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Last night Michael had his first taste of true submission. His girlfriend, Beth, had found some of his porn on the laptop and decided to help her boyfriend act out these kinky fantasies. She had handcuffed him to the wall and forced him to deepthroat a massive strap-on before jerking him off and using the cum to cover the strap-on, again shoving it down his virgin throat and blackmailing him into swallowing his huge load, having secretly videotaped the entire thing. She emailed herself a copy of the video at an email address that Michael didn't know about, giving him no hope of ever deleting the video. She promised she wouldn't ruin his life, but it was undeniable that she had absolute power to make him do whatever she wanted now, and she soon she would be wielding that power to its full extent. To top it all off, she had locked him in a chastity belt before releasing him, so she also had power over his orgasms and could not only deny him pleasure at will, but make sure that any orgasm he did have would produce buckets of hot sticky cum, having plenty of time to build up between ejaculations.

Michael had the day off work, but Beth was not so lucky. She got up early, trying not to disturb her sleeping boyfriend, and got everything prepared. She was all ready to leave, so she finally wrote a small note, left it on the tiny parcel next to the bed, have Michael a soft kiss on his cheek and went away for work. Michael heard the car pull out of the drive. Deciding to enjoy a nice lazy day, he turned over and went back to sleep for a couple of hours.

Michael slowly opened his eyes, rousing from a dream that replayed the incredible experience of his girlfriend making him into her bitch last night. He loved it. He lay in bed for a minute, watching the shadow of the tree outside the window play across the white ceiling as the sunlight streamed in past it. He absent-mindedly looked around the room, daydreaming, when his eyes landed upon a small box near the door. Curious, he rolled out of bed and walked over to it, noticing that it had been beautifully wrapped in shiny red paper. He picked up the note that lay on top and read it aloud.

“Good morning Michelle, I hope you slept well after our fun last night. You've earned a rest, so I'll try not to wake you on my way out. I got you a little present, I want you to open this now and use it before I get home. It's for everything below your eyes. You'll see what I mean when you open it. Remember, if I'm not pleased with the results when I get home, I'm going straight to the computer. You know what I mean. All my love, Beth.” Michael looked at the present and wondered what she could possibly mean, “Only one way to find out I suppose.”

Carefully peeling the paper off, a plastic box revealed itself...it was a bright pink women's razor, complete with half a dozen extra blades. Not that he was a hairy guy, but he guessed that Beth intended Michael to be using this for quite some time over the coming weeks.

He got undressed for a shower and looked down at his body. He would look very different without any body hair, and there was quite a bit of it to get rid of. He sat and thought about the chances of someone noticing his bare skin, he wouldn't be able to take his shirt off or even wear shorts around other people. Then he remembered Beth's threat. The video of him taking her strap-on,  sucking his cum off its entire length and swallowing the entire load without hesitation. The thought of anyone seeing it made his heart race, and he realised he would have to use his new razor.

Methodically working over his entire body, Michael made sure there wasn't a trace of hair left. Face, armpits, forearms, chest, stomach, crotch, legs, and even around his ass, as he was sure Beth would get around to checking there at some point. A strap-on isn't just for sucking, after all. As he felt himself become hairless and smooth, his cock strained and tried to swell, but it was futile in the chastity belt. He could only manage a frustrating semi-hard effort before the cage stopped his cock growing any more.

That evening, Beth walked in the door with a spring in her step and a smile on her face. She found Michael waiting in the living room and wanted to see if he had indeed obeyed her.

“Strip!” 

Something in Michael was already fully committed to being her slave, and he automatically stood up and started removing his clothes without hesitation. As he took off each piece of clothing, Beth's smile grew wider. Now totally naked, Beth drank in his naked, hairless body, so pleased with herself for giving him the day to himself to do this instead of doing it to him herself.

“Good girl Michelle! I bet you loved getting rid of all that nasty hair, it's not right for a slut to be covered in hair! If you want to get the boys you have to look your best!” Beth gave Michael a wink as he started to blush, “Oh, you like the idea of getting the boys now? No need to be embarrassed honey, taking a cock feels great, and I know how much you enjoyed last night. Looks like your little clit is trying to burst out of that,” pointing at the chastity belt barely restraining his package.

“Well why don't we let it out for a minute before we go shopping,” said Beth, before taking a key from within her shirt, on a slim chain around her neck, and removing the lock, Michael's cock quickly swelling to its full glory now it had been removed from captivity. Beth got to her knees and began slurping on Michael's penis, greedily devouring it as waves of pleasure spread throughout her boyfriend. She ran her hands up his smooth legs, over his hairless balls, up around to his shaved ass and then back round to his shaft. After less than a minute, she sensed that he was on the edge. Slowing down, prolonging the edge, she was surprised how easy it was to get him to cum so fast. But cumming was not something Beth wanted Michael to do just now. After making him ride the edge for what seemed like an eternity, Beth took her mouth off Michael's dick, which twitched impotently in the air, dying for just a little more stimulation to let it release its boiling load.

“That's enough for now. I want you to be super horny when we're shopping. Now we just need to get this cage back on you...I guess we'll have to wait until that goes away,” said Beth, eyeing Michael's cock up and down as if it were suddenly an inconvenience. Michael smiled at the change in character that Beth was keeping up, and obediently waited until his penis deflated enough for Beth to cram it back into the chastity belt.

Michael drove the pair to the local shopping centre, the whole time Beth pawing at his crotch, frustrating him and making him want to stop the car and fuck her then and there, but he was wearing the chastity belt and Beth had left the key at home, so he could only concentrate on the road and hope he would get release later that night.

Hand in hand, the couple wandered through the shops, Michael wondering if Beth was up to something or not. As usual, she dragged him into one of her favourite clothes shops. Going with the routine, Michael switched his mind off and started following her around, then snapped back to reality when he realised Beth was staring at him. 

“Did you ask me something?”

“No, I was just waiting for you to start paying attention, because we're not shopping for me. We're shopping for you. Don't look so shocked, I told you that you're my sissy slut, and I expect you to dress like one. We need to get you some slutty lingerie, and some nice revealing dresses...maybe some high heels and boots, and we have to get you a wig! And makeup!”

Beth was really getting caught up in the idea, and Michael made noises of protestation, but secretly the idea of being dressed up and given a makeover as a woman and forced to be Beth's personal sissy slut made him incredibly excited.

“Let's get these,” said Beth, having gone around the whole shop and with an armful of skimpy garments, “we can bring them back if they don't show of your figure properly, but next time you're going to try them on in the store. Don't try to argue, or I'll bring the shop assistant into the changing room when you're in the middle of changing and see what she thinks of my sissy boyfriend. Anyway, I said you don't have to do it this time so stop squirming.”

Stepping in line now that Beth was exerting her authority, Michael payed for all his new clothes and carried the bags out to the car, driving home with the thought of having to try on similar clothes while still in the store racing through his mind, terrifying him but turning him on at the same time. Part of him hoped that Beth would make him go through with it in the future.

As soon as they had walked in the front door, Beth snatched the bags of clothes and makeup and ran into the kitchen, spreading them all over the table. Picking out bits and pieces, she handed Michael an outfit, “Try these on,” while already unboxing a pair of black strappy high heels and getting all the makeup set out on the counter and placing a chair beside it. With Michael dressed, she ushered him into the seat, taking a quick step back to look at her boyfriend-turned-slut. She was pleased with her handiwork so far, and the clothes really made him look feminine. He was now wearing a red bra and matching thong, a frilly pink summer dress and some four inch high heels which he struggled to even stand in. Beth quickly got to work applying foundation, mascara, eye liner, blusher, lipstick and gloss before putting the flowing brunette wig on his head. Already very convincing, she opened a bottle of barbie pink nail polish and gave Michael two even coats on each nail, fingers and toes.

Pulling him to his unsteady feet, Beth admired the sexy girl who stood before her. Perhaps she had been a little heavy on the makeup, but she was going for the whore look anyway. She could feel her own juices almost dripping down her legs she was so wet, and she could tell by the look in Michael's eyes that he was as turned on as she was.

“Stay here,” Beth commanded as she ran to the bedroom to put on her cock. Running back into the room, she was now in only her underwear, with her massive penis bouncing between her legs, “OK slut, get this down your throat right now, and don't spoil your makeup. By the way, I'm going to be using this every time from now on,” placing her camera on the counter where it would get a full view of the kitchen, pressing the shutter button to start recording, “don't you dare try to argue, I still have that first video.” 

Michael did not dare try to argue. He hoped that he would get to see these videos some time, just thinking about the deepthroating from last night sent him crazy, actually watching it would be incredible. He dropped to his knees, struggling to sit comfortably with his heels digging into his ass, and opened his pink lips wide, ready to pleasure Beth's thick dildo. Excited by his willingness to please, Beth ran her fingers through the hair at the back of his head, gripping it firmly then forcefully sliding the full length of her cock into Michael's throat, pausing for a moment then fully withdrawing it.

“Good girl, I see you're learning well,” Beth purred, repeating this facial penetration several times before holding Michael's head against her crotch, grinding her dick down his throat and shivering with ecstasy when she felt Michael's tongue instinctively flick over her clit. Her juices ran down her leg as she approached her climax, but she wanted to prolong the anticipation. Withdrawing her dildo from her boyfriend, she panted, “Oh my God, you really are an amazing dick sucker...oh dear! Didn't I tell you not to mess up your makeup! Here you've gone and smudged that eyeliner! This just won't do, I was going to let you enjoy taking my cock into your mouth, but I think I'm just going to have to fuck your pussy instead. Now turn around so I can take you from behind like they slutty dog you are!”

Michael immediately complied, his dress sitting mid-thigh as he faced away from Beth on his hands and knees. Looking down, he noticed for the first time how striking his pink nails were, and the feminine feeling this gave him started his own juices flowing. Feeling the precum start to ooze from his flaccid cock in its cage made him hornier than ever, “Please mistress, fuck my virgin hole,” Michael could not believe what he was saying. What part of him had put that thought into his head? He immediately felt embarrassed and felt himself blush over his entire body.

“Don't worry, baby, I'm proud that you're letting your inner slut out. In fact, since you were brave enough to say that, and since you called me mistress, I'm going to let your clit out of its prison for this.”

With a small click, the padlock on the chastity belt came off, and the cage slowly came off Michael's cock, allowing it to swell within seconds and reach its full size, pointing straight at the floor as he remained steady in his submissive pose, “Now, where were we...” muttered Beth as she lifted up the bottom of Michael's dress and laid it over his back, exposing his shaven ass, ready to be penetrated for the first time by Beth's ever-rigid cock. She was enjoying this so much, she asked herself why they didn't do this earlier in the relationship. With a pulse of pleasure through her vagina, she knelt behind Michael and prepared to take his anal virginity.

Fortunately Beth had thought ahead, and had a bottle of lube in one of the bags on the table. She reached up, flipped open the lid with her thumb and poured a generous amount along the length of her shaft, finishing with a squirt straight onto Michael's puckered hole. She made sure her cock was coated all over, then took two fingers and lunged them straight into Michael's ass, making him gasp with the sudden invasion and the stretch he felt. She worked her fingers in and out, turned her hand to make sure everything had a good coating of lube, then moved up to three fingers. Michael took these easily she thought, so after a short period of finger fucking and watching as Michael produced a slow but constant stream of precum as she rubbed his prostate, she withdrew her hand and positioned the head of her cock at his entrance.

Beth slowly pushed her hips into Michael, watching intently as the entire length of her dildo slid easily into Michael, finally burying herself to the hilt within him, drawing ragged pants and groans from her boyfriend's bright pink lips, “Yes, yes, fuck me, Oh God, fuck your slut please mistress,” moaned Michael as he pushed his own body back against Beth's trying to take more of her dick inside him, precum flowing freely onto the floor.

Beth decided it was time to really put Michael through his paces. She withdrew all but the head and slammed the full length of the strap-on back into him, causing his cock to shake back and forth above the floor, sending trails of precum back and forth. She grabbed his hips more tightly and again and again rammed into him as hard as she could, living the sound of her body slapping against his smooth ass. She reached around below Michael and started stroking his shaft, feeling it twitch in her grasp as his prostate was stimulated with each forceful thrust into his tight sissy ass.

As she stroked harder and faster, she felt Michael's body tense up below her as his cock began to spasm hard. He let out a long, high moan as his cock unloaded load after load of thick cum straight onto the tile floor below him, the thrusting still punishing his ass making the orgasm fade and return in wave after wave, as if he were having multiple orgasms joined together. Finally, totally dry, the spasming stopped and Beth let go of his cock, still fully penetrating his ass. She gave him a minute to catch his breath.

“That's enough time for you to recover, now back that ass up, slut,” commanded Beth once again, inching herself back on her knees as she pulled Michael's hips back with her, reversing him slowly across the floor about two feet, “Now I'm going to keep fucking your slutty little ass with my cock, and you're going to clean up your mess and tell me how delicious it is.”

With that, Beth slowly started pumping in and out of Michael's ass, keeping a slow, steady pace now as his head slowly dropped to the huge puddle of cum below his face. He didn't know he could ever produce such a volume, and how he was being forced to lick it off the floor, and he knew he would have to consume every drop to satisfy Beth.

As Beth continued her ass fucking, Michael began to lap up his cum. It tasted different now that it wasn't on his girlfriend's cock...he actually enjoyed the taste, and knowing that he was licking up his own cum made his cock stay hard throughout. Eventually, after a lot of licking and tonguing the floor to make sure that he had left it clean, he had swallowed the full load. He could almost feel it filling up his stomach, “Thank you for allowing me to eat all my cum mistress,” he said, hoping that Beth would make this a repeat performance.

“You're welcome, whore. I'm so happy you've already blossomed into my little cumslut. Now, turn around and give mistress a blowjob to finish things off.”

Michael turned around quickly and saw the shiny cock, still coated in lube mixed with his ass, and hesitated for a moment. 

“I said suck it, sissy!”

Michael transitioned into subservience again, holding his mouth open while Beth plunged herself deep within him. He could taste the strawberry flavoured lube that she had used, and separate from that, he could taste his ass. Knowing that he was going ass to mouth excited him greatly, and he greedily sucked and licked the dildo, forcing its length down his throat so he could consume every inch of it. Knowing how to please Beth when she was wearing her strap-on, he took the entire cock into his throat and started to tongue her clit, loving the sensation of having his throat stretched as she moved her pelvis against his face, and before long she was quaking with orgasm as all the tension she had built up over the course of the day was finally released. 

At last, her orgasm subsided and she released Michael from her sexual embrace, allowing him to breathe again. Sitting flat on her ass on the kitchen floor, her strap-on flopped onto the floor, looking like a weapon that had truly been well used that day. Michael was exhausted, but still had the energy to crawl over the Beth and kiss her deeply, sharing the mixed tastes of the lube, his cum and his ass with her. She returned his kiss gladly, and was filled with satisfaction at her new sexual conquest in Michelle. She hadn't thought things would progress so quickly, but clearly Michael was as into this as she was. She relaxed into Michael's arms as she thought how she could move the rest of her plans forward, and really turn him into a cock sucking sissy slut...

cover.jpeg
S1ssy
BOYFRIEND

AMBROSE





