
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
   Thank you & A Favor:
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   If you enjoy this book or receive value from it in any way, then I’d like to ask you for a favor: would you be kind enough to leave a review for this book on Amazon? It’d be greatly appreciated!
 
   Mistress Jessica
 
    
 
   Sissys - Enslaved & Auctioned Part 1
 
    
 
   By Mistress Jessica
 
    
 
   What did we do before e-mail? How did we manage to get through the day
 
   without that endless stream of dirty jokes, funny photographs, gossip and
 
   links to dodgy websites that now fill our in boxes?
 
    
 
   Yea, yea, I can hear you grumble. Get on with it; I can hear you say. Well,
 
   dear reader, it was one of those e-mails that started me down the road
 
   to....oh, you'll find out soon enough.
 
    
 
   I was 18 and had just come down to London from my home in Norfolk after
 
   leaving school. A friend of my father's had offered me a job in an office
 
   of a finance company for which he was the Finance Director. Wall Street it
 
   wasn't; like millions of other office rabbits around the world, I shuffled
 
   papers, produced figures for reports that never seemed to get sent
 
   anywhere, made endless cups of coffee and kept the global economy humming
 
   along nicely. Charles Dickens would have recognised the office, no problem.
 
    
 
   Also like millions of other office rabbits around the globe, I discovered
 
   there is one thing that can keep us from going insane- e-mail. It was a
 
   life saver. Relief from all the hours of tedium came in the shape of the
 
   messages that poured into my in-box. We had the usual warnings from the
 
   company about not using e-mail and the internet for your own use, but
 
   whoever paid any attention to that?
 
    
 
   One day I opened an e-mail to find this message.
 
    
 
   Are you ready for this? Be careful, this could really change the way you
 
   look at life.  Take the Lady Boy Quiz!
 
    
 
   Bah, humbug, I thought. So I clicked on the link and up popped a series of
 
   pictures of girls naked from the waist up. Yes, of course, at that moment I
 
   closed it down and deleted it right away - not! I scrolled down and there
 
   must have been 20 photographs, all of outstandingly beautiful girls.
 
   Blondes, redheads, Asians, black girls - all absolutely gorgeous. I knew
 
   what Lady Boys were.  My elder brother had gone on a rugby tour a couple of
 
   years before to Australia with a stopover in Bangkok. He had come back with
 
   stories that made my hair stand on end. One story in particular had stuck
 
   in my imagination. One of the team had got very drunk in a bar and the
 
   other lads had paid for a bargirl for him. Except this was a very special
 
   bar girl. After many pints and much prompting my brother revealed that he
 
   had been the guy they set up.
 
    
 
   He claimed he vaguely remembered this gorgeous girl taking him into one of
 
   the back rooms. He remembered her stripping down to her knickers before she
 
   stripped him and pushed him onto the bed.  He claims she gave him the best
 
   blow job he had ever had (I don't actually think he had that many before).
 
   My brother then maintained he had passed out. Fair enough, except that at
 
   some point one of the guys had crept in and taken a photograph. A couple
 
   more pints and he pulled out a photograph from his wallet.
 
    
 
   It was a very poor quality shot, but it clearly showed my brother, stark
 
   naked on the bed, eyes closed and with a look of ecstasy on his face. Also
 
   on the bed was a gorgeous Asian girl who was energetically giving him a
 
   blow job. What was also obvious from the photograph was the fully erect
 
   cock sticking out from the girl's knickers which she was stroking in one
 
   hand whilst clearly holding my brothers cock with the other.
 
    
 
   I clearly remember the feeling I had looking at that picture. I felt myself
 
   getting dizzy and my mouth was dry as I looked at the picture. I felt
 
   myself blush and my cock twitched as I held the picture in my hand. My
 
   brother then snatched it back and threatened to beat the living shit out of
 
   me if I ever told a soul about it.
 
    
 
   As he was 6 feet 4 tall and built like a gorilla whilst I was only 5 ft 7
 
   and a fraction of his size, I took him seriously. We were called Little and
 
   Large by almost everyone and I got stuck with it as a nickname.
 
    
 
   Six months later I headed to London, but I guess I forgot about the
 
   photograph until I saw the girls in this quiz.
 
    
 
   All you had to do was tick a box by each picture if you thought the girl
 
   was a ladyboy.
 
    
 
   Easy peasy, thought I. Not so, as it was really difficult to tell. They
 
   were all stunning and in the end I pretty much ticked the boxes at random.
 
    
 
   At the end of the quiz it calculated your score and I managed to score only
 
   3 out of 20 right. I couldn't believe it. I went back through the pictures
 
   and that's when I think I began to remember my brother's picture. To be
 
   honest I remembered the feeling more than the picture. I began to feel
 
   dizzy and my mouth felt dry. I actually think I was rubbing the growing
 
   bulge in my trousers when my supervisor's voice made me jump out of my
 
   skin.
 
    
 
   "James! What are you looking at?"  Vanessa, my supervisor had appeared
 
   round the corner of my cubicle.
 
    
 
   "Nothing, uh, just some figures," I managed to blurt out. I closed the quiz
 
   down instantly, but I couldn't tell if she had seen anything on the screen.
 
    
 
   "Anything interesting?"
 
    
 
   Was she being sarcastic?
 
    
 
   "No, no, well, yes, it's the month end sales stats for your report," I
 
   mumbled.
 
    
 
   "Good, make sure I have those by this evening." She turned on her heels and
 
   stalked down the corridor.
 
    
 
   Now Vanessa was the office Goddess. She was tall, may be 5ft 10 or so in
 
   her stiletto heels, which she wore everyday. Somewhere in her background
 
   there must have been some Viking genes; long blonde hair, clear blue eyes
 
   and legs so long they went straight to heaven.
 
    
 
   I had been put into her team from the start and for some reason she seemed
 
   to take against me. She would get on my case every time she could. Any
 
   small mistake would be blown up out of all proportion. Worst of all she
 
   somehow knew that I had got the job through the old boys network and that
 
   seemed to wind her up even more. Frankly, I was a nervous wreck when she
 
   was around and I was planning to get a new job as soon as I could.
 
    
 
   Over the following days I would go back to the quiz and look at the girls
 
   whenever I got the chance.  One evening I was working late and was looking
 
   yet again at the girls when I spotted a link at the bottom of the quiz.
 
    
 
   Click here to change your life.
 
    
 
   I looked around but the rest of the cubicles were empty and I hesitated a
 
   moment but then clicked on the link. Surprise, surprise, it took me to a
 
   porn website.
 
    
 
   "Lady Boy Heaven. Everything you wanted in a girl and that bit more", the
 
   banner screamed out.  I looked around quickly but there was still no-one
 
   there. It was a pay site but there was a button to click for visitors. I
 
   clicked and the screen filled with an image of a beautiful Eurasian girl on
 
   her knees sucking the cock of what appeared to be another ravishingly
 
   pretty Asian girl.
 
    
 
   I began to feel light headed and I felt a flush creeping across my face. I
 
   could now see the first girl also had a tiny little cock which the second
 
   girl was stroking. I could feel the blood rushing through my veins. I
 
   clicked again and again. Scene after scene of ladyboys sucking, fucking,
 
   and wanking flashed across my monitor. My hand strayed naturally to my
 
   groin and I felt my cock harden as I hungrily took in every new picture. I
 
   lost track of time completely.
 
    
 
   My phone buzzed and I jumped clean out of my chair. I looked at the number
 
   and panicked. It was Vanessa's extension. I picked up the phone and tried
 
   to say hello, but my tongue felt like it was three times too big for my
 
   mouth.
 
    
 
   "James, you're working late. Are my figures ready yet?" Vanessa's voice was
 
   calm and assured.
 
    
 
   "Well, yes, I've just finished them," I managed to say.
 
    
 
   "OK, well I'm still here too, so e-mail them to me and come to my office so
 
   I can see if they are alright."
 
    
 
   I wanted to protest but the phone had already gone dead. I quickly e-mailed
 
   the figures and walked around the building to Vanessa's office. It was in
 
   the executive part of the building and I had always wondered how Vanessa
 
   had managed to wangle an office here. It was pretty late now and the only
 
   office that was lit was Vanessa's.
 
    
 
   I stopped at the door and knocked.
 
    
 
   "Come in James."
 
    
 
   Vanessa was sitting behind her looking at her computer monitor as I walked
 
   in. She waved a hand to the chair in front of her desk and I sat down.
 
    
 
   "James, the figures are fine." She still wasn't looking at me.
 
    
 
   "Thanks," I mumbled.
 
    
 
   "They're fine but its not that I want to talk to you about." She turned to
 
   look at me for the first time, and her eyes seemed to glitter as she spoke.
 
    
 
   "Yes, it's about something completely different. James, you are aware of
 
   the company policy on the misuse of corporate assets aren't you? Especially
 
   the unauthorised use of office technology?" She smiled as she spoke, "Well
 
   even if you're not it doesn't really matter."
 
    
 
   It was about now that I began to realise what this about and my heart
 
   started to pound.
 
    
 
   "You see, James, we take the abuse of corporate IT here very seriously and
 
   we have installed some very clever technology that allows us to monitor
 
   what our employees are doing on the Internet. I noticed that you were
 
   working late this evening and as a part of my responsibility I decided to
 
   check what you were doing."
 
    
 
   She was smiling sweetly as she spoke in an almost apologetic tone. I
 
   couldn't take my eyes from hers. I was as transfixed as a mouse in front of
 
   a cobra. I'm not sure I was even breathing by this time.
 
    
 
   "James, can you explain to me what part of your role involves visiting an
 
   internet site called," she paused and looked at the screen probably to drag
 
   out her enjoyment of the moment. "Lady Boy Heaven?"
 
    
 
   I swear I died at that moment. My mind blanked. All I could do was look
 
   straight into those eyes.
 
    
 
   "James, I'm waiting"
 
    
 
   "I, I, I it was a mistake" I blurted.
 
    
 
   "Yes, James, I think I agree it was a mistake for you to do this," she
 
   said.
 
    
 
   "No, No, I mean I just clicked on a link in an e-mail from a friend and
 
   soon as I saw what it was I came back out," I managed to squeak.
 
    
 
   "James," she sounded now like a teacher talking to a stupid pupil. "We both
 
   know that's not true, it's all here on the report." As she spoke she swung
 
   the monitor round, "You spent 30 minutes on that site.  Are you telling me
 
   it took 30 minutes for you to work out what Lady Boy Heaven was? I took a
 
   look too and it took me, oh, all of 30 seconds to work out that it's a
 
   website for people interested in having sex with shemales. James, are you
 
   interested in that? Is that why you visited this site?"
 
    
 
   My eyes dropped to the floor, and I felt my face redden.
 
    
 
   "James, do you want to have sex with shemales? Is that it?" She was
 
   relentless. "Or is it that you relate to those shemales? Do you really want
 
   to be a shemale, James? Or should I call you Jamie, perhaps?"
 
    
 
   I blushed even more deeply and I stared at the floor. Her voice took on a
 
   different tone.
 
    
 
   "Jamie! Look at me now!" She almost barked this out and my eyes flew to
 
   hers. "Answer my question."
 
    
 
   "No, I mean, yes, I mean, I don't know."
 
    
 
   I felt my blood draining away from my face and I shivered but I couldn't
 
   take my eyes away from hers.  She held my gaze and I felt whatever self
 
   control I had left drain away. Her eyes seemed on fire and I felt a strange
 
   sense of power passing from me to her.
 
    
 
   "Jamie, well we are confused then aren't we? Well, Jamie, let me tell you
 
   what I think you are. I think you're really a sissy boy. I think you're a
 
   cocksucker. I think you want to be a subservient little sissy. I think you
 
   want to be a pretty little ladyboy who only wants to stroke and suck
 
   cock. I believe you want to be one of those girls on the website."
 
    
 
   Her words were roaring around in my head. I felt sick but I couldn't break
 
   eye contact.
 
    
 
   "I've thought so since the day you started here. I have had my eye on you
 
   ever since then.  Oh, you might not have realised yourself. I knew it when
 
   you opened that quiz. Oh, yes, I sent you that. It had a piece of code in
 
   it that tracked when you opened it; so I knew just how often you went back
 
   to look at it. I just added the website link to it and waited. I knew you
 
   would come to me eventually. I just waited and you rushed willingly
 
   straight into my little trap."
 
    
 
   While she was speaking she stood up and moved slowly round the front of the
 
   desk until she stood over me. She slowly drew her index finger along my
 
   lips as she spoke.
 
    
 
   "Yes, I know what you want Jamie. You want to serve me don't you? Remember,
 
   I have all the evidence I need to get you dismissed instantly from this
 
   firm and I would make damn sure any new employer would get to hear about
 
   your surfing habits."
 
    
 
   I couldn't believe it as my head nodded slowly in agreement.
 
    
 
   She pushed her finger past my lips and into my mouth. My lips seemed to
 
   naturally form around her finger and as she moved her finger slightly in
 
   and out I began to suck gently.
 
    
 
   "That's so good Jamie. You know that feels do good don't you, Jamie," she
 
   began to coo.
 
    
 
   I felt so powerless, but so excited at the same time. I closed my eyes and
 
   continued to suck her finger.
 
    
 
   "Keep your eyes closed Jamie." Her voice changed again. This time it was a
 
   voice of power. A power that should not be contradicted. I felt a touch on
 
   my trouser zip and I couldn't stop my eyes opening.
 
    
 
   "I told you to keep them closed didn't I?" she barked. Her hand caught me
 
   across the face and I recoiled from the sting of the blow.
 
    
 
   "Do as I tell you," she almost snarled.
 
    
 
   I snapped my eyes closed again. I felt myself slipping deeper and deeper
 
   into the darkness. Her finger returned to my mouth and I started to suck
 
   again. I felt her other hand again touch my zip.
 
    
 
   "My, we are excited by all this aren't we Jamie? I can feel you are really
 
   enjoying this."
 
    
 
   Her hand kneaded my cock and I couldn't help squirming in the chair as I
 
   sucked her finger and she stroked my now painfully constrained
 
   cock. Whatever was left of my self control had now vanished.  Instead, I
 
   felt strangely at ease, now that I had totally surrendered to the power of
 
   this woman.
 
    
 
   "Jamie, look at me now!"
 
    
 
   As I opened my eyes she slipped her finger out of my mouth. Her eyes bore
 
   into mine and she brought her face right in front of mine. Her lips brushed
 
   mine and her tongue darted out and past my lips. She continued to rub my
 
   cock as her tongue probed the inside of my mouth. Her eyes remained locked
 
   on mine all the time.
 
    
 
    
 
   She suddenly drew back and once more slapped my face. It stung so hard I
 
   began to whimper.  All this time she had continued the pressure on my cock,
 
   rubbing and caressing it and I ached for release.
 
    
 
   She stretched out her hand again and I tensed for another blow. Instead,
 
   she caressed the cheek gently with her finger tips and spoke softly again.
 
    
 
   "Jamie, if you displease me I will punish you again, but if you serve me
 
   well I will allow you to live out your wildest dreams. You will learn the
 
   pleasures of serving me and you will understand the ecstasy of fulfilling
 
   your true destiny. From now on when we are alone you will address me as
 
   Miss Vanessa, is that clear, Jamie?"
 
    
 
   I nodded.  Another sharp pain jolted me as she again slapped my face.
 
    
 
   "You will also feel the pain of serving me if you don't do as you're told."
 
    
 
   "Yes, Miss Vanessa," I whispered.
 
    
 
   "Better, Jamie, but remember in future, I don't want to hurt you too much."
 
    
 
   She moved back from me and for the first time I paid attention to what she
 
   was wearing. Normally she wore skirts and blouses together with her
 
   signature stilettos. Tonight she was wearing a trouser suit, and as the
 
   jacket was double breasted, it gave her a slightly masculine look, yet she
 
   still wore stilettos beneath the trousers.
 
    
 
   "Kneel, Jamie." she ordered and I slipped from the chair to my knees. "Now
 
   close your eyes again."
 
    
 
   I did so and felt her tie something over my eyes. I instinctively brought
 
   my head back and received a slap for my effort.
 
    
 
   "Jamie, you must learn to trust me. Part of serving your mistress well is
 
   to trust that she knows what is best for you."
 
    
 
   How quickly had I slipped to this point? It seemed only minutes ago I had
 
   been happily staring at that damned website and now I was on my knees in
 
   front of a woman who wanted me to be her...what?  Servant? slave? I
 
   shivered with fear and anticipation.
 
    
 
   "Yes, Miss Vanessa."
 
    
 
   "Jamie, I want you to remember what you felt when you looked at the
 
   pictures on the web site. What you felt when you saw those ladyboys take a
 
   cock past their lips and lick and caress it until it becomes as hard as
 
   granite. Try to imagine what it is like to kiss the tip of a prick and to
 
   wrap your lips around it and to feel that hard shaft begin to slide its way
 
   into your throat. To feel the warmth of the cock as you worship it so that
 
   it fills your mouth. You want that feeling, you need that feeling, you want
 
   to serve that cock, to savour its taste and feel it move and live between
 
   your lips.  You want to feel the power of a cock as it takes possession of
 
   you and you want to feel it twitch as you make love to it. You want to feel
 
   the veins as the blood surges into the cock; you want to feel it slide in
 
   and out of your mouth slippery with your saliva."
 
    
 
   I was so caught up in the imagery she was describing that I moaned. At that
 
   moment she slipped her finger back into my mouth and I began to lick and
 
   suck it hungrily. She slipped the finger deeper and deeper into my mouth
 
   until my mouth was being finger fucked. She added a second and third finger
 
   until I felt my mouth stretch. I couldn't stop. I had to be possessed by
 
   her. She suddenly withdrew her fingers and I felt lost. I wanted that
 
   feeling back in my mouth. I suddenly felt something quite different against
 
   my lips. Not her fingers. Something bigger, something far more solid than
 
   Vanessa's fingers. I reared back but Vanessa's hands clamped around my head
 
   and forced me back.
 
    
 
   "Do not be afraid, Jamie. This is the start of your training."
 
    
 
   At that moment Vanessa took off the blindfold and light flooded back into
 
   my eyes. As my eyes came back into focus I saw Vanessa standing there
 
   before me like a Nordic angel; long blonde hair cascading around her
 
   shoulders but with what looked like a large penis standing proudly from her
 
   now unzipped trousers. My eyes bulged as I took in the unbelievable
 
   sight. She towered over me, holding the back of my head with both hands.
 
    
 
   "Jamie, Jamie, don't worry my little girl. This won't hurt at all. Relax my
 
   angel. Let your feelings show you the way."
 
    
 
   Her voice was so soothing and she ran her hands gently through my hair. She
 
   gradually drew my head towards her groin and I could see that it was some
 
   kind of strap on dildo she must have had concealed in her trousers.
 
    
 
   My lips brushed against the tip of the dildo and somewhere deep in my sub
 
   conscious a small voice whispered no. My senses were reeling yet somewhere
 
   in the midst of my confusion I knew what I had to do, even wanted to do.
 
    
 
   The pressure from Vanessa's hands increased and the dildo began to slide
 
   between my lips. All resistance vanished and I began to lick and suck my
 
   way along the length of the shaft.
 
    
 
   "Oh Jamie, that's so good baby, suck me, Jamie. You know you want to do
 
   this so much."
 
    
 
   Vanessa's voice seemed to come from so far away as I took more and more of
 
   the dildo into my mouth.  She began to move her hips gently and the shaft
 
   began to move in and out of my mouth. I had surrendered myself completely
 
   by this point. All my being was centred on what I was doing with my lips
 
   and mouth.
 
    
 
   "Baby, that's so wonderful. Suck my monster, wrap those lips around that
 
   cock." Vanessa softly encouraged me and her hips began to move quicker and
 
   the dildo moved faster in and out of my mouth.
 
    
 
   "Look at me Jamie baby," she said and as I looked up there was the blinding
 
   flash of a camera. "Just a little insurance baby. Not that I think I'll
 
   need any now, do you baby?"
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Jamie's Descent Part 2
 
    
 
   "Baby, that's so wonderful. Suck my monster, wrap those lips around that
 
   cock." Vanessa softly encouraged me and her hips began to move quicker and
 
   the dildo moved faster in and out of my mouth.
 
    
 
   "Look at me Jamie baby," she said and as I looked up there was the blinding
 
   flash of a camera. "Just a little insurance baby. Not that I think I'll
 
   need any now, do you baby?"
 
    
 
   I was too far gone with lust and desire to even register the question let
 
   alone give her any answer.
 
    
 
   "That's it, baby," Vanessa purred as she snaked her hips forwards and back,
 
   gently sliding the strap on in and out of my mouth. I could no longer think
 
   rationally as any self control I still had slipped away and I fell into a
 
   trance and with my eyes closed, I sucked the rubber phallus in and out of
 
   my lips.
 
    
 
   "Baby, you love this don't you?" Vanessa's voice took on a hypnotic tone,
 
   gently encouraging me to take more and more into my mouth. "This is what
 
   you want, isn't it? You want to be a cocksucker don't you? This is what
 
   you've dreamed about, baby. This is what you were born to do."
 
    
 
   She placed her hands around the back of my head pushing me deeper and
 
   deeper onto the strap on. I gagged as I took nearly the whole length into
 
   my throat and she relaxed a little to let me recover and then continued her
 
   penetration of my mouth.
 
    
 
   I couldn't describe what I felt as I knelt in front of my office
 
   supervisor, my nose buried in her crotch sucking on the large black strap
 
   on she was wearing. I felt shame, certainly, and fear mixed with a sexual
 
   arousal so strong it was scrambling my senses. From somewhere deep in my
 
   brain came faint messages of alarm and warning. The rush that flooded
 
   through me as I gave myself to the woman I knelt before instantly swamped
 
   these feelings and I felt my self-control sliding away. Incredibly, I felt
 
   my cock rise and harden and I knew I had lost the battle with my last
 
   remaining inhibitions.
 
    
 
   How had this happened to me? At this moment I neither knew nor cared as I
 
   greedily licked and sucked the rubber tool in my mouth. I had never done
 
   this before but it seemed so right, so natural. How could something that
 
   felt so good be wrong? Vanessa was right; I was born to do this. How had
 
   she known?  How had she seen right down to the depths of my soul?
 
    
 
   Vanessa took her hands from the back of my head and slipped the strap on
 
   out of my mouth. I swear she could see the disappointed flash in my eyes as
 
   the object of my worship was removed. I felt lost without it's presence in
 
   my mouth.
 
    
 
   "Don't worry, baby. If you liked that, it won't be long before you feel the
 
   real thing."
 
    
 
   Vanessa replaced her finger in my mouth and I heard myself sigh as I sucked
 
   it gently and gratefully between my lips.
 
    
 
   "Jamie, things will begin to change for you now. If you don't want your
 
   colleagues to see the pictures I took posted on the company intranet, then
 
   you will do as I say without question from now on. Do you understand me,
 
   Jamie?" Her tone became sharp and she lifted my chin with a finger and
 
   locked her eyes back onto mine. I could not resist this woman who seemed to
 
   see right through to my darkest desires.
 
    
 
   "Do you understand me, Jamie?" she repeated as she lowered her face to mine
 
   and I could not tear my eyes from hers. I vaguely knew that this was my
 
   last chance to regain control. But her eyes burned into mine and I felt any
 
   remaining resistance dissolve away and I nodded my head.
 
    
 
   "Ye.. yes," I managed to croak.
 
    
 
   "Yes madam!" she barked straight into my face. "From now on when others are
 
   not around, you will call me madam. Is that clear?"
 
    
 
   I swallowed and nodded again.
 
    
 
   "Say it," she snapped.
 
    
 
   "Yes, madam," I replied, realising just how much my jaw ached from the
 
   sucking I had given the strap on.
 
    
 
   "Good, very good, Jamie. Now I want to repay you for what you did earlier.
 
   Stand up."
 
    
 
   I climbed gingerly to my feet, my legs trembling from what had happened.
 
   Vanessa took my arm and led me to the armchair that sat in the corner of
 
   her room.
 
    
 
   "Sit, Jamie" Her tone of voice was all I needed to make me sit down sharply
 
   in the chair. Vanessa quickly knelt in front of me and she undid my zip and
 
   belt with practised hands. She reached inside my trousers and she felt me
 
   harden straight away.
 
    
 
   "My, my, you did enjoy that didn't you, you little sissy." Vanessa smiled
 
   as she spoke and her tongue slid across her lips. The way she said sissy
 
   made me shiver with fear and anticipation.
 
    
 
   "Watch, feel and learn, Jamie. I promise you will enjoy this."
 
    
 
   Her head dropped into my lap and she took me into her mouth so quickly and
 
   so deeply I thought I would faint. I looked down to see her head bobbing up
 
   and down on my engorged cock and I could feel her tongue swirling across my
 
   cockhead. I moaned with pleasure as she reached up with one hand and
 
   stroked the base of my cock as she licked and sucked the head. I had become
 
   so aroused I knew it would only be seconds before I came. My body tensed as
 
   I felt the pressure build deep inside me and my cock grew even
 
   harder. Vanessa sensed the climax and closed her mouth around my shaft. I
 
   jerked clear off the chair and came as I had never come before and I moaned
 
   as the cum flowed from my cock into Vanessa's mouth.
 
    
 
   She took the load into her mouth and with lightening speed rose and kissed
 
   me on the lips, forcing her tongue between my teeth and transferred the cum
 
   into my mouth. Before I could react, Vanessa had clamped my mouth shut and
 
   I swallowed automatically. I opened my eyes wide as I realised what she had
 
   done and I began to struggle. She slapped my face hard and I stopped
 
   moving, shocked into immobility.
 
    
 
   "Jamie, that's only the first of many you will swallow, so get used to it."
 
   She rose and picked up the camera, snapping more pictures of me as he sat,
 
   now mentally and physically exhausted on the chair.
 
    
 
   "That's enough for today my little sissy," Vanessa almost whispered almost
 
   tenderly. "From tomorrow, you will be promoted to the role of my personal
 
   assistant and you'll sit outside my office. I would advise you to accept
 
   this new role...unless, that is, you want pictures I took of you tonight to
 
   end up in everyone's e-mail."
 
    
 
   >From somewhere I summoned the wits to nod. That wasn't enough for Vanessa,
 
   who said, "Say thank you properly, Jamie."
 
    
 
   "Thank you madam," I responded, my eyes downcast in abject humiliation.
 
    
 
   Vanessa turned to her desk and took from something from a drawer. "Jamie,
 
   my little sissy, I want you to start wearing something suitable for your
 
   new status. These will do wonderfully, I think." Vanessa handed me a pair
 
   of lace panties. I felt my face burn as I realised what they were.
 
    
 
   "Oh, so sweet.. I love it when you blush, Jamie it makes you look so shy
 
   and innocent. Yes, that's the look we will go for – sweet and innocent by
 
   day and a cocksucking sissy slut by night."
 
    
 
   I blushed again as I realised how much I liked the sound of that.
 
    
 
   "I'll see you at 08.30 tomorrow morning and if you're not wearing those
 
   panties I will be very, very angry." Vanessa stood there with her hands on
 
   hips. "Now, shoo and go home you silly little girl. I need you fresh for
 
   tomorrow."
 
    
 
   Vanessa turned to the mirror on the wall and retouched her make up as I
 
   left her office, but I don't think she meant me to see her smile and wink
 
   at the mirror as I closed the door.
 
    
 
   I don't know how I managed to get home that night. My mind was reeling from
 
   the sensory overload I had gone through that evening. I stumbled back to my
 
   tiny flat and I collapsed on the bed. I felt tears of shame prick my eyes
 
   as I remembered how Vanessa had humiliated me. She had made me kneel in
 
   front of her and suck her rubber cock, and I had not put up much of a
 
   fight.  I was a pathetic snivelling little excuse for a man.
 
    
 
   The bitch, the bitch, the bitch. I said it over and over. Well I would show
 
   her. If she thought she could do this to me she could think again. I just
 
   wouldn't put up with it. I would leave. I would resign and just leave the
 
   company. What could she do?
 
    
 
   I had made my mind up to just not turn up the next day when I put my hand
 
   in my pocket and found the satin panties that Vanessa had given me. It was
 
   true they were the loveliest shade of peach and the lace trim felt exciting
 
   as I ran them through my fingers. I turned them over in my hands and I
 
   looked at the label - La Senza. I had often stopped in front of the La
 
   Senza shop in the shopping centre and I remembered how turned on I had felt
 
   looking at the beautiful lingerie in the window. Without thinking I brought
 
   the panties up to my face and rubbed the satin over my skin. It immediately
 
   made me remember how I had felt on my knees sucking the strap on and I felt
 
   a frisson of excitement as my cock betrayed me as it twitched and hardened
 
   at the memory of what I had done.
 
    
 
   It wouldn't do any harm just to slip them on, I thought. I'm not going
 
   through with this so I'll just see what they feel like. I stripped quickly
 
   and stood looking at myself in the full-length mirror in the bedroom. I had
 
   never been exactly an athletic type of guy but I had pretty good muscle
 
   tone and had looked after myself pretty well. I ate the right things and
 
   hadn't gone to fat like my brother.
 
    
 
   I looked down at the scrap of material in my hand and I felt my cock twitch
 
   again. I looked in the mirror and watched as my cock began to grow before
 
   my eyes. I bent down quickly and put one foot and then the other into the
 
   panties. I pulled them up my legs and the satin and lace fluttered over my
 
   skin, sending shivers through me. He I gasped as I pulled the panties up to
 
   my waist and as the panties cupped my cock and balls I felt my knees turn
 
   to jelly. The satin and lace felt so light and cool – yet it held me so
 
   delicately.
 
    
 
   I turned and looked in the mirror and fell in love with what I saw. My
 
   ever-stiffening rod tented the panties out, but I though they made me look
 
   so pretty. I did a little twirl and looked over my shoulder and my bum
 
   filled the panties just so. I had kept my hair long for as long as he could
 
   remember and wore it normally tied back in a ponytail. I now shook the hair
 
   free and it tumbled down over my shoulders. I shook my head and the hair
 
   moved free, my whole body seemed to soften before my eyes.  The angular
 
   lines of my masculine body blurred before my eyes into soft and gentle
 
   curves.
 
    
 
   I was now fully erect and as I ran my hands over the satin covering my bum
 
   I shivered and moaned aloud as I felt the material slide beneath my
 
   fingers. I closed my eyes as my hand moved to my cock and I began to
 
   stroke. I felt harder than I had ever been before. My cock felt like a rod
 
   of steel. My breathing shortened and I opened my eyes just in time to see
 
   my cock spurt for the second time that night. It was as if I were watching
 
   someone else in the mirror as I saw the half man half girl touch a finger
 
   to the cum stringing from the oddly familiar figure's cockhead and lift it
 
   towards their lips. I stared as I saw the figure in the mirror lick the cum
 
   from the finger, smile back at me and suck the finger deep into his mouth.
 
    
 
   I knew then that I would be at my new desk at 08.30 sharp the next morning.
 
    
 
   I had half expected Vanessa to be surprised when she turned the corner and
 
   saw my sat at the desk outside her office the next morning. However, she
 
   merely nodded to me as she walked up to my desk.
 
    
 
   "Good morning, Jamie. How are you this morning? Did you have a good
 
   evening?" she asked without even a trace of irony.
 
    
 
   "Yes, thank you," I replied, equally deadpan. I looked around and as we
 
   were the only ones in, added, "Madam."
 
    
 
   "Jamie, very good. You will do very well in this new job I think. Now come
 
   in to my office we need to organise the day's work."
 
    
 
   I hastened in behind Vanessa who closed and locked the door. I stood in the
 
   middle of the office as Vanessa circled me, looking me up and down several
 
   times in a frankly disconcerting way.
 
    
 
   "Yes, there are a few things we can start to work on straight away," she
 
   murmured to herself. "But first, did you do as I asked, Jamie?"
 
    
 
   She stood in front of me and looked me straight in the eye, unzipped my
 
   trousers and slid her hand inside. She nodded in approval as she felt satin
 
   and she squeezed my balls until I squeaked in protest.
 
    
 
   "Good, Jamie. A very good start to our new relationship. By the way, you
 
   will be required to work late tonight so break any plans you have for this
 
   evening."
 
    
 
   "Yes, madam," I wondered just what kind of work she had in mind.
 
    
 
   Vanessa walked behind me and took off the plain elasticated band I used to
 
   tie my hair back. She pulled my hair back and replaced it with a salmon
 
   pink scrunchie. This time though the ponytail was fixed at my eye level;
 
   much higher than I usually wore it. I moved my head from side to side and I
 
   felt the pony tail swing gently behind me.
 
    
 
   "It will make me look like a girl," I whimpered.
 
    
 
   "Don't be silly," she said, "If David Beckham can wear it like this, so can
 
   you."
 
    
 
   I had to admit later as I preened in front of the mirror in the staff
 
   cloakroom that it did look good on me. It seemed to make narrow my face,
 
   make my cheekbones more prominent and my eyes somehow larger. I frankly
 
   quickly got used to the swing of the ponytail as I moved my head and soon I
 
   had forgotten it completely.
 
    
 
   The day flew by and it was obvious that my new role wasn't that demanding
 
   and I wondered just how Vanessa managed to get away with doing so little
 
   work. She had gone to a lunch meeting that had lasted 3 hours and she had
 
   arrived back looking a little flushed. I thought I could smell drink on her
 
   breath.
 
    
 
   The biggest problem I had to deal with all day was hiding the erections I
 
   was getting from wearing the panties. Five o'clock came and the rest of the
 
   office staff departed leaving Vanessa and myself alone in our part of the
 
   office. About six, Vanessa asked me to come into her office.  I again stood
 
   in the middle of the office as Vanessa walked around me. She reached up and
 
   took off the scrunchie from around my hair so that it fell around my
 
   shoulders. She looked closely at my hair and pulled a face.
 
    
 
   "We'll need to get your hair cut properly, it's a disgrace. Luckily it's
 
   long enough to do something nice with," she moved away from me and sat in
 
   the chair I had sat in when she blew me last night. I couldn't help but
 
   tremble with the memory.
 
    
 
   "Take off your clothes but leave the panties on," she ordered. I obeyed and
 
   stood there feeling very embarrassed, not knowing what to do with my hands,
 
   and I ended up holding them across my chest, just as a girl would do to
 
   cover her breasts I realised.
 
    
 
   "Jamie, your training started very well last night and will continue this
 
   evening. Tomorrow you won't need to come in to the office, as I have made
 
   you an appointment with our company doctor for a medical as well as a visit
 
   to the hairdressers." Vanessa moved over to the office window and closed
 
   the shutters so that no outside light could get in.
 
    
 
   "Yes madam," I began to worry what would happen next.
 
    
 
   Vanessa handed me a small box. "I want you to wear this at all times."
 
    
 
   Inside the box lay what looked like a small gold chain. "It's called a
 
   slave bracelet. You wear it around your ankle."
 
    
 
   I looked closely and there was a tiny inscription `Sissy'.
 
    
 
   "What's it for?" I asked. Innocent or stupid?  I don't know even now.
 
    
 
   "You don't need to know, just make sure you wear it all the time, is that
 
   clear?" Vanessa's tone was sharp and I quickly bent over and fastened the
 
   bracelet to my ankle. She took the opportunity to slide her hand over my
 
   satin covered backside.
 
    
 
   "So smooth," she whispered to herself.
 
    
 
   Vanessa reached into a desk drawer and held something behind her. She moved
 
   behind me and she asked me to put my hands behind my back. As I did I felt
 
   a sharp pain as my wrists were cuffed together.
 
    
 
   "What the hell?" I said, startled.
 
    
 
   Vanessa gave me a smack across my bum with something hard and I yelped.
 
   "Next time you swear at me it will be ten across your arse," she
 
   growled. "I promise you will not get hurt if you behave yourself. This is
 
   part of your training and you must learn to trust your mistress, is that
 
   clear? There is no pleasure without some pain but if you do well then the
 
   pleasure will truly outweigh the pain."
 
    
 
   Chastened, I nodded. "Yes madam."
 
    
 
   "Now, I am going to turn the lights out and it will be very dark, so don't
 
   be frightened." Vanessa moved to the door, locked it and turned the lights
 
   off. Immediately, the room was plunged into absolute blackness. I could see
 
   nothing at all, and despite the warning I became very nervous. Almost
 
   naked, handcuffed, in total blackout; who wouldn't be nervous?
 
    
 
   I suddenly sensed a new presence in the room. I couldn't see anything but i
 
   knew there was somebody new in the room. I opened my eyes wide but I could
 
   see absolutely nothing, but I sensed someone moving around me in the
 
   darkness.
 
    
 
   "Who's there?" I croaked.
 
    
 
   "Silence!" a male voice commanded.
 
    
 
   I almost jumped out of my skin as I felt a hand glide across the back of my
 
   panties.
 
    
 
   "Be still!" the voice ordered. This was not a voice to argue with for sure.
 
    
 
   The hand stayed where it was and began to gently rub to and fro across my
 
   bum. I began to feel aroused as it relentlessly kneaded my cheeks. I felt a
 
   second hand brush across the front of my panties.  This hand began to rub
 
   my swelling cock through the panties and I thought I would faint with the
 
   sensation that was being generated. My knees began to wobble as I struggled
 
   to contain the feelings caused by the attack on my front and rear. The
 
   hands now moved inside my panties and I almost could not cope with the
 
   waves of pleasure that surged through my nerve endings. I whimpered with
 
   ecstasy as a finger slid down between my bum cheeks and probed my anus at
 
   the same time as my cock was being stroked vigorously – whichever way I
 
   moved it seemed to intensify the pleasure I was feeling.  The darkness was
 
   no longer frightening; it produced a sense of isolation in me that added to
 
   the erotic quality of what was happening to me.
 
    
 
   Suddenly, the hands moved away and I stood there panting, desperately
 
   wanting the climax I had been heading towards. A hand pushed me to my knees
 
   and I almost fell over because of my cuffed hands.  The man moved in front
 
   of me and I felt my nipples twisted and tugged by strong fingers. My
 
   nipples had always been sensitive and I almost fainted as they stiffened
 
   with the man's assault. The hands moved to the back of my head and as I
 
   felt my head pulled forwards, I instinctively jerked back.
 
    
 
   "Do not resist me! " The voice hissed out of the darkness.
 
    
 
   The pressure continued and I felt my head slowly move forward. Something
 
   brushed against my lips and I gasped aloud as I realised what it was. The
 
   man's cock felt warm against my lips – totally unlike the cold unyielding
 
   rubber of the night before. Almost with a life of it's own my tongue pushed
 
   its way out of my mouth and flicked out to touch the cock. I was rewarded
 
   with a soft "Aaaahhh" from the man. I continued to explore with my tongue
 
   as the man held his cock in place. The cockhead felt like velvet to Jamie
 
   as my tongue lapped and slid across the surface. The man pulled again at
 
   the back of my head and I opened my lips and allowed his hard cock to enter
 
   my mouth.
 
    
 
   This felt completely different from the previous night. Then the phallus
 
   was cold and lifeless; a pathetic substitute for the object I now held
 
   between my lips. This was the real thing. I could feel the veins standing
 
   out from the surface and felt the cock twitch as it slid deeper into my
 
   mouth. I could feel the heat and I could smell the man's odour as well – an
 
   aroma of pure masculinity. Although this was the first time I had ever held
 
   a cock in my mouth I remembered what Vanessa had done last night and began
 
   to move my head up and down the shaft. I gagged once or twice, and the man
 
   sensing my inexperience pulled back to allow me to recover. Once, I brushed
 
   the cock with my teeth and the man hissed in anger. Despite my inexperience
 
   I quickly found a rhythm and slid my mouth along the length of the shaft,
 
   once feeling my nose graze the man's pubic hairs. Despite my lack of skill
 
   the man moaned once or twice so I guessed I was doing OK.
 
    
 
   I began to feel I was dreaming. As if in an out of body state, I felt
 
   myself rise above my body and look down on the scene below. I saw myself,
 
   naked except for a pair of satin panties, kneeling with my hands bound in
 
   front of a tall well built man. The man had his hands round my head and he
 
   was pushing his large hard cock in and out of my mouth. I watched as the
 
   man tensed and approached his climax, moving his cock faster and faster as
 
   the moment of release approached. I heard the man gasp and saw his knees
 
   sag slightly as he came and I watched with detached fascination as the man
 
   climaxed. I saw myself suck the cum eagerly from the man's cock and swallow
 
   greedily. I watched as the man withdrew his cock, saw him wipe his cock
 
   casually across my face and saw myself smile as I licked my lips to collect
 
   the last of the cum that had spilled from my mouth.
 
    
 
   I had found my destiny.
 
    
 
    
 
   Jamie's Descent Part 3
 
    
 
   The limousine took me to Harley Street, home of the UK's private health
 
   industry, for the medical Vanessa had mentioned. To me it had seemed less
 
   of a medical and more of a preparation for something. There were a lot of
 
   the usual blood pressure tests and urine samples, but there had also been a
 
   lot of measurements taken, especially around my upper body. The doctor and
 
   nurses were efficient though and seemed satisfied with my overall
 
   condition.  I had felt the doctor spent a little too long on what he had
 
   said was the prostate check. The doctor's finger seemed to spend a long
 
   time probing my rectal area and it reminded me acutely of the way the
 
   mystery man had touched me the previous night. I felt sure the doctor had
 
   seen the way my cock had reacted to the examination by swelling
 
   considerably.  It had been a little embarrassing to explain to the nurses
 
   why I couldn't take off the ankle bracelet, but they seemed to take it in
 
   their stride. The doctor said that I was a little out of condition and
 
   prescribed a course of supplements, with orders to take them once a day and
 
   a repeat prescription for when they ran out.
 
    
 
   My next appointment was for what Vanessa had described as `a visit to the
 
   hairdressers'. The limousine weaved through the London traffic to an
 
   address in Covent Garden that turned out to be a very upmarket beauty
 
   salon. The receptionist had obviously been expecting me and as soon as I
 
   had given my name I was whisked away to the rear of the salon. A blonde
 
   with a stunning figure barely contained in white t-shirt and shorts
 
   approached me and introduced herself, "It's our pleasure to have you here,
 
   Jamie. My name is Lisa and I'll be taking care of you today."  Handing me a
 
   pure white silk wrap, she said, "Just take off your clothes and slip the
 
   wrap on and we'll get started, it's going to be a long day for you."
 
    
 
   "But I'm only here for a haircut," I pleaded. Lisa must have been almost
 
   six feet tall and she towered over me. She had a flawless complexion and
 
   the kind of toned look that can only come from working out every day. She
 
   looked as if she had come straight from a Californian beach. Her long
 
   blonde hair framed a perfectly tanned face as she looked sternly down.
 
    
 
   "I have my instructions personally from Vanessa and she has been very clear
 
   about what you need, so don't worry about anything. We won't bite. You'll
 
   love what we do to you here,"
 
    
 
   Another girl joined Lisa, this one a black girl about the same age as Lisa,
 
   as tall and as dazzlingly beautiful.  Lisa introduced her as Fiona and said
 
   they were going to work together on me. Fiona's hair was pulled straight
 
   back from her face and tied back in a topknot. She exuded an air of wild
 
   and uninhibited sexiness. The contrast between the two girls was
 
   extraordinary and I felt so tiny beside these two gorgeous and exotic
 
   creatures. The two girls stood waiting as I hesitated, thinking they were
 
   going to leave so I could take off my clothes.
 
    
 
   "Come on, don't be shy," said Fiona, breaking the awkward pause, "There's
 
   only us girls here."
 
    
 
   I felt that remark to be ambiguous but before I could say anything Fiona
 
   had started to undo my shirt and Lisa had grabbed my belt. As my trousers
 
   fell to the floor the new pair of panties that Vanessa had given me to wear
 
   became clearly visible and I blushed crimson.
 
    
 
   "They're a lovely colour," Lisa remarked immediately. She ran her hands
 
   over the silk material saying, "And you fill them out so nicely. Don't
 
   blush my dear, you look divine in them. Why don't you keep them on?"
 
    
 
   Fiona helped me into the robe and whispered in his ear, "Don't worry honey,
 
   we have lots of male clients who like to express their feminine side. I
 
   like that." As she said this, her hand seemed to brush across the front of
 
   my panties and she held my eyes for a long second.  .  Lisa broke the
 
   spell, "Later, Fiona. We have work to do now. Let's make this little cutie
 
   even more beautiful."
 
    
 
   I was about to protest about being described that way but Fiona gave me a
 
   quick peck on the lips and said, "OK, but I want the first ride on this
 
   little pony."
 
    
 
   The silk robe felt so light and cool and, well, feminine. They also made me
 
   slip on a pair of white mules, which took a few minutes to get used to, but
 
   which then felt incredibly comfortable. I began to feel slightly light
 
   headed at the attention I was receiving from these two beautiful girls. I
 
   was led into a second room and shown to a reclining chair flanked by tables
 
   filled with small bottles and jars. The two girls spent some time examining
 
   notes on a clipboard leaving me to examine my surroundings. I gradually
 
   became aware of the wonderful mixture of aromas in the room, and together
 
   with the soft ambient music playing in the background I began to relax
 
   properly for the first time since Vanessa had caught me looking at that
 
   website. I couldn't believe it had only been three days ago that Vanessa
 
   had called me into her office. How could my life have changed so much in
 
   such a short time?
 
    
 
   The music and scent in the room lulled me deeper into a daydream and I
 
   recalled the day my brother had shown me the grainy photograph of the Thai
 
   ladyboy sucking his cock on the rugby trip to Bangkok. Had that been the
 
   real start of this journey?  I remembered how strangely I had felt when I
 
   had seen that photograph. What I now also remembered were the dreams that
 
   had followed that day.  Dreams in which I had become the ladyboy in the
 
   picture, sucking my brother's cock until his cum dribbled from my lips.
 
    
 
   I shivered as deeply buried memories drifted into my mind. The time when I
 
   was about five and some older girls at my primary school had adopted me as
 
   their living doll. They had managed to dress me one day as a girl with
 
   ribbons in my hair and one of their old dresses. They had practised their
 
   make up skills on me until one of their mothers had come home.
 
    
 
   A memory of when I was a little older came jostling through. I was eight
 
   years old and my mum had caught me trying on her stockings and had made me
 
   wash her underwear for a week as a punishment. I remembered the feeling of
 
   the silks and satins of her lingerie on my hands as I gathered them from
 
   the clothes hamper ready for the wash. I could now see myself as I held my
 
   mother's knickers to my face and I could still smell the scent of my mother
 
   on her underwear.
 
    
 
   Later, at secondary school, I remembered a crush I had for an older boy at
 
   the school. The boy had seemed flattered by my attention and I smiled as I
 
   remembered the day we had cut school and gone swimming at the beach. We had
 
   changed behind the sand dunes and I had watched as the older boy's towel
 
   had dropped while he was changing and had been rooted to the spot as I saw
 
   the boy's cock for the first time. It looked so long and thick compared to
 
   mine. The beach was deserted at that time of year and when we got into the
 
   sea, the boy said, "Lets go skinny dipping."  He dropped his own swimming
 
   shorts and made a grab for mine. I put up a fight, but only because I
 
   wanted to wrestle with the boy in the water. He eventually overpowered me
 
   and I felt his hands graze my cock as my shorts were dragged down. I chased
 
   the boy through the waves and we play fought each other as the cold North
 
   Sea surf rolled off us. The waves pushed us into the shallows and the boy
 
   somehow ended up lying on top of me, pinning me to the wet sand. I could
 
   feel his large stiff cock rubbing against my own smaller one and I vividly
 
   remembered the boy's lips slowly descending towards mine, when somebody
 
   shouted, "Oi, what you doing. You dirty little buggers!"
 
    
 
   We ran off laughing at the old man walking his dog, but soon after, the boy
 
   moved to another school and quickly stopped answering my letters.
 
    
 
   "Jamie! Jamie! Wake up sweetie."  I felt someone gently shaking my shoulder
 
   and I opened my eyes to see Fiona's face only a few inches away from
 
   mine. "Judging by the smile on your face that must have been some dream,
 
   honey."
 
    
 
   Her eyes were an incredible hazel colour and I couldn't stop myself saying,
 
   "You have such beautiful eyes."
 
    
 
   "Why thank you honey," she smiled wickedly as she whispered, "I have some
 
   other things you might like too." Her hand snaked through my wrap and
 
   squeezed my cock through my panties. "But as aunty Lisa said, that's for
 
   later, my sweet little angel." I squirmed in the chair, feeling the silk
 
   slide sensuously over my skin. Fiona winked as her fingers kneaded my
 
   cock. I felt myself harden under her touch.
 
    
 
   Lisa interrupted by saying "Let's get started Fiona. Waxing first, I
 
   think."
 
    
 
   I sat bolt upright. "Waxing? No-one said anything about waxing. I'm not
 
   having that." I tried to get out of the chair.
 
    
 
   Lisa calmly and effortlessly pushed me back down, "Vanessa said you might
 
   be a little bit reluctant, so she gave me some pictures to show you that
 
   she felt would change your mind."  Lisa handed me some photographs and I
 
   groaned as I saw what they were. Some were from that first day in her
 
   office showing me sucking on the strap on protruding from her trousers. A
 
   few were from the second time with me standing in the middle of her room,
 
   wearing only the panties.
 
    
 
   I sank back, defeated, and sighed, "Lisa, OK, you win. I'm yours."
 
    
 
   "And mine later," grinned Fiona.
 
    
 
   Fiona helped me out of the wrap and I stood there naked in front of these
 
   two gorgeous women. I must have been losing my inhibitions because although
 
   I didn't know where to put my hands I was not feeling so embarrassed.
 
    
 
   To tell the truth I had never grown much body hair so it wasn't as painful
 
   as it might have been. But, even so, it was a huge relief when the girls
 
   had finished.  I had really objected, however, when they moved to my pubic
 
   hair and in the end Fiona had used a small electric trimmer to give me what
 
   they called a brasilian.  As Fiona finished she grinned evilly, "Next time,
 
   honey, it's the wax!"
 
    
 
   I couldn't see what they had done properly because there were no mirrors in
 
   the room, but my skin felt really smooth and I could look down and see a
 
   small strip of my pubic hair leading down to my cock. I had taken off the
 
   panties before the waxing and when I came to put them on again they felt so
 
   smooth against my totally hairless legs. A pedicure and manicure came next
 
   and while they worked on my nails Lisa popped a pair of headphones on my
 
   head.  I closed my eyes and let the music carry me away. It felt so good to
 
   have two pairs of soft hands caress my fingers and toes as the girls worked
 
   on me.
 
    
 
   I had achieved a deep state of relaxation when I felt a sharp sting in my
 
   right ear. "Yow," I squealed and yanked off the headphones, "What was
 
   that?"
 
    
 
   "I've just pierced your ear, nothing to worry about," said Lisa. "Now just
 
   hold still."
 
    
 
   "Yow," I said again as she did the left ear, "That hurt."
 
    
 
   "Don't be a baby," said Fiona, "Or I'll have to hurt you properly later."
 
   Fiona was starting to scare me a bit.
 
    
 
   Lisa slipped some small sleepers into the holes and I rubbed my ears. "Next
 
   time we'll pierce your belly button. That will look so cute." said Lisa.
 
    
 
   I ignored the remark and glanced down at my hands. My nails hadn't been
 
   long enough to shape properly but they did look different. Lisa saw my look
 
   and said, "We've done our best and given them a little colour. Just let
 
   them grow and we'll keep shaping them for you."
 
    
 
   "But I won't be coming back." I blurted out.
 
    
 
   "Oh, I think Vanessa will make sure you do." Lisa said gently. I wondered
 
   how well Lisa knew Vanessa. I smiled broadly as I formed a picture of Lisa
 
   on her back being shagged royally by Vanessa wearing the same strap on I
 
   had sucked.
 
    
 
   There was a pale pink colour on my fingernails that was just visible. I
 
   began to worry about what people at work were going to say at work. My
 
   toenails had been done in the same colour and I wiggled my toes and they
 
   looked so pretty. I saw Lisa and Fiona exchange a small smile as they saw
 
   my delight.
 
    
 
   "What?" I asked.
 
    
 
   "Nothing," Lisa said, "only that Vanessa will be very pleased with your
 
   progress. Sometimes it takes much longer than this to get to this stage."
 
    
 
   I was so fascinated at looking at my newly coloured nails that the remark
 
   really didn't register. I splayed my fingers out and let the light play
 
   across the fingernails. Fiona giggled.
 
    
 
   "What this time?" I said.
 
    
 
   She smiled and said, "When men look at their nails they normally curl their
 
   fingers over in a fist. Girls spread their fingers out like you just did."
 
    
 
   "That's ridiculous," I said, but immediately put my hands behind my back.
 
    
 
   "Too late, honey," she whispered. "Don't worry; it will be just our little
 
   secret."
 
    
 
   Lisa pushed me down into the chair and took off the scrunchie that held my
 
   hair in the ponytail. She brushed it out with her fingers, all the time
 
   making disapproving noises with her mouth. "Tsk, whoever did this needs to
 
   be shot," she muttered. "Mmm, lets see what we can do now and hope that we
 
   can tame this jungle eventually."
 
    
 
   Swiftly and efficiently, Lisa worked on my hair. There were no mirrors in
 
   the room so I couldn't see what she was doing. It was strangely flattering
 
   to have these two goddesses concentrating solely on me and I felt more and
 
   more comfortable in the role that was being created for me. There was
 
   something deeply soothing yet exciting in the way Lisa first washed my
 
   hair. I lay backwards with my head on the sink and I felt dizzy with the
 
   feeling she created as she stood over me gently working the shampoo through
 
   my hair.  Lisa occasionally asked Fiona her opinion as she cut my hair and
 
   the two of them seemed pleased with what they had done.
 
    
 
   I began to crave to see what the girls had done and I dared to hope that
 
   Vanessa would be really pleased with the way I looked. I unconsciously
 
   crossed one leg over the other and thought how smooth and nice my legs
 
   looked now. I found myself staring at Fiona as Lisa worked on me. Fiona
 
   noticed me looking, moved closer to me and began to stroke my leg with her
 
   long dark fingers. She brushed her fingertips along the inside of my thigh
 
   getting closer and closer to my cock which for about the tenth time sine
 
   I'd arrived was as hard as a rock.  I wriggled in the chair as she brushed
 
   my silk covered cock with her fingers.
 
    
 
   "Fiona, stop it. You're making her move so much I might just cut her ear
 
   off," said Lisa.
 
    
 
   I stopped moving, but Fiona didn't stop her teasing and I felt faint with
 
   frustration as she built me towards a climax, and then slowed the pace of
 
   her fingers.
 
    
 
   Lisa eventually finished with my hair and both girls professed themselves
 
   happy with the result. At this moment Fiona took over and led me to a table
 
   covered in make up. Fiona sat me down facing her and she began a careful
 
   examination of my face.
 
    
 
   "How often do you shave, honey?"
 
    
 
   I had never had a strong beard growth and I guess I only had to shave
 
   lightly every three or four days. I told her this and she seems happy
 
   enough. The next half hour she spent working on my face, massaging my skin
 
   and then using what seemed an endless series of creams and lotions on my
 
   face. Several times she asked me to close my eyes and I felt her gentle
 
   touch applying things to my eyelids.
 
    
 
   I relaxed and kept my eyes closed as she worked until I felt a sharp sting.
 
    
 
   "ooowww". I said, startled by the pain.
 
    
 
   "Don't panic, my little sissy." Fiona smiled as she spoke, "I'm only
 
   plucking your eyebrows. It will make you look so sweet."
 
    
 
   She went on with this for a few minutes and I swore I would never have that
 
   done again. She finished and then move on to my lips. It felt so feminine
 
   to have her paint my lips and it gave me the chance to look at her closely
 
   as her face was so close to mine.
 
    
 
   "Do you like what you see, baby?" she asked without pausing.
 
    
 
   "Mmm, yes,"
 
    
 
   "Good," she said, "I like what I see too."
 
    
 
   "That should do for now," said Lisa. Both girls stood back and smiled as
 
   they surveyed the effects of their work.
 
    
 
   "Let me see, let me see," I simpered.
 
    
 
   They turned my chair round and removed a towel that had been draped over a
 
   mirror in the corner of the room. I looked into the mirror and simply could
 
   not believe what I saw.  Looking back at me was the face of a young girl,
 
   blonde hair falling down to her shoulders. I moved my head and the head in
 
   the mirror moved too, the hair gently swinging with the movement. I smiled
 
   and I could see the girl smile back. I sat stunned. I couldn't believe what
 
   I was seeing.
 
    
 
   "Do you like what you see?" asked Lisa.
 
    
 
   I still couldn't speak, but I managed to nod my head.
 
    
 
   "We'll take that as yes, then," laughed Fiona.
 
    
 
   Lisa turned to Fiona. "I think you've earned the first crack at this one,
 
   Fi."
 
    
 
   Fiona's smile was one of triumph and naked lust. I shivered with anxiety.
 
    
 
   Lisa noticed and softly said, "Don't worry, Jamie baby, Fiona won't do
 
   anything too nasty. This time."
 
    
 
   Fiona laughed and Lisa walked across to her, wrapped her arms around Fiona,
 
   one hand in the small of her back and the other behind her head. Lisa drew
 
   Fiona close to her and I saw Fiona's eyes shut as she placed her hands on
 
   either side of Lisa's face. Their lips touched and the girls' tongues
 
   snaked from their mouths and began to fence with each other. Lisa's leg
 
   moved between Fiona's who gave what sounded like a growl as I saw her
 
   tongue disappear between Lisa's lips. The girls kissed deeply for several
 
   minutes, their hands running over each others bodies.
 
    
 
   I was riveted to the spot. It seemed I had almost stopped breathing as I
 
   watched the Nubian princess and the Viking queen entwined before me. I
 
   could feel my cock rise at the unbelievably erotic tableau in front of
 
   me. Lisa finally broke the embrace and smiled wickedly at me, "Jamie, this
 
   is part of your education, so pay attention to what Fiona does; I promise
 
   you'll enjoy it."
 
    
 
   My tongue had somehow got stuck to the roof of mouth and all I could do was
 
   nod dumbly in reply.  She let her fingertips slide over the front of
 
   Fiona's tunic through which her nipples had suddenly become very
 
   visible. Lisa let her fingers rest on one nipple and suddenly tweaked
 
   it. Fiona moaned and her eyes blazed with desire.
 
    
 
   Lisa walked towards the door and turned as she reached it, smiled wickedly
 
   and said, "Fiona, don't forget now, play nicely."
 
    
 
   "Oh, don't worry babe, I'll take very good care of her," Fiona replied,
 
   looking me straight in the eye.
 
    
 
   I felt like a rabbit caught in the headlights of a car as I sat and watched
 
   Fiona close the door after Lisa and pocket the key.
 
    
 
   Jamie's Descent Part 4
 
    
 
   Lisa walked towards the door and turned as she reached it, smiled wickedly
 
   and said, "Fiona, don't forget now, play nicely."
 
    
 
   "Oh, don't worry babe, I'll take very good care of her," Fiona replied,
 
   looking me straight in the eye.
 
    
 
   I felt like a rabbit caught in the headlights of a car as I sat and watched
 
   Fiona close the door after Lisa and pocket the key.
 
    
 
   Fiona stood in front of me and said sharply, "Stand, slut!"
 
    
 
   It was a tone of voice that made you think arguing about it wasn't such a
 
   good idea. I got up as quickly as I could, nearly falling over in my haste
 
   to obey. The tip of her pink tongue appeared and slid along her full
 
   lips. She had seemed tall before, but now she towered over me. I saw that
 
   somehow she had put on a pair of spike heels; open toed sandals really,
 
   with two-inch spikes and thin leather straps that fastened around her
 
   ankles. Her toes were painted a vivid scarlet and I wondered what my toes
 
   would look like painted that colour.
 
    
 
   "Take off the robe, you little sissy," she ordered sharply. I slid the robe
 
   from my shoulders and it fell to the floor. I stood before her now just in
 
   my panties and the mules I had been wearing. I was now so nervous I was
 
   shaking.
 
    
 
   "Are you scared, Jamie?" I nodded and she smiled. "That's good, honey,
 
   because fear is good for you.  It strips away your inhibitions. Fear is a
 
   drug, Jamie. It bares the nerves, it lets you feel as if for the first
 
   time, again and again. Embrace your fears, Jamie. Let them take you to
 
   worlds of pain and pleasure that you could never imagine. Let fear be your
 
   guide. Let the fear release you."
 
    
 
   She moved her head to one side, reminding me of the way a cat watches a
 
   mouse before it decides to go for the kill. She reached out a perfectly
 
   manicured finger and brushed my right nipple. I had become so tense that
 
   her first touch just blew me away. Something burst deep within me and an
 
   unbelievable sense of release surged through my body; my knees buckled, my
 
   eyes closed and I couldn't stop a moan escaping from my throat. I had been
 
   as taut as a bowstring and Fiona's touch had released me. The touch of her
 
   fingernails, gently circling my nipple was so overwhelming that I felt
 
   another slice of whatever self-control I still possessed slip away into the
 
   darkness. I could not have cared less; all I wanted was for Fiona to keep
 
   on making me feel this way.
 
    
 
   I still had my eyes closed and I felt her fingers slide away from caressing
 
   my nipple and they gently traced their way down to first to my belly
 
   button, and then to the top of my panties. She stopped briefly, making
 
   gentle circles on my skin. I could feel my tummy flutter as she did this
 
   and then suddenly she slid her fingers into my panties and right down over
 
   my cock. I was instantly hard as she massaged my cock. I felt her dig her
 
   nails in, and my cock now felt on fire.
 
    
 
   With my eyes still closed I could feel her lean in towards me, her lips
 
   first brushing mine with a gentle kiss, and then suddenly, shockingly,
 
   crushing my lips to hers. I shivered as I felt my lips slide across hers
 
   and I felt for the first time the sublime and erotic charge of lipstick
 
   upon lipstick.  Her tongue snaked past my lips and I let her invade me. I
 
   nervously began to respond and my tongue fenced with hers. I felt a surge
 
   of pleasure at being taken this way and I felt my self go limp and press
 
   myself closer to Fiona. I instinctively reached around her waist with one
 
   arm, my hand in the small of her back, and with the other arm reached up
 
   and put my hand on the back of her head. I felt her arms envelop me and she
 
   pulled me closer to her, our lips mashing together and tongues now
 
   wrestling wildly.
 
    
 
   I could feel her breasts against my chest and her nipples were now as hard
 
   as pebbles. She growled as we kissed ever more passionately. I could now
 
   barely stand as my legs felt like jelly and Fiona had to hold me up as I
 
   gave myself to her.
 
    
 
   "Ooowww!" I shrieked as her nails found my nipple and twisted it viciously.
 
    
 
   "Be quiet, slut," she rasped. She stepped backwards and I almost fell as
 
   she let me go. I rubbed my nipple with my hand and whimpered, "Why did you
 
   do that?"
 
    
 
   "Because I wanted to," was all she said. "From now on, you will address me
 
   as Miss Fiona and you will only speak when you are spoken to, is that
 
   clear?"
 
    
 
   My nipple still hurt like hell and I felt tears spring to my eyes, as I
 
   stared, open eyed, back at her.
 
    
 
   "Stop pouting like a school girl, you little sissy," she said. "Do you
 
   understand what I said?" Her eyes blazed as she spoke. What choice did I
 
   have? I nodded, still sulking and massaging my tender nipple.
 
    
 
   "Say it, sissy."
 
    
 
   "Yes, miss Fiona," I said through clenched teeth.
 
    
 
   "Now, that wasn't so hard, was it?" She paused and tilted her head in that
 
   feline way of hers. "Mmm, maybe the naughty school girl look would work,
 
   white blouse, short pleated skirt, tie, boater. Yes, that would work nicely
 
   for tomorrow."
 
    
 
   "What's happening tomorrow?" I asked, quickly adding "Miss Fiona" as I saw
 
   the look on her face.
 
    
 
   "Don't worry, sissy, we'll come to that later," was all she said. She moved
 
   behind me and I turned to see where she was going.  She slapped my pantied
 
   bottom hard with her hand.
 
    
 
   "Did I say you could move?"
 
    
 
   "No, miss Fiona." I whispered. My bottom stung where she had hit me.
 
    
 
   "Good, you're learning, sissy Jamie," she sounded pleased. "Another thing,
 
   I want you to keep your eyes down when you speak to me. Don't look me in
 
   the face unless I say so, clear?"
 
    
 
   She hit me again on the bottom, not quite so hard this time, but it still
 
   stung. Tears of humiliation filled my eyes and I managed to snivel, "Yes,
 
   miss Fiona."
 
    
 
   "You are so lucky, Jamie. Not many people get to fulfil their wildest
 
   fantasies in the way that you will.  This is what you have secretly dreamt
 
   of, isn't it? You have longed to be a cocksucking slut, haven't you? You
 
   knew that deep down inside you were a sissy. You want to take it like a
 
   girl; on your hands and knees, on your back, up against the wall, bent over
 
   a chair. You want to be fucked like a girl."
 
    
 
   She spat the last words out and as she did my head was spinning. Between
 
   the pain of the slaps, the assault on my nipple and the force of her words,
 
   I had lost all control. I could only think that, yes, this was what I
 
   wanted. Her words seemed to slice into my heart and soul and I cried
 
   out,"Yes, yes, I want to be fucked like a girl. I need to be fucked."
 
    
 
   Fiona's hands snaked round from behind me and cupped my nipples. I could
 
   feel her breasts against my back, but this time she wasn't wearing her
 
   tunic. Her pebble hard nipples were pressed hard and hot against my back
 
   and I could feel her rubbing her groin against my bottom. My cock, iron
 
   hard now, tented out my panties and. I longed to have a release from the
 
   frustration that had been building in me all day.
 
    
 
   "You want tits, don't you?" she whispered in my ear as she massaged my
 
   nipples. Her voice was deep and dark and I felt unable to resist whatever
 
   she wanted.
 
    
 
   "Yes," I almost shrieked, "I want tits. I want them to be sucked and
 
   grabbed and felt up by anyone who wants to."
 
    
 
   "But, you want to keep your little cock don't you?" her voice was now low
 
   and soft, the words cooing into my ear. "You want to keep this little thing
 
   don't you Jamie? Because it's what makes you so special, isn't it?"
 
    
 
   As she said this, her hands dropped to my panties and she slid them down a
 
   little to free my aching cock. I looked down to see her dark brown fingers
 
   pumping my cock, bringing me to the point of release. I fell back into her
 
   body, not trusting my legs to keep me upright.  The sight of those brown
 
   fingers wrapped around my white shaft made me even harder if that were
 
   possible. She sensed my approaching climax and slowed down. She cupped my
 
   balls and squeezed, the pain immediately taking me back from the edge.
 
    
 
   I cried out in frustration, "Please, please, please, let me cum, let me
 
   cum."
 
    
 
   "Oh not yet, my sissy, you get to cum when I decide you've earned it and
 
   not a moment before."
 
    
 
   Her hands left my cock and she moved away from me. I nearly stumbled, but
 
   she stopped me from falling with one hand on my back.
 
    
 
   "Close your eyes, and enjoy what is going to happen, sissy."
 
    
 
   I stood there, limp and almost past caring what was going to happen. My
 
   senses had been finally overwhelmed and I just wanted her to let me cum. I
 
   felt I was n a trance and almost without knowing it, my hand dropped to my
 
   cock and started to rub my cock, as hard as ever.
 
    
 
   "Oh, no you don't," she snapped, slapping my bottom again, this time harder
 
   than ever and I yelped in pan and surprise.
 
    
 
   "Do not touch yourself without my permission, do you hear?" she snarled.
 
   "You do not own that cock anymore, it belongs to me right now, and I decide
 
   what to do with it and when. Do you understand?"
 
    
 
   I was in tears now, my face red with hurt and humiliation and my bottom
 
   sore from her slaps.
 
    
 
   "What more do you want from me?" I snivelled.
 
    
 
   "Kneel," she said I reply.
 
    
 
   "What?" I said, as I hadn't heard her properly through my snivelling.
 
    
 
   "I said, kneel, you miserable sissy slut."
 
    
 
   I sank to my knees, grateful to alleviate the strain of standing up.
 
    
 
   "Now turn round and face me, but keep your eyes down until I tell you that
 
   you can look at me."
 
    
 
   I shuffled round 180 degrees with my eyes cast down.
 
    
 
   "Come towards me" Fiona ordered. I shuffled forwards, eyes down until I saw
 
   her feet encased I those fuck me sandals. I guessed she had sat down on the
 
   chair I had occupied, but I dare not look up. She crossed her legs and her
 
   right foot was now only a few inches in front of my downcast eyes.
 
    
 
   "Put your hands behind you and then bathe my feet," she said as casually as
 
   if she were asking for a cup of coffee. I was either stupid or totally
 
   confused.
 
    
 
   "Bathe them with what, Miss Fiona?"
 
    
 
   "With your tongue, of course, you stupid little slut," she snarled this at
 
   me.
 
    
 
   I must have hesitated a fraction too long, because she leant forward and
 
   slapped my face, n ot hard enough to mark, but badly enough to make my head
 
   spin.
 
    
 
   "Do it now!"
 
    
 
   I bent forwards and began to lick her foot. I began with the toes, licking
 
   and kissing each one in turn.
 
    
 
   "Stop," she ordered. Relieved I thought it was over, but she continued,
 
   "Now take off the sandal." I moved my hands from behind my back, but before
 
   I could, she snapped,"Not with your hands, with your teeth."
 
    
 
   "But, I can't, not with my teeth," I mumbled, my eyes still firmly cast
 
   downwards.
 
    
 
   "You never know what you're capable of until you try, do you, slut?" she
 
   said with a trace of irony in her voice. I leant forwards and saw that the
 
   sandal was tied in a knot with soft leather thongs just above her ankle. I
 
   opened my mouth and grasped one end of the knot between my teeth and
 
   pulled. With some tugging and wriggling I managed to loosen one end of the
 
   knot and then took the other end in my teeth. Pulling my head backward I
 
   managed to separate the knot and the ends of the thongs tumbled away. It
 
   was easier than it looked and I guessed that it was just an excuse to put
 
   me in my place.
 
    
 
   Fiona kicked the sandal off and offered her foot to my mouth once more. I
 
   was a quick learner and I didn't want any more slaps so I went to work on
 
   her feet with gusto. I had expected them to taste bad but in fact they
 
   tasted only of some kind of sweet scent, shower gel maybe.  I sucked and
 
   kissed each toe again, then licked and kissed my way up her foot as far as
 
   the ankle.  Fiona kept up a constant running commentary, encouraging and
 
   insulting me in turn. I could sense that she enjoyed the power and control
 
   she had over me.
 
    
 
   I lapped rhythmically up and down her feet, kissing and licking, bathing
 
   her feet with my tongue. My back was beginning to ache from the strain of
 
   holding my hands behind my back and my mind started to wonder a little. How
 
   had I sunk to this? How had I let myself be dominated so quickly and so
 
   completely by the three women I had met in the past 48 hours? I tried to
 
   make sense of what had happened to me; Vanessa tricking me with the Ladyboy
 
   website, sucking my first cock, being transformed into a sissy and now on
 
   my knees worshipping the feet of a beautiful black girl. The three girls
 
   had played me like a violin. They knew so easily what tunes to choose to
 
   bend me to their will, what music would reach out and touch the fantasies
 
   that lay buried so deeply within me. How could they have known? Was it so
 
   obvious in me? Did those secret desires really show through to them?
 
   Something nagged uneasily at the corner of my mind. All this must have some
 
   purpose; there was too much planning involved for it to be
 
   coincidental. What was that purpose?  Someone was behind this.  Who was
 
   pulling the strings? It did not seem likely that it was the girls, and most
 
   importantly of all, what would happen to me next?
 
    
 
   Fiona must have noticed that my attention was wondering as a sharp slap of
 
   her hand on my head brought me back to what I was doing.  "Enough," she
 
   said and crossed her legs to offer me the other sandal. As she crossed her
 
   legs I sneaked a fast look up and Fiona was sitting naked in the chair and
 
   as she moved her legs I saw a flash of her vagina, pink and glistening
 
   wetly in the light. I quickly lowered my eyes again and concentrated on
 
   working on her left foot. Now I know what was expected of me, it did not
 
   take so long, but my back was so sore from bending forwards with my hands
 
   behind my back.
 
    
 
   "Good, that's very good my little pretty sissy," Fiona cooed gently as I
 
   finished licking her foot. "Now, because you've been so good, I will let
 
   you look up. Look at me, Jamie."
 
    
 
   I looked up obediently, and saw Fiona sitting back in the chair, her legs
 
   apart and her sex fully exposed to me. I stared open mouthed at the sight.
 
    
 
   "Well, what are you waiting for girl?" she said, smiling wickedly at my
 
   expression, "get over here. I need your tongue right now."
 
    
 
   I managed to close my mouth and I inched forwards on my knees. I bent
 
   forward and I gazed at her shaven pussy. I had never seen one so close up
 
   before and I stared at the glistening folds of skin in front of me. Her
 
   lack of pubic hair was somehow arousing and my cock hardened again for what
 
   felt like the millionth time that day. Fiona reached forward and put her
 
   hands behind my head.  She looked down at me and locked her eyes with mine.
 
    
 
   "Come to mama, little sissy." Her voice sounded husky and thick with
 
   desire.  "Come and use that sweet little pink, sissy white boy tongue on my
 
   black pussy. Come and show me if you deserve to be rewarded, my little
 
   slut. If you make me happy with your tongue, I might just let you cum."
 
   Oh, I so desperately needed to be allowed to cum. I knew I would do
 
   anything to get rid of my unbearable frustration.  Fiona's hands increased
 
   their pressure on the back of my head as she pulled me down towards her
 
   waiting sex. I broke away from her lust filled eyes and looked down to see
 
   that she was obviously heavily aroused. Her pussy was visibly wet and she
 
   was pushing her hips towards my face. I closed my eyes as I caught her
 
   musky smell and as she increased the pressure on my head, I fell forwards
 
   so that my lips suddenly touched her pussy. I instinctively tried to pull
 
   back but she easily pushed me back into her.
 
    
 
   "You must do what I want, you fucking little sissy, or I won't let you cum
 
   for a year!" she snapped at me.
 
    
 
   I swallowed, my mouth and tongue were so dry from washing her feet, and I
 
   tentatively pushed my tongue through my lips and onto her pussy. She was so
 
   wet that my tongue slid easily over her outer lips and I heard Fiona gasp
 
   and she pulled me roughly onto her. Her hips were bucking, grinding herself
 
   against my face. I felt her wetness on my face as she pushed against me.
 
    
 
   "Lick me good, you fucking little fag whore, you cocksucking sissy boy
 
   slut.  Make me cum, you little trashy white queen. Show me you're good for
 
   something, you miserable worthless bitch. Make mama cum and I'll let you
 
   cum, you faggot, you little fairy, you arse licking miserable pussyboy."
 
   She was screaming by now and her stream of abuse made me more aroused than
 
   ever.
 
    
 
   I began to slide my tongue up and own, she squeezed her legs tight around
 
   the side of my head and locking me in place with her hands at the back. I
 
   felt I was suffocating and struggled to get my head away, but she was too
 
   strong and tightened her grip. I began to panic and felt myself start to
 
   black out when the pressure suddenly eased and Fiona relaxed her grip on my
 
   head a little. I spluttered and gulped in air.
 
    
 
   "Get on with it, or I'll do that again," she growled and quickly squeezed
 
   my head and then relaxed again. My head stopped spinning and I realised
 
   that I could only escape by dong what she demanded. I worked my tongue
 
   inside her and felt her react. I moved my tongue around and found her clit;
 
   she was already hard and I sucked on it. Christ, she almost jumped out of
 
   the chair, her back arched and she screamed.
 
    
 
   "Fuuuuuuuccccckkkkkk!"
 
    
 
   I sucked some more and then flicked it with my tongue. She yelped again and
 
   bucked her hips so much I had to let go and she slammed me back into her
 
   pussy.
 
    
 
   "Rub my tits," she ordered and I moved my hands from behind my back, where
 
   I had managed, incredibly to keep them, and reached up to her breasts. They
 
   weren't large but her nipples were huge and they were standing out hard. I
 
   rolled the nipples between my fingers and Fiona again jumped around.
 
    
 
   "Fuuuccckkk, keep going you slut, make me cum hard, bitch."
 
    
 
   I stuck my tongue back into her pussy and flicked and sucked on her clit
 
   again. She was moaning and screaming again, pushing harder and harder
 
   against my face. I could feel her tense and then she arched her back for
 
   the last time, screamed one more obscenity and slumped back into the chair.
 
    
 
   Her knees and hands released my head and as the pressure disappeared I felt
 
   a roaring noise in my head and I felt I was falling into a long dark well
 
   and then I felt no more.
 
    
 
   It couldn't have been very long before I came round, tongue sticking to the
 
   roof of my mouth, lying sideways on the floor, my face against the wooden
 
   floor. I raised my head and tried to move my hands.  It was only then that
 
   I realise they were bound behind me.  I think it must have been a pair of
 
   those plastic ties they use these days to secure criminals. It didn't feel
 
   like rope and not a pair of handcuffs. I tried to wriggle my hands free and
 
   all I succeeded in doing was to make the thing cut into my wrists. I tried
 
   to sit up but with my hands bound this way, there was no way I could manage
 
   it.
 
    
 
   "Oh, you're awake at last." Fiona's voice came from somewhere behind me. I
 
   managed to move my head enough to look in the direction of her voice. She
 
   moved across to me and knelt down so that she could look into my eyes. She
 
   was still naked and her skin glistened like oiled ebony.
 
    
 
   "Slut, look at me," she said. "I will keep my word. I will give you the
 
   chance to cum. But, there is one condition." Her face was now very close to
 
   mine, and she brushed my hair away from face, almost tenderly. "Do you want
 
   to know what the condition is, Jamie slut?
 
    
 
   I was so desperate to get some kind of satisfaction so I nodded. She looked
 
   straight into my eyes as she spoke, "I will let you cum if you can do it
 
   without touching your cock. Do you understand?"
 
    
 
   I stared at her, "How can I come without touching my cock?"
 
    
 
   She smiled as she brought something from behind her back into my line of
 
   sight. I gasped out loud as I realised that what she held in her hands was
 
   a black strap on dildo. My eyes widened as I realised what she intended to
 
   do. This was how she was going to get me to cum. I stared at her, "No,
 
   no. please, no."
 
    
 
   Fiona smiled wickedly, "Oh yes, you little sissy. You know this is what you
 
   really want. You said it yourself `I want to be fucked like a girl'," she
 
   imitated my voice and I shivered as I remembered what I'd said.  "That's
 
   what you begged for, you slut, and that's what you're going to get."
 
    
 
   Fiona disappeared from my sight and she pulled me roughly to my feet. I was
 
   unsteady on my feet and I had to lean against her. She pushed me across the
 
   room to a table and had me stand facing the table.
 
    
 
   "Bend over."
 
    
 
   "What," I whimpered, trying to look back at her over my shoulder. I was
 
   becoming really scared now and started to shake.
 
    
 
   "Bend over, I said," and she smacked me again on the bottom, pushing me
 
   forwards so that my chest was flat against the tabletop. With my hands
 
   bound I could not stop her and lying across the table like this, I could
 
   not move.
 
    
 
   "Miss Fiona. Please don't do this," I begged her, my voice squeaking with
 
   fear.
 
    
 
   "But you said this is what you wanted, didn't you?" she hissed in my ear. I
 
   could feel her very close behind me as she whispered, "You should always be
 
   careful what you ask for, because you might just get it." She laughed as
 
   she said this. She moved round the table to stand in front of me and I felt
 
   sick as I saw that she was now wearing the strap on. It jutted out six or
 
   seven inches from her groin and she posed in front of me, as if modelling
 
   the phallus for me.
 
    
 
   "Don't you like it then, slut?" she pouted as if disappointed in my
 
   reaction. "You liked it so much two days ago Vanessa thought you would
 
   swallow it."
 
    
 
   My heart sank as I realised this was the same strap on that Vanessa had
 
   used in her office two days before; the one that I had swallowed deep into
 
   my throat after she had caught me looking at that ladyboy website.
 
    
 
   "Maybe you want to kiss it again?" she pushed it up against my lips and I
 
   tried to move my head away.  She persisted and began to push it harder
 
   between my lips. I had to give in and I let it slide into my mouth.
 
    
 
   "Suck it good, slut. You want it to slide in easily into your virgin pussy
 
   don't you?" she asked almost innocently. I stared at her and tried to say
 
   something but with the rubber penis in my mouth I just made meaningless
 
   noises. She slid it out of my mouth and I said, "Miss Fiona, please don't
 
   do this."
 
    
 
   She scowled, "I don't think you're being anywhere near grateful enough. I
 
   can't stand all this whining, either."
 
    
 
   She stood behind me and grabbed my hair; pulling my head up I opened my
 
   mouth to ask her to stop and she pushed something into my mouth. It was a
 
   hard rubber ball that she secured around the back of my head with an
 
   elastic cord. I stared to gag and she said, "Breathe through your nose."
 
    
 
   My jaws started to ache almost immediately with the ball gag in my mouth
 
   and I slumped forward, defeated onto the table. I felt Fiona's hands on the
 
   back of my panties, sliding her hands over my bottom. She began to
 
   rhythmically knead my cheeks with her hands. This had the effect of pushing
 
   my cock against the table and unbelievably I found myself getting hard
 
   again.  Fiona began to ease down the panties, pausing to slide her finger
 
   up and down my crack. I tried to push away from her finger, which of course
 
   pushed my cock more firmly against the table. Back and front I was being
 
   assaulted.  She moved my legs apart with her knee, opening me up even more
 
   at the back.  Her finger started rubbing against my hole and she began to
 
   slide her finger inside, gradually increasing the pressure so that her
 
   finger began to slide deeper and deeper inside me. I began to wriggle with
 
   the feeling of her finger inside me and that only made it worse.
 
    
 
   "We have to open up that tight little virgin boy pussy don't we," she said,
 
   "we don't want any accidents when you get this big cock inside do we?"
 
    
 
   I could no longer think straight. Fiona's finger was now fully inside and
 
   it seemed she was filling my insides. Between her finger at the back and
 
   the table at the front I was being torn apart with sensation. I was losing
 
   control completely and my cock was now as hard as it had been all day. I
 
   realised that she had now slid two fingers inside me and I now began to
 
   feel less uncomfortable as I became used to having her fingers there. I had
 
   stopped moving away from her and almost against my will I felt myself
 
   moving backwards against her hand.
 
    
 
   "Oh, so we do like this then," she purred as she felt me wiggling
 
   backwards.  "I knew you would, you little pussyboy."
 
    
 
   I could not stop myself from pushing back to get as much of fingers inside
 
   as possible. Fiona started to push harder and I felt her fingers move in
 
   and out of me. She was finger fucking me and I loved it!  Suddenly, she
 
   pulled her fingers out and I felt so empty as her fingers left a vacuum in
 
   my ass.
 
    
 
   "There, that's opened you up nicely," she said. I felt something cold being
 
   applied to my hole and I realised that this was some kind of lubricant.
 
    
 
   "Don't worry, baby. Here comes your new lover." As she said this I felt
 
   something much harder and larger than her fingers at my passage. "Relax,
 
   relax, relax, my little sissy," she cooed as she began to push harder
 
   against my hole. "Relax, try to pretend you're having a shit and push
 
   outwards," she said as the tip of the dildo began to move inside my
 
   ass. She rocked backwards and forwards, gently at first and then with
 
   increasing pressure as the phallus began to move past my ring and deeper
 
   into me.  This started to hurt and I close as my eyes as tears of pain
 
   welled up into them.
 
    
 
   "Urnghh, mmggrgh," was all I could manage to say through the ball gag.
 
    
 
   "Easy tiger," said Fiona.
 
    
 
   Fiona eased back and then moved forwards again, the dildo again pushing
 
   past my ring. This time it wasn't so bad but I still bit down against the
 
   gag as she continued to push it deeper inside me.  Suddenly, it was inside
 
   me and the pain began to ease a little. Fiona paused again and I felt her
 
   bend down to give me a kiss on the back of my neck.
 
    
 
   "That's so good, little sissy. You've been very brave. Now, you get your
 
   reward,; you get to cum."  With that she started to rock forwards and back
 
   so that the rubber cock started to move within me. I squealed again through
 
   the gag and Fiona rubbed her hands across my back in a soothing way.
 
    
 
   "Sssh, sssh," she cooed as you might to a baby.
 
    
 
   She continued to rock in and out and slowly the pain ebbed away as I got
 
   used to this thing inside me.  How long Fiona did this for I don't know and
 
   just when I began to feel the pleasure I can't say. But somehow and
 
   sometime I began to feel that this wasn't so bad and then I started to feel
 
   aroused by what she was doing. I realised that the cock was massaging my
 
   prostate and that if I pushed backwards I realised I could make this
 
   feeling even better. I started to move back as Fiona thrust forwards and
 
   the feeling of pleasure began to grow.
 
    
 
   "Good girl, I knew you would love this," said Fiona her hands still
 
   massaging my back. "You were made for this, little sissy. This is what you
 
   want, isn't it? But you want a real man's cock next time don't you? You
 
   want to bend over in front of some stud with a prick that's as hard as a
 
   steel pipe. You want to beg him to fuck you, you beg him to let your ride
 
   his monster cock.  You want him to drive his throbbing dick into you, so
 
   hard that at first you beg him to stop and then you beg him never to stop.
 
   You want him to fuck you forever."
 
    
 
   All through this Fiona increased her pace and she was by now fucking me
 
   hard and fast. All I could feel were the waves and pan and pleasure that
 
   were washing over me. I was being overwhelmed with sensation and the I
 
   could feel that wonderful warm feeling that builds in your groin as you
 
   know that you are going to cum. I could feel my orgasm grow deep within me
 
   and suddenly I felt myself tense and then my cock exploded. I could feel my
 
   self cum and cum. I had never had such an orgasm in my life. It seemed to
 
   go on and on without end. Fiona was now pumping furiously and she cried in
 
   triumph as she saw me cum.
 
    
 
   "Yes, yes, yes. You're a real sissy now. You're a real pussyboy."  She
 
   stopped fucking me and pulled out of me. She reached round and pulled off
 
   the ball gag. I slumped forwards onto the table, physically and emotionally
 
   ravaged by what I had just gone through. Fiona grabbed me by the hair and
 
   pulled my head up. I looked through only half open eyes and saw a small red
 
   light high up on the wall.
 
    
 
   "Smile," said Fiona brightly, "you're on candid camera."
 
    
 
   Vanessa and Lisa watched the video feed as I looked straight at the camera.
 
   They saw my wild, make up smeared face, slack with exhaustion and spent
 
   lust. They saw me try to say something and then Lisa clicked off the
 
   feed. They had worried if Fiona had gone too far when Jamie blacked out but
 
   in the end it had worked out really well.  It had turned into one of their
 
   best ever set ups. The film of the whole session, captured on the three
 
   secret cameras in the room, would be edited and on the website later that
 
   night. The two women knew that this one would get a huge number of
 
   downloads.
 
    
 
   "This always makes me so horny," said Vanessa, her voice low and dark with
 
   anticipation.
 
    
 
   "Me too," replied Lisa, her hands reaching out to unbutton the other girl's
 
   blouse as Vanessa leaned across to part Lisa's lips with her tongue.
 
    
 
   Jamie's Descent Part 5
 
    
 
   Previously in Jamie's Descent.
 
    
 
   Jamie was an intern at a finance company working for Vanessa.  She tricks
 
   him into submitting first to her and then takes him to meet Fiona and Lisa
 
   who feminise him and then Fiona introduces him to anal sex. Fiona now
 
   comforts Jamie.
 
    
 
   "Smile," said Fiona brightly, "you're on candid camera."
 
    
 
   Vanessa and Lisa watched the video feed as I looked straight at the
 
   camera. They saw my wild, makeup smeared face, slack with exhaustion and
 
   spent lust. They saw me try to say something and then Lisa clicked off the
 
   feed. They had worried if Fiona had gone too far when Jamie blacked out but
 
   in the end it had worked out really well. It had turned into one of their
 
   best ever set ups.
 
    
 
   The film of the whole session, captured on the three secret cameras in the
 
   room, would be edited and on the website later that night. The two women
 
   knew that this one would get a huge number of downloads.
 
    
 
   "This always makes me so horny," said Vanessa, her voice low and dark with
 
   anticipation.
 
    
 
   "Me too," replied Lisa, her hands reaching out to unbutton the other girl's
 
   blouse as Vanessa leaned across to part Lisa's lips with her tongue.
 
    
 
   Fiona loosened the ball gag from my mouth and I gulped in lungfuls of
 
   air. My jaw hurt like hell and my arse felt like it was on fire and I
 
   slumped straight to the floor. Immediately, I felt tears spring from my
 
   eyes as I began to realise what had just happened to me. I am not sure I
 
   could tell you what I felt at that moment; physical pain for sure, and
 
   burning humiliation. Mixed somewhere in there was also the memory that at
 
   some point I had stated to enjoy what Fiona was doing to me.
 
    
 
   In some dark corner of my psyche I began to feel that I had taken another
 
   step into fulfilling my deepest of desires. I started to cry fully now,
 
   tears flowing down in what seemed like torrents. To tell you the truth I
 
   wasn't crying because I hurt, but from an enormous emotional release.
 
   Something had broken inside me and I just let it all flood out.
 
    
 
   Fiona had left my wrists bound so I couldn't even get up and I lay there as
 
   the sobs began to dwindle and diminish. She walked round so I could see her
 
   and she squatted down and looked at me steadily. I cringed and tried to
 
   move away, expecting another torrent of abuse.
 
    
 
   "Hey there," she whispered almost tenderly.  "It's not so bad. You'll feel
 
   better soon."
 
    
 
   She reached out her had to caress my forehead and strangely her touch began
 
   to calm me almost immediately.
 
    
 
   "Jamie, Jamie," she spoke gently, "let it all out, you need to let
 
   go. Believe me; it will be for the best."
 
    
 
   My sobbing began to ease off and Fiona gently stroked my hair and murmured,
 
   "You needed that, Jamie. You needed to discover who you really are."
 
    
 
   I had stopped crying by now and I tried to raise myself from the floor. I
 
   couldn't as my hands were still bound.
 
    
 
   I tried to speak but all I could do was to cough and splutter. I cleared my
 
   throat and tried again, "Please untie me, please"
 
    
 
   "Sorry love, I can't do that yet.  A few more things to do first."
 
    
 
   She put her hands under my arms and helped me to my feet. My legs buckled
 
   at first, but then I found my balance and swayed unsteadily.  I began to
 
   feel how much I ached from what Fiona had done to me. I could not make
 
   sense of how I felt inside. I had been fucked forcibly and I shuddered as I
 
   recalled the feeling as Fiona pushed the strap on into me. I also
 
   remembered the moment when pain began to turn to pleasure; wave after wave
 
   of sensory overload as Fiona began to fuck me and then I began to move in
 
   time with her thrusts and the incredible moment when I came.
 
    
 
   I had never felt such a climax before. I had been swamped with the most
 
   intense feeling of abandoned lust. There was no other word for it; it was
 
   pure animal lust that had driven through my body at that moment. And I had
 
   loved it.
 
    
 
   Fiona led me to the chair and I managed to sit but with a little
 
   uncomfortably.  "What's happening?" I pleaded. "Please, tell me what's
 
   going on."
 
    
 
   "What did I say you should call me?"  Fiona replied.
 
    
 
   "Oh, Miss Fiona. I'm sorry. Please tell me what's happening."
 
    
 
   I now began to feel scared. Everything had been going so nicely until I had
 
   been left alone with Fiona. I was sitting naked, with my wrists bound
 
   behind me, unable to even stand by myself. I felt alone, totally vulnerable
 
   and completely lost. What was going to happen to me?
 
    
 
   "All will become clear soon enough, my little sissy boy."
 
    
 
   Fiona was still naked and she moved in front of me and dropped to her
 
   knees. Even in my confused state I could appreciate just how beautiful she
 
   was. Her figure was that of a Nubian Queen and she did not walk; she had a
 
   lithe grace that was almost animalistic. Her head was pulled up onto the
 
   top of her head and she had the most beautiful almond shaped eyes under
 
   long lashes.  She was on her knees in front of me and she began to stoke my
 
   thighs wither hands.
 
    
 
   Her touch was so gentle yet so startling I twitched as if I had touched a
 
   live wire. I stared in fascination as her long dark fingers moved across my
 
   pale skin. Pushing my legs apart, she began to run her fingernails in long
 
   slow strokes along the insides of my thighs.
 
    
 
   "Jamie, my little boy queen." She whispered, "Look at me"
 
    
 
   I dragged my eyes away from her fingers on my thighs and looked into her
 
   eyes. She held my gaze and I felt she was looking into my soul. The longer
 
   I looked onto those eyes the more I felt she was getting deeper and deeper
 
   into my most personal thoughts and feelings.  There was nowhere I could
 
   hide from her gaze. I felt my control begin to dissolve and I let slip a
 
   small moan of submission. She continued to stroke my thighs; her fingers
 
   moving closer and closer to my cock.
 
    
 
   "Jamie, my sweet little girl, keep looking into my eyes." I was in such a
 
   daze now that I could not really tell if Fiona was speaking out loud or if
 
   she was inside my mind.
 
    
 
   "Jamie, I want you to listen to me. Listen carefully to what I have to
 
   say."
 
    
 
   I could not break my eyes away from hers. It was as if she was talking to
 
   me straight through those stunning eyes.
 
    
 
   "I will Miss Fiona", I whispered to her.
 
    
 
   I was now frozen in place; I was unable to move but could still feel her
 
   hands as they continued to slide closer to my cock. I felt her fingers
 
   brush against it and then move away. Her touch moved up from my thighs and
 
   onto my stomach. My wrists were still bound behind me and this sense of
 
   imprisonment added to the excitement. She slid her nails up and down;
 
   making my tummy flutter as she again brushed my cock. To my surprise I felt
 
   my cock stir into life and it began to harden.  Her hands slipped up to my
 
   nipples and she began to flick them with her fingernails.
 
    
 
   My senses were now in overdrive and I moaned again as she continued to rub
 
   my nipples between her fingers.
 
    
 
   "Jamie, my little angel, I have shown you what could be. I have given you
 
   the chance to see and feel who you could become.  You have reached out and
 
   touched the future. Do you understand, Jamie?"
 
    
 
   "I, I think so, Miss Fiona."
 
    
 
   At this moment she leant forward and kissed my right nipple, while her
 
   hands dropped to my cock and she began to caress me. My body responded ashy
 
   cock hardened fast as she slid her fingers up and down the shaft. She took
 
   the nipple deep into my mouth sucking it until it too was hard. I nearly
 
   passed out at this point, the sensations were overwhelming me. Fiona let go
 
   of my nipple but kept her hands working on my cock.
 
    
 
   "Jamie, my little sissy, you have seen what the future could bring you; a
 
   world of sensation and absolute pleasure where you will experience your
 
   deepest desires. You will sink into a world of pleasure and ecstasy. World
 
   where every one of the desires you never dared to reveal will be
 
   fulfilled.. You will be a slave to your senses. You will become addicted to
 
   pleasure; every wish you have not dared to dream will come true. Do you
 
   want this, Jamie, Do you want this?"
 
    
 
   As she said those last words she dropped her head and enveloped my now
 
   raging cock with her mouth. I moaned out loud and my body arched in the
 
   chair. Her warm mouth sucked and licked along my shaft. Her hand pumped me
 
   so that I was harder than I had ever been and as she took me completely
 
   into her mouth, the pleasure began to build inside me.  I could feel the
 
   climax building from deep within and it swelled to engulf my whole body. As
 
   I felt my cum spewing into her mouth,
 
    
 
    I screamed, "Yes, yes, yes, fuuuuucking, yes, I want it."
 
    
 
   Fiona finished, rose quickly and kissed me. Her tongue pushed through my
 
   lips and I felt her push my cum into my mouth. Her hand was holding the
 
   back of my head and I was unable to break away and took a mouthful of my
 
   own cum. She held the kiss and her tongue invaded my mouth. At that moment
 
   I knew that I was lost. Whatever inhibition I had left disappeared in that
 
   act. I finally knew what I wanted.
 
    
 
   "Jamie, that's so good. You will never regret this, I promise." Fiona stood
 
   up as I slumped back in the chair, totally and utterly spent. She walked
 
   behind me and she laid her hands on my shoulders and whispered into my ear,
 
   "Jamie, it will be OK. You will be wonderful."
 
    
 
   She undid my wrists and I rubbed them, realising just how sore they had
 
   become. Fiona helped me up and handed my robe to cover myself. She knelt
 
   and placed the mules which had got kicked off earlier back onto my feet.
 
    
 
   "What happens next, Miss Fiona?"
 
    
 
   "First, you rest and then Vanessa will come to see you, Jamie. She will
 
   explain everything."
 
    
 
   Fiona took my hand and then opened a door at the back of the room. We
 
   walked through into a room with a bed and a few chairs.
 
    
 
   "Jamie, I would try to get some rest now. Vanessa will along later." With
 
   that Fiona blew me a kiss and left the room. I heard the key turn in the
 
   door as she left so I was stuck here. The room was windowless and I
 
   suddenly realised I had no idea of the time. I was so disorientated that I
 
   could not tell if it was day or night. I lay down on the bed and tried to
 
   get some sleep but the events of the day just flooded my mind.  How had I
 
   reached this point in such a few short days? And what would Vanessa
 
   explain?
 
    
 
   Jamie's Descent Part 6
 
    
 
   "Jamie, I would try to get some rest now. Vanessa will along later." With
 
   that, Fiona blew me a kiss and left the room. I heard the key turn in the
 
   door as she left, so I was stuck here. The room was windowless and I
 
   suddenly realised I had no idea of the time. I was so disorientated that I
 
   could not tell if it was day or night. I lay down on the bed and tried to
 
   get some sleep but the events of the day just flooded my mind.  How had I
 
   reached this point in such a few short days? And what would Vanessa
 
   explain?
 
    
 
   I began to feel cold and noticed there was something lying on the back of a
 
   chair. I managed to stand up and walk slowly to across to the chair. I
 
   picked up what turned out to be a bright sky blue shortie nightdress. It
 
   was made some sort of pleated material with a blue satin bow across the
 
   front, tied beneath soft lace bra cups and very thin straps.  The label
 
   said Victoria's Secret and even to my eyes it looked impossibly feminine.
 
    
 
   I had passed the point of caring, so, almost robotically I slipped it over
 
   my head and put my arms through the straps.  It floated down just to the
 
   tops of my thighs and felt so flimsy and light. There were a pair of
 
   panties there too and rather than have my cock hanging loose I slipped
 
   these on too.  The feeling as the panties slid up my legs now they had been
 
   waxed was close to ecstasy. They fitted so snugly, yet felt almost as they
 
   weren't there.  I was so tired and exhausted that I would have done
 
   anything to get some rest. I went back to the bed and slid under the top
 
   sheet. In seconds I was asleep.
 
    
 
   I don't know how long I slept, but my dreams were vivid and frightening in
 
   their intensity. I awoke once from the midst of a dream in which I was
 
   sitting, bound I think, to a chair watching Fiona kissing a beautiful Asian
 
   girl. Fiona was naked and her wonderful black body glistened as if it had
 
   been oiled. The Asian girl was very petite and her long black hair hung
 
   half way down her back. She was dressed in a lovely red kimono style mini
 
   dress with what looked like intertwined golden dragons embroidered across
 
   the dress.
 
    
 
   As I watched them kiss passionately, their tongues darting and flicking
 
   into each other's mouths and arms wrapped around each other, I realised the
 
   dragons were in fact naked girls sensuously entwined and in the throes of
 
   passion.  The Asian girl although shorter than Fiona was obviously the
 
   dominant and she orchestrated their movements, her hands roaming over
 
   Fiona's perfect breasts, kneading them and rolling and tweaking the nipples
 
   between her fingers, bringing gasps of pleasure from Fiona.
 
    
 
   The girl broke their kiss and she took Fiona's nipples between her lips and
 
   sucked them deeply into her mouth. She teased and flicked at the nipples
 
   with her tongue. I could almost feel the girl's lips around my nipples, and
 
   I felt myself become aroused as I imagined her licking and nibbling my now
 
   erect nipples. I felt her breath and the wetness of her tongue as it slid
 
   over my aching nipples.  Fiona's nipples were now clearly jutting out with
 
   excitement and the Asian girl took the left one between her teeth and bit
 
   quite hard. Fiona's head rocked back with her mouth open in a silent scream
 
   of ecstasy.
 
    
 
   With her mouth still enveloping the nipples the girl moved her hands down
 
   to part Fiona's thighs and her long, slender fingers begun to stroke and
 
   probe Fiona's shaved pussy. I could see everything so clearly as the
 
   fingers parted the pussy lips and began a slow rhythmic movement in and
 
   out.  It felt as if my fingers were now sliding in and out of Fiona, one
 
   finger, then two, slipping in and out of that moist tunnel. Fiona moaned,
 
   or growled really, the sound coming from deep within her as she writhed and
 
   shook, completely at the mercy of the other girl.
 
    
 
   Yet at this point, the momentum changed as Fiona began to take the
 
   initiative, placing her hands on the Asian girl's shoulders and pressing
 
   down so the smaller girl had no choice but to sink to her knees, her face
 
   close to Fiona's glistening pussy.  The girl immediately set to work with
 
   her agile tongue, licking and flicking, slowly and then quickly, using her
 
   fingers also to help stimulate Fiona, who was now grinding her pussy into
 
   the face of the girl and making more animal noises from deep in her chest.
 
   I felt I could taste her pussy as my tongue became the one licking and
 
   sliding over her pussy lips and sucking her clitoris. Fiona's breasts were
 
   now heaving and she was breathing really heavy seemingly on the point of
 
   release.
 
    
 
   The girl now broke away and stood up, to this point she was still clothed
 
   in the red kimono, but deftly unzipping the back of her dress, she let it
 
   fell away to her waist leaving her breasts exposed.  I could see they were
 
   very small but with beautiful dark areolae surrounding the tiny
 
   nipples. Fiona immediately put her mouth to the girl's breasts, licking and
 
   sucking powerfully, moving from breast to the other and it was now the turn
 
   of this girl to moan. Unlike the deep animal sounds from Fiona, this girl
 
   was making smaller, higher pitched sounds more like a kitten mewing.
 
    
 
   Fiona's movements had a grace about them, her muscles rippling gently
 
   beneath her dark skin, glistening with sweat.  She seemed now to envelope
 
   the other girl, control had moved from one to the other, and Fiona now
 
   slowly dropped to her knees, kissing her way down from the breasts to the
 
   girl's belly button. Fiona reached around the girl and now fully unzipped
 
   the dress.
 
    
 
   The girl took a step back and the dress floated to the ground around her
 
   feet. She flicked the dress away with one elegant foot and stood there in
 
   just a pair of silk panties that matched the deep red colour of the dress.
 
   I watched as Fiona reached out and pulled the panties down.  As she pulled
 
   them down the girl seemed to move her legs apart and out sprang a small
 
   erect cock.
 
    
 
   I watched spellbound in my dream as Fiona began to run her tongue along the
 
   length of the cock, bathing the cock with the saliva from her mouth.  She
 
   spent some time kissing and licking the shaft and then sucked the pair of
 
   balls into her mouth, and at this the girl mewed again and again with
 
   pleasure.  Fiona took the cock into her mouth and with her right hand she
 
   massaged the cock as she worked on sucking and bathing the cock head. With
 
   her left hand she reached around behind and began to tease the girl's hole
 
   with her fingers. In my dream it was I with that pretty little cockhead in
 
   my mouth. I could feel it become harder and harder in my mouth as I moved
 
   my head up and down, loving every sensation as the girl became more and
 
   more aroused.
 
    
 
   The girl, assaulted from in front and behind was now totally subservient to
 
   Fiona. It was at this moment that almost as if at some signal between them
 
   Fiona let go of the girl and moved from her knees to all fours in one fluid
 
   movement. The Asian girl immediately dropped to her knees moved forwards
 
   and drove her cock into Fiona's pussy. It was as if it were some well
 
   rehearsed ballet movement so quickly and gracefully did that take place.
 
    
 
   The girl began to pound into Fiona as both girls were locked
 
   
  
 

together. Fiona was driving her pussy backwards to meet the cock and it was
 
   only a few seconds before they both came together and as they did I looked
 
   down to see that was my cock that was now pounding into Fiona. I felt her
 
   pussy tighten around my cock and as I drove deeper and deeper into Fiona I
 
   could see that I now had a pair of breasts bouncing around on my chest and
 
   I screamed as I came, pumping and pumping my cum into her pussy...
 
    
 
   I jerked awake, feeling so startled yet so thrilled at that final image of
 
   me as a boy-girl fucking a beautiful girl. After that I slept fitfully,
 
   half afraid yet half wanting to be back in that dream.  I must have dozed
 
   off again because I was woken by someone shaking my shoulder and saying,
 
   "Wake up, Jamie. You've slept long enough."
 
    
 
   I struggled to regain consciousness and for a moment couldn't work out
 
   where I was. Then reality rushed at like a Tsunami as memories of the
 
   previous day and my humiliations came flooding back to me. I rolled over
 
   and Vanessa was sat next to the bed on one of the chairs in the room. She
 
   was dressed in a severe looking black dress and her long blonde hair,
 
   normally worn loose, was pulled back into a tight bun. In my fragile state
 
   of mind she looked frankly very scary. She lit a cigarette with a small
 
   gold lighter, and inhaled deeply.  She blew the smoke out to one side and
 
   crossed her legs, leaning one elbow on her knee as she continued to smoke
 
   and look at me.
 
    
 
   "Well," she eventually began, "I need to get a few things straight with
 
   you, Jamie"
 
    
 
   "What do you mean?" I managed to croak, my mouth feeling like a piece of
 
   well used carpet.
 
    
 
   "I have to decide what to do with you, for one," she continued.
 
    
 
   "Do with me? What do you mean?" I practically squeaked this.
 
    
 
   "Listen carefully, Jamie. When I first saw you at the bank, I knew what you
 
   were and I thought I could have some fun with you. I sent you that Ladyboy
 
   quiz to see if I was right. Of course, I was right and I only had to bait
 
   the hook and you practically jumped right onto it."  I opened my mouth to
 
   protest.
 
    
 
   "Don't say anything, we both know now exactly what you wanted so shut up
 
   and listen to me."  I decided to shut up and listen, although I didn't
 
   think I had much choice.
 
    
 
   "You went right for it, so much faster than I had ever imagined. I knew I
 
   had tapped into something in you that was ready to emerge. Given the right
 
   encouragement you found your true self that had been lurking beneath the
 
   surface. You didn't just find it, you rejoiced in it. You let yourself be
 
   free to express your dreams and fantasies, to go where your deepest desires
 
   would take you. It's a liberating experience, Jamie. It's a chance that's
 
   not given to everyone, and even those that get the chance don't always take
 
   it, Jamie"
 
    
 
   She paused to light another cigarette. My head was spinning and I still
 
   wasn't sure where this was going, but I thought it best to stay quiet.
 
    
 
   "I admit I used you yesterday to produce a film with you and Fiona that
 
   will make me some money on my website, but I thought that's where it would
 
   end. I'm sorry about the little bit of exploitation, but don't tell me you
 
   didn't enjoy it, Jamie"
 
    
 
   I didn't trust myself to find my voice so just shook my head.
 
    
 
   "OK," she pressed on, "I have an offer to make you. One that will, I think,
 
   help you forward to your next level of enlightenment. I have to explain
 
   that I run a few businesses in what is loosely called the sex trade. One is
 
   a website where we feature films of young men being feminised and fucked,
 
   not to put too fine a point on it. That's what yesterday was about; you
 
   were filmed at each stage of your feminisation and the party you had with
 
   Fiona. She's very talented an all sorts of ways. But, anyway, back to the
 
   point. That film will make me a lot of money if we release it."
 
    
 
   "What do you mean, if?" I had found my voice again just in time.
 
    
 
   "I also run what we will call a high end personal companion service. We
 
   offer very wealthy people a specialist service of providing companions that
 
   match their precise needs. "
 
    
 
   "An escort agency" I blurted out.
 
    
 
   "Not at all," she spoke quietly but with a little steel in the voice. "Any
 
   fool can run an escort agency; we offer a very different experience. You'll
 
   just have to trust me on that for awhile. Anyway, it so happens I have
 
   several clients who ask me for a particular experience that up to now I
 
   have not been able to provide." She paused again and looked at me sideways
 
   as she blew smoke towards the ceiling. I had a sinking feeling that I knew
 
   where this was going.
 
    
 
   "Let me put this to you, there are men out there who would pay a lot of
 
   money to be with a very attractive boy who looks and acts like a girl. I
 
   think you could do this very well. It would make both of us a lot of money,
 
   and I think would allow you to continue the journey you have started" "And
 
   if I don't want to?" I was croaking again.
 
    
 
   "That would a shame, but if that's what you want then so be it. I will
 
   release the film and you can go back to your balls achingly tedious job at
 
   the bank. I have to warn you, though, that copies of the film and certain
 
   photographs we have of you might just leak somehow."
 
    
 
   "Fuck, that's blackmail" I screeched.
 
    
 
   "Harsh word, blackmail. I would never use it myself," she stood up,
 
   grinding the cigarette out on the floor. "I will give you 24 hours to make
 
   up your mind. I hope you make the right decision, Jamie sweetie."
 
    
 
   She strode across to the door and paused as she got to the door, "I think
 
   Fiona wants to come and see you again. She has quite the thing for you."
 
   She closed the door and I heard it lock behind her.
 
    
 
   "My God," I thought, "What have I got myself into?"
 
    
 
   Jamie's Descent Part 7
 
    
 
   I slumped back onto the bed, my mind a whirlpool of thoughts and emotions.
 
   It seemed to me that past two days had been like a train wreck; I had lost
 
   control of my life and was hurtling towards some great catastrophe. I was
 
   powerless to stop it. Or was I?  I closed my eyes and tried to make sense
 
   of what had happened in such a short time. In only three days my life had
 
   been turned upside-down and inside out. My body and mind had been seduced
 
   and debauched beyond anything that I could have envisaged a few days
 
   earlier; I had succumbed to desires that I only barely believed that I
 
   could have had. My moral compass lay broken and smashed; I was now guided
 
   only by my wanton carnality. I was fast becoming a slave to my darkest
 
   desires.
 
    
 
   There came a knock on the door and the sound of a key turning in the
 
   lock. I closed my eyes and pretended to be asleep.
 
    
 
   "Jamie baby, how are you?"  Fiona's voice was low and soft.
 
    
 
   I heard her enter the room and close the door quietly behind her. I felt
 
   her move across to the bed and stand over the bed.  I didn't want to see
 
   her and kept my eyes tightly shut.
 
    
 
   "Sweetheart," she whispered, her lips so close to my ear I could feel the
 
   warmth of her breath. "I wouldn't blame you if you were mad at me. God
 
   knows I would be in your place. I hope you can find it in yourself to
 
   forgive me, sometime."
 
    
 
   I felt her lips brush my cheek with the gentlest of kisses. I couldn't hold
 
   back any more and tears forced themselves through my tightly shut eyes.
 
    
 
   "There, there, my little girl, let it out, Jamie honey."
 
    
 
   I felt her fingers brush my cheek so gently and I opened my eyes to see her
 
   kneeling by the edge of the bed. She reached out and hugged me. I wanted so
 
   much to be held at that moment I grabbed her arms and held her close to
 
   me. I sobbed and sobbed, tears flowed uncontrollably down my cheeks. Fiona
 
   said nothing, but held me tight and stroked my cheek and hair slowly and
 
   gently.
 
    
 
   Eventually, I cried myself out and began snuffling instead of crying.
 
    
 
   "Ok, it's OK," she said, still stroking my hair.
 
    
 
   We stayed that way for some time until my eyes had dried and I began to
 
   feel a little more in control. Fiona sensed this and let go of me, allowing
 
   me to sit up in the bed.  I looked directly at her for the first time, and
 
   she smiled a little anxiously at me.
 
    
 
   "How do you feel now?"
 
    
 
   "I don't know," I replied, my voice very husky. "I have no idea what I
 
   should do." I almost whimpered at this point.
 
    
 
   "Ssssh, baby. You don't have to decide anything right now. First order of
 
   business is to get you showered, freshened up and get some food inside
 
   you."
 
    
 
   She bent forwards and kissed me tenderly on the lips and offered her hand
 
   to me. I let her pull me into a sitting position on the bed, and sat there
 
   for a moment. She was wearing the white uniform she had worn when I first
 
   met her. She looked stunning in the pure white uniform.
 
    
 
   "Baby girl, you look so hot in that nightie," she said.
 
    
 
   "I must look like shit," I snapped back, instantly regretting my tone. I
 
   didn't even realise that I was worried about how I looked and not at all
 
   that I was wearing a baby doll nightie.
 
    
 
   "Rubbish, girlfriend" she replied, "You look good enough to eat" and winked
 
   at me.
 
    
 
   That made me giggle, "Sorry, Fiona, I didn't mean to snap"
 
    
 
   "No problem angel, I didn't notice anything. Let's get you into the
 
   shower."  She took my hand and unlocking a concealed door I had not noticed
 
   before, she led me into another room. It turned out to be a large and
 
   luxurious wet room, complete with a massive sunken bath and huge glass
 
   shower enclosure.
 
    
 
   "OK, cutie pie. As pretty as you look in your baby dolls, we need to lose
 
   them before we get into the shower."
 
    
 
   I raised my arms and stood there like a sulky baby, waiting for somebody to
 
   help me. Fiona smiled and gently lifted the nightie up over my shoulders
 
   and she hung it from a hook on the back of the door. I stood there wearing
 
   only the panties and a pout.
 
    
 
   Fiona looked at, her head tilted sideways and with a questioning look.
 
    
 
   "Pleeeease, Fiona" I wheedled. She stopped for a minute and with a small
 
   shrug bent down and gently slipped my panties to the floor. Her face was
 
   now very close to my cock, and it gave a twitch as I thought of my dream
 
   last night with Fiona. I smiled to myself at the memory. Fiona noticed and
 
   asked, "What's that smile for?"
 
    
 
   "Oh nothing," I said, and then added under my breath, "I'll tell you
 
   sometime."
 
    
 
   She gave me a sideways look and then led me across to the shower
 
   enclosure. The shower area was sheltered by a glass screen and above it a
 
   massive rain forest shower head. I walked under the shower head and as I
 
   did so it started automatically. I jumped back instinctively making Fiona
 
   laugh out loud. She told me that it was thermostatically controlled so the
 
   water would never get too hot.
 
    
 
   I walked back under the shower and it started immediately, closing my eyes
 
   I allowed the warm water to flow over me. I sensed a movement behind me and
 
   turned to see Fiona unbuttoning the uniform to reveal she had been naked
 
   underneath. She stepped forward into the shower area and with her finger
 
   gently closed my mouth which had fallen open at the sight of her
 
   magnificent body.
 
    
 
   "Don't keep your mouth open unless you want to put something in it." She
 
   said with a wicked smile, "I couldn't let my girlfriend shower all by
 
   herself, could I?"
 
    
 
   I grinned and she kissed me straight on the lips. I melted into her arms as
 
   the water cascaded over both of us from the shower. Her tongue snaked into
 
   my mouth and for a few minutes we fenced tongues and mashed our bodies
 
   together. Fiona forced her leg between mine and with one hand she grabbed
 
   my bum and pulled me even tighter to her. I felt as if the water was
 
   washing away all my inhibitions and I totally succumbed to her power. My
 
   arms went up around her neck and linking my wrists behind her head I kissed
 
   her as if my life depended on it. I even bent one of my legs at the knee in
 
   that classical girl kiss pose, I just couldn't help it. We kissed for
 
   several more minutes, the water continuing to pour over us. I never knew
 
   how erotic kissing in the shower could be.
 
    
 
   My cock began to respond to this sensory overload and Fiona broke away a
 
   fraction circling her hand around it she began to tease my cock to its full
 
   hardness.  My knees began to buckle and I felt I was going to faint with
 
   excitement. Fiona, sensing this, stopped and stood back, holding me by the
 
   arms to steady me.
 
    
 
   She smiled and said, "Enough fun for now, let's get you cleaned up."
 
    
 
   From somewhere she produced a bottle of heavily perfumed shower gel and
 
   pouring some into her hands she began to wash my body.  She started on my
 
   front, her hands slipping and sliding over my skin, gently washing and
 
   cleansing. She picked up a wash cloth and using that spent some time on my
 
   chest and nipples, the slightly rough texture of the cloth on my nipples
 
   caused them to stiffen almost immediately. They had become so sensitive and
 
   I moaned and my knees sagged a little. I heard her chuckle and she
 
   immediately moved on to my legs.  The next step, of course, was to move
 
   onto my cock. She used the cloth to wash my cock and balls and the slight
 
   roughness of the cloth and the washing motion caused my cock to stand to
 
   attention almost instantly.
 
    
 
   I had an uncut cock and as she gently pulled back my foreskin I opened my
 
   eyes and looked down just in time to see Fiona lean forward and kiss the
 
   tip of my cock. As she did she glance upwards and our eyes locked
 
   together. She gave it one more kiss and rolled back the foreskin, making me
 
   wince just a little. I closed my eyes again and she moved around to my
 
   back.
 
    
 
    I have always loved a back massage and I could feel the tension ebb from
 
   my muscles as she continued to use the cloth over my back. She was right
 
   behind me and she must have crouched down because she turned first to the
 
   backs of my legs and then moved up to my bum cheeks. She grasped both
 
   cheeks in her hands and began to knead and massage them slowly and
 
   sensuously. I felt the cloth move between my cheeks and gently wash me
 
   there. That area was so sensitive that I squirmed a little but then I
 
   jumped and squealed as she first flicked my rosebud with her finger and
 
   then began to probe inside with her finger. The gel made a good lubricant
 
   and her finger began to go deeper and deeper in to my hole.  She moved her
 
   body right up against my back.
 
    
 
   I could feel her breasts pressing hard up against me as her left arm came
 
   round under my arm and held me tight to her. Holding me this way she was
 
   able to caress and torment my nipples and kiss the back of my neck at the
 
   same time as continuing to probe my hole with first one and then two and
 
   then, I think, three fingers.  Faced with this assault on my senses I was
 
   erect again in a millisecond, and as Fiona increased the speed with she was
 
   finger fucking my hole, I was swept away. I could feel the tension building
 
   in my groin as the sensations reached volcanic level.
 
    
 
   "Fuuuucccckkk I'm cummmmming ," I managed to blurt out.
 
    
 
   "Don't you fucking dare cum yet," she growled and spinning me round she
 
   dropped to her knees and took my cock in her mouth. The shock almost undid
 
   me but I managed to hold back and she began to pump me with her hand as her
 
   mouth worked its magic on me. I felt the dam gates burst and my cum spurted
 
   into her mouth. I spasmed a couple of times but Fiona did not let go of my
 
   cock. She sucked and sucked and must have drained me. By this time I was
 
   leaning against the shower wall for support. She let me out of her mouth
 
   and stood up. Holding my face between her hands she kissed me and forced my
 
   mouth open with her tongue, I felt something flood into my mouth and I
 
   suddenly realised she had transferred my cum from her mouth to mine.
 
    
 
   I spluttered and almost by accident swallowed most of it. I spluttered
 
   again and some of the cum dribbled out of the side of my mouth.  Fiona took
 
   her little finger and picked up the stray drop of cum on her fingernail.
 
   Her eyes fixed on mine she very slowly slipped her finger into my mouth and
 
   I knew what I had to do; I sucked every last strand of cum off her
 
   finger. I suckled on her finger for some time, our eyes still locked
 
   together.
 
    
 
   If I had not known before, I now knew I belonged to Fiona. I would do
 
   whatever she wanted me to, go wherever she wanted me to
 
    
 
   "Fiona, "I almost whispered her name.
 
    
 
   "Yes, what is it, baby girl?"
 
    
 
   "Fiona, I forgive you"
 
    
 
   We moved over to the huge sunken bath tub that was plenty big enough for
 
   the two of us and spent a lovely hour in there, Fiona finishing cleaning me
 
   up and washing my hair. I then spent the same time returning the
 
   compliment, washing her from head to toe.  Her body was magnificent; legs
 
   that went on forever, small waist and tight bum, beautiful firm breasts
 
   with huge dark areolae.  Her hair was cropped short but because her face
 
   was so well proportioned she carried it off.  She kept herself toned but
 
   not over muscle; she obviously worked out but had not gone overboard on the
 
   weights. Her black skin shone like it had been polished and she walked like
 
   a model.
 
    
 
   Her toenails and fingernails had been painted with a dark plum polish, a
 
   piercing in her belly button and diamond stubs in her ears. The warmth of
 
   her smile would have melted an iceberg; think Naomi Campbell but with a
 
   dazzling sense of humour. Her pussy had been shaved and as I was washing
 
   her down there, she asked me if I would go down on her. I didn't need a
 
   second invitation and I managed to bring her off by licking her out as she
 
   sat on the side of the tub, her back arched and legs wrapped tightly around
 
   my head.
 
    
 
   Eventually, we finished in the bath and Fiona handed me a soft towelling
 
   dressing gown and wrapped my hair in towel.  She wore a matching dressing
 
   gown but her hair did not need a towel.  At one end of the shower room one
 
   wall was mirrored glass. We stood in front of the mirror together, clad in
 
   matching white dressing gowns but that's where any similarity ended. Fiona
 
   was half a head taller than me and the white gown set off her black skin to
 
   perfection. She took me in her arms and we cuddled and watched ourselves in
 
   the mirror. In comparison to her I looked pale and apprehensive. It was
 
   strange but with my hair in the turban and with the dressing gown wrapped
 
   around me I didn't really recognise myself. The figure looking back from
 
   the mirror looked softer, more vulnerable, more feminine than me.
 
    
 
   A few minutes passed and Fiona asked, "Baby, do you know what you are going
 
   to do?"
 
    
 
   I looked down to the floor and crossed my hands. "I don't know," I
 
   whispered.  I looked up at her out of the corner of my eye and shyly said,
 
   "What do you think I should do?"
 
    
 
   Fiona hesitated and then spoke softly, "Baby, that's a decision only you
 
   can make. Whatever you decide it will only be the right thing to do if you
 
   do it willingly and with your heart in it. Only then will you be able to
 
   commit body and soul to your decision. I cannot tell you what to do."
 
    
 
   I looked down at the ground again and mumbled, "If I say yes to Vanessa,
 
   will I still be able to see you?"
 
    
 
   Fiona looked at me for a few seconds and then replied, "Jamie, honey, yes,
 
   if that's what you really want"
 
    
 
   My heart soared, and I practically squealed and threw my arms around her
 
   neck, "Yes, yes, I want to stay".
 
    
 
   Fiona laughed and held me tight, "Ok, ok. Let me talk to Vanessa then." She
 
   paused, "But you are sure this is what you want?"
 
    
 
   "Oh, yes. I mean I'm a bit scared about what will happen, but I do so want
 
   to stay."
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   My heart soared, and I practically squealed and threw my arms around her
 
   neck, `Yes, yes, I want to stay'.
 
    
 
   Fiona laughed and held me tight, `Ok, OK. Let me talk to Vanessa then.' She
 
   paused, `But you are sure this is what you want?'
 
    
 
   `Oh, yes. I mean I'm a bit scared about what will happen, but I do so want
 
   to stay.'
 
    
 
   Fiona leaned forwards, wrapped her arms around me and drew me into a
 
   passionate kiss. My eyes closed instinctively and I swear I could my heart
 
   pounding as her tongue snaked into my mouth.  My knees almost buckled and I
 
   felt myself surrender to her lock, stock and barrel. I had never felt this
 
   way before; my emotions had gone into freefall as my head began to spin and
 
   I almost fainted.  Fiona sensed this and caught me as I began to drop.
 
    
 
   "Come on baby, let's get you to bed. I think you've had enough excitement
 
   for one day." She whispered tenderly in my ear as she picked me up, my arms
 
   locked around her neck and carried me through to the other room where there
 
   was a large double bed.  I felt so safe and secure in those arms of hers as
 
   she lifted me as if I was a child.
 
    
 
   She laid me gently on the bed, removed my robe and slipped out of her
 
   own. Her body looked to me like that of a goddess in the soft light from
 
   the lamps in the room. She lay down beside me on the bed and pulled the
 
   covers up over us. I began to shiver a little and Fiona snuggled up to my
 
   back and wrapped her arms around me. She held me tight and my shivering
 
   gradually eased. I could feel her breasts pushing into my back and she slid
 
   her leg in between mine and locked together like this, we fell asleep.
 
    
 
   I woke sometime later and I turned gently in the bed to face her. She was
 
   still sleeping, her breasts raising and falling gently with her
 
   breathing. I watched her for a while as she slept on, her face soft with
 
   sleep and yet still strong and powerful. I gently moved back the covers and
 
   looked at her breasts and the curve of her stomach as it descended into the
 
   darkness of her groin.
 
    
 
   I leaned forward and took her left nipple into my mouth and began to suck
 
   gently. She stirred in her sleep but didn't wake and I continued to lick
 
   and suck her nipple with my lips and tongue. I could feel her nipple begin
 
   to stiffen and I sensed her begin to wake. I slipped my hand down between
 
   her legs and began to lightly touch my fingers on her pussy. Her nipple was
 
   now hard and she let out a small moan as my fingers danced around her pussy
 
   lips.
 
    
 
   I withdrew my hand and she immediately grabbed my arm and moved it back to
 
   where it had just been.
 
    
 
   "Don't you fucking dare stop," she growled, "or I promise I will cut off
 
   your cock."
 
    
 
   I giggled and allowed my fingers to probe deeper into her now moistening
 
   pussy. She began to move her hips against my hand and I slipped two fingers
 
   right into her. I moved across to her other nipple and nibbled it with my
 
   teeth.
 
    
 
   "OOOHHH," she sighed as my teeth bit down onto the nipple. She was now
 
   pushing hard against my hand and then she wrapped her hand around my cock
 
   which was now fully erect and I began to push into her hand. We moved
 
   together like this for a while, our movements becoming more and more
 
   frantic.  Suddenly she pushed my hand away, raised herself up from the bed
 
   and pushed me down onto my back. She immediately straddled me and drove
 
   herself onto my cock.
 
    
 
   "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," she almost screamed and began to ride me hard
 
   and fast.  I reached up and cupped her breasts in my hands and began to
 
   tweak those rack hard nipples. She was now bucking and rearing as she rode
 
   my cock. Her head was back and her mouth open as she drove herself and me
 
   on. I felt myself approaching my climax but I managed to hold back until I
 
   felt her stiffen and with a roar she fell forwards onto my chest. I came at
 
   that moment driving myself deep into her pussy.
 
    
 
   She rolled off me and lay next to me; our bodies now covered in sweat. She
 
   leaned over and kissed me, mashing her lips against mine as she twisted my
 
   nipple hard between her fingers.
 
    
 
   "OOOwww," I said, "That was mean, what was that for?"
 
    
 
   She smiled wickedly, "Just to remind you I'm the boss."
 
    
 
   "Miss Fiona," I whispered, "What happens to me next?"
 
    
 
   She turned on her side and looked straight into my eyes. She paused for a
 
   moment, weighing up how to respond.
 
    
 
   "Baby, you are sure you want to do this, aren't you?" Her voice was serious
 
   and she looked concerned.
 
    
 
   "Yes," I said softly, "Yes, I want to, but I'm a bit scared."
 
    
 
   She looked at me for a long while.
 
    
 
   "I guess I would be scared too, but I am going to be here and Vanessa runs
 
   a very good operation.  She takes care of all of her people and if it's
 
   what you want to do then this is the best place I know of."
 
    
 
   "How does it work?" I asked.
 
    
 
   "It?"  She looked puzzled.
 
    
 
   "What happens here? What I will be doing."
 
    
 
   "Well, Vanessa told you that she offers wealthy people, men and women,
 
   discrete and customised personal services that they can trust. These are
 
   people who will pay a lot of money for what they are looking for. Vanessa
 
   arranges this and recruits people to provide these services. She makes sure
 
   that she only uses the very best to provide these services and in turn they
 
   are well paid and looked after in every sense of the word. The health and
 
   safety of her employees is a priority for her. All she asks is that whoever
 
   she uses is trustworthy, discrete and never, ever rips either her or a
 
   client off."
 
    
 
   "Is that what you do?" I asked.
 
    
 
   She lay back and looked at the ceiling as she spoke, "Used to, baby
 
   girl. Did it for a few years. You'd be surprised to learn how much rich
 
   white boys would pay for a bit of this old black ass. As for you, my little
 
   sissy, you will be the latest filly for Vanessa's old school riding
 
   academy. Vanessa has been looking for a little while for the right person
 
   to take on some of the clients, men and women, who have been asking for the
 
   particular qualities you have, baby."
 
    
 
   "What do you mean, qualities?"
 
    
 
   She turned to look at me again, "Well there are plenty of trannies and
 
   fembois and sissies out there but Vanessa always looks for something fresh
 
   and she saw in you just the right combination of androgynous looks and
 
   innocence that clients will pay a lot for. We had to break you in, of
 
   course, but Vanessa has an eye for talent and she had you sussed out as
 
   soon as she saw you at the bank. She wasn't wrong either, was she?"
 
    
 
   "Nooo, I guess not," I whispered.
 
    
 
   "Look, Vanessa will look after you and if you play your cards right you can
 
   earn a lot of money from this. Not to mention the fringe benefits."
 
    
 
   "Fringe benefits?" I was puzzled, "What fringe benefits?"
 
    
 
   In answer she moved down the bed and took my cock into her mouth and began
 
   to suck energetically, her hand getting me erect again in seconds.
 
    
 
   "Thhessh benefisssh," is what I think she said.
 
    
 
   I giggled and laid back to enjoy my fringe benefits.
 
    
 
   I tried to work out what I felt for Fiona. It wasn't love in the
 
   conventional sense of the word.  Devotion, perhaps, but even that didn't
 
   convey the depth and complexity of my feelings for this woman who had raped
 
   me and then cared tenderly for me afterwards. I was scared of her, for
 
   sure, but deep down I felt she cared for me as well. She was the centre of
 
   my life and I had given myself to her totally and would do anything for
 
   her.
 
    
 
   The next couple of days were pretty busy. Vanessa had come by and wanted
 
   confirmation of what Fiona had told her. I said that, yes, I wanted to
 
   stay. She asked me if I knew what was involved and what I would need to
 
   do. I said that I knew only what Fiona had told me and if that was true,
 
   then I wanted to do it.
 
    
 
   Vanessa confirmed that was the case and ran through what was expected of
 
   me. I would go through a period of training, developing my skills and
 
   perfecting the look that she wanted from me. Vanessa stressed that the
 
   clients she wanted me to serve demanded high standards in looks and
 
   performance. I would need to practice and perfect the skills and techniques
 
   that I would need for those clients.
 
    
 
   She wanted me to be what she called a Trap. A boy, who dressed, acted and
 
   looked like a pretty girl, but who could still perform as a boy if
 
   required. I would be paid a basic salary with all accommodation and living
 
   expenses covered, but my real earnings would be a slice of the earnings for
 
   my services. Performance related pay, she called it. It wouldn't be that
 
   high at first but she really believed that someone like me could earn some
 
   serious money if I did well.
 
    
 
   I asked if Fiona would be with me and Vanessa confirmed that Fiona would be
 
   responsible for my `training and development plan' as she put it. It was
 
   obvious that her training as a businesswoman was being put to a good use
 
   here.
 
    
 
   The next few days were intense. Fiona and Lisa drilled me endlessly in how
 
   to walk and speak and behave as a girl. They showed me how to do my makeup
 
   and hair and made me do it time and again until I got it right. It was
 
   fun. I guess, for the most, but one time I got shirty with Lisa when she
 
   criticised me for a mess I made of my makeup. Fiona overheard me shout at
 
   Lisa and she came in, grabbed me over to a chair, threw me down on her lap,
 
   pulled up my skirt and spanked me until my bum was red and sore. Never,
 
   ever do that again, she hissed or you will really regret it. Oh, yes, I was
 
   wearing girls' clothes full time now. I had been measured and either Fiona
 
   or Lisa had gone out to buy a wardrobe for me, or rather, several wardrobes
 
   to allow for the different tastes the clients might have.
 
    
 
   Most of the clothes were high end fashions but there was a mixture of rough
 
   trade stuff, as well as some little girl dresses which scared me a
 
   little. I was made to try all of them so I could get used to wearing any of
 
   them I was asked.
 
    
 
   I slept with Fiona every night and we had sex of some kind every night. She
 
   let me fuck her couple of times and then she fucked me with the strap
 
   on. She was an energetic teacher and none of the things we did could
 
   remotely be described as vanilla sex. She made me play the role of a girl
 
   and that of a boy. She taught me how to respond in bed as a woman when she
 
   took the male role and how to understand when to call a halt if things
 
   began to get too scary.
 
    
 
   Several nights Fiona, Lisa and I went out together with me dressed en
 
   femme. I was terrified the first time but as it became obvious that I was
 
   capable of not being `made' as a boy dressed as a girl and instead of
 
   passing as a girl, I became more and more confident in my new persona.
 
    
 
   It became easier and easier for me to think of myself as a girl than as a
 
   boy. I was taking a selection of vitamins and pills prescribed by the
 
   doctor, who I saw several times. Health care was, indeed, a fringe benefit
 
   and Vanessa insisted on everyone being clean of drugs. Being found with
 
   drugs in your system would result in immediate dismissal.
 
    
 
   Fiona announced one afternoon that my training would be taken to a new
 
   level and that meant that I would need to experience what it would be like
 
   to be with a real cock, not a rubber one. She told me we would be having an
 
   extra special session tonight. I would find my outfit laid out for me on
 
   the bed and that I was to put it on and wait for her. I was very nervous
 
   about what was to happen next, but knew that this was a necessary step. I
 
   hurried to the bedroom and laid out on the bed was a beautiful Victoria's
 
   Secret coral pink baby doll night dress set. That's not too bad I thought
 
   and picked up the panties.
 
    
 
   I slid the pink panties up my legs and felt them cradle my cock and balls
 
   and I wondered if I would ever get tired of that sensuous feeling. I picked
 
   up the nightdress and slid it over my head, it settled around my hips and
 
   the touch of the filmy material on my skin was so arousing. The pretty
 
   embroidered cups had small cut-out for my nipples and as I ran my hands
 
   over them I could feel them hardening. I closed my eyes and tweaked the
 
   nipples, an involuntary moan escaped my lips and I licked my lips feeling
 
   the lipstick covering them.
 
    
 
   "Don't start without me," Fiona's dark voice jerked me awake and I opened
 
   my eyes to see her in front of me. I wondered how she managed to move so
 
   quietly; she hardly seemed to disturb the air as she walked. I swear she
 
   wouldn't leave footprints in the snow she moved so gently.  "Oh no. Fiona,
 
   I mean Miss Fiona, I wouldn't dare."
 
    
 
   She was wearing a white lace teddy with white stockings attached with
 
   garters. Her breasts were barely contained by the flimsy garment and her
 
   skin shone in contrast to the white of the teddy.  I stood stock still as
 
   she walked around me, her fingers sliding over my skin so gently. She
 
   stopped behind me and cupped my chest with her hands.
 
    
 
   "Mmm, we'll have to something with these in the future, won't we?" She
 
   pulled me back into her and I squirmed as she began to tease my nipples.
 
    
 
   "Well, our little femboy likes this, doesn't she?"
 
    
 
   She nuzzled my neck with her lips and she suddenly bit my earlobe.
 
    
 
   "Oww," I squealed.
 
    
 
   "Be quiet, you little pussy, or I will hurt you," she growled.
 
    
 
   "Yes, Miss Fiona"
 
    
 
   "Or maybe she wants me to hurt her just a little bit?" Her voice was
 
   teasing but I had a moment when I remembered the time she first took me
 
   with her strap on.
 
    
 
   "Whatever you want Miss Fiona," I said obediently.
 
    
 
   "Mmm, not yet, we have other things to learn tonight."
 
    
 
   She brought her hands up and covered my eyes with something soft, tying it
 
   behind my head. I could now see nothing.
 
    
 
   "Don't touch that or try to remove it, or I will punish you."
 
    
 
   "No, Miss Fiona."
 
    
 
   "We will be preparing you tonight for your future work. Clients will want
 
   to use you for their pleasure and they will be paying handsomely for your
 
   service. They do not want just a quick fuck or suck and you will need to
 
   learn how to give them pleasure at every moment. You must learn to give
 
   pleasure as well as take it."
 
    
 
   As she spoke she slowly circled me, her fingers touching and stroking me
 
   everywhere. I could feel her running her long nails across my arms and
 
   back. She squeezed my bum and slid her hands into my panties. Her touch was
 
   driving me crazy and all I could do was stand there.
 
    
 
   "To help you learn how to give this pleasure I have brought a friend with
 
   me tonight. He will help me to teach you the skills you will need to please
 
   the men and women you will be serving in the future."
 
    
 
   "He, Miss Fiona?"
 
    
 
   "Yes, he, sissy. A lot of your clients will be men and you need to
 
   understand how to satisfy a man.  How to give and take with a man."
 
    
 
   "Yes, Miss Fiona." I shivered with a mixture of fear and anticipation. I
 
   knew this would happen but I was stricken with fright mixed with a desire
 
   to explore my desires even further.
 
    
 
   As she stopped speaking I sensed someone else was with us. I felt hands
 
   grab the sides of my head and then I was being kissed with a tongue being
 
   forced into my mouth. I was shocked at the suddenness of the move but
 
   quickly recovered and started to kiss back. It was obviously a man as I
 
   could feel stubble on his face and the kiss was hard and aggressive and
 
   completely different from a girl kissing. This mystery man wrapped his arms
 
   around me and pulled me strongly into his chest.
 
    
 
   I almost melted into him and my arms went up and around his neck as he
 
   continued his assault on my lips and mouth. His hands moved down to my bum
 
   and he lifted me almost effortlessly up and instinctively I wrapped my legs
 
   around his hips locking me into his arms. I could feel his rigid cock
 
   bumping up into my bum crack and I thought he was going to have me then and
 
   there.
 
    
 
   Instead he walked with me still wrapped around his body over to the bed and
 
   breaking the kiss he laid me down on the bed. I could see nothing because
 
   of the blindfold and my hands moved up to it before I realised what I was
 
   doing.
 
    
 
   "Stop that, you little bitch," Fiona's voice rapped out.
 
    
 
   I froze and felt my wrists grabbed and twisted behind my back.
 
    
 
   "I told you not to touch that or I would punish you." She hissed.
 
    
 
   I felt my wrists being bound together and I wriggled to resist.
 
    
 
   "OOOWWW" Fiona must have slapped my bum hard as it stung like crazy.
 
    
 
   "Don't resist or I will do it harder." She said "Now you will stay like
 
   that. Might do you some good" I felt the bed move as the man lay down
 
   beside me and resumed kissing me. His tongue was deep into my mouth and I
 
   began to push back with my own tongue. He broke the kiss and pushed my head
 
   down until my lips felt his nipple. I got the message and started to work
 
   on his nipple.
 
    
 
   I couldn't really move myself as my hands were bound and the lack of
 
   control seemed to heighten the sensations that I was feeling. I felt he was
 
   in total control and that seemed to excite me rather than scaring me. I
 
   really went to town on his nipple with my lips and teeth. The nipple grew
 
   hard in my mouth and he moved and sighed in response. I gave all my
 
   attention to giving this unknown man as much pleasure as I could
 
   manage. The hands again began to ease my head down and I knew what was
 
   about to happen. I kissed him on his chest and stomach as my head was moved
 
   downwards. All the time I had been able to feel his rigid cock pressing
 
   against me and it felt really big.
 
    
 
   "Open your mouth, you sissy." I had almost forgotten that Fiona was there.
 
    
 
   I obeyed and immediately I felt his cock was pushed deep into my mouth. I
 
   panicked and choked but the hands tightened around my head and held the
 
   cock in place.
 
    
 
   Fiona's voice came from the side, "Baby girl, don't worry, remember you're
 
   a cock sucker and you like nothing more than the taste of a man's hard cock
 
   between those lovely lips of yours."
 
    
 
   Her voice calmed me and I began to use my tongue on the cock as the man
 
   moved it in and out of my mouth. I could hear a slurping noise as he
 
   continued to fuck my mouth. My lips were tight around the cock and I
 
   struggled to breathe through my mouth. He sensed I was struggling to
 
   breathe and he released my head, removing his cock and allowing me to gasp
 
   some air into my lungs.
 
    
 
    "Now kiss the tip," Fiona's voice was low and soothing.
 
    
 
   I did as instructed and pushed my tongue out between my lips and kissed the
 
   tip and took the head into my mouth.
 
    
 
   "That's good, sissy. Now, slide your tongue along the bottom until you get
 
   to his balls"
 
    
 
   Not being able to use my hands made it difficult but with a bit of
 
   wriggling I made it. I licked my way up and down the shaft, feeling him
 
   react to the sensation as I got closer to his balls. I knew what I should
 
   do next and took one of his balls into my mouth. I rolled it around and
 
   again I felt him react to this as his cock twitched and I swear seemed to
 
   get even harder.
 
    
 
   I did the same for the other ball and then moved back up and down the
 
   shaft, this time licking and sucking as I went.  I seemed to be doing
 
   alright and I began to relax a little and realised that I was enjoying
 
   this. Whether it was the lack of control by being bound and blindfold or by
 
   being at the whim of the man and Fiona, I don't know, I began to feel my
 
   excitement building and I realised I now had an erection of my own.
 
    
 
   I moved to the tip of his cock and took just the head into my mouth sucking
 
   and rolling my tongue around the head. I got another twitch of the cock in
 
   response to that and I felt ridiculously proud for having achieved that. I
 
   began to take more of his cock into my mouth and he began to move it in and
 
   out as I sucked for all my life. I realised that I had at least some
 
   control over what was happening and that gave me the energy to keep doing
 
   the best I could.
 
    
 
   As he moved his cock in and out I felt my own cock being kissed and
 
   licked. Fiona was mirroring what I had done to the man and it was awesome
 
   to understand what he must be feeling. She was so much better than I was
 
   and because I was so excited anyway she had taken me to the edge in no time
 
   flat.
 
    
 
   She realised this and slowed down her pace just as he was picking up
 
   his. He began to move in and out much more fiercely and I wondered if he
 
   was going to come in my mouth. At this precise moment I felt Fiona's finger
 
   slide in and out of my ass. I was overwhelmed by what I was feeling; the
 
   cock in my mouth now literally fucking my mouth, my cock in Fiona's mouth
 
   and her finger in my ass. I felt ready to explode. One finger became two
 
   and she was really using them hard.
 
    
 
   The man seemed to be on the point of cumming but then pulled out
 
   completely. Fiona also stopped and I was dumped roughly onto my back and my
 
   panties tugged down and off. I still couldn't see anything but I guessed
 
   what was coming. Something cold was applied to my ass crack and my legs
 
   were hoisted up and over the man's shoulders. I felt him position his cock
 
   up against my hole and then he began to push into me. I now realised that
 
   Fiona had prepared me for this with her fingers and I also pushed down
 
   against him as I had been told to do. He moved in and out against the
 
   resistance of my ring and then suddenly he was in. It hurt as he went in
 
   and he felt huge so I was grateful for Fiona's fingers and the lube.
 
    
 
   He was fucking me for real now and it still hurt as he pistoned in and
 
   out. At this moment Fiona moved to the top of the bed and squatted down on
 
   my face facing away from the man fucking me.  She lowered herself onto my
 
   face and commanded
 
    
 
   "Lick me out, now you little cum princess."
 
    
 
   I did my best even though I couldn't see what I was doing; using my tongue
 
   to lick her pussy as much as I could. The man was now really thrusting hard
 
   into me and I was being moved around so much as I still had my hands tied
 
   behind my back. I can't remember when it stopped hurting so much but I sort
 
   of gave up any resistance and started to feel only an intensity of feeling
 
   that I had never experienced before. Lights seemed to flash inside my head
 
   and I gave myself up to these two people completely and utterly. At that
 
   moment I felt myself explode as I climaxed and came totally spontaneously.
 
    
 
   I felt the man tense as he approached his climax and he suddenly withdrew
 
   his cock from my ass and my legs flopped back onto the bed. I felt him move
 
   up the bed and at that moment Fiona stopped face fucking me with her
 
   pussy. He must have been finishing himself off by hand because I heard him
 
   grunt as Fiona said
 
    
 
   "Open up cum slut."
 
    
 
   I opened my mouth and I felt his cum shoot over my face and some into my
 
   mouth. I gagged and swallowed what had gone into my mouth and instinctively
 
   I licked my lips and took what was there into my mouth as well. I have to
 
   admit it didn't taste too bad. A bit salty and slimy maybe, but not
 
   unpleasant. A finger, I guessed Fiona's, wiped the remaining cum from my
 
   face and fed it to me.
 
    
 
   I licked it from her finger almost hungrily and she kept her finger in my
 
   mouth as I suckled on it.  I lay back, absolutely exhausted. Fiona untied
 
   my wrists and removed the blindfold and I had to shield my eyes as the
 
   light flooded into them. I squinted around looking for the man, but he had
 
   evidently gone and only Fiona and I were left.
 
    
 
   "Oh my God," I rasped, almost unable to speak.
 
    
 
   Fiona wiped the sweat from my brow and she smiled at me, "For a novice you
 
   did good, baby girl."
 
    
 
   She leant on her arm and looked sternly at me, "Just one thing, don't
 
   disobey me again like you did with the blindfold or I will really get
 
   angry. And you don't want to see me really angry."
 
    
 
   I cast my eyes down, "No, Miss Fiona, I won't ever do that again."
 
    
 
   Her face softened but I didn't for a moment believe she wouldn't get angry
 
   if I didn't do what I was told, and that wasn't something I wanted to see.
 
    
 
   "How are you feeling?" she said, quite tenderly.
 
    
 
   "Fucked," I said with a grimace, "but I loved it."
 
    
 
   Jamie's Descent Part 9
 
    
 
   Vanessa smiled to herself as she viewed the edited version of the film she
 
   had made of Jamie getting fucked.  Jamie obviously had no idea that she had
 
   been filmed but Vanessa was already very pleased with the result. This film
 
   together with a similarly edited version of Jamie's first session with
 
   Fiona would form the basis of the marketing plan for Jamie.
 
    
 
   Vanessa knew that there would be a number of existing clients who would
 
   cream themselves at the prospect of a session with Jamie already but
 
   Vanessa, as usual, was thinking much bigger than that. She felt Jamie had a
 
   star quality that she hadn't seen in anyone else for a long time. With
 
   careful grooming, the right training and good management she could turn
 
   Jamie into a star.  Jamie had vulnerability mixed with a sex appeal that
 
   just dripped off the screen. She was young, could be beautiful and just
 
   might make them a fortune, one way or another.
 
    
 
   Right now, though, Jamie was just a diamond in the rough, and there was a
 
   lot of polishing that had to be done before you could assess the true value
 
   of this precious little stone. Fiona had turned him out very satisfactorily
 
   and as a bonus Jamie had voluntarily submitted to Fiona, and would now do
 
   anything that Fiona wanted. Jamie was now on the verge of sissydom and it
 
   would take only take a tiny push for Jamie to become a perfect little
 
   sissy.
 
    
 
   The hormones had begun to work on Jamie and her breasts had begun to
 
   develop, her skin was looking beautifully soft and her hair was improving
 
   too. Fiona had told her that Jamie's cock was still functional which was
 
   another bonus. Fiona was happy to let things move on.  Fiona let me sleep
 
   late the next morning but then woke me up and told me I had a job this
 
   evening.
 
    
 
   "What job Miss Fiona?" I asked very nervously.
 
    
 
   "It's still part of your training, Princess, but it's something different
 
   for you."
 
    
 
   I thought that different could be good or bad.
 
    
 
   "Every so often there's a party held for wealthy men and women who like
 
   girls and boys like you, Jamie. They get together and have a good time and
 
   they are served and waited upon by little sissies and femboys. At the end
 
   of the evening if you're lucky someone might take you up to one of the
 
   bedrooms. Now we don't normally do this, but Vanessa thinks it's a good way
 
   for you to develop some skills that will be useful in the future."
 
    
 
   "What kind of skills?"
 
    
 
   "Nothing you haven't practised with me, so there's nothing to worry your
 
   head about. If you do a good job, there might be something nice for you
 
   when you get back."
 
    
 
   "Get back? Where is this party?"
 
    
 
   "It's in a big private house in the country, I'll take you there and I
 
   won't be far away so there's no need to worry. Now, what to wear?"
 
    
 
   I started to worry. This would be very different from what I had been doing
 
   with Fiona. I trusted her and would do anything for her, but this will be
 
   with different people. I started to imagine the most horrible things
 
   happening to me and began to hyperventilate. Fiona immediately grabbed me
 
   and held me tight and stroked my hair and spoke softly to me and I
 
   immediately began to calm down. She had that effect on me.
 
    
 
   "Jamie, princess, there is nothing to worry about. I will be there and
 
   nothing bad will happen, I promise." She cooed to me. "Jamie girl, do you
 
   trust me?"
 
    
 
   "Oh yes, Miss Fiona, of course I trust you."
 
    
 
   "Then my pretty little sissy, you should know that I would not tell you to
 
   do anything that would be bad for you. I am your mistress now and that
 
   means I have to look after you. It also means that you need to trust and
 
   obey me. Do you understand?"
 
    
 
   Mistress! My eyes opened wide as I thought about that word and what it
 
   meant. I was already devoted to Fiona but this would take everything to a
 
   new level. Fiona was my mistress, she owned me. I shivered with delight at
 
   the thought.
 
    
 
   "Yes, Miss Fiona, I mean Mistress, I understand and I do trust you
 
   completely."
 
    
 
   Fiona smiled to herself as she heard Jamie accept her role and to use
 
   Mistress without even being asked.
 
    
 
   "Good, Jamie, now let's get you ready for tonight."
 
    
 
   I felt a tingle of fear and apprehension as I looked at the clothes laid
 
   out for me on the bed. The party girls would be in fancy dress and the
 
   guests in formal clothes and Fiona had selected a devil theme for
 
   me. Everything was in a bright scarlet and I picked up a tiny pair of
 
   bright red panties and drew them up my legs. I would never get tired of
 
   this feeling, I thought, as I pulled them tight to cup my cock and
 
   balls. It made me quiver inside.
 
    
 
   There was a short tutu skirt which barely covered my panties and I knew
 
   would show everything I had if I bent over. I tightened it around my waist
 
   and the layers of material immediately made it flare out. The top was a
 
   scarlet basque that Mistress Fiona had taught me to put on back to front
 
   and swivel it round. It felt very tight and uncomfortable at first. It
 
   pulled me in at the waist and pushed me up at the top. There were also red
 
   thigh high stockings, long red gloves, a set of small red horns on a head
 
   band and a pair of 3 inch red heels to complement everything.
 
    
 
   I looked at myself in the mirror and I almost fainted. The outfit looked
 
   stunning. The basque top pushed up my small breasts to such an extent that
 
   it really looked as if I had a cleavage. It pulled in my waist as well
 
   which emphasised the flare of the tutu. Of course, everybody would be able
 
   to see my small scarlet panties but that was the point I guess. I turned
 
   and looked over my shoulder in the mirror bent slightly forwards and
 
   wiggled my bum. Oh, that made me feel all warm inside.
 
    
 
   Fiona walked round me to inspect how I had done. As she disappeared behind
 
   me I tried to follow her with my head, which earned me a stinging slap on
 
   the bum.
 
    
 
   "Eyes straight ahead."
 
    
 
   "Yes, Mistress," not daring to rub my bum which was sore from the slap.
 
    
 
   "Not bad, sissy, not bad at all. I think you'll do."
 
    
 
   "Thank you Mistress Fiona."
 
    
 
   Fiona said that I should learn how to serve properly before I got to the
 
   party. I was confused, how difficult could it be to serve someone a
 
   drink. She asked me to pretend as if I was serving her a drink. She sat
 
   down and clicked her fingers at me and I walked across to her and stood
 
   there waiting.
 
    
 
   `No. no. no, that won't do at all.' She looked angry and I wondered what I
 
   had done wrong. `First of all, you need to walk properly. Work that cute
 
   little bum of yours. Make it wiggle, God gave you that pretty little butt
 
   for a reason and the reason is to show it to everyone. You really have to
 
   emphasise it, throw your weight from one side to the other, I want to see
 
   it move. Secondly, when someone calls you over, you need to curtsey and
 
   say, `Good evening sir or madam, my name is Jamie, I'm at your service this
 
   evening, what can I do for you?'
 
    
 
   I was looking confused.
 
    
 
   `Oh my God, watch me you silly little girl.'
 
    
 
   Fiona stood up and walked slowly away from me, her bum wiggling from side
 
   to side as she walked. She stopped, walked back and curtsied, bending her
 
   right leg and bringing the left one gracefully behind with the toes on the
 
   floor and dipping her head towards me.
 
    
 
   `Good evening sissy, my name is Mistress Fiona, I'm at your service this
 
   evening, what can I do for you?'
 
    
 
   I had to put my hand up to my mouth to cover my giggles.
 
    
 
   `Jamie, do you want me to hurt you?'
 
    
 
   `No, Mistress Fiona,' I tried to stop giggling and said, `let me try,
 
   please?'
 
    
 
   It took me about three of four tries to do it properly and Fiona seemed
 
   happy so she said we should move onto serving. She asked me to imagine I
 
   was bringing a drink back to her. I started to walk back, this time
 
   wiggling my bum for all I was worth, and bent at the knees to put an
 
   imaginary drink down.
 
    
 
   `No, no, do I have to teach you everything?'
 
    
 
   `Yes, I mean, no, yes Mistress.' I was horribly confused, what had I done
 
   wrong this time?
 
    
 
   `First of all, nice bum action but you are serving drinks not a sack of
 
   potatoes. You will be bringing the drinks on a serving tray, holding it
 
   underneath with the palm of your hand. Then when you reach the guests you
 
   stand still for a moment until they let you know they are ready for you to
 
   serve. You say `Your drinks Sir or Madam.' Women are served first, of
 
   course. You bend from the waist keeping your legs straight and your knees
 
   together. When you have handed the drinks to the guests you say, `thank you
 
   for allowing me to serve you' and wait until they dismiss you. Is that
 
   clear? Try it.'
 
    
 
   It only took me a couple of tries this time to get it right, but what was
 
   obvious was that when bending over I would be revealing my bum to
 
   everyone. I blushed at the prospect, whether with shame or anticipation I
 
   wasn't sure. Fiona was eventually happy with my practise and she declared
 
   that it was time to go. She gave me a long red cloak to wear over my outfit
 
   to keep it neat and tidy and we stepped out of the house and into a
 
   chauffeur driven car. The driver appeared to know where to go without being
 
   told and we slipped through central London, past the suburbs and out into
 
   the countryside.
 
    
 
   Fiona and I sat in the back seat of the car and I cuddled close to her as I
 
   grew increasingly nervous.
 
    
 
   "Stop shaking," she told me, "there's nothing to worry about."
 
    
 
   "Yes, Mistress," I said, "but you will be close to me won't you?" I pleaded
 
   with her.
 
    
 
   She put her arm around me and gave me a tender squeeze.
 
    
 
   "Yes, Jamie, I will be close."
 
    
 
   Just then the car turned into off the main road, drove through a set of
 
   huge metal gates and along a long driveway. The car eventually pulled up
 
   outside the biggest house I had ever seen. Fiona tapped me and said, "We're
 
   here, you can get out now."
 
    
 
   I had been taught the proper way to get out of a car and as the driver came
 
   round and opened the door I kept my knees together and swung sideways to
 
   put both feet on the ground. Wearing a normal skirt that would have been
 
   fine, wearing what I had on it made no difference, but you should still do
 
   things correctly I thought.
 
    
 
   Fiona hurried us through the house and she took my cloak away so that I
 
   stood only in my tiny little outfit. I felt very vulnerable and all I
 
   wanted to do was to hug Mistress and have her to protect me.  She walked me
 
   into a larger room and my mouth opened wide in surprise. The room seemed to
 
   be full of girls and boys. I looked more closely and I saw that in fact
 
   they were either girls en femme like me or femboys.
 
    
 
   Fiona scanned the room and whispered to me, `You're the prettiest one here
 
   by a mile, Princess.  You will be popular tonight.'
 
    
 
   She escorted me across the room until we stood in front of a tall woman,
 
   dressed in a long evening gown. She turned to us and exclaimed, `Fiona, how
 
   perfectly wonderful of you to come. Oh, I say, what have you brought me?
 
   She looks deliciously devilish.'
 
    
 
   Fiona smiled sweetly and said, `Sissy Jamie, meet Alicia Courtney, she will
 
   be in charge of you all this evening. In my absence you must do whatever
 
   she tells you, is that clear?'
 
    
 
   `Yes, Mistress, perfectly clear.' I curtsied to Fiona and Alicia clapped
 
   her hands in delight.  `She's adorable, Fiona, can I borrow her for a
 
   while? Please?'
 
    
 
   Fiona looked at me and then said, `Yes, Alicia, but I want no harm to come
 
   to her, is that understood?'
 
    
 
   `Clear as a bell, Fifi, clear as a bell.'
 
    
 
   I thought, Fifi? The look on Fiona's face made me think I should never call
 
   her that.
 
    
 
   Fiona and Alicia were deep in conversation and it gave me a chance to look
 
   around. It was an incredible sight, maybe fifty or so people in the room,
 
   some chattering to each other, some stood on their own and some like me
 
   with a Master or Mistress. There were a lot of different costumes; school
 
   girls, policemen and women, slave girls, slutty boys with makeup and
 
   fishnets, a couple of cat women and at least two supermen eyeing each other
 
   up. There was a lot of flesh on show but I agreed with Fiona that there was
 
   nobody there as pretty as me and that cheered me up.
 
    
 
   I saw one femboy stood beside his master, he had on very tight blue shorts
 
   on over fishnets and heels, with a tight blue shirt with a mesh panel at
 
   the front so you could see his lithe and flat chested figure. He wore light
 
   makeup and a policeman's flat cap on top of his flowing hair. He looked
 
   over at me and smiled. I thought he was very cute and smiled shyly back.
 
    
 
   Fiona finally left and Alicia came over to me and with a lecherous look and
 
   her face said t me, `You heard what your Mistress said, you are to do
 
   anything I ask, is that clear?'
 
    
 
   `Yes, Miss Alicia, anything you ask.'
 
    
 
   `In that case come with me.'
 
    
 
   She led me away from the main room and into a much smaller side room, she
 
   locked the door behind her and said, `Get down on your knees where you
 
   belong and keep your eyes on the floor.'  I slid to my knees, placed my
 
   hands behind my back and stared at the floor.
 
    
 
   I heard Alicia light a cigarette and she took a deep drag. I heard the
 
   rustling of her dress and she came round to stand in front of me.
 
    
 
   `Look up now,' she commanded.
 
    
 
   I looked up at her and she had pulled her dress up at the front to reveal a
 
   pair of black lace panties framed by black stockings and a suspender
 
   belt. I looked up to her eyes and she took another long drag on the
 
   cigarette and said, `Pull them down.'
 
    
 
   I reached up, grasped the dainty lace panties carefully and slowly pulled
 
   then down. To my surprise there was a small but very nicely shaped cock
 
   nestling between her thighs.
 
    
 
   `You may start,' she ordered.
 
    
 
   I reached out and took the cock in my hand and it jumped and I felt it
 
   begin to grow. I leant forward and kissed the tip and felt it growing still
 
   more. It wasn't large and I could easily fit it into my mouth.  I used my
 
   tongue and lips as I had been taught and it wasn't long before Alicia's
 
   hands came down on my head and she began to rock her hips forward to push
 
   her cock faster and faster into my mouth. I felt her cock tense in my mouth
 
   and I heard her grunt just before she came into my mouth, her cum filling
 
   me up.  I swallowed it as fast as I could as her cum did not taste that
 
   nice and I wondered what she had been eating to make it taste that bad. I
 
   licked the residue from the end of her cock and I tucked it back into her
 
   panties and stayed on my knees my head bowed down once more.
 
    
 
   `Very, very good,' she said, `Fifi has taught you well. You are a very good
 
   cocksucker.'
 
    
 
   Her praise sent shivers through me and I felt very warm and proud.
 
    
 
   `Thank you, Miss Alicia, you're too kind.'
 
    
 
   She clapped her hands once more and almost squealed, "You are too good to
 
   be true, I swear it.  But let's get going the guests will be arriving
 
   soon."
 
    
 
   Alicia, or Miss Courtney, as she wanted us to call her, gathered us all
 
   together and told us what our duties would be. We were all given a number
 
   and told to put that on our costumes so that the guests could see it. Some
 
   had been here before but quite a few were new like me and Miss Courtney
 
   paid special attention to us. I could see my pretty police boy stealing
 
   looks at me all the time and I blushed once when I looked up and he winked
 
   at me.
 
    
 
   `You, police boy,' Miss Courtney's voice boomed out. My pretty boy tried to
 
   look innocent, but she went on, 'the boy dressed as a policeman, pay
 
   attention.' He looked chastised and I grinned at him.
 
    
 
   We all gathered together after the briefing chattering away, comparing
 
   costumes and a lot of touching went on, some innocent and some
 
   surreptitiously not so innocent. Miss Courtney clapped her hands and said,
 
   `Be quiet, all of you, including you, police boy.'
 
    
 
   I glanced over at him and he stuck his tongue out at me.
 
    
 
   `The guests will be arriving shortly, so go through to the main hall and
 
   stand by the walls and wait for someone to call you over. Remember what you
 
   have been taught.'
 
    
 
   We stood where we were placed against the walls and watched as the guests
 
   began to enter the room. There were tables in the centre and some guests
 
   sat and some stood chatting to each other.  They were formally dressed with
 
   the men in dinner jackets and the women in evening dresses.
 
    
 
   All would have looked perfectly normal at a company dinner or a society
 
   event, except for the fact that everyone wore a mask. The men wore simple
 
   black masks and the women wore more elaborate ones, but all served to
 
   conceal their identity. They all seemed to pay no attention to the masks
 
   and it seemed they were accustomed to them.
 
    
 
   We began to be called over to serve and a tall elegant black man called me
 
   over. I remembered all my practising with Fiona and curtsied and made my
 
   little speech. He asked for a scotch on the rocks in a voice that seemed to
 
   come from somewhere deep in his chest. I have to admit it made feel quivery
 
   inside and I felt my cock tingle just a little bit. I came back with his
 
   drink and waited while he finished talking to another man and then nodded
 
   to me to bring his drink over. As I served him his drink I noticed he
 
   looked at the number I was wearing but I didn't think much of it at the
 
   time.
 
    
 
   Time passed quickly as the room began to fill up and we were kept busy
 
   serving guest after guest.  It was obvious that there were no holds barred
 
   when it came to us and I had been felt, caressed, pinched, rubbed and even
 
   slapped on my bum and indeed the front of my panties too. It was the same
 
   for all of us and there was only one incident when my police boy managed to
 
   drop a drink on one of the guests who had just pinched my bum very hard,
 
   making me squeal. The guest was still laughing until the drink landed in
 
   his lap. I looked at the police boy and he just winked at me as he was
 
   cleaning the guest's trousers, who seemed to be enjoying the attention he
 
   was getting around his groin.
 
    
 
   At that moment one of the men stood up on the stage at the end of the room
 
   and clinked a glass with a spoon to get everyone's attention. Conversation
 
   gradually fell away and when the room was quiet he began to speak.
 
    
 
   `Good evening everyone and welcome to our little gathering tonight. An
 
   especially warm welcome for those of you returning tonight and a very
 
   special hello to those joining us for the first time.'  There was some
 
   applause and he held up his hand for silence and then continued, `I don't
 
   want to delay the proceedings so let me just say that we will be having our
 
   entertainment in a few minutes. So take the chance to have another drink
 
   before the performance begins and get the chance to examine our pretty
 
   little sissies and femboys one more time'
 
    
 
   We all had to run around to serve the guests more drinks and I was touched
 
   again more times than I can remember, both at the front and back of my
 
   panties. My feet were aching with spending so long on my feet and I was
 
   glad when the lights began to dim in the room and music began to play.  Of
 
   course, the darkness allowed someone to grope my cock hard and I squealed
 
   and jumped away.
 
    
 
   Spotlights ripped through the darkness illuminating a stage at one end of
 
   the room. Everyone turned to watch what was going to happen on the stage so
 
   I moved slowly to the wall on one side of the room and watched from
 
   there. The music dropped away to a steady background rhythm and I saw a
 
   tall figure walk out onto the stage. I gasped and my hand shot up to cover
 
   my open mouth as I recognised Fiona, it was my Mistress. She was wearing a
 
   black cape wrapped around her body, and a mask to cover her but I could
 
   tell my Mistress anywhere.
 
    
 
   She twirled around and the cape floated out to show that she was naked
 
   under the cloak except for a pair of red heels. She stopped with her back
 
   to the audience and slowly let the cloak slide off her shoulders and then
 
   down to her waist. She looked over her shoulder and then let the cloak drop
 
   to the floor. She remained with her back to the audience and I could see
 
   she had oiled her body because it glistened in the lights.
 
    
 
   She finally turned to the audience and there was a gasp as they took in the
 
   full magnificence of her beautiful body exposed to them. Her breasts stood
 
   firm and proud and the oil made her skin glow.
 
    
 
   I felt like clapping my hands together and shouting, `That's my Mistress.'
 
    
 
   She stood for a moment and then strode across to the edge of the stage
 
   where she held out her hand which was grasped by a very pretty blonde girl
 
   dressed in a white baby doll nightdress that fell to the top of her
 
   thighs. It was sheer and you could clearly see her panties through the
 
   material. Fiona brought her to the centre of the stage and the girl did a
 
   pirouette to the audience, her nightdress flying out from her body.
 
    
 
   Fiona move to the other side of the stage and brought on an equally pretty
 
   redheaded girl dressed in the same nightdress but in black. She moved to
 
   centre stage and pirouetted as well. Fiona stood between them with her back
 
   to the audience and gradually she pushed her hands beneath the night dress
 
   of each girl and until she reached their breasts. She began to stroke and
 
   caress both girls' breasts as the volume of the music began to rise
 
   again. The girls threw back their heads as Fiona continued to feel and
 
   squeeze their breasts. Fiona leant towards the girl to her right, kissed
 
   her and you could see her tongue flicking out into the mouth of the
 
   girl. She repeated the kiss with the girl to her left and then pulled the
 
   two girls to the centre of the stage so that they were kissing each other,
 
   their hands all over each other beneath their nightdresses.
 
    
 
   Fiona walked off stage as the girls began to embrace and kiss passionately,
 
   and at the same time they stepped back and pulled off each other's
 
   nightdress and tossed them aside. The audience murmured its approval as the
 
   girls turned to face the front, naked except for their panties. They stood
 
   for a moment until the redheaded girl stepped behind the blonde and slowly
 
   pulled down her panties until they were on the floor around her ankles. The
 
   blonde now had her hands over her groin and she looked at the audience,
 
   smiled sweetly and let her hands drop away to reveal a large cock hanging
 
   between her legs.
 
    
 
   The audience roared its approval as they saw what the girl had hanging
 
   there. Quickly the blonde did the same for the redhead and the roar was
 
   even larger for her as it seemed her cock was already hard.  My tummy did
 
   little flips as I saw these two girls with their cocks in full view on the
 
   stage. I liked the redhead best I thought because she had a bigger cock and
 
   I started to imagine what it would be like if it were me up there. The
 
   thought made my cock tingle and grow inside my panties.
 
    
 
   The blonde dropped to her knees in front of the redhead and took her cock
 
   in her mouth and started to suck her hard. The redhead put her hands to her
 
   breasts and pulled and kneaded them as she was being sucked. The blonde was
 
   using her hands and tongue and lips to give the other a great blow job. The
 
   redhead tapped the blonde on the head and they swapped places, the redhead
 
   on her knees worshipping the blonde's cock. I could see the fully erect
 
   cock of the redhead as it flapped around in front of her and I imagined
 
   taking that into my mouth and sucking.  You could feel the temperature of
 
   the audience rising as the action went on up on the stage.
 
    
 
   At that moment, Fiona move back onto the stage and the audience gasped
 
   again as they saw a huge strap on protruding from her groin. She walked
 
   around the stage with this fake cock waving in front of her, the two girls
 
   seemingly oblivious of her and it. She came up behind the two and they
 
   seemed to become aware of it for the first time. The blonde dropped to her
 
   knees to join the redhead and they both started to suck and lick the
 
   phallus that Fiona was wearing. My knees were now feeling shaky as I saw
 
   the full size of the strap on. It was much bigger than anything I had ever
 
   experienced.
 
    
 
   The music was now louder and seeming to drive them on as the blonde went
 
   down on her hands and knees and Fiona moved to her front and slid her
 
   mighty cock in the girl's mouth. She began to suck wildly on the fake as
 
   the redhead moved behind her and slipped to her knees. She reached out,
 
   opened the blonde's cheeks with her hands and I could see her tongue flick
 
   out to lap around the exposed rosebud in front of her. The blonde jumped as
 
   she felt the girls tongue and then pushed back onto it and I saw her tongue
 
   disappear inside. This went on for a few minutes with the audience becoming
 
   more and more excited and I heard a few moans from women in the darkness as
 
   they were fondled by their partners.
 
    
 
   The redhead finally withdrew her tongue, got to her feet, straddled the
 
   blonde's backside and let her spittle drop down and used it as
 
   lubrication. Then we all saw her plunge her cock into the blondes gaping
 
   hole, she jerked as she felt the cock hit home and then the redhead began
 
   to drive her cock in and out very fast. The blonde was jerking and
 
   straining to hold the fake cock in her mouth and then suddenly the redhead
 
   groaned and her body tensed and she very obviously came inside the
 
   blonde. To cheers and applause the redhead pulled her cock out of the
 
   blonde.
 
    
 
   My cock was now straining inside my panties and I had quick peek at some of
 
   the others standing close to me and they seemed to be in the same
 
   condition.
 
    
 
   The pretty boy in the police outfit sidled up to me and whispered in my
 
   ear, `I bet you're a horny little devil.'
 
    
 
   I giggled and he went on, `I'm here to detain you, put you in my handcuffs
 
   and take down your particulars.'
 
    
 
   I giggled again and said, `If you do I'll have to poke you with my fork.'
 
    
 
   He giggled at that and I suddenly felt a hand on my bum, `Stop that,' I
 
   hissed, `Somebody will notice.'
 
    
 
   He kept his hand on my bum and started to move it around caressing my
 
   cheeks. I wiggled to try to stop him but it only made things worse and he
 
   increased the pressure. I was sure someone would notice, but we were
 
   slightly hidden behind a column and nobody seemed to be paying us any
 
   attention.
 
    
 
   `What's your name?' I whispered to him in an attempt to distract him from
 
   my bum.
 
    
 
   `Lexi, what's yours?' it made no difference; he was still rubbing my bum
 
   cheeks.
 
    
 
   `Jamie,' I whispered, trying desperately to not wiggle too much but it was
 
   so difficult not to.
 
    
 
   On the stage the redhead now slipped to her hands and knees and Fiona
 
   quickly strode to stand behind her, the fake cock shining under the
 
   lights. The blonde now pushed her cock into the redhead's mouth who started
 
   to suck vigorously and noisily. Fiona paused with the cock right at the
 
   edge of the blonde's hole, like a bullfighter about to deliver the death
 
   blow to a bull.
 
    
 
   I could feel the anticipation ripple through he audience as they awaited
 
   the thrust, and there were a few muffled shrieks from the women and maybe
 
   some of the men. The blonde tensed visibly as the massive cock edged into
 
   her hole. Fiona rocked forwards and back easing the cock into the girl. The
 
   blonde cried out as Fiona forced it through the girl's resistance and
 
   finally the cock was inside the blonde.
 
    
 
   The audience let out a collective gasp as the length of the cock
 
   disappeared into the girl. I was watching with my mouth open imagining that
 
   massive cock ripping my insides. My eyes closed and my boy pussy twitched
 
   as I thought of that big black strap on penetrating me until I almost cried
 
   out.
 
    
 
   Fiona kept the rhythm going until the blonde moaned loudly and we could all
 
   see her climax, her white cum spurting onto the floor. There was a roar of
 
   approval from the audience as Fiona withdrew the cock and turned to show it
 
   to them.
 
    
 
   Lexi slipped his hand inside the top of my knickers and a finger started to
 
   probe my crack. I was now trying to slap the hand away but he just giggled
 
   and kept on. His finger sliding down my crack started to feel very nice
 
   indeed and I had to bite my lip to stop myself moaning out loud. I turned
 
   to face Lexi and he looked so pretty I couldn't resist giving him a quick
 
   kiss on the lips.
 
    
 
   He giggled and then took his finger out of my knickers and making a perfect
 
   little O with his lovely red lips, he slowly drew his finger into his mouth
 
   and began to suck.
 
    
 
   On the stage Fiona, flanked by the two girls were bowing and taking the
 
   applause of the audience, Fiona had removed her strap on and the two girls
 
   cock were still erect. The all walked down into the audience and I could
 
   just see that they were being felt and fondled by the guest as they made
 
   their way through them. I saw one man stop the redhead and take her cock
 
   into his mouth and suck for a few seconds. The blonde was pulled onto the
 
   lap of a woman who slid down the front of her dress and allowed the blonde
 
   to lap her breast. The three of them eventually made their way to the back
 
   of the room and Fiona saw me and walked across, her naked body still
 
   glistening with the oil.
 
    
 
   She stopped by me and kissed me, and then said, `Remember, whatever
 
   happens, I'm not far away.' With that she disappeared through the door.
 
    
 
   Lexi whispered in my ear, `Fuck, is that your Mistress?'
 
    
 
   I looked proudly at him, `Yes. It is.'
 
    
 
   `You lucky little bitch,' I heard him whisper under his breath.
 
    
 
   The man clinked the glass again to get attention and it took much longer
 
   this time for him to get silence.
 
    
 
   "Now we will move on to the main event of the evening, our auction.'
 
    
 
   More applause and most of the heads in the audience turned round to look at
 
   us serving boys and girls lined up against the wall.
 
    
 
   I turned to my new friend and whispered, `What's up for auction Lexi?'
 
    
 
   He turned to stare at me,
 
    
 
   `Don't you know?' he whispered incredulously.
 
    
 
   `Know what?' My eyes wide open with surprise.
 
    
 
   `It's us, we get auctioned. Didn't your mistress tell you?'
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   I stared open mouthed at Lexi.
 
    
 
   `What do you mean we're going to be auctioned?' I hissed at him.
 
    
 
   `People bid for us and we get bought for the night. I can't believe your
 
   Mistress didn't tell you.'
 
    
 
   I shook my head and Lexi reached out his hand to hold mine.
 
    
 
   The man on the stage began to speak again.
 
    
 
   `My Lords, Ladies and Gentlemen. We will now begin the auction. Please
 
   remember our rules, if you make a successful bid, you will be entitled
 
   to take your prize to one of our rooms for the night. The prize will
 
   perform whatever services you require during this period. However,
 
   remember there is a zero tolerance policy to violence. Nobody is to be
 
   hurt or harmed in any way whatsoever. Any infraction of this rule will
 
   lead to immediate disbarment. There is no exception to this rule.
 
   Everyone clear? Good, then we shall begin.'
 
    
 
   I started to shake and Lexi held my hand even tighter.
 
    
 
   One by one, the other sissies and femboys were called up to the stage
 
   and the auctioneer would invite bids from the audience. The bidding was
 
   brisk and one or two of the prettier sissies were in great demand. It so
 
   happened that Lexi and I were the last two to be auctioned, and the
 
   auctioneer motioned Lexi forward onto the stage. I hated it when he had
 
   to let go of my hand and walk up onto the stage. The auctioneer made
 
   Lexi turn around on the stage and there was a general hubbub of noise as
 
   the bidding started. It was brisk and there seems to be two bidders keen
 
   to acquire Lexi. Finally, one bidder dropped out and Lexi turned to me,
 
   smiled and mouthed `Good Luck' to me.
 
    
 
   `Now it's time for our last prize this evening, and if I may say so, one
 
   of the most beautiful prizes we have been able to offer. I am sure you
 
   will be keen to bid for this lovely sissy.'
 
    
 
   He motioned for me to walk up onto the stage and I did so with my legs
 
   shaking. The level of noise in the room went up, and I even heard some
 
   cheering and whistling somewhere in the room. The auctioneer gestured
 
   for me to turn round, and I twirled around on one foot, the tutu flying
 
   up more than usual to show my scarlet panties. This generated even more
 
   cheering and whistling.
 
    
 
   `Quiet please, everyone.'
 
    
 
   The auctioneer had to shout to make himself heard above the noise. The
 
   spotlights were trained on the stage so I could not see the audience, I
 
   could only sense there were people out there from the noise.
 
    
 
   `Your bids please,'
 
    
 
   Various voices cried out bids, mostly male voices but a few female ones
 
   as well. There were a lot of people bidding and the bids were getting
 
   higher and higher. I tried to squint to see through the lights but it
 
   was impossible. Some people began to drop out of the bidding and it came
 
   down to four people who were bidding against each other. Eventually, all
 
   the voices fell silent except one. The auctioneer declared the winner
 
   and there was a lot of clapping and whistling in the room.
 
    
 
   I was led off the stage by someone and into a room at the back of the
 
   stage. Lexi was there, so I grabbed him and he gave me a big hug.
 
    
 
   `Where are the others?' I asked.
 
    
 
   `They've already been collected. Your auction went on so long, we're the
 
   last ones here. I think we were bought by the same person.'
 
    
 
   We held hands for a few moments before the door opened and in walked the
 
   tall black man to whom I had earlier served a drink. He slowly circled
 
   Lexi and myself and as he passed behind, I felt his hand slide across my
 
   bum. He stopped in front of us and as he looked us up and down, I could
 
   see his eyes flashing through his mask.
 
    
 
   `Very well, I think I have bought well tonight, even though you cost me
 
   a quite of lot of money, especially you,' he said pointing at me. I
 
   curtsied to him and said, `Thank you, sir,' which seemed to please him.
 
   His accent was clearly American and his voice was deep and dark and
 
   very, very sexy.
 
    
 
   `What are your names? You, the police boy first.'
 
    
 
   `Lexi, sir.'
 
    
 
   `And, you the devil girl.'
 
    
 
   `I'm Jamie, sir.'
 
    
 
   `Well, Lexi and Jamie, I think we should begin.'
 
    
 
   He had a key in his hand and he led us out of the room into a hallway
 
   with a large staircase leading up to another wing of the house. He
 
   strode quickly up the stairs as Lexi and I had to scamper to keep up
 
   with him. Lexi grabbed my hand again, and I was so glad he was here with
 
   me. The stairs opened into a corridor with rooms off to either side and
 
   the man walked in front us until he found the room he was looking for.
 
   `You will be first, Lexi. Put this on her.'
 
    
 
   He handed something I couldn't quite see to Lexi who smiled and then
 
   turned towards me. I could now see he held a collar in his hand; black
 
   leather with scarlet satin ruffles above and below the leather. Lexi
 
   moved behind me, slid the collar around my neck, fastened it and as he
 
   locked it with a small padlock I felt a frisson of fear and excitement
 
   run through me. I had seen them before but this was the first time I had
 
   been collared, and it made me feel so wonderfully submissive. It wasn't
 
   uncomfortable, yet it was tight enough for me to be aware of it all the
 
   time.
 
    
 
   Lexi them fastened a plaited leather leash to the O ring on the collar
 
   and handed me the end. The man moved behind me, pulled a blindfold
 
   around my head and tied it at the back. He leant forward and whispered
 
   in my ear, `You will wait out here until I fetch you. If a Master or
 
   Mistress asks you to do something, you will do it here, but you must not
 
   leave this spot. Nod if you understand.'
 
    
 
   I nodded, trembling at the thought of having to wait outside the room,
 
   blindfolded and collared, to be used by any Master or Mistress who
 
   passed by. I felt Lexi briefly touch my arm and then he was gone,
 
   leaving me in complete darkness, standing in a corridor and unable to
 
   move. I heard the door open, and I thought I heard Lexi giggle before
 
   the closing door cut off all noise from inside. I was scared and excited
 
   in equal measure at being out in the corridor, obviously there to be
 
   used as a plaything by someone in the corridor. It felt like hours but
 
   it must have only been minutes before I heard someone walking down the
 
   corridor from my right. I leant my head that way to try to hear more
 
   clearly, but it sounded like whoever it was barefoot. I heard a soft
 
   giggle, so I guessed it was one of the other femboys or sissies. I
 
   jumped as I felt fingers brush across my bum and a voice whispered into
 
   my ear, `You're very pretty. I wish I was as pretty as you. We could
 
   have fun together if our Mistresses would allow it.'
 
    
 
   I didn't know what to say, I wasn't even sure if I was allowed to speak
 
   whilst I was out here. Fingertips gently touched my bare tummy and then,
 
   suddenly, whoever it was had gone, giggling and skipping their way along
 
   the corridor. I strained to hear something, anything, but there was
 
   nothing at all. My initial fear had eased as I waited outside, trying to
 
   imagine what Lexi and the man were doing inside, but I so much wanted to
 
   be with someone. I had never felt so cut off and disoriented as I did
 
   then, alone in the corridor. Then, I picked up the click clack of high
 
   heels walking up the stairs at the end of the corridor, then coming
 
   closer and closer towards me. Was this another sissy, or was it a
 
   Mistress?
 
    
 
   I turned in the direction of the noise, but I still couldn't see
 
   anything. I sensed that whoever it was had stopped close to me and were
 
   studying me. I jumped again as a hand touched my shoulder. I felt a hand
 
   on the other shoulder and they pushed down firmly and I was forced to
 
   sink to my knees. The end of the leash was taken from my hand and I felt
 
   it tighten and pull against the collar. I fell forwards onto my hands as
 
   the leash tightened even further. There was a sharp tug on the leash and
 
   then another, so I was forced to crawl on my hands and knees as I was
 
   pulled along the corridor.
 
    
 
   `Please, no. Please don't make me move, I was told to stay here.' I was
 
   sobbing by this time, scared about what would happen if the man came out
 
   and I had disobeyed him.
 
    
 
   The pressure on the leash stopped, and I heard her walk round behind me
 
   and then there was a sharp sting as she slapped me on my bum.
 
   `I am to do whatever you want out here, but I must not move from here,
 
   that's what I was told. Please.'
 
    
 
   That got me another slap and this one stung badly. I had to fight back
 
   tears, not from the slap but because I  didn't want to disobey my
 
   Master. I already thought of him as my Master, even if it were only
 
   going to be for the night. I felt a hand on my head and I was forced
 
   downwards until my face touched what I guessed was a shoe. The toe of
 
   the shoe was pushed into my mouth and I quickly understood the intended
 
   message. I started to lick the shoe, washing it with my tongue as well
 
   as I could. The leash was jerked until I found the other shoe for me to
 
   lick. My tongue was getting dry and sore as I licked the shoe, and the
 
   lead was jerked a couple of times to make me get on with it, until the
 
   second shoe was also removed. It seemed all my saliva had been used
 
   licking the shoes clean as my tongue was stuck to the roof of my mouth.
 
    
 
   I felt tears begin to sting the corners of my eyes and I felt alone and
 
   afraid. The darkness of the blindfold, my isolation and completely
 
   exposed position was taking me to the edge. I sniffed, trying to hold
 
   back the tears. She must have heard it sensed it because the leash was
 
   tugged hard and I felt two stinging slaps across my backside. I winced,
 
   and bit my tongue to stop myself crying out. I sensed the Mistress bend
 
   down in front of me and then a finger forced its way into my mouth. It
 
   moved in and out and I sucked on it almost gratefully, so needy was I
 
   for some comfort. I ran my tongue around it as if it was a cock, bathing
 
   it as well as I could with my dry lips.
 
    
 
   The finger was removed, and I felt more alone than ever; at least the
 
   finger had been some form of human contact. The leash was jerked upwards
 
   once more and as I was still on my hands and knees I had to scramble to
 
   get to my feet. The blindfold was still tightly bound around my knees
 
   and I had no idea of which direction I was facing. I heard the Mistress,
 
   for I assumed she was such, drumming her fingers on something as if
 
   impatiently waiting for someone or something. I jumped as I felt her
 
   hand slide across my tummy and under my top. Her fingers found my nipple
 
   and pinched it between her nails. I winced but managed to stay silent.
 
   Her fingers found my other nipple and repeated the action, only this
 
   time harder. I gasped this time but didn't actually cry out as I had
 
   wanted to. The pinch was hard and I could feel it stinging.
 
    
 
   The leash was jerked hard once more, and I was pulled along, tottering
 
   on my heels.
 
    
 
   `No, please no, Mistress. My Master told me to stay here, he is coming
 
   to fetch me. I must be here.'
 
    
 
   That earned me a slap on the legs and was about to cry when the pressure
 
   on the leash stopped. Someone knocked on a door and I heard it open
 
   somewhere in front of me. I was now terrified that I had disobeyed my
 
   orders for which I would be severely punished. The leash was pulled
 
   again, and I had no choice but to move forward again into the room. I
 
   heard moaning from inside the room so I knew there were other people
 
   there. The leash went slack, and I felt it fall loose.
 
    
 
   Someone undid the knots of the blindfold behind my head and it dropped
 
   away. Light flooded into my eyes and I was forced to shut them tight
 
   after such a long time in darkness. As my eyes adjusted to the light, I
 
   was able to squint and make out some blurry shapes in front of me.
 
   Gradually, the shapes sharpened into figures; one kneeling on the bed
 
   and the other on all fours in front. It was only as my vision cleared
 
   completely I could see it was Lexi and the Master. My hand flew to my
 
   mouth in surprise as I saw the Master, kneeling naked on the bed, with
 
   Lexi still in his outfit on his hands and knees in front of him,
 
   energetically sucking the Master's cock. How could this be? I had ended
 
   up in the Master's room after all. I turned around and there behind me
 
   stood my Mistress Fiona, with a smile playing around her lips.
 
    
 
   `Jamie, you did well,' she said, `I am pleased with you.'
 
    
 
   `Thank you Mistress', I said and curtseyed as I had been taught.
 
    
 
   `I told you I would be close by. Your Master over there is an old friend
 
   of mine. I wanted to test you to see how you respond and you did very
 
   well. Now get over there and help your little femboy friend with your
 
   Master.'
 
    
 
   `Yes Mistress, as you wish.'  Mistress pushed me to my knees and tugged
 
   on the leash so I had to crawl over to the bed. I could see Lexi's head
 
   bouncing up and down on Master's gigantic cock. I had never seen a black
 
   cock before, but as I reached the side of the bed, I could see it in all
 
   its glory. Lexi looked so beautiful with his long wavy hair and his
 
   slender pale figure. He was trying to get as much as he could in his
 
   mouth but he couldn't take it all. He was slurping and gasping as he
 
   tried to get more and more inside. The Master looked magnificent, his
 
   sleek black body well toned and his muscles seemed to ripple beneath his
 
   skin as he moved. I wanted to see what his cock tasted like and it
 
   wasn't long before I had the chance.
 
    
 
   `Stop,' the Master ordered, `Let the little slut have her turn, maybe
 
   she can do better.'
 
    
 
   Lexi looked at me with anxious eyes whether for him or for me I couldn't
 
   tell. Mistress pulled me up to my feet and shoved me on to the bed.
 
    
 
   `I hope she's as good as you say,' growled the man.
 
    
 
   `Don't let me down, sissy,' Mistress said to me as she pushed my head
 
   towards his cock. I swept my hair out of the way and looked in amazement
 
   at its size. It must have been ten inches fully erect, thick, and
 
   glistening from Lexi's saliva with the veins standing out. I licked my
 
   lips nervously and glanced at Lexi who was now sitting on his knees on
 
   the bed looking like a renaissance angel to me. He smiled to give me
 
   encouragement as Mistress Fiona pushed the back of my head and I almost
 
   fell onto the cock. It felt hot and very hard, slippery with saliva and
 
   I used my tongue to slurp around the bulbous head. I had to open my
 
   mouth wide to get the head inside and I knew my jaw would be aching by
 
   the time tonight was finished. I closed my eyes and began to slide more
 
   of the cock into my mouth. I had never had anything this size in there
 
   before, even the dildos I had practiced with had nothing on this. I put
 
   my hand on the root and I was barely able to get my hands around it.
 
    
 
   `Just your mouth, you little slut,' I heard his voice say. I took my
 
   hand away and letting the head slide out of my mouth I began to lick up
 
   and down the shaft, from the root to the tip. I took each one of his
 
   massive balls in mouth and rolled them around, but couldn't get both in
 
   together. I felt his cock twitch, so I guessed I was doing something
 
   right. I licked my way back up the shaft, flicking my tongue against the
 
   sensitive spot just under the head which generated a little hiss of
 
   pleasure from him. Encouraged, I repeated the action and received
 
   another hiss.
 
    
 
   `In your mouth now slut, show me how good your are.' I stole a glance at
 
   Lexi to see Mistress was fixing a ball gag into his mouth and I could
 
   see the worry in his eyes. I knew Mistress wouldn't hurt him, but I
 
   couldn't tell him so. I turned back to the cock and slid it through my
 
   lips, careful not to brush it with my teeth as it was so large. I slowly
 
   began to bob up and down on the cock, trying to take a little more in
 
   each time. I began to gag as he got deeper in my throat and I had to
 
   come up for air before my head was pushed back onto it. I tried to relax
 
   my throat, and I gradually took more and more of it inside. I knew I
 
   wasn't going to take it all, but I didn't want to show up my Mistress so
 
   I kept going as long as I could. My jaw was beginning to ache now, and I
 
   hoped he would cum soon so I could take a rest.
 
    
 
   Instead he began to raise his hips from the bed forcing more and more of
 
   his cock into my throat. He was making little sounds from somewhere in
 
   his throat and I guessed he was getting close. I started to accelerate
 
   mu movements and at the moment I had him deepest in my throat I felt his
 
   cock twitch and I knew he was cumming. He roared and his bucked as his
 
   cum poured into my mouth. I tried to seal my lips around his shaft and
 
   managed to keep most of it in my mouth, but he had cum with such force
 
   some of it forced its way onto my lips.
 
    
 
   `Do not swallow,' he ordered, so I sat up, my mouth full of his cum,
 
   wondering what he wanted me to do next.
 
    
 
   `Take the faggot's gag off for a moment, Fiona.' he said. I turned to
 
   watch as Lexi's gag was loosened and he looked relieved.
 
    
 
   `Give him my cum.' the man said to me. I looked to Mistress for Fiona
 
   who stared at me and said, `Do what you're told you slut.'
 
    
 
   I edged over to Lexi, who was looking shocked, my body trembling at what
 
   I would have to do. Lexi's eyes were wide as I approached him and he
 
   opened his sweet red lips and as mine touched his I pushed the Master's
 
   cum into his mouth. A little splashed onto my outfit and Mistress Fiona
 
   used her finger to clean it up and pushed it into Lexi's mouth. She
 
   quickly tightened the gag again, and I saw Lexi trying to swallow what
 
   he had in his mouth.
 
    
 
   I turned to look at the master and he beckoned me over to him. He slid a
 
   finger into my mouth and said, `You have a skilled mouth, you slut. I
 
   will be needing it again later'.
 
    
 
   `Fiona, my love, she is as good as you said. I congratulate you.'
 
    
 
   `Thank you Leon, that's is high praise from you. What should we do with
 
   this pair now?'
 
    
 
   `Can she fuck as well as she sucks?'
 
    
 
   `Oh yes Leon, she is skilled in more ways than one. Why don't we get her
 
   to fuck him?'
 
    
 
   Oh my god, she means me to fuck Lexi. I couldn't see him and didn't want
 
   to turn around without permission.
 
    
 
   `That's a good idea, I could do with a drink as well. Get on the floor
 
   faggot, then on your hands and knees.'
 
    
 
   `You, sissy slut, get behind him and fuck him, hard.'
 
    
 
   I was trembling as he said it but I knew I had to obey. Lexi had climbed
 
   down onto the floor in front of the bed and I slid down there too. I
 
   looked back to the bed and Mistress Fiona had slipped off her clothes
 
   and was laying there with Master Leon. As I watched, she poured two
 
   glasses of champagne and handed one to the Master. She kissed him and he
 
   put his arm around her and pulled her close. Their two magnificent
 
   bodies seemed to merge into one beautiful, glistening black shape.
 
   `Go on, get on with it,' he growled.
 
    
 
   I turned to Lexi, and he was looking at me over his shoulder, the red
 
   ball gag in his mouth. He was nodding his head at me and I knew then he
 
   was OK with me doing this. I crawled up to him and I gently pulled down
 
   the tight shorts he had on, and I could feel my cock harden as I saw his
 
   tight little bum come into view. His lovely wavy hair tumbled down over
 
   his shoulders as I bent forward and kissed each cheek, leaving a little
 
   red mark on each. I pushed his cheeks apart, bent forward and ran my
 
   tongue up from his ball sack to his tiny little rosebud. He shivered,
 
   but I think he was excited as I saw his cock began to swell. I licked
 
   around his hole and then poked my tongue inside and he jumped as he felt
 
   me inside. I wanted to open him up a little, so I licked my finger and
 
   slid it inside and moved it around. He gasped as he felt my finger
 
   penetrate him but he pushed back a little. I added another finger and he
 
   took that too.
 
    
 
   `Enough,' I heard Mistress Fiona from the bed.
 
    
 
   My cock was now hard as I slid down my panties, kicked them off, then
 
   off slid forwards on my knees until my cock was at his sweet rosebud. I
 
   tapped my cock on his hole to let him know what was coming, I spat on it
 
   to give some lubrication and I slid into his hole. He bucked and
 
   tightened up, then relaxed and I was inside him. He tried to say
 
   something, but the gag turned everything into grunts. I began to move in
 
   and out of him, my cock sliding in and out of him. I heard him grunt,
 
   but then he began to move back against my thrusts, a sign he was
 
   beginning to enjoy it.
 
    
 
   `I said fuck him hard, this is like a tea party. Tell me when you are
 
   about to cum.'
 
    
 
   I started to pick up the pace and it seemed Lexi was responding, so I
 
   started to thrust harder and harder. He was arching his back and still
 
   trying to move against me. I managed to stand up and thrust down on him,
 
   he fell forward onto his arms and I could get more leverage this way and
 
   plunged my cock into him from above.
 
    
 
   `Much better.' I heard from the bed.
 
    
 
   My knees bent I was now hammering into Lexi and he was grunting and
 
   moaning through the gag. I could feel my climax building and I knew I
 
   was close.
 
    
 
   `Can I cum, Master?' I almost screamed.
 
    
 
   `Not in him, on his face.' I had no choice but to obey. I pulled my cock
 
   out of Lexi and moved round to where his head was. He rolled onto his
 
   back and I stood over him, his beautiful eyes wide as I masturbated
 
   myself. My legs almost buckled as my orgasm shook me, cum spurting from
 
   my cock to cover his face. He had closed his eyes as the cum flowed onto
 
   him and now he opened them, looked up at me and winked. I had to conceal
 
   my laugh as a cough, in case they heard it on the bed.
 
    
 
   `Very good, now clean him up with your tongue. Pussyboy.'
 
    
 
   I slid to my knees and licked my cum from as much of Lexi's face as I
 
   could reach. I had long become used the taste of my own cum, but licking
 
   it from someone else's face was a new experience. I should have been
 
   disgusted, but to tell the truth what I just had done was one of the
 
   most exciting things I had ever experienced. I finished as much as  I
 
   could and knelt by Lexi, waiting to be told what to do next.
 
    
 
   `Leon, do you mind if I use the femboy's tongue?'
 
    
 
   `Fiona, be my guest, I'll have a go at this lovely sissy of yours. I
 
   promise not to do too much damage.'
 
    
 
   I shuddered at the implication of his words. I guessed he was going to
 
   use his huge cock on me, and both fear and excitement surged through me.
 
   Excited because  I had never had such a big cock before, and fearful of
 
   what it might do to me. I was here to serve my Master and I would have
 
   to do as he ordered. My senses were reeling when he grabbed the leash
 
   and pulled me onto the bed next to him.
 
    
 
   `What do you want me to do Master?' I asked. He stretched out a hand and
 
   stroked my leg, running his fingers up my leg, over the top of my
 
   stockings and under my tutu. My panties had been discarded so his
 
   fingers went straight to my cock and enveloped it. He was staring me in
 
   the eyes as he stroked and rubbed it into life. I had not expected this,
 
   but he seemed to be content playing with me and I was getting
 
   increasingly excited. He rolled my balls in his hand and he squeezed
 
   them hard enough for me utter a little girlish squeal.
 
    
 
   I looked across the bed to see if Mistress Fiona was watching but she
 
   had removed Lexi's ball gag and he was now between her legs licking and
 
   sucking her exquisite pussy I knew so well. I felt a pang of jealousy to
 
   see Lexi's tongue where mine had been, but I shook it off, I was sure I
 
   would be back there soon enough. She had her hands on the back of Lexi's
 
   head and was pushing his face into her pussy.
 
    
 
   `Don't look at them, look at me.'
 
    
 
   `Sorry Master, I mean yes, Master.'
 
    
 
   He moved his fingers from my cock to the basque I was wearing.
 
    
 
   `This is very pretty, but I think it's time it came off, don't you,
 
   sissy?'
 
    
 
   I reached around behind me and I could undo the fastening and it fell
 
   away leaving me feeling very vulnerable. I shivered when he stroked my
 
   little breasts with his fingers and I was transfixed by the contrast of
 
   his black fingers with my white skin. He saw me looking, `Have you ever
 
   had a black man before?'
 
    
 
   `No sir, I haven't. You're my first.'
 
    
 
   `After tonight, everything else will be second best.'
 
    
 
   I heard Mistress Fiona chuckle. `Leon, you are so fucking arrogant.'
 
    
 
   He laughed in response, `Let her decide, Fiona.'
 
    
 
   I heard Mistress Fiona began to moan, so I knew she was close to
 
   cumming. Master Leon returned to me and his fingers found my nipples and
 
   he twisted them sharply.
 
    
 
   `Oww,' I couldn't stop myself exclaiming.
 
    
 
   His hand went back to my cock and continued to stroke it. I was
 
   breathing heavy now and if he went on much longer, I would be in danger
 
   of cumming again. He pulled my face up to his and kissed me, his tongue
 
   forcing its way into my mouth. I put my arms up around his neck and
 
   kissed him back, my excitement growing all the time. I was completely
 
   under his control and I felt so delightfully, ecstatically submissive to
 
   him. His hands were all over me and his tongue was invading my mouth. At
 
   that moment I would have gladly done anything for him. My whole being
 
   belonged to him; he owned me and my only thought was to serve him. He
 
   wrapped his arms around me and I felt his muscles contract beneath his
 
   beautiful black skin as he pulled me tight to his body. He pulled his
 
   tongue from my mouth and I moved to his chest, my lips finding his
 
   nipples. I licked and kissed them, and they hardened beneath my tongue.
 
   He hissed as I nipped one with my teeth, `Be careful, slut.' But he
 
   didn't stop me and I did the same to the other nipple, all the while my
 
   hands were roaming over his ripped chest.
 
    
 
   I could hear Mistress Fiona moaning and grunting now as Lexi continued
 
   to service her pussy. I knew her juices would be flowing and would be
 
   coating Lexi's face. I hoped I would be told to lick them off his face
 
   too. She screamed, `I'm cumming,' arched her back and pulled Lexi's face
 
   even tighter to her pussy as her orgasm ripped through her body. I hoped
 
   Lexi was enjoying it as much as I did with Mistress Fiona.
 
    
 
   I slid further down Master Leon's body and reached his cock, which was
 
   lying up against his chest.
 
    
 
   `May I lick your cock, please, Master Leon?'
 
    
 
   `Go ahead, slut.'
 
    
 
   I started at the root and ran my tongue lightly up his massive cock. It
 
   twitched as I repeated the action, slower and with more pressure. This
 
   time I kissed the tip and his cock started to grow, so I lifted it from
 
   his chest and swallowed the head. He put his hand on the back of my head
 
   and pushed down. It wasn't fully hard, yet it filled my mouth already. I
 
   held the shaft in my hand and I marvelled at how small my white hand
 
   looked against the darkness of his cock.
 
    
 
   `Fiona? Have you finished with the faggot yet?'
 
    
 
   `Yes, why?'
 
    
 
   `Why don't we do them together?'
 
    
 
   `Mmm, that's a good idea.'
 
    
 
   `Both of you, on the floor, on your hands and knees facing each other.'
 
   he ordered.
 
    
 
   Lexi and I crawled onto the floor and lined up facing each other as we
 
   had been told. Lexi's beautiful feminine features were coated In
 
   Mistress Fiona's juices and I so wanted to lick him clean, but I
 
   couldn't unless I was told. I watched as Mistress Fiona put on and
 
   adjusted the strapon she had worn for the show. She knelt down behind
 
   Lexi and there was fear in his lovely eyes as he realised he was going
 
   to be speared by it.
 
    
 
   I looked over my shoulder and master was kneeling behind me, stroking
 
   his cock to its full length. I shuddered, thinking about what it would
 
   do to me. I saw Mistress apply some lube to her cock and to Lexi.  She
 
   threw it to Master who I hoped would use some too. I felt his finger at
 
   my hole and he smeared some onto my rosebud, I prayed it would do some
 
   good. He placed his hands on my back and I watched Mistress do the same
 
   to Lexi. I saw her nod and his cock tapped at my entrance. I tried to
 
   relax but fear got the better of me and I tensed. He pushed once or
 
   twice but then slapped my bum hard and I squealed and involuntarily
 
   relaxed and he was past the muscle and inside. I gasped as his cock
 
   stretched me wider and wider. I thought I was going to be ripped apart
 
   and then he began to move it in and out. I had to bite my lip as the
 
   pain shot through me. He picked up the end of the leash and began to tug
 
   on it, drawing me back onto his cock as he thrust forward. I looked at
 
   Lexi's face and he was feeling the same from the effect of Mistress
 
   Fiona's cock. Then, something changed and his cock began to move in and
 
   out more smoothly. Unbelievably, I had stretched to take the girth of
 
   his cock. It still hurt as he plunged in but there was a growing
 
   pleasure as well as he filled me up. I could feel him going deeper and
 
   deeper and I was being thrust onto Lexi's face.
 
    
 
   `Kiss each other,' he ordered. Lexi and I were being rocked forward at
 
   every thrust so we touched lips as best we could. We tried our best, but
 
   we were being hammered so hard, it was almost impossible.
 
    
 
   `Swap.' said Mistress Fiona. Master Leon  slipped his cock out of me
 
   past the muscle which was now trying to keep it in. I felt air rush in
 
   and almost laughed in relief. I felt Mistress Fiona stroke my back once
 
   and then her strapon was inside. There was no resistance and I could
 
   only imagine how wide I had been stretched. Her strapon was big, but it
 
   was no match for his cock and I felt sorry for Lexi as I saw his face
 
   contort as the Master impaled him. At least he had been opened up by
 
   Mistress.
 
    
 
   The fucking began again and although the strapon was smaller, it was
 
   less pleasant than the real thing. It was unyielding and lacked the
 
   warmth and life of a real cock. By this time I was exhausted and my mind
 
   started to reel from what was happening to me. I thought for a moment I
 
   might black out but managed to hang on. Lexi was almost crying, and I
 
   wanted to give him some comfort but I was so spent I didn't know how to.
 
   I had lost all sense of me, and I was simply an instrument for someone
 
   else's pleasure. Incredibly, my cock started to harden, and I felt the
 
   warmth of a climax began to grow from my groin. In spite of everything I
 
   was turned on by what was being done to me. I started to grunt from the
 
   pounding and the excitement building within me. I started to leak and
 
   then with an almighty spurt I came, my cum flooding out of my engorged
 
   cock.
 
    
 
   At the same time, Master Leon roared and came inside Lexi; I watched as
 
   his eyes rolled up and I thought he was going to collapse but he shook
 
   it off and somehow managed to smile at me. How he found the guts to do
 
   that I don't know, and my heart opened up to him. We both fell to the
 
   floor, exhausted and incapable of anything else. I looked up to see
 
   Master and Mistress high five each other and then embrace.
 
    
 
   `Leon, that was awesome, it's been a while since we had such a wonderful
 
   session. We should not leave it so long again.'
 
    
 
   `I agree Fiona, and thank you for recommending this little sissy, I
 
   think I will spread the word about her. You have a winner there.' He
 
   looked down at me, `Well, slut, was it good for you? Actually I don't
 
   care one way or the other, but I think you will remember your first
 
   black cock won't you?'
 
    
 
   I tried to smile and said, `Yes, Master. Thank you Master.'
 
    
 
   Mistress Fiona was dressed again by now and pulled me to my feet by the
 
   leash. I was wearing only what remained of my tutu and nothing else. I
 
   looked around for my other clothes and she said, `Don't worry about
 
   those, we haven't got time to look for those.' She pulled me out of the
 
   door with me trying to cover myself. She slapped my leg with the end of
 
   the leash, `Stop fussing, keep your hands to your side.
 
   '
 
   `What about Lexi, Mistress?'
 
    
 
   `His Mistress will be on her way to collect him, why do you care?'
 
    
 
   `I like him,' I said, my voice quavering.
 
    
 
   `Oh for God's sake girl, you are impossible. Wait there.' She turned and
 
   went back to the room. I stood once more in the corridor, naked except
 
   for the tutu. One of the other sissies walked past, giggling as she
 
   looked at me. I made a face and she laughed as she ran off.
 
    
 
   Mistress Fiona returned to the corridor with Lexi, who seemed to be
 
   having trouble walking. I was sore as well,  but he seemed to be worse
 
   off. I took his hand and we walked behind Mistress Fiona.
 
    
 
   Mistress stopped and knocked on a door. It opened and a tall domme
 
   looked out. I could see past her into the room where a femboy was
 
   standing, naked and gagged.
 
    
 
   Lexi said, `Mistress, what do you want me to do?'
 
    
 
   `I'm busy,' she said, `wait out here until I'm ready.'
 
    
 
   I saw Mistress Fiona raise her eyebrows, but she could do nothing. Lexi
 
   belonged to the other Mistress. 
 
    
 
   THE END
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