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Chapter One

The next time I laid eyes on Asha was at our company’s annual ‘take your daughter to work day’. I myself, of course, was single and childless, so I didn’t have anyone to bring with me, but I knew well in advance that I would run into Asha on that day. I could barely sleep that night, tossing and turning in my bed as the thoughts from that day in the woods flooded back into my mind.

Why had Asha chosen me? Why had she put me in her panties?

And why the fuck had I liked it so much?

There was also the fact that her father was still my boss, and one wrong word from her and I would be out of a job. But no matter how much I thought about it, I couldn't figure out her reasons. It would be fair to say that I was terrified of the approaching morning –  but somewhere deep down, I was also strangely hopeful.

I went into work early that morning, and got settled into my cubicle before many of the other people started filtering in. Thinking about Asha’s beautiful curves in the comfort of my own bedroom was one thing –  but out here, in the middle of the building owned by her father, all the fear and trepidation was back. I surmised that my best chance of getting out of this situation was to simply hide out in my cubicle all day. After all, my boss wasn’t one to come in early, and Asha wasn’t going to show up before him. I thought that if I could keep hiding on the main floor and keep looking busy Asha wouldn’t have a chance to interact with me.

But of course, as you might well have gleaned by this point, I was wrong.

Asha showed up at the office in an outfit that I can only describe as grossly inappropriate for a professional environment. But she was the boss’s daughter after all, and so no one dared utter a complaint as she sauntered into the main floor with a red V-Neck blouse that showed off an ample amount of her creamy cleavage, and black shorts that stuck tightly to her curvaceous butt.

It was hard to take my eyes off of her body. Hard to keep away the memories from that night. But I had no choice other than toughing it out. I needed this job after all, and while things might have been different in the secluded woods, I definitely wouldn’t risk going up to Asha in the middle of the office. So I returned my eyes to my desk, and busied myself with work, paying little attention to whatever was going on around me. I saw glimpses of her as she galavanted around the office, and there were times when I could practically feel her looking at me –  but I never so much as lifted an eye in her direction, staring extra hard at my computer screen whenever she was near.

Eventually, though, nature called, and even though I delayed for as long as possible, I ultimately had to leave my desk to go to the restroom. I looked around the main floor and noticed that Asha wasn’t around, and so, chancing my luck, I got up and quickly made my way down the hallway.

This might also be a good time to mention that I had washed Asha’s panties –  the ones from last time –  and that in a moment of weakness that morning, I’d ended up putting them on before I came to the office. I’d reasoned with myself, rather foolishly, that I’d probably meet Asha today, and that if she wanted her panties back, I would have them on my person. I didn’t put much stock into what I would use as underwear after I returned her panties –  but then again I never really had any intention of returning them in the first place, all of these mental gymnastics had just been an excuse to wear them one more time.

I walked into the toilet and made my way over to a urinal. I threw open my zipper and pushed the silky fabric of her underwear to the side so I could push my dick through. The feeling of having those panties tighten against my butt as I pushed them to the side sent a shiver through me, and although I was still scared of the possibility that someone might walk in and get a peek at the underwear I was wearing –  the excitement from this whole thing more than made up for it.

I did my business, and as soon as I was done I heard the door open. Asha had very good timing it seemed, because she came in exactly as I was shaking my cock dry, and her eyes darted immediately to my crotch, a small giggle sounding from her mouth as she locked the door behind her.

Heat rose to my cheeks again, and I shoved my cock back inside my pants as quickly as I could, zipping them back up so as to avoid further ridicule.

“What do we have here?” She asked, approaching me, a distinct gleam in her eyes.

My heart had started beating faster the moment she had stepped into the bathroom, but every step she took towards me made me sweat all that much more. “You wouldn’t happen to have the panties I gave you that day, would you?” She asked, her voice a low, almost conspiratorial, whisper.

I considered lying but decided that there was no point. “Yes,” I said, and then pulled the waistband of my pants down slightly as evidence. Her eyes widened as she saw the olive-colored fabric peeking out from under my suit pants, and another giggle rose to her mouth, one she had to suppress with her hand.

“Have you been wearing them to work?” She was still laughing, still giggling. “I had no idea you were this far gone.”

Again, I felt a rush of heat to my cheeks at her mockery, but with it came the familiar tingle that I hadn’t been able to forget since our last meeting. “No,” I said. “I haven’t been wearing them to work. I only brought them along today because I knew I’d run into you, and that you might want them back.”

“If you say so,” she said with a mischievous smile, her eyes still glaring at the panties sticking out of my pants. “But you were wrong about one thing.”

“And what’s that?”

“That I’d want them back.”

“Huh? You mean you don’t want them back.”

“I don’t.” She crossed her arms under her chest, causing her breasts to perk up even harder, leading to a direct increase in blood flow to my cock. “In fact, I have something else for you.”

I had no way of knowing what the next words out of her mouth would be, but I knew for a fact that they would spell trouble. Memories from that night in the woods came flooding back into my mind with startling clarity, and I remembered, in vivid detail, the look that had been in Asha’s eyes when she’d first offered me her panties. The same look that I could see in her eyes right now.

“I don’t have time for your riddles, Asha,” I said, forcing myself to stay calm even as premonitions of my impending sissification loomed around my head.

Her lips curled into a sly smile, and she swung the large purse tucked under her arm to the front. She pulled out a red, lacy bra and let it hang from her fingers inches from my face.”

“What the hell is that?” I asked, my heart starting to beat erratically again.

“You know what it is.” She winked at me. “And you know full well what I want you to do with it.”

“There’s no way I’m putting that on.” I had to put my foot down somewhere, I couldn’t let her keep doing as she pleased, couldn’t let her keep toying with me. “And unlike the panties, if I walk out of here with a bright red bra under my shirt I’m sure people will notice.”

“I’m sure they won’t.” She wiggled the bra around in the air, and the smile on her face grew even wider. “I’ve seen how miserable the people at this office are, they rarely even look up from their desks. Trust me, no one will notice.”

She had a point –   and the fact that she had a point was making me sweat even harder. “That doesn’t change anything,” I said. “I already told you I won’t wear it.”

The look on her face changed almost immediately. The smile was replaced with a scowl, and the playful mirth in her eyes was gone, in its place was an angry glare. “If you refuse,” she said, stepping even closer to me, close enough that her face was right next to mine. “Then I’ll just tell daddy that you dragged me into the bathroom and locked the door. I’ll start screaming right now.”

“No one will believe that.” My heart was beating at about a thousand beats per second now, and my brain was scrambling for just about any idea to get out of this.

“Won’t he?” She crossed her arms again, and I realized that she was right. I realized that I had been dealt a shit hand and that I’d made it all the worse by wearing her panties today. Who would people believe if she started yelling right now, the girl whose dad owns the fucking building, or the perv who’s wearing woman’s panties?

With a sigh, I resigned to my fate and held out my hand. “Let’s just get this over with.” Again, the change in her demeanor was immediate, and she was back to the smiling, bubbly bundle of mischief that she had been a few seconds ago.

“Good girl,” she said, handing me the bra and taking a few steps back to give me the room that I needed –  or perhaps to get a better vantage point of my humiliation.

I started undoing the buttons of my shirt, but she stopped me. “Pants off first,” she said, pointing towards my crotch.

“Why?” I asked. “I don’t need to take off my pants to put on a bra.”

“Because I want to see how good the panties and bra look on you, silly.”

“You want me to strip to just my underwear in here?”

“Yes.”

“What if someone walks in here?”

“The door is locked.”
 

“What if someone knocks? What if someone wants to use the bathroom?”
 

“There are other bathrooms on the floor.” Again, she left me with no choice, and so I saw no actual way of getting out of it.

“Fine,” I said, taking my hands to my belt. Asha was overjoyed, and she pantomimed a few fast, excited claps to show her appreciation.

I eyed the door one last time, sucked in a mouthful of air, and pulled my pants down. Asha’s eyes narrowed on the panties that I’d just revealed, and the fact that she bit her lower lip looking at my crotch was not lost on me.  I removed my shirt next, and then my undershirt, leaving my body completely bare except for the panties around my butt. I looked up at Asha again and found her staring intently at me once again, her total focus devoted to taking in the sight of my nearly-naked body

“The bra,” she urged me on, a sense of urgency leaking into her words.

“Yea, yea,” I said, slipping my arms through the straps and placing them securely on my shoulders. Then I swung the ends of each clasp around my back and fiddled, rather unsuccessfully, to fasten them together. Asha let out a little giggle at my lack of skill and then stepped up toward me.

“You look like you need some help with that,” she laughed. “Turn around so I can tie it for you.”

I did as I was told, and turned around so that I was facing the mirror. Asha stepped up behind me until she was close enough to help me, and for the first time that day, I actually found myself considering the fact that I didn’t look all that bad in a bra.

It was red, and it was frilly, but it sat perfectly on my already feminine chest –  the fact that it had some padding to accentuate my ‘bust’ was just an added bonus. Although the bra didn’t match the panties in color, the two articles of underclothing still stuck tightly to my body, and they seemed to be a perfect fit. By the time Asha was done fastening the clasp, my brain was already slipping to places that I’d never let it slip to before. I was considering, for the first time in my life, that I might actually look better as a girl than I ever did as a guy.

“I… I look so good,” I said, twisting my torso around to take a better look.

“I know,” Asha put her hands on my shoulders, and leaned in even closer, her mouth right next to my ear. “But you know why you look so good, don’t you?”

By this point, I was completely lost in the moment. Any conflicting thoughts or fears had been swept away. “Why?” I whispered back, the tingling feeling of her warm fingers on my flesh cascading through my body.

She didn’t answer immediately. First, she slid her hands down my back, all the way until they were on my ass. “You’re so pretty.” She squeezed my ass, letting her warm fingers dig into my tush. “Because you’re my sissy girl.”

And it took all of my willpower to not cream those panties right that instant.


Chapter Two

Despite the fact that she got me all riled up, nothing happened between the two of us in that bathroom –  I came to learn later on that Asha was like that a lot of times. The type of girl that would tease you and then leave you hanging.

She walked out of the bathroom first, and we were lucky enough that she wasn’t spotted. Once I had my clothes back on I walked out of there too, and despite the fact that I was a nervous wreck, I made it to my desk without attracting any major attention – exactly as Asha had predicted. The rest of the workday went by uneventfully. I stayed at my desk and wasn’t bothered too much by my colleagues until it was time to leave. And even though they hadn’t noticed the bra during work hours, I was sure I’d be found out at closing time, so I put on my coat while we were still in the building, and closed all the buttons so no one could get a peek inside. Despite the fact that nothing was showing, I kept feeling that I was being watched as I walked out of the building. It wasn’t until I was actually inside my car that I was able to breathe a sigh of relief –  but even that was short-lived.

I got into the driver’s seat, locked the door, and put my keys in the ignition. I was just about to turn the key when I heard a voice from behind me.

“Hey.” It was Asha’s voice, and even though my brain recognized it in just about a couple of seconds, the shock of the whole thing still made me jump, causing me to hit my head on the roof of my car.

“Ow,” I said, rubbing the pain out of my head as Asha began to giggle from where she had been hiding in my backseat.

“Did I scare my little sissy girl?” She asked in what I can only describe as a tone you would use with a child. “I didn’t make you wet yourself, did I?”

“Knock it off,” I said, but even as the words left my mouth I patted my crotch to check if I hadn’t in fact leaked something into my pants due to the shock. Thankfully, my hand came back dry. “What are you doing hiding in here anyway?” I asked her. “Won’t your dad be wondering where you are?”

“I told him I was going to meet with some friends.” Asha pushed herself between the two front seats and tucked her legs underneath her. A second later, she half-lifted herself up and pushed herself to the front, planting her curvaceous bottom on the passenger seat right next to me. “He’s probably already halfway back home by now.” She smiled widely at me and put her feet up on the dash, revealing even more of her ample thighs in the process. “So we don’t have to worry about him.”

“And what exactly are ‘we’ planning to do?” I mimed the air quotes using my fingers. “That we would need to be worried about him in the first place.”

“We’re going back to your place, silly.”

I paused here –  not intentionally, mind you. It was a necessary pause, caused by the fact that my brain could not process the words coming out of Asha’s mouth. I had never, in a thousand years, imagined that a hot, gorgeous goddess-like Asha would mention the idea of going back to my place. But here she was –  and unless my ears were deceiving me, or my mind had gone to shit, that was exactly what she was saying.

“G.. go … back to my place?” I stuttered the words out with some difficulty, a slight blush rising to my cheeks at the implication. Asha’s first response, like it so often was, was to laugh at me.

“I love it when you act shy.” She laughed. “It makes you seem all that much more like the sissy girl that I know you are.” The idea of being called a sissy was still a little weird to me, but I had definitely liked looking at myself in the mirror back in the bathroom, and if being a sissy meant the chance to sleep with Asha –  well then I was all up for it.

“What are you waiting for, Sammy?”

Sammy.

If I’m being honest, I’d always hated my parents for naming me Sam. Growing up, there were four people in my class named Sam, and I was the only guy –  you can imagine how much ridicule that earned me throughout my school years. Because of this, I’d never really vibed with my own name, carrying it around more as baggage that my parents had bestowed upon me as their last ‘fuck you’ to me. But Sammy was different. Just from the way it rolled off of Asha’s tongue, I could see myself liking it. Could see myself identifying with it.

And so, with the new name playing again and again inside my head, I turned the ignition key, put the car into drive, and drove off towards my apartment building. 


Chapter Three

I was reminded of how run-down and poorly maintained my apartment was as we walked in, but Asha did not utter a single word disparaging my living conditions –  it seemed like she wanted to keep her ridicule restricted to my lack of manliness.

“So,” I said, leading her into the apartment and spreading my arms to either side of me. “This is my humble abode.”

“It’s lovely,” I knew she was lying, but it was still endearing to see her being nice –  perhaps there was more to this girl than I had originally imagined.

“It so isn’t.” I threw my work bag onto the only couch in the living room and offered her the seat. “But you’re kind for saying that it is.”

The moment I complimented her kindness the grin was back on her face, and she was making her way toward me with that same, cruel glint in her eyes. “I’ll have you know,” she said, walking right up to me and grabbing a handful of my ass. “That I am anything but kind.” She squeezed me down there, sending all kinds of warm shivers tingling through my body. The feeling of her fingers on my tush making my cock harden once more. “And you won’t forget it either –  after I put you through everything that I have planned.”

For the first time since I’d met her, I realized that there was no actual malice in her words. Everything that she did was in some way, shape, or form linked to her kink –  and the deeper I was getting into her world, the more I was realizing that I had started liking most of it. But there was still some lingering embarrassment, and the rest I conjured up for the sake of the performance –  I knew this thing wouldn’t quite work if I didn’t act at least a little scared.

“What does that mean?” I asked her, her hand still locked tightly around my ass. “What do you have planned for me?”

“I thought you’d never ask.” She beamed me her brightest smile and turned around as if she was looking for something. “Where’s your bathroom,” she asked. I pointed her in the right direction, and she was off, dragging me behind her with a strong grip on my arm as she made her way to the bathroom.

“Why do we need to go to the bathroom? Why can’t we just do whatever you want out here?”

“Because silly.” She crossed the threshold into the bathroom, I followed suit a second later. “We can’t very well shave down your entire body out in the living room, can we?” She turned back, smile still on her face, to find me looking back at her with the most astonished look on my face.

“What does that mean?”

“It’s quite self-explanatory.” She crossed her arms under her chest, causing her breasts to heave upwards once more. “We’re going to shave you down completely. Every last pesky strand of hair.”

“Why?!”

“Because you can’t be my sissy-girl while you still have a hairy body.” She eyed me up and down in an exaggerated motion from her eyes. “Not that we’d have to do much work anyway, I’ve seen you naked, and there isn’t a lot to shave off in the first place.

A tinge of heat washed through my cheeks –  which didn’t escape Asha’s notice at all, since she laughed at me the instant it happened. If I’m being honest, I had entertained the idea of shaving myself smooth a couple of times already: once after the incident in the woods, and again today as I watched myself in the bathroom mirror. Both times, however, I’d dismissed the idea as being too stupid.

But now. Now it was coming from Asha, and suddenly it didn’t seem that stupid anymore.

“Are you sure that’s a good idea?” I couldn’t bring myself to look her in the eyes as I said this part. Couldn’t risk her finding out from the look in my eyes that deep down I wanted this too. So I rubbed my arm sheepishly and looked down at my feet.

“I’m sure.” She was already near my cabinet fishing through everything she could find. “Where do you keep your razors?” It seemed like the decision had already been made, and despite my apparent reluctance, I was totally excited about it.

“In the cup by the toothpaste.” I walked up to help her. “Here let me show you” She found the razors and fished out a new one that still had the packaging on the blades. Then she pulled out my half-used bottle of shaving cream and turned back to look at me once again.

“Well,” she said, eyeing me from head to toe. “You better get stripping.”

And so I did. I took off my shirt, stepped out of my pants, and then took off the bra. I hesitated a bit when I came to the panties, but Asha looked at me with a smile in her eyes and said, “It’s nothing that I haven’t seen before Sammy. No need to be shy.”

She was right of course, and so I slipped out of the panties as well, standing there in my birthday suit as my boss’s daughter waited with shaving cream in one hand, and a fresh razor in the other. 


Chapter Four

As strand after strand of hair fell off, my body started to morph right in front of my eyes. Asha was the one doing all the actual shaving, which left me free to just stand there and watch my transformation. Hair off my chest left it looking more feminine, my now smooth legs showed a sudden suppleness to them that I had never seen on myself before, and my hips seemed to flare even more now that the other parts of my body were completely hairless. And my ass…

God…

Looking at how my ass perked up against my long, now smooth, legs made me pause. It seemed so cute, so taut…. so sexy.

I was half twisted around, admiring the perkiness of my own tush when Asha slapped me across one supple cheek, making everything jiggle. “What kind of slut looks at her own butt like that?” She laughed, causing my cheeks to redden once more.

“I’m… sorry.” I wasn’t sure what else to say in a situation like this.

“Aww.” Asha pushed herself right into me from behind, her arms resting on my shoulders, her head near mine, and her ample chest heaving right into my naked back. “You don’t have to be sorry,” she said. “ I was only teasing.” And then her hands were traveling down my back again, making their way into the soft, smooth cheeks of my ass. She grabbed me down there once again and gave me that quick squeeze that had fast become a staple of her affection. “You look so cute.” Her voice was a sultry whisper in my ear, which, in combination with her hands across my ass, was enough fuel to get my cock hardening once again.

Another fact that wasn’t lost on Asha.

“You want me to take care of that?” She slipped a hand from my back to my front, brushing my tiny cock with a swish of her fingers. An action that sent tremors rampaging through my body. Her other hand burrowed itself between my cheeks, and I parted them willingly to allow her finger in. A finger that began to brush up and down my crack with the utmost gentleness. “Does my sissy slut want me to get her off?”

“Y.. yes.” My heart was pounding heavily in my chest now, my cock was all but pulsing inches from Asha’s fingers, and my tush was buzzing with a warm, expectant energy.

“Well.” She pressed down on my needy hole with the flat of her finger, applying pressure to the most sensitive skin around my asshole. My cock throbbed with desire, and a moment later she had her fingers wrapped around my tiny length. “The sissy slut will just have to wait.”

“What?” Her hands were already off my body by the time I got the words out of my mouth, and she was skipping out of the bathroom with a noticeable spring in her step.

“Follow me.” She didn’t even look back at me. “If you want what I’m itching to give you.”

Again, the choice of words that she’d just uttered just didn’t sit right with me, but my raging cock and my buzzing backside told me to follow that girl wherever she might lead me. In this case, she only led me to my own living room, and when I got there she was already fishing through the large, black purse she’d brought with her.

“What’s in there?” I asked her, coming to a stop a few feet behind her bent-over form.
 

“New underwear for you.” The view from where I was standing was spectacular, and I’d liked to have stood there for hours watching her bent over like that, the top of her pink panties peeking out from her shorts that had dropped dangerously low. Her perfectly lush ass staring up at me as she fished through her purse. But that wasn’t to be, and a few seconds later she handed me a new pair of panties. These ones were black, and they seemed to be much skimpier than the last pair she’d given me.

“I’m not sure these will fit me.” I held the tiny strip of fabric in front of my face, stretching it between the thumbs and forefingers of my hand. I turned it around and found that the back of the panties was little more than a string of black, frilly fabric that looked to be designed with the sole intent of giving its wearer a wedgie.

“They’ll fit, trust me.” She was still ruffling through the purse and came up with a matching bra a few seconds later. “And put this on too, It’ll look much hotter than the red one you had on earlier.”

The panties fit surprisingly well despite how small they had looked, and even the little strip on the back was sort of turning me on with how it rode up my ass. The bra went smoother than the first time as well, and I was able to get it all clasped up without any help from Asha. After I fastened everything down and adjusted everything that needed adjusting, I turned back to her.

“Here,” she said once again, fishing out a blonde, medium-sized wig from her purse and handing it to me. “Put it on.”

And how could I disobey her?

I put the wig on, and she helped me adjust it until it was covering all my natural hair, the golden, blonde strands falling across the sides of my face. “There.” Asha wiped out the few stray strands that kept going into my eyes and beamed her brightest smile at me. “You look perfect.”

“I… do?” The changes that I was going through had been rapid, and even though I’d liked what I’d seen in the mirror in the bathroom, I was still a little hesitant to agree with any compliments coming my way.

“You do.” She turned me around again and started leading me towards the bathroom once again. “You look like the perfect little sissy slut.”

And one look in the full-length bathroom mirror confirmed everything Asha had been saying was right. The shaving, the wig, and the new underwear were all small changes in and of themselves. But combined, they turned me into a completely different person. The tighter panties lifted my butt even higher, making it appear perkier than it ever had. The matching bra not only looked better than the red one, it had more padding too, which meant that I now had a bigger bust. And the wig…

The wig tied the whole thing together. The shoulder-length golden blonde hair topped off the whole look, and staring back at me from my bathroom mirror was not a single, down on his luck guy in his early twenties. It was a total bombshell of a babe, with a petite, curvy body, legs for days, and an ass to die for.

“Wow.” It was all I could say, all my mind could conjure up to describe what my eyes were seeing. I don’t know how long I stood there in total awe, staring back at my reflection with such an intense gaze that everything that wasn’t my body faded to the background. I even forgot that Asha was standing right behind me, that her hands were still on my shoulders, and that the grin on her face kept getting wider and wider.

But if you’ve followed along with me until this point, you know full well that Asha wasn’t the type of girl that could be forgotten for long. She wasn’t the type of girl that you could fade to the background. She was used to dominating every room she was in, and even my stark transformation was not enough to change that.

The moment I came out of my daze was accompanied by a rather strange sight. Asha was behind me like I was expecting her to be, but she wasn’t looking at me anymore. She was looking through her purse, and even as my mind struggled to come up with something else that she could put on me, a strange warmth took root in my backside.

Asha smiled as she found what she was looking for, and my heart just about stopped beating as she pulled out the long, sleek dildo into view.

This evening was far from over. 


Chapter Five

“What are you going to do with that?” I was staring directly at the black dildo that she held between her thumb and her forefinger, my eyes glued to the long, curved phallic object. My heart thumped loudly against my ribcage, and memories from the night in the woods came flooding back into my brain once more.

“I’m going to fuck you like the little slut that you are.” She took a step toward me, and I remembered how hot her tongue had felt that night. “And.” She took another step, and I was reminded of how her finger had felt entering my virgin asshole. “You’re going to love every second of it.”

I was kneeling on the floor even before she had reached me, my lower jaw relaxed, my mouth hanging open in anticipation of the thing she held between her fingers. She traced my lips with the head of the dildo before slipping it in. From the corner of my eye, I could see myself in the full-length bathroom mirror, and the image that stared back at me was of a blonde slut sucking on a big, hard cock.

That’s what you are, a voice inside my head whispered. A slut, on your knees, wearing nothing but your underwear, sucking a big, black cock.

“Good girl,” Asha said, patting my head with her free hand as she continued to shove the dildo inside my face. “Suck that cock like the dirty little sissy slut you are.” I sucked on it as hard as I could while fighting back the urge to gag. Even though it wasn’t a real cock, I let my tongue run along the shaft, let my lips bump up against the ridges and veins in the material. I sucked and I sucked, completely lost in the role that Asha had given me.

Completely lost in the role that was now taking over me.

She pulled out the cock as slowly as she had slipped it in and tilted up my chin with her free hand until I was looking up into her eyes. “You’re such a good little sissy,” she whispered, leaning down to get her face closer to mine, and revealing a fair bit of her creamy cleavage in the process. “Now lay down on your stomach for me.”

And again, as always, I obeyed.

I lowered myself completely to the floor and waited for her to make the next move. I say ‘next move’ here, but what I was really waiting for was for her to have her way with me. For her to tear off my panties and stuff my needy asshole full of that big, black cock in her hands.

The first thing I felt was a slap on the ass. I winced and tensed up. She giggled at my expense, and then brought her hands to the fabric of my panties. I felt her step over me, one leg to either side, before she lowered herself once more, almost laying flat on top of my back, her pillowy breasts squishing against my upper back, her mouth right near my ear, from where she could say all the dirty things that she wanted to say to me.

“Is my sissy slut ready?” She purred, and my cock twitched underneath me at just the words.

“Yes.” And that was all she needed to hear. One of her hands made her way to my ass, and she pulled the strip at the back to the side, leaving my asshole naked to the air in the room. It twitched with need as soon as the cloth was out of the way, but it did not need to wait for long, because a second later I felt the head of that dildo being dragged along my crack, spreading the spit that I’d lathered onto it all across the valley of my ass.

Asha spanked my ass again, and I moaned like the little slut that I was.

“Good,” Asha said, bringing the dildo back around to my mouth, a mouth that was eager to suck it still. She removed it again, and returned it to my twitching asshole once more. I felt the newly wet dildo slink into my crack again, and the pocket of warmth inside my hole expanded immediately.

“Have you ever been fucked in the ass before?”

“No. Other than that first time with you…” Memories of her finger inside my butt came to the forefront of my mind once more, but Asha only laughed.

“That doesn’t count,” she said. “Well, not like this anyway. Which means that you’re still a butt-virgin.”

I blushed deeply at the usage of the word, but my cock only got harder. Almost every word coming out of her mouth was working wonders for the state of my arousal.

“Are you ready then?” She whispered right next to my ear, her breath hot on my skin. “For your cherry to be popped?”

I nodded once, and that was all the confirmation she needed. She grabbed my ass in her hand, and gave it a firm squeeze, sending tremors of pleasure swirling through my body once more. Then she pressed the head of that cock to my greedy hole and applied just enough pleasure that I felt things opening up.

“Shh.” She was whispering in my ear, and the cock was gaping apart my hole inch by inch. “You just relax. Leave the heavy lifting to me.”

I tried to follow her commands and relaxed my butt as much as I possibly could. The results were instantaneous, and I felt the dildo making progress much faster now. I felt my asshole stretch to accommodate the wide girth of the cock, and I felt the fake ridges and bumps built into the thing scratching the inner walls of my anus.

“Fuck.” I couldn’t help but moan as the pain started to set in. The time with her finger had been relatively painless, but this was much bigger –  and it was obviously going to hurt a lot more.

“I told you to relax.” She stroked my face with her free hand even as the dildo kept making inroads into my body. “None of this works if you’re all tensed up.” And as hard as it was, I tried to relax again. I stopped clamping down on the shaft, and after it was past a certain point inside my asshole, the pain began to subside.

Another few inches and any discomfort was gone, replaced with a hot, roiling wave of pleasure emanating from inside my butt.

“Fuck,” I moaned once again, but this one was laded with ecstasy instead agony. Again, I turned my head slightly to take a look at our reflections in the mirror. The image that stared back was me belly down on the bathroom floor, my boss’s babe of a daughter mounting me from above, a sleek, black dildo slipping between my cheeks.

It was just about the most beautiful thing I had ever seen.

Is this what all women feel like? Is this how they feel when they doll themselves up and let themselves be taken? Was being dominated always this pleasurable?

She pushed the cock in even further, making sensations of heat and electricity run through my body, shivers, and tingles taking root in just about every part of my skin.

“How does it feel?” She asked.

“Like the most amazing thing in the world.”

She kissed me on the neck from behind, letting her tongue run over the most sensitive part of my skin. I wiggled underneath her grip, but she was relentless, and she squeezed my torso between her ample thighs, holding me in place as the dildo kept sinking deeper and deeper into my ass.

“Now,” she whispered. “The real fucking begins.”

And with that, she withdrew the cock from my ass, before plunging it back in at an even greater speed. The thrusts began slow, but she kept picking up the tempo throughout the whole thing, the lubed-up dildo flying in and out of my hole with a certain, almost perverted, grace. Before long the head of the dildo was massaging my prostate from inside, stimulating my tiny little cock that was still trapped against the front of the black panties.

Even from my position of limited mobility, pinned to the ground as I was, I kept bucking my glutes back at her to make her job easier –  and to make sure that the head of her cock reached as deep as it could with every single pump.

“Fuck,” I muttered, my brain half melted to a puddle. “I … can’t… take much more of this. I’m going to cum.”

“Then come for me,” She screamed, her tongue still lashing against the sensitive skin of my upper neck. “Come for me like the little sissy slut that you are!”

She started fucking me harder and faster. The motion of my upward swaying hips meant that my fully erect cock was rubbing against the fabric of my panties, giving it more stimulation than it could ever hope to bear.

I felt rush after rush of heat flash inside my asshole, before spreading out to envelop the rest of my body in the almost overpowering warmth of Asha’s lovemaking. My breaths came fast and hard, and I could not keep myself from moaning like a slut every time the head of that dildo rubbed against my prostate.

Finally, a tipping point was reached, and I felt a hot flash of pure ecstasy rip through my body. Every muscle in my body tensed up, and a hot stream of cum shot out from my tiny cock to fill my panties. I felt the splash at the front and wondered for the first time in my life if that’s what a woman felt like when she came with her panties still on: wetness spurting out of her pussy to splash against her underwear.

Asha kept going even after I had blown my load, and I realized with a little delay that she had her own getting off to do. I looked at the mirror once again, and saw her hand deep inside her shorts, her fingers no doubt buried deep into her snatch as she moved with an almost frantic urgency.

The dildo kept slipping in and out of my cock, and her other hand kept massaging her clit inside her panties. Pretty soon I felt her body shudder, and then everything paused. The hand in her cunt, the dildo in my ass, and everything else that was going on with her body.

She screamed right above me, and I felt her entire body convulse on top of me as she came. From the view in the mirror, I saw the crotch of her panties darken in color, and then I felt the wetness on my back, confirming to me that she had indeed just come in her panties, in much the same way that I imagined a woman would.

She collapsed onto me then, the familiar weight of her breasts against my naked back a great comfort in the wake of my mind-shattering orgasm.

To be continued.
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