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Did I say I couldn’t wait? Yep, that was an understatement. My whole body is aching for Lynn’s touch, in whichever way she wants me. I watch her delicate ass sway as she sashes in front of me, opening the bathroom door.

‘Sit.’

She orders, letting go of the chain that’s connecting the two nipple clams she placed on me earlier. I nod, sitting down onto the closed toilet seat. She then smirks at me, brushing smooth blonde hair from her gorgeous face with perfectly manicured long red nails.

Oh, how much I wish I could touch her…

My cock twitches, straining against the cock ring as she bends down, deliberately giving me a full glimpse of her naked ass. Because, apparently, she isn’t wearing panties herself under her skirt.

Awesome.

As if my cock wasn’t aching enough, and the recent humiliation of being caught red-handed and then being fucked (although not enough, if I’m completely honest) wasn’t too much to handle, then this would be the cherry on top. A quite big and juicy one, too.

‘What do we have here… Ah, I know what I’m going to do with you.’

She purrs, but from my vantage point, it looks like her ass is talking. It takes me a moment to realize that she has swirled around, holding a razor in one hand and a bottle of pink nail polish in the other. I gulp, suddenly feeling more vulnerable than ever. I know I agreed that she can basically do whatever she wants with me, and I thought I was past the worst (and best bits). Clearly, I was wrong.

Sitting there, on the toilet seat, naked except for a cock ring, nipple clamps, heels, the pink baby-doll and the pink panties, I am waiting for my next punishment. And yet, I couldn’t be more excited. I watch, fascinated, as she prepares a small bowl of warm water, gently humming to herself. I want to laugh, because this seems like a ritual, and for a moment, the idea that she is here to sacrifice me to some pagan god does cross my mind.

But then I look at her face and know that’s not true. That’s just my fight or flight instinct kicking in. Because I’m finally living my ultimate fantasy, with an older (and extremely sexy and sensual) woman, who isn’t afraid of my many kinks. On the contrary. She seems to know about all of them, creating new ones along the way. How long has she been doing this? And does it even matter?

‘Okay, this might be a bit ticklish. Hold still.’

I gulp again, an electric shock running through my body when she rubs the shaving gel onto my legs, then pushes the razor down gently. Once she is happy with her work, she shaves my armpits, too. I blush, not entirely sure how I’m feeling about these new sensations, but when she runs a finger along my now bare shin, the smoothness feels arousing. I feel beautiful, and like I could conquer the world.

She sighs suddenly, biting her lower lip. She is even swaying her hips and I lick my lips in response. Lynn keeps glancing at my cock, and said part of me keeps letting her know that he’s ready for action. But she shakes her head, looking me deep in the eye coyly moving closer.

‘I decided to reward you, sissy-boy. Lay on your back on the floor.’

I obey as quickly as I can, albeit a bit clumsily. She doesn’t seem to mind though, stepping over my head, so I can have a perfect view of her naked ass and pussy this time. She positions herself, so that she can sit on my face, her back towards me. She lowers herself down, stopping a few inches away from my lips. It would be so easy to lash out with my tongue and…

My cock hardens to a painful degree, but I stifle a groan, because I want this so badly, I don’t want to do or say anything that would make her stop. Feeling bold, I do something I regret though: I grab her ass cheeks, pulling them apart slightly. She gasps, holding onto my thighs for balance.

‘Oh, yes! You can lick me out now, sissy-boy. But remember, that’s your reward, so I expect you to do it as if my pussy was a piece of candy you have been craving for months. Don’t disappoint me.’

‘I won’t.’

I whisper, blowing hot air onto her clit. She shivers and my tongue darts out to explore her folds. At first, I only circle around her sweet nub, watching as it increases in size with every lick. Slightly massaging her ass, I slowly increase the pressure of my tongue, and she moans. Loudly.

‘Enough of the games, sissy-boy. Now fuck me with your tongue.’

She orders, and I instantly place my mouth on her throbbing clit, sucking on it hard. She cries out in a mixture of pain and pleasure, screaming my name. I chuckle, the vibration sending shivers through her body. After all the humiliation, I finally have this piece of heaven. I can’t be doing a good job though, as she decides to punish me by slapping my balls.

Okay, so she wants me to follow specific instructions then. Fine by me. She doesn’t need to know that this has been what I wanted. Okay, not for months, but still… I lick her clit to say goodbye to it, moving onto her pussy lips. My tongue darts out once more, this time plunging into her wet opening.

‘Yes, sissy-boy. Just like that!’

She screams and I push in and out of her, using my tongue. In another bold moment, I replace it with my fingers, and she doesn’t seem to mind this time. I’m glad, too, paying attention to her clit again. With a mixture of blowing hot air onto the sensitive nub, to licking it and sucking (even biting) down on it, it doesn’t take me long to drive her crazy with want. She comes with such a force that it shakes her whole body, and I find myself grinning like an idiot. I did this, I gave her an orgasm, and I did all that in my cute pink outfit.

She pants for a few moments before regaining her composure, patting my thigh gently.

‘Right. Now onto the next thing on our to-do list. We have a lot to do before the party.’

I’m too afraid and too aroused to ask. I’m sure she will tell me anyway if it’s something I need to know.
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Apparently, the party isn’t something I need to worry about just yet. All I need to do (according to Lynn) is be there and look pretty. Her exact words, not mine. She even took me shopping, which both surprised and excited me. I have never bought lingerie, well, at least not for myself. And Lynn’s idea of a nice day out was definitely something I approved of, especially since I could make her orgasm earlier. I probably would have agreed to just about anything right now, even though I didn’t get an orgasm of my own.

In due time.

What she forgot to mention (among other things, I’m sure) is the fact that while shopping for luxurious and quite expensive lingerie, I’m not allowed to wear any. As in, I had to come to the shop with her, sitting through the entire drive in my pants, without any underwear. This might not have been an issue on its own, but her decision to leave the cock ring on wasn’t that much to my liking.

Now, standing in the booth, trying the purple corset and the matching panties on, I feel vulnerable again. I wonder how many times this sort of humiliation will kick my fight or flight instinct in. That proverbial angel on my shoulder and the other creature, the demonic one, have been arguing ever since we left her apartment. Should I be doing this? Am I doing it for the right reasons?

I come out of the booth, wobbling on the purple heels. I’m too afraid to ask how many inches they are. And, even though I’m a guy, I was never really interested in contests where petty men measured their own cocks, boasting about them. So, no, I have no idea how big my cock is. But judging by the look on Lynn’s face, it couldn’t be that bad.

‘Hmm. Not bad. But it doesn’t suit you as much as my baby-doll.’

I blush again as she gets up from the armchair and walks towards me, pursing her lips. She makes a tsk sound and my cock twitches, painfully straining against the cock ring once again. I can feel a few pairs of eyes on me and I feel the humiliation was over me like a cold bucket of water. But there is something else there, too. Something under it all. Excitement and pure joy.

‘I think it’s the color. You should be wearing pink. Here, try this.’

She hands me another outfit (the tenth one at least) and I nod, wobbling back into the booth. I run my hand through the seams of the corset one last time, taking my time undoing the laces at the back. I’m not too keen on staying in the heels though, so I get rid of them in no time flat.

‘Take your time. I want you to come out to me as a changed person. Do you think you can do that, sissy-boy?’

She purrs and I nod, even though she can’t see me. I look at my reflection in the mirror as I reply:

‘Yes, Mistress. I’m sure this will be it.’

‘Yes, I’m sure of that too.’

Comes the answer and I finally dedicate all my attention to the dress in front of me. Although it’s not something I would normally go for (not that I would go for women’s clothes quite often, but I have a feeling that will change in the near future), but it looks really cute with pink flowers sewn into the lace. It has a generous neckline and a silky bra and panty set. The bra is already filled up, so when I put it on, it actually looks like I have tits.

‘Wow.’

I whisper to myself when the soft and exquisite fabric touches my skin, skimming my bare (and now hairless) thigh. The top of the dress is pure lace, made out of the pink flowers. It’s partly see-through, like the baby-doll was earlier, but this one makes me look and feel especially sexy. Then there is the skirt that’s attached to it.

It’s silk, with a row of feathers at the bottom hem, around mid-thigh. The mixture of the rich silk and the ticklish feathers creates a perfect combination. And as I walk, the dress shimmies to the side. It’s almost as if I was in a fairy tale. The matching pink heels are modest, with a red bow on front. If they were yellow, they would look exactly like Snow White’s. I can’t help but feel like Cinderella though, because I think this will all end at midnight.

Well, it will end in 6 days’ time, so…

‘You can come out now.’

Lynn says a tad bit impatiently, and I know I have outstayed my welcome. With a swift motion I do the zipper up, relishing in the feel of all the different materials caressing my skin. I step outside, walking confidently this time, head held high. A guy looks at me from the next isle and I give him a smile and a nod. Lynn whistles, looking me up and down. She notices the commotion, too.

‘Well, well, what have we here.’

She walks around me again, running her finger through the different fabrics, starting with the lace flowers at my chest, then making her way down to my thighs, playing with the dark pink feathers.

‘It is perfect.’

She whispers before grabbing my cock through the dress, squeezing gently. I’m so glad she approves, and, apparently, my cock does, too.
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I’ve never been a huge fan of parties. I always thought they were boring gatherings where posh people could get drunk for free, being cheapskates. I had a theory that rich people stayed rich, because they lived off others’. Well, tonight, these sort of theories are thrown out the window.

Lynn’s party isn’t about getting drunk. I gulp as I watch the handsome waiter walk pass me, donning a pink bikini bottom, the back string of which is wedged between his ass cheeks. My eyes wander to the couples she invited. The women are all wearing expensive gowns, in all arrays of colors, while the men… Well, what can I say?

‘Are you having fun?’

Someone asks, and I nod, knowing too well that Lynn is watching me. She forbade me talking to people. I’m supposed to be sitting here, in the corner, waiting for her further instructions. If I’m honest, I’m too glad to argue. Partly because she finally took the cock ring off, and also because I’m not the only guy in a dress.

In fact, there are no guys who aren’t is a dress of some sort. The exquisite range of fabrics and colors is truly intoxicating. Somehow everyone managed to dress differently. I have counted twelve couples, all of them mingling in the dim light, listening to the soft lyrics of the music.

Everyone, except for me.

Maybe Lynn wanted to show off her new toy this way, sending the message to everyone: he is mine, and I will decide what to do with him and when. I must admit, the idea excites me, even though I feel ashamed and humiliated when someone looks my way. Their eyes don’t judge, but in my mind, I shouldn’t be here.

I shouldn’t be wearing this dress. My nails shouldn’t be painted, etcetera. I could come up with a thousand things I shouldn’t be doing right now, and another thousand things I shouldn’t feel. And yet, here I am, and here is my cock, straining against my pink panties once again.

The thought that they are mine is a heady one. I have never actually owned a pair of knickers before, let alone a dress. And this one fits me perfectly, too. And those shoes… Pride suddenly fills me as I look around the room. Yes, I believe I look as cute as Mr Adonis over there with his chiseled muscles trapped in that red corset. Or Mr Handsome with the dragon tattoo to my right. He has a beard, too, wearing a yellow tutu and white ballerina shoes.

As far as I can tell, there are two types. The ones who are being tortured by the strict corsets and ridiculously high heels (still looking very sophisticated and sexy, I must admit), and then there are those that are wearing an outfit similar to mine. A summer dress or an evening gown.

There don’t seem to be any rules, apart from the one Lynn gave me: don’t mingle, wait for instructions. I glance towards my tormentor and she gives me a wink. I smile at her timidly, averting my gaze quickly. I’m not sure whether I’m supposed to look at her or not, and the idea of possibly getting punished for it later goes to my head (and my cock).

There is slight commotion that I catch from the corner of my eye, and when I turn my full attention there, it’s not helping, either. Like at all. One lucky bastard has two women on his arm, and all three of them are giggling nervously. They walk up to one of the semi-hidden corners behind a floor lamp, its fluorescent light giving them an ethereal glow.

The blonde woman places a soft kiss on his neck, whispering into his ear. I watch eagerly as he takes a step back, folding his arms in front of him. He shifts from one leg to the other, too, which makes his ass sway under his white dress. In my mind’s eye, I picture him as a male version of Marilyn Monroe. He even got the dress right. All he is missing is the air that would blow his skirt up.

I lick my lips, unsure why. My mouth has gone dry suddenly, and my erection is more painful than when it was trapped in the cock ring. However, the two women soon get my attention. Blondie kisses the brunette, cradling the back of her neck with one arm, while moving the other hand to Brunette’s right breast.

Brunette moans into her mouth and I groan. This is like every guy’s fantasy. And they are doing it in front of everyone, nonetheless. I glance around, but nobody seems to be bothered by this. Some other couples are kissing as well, swaying to the soft and sensual music.

I turn back to the trio that captured my attention, and I’m not disappointed. Blondie has pulled Brunette’s straps down, so now her full, round breasts are exposed. Blondie leans in, sucking on a perky nipple. My cock twitches, when I notice that Mr Muscles is rubbing his own cock through his silky white dress while he is watching them. An idea is beginning to form in my mind, but I shake it away.

I am tempted to reach down and pleasure myself, and I almost do so, temporarily forgetting my predicament, when Lynn’s words pop to my mind as a warning. I can’t do anything, but be a witness to their pleasure. Anger suddenly flares up within me. When is she going to fuck me?

Brunette sinks into a chair, opening her legs wide, and Blondie dives in, fingering Brunette’s pussy while eating her out. Apparently, Brunette isn’t wearing anything underneath her sky-blue dress, and Blondie is quite pleased by that fact. And so is the guy. He is openly jerking off now, swaying on his heels a bit, head cocked to the side.

The mixture of their moans combined with Mr Muscle’s groans is a heady combination. I gulp, forcing myself to tear my gaze away and search Lynn. I want to ask for her permission, even though I’m not entirely sure what for. All I know is that I need release. I gasp when she winks at me. I have a feeling that she knows about my needs, too.
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Lynn’s eyes turn a shade darker, which means trouble. A big one as well, I know that much by now. I might have only been with her for less than 24 hours, but she definitely made them count. She walks up to one of the guys (well, actually, Mr Adonis in the red corset), whispering something in his ear. Her eyes never leave mine in the meantime, and now his attention is on me as well.

The man nods, then begins walking towards me, a huge smirk on his handsome face. I try to take in his features, from the black hair that falls down to his shoulder in soft waves, to the gorgeous blue eyes and the five-o-clock shadow on his chiseled chin. Of course, my eyes dart down to the red corset and the black flowing skirt that’s hiding his erection. Because I’m sure he has one.

He stops in front of me, towering over me and I gulp, straining my head to look up at him. Lynn walks past him, setting at a distance I’m not comfortable with, watching us. I’m not sure I’m comfortable with any of this.

‘So…’

He begins, blue eyes glinting mischievously.

‘I heard that you needed some help. May I?’

But before I could reply he drops to his knees, placing his hands on my knees. I am shocked, outraged even. And yet I’m unable to move. He looks deep into my eyes as his hands move an inch up along my shaved thighs, pushing the feathers along with them.

A groan escapes me, because the sensations are just too much. I glance at Lynn and she nods, giving me permission. But I’m not sure I’m ready to give myself permission. I didn’t even think this was what I wanted. But now, sitting here and looking into those gorgeous blue eyes, all I can think of is what would happen if (or when) his hands reached my cock.

His hands move up another inch and he cocks his head aside. The feathers tickle my thighs, and the silk makes my cock twitch, painfully aware of the effects this is having on me. All I can hope is that he doesn’t notice. I stare at his red décolletage, because I’m unable to look into his eyes anymore. They are too intense, too inquisitive. I’m afraid he will read my true desires if I keep staring into them for too long.

But I’m out of luck. Lynn ordered him to do something, the same way she gave me an order. I watch, both fascinated and terrified, as he lifts my skirt up, hooking it around my waist.

‘Hmm, very impressive.’

He purrs, licking his lips as he stares down at my cock. My cock replies, oozing precum at him. He chuckles. I have no idea what he is planning to do (or rather, what Lynn told him to do), but I don’t think I can wait too long to find out. And I don’t have to, either.

Without further warning, he hooks his thumbs under the side of my panties, then pulls. Hard. I hear a rip and my cock springs free. My mouth goes dry again as I watch the remnants of my pink panties hit the floor. The guy rubs my thigh for a second, and the feeling is intoxicating. I had many women touch me, and he hasn’t even reached for my cock yet, but his touch is different. There is something so wrong, yet so right in it that it’s driving me crazy. His hands are a bit rough, reminding me of my own. And yet, when he brushes his fingertips along the side of my cock, the feeling is completely different than when I do it.

I’m sure I blush a little, and I grip the side of the chair in an attempt to hide how I really feel. Lynn takes a step towards me, whispering into my ear:

‘Sugar, be a good sissy and let go. You can enjoy this. Think about it as your reward. But if you hold back, I will punish you.’

I am tempted to disobey, partly because I’m scared of giving in to this sinful temptation, and partly because I want her to punish me, but I don’t get to decide (or rather, my cock decides for me yet again). At the same time as she utters the last words, Mr Long Hair palms my balls with one hand, while he runs the fingertips of his other hand along the tip of my cock. A shiver runs through my whole body and I throw my head back in pure ecstasy.

‘Now, that’s a good sissy.’

Lynn whispers, grabbing my head with both hands, kissing me passionately. She is standing behind my chair now, and as her tongue plunges into my mouth, Mr Long Hair grabs hold of my cock, jerking it in a perfect way – going slow and sensual, then suddenly increasing the pace. I moan into Lynn’s mouth, but to my disappointment, she breaks our kiss.

‘This isn’t about me, sissy-boy. This is about you. Now enjoy as Lucas gives you a handjob. If you behave well enough, he might even suck you off.’

I shudder at the mention of the potential blowjob, and Lucas chuckles. Feeling suddenly bold and intoxicated, I look deep into his heated eyes again, not afraid of getting lost again. But my eyes eventually return to his hand on my cock. Just like earlier when I was mesmerized watching Lynn jerk me off through the reflection, this time as well it turns me on to watch.

Not to mention that there are plenty more people who could potentially be watching, too. But none of that matters. Not really. All there is is his hands on my cock. I watch, mesmerized, as his firm grip moves up and down my shaft, using strong yet calculated movements to bring me to the edge, only to stop completely, switching to playing with my balls for a while.

He soon has me panting, and I no longer want to escape this. I close my eyes when he runs a fingertip underneath the tip of my cock again and I can’t take it anymore.

‘Please, make me cum.’

I plead, but he shakes his head, stopping completely.

‘It’s not me you need to ask.’

He says and I groan, looking at Lynn with pleading eyes. She purses her lips.

‘Well, I don’t really know. What’s in it for me?’

I gulp, the pain of not being able to cum too much to bear.

‘I will do anything you ask me to do. I will be the best sissy you could ever want. I promise.’

I know I’m begging, and I’m ashamed of myself. But I can’t help it. I will humiliate myself as much as she wants me to, if that means I can finally cum. After an excruciating minute or two, she finally nods and I release a shaky breath.

‘Very well then. Lucas, you may continue.’

And he does. Within a few strokes he has me panting again, and I go over the edge in no time. Somehow, having to ask for permission to cum, being jerked off by a strange guy, and being watched by many others, all this while I’m dressed up as a sexy vixen makes my orgasm so intense that I can see stars. It takes me ages to come back down, and when I do, they both wink at me before they look at each other knowingly.

Oh boy, what can they possibly have in store for me now?

But of course, knowing Lynn, I will soon find out.
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