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We sat in the back of the limousine, her in her wedding dress, me in my tux, holding hands and smiling at each other. We were supposed to go to the airport, and then fly to Hawaii, where we would spend a week on Maui and another on Oahu. Melanie had other ideas.


“Barney?” she said to the limo driver. I hadn’t gotten a good look at him, but he was a huge black man, hunched in the driver’s seat, his black billed cap scraping the roof. He turned his head and I saw the fat line of his jaw, coated in a light beard. 

“Ma’am?” Barney said.

“Get on I20 heading west,” she said.

Barney tipped his cap and turned back around.

“We’re not going to the airport?” I asked.

“Do you love me?” she said, taking both my hands in hers.

“Of course I do,” I said.

“Would you do anything for me?”

“Anything? Of course.”

A smile lit up her face. She looked so beautiful with her blond curls down to her shoulders.  “Then just follow my lead and do what I ask. Can you do that? Can you keep an open mind?”

I had no idea what she was talking about, but I nodded my head.

“I need you to say it,” she said.

“I’ll keep an open mind,” I said.

“No, that you’ll do whatever I ask.”

“Yes,” I said. “I’ll do whatever you ask.”

We’d only known each other four months. Melanie was the most beautiful woman I’d ever been with. Way out of my league. I’d wondered what the catch was. I was about to find out.

She giggled and reached into the front seat to retrieve a pink, glittery bag.

“You know how I didn’t have any bridesmaids or a maid of honor?” she asked me.

“Sure,” I said. “You said you wanted to keep the ceremony small.”

“Well,” she said. “I kind of fibbed.” She pulled a pink dress out of the bag. 

“What’s that?” I asked.

“It’s your size,” she said. “I want you to be my maid of honor.”

I let out a nervous laugh. “What? I don’t get it.”

Barney turned his head and let out a little chuckle. He seemed to be in on the joke.

“Oh shit,” she said. “Forget it. I knew you’d think I was a freak.”

“No, no,” I said. “I could never think that. It’s just seems a little out of nowhere.”

“I was afraid to tell you,” she said. “But imagining you dressed up like a girl makes me hot. God, I’m getting wet just thinking about it.”

In the four months since we’d been dating, she’d never mentioned anything like this. Also, we’d gone down on each other, but never had actual intercourse. She’d said she wanted to save it for our wedding night.

I mean, what was the big deal? I’d never worn women’s clothes, but how bad could it be? And if it really turned her on as much as she said it did, then why not?

I loosened my tie and began to unbutton my shirt. Melanie squealed in delight and clapped her hands. She leaned forward and kissed me, long and wet.

“You’re gonna make an incredible husband,” she said.

I awkwardly stripped down to my underwear. The back of the limo was roomy, but it’s still tough taking your clothes off in a car. 

“Um, those too,” she said, pointing at my underwear. 

I blushed, glancing toward Barney, but his eyes were on the road.

I pulled my briefs off and my solid red boner waggled in the air. Melanie laughed, a sweet little laugh like a melody. God, I loved her.

“Okay, here you go,” she said, handing me the ruffled pink dress. She helped me put my arms through and pull it over my head. It actually felt kind of nice and smooth as it slid down onto me. The neckline was high, hiding my skimpy chest hair. The sleeves hid my armpit hair as well. I was already feeling kind of girly, and my cock dribbled and felt like it was going to explode.

Melanie straightened the dress on me and nodded. “A good start.” She reached back into the bag and retrieved a shiny, pink wig, the hair shoulder-length.

“Sexy, huh?” she said. “Bend down.”

I hesitated, glancing up at Barney’s hulk in the front seat. But he still didn’t seem to be paying attention. I leaned forward and let my new wife slip the pink wig onto my scalp.

“Okay,” she said, and I sat up. She straightened it and pinched my cheek. Then her eyes got wide. “Makeup!” She reached into the bag and took out a makeup kit.

“Honey,” I said. “Maybe this is going a little too far.”

She pouted and looked down at the kit. “Maybe you’re right,” she said. Then she leaned into close to my ear and whispered. “But I’m so fucking horny right now I can barely stand it. This is turning me on more than anything I’ve ever felt. If you keep going, you’re going to get the fucking of your life later.”

She’d never really talked dirty to me before, either. My balls felt like lead weights. If this was doing it for her, sure, I could keep going.

“Okay,” I said.

She smiled that beautiful smile of hers, plucked a big brush out of the makeup kit, and began brushing my cheeks.

She went the whole nine yards, applying blush, then eyeliner and mascara. We were on the highway by then, so the ride was smooth. I still had no idea where we were going or what was coming next.

Finally she pulled out a tube of lipstick, glittery pink. She made a big production of spiraling it up out of the tube, then laughed and slathered it on my lips.

“Goddamn, you’re so cute,” she said. “Here, look.” She pulled a compact out of her purse, snapped it open, and handed it to me.

I looked at myself in shock. My features had always been a little effeminate, I guess. I had big blue eyes, a slender nose, and a little mouth. But with all that makeup on me, I really did look like a girl, and one who was ready for action at that. My mouth fell open in disbelief, and even this looked sexy, like I was readying my lips for a blow job. I snapped my mouth shut and handed back the mirror.

“What do you think, hubby?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” I said, and I didn’t. But my cock did. It was harder than ever, propping up the front of the dress and darkening the pink with a little wet spot of dribble.

Melanie saw me looking down at it. “Well that won’t do.”

She grabbed the hem of my dress with both hands and hiked it up, revealing my pink, hungry dick. It looked a little small to me now. I was hoping Barney wouldn’t look back and laugh at it. I had no idea what she was going to do, which was kind of thrilling.

“Aw,” she said in a little girl voice. “This little guy wants some attention, doesn’t he?”

Then she spit into her red-nailed hand, reached down, and wrapped her warm hand around my cock. God, it felt amazing. I leaned back in the limo seat as she slid her light grip up and down, nice and slow.

“How’s that, sweetie?” she asked.

“Incredible,” I said.

“Good,” she said, still stroking, but picking up the pace just a bit. “Go ahead and sit on your hands for me.”

“What?”

“You heard me,” she said. Then she let go, leaving my cock dangling stupidly in the air. “You want me to stop?”

I immediately tucked both my hands under my ass.

Melanie smiled, spit in her hand again, and resumed stroking.

“There we go,” she said. “I bet you’re not gonna last too long.”

She was right. My heart was pounding. It wasn’t going to take much more for me to explode. In the back of my mind, I worried about just coming everywhere, but mostly I didn’t care. 

I moaned, closing my eyes. Melanie began to stroke faster. God, her hands felt like warm, liquid gold. I clenched, hissing through my teeth.

Then I felt her let go again, right as I was about to come. No! I thought. Please!

But it was too late. I opened my eyes to see cum spurting onto the floor of the limo, then bubbling out of the tip of my dick like pathetic white lava. 

I wanted to pull my hands out and grab my dick to finish the job, but again, it was too late. My first time to orgasm with my wife, and it was all frustration and humiliation. Melanie sat back in her seat, put her hand to her mouth, and laughed.

Then, as come was still dribbling out of my cock, she reached back out and grabbed my balls. She squeezed, hard.

“Let’s get all that nasty cummy wummy out of these balls,” she said in that little girl voice again.

As she squeezed, I saw what had to be the last of my cum pump out in little spurts. I’d never had an orgasm like that. It wasn’t really an orgasm. She had built me up the height of anticipation, then left me hanging. The cum jetted out of me with no pleasure or satisfaction. And now, instead of feeling horny and excited, dressed up like a girl, I felt ridiculous. I wanted nothing more than to take off the dress and wash my face. But Melanie had other plans.

She finally let go of my aching balls. “Oh my,” she said. “Look at this mess you made.”

I looked down. God, there must have been a full cup of spunk. Some splattered across the limo floor. Some had pooled onto Melanie’s hand. She flicked it onto the seat between us, then looked me in the eye.

“You’re gonna need to clean that up,” she said. “We can’t mess up Barney’s limo and just leave it like that. Can we, Barney?”

“No, ma’am,” Barney said, not skipping a beat.

I looked around for some tissue or paper towel. Melanie reached out and took my jaw in her hand. “What’s your name, honey?” she asked.

Was this a trick question? “Eric,” I said.

She shook her head. “Nah, from now on, you’re Erica. You’re my little bitch. And guess what, Erica? Little bitches clean up the messes they make, don’t they?”

I nodded.

“Now,” she said. “Stick out your tongue.”

Oh no, I thought. Not that.

But I did it. I stuck out my tongue and let her pull my face down to the gob of fresh, warm spunk jiggling on the black leather seat. She let go, and I put my face over it, smelling the salty, funky musk of my own come.

“Eat it!” she said, slapping the back of my head and knocking my face down on the seat. The tip of my nose went into the puddle, and I picked my head up with a long, sticky string of it trailing from my nose.

I put my face back down and slurped up the white, sticky goo. It was easily the dirtiest, most disgusting thing I’d ever done in my life. I had no idea I would do much more before the day was through. 

“Good,” Melanie said. “Get it all. Then clean up all that shit on the floor.”

I heard Barney chuckle up front. He was apparently enjoying this.

I did it all, cleaning up the seat, trying not to gag as the musty taste filled my mouth. Then I got down on the floor and licked up every trace of spunk, along with whatever grit it had mixed with on the rubber floor mats.

As I licked the floor, Melanie propped her legs up on my back and poured herself a drink from the mini-bar.

When I was done, I said so.

“Just stay down there for a while,” she said, taking a sip. “You make a damn fine footstool.”

Barney chuckled again.

“Barney?” she asked. “We getting close?”

“About ten minutes, ma’am,” he said.

“You hear that?” she asked me. “Oh, this is gonna be special.”

“Can we just go home?” I asked. I had no illusions of a normal honeymoon by now. I didn’t want to fly anywhere. I just wanted to get out of these clothes, gargle the taste of my own cum away with mouthwash, and take a long, hot shower.

She just laughed and took another sip.

For the next ten minutes, I was on all fours on the floor of the limo, my new bride’s feet on my back. I began to realize I had gone past the point of no return. Somehow, in that short car ride, she had broken me down and transformed me into something new. Maybe she’d been doing it since the first day we met. Either way, I was no longer a man, but her girly plaything. I realized I would do whatever she said. There was no going back.

I felt the limo exit off the highway. The sun was beginning to go down, and the dark orange light of dusk filled the car as we pulled to a stop.

Melanie took her feet off me and bent down to whisper in my ear. “Do you love me?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said. “Very much.”

“Good. Are you ready for what comes next?”

I hesitated, then said yes.

“Well,” she said. “We’re at one of those disgusting roadside adult bookstores, the filthiest one I could find. They even have their own little theater for showing nasty movies. But you’re going to be a little one-girl show tonight. The grossest losers in the world come here to buy shit to take home and whack off to, but they’re in for a treat tonight. The real thing.”

Barney chuckled again.

“You ever suck a man’s cock?” she asked me.

I shook my head.

“Well I can’t send you in there without any experience, can I?” She grabbed me by the jaw again. “Oh, your little whore mouth is gonna be worn out by the end of the night. But first you’re gonna practice on our good friend Barney here.”

Oh no, I thought. Please, no.

“Would you like to get your dick sucked by a sweet little bitch?” she asked Barney.

“That’d be fine, ma’am,” he said.

She opened up the door, and I heard the sound of the traffic from the highway, saw the cars zipping by.

“All right,” she said. “You heard the man. Get up front and suck that big black dick.” 

She let go of me, and I crawled out onto the warm pavement of the parking lot. I stood up and saw the bookstore for the first time. 

A flickering red neon sign read: The Pussycat Den. Another smaller sign read: Movies every hour! $3.99!

The place did indeed look seedy as hell. The low, one-story building was dirty and dilapidated. I saw an old skinny man get out of a beat-up green pickup truck. He had a long white beard and a Caterpillar baseball cap. I wore a dirty white T-shirt under overalls. He saw me, widened his eyes, and gave me a little wave before heading into the store.

I staggered to the passenger door up front, opened it, and climbed in.

Barney was ready for me. He’d already pivoted so that he was slightly facing the passenger door. His pants were open, his veiny black cock already out and hard as a rock.

I looked toward the backseat and saw Melanie leaning back, her legs crossed, pouring herself another drink.

“Don’t look at me, bitch,” she said. “Get to work. Oh, and if when you’re done Barney here tells me this isn’t one of the best blowjobs he’s ever had, then after you suck off all the dirty birds in there, your ass is walking home. Got it?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said.

“You got something caught in your throat?” she said. “You’re a little bitch, but you don’t sound like one.”

I raised my voice, trying to sound as much like a little girl as I could. “Sorry,” I said. “Yes, ma’am.”

Then I turned to face Barney’s enormous cock, ringed by curly black pubes, the grayish wrinkles of his ball sack hanging beneath.

“You heard the woman,” Barney said. Then tired of waiting, he grabbed the back of my head and pushed my face down. I opened my mouth just in time and angled it over his dick. He pushed me down hard, and his cock hit the back of my throat. I started to gag and tried to sit up, but he held me down and gave a little chuckle.

Tears pooled in my eyes, and I fought back the gag reflex. Barney’s hand relaxed on the back of my head, and I let my lips glide up and down his meaty shaft. I’d never given a blow job before, but I wanted to please Barney so that Melanie would be pleased. 

I opened my mouth as wide as I could so my teeth wouldn’t dare accidentally scrape his dick, even though my jaws began to ache after a while. I moved slowly at first, bobbing my head up and down. I could feel my mouth filling with saliva, mixing with the initial cum dribbling out of him. I was worried about how he might smell and taste, but he smelled fresh and clean, a little like baby powder. His cock was a little salty and a little meaty, but less strong than I would have thought.

I remembered what Melanie had said and tried my best. I pulled up from sucking with a loud, slurping noise, spit trailing from the end of his cock to my mouth. I licked the head of his cock.

“Oh yeah,” he said. “That’s right, bitch.”

I took my lead from that and bent down under his cock to give a little kiss on each of his balls, looking up and batting my eyelashes at him as I did. He smiled wide, showing a gap in his two front teeth, and nodded his head. 

I went back to work on his cock with my mouth, starting slowly again and picking up the pace, until eventually I was bobbing my head like a frantic chicken. I reached up and cupped his balls, rolling them in my hand like two fat, meaty dice.

Barney put his head back and moaned.

“Uh huh,” he said. “Suck that dick, white girl.”

I slurped and bobbed and fondled his balls. A few seconds later he grunted, his body jerking involuntarily. A thick, hot, salty soup shot into my mouth, almost gagging me a second time. 

I swallowed quickly, but my cheeks filled up again. I brought up the hand not on his balls and grabbed the base of his shaft, squeezing and milking him into my mouth. I swallowed a huge gob, but kept on working.

Barney was shuddering, one hand clenched on the wheel, the other gripping the top of the seat. When I was sure he was finished unloading into my mouth, I lifted my lips from his cock and looked at him. He looked down at me, his eyes bloodshot. He was panting like a dog.

“Goddamn, bitch,” he said.

I batted my eyelashes at him and gave him one last little peck of a kiss on the tip of his cock.

“Please tell her I did a good job,” I said in my best little-girl voice.

Melanie finally leaned forward. “How did my girl do?” she asked Barney.

He sniffed as he pulled himself up and pulled himself back into his pants. “Eh, he was all right.”

All right? What the hell? 

Barney gave me a little sideways smile.

“Hm,” Melanie said. “That’s not exactly a rousing endorsement, is it?”

I sat up and wiped spit and cum from my mouth with the back of my hand.

“Well?” she said.

“No, ma’am,” I said.

“Tell you what,” she said. “We’ll do a little secret poll with each guy you blow, and at the end of the night, if more than half of them say you were the best mouth fuck they ever got, then you don’t have to walk home.”

“Okay,” I said softly.

“Okay?” she said. “How about a little gratitude, bitch?”

“Thank you, ma’am,” I said.

“That’s better,” she said. “Now lean forward. We need to freshen up your makeup.”

I leaned in and let her smear fresh lipstick on my lips and rub more blush into my cheeks.

“Damn,” she said. “You already look like a whore who’s made the rounds for the night, and we’ve barely started. Oh, I almost forgot.” 

She rummaged around in her makeup bag and brought out a crimson pencil. 

“Come here,” she said. As I leaned in, she brushed the bangs of my wig to either side and then began writing on my forehead, giggling all the while. When she was done she pointed at the rear-view mirror. “Go on. Have a look.”

Free blow jobs. Just ask.

Oh God. She wanted me to walk in there like this?

“Go on,” she said. “You’ve got a lot of dick to suck.” 

I reached for the handle.

“Oh wait,” she said, reaching down again. She flung a pair of red high heels covered in rhinestones into the front seat. “Don’t forget your footwear.”

They were my size, but I’d never worn heels before and they were awkward as hell. I strapped them on, then got out of the limo, wobbling as I tried to catch my balance. How the hell did women wear these things?

I took my time, staggering toward the Pussycat Den, nearly falling over twice, but managing to keep my footing.

A little bell jingled as I opened the door.

The place was dark, red light filling aisles of magazines, DVDs, and sex toys. A fat woman in a moo-moo sat behind the counter. She looked at me over the top of her horn-rimmed glasses, licked her lips, and smirked. Something told me she’d seen weirder things than me walk through the door. 

Several men looked at me as I stood in the doorway. One was the old coot I’d seen enter. He grinned, showing several missing teeth. Another was a hulking man wearing an Army jacket. He had a receding hairline, but had grown his hair long in back. He looked at me hungrily. The third customer was a young Hispanic guy wearing a grubby white tank top and sagging jeans. He gave me a wink.

I was hoping maybe the room was too dark to make out what was penciled on my head, but when I looked up into the wide circle of the security mirror overhead, I groaned. The words stood out like neon on my forehead. 

When I looked down, the guy in the Army jacket was standing over me.

“Miss?” he said. “I’d like one, please.”

“Oh,” I said, so surprised my voice was normal and deep. I coughed and reverted to my little girl voice. “I’m sorry. One what?”

The man looked down at his feet, then up again. He glanced at the woman working the counter, then leaned in and whispered. His breath smelled like fried onions. “One of them blow jobs, please.”

I swallowed, the taste of Barney’s cock still fresh in my mouth.

“Okay,” I said. “Let’s go.” I took him by one of his meaty hands and led him back out the door, the little bell jingling again. The woman working the counter snorted and shook her head as we went.

“We’re going over there,” I said, pointing at the limo. “Do you mind helping me?”

I just wanted him to hold my hand as we walked, to help me keep my balance in those godawful heels. Instead, before I could react, he reached down and scooped me off my feet and into his arms.

“Oh,” I said. “Okay. Thank you.”

He carried me like a toy doll across the parking lot, then set me down by the limo’s back door. I opened the door to find Melanie curled up in the corner with another drink, her legs crossed.

“Ooh,” she said. “Our first customer.” She patted the seat beside her and looked at the man. “You sit here, honey.”

The hulk of a man crouched and climbed into the limo beside my wife. He didn’t seem surprised by anything that was happening.

“You,” she said, pointing at me. “Crawl in here between his knees like a good little whore, and close the door.”

I did as I was told, wondering if the woman inside would call the police and tell them someone was sucking dicks out in her parking lot. I figured she didn’t care. Or maybe she even got off on the idea. Either way, I was pretty sure no one was coming to my rescue, if that would even be a rescue. They’d probably throw me in jail with the other prostitutes, only I was giving it away for free.

Barney had smelled nice, but this guy stank. His sweatpants smelled musty and unwashed.

“Well?” Melanie said. “What the fuck are you waiting for? This man wants a blow job.”

The man grinned like an idiot and nodded in agreement.

I reached up to pull his sweatpants down, and he obliged by lifting up his butt. As I pulled them down, the smell got worse. He wasn’t wearing any underwear, and his erect cock jutted out from a bush of wiry black hair. He wasn’t circumcised. 

Melanie acted like she didn’t notice the smell. She just smiled and took a sip of brandy. I looked at her, and her eyes widened as she motioned her head down toward his cock.

I leaned in, trying not to gag, and put him into my mouth. He leaned back and pushed his hips toward me, shoving his cock deeper into my mouth. The taste was like old cheese, and I nearly gagged. But I kept myself under control and began to suck.

It took a long time to make him come. I massaged his balls with my hands, pumped the base of his cock. I moaned and gasped like a cock-hungry whore, even though I was disgusted.

At one point, I saw Melanie put two fingers in her mouth, then slide them under her dress and into her panties. She bit her lip as she stared at me on the floor of the limo, sucking off the strange man. She actually came before he did, panting and then squealing as her hand moved frantically beneath the white, lacy hem of her wedding dress. When she was done, she just poured another drink and kept watching as I tried my damnedest to bring this guy to climax.

Finally, after what was at least fifteen minutes, his breathing intensified and he started to squirm in his seat. I steadied myself for what was sure to be a nasty load fired off in my mouth. Instead, he grabbed me by the throat at the last second and pulled my lips off his cock. Then with his other hand, he grabbed his own cock, still slippery with my spit, and pumped. He aimed the tip right between my eyes, but I couldn’t move. He had me held firmly in place.

I actually heard the squirt first, then I flinched and shut my eyes reflexively as a warm batch of slime hit the bridge of my nose, splashing onto my closed eyelids. 

“Oh my God,” I heard Melanie say, as if she was somewhere far, far away. “That’s fucking priceless!”

I could feel his spunk sliding down my cheeks and the tip of my nose onto my upper lip. I lifted my hand to wipe it from my eyes so I could see, and felt a hand on my wrist.

“Oh no you don’t,” Melanie said. “You’re not wiping away anything. If anything runs down into your mouth, you can drink it up, but the rest stays on your pretty little face until I say so.”

I heard the man sigh, then release my neck. I wondered if I’d have bruises. 

“Now don’t be rude,” Melanie said. “Pull up the man’s pants and thank him.”

I was blinded by the gunk in my eyes, and was afraid to try to blink it away. So with my eyes still closed, I fumbled for his sweatpants and pulled them up again. 

“Thank you, sir,” I said. As I did, a line of cum slid into my mouth. I licked it away.

“What’s your name, sweetie?” Melanie asked the man.

“Michael,” he said slowly.

“Lovely,” she said. “Michael, dear, would you mind sending in the next fellow for his complimentary cock suck? My little girl here can’t see too well.”

He paused, maybe not understanding the question at first. Finally he said, “Yeah, sure.”

“Oh,” she said. “And how would you rate your experience tonight, on a scale of one to ten.”

“I don’t know,” he said. “Five?”

Then the door opened again, the night air fresh and wonderful relief from the stench of the man enclosed in the backseat of the limo. I heard him get out, his feet thumping away on the pavement.

The old man came next. He was surprisingly quick to get off, even though his cock was small and leathery. He gave me a six.

By then the cum on my face had dried, and I was able to blink my eyes open, even though a strand still lingered between my eyelashes. So I was able to see the Hispanic guy walking toward the limo. 

All in all, I sucked off eight men that night. There had been a few more in the theatre in the back, and two more pulled up to the store while we were there. I swallowed their cum, all but the one, and by the end of the night it felt heavy, like a baseball in my stomach.

The digital clock on top of the mini-bar said it was half-past two in the morning when the last guy, a fat, hairy Indian guy, buckled his belt and stepped out of the limo.

Melanie sighed. “Well, was your wedding night everything you imagined?”

I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. All I knew was that my mouth tasted foul, and my knees and jaw ached.

She leaned forward and put her hands on her knees. “I’ve got news for you, Erica,” she said. “This is your fucking life now. You’re my bitch. If you think I’m ever doing housework or cooking, think again. When we’re at home, your ass is going to be dressed up nice and pretty, and you’re going to do every last little fucking thing I say.”

“What if I don’t want to?” I asked. I had done everything she wanted tonight, put myself through the lowest, darkest humiliation I could imagine. On some level I had to admit a part of me liked it. But I wasn’t sure I could handle this kind of treatment forever.

She leaned back and smiled. “Funny you should ask,” she said. “The videos from the wedding aren’t the only ones we have to immortalize our wedding day.”

“What do you mean?” I asked. “I don’t under—”

“I mean there’s a camera in here, dumbass,” she said. “We got the whole thing on tape. Isn’t that right, Barney?”

Barney was working on a crossword puzzle, but he paused to say “Yes, ma’am.”

A video? Of this? Oh God. I’d never be able to show my face to my friends or family again. 

“Please,” I said. “You can’t.”

“Don’t worry, bitch,” she said. “You just do your best to keep me happy, and everything will be fine.”

“Okay,” I said. “Thank you.” I bent down to kiss her feet.

“Ugh,” she said. “Stop that. You’re filthy.”

I sat back on my haunches, looking up at her. 

“You ready to go home?” she asked.

“Yes, ma’am,” I said. “Thank you. I’m so tired.”

“Sorry, bitch,” she said. “You didn’t do so well in our poll. You’re walking home. Get the fuck out.”

I had to walk home? After all this? We were well past the city limits. I didn’t know how many miles from our house. Tears welled up in my eyes, and I began to sniffle.

“Aw,” she said. “Don’t cry, you little bitch. If you walk fast enough, you might make it home in time to fix me a nice breakfast. You want me to be happy, don’t you?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said, wiping away the tears. And I did want her to be happy.

I opened the door to get out and felt her heel on my ass, shoving me out onto the pavement. 

“And don’t you dare take those heels off,” Melanie said. “Have a nice walk home, Erica.”

Then she laughed and slammed the door shut. The limo started up and drove off into the night, leaving me alone in the parking lot. I pulled myself up on shaky knees, straightened my dress, and took the first step toward home and my new married life.


You like sissy stories, you little perv? Read more!

Daisy's Double Date

Sissified by Dr. Simmons: Feminized by My Professor


My Wife, My Pimp

cover.jpeg
K.C. RIPLEY
Slaactied

oy My ‘:Bnde

/S

Feminized and Degraded
on My Wedding Day






