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Sissified Voyeur

Alex stepped out of the dingy taxi cab, unable to stop himself from shivering as a sense of dread washed over him. He had been running up a debt with the local brothel for months and knew he would have to face the consequences sooner or later. A building loomed ominously before him, a shadowy figure cloaked in the darkness of night, with pedestrians primarily unaware of its presence. Alex made his way down a side alley, keeping his head down despite the overall emptiness of the streets and down a small staircase to a black door. The bouncer gazed sternly at Alex but let him in without trouble.

Alex felt a thrill of fear as he stepped past the bouncer. The bouncer knew how indebted Alex was to Madam Rosa, the brothel owner, and Alex had heard Madam Rosa wasn’t a person you wanted to owe money to. Unfortunately, Alex owed quite a lot of money. Alex had a low-paying job doing data entry and a taste for watching well-built women engage in sexual activity. He had managed to pay the brothel’s fees for watching when he first started visiting but soon found himself coming to the brothel more and more frequently. When Madam Rosa had offered to create a tab for him, Alex thought it was a kindness, but now he wasn’t so sure.

Alex made his way down a dimly lit hallway, his anxious breathing echoing in the stillness. Passing several soundproof rooms, Alex entered the door at the end of the hallway into the little bar and the dance stage. This room was louder as music thumbed away from several high-end speakers and patrons milled about in the haze of cigarette smoke conversing with the brothel’s staff and each other. Alex settled himself at a bench along the back wall facing the stage where a lean yet curvaceous blonde woman in artfully ripped black leggings and a thin white bra danced for the crowd. Alex watched her hungrily, shifting in his seat as he fantasized about running his hands over her smooth skin. He knew he wasn’t allowed to, which only made the thought more exciting.

From the corner of his eye, Alex saw a curt wave and looked over to see the bartender staring at him expectantly. Alex gave the man a sheepish look causing the bartender to narrow his eyes at Alex before making a show of marking something down on a clipboard. Alex swallowed nervously, knowing the bartender had expected Alex to come over and pay the showroom fee. For a moment, Alex thought about leaving before his tab could grow any more extensive, but it was too late now. Alex settled himself back onto his bench and watched a second woman come out onto the stage. She was a well-built redhead wearing black lingerie under a fishnet body stocking. She came up behind the dancing blonde, wrapping her arms lovingly around the woman’s waist before sliding her hands down the front of the blonde’s leggings.

This was it, the moment Alex had come for. He had been here so many times that he knew the girl’s routines, even if the specifics differed each time. Soon the redhead would start tearing off the blonde’s clothes, and they would make out on stage while patrons showered them with dollar bills. Alex didn’t get quite the same thrill from this display as he did from going into the viewing rooms that allowed him to watch a patron fuck one of the brothel’s girls, but that cost a lot more, and Alex just couldn’t afford it. Sure enough, the redhead pulled her hands out of the blonde’s leggings before kneeling down next to the blonde and tearing the holes in the leggings wider until they began to fall away from the blonde, who wasn’t wearing anything underneath. The crowd cheered and howled, tossing money at the women, but Alex just sat in the back watching before finally, overcome with lust, he felt himself tense as he spurted cum in his pants. The show ended soon after, and Alex got up nervously and left before any of the staff could approach him. Outside, it had begun to rain, and Alex caught another cab home, anxiously avoiding the bouncer’s gaze while he left.

****

Alex sat at home a few nights later, relieving the stage display the two girls had put on for the crowd in his head. They were beautiful, and just thinking of them made his member stiffen. Before he could carry the thought further, there was a sharp knock at his door. Alex sat bolt upright from his couch, looking with alarm at the door. He wasn’t expecting anyone, especially not this late, and his place wasn’t in the best of neighborhoods. His apartment building was a bit run down, on the outskirts of town, because that’s all Alex could afford. Cautiously he got up, went to the door, and looked through the cracked peephole. What he saw on the other side made his breath catch in his throat. A tall, sharply dressed woman in a gray business skirt with curly black hair just past her shoulders was standing on the other side. Alex panicked when he saw her. He knew this woman, having met her once before. It was Madam Rosa.

Alex couldn’t think what to do, but he saw no one else with her, and as he watched her through the peephole, he noticed her pointed jaw, set in a look of patient determination indicating that not only did she know he was home, but that she would not leave until he answered. Reluctantly Alex slid back the chain, undid the lock, and opened the door.

“Good evening Alex,” said Madam Rosa, pulling off her gloves as she stepped past him in a manner that suggested she owned the place. Alex was a bit taken aback as she entered, but he closed the door behind her, staring at her back as she surveyed the room around her. It wasn’t much, a studio apartment with meager furnishings and bare walls save for a few posters of scantily clad women. Madam Rosa turned to face him, her demeanor stern.

“Take a seat.” She ordered him, gesturing to the couch he had just vacated.

Alex crossed to the couch and sat. Madam Rosa stayed standing, now looming over him. “You owe me money Alex.”

Alex began to stammer, tripping over his words. “I….I….” he stopped as her gaze intensified before he finished, “Yes, I do.”

She nodded in affirmation. “I am here to collect.”

“I, I’m sorry, but I don’t have it,” Alex responded.

“You will address me as Madam Rosa.” She snapped at him.

“I’m sorry, Madam Rosa. I don’t have your money, Madam Rosa.” Alex hastily replied.

She stared at him silently, waiting and expecting. Alex wasn’t sure where to go from here. “I… I’ll get it for you soon, I promise.” Remembering, he quickly added, “Madam Rosa.”

“No, you won’t be able to pay me what you owe me soon, Alex.” She said, one eye glancing around his place again.

Alex swallowed hard, unsure how to respond, the fear mounting as she silently stared at him like a bird of prey might eye a field mouse. After several uncomfortable minutes, he broke the silence. “I…” but she cut him off. “I will give you another way out of debt, Alex.” Alex’s heart lurched with trepidation as she said this. What could she want from him that would be worth all the money he owed her?

“You will come work for me in my brothel Alex. You will service my clients as they require until your debt to me is paid,” she informed him in a business-like tone. Alex stared back at her, his mouth open in shock. He tried to respond, but she cut him off again. “You will arrive at the brothel at six pm every day to prepare for your shift which begins at eight. I cater to a very specific clientele, so you will dress accordingly. Giselle will help you get dressed, and Ava will coordinate your schedule for the evening. Your shift ends at two am, and you are free to use the back rooms to change before going home.” she told him.

Alex tried to protest, but Madam Rosa stopped him with a glare. “You will do this thing, Alex, and you will not complain. I detest complaints.” She began pulling on her gloves with finality and making her way to the door. She paused as an afterthought. “Oh, and your name won’t do. You will go by Alexandria from now on.” She stepped out into the hall and turned to face him. “Goodnight, girl.” She said before disappearing, not bothering to close the door behind her.

Alex was stunned. He sat on his couch, the door to his apartment wide open. “Did that just happen?” he asked into the silence of his room. Finally, Alex managed to get up from the couch, closing and locking the door before sagging back onto the sofa. Had he really just been told by the owner of an upscale brothel that he would be working for her, servicing clients? Furthermore, he would be doing it under the name of Alexandria and wearing women’s clothes and lingerie by the sound of it.

Alex thought back to his visits to the private rooms months ago when he could still afford it, where he would watch the brothel’s patrons push the girls down onto the beds, fucking them so hard and forcibly that their tits would bounce, and unable to help himself he began to stroke himself. Yet his mind went further. Instead of fantasizing about being one of the patrons taking the girl for himself, this time, he was the girl. He thought of dancing naked for the patrons, sucking the men’s cocks, and getting bent over the bed while they fucked him vigorously. He began stroking himself faster, surprised at how turned on the thought made him, and when it started to set it that this fantasy was soon to be his reality if he was to get out of debt, he came, violently shuddering and spurting cum all over himself.

****

Monday night arrived in a confusing blur of anticipation and trepidation for Alex. He was scared witless at the prospect of what lay before him, yet he had cum three or four more times in the past twenty-four hours as he thought about what he would be forced to do. The taxi driver’s voice stirred him from his reverie, and he started. “What?!”

“I said,” the taxi driver proclaimed, rolling his eyes. “We’re here.”

“Oh..” said Alex sheepishly. He paid the driver, who rolled his eyes again and got out. The brothel looked different somehow tonight. Typically, the place seemed nondescript, even though Alex still nervously suspected everyone who passed by or saw him going in knew the place and why he was going there. Tonight, however, he felt as if the place had neon signs above it, clearly illuminating to anyone who cared to look what the place was, what was going on inside, and that Alex .... or rather Alexandria, would be in there and available for use. He swallowed hard, tried and failed to put the thought from his mind, and hurried across the street and into the entrance alleyway.

Alex quickly descended the stairs and knocked on the door. The bouncer pulled back the viewport hatch, saw Alex, shut the hatch, and opened the door. Alex felt nervous because the brothel wasn’t open yet, but they were still letting him inside. Madam Rosa must have informed the bouncer about Alex’s new position. Alex tried not to feel emasculated as the bouncer let him in. He started down the hall, but the bouncer threw out a well-muscled arm and caught Alex in the chest. Alex stumbled back and fearfully made eye contact with the bouncer. The bouncer looked cold as ever, almost bored, but said in a deep voice. “Girls use the back hall. Without permission, they aren’t allowed in the main hall or the bar.”

Alex started to protest he wasn’t a girl, but the objection died on his lips with realization. The bouncer gave the barest of grins and pointed firmly to a door immediately to Alex’s left. He went through it and found a more narrow hallway than the main one though the lighting was a bit brighter back here. Progressing down the hallway, he found small doors that undoubtedly led into the soundproof rooms. Each entry had a whiteboard with a girl’s name on it. He froze and stared almost uncomprehendingly when he came to one that read “Alexandria” with the first four letters of the name written in a different color. It was his room, he realized with shock. The realization made his situation all too real, and panic set in. He thought about turning around and running for the exit, but a woman’s voice caught him before he could convince his feet to move.

“Hey, hey you. Alexandria!” the woman called. Alex turned to look down at the end of the hall where she stood and waved him over. It was the well-endowed redhead from the stage show a few nights past. Alex managed to drag his feet forward and practically stumbled the rest of the way to her. She beamed at him. “Come on, come on in.” She ushered him fully into the room, which he guessed was situated directly behind the stage in the bar. The room was mostly empty save for one or two girls sitting in front of mirrors completely naked applying makeup. The redhead waved her hand back and forth in front of his eyes.

“Hello, earth to Alexandria.” She giggled as he focused back on her with a guilty look. “We will have to do something about that later,” She said with a slight laugh. “But right now, we need to get you ready.” Without another word, she reached out, grabbed Alex’s shirt, and began pulling it over his head.

“What!?, But…” Alex stuttered. “I don’t…I don’t even know your name.” He said, his voice muffled through the shirt he was now tangled in.

“Hold still,” the redhead scolded as she managed to get his shirt off him. “I’m Giselle, and I’ll introduce you to the other girls later, but we have a lot to do.” She said as she began unbuttoning his pants.

“Hey!” Alex said, trying to stop her, though he would have been doing his best to help her under any other circumstances. Giselle gently but firmly slapped his hands out of the way. “Honestly, you are such a wiggler, but some guys like that.” This comment caused Alex to freeze up, which enabled Giselle to get his pants down. Stripped to his underwear in front of a beautiful woman, Alex’s member began to stiffen despite his self-consciousness. Giselle made quick work of his underwear, even with him at half-mast. She then ushered him into a chair, where she immediately began selecting a wide array of makeup from a desk stand.

“I have to wear makeup?” Alex asked.

“Of course you do, silly. All girls wear makeup, now, hold still.” She immediately began dapping powders onto his face, poking and prodigy him to get him to sit the way she wanted as she worked. By the time she pinched his face in one hand so she could apply bright red lipstick to the O, his mouth had formed; a few other girls had entered the room and started to get ready. The room was soon filled with the girl’s chatter and some giggling whenever they looked at Alex. Having completed their own makeup, the first two girls came over and joined Giselle. Both girls had brown hair, and Alex soon learned their names were Maria and Maya. Maria was short but very curvy in all the right places. On the other hand, Maya was of average height with a heart-shaped face and a lusty voice.

Maria started on Alex’s nails, quickly gluing on long fake ones and using some curing device to speed up the drying process. She commented matter of factly as she worked. “We will have you grow your nails out, but for now, these will suffice,” Alex said feebly that he wouldn’t be here that long, but Maria ignored him, and he realized he wasn’t sure exactly how long he would need to do this for. Meanwhile, Maya, who had taken to pushing her breasts deliberately up against the back of his head, had taken curly black hair extensions and started weaving them into place into Alex’s hair. She kept brushing her breasts against him so that he was sure to feel the barbell piercings through her bare nipples, and the sensation drove him wild. Alex grew rock hard, and Maya made rather a show of bending over his shoulder and looking down at his cock. “Girls, I think someone is rather enjoying her makeup session.”

All the girls laughed at this, and Alex blushed red and tried mumbling a denial. The girls only laughed harder as they went about their work, and precum glistened at the tip of Alex’s cock. Giselle, upon seeing Alex’s dripping cock, said, “Oh, we can’t have that now. She will make a mess and ruin her new panties.” The girls laughed again, and Maria popped up, saying brightly. “Oh, don’t worry, I have something for this. I’m done with her nails anyways. I’ll go and get it.” she disappeared to somewhere Alex could no longer see her. Wondering what on earth Maria could be getting, Alex shifted in his chair, trying to turn his head to see, but Giselle reached out a hand and readjusted him. “Hold still. I don’t want to jab you in your pretty eyes accidentally,” she told him as she ran eyeliner through his lashes. “You have such long lashes for a….girl like you. I’m a bit jealous, to be honest.”

Alex flushed red again, but his embarrassment at this comment was nothing compared to what he felt when Maria returned. From behind him, he heard Maya comment softly in her husky voice. “Ohhhhh, that’s purrrfeecct.” Maria giggled in response. “Yeah, I bought it for my boyfriend, and I’ve made him wear it a few times, but luckily for him and Alexandria here, it’s currently not in use. Alex’s nervousness continued to mount as the girls giggled again. Maria came around the chair quickly and kneeled down in front of it, her face practically between Alex’s legs. Alex started and tried to look at the object in Maria’s hand, but Maya pulled on his wig, jerking his head up slightly as she continued to pin the wig in place. Maria took hold of Alex’s cock with deft hands causing him to jump a little in the chair and receive another admonishment from Giselle. Alex was now painfully hard as Maria handled his cock. She giggled from between his legs. “This won’t work with you so hard,” and she began firmly flicking the head of his cock with her finger. It wasn’t overly painful, but enough so that Alex momentarily lost his hard-on. He felt an odd sensation, the touch of materials to his cock and balls as Maria’s hands worked fast. She slipped something over the head of his cock and bent it back between his legs, and when she took her hands away, his cock was held in place.

Maya finally loosened her grip on his now much longer hair to let Alex look down. When he did, he was shocked to find some sort of plastic device around his balls and covering his cock, keeping everything pinned back and up between his legs. All the girls oohed and ahhed appreciatively. Maria chirped happily this will keep the new girl from making too much of a mess while the clients are using her and help smooth out the bulge in her new panties. Alex just stared at his transformed cock, realizing that Maria had locked the device shut and was now spinning the key on one finger lazily. Before he could even comment on the fact that he was now wearing another man’s chastity device and that he couldn’t take it off without Maria’s help, the girls were pulling him out of the chair and pushing him over to several clothing racks.

The girls stood Alex in front of a mirror, and Giselle began pulling clothes off the racks for him to try on. Meanwhile, Maria was busying herself with finding him the perfect set of lingerie to wear. Maya stood behind Alex as they looked at his mirror reflection. Maya’s reflection smirked back at him, and he felt her hand run down his back and onto his ass, her nails digging into his cheek, one finger slipping deftly between his cheeks and pushing at his backdoor. He jumped a bit, and she leaned in and whispered into his ear. “Before the night is out, my finger will be the smallest thing to enter your ass.” She pushed it in slightly as she said this before withdrawing it. Alex went up onto the balls of his feet as she did, yet despite himself, her touch aroused him, which hurt as his dick tried to get hard again but only pushed in vain against the chastity device he now wore.

Maya grinned more fiercely at him in the mirror, yet Giselle and Maria either didn’t notice or didn’t care. Maria found a lacey set of red panties with a large opening at the back, clearly meant for the wearer to engage in anal without removing them. She had Alex stepping into them with a few quick prods. Then she pulled them up into place while Maya produced a set of falsies and began using adhesive tape to attach them to Alex’s chest. Alex tried to adjust to all the new sensations, and as Maria slid the panties into place, he had to admit, even if only to himself, that the soft material felt good against his skin. Again his dick struggled to get hard but couldn’t, and he shifted uncomfortably. Maya finished her work with his new tits, and before he could even get a full look at them in the mirror, Maria was obstructing his vision as she pulled a matching red bra into place over them. While she did this, Giselle began pulling ripped black tights over his legs and finished the ensemble with a loose white shirt that was so thin everything was visibly through it and so short that it didn’t even come down past Alex’s belly button.

The women stepped back to admire their work, and Alex was yet again stunned by what he saw. In the mirror, looking back at him, was a woman with long dark curly hair, full cheeks, and lips with bright red lipstick and nails that matched the red bra poking out of her white shirt and visible through the material. The woman had a decent set of tits, big enough to be a handful but not so huge as Giselle’s. The front of her assless red panties, completely visible under the torn black sheer tights, contained only the hint of a bulge but was otherwise almost completely smooth. Alex’s mouth fell open in an almost comical red-painted O, and the girls laughed. Maria said loudly, “Remember that position Alexandria; it will make your first night much easier.” All the girls in the room laughed this time.

The slender, curvaceous blonde that had partnered with Giselle the last time Alex had been to the brothel entered the room. Looking up from a clipboard, she nodded approvingly at Alex. “That will do.” She said matter of factly. Giselle put on an extensive fake pout. “Hey, Ava, we worked hard on her.”

“Yes, well, now it’s the client’s turn to work her hard. Alexandria, you’re in room two. Go in there, do whatever the client requests, and someone will come to let you out when it’s time to pack up.” Ava said matter of factly to Alex.

Alex stood there frozen, almost forgetting what all this was leading up to. Giselle and Maya each took an arm and began playfully pulling him back into the hall. Maria ran ahead of them to get the door to Alex’s room. The rest of the women called out taunts and jeers that Alex didn’t understand in his panic. Maria opened the door to Alex’s room, indicated the entrance with one hand, and bowed as if she were a butler pointing the way. This antic got another round of laughter from the trio as Maya and Giselle, half pushed, half dragged Alex into the room.

Alex had seen this rooms before, from behind the one-way viewing mirror in the room, and it dawned on him that one of the patrons may pay to watch him getting fucked by another client. Each room was a little different, but they all had a bed and a one-way mirror. This room had been decorated with many bright lights and textured rugs, pillows, and blankets. Giselle and Maya set him down on the bed. Maya squeezed his arm tightly before letting him go. “Be sure to squeal loudly. The clients tend to like that.” She said, laughing.

Maria chuckled at this and responded. “I don’t think you have to worry about that, Maya. Not much chance of her not squealing the first several times.” Giselle leaned over, her tits in Alex’s face, and gently kissed him on the forehead. “Try to enjoy it, love.” She said, and the trio left the room in another burst of giggles.

Alex was left alone as the girls closed the door behind them. He sat on the bed in a fog of nerves and, though he didn’t want to admit it, underlying excitement. This moment was too much. He couldn’t go through with this, could he? Maybe it wasn’t too late to talk to Madam Rosa and try and work something else out. Just then, the main door clicked as the bouncer let a client into the room. He quickly shut the door, and a young man in a well-made suit entered. Not even looking at Alex, he said. “On your knee’s slut” and began unfastening his cufflinks to set them on a side table. Not knowing what else to do and how else to respond, Alex slipped slowly off the bed and onto his knees, his nerves jangling and what he knew was coming next.

The young man crossed the room to stand before Alex, his crotch almost directly at Alex’s eye level. “Unbutton my pants.” The young man commanded. Alex reached up slowly as if in a dream, and with fumbling fingers, undid the button on the man’s pants, he nervously pulled down the zipper to expose the man’s boxers. “Pull it out.” The man said. Alex hesitated, and the man repeated, “Pull it out.” Alex reached up again with long painted nails and slipped his hand into the man’s boxers to grasp his dick. The first dick, other than his own, that Alex had ever touched. As he pulled the man’s cock free of his fly, the man tangled one hand up in Alex’s now long, curly hair and held Alex’s head still as he pressed his cock against Alex’s lips, smearing Alex’s lipstick. Alex opened his mouth to say something, and the man pushed his cock all the way into Alex’s mouth and began vigorously jerking Alex’s head up and down the length of his shaft by Alex’s hair.

Alex choked and sputtered on the man’s cock, smearing it with his red lipstick, and his massacre began to run as his eyes watered, but it was over quickly. The man held Alex’s head in place as he spurted a salty load down Alex’s throat. Unable to do anything else, Alex swallowed the mess to get air, and the young man released him. The man surveyed Alex for a moment, makeup smeared, gasping for breath, hair disheveled, and soon the young man began to grow stiff again. “Bend over the bed.” The young man commanded. Alex stood up and bent over the bed, still not knowing what else to do, still processing that he had just given his first blowjob. He knew what the young man was going to do to him next. Alex’s chin rested against the soft fabric of the bed as he stared forward into the one-way mirror. He thought, even though he knew he couldn't, that he could almost see someone on the other side watching him as the young man took Alex in the ass, and just as Maria predicted, Alex squealed when the young man impaled Alex on his cock. Just like Maya predicted, the young man liked it, and just like Giselle suggested, Alex enjoyed it.


The End

Mistress Wicket hopes you have enjoyed reading Sissified Voyeur. If you found this material particularly Satisfying, Mistress Wicket would like you to leave a positive review and check out her other stories for all your femdom and sissy needs.
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