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Iclose my eyes for a moment, recalling the details of the advert. When I read it, I felt like I was the perfect candidate for the job, my whole body filling with excitement and wonder. Even now as I’m standing in front the massive oak door, looking at the intricate patterns, I can’t help but feel the butterflies do a crazy dance inside my belly. I’m not normally the nervous type, but this job pays way too much for me not to be just a little bit scared.

It’s not like I have to sell my body or anything, mind you. I think that would make it a completely different game. I’m only here to housesit, and we all know nothing ever happens when you are on your own in a strange house, right? I will make sure not to burn the house down and get a bad reputation for the owner. And voila, I have the tuition fees for the whole year ahead.

Yep, no kidding. One week of staying in a luxury mansion, maybe do a little bit of cleaning (and way more relaxing on the big-ass sofa which I assume they have in their enormous living room), and I have earned enough for this term, with enough left over to keep me going for the rest of the year, even if this is the only job I take on. I was a bit skeptical at first, sure, but looking at the house now, I understand. The people who live here must have tons of money.

Okay, Sean, you can do this.

I take a deep breath, giving myself the necessary pep talk, and finally ring the bell. It took me exactly five minutes of hesitation, but it will all pay off in the end. Hopefully, in more than one way. But when Lynn opens the door with a cheeky grin on her beautiful face, all my previous thoughts vanish. I no longer care about the house. I even feel a little bit sad that she won’t come with it.

She beams at me, holding out a hand and I shake it. Her hand is so soft and delicate the warm smooth skin feels like a gentle kiss as it brushes against mine; and she smells of coconuts and pineapples - my favorite. Her tanned skin is clad in a provocative and suggestive white blouse. Yep, it isn’t helping that the top two buttons are leisurely popped open and she is wearing a red lace bra underneath (which is fully visible, due to the thin and slightly transparent fabric).

‘Well, hello there. Would you like to come in?’

Oh, I would love to come in a few things alright.

My thoughts run wild for a moment, but luckily, I manage to control my gaze, so it only momentarily travels down her black pencil skirt and her shapely legs. And those black heels… I gulp, looking deep into her deep blue eyes. Thankfully, my lips still work independently of my brain, which seems to have traveled into my trousers.

‘Hey, of course. I must admit, the pictures didn’t do this place justice.’

I want to add that her voice didn’t do her any justice either, but I’m too busy looking at her shapely ass as we move inside. I hear her speak, but it takes me a while to regain my focus. I frown when she suddenly stops in front of a door, realizing that she was giving me a quick tour of the house. Or was trying to anyway.

‘So, this is the master bedroom. Feel free to use it, although it has all my personal stuff in it at the moment.’

I nod, not thinking much of it. I guess I will have plenty of time to do the tour by myself later. For now, I steal a glance or two at this gorgeous woman. Although our time is limited, I can’t help but imagine her without those designer clothes on. Another stray idea comes to mind, but I brush it off for now. Because it’s too naughty to put into words. I clear my throat.

‘I see. Are there any rules I need to be aware of?’

I ask as nonchalantly as I can, and she looks up at the ceiling, pursing her full and sensual lips. I glance down at them, biting my own, wishing I could be tasting hers. Any of her lips, for that matter. A groan escapes me and her eyes find mine. With raised eyebrows she shakes her head slowly. Why do I have a feeling that now she is the one eyeing me up? Uh, I will definitely need a cold shower later.

‘Not really. Just don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.’

She winks at me, and I want to say that I don’t know what she wouldn’t do, but I guess that’s the point. She is making it loud and clear that she is a fun girl (sorry, woman). Judging by her full breasts and the way her hip sways, I would place her somewhere between thirty and thirty-five. A bit older than me, but that never stopped me before. If anything, I was always popular with older women. Not to mention that they always had a few new tricks up their sleeves or up their…

‘Well, it was lovely to meet you, Sean. Please make yourself at home. I will be calling in a few times, just to make sure you are settling in okay. If that’s fine with you?’

She is looking at me with those gorgeous sea-colored eyes, that seem to change color the deeper I fall into them. I wish I met her under different circumstances, because then I would be taking her into her bedroom, having my way with her. Or letting her have her way with me, whichever she would prefer. But no, I need to stay professional. That damn college fee! I gulp again, holding out a hand for her to shake.

‘That’s cool, Miss Brake. It’s not like I won’t be here to answer the phone.’

She giggles like a schoolgirl, shaking my hand.

‘Please call me Lynn. Right, I’m off.’

I sigh at her choice of words, watching her delicious backside as she walks out the door. The lock clicks and I’m on my own. I glance down at my cock, which has grown so hard it’s nearly painful during this little interlude. I smile to myself, a cheeky thought popping into my mind. I wait a few moments, just in case, then open the door to Lynn’s bedroom. The rest of the house can wait.
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Ifully intended to masturbate in her en-suite bathroom and get rid of my raging boner, resting one hand on the cool marble tiles, while thrusting my cock into the other one. I really did. But I just couldn’t help it. One of her black lace bras was laying on the queen-sized bed and my plans changed instantly. My cock grew even larger, painfully straining and drooling against my khaki briefs.

I close my eyes for a moment again, contemplating my options. I could still jerk off, maybe taking one of her panties with me, rubbing my cock against the delicate, soft fabric. It sounds like a tempting thing to do. Or I could simply have a cold shower, then look around the house for something to kill the time with.

I glance down at my cock, but he isn’t too helpful. I pop the top button to ease some of the tension, and I can finally breath. Although I find it extremely hard to move around this way, so I take the trousers off, touching it them it was a nasty thing. Well, compared to the material of that bra, they are nasty and rough.

Oh, fuck it…

I walk up to the bed, getting rid of my boxers, too. The t-shirt follows suit, and I’m standing in Lynn’s bedroom, stark naked now, with my cock standing to attention.

So, attention it is.

With a sigh I pick the bra up, place it on my cock, beginning to rub it up and down my shaft. The friction from the lace sends a shiver down my spine and and electrifying every inch of my skin. I bite my lower lip again. I go faster, then slow down, masturbating with Lynn’s bra, imagining her fingers wrapping around my cock.

I almost bring myself to the brink of orgasm, when a sudden thought makes me wonder what else she’s got. I mean, surely, a bra isn’t the best thing to jerk off with, right? My cock pulsates, I’ve never been so excited and aroused in my whole life. I’ve never done anything like this before. Somehow, looking through a stranger’s lingerie drawer makes me feel so naughty, yet so alive. As if this was always meant to be.

And then I find it. There is luxurious silk, soft cotton and rough leather. Anything and everything you could want or desire. I have always been fond of trying out different materials. Feeling the weight and texture of them against my sensitive skin, just thinking about the cool smooth silk or the delicate lace against my rigid cock, the thought of my cum all over her expensive panties is nearly enough to push me over the edge.

I never experimented with women’s lingerie before. But now, while I’m running my hand along the exquisite and beautiful pieces, my mouth goes dry in sheer anticipation. If I could only…

No, I shouldn’t, and yet…

You know that moment when the devil is sitting on your right shoulder, urging you to do something you know you shouldn’t (but something you very much want to do), and the angel is perked up on your left shoulder, in all his glory, warning you against it? Yep, this is one of those moments.

Unfortunately, I’m not the one in charge here anymore. My cock is. I sigh again, finally realizing that I have all the time in the world. I have exactly six days to enjoy this. Six, because it leaves me one to put everything back where it belongs, cleaned and dried. Only I will know what went down in between.

Feeling aroused beyond belief, excited and a little bit dangerous, I pull the first item that grabs my attention out of the drawer. It’s a lovely pink lace baby-doll, with matching pink lace panties and a red garter belt. True, I will have to adjust that a tiny bit, but that shouldn’t be an issue.

I slide my hand over the material, touching every intricately-sewn flower and dot. I love the see-through design, too, and I can’t wait to have it on my skin. Like a kid in a candy shop I pull the panties up into place, trapping my hard, weeping cock inside. It’s a lovely cage to be in, though.

The material is light and breezy, caressing my skin. As I move, the slight friction intensifies the sensations, and my cock twitches with every movement. I can feel precum ooze onto the material, creating a cool, yet warm sensation.

I put the baby-doll on in no time, marveling at the feeling it gives me. I look in the full-length gilded mirror, admiring the view. Somehow, looking at myself wearing Lynn’s clothes turns me on even more. It’s like a dream came true. A dream I never knew I had, but one that probably has been lingering in the background ever since I saw my stepsister in her nightgown when I was fourteen. I didn’t dare sneak into her room though.

I turn around, looking at my ass that’s barely covered by the see-through panties. And then I frown. Something is missing. I find a pair of clip on pearl earrings and a matching set of pearls that I place around my neck, but still… It takes me a while, but I finally find what I’m looking for. A pair of red 5-inch heels. I have no idea why Lynn would have a pair in my size, because her tiny, exquisite feet didn’t look more than a size 5, but I decide not to ponder on that too much.

I am so engrossed in trying the heels on that I don’t hear the door opening, nor do I realize that Lynn is standing right behind me. I take my time fitting the heels, wobbling slightly in them. It’s not until I straighten my back that I see her standing behind me, her smile reflected in the gilded mirror. I gasp as she moves closer.

‘Well, well, what have we here. Someone has been really naughty, I see.’

She purrs, walking up behind me. I try to turn around, but her hand snakes around my body, cupping my erection through her pink lace panties.
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‘Um, what are you doing Miss… oh for the love of…’

She stands on tiptoe, biting and nibbling my earlobe. Hard. In the meantime, her delicate hand is working its magic on my cock, rubbing up and down slowly. The pink lace panties are in her way, of course, and it’s driving me wild with desire.

‘Well, I could easily ask you the same question, couldn’t I? And I told you to call me Lynn.’

To drive her point home, she bites down on my ear again, licking the sensitive skin to soothe it. Her left hand is on my nipple, twisting every time I hiss or start to say something. I soon learn the lesson, deciding to switch tactics.

‘Sure, Lynn. I’m sorry I… holy shit…’

She slides her hand inside the panties for a moment and my breath hitches. I close my eyes in anticipation, fully expecting her to jerk me off. Well, not that any of this is expected, and now I can screw the money (literally), but what the hell? When this blonde goddess is touching my cock in this sensual way, I don’t care about anything else. I feel another bite, another twist before her hands leave my cock. The now neglected member jerks in annoyance, and I huff in irritation.

‘Sugar, you need to do as I say for this to work. I’m your employer, remember?’

Oh, so money is still on the table then. Not that I’m sure how I feel about that, but I nod anyway. Her delicate, tiny hand cups my massive erection once again, moving up and down my shaft through the pink lace panties. My eyes are still closed, and this way the sensations are so intense that I almost come. She pats my balls gently, but still causing a tiny jolt of pain.

‘Open your eyes. I want you to watch me jerk you off all dressed up like a pretty little sissy’

I have no idea what she means but I obey, being too aroused and scared to refuse. This woman is doing things to me I never knew were possible. I look into the gilded mirror, watching as my cock moves with every movement of her expert fingers as she slides them firmly up and down my entire length. And then she grabs hold of my dick, increasing the pace.

I gasp when she releases my nipple from her iron grip and moves her finger to her luscious cunt. She begins fingering herself, her moans matching mine, while she is jerking me off. Her eyes never leave mine, well, at least in the reflection, and I watch as she suddenly pulls her fingers out from underneath her pencil skirt and brings them up to my mouth.

‘Now suck, like a good sissy.’

I obey, closing my eyes in pure ecstasy. She tastes sweet and musky, and I must admit, this is turning me on more than anything ever has. Right about now, I would do just about anything if she asked me to. She pulls her fingers out of my mouth and I open my eyes in time to watch as she brings them to her own lips, sucking on them like she would on a lollypop – or the way I wish she would on my cock.

I watch with hooded eyes as she moves her hand to my torso, running it along the lines of the baby-doll. Her eyes travel down my pink lace-clad body, and I must admit that my muscles look amazing under the sheer fabric. This is so wrong, yet so right that it takes all I have not to come right there and then. But when her eyes flick to my red 5-inch heels, licking her lips and pulls the suspender away from my leg, letting it fall back with a sting, I completely, irreversibly lose it.

My cock spurts hot cum into her panties, and the hot-cold sensation of my cock being trapped almost makes me go over the edge once more. My cum trickles down the side of my leg and she removes her hand from my cock, a triumphant look in her eyes. I gulp, suddenly feeling embarrassed, but still aroused. Lynn smiles at me and I try to turn around again, but she holds up a hand.

‘Not so fast. I want you to keep looking into that mirror. We haven’t finished yet.’

She smirks at me and I smirk back, raising an eyebrow.

‘We haven’t?’

She shakes her head, giving me the once over. The mixture of the natural high my recent orgasm brought on; the way my still semi-hard cock looks, dripping cum into the pink lace panties and already stirring for another round; and the hungry look in her eyes makes me want to fuck her till she screams my name over and over again. But she clearly has different plans. She bites her lower lip, running her hand along my sides, making me shudder. My cock twitches, craving her attention, too. She looks at it for a moment, then laughs. The sound is pure torture. She walks up to her nightstand, and I watch her delicious ass wiggle, thinking of all the ways I will make her beg for mercy. Still with her back to me she says nonchalantly:

‘You know, my business trip got cancelled, so I don’t really need a house-sitter anymore.’

My heart sinks instantly, but not because of the lack of payment this time.

‘You don’t?’

I curse myself for only being able to talk in monosyllables, but hey, she just caught me in her lace baby-doll, then jerked me off while I was still wearing it. Hell, I’m still wearing it, for fuck’s sake. I think I’m allowed to feel a bit uneasy and vulnerable. She shakes her head again, turning back towards me. She is hiding both her hands behind her back, the position putting enough strain on the poor abused materials stretching over her enormous breasts she pops another button on her shirt. I gulp.

‘I don’t. So, here’s the deal: you have two options, but be really careful what you decide to do, because both will have severe and irreversible consequences.’

Her tone is serious, but she has a mischievous glint in her eyes. I raise an eyebrow, answering in a slightly mocking tone:

‘Is that so? What are my two options then?’

She takes a step closer, her hands still behind her back. Her bra brushes against the fabric of the baby-doll on my back and I groan. She chuckles.

‘You could leave right now, if that’s what you wanted. Of course, in that case, I would need to tell everyone about what you just did. But I don’t think you would want that.’

She reveals one of her hands, running it down my stomach, all the way to my pubic hair.

‘And what’s the other option?’

She beams at me, grabbing my cock.

‘You stay and become my sissy for a week. You get full payment in both cases, of course, but this one would be pleasurable, too.’

I smirk at her reflection, thinking it’s a non-brainer (not that I could use my brain right now, anyway). If this afternoon was anything to go by it doesn’t sound too hard. Actually, it’s something I think I would enjoy. I glance at her gorgeous lingerie collection, nodding before I know what exactly it is that I’m agreeing to. But if I get to fuck her, it doesn’t matter.

‘Awesome! Now, first things first…’

She says, producing the thing she was holding in her hand all along. I gasp at the plastic strap-on dangling from her fingers.

‘Surprise!’

She exclaims and I feel like fainting. My mouth is so dry I’m not sure my words reach her, but I try anyways:

‘I thought we were going to have sex now…’

I say sheepishly and she laughs, smacking my cock. My whole body jerks in response.

‘Don’t be silly. Sissies don’t get to fuck their mistresses. They get fucked.’

And with that, she produces a bottle of lube from the nightstand. She motions for me to get on the bed, still facing the mirror.

Oh, boy, what have I gotten myself into?
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Ihave never been so humiliated in my entire life. Within half an hour, I basically was caught red-handed, came in my pants (or in a stranger’s pink lace panties, to be precise), and now, with dried cum on my lace-clad thighs, I’m waiting to be fucked. And not the way I’m used to, either.

‘Just relax, sissy. Otherwise I will have to punish you. And don’t forget to keep looking into that mirror.’

I do as I’m told, completely mystified by the way Lynn is turning me on. I’m still wearing the red heels, and the whole outfit – lace (cum-covered) pink panties, the matching baby-doll, and the garter belt with the red suspenders. Oh, I almost forgot the newest additions: a cock ring (outside the panties, to make it even tighter and more intense), and a set of nipple clamps. Trust me, I have used these before, but never, not in my wildest dreams did I imagine a woman ever using them on me.

‘You aren’t paying attention. Again. Now I need to punish you.’

She purrs into my ear, biting down gently. Okay, this isn’t too bad. I can handle this. But before I know what her real plan is, she moves back behind me, pushing my (or rather, her) panties aside. This in turn moves my cock and I cry out in a mixture of pain and pleasure, as the cock ring tightens around my balls.

‘Please, mistress, I can’t take anymore.’

I pant, trying to play along with her little game. It is humiliating, but for some weird reason, I am more aroused than ever. Even the idea that she is about to fuck me in the ass is alluring. I know it sounds outright wrong, but I want her to claim me. I want her to do all those things to me that you only see in movies. I want to try hot wax dripping onto my cock, or licking her out, wearing one of her dresses. Apparently, if I’m a good enough slave, she will let me have one of my secret fantasies come true.

‘We haven’t even started yet.’

She purrs, pouring the cold lubricant onto my ass, smearing it around. She spares my hole though, and I whimper, involuntarily raising my hips, so she has a better access. Her laughter fills my senses and she reaches to the front, pulling on the chain that connects my nipple clamps. I hiss, biting my lower lip to prevent me from crying out in pain once again.

‘I will be the one who decides when I fuck you. Understood?’

I nod, and she slaps my ass. Hard.

‘Yes, mistress. I’m sorry.’

I whimper, and she soothes my aching skin. Without any warning, she pushes a finger inside my asshole. I close my eyes as her finger moves in and out, a burning sensation making me clench my inner muscles. She suddenly stops, whispering gently into my ear:

‘Relax and be a good sissy. I will reward you handsomely. Now open those cheeks for me.’

I obey, pulling my ass apart, and she pushes a finger in once again. This time it slides in and out easily, and when she inserts another one, I moan loudly.

‘That’s it. Now get ready for me.’

I half-expect her to make me beg for it, but what she does next shocks me and knocks the breath out of me. Holding my ass with one hand, fisting her strap-on with the other, she enters me in one smooth motion. My whole body jerks and I cry out in pain. She shakes her head slowly, pushing in to the hilt. And then, without any further notice, she pulls out completely. Despite the pain and the weird sensation of being filled to the brim, I miss feeling her inside me. I want to be fucked by her again and again.

‘Please, miss…’

I say, but she shakes her head again, moving to my front. Holding the chain that connects my nipple clamps in her hand, she pulls me towards the bathroom. I feel like my nipples will fall off, but I am too scared to make a sound. I know that I need to do whatever she tells me to in order to have the best sex of my life. And honestly? I can’t wait to see (and feel) what sort of sweet torture she has in store for me next…
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