited for a second.”

He smiles as he continues to pack his cooler. “I understand. But that’s what I was saying. Remember, you won’t see any changes from this dose. So don’t get excited just yet. Save that for the following few weeks.”

“Thank you so much for doing this. You can’t even imagine how much this means to me. Thank you.”

“You’re very welcome. I’m excited to see how it performs for you.”

“Not as excited as we are.” Rebecca wraps her arm around me and pulls me tight.

◆◆◆
I know what to expect. James warned me. Lauren even texted to reiterate it. But by the end of the first week, my heart is broken. All week I keep searching for some microscopic change. I know they said there’d be none, but there has to be something. Something tiny, but just enough to let me know that it’s working. But there’s nothing. And when James comes Saturday, I don’t care what container he keeps the shot in. I know it’s not going to work. I know I shouldn’t have gotten my hopes up.

Four days later, Mistress notices that my voice is changing. It seems like every hour the pitch climbs a little more until finally, I have a very breathy, very high-pitched, very feminine voice. Mistress also finds out that I have a very high-pitched cry now, too. At the end of the day, all the emotion—the years of pent up desire and frustration, the week of being so close to my dream but then convincing myself it was all fake when everything stayed the same—every single bit comes pouring out of me, and I sit curled at her feet sobbing. When her touch on my head, something normally so soothing to me, isn’t enough, she sits on the floor with me and cradles me in her arms.

The next few days are both a blur of emotion and something that I’ll never forget a single second of. I’ll always remember the exact time each individual body hair fell out. I’ll always remember the precise spot I was standing when I felt the hair from my head brush against my shoulders. And most of all, I’ll always remember the first time I had to tilt my head up to kiss Mistress.

She’s standing in the kitchen cooking dinner for us. I walk in to try, one more time, to convince her to let me do it, but she refuses to even hear me out.

“We’ve talked about this. While your body is changing, I’m going to take care of you. It won’t kill me. Or you. All of your energy needs to go toward becoming P.A.P.”

P.A.P. The acronym she made up just a couple of days ago. Pretty as Possible. She uses it every chance she gets. Probably because it makes me giggle each time. This time she walks up to me as she’s saying it and throws her arms around my neck. As she leans in to press her lips against mine, I gasp. She hurries me to a seat at the dining room table, scared that I’m in pain. I’m too stunned to tell her I’m fine. Am I fine? I don’t know. Maybe it’s good I’m sitting.

“What is it? What can I do?”

“You didn’t notice?”

“What? Notice what?”

“Me… You… I…” I’m absolutely speechless.

“What is it?”

“I’m… short. Shorter at least. I’m shorter. I’m shorter than you.”

“You… Are you?”

I nod my head and we both stand. She’s so close I can feel her breath on my nose.

“Oh my God, you are! How did we not notice?”

“Probably because you’re running yourself ragged because you won’t let me help with anything.”

“Not up for debate, young lady. You’ll do as you’re told.” Her voice is suddenly commanding and makes me feel even smaller than I already do.

“Yes, Mistress. I’m sorry.”

“I know your heart. I know you want to serve, and this is hard on you. But the best way to serve me now is for you to be healthy while your body is going through these changes. These wonderful changes.”

“Do you really think so? That they’re wonderful?”

“Of course I do. It’s what you’ve always wanted, isn’t it? Don’t you think they’re wonderful?”

Even the word wonderful doesn’t do them justice. “Very, very much. I just want to make sure that you do.”

“Look at me—it’s so strange to have you look up at me; I’m going to like this—but look at me while I say this. You’re my little girl, no matter what. I want what’s best for you. Just like you’re devoted to me, I’m devoted to you. So if there’s anything that will make you happier or make your life better, I will do everything I can to make sure you have it. Do you understand me?”

“Yes. Thank you, Mistress.” I know this. I never had any real doubts about it, but I just needed to hear her say it.





Chapter 4






“On your knees, girl.”

Without thinking, I drop to the floor in front of her and look at her feet. My hands are clasped behind me. We begin every scene with me in this position. It allows us both to slip into our roles during a moment of contemplation. I wasn’t expecting to scene today, so my pulse races, wondering what she has in mind.

“This house is in terrible need of a proper cleaning. I fired my old girl. Such a waste. She spent all her time mucking about with the stable boy. His cock in her hand instead of the feather duster I was paying her to hold. I don’t have to worry about that with you, do I, girl?”

“No, Mistress.”

“I certainly hope not. Now go change into your uniform. You are not to wear those… dreadful rags on this estate. It’s like you’ve shown up to a fancy dress party as a sack of flour.”

I smile just a little as she describes the baggy clothes I’m wearing. Will she really let me do this? I love when we role play as the widowed duchess and her maid, but she’s been so insistent that I not serve her while the shots run their course. Does this mean that she—

“And I don’t want to catch you swanning around either. You’ve a job to do. Now go do it. Chop chop.”

I hurry to our bedroom, where I change into my maid’s uniform before she changes her mind. The uniform is now much too large everywhere except around my hips and ass. I tighten the straps as much as I can and hope that will be enough to hold it in place. I pull the shoes from the closet, but as soon as I put them on my feet, I realize I won’t be able to wear them. My feet have shrunk so much that they now slip right out. I blink back the happy tears threatening to form in the corners of my eyes.

“Where are you, girl? I’d better not find you in the larder stuffing yourself with a tin of biscuits. I had to replace a girl once for that very reason. Now do hurry! These floors are not vacuuming themselves.”

I giggle. “Yes, Mistress. On my way.”

I flounce out of the bedroom and pull the vacuum from the hall closet. As I bend over to plug it in, I feel a swift thwack across my ass.

“Why are you not dressed appropriately?”

“I’m sorry, Mistress.” I drop to my knees. “I did the best I could. Everything is too large for me. Your last girl must have been quite hefty. I’m doing the best I can with her clothes, but her shoes slide right off my feet.”

“The last girl was a little on the larger side. Nothing like you. I suppose I can forgive you this time. Carry on.”

Once she walks away, I stand up and start vacuuming. I pass the next several hours vacuuming, dusting, and then cleaning the kitchen and master bathroom floors on my hands and knees with a rag. By the time I finish, I’m exhausted and exhilarated. I take a tremendous amount of pride in the service I provide my mistress, and keeping a spotless house is part of that. With everything put away, I walk to the living room and kneel against the couch and at my mistress’s feet.

“Such a good girl.” She puts her hand on the top of my head, and I want to purr. “But you’re not finished yet. Watching you work made me so wet, I seem to have made a sopping mess of myself. Take my panties off me and wash them by hand in the sink. Then come back and clean me. With your tongue.”

“Yes, Mistress.” My hands are instantly under her dress and tugging at the waistband of her panties. As I pull them down, I be sure to accidentally run a finger across her dripping folds a couple of times. The second time earns me a moaning “clumsy girl” that would normally cause my cock to spring up, but now does nothing to it. That realization causes me to smile. Something that my mistress notices.

“What is it, girl? You’re grinning like a ninny.”

I don’t want to break the scene, so I just apologize for now. I’ll tell her later.

After I wash the panties and set them on the back of a dining room chair to dry, I return and drop to my knees in front of her. She spreads her legs, and I bury my head between them. Taking a deep breath, I pull her fragrance inside me and hold it. I want to absorb all of it before finally letting it loose again. When I do, I lap against her with my tongue. I’ve never seen her this wet before.

Every drop, every moan from her mouth, reassures me. They tell me that she wants this as much as I do. It’s not long before she wraps her legs around me and pulls me tighter as she writhes on the couch. Her breathing is more erratic, so I quicken my pace. Sucking furiously on her clit. Circling my tongue around it.

I lose my own breath as my body tenses. She thrusts herself against my face at the same time a spasm rocks through me. I do my best to keep going, but when I finally hear the scream coming from her throat, I collapse on the floor and stare at the ceiling. In a few seconds, she joins me.

“Oh, honey, I’m so sorry. That was too much, wasn’t it? You’ve been doing so well. I just thought you deserved a treat tonight. I should have known better. I’m so sorry. What can I do to help?”

I grin. “Nothing. I’m great. That was fantastic. Thank you.”

“Are you sure? I was worried when I noticed you on the floor.”

I turn so I’m looking at her. Our faces are just inches apart. “I came. I didn’t even get hard, but I came.” I have a huge smile on my face. “I didn’t get hard.”

She smiles and kisses me. I know she can taste herself on my lips, but she doesn’t care. “You make me so happy.”

◆◆◆
After the fourth shot, I become more miserable each day. At the end of the first day, I feel like I’ve been dropped from the roof. By the third day, I feel like my body is being ripped apart.

Not only can I not move out of bed, I can’t move in the bed. I can’t roll over. I can’t reach for a drink. Even the air I inhale feels like it’s made of tiny knives that slice through my lungs with every breath. Mistress calls James, and he reassures her that this is expected and normal. He puts Lauren on the phone and I try to talk to her, but I can’t form any words. Instead, she does her best to comfort me, and tells me that she went through all of this, too. “It’s all going to be worth it,” she says over and over. And I repeat that to myself long after we hang up. It’s all going to be worth it. I will make it through today. Then tomorrow. Then the next. However long it takes, because it’s all going to be worth it.

Mistress refuses to leave my side except to get drinks and pain medication for me. For a while, I’m in so much agony that I can’t even stand to have her pet my head, but just knowing she’s there is an immense comfort.

Then, after a nap, I wake up and I’m better. The pain has simply vanished. I turn my head and see her asleep next to me.

“Mistress.” My throat is so dry the words are like a sticky syrup pouring from my throat. “Mistress?”

She startles awake. “What is it? What do you need?”

I smile and sit up. “Nothing. I think maybe I’m past the bad part already?”

“You don’t—Are you sure? Do you still hurt anywhere?”

I shake my head no. “I’m just a little sore down there.” I hold my hand above the blanket over my crotch. I want to look. There and everywhere. I want to see everything. I’ve been so miserable the last few days that I don’t know what changes have occurred. I’m excited to see. But I’m scared. What if nothing else changed? What if I went through all of this for nothing? What if I ended up somewhere in between boy and girl? I feel my heart beat against the wall of my chest. Even if that’s the case, I’m better than I was before. Even if nothing changed in the last few days, it was all worth it. All the changes that have happened in the last two weeks have been so tremendous. I would have gone through this just for them. But still, I want more.

“Do you think I could stand and see myself?”

“Do you feel like you’re strong enough?”

I pause before answering so I can take stock. “I think so.”

“OK. But let me help you out of bed.”

I slip the covers away from me and slide to the edge of the bed so I can stand up, but I stop when I see her.

“What’s wrong?” She’s in tears, and my heart is beating even harder now. What could it be? Did something go wrong? Am I disfigured? Is it that bad?

She just holds her arms out for me and helps pull me to my feet.

I’m a few inches shorter than her now, so that means I’m just barely over five feet tall. I’ve lost at least a foot of height in the last couple of weeks, half of it coming in the last forty-eight hours. What does that mean about the rest of the changes?

Mistress walks me to the mirror hanging beside the closet, and we both stop in disbelief. I’m… I’m… We’re both in tears now, and I throw my arms around her. For as long as I live, I’ll never forget the first time I saw her in the mirror. Me. The first time I saw the real me in the mirror.

My arms still around her, I turn, so I can look again. I can’t believe it’s me. I move my arms around. I scrunch up my nose. I touch my chin. “Is that really me?”

“That’s really you, little girl.”

“This… isn’t a dream?”

“It is. It’s your dream, but it’s real. This is real.”

I nod my head, and the brown-haired girl in the mirror nods with me. I drop my arms from Mistress so I can really see myself. My face is—I can’t believe I’m even thinking it—pretty. It’s very pretty. If I were a man and saw a girl who looked like this in a bar, I would be scared to approach her because I’d think she was out of my league. Between her face and her breasts. My face. My breasts. I gently run a hand across one and brush against the nipple. I shudder at the sensation. I didn’t know it would be that sensitive. I take my hand away so I can look at my breasts in the mirror again. They look almost too big on my now small frame, but I know they aren’t. I know that once my mind catches up to all the changes, these will be one of my favorite parts of my body. One of my favorites, but not my favorite.

My gaze drops down my slender belly, past my belly button, to the patch of hair, and between I can just see the new lips.

“Is that?”

She knows what I’m talking about, even though I don’t point or say another word. “It is.” She smiles, and a sob racks her frame.

I widen my stance but still can’t see enough to satisfy me. Almost afraid to touch it, I lower my hand and slide it between my legs. It’s gone. It’s gone. And in its place… I slide a finger inside my new folds and gasp.





Chapter 5






“Please, Mistress, no. I feel better than I ever have. I swear. I don’t need you to take care of me again today.”

She sets the tray of fruit at the end of the bed and looks at me. I’m still cuddled under the covers, but I hope she sees the energy in my smile. It’s bad enough that she banished me back to bed after allowing me to see my changes. I don’t need her to continue serving me when I should be serving her.

“Stand up.”

Careful to not upset the tray, I swing my legs over the side of the bed and rise to my feet. Everything still feels so strange. The loss of height, the widening of some parts, and the two large changes on my chest have combined to alter my center of balance just enough that I sway despite my best efforts to hold still. Once I steady myself, though, I take my position as her submissive. I stand at the edge of the bed, facing her but looking down. My now delicate feet are together. Normally, I would look at them. Now, all I can see, however, are my breasts. I stare at them instead. My face flushes with happiness and pride. It’s something I’ve never felt before, but I’m proud of my body.

“Hmm…” From the corner of my eye, I see her look me up and down. “Be completely honest with me. Do you really feel better?”

“Yes. I really do feel better than I ever have.”

“Spread your legs for me, girl.”

The emphasis she gives the word girl sends ripples through my body. I can’t help but smile.

“Wider.” She kicks my left leg out even further. When she does, she runs a finger between my legs, and my breath catches. She glides it along my pussy, and I shiver. “Does my girl like that?”

“Yes, Mistress.” It feels so different. It’s my body, but it’s completely rearranged and amplified. I can’t wait for her to return to work, so I can explore my new self.

“This pussy is mine. That means you can’t touch it unless I give you permission. Do you understand?”

I stifle a sigh. “Yes, Mistress.” She has always been able to do this. It’s like she can sense what I’m thinking.

“Back in bed. You’re to eat all the food I brought you. If you’re a good girl and rest today, I may have a surprise for you tonight.”

I grin as she turns and leaves the room. I love her surprises. I can’t wait to see what it is.

◆◆◆
I lie under the covers and binge shows until I’m absolutely sick of it and can take no more. I’m not meant to be in bed all day. This isn’t who I am. Just as I’m about to march out of the bedroom, Mistress walks in through the open door.

She sits on the edge of the bed, and I scoot over to be next to her. When I am, she strokes my hair. I close my eyes and focus on the feeling of her hand.

“Have you been a good girl today?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You haven’t touched yourself, have you?”

“No.”

“Good girl.” She leans over and kisses the top of my head.

“I think we’re ready to test this new body of yours, don’t you?”

My heart rate quickens. I’ve waited all day for this. Yes, I am so ready. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Such a good girl. Stay right where you are. I’ll be back.”

She walks from the room, and I don’t move an inch. The longer she’s gone, the more of a struggle it is. My body shakes. My new, smaller muscles are unused to the strain, but I still manage to hold it.

When she walks back through the door, she’s naked except for a black harness around her waist and legs. In the center of the harness, a pink dildo bounces as she walks. Mistress has had me use dildos on her in the past when I was being punished and wasn’t allowed pleasure of my own. But we’ve never used one on me before.

My eyes widen when she walks near. This one seems so much larger than the ones I’ve used on her. I’m not sure if it really is, or if it just seems that way since this is going to go inside me. Either way, I panic. What if I can’t take it? What if I tear? What if it just pokes all the way through me? I know my worries are unrealistic, but I can’t help myself.

“Look at me. Your pussy belongs to me, remember? Do you think I’m going to damage my favorite possession?” Once again, she seems to have sensed my concerns.

I try to look her in the face and smile, but I can’t. I can’t take my eyes off the giant pink piece of rubber jiggling with each move of her body.

“Suck on it.”

Finally, I’m able to look up at her. Is she serious? She wants me to give a blow job to a dildo? She just looks down at me, though, and I know better than to question her commands. I lean forward.

My mouth is instantly overwhelmed by the rubbery taste. I want to spit it back out, but I don’t. I hold it there on my tongue until I’m ready. I try to think back to the few times girls have given me blow jobs in the past. It was so long ago, and I didn’t pay attention to what they did or how they did it. I was selfish and just concerned with my own pleasure, my own cock. Is there some secret to taking the full length into my mouth?

Holding the dildo between my lips, I move into a more comfortable position. Then I lean forward more. As I do, I feel the textured rubber slide against my tongue. The taste is almost too much, but I have to do this. I gag when it hits the back of my throat and instinctively pull away.

“Don’t stop. Go slow. Focus on relaxing the back of your throat. You might not be able to take all of it, but I want you to try. Do what you can. Relax.”

I do and lean forward again. I go even more slowly this time, and when I hit the same spot in the back of my throat, I want to gag again. But I swallow that impulse. With a couple of deep breaths, I concentrate on my throat. I relax as much as I can, and try to hold it open at just the right angle. When I think I’m ready, I close my eyes and slide more of the pink dildo into my mouth. Still careful to go slow, I take more and more of it into my mouth, and before I realize what I’ve done, I feel the base of the dildo bump up against my nose. I jerk my eyes open and see that I’ve managed to take the full thing into my mouth. Without thinking, I smile, and that smile makes me choke. I jerk my head back and drop the dildo from my mouth. I know I failed, but when I look up at my mistress’s face, she’s smiling at me.

“You did so well. I didn’t expect you to take it all right away. My little girl has a very fuckable mouth.”

I beam when I hear the words.

“Now, on your back and slide up toward the headboard.”

I do, and she climbs on top of me. Her legs are between mine. She runs a finger along my slit, and I’m already on the edge. It feels so supercharged.

“I brought the lube, but you’re gushing like an open fire hydrant.”

I laugh.

“I think that means you’re ready.”

“I’m so ready.”

She gently inserts the dildo between my moist folds, and a little moan escapes my lips. She leans over me, her mouth against my ear. “Is this what you’ve wanted your whole life?”

I nod.

“Answer me. Say it.”

“Yes. This is it. This is every dream I’ve ever had.”

“I love you so much, little girl.”

She plunges the rubber cock all the way into me now. At first it hurts, and I wince. But the pain quickly goes away. It’s replaced by the most wonderful sensation I’ve ever experienced.

“Do you like that?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She continues pumping in and out of my new pussy—her new pussy—and the entire world fades away except for me and her. My slick opening and the rubber cock she’s fucking me with. Every pump brings a new sound as it slides into my gushing wetness. As her body slaps against mine. As my moans come faster and faster. As they get higher pitched. When she reaches between my legs and massages my clit with her thumb. I scream. It’s too much. I can’t handle it.

“You like that.”

The only answer I can give is another scream. She moves even faster inside me and against me. I try to hold on longer, but I can’t. Every nerve in my body fires at once, and I’m overwhelmed. I’m not in control. My body is writhing under her weight. I try to suck in breaths, but it’s a losing battle as wave after wave passes through me. Finally, she eases up and I start to come back down.

“How was your first time?”

I lift myself up and grab her lower lip with my teeth and start sucking on it while I wrap her tight against me. I’m never going to let her go. I don’t care how much she commands me. We’re staying here, together, pressed into each other forever.

“It was phenomenal. Nothing in my dreams ever felt that good. Thank you so much for this. For all of this. It’s too much.”

“Nothing is too much for you.” She plants a soft, sweet kiss on my lips. “You know how much I love you, right?”

I nod.

“Don’t ever forget. My love for you would burn the entire world if I ever let it all out. I would burn this whole world for my little girl.”





Chapter 6



My heart races when I hear the doorbell. I exhale through pursed lips and glance at Mistress. She smiles and briefly touches my hand, and then I walk to the door to answer it. My heels are clicking on the hardwood, and I can feel the short skirt swaying around my hips and ass. Both are much larger than the last time I wore this outfit. The old version of this outfit. The skirt and corset top have been replaced by new ones that fit me. New ones that amplify my new assets. New ones that still leave me nothing to hide behind.

When I answer the door, I see their feet. Hers are the same as mine. The same as last time I saw her. Black high heels and black stockings. He is dressed differently this time, though. He’s wearing dark wine-red pants and black wing-tip oxfords. The shoes might be the same as last time, but they’re so well taken care of that they look brand new. The pants are definitely different, and they pique my curiosity.

“Mistress Rebecca told me you were gorgeous, but she has vastly undersold you. You, my dear, are breathtaking.”

I blush and step aside so they can enter. They both sweep past me and into the room, but I can feel his eyes still on me. Thankfully, Mistress greets them, and that gives me a brief respite in which I can slip away to the kitchen to check on the meal.

I know this should be easier. This should be fine. I’m completely a woman now. In every way. Why do I still feel like I need to hide myself? When he stares at me, why do I automatically assume the worst? This is everything I’ve ever wanted. Finally, my chance to be myself.

Standing here in the kitchen, I can’t believe I asked for this. I wanted another chance. I wanted the thrill that comes from the exhibition, even if it is for an audience of just two. And I wanted to show off the new me. I think Mistress wanted that, too. She wants the whole world to know that I belong to her the same way she would show off a new bracelet or a sports car.

Maybe this would be better if it hadn’t been him. Master Gavin. When Mistress said we could invite him over, I should have said no. Anyone but him. Literally, anyone would be better than him. Pick any other Dominant. Just make sure it’s one who isn’t so handsome. Who isn’t so charming. Who isn’t so self-assured. And who doesn’t make my stomach flip whenever I’m around him.

“You’re so pretty!” Sabine sneaks up and wraps her arms around me.

“Thank you! Do you mean it?”

“Girl, it’s like someone asked a famous artist to paint ‘hotness’ and you’re what they painted.”

I blush as we finish putting the meals on our master’s plates. “I just hope the artist wasn’t Picasso or someone like that.”

“Do you have all the right parts now?”

“Yes.” There’s no way I could hide the smile on my face just thinking about it.

“Then it’s Georgia O’Keeffe. You’ve got one of those pretty Georgia O’Keefe flowers.”

I chuckle and walk out the kitchen door.

“Someone is happy,” Master Gavin says. “You’re even more magnificent when you’re smiling.”

My entire body is on fire. I can see the red blooming across my chest as I set the plate in front of my mistress. Thankfully, she saves me once again.

“Rachel, you and Sabine will sit at our feet during dinner.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I’ve never been so grateful to be ordered onto the floor during a meal. From down here, Sabine and I can see each other. Master Gavin can see her, and my mistress can see me. But Master Gavin can’t see me. And I can see only his legs and waist. I can imagine what it would be like to wrap myself around that waist. I look at Sabine and smile to stop the thoughts. I wonder what she would think if she knew I felt this way. How would I feel if someone felt this way about Mistress? Jealous? Proud? Lucky that I was with someone who inspired such feelings?

Mistress’s hand strokes my hair, and I close my eyes. I truly am the luckiest woman in the world to belong to someone like her. Her touch soothes away every thought that was running through my head. There’s just her and me now. The way I wish it were. But soon the rest of the world intrudes once more.

“Girls, you may clear the table, but then join us in the living room.” It’s his voice. Gavin. The deep, commanding tone sends shivers up my spine.

Sabine and I take the dinnerware into the kitchen and then join them in the living room.

“Rachel, Sabine,” Mistress is the one to address us. “Gavin and I have decided to change things up for tonight. A little exchange. Just for the evening. We each want to see how good the other one has it.”

She can’t mean what I think she does. Can she?

“There will be no repercussions or punishments for anything that you decide tonight. You have our permission to do anything you want. Of course, the same rules of consent apply. How far things go is entirely up to you. We both use red, yellow, green in our normal lives, so it will be the same here. Don’t be too shy to use them, but also don’t be so shy that you don’t give yourself a chance. Have fun and let yourself be free.”

I know she’s looking at me as she says this, and that’s the only reason I don’t safeword out right now. I can hear myself breathe, but I’m going to do this. I’m going to try this for her because I know she’s doing this for me. I’ve told her the way I feel about Master Gavin. What just thinking about him does to my body. So, I know this is her gift to me. A chance to experience yet another of my fantasies. I always thought this fantasy would be unfulfilled, but I’ve thought that about other ones, too.

The touch of Master Gavin’s hand on the small of my back startles me. I didn’t notice him stand or walk over to me.

He leans close to my ear. “I’ve fantasized about this since I first met you. The very first time I saw you parading around in your heels. I knew then I had to have you. No matter what parts you had between your legs.”

I can’t breathe. This can’t be true. He couldn’t have been attracted to me back then. Back before. Even now, I know there’s no way he could be attracted to me. He’s… well… And I’m me.

“Come with me, little girl.” As I follow behind him, I see Sabine on the arm of the chair where Mistress is sitting. I’m surprised that I’m not jealous, but Sabine is truly a good friend, and I trust Mistress completely. I know that no matter what they do—and no matter what it is, they have my blessing—I still belong to her, and I always will.

Master Gavin leads me to the spare bedroom, where he shuts the door behind us and then sits on the bed. I stand just inside the door with my eyes pointing almost directly down.

“Look at me.”

I do, and my heart flutters. He is so gorgeous.

“Come here. I want to touch you.”

I take a deep breath and walk toward him. He puts his hands on my hips and gently pulls me even closer. Yellow! Yellow, yellow, yellow! Both hands move inward as they glide up to my waist, and my skin tingles under his touch. When he stops—his hands cupped around my breasts—I can’t help the loud exhale that comes from my parted lips. Even through the fabric of the corset top, I can feel the heat from his hands, and my body is matching it. I haven’t taken my eyes from his face. He hasn’t given me permission to look away, and I don’t want to. I wish I could touch him. I want to know what his face feels like. What his body feels like.

“Walk to the door and then turn and face me.” He drops his hands, and my breasts feel naked. “Good girl. Now strip for me.”

My jaw drops open. I… can’t do this.

“You heard me.” The growl in his voice is driving me mad. I would do anything that voice commanded me to do. “Strip. Slowly. I want to enjoy this.”

I move my hands to the waistband of my skirt, but they stop and won’t go any further. His eyes are fixed on me and melting a hole in my belly. Red? This is red, right? I want to say the word. I want to make him stop looking at me. My stomach always pits when people look at me, and it’s doing it now. My heart is racing. My hands are cold. So why is there a part of me that doesn’t want him to look away?

I close my eyes. I expect an order to look at him, and if he does, then I will safeword out of this. But he doesn’t say anything. With my eyes closed, I can pretend I’m alone. And if I’m alone, I can do this.

I hook my thumbs in the waistband of my skirt and slide it down while I dance my hips from side to side. I take my time. There’s no one else here. This is just for me. As I move them lower, I slide my hands down my legs. First rubbing the smooth tops of my thighs and then my silky stockings. I go lower. Holding the skirt between my fingers while I rub my palms against me. I’m crouched now, my knees bent, my legs spread. I drop the skirt, grab my ankles, and stand up.

I’m bent over at the waist now. My hands are still clasped around my ankles. But inch by inch, I glide them up my legs. Goosebumps pimple my skin as I do. When I’m fully upright, I slip my index fingers under the waistband of my panties and guide the fingers around to the back, but these are staying on for now. Instead, I run the fingers back to my front and then up. Up over my belly button and my chest. Over my top. Between my breasts.

In each hand, I take one of the laces of my corset top and pull. Teasing each one out until I feel the knot come apart. Row by row, I pull the lacing looser until I feel the straps start to slip on my shoulders. I raise it above me, trying to count to thirty as I do. I don’t want to rush. But at last, it’s over my head, and I feel my breasts bounce free in the chilly air of the room. I drop the top next to me and hold my breasts in my hands. Hiding them. Shielding them against the cold. Against… him. My thoughts go back to him. He’s sitting on the bed. I’m sure he’s still watching me. I inhale sharply. I can’t believe I did this. What was I thinking?

I open my right eye just a crack to see if he’s still watching. He is. I slam it shut, but he must have seen me. I hear him walk toward me, and then I feel his hands on my arms. I want to run away. I want to scream red, but I can’t move.

“You truly don’t know how exquisite you are, do you?” He wraps me in his arms, and I feel his lips press against the top of my head. It’s not until then that I realize how much larger than me he is. I put my arms around him and he pulls me tight against him. I feel so safe like this with him, and I know he would never hurt me. Maybe I can trust him. Maybe I don’t need to be scared of him. I feel tears roll down my cheeks and my body begins to shake.

“It’s alright, my dear. You remember your safewords?”

I nod my head against his chest.

“Do you want to use them?”

I shake my head and just squeeze him.

“I’m right here as long as you need me.” He squeezes me back, and that makes me cry more.

Finally, I pull away just a little and look up into his eyes. “I never did finish for you. Master. I’m sorry. I can do it now… if you still want me to, that is.”

“Of course I do, but only you’re able. Do you feel comfortable trying?”

I do, so I step back out of his arms. I don’t try to raise my hands to cover myself. “Do you want…” I put my hands on my panties.

“Let me.” He steps forward and puts his fingers between the waistband and my skin. So gently I don’t even notice at first, he guides my panties down. When he’s got them to my ankles, I raise my feet one at a time and he pulls away both the panties and the skirt that was pooled there. Everything inside me is screaming that I need to cover myself, but I don’t. I stand there naked for him. When he takes a step back to look at me, I can see the desire in his eyes. I give a slight nod, and the slow burn that was building inside me ignites.

“On the bed. On your back.” His growl makes me want to moan.

I rush across the room and practically throw myself on the bed.

“I’m going to look you in the eyes while I fuck you.”

I can’t believe the thought, but I want him to do this. I want him to see me. I open my thighs to make room for him. My pussy is so wet that I’m sure it’s dripping onto the bedcover. He mounts the bed between my legs.

“Even your pussy is ravishing.”

I swell with pride.

“I am starving, and I just can’t resist something as heavenly as this.”

I gasp when his tongue skates across my sex, and my entire body bucks as he presses it against my clit. I wrap my legs around him to hold him in place. I need more of this now. His tongue works across me like flames lapping at the sky. I’ve never felt anything like it before. Is this—his teeth scrape against my sensitive folds and interrupt all thought—is this what Mistress feels? I imagine her between my legs instead of him, and a new wave of heat sweeps across me. My breathing is more and more shallow, and I know I’m going to come soon. But I have to stop. I don’t want to do it this way.

“Yellow. Yellow.” I gasp the words, and he immediately pulls back. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.” I stop for a second to catch my breath.

“Don’t apologize. What is it, my dear?”

“I was about to come, and I had to stop you before I did.”

“You’re permitted to come. Your Mistress specifically said you can do anything you want tonight. Think of it as a free night.”

“I know. It’s just. I want to come with you inside me.”

“Oh, don’t worry about that. You will. I promised you a fucking, and you are going to get it.” He slides away from me and unfastens his pants. Before he pulls them down, he takes a condom from his pocket. “I’m clean, but I don’t know if you, well…”

“I’m clean too.”

“No. I mean, I don’t know if you can get pregnant.”

Oh. My eyes widen. Oh. “Um, yes. So yes. Condom. Please, Master.” A flush runs through me. Not because I think about getting pregnant—that will never happen with Mistress and me—but because I wonder about my first period. My first period. When will it be? Lauren said she’s completely regular now, but her first few times were extremely heavy. Her first time scared her, so she made sure to warn me. I’m prepared. I just don’t know when to expect it. It’s been two weeks since everything formed, so does that mean—

I jump at the touch.

“Are you ready, Rachel?”

I look and see him between me. The condom is already on. His cock at my entrance. That’s what startled me. My jaw drops when I look at it.

“I don’t know if I can take all of that. I’ve only tried dildos, and they weren’t… um.” I laugh. “You make a dildo look small.”

He chuckles. “I’ve been told I’m a little larger than average.”

A little?

“But don’t worry. I can be very gentle. When I want to be.” He leans down and bites my nipple. It sends a shock through me.

“No. No gentle. Green. Anything. Green”

He straightens up, winks, and then I feel him push inside me. At first, he is gentle. He pushes slowly and then withdraws. But after the second time, he slams into me. Each thrust is heavier than the last one. My already aroused core is on fire now.

“You’re so tight. You feel so good around me.”

I clench myself to make it even tighter, and I hear him gasp. He pushes harder now. Thrust after thrust. His body slapping against mine. This isn’t the gentle fucking my mistress gives me. He’s plowing into me, and each push brings a flash of pain and slides me higher on the bed until my head is against the headboard. I push my hands against it to keep me in place, but each time his cock shoves into my pussy, my head bangs against it. This is him doing whatever he wants with me. This is him claiming me. Not forever. Just for tonight. And just for tonight, just for now, I’m his as he pushes inside me.

As I get closer, he finds one of my nipples and pinches it. Hard. The pain is unbearable. I scream and arch my back, but that just encourages him. He lets go for a second only to pinch again. Even harder this time. I scream again. And I feel it now. It’s overwhelming me, and there’s nothing I can do to stop it. I would never want to stop it. I throw my hips against him, matching thrust for thrust. Shrieking with each one. I want to look at him as I come. I want to see his eyes on mine. But I can’t. My eyes squeeze closed, and with one last scream, the fire fills my body and I collapse back.

After a couple more pumps into me, I feel his body tense and then relax as he comes too. Both of us catching our breath, he takes the condom off and lies next to me, wrapping me in his arms.

“I would never trade my Sabine for anything in the world, but if you didn’t belong to someone else, I would convince you to join us. I can be very, very convincing.” His finger traces around my nipple. “Mistress Rebecca is exceedingly lucky to have you. And she knows that. She adores everything about you.”

I beam but don’t look at him. “And I’m exceedingly lucky to belong to her. I adore everything about her, too.”





Chapter 7



I pull into the driveway and force my hand to the door handle. Every part of my body is fighting against me, but I have to do this. I swing the door open and step out. As I walk to the door, the click of my heels on the concrete reminds me of what I’m wearing—a dark grey bra with white lace on the cups, a tiny black skirt, and black stockings clipped into a garter belt. Nothing else.

I ring the doorbell. There’s nothing here to hide behind. Everyone driving by can clearly see me. Anyone walking past can stare as much as they like. And as I wait, I see them do just that. But they don’t matter to me. Only the person inside these doors matters. And that person is making me wait.

After what seems like an eternity, she finally answers through the doorbell speaker.

“Yes?”

“Kind Mistress, could you help a poor, lonely girl? I’ve nowhere to go.”

“I don’t make a habit of letting in stray girls off the streets.”

“I promise I don’t eat much, and I’m very petite. I don’t take up much room. Maybe there’s even some way I could repay you if you’d let me stay?”

“Hmm… I suppose maybe we could come to some sort of agreement. Wait right there. I’ll come open the door as soon as I get a chance.”

“Thank you, my lady.”

This was all my idea. I wanted to role play as a sexy orphan who will do anything for a place to stay. And I insisted to Mistress that I do this outside dressed as I am. The idea of being so exposed to the world still frightens me, but it excites me, too. I’m getting wet just thinking about all the people who might be able to see me right now.

As I stand here waiting, Brett comes home next door. I blush, but then I remind myself that he doesn’t matter to me. He stares as he drives up the driveway, and I simply stare right back at him. You don’t matter Brett. Stare all you want. Judge all you want. I don’t care. I watch as he jerks his head away from me and slams on the brakes. He’s so distracted that he doesn’t notice the garage door hasn’t gone all the way up yet. I giggle and turn back to face the front door.

My mistress keeps me waiting for almost ten minutes before I hear her turning the doorknob. When she opens it, I look at her. It’s still strange to be shorter than her. She’s wearing a bathrobe and a pair of heels. I know that means she’s naked underneath, and I get even more wet at the thought.

“I was just going to take a bath. Maybe you could make yourself useful and draw it for me.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I saunter up the stairs. I know she’s watching me from below, so I want to make sure she gets a good look at every part of me. When I get to the top, I sneak a sideways glance at her. Her eyes are fixed on me, but it doesn’t seem that she noticed my peek. I go into the bathroom and smile.

When I have the water running and two capfuls of bubble bath poured into the tub, I rummage for candles. I pull out several and set them all around the bathroom. One by one I light them. When they’re all going and the tub is full, I turn off the lights and drop to my knees, waiting for her to come. I don’t have to wait long. Her bathrobe and heels are gone now. I want to look, but I keep my eyes down.

“Look at you. Such a good little girl. Maybe you’re not a feral stray after all. The candles are a very nice touch, but did you get the water warm enough?”

I hear her set something on the vanity counter, and then she sits on the edge of the tub. I can hear her twirling a finger around in the water.

“Mmm, perfect.”

My heart beats a little faster at the way she says it, and I hear her lower herself into the water. She must be running her hands around, swirling it, pushing it over her body. Then I hear her purr.

“Girl?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Stand up and face me”

My body tenses, and my breathing grows more rapid. “Yes, Mistress.”

I rise from my knees and look at her. The bubbles are covering her entire body from the neck down, and she doesn’t look at me.

“Take off everything except your garter belt and stockings.”

I step out of my shoes and slowly slide the skirt and my panties down my legs. I fold them and set them on the floor behind me. Then I remove my bra, freeing my heavy breasts. I fold it and set it on top of my other clothes.

“I have a gift for you. On the vanity.”

I look, and a tiny gasp escapes my lips.

“Put it in.”

I walk the two steps to the purple rabbit vibrator. I’ve used this on her several times before, so I’m familiar with it. My eyes are wide as I hold it in my hands now, though.

“Don’t be shy. Put it in.”

I spread my legs and slide the bulbous end inside my moist entrance. As I push it inside me, I position the other end, the other ear, over my clit. Just the presence of the toy is enough to give me goosebumps.

“Good girl. You’ll keep that in until I give you permission to remove it. You’re not to let it slip or fall out. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Now bathe me.”

I set a folded washcloth on the edge of the bathtub and grab the scented bar of soap before dropping to my knees. Every movement causes the quiet vibrator to rub against my clit. Once I’m on my knees, I try not to move the lower half of my body.

I run the bar of soap across the top of her chest. Just the simple touch sends tiny sparks of electricity through me. Moaning softly, I move my hand lower to her breasts. I move the bar of soap slowly around each one, swiping a finger across her firm nipples as I do. Without thinking, I lean forward until my face is just inches away. I want so much to take her breast into my mouth, but I don’t dare. Not unless she tells me to. I have to settle for running the bar of soap across them.

While I’m focusing on her breasts, I don’t notice her hand move toward her phone. Suddenly, I jump up as the vibrator comes to life between my legs. I struggle to catch my breath.

“A jumpy little thing, aren’t you?”

“Sorry… Mistress.”

She laughs. “You are so adorable right now.”

I want to laugh with her. I want to even just smile. But I can’t. I can’t do anything with this inside me. My breathing grows even more shallow, and I whimper.

“Tsk tsk. Maybe you’re not such a good girl after all. You’re supposed to be bathing me.”

“I’m… s-sorry, Mis-mistress.” I can feel myself losing control, and I know I won’t be able to hold out much longer. My body is starting to rock back and forth, and I close my eyes. I clench my muscles to hold the vibrator even tighter inside me. Just a few more seconds. Almost. Then it stops. I open my eyes and see the phone in her hand once again.

“You can’t play with your toys until you finish your chores.”

I exhale. “Yes, Mistress. I’m sorry.”

I lean over the side of the bathtub again and run the bar of soap across her body. When I’ve covered every inch with soap, I lift one of her feet from the water and hold it in my hand while I gently scrub it with the soaped washcloth. I wash between every toe and along her ticklish sole. I see the twinge in her body as I do, and it makes me happy that I could get a tiny bit of revenge for what she just did to me. When both feet are done, I move up her legs. Slowly. I want to make sure she enjoys this. First up the calf of her right leg. Then the calf of her left. I give extra attention behind each knee because I know that she’s ticklish there as well.

Then I move up her thighs. I do both outer thighs first. Then the fronts and backs. At last I run the cloth along the insides. I’m barely touching the cloth to her skin here. Just a faint breath running up each one toward her core. I hear her breathing harder, and I know I’m doing it right. On each side, I stop before I get to her delicate slit, and run the cloth back down toward her knee again. I do this several times. Each time I get closer, but each time I pull away. When I finally do brush lightly against her, she jerks back from my touch.

“Get in.”

“Excuse me?”

“You heard me. Get in here with me. Now.”

“But Mistress, what about—” Her glare cuts me off. “I’m sorry.”

I step into the tub. As soon as I lower my body to the water, the vibrator begins again and I fall on my ass with a splash. She cackles and sets her phone down.

“I want you on your knees in here. Then continue what you were doing.”

I struggle to my knees as the vibrations expand through my body. Once I’m up, I slide toward her. Her legs are now spread and resting on the edges of the tub. I move between them and press my body against hers. With one hand holding on to her leg for support, I move the other one between her legs. I slide a finger along her folds and then bring it up to her clit. As soon as I touch it, she moans, but she never breaks eye contact with me.

I move my finger around slowly, and she starts breathing faster. In her hand, I see her touch the screen of her phone and the vibrator starts rapidly alternating between each of its arms. A rumble inside my pussy and then a buzz on my clit. Rumble, buzz. Rumble. Buzz. I squeeze her leg as I struggle to keep my balance. She grins, and I know I have to push through this.

I circle her clit again. Pressing harder this time as I do. She slowly bucks against my finger, but then I pull away. She squints her eyes at me, but I have a different idea. I slide back in the tub, still on my knees but with my feet raised out of the water. I stop when my toes are resting on the far ledge. Then with my hands on the sides of the bathtub, like doing a pushup, I lower myself until my face is between her legs. Now she understands what I’m doing, so she presses down on her legs and raises her pussy for me. It’s still under the surface of the water, but it’s high enough that I can reach it.

My tongue slips easily into her wet folds under the soapy water. I flick it up and down and along her crease before moving up to her clit. Here, my nose is just above the water, so I can still breathe while I pleasure her. I wrap my lips around her clit and suck as I run my tongue under the skin of her hood and directly against her sensitive nub. As soon as I do, I feel her hand on the back of my head, pulling me tighter into her. A few seconds later, the vibrator inside me starts buzzing at a higher frequency.

With the buzzing between my legs and her hand pulling me into her while she grinds against me, I know that neither of us can hold out more than a few more seconds. I wait as long as I can. I want her to come first. And she does. As soon as I feel her body tense, I release and let the energy flow through me. I try to keep swirling my tongue around her clit, but I can’t. Every muscle in my body goes weak, and I just collapse on top of her. I can barely keep my head above the water.

We lay there silently, my body resting on top of hers, until the water gets uncomfortably cold. She just strokes her hand along my head over and over. Finally, I look up at her.

“You know how much I love you, right?” I ask.

She nods.

“Don’t ever forget. My love for you would burn the entire world if I ever let it all out. I would burn this whole world for my Mistress.”
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