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I was home from college for the summer break. I had slept in until lunchtime, woken up, and eaten some of the leftover lasagna from last night’s dinner. I was ready to fire up the PlayStation, sit on the sofa, and play away the afternoon.

But as soon as I picked up the videogame controller my phone sounded off. I had a text message. It was from my mom, who was the principal at the local elementary school. 
Don’t forget to mow the lawn!
I sighed. I didn’t really want to mow the lawn, but I had promised. So I got up off the sofa and headed out the sliding glass door into the backyard. I pulled the mower out of the shed, checked the gas, and grabbed the handle the fire it up. That’s when I heard the splash next door.
We had an 8-foot high cedar fence around our backyard, and I walked to the side where I’d heard the splash and peeked through the cracks. I saw my neighbor Sheridan climbing out of the pool.
God, she was amazing. She ran her hands over the top of her wet dark hair as she climbed out of the water. She was wearing a bright red bikini, her perfect breasts bobbing as she walked to the pool chair to lie down. She lifted one knee up and the sun glistened off the beads of water on her perfectly tanned inner thigh.
I felt myself stiffen, my cock straining against the inside of my shorts. Sheridan was two years older than me, and she must’ve been home from university for break as well. But unlike me, she’d gotten into Yale. I went to state school. I still know what I wanted to be. My major was undeclared. Sheridan was pre-law. She was smart, gorgeous, and a million miles out of my league.
But that didn’t mean I couldn’t still fantasize about her. I had jerked off in my bed many, many nights to her face and body. But I never once said a word to her, and I wasn’t about to.
She picked up a pair of sunglasses from a small table next to the chair and put them on, leaning back. Her tan body was glistening all over, and now my cock was rock hard.
I looked over my shoulder, which was stupid, because no one was home. The backyard was empty, of course. My mom had just texted me from the school. My dad was a pastor at First Baptist. I don’t know what he did all day, but he wasn’t at home. He was probably working on a sermon for this Sunday.
But I didn’t want to think about them. I wanted to focus on Sheridan. I unzipped my shorts, reached in, and pulled out my stiff cock. Peering through the crack in the fence, I began to stroke my shaft. God, it felt so good.
So many times I had stroked myself, lying in my bed at night, using only my imagination. It was pretty good, but it paled next to the real thing. Now I didn’t have to imagine.
I hadn’t jerked off in a few days, and my balls felt hard and swollen, my cock all nerves. This wasn’t going to take long. As I watched, she arched her back, ever so slightly, and for the first time I noticed light freckles sprinkled across the tops of her tits.
Oh God, I was about to explode. I felt dizzy, the blood rushing from my head. To brace myself, I put my free hand on the fence. The damn thing was old, and it creaked under my weight, moving slightly.
Sheridan sat up, pulling her glasses from her face. I froze, terrified. Here I was with my cock in my hand, peeking at her through the fence like a pervert. That made it more exciting, but just now I realized how dangerous it was.
I held my breath, trying to hold every muscle in my body still. Sheridan looked in my direction, but the cracks in the fence were small. I didn’t think she could see me.
For a minute I thought she was going to lie back down. Instead, she got up, picked up her towel, and went inside.
I stayed where I was, my cock in my hand. I was still too terrified to even move. But that wasn’t the only reason I didn’t pull up my pants. Some part of me hoped she would come back outside and lie back down. Then I’d be able to finish the job. I'd gotten so close. I was ready to pop. And God, it would be worth it.
But then I heard a sound from my left, and as I turned my head my stomach sank. The gate to my fence swung open, and there stood Sheridan. Her eyes were wide as she looked down at my pecker in my hand, but there was a funny little smile on her red lips.
The blood rushed to my face, and now I finally scrambled to put my dick back in my pants. But I fumbled with it, mortified at how ridiculous I looked.
“Hey, neighbor,” she said. “What you doing over here?” She giggled.
Oh my God. I finally managed to shove my cock back in my shorts and zip them up. But my face felt hot. It must’ve been beet red. This was the first time I’d ever talked to her. We'd grown up next door to each other our entire lives. I fantasized about her, and this was going to be our first conversation.
“Nothing,” I said. But it was too late for that. It obviously wasn’t nothing. She'd just caught me jacking off while watching her through our shared fence.
“Didn’t look like nothing,” Sheridan said. “Although that is one of the smaller ones I’ve seen.”
“I’m sorry,” I said. My voice cracked in the middle of “sorry” and I looked at my feet, unable to maintain eye contact. Her eyes were deep blue, like ice. Beautiful, but cold. “I need to mow the lawn.”
I stepped away from the fence and moved towards the mower. My boner still strained awkwardly against the inside of my shorts, making it hard to walk. I'd never been so embarrassed in my life. What I wanted to do was crawl in a hole and die. But I was hoping I could get out of this by just telling her I needed to do my chores. Maybe she would go away. Maybe she would leave me with my shame.
“Not so fast, you little peeper,” she said. There was a smile in her voice as well as on her lips.
“Look,” I said, “I didn’t mean to—“
“It doesn’t matter what you meant to do,” she said. A steely tone had entered her voice. She took a step forward. I still couldn’t bring myself to look into her face, so I kept my head down, just looking at her beautiful bare feet. Her toenails were painted a shiny red. “What matters is what you did. You watched me from hiding like some kind of little fucking creep. What’s wrong with you?”
I didn't know how to respond to that, so I just kept hanging my head in shame. All the while, my cock stayed stiff, despite my wish that it would go slack. This whole thing was more humiliation than I could stand.
“I don’t know,” Sheridan said. “Maybe we should call your parents.”
“No,” I said, louder and faster than I had meant to. I try to lower my voice, to sound more conciliatory and apologetic. “Please, I’m really sorry.”
“I’m afraid that doesn’t cut it,” she said. “What you did was really gross and super disturbing. Maybe we should even call the police.”
Now I was in panic mode. If my parents found out about this, it would be horrifying enough. I was their only child. I was raised to be a good little Christian son. Like I said, my dad was the pastor at the First Baptist Church. If this got out, his congregation, hell, the whole town would be talking about it for weeks. His reputation would be shot. He’d be the Baptist minister with a pervert son. I couldn't let that happen. It might even be worse for my mom. She’d worked her way up from teaching to administration, finally becoming the principal at the elementary school. The scandal would make her seem unfit to do her job. I couldn’t even imagine having to talk to the police or go to the station or maybe even spend time in a holding cell.
“Please,” I said. I heard the hitch in my own voice. I was on the verge of crying, tears standing out in my eyes. “I’ll do anything you want.”
“Anything?” She asked, teasingly.
I finally lifted my eyes to look into her beautiful face. Now I noticed the light freckles on her cheeks. There was a playful malice in her eyes which should have frightened me. Instead, my stiff cock got even stiffer. My balls ached, but I no longer had thoughts of doing anything but getting free of this situation.
“I swear,” I said. “Anything you want. Just please don’t tell anyone about this.”
“Well, that’s quite an offer. Anything covers a whole lot, and I have a pretty good imagination.”
She looked me up and down, and I didn’t know what else to say. I had offered to do anything she wanted, and I meant it. Now I was completely at her mercy, and she was toying with me. And some deep down part of me liked it. My cock sure did. It tented the front of my shorts, the sensitive head straining against the zipper like some annoying person at your front door who just keeps knocking and won’t go away. Her eyes drifted down to my crotch once again.
“You sure you don't want to take that thing back out and finish up?” she asked.
What she really suggesting that? Oh my God. That would be incredible. But no. I could tell by looking into her eyes she was just screwing with me, letting me twist in the wind.
“No, I’m fine,” I said. “Just please let me know what I can do to make this up to you.”
“Hm,” she said, putting her finger on her chin and tilting her eyes towards the sky. “Let me think. It’s going to be a long summer, and I thought it was going to be a boring one. But with a dipshit little pervert like you following my every command, maybe that won’t be true.”
The stark realization of what was going on finally hit me. The whole summer. She could hang this over my head every day for the next three months, and every summer after that. I was completely screwed, and I was completely hers.
“Sure,” I said. “I’ll do whatever you—“ 
“The first thing you’ll do is shut the fuck up,” she said. “You’ll speak when you’re spoken to. Got it?”
I nodded my head.
“Answer me,” she said, that mixture of playfulness and steel in her voice.
“Yes,” I said. “I understand.”
“I’m not really sure you do,” she said. “But you will. So let me see. I’ve got a party tonight at the house. Do you have any plans?”
What she really inviting me to her party? No, I could still tell by the look on her face she was toying with me. I opened my mouth to answer, but she cut me off.
“Just kidding,” she said. “Of course you don’t have any plans. Not a loser like you. But you do now. I’m starting to think of all sorts of plans for you. First things first, go ahead and mow your lawn, then come next door and we can get started.”
I showed up at her house an hour later covered in sweat and grass clippings. She answered the door still wearing the red bikini, but now she wore a tiny white silk robe as well. It was open, though, showing her beautiful breasts, and the red triangle of the bottom of the bikini.
“Okay,” she said. “Let’s get started. Get your ass upstairs and take a bath. You’ll find a razor and shaving cream in the cabinet. Shave all the hair off your arms legs and chest. Everywhere below your neck.”
Why would she want me to do that? She must’ve seen the question on my face, because she put a hand on one hip and cocked an eyebrow, an annoyed look on her own.
“Look,” she said, “if you’re going to question every little thing I tell you to do, this isn’t going to work. Are we going to have a problem?”
“No,” I said, shaking my head.
“That’s another thing,” she said. “From now on you address me with respect.” She smiled. “Call me…boss.”
“Yes,” I said. “Boss.” My boner had gone slack as I mowed the lawn, but it was creeping back with a vengeance. Sheridan noticed, of course.
“Were going to have to do something about that, too,” she said. “That just won’t do. But we'll worry about it later.”
“Yes, boss.”
She looked at me, more annoyed than ever, and I felt my mouth go dry, my throat squeezing tight. I couldn’t seem to do anything right, and this beautiful, brilliant, twenty-one-year-old woman had my entire life in the palm of her hand.
“Well?” She asked. “What are you still doing standing there with that stupid-ass look on your face? Didn’t I give you an order?”
I stepped into the foyer of their gorgeous two-story house, more of a mansion really, and closed the door behind me. I’d only ever seen the house from the outside, but everything in here looked expensive, all crystal, mahogany, and marble. I didn’t dally, though. Like she said, Sheridan had given me an order. I headed up the stairs two at a time, even though I was already tired from mowing the lawn. I heard her laughter echoing off the walls below me.
In the bathroom, I filled the cast iron tub, stripped, and started to clean up. After I washed myself, hundreds of little pieces of green grass floated with the suds on top of the water. Now it was time to shave. I still didn’t understand why, but I didn’t have the luxury of wondering.
I lathered up my legs and started there. The razor was pink, and I already started to feel a little girly as I began to shave my right thigh. Maybe that’s what she wants, I thought. To emasculate me. Well, it was working, although my cock was as hard as ever. I wanted desperately to grab hold of it and jerk off right there in the tub. But I was already in enough trouble, and if Sheridan walked in on me doing that, I couldn’t even imagine what would happen.
When I finished with my legs, I shaved my chest, which didn’t actually have that much hair to begin with. I've never been a hairy guy. I accidentally nicked one of my nipples in the process. I shaved my face once or twice a week, but I had never shaved anywhere else, so I wasn’t used to it. It hurt like hell, a little blood seeping out, but it was really no worse than a paper cut. When I was almost done with my arms, Sheridan open the door and poked her head in.
“Are you fucking done yet?”
“Almost.”
She narrowed her eyes at me.
“Almost, boss.”
That made her smile. She obviously liked me calling her that. She saw that I had nicked my nipple and laughed.
“Jesus,” she said. “You really are quite the fuck up, aren’t you? Well, if you want to earn your way out of this, you need to step up your game.”
I had no idea what she meant, but I’d soon find out. She told me to hurry the fuck up, then meet her in her bedroom, which only made my throbbing cock bob even harder in the water. I don’t know why ever thought in a million years that anything was going to happen between us, but my fear-addled brain couldn’t come up with any other explanation. Before she left, she came in and picked up my clothes, taking them with her.
So when I was finally done with the bath, I got out and dried, but I didn’t have any new clothes to put on. I looked down at my dick, hard, red, and aching. If she had wanted to humiliate me further, she was doing a great job.
I walked into her bedroom completely naked. She sat on the bed, which was covered in a fluffy pink comforter and throw pillows shaped like hearts. The whole room was girly. She looked at my crotch.
“Did you forget something?”
I looked down, and realized that I hadn’t shaved there. It hadn’t even crossed my mind. Did she really want me to do that? I guess the answer was obvious.
“I’m sorry, boss,” I said. “I’ll go take care of that right now.”
She shook her head, exasperated, and sighed.
I ran back to the bathroom and shaved the whole area, including my balls, in the sink. I didn’t think I could be more humiliated, but with every passing minute any ounce of my remaining pride was disappearing. I did a poor job, going so fast that I ended up nicking myself two more times down there. It hurt, but the only thing in my mind was making sure that I did every single thing Sheridan said, and that I didn’t make any more mistakes. I was on thin ice already.
I came back into the bedroom, now shaved completely from the neck down. Sheridan was still sitting on the bed, and she rolled her eyes at me.
“If you fuck up one more time,” she said, “that’s it. I’m calling the cops, and then they’ll be calling your parents.”
“I’m so sorry, boss,” I said. “I won’t screw up again. I promise.”
“Good. Now then, let’s get that ugly little thing tucked away.” She nodded at the bottom drawer of the dresser next to the bed. I opened it to find dozens of neatly folded panties arranged in stacks. All of them are brightly-colored: pink, red, yellow, orange, purple. The ones on the right were thongs.
“Put on a pair,” Sheridan said. “And tuck your little wee wee down nice and tight.” That wasn’t going to be easy. My cock felt like a granite rod. But I chose a pair of sky-blue panties and stepped into them. I pulled them up with one hand and pushed my dick down with the other. Her panties were tight on me, but not tight enough to keep my boner pressed up underneath.
“Put on another pair,” she said. “We’ll keep going till we get that thing reined in.”
I chose a pair yellow panties next, and pulled them up. They were so tight they pinched the skin around my upper thighs, but the second pair did secure my cock a little more.
Sheridan smiled, and nodded at the drawer one more time. This time I chose a pair of orange panties with flowers, and pulled them on. Sheridan twirled her finger in the air, motioning me to turn around. I obeyed, lifting my hands in the air and twirling in a circle so that she could inspect me. My cock was now tucked up between my legs, pushing painfully against my balls. I felt the heat of shame on my face, but I was already seeing where this was going. She was stripping away my masculinity, inch by inch, minute by minute, and she wasn’t stopping anytime soon.
She got up from the bed and walked to the closet, flipping through her outfits until she found a pink minidress, and taking it off the rack. She walked up and held it over my frame.
“This one was a little big on me,” she said. “It should be a little tight on you, but it looks like it'll fit.” She dropped it at my feet, making me pick it up off the floor. As I reach down, the three pairs of panties I wore squeezed my dick and balls, making me wince.
I slid the dress over my head. Thankfully, the fabric had some give, and it stretched over my body.
“You’ll find some foam tits in a shoebox in the bottom of the closet,” she said. “It’s been a while since I used them, but in my early teens when I was just getting my real ones in, sometimes I wanted to make them look bigger.”
I went to the closet and found the box she was talking about. It was pretty obvious what she want me to do with them, so I stuffed them down the front of the dress and tried to straighten them out. She was turning me into a girl, little by little. And then what? She'd said something about a party. Was she going to parade me around? Humiliate me in front of all her friends? God, if that was it, I wasn’t sure I was gonna be able to make it. But I didn’t have a choice.
“Okay,” she said. “Coming along. Now it’s time for makeup. I’m assuming you’ve never worn make-up. Or have you snuck into your mommy’s bathroom and put some on before?”
“No, boss,” I said.
“Well, let me show you how, then.” The desk on the other side of the bed had a large mirror, the frame surrounded by lights. There were several boxes of makeup: lipstick, lip gloss, mascara, eyeshadow, blush, and tons of little things I didn’t even recognize. As with the whole ordeal, the thought of putting on makeup seemed both humiliating and exciting at the same time.
She showed me how to put on base first. Putting on makeup was like painting a layered picture from the back to the front. I watched my features get smoother and more feminine as more and more was applied. The blush highlighted my cheeks. The eyeliner made my eyes look wide with surprise. I’ve always had long eyelashes. Some girls have commented that they were jealous of them. But the mascara made them look even longer and thicker than ever.
When we were done, I stared in the mirror unbelieving. Even with my short brown boy’s hair, I looked like a girl, and a pretty one that.
“Wow,” she said. “This is turning out even better than I thought it would. But that hair won’t do.”
She left me sitting at the makeup table and went to the closet. She returned with a short-haired platinum blonde wig with pink highlights at the tips.
“I used to wear this to raves,” she said. “I think it’ll work just fine.”
I didn’t know she had ever been to a rave. I definitely hadn’t. I didn’t even have a clue how or where to find one.
Sheridan slid the wig over my head, and the transformation was complete. I was shocked. I could easily pass for a girl. I could probably pick up quite a few guys if I without trying too hard.
“Okay,” she said, “first things first. Go leave a note for your parents and tell them you’re busy tonight. Tell him you have a date or something. That’s actually pretty close to the truth. But don’t tell him you’re over here.”
I stood up, which was painful. My junk was all jammed up underneath me, but the illusion was striking. And standing there, seeing myself in the mirror, I was even more amazed at how pretty I looked. I felt a smack on my ass, and jumped.
“Don’t just stand there admiring yourself,” Sheridan said. “Get a move on.”
Oh no, I thought. Leave a note. That meant I had to go outside like this. What if a neighbor saw me? Actually, that was probably fine. They probably wouldn’t even recognize me.
“Oh,” she said. “We do need to get you some footwear.” Back to the closet she went, and when she came back she held a pair of pink spiked heels, studded with sparkling rhinestones. She put them down in front of me. Now I was nervous all over again. How was I going to walk in those things?
I stepped into the first one, my toes crushing together as they squeezed into the front. I stepped into the second shoe, which felt even tighter. I hissed in a breath and buckled them both, nearly falling over as I did so.
“Don’t be a fucking baby,” she said. “Now you’re finding out what it’s like to be a girl, what we go through to look beautiful for men. This is what you get for ogling me like some goddam pervert. Now go.”
“Yes, boss,” I said.
I began to walk across the room, wobbling at first. God, my feet already hurt, and this was all just starting. I had to hold onto the rail with both hands as I walked down the stairs, but by the time I made it outside I was finally starting to get my balance.
Just as I feared, I saw Mister Larson across the street, watering the bushes in front of his house. He’s a pretty old man, maybe in his 60s. But when he saw me, he got a look in his eye that I'd never seen when he looked at me as a male. That smile on his face was creepy as hell, and there was a dark twinkle in his eye. He gave me a little wave, and something told me that if he and I were alone, he’d forget all about Mrs. Larson for a while.
I returned his wave with a smile, but quickly looked away. I wanted to get to my house and back as fast as possible. I staggered across the lawn, still getting used to the heels. Inside my own house I wrote a message on the little magnetic whiteboard hanging on the fridge: “Got a date tonight! I’ll be home late.” My parents trusted me. That was one of the fringe benefits of being a good little boy my whole life.
I walked back over to Sheridan’s house, wobbling on the heels, keeping my head down. But the whole while, I could still feel Mister Larson’s eyes tracking me, like a wolf tracking a young, wounded deer.
I made my way inside, and Sheridan was at the top of the stairs.
“Now it’s my turn to get ready,” she said. “Get your ass up here. You get to be my little beautician bitch.”
I walked up the stairs, only having to hold onto the railing with one hand this time. My feet were screaming, but I was getting more and more used to walking in them, even swaying my hips a little bit. It was ridiculous, but I was beginning to feel sexy. There were certainly going to be boys at this party, and some weird part of me was actually looking forward to flirting with them, maybe even kissing them. What the hell was happening to me?
Sheridan ordered me to draw her a bath. Then she ordered me to take her robe and bikini off. As cramped and painful as my cock felt, it couldn’t help but harden more. God, my balls hurt. They were aching for release I knew wasn’t coming anytime soon.
I slid the robe off her shoulders, neatly folded it, and put it on the edge of the sink. Then I unfastened the hook in the middle of her back and she shrugged off the top of the bikini. I saw her incredible breasts in the mirror, her small pink nipples fully erect. I wasn’t the only one that was getting excited about this. She loved ordering me around.
I hooked my thumbs into the sides of her bikini bottoms. Touching her was electric. I slid them down to her ankles, and held them as she stepped out of them. Her ass was smooth and round, with no tan lines. She was perfect in every way.
She held out her hand and I took  it as she stepped into the bath. I saw her pubic area, her hair there groomed into a neat narrow strip of black hair. I felt dizzy, and thought I might be the one who needed help keeping their balance.
She made me bathe her, soaping up her skin with a sponge and shampooing her hair. It was killing me. I was seeing Sheridan naked. I was touching her! But I was dressed as a girl, serving her every need. It was not any scenario that I would ever have dreamed up on my own.
When her bath was finished, I fetched a towel and dried her off. In her bedroom, I helped her put on her outfit. She wore a black silk thong, a black silk push-up bra, and a black-and-white minidress. Now that I had a little experience, it was my turn to help her with her makeup.
When she was done, and we stood side-by-side in the mirror. We almost looked like two friends ready to go out for a night on the town. But we weren’t friends. She'd made that clear. She was the boss, and I was her bitch.
The doorbell rang.
“I told a couple of my best friends to head over early,” she said. “Let’s go.”
We went downstairs, and when Sheridan opened the door, two more gorgeous young women stood there. Sheridan squealed and hugged the blonde one first. 
“Lana!” She hugged the girl with short brown hair next. “Trish!”
“And who is this?” Lana asked, looking me up and down.
“This,” Sheridan said, framing me with her hands like a hostess on a game show, “is my bitch. Hm, I haven’t given her a name yet. What’s a good slutty name? Like a great porn star name?”
My face flushed. I’m sure it was bright red, even through all of the makeup.
“Roxy?” Lana suggested.
“Cherry?” said Trish.
“Ooh, I like Cherry,” Sheridan said. “It’s perfect. She’s going to lose hers tonight.”
What? I thought. What the hell did she mean by that?
They all went into the living room. The girls sat down, and I started to lower myself into a chair.
“Who said you could sit down?” Sheridan asked.
I straightened up. My feet hurt, and I was looking forward to relaxing a little. The girls all laughed. 
“So who’s coming tonight?” Trish asked.
“Everyone,” said Sheridan.
“And what are you planning on doing with her?” Lana asked, nodding at me.
“Well,” Sheridan said. “I was thinking we could play a little BJ tag.”
They laughed, but I just stood there, not getting the joke. They wanted me to give somebody a blow job? Again, my stomach churned at the thought, but a little lower, my cock seemed to think the idea was just fine. I desperately wanted to ask what they meant, but instead I folded my hands in front of me and put my head down.
“You ever suck a guy’s cock?” Trish asked me.
When I hesitated, Sheridan kicked me in the shin. I wasn’t expecting it and it hurt like hell. “Answer her,” she said.
“No, boss,” I said. The sharp tip of Sheridan’s shoe struck out again. The second kick hurt worse than the first.
“I’m the boss,” Sheridan said. “Call her ma’am.”
“Yes, boss,” I said to Sheridan. Then, “No, ma’am” to Trish. They all got a good laugh at that.
“I don’t believe her,” Lana said. “With those lips? She looks like she’s sucked off half the guys in town.”
“Well if she hasn’t yet,” Sheridan said, “she will have by tomorrow morning.”
They explained to me, with increasing glee, that I was to wait upstairs in the closet of the bedroom with the lights off. Throughout the evening, they would take turns luring young men upstairs with the promise of amazing oral pleasure. Once they got them into the room, drunk and with their pants down, they’d tell them to close their eyes. That’s when the girls would tag out with me. I would come out of the closet and get to work sucking the guy off, and they would head back downstairs to the party.
“And you better do an amazing job on each and every cock,” Lana said. “We like to keep our boys happy.”
“Yeah, and if you don’t,” Sheridan said, “if we get any complaints, me and my friends will take turns kicking you in the balls until our legs get tired.” 
They all had a good laugh at that, and then I was ordered upstairs, where I sat in the dark closet for the next few hours until I heard the music downstairs when the party began.
I don’t know exactly how long it took until the first girl brought the first guy up to the room. The passage of time was weird in the dark, cramped closet. All I knew was that I hurt all over, but most especially between my legs. While I waited, I rubbed myself down there to try to ease the discomfort, but it didn’t help much. In fact, it made things worse, so I stopped.
I heard the door open, and they stumbled in, drunk and laughing.
“Okay, get on the bed.” It was one of the girls, and I didn’t know them well enough to tell which one.
“Man,” a deep voice said. “You don’t waste any time.” His voice was slurred, probably from a mixture of excitement and alcohol. But he didn’t waste any time either. I heard the springs of the bed squeak as he sat down.
“You want a big, sloppy blow job?” The girl asked.
He laughed. “Is that a trick question?”
“Okay. Lie back and close your eyes.” He must’ve hesitated, because she told him again. A few seconds later, over the loud thump of the music downstairs, I heard the sound of a zipper unzipping.
“Your eyes are closed?” She said, giggling.
“Yeah.”
“Keep them that way and you’ll get the best blow job of your life. I promise. I’ll swallow and everything. But open them, and I’ll go find someone else’s lollipop to suck. Got it?”
“Yeah, I got it.” His voice sounded a slurry and thick as ever.
“I’m gonna go tinkle real quick,” she said. “I’ll be back in just a minute. Don’t move.”
I heard her get up and walk over to the closet door, putting her lips near the crack. “You’re up, bitch,” she whispered. “Don’t let me down.” It was Sheridan. I was sure of it.
She left the room, closing the door behind her. I waited a couple of minutes before coming out of the closet. I just hoped his ears weren’t good enough to tell which direction the sounds of the door opening and closing were coming from. Even more than that, I was anxious about what was coming next, and my ability to perform and make him happy.
I crawled out of the closet towards the bed. My eyes had already adjusted to the dark, and I could see a huge person lying on the bed, his stiff cock pointed at the ceiling.
I stayed on all fours, crawling up between his legs and gently pushing his thighs apart with my hands. It was probably better if I didn’t speak, but I couldn’t help myself. I was as excited as I was nervous.
“You ready?” I asked, raising my voice to try to sound like a girl, to try to sound just like Sheridan.
“You better start sucking, girl,” he said. “I’m about to explode already.”
I took a deep breath and opened my lips, coated with thick red lipstick. I lowered them over the head of his cock, trying not to let my teeth touch his skin. I’d never given nor gotten a blow job in my life, but I had thought about it a lot. 
I heard him let out a low moan as my mouth slid down as far as it would go over the shaft, his head pushing against the back of my throat. I made a gagging sound, and that made him moan even louder.
He tasted meaty and salty. He tasted like a man. He was already dribbling pre-cum into my mouth, and that pungent, briny taste got stronger and stronger. It helped me suck though. My mouth had been a little dry, so I needed a little lube to help me.
I began to slide my lips gently up and down, and he must’ve liked what I was doing because the moans got louder. I was so worried that he was going to open his eyes, that he was going to see me, and he was going to realize what was going on. He would see that I was really a boy, and not a girl after all. And then he would beat the shit out of me. But as I sucked, I kept looking upwards, and I could see his eyes were still closed.
I started to get into it. I felt sexy. I felt like a whore. I slid one of my hands up to the base of his cock, curling my fingers around it and squeezing. He gasped, his breathing coming in hitches now.
With my free hand, I cupped his balls gently, caressing them as I sucked. I didn’t know if he'd like it or not. I just knew it was something I would like, so I did it.
I was just beginning to get into a rhythm, just beginning to enjoy myself, when his whole body tensed up. It happened so suddenly, his body jerking, that it startled me. But I tried my best not to let it affect my work. I was taking pride in doing my best. I wanted him to be happy. And even more importantly, I wanted Sheridan to be happy. So I barely broke stride when his body shuddered. I kept right on sucking, right on stroking the base of the shaft, and right on gently rolling his balls in the palm of my other hand.
He let out a loud grunt, his hands grabbing fistfuls of the sheets. I knew what was coming next, but I still wasn’t ready for it. 
He erupted in my mouth. I almost gagged in surprise as the hot liquid jetted against the back of my throat. I made a gagging sound, my eyes watering, but I held it together. The taste was so salty, so earthy, and so strong. It wasn’t like anything I’d ever tasted before. It was disgusting, but it was also intoxicating in a way. My own cock was stiff the whole time, and part of me worried that it might spring out and give me away.
“Swallow it,” he said. “Let me hear you swallow it. You said you would.”
I gulped down the mouthful of cum as loudly as I could. I didn’t get all of it though, and he wasn’t done pumping it into my mouth. His cock shuddered, squirting three more thick gobs of the stuff onto my tongue. I gulped it down even more loudly this time.
I took my mouth off of his cock. I knew from experience that after ejaculating it would be supersensitive. But I kept my hands on the base of the shaft and his balls, squeezing them gently. His grunts subsided into a low, satisfied humming sound.
“Good girl,” he said.
“You—“ Oh God, for a second I forgot to use my girly voice, but I quickly corrected, raising my pitch. “You enjoyed that?”
“Yeah.”
“Good,” I said, trying to sound satisfied that I done a good job. I was happy that I thought I had. “Keep your eyes closed. I’m going to go downstairs first. Give me a few minutes, then come meet me, okay?”
“Okay.”
I crawled back to the closet and closed the door behind me, curling into a ball in the dark. My jaw already ached from the effort, but a new warmth filled my belly. 
A few minutes later, I heard him zip up his pants and head downstairs. So this was how it was going to go. I found myself feeling shocked and ashamed at just how much I had enjoyed that. When I'd woken up this morning I never would’ve thought such a thing was possible. But in the span of the day, my next-door neighbor had turned me into a whore, and so far I was loving every minute of it.
After that first one, I wondered how many there would be. The girls kept bringing them up, expertly handing them off to me. I got more and more tired as the night went on, but more and more confident in my technique. I swallowed every warm load. By the end of the night, my belly was full of cum. I thought I might lose count, but that was impossible. I remembered every boy and every cock. Each one looked and tasted slightly different. Each one had its own personality, in a way.
The party lasted all night, and by the time the sun came up, I had given twenty-two blow jobs.
When the closet door finally opened, Sheridan and her friend stood over me. They looked down and laughed.
“I guess you did a decent job,” Sheridan said. “I didn’t get any complaints. In fact, in a way you were the main attraction of the party, even though no one knew you were here.”
“Thank you, boss,” I said, my own voice horse and weary.
They all laughed again. 
“She’s a keeper,” Trish said. “She gulps down a bucket of spunk and thanks you for it.”
“Yeah, she does have manners,” Sheridan said. “But she looks really tired. And her makeup's smeared all to hell. You want to get cleaned up and go home?”
God, did I ever. I was exhausted. I nodded. “Yes, boss.”
“Well, tough shit,” she said. “The house is a fucking mess. Clean it up, top to bottom. Then you can clean yourself up and go home.”
I felt like crying. Instead, I crawled out of the closet and kissed the tip of her shiny shoe. 
“We’re going to go grab some breakfast,” she said. “I’d offer to bring you some back, but you’re probably stuffed, right?”
“Yes, boss,” I said.
She offered her other shoe for me to kiss, and I did it.
“You better be halfway done by the time we get back,” she said. “We’re going to inspect everything, and if it’s not sparkling fucking clean, we’re going to go to town on your skinny ass. Understand?”
I did. This was my life now, doing whatever Sheridan told me to, keeping her happy. 
I was now her sissy bitch slave, and as they headed downstairs, I struggled to my feet.
I still had a lot of work to do.
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