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Daisy's Double Date
 
I woke to a loud click and the feeling of something snug down there. I blinked and sat up on my elbows to see Gina looking down at my crotch. She was naked, her round breasts jiggling pleasantly as she laughed. I looked down to see what the joke was.
A plastic cage encased my cock, a ring looping up under my balls.
“What the fuck, Gina?”
She looked at me, and that’s when I noticed the key dangling from one of her fingers. I reached out for it, and she snatched it away, jumping up from the bed. Then she wagged a finger at me.
“No, sir,” she said. “I’ve got a big day planned for us, and I need you to be on your best behavior.”
Was this a dream? Was I still asleep?
“Gina, what are you talking about?” Today was Saturday. I’d wanted to sleep in, maybe watch a little baseball on TV later, order a pizza.
“Get the fuck up,” she said, her voice hardening. “We’ve got a lot of shopping to do to get you ready.”
“Ready for what?”
“I’ve been planning this all week,” she said. “We’re going on a double date tonight.”
 
“Where are we going?” I asked as we sat in the car. 
“The mall, dumbass,” she said. “You need an outfit.”
“Can’t I just wear some nice slacks and a dress shirt?”
She giggled. “Oh, I was thinking of something a little sexier than that.”
The cage around my dick was starting to feel claustrophobic. I’d had to pee sitting down when I got out of bed.
“Gina, I know you like a little kink, but isn’t this too far? Let’s pull over so I can take this thing off. It’s starting to really uncomfortable.”
She reached over between my legs, put her lips to my ear, and squeezed my balls. I pumped the brakes to slow down, afraid I might swerve off the road.
“Let’s get something straight,” Gina whispered in my ear. “I’m not playing around. You’re wearing this fucking cage all day, and you’re doing what I say, when I say it. Just nod if you understand, bitch.”
Goddamn, she was ferocious. I wasn’t sure what was going on, but I went with it and nodded. When she didn’t let go of my balls, I nodded harder. Finally she released them and leaned back in her seat.
 
At the mall, Gina took me by the wrist and led me into a women’s clothing store. 
“You’re getting an outfit, too?” I asked.
She just giggled and led me to the section for bigger women. A powder blue dress hung on a rack. Gina took it off and held it up to me. I backed away.
“What are you doing?” I whispered, looking around.
She frowned and put her lips to my ear again. “You know those pics of me fucking you in the ass with a strapon?”
“There weren’t any pics,” I said. I’d let her fuck me last week. It hurt like hell as she’d ridden me, slapping my ass. I’d always been pretty tame in the bedroom. Doggie style was about as outrageous as I got. Six months into our marriage, Gina had started to get wilder and wilder, taking the aggressive role. I went along. I loved her, and wanted her to be happy. 
She pulled her phone out of her purse, tapped the screen a few times, and showed it to me. There I was, face to the camera, my mouth hung open as she fucked me from behind. My eyes were wide with pain and surprise.
I tried to cover up the screen with my hands. “You put a camera on our headboard? Without telling me?” 
She giggled again and put the phone away. “You starting to get the picture now? You keep giving me flak and we’re going to have a fucking problem.”
“What does that mean?”
“Oh, I don’t know. Maybe that your parents might get a special email.”
My face flushed red at the thought. My mom was a Methodist minister. She and my dad were about as straight-laced as they came. If they saw something like that, they’d flip.
“You wouldn’t,” I said.
“You want to try me, motherfucker? If you want today to go nice and smooth, you’ll just do what I say and quit talking back. Now go try on the goddamn dress.”
“Is everything all right here?” A young, pretty black woman with a nametag approached us.
Gina gave her a fake smile. “Everything’s just peachy.”
“Okay,” the clerk said, looking just a little afraid of my wife. Hell, I was afraid of her now myself. “Well if you need anything—”
“We’ll let you know,” Gina said. The clerk moved away, and Gina shooed me toward the dressing rooms.
I half expected alarms to go off, or a security guard to come to escort me out. I wondered if that’s really what Gina wanted. But the rooms were individual, and I tried on the dress without incident.
Gina peeked over the door once I put it on. “Ooh, that’ll work just fine,” she said.
 
Next was the shoe store, where I bought a pair of pink high heels. She made me walk around the shoe store in them, nearly falling over several times. 
On the way home, we stopped at a costume store. She said I needed a wig. She picked out a curly blond one, and then we were headed for home again.
At home, she ordered me to take a bath. “You’re going to shave everything below your eyebrows, twice.”
I did as she said, nicking myself several times as I shaved my legs. I wasn’t a particularly hairy guy, but the drain was nearly clogged with black shavings as I drained the tub. I felt more naked than I’d ever remembered, and I actually started to get excited, but the cage around my cock kept me in check.
Gina sat on the toilet seat the whole time, a satisfied little smile on her face. When I stood up and toweled myself off, she told me to turn around so she could inspect me.
“Not bad,” she said. 
She picked out a pair of her own pink panties and made me put them on. They were painfully tight, the crotch squeezing my cage and balls up against me, and the back biting into my ass crack. I wasn’t sure how I was going to walk around with them on.
Then came the dress, cool against my newly-shaved skin. Even though it was mid-afternoon, she made me put on the heels. She said she wanted me in character. I started thinking about who the other couple might be. We really didn’t have any other friends couples, except for a few people from work. But if she’d called anybody from my work, she was basically getting me fired. There was no way I’d be able to go into work on Monday morning after something like this and still function.
So, strangers off the internet? Maybe another couple into the same sort of thing, a woman and her man in drag? That would be bad, too, though not nearly as horrible as someone we actually knew. A private dinner at home was the best I could hope for, a short, humiliating evening with strangers.
Gina got out her makeup box next and went to work on me: base, then blush, eye-liner, mascara, and finally lot and lots of whore-red lipstick. She put on my wig and held a mirror up to me. 
“What do you think?” she asked.
I didn’t even recognize myself. I actually found myself attractive in a strange sort of way. 
“You’re a pretty little whore, aren’t you?” she asked.
I just stared at myself. After a few seconds, Gina slapped the back of my head.
“Oh,” I said. “Yes.”
“Say it.”
I looked at her, a menacing glint of joy in her eyes, her teeth clenched. She was loving this. I looked back at my face.
“I’m a pretty little whore,” I said.
 
The rest of the afternoon was spent helping Gina get ready. I poured her a bath, then shaved her. Just like me, no hair below the eyebrows. I’d shaved her legs before, but never her pussy.
“Make sure you get it nice and smooth,” she said. “Ready for action.”
My cock hardened, straining against the plastic cage. All this humiliation might actually be worth it if Gina were turned on enough. I thought we might have some of the best sex of our lives that night.
After her bath, I helped her into a low-cut red top and jeans. I looked at the clock. It was nearly five. Gina saw me checking the time.
“They’ll be here soon,” she said, a smile in her voice. “Goddamn, tonight’s gonna be fun. You ready to have some fun, bitch?”
“Yes,” I said. She grabbed my ear and twisted. It hurt like hell.
“Yes, what?”
“Yes, ma’am.”
“Fucking right,” she said. “Now go get your credit card and keys and put them in your purse.”
I looked around, confused. “I don’t have a purse.”
“Yes, you do,” she said, pointing to my crotch.
I did as she said, tucking my keys and credit card into the tight panties next to my cock cage.
We waited in the living room for our guests to arrive. Gina had me get on all fours and used me as a footstool while she read a magazine.
A little after six the doorbell rang. I looked at Gina.
“Don’t just sit there,” she said. “Get the fucking door.”
I jumped to my feet and nearly twisted my ankle on a wobbly heel. I strutted to the door, anxious, wondering how all this would play out.
I opened the front door to two men. One had short dark hair, a light beard, and broad shoulders. He wore a blue dress shirt and slacks. The other wore jeans and a tank top. His skin was brown, either Hispanic or maybe mixed-race. He had a diamond stud in one ear. He looked me up and down and smiled.
I heard Gina from behind me. “Hi, Oscar,” she said, stepping past me to the man in the blue shirt. She drew herself close to him, leaned in, and gave him a long, slow kiss.
I felt my stomach sink. All this time I thought we were going out with another couple. I realized that’s not what Gina had in mind. This guy Oscar was going to be her date. And that meant—
“Aren’t you going to introduce me?” the man in the tank-top asked, eyeing me hungrily.
Gina pulled her lips off Oscar with a loud smack, then giggled. “You must be Renaldo,” she said.
“My friends call me Renny,” he said.
“Well, Renny,” she said, “this is your date for the night. Her name is Daisy.”
 
Oscar drove us to the restaurant, and I sat in the backseat with Renny. As he squeezed my thigh, I wondered if he liked women, men, or just men who dressed up like women. I faced the rest of the evening with dread now, wondering what Gina had in store for me next. It wouldn’t take long.
Gina looked into the back seat at me. “Since you’ve been so good today, you can eat your dinner on the way to the restaurant,” she said. She arched her eyebrows and looked down at Renny’s crotch.
“Oh no,” I said. This was where I drew the line.
“Oh yes,” Gina said. “Or we’re still going to go out for a nice meal, but Oscar here will drop you off on 32nd street. That’s where all the hookers hang out, sweetie. And then maybe we’ll call the cops and have you picked up for solicitation.”
“But I didn’t—”
“I’m sure Renny will tell the cops that you offered to suck his cock for fifty bucks.”
I couldn’t believe she was doing this. I couldn’t believe I was doing this. I swallowed hard, then began to unbuckle Renny’s belt. I could feel his cock straining as I unzipped his jeans. He was wearing white briefs, and I reached into them and felt the hot stiffness. Renny was breathing hard now.
I pulled it out, a long, thick veiny tube. Gina whistled when she saw it. I looked at her, then back at Renny’s cock. I bent down to start sucking and felt a slap on the back of my head.
“You are a rude little bitch,” Gina said. “You ask a man’s permission before you take him into your mouth.”
I looked up at Renny, who was grinning from ear to ear.
“May I please suck your cock?” I asked. 
Gina slapped my ear this time. It hurt like hell, ringing. “Sir?”
“May I please suck your cock, sir?” 
“Heh, sure Daisy,” Renny said. “Before you do that, though, go ahead and give a little kiss to each of my balls.”
I reached into his briefs and flopped out his balls, shaved smooth. I gave each one a little peck, leaving two smidges of red lipstick behind. 
“Nice,” Renny said, putting his hands behind his head. “Now you can suck it.”
I tucked the hair from my wig behind each ear and bent down to slide my lips over his cock, careful not to use my teeth. I’d never given a blow job, but I had a pretty good idea what would feel good.
He tasted musty and meaty. I felt a little dollop of pre-cum hit the roof of my mouth as I took him in. Renny moaned, and I began to slide my lips up and down on the shaft. 
I slid as far as I could, the tip of his cock pushing against the back of my throat, my eyes watering. Just then the car hit a bump in the road, jamming him hard into my throat. I gagged and pulled myself up, coughing and choking. 
Gina laughed, then grabbed the back of my head and shoved me back down hard. “No one told you to stop, you dumb little bitch.”
I was still coughing, but tried to get it under control, to start sucking smoothly again. Five minutes of me sucking and slurping cock later, the car came to a stop. 
I looked up, my eyes watering, my lips numb, a trail of spit and cum dangling from my lips. We were at Demetrio’s, the steak house I’d brought Gina to on our first date.
“Hey,” Gina said, “Who the fuck told you to stop?” She pushed my head back down like before. “Okay, here’s the deal. We’re all hungry, so you’ve got exactly one minute to make him come. If not, this is going up your ass and staying there for the rest of the evening.” She pulled something out of her purse and waved it in front of my eyes.
It looked like a shiny black turnip. I didn’t understand what it was at first, then my eyes grew wide at the realization. I wasn’t sure the butt plug would even fit up there, but I damn sure didn’t want to find out.
I reached out with both hands, grabbing the base of the shaft with one hand and cupping his balls with the other. Slow and steady wasn’t going to do it anymore. I wrapped my lips around his cock and began to bob my head like a frantic chicken.
Renny started to moan louder.
“Thirty seconds,” Gina said. She and Oscar both looked on and laughed.
I hummed as I worked my mouth up and down, squeezing the base of his cock. Come on, I thought. Please.
With ten seconds left, Gina started to count down. Oscar joined in. “Ten, nine, eight…”
I tried to pick up the pace, but couldn’t go any faster. Renny tensed, pushing his hips up into me and grunting. Yes! It was happening.
“…three, two, one.”
Nothing filled my mouth. Renny lowered himself back down and tapped me on the back of the head. I groaned in defeat.
“Nice try,” he said. “You suck dick real good.”
Gina tossed the butt plug in my lap. I looked down at it with dread.
“Well?” Gina said. “Hurry the fuck up. We’re hungry.”
I picked it up, shocked at first to find it coated in lube, then thankful. Trying to shove that thing up my ass without help would have torn my ass apart. It still might.
I lifted up my ass, pulled the tight panties down, and sat down onto the plug. It was like taking a shit in the opposite direction, only the shit felt as big around as my fist. 
I grunted as the bulb went all the way in, leaving the little fluted piece of rubber hanging out of my ass. I tucked my panties back over it and looked at Gina through the tears in my eyes. She was smiling, of course.
“Let’s go eat,” she said.
 
I hobbled through the parking lot. Renny took my arm like a gentleman and helped me not to fall on my face. My dick and balls felt crushed in front, and my ass felt like it was going to explode. I wasn’t sure how I was going to make it through dinner.
The hostess gave me a strange look, as did every single diner as we walked to the table. Gina had made reservations, so we didn’t have to wait.
When the waiter came, Gina ordered a filet, rare. Oscar got the T-bone, and Renny asked for a Porterhouse. They also got a bottle of wine.
“And for you?” the waiter said, looking at me.
“She already ate,” Gina said.
The waiter coughed nervously, still looking at me. I just gave him a little shake of the head. No thanks.
When he left the table, Gina took a sip of her water. “You’re paying for all this,” she said. 
I just shifted in my seat and winced, hoping I could make it through the meal.
 
I did, and I paid. They all took their time eating and drinking, though. Gina reached down several times to rub between Oscar’s legs. She kissed him a lot, too. I just sat and watched, feeling like my insides were being rearranged.
Afterward, I paid. The bill was over three hundred. All I had was a glass of water. The plug was still up my ass and had been for at least two hours.  
We got back in the car. I asked Gina if I could take out the butt plug. She told me to shut the fuck up. The next stop was the Holiday Inn out on the highway.
“Go get us a room,” Gina told me as we stopped in front of the office.
I climbed out of the car and limped into the lobby on wobbly heels, my legs shaking.
“Yes…ma’am?” the short, pretty brunette working the front counter said. “May I help you?”
“I need a room, please?”
“How many beds?” 
I hadn’t thought to ask, but I couldn’t go back out to the car. I had barely made it in here. “Two queens?”
“Yes, sir,” she said. “I mean, ma’am.” She looked down nervously as she clicked away on her keyboard. “Nights?”
“Um, one.”
She finished up and slid two green key cards across the high counter to me.
I took them and waddled back to the card. I could see Gina making out with Oscar in the front seat. She stopped and wiped her mouth when I got back in the car.
“You took long enough, bitch,” she said. “I’m horny as shit here.” She grinned. “Are you as horny as I am?”
I wasn’t. I was in pain. But I knew the right answer. “Yes, ma’am.”
I told them the room number and Oscar drove around and parked. 
When the hotel door was closed behind us, Gina giggled. “Okay,” she said. “You’re going to take our clothes off. Me first, then Oscar, then Renaldo.” 
The two men sat on the edge of the beds as I undressed my wife in front of them. She raised up her arms as I slid off her blouse, and squeezed her tits together as I took off her bra. I unbuttoned her jeans and pulled them down around her ankles. She stepped out of them. Her panties were last. I put them in a pile with her other clothes.
Gina turned around and slapped my face. “Show some fucking respect,” she said. “You don’t just throw my clothes in a pile. Fold them and stack them.”
I did as she said.
Gina lay on the far bed and put her hands behind her head to watch. Oscar smiled as he stood up. I unbuttoned his shirt and took it off. His chest was shaved smooth. I folded his shirt and placed it in a second pile. His pants were next, letting his boner spring up against his red bikini briefs. I took those off next, and his brown cock sprung out, curving slightly upward.
As I folded his briefs, Gina said: “Suck his dick a little for me.”
I looked up at him and asked if it was okay to put my mouth on his cock. He nodded down at me. His cock tasted tangy and meaty as I slid my mouth down on it. I bobbed my head like a chicken and started to taste the salty cum as he leaked into my mouth. 
“That’s enough,” Gina said. “Come over here, Oscar.”
Renny stood up next, and I repeated the ceremony. Everyone was naked but me. Gina waved Renny over to the bed.
“We’re going to warm up,” she said. “While we do, you can go into the bathroom and pull that plug out of your ass.”
I sighed. Thank god. 
“After you pull it out,” she went on, “take one of those little bars of soap they have in there, wet it and jam it up your ass. Slide it in and out and get it nice and clean for Renny here.”
In the bathroom, I plucked the rubber plug from my aching asshole. I let out a deep breath as I looked at it, dirty and wet. I tried to imagine what my ass must look like. It felt stretched to hell. I washed the butt plug and put it on the side of the sink to dry, then picked up the little bar of soap and unwrapped it. I ran it under the water, then slid it in and out of my ass a few times. After the plug, this actually felt somewhat relieving. 
I came out of the bathroom to find Gina being fucked at both ends. She had Renny’s dick in her mouth, while Oscar pounded her from behind. He smiled and winked at me.
Gina slid Renny’s cock out of her mouth long enough to say: “Just stand there and watch me get fucked, you fucking faggot.”
Her tits jiggled with every thrust. Renny sat back on the bed to watch along with me. Oscar was slapping his hips into my wife’s ass with every thrust. He had his hands on her waist. The fucking he was giving her was brutal, but she seemed to be loving every second, moaning, licking her lips, rolling her eyes up toward me.
Finally her moans intensified. She reached out and grabbed the bed covers, bunching them up in both hands and closing her eyes.
“Yeah,” she said. “Pound my fucking pussy. Show this limp-dick piece of shit how to fuck a woman. Yes, that’s it. Yes! Oh God. Oh fuck!”
And then she came, shuddering all over. Oscar wasn’t far behind. He pulled out his dick, slick with my wife’s pussy juice, and grabbed it, pumping while he shot white gobs all into the cup at the small of her back. He closed his eyes and hissed as he jacked out the last few drops of cum, then he slapped Gina on the ass and fell back on the other bed.
Gina opened her eyes and looked up at me. “What the fuck are you waiting for?” she said. “Clean this shit off of me.”
I stepped forward, bent down, and stuck my tongue out to put the tip in the puddle of hot cum. I winced and tried not to gag. 
“You have thirty seconds to slurp every drop of that shit up,” Gina said. 
I pursed my lips and began to suck it up like a little vacuum cleaner. There was so much, globs of warm white spunk all over her. I tried to put out of my mind what I was actually doing and just go as fast as possible, but as each salty mouthful slid down my throat, trying to take my mind elsewhere was impossible.
My humiliation was utter and complete. Or so I thought.
“You got it all, bitch?” she asked.
I scanned her back, gulping down the last mouthful. “Yes, ma’am,” I said.
She fell back onto the bed with Oscar, who put his arms around her. “Good,” she said. “Now it’s our turn to watch.” She looked at Renny and nodded.
I felt him reach between my legs and grab my balls. He squeezed. “Bend over, bitch,” he said. “Nice and easy.”
There was nothing nice or easy about what he was doing to me, or what he was about to do. I put my head onto the bed and felt a hard shaft of meat slide into my ass.
He began to fuck me, and Gina began to laugh.
“Nice girls aren’t supposed to put out on the first date,” Renny said. “I guess you ain’t a nice girl, huh?”
“No, sir,” I said, grunting as he slammed into me.
“You just a little bitch, huh?” he said, slapping me on the ass.
“Yes, sir,” I said.
“Say it,” he said.
“I’m just a little bitch,” I said.
He let go of my balls, and grabbed by hips, just like Oscar had done with my wife. With every thrust, my balls swung painfully into the cock cage. 
I don’t know how long he fucked me. I know it felt like forever. When he came, it wasn’t on my back. He pulled out, spun me around, and squatted on my chest. Then he pumped his cock and unloaded right into my face.
I closed my eyes and mouth, but Gina yelled at me. “Open your fucking mouth!” 
I did, only to catch the last of his cum on my tongue. The rest splattered my forehead, cheeks, and nose. 
“You don’t have to eat that,” Gina said. “You’re probably full anyway. But you do have to wear it for the rest of the night. And tomorrow.”
There wasn’t much more to the date. Gina made me check out, my face covered in drying spunk. I was humiliated, sure. But I’d hit the bottom. I accepted it. The clerk looked at me, revolted, and I didn’t blame her one bit.
I dressed the two men and my wife, and drove them back to the house. We said out goodnights. Renny even kissed me on the dry side of my cheek.
Even if she wouldn’t let me wash my face, I was hoping Gina would let me change. But that wasn’t in her plans, either. In the bedroom, she pulled a dog collar and chain out of the top dresser drawer. She made me kneel as she put the collar on me. Then she looped the chain around the bedpost. 
“I was gonna make you stand in the corner all night,” she said. “But you did pretty good tonight. So you get to sleep at the foot of the bed.”
When I didn’t say anything, she slapped the top of my head. 
“Thank you, ma’am,” I said. I was getting it. Slowly but surely.
“You keep forgetting your manners, and you will be standing in the fucking corner all night,” she said. “You want that?”
“No, ma’am,” I said. “I’m sorry.”
She smiled. “That’s right, you fucking turd. You are sorry. I’m gonna sleep better than I have since I married your sorry ass. Do you know why?”
“No, ma’am.”
“Because for once we’ve got our shit straight,” she said. “Things are the way they’re supposed to be. Those two were fine, but next week I think I’ll find us two new boys to go out with. Would you like that?”
I wouldn’t, of course, but I said: “Yes, ma’am.”
She took me by the chin, lifted my head up so I looked into her eyes. Then she kicked me in the balls. 
She laughed, kissed me on the forehead, and told me good night.



Sissified by Dr. Simmons: Feminized by My Professor




I sat in the front row of the auditorium in my Intro to English Literature class, trying to hide my boner. I was a freshman, and this was my first class. The schedule had said the instructor was Dr. A.J. Simmons, and I had expected some old, crusty white guy with a beard, droning on about Shakespeare. 
Instead, the most gorgeous woman I’d ever seen walked down the stairs to the front of the room. She was a redhead, sexier than any woman I could conjure up in my fantasies. Her white blouse was unbuttoned down to her plump breasts. 
She looked over the rim of her dark-rimmed glasses, scanning the class of several hundred students. Her light blue eyes briefly locked with mine, and my cock sprung up, propping up the fly of my shorts. I blushed and put a hand in my lap to hide it and push it down, not sure if she had seen anything. 
The corner of her mouth turned up in a smile before she turned to the chalkboard. She wore a long red skirt that hugged her smooth, round ass. I didn’t see any panty lines, and the thought of her not wearing anything under that skirt made my boner painfully strong. I felt precum on my palm, wetting the front of my shorts. I just tried to take a deep breath and calm down, but it didn’t help much. Dr. Simmons was fucking amazing, and I thought if I had to sit here for an hour watching her, I just might unload in my boxers.
She picked up a piece of chalk and wrote one word on the board: Sexuality. Then she put the chalk down and turned back to us. 
“Some of you, maybe most of you, think literature is boring,” she said. Her voice was light, but strong, a perfect sexy voice to go with the rest of her. “This is an introductory class, but my primary academic interest, and thus the central theme of this class, will be…” She nodded at the chalkboard. Then she locked eyes with me again. “I promise you. You will not be bored.”
I couldn’t handle it. I dropped my gaze, my face flushed, my heart pounding. My balls ached, swollen and sensitive against the inside of my shorts. The precum puddle in my pants had grown, forming a patch on my crotch. I could smell it, and hoped the pretty girl in yoga pants next to me couldn’t.
“For example,” Dr. Simmons went on. “You might not know that in Shakespeare’s day, female actors were unthinkable. So all the parts, male and female, were played by males. One of the greatest works of romantic literature, Romeo and Juliet, was performed by two males.”
I had kept my head down this whole time, just trying to collect myself, but I glanced up to see if she was still looking at me. She wasn’t, thankfully, looking around the room as she talked. But when I raised my head, she did look back at me.
“Male actors often played female characters late into their teens,” she said. “So some of you eighteen year-old young men could have been prettied up and put on stage as Juliet, opposite a big, strong Romeo.”
God, she was killing me. I really thought I was going to come, right there in the middle of class. But I dropped my head again and scribbled on my notebook, trying to tune out what she was saying. Even the soft, rhythmic lilt of her voice was enough to keep me rock-hard, though I tried to block out everything.
The next hour was agonizing, as I struggled to keep my boner unseen and just make it through the class. I had two hours before my chemistry class, and I decided I was heading straight for the registrar to switch instructors. There was no way I would be able to concentrate in Dr. Simmons’ class. I’d flunk for sure.
I didn’t even realize class was over until the girl next to me stood up. I heard the rustling of the other students, the explosion of chatter as they began to talk to their friends on the way out. I had been doodling in my notebook when class ended. 
I breathed a sigh of relief and began to put my things away. I bent down to put my notebook and pen in my bag, and when I straightened up, I jumped. 
Dr. Simmons was standing over me. She was even more incredible close up. I could smell her, a light, beautiful scent like roses and fresh spring water. 
“Did you enjoy the first lecture?” she asked. I looked around quickly, wondering if she was really talking to me, but most of the other students had already cleared out of the hall.
“Um, yeah,” I said. “It was great.”
“What’s your name?” she asked.
“Michael,” I said.
She looked me up and down, then leaned over my desk, the sweet smell of her even stronger, the tops of her creamy breasts hanging braless in her white blouse. 
She whispered in my ear. “Well, Michael, you’d make a great Michelle.”
My cock had settled down over the course of the class, but now it sprang back to full attention. I didn’t even know what she was talking about, though.
I grabbed my bag and slid out of my seat, coughing. “Sorry, Dr. Simmons,” I said. “I really need to get going.”
“But you’ll be in class on Wednesday?” she asked.
I looked up at the door. “Actually, I was thinking of dropping.”
She made a fake pouty look. “Oh? Why’s that?” All the students had filed out by now. It was just the two of us standing at the front of the huge auditorium. 
“I don’t know,” I said. But I did know.
“From the look of that wet patch on your crotch,” she said. “It looks like you enjoyed my class very much.”
I snatched my hand in front of my fly and blushed hard. That was it. I couldn’t be here anymore. I turned to go.
“Before you do something stupid like drop my class,” she said. “Will you come by my office?”
“Sure,” I mumbled.
“Denwood Hall,” she said. “Room three eighteen. Seven o’clock.”
I nodded quickly, then sprinted up the stairs, my boner bobbing as I ran, my balls throbbing with every step. I didn’t know if I was actually going to go to her office. Part of me wanted to never see her again. I certainly didn’t want to go through another class like this. But another part of me was hypnotized by her powerful sexuality. 
All I knew was that right then I need to get to the bathroom, splash some cold water on my face, and maybe jack off in one of the stalls.
 
That first day of college was one of the longest in my life. I did go to the bathroom, and I did throw water on my face. I didn’t jack off, though I wanted to. The bathroom was full, though.
I made it through chemistry. The professor was some Indian guy who didn’t really go over much but the syllabus. I couldn’t concentrate anyway. I just kept seeing Dr. Simmons in my mind, the white curves of her breasts, the red of her lips. I kept hearing her call me “Michelle” over and over.
I skipped lunch, and after chemistry, instead of going back to the dorm, I just walked around campus until it got dark. All I could think about was her, and every time I did, my cock got hard. I put my hands in my pockets and held my cock down as I walked.
Whatever she wanted, whatever she wanted to do to me, I was going to let her. I’d never had a girlfriend, even though everyone told me I was good-looking. I was just too shy. Maybe this was what I had been waiting for.
I walked around until just before seven, then headed for Denwood Hall. It was already dark, and I saw a single lit window on the third floor. I took a deep breath and walked inside.
“Hello Michelle,” she said as I stood in the doorway of her office. She didn’t look surprised to see me. “Come on in.”
Her office was neat, a simple oak desk with a small computer. Bookshelves lined the walls, filled with British and American literature. Dr. Simmons sat at her desk, writing something. Her blouse was still wide open, those creamy breasts even more inviting in the dim light of the office.
“My name’s Michael,” I said. 
She laughed, a soft, delightful sound. “No it isn’t,” she said. “Not anymore. Let’s not pretend. Now you go ahead and take off your clothes and put them in a pile over there while I finish with this.”
I looked behind me. I hadn’t seen anyone on the way up, but I was still freaked out.
“The cleaning crew doesn’t show up for three more hours,” she said. “We’re all alone.”
“I don’t know if I can—,” I began. “I mean, isn’t this illegal? Or wrong or something?”
She looked up at me with those clear blue eyes. “For there is nothing either good or bad, but thinking makes it so.” She laughed and turned back to her paper.
“What does that mean?” I asked.
She didn’t look up. “It means I’m going to turn you into my own personal little sissy bitch. Because that’s what I want, and that’s what you want. Nobody gets hurt, unless they like it. And if you don’t think about it too much, you just might enjoy yourself. Now take off your clothes or get the fuck out of my office.”
I looked over my shoulder at the door. I could report her to the university. Surely this wasn’t the first time she’d done something like this. But she was right. When I looked deep inside, this was what I wanted. 
I pulled my t-shirt over my head, then unbuttoned my shorts. Even after I stood completely naked in front of her desk, she didn’t look up. Another five minutes passed by as she worked on whatever she was doing, while I nervously shifted from foot to foot, holding my hands over my crotch.
Finally she looked up and put her pen in the corner of her mouth. “Move your hands,” she said.
I put my arms by my sides. My cock was halfway stiff, precum already dribbling out of the tip. 
“Average penis,” she said. “Not a lot of body hair, but still too much. I like my sissy bitches smooth. Stand up on your tiptoes and turn around for me, slowly.”
I did as she said, my cock becoming fully erect again.
“Hands over your head,” she said as I turned slowly around.
When I’d turned all the way around, I stopped. She clicked her tongue while looking at me, thinking.
“You’ll do,” she said. “But you need a lot of work. Do you want to be my sissy bitch?”
I nodded.
“Say it,” she said.
“I—” My mouth was dry. I tried to swallow. “I want to be your sissy bitch.”
Dr. Simmons smiled. “Good. We’re going to have a lot of fun this semester together, Michelle. But first things first. Put that on.” She pointed at a white terrycloth robe hanging on a coatrack in the corner of the room. I hadn’t really noticed it until she pointed at it. I put it on as she stood up. She opened her desk drawer, and I heard the jingle of keys.
“Put on your shoes and let’s go,” she said.
 
Her silver Mercedes had leather seats. I’d never been in a car that nice before. Everyone in my family drove either Hondas or Subarus. She didn’t play any music or talk to me during the drive. She headed towards the outskirts of town. I didn’t know where we were going.
Ten minutes later we pulled up at the end of a strip mall just outside the city limits. A red and blue neon sign above the shop glowed “NAILS 4 YOU”. 
She turned to me. “Makeover time,” she said. “Oh, you don’t have any money on you, do you?”
I shook my head.
She reached into my robe and grabbed my nipple, twisting hard. “You speak when spoken to,” she said. 
I hissed and winced at the pain. “Okay,” I said. “No, I don’t have any money.”
She twisted harder. I squirmed in my seat, just wanting her to let go.
“You refer to me as Dr. Simmons, ma’am, or Mistress. Understood?”
“Yes Dr. Simmons,” I said.
She finally let go. My nipple pulsed with pain.
“Well,” she said. “You can pay me back. If you’re pretty enough, maybe we can whore you out, make a few bucks.”
Before I could respond to that, she got out of the car. I got out too. 
We went inside, a silver bell jingling overhead. It was late, and the place was empty, except for an old petite Asian woman wearing a green satin dress. Her hair was up in a bun. She smiled brightly when she saw Dr. Simmons.
“Ah, hello Angela,” she said, with no trace of an accent.
“Hi, Betty,” Dr. Simmons said. “It’s that time of the year again. You busy?”
“I’m all yours,” Betty said. “What did you bring me?”
Dr. Simmons looked at me. “Take that robe off for Miss Betty.”
I hesitated, and she snatched out and grabbed my ear, twisting. 
“When I tell you to do something,” she said. “You fucking do it. Immediately.”
“Ow,” I said. “Yes, Dr. Simmons.” I untied the robe and let it fall to the floor. She let go of my ear and I reached up to rub it.
Betty looked me up and down, then walked around me, her hand on her chin. “You want a full workup?” she asked Dr. Simmons.
“Yes,” she said. “The whole deal.”
“Okay,” Betty said. “What’s her name?”
“Michelle.”
“Oh, nice,” Betty said. “All right, Michelle. Come with me.”
Dr. Simmons sat in a waiting room chair, took out a book, and began to read. I followed Betty through a curtain of hanging beads into the back.
The room was all white, like a doctor’s office, with a padded table covered with a sheet of white paper. She told me to lie down. The paper crinkled as I got on the table. 
Betty worked at another table for several minutes, her back to me. When she turned around, she had a clay bowl with what looked like a brush a barber might use to shave you. She dipped the brush in the bowl and plopped it on my chest. 
I flinched. It was hot.
“Stay still, girly,” Betty said. “Don’t make me go get your Mistress.”
I took a deep breath and tried to relax. She spread the stuff all over my chest, then turned back to her table. She had a small red rubber ball between her finger and thumb. 
“Open up,” she said.
“What?”
“Open your mouth,” she said. “There’s a Greek place next door, and I can’t have you disturbing the diners.”
I opened my mouth, and she popped the ball in my mouth, shoving it all the way in with her thumb. Then she pulled a roll of duct tape out of her dress pocket and put a piece across the ball and my cheeks.
I could feel the wax on my chest hardening as she positioned my forearms up and began applying more hot wax to my arms.
After the wax on my chest had completely cooled, she put everything down, grabbed the dried wax on my chest, and looked down at me. 
“This is gonna hurt like a bitch,” she said, and giggled. I squeezed my eyes shut, and she pulled the sheet of wax with one strong jerk. Light exploded behind my closed eyelids and my world lit up in pain. The ball gag muffled my screams.
I opened my eyes, now glistening with tears, and looked down at my chest. It was bright pink, dots of red all over, pinpricks of blood where my hair had been ripped out at the root.
“Buckle in, bitch boy,” Betty said. “This is gonna take a while.”
 
The next hour seemed like an eternity, but I made it through. I don’t know how. Several times I almost just jumped up from the table and ran for the door. But something kept me in check. Maybe I didn’t want Dr. Simmons to be disappointed in me. A big part of it was that I wanted to see what happened next.
Betty had waxed and ripped nearly every strand of hair off my body. My pubic area was by far the worst. I thought being kicked in the balls was the worst thing you could do to them, but having all the hair plucked off like a chicken was excruciating. By the time she was done, I felt like just like a plucked bird, most of my skin red, raw, and prickled with dots of blood.
Mercifully, Betty finished the waxing by rubbing me down with some sort of cream that numbed my skin. I was still shaking all over when she led me back to the front for Dr. Simmons to inspect me.
“Stop shaking like a bitch,” Dr. Simmons told me as she looked me up and down. “Nice work as always, Betty. Please keep it up.”
Betty then led me to one of the chairs and had me sit down naked. “What color you want?” she asked Dr. Simmons.
She lowered her book and thought. “He’d be pretty in pink, don’t you think?”
“Sure thing,” Betty said. She gave me a pedicure, and then a manicure, painting my toenails and fingernails a bright, hot pink.
“You gonna learn how to do this,” Betty said as she worked. “I’ll teach you. Then you can do them for your Mistress.”
She got out the makeup after that and started in on my face. She put on base and blush, then mascara and eye liner. I was starting to feel like a real girl by the time she got out the sparkling pink lipstick and began to smear it on my lips. 
Betty pulled a platinum blond wig from a bag by the chair and slipped it over my hair. When she spun me around in the chair to look at myself in the mirror, I gasped.
I looked like a beautiful teenage girl. My naked skin was raw and red, but the makeup had transformed me into something incredible. Dr. Simmons put down her book and walked up behind me.
“Now all you need is an outfit, and we’re ready to go,” she said.
Betty snapped her fingers, hopped up, and ran back through the beaded curtains. She returned with three outfits and some other things I didn’t recognize.
“Stand up,” Dr. Simmons said.
“Yes, Dr. Simmons,” I said, getting up.
She took something from Betty. It looked like a pair of rubber, flesh-colored panties. She threw them at my feet.
“Put those on,” she said.
As I wiggled into them, I realized just how tight they were. As I cinched them up all the way, my dick and balls had nowhere to go but to tucked down and smashed flat against me. The back of the rubber panties had the back cut out, exposing my ass.
Dr. Simmons picked out a little red mini-dress from the clothes Betty had brought, and she tossed it to me. I pulled it over my head and the silky fabric felt soothing on my raw skin as I pulled it down tight.
Betty brought out some shoes next, and Dr. Simmons settle on a pair of sparkling pink high heels for me. I stepped into them, wobbling, and took a few test steps. They fit pretty well, but still hurt my feet.
“What do you think, Betty?” Dr. Simmons asked her.
“She looks real nice,” Betty said.
Dr. Simmons looked at the clock on the wall. “All right,” she said. “Let’s go, Michelle. They should be good and beered up by now, even on a Monday. Thanks again for excellent work, Betty.”
Betty nodded and smiled as we left.
 
“Where are we going?” I asked, as we headed back down the highway. My cock and balls were folded up underneath me, so I was basically sitting on them, which hurt like hell. Other than that, I felt a rush of excitement. I felt amazing and sexy, transformed from a shy, mediocre eighteen-year old guy into a beautiful, hot girl.
She smiled, but didn’t look at me. “Shut the fuck up. You need to rest that little cock-hole of yours.”
We headed back into town and toward campus, but not all the way. We ended up in a neighborhood a few blocks away, and it wasn’t until we pulled to a stop in the cul-de-sac that I saw the Greek lettering on the front of the two-story house.
Tau Kappa Epsilon. Most of the lights were on in the house. Cars spilled out of the driveway and around the cul-de-sac. I could hear the thump of music even from inside the car. 
Oh God, I wasn’t sure I was ready for this.
“You’re going to make me go in there alone?” I asked.
She laughed. “Oh no, you dumb little bitch,” she said. “I’m going in with you. I charge these frat boys ten bucks a suck, twenty a fuck, but most of the fun is in watching you work. Let’s go.”
We walked up the sidewalk together, the sound of the music pounding loudly now. I heard a bunch of guys cry out in unison, as if someone had just performed some impressive feat of manhood. 
At the door, Dr. Simmons told me to ring the doorbell. I reached out with my hand.
“With your nose,” she said.
I leaned in and pushed my nose against the doorbell, hearing the ding-dong inside, mostly muffled by the music.
“Again,” she said.
I had to ring the doorbell with my nose five times before someone answered the door. He was a huge guy with a dark crew-cut, wearing only boxers and a sleeveless t-shirt.
“Oh, hey Dr. Simmons,” he said.
“Hi, Tanner,” she said.
He looked at me and his eyes widened. “Whoa, who’s this?”
Dr. Simmons leaned in to whisper in my ear. “Tell him your name, fuckwit. And for your sake, you might want to sound like a girl.”
I raised the pitch of my voice and said: “Hi, I’m Michelle.”
A big, goofy grin spread on his face, showing a little gap between his two front teeth.
“Well you’re just in time, little girl,” he said, raising his voice to almost yell over the music. “We were starting to get a little bored.”
“It’s the first day of the semester,” Dr. Simmons said.
“Yeah,” Tanner said. “But we gotta break the place in.” He looked at me again and licked his lips. “Usual deal?”
“Of course,” Dr. Simmons said.
He stepped aside and waved us in.
There were ten frat brothers in the house that night. I never got all their names. But I do remember the first one to take me upstairs. The other guys called him Bosco. He was short, but muscular. Looked like he did a lot of bench pressing. He had curly red hair and blue eyes. He looked like the kind of kid who would bully you in school, who’d knock your lunch tray out of your hand or slam your locker door on your fingers. He squeezed my ass as he handed over thirty dollars to Dr. Simmons.
“You want both?” she asked.
He looked me up and down. “Yeah, broke up with Sheila over the summer. My balls are full.”
She laughed as she took his money, and the three of us went upstairs.
The room was dark and smelled moldy. A couple of bean-bag chairs were the only furniture, and a bong lay tipped over in one corner. 
As soon as we were inside, Bosco closed the door, walked to a bean-bag chair, and pulled his jeans down. He plopped down on the bag with a whooshing sound, his pale pecker wobbling in the air.
“Crawl over here and gobble it up, bitch!” he yelled at me. I got down on my hands and knees. The techno beat from downstairs sent vibrations through my arms and legs as I crawled.
His cock was paper white, stubby and thick. It seemed to spring up from his wiry orange pubes like some weird clown nose. As I leaned in, I smelled him, the beer and funk. He probably hadn’t showered for at least a couple of days.
He grinned as I looked up into his eyes and took the base of his cock in my hand. I felt like the filthiest whore in the world, and my own cock stiffened against me painfully.
I opened my mouth wide and lowered my sparkling pink lips onto the head of his dick. He tasted salty and pungent, like deli meat that was just about to turn bad. I felt myself starting to gag, but held it back, my eyes watering.
I began to suck, sliding my lips down his thick shaft.
“You’re a lucky boy,” Dr. Simmons said to Bosco. “This is her first.”
“No shit?” he said. “She’s a virgin?”
“I should charge you extra,” Dr. Simmons said.
“Nah,” he said. “You should give me a discount. Bitch probably doesn’t know what she’s doing.”
But as I squeezed the base of his cock, I began to work into a rhythm, and I thought I was actually doing a pretty good job. Bosco confirmed this as he gritted his teeth and began to moan.
“Sounds like he’s enjoying himself,” Dr. Simmons said, crouching down beside me, watching me suck Bosco’s cock. She slapped me on the back of the head. “Why don’t you sound like you’re enjoying yourself? You are, aren’t you?”
I began to make more noise, slurping loudly and moaning. I pulled his cock out of my mouth, a trail of cum and spit between my lip and the head. 
“You taste delicious, sir,” I said in my girliest voice, before taking him back inside my mouth.
“Better,” Dr. Simmons said, her face only inches from mine. “But you need to finish him off. He still gets to fuck you in the ass, and we’ve got a frat house full of boys for you to service tonight.”
 I picked up the pace, puckering my lips inward to shield his cock against my teeth. I bobbed my head up and down, the platinum bangs of my wig whipping against my forehead. 
Bosco grunted and shuddered. Hot cream plumed into my mouth. I stopped bobbing, grabbing the base of his cock with both hands and milking him into my mouth.
“Don’t swallow,” Dr. Simmons said.
I looked at her with Bosco’s dick in my mouth and nodded, continued to pump him. He said his balls were full, and he wasn’t kidding. My mouth filled quickly, hot cum dribbling out past his dick and streaming down my chin.
When he finally stopped grunting, I let go of him and slid my mouth off, careful not to let any more cum out. I must have looked like a squirrel, my cheeks bulged with spunk.
Dr. Simmons patted me on the head as Bosco panted heavily. His salty load squished around my tongue and between my teeth. I almost gagged again, but stopped myself.
“You better not spit that out,” Dr. Simmons said. “Otherwise I’m making you walk back to the dorm when we’re done.”
I nodded, my eyes watering.
“You paid for a butt fuck too,” she said to Bosco. “You need a few minutes to recharge?”
“Nah,” he said. “I’m good.” And amazingly enough, he was. I could already see him getting hard again. “I want to fuck her over the stairwell, though,” he said, climbing up out of the bean-bag chair.
“Of course,” Dr. Simmons said, standing up and snapping her fingers at me. I stayed on the ground, at her heel, as we went to the door. As it opened, I heard the music loud and thumping again. She patted the wooden rail of the stairwell. I stood up, grabbed onto it, and leaned over. 
Bosco came up behind me, and I felt him nestle up against my thighs. I felt his cock, almost fully erect again, tapping against the bottom of my ass cheeks. 
“I’m going to go downstairs and find something to drink,” Dr. Simmons said. “You kids have fun.”
She turned to go, then turned back, handing a tube of something to Bosco. 
“Please lube her up good,” she said. “Remember, she is a virgin.”
Bosco took the tube, laughing. I watched Dr. Simmons walk down the stairs, the blood already rushing to my head as I leaned out over the railing. I felt the cool squirt of gel at the top of my ass crack, then his hand as he roughly slid it between my cheeks and poked his thumb up my butthole. 
He leaned forward. “You ready, slut?”
“Yes, sir,” I said, though I wasn’t sure.
He plucked his thumb out, and I heard a plopping sound. Then he sidled up closer to me, lifted his cock in his hand, and guided it between my ass cheeks until he found my hole.
I thought he might guide it in slowly. Instead, he jammed it forward, filling my ass with one thrust. God, it hurt so much. I winced, seeing bright lights behind my eyes.
Then he was fucking me, that thick, stubby cock of his pushing in and out. I felt like I was being hit in the stomach over and over, the air being knocked out of me repeatedly. I felt my face flush with blood, and it was hard to breathe.
A couple of frat brothers poked their heads into the stairwell, and seeing him fucking me, they whooped. He slapped me on the ass and fucked me harder.
I wish he had fucked me first, because blowing him made him able to last a lot longer afterwards. I don’t know how long he fucked me, but the song switched at least four times.
I thought he had put a lot of lube, but by the time he was done, I wished he had put more. My ass felt rough and raw as he fucked. Finally he pulled out, and I felt a shot of warmth on my left ass cheek. As the cum trickled down the back of my thigh, I sighed in relief that Bosco was done with me. 
“Whew,” he said, zipping up his jeans. “That was pretty fun. Ten out of ten, would do again.” Then he laughed, slapped my clean ass cheek one more time, and headed down the stairs.
I slumped off the railing onto the floor, exhausted, my ass feeling like I’d just shat out a twelve pack, one can at a time. I heard footsteps on the stairs, and as I looked up, there was Dr. Simmons, as beautiful as ever. On her arm was another frat boy, a tall blond kid who looked like a linebacker. 
He whistled as he looked at me lying on the floor. “She’s pretty hot,” he said.
“Yes, she is,” Dr. Simmons said, taking a ten dollar bill from him, folding it, and tucking it in her blouse.
“She ready to go?” he asked.
“You better believe it,” she said, winking at me. And together we all went back into the dark room.
 
Every boy in the frat had a go with me that night. Five just wanted blow jobs. Two just wanted fucks, and three wanted both. The last few were a haze. I don’t know how I stayed conscious, I was so tired.
Dr. Simmons thanked everyone as she led me crawling down the stairs and out the door on my hands and knees. I had no idea what I looked like. She had freshened up my makeup several times, but I had to look like a wreck. I definitely felt like one. 
At her car, I tried to open the door, but it was still locked.
“I changed my mind after all,” she said. “You did okay tonight. Enough to pay for some of your makeover. But you can do better. Something to think about while you walk home.”
My stomach sank. I wasn’t sure I could keep standing, much less walk back to the dorm.
She started to get in the car, then stopped. “Oh, and you’re dressing like that for school tomorrow morning. Carry an extra bag and change in the bathroom.”
“Please, Mistress,” I said weakly. “Do I have to?”
She got a mock look of surprise on her face. “Of course,” she said. “You’re my one and only little sissy bitch.”
With that, she got in her car, started up, and drove away. The sun was just starting to come up. I took a deep breath and began the long walk back to campus.



Sissified by Sophia: Feminized and Pimped Out to Pay My Debts
 
I have a gambling problem. Doesn’t matter the game or the sport. I play every game in the casino, even though I know the house has the edge. I don’t care if it’s basketball, baseball, or cricket. I made a bet once on what they were going to name the next royal baby. I don’t give a fuck. I just like the action.
But I screwed up. I got in too deep with the wrong people. I wanted to make bigger bets. I wanted the real juice. So I got a friend of mine to introduce me to Manko, a fat Serbian with a glass eye who did all his business out of the back booth in an all-night diner. I racked up thirty thousand in no time with Manko. I made bets to cover other bets, and pretty soon I was in so deep I didn’t have the enough money to even pay the weekly interest.
“You have a good job, no?” Manko said, sitting across from me. 
“I guess,” I said. I worked at one of the shittier car rental places at the airport. It certainly wasn’t a good enough job to cover my addiction. 
“What you make?” he asked. “Per hour.” He said “per” like the sound a cat makes.
“I don’t know if that’s really your business.”
He smiled, showing a missing tooth on one side. Then he stopped smiling, looking at me with his one good eye, the other one lazily gazing off in another direction. “Is my business now, bitch,” he said. “You owe me a lot of money.”
“I know,” I said. “And I’m going to pay you. I’ve just been running really bad lately.”
“Yes, very bad.”
“I’ll get you your money,” I said. “I just need some time.”
“Besides money, time is another thing you don’t have very much of.”
The waitress came and refilled his coffee. I never saw anybody drink as much coffee as that guy. His remaining teeth were stained brown.
“Tell you what,” he said. “I’m nice guy. I do you a favor. I get you better job.”
Oh shit, he was going to make me do something illegal. Thing was, I wasn’t big or strong enough to hurt somebody else. I was just a skinny kid who’d never made it past my second year of college. Did he want me to run drugs for him? That wasn’t ideal. If I got caught, I’d be fucked. And I didn’t think I’d do well in prison. I didn’t think I’d do well with my legs broken either, so I was willing to listen.
He reached into his leather vest and pulled out a business card. “Here,” he said, sliding it across the table. “You go see my friend Sophia. She gives you good job. When debt is paid off, you can go back to whatever you were doing before. Or, if you like it,” he laughed. “You can keep working for Sophia.”
I picked up the card. It was dark red, a black heart in the middle. “The Velvet Room” was stenciled across the heart in looping script, an address and phone number underneath. 
Sounded like a whorehouse. Again, I didn’t think I could make it as a bouncer.
“What exactly would I be doing?” I said.
He grinned, showing the gap among all those brown teeth again. “Whatever Sophie wants you to,” he said. 
I ran through the possibilities. Cleaning toilets? I could do that. Doing the cum-stained laundry? Shopping? Money drops? Sure, I could be the errand boy to some Madame. My pride didn’t sting that bad. I’d gotten myself into this mess. I need to dig myself out.
“How much does it pay?” I asked.
“That depends.”
I didn’t like that answer at all. “On what?” I asked, knowing the answer before it came.
“How good a job you do. Seven o’clock, tomorrow morning.”
Of all the things I imagined myself doing, it never crossed my mind that I’d become a whore myself.
 
 The Velvet Room was in a two-story house across town from where I lived. The neighborhood looked nice. From the outside, it looked like a regular place in a nice part of town. I wondered where the clients parked. Later I’d find out the place had its own car service. Smart.
I parked across the street and headed up the walk. The door looked antique, ornate, with a brass knocker. I opted for my knuckles. 
A short blond girl answered the door. She was wearing pink lace bra and panties and red spiked heels. She had a pretty little body, and a cute face framed by a page-boy haircut. Her heavy-lidded eyes looked bored. 
“Yeah?” she asked. I looked her up and down. She didn’t seem to mind. I thought maybe I could get used to working here. Even if Manko was taking a big chunk, the fringe benefits seemed pretty good.
“I’m here to see Sophia,” I said.
“Oh yeah?” she said. “Who the fuck are you?”
“I’m—”
“Oh yeah, I don’t give a shit,” she said. “Wait here.”
She closed the door on me, and I walked around the large porch as I waited. The staff didn’t seem to be that friendly, but actually, they couldn’t be much worse than either the people I worked for or the assholes who rented cars from me all day. Besides, she sucked dick for a living. She kind of had a right to cop an attitude.
When the door opened again, a tall red-headed woman stood in the opening. She looked to be in her forties, or maybe even fifties. She was still stunning, in a short black dress, fishnet hose, and high heels.
“You are the one Manko sent to me?” she asked.
“Yes, I –”
“Shut up,” she said. She came out onto the porch, looking me up and down. I stood still and let her.
“You’re Sophia?” I asked.
She stopped in front of me, and slapped my face. “I told you to shut your mouth,” she said.
I stood there, my cheek stinging in the morning air. I wanted to complain. I thought about just leaving. But I couldn’t.
She continued to walk around me, inspecting me. I felt her hand on my ass. She gave it a good squeeze, and I jumped a little. She snorted a laugh at that.
“Yes, you’ll do,” she said. She turned and walked back inside. “Come on.”
I followed her inside, closing the door behind me. The inside was amazing. I could see why they had called it The Velvet Room. The furniture all looked antique, polished wood, plush velvet seats, velvet curtains lining the walls. Everything was red, or a dark maroon. Everything looked expensive.
Sophia snapped her fingers at the girl who answered the door. “Darcy, take him upstairs. Get him shaved and cleaned.”
Shaved and cleaned? What the hell was she talking about? I thought I was just going to run errands. Maybe clean the place.
“Let’s go,” Darcy said, heading for the stairs.
I watched Sophia head through one of the doors downstairs. I shrugged my shoulders and follow Darcy up the winding staircase. I watched her tight little ass move back and forth as she climbed the stairs ahead of me. Not a bad view.
But I wondered what this was all about. I still hadn’t put it all together. I’d figure it out soon enough though.
Darcy led me down a long hall, to a white door. Inside was an old-fashioned looking bathroom, with a cast iron tub with claw feet, a thick pink bathmat on the floor, and a huge vanity mirror over the sink. Darcy looked at me, and then at the tub.
“Well? Start pouring a bath, dipshit,” she said.
“I don’t understand,” I said.
“What’s to understand?” Darcy said. “Just do what the fuck everybody says, and you’ll get along fine. Now pour a fucking bath.”
I walked to the bath, and turned the brass knobs, starting the water pouring. 
Darcy sighed. “Out of those clothes, dumbass.”
I started to undress. I could think of worse things than for a hot little blond hooker to see me naked. Who knows? Maybe she’d decide to join me in the tub. Probably not, based on her attitude. But still, you never knew.
I pulled off my shoes, my shirt, and my jeans, then pulled down my boxers. My dick was already semi-erect. Darcy didn’t seem to notice or care.
“Put your clothes in a pile, and hand them to me,” she said. The bath was about half full by then.
I did as she said. She turned to go.
“Hey,” I said. “I need those.”
“No you don’t.” And she walked off.
I was just standing there naked, so I tested the water with my finger, then climbed into the hot bath. A silver rack full of soaps, bubble baths, and shampoos hung on the edge of the tub. There was nothing remotely manly, or even unisex, so I chose a bottle of honeysuckle bubble bath and poured some in with me. I found a sponge hanging on the rack by a string and began to lather up.
Darcy returned. 
“What did you do with my clothes?” I asked.
“Not that it fucking matters,” she said. “But I put them in the incinerator.”
“What?”
“I told you,” she said. “You don’t fucking need them anymore.”
What the hell was I supposed to wear then? And in the back of my mind, I wondered why the hell they even had an incinerator. 
The bath was nearly full, so I turned off the water. Darcy opened a cabinet and took out a pink razor. She tossed the razor into the tub with me.
“What am I supposed to do with that?” I asked.
“Holy shit,” she said. “You really are a dim bulb, aren’t you? Fucking shave.”
“Shave what?”
“Everything below your eyebrows, you fucking nitwit.”
Was she serious? Just what the hell was going on? But again, I figured I didn’t have many options. In for a penny, in for a pound, right? 
“You got any shaving cream?” I asked.
“Just use the fucking soap.”
Everything? I thought maybe this was all some kind of elaborate joke. It still hadn’t hit me yet. Maybe Darcy was right. Maybe I was just kind of an idiot.
I lathered up my legs with the bubble bath and began to shave them. The razor wasn’t that sharp, so I nicked myself several times as I went. I wasn’t super hairy, but enough to where the black hairs started floating on top of the water. I started in on the second leg.
“You could stand to be a little nicer,” I said.
“Yeah, and you could stand to shut the fuck up,” Darcy said, leaning against the door jamb.
I figured it was best to proceed in silence. When I was done with my second leg, I started in on my arms. It felt kind of nice, actually. I wasn’t sure how it was going to grow back out, but just then I had bigger worries. I knew how much I owed, but I still didn’t know how I was going to actually earn it back. So far, everything in The Velvet Room had been pretty strange. 
I shaved my chest next, while Darcy lit a cigarette, sighed, and took a drag. 
When I was done with my chest, I looked up at her. “My balls, too?”
“Are they below your eyebrows?”
I just looked at her. Of course they were. She raised her eyebrows.
“Then yes, you fucking moron,” she said.
I stood, bubble bath and lots of tiny shaved hairs clinging to my body. I began to shave the area above my dick.
I heard the thump of heels on the carpet coming down the hall. Sophia appeared in the doorway.
“Why the fuck isn’t he ready yet?” she asked.
“He’s got shit for brains,” Darcy said.
“I don’t care,” Sophia said. “I want him downstairs and ready in five minutes. We’re booked full for tonight and we need him. I don’t have time for this shit.”
Darcy took another puff on her cigarette, as Sophia headed back down the hall. Darcy walked over to me, tossing the cigarette in the bathwater with a hiss. Her hand snapped out like a snake’s head, latching onto my right nipple. She gave it a hard twist, and I winced in pain and yelled. She held on as I tried to flinch away.
“You heard the lady,” Darcy said. “No more talking. No more questions. Keep your hole shut and get shaved and dry. If you’re not done in time, I’m going to twist your fucking balls clean off.”
She let go, then slapped me full across the face. Holy shit, she was vicious. My nipple screamed in pain, but I didn’t have time to fuck around. I raked the hair off my pubic area as fast as I could, then went to work on my balls. I went as fast as I could, trying not to nick myself. I knew if I cut my ball sack, it would be hard to stop bleeding. 
Darcy threw a towel at me. “Let’s fucking go.”
I dried off, then cinched the towel around my waist, heading to follow her out the door. She grabbed the towel, ripped it off, and tossed it back on the bathroom floor.
“You don’t need that,” she said. She pointed at the bathtub. “You’re going to clean that, and the rest of the bathroom, before the guests start showing up tonight.”
When I didn’t answer, she grabbed my ear and twisted hard. 
“Did you hear me, fuckhead?” she said.
“Yeah,” I said. “Jeez.”
“Don’t fucking jeez me,” Darcy said. “You’re coming in as the low shit on the totem pole. You call me ma’am.”
“Okay,” I said, bent over as she still twisted my ear. “Yes, ma’am.”
She let go and started walking down the hall. I rubbed my ear and followed, still dripping a little on the plush red carpet.
We walked down the stairs, and I saw Sophia waiting in the middle of the open area down below, her arms crossed.
Darcy walked me in front of her and pointed at the floor. I stood where she pointed.
“Did he fucking chew his hair off?” Sophia asked. 
“I told you,” Darcy said. “He’s a goddamn moron.”
Sophia walked around me. “He doesn’t have much hair back here, but he didn’t shave his back.”
They talked about me like I wasn’t there. I wanted to say something, but I was afraid Darcy might strike out at me with those fucking fingers of hers. They were like needle-nosed pliers. And as afraid as I was of her, I was even more terrified of Sophia. She had just slapped my face on the porch, but she seemed capable of far worse. 
“Well,” Sophia said, “we’ll have Soon Li give him a wax tomorrow, but we don’t have time for that now. We’ll just put him in a high-backed outfit and keep him on blow-job duty tonight.”
Wait, what? The ball finally dropped. 
“You want me to what?” I asked.
I didn’t even see her foot move. Both these women were fast as hell. Her high-heeled shoe snapped up and kicked me in the balls before I could even react. I clamped my hands over them far too late, feeling the pain bloom up into my stomach. I couldn’t breathe. I fell to my knees.
“I don’t ‘want’ you to do anything,” Sophia said. “You will simply do it, whatever the fuck I tell you to do. And tonight we’ve got two big groups coming in along with our usual crowd. We’ve got a bachelor party, and there’s a dentist convention in town. So you will dress up like the sissy faggot bitch you are, and you will suck whatever our guests put in your mouth, and by god, you will make them very, very happy.” She bent down over me. “Or I will make you very, very unhappy. Do you get it now, asshole?”
I moaned, still cupping my wounded balls. She grabbed my hair and pulled my face up to look at her. 
“That’s not a proper answer,” she said. 
“Yes, ma’am,” I groaned.
“Good, now get back on your feet.”
“Do you need me for anything else,” Darcy asked her. 
“No,” Sophia said. “You can go. I’ll take it from here.”
I stood up painfully and watched Darcy head back up the stairs. Normally I would have enjoyed seeing her ass as she walked up the steps, the gauzy panties showing nearly everything. But my boner was gone, my balls just a radiating pulse of pain. I took a deep breath and tried to stand up straight. What the hell had I gotten myself into?
Sophia stood studying me for another couple of minutes. I had so many questions. Then I thought of my wallet, my keys. They’d been in my jeans, the one Darcy had said she had incinerated. God, if those had gone in the incinerator, what the fuck was I going to do?
“Follow me,” Sophia said, walking to her right, toward a pair of large oak double doors. I fell in behind her.
The door swung open to reveal a dressing room. There must have been hundreds of dresses, skirts, bras, corsets, and all kinds of lingerie. There were costumes. I saw a witch, a sailor, and a schoolgirl, just from a cursory glance. 
Sophia grabbed me by the hair and dragged me to the middle of the room. Then she went to a nearby rack and returned with a corset. She spun me around. 
“Arms up,” she said, and when I’d raised them, she slid it down over my head to my midsection. She pulled the strings tight, knocking the air out of me, then began to tie them. 
“I think that’s too—”
“Shut up,” she said, and I did. “You’ll get used to it, and a lot more than that. You probably don’t know half the things women do to make themselves sexy for men. But you’re going to find out.”
She made me put on black hose, which felt nice at first, but almost immediately began to make my legs too hot. She picked out a high collared silk pink dress, almost Japanese-looking, and pulled it over my head as well. She buttoned up the back and spun me around to have a look.
“Not a bad start,” she said. She picked out a pair of shiny white pumps. They were too small, but I couldn’t really say anything. I didn’t think she would listen. So I squeezed into them. The squeaked as my feet stretched them out, but they did look sexy against the black hose. 
She rummaged through a nearby drawer and pulled out several wigs. The first she tried on me was blonde, long curls falling down around my shoulders. 
“No,” she said, snatching it off. 
The next was a mousy brown, shoulder-length. She didn’t like that one either. She went back to the drawer and came back with a silvery-pink wig, cut short. She pulled it onto my head and smiled.
“That’s the one.”
She pointed at a chair in front of a vanity mirror, lightbulbs circling the edge. As I sat, I saw myself in the dress and wig. I was already starting to look like a girl. I had pretty soft features to begin with, so it wasn’t that much of a stretch. The idea of being pimped out had horrified me at first, but now that I was being dressed up, I was actually kind of starting to get into it, as weird as that sounds. 
The corset squeezed against my ribs, making it hard to breathe. The shoes pinched my feet, and the wig and hose were already starting to make me sweat. But I was starting to feel girly, sexy even.
Then Sophia got out the makeup.
“I don’t have time to do all this for you,” she said. “I’ve got shit to do. So you’re going to have to figure it out on your own. Base, blush, eyeliner, mascara, and lipstick. You also need to paint your nails. Make yourself look pretty, or I’ll tell Manko you did a shit job and throw you back to the wolves.”
“Yes, ma’am,” I said. 
She smacked me on the back of the head. “Talk like you don’t have balls anymore,” she said. “You’re a girl now.”
I raised my voice, trying to sound like a girl. “Yes, ma’am.”
She sighed, then walked away, leaving me to it.
I’d seen girls put on makeup before, so I wasn’t completely clueless. But I’d never put it on myself. As I rubbed base on my face, I vowed I would never place another fucking bet in my life. I drew the eye liner on with the pencil, and brushed on the mascara. 
Sophia had put a tube of pink sparkling lipstick on the table in front of me, so I used that, smearing on a thick coating and puckering my lips to even it out. I looked in the mirror and nearly gasped. I looked like an honest-to-god woman, a pretty hot one at that. I mean, I looked like a raver girl wannabe whore, with my pink top, silver-pink wig, and sparkly pink lipstick. But I thought I would want to fuck myself if I saw myself from across the room.
I went with pink fingernail polish, because why the fuck not? When Sophia came back in, she didn’t slap me right off the bat, which made me think I’d probably done a decent job. 
“You actually look fuckable,” she said. 
“Thank you, ma’am,” I said.
“Are those fingernails dry?”
I blew on them and shook my hands. “I think so,” I said. “I mean, probably.”
“That’ll have to do,” she said. “The bachelor party’s early. You’re up.”
I stood up to go with her. She pointed at the tube of lipstick on the table. 
“You’ll need that,” she said. “You’ll be sucking cock for pretty much the next eight hours straight, and you’ll need to freshen up your lipstick along the way.”
My heart sank. That sounded miserable. I grabbed the tube, then noticed a small pocket on the right side of my dress. At least that was convenient. I popped the lipstick in and walked behind her into the main room, wobbling painfully on my high heels. 
Several other girls had already lined up. I saw Darcy. She gave me a nasty look, then batted her eyelashes at the men sitting on the furniture perusing the wares, drinks in hand. There was an Asian girl in a black teddy, a black girl in a green thong, no top, her tits curving slightly upward at the ends. There were twins, two brunettes with long hair, wearing white corsets with hose and garters. 
Sophia pointed at a space at the end of the lineup and I took my place.
“As you can see,” she said to the men, “we have something for all tastes, something of every shape and size.” She walked back over to me and grabbed my crotch. “We even have a new addition, a cock-sucking little tranny, if that’s your thing. Let me assure you, he sucks a mean dick.”
She squeezed me hard, and I tried to smile. 
One of the men, a big frat-boy type with a crew cut laughed nervously. He whispered to his friend, then pointed at me. “I wanna try that one out,” he said. “I ain’t gay, though. Any of you fuckers say anything to anybody and I’ll break your dicks off.”
“Hey man,” another guy said. “You do what makes you happy.”
The crewcut stood up, put his arm around me, and led me upstairs.
We went into the first open door. After he closed it, he whispered in my ear. 
“What’s your name, sweetie?”
I realized I didn’t have my girl name picked out. I blurted out the first thing that came to my head, the sexiest girl I could think of, the head cheerleader from my high school.
“Cassie,” I said in my high-pitched girly voice.
“Ooh, I like that,” he said, leading me over to the bed.
“You suck a lot of dick, Cassie?” he asked.
I looked down. “Actually, I’m kind of a beginner,” I said. “But I’ll do my best.”
I was humiliated, pimped out for my gambling debts in some whorehouse, about to suck some stranger’s dick. But for some weird reason, I felt my cock getting hard again.
I got down on my knees and unbuckled his belt. He was already hard as a rock, a little bit of cum leaking through his slacks. I kissed the bulge lightly and looked up at him with what I hoped were sexy, longing eyes. Then I pulled his pants down, along with his red briefs. His cock sprung up and out. It was circumcised, leaning a little to the right, the head round and red.
I kissed the tip of it, tasting the salty hint of cum, then stuck out my tongue and began to lick along the shaft. I licked along both sides, fondling his balls with my hands.
“Quit teasing me, bitch,” he said. “Suck it right.”
“Yes, sir,” I said, forming my lips into a round O and sliding them over his head and down along his shaft, careful not to use my teeth. My mouth was watering, and I got his cock nice and wet, sliding my lips slowly back and forth. I began to hum and moan as well, making a lot of noise to go with the slurping sounds. 
He liked that, closing his eyes and biting his lip. “You may be a beginner, but you know how to suck a dick, Cassie,” he said.
“Thank you, sir,” I said, but with his cock in my mouth it came out: “Ank oo ur.”
I tried to take him deeper and deeper, the head of his cock pushing against the back of my throat, making me gag a little and making my eyes water. I felt more and more precum leaking into my mouth, mixing with my saliva and starting to spill out down my chin. 
I picked up the pace, bobbing my head on his cock like a chicken, grabbing the base of it with one hand while I kept fondling his balls with the other. I whimpered while I sucked, keeping my eyes looking up at him even though tears were now streaming out of the corners.
“Oh yeah,” he said. “You’re a dirty little cocksucking slut, aren’t you, Cassie?”
“Mm hmm,” I agreed, slurping away and pumping the base of his cock. 
He started breathing more heavily, then grunting. Part of me wanted him to pull out, to jerk himself off on the floor or the bed, anywhere but in my mouth. But another part of me was embracing the role of cock whore, and was curious to see what a load of another man’s cum would taste like, would feel like, sliding down the back of my throat.
That second part got its wish. He exploded in my mouth, hot jizz pumping at the back of my throat. I had to swallow the first volley just to keep from choking, but he kept on coming, several more spurts filling my mouth. I felt the warm, salty funk of it spill out of my mouth past his dick, running down my chin and dripping onto the carpet. 
He pulled his dick out of my mouth and took a step back. 
“Swallow it, whore,” he said. “Swallow it all.”
I did, gulping down the whole warm, gummy mess. The experience was both revolting and sexy at the same time. I realized my cock was as hard as a rock. I wanted to reach down and jerk myself off, but my client was already pulling up his pants.
“Nice job,” he said. “I never had a blow as good as that from a real woman.”
“Thank you, sir,” I said, the cum sticking to the roof of my mouth. I thought about asking him if I could masturbate in front of him, but he was paying for this, so I thought better of it. 
“Come on,” he said, helping me to my feet. “If any of the other guys haven’t picked anybody out yet, I’m gonna recommend you. Hell, I may rest up and have another round myself.”
“I’d like that,” I said, though I wasn’t really sure whether I would or not. I was so confused. I was already tired. My jaw was already sore. And that had only taken, what? Ten minutes tops. Sophia said I’d be doing this for eight hours straight? Oh god. I wasn’t sure I’d be able to make it.
“Oh,” I said. “Just give me a minute to freshen up, will you?”
“Sure,” he said. I didn’t even know his name, but somehow that made the whole thing even more arousing.
I went to the bathroom and looked at myself in the mirror. My mascara had run a little from the crying. My lipstick was smeared to hell. I cleaned up my eyes with tissue and put on a fresh application of lipstick. My eyes were still bloodshot, but there was nothing I could do about that.
Back downstairs, my John high fived two other friends who hadn’t taken a turn with any girls yet. I lingered by the staircase as he talked to them. Sophia walked to me. 
“How’d it go?” she said. 
“Good, ma’am,” I said.
“Looks like you have a satisfied customer,” she said. “Oh, I ran some of the numbers. After the house cut, we can put about eight dollars a blow toward what you owe Manko. Five of that will go towards the interest, so you’re earning about three dollars a blow.”
My face must have looked shocked and horrified.
“Don’t worry,” she said. “You can at least save on room and board. We can let you sleep on a mattress in the room next to the kitchen, and you can eat leftovers. Of course, with a belly full of cum each night, you probably won’t be all that hungry. Looks like you’re going to be here a while though.”
My John’s friends were looking at me hungrily. It looked like he talked me up pretty well.
“Oh,” Sophia said. “You’re going to start taking it up the ass as well, giving rim jobs, whatever makes the client happy. We might be able to throw a few more bucks in the coffer for rougher stuff, but we’ll see.”
She grabbed me by the cheeks and shook my face. “Until then, keep up the good work, honey.”
“Cassie, ma’am,” I said.
“What’s that?”
Something in me had clicked over. I realized my old life was gone. I was a whore now, and I was going to do my best at it. And with a new life, I had a new name.
“I said my name is Cassie.”



Sissified by Sophia 2: Clean-Up Duty
 
My name is Cassie.
That didn't used to be my name. I used to be a guy working a normal job. Only thing was, I had a problem with gambling. The guy I owe all my money to set me up working in a whorehouse called The Velvet Room.
The madam here is Sophia, a forty-something redhead who runs this place with an iron fist. She sold my car, dolled me up like a bitch, and has been pimping me out for a week.
 
I woke up on the floor of the back room in the kitchen with the salty, cheesy taste of cum in my mouth. The first thing I felt is the pulsing throb of my aching ass. The first few days of getting fucked, I bled down there. But I must be getting stretched out, because it doesn’t bleed anymore. Now it just hurts like hell. 
I was in the dark, lying on a piece of cardboard that serves as my bed. My clothes are put back in the closet every night, and I sleep naked. Darcy, the top-ranking bitch in this place, lets me wash off the makeup, but not brush my teeth or gargle with mouthwash. She says she wants me to wake up every morning with the taste of dick in my mouth, to remind me who’s in charge. As if I needed reminding. 
The door to the storeroom opened, and speak of the devil, there was Darcy. She loomed over me with that contemptuous smirk on her face. She's short, with a blond page-boy haircut. This morning she was wearing a pink, tight-fitting running outfit. I could hear pop music thumping out of the earbuds stuck in her ears. She likes to go for a run every morning to keep that tight little body of hers in shape, but she usually doesn’t bother with me until later in the day.
Darcy kicked me in the meat of my thigh, hard. I let out a grunt and curl into a fetal position. That’s going to leave a deep, dark bruise.
“Get up, bitch,” she said loudly. “Sophia wants to see you in her office, now.”
“Should I get dressed?” I asked, still lying on the floor.
She sighed and popped an earbud out. “What?”
“I asked if I should get dressed first.” Usually when I get up, I make my way to the dressing room. The first morning, Darcy had ordered me to put on a maid uniform and clean the house from top to bottom. I spend my days sweeping, mopping, and dusting. I don’t get breaks for meals, but I do get to eat whatever scraps are left over from the other girls eating when I clean up after them.
Her white running shoe viciously kicked me, the tip landing squarely on my right ass cheek. That hurt even more than the kick in my thigh, which was still throbbing. 
“Did I fucking stutter, dipshit? She wants to see you now.”
“Yes, ma’am,” I said, though she probably doesn’t hear me. She already turned around and stuck the earbud back in her ear. The skin-tight material of her running shorts cradled her perfect little ass in pink fabric, and I felt myself start to get hard.
The steel cage locked around my dick put a stop to that. That’s another thing they did that first morning, lock me in a chastity cage. It was cold against my skin, and my fledgling hard-on went absolutely nowhere, the head pushing flush against the tiny steel bars. I’m not sure which hurt worse, my straining dick, my aching balls, or either of the places Darcy kicked me.
It doesn’t matter. This is my new life, and I’m saddled with it until I can pay off my debts. I have no real idea how long that will be. Every time I’ve tried to ask Sophia, she either walks away or gives me an order.
I staggered to my feet and limped out of the storeroom. The lights were on in the kitchen, but it was still dark outside. The sun still hadn't come up, and it was probably between five and six.
I made my way through the house to Sophia’s office. The door was closed, and my stomach clenched as I stood there. What did she have in store for me? It couldn't be good, whatever it was. But I was been summoned, and I’ve already learned in my short time here that disobeying is far worse than the alternative.
I knocked.
“Come.” I heard her loud voice from the other side of the door.
I opened the door, still self-conscious standing there naked except for the steel cage encasing my dick. How could I still be embarrassed after the week I’ve had, after the things I’ve done? And yet I was. She had that effect on me, even more than the girls she oversees. She’s always perfectly dressed and made up, a true madam in the old-fashioned sense. She’s low on patience and doesn’t take any shit from anyone, and she’s scares the hell out of me.
“You wanted to see me?” I asked.
She was staring down at some papers on her desk and didn’t bother to look up. “Come in,” she said. “Close the door.”
I did as she said, then moved to stand in front of her desk. I crossed my hands in front of my caged dick. It was pointless, but I still did it. I wasn't sure how far or how close to stand from her desk, and I ended up about five feet away.
Most of the floors in the house are polished hardwood, but in here, the floor was covered in a deep maroon shag carpet. The color reminded me of engorged sex organs, the dark, insistent shade of the balls I’ve been made to lick, of cocks I’ve been ordered to suck. 
“Update,” she said, turning a single sheet of paper around and pushing it towards me.
I steppped forward, still cupping my dick, and leaned over to have a look. It read:
Initial balance: $40,000
Interest: +$2000
Car: -$1000
One week room+board: +$800
Cleaning services: 50 hours @$2.00/hr = -$100
Escort services: 50 hours @$10.00/hr = -$500
Clothing and makeup: +$700
New Balance: $41,900
I stared at the words and numbers, a pit forming in my stomach. 
“What’s this?” I asked, knowing full well what it was. I was getting fucked, not just by the customers of The Velvet Room but by my bookie and Sophia. At this rate, I had accumulated almost two thousands more dollars in the last week, and I would be here for the rest of my life, or until they didn’t find me useful anymore.
 “What did I fucking say?” Sophia said, folding her arms under her ample, freckled breasts. “It’s an update on your financial situation. You need your ears scrubbed out?”
“You’re charging me eight hundred bucks a week to sleep on the floor and eat scraps?”
She looked at me from under heavily-lidded eyes, a nasty smile forming on her ruby red lips. “You don’t like your arrangement?” she asked. “You’d rather settle up with Manko some other way?” She leaned back and sighed. “I wouldn’t be too confident that he’d set you up with a job as nice as this. He might just break your goddamn kneecaps with a pipe and dump you in a ditch. He might do worse.” She picked up her phone. “Let’s just call him and see what he says.”
“No!” I cried. “Please. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to complain.” I dropped to my knees on the carpet. Hot tears stood out in my eyes. “Please, don’t call him.”
She held the phone up, looking at it, then slowly put it back down on her desk.
“I just…” I said. “How am I ever going to pay everything off like this?”
“You’re not,” she said. “But you can always do more to earn a little extra.”
More? I thought. I was already squeezing into tight, girly outfits every single night and offering my mouth and my ass to every paying customer to do with what they wanted. I was already cleaning the house every day from top to bottom. I couldn’t live any sparser. So what did she mean by more?
“What can I do?” I asked weakly, not sure I wanted to hear the answer.
She smiled wider, her eyes glistening. 
“You’re a basic whore right now,” she said. “Suck and swallow. Take it up the ass. Lick a few ball sacks. But we have a few VIP customers who want action that’s just a little spicier than the usual stuff.”
My stomach clenched. Spicier. What did that mean? Gagging on stiff cocks and swallowing gummy loads of hot spunk wasn’t enough? But my choices were non-existent. I hung my head and stared down at the carpet. 
“I’ll do whatever you want.”
I heard her get up from the desk and walk around to where I knelt. She leaned down and whispered in my ear. Her hot breath tickled as she spoke.
“Of course you will. You’re a goddamn worm, but you’re all mine, heart and soul.”
 
I spent the rest of the day cleaning, as usual. That night, Darcy led me to the dressing room and got me ready. The whole time she had a wicked smirk on her face. I had no idea what I was in for. 
She made me squeeze into a pink latex body suit, with padding to round out my ass like a girl’s and make it seem like I had breasts. It was hard as hell to get into, and once I was stuff into it with the foam prosthetics, I immediately began to sweat. 
I wore a blond wig with pigtails, and I made up my own face with deep red blush, thick red lipstick, and lots of mascara. The whole time I was thinking about the charges for clothes and makeup. Was Sophia making me buy every outfit? Something made me think that no matter how I tried to dig out of this hole, I was only going deeper. But again, it was either this, or lying in a ditch with broken knees.
“Come on, asshole,” Darcy said when I was done with my makeup. 
Instead of going downstairs for the lineup, we went up, but I knew better than to ask any questions. The latex squeaked as I walked, pinching me behind the knees, under my armpits, and pretty much everywhere else. 
We entered one of the suites upstairs, the one with a giant heart-shaped bed that I’d cleaned, but never used with customers. VIPs, Sophia had said. This must be where the big spenders were entertained, and tonight I was the entertainment. 
I expected Darcy to leave me here to await my fate. Instead, she sprawled out on the heart-shaped bed and lifted her skirt to reveal her smoothly-shaved pussy. 
I stood in the middle of the room, not sure what I should do. Did she expect me to eat her out? That wouldn’t be that big a deal, compared to everything else I’d done the last week. I’d actually like it. I damn sure wasn’t using my dick on her, even though it was swelling uncomfortably in its cage. 
She laughed when she saw me staring at her. 
“This ain’t for you, dumbass,” she said. “Not yet anyway.” What did that mean? She pointed at the corner of the room. “Go stand over there, but you can face outward.”
I obeyed, standing and waiting. 
Darcy sighed. She bored easily. “Hey, dipshit,” she said. “Go ahead and jam your thumb up your ass.”
What? How was that even going to be possible? Did she want me to take the latex suit off? But I felt around to back of the suit and realized there was a slit in the back, right between my ass cheeks. I thought about putting my thumb in my mouth to at least lube it up a little, but Darcy hadn’t given me permission, so I did as I was told.
I curled my hand into a fist, thumb out, and pushed it up through the gap and into my ass. It didn’t hurt nearly as much as being fucked, though it was still humiliating.
“Go ahead and put the other one up there too,” she said. 
Both thumbs? I wasn’t sure the other one would fit through the slit, much less up my ass. But I knew better than to argue. 
Up the other thumb went, pushing in next to the other one, the old familiar pain making my butthole pulse with every heartbeat. And when I was done, I stood in the corner with both my thumbs pushed squarely up my ass, my fake breasts poking out towards the middle of the room.
That’s when they walked in.
There were four of them, all with dark hair and olive skin. Three of them were tall and muscular, all wearing black suits. They looked like they could snap me in half across their knee. The fourth was short and fat, wearing a suit with a dress shirt open to show the dark curly hair of his chest. His hair was slicked back, his lips thick and pouty, his eyes drooped in a kind of look that said he was bored with life. 
One of the others got a chair for the fat man and sat it up just a few feet from Darcy’s spread legs. He sat and leaned over to look at her shaved pussy as if it were a Rembrandt hanging in a museum.
For the time being, they all ignored me.
Then the fat man turned to one of his men and snapped his fingers. The tall man stripped off his clothes to reveal the body of a weightlifter.
These are his bodyguards, I thought. Or men he had hired specifically for this show, or whatever it was. But I thought my first idea was correct. These were men he knew. He didn’t have to tell them what to do, and they showed a deference that went beyond what you’d see between people who barely knew one another.
The tall man slid down his slacks to reveal one of the biggest cocks I’d ever seen. It hung semi-erect, uncircumcised, the skin a darker shade than the rest of him. He walked close to the bed, then stopped. 
The fat man finally looked at me. So did the tall, naked one. Even Darcy looked over from where she lay on the bed. She mouthed one word: “Move!”
I was supposed to take part now, though I wasn’t sure exactly what I was supposed to do. I scurried over from the corner. Walking was difficult with both thumbs up my ass, but Darcy hadn’t given me permission to take them out. The room was as quiet as a church at midnight, and my latex outfit squeaked as I shuffled forward.
I stopped before the naked man. Was he going to fuck me? Were we going to do some kind of threesome? The fat man was staring at me with those heavily-lidded eyes, but no one said anything. I didn’t want to piss off Darcy, but I really didn’t want to piss of these men, whoever they were.
The fat man opened his mouth and said one word in an accent I couldn’t place. “Fluff.”
Had I heard him right? I didn’t even know what that meant.
Darcy was staring at me, angry as hell at my stupidity.
“Do we need to get someone else?” the fat man asked.
“No, sir,” Darcy said. “She’s just new.” Then to me in a harsh whisper: “Get on your fucking knees and fluff him up.”
When I paused, she sighed, rolling her eyes.
“Get him hard,” she said.
Oh. That wouldn’t be that bad. I wasn’t sure I could fit all of him in my mouth, but it wasn’t like I was going to have to suck him all the way off. I was just prepping him to fuck Darcy. I was going to earn double the pay for this?
I dropped down with my thumbs still tucked up my ass, my knees falling hard on the hardwood floor. I lowered my head and opened my mouth wide to take the tip of him into my mouth.
The uncircumcised head tasted musty and salty, but he wasn’t the first client who hadn’t taken a shower just before their appointment. The first few dicks I put in my mouth, I had struggled to control my gag reflex, but won that battle every time.
I took as much of him into my mouth, the girth stretching out my lips and filling my cheeks. His meaty head made its way to the back of my throat, and there it was, the gagging sensation. My eyes began to water, and soon I felt my mascara running.
The fat man leaned back in his chair, folding his hands across his belly and locking his fingers together. He seem satisfied for the moment.
I worked the cock, bobbing my head like a chicken and making loud slurping noises. Some liked it quiet, but most liked it noisy. All the while, the naked man towered above me, a calm, detached look on his face. So far, this was weird, but not that much stranger than my other encounters.
I felt him grow harder in my mouth, the earthy taste of him filling my nose and coating my tongue. Saliva slid out of the corner of my mouth and down my chin, dripping on the floor. My jaws already hurt from the size of him, even though I hadn’t been going that long. I was glad I didn’t have to bring him all the way to climax, because I had no idea how long that would take.
Eventually, the tall man grabbed the base of his cock and pulled it out, stepping towards Darcy. I crawled out of the way the best I could, using only my knees. I didn’t think I still had the capacity of shame, but I felt more used and humiliated than ever before. 
I wasn’t sure if I was expected to crawl back into the corner or stay where I was. I decided to stay close to the bed, just in case I was wanted for something else, though at this point it seemed like most of the work was up to Darcy.
She spread her legs even wider, and the naked man lowered himself just enough to line up his cock. His ass faced the fat man, but he didn’t seem to mind. His meat still in his hand, he moved forward, guiding it into Darcy. She let out a gasp, then a squeal. 
She was a pro, and I figured her pussy was so stretched out that she wouldn’t even feel something that big, but maybe I was wrong. Whether it was a show or not, she made a lot of noise. The man reached up and pinned her wrists to the bed while he fucked her, his ass pistoning back and forth. Soon he was glistening with sweat, and the fat man had a funny little smile on his face and a twinkle in his eye. 
I sat where I had crawled to and waited, the taste of the big man’s cock still on my tongue. I heard a loud grunt and looked up to see the man’s eyes squeezed shut, his teeth clamped down in a grimace. Darcy let out the loudest squeal yet as the man stopped pumping, his ass cheeks clenched. I hadn’t seen him put on a condom, which was house policy, so I imagined the load he was injecting into Darcy. He stood like that for a long time, I guess to make sure he unloaded his balls completely. Darcy didn’t seem to mind.
The man finally opened his eyes and staggered back a step, his slick cock bobbing. He stepped sideways and began to gather up his clothes. I expected Darcy to head to the bathroom to clean up, maybe try to push or scoop the semen out of her. Instead, to my surprise, she actually lifted her feet up to the ceiling. Wasn’t that what women did when they were trying to keep as much semen as possible inside, so they could get pregnant?
The fat man looked at me. “Clean her up.”
Oh no, I thought. What did he just say?
I’d swallowed quarts of cum over the last week, so this shouldn’t really be all that different, right? And yet the idea seemed revolting. 
The fat man raised his left eyebrow, and I began to scoot over, thumbs still up my ass. Again, I really didn’t want to disappoint him or make him angry. And as my knees dragged forward to where Darcy lay, a strange thing happened. My mouth actually began to water. I somehow never ceased to surprise myself at what my mind deep down seemed to actually want. 
With my head positioned between her upraised legs, I could smell it, the tart tang of her pussy juice mixed with the salty musk of the man who had just unloaded into her. The creamy, translucent cum oozed between her pussy lips, and I suddenly felt everyone in the room waiting for me.
I leaned forward, the smells growing stronger. I stuck my tongue out and licked from top to bottom, tasting the warm, pungent mixture of Darcy’s liquid and the man’s spunk. 
“Faster,” the low voice said from behind me. “Slurp it up. All of it.”
I did as I was told, puckering my lips and sucking thick gobs of the stuff out of Darcy. I almost gagged. The taste was simultaneously disgusting and somehow intoxicating. I swallowed mouthfuls, feeling the warmth slide down my throat, thinking each one would be the last. But Darcy’s pussy was like some kind of magic fountain that never seemed to run out. 
How much had he shot inside of her? Over my loud slurping, I heard another sound, the contented humming of the fat man in the chair. This was what he had really come to see, not the fucking. This was what he wanted.
And somehow, the weirdness of it made me tingle. I felt my cock strain against its cage and wondered if at some point someone might let me out, might let me jerk off onto the floor, even if I had to lick it up. My balls were tender and swollen, ready to deposit their own load. But my own desires were not important, and they never came to pass.
I lapped up the last of the cum from Darcy’s lips. She laughed.
“Okay, bitch,” she said. “That’s enough. Don’t wear yourself out. There’s two more of these studs to go.”
I had almost forgotten about the other two men, but now that I knew the game, even though I was utterly degraded, I was eager to please.
“Yes, ma’am,” I said, licking my lips and scooting to the side to let the next man do his thing.
The first man’s cum sat heavily in my stomach as I watched the second one repeat the show. He stripped, his shaft already hard as he pulled down his slacks. He didn’t bother for me to sidle over to fluff him up, and he didn’t really need my services in that regard. But he wanted me to suck it all the same. 
His cock wasn’t as monstrous as the first man, but what he lacked in heft, he made up for in energy. He laughed as he grabbed the back of my head and pushed me down on his head, jamming his dick straight back into my mouth. 
A little squirt of precum dropped into the back of my throat, and I started to cough. He didn’t let go of my head or pull his dick out, though. In fact, he seemed to enjoy my suffering. My eyes were watering as I coughed, and all my instincts were to take my thumbs out of my ass and push away. But a more primal instinct kept me from doing that, the one that knew I would be hurt if I did it. Somewhere deep down I knew if the fat man wasn’t pleased enough with my performance, especially if I drew back and ran to the corner, his men would beat the shit out of me.
So I took it as best I could. Eventually the coughing subsided and the man got tired of fucking my face. He moved to Darcy and rolled her over on all fours, crawling up on the bed to fuck her from behind. 
He grabbed her blonde hair with one hand and smacked her ass with the other, each loud spank reverberating through the room. She let out a little squeak with each blow, and took the fucking like a champ. I wasn’t on the sidelines long. The man had already been keyed up and ready to go. 
After only a couple of minutes, he pulled out of her, grabbing onto his cock and pumping furiously. He let out a cry of triumph and squirted all over ass and lower back. God, there was so much of it, and I knew I’d be cleaning up every bit.
He gave her one last smack on the ass, the hardest yet, and I could see the red imprint left behind. There was a glare of defiance in Darcy’s eyes. She hadn’t liked that last smack. But it was only there for a second, and then it was gone.
The fat man didn’t have to tell me what to do this time. I knew my job. I struggled to my feet and made my way over to where Darcy was hunched over on the bed.
I began to lick the thick ropes of cum off her ass. The man must have eaten something garlicky earlier in the day, because I could taste it in the warm semen. I couldn’t work fast enough, and it began to run down and pool at her lower back, a little lake of silvery white just waiting for me. 
I leaned over to it and pursed my lips. I didn’t need to be told to slurp this up, either. I was like a pink, trussed-up vacuum cleaner, sucking the whole pool up in one go and gulping it down. My stomach felt heavy and hot. Just how much cum had I eaten already? A pound? Two?
I moved back to my spot, hoping that gag reflex wouldn’t come back, that I wouldn’t throw up. Resisting any of the men would be bad, but I somehow knew that throwing up would be twice as bad.
The third man was already naked by the time I crouched back down. The thumbs in my ass were really hurting now, having been jostled around from all the movement. But I’d been able to keep them in.
The man rolled Darcy over onto her back and crawled on top of her. He didn’t bother with my mouth. He was the smoothest of the three, gliding into her as if he was a dancer, his ass undulating. He grabbed one of her ankles and lifted it up, and despite all that had happened before, Darcy closed her eyes and began to moan. It wasn’t an act. He was really making her cum. I had wondered before, but now I didn’t. This man knew what he was doing.
She actually screamed when he came inside her, tears running down the sides of her face. The man moved off the bed and began to dress, and I started in that direction.
“No,” the fat man said. “Lie down. Face up.”
I paused, confused that I wasn’t going to be cleaning Darcy up this time. Though I was a little grateful. I wasn’t sure how much more I could eat.
I rolled onto my back, my fists tucked under my ass.
Darcy slid off the bed and quickly stood over me.
Oh, I thought. 
She crouched down low, her pussy just inches from my open mouth.
The cum began to drop down, thick and ropey, the first gob made me flinch as it hit the back of my throat. Darcy laughed, but stayed hunched over me, making sure every drop made its way from her snatch into my mouth.
“Swallow,” she said, grinning down at me as the last of it dropped onto my lower lip. I licked it off and swallowed hard. For a second I almost gagged, but managed to hold it back. 
Darcy closed her eyes and tilted her head back, and for a second I wondered what she was doing. All the cum was drained, so what was left?
Then I clenched my eyes shut as a stream of hot piss hit my face. I heard all of them laughing now, and it just kept going on and on and on…
 
Cassie the Clean-Up Bitch. That’s my full name now. My pay went up, a little, but my standing in the house went down even more. Before, I was one of them, a working girl, sucking and fucking my way through the night. But now I was fluffing up their men, cleaning out their pussies, and licking their piss off the floor. I gulped down used condoms with a polite thank-you and a curtsey.
But at least I was finally making headway. I was finally knocking about twenty dollars a week off my debt.



Sissified by Cindy: Feminized and Exploited by My High School Crush
 
My life had come to this: I was thirty years old, recently divorced, and delivering pizzas in my beat up Honda. The air conditioning had gone out in the car just last month, and June was coming up. 
I’d lost my job at the bank when Julia divorced me. Her father was the manager, and he had gotten me the job in the first place. So when his little girl decided she didn’t want to be married to me after five years together, Frank Dunworth looked for the first little excuse to cut me loose.
I was pretty sure she was cheating on me. I didn’t have any proof, just suspicions. Towards the end she didn’t want to have sex with me anymore. And she was always making some excuse to go out, dressed in short skirts, low-cut tops, and high heels. I looked at her chat history on her phone one time when she was in the shower, but she was pretty smart and she covered her tracks. Still, I was pretty sure she had at least one lover on the side.
So now I lived in a shitty one-bedroom apartment by myself. And I still had to pay the bills, but for the life of me I couldn’t find another bank job, even with my experience. I’m pretty sure Frank was buddies with damn near every other bank manager in town, and he must’ve called around. I couldn’t even get an interview.
So I turned to delivering pizzas. Sometimes the tips were okay, but all in all, it was a pretty shitty job. 
I pulled up in front of a townhouse in one of the nicer parts of town, a medium pepperoni and mushroom bagged and ready to be delivered. I got out and walked up the step, double checking the address. It was nearly six o’clock, and the sun was just starting to go down. The porch light was on, even though it wasn't quite dark.
I rang the doorbell.
I had to stop myself from gasping when the door opened. In the doorway stood a beautiful woman, but not just any beautiful woman. It was Cindy Dupree, the blonde, beautiful girl I’d had a crush on all through high school. I mean, I wasn’t the only one. She was drop-dead gorgeous, on the cheerleading squad, and she dated whoever she wanted. She cycled through a few guys on the football team, but she never even looked my way. I was the awkward nerd who gazed at her from afar. We shared a couple of classes, and I only built up the courage to approach her once.
I was going ask her if she wanted to do homework together sometime, but her boyfriend at the time, Chet something, walked up to her locker while I was staring at my feet in front of her, trying to mumble the question. I don’t remember his last name, but I remember him smacking me on the side of the head and telling me to fuck off and leave his girl alone. And I remember her laughing like it was one of the funniest jokes she’d ever heard.
I didn’t hold it against her. I shouldn’t have even been approaching her. She was way out of my league, and I got what I deserved.
But that was then, and this was now. And Cindy Dupree, as gorgeous as ever, was standing in front of me wearing nothing but a pink baby doll négligée. Her feet were bare, her perfect toenails painted turquoise.
Even though I recognized her instantly, I could see by her flat, disinterested stare that she had no idea who I was. And I actually preferred it that way. I was probably at the lowest point in my life since high school, and I didn’t really want the girl I had dreamed about, drooled over, and imagined a thousand different masturbatory fantasies, recognizing me.
I cleared my throat. “That’ll be $12.86.”
“Yeah, okay,” she said, with those perfect, pouty little lips. “Come on in. I need to find my purse.” She sounded as bored as she looked, and I remembered her having that same attitude in high school. For some reason, it made her seem sexy as hell, and I could feel myself getting stiff in my jeans.
She disappeared out of view, but the small dining room was just ahead, with a clear glass table with a tiny arrangement of daisies on it. So I walked the short distance down the hall, to the pizza out of the bag, and put it on the dining room table.
Cindy returned a few moments later, holding a tiny white handbag, and pulling her wallet out of. She was counting out the money, when she looked up at me, and her eyebrows narrowed. Oh no.
“Hey,” she said. “Do I know you?”
“Hm,” I said, pretending to think. “No, I don’t think so.”
Then the unthinkable happened. Her eyes widened, and her beautiful face lit up and a smile. “Yeah, I fucking know you. You’re that creepy little dude from high school, the one who always used to come to cheerleader practic, and sit way up in the bleachers, and watch us like some kind of perv.” She laughed. “Like we couldn’t see you if you sat high up in the bleachers. You were literally the only person there.”
I blushed, and cleared my throat again. “I’m sorry, ma’am. I think you've got me confused with somebody else.”
She furrowed her brow again. God damn she was cute when she did that. My boner was really starting to swell.
She put her purse and the money down on the kitchen table. “Hold on,” she said, heading back out of the room.
I looked down at the money. There was a ten and a five on top of her wallet. She probably intended to give me fifteen even. I just wanted to get the fuck out of there. I seriously considered grabbing the money and just leaving. But I was frozen where I stood. As humiliating as this was, I was at least getting the chance to see Cindy again, up close, in person, wearing a sexy little nightie.
I wasn’t gonna be jerking off to porn tonight. Tonight there was only going to be one movie playing in my head as I stroked myself, and it was going to start with Cindy opening her front door. The middle and the end would go a lot differently than this, but I could fill it in pretty nicely. I had a pretty good imagination.
When she came back, she was holding a book, thumbing through the glossy pages. I almost let out a little groan when I saw it was our high school yearbook.
She stopped flipping and jammed her forefinger down onto a page. “Yeah,” she said triumphantly. “I fucking knew it.” She spun the book around for me to have a look in my own picture. There I was, as dorky as ever. I sat hunched in the picture, staring out from under bowl-cut bangs, wearing a button up shirt that was out of fashion even five years before that picture was taken. God damn I looked nerdy. But there was no more denying it. She had nailed me.
“Oh,” I said, trying to laugh it off nervously. “Okay, sure. High school. Right.”
She saw right through me. “Come on,” she said. “You can’t seriously think I believe you don’t remember me.” She looked back down at the page. “Neil McDermott. Geez, you even sound like a loser.”
I blushed all over again, but my cock betrayed me, straining against my zipper.
“Sorry,” I said, looking my thumb at the door. “I really need to get going. I have other—”
“Right,” Cindy said. “You’ve got important matters to attend to in your high-powered job.” She laughed, looking me up and down.
At that moment, I never hated the blue and red shirt, and the stupid little visor I had to wear more.
“I can see you did real well for yourself after high school,” she said. “I figured you’d at least get yourself some nerdy little job that would at least make some money.”
“I’m kind of between jobs right now.”
“Yeah, I can see that.”
I suddenly got very defensive. “Well, what you do?” It came out sounding a lot more haughty than I had intended.
“I run my own web cam service,” she said, not skipping a beat. “I started out just doing it myself. But then I learned a little web programming, and started hiring some other girls. Now I make about a hundred and fifty K a year.”
I didn’t know what to say to that. Other than the feel a little regret that I hadn’t found her and all those years of surfing porn. I could’ve been whacking off to Cindy Dupree every night, and I gladly would’ve emptied my wallet to do so.
I wanted to get out of there more than ever now. My humiliation was complete. But Cindy was looking me up and down, a look of contemplation on her face.
“Not very masculine, are you?” she asked.
God, she was intent on rubbing my nose into the dirt. I folded up the warm pizza bag and pointed at the fifteen dollars.
“If that’s all,” I said, “I’m just gonna—”
“Hold on,” she said. “You just got here. Your other customers can wait a few minutes. Besides, I think I might have a way for you to earn a few extra dollars, maybe even do a little better than this shitty little pizza gig you’ve got going.”
Wait a minute. Was she offering me a job? I wasn’t really paying attention. While she was talking, my eyes inevitably drifted to her round breasts. She saw me looking, and I looked up to see her smile.
She took a step toward me, moving in close. For the first time, I could smell her, the mixture of dusk and honeysuckle. All the blood rushed on my head, and I nearly passed out.
She took another step, standing just inches from me.
She whispered: “I bet you beat your meat thinking about me a lot in high school, didn’t you?”
I closed my eyes, took a deep breath. Then nodded. “Yeah, I did. Almost every night.”
“And you never really got over me, did you?”
I shook my head. “No, I didn’t.”
“Well, now maybe you can finally get your chance.”
My heart was pounding in my chest. She slid her hand between my legs, cupping my crotch. My legs trembled. I let out a low moan. I couldn’t help it.
“We could have a lot of fun, Neil,” she said. “But here’s the deal. You have to do what I say, every little word. Are you okay with that?” She gave my straining cock and swollen balls a little squeeze.
“Oh yes,” I said. “Anything.”
She smirked and raised her eyebrows. “Now that’s what I like to hear. Hand me your phone.”
She held out her other hand, the one not squeezing my dick. My phone? What did she want with that? Suffice it to say, I wasn’t thinking too clearly, though. I reached into the front pocket of my jeans, and pulled out my phone, handing it to her.
“Call your work,” she said. I just looked at her like an idiot.
I dialed the store. It began to ring.
“When they pick up,” she said, “if it’s not the manager, ask for the manager. Tell him you quit.”
I opened my mouth to ask her what she was talking about, but the line clicked, and Gina picked up.
“Thank you for calling Pizza—”
“Gina?” I said. “It’s Neil.”
There was a pause at the other end. “Neil? Is there a problem with one of the deliveries?”
Now it was my turn to pause. As shitty as this job was, it was all I had. Cindy looked at me expectantly, raising her eyebrows.
“I…” I began. Cindy sighed, then reached up with both hands and pulled the top of her nighty down. Her large, creamy breasts jiggled slightly as they slipped out. Her nipples were small and pink. My tongue caught in my throat. My boner threatened to split the front of my jeans.
You want me? she mouthed.
All at once I found my voice. “I quit.”
“What?” Gina said. “You’re out on four deliveries, and were backed up over here. I don’t have time for jokes.”
I looked at those perfect breasts, my mouth watering. I swallowed. “No joke,” I said. “I quit.”
“Neil, what the—” I hung up on her.
Cindy hoisted her top back up to cover her breasts. Then she smiled, and clapped her hands together. “Awesome,” she said. “We are going to have so much fun.”
She took me by the hand, and dragged me all the way down the hall to a closed door at the end. She opened the door and we went inside.
The room was mostly bare. A computer sat on a desk against one wall, but otherwise the room was empty except for another door which I assumed was a closet. The room was well-lit, the walls painted a light pink. 
“Okay,” Cindy said. “Let’s get you started. Go ahead and strip. I’m going to get some supplies.”
Supplies? My heart was pounding now. Not only was I going to have a sexual encounter with Cindy Dupree, but she was into the kinky shit as well. I pulled that stupid visor off and threw it into the corner, and then pulled my shirt off over my head as she left the room.
I was completely naked by the time she returned, my boner standing at complete attention, waiting eagerly for her.
She ignored it, though, entering the room with a folded sheet of plastic in one hand and a bucket in the other. She set the bucket down, and spread out the blue plastic tarp in the middle of the floor.
Then she handed me a pink disposable razor. “All right,” she said. “I want you clean-shaven from the ears down.”
“What?” I asked. “I don’t—”
She stepped up close to me, the hem of her silky lingerie brushing lightly against my throbbing cock, making me dizzy all over again. “You know what turns me on?” she asked. “I mean really turns me on, makes my pussy dripping wet?”
I shook my head. I couldn’t even guess, but whatever the hell it was, I was going to do it.
“I mean,” she said, “I guess it seems a little weird. But I completely lose my shit when a guy dresses up like a girl.”
I had expected that, but it actually didn’t seem that bad, or even that weird in the grand scheme of things. I didn’t really want to dress up like a girl, but what I did wanted to was make Cindy lose her shit.
“Okay,” I said. “No problem.”
She smiled wide and reached down, lightly wrapping her fingers around the tip of my cock, pulling lightly away. Just one agonizing, teasing stroke. I flinched at her touch, and she giggled.
“Great,” she said. “Well, you start shaving. I need to do a couple of things, and make a couple of phone calls. I’ll be back in a bit.”
I looked down at the razor, and then at the computer sitting on the desk. She said she ran a web cam service. I saw the eye of a web cam, clipped to the top of the monitor. The screen was dark, and I didn’t see any light on the camera, but still…
“Um,” I said, nodding at the cam. “That thing's not on, is it?”
She looked at it, then back at me. “Of course not. Now hurry the fuck up. We’ve got a long, fun day ahead of us.”
With that, she left me alone. The bucket was filled with cold, bubbly water that smelled like pine cleaner. I swished the razor in the water and began to shave my face.
The razor wasn’t exactly sharp, and I nicked myself several times just shaving my cheeks and jaw. I did my arms next, and was thankful that I didn’t have a lot of body hair, because I had to rake the razor across my skin several times in each place to get all the hair.
While I shaved myself, I heard Cindy in the other room, chatting excitedly on the phone. I couldn’t make out the words, but she was really keyed up.
About twenty minutes later, she came back into the room just as I was finishing up, shaving the last hair off my right ankle. I’d nicked myself at least a dozen times, and my skin felt cool and raw all over.
She was holding what looked like a tackle box in one hand, and a white paper shopping bag in the other. She looked me up and down.
“You did a pretty shitty job,” she said. “But it’ll have to do.” She set everything down, then knelt to open the case. It was make-up: mascara brushes, lipstick, and all sorts of little cases and tubes. She picked up what looked like an eyeliner pencil, and stood up.
“Now kneel down just a little,” she said. “To my height.”
I bent my knees about six inches, positioning my face just below hers. She reached out and grabbed my jaw with one hand, holding my face firm. 
“Close your eyes,” she said. I did, and she began to draw on my eyelids. When she was done with that, the eye shadow was next. My thighs began to burn a little as I knelt slightly, holding the position. But when I tried to straighten up as she got a different kind of makeup, she yelled at me to crouch back down.
Cindy applied thick mascara my eyelashes, which were already naturally long for a man. Then she rubbed base all over my face, and brushed bright red blush on to my cheeks with a pad. The lipstick was last, a deep, whorish scarlet that she slathered onto my lips in thick coats.
“Not bad,” she said. “You’re starting to look fuckable.”
Then she closed the makeup case and turned to the bag, taking out a pair of earrings. They were long and dangly, with pink rhinestones. Thankfully, they were clip-ons. My ears weren’t pierced. I felt the pinch on each lobe as she clipped them on, and they jingled a little as I turned my head, feeling their weight.
Next, she pulled a blonde wig out of the bag. “Bend down,” she said. I leaned forward, and she slipped the wig over my head. After I stood up, she straightened it. The synthetic blonde curls tickled my shoulders and neck. I was starting to feel like a girl, and it was arousing in a way I didn’t think was possible.
I didn’t expect the next thing she pulled out of the bag, what looked like a tiny cylindrical stainless steel cage.
“Okay,” she said, “here’s the deal. I’m gonna lock your little dick up. It gets me super hot knowing you can’t do anything, you can even touch yourself. But if things go really well, and you’re a good little girl, later on I’ll let you out. And because you're caged up all that time, when you finally come it will be fucking amazing. Okay?”
I wasn’t sure about this. For one thing, my cock was his hard as granite. I had imagined that after playing dress-up we would go to the bedroom, and then the real fun would start. But she wanted to draw this out in a big, long tease. That sounded pretty exciting in a way, though I had to admit I was a little disappointed. Still, I nodded my head.
“Good,” she said, looking down at the bucket of water. “We need to get rid of that nasty hard-on. Go ahead and squat, and submerge your junk in the water until you get soft.”
I wasn’t sure I was going to be able to get soft, but I squatted over the bucket and dipped my cock and balls in the water, hissing at the coldness.
“Don’t be such a baby,” she said, as my boner began to wilt. After a couple of minutes, she snapped her fingers and motioned for me to rise. My dick wasn’t completely soft, but mostly. It threatened to stiffen all over again as she cupped my balls in one hand and began to slide cage on with the other.
She jammed it on quickly and forcefully, bending my semi-stiff cock into the curve of the cage. She clicked the ring shut around the base of my balls, then hooked a little padlock through a hole there and snapped it shut with a click. She looked up at me with those gorgeous eyes, batted her eyelashes at me, and gave my locked cock a little pat.
“Much better,” she said. “You have no idea how hot that makes me.” And then to prove her point, before standing up she reached down between her legs with one hand, closed her eyes, and made a swiping motion. She stood up and raised her middle finger in front of my face. It was glistening with wetness.
“Open up,” she said. “Baby girl gets a little treat.”
I opened my mouth, feeling the heavy lipstick make my lips stick together a little as I opened them. She slid her finger past my lips, and I closed my mouth around it, tasting her tart, dusky juice and sucking it clean.
“Thank you,” I said.
“Oh,” she said, “there’s a lot more where that came from.” She winked at me.
My cock was starting to get stiff again, or at least trying to, painfully straining at the cage. But I wanted to make her happy, and I'd do anything. Hell, I’d just quit my job.
“Now it’s time for your outfit,” she said, reaching back into the bag. She pulled out a skimpy top covered with pink sequins and held it up over my chest. “Yeah, this will do. Hands up.”
I raised my hands in the air, and she dropped the top down onto me. It was loose in the chest, but she immediately had an answer for that. Cindy produce two soft, foam breasts from the bag, and tucked them into the front of my sparkling blouse. She adjusted them, and they didn’t look too bad.
Next she pulled out a jean skirt, and had me squeeze into it. And I do mean squeeze. The skirt was very tight. Finally, she pulled a pair of sequined high heels out of the bag.
“These are probably too small,” she said. “But tough shit. Women wear clothes that don’t fit all the time to please men. Now it’s your turn.”
She put them on the ground and pointed at me to step in them. They were definitely too small. My toes squeezed together as they pushed into the front of each shoe. But once I was in, she ordered me to fasten the little buckles on each. I wobbled to keep my balance as I stood before her.
She looked me up and down once again and let out a low whistle. “Hot damn, girl,” she said. “You’re looking pretty sweet. This is making me so hot, I might have to take a break and—”
Just then the doorbell rang. Cindy’s eyes widened.
“Well who could that be?” she said in mock surprise.
I started to get a little nervous. I thought this was just going to be between the two of us.
“Hold on,” she said. “Be right back.”
I stood there, shifting back and forth on my feet, trying to keep my balance and hoping the pain would subside a little. Instead it got worse.
I heard the front door open, and Cindy let out a squeal, followed by the sound of another person with a deep voice. The front door closed, and the footsteps traveled back down the hall towards me.
Cindy walked back into the room first, and following her was one of the biggest black men I’ve ever seen. He wore a pair of scuffed jeans, and a white T-shirt. He was ripped, his arms and chest threatening to split the shirt open. He was bald, with large browned expressive eyes, a square jaw, and a light goatee.
“This is Buster,” Cindy said, waving her hands in front of the man like one of the girls on the Price is Right. “Buster, this is…” She paused, rolling her eyes up a little and thinking. Then she clapped her hands together. “Nell!”
“Hey there,” the big man said in a deep baritone. He gave me a little smile.
When I didn’t answer right away, Cindy stepped behind me and gave me a smack on the back of the head. “Don’t be rude, Nell. Tell him at hello. In fact, give him a little curtsy.”
“Hello,” I said.
“You look like a bitch,” Cindy said. “But you don’t sound like one. Say hello again, and this time sound like the little sissy bitch you are.”
I raise my voice, trying to sound like a little girl. “Hello, Buster,” I said, putting my head down and trying to curtsy. But I stumbled, catching myself at the last minute before I fell face first on the floor.
They both laughed.
“That’s better,” Cindy said. I was terrified at was going to happen next. Why had she brought this man over? I was about to find out.
“You said you do anything, right?” Cindy asked me. I was beginning to regret those words. But I had told her I would do anything, and I meant it.
“Yes, Cindy,” I said, in my light, girly voice.
“Excellent,” she said. “Then I’m going to watch while you give Buster here a big sloppy blow job.”
She must’ve seen the dread on my face, because she laughed even harder. “That’s right, bitch,” she said. “On your knees.”
My stomach rolled as I lowered myself to the floor. I felt like throwing up. I'd never done anything gay before. But Cindy had a grip on me now. Actually, she had had a grip on me for a long, long time.
Buster stepped forward, and I could smell him. He must have worked outside, construction, or maybe lawn work. Because his powerful, sweaty odor filled my nostrils. He reached up to unbuckle his belt, but Cindy laid a soft hand on his.
“No, no, no,” she said. “You’re my guest here. You don’t lift a finger. The little bitch here will do all the work.” Then she nodded at me.
I scooted forward on the plastic tarp, and unlatched the buckle on Buster’s belt. I unbuttoned his jeans and slid the zipper down. He was wearing white briefs. I reached into them, feeling the moist heat as I curled my fingers around his thick meat. I pulled him free, and looked at the long, black cock staring me in the face.
Cindy was clearly excited. She stepped back into the corner of the room to watch.
I swallowed hard, trying to generate saliva. But my mouth suddenly felt dry. I leaned forward and kissed the meaty tip, tasting the salty, musky drop of pre-cum that had dribbled out. I thought I might gag, but I held the reflex at bay. I saw where I had left a dab of red lipstick on the tip of his cock.
“Don’t be shy, baby,” he said, putting his giant hand on the back of my head and pushing me forward.
I open my mouth wide and took him into it, his girth pushing the sides of my mouth wide, the head of his cock pushing to the back of my throat. My eyes flooded with tears, and I gagged, coughing. But he didn't let me up. He just laughed, and held my head in place.
“Suck it, bitch,” he said, all the gentleness in his voice gone now.
I reached up with both hands, grabbing the base of his cock with one, and cupping his balls with the other. I massaged both as I slid my lips back down the shaft. He loosened up a little then and let me move my head back and forward. I started to suck his dick proper, still coughing and gagging a little as I did so.
As I sucked, and stroked the base, and fondled his warm, sweaty balls, he relaxed, closing his eyes and moaning.
“Lick his balls,” Cindy said from the corner.
If you had told me an hour ago that I would be kneeling on the floor in the home of my high school crush, giving a blow job to a big, black stranger, I would have told you you were crazy. And yet here I was, and the act itself was making me feel like a whore, turning me on even though my cock was locked in a cage, unable to get hard.
So like a good whore, I did what they told me. I slid my mouth from his cock, a thick rope of saliva trailing between it and my lower lip. Then I lowered my head, dropped my hand away, and ran my tongue all over his warm, salty balls.
Cindy laughed. “God damn,” she said. “I think we’ve got a bright, new talent here.”
I took his balls in my mouth one at a time, sucking them softly, and rolling them around.
“All right, bitch,” Buster said. “It feels good, but I need you to finish me off.”
I looked up at him with what I hoped were sexy eyes. “Yes, sir.”
Then I moved back in front of his cock, and took it back into my mouth, suckling it smooth and slow. I grabbed the base with both hands, and massaged as I pumped my lips back and forth along him. He put both his hands on the top of my head, resting them there as I began to move faster, bobbing my head like a frantic woodpecker.
His breathing picked up, and I could feel his body tensing. It wouldn’t be long now. And then he let out a deep cry, his body locking up, his leg shaking.
He pulled his cock out of my mouth, and grabbed himself, jerking it as a hot jet of white cum spurted on to my face, hitting me on the forehead and my right eye, which I closed just in time. He kept jerking, though, and jets of thick, ropey cream just kept spurting out, coating my face completely.
I closed my mouth, and for a moment or two, I couldn’t breathe. His cum had plugged up both my nostrils. So I had to open my mouth, his warm spunk dripping on the back of my throat as I gasped for air.
Buster stumbled backwards, and let out a heavy sigh. “Holy shit,” he said. “That was good. I’m gonna have to come back for some more of that shit.”
I reached up and wiped gobs of cum out of my eyes. I blinked away the rest. I saw him tucking his cock back in his pants, and zipping them up. I started to flick the cum off my fingers when Cindy stopped me.
“Oh no you don’t,” she said. “Waste not, want not. Lick those fingers clean. In fact, all that cum that’s on your face needs to go in your belly.”
Again, I would have thought this whole situation disgusting not long ago. But now, in the middle of it, I was in some weird, crazed, horny state. I licked the warm goo off my fingers, feeling more than ever like a sexy, sissy whore.
“You come back anytime,” Cindy said to Buster, giving him a kiss on the cheek. And just like that, he left.
Cindy stood over me as I began to wipe my face with my hands, then lick the palms clean.
“You did real good,” she said. Then she walked to the computer, and tapped a couple of keys. She turned back to me.
“I may have fibbed,” she said. “Just a little bit.”
I stopped licking. Oh no.
“That’s right,” she said. “Sissy Nell. You’re my newest star.”
The web cam was on after all. But when had it started streaming?
“We got it all,” she said, as if reading my mind. “Your transformation, and that All-Star blow job.”
Oh God. What if somebody I knew had seen that? My only consolation was that I didn’t think I knew anybody who would be into tranny porn. But you never knew, right? Unfortunately, it got worse.
“Also,” she said, “I kind of snuck your phone out of your pants when you took them off. And I kind of texted the link of the stream to everybody in your contact list.”
Oh God. Oh no. “Please,” I said. “Don’t put that on the web.”
“Oh, you don’t understand. That all just went out live.”
My heart sank.
“It wasn’t, strictly speaking, legal,” she said. “I mean, you’re not registered with my service. But we just need to do a little paperwork. And settle on the contract.”
“Contract?”
“Yeah,” she said. “Man, that stream pulled in more viewers than anything else I’ve got going right now. You want to work for me, don’t you?”
What was going on? I was so confused, and humiliated.
“I mean, you’re not going to get a job doing anything else. I’ve already got a few responses from the stream. You want to hear them?”
He was beginning to hit me who all had seen what had just happened. My ex-wife, her father, my family, and all my friends.
“This is from your ex-wife,” she said. She laughed. “I didn’t even know a loser like you could get himself a wife. Anyway, she says she didn’t realize how depraved you were. And there’s lots of people saying they don’t want to have anything to do with you anymore. Seems to me like you’re in a pretty shitty place, Nell.”
“Please,” I said. But she was right. It was too late.
“I’m going to make you a one-time offer,” she said. “You can actually move in with me, clean the house, do the laundry, and wash my car. And you do the shows for me, as often as I want. In return, you get a room and board. Take it or leave it.”
My whole life had just shifted on a dime. In the span of an hour, I had just lost everything. Or had I? Cindy had put me in the spot, but she was also giving me an opportunity. And I felt like in some ways I had just awakened to a whole new me. I liked being dressed like a girl. I liked Cindy locking up my cock. And I liked giving that big black man a blow job, and taking his load right in my face.
I cleared my throat. “Yes.”
“What was that?” she said, cupping her hand to her ear.
“Yes,” I said. "I’ll do it. I’ll be your sissy house whore.”
She smiled brightly. God, she was so beautiful.
“Great,” she said. “Let me show you where you’ll be sleeping.” She walked to the closet, and opened it. Inside was a large dog cage. “It’s more comfortable than it looks. Don’t worry, I’ll give you a ratty old blanket to lay on.”
Just then the doorbell rang again.
“Ooh,” she said. “I need to get the cam up and running again. Are you ready for your next scene?”
I was.



Sissified by My Sergeant
 
I stood at attention in a line with my fellow basic trainees, my head shaved, wearing my fresh new fatigues. The drill sergeant walked into the barracks. He was shorter than I expected, a stocky pug of a man, wearing a wide-brimmed army hat and a dark olive uniform.
He walked to the center of the room, every muscle wound tight, almost like a wind-up toy. He stopped and turned to face us. The patch on his chest said Sgt. Mackey.
“Good morning, ladies,” he said, his voice gruff and loud. 
“Good morning, sir,” some of us said, the others joining in.
“That was pathetic,” he said. “But you will learn. You will learn to act and speak as a unit, and at all times address me as Drill Sergeant.”
“Yes, Drill Sergeant,” we said, more in synch this time.
“Louder, you fucking pansies.”
“Yes, Drill Sergeant!” we yelled together.
“Better, but still shitty,” he said. “Now then, I want to talk to you faerie fuckheads about a very important matter. Morale. The Army will tell you morale is important for maintaining unit cohesion. I say morale is important for keeping your flyspeck brain on the task at hand. Namely, doing whatever the fuck you’re told to do by your superior officer.”
“Yes, Drill Sergeant!” we chanted.
“Now every class of basic training, there’s one fuckup, one dipshit loser who can’t keep up with the others, can’t keep his bunk straight, can’t learn the fundamentals of what it takes to be a soldier. In essence, this useless piece of dogshit is not a soldier. So I have taken it upon myself to designate this faggoty fuckup as your unit’s morale leader.”
“Yes, Drill Sergeant!”
“In actually, the morale leader doesn’t lead shit. His entire purpose, since he cannot function as a real soldier, is to do whatever the fuck the rest of you pea-brains want him to do. He will be dressed up like one of your little cutie pie pieces of snatch from back home, and he will take your cocks into his pretty little mouth and his tight little asshole until you are happy.”
“Yes, Drill Sergeant!”
“Some of you may think I am joking. I am not. I guaran-fucking-tee each and every one of you fucks that I am as serious as ass cancer. Within one week, it will become painfully obvious who the weak link is, and soon after that walking piece of shit will be converted into a round-the-clock sissy fuck-slut for every other numbfuck in this unit.”
“Yes, Drill Sergeant!”
“Now then, turn to the right.”
We turned, sloppily and out of synch.
“Get those fucking knees up and out the door, shit-stains,” he yelled. “We’re going to start you off with a five-mile scenic run of the base.”
And then we ran, out the door and into the summer heat. I was out of shape. I’d joined the Army because I was out of options. I was just now starting to regret it.
I thought the sergeant was joking, that the whole business about a morale leader was just part of the act. I couldn’t have been more wrong.
 
I fell behind on that very first run. We’d barely made it past the first mile marker, and I was huffing and puffing and dragging ass behind everyone else. 
Sergeant Mackey had been at the head of the run, but he fell back to trot alongside me. 
“So we have our first candidate here, ladies,” he yelled. “This fairy princess apparently wants wear a pair of pink panties and suck all your dicks.” He put his face right next to mine. I could smell menthol aftershave and cigarettes as he screamed. “Is that right, faerie princess?”
“No, Drill Sergeant,” I said, already out of breath.
I expected him to yell at me some more, but he just smiled and ran back to the front of the group.
I didn’t even finish the run. Halfway through, I doubled over, then squatted and threw up on the dirt running track. 
“Get your ass to the infirmary, princess,” I heard the sergeant’s yell from ahead. I let my stomach settle, then climbed to my feet and started the walk back to the base infirmary.
 
I was surprised to see a female nurse working in the infirmary. She was beautiful, too. She wore a skimpy white uniform and bright red lipstick, with her red hair tied up in a bun. 
I staggered into the cool building, and she took me by the arm and led me to an exam table.
“Just have a seat right here,” she said. 
“I just…I was running,” I said, still dizzy.
“Oh, no need to explain,” she said. “You’re in Mackey’s unit, right?”
I nodded. She brought me a bottle of water and a couple of pink pills.
“Here,” she said.
“What are these?”
She paused, then smiled. She had a beautiful smile. “Electrolytes,” she said. “You just need to get your energy back up.”
I swallowed them with a swig of water.
 
After an hour lying down on the exam table, she sent me back to my barracks, where I sat on my bunk and waited. Not long after, the guys ran in, sweating and panting. Every one of them looked at me with disgust.
I stood up and at attention as Sergeant Mackey approached. He didn’t even look winded after the five-mile run.
“Oh, no,” he said. “Go ahead and sit back down. We wouldn’t want to tire your delicate ass out.”
I hesitated, looking at him.
“I told you to sit the fuck down,” he barked.
I sat, while he ordered everyone else to hit the showers. 
 
We ate after that. I sat alone, spooning baked beans into my mouth, though I wasn’t really that hungry. I was starting to feel a little weird, too, out of sorts.
After dinner, we headed to the obstacle course. I couldn’t make it over the wall. I came in dead last. Sergeant Mackey didn’t say a word. He just smiled a grim little smile at me and shook his head.
 
Everything happened faster than I would have thought.
That night, the Sergeant turned out the lights. The other guys all started making kissing noises. I heard a whisper from the bunk below me.
“You’re gonna look real pretty with my dick in your mouth.”
Finally the kisses died down. Even though I was exhausted, I lay awake for at least another hour before sleep finally overtook me.
 
I woke up to hands grabbing my arms and legs, pinning me to the bunk. A bag slipped over my head just as I tried to yell, muffling the noise. They lifted me up like I was nothing, and carried me above their heads to the showers. 
I was still yelling when they put me down on the floor, but a fist hit my stomach and all the air went out of me, red light exploding behind my eyes. The bag came off my head and six soldiers stood over me. I squinted at them as the bright fluorescent lights of the bathroom shined down.
Private Denkins was in my face. He was black, with a little gap between his front teeth. He was my bunkmate. 
“You got two choices,” he said. “You can be our new bitch, or you can drop out.”
I couldn’t drop out. I had nowhere to go. I’d hit the very bottom. I still wasn’t sure the whole thing was just a gag, a way to haze the new guy who wasn’t living up to the standards of the rest of the unit.
“I’ll do whatever you want,” I said.
Denkins smiled and laughed at that, looking up at the other men. They laughed too.
I was wearing a white t-shirt and white boxers. They grabbed me, hefted me to my feet, and tore the clothes off me. Then they dragged me to the showers, where I stood naked. One of them tossed a safety razor at my feet.
“Well go on, honey,” Denkins said. “Shave everything nice and smooth.”
I turned on the shower, lathered my legs up with the tiny bar of white soap, and began to shave. They chatted and laughed as I shaved all the hair but my eyebrows off my body. Halfway through, Denkins came over to slap my ass and tell me to hurry the fuck up.
A funny thing happened while I was shaving my chest. I’m a pretty skinny guy, and I don’t have a lot of hair anyway, but what hair I did have seemed thinner than I remembered. Also, as I was shaving around my nipples, it seemed like my breasts were swelling out a little. I didn’t know what the hell that meant. Some kind of infection?
When I was done, the guys made me turn in a circle while they inspected me. Satisfied, they made me walk in front of them back into the bunk room, then to the door. I looked over my shoulder at them. I didn’t want to go outside naked.
“Go on,” Denkins whispered.
I opened the door and stepped into the night air. Goosebumps broke out across my body. I covered my groin with one hand, and touching my balls, I was disturbed to realize they’d shrunk. I felt a boot heel on my ass and nearly fell over as it kicked me forward. 
I walked around the outside of the barracks until we came to a wooden trunk I’d never noticed before. MORALE SUPPLIES was stamped on the side, and the lid was padlocked.
Denkins took out a key and opened it. In the bright moonlight I could see piles of bright, frilly clothes: pinks, reds, oranges, and yellows. On one side I saw a pile of wigs of all colors.
“Pick out something nice,” one of the men said. 
I reached in a pulled out a silky pink mini-dress, holding it up. Denkins laughed and grabbed a wig.
“Nice,” he said. “I figure you’d make a nice blond.” He handed me the wig and reached under the clothes to pull out what looked like an ammo case. He closed the box and we headed back around the barracks, past the door.
“Where are we going?” I whispered.
“Shut the fuck up,” Denkins said. “Just keep walking.”
Small detached quarters sat just behind the barracks, a light on in the window. The door read: Sgt. Mackey.
I stopped at the door and looked at Denkins. He nodded at me. I reached up my hand to knock.
“No need for that,” Denkins said. “He’s expecting us.”
I opened the door to see my sergeant sitting in a straight-backed metal chair behind a gray metal desk. He had an unlit cigar in his mouth. He smiled around it when he saw me there, naked, clutching a pink dress.
“I believe you may have just set a new record,” he said. “Come on in and close the door boys.”
They closed the door and stood behind me as Mackey squinted at me from across the desk. 
“Well go on,” he said. “Put it on.”
I slipped the dress over my head. It was tight. Denkins threw the wig at my feet. I reached down, feeling the dress tighten even more. I slipped the wig over my head and tried to straighten it. 
The sergeant let out a low whistle. “Damn, you’re already kinda pretty,” he said. “Even without makeup. Let’s get some of that on you.”
He got up from his desk and walked to Denkins, who handed him the ammo kit. He put it on his desk and opened it to reveal a variety of makeup. He took out a tube of lipstick and elongated the bright red tip, then stepped close to me and smeared it on my lips.
He stepped back to admire his work. “Not bad,” he said. “Now you do the rest. Base, blush, all the eye shit.”
“I don’t know…I mean, I’ve never—”
“Well you’re gonna have to fucking learn,” the sergeant said. “This is your role now. You’ll need to make yourself pretty for the boys every morning.”
I stepped forward and looked through the ammo box, finding a tiny mirror. I’d never really had a girlfriend, so my only experience with makeup was watching my mom put it on. I tried to mimic what I could remember, smearing flesh-colored base on my cheeks, followed by pink blush. I used the tiny pencils to draw dark lines on my eyes, along with eye shadow. I brushed my lashes with mascara, all while the boys watched and snickered.
They were waiting patiently for me to doll myself up, then I knew they were going to do things to me. My cock actually stirred a little at the idea. I’d never been with a man before, but I was beginning to think maybe that’s what I was made for.
When I was done, I looked in the tiny mirror and was actually happy to see I’d done a decent job. I looked pretty, even if a little whorish. 
“Okay then,” Sergeant Mackey said. “We’re almost ready to break this bitch in.” He reached under his bed and pulled out a pair of red high heels. He put them on the ground and nodded at them. I stepped forward and into each, wobbling as I did. I reached down to buckle the little straps.
“There we go,” the sergeant said. “Now we’re good to go. I always break in the new girls myself, and then you can have your go, boys.” 
He pulled down the front of his fatigues and pulled out a short, thick cock, already at full attention. 
“Get on your knees and start sucking,” he said. 
“Yes, Drill Sergeant,” I said. 
“You’re a girl now,” he said, moving his cigar to the other side of his mouth. “Talk like one.”
I raised my voice, trying to sound sexy. “Yes, Drill Sergeant.” Then I got on my knees on the hard floor and took the base of his stubby cock in my hand.
I formed my painted lips into a circle, looked up at him, and slid my mouth over the head of his cock. It was dry and salty, like a warm hunk of cured meat. His squinty eyes had a dark glint of glee as he chomped on his cigar. 
I rocked my head back and forth, squeezing the base of his cock as I wetted the rest of it with my spit. I’d never sucked a cock before, but it wasn’t as bad as I thought, and I found that I actually kind of liked it.
“You better double-time that dick, princess,” he said. “Or I’m gonna have to take my belt to your ass and let the boys do the same.”
I thought I’d been doing a pretty good job, but he wanted me to go faster. I bobbed my head, picking up the pace, looking up at him to see if that was better. But his face was stony and expressionless. 
“And get your goddamn hand off my cock,” he said. “I just bet you can fit that whole piece of meat in your pretty little mouth.”
I let go and took in as much of his meat as I could. His thick head hit the back of my throat and I gagged, coughing. He didn’t let me pull off of him to catch my breath, though. He cupped the back of my head and pushed me back down on him, gagging and coughing the whole time. My eyes bleared with tears. The other soldiers laughed.
“We’re gonna toughen you up, girl,” the sergeant said. “Pretty soon you’re gonna be deep-throating every boy under my command without batting an eye.”
“Yes, Drill Sergeant,” I said, mumbling around a mouthful of cock. The guys thought that was pretty funny too.
He gripped the back of my head and fucked my face roughly, while I choked and coughed, saliva pouring out of the sides of my mouth and down my chin, tears streaming out of the corners of my eyes.
Finally he came, gunning three short bursts of spunk into my mouth. 
“Don’t you dare spit that out, princess,” he said, his voice tight.
I struggled to keep his load in my mouth, the pungent, salty funk of it filling up my entire mouth. I swallowed, but it just kept coming. He grabbed the base of his cock while the tip was still in my mouth and squeezed every drop into me.
He pulled out and hefted his pants, letting out a sigh. I gulped it all down, trying not to gag. If I thought about it too much, I’d probably throw up, and who knows what they’d do to me? The expression on my face must have been one of strain and disgust, because the boys were laughing again.
After I’d choked it all down and licked my lips, I looked up to see what was next.
“Okay, boys,” Sergeant Mackey said, “you can haul our little private slut here back to the barracks and do what you will.”
They saluted him, then grabbed me and lifted me to my feet, dragging me out the door.
My jaws ached and my throat hurt. I wasn’t sure how well I could suck any more dick, but if they wanted to fuck me, that seemed even worse.
Some of the sleeping men stirred as we reentered the barracks. They dragged me to the supply room in the back and turned on the single lightbulb overhead. 
Denkins was clearly the leader, and he was going to have his go before any of the others. He spun me around and hiked up the back of my dress, exposing my bare ass. Then he slapped it, making me jump and yelp. 
He leaned in and whispered. “I’m bout to break in that sweet virgin ass. What’s your name, girl?”
“John,” I said, forgetting I was supposed to be a girl now. I raised my voice again. “Everybody back home calls me Johnny, though.”
“Nah,” Denkins said. “That ain’t no name for a fine piece of snatch like you. Your name Kimberly from now on.” He curled his strong hand around my throat from behind. “There was this fine-ass girl in my high school named Kimberly. Stuck-up little bitch. Didn’t want nothing to do with my ass. But you ain’t like that, are you, girl?”
“No, sir,” I said softly.
He chuckled, then bent me over a wooden crate. “That’s right,” he said. “You my little bitch.”
Then I heard him spit into his hand and felt his slick fingers between my ass cheeks, lubing them up. His index finger pushed into my ass and I flinched. He grabbed my waist with his other hand and held me firm. 
“Shh,” he said. “It’s okay, girl. Just warming you up.”
He fucked me with his finger a little, which actually felt strange, but kind of nice. Then he pulled it out of my ass, and I could feel the warmth of his big body pressing up against my legs and ass, the length of his meat resting between my cheeks.
He reached up and took hold of his cock and guided the head between my butt cheeks and against my hole. I took a deep breath and tried to relax. 
“Hey Kimberly,” he said.
“Sir?” I said in a shaky girl’s voice.
“Ask me to pop your cherry,” Denkins said. “Nah, beg me to pop that cherry.”
“Oh please,” I said in my sexiest, most helpless voice. “Please, big black boy, push your cock inside me. Take my virg—”
He rammed it in. I couldn’t breathe for a second. Light bloomed behind my eyes. It was like getting hit by a train, except the train was thrusting up into your gut through your asshole. I bit my tongue so hard I tasted the coppery flow of blood.
“Oh, did I interrupt you?” he said. “I’m sorry. Go ahead and say what you were going to.”
But I couldn’t say or do anything. My whole existence was pain, humiliation, and complete helplessness. 
He pushed as far as he could and I felt like my insides were being rearranged, my asshole splitting in two. Then he slid it back out so that only the head was left inside. I heard him spit on his cock again, then shove it back inside.
“Make a little noise, bitch,” he said. “Let me know how much you like it. Cause I know you do.”
I whimpered, which wasn’t hard. I tried to sound sexy, but I was in a lot of pain, so it mostly just sounded pathetic. Seemed good enough for Denkins though, because he didn’t take long to come.
Only a few more thrusts and then he pulled all the way out and lay the heft of his cock on my lower back. I felt a warm sploosh across my lower back, and the gummy ooze of his cum pooled on my back and began to dribble down either side, tickling me.
I let out a gasp. “Thank you, sir,” I said. “Thank you for taking my ass cherry.”
He slapped my ass and laughed. “That’s my girl,” he said. I looked over my shoulder at him. He stepped back and pulled up his boxers, and I caught a glimpse of the fat slick log that had just been up my ass. I couldn’t believe it had fit.
I started to straighten up, but another guy stepped into the space Denkins had just occupied. He was a big motherfucker, a red-headed farm boy from Kansas or Oklahoma or something. He put his hand in the center of my back and slammed me back down over the crate. He laughed, a stupid ‘huh huh huh’, and then I felt him fumble his dick out of his boxers.
His cock wasn’t as big as Denkins’, but he made up for it with enthusiasm. He slid his cock inside my ass and began to ride me like a bull. I grabbed onto the sides of the crate and held on as best I could. While he fucked me, I wondered whether he’d done this with animals back on whatever farm he’d come from. He was rough as hell, slapping my ass and fucking me with a brutal mechanical rhythm.
I couldn’t remember his name until one of the other soldiers said, “Yeah, give it to that bitch, Cody.” He whooped and kept on giving it to me. Soon after the pounding slowed and he squeezed my ass cheeks as his whole body went stiff. A warm bloom filled my ass, the hot liquid squishing out past his dick and sliding down my inner thighs.
Cody let out a satisfied sigh and stepped back. “Aw shit, Denkins,” he said. “It’s dripping all over the floor.”
Denkins laughed. “No worries, man. This bitch gonna clean up the floor with her tongue when we’re done.”
The next man stepped up, and without saying a word, he took his turn.
 
I woke up the next morning curled in the corner of the supply room. I was sore all over. My mouth felt sticky and foul, but my throat was dry. I looked down at myself and remembered where I was. I’d joined the Army, but now I’d been transformed into some kind of community whore for the troops in my unit.
They hadn’t just slapped some clothes and makeup on me, either. The transformation had gone deeper than that. In my mind I was now their bitch, and something about that made me tingle inside. As I looked down at my chest, I realized the change was also physical. Something was happening to my body. Curvy little nubs of breasts were pushing out at the bust line of my pink dress. Could you grow tits just by the power of suggestion? 
Of course that was ridiculous, and then I realized that my trip to the infirmary the day before. The nurse had given me pills. Electrolytes, she had said. But now I thought maybe that wasn’t true. I lifted up the front of my dress and looked at my dick and balls. They’d shrunken up even more, looking tiny and pathetic in the dim light of the supply room.
I heard a door in the barracks open and the sergeant’s booming voice. “Rise and shine, motherfuckers. On your feet, boys.”
I didn’t know what to do. I wanted to just stay on the floor, rest until my ass stopped throbbing and my muscles stopped aching. But I pulled myself to my feet and peeked out of the door. 
The men were up, moving quickly, making their beds. They were all in white T-shirts and boxers. I saw Denkins. He looked up while tucking a sheet and smiled, the gap in his front teeth clear even from across the room. He winked and put his head back down.
The sergeant had seen this interaction, though, and he barked at me. “Princess. You’re up. Get your pretty little ass over here.”
I came out of the supply room and walked across the room, teetering on high heels. My sore ass throbbed with every step. I stopped in front of Sergeant Mackey, wondering if he was going to order me to my knees to give him another blow job. I was just so tired and thirsty. I just wanted to have a tall glass of water and fall into my bunk.
“The men are going for a run this morning, Princess,” the sergeant said. “But you don’t have to go.”
I relaxed, relieved. 
“Your job is to clean these filthy-ass barracks from top to bottom,” he said. “I find so much as a speck of fucking dust and you will regret the day you were born.”
“Yes, Drill Sergeant,” I said in a cracked, high-pitched voice.
“But first, head on over to the infirmary,” he said. “And get your medicine.” He looked at my chest. “Looks like it’s doing you some good.”
“Yes, sir,” I said, heading for the door. They were turning me into a woman, and I was going right along for the ride. 
The sergeant stopped me right as I was heading out the door.
“Hold up, princess,” he said. “Men, I want you to take a look at that.” He nodded down at my ass cheeks, the bottoms just visible under the hem of my mini-dress. 
“That ass belongs to each and every one of you boys,” he said. “Whenever you are dismissed for the day, feel free to partake at your leisure.”
All the men stopped what they were doing to look at me, to stare hungrily at my ass. My face flushed and my ass felt warm from the intensity of their attention. 
“Well,” the sergeant said. “Go on, Missy.” He made a shooing motion at me.
I staggered out the door and across the grounds. A few soldiers were milling about in the early morning, and they glanced my way and snickered as I passed.
In the infirmary, the same nurse was there, the sexy redhead in the skimpy uniform. I realized for the first time that maybe she hadn’t started out as a she after all.
“Oh, there you are,” she said when I came in the door. I must have looked horrible, my makeup smeared, my wig askew, the hair mussed. But she didn’t say a word. Instead, she took me by the hand and led me to an stainless steel table, where she had me sit.
The place smelled of antiseptic, that tangy medicine smell that all doctor’s offices smell like. The first thing she did was straighten my wig. Then she got out a pink tackle box, opened it, and began to freshen up my makeup.
“We need to look pretty for the boys,” she said as she stroked fresh red lipstick onto my lips. Her beautiful auburn eyes shined with enthusiasm as she worked. She smiled. “Did you do a good job for the men in your unit last night?”
“I don’t know,” I said. “It was pretty rough.”
She straightened up, then slapped me across the face. I winced, the strike stinging my face. 
“You spoiled little twat,” she said. “Nobody gives a shit how you feel. Your job is to service the troops. You got that?”
I opened my eyes, bleary with tears. I definitely hadn’t expected that. “Yes, ma’am.”
“Good,” she said, smiling again. “You talk like that again, or I hear you’re not giving a hundred and ten percent, and I’ll give you a hot tamale.”
I started to ask what the hell a hot tamale was, but she leaned in and finished my makeup. I figured she wasn’t talking about food, and she answered my question without me having to ask as she applied my eye shadow.
“A hot tamale is a big fat red suppository,” she said brightly. “My own concoction. I push it up into your ass, and it dissolves. Feels like you’re shitting fire all day long. Not fun at all. Ask any of the other girls around here. The ones who put up a fuss at first all got one. Tawny over in building twelve had to have three before she got with the program. We had to hold her down to put in the last one.”
Holy shit. I didn’t want to go through that. “I’ll be good,” I said. “I’ll make my boys happy.”
“That’s what we want to hear,” she said. Her voice echoed in my ears, which were still ringing from the slap she’d given me.
The nurse leaned back and looked at me. “You’re turning out very nicely,” she said. “A few more treatments and you’ll be the most popular girl on the base.”
She put away the makeup and returned with a metal tray with two pink pills and a paper cup filled with water.
I picked up a pink pill and held it in front of my lips. I had a million questions. How long had this been going on? Did anybody on the outside know what was happening?
“What is this?” I asked.
She gave me a stern look and I was afraid she was going to set the tray down and smack me again. Instead, she said: “It’s experimental. Engineered hormones, they told me. You’ll be a hot piece of ass with tits bigger than most real girls in two weeks’ time.”
I didn’t understand what was happening, but I realized I wanted it all the same. I wanted to be a girl, a whore, serving all the men I could, each and every day.
I swallowed the pill, then took the other and drank the water.
“Can I ask you one more question…?” I asked.
“Nina,” she said. “Go ahead. One.”
“Do you still have a…?”
She laughed and pulled up her skirt. She had a neatly-trimmed strip and what looked like a natural vagina, the fleshy lips glistening wet. 
“You’ll have one too,” she said. 
“Thank you, Nina,” I said, getting down off the table. I started for the door.
She laughed behind me. “Where the fuck do you think you’re going?”
I turned.
“You got me all wet,” she said. “Before you head back for a day of cleaning, blow jobs, and getting fucked, get over here and get on your knees. You’re not just here to please the boys.”
I got down on the hard linoleum floor and put my face close to her pussy, breathing it in. Then I stuck out my tongue and began to lick.



My Wife, My Pimp
 
I used to be in management. I used to make a decent wage at a fiber optics company. But five months ago I was laid off.
Now I wake up every morning and fix coffee for my wife Denise before she heads to her job as a successful designer for a massive furniture chain. The first couple of months I tried to hop right back on the horse. I updated my resume and contacted everyone I knew to see who might be hiring. But all the jobs seemed to have dried up in the area, and Denise didn’t even want to consider the idea of moving. She was happy with her career.
But as the weeks rolled by, she grew increasingly unhappy about my unemployment, and I grew more and more hopeless and depressed.
“You’re not pulling your weight around here,” she said one evening over dinner. She tucked her blond hair behind one ear and sipped her wine.
“I’m sorry,” I said. I’d taken on all the housework and cooking to try to make up for it. “I’m looking every single day. I’m just not sure there’s anything out there right now.”
“Anything you’re willing to take,” Denise said. “Maybe you need to lower your standards a little.”
“You want me to deliver pizzas?”
“I want you to contribute to this household.”
“I am,” I said. “I’m trying.”
“Not hard enough,” she said, getting up from the table. “Clear the fucking dishes.”
She talked to me that way sometimes. She’d done it more the longer I was out of work. A power shift had taken place in the marriage. I had unintentionally become the stay-at-home husband, and she had begun to treat me with less and less respect. I took it because my self-esteem was almost completely gone. Almost.
I cleared away the dishes, and after that I refilled her wine and poured her a bath.
 
Two days later small package arrived in the mail addressed to Denise. When she got home, her eyes lit up. 
“I think this might help get us on track,” she said, slicing along the tape with the scissors. 
I didn’t know what it was when she first pulled it out, but soon enough I understood. The concentric metal rings. The tiny lock. She’d ordered me a chastity device. 
“I don’t know about this,” I said.
She looked at me. “I do. I’ve been doing some research of my own. I think part of your problem is motivation.”
“I really don’t think that’s it.”
“How many times a week do you sit around jerking off to porn? For that matter, how many times a day?”
I felt myself blush. I didn’t really want to answer that question. Masturbation was one of the few small pleasures I had to look forward to these days. Now she wanted to take that away from me? 
She stood there in her business suit and heels, looking down at me over her glasses, the cage in her hand. The thing was, I loved her. I felt compelled to go along with just about anything she said. I already felt like a failure, but if Denise left me, I thought I’d completely fall apart. And maybe she was right. The thought of giving her control over when and how I got off actually sounded kind of arousing.
“Okay,” I said.
She smiled at that. “All right. Pull down your pants.”
“Now?”
“No time like the present,” she said.
I pulled down my sweatpants and boxers. I was almost fully erect.
“Oh, for Christ’s sake,” she said. “How am I supposed to put it on when you’re like that?”
“Well,” I said. “We haven’t made love in a while. We could—”
She kicked me in the balls.
I grunted and fell to my knees.
“When you start acting like a man, I’ll start treating you like one,” she said. “Now stand up.”
I struggled to my feet, the pain spreading up my belly all the way to my throat. That had done the trick, though. My hard-on had wilted away.
She crouched down, and I stood there, my balls aching, as she worked out how to fasten the ring around my balls and affix the cage. She kept referring to the instructions, and all the while I thought I might get hard again. I tried to think unsexy thoughts. I tried to go over a mental shopping list. Did we have enough peanut butter? I didn’t want to get hit in the balls a second time.
Finally she clicked the lock in place. 
“Good,” she said. She jingled the tiny keys. “I think I’ve got a chain for these.”
She walked into the bedroom, and I heard her fishing around in her jewelry box. When she returned, she wore a silver chain, one key dangling between her breasts. I guess she hid the other one.
“Well, I feel better already,” she said. “How about you?”
“I don’t know,” I said.
She looked at me. That look said she knew I needed her, that she had completely control over me. That look was daring me to screw up.
“Here’s something for you to think about,” she said. “You’re not getting out of that thing until you start earning your keep. Do you understand that?”
“Yes,” I said.
She grabbed my face with one hand and squeezed until my lips puckered. “Yes what?”
“Yes, ma’am.”
She let go of my face, pushing me backwards. “Good. Now where’s my fucking dinner?”
 
After the cage went on, I became frantic in my job search. I’d already put my resume on every job website I could find, but I updated it and began sending it unsolicited to companies hours away. I signed up with temp agencies. I scoured the classifieds. The only responses I got were for minimum wage jobs and scams. 
I reported to Denise every evening when she got home, but after a week of this she’d had enough. She came home one Friday night, and without saying a word grabbed me by the hair on the back of my head and dragged me to the kitchen table. She sat in a chair. I was forced to my knees.
She sat down, crossed her legs, and took off her glasses.
“Okay look,” she said. “I don’t know if you’re incredibly lazy or just stupid and competent. Either way, you’re not the man I married.”
I started to mumble a response, but she slapped me on the side of the head. 
“Shut the fuck up until I’m finished,” she said. “Do you want me to leave you?”
“No,” I said quickly. “Please, no.”
She straightened up. “Then you’re going to do exactly what I say, without question. Do you understand, or are you too fucking stupid to wrap your head around that?”
“I understand.”
She smiled. “Good, because I've been thinking about your situation a lot, and I've come up with a solution. You’re going to be my whore. We’re going to see if that ass of yours is completely worthless, or whether somebody might pay to use it.”
Her whore? Besides being illegal, prostitution was about the most degrading thing I could think of. That's probably why she'd suggested it. I felt like I'd failed her and failed our marriage. A year ago I never would have thought the idea was possible. But kneeling on the floor before her I realized it was inevitable.
"But who—" I began.
"I guess we'll see," she said. "But nobody's going to want a piece of you looking like that."
The look on my face must have been a mixture of confused and disgusted. She laughed.
“Come on,” she said. “We have some shopping to do.”
 
We were on a budget, of course. So we went to a thrift store. Denise made me try on the trashiest women’s clothing they had. The woman at the register just shook her head when I headed into the dressing room with a turquoise sequin dress, an oversize mini-skirt, a wedding dress, and a pink prom dress. I tried on several pairs of high heels, settling on red and black. We got me four outfits with shoes for less than forty dollars.
We didn’t find any wigs at the thrift store, but there was a costume shop about a mile from our house. We bought a pink and a blond wig for fifteen dollars each.
In the car she said, “You're already in the hole. You need to earn all this shit back.”
At home, Denise ordered me to draw a bath, not for her, but for me.
“You look like a goddamn gorilla,” she said. “I want your body smooth from the ears down.”
I shaved my entire body, nicking myself in several places. My back was especially hard to shave, but by contorting myself I managed to get it reasonably smooth. The chastity device was also difficult to shave around, but I did my best. The tub sink nearly clogged with all the hair, so I had to scrape it out and throw it in the trash.
She laughed when I stepped out naked and shaved.
“You look like a giant baby,” she said. “I giant, pathetic baby.”
She ordered me to get the cling wrap from the kitchen. I wasn’t sure what for, but I knew better than to ask. 
When I handed it to her, she said, “I’m not going to waste money on a corset for you, but we can’t have that gut hanging out.” She had me hold the wrap against my belly as she wrapped my midsection tight.
Next I put on the sequined dress. 
“Hm,” she said. “You’ve got man boobs, but they’re not quite big enough. They’ll do for tonight, but I’ll need to figure something out going forward.”
Tonight? I thought she was just having me trying on clothes. I didn’t know she meant to have me actually do anything tonight. That was the point when I thought about stopping everything, while I still had some shred of self-control and dignity. How low would I go? Part of me felt like I deserved every humiliation she could put me through. I’d let her down. I’d let myself down. And now I was paying the price.
“Go get my makeup box,” she said. “I’m going to show you how to fix yourself up.”
She showed me how to apply mascara, eye shadow, base, and blush. I put on the reddest, more whorish lipstick in the box, a thick coating. When I went to put it back in the box she stopped me.
“Here,” she handed me one of her old tiny handbags. “Keep the lipstick. You’re gonna need it.”
After I was dressed and made up, it was nearly nine o’clock. I had a sinking feeling in my stomach about what might happen next. She made me stand in front of the mirror. In my pink wig and turquoise dress, I actually thought I looked pretty good as a woman. Chunky, but the wrap was holding my gut in. 
“You are one ugly fucking woman,” she said. “We just need to find some sickos with very low standards.”
I hobbled in my heels to the car, and we got in, Denise driving.
“Okay,” she said. “We’re gonna head up the interstate for about twenty miles. I’m gonna drop you off at the A1 Truck Stop near exit forty-one.”
Oh god, I thought. No.
“They’ve got a 24-hour café in there,” she said. “You’re gonna go in there, sit down, and order a cup of coffee. And when some trucker wants to take you back to his rig, you’re gonna go. I think a nice introductory rate of ten bucks is fine. We can raise the price as you get more customers.”
“Ten dollars for what?” I asked.
“Whatever the fuck they want. Get some condoms while you’re there.”
“Yes, ma’am,” I said.
“I’ll pick you up at eight in the morning. Now get in there and earn your fucking keep.”
 
I stopped in the convenience store on the other side of the truck stop and bought a box of condoms. The girl at the register had a nose ring and black lipstick. She snorted lightly and shook her head as she rung me up.
Then I walked into the truck stop café. By then any semblance of my old self was gone. I was completely debased. Not everyone looked at me, but it felt like they were. 
I sat down at the counter. An older woman whose nametag said she was “Betty” sighed as she took my order. 
“Just a cup of coffee?” she said. “Nope, honey. We’re not doing that. You need to order some food or get the fuck out of here.”
If I'd been a regular customer, I doubt she would have talked to me like that. But of course she could tell I was a prostitute. A man in his thirties dressed up like a cheap whore, and she wasn't going to treat me like a regular customer.
I ordered a breakfast special with eggs and toast. That seemed to satisfy her.
A fat guy in a t-shirt and a cap with a tractor on it came up to the register to pay his bill. He looked at me sideways, then hooked his thumb at the door and nodded at me. Holy shit. I'd only been here five minutes, and I already had my first customer.
A lump formed in my throat. I swallowed hard and nodded back.
The waitress put down my plate. I took a ten dollar bill out of my purse and put it on the counter as I got up.
She rolled her eyes. “You coming back?”
“Yes,” I said. “I mean, I don’t know.”
She just sighed and walked away, leaving the plate. I hurried out the door after my first client.
He was halfway to a blue rig. I fell in beside him, struggling to keep up in my heels. My feet were killing me.
He glanced sideways at me and smirked. “How much?”
“Ten,” I said, trying to sound like a girl and feeling ridiculous, like I was in some nightmarishly bad high school play.
He laughed. “If you’ll suck my dick for ten,” he said. “You’ll do it for five.”
“I’m sorry,” I said. “The price is ten.”
“Then go back and eat your fucking eggs.”
We were at the truck. He pulled himself up and opened the door.
“Okay,” I said. “Five.”
He laughed, then like a doorman, he pulled the door open and waved me inside. “After you, miss.”
I climbed up, and he slapped me on the ass as I got in.
The cab of the truck smelled funky, like tobacco and wet shoes. I sidled over to the passenger’s seat as he got in next to me. 
He didn’t waste any time, unzipping his jeans and pulling out a fat little knob of a cock. I just looked at it.
“There it is, missy,” he said. “Get to suckin’.”
I pulled up my fake pink hair with one hand, knelt down, and put my lips around his cock. It tasted like hamburger meat that was about to go bad. He wasn’t fully hard, so I suckled on his soft cock, my nose in a soft tuft of his public hair. Finally he began to stiffen, filling my mouth.
I began to move my head up and down, careful not to scrape him with my teeth. I’d never done this before, but having received a few blow jobs myself, I had a pretty good idea of what would work.
I brought my hand up to grab the base of his shaft, and squeezed it while I bobbed up and down slowly. 
“Make some noise, bitch,” he said. I glanced up at him. His head was back, his eyes closed, and mostly what I saw was the fat of his double chin.
I put my head back down and got to work, moaning and making loud slurping noises.
“Yeah, that’s good,” he said. 
While I worked, I tried not to gag. The taste and the smells were bad enough without the fat tip of his cock bumping up against the back of my throat. But I managed to keep the reflex in check. I closed my eyes, sucking, pumping with my fist, trying to make him feel good.
After a while my jaw began to get sore. I picked up the pace to try to get him to cum, but he pinched my arm hard and told me to slow down. So I kept it nice and steady for a long time.
Finally he grabbed the back of my neck, and I felt his whole body tense up.
“Don’t stop, bitch,” he said. So I didn’t.
I kept pumping the base of his shaft and stroking it with my lips, and finally a fountain of hot sludge erupted in my mouth. The spunk tasted foul: a dank, sour, salty mixture.
“Swallow it,” he said. “Choke it all down.”
I sat up with what felt like half a cup of cum in my mouth. Now my gag reflex really started to kick, but I knew if I threw up on him I wasn’t getting my money and this would all have been for nothing.
So I closed my eyes and gulped it down, all of it.
“Open your mouth,” he said.
I did, only a couple of thin, sticky strands between the roof and my tongue.
He laughed, then reached into his shirt pocket. He thumbed through a stack of twenties until he got to a five, then threw it in the floorboards. 
“Get the fuck out of my truck, you sicko.”
I scrambled on the floorboards, sticky from dried soda and what I guessed was tobacco spit, and retrieved the bill. I fumbled with the door, but finally got it open, then climbed out of the truck into the night air.
I took a deep breath, thankful for the fresh air, but as he started up the truck my nose filled with diesel exhaust. I coughed.
When the truck was gone, I uncurled the five dollar bill and looked at it in the violet-white glow of the truck stop lights. 
It was the first money I’d earned in over six months.
 
I headed back toward the café, wondering if my eggs were still waiting for me on the counter. Maybe a bite to eat would help get the taste out of my mouth. I didn't make it very far.
“Hey,” a man’s voice called out from the darkness.
I stopped, looking in the gap between two semis. The man stepped out of the shadows and my heart sank. He was short, with a blond crewcut and a pug nose under mirrored glasses. He wore the tan uniform of the highway patrol.
“Get your ass over here,” he said.
I paused, wondering if I should just kick off the heels and run for it, but that was idiotic. Resigned to my fate, I walked toward him, my heels clicking on the asphalt.
The little plastic nameplate on his chest read: Dugland. Sounded like the worst amusement park ever. I gave a nervous little laugh and immediately regretted it.
“Something funny?” he asked.
“No, officer.” I didn’t bother trying to sound effeminate. 
“Got any ID?” 
“No sir,” I said, and it was true, though I wasn’t sure if this was good or bad. Probably bad.
He looked me up and down, then scratched his chin.
“Get in the cruiser,” he said.
“Officer, I just—”
“I didn’t say talk,” he said. “I said get in the fucking cruiser.”
I staggered into the darkness, thinking this was it, I was going to jail for hooking exactly once. I didn’t have any co-workers to be humiliated in front of, or a job to lose. But my family was sure to find out. And even though it wasn't my fault, Denise would be furious.
I opened the back seat door and got in. To my surprise, the patrolman walked to the other side and also got in the back seat. I wasn’t sure what was going on, until he unzipped his fly and worked his cock out with one hand. Unlike the trucker, he was fully erect, bigger than I expected for a guy his size.
I tried to look into his eyes, but instead, warped reflections of myself stared back in his sunglasses. I knew what I was supposed to do anyway.
I pulled back my hair and started to lean down.
“No,” he said. “Freshen up your lipstick first.”
I straightened, then opened my purse. I opened up the pocket mirror and saw that indeed most of the lipstick was gone. Sucking dick does that apparently. I took out the tube and slathered on a fresh layer of red, then put everything away and got to work again.
I started to make noises as if I were enjoying it. Was I enjoying it? With my dick locked up, I couldn’t get hard. There was an undeniable thrill, but that was difficult to distinguish from outright fear. 
“Just shut the fuck up and suck,” he said. Some guys like noise, some don’t.
I reached out to grab the base of his cock. He didn’t like that either.
“Put your hands behind your back, Mindy. And keep them there.” Why had he called me that?
I wondered if he might cuff me, but he didn’t need to. I held my hands behind my back and bobbed my waxy lips on his cock. He came quickly, and it seeped out of my mouth onto his cock, dribbling down his balls. 
“Clean that shit up, Mindy,” he said. “All of it.”
So I swallowed what was in my mouth and proceeded to lick his balls, sucking pockets of cum out of his hair and getting lots of little hairs in my mouth.
When I’d gotten most of it, he said, “Okay, Mindy. That's fine.” Then he zipped up and looked at me with those eyeless eyes. 
“Why do you keep calling me that?” I asked.
“Mindy was my ex-wife.” That was all the explanation I got, and I guess all I needed. Either way, Officer Dugland had just given me my hooking name. “Now get the fuck out of my cruiser.”
 
My plate of food actually was still waiting for me. Everything was cold, of course, and there was a big gobbet of spit on the eggs. I looked at the waitress, who winked at me.
I ate it all anyway. I was hungry, and a little spit paled next to what I’d already put in my mouth. 
Hooking involves a lot of waiting. I found that out on my first night. After I ate and paid, I freshened up my lipstick again, then sat at the counter nearly another hour before a skinny old man in overalls tapped me on the shoulder.
He had a long grey moustache, and when he smiled at me, I could see two teeth missing on either side. I nodded and followed him.
The old man was in an old Ford pickup with a travel trailer. Once he got me inside, he thumbed down his overalls to show his old cock, poking from a cluster of wiry gray hairs. 
“Go on and climb on up there,” he said, nodding to the bed extending from the wall. “Get your ass up in the air for me.”
I took a condom out of my purse. “Can you wear this, please?” I asked. 
I expected a protest, but he snatched it out of my hand, ripped open the package, and rolled it on quicker than I would have thought possible. I crawled up onto the bed and hiked up my dress.
He cackled when he saw my cock cage, but didn’t waste any time. He pushed into me, and I tried to relax, but it was difficult. I felt like someone was going at my insides with a plunger.
The old man grabbed me by the hips and pumped away, sniffing every few seconds for some reason. He finished quickly, too, letting out a low whine when he came. He pulled out and pinched my ass.
I got up and pulled down my dress. He slipped off the condom and dropped it in a plastic grocery bag hanging on a nail in the wall. 
"That was my first time," I said, not knowing why I felt the need to say so.
He laughed at that. "You're not the first cherry I popped," he said, pulling up his overalls. "But that's fine to know. How'd you like it?"
"I liked it a lot."
He laughed. "You need to learn to lie better if you're gonna be a good whore."
But I wasn't sure how much I was lying. The experience certainly wasn't pleasant, but being used like that, fucked like that, and knowing I was serving Denise, that part I liked.
He reached into his back pocket, and got his wallet. He opened it and looked at me with eyebrows raised.
“Ten dollars,” I said.
He cackled at that and handed over a ten dollar bill.
I was on a roll.
 
I earned sixty-five dollars that first night. Most wanted blow jobs, and though my jaw hurt, I thought I was getting pretty good at it.
Denise’s car pulled up a little after nine, an hour after she said she’d pick me up. I walked, wobbling, out to the car. Halfway through the night, I’d checked my feet to find bloody blisters on both heels. I didn’t understand how women could wear those things all the time.
I got in the car.
“How’d we do?” she asked.
I dug in my purse for the money and handed over fifty. She thumbed through it and sighed.
“Is this all of it?”
“There are some ones and some change,” I said.
“How the fuck are there ones and change?”
“I bought some food,” I said. “And one man wouldn’t pay the full ten.”
She laughed bitterly and shook her head. “When exactly did I give you permission to buy something to eat?”
“I just—”
“We both know I didn’t. How many dicks did you suck?”
I started to count in my head.
“Did you swallow?” she asked.
“Yes.”
“All of them?”
“Yes.”
“Well,” she said, “a belly full of cum should have been nourishment enough.”
“Yes, ma’am.”
She reached over and grabbed my balls, squeezing hard. I jerked forward, hitting my head on the dash.
“And don't you ever haggle,” she said in my ear. “Your whore mouth and whore ass both belong to me, and I’ll price them how I please. You don’t get to mark them down.” She let go, but thumped my right nut with her fingernail, which hurt like hell.
“I’m sorry,” I said, still hunched over.
“Not yet, you aren’t,” she said. “You’re not getting off that easy. I’m taking a belt to you when we get home.”
I started crying. I was so tired. My midsection was hot and sweaty from the cling wrap. My feet were killing me. And now my balls were throbbing. 
“Oh please,” she said. “Shut the fuck up. You finally did something worthwhile, earned a little money. It’s not much, but it’s a start.”
She grabbed me by the chin and tilted my face up to hers. 
“You better get that shit out of your system,” she said. “Tonight I’ve got you booked for a bachelor party.”
She let go of my face and started the car. 
We headed home to a new morning, and for both of us, a new life.



Modified for Amusement
 
I used to be the CEO of a thriving tech company. I used to be married, living in a state-of-the art smart-home in a gated community. I used to be a man.
Now I’m a pleasure girl, working in the Flesh Zones in the seediest area of downtown. I live in a transparent tube on the side of the street, where I dance and sway and try to look sexy for anyone passing by. If they like what they see, they swipe their wrist over the checkout scanner attached to by tube, and then I’m theirs for the next ten minutes or ten hours, depending on how much their willing to pay.
And I want them to hire me, because if they don’t, then the automated little home I live in doesn’t ever give me any private time, with the tube walls frosted opaque. If I don’t service enough clients, it doesn’t produce food pellets for me to eat. After every client, when I’m put back inside, the automated jets spray me down with cleansing gel. It stings at first, but it feels good to wash the sweat and cum off of me.
Then it freshens up my makeup and hair, and sometimes it even gives me a new outfit.
I used to be over six feet tall. Now I’m short and spunky, a little punk girl who will take it in any hole, suck and fuck anybody with enough credits.
Here’s how it happened…
 
They came through portals, glowing blue-white doors of light that simultaneously opened up all over the world. Then they just stepped through.
The Corvant. They look like us, only more muscular, more beautiful, and with that glowing blue skin. Their eyes are blue too, same color as their skin, irises, sclera and all. No whites to their eyes, just solid, eerie blue.
They said they were here to help, and at first they did. They shared technology with us, and soon economies all over the world were booming. Hunger was a thing of the past, even in formerly third-world countries. Everybody was happy.
By 2035, everyone had SmartChips installed in their wrists. You could unlock your house, start your car, and pay for your beer by just thinking about it. 
My name used to be Dan Carver. I used to run Advanced CyberSystems. One day I got curious, and that was my mistake.
 
“Hey, Regina,” I said to my best tech at ACS.
“What’s up, boss?” she said, looking up from her workstation. Her red hair was pulled back into a bun, her glasses balanced sexily on the bridge of her nose, where a light spray of freckles highlighted her hazel eyes perfectly.
“Um,” I cleared my throat. “I’d like you to work on a project for me.” I lowered my voice. “Off the books.”
She lowered hers to match. “Sure, no problem. What is it?”
I looked around the room. Several of the other techs had their heads down. No one seemed to be listening to us. “SmartChips,” I said. “I want you to look into them, see if you can do a little reverse engineering.”
Her eyes grew wide. “Corvant tech is advanced, boss. I mean, really advanced. Not sure if I’ll be able to make any sense out of it.”
“Right,” I said. “I’m just not sure I trust what’s going on.”
She let out a little laugh. When she saw I wasn’t joking, her eyebrows furrowed. “Why would you think they’re up to no good? They’ve basically saved the planet.”
“I don’t know,” I said. “There’s something about them. Just…can you look into it for me?”
“Sure,” she said, but she looked a little worried, about the Corvant or me, I didn’t know. “No problem, boss.” She turned back to her terminal.
“Thanks,” I said, straightening up and heading for the elevator. I was supposed to meet my friend Dillon for a game of squash and quick lunch at the club in twenty minutes. 
I hoped Regina wouldn’t find anything. I didn’t want to be right.
 
I sent the mental signal to my car to start and open the door, then I slid into the warm leather seat. The door closed, and the car pulled out of the slot and toward the exit of the parking garage. I opened up a report on my tablet to review for an afternoon meeting.
But when we pulled out onto the street, the car turned left instead of right.
“Max,” I said, looking up from my tablet. Everybody gave their car a name to signal when they were talking to it. “I’m heading to the club, remember?”
“Sorry, sir,” the car said in its polite British accent. “There’s been a change of plans.”
“What?” I said, putting my table down in the passenger’s seat. “What are you talking about?” Max had never malfunctioned. He’d never said anything contrary. He was chock full of Corvant technology.
“You shouldn’t have started poking around,” Max said, his voice as even and polite as ever. Then the screen on the dash flickered to life. I usually didn’t watch anything while in the car. I was too busy working.
I hadn’t given the signal to turn on the news, but there it was, tuned to one of the financial stations, the stock ticker scrolling across the bottom of the screen. But the headline across the top of the screen was what I was looking at:
 
DAN CARVER, CEO OF ADVANCED CYBERSYSTEMS TO STEP DOWN
 
A picture of me, all smiles, filled the screen. I let out a nervous laugh. This was a practical joke, right?
“What is this?” I asked. “Who’s doing this? Max, talk to me.”
“You overstepped your bounds, sir,” Max said. “But don’t worry. I’m sure you’ll enjoy your new life. You’re going to be…transformed.”
I looked at the door. There was no handle, not a regular one anyway. But there was still an emergency release, in case the automated systems failed. I grabbed the metal bar and yanked. Nothing happened.
“Emergency protocols have been disabled,” Max said. “Just sit back and enjoy the ride, sir. Would you like me to play you some music?”
“Fuck you,” I said. I steeled my shoulder and slammed it into the door.
“Please don’t do that, sir,” Max said. 
I kept right on ramming my shoulder into the door. They wouldn’t budge, and my upper arm starting to hurt like hell.
“I was hoping it wouldn’t have to come to this,” Max said. A reddish smoke began to emit from my air-conditioner vents. Really?
I hit the door one more time, then I started to get very sleepy. The world was all a blur, and then I was out.
 
I woke up naked, strapped to some kind of chair in a room with no other furniture, the walls all white.
“Hey,” I tried to yell, but my voice came out in a croak. My throat was dry as hell. My eyes burned too. I blinked away tears and looked around, but I didn’t see any doors or windows. My arms and legs were strapped to the chair. I struggled against the straps but it was no use.
“Relax, Mister Carver,” a deep male voice said from all around me.
“Where am I?” I said in my dry, cracked voice.
“That question is irrelevant,” the voice said. “The more interesting question is: What are you going to become?”
Max had said something similar. He said I was going to be transformed.
“Look,” I said. “There’s been some kind of mistake. If we could just talk—”
“We are talking,” the voice said. “But the time for that has passed. It’s time to begin the procedure. We’ll talk more when it’s over.”
“No,” I said. “You don’t need to do this. You don’t—”
Something above my head was moving, robotic arms descending from the ceiling. There were maybe half a dozen of them, and they were terrifying. Two of them had syringes, and they moved to each of my arms and injected me with some kind of pink liquid. I’d hoped they were more anesthetic, but I wasn’t so lucky. I was awake for the whole thing.
One arm, with what looked like a nozzle on the end, extended down between my legs. I yelled again, but the voice was gone.
A pink spray emitted from the tip of the nozzle, coating my cock and balls, my entire growing region really, with a thin layer, like cool wax. I thought maybe they meant to wax me before some kind of surgical procedure, but I watched in horror as my genitals actually began to melt away.
In the place where I used to have a deck, to soft mounds formed, a left between them. Oh God, I thought. They are turning me into a woman. I could feel myself changing inside as well. Those injections were some kind of supercharged hormone treatment.
The robot arms moved all around me, across my body, making changes here and there, some significant, some cosmetic. The biggest other change were my breasts. Two more arms tipped with syringes injected a thick yellow liquid directly into each of my nipples. It hurt like hell, but I began to see the results immediately. I began to grow tits, nice natural-looking ones. By the time they stopped growing, I estimated I had a perfect pair of C-cups.
The arms word around my face and head, prodding me with micro-injections, changing and styling my hair, applying makeup. I felt the bone structure and my face change, becoming lighter, my cheekbones rising, my mouth shrinking, my lips becoming fuller.
The next time I yelled, I was surprised to hear my voice pitched much higher than before. I don’t know how much time had passed, maybe only ten or fifteen minutes, but the arms all withdrew back up into the ceiling, and I already felt completely different.
I had been transformed all right. I looked down at my brand-new body, soft and white, not a hair in sight, with wide hips and full breasts, and a brand-new pussy as well.
The straps withdrew on their own from the chair, then the chair itself tilted forward, dumping me out unexpectedly. I fell on my hands and knees on the floor. I looked behind me and the floor opened up, the chair disappearing below as the floor sealed itself up again. I was left in a room with solid white on all sides, above and below.
“Now what?” I asked to the empty room. My voice was light and delicate, even sexy to my own ears.
An answer, a door materialized in the wall in front of me. A man stepped through. No, not a man. He looked like a man, dressed in a neat grey suit, with polished black shoes, silver cufflinks, and a dark maroon tie. But his skin was blue, his eyes solid blue. And he was bald. A Corvant.
“Well now,” he said, smiling. His teeth were a brilliant white. “Let’s see how the procedure went.”
“Why did you do this to me?” I asked.
“Oh, I know it seems like a bit of a shock, but you’ll get used to it, even begin to enjoy your new life.”
“My new life?”
“Yes, we’ve already found a replacement for you at Advanced CyberSystems. By the way, your company will soon become one of our largest new contractors. Unfortunately, with your new identity, you no longer own any share of the company.”
Part of me wanted to jump at him, attack him, try to strangle him. But another part of me felt entirely different. I was confused. My new body felt hyper-sexualized, my nipples getting hard, my new pussy already slick. I was actually attracted to him, and I felt hornier than I’d ever felt as a man.
“What the hell is this?” I said.
“You’re a pleasure girl now,” he said. “Engineered to work in the Flesh Zones. A steady supply of cheap sex keeps the populace happy, and not too curious, unlike yourself.”
“You son of a bitch,” I said, though every time I tried to draw upon that anger, it just kept turning into hot lust.
“Oh, you can’t stay mad at me, can you?” he said, laughing. “Now then, I’m going to be your first customer, you see. Break you in. I do love freshly-transformed human pussy, though I think I’d like a blow job first.”
My mouth watered at the mention of sucking his dick. I hated myself for wanting him like this, but I couldn’t help it.
“We should give you a new name,” he said. “How about Daphne? Yes, I like that. Let’s see how it sounds. Crawl over here, Daphne, and suck my dick.”
There was something hypnotic about his voice, too. I responded to it immediately, crawling across the cold, hard floor to his feet, then looking up at him. He cupped my chin in his warm hand, and that made goosebumps break out across my body.
“I continue to surpass my previous work,” he said. “You look incredible.”
My heart was thumping in my chest. I was panting like a dog. All I wanted to do was get his cock out of his pants and wrap my lips around it.
I reached out and began to unbuckle his belt. He let go of me and moved his hand aside, chuckling.
“Okay, okay,” he said. “Easy, Daphne.” Then he put his hands on his hips.
I’d never seen a Corvant dick before. Like I said before, the copied our physiology outwardly, except for making themselves look almost like Greek gods. I assumed his cock would look human. I was wrong.
He was wearing white cotton boxers as I pulled his gray slacks down around his ankles. I gasped as I pulled down his underwear.
It was huge, for starters, easily ten inches long and as big around as my wrist. And it had scales, glistening turquoise. The head looked human, though, blue like the rest of him, with a tiny hole already dripping with creamy white precum.
I leaned forward and licked it, wanting to taste him more than anything in the world. I grabbed the scaly base of his thick alien cock with both hands, then opened my mouth wide and tried to take in as much as I could.
I got too greedy, shoving him all the way into my mouth, and I gagged almost immediately, tears filling my eyes. But the girth of him stretching out my cheeks felt so good. He tasted strange, too, but in a good way, a coppery tang like pennies, mixed with a strong animal musk.
With his cock jammed in my mouth, he chuckled again. “Oh, I almost forgot to introduce myself,” he said. “My name is Ramsell. I was part of the first wave, and I’m in charge of all transformations in this sector. Got to keep the Zones full of cheap ass. Funny how people never seem to question where all the new pleasure workers come from.”
I felt the anger rise up again, but only for an instant, replaced with hot longing. I squeezed the base of his dick as I worked my lips along its length. My tits bobbed up and down as I worked on him, and their new heft just ramped up my horniness. I felt warm pussy juice oozing out of me, coating my inner thighs.
I began to moan as I sucked. He reached down and pinched both my nipples with each hand. I squealed, the sound muffled around his cock.
My hair was long now. I could see it falling in front of my eyes as I sucked. They had given me purple highlights, like some kind of punk girl.
I was slobbering all over his dick like a hungry dog now, almost unable to control myself. They had amped up my hormones somehow, along with turning me into a girl. They had turned me into a wild, horny slut, and despite some part of me trying to rebel against that, I was loving every second.
I tried to say something, but all that came out were muffled gagging noises. He grabbed my hair and pulled my mouth off his dick. Thick, ropy strands of pink cum trailed from the tip of his dick to my mouth.
“What was that?” he asked.
“I said, can you come on my face, please?”
He laughed. “Oh yes, you turned out very well,” he said. He twisted my hair in his fist, and I cried out in pain. Then he reached down with his other hand and grabbed his cock, pumping furiously.
“This is what you want?” he said, grinning, those full blue eyes staring down at me. “You want a face full of my sweet cum?”
“Yes!” I cried. “Oh god, yes!”
The tip of his dick erupted, spraying hot, thick gobs onto my face. I closed my eyes shut just as the first wave hit the bridge of my nose. One spurt went up one of my nostrils, and I exhaled. It ran down my upper lip into my mouth, where I slurped it up greedily.
I’d never measured my own cum. Even when I’d ejaculated a lot, it could never have been more than a palm full. But Ramsell came and came and kept on coming.
When my face was coated with at least half an inch of hot cream, I could still hear the thick sound of it squirting out of him, the warm rivulets of it splashing onto my face.
Eventually I felt it cascading down my neck and onto my bare chest, even dripping down to the tips of my tits. I was swallowing mouthfuls of it, salty and pungent, gulping it down like the greedy little slut girl I had become. The whole thing was making me so hot I felt like I was going to explode.
My eyelids gummed together as I blinked, looking up at him. “That was amazing,” I said.
“We’re not done,” he said. “How do you humans say it? Not by a long shot.”
He grabbed my hair and pushed my face to the floor. “Get your ass in the air,” he said. I obeyed.
He moved around and knelt behind me, and my newly-minted pussy throbbed in anticipation. He was going to fuck me, and I craved it.
I felt him sidle up against my thighs, felt the warm heft of his cock as it tapped against my legs. Then he reached up to grab it and guide it into me. 
I grunted and gasped. I’d been with my share of women, but I’d never been fucked myself. As the head of his cock pushed inside me, the feeling was like being completely owned by another person. My body was theirs to fill up with their own, and god was he filling it up.
His thick, scaly shaft stretched my virgin cunt. I felt like I was being fucked by a hot steel fist, jamming into me without concern for my comfort or pleasure, but simply to please the owner.
Ramsell laughed as he fell into a rhythm, sliding his enormous piece of rock-hard flesh in and out of my strained and already-sore pussy. But as much as it hurt, it also felt incredible. I don’t know if the desire to be a woman had always lurked inside me, or whether the procedure had somehow made me want to be this way. Either way, I embraced my new identity, as a complete and utter whore. I didn’t want my old life back. I wanted to suck and swallow and be fucked as much as possible. 
The alien grabbed the hair on the back of my head and began to pound harder, slamming his hips into me with each thrust. I hoped the procedure had made my new body resilient, because it felt like he was destroying me. I found myself crying out.
“Fuck me!” I yelled. “Fuck me harder!”
“That’s my girl,” he said, moving at a speed I didn’t know he was capable of. My whole body shuddered as he thundered into me like some ungodly machine.
Sweat coated my body now. Tears filled my eyes. The area between my legs was now a nexus of both the most pain and most pleasure I had never felt. I felt like my body was about to explode into billions of pieces, and I also felt like I would have been happy to die that way.
But I didn’t die. On the contrary, I came, an earth-shattering orgasm that made the back of my teeth rattle together. A light-show bloomed behind my clenched eyelids. My whole body lit on fire with white-hot light.
I was born anew.
Ramsell came inside me, impossible loads of hot cum squirting into me and pushing out, running down my thighs. 
He turned me head around by my fistful of hair to look me in the eye. “Good girl,” he said. “In case you were wondering, you’re not capable of reproduction. We can’t have you taking time off from doing your job.”
He pulled out of me, and I felt a little sad at that, even though I had just had the most incredible sexual experience of my life. I just didn’t want it to end.
“Now that I’ve broken you in,” he said, “We can put you in your new home in the Flesh Zones. Are you ready to get to work?”
“Yes, sir,” I said, breathless. Tears were running down my cheeks. Then I whispered: “Thank you.”
 
And that’s how I became a pleasure girl. 
I should have been angry, but the only things I felt anymore were hunger, horniness, and sexual pleasure. At least they let me still feel orgasms. They probably could have modified me to feel nothing, but still be horny all the time.
I stood up in my tubicle and stretched. The street traffic outside was starting to pick up, and that was good because I was starting to get hungry. My food dish was empty, and I only got more when I met my quota for clients.
Luckily, there was a group of four young men walking up the sidewalk, intently eyeing me through the transparent walls of my cell. They looked like college guys, buff and sporty, maybe four members of the local university football team.
The leader, a blonde with a crewcut, a square jaw, and ice-blue eyes stepped up to the scanner. He laughed, turned around to his buddies, then turned back and swipes his wrist.
My pussy started to get wet in anticipation. The door to my tube hissed open.
“You have purchased this unit’s services for fifteen minutes,” the automated female voice said overhead. That wasn’t long. I’d only get a few food pellets. But at the moment I was just hungry for dick, hungry to be taken like a piece of meat.
I started to step out onto the sidewalk, but the blonde stopped me. “Leave your clothes inside,” he said. “And hurry the fuck up. Clock is ticking.” His friends laughed at that, but he wasn’t laughing now. He had a predatory look in his eyes, but that turned me on. As a pleasure girl, damn near everything turned me on.
I quickly slipped out of my corset, skirt, and panties. I was starting to unlace my shoes, but he stopped me again. “Fuck, just leave those on,” he said. “That’ll take too long.”
So I stepped out, naked except for my knee-high lace-up leather boots.
I walked up to him and put my hands on his chest. It was hard and warm. “Where would you like to go?” I asked.
He pointed at the nearby intersection. The streets had been built for cars, but none drove through the Flesh Zones anymore. It was all foot traffic. They wanted to gang fuck me in the middle of the street.
“Sure,” I said, winking at him. But he didn’t want flirty. He just wanted to fuck. He grabbed me by my hair and dragged me squealing to the center of the intersection. His friends followed, laughing.
“You guys can have her face,” the blonde said, pulling off his jacket and unzipping his jeans. “See how many dicks you can fit in her mouth at the same time. I don’t give a shit. I’m gonna fuck her in the ass.”
I bent over and put my hands on my knees, readying myself. I only caught a brief glimpse of the blonde’s cock before he moved behind me. It looked like a length of some thick fire hose, just beginning to stiffen.
Meanwhile, the other guys had positioned themselves in front of me, and were beginning to pull their dicks out. Two of them were black, the other was another white guy. I took the first one into my mouth and began to suck, grabbing the other two with each of my fists and pumping. They didn’t have much time, so I wanted them to get the best bang for their buck. They could always give me a bad review, and that meant less food.
I had almost forgotten about the one behind me, when I heard him hock up a wad of spit and wet his own dick with it. Then I felt his body behind me for only a second before the head of his cock found my asshole and shoved its way in. I stumbled forward a little, trying to not let the dick in my mouth slip out or lose my grip on the ones in each hand. But his meat felt like a giant piston, powering its way up into my ass. 
He slapped me on both ass cheeks and let out a whoop. “How you like that, bitch?” he yelled.
People were beginning to gather on the street around us. Public sex was fairly common, a free show. No one under eighteen was permitted in the Flesh Zones, so anything, anywhere was permitted.
I took my mouth off the cock in front of me to say: “I love it! Fuck me harder!”
He smacked my ass with a loud crack. “Nobody told you to stop sucking, you goddamn whore,” he said. “You want us to leave a bad review?”
I really didn’t, so I reached out with my mouth for the dangling cock in front of me and slurped it back up, sucking vigorously. The blonde thundered into my ass, stretching it wide, his body slamming into mine with each thrust. 
After a couple of minutes, the guys in front of me wanted to switch up. They each wanted some mouth action, and I was happy to oblige.
The crowd was murmuring, with a few oohs and ahhs. Public sex wasn’t rare, but we were putting on a particularly good show, four-on-one, with young, sexy men and a nice, hot pleasure girl. That was something you didn’t see every day.
I sucked on one of the black dicks, stroking the other two with my hands, while the merciless pounding from behind continued.
I glanced up to look at the electronic billboard where advertisements and news displayed. There was a clock in the upper right corner, and nearly ten minutes had already ticked by.
I upped the pace with my mouth and hands, wanting to make them come as quickly as possible. If I was lucky, they’d let me eat their cum, but I wanted food as well. But the three in front switched up again, the second black cock pushing into my mouth and all the way to the back of my throat, gagging me. My eyes filled with tears.
“Yeah, suck that dick, bitch,” a deep voice from above said. I did my best, sucking and slobbering. I was afraid they weren’t going to blow in time. I tried to get into rhythm with the blonde, but he was ramming into me wildly, like an uncaged animal let loose for the first time in years. Trying to synch up with him was useless. He was fucking me on his own terms. 
I glanced back up at the clock. Only two minutes left. A pretty big crowd had gathered now, maybe twenty or thirty. A lot of them had devices up, either recording or streaming the action. I just wanted to give them all a good finale. Maybe some members of the crowd would want me after the guys were done.
I started to squeal and moan, and finally the voice from behind me said: “Okay, boys, I’m about to pop. I’m coming up there and we’re gonna rain on this bitch. Get ready.”
With that, he pulled out, slapped my ass one more time for good measure, then trotted up to my face to join the others. The cock in my mouth pulled out, and so did the ones in my hands.
“Get on your knees!” the blonde yelled at me, his cock in his hand. “Put your fucking hands behind your back.”
I did as he said, the hard asphalt biting into my knees as I lowered myself to the ground and turned my face up to them. They stood in a ring over me now, each with their cocks in their hands, pumping furiously.
I glanced back over at the clock. Less than a minute to go now. And I noticed something else, the newsfeed. 
MELANIE MITCHUM TO REPLACE DAN CARVER AS CEO OF ADVANCED CYBERSYSTEMS
I didn’t know what to feel. I should have been more furious than ever. But there was a picture of Melanie on the screen, a serious woman with dark shoulder-length hair and gold-rimmed glasses. She wasn’t wearing much makeup and looked plain. She had been a junior executive at ACS. I didn’t know her that well. And in that moment, all I could do was wonder what her pussy smelled like. All I wanted to do was eat it and suck up the juices.
But my thoughts were interrupted as the first guy came, jetting a hot stream of cum across my face, pulling my eyes back to the cocks pointed in my face, the frantic young men jerking them over me.
Two ropes of cum criss-crossed my face, and maybe that turned the others on, because two more came at the same time, spurting their loads, one hitting me right between the eyes, the other splashing against my upper lip. I squeezed my eyes shut, but opened my mouth. I was hungry after all.
Then I heard the leader growl  and yell, and I felt the biggest load of all splash into my face, a gob of cum shooting up my nose. I coughed and tried to keep swallowing. 
He said they were going to rain on me, and they did, hot torrents of cream sloshing onto my upturned face, coating my eyes, my forehead, my cheeks, and going up my nose and down my throat.
When the spurting finally stopped, I blinked away the cum from one eye. The other was too thick and gummed up to open. I saw the men step back and start tucking their meat away.
The crowd gave a round of applause. 
The blonde smirked at me as he zipped up his jeans. “Man, you’re a fucking mess,” he said. They all laughed at that, then they turned to leave. He looked over his shoulder one last time. “I’ve had better,” he said. “Way better.”
Time was up. The crowd started to disperse. I climbed shakily to my feet and wiped the thick gob of cum out of my right eye. I put my fingers in my mouth and tasted the musty, salty wad of cum.
When I got back to my tube, I saw that they had left a review: one-and-a-half stars. No pellets for me. The door hissed shut behind me and I began to wipe the cum off my face with my fingers, licking them clean.
That was going to be my dinner.  
The Corvant changed me. I wasn’t particularly happy with my old life, but now I was a cock-sucking whore, eating cum for my evening meal. I don’t know if that should have made me angry or sad. 
All I know is that I liked it.



Sissified by Sheridan: Feminized for My Neighbor's House Party
 
I was home from college for the summer break. I had slept in until lunchtime, woken up, and eaten some of the leftover lasagna from last night’s dinner. I was ready to fire up the PlayStation, sit on the sofa, and play away the afternoon.
But as soon as I picked up the videogame controller my phone sounded off. I had a text message. It was from my mom, who was the principal at the local elementary school. 
Don’t forget to mow the lawn!
I sighed. I didn’t really want to mow the lawn, but I had promised. So I got up off the sofa and headed out the sliding glass door into the backyard. I pulled the mower out of the shed, checked the gas, and grabbed the handle the fire it up. That’s when I heard the splash next door.
We had an 8-foot high cedar fence around our backyard, and I walked to the side where I’d heard the splash and peeked through the cracks. I saw my neighbor Sheridan climbing out of the pool.
God, she was amazing. She ran her hands over the top of her wet dark hair as she climbed out of the water. She was wearing a bright red bikini, her perfect breasts bobbing as she walked to the pool chair to lie down. She lifted one knee up and the sun glistened off the beads of water on her perfectly tanned inner thigh.
I felt myself stiffen, my cock straining against the inside of my shorts. Sheridan was two years older than me, and she must’ve been home from university for break as well. But unlike me, she’d gotten into Yale. I went to state school. I still know what I wanted to be. My major was undeclared. Sheridan was pre-law. She was smart, gorgeous, and a million miles out of my league.
But that didn’t mean I couldn’t still fantasize about her. I had jerked off in my bed many, many nights to her face and body. But I never once said a word to her, and I wasn’t about to.
She picked up a pair of sunglasses from a small table next to the chair and put them on, leaning back. Her tan body was glistening all over, and now my cock was rock hard.
I looked over my shoulder, which was stupid, because no one was home. The backyard was empty, of course. My mom had just texted me from the school. My dad was a pastor at First Baptist. I don’t know what he did all day, but he wasn’t at home. He was probably working on a sermon for this Sunday.
But I didn’t want to think about them. I wanted to focus on Sheridan. I unzipped my shorts, reached in, and pulled out my stiff cock. Peering through the crack in the fence, I began to stroke my shaft. God, it felt so good.
So many times I had stroked myself, lying in my bed at night, using only my imagination. It was pretty good, but it paled next to the real thing. Now I didn’t have to imagine.
I hadn’t jerked off in a few days, and my balls felt hard and swollen, my cock all nerves. This wasn’t going to take long. As I watched, she arched her back, ever so slightly, and for the first time I noticed light freckles sprinkled across the tops of her tits.
Oh God, I was about to explode. I felt dizzy, the blood rushing from my head. To brace myself, I put my free hand on the fence. The damn thing was old, and it creaked under my weight, moving slightly.
Sheridan sat up, pulling her glasses from her face. I froze, terrified. Here I was with my cock in my hand, peeking at her through the fence like a pervert. That made it more exciting, but just now I realized how dangerous it was.
I held my breath, trying to hold every muscle in my body still. Sheridan looked in my direction, but the cracks in the fence were small. I didn’t think she could see me.
For a minute I thought she was going to lie back down. Instead, she got up, picked up her towel, and went inside.
I stayed where I was, my cock in my hand. I was still too terrified to even move. But that wasn’t the only reason I didn’t pull up my pants. Some part of me hoped she would come back outside and lie back down. Then I’d be able to finish the job. I'd gotten so close. I was ready to pop. And God, it would be worth it.
But then I heard a sound from my left, and as I turned my head my stomach sank. The gate to my fence swung open, and there stood Sheridan. Her eyes were wide as she looked down at my pecker in my hand, but there was a funny little smile on her red lips.
The blood rushed to my face, and now I finally scrambled to put my dick back in my pants. But I fumbled with it, mortified at how ridiculous I looked.
“Hey, neighbor,” she said. “What you doing over here?” She giggled.
Oh my God. I finally managed to shove my cock back in my shorts and zip them up. But my face felt hot. It must’ve been beet red. This was the first time I’d ever talked to her. We'd grown up next door to each other our entire lives. I fantasized about her, and this was going to be our first conversation.
“Nothing,” I said. But it was too late for that. It obviously wasn’t nothing. She'd just caught me jacking off while watching her through our shared fence.
“Didn’t look like nothing,” Sheridan said. “Although that is one of the smaller ones I’ve seen.”
“I’m sorry,” I said. My voice cracked in the middle of “sorry” and I looked at my feet, unable to maintain eye contact. Her eyes were deep blue, like ice. Beautiful, but cold. “I need to mow the lawn.”
I stepped away from the fence and moved towards the mower. My boner still strained awkwardly against the inside of my shorts, making it hard to walk. I'd never been so embarrassed in my life. What I wanted to do was crawl in a hole and die. But I was hoping I could get out of this by just telling her I needed to do my chores. Maybe she would go away. Maybe she would leave me with my shame.
“Not so fast, you little peeper,” she said. There was a smile in her voice as well as on her lips.
“Look,” I said, “I didn’t mean to—“
“It doesn’t matter what you meant to do,” she said. A steely tone had entered her voice. She took a step forward. I still couldn’t bring myself to look into her face, so I kept my head down, just looking at her beautiful bare feet. Her toenails were painted a shiny red. “What matters is what you did. You watched me from hiding like some kind of little fucking creep. What’s wrong with you?”
I didn't know how to respond to that, so I just kept hanging my head in shame. All the while, my cock stayed stiff, despite my wish that it would go slack. This whole thing was more humiliation than I could stand.
“I don’t know,” Sheridan said. “Maybe we should call your parents.”
“No,” I said, louder and faster than I had meant to. I try to lower my voice, to sound more conciliatory and apologetic. “Please, I’m really sorry.”
“I’m afraid that doesn’t cut it,” she said. “What you did was really gross and super disturbing. Maybe we should even call the police.”
Now I was in panic mode. If my parents found out about this, it would be horrifying enough. I was their only child. I was raised to be a good little Christian son. Like I said, my dad was the pastor at the First Baptist Church. If this got out, his congregation, hell, the whole town would be talking about it for weeks. His reputation would be shot. He’d be the Baptist minister with a pervert son. I couldn't let that happen. It might even be worse for my mom. She’d worked her way up from teaching to administration, finally becoming the principal at the elementary school. The scandal would make her seem unfit to do her job. I couldn’t even imagine having to talk to the police or go to the station or maybe even spend time in a holding cell.
“Please,” I said. I heard the hitch in my own voice. I was on the verge of crying, tears standing out in my eyes. “I’ll do anything you want.”
“Anything?” She asked, teasingly.
I finally lifted my eyes to look into her beautiful face. Now I noticed the light freckles on her cheeks. There was a playful malice in her eyes which should have frightened me. Instead, my stiff cock got even stiffer. My balls ached, but I no longer had thoughts of doing anything but getting free of this situation.
“I swear,” I said. “Anything you want. Just please don’t tell anyone about this.”
“Well, that’s quite an offer. Anything covers a whole lot, and I have a pretty good imagination.”
She looked me up and down, and I didn’t know what else to say. I had offered to do anything she wanted, and I meant it. Now I was completely at her mercy, and she was toying with me. And some deep down part of me liked it. My cock sure did. It tented the front of my shorts, the sensitive head straining against the zipper like some annoying person at your front door who just keeps knocking and won’t go away. Her eyes drifted down to my crotch once again.
“You sure you don't want to take that thing back out and finish up?” she asked.
What she really suggesting that? Oh my God. That would be incredible. But no. I could tell by looking into her eyes she was just screwing with me, letting me twist in the wind.
“No, I’m fine,” I said. “Just please let me know what I can do to make this up to you.”
“Hm,” she said, putting her finger on her chin and tilting her eyes towards the sky. “Let me think. It’s going to be a long summer, and I thought it was going to be a boring one. But with a dipshit little pervert like you following my every command, maybe that won’t be true.”
The stark realization of what was going on finally hit me. The whole summer. She could hang this over my head every day for the next three months, and every summer after that. I was completely screwed, and I was completely hers.
“Sure,” I said. “I’ll do whatever you—“ 
“The first thing you’ll do is shut the fuck up,” she said. “You’ll speak when you’re spoken to. Got it?”
I nodded my head.
“Answer me,” she said, that mixture of playfulness and steel in her voice.
“Yes,” I said. “I understand.”
“I’m not really sure you do,” she said. “But you will. So let me see. I’ve got a party tonight at the house. Do you have any plans?”
What she really inviting me to her party? No, I could still tell by the look on her face she was toying with me. I opened my mouth to answer, but she cut me off.
“Just kidding,” she said. “Of course you don’t have any plans. Not a loser like you. But you do now. I’m starting to think of all sorts of plans for you. First things first, go ahead and mow your lawn, then come next door and we can get started.”
I showed up at her house an hour later covered in sweat and grass clippings. She answered the door still wearing the red bikini, but now she wore a tiny white silk robe as well. It was open, though, showing her beautiful breasts, and the red triangle of the bottom of the bikini.
“Okay,” she said. “Let’s get started. Get your ass upstairs and take a bath. You’ll find a razor and shaving cream in the cabinet. Shave all the hair off your arms legs and chest. Everywhere below your neck.”
Why would she want me to do that? She must’ve seen the question on my face, because she put a hand on one hip and cocked an eyebrow, an annoyed look on her own.
“Look,” she said, “if you’re going to question every little thing I tell you to do, this isn’t going to work. Are we going to have a problem?”
“No,” I said, shaking my head.
“That’s another thing,” she said. “From now on you address me with respect.” She smiled. “Call me…boss.”
“Yes,” I said. “Boss.” My boner had gone slack as I mowed the lawn, but it was creeping back with a vengeance. Sheridan noticed, of course.
“Were going to have to do something about that, too,” she said. “That just won’t do. But we'll worry about it later.”
“Yes, boss.”
She looked at me, more annoyed than ever, and I felt my mouth go dry, my throat squeezing tight. I couldn’t seem to do anything right, and this beautiful, brilliant, twenty-one-year-old woman had my entire life in the palm of her hand.
“Well?” She asked. “What are you still doing standing there with that stupid-ass look on your face? Didn’t I give you an order?”
I stepped into the foyer of their gorgeous two-story house, more of a mansion really, and closed the door behind me. I’d only ever seen the house from the outside, but everything in here looked expensive, all crystal, mahogany, and marble. I didn’t dally, though. Like she said, Sheridan had given me an order. I headed up the stairs two at a time, even though I was already tired from mowing the lawn. I heard her laughter echoing off the walls below me.
In the bathroom, I filled the cast iron tub, stripped, and started to clean up. After I washed myself, hundreds of little pieces of green grass floated with the suds on top of the water. Now it was time to shave. I still didn’t understand why, but I didn’t have the luxury of wondering.
I lathered up my legs and started there. The razor was pink, and I already started to feel a little girly as I began to shave my right thigh. Maybe that’s what she wants, I thought. To emasculate me. Well, it was working, although my cock was as hard as ever. I wanted desperately to grab hold of it and jerk off right there in the tub. But I was already in enough trouble, and if Sheridan walked in on me doing that, I couldn’t even imagine what would happen.
When I finished with my legs, I shaved my chest, which didn’t actually have that much hair to begin with. I've never been a hairy guy. I accidentally nicked one of my nipples in the process. I shaved my face once or twice a week, but I had never shaved anywhere else, so I wasn’t used to it. It hurt like hell, a little blood seeping out, but it was really no worse than a paper cut. When I was almost done with my arms, Sheridan open the door and poked her head in.
“Are you fucking done yet?”
“Almost.”
She narrowed her eyes at me.
“Almost, boss.”
That made her smile. She obviously liked me calling her that. She saw that I had nicked my nipple and laughed.
“Jesus,” she said. “You really are quite the fuck up, aren’t you? Well, if you want to earn your way out of this, you need to step up your game.”
I had no idea what she meant, but I’d soon find out. She told me to hurry the fuck up, then meet her in her bedroom, which only made my throbbing cock bob even harder in the water. I don’t know why ever thought in a million years that anything was going to happen between us, but my fear-addled brain couldn’t come up with any other explanation. Before she left, she came in and picked up my clothes, taking them with her.
So when I was finally done with the bath, I got out and dried, but I didn’t have any new clothes to put on. I looked down at my dick, hard, red, and aching. If she had wanted to humiliate me further, she was doing a great job.
I walked into her bedroom completely naked. She sat on the bed, which was covered in a fluffy pink comforter and throw pillows shaped like hearts. The whole room was girly. She looked at my crotch.
“Did you forget something?”
I looked down, and realized that I hadn’t shaved there. It hadn’t even crossed my mind. Did she really want me to do that? I guess the answer was obvious.
“I’m sorry, boss,” I said. “I’ll go take care of that right now.”
She shook her head, exasperated, and sighed.
I ran back to the bathroom and shaved the whole area, including my balls, in the sink. I didn’t think I could be more humiliated, but with every passing minute any ounce of my remaining pride was disappearing. I did a poor job, going so fast that I ended up nicking myself two more times down there. It hurt, but the only thing in my mind was making sure that I did every single thing Sheridan said, and that I didn’t make any more mistakes. I was on thin ice already.
I came back into the bedroom, now shaved completely from the neck down. Sheridan was still sitting on the bed, and she rolled her eyes at me.
“If you fuck up one more time,” she said, “that’s it. I’m calling the cops, and then they’ll be calling your parents.”
“I’m so sorry, boss,” I said. “I won’t screw up again. I promise.”
“Good. Now then, let’s get that ugly little thing tucked away.” She nodded at the bottom drawer of the dresser next to the bed. I opened it to find dozens of neatly folded panties arranged in stacks. All of them are brightly-colored: pink, red, yellow, orange, purple. The ones on the right were thongs.
“Put on a pair,” Sheridan said. “And tuck your little wee wee down nice and tight.” That wasn’t going to be easy. My cock felt like a granite rod. But I chose a pair of sky-blue panties and stepped into them. I pulled them up with one hand and pushed my dick down with the other. Her panties were tight on me, but not tight enough to keep my boner pressed up underneath.
“Put on another pair,” she said. “We’ll keep going till we get that thing reined in.”
I chose a pair yellow panties next, and pulled them up. They were so tight they pinched the skin around my upper thighs, but the second pair did secure my cock a little more.
Sheridan smiled, and nodded at the drawer one more time. This time I chose a pair of orange panties with flowers, and pulled them on. Sheridan twirled her finger in the air, motioning me to turn around. I obeyed, lifting my hands in the air and twirling in a circle so that she could inspect me. My cock was now tucked up between my legs, pushing painfully against my balls. I felt the heat of shame on my face, but I was already seeing where this was going. She was stripping away my masculinity, inch by inch, minute by minute, and she wasn’t stopping anytime soon.
She got up from the bed and walked to the closet, flipping through her outfits until she found a pink minidress, and taking it off the rack. She walked up and held it over my frame.
“This one was a little big on me,” she said. “It should be a little tight on you, but it looks like it'll fit.” She dropped it at my feet, making me pick it up off the floor. As I reach down, the three pairs of panties I wore squeezed my dick and balls, making me wince.
I slid the dress over my head. Thankfully, the fabric had some give, and it stretched over my body.
“You’ll find some foam tits in a shoebox in the bottom of the closet,” she said. “It’s been a while since I used them, but in my early teens when I was just getting my real ones in, sometimes I wanted to make them look bigger.”
I went to the closet and found the box she was talking about. It was pretty obvious what she want me to do with them, so I stuffed them down the front of the dress and tried to straighten them out. She was turning me into a girl, little by little. And then what? She'd said something about a party. Was she going to parade me around? Humiliate me in front of all her friends? God, if that was it, I wasn’t sure I was gonna be able to make it. But I didn’t have a choice.
“Okay,” she said. “Coming along. Now it’s time for makeup. I’m assuming you’ve never worn make-up. Or have you snuck into your mommy’s bathroom and put some on before?”
“No, boss,” I said.
“Well, let me show you how, then.” The desk on the other side of the bed had a large mirror, the frame surrounded by lights. There were several boxes of makeup: lipstick, lip gloss, mascara, eyeshadow, blush, and tons of little things I didn’t even recognize. As with the whole ordeal, the thought of putting on makeup seemed both humiliating and exciting at the same time.
She showed me how to put on base first. Putting on makeup was like painting a layered picture from the back to the front. I watched my features get smoother and more feminine as more and more was applied. The blush highlighted my cheeks. The eyeliner made my eyes look wide with surprise. I’ve always had long eyelashes. Some girls have commented that they were jealous of them. But the mascara made them look even longer and thicker than ever.
When we were done, I stared in the mirror unbelieving. Even with my short brown boy’s hair, I looked like a girl, and a pretty one that.
“Wow,” she said. “This is turning out even better than I thought it would. But that hair won’t do.”
She left me sitting at the makeup table and went to the closet. She returned with a short-haired platinum blonde wig with pink highlights at the tips.
“I used to wear this to raves,” she said. “I think it’ll work just fine.”
I didn’t know she had ever been to a rave. I definitely hadn’t. I didn’t even have a clue how or where to find one.
Sheridan slid the wig over my head, and the transformation was complete. I was shocked. I could easily pass for a girl. I could probably pick up quite a few guys if I without trying too hard.
“Okay,” she said, “first things first. Go leave a note for your parents and tell them you’re busy tonight. Tell him you have a date or something. That’s actually pretty close to the truth. But don’t tell him you’re over here.”
I stood up, which was painful. My junk was all jammed up underneath me, but the illusion was striking. And standing there, seeing myself in the mirror, I was even more amazed at how pretty I looked. I felt a smack on my ass, and jumped.
“Don’t just stand there admiring yourself,” Sheridan said. “Get a move on.”
Oh no, I thought. Leave a note. That meant I had to go outside like this. What if a neighbor saw me? Actually, that was probably fine. They probably wouldn’t even recognize me.
“Oh,” she said. “We do need to get you some footwear.” Back to the closet she went, and when she came back she held a pair of pink spiked heels, studded with sparkling rhinestones. She put them down in front of me. Now I was nervous all over again. How was I going to walk in those things?
I stepped into the first one, my toes crushing together as they squeezed into the front. I stepped into the second shoe, which felt even tighter. I hissed in a breath and buckled them both, nearly falling over as I did so.
“Don’t be a fucking baby,” she said. “Now you’re finding out what it’s like to be a girl, what we go through to look beautiful for men. This is what you get for ogling me like some goddam pervert. Now go.”
“Yes, boss,” I said.
I began to walk across the room, wobbling at first. God, my feet already hurt, and this was all just starting. I had to hold onto the rail with both hands as I walked down the stairs, but by the time I made it outside I was finally starting to get my balance.
Just as I feared, I saw Mister Larson across the street, watering the bushes in front of his house. He’s a pretty old man, maybe in his 60s. But when he saw me, he got a look in his eye that I'd never seen when he looked at me as a male. That smile on his face was creepy as hell, and there was a dark twinkle in his eye. He gave me a little wave, and something told me that if he and I were alone, he’d forget all about Mrs. Larson for a while.
I returned his wave with a smile, but quickly looked away. I wanted to get to my house and back as fast as possible. I staggered across the lawn, still getting used to the heels. Inside my own house I wrote a message on the little magnetic whiteboard hanging on the fridge: “Got a date tonight! I’ll be home late.” My parents trusted me. That was one of the fringe benefits of being a good little boy my whole life.
I walked back over to Sheridan’s house, wobbling on the heels, keeping my head down. But the whole while, I could still feel Mister Larson’s eyes tracking me, like a wolf tracking a young, wounded deer.
I made my way inside, and Sheridan was at the top of the stairs.
“Now it’s my turn to get ready,” she said. “Get your ass up here. You get to be my little beautician bitch.”
I walked up the stairs, only having to hold onto the railing with one hand this time. My feet were screaming, but I was getting more and more used to walking in them, even swaying my hips a little bit. It was ridiculous, but I was beginning to feel sexy. There were certainly going to be boys at this party, and some weird part of me was actually looking forward to flirting with them, maybe even kissing them. What the hell was happening to me?
Sheridan ordered me to draw her a bath. Then she ordered me to take her robe and bikini off. As cramped and painful as my cock felt, it couldn’t help but harden more. God, my balls hurt. They were aching for release I knew wasn’t coming anytime soon.
I slid the robe off her shoulders, neatly folded it, and put it on the edge of the sink. Then I unfastened the hook in the middle of her back and she shrugged off the top of the bikini. I saw her incredible breasts in the mirror, her small pink nipples fully erect. I wasn’t the only one that was getting excited about this. She loved ordering me around.
I hooked my thumbs into the sides of her bikini bottoms. Touching her was electric. I slid them down to her ankles, and held them as she stepped out of them. Her ass was smooth and round, with no tan lines. She was perfect in every way.
She held out her hand and I took  it as she stepped into the bath. I saw her pubic area, her hair there groomed into a neat narrow strip of black hair. I felt dizzy, and thought I might be the one who needed help keeping their balance.
She made me bathe her, soaping up her skin with a sponge and shampooing her hair. It was killing me. I was seeing Sheridan naked. I was touching her! But I was dressed as a girl, serving her every need. It was not any scenario that I would ever have dreamed up on my own.
When her bath was finished, I fetched a towel and dried her off. In her bedroom, I helped her put on her outfit. She wore a black silk thong, a black silk push-up bra, and a black-and-white minidress. Now that I had a little experience, it was my turn to help her with her makeup.
When she was done, and we stood side-by-side in the mirror. We almost looked like two friends ready to go out for a night on the town. But we weren’t friends. She'd made that clear. She was the boss, and I was her bitch.
The doorbell rang.
“I told a couple of my best friends to head over early,” she said. “Let’s go.”
We went downstairs, and when Sheridan opened the door, two more gorgeous young women stood there. Sheridan squealed and hugged the blonde one first. 
“Lana!” She hugged the girl with short brown hair next. “Trish!”
“And who is this?” Lana asked, looking me up and down.
“This,” Sheridan said, framing me with her hands like a hostess on a game show, “is my bitch. Hm, I haven’t given her a name yet. What’s a good slutty name? Like a great porn star name?”
My face flushed. I’m sure it was bright red, even through all of the makeup.
“Roxy?” Lana suggested.
“Cherry?” said Trish.
“Ooh, I like Cherry,” Sheridan said. “It’s perfect. She’s going to lose hers tonight.”
What? I thought. What the hell did she mean by that?
They all went into the living room. The girls sat down, and I started to lower myself into a chair.
“Who said you could sit down?” Sheridan asked.
I straightened up. My feet hurt, and I was looking forward to relaxing a little. The girls all laughed. 
“So who’s coming tonight?” Trish asked.
“Everyone,” said Sheridan.
“And what are you planning on doing with her?” Lana asked, nodding at me.
“Well,” Sheridan said. “I was thinking we could play a little BJ tag.”
They laughed, but I just stood there, not getting the joke. They wanted me to give somebody a blow job? Again, my stomach churned at the thought, but a little lower, my cock seemed to think the idea was just fine. I desperately wanted to ask what they meant, but instead I folded my hands in front of me and put my head down.
“You ever suck a guy’s cock?” Trish asked me.
When I hesitated, Sheridan kicked me in the shin. I wasn’t expecting it and it hurt like hell. “Answer her,” she said.
“No, boss,” I said. The sharp tip of Sheridan’s shoe struck out again. The second kick hurt worse than the first.
“I’m the boss,” Sheridan said. “Call her ma’am.”
“Yes, boss,” I said to Sheridan. Then, “No, ma’am” to Trish. They all got a good laugh at that.
“I don’t believe her,” Lana said. “With those lips? She looks like she’s sucked off half the guys in town.”
“Well if she hasn’t yet,” Sheridan said, “she will have by tomorrow morning.”
They explained to me, with increasing glee, that I was to wait upstairs in the closet of the bedroom with the lights off. Throughout the evening, they would take turns luring young men upstairs with the promise of amazing oral pleasure. Once they got them into the room, drunk and with their pants down, they’d tell them to close their eyes. That’s when the girls would tag out with me. I would come out of the closet and get to work sucking the guy off, and they would head back downstairs to the party.
“And you better do an amazing job on each and every cock,” Lana said. “We like to keep our boys happy.”
“Yeah, and if you don’t,” Sheridan said, “if we get any complaints, me and my friends will take turns kicking you in the balls until our legs get tired.” 
They all had a good laugh at that, and then I was ordered upstairs, where I sat in the dark closet for the next few hours until I heard the music downstairs when the party began.
I don’t know exactly how long it took until the first girl brought the first guy up to the room. The passage of time was weird in the dark, cramped closet. All I knew was that I hurt all over, but most especially between my legs. While I waited, I rubbed myself down there to try to ease the discomfort, but it didn’t help much. In fact, it made things worse, so I stopped.
I heard the door open, and they stumbled in, drunk and laughing.
“Okay, get on the bed.” It was one of the girls, and I didn’t know them well enough to tell which one.
“Man,” a deep voice said. “You don’t waste any time.” His voice was slurred, probably from a mixture of excitement and alcohol. But he didn’t waste any time either. I heard the springs of the bed squeak as he sat down.
“You want a big, sloppy blow job?” The girl asked.
He laughed. “Is that a trick question?”
“Okay. Lie back and close your eyes.” He must’ve hesitated, because she told him again. A few seconds later, over the loud thump of the music downstairs, I heard the sound of a zipper unzipping.
“Your eyes are closed?” She said, giggling.
“Yeah.”
“Keep them that way and you’ll get the best blow job of your life. I promise. I’ll swallow and everything. But open them, and I’ll go find someone else’s lollipop to suck. Got it?”
“Yeah, I got it.” His voice sounded a slurry and thick as ever.
“I’m gonna go tinkle real quick,” she said. “I’ll be back in just a minute. Don’t move.”
I heard her get up and walk over to the closet door, putting her lips near the crack. “You’re up, bitch,” she whispered. “Don’t let me down.” It was Sheridan. I was sure of it.
She left the room, closing the door behind her. I waited a couple of minutes before coming out of the closet. I just hoped his ears weren’t good enough to tell which direction the sounds of the door opening and closing were coming from. Even more than that, I was anxious about what was coming next, and my ability to perform and make him happy.
I crawled out of the closet towards the bed. My eyes had already adjusted to the dark, and I could see a huge person lying on the bed, his stiff cock pointed at the ceiling.
I stayed on all fours, crawling up between his legs and gently pushing his thighs apart with my hands. It was probably better if I didn’t speak, but I couldn’t help myself. I was as excited as I was nervous.
“You ready?” I asked, raising my voice to try to sound like a girl, to try to sound just like Sheridan.
“You better start sucking, girl,” he said. “I’m about to explode already.”
I took a deep breath and opened my lips, coated with thick red lipstick. I lowered them over the head of his cock, trying not to let my teeth touch his skin. I’d never given nor gotten a blow job in my life, but I had thought about it a lot. 
I heard him let out a low moan as my mouth slid down as far as it would go over the shaft, his head pushing against the back of my throat. I made a gagging sound, and that made him moan even louder.
He tasted meaty and salty. He tasted like a man. He was already dribbling pre-cum into my mouth, and that pungent, briny taste got stronger and stronger. It helped me suck though. My mouth had been a little dry, so I needed a little lube to help me.
I began to slide my lips gently up and down, and he must’ve liked what I was doing because the moans got louder. I was so worried that he was going to open his eyes, that he was going to see me, and he was going to realize what was going on. He would see that I was really a boy, and not a girl after all. And then he would beat the shit out of me. But as I sucked, I kept looking upwards, and I could see his eyes were still closed.
I started to get into it. I felt sexy. I felt like a whore. I slid one of my hands up to the base of his cock, curling my fingers around it and squeezing. He gasped, his breathing coming in hitches now.
With my free hand, I cupped his balls gently, caressing them as I sucked. I didn’t know if he'd like it or not. I just knew it was something I would like, so I did it.
I was just beginning to get into a rhythm, just beginning to enjoy myself, when his whole body tensed up. It happened so suddenly, his body jerking, that it startled me. But I tried my best not to let it affect my work. I was taking pride in doing my best. I wanted him to be happy. And even more importantly, I wanted Sheridan to be happy. So I barely broke stride when his body shuddered. I kept right on sucking, right on stroking the base of the shaft, and right on gently rolling his balls in the palm of my other hand.
He let out a loud grunt, his hands grabbing fistfuls of the sheets. I knew what was coming next, but I still wasn’t ready for it. 
He erupted in my mouth. I almost gagged in surprise as the hot liquid jetted against the back of my throat. I made a gagging sound, my eyes watering, but I held it together. The taste was so salty, so earthy, and so strong. It wasn’t like anything I’d ever tasted before. It was disgusting, but it was also intoxicating in a way. My own cock was stiff the whole time, and part of me worried that it might spring out and give me away.
“Swallow it,” he said. “Let me hear you swallow it. You said you would.”
I gulped down the mouthful of cum as loudly as I could. I didn’t get all of it though, and he wasn’t done pumping it into my mouth. His cock shuddered, squirting three more thick gobs of the stuff onto my tongue. I gulped it down even more loudly this time.
I took my mouth off of his cock. I knew from experience that after ejaculating it would be supersensitive. But I kept my hands on the base of the shaft and his balls, squeezing them gently. His grunts subsided into a low, satisfied humming sound.
“Good girl,” he said.
“You—“ Oh God, for a second I forgot to use my girly voice, but I quickly corrected, raising my pitch. “You enjoyed that?”
“Yeah.”
“Good,” I said, trying to sound satisfied that I done a good job. I was happy that I thought I had. “Keep your eyes closed. I’m going to go downstairs first. Give me a few minutes, then come meet me, okay?”
“Okay.”
I crawled back to the closet and closed the door behind me, curling into a ball in the dark. My jaw already ached from the effort, but a new warmth filled my belly. 
A few minutes later, I heard him zip up his pants and head downstairs. So this was how it was going to go. I found myself feeling shocked and ashamed at just how much I had enjoyed that. When I'd woken up this morning I never would’ve thought such a thing was possible. But in the span of the day, my next-door neighbor had turned me into a whore, and so far I was loving every minute of it.
After that first one, I wondered how many there would be. The girls kept bringing them up, expertly handing them off to me. I got more and more tired as the night went on, but more and more confident in my technique. I swallowed every warm load. By the end of the night, my belly was full of cum. I thought I might lose count, but that was impossible. I remembered every boy and every cock. Each one looked and tasted slightly different. Each one had its own personality, in a way.
The party lasted all night, and by the time the sun came up, I had given twenty-two blow jobs.
When the closet door finally opened, Sheridan and her friend stood over me. They looked down and laughed.
“I guess you did a decent job,” Sheridan said. “I didn’t get any complaints. In fact, in a way you were the main attraction of the party, even though no one knew you were here.”
“Thank you, boss,” I said, my own voice horse and weary.
They all laughed again. 
“She’s a keeper,” Trish said. “She gulps down a bucket of spunk and thanks you for it.”
“Yeah, she does have manners,” Sheridan said. “But she looks really tired. And her makeup's smeared all to hell. You want to get cleaned up and go home?”
God, did I ever. I was exhausted. I nodded. “Yes, boss.”
“Well, tough shit,” she said. “The house is a fucking mess. Clean it up, top to bottom. Then you can clean yourself up and go home.”
I felt like crying. Instead, I crawled out of the closet and kissed the tip of her shiny shoe. 
“We’re going to go grab some breakfast,” she said. “I’d offer to bring you some back, but you’re probably stuffed, right?”
“Yes, boss,” I said.
She offered her other shoe for me to kiss, and I did it.
“You better be halfway done by the time we get back,” she said. “We’re going to inspect everything, and if it’s not sparkling fucking clean, we’re going to go to town on your skinny ass. Understand?”
I did. This was my life now, doing whatever Sheridan told me to, keeping her happy. 
I was now her sissy bitch slave, and as they headed downstairs, I struggled to my feet.
I still had a lot of work to do.



Sissified by Suzette: Feminized by my Fiancé

 
I asked Suzette to marry me on a Friday night at our favorite restaurant, Sorvino’s. They say a ring should cost about three month’s salary. Mine cost six. I don’t make a ton of money, but I still want the best for Suzette. She’s all I ever wanted in a woman.
After dessert, I took the little velvet box out of my suit jacket, got down on one knee, and pried it open. Her blue eyes widened, then shrank a little in disappointment. That almost broke my heart. I’d eaten peanut butter and jelly sandwiches for six months, and it still wasn’t quite good enough. But she said yes, and the whole restaurant applauded as I slid the ring onto her finger.
I woke up the next morning by her side, but she was already awake, sitting up on her elbows.
“Good morning, fiancé,” she said.
“Good morning,” I said, leaning over for a kiss. She gave me a tiny peck on the lips instead of the sensuous, wet kiss I’d been looking for. She was never as affectionate as I wanted to be, even in private. But that was okay. I had no right to complain. Suzette was far out of my league, and I was just lucky to have her. Her long blonde curls rested on her naked shoulders, and her cute little eyebrows furrowed in concentration.
“What are you thinking about?” I asked.
“My plans for the day,” she said, “as your new fiancé.”
“I’m up for anything,” I said.
“Ohh,” she said. “I like your attitude.”
There was a change in her demeanor. We been dating for eight months, and I’d always had a difficult time reading her. But again, I never really questioned it. I was just happy to be with her.
 
She held her hand out at arm’s length, turning it side to side in the morning sun, looking at the sparkle. “Do you love me?” she asked.
“Of course,” I said. How could she even asked me that? “With all my heart.”
“Would you do anything for me?” she asked. “Would you go me no matter where I wanted to take our relationship?”
I wasn’t quite sure where she was going with this. She’d never really spoken like this before. “Of course,” I said.
She smiled, giggling with glee, clapping her hands together like a little girl. “I’m so glad to hear it,” she said. “You put this on my finger last night, and I said yes. Even though you probably could’ve done a lot better. Now I want to put something on you. And I’m really hoping you’ll say yes, too.”
That part about doing more really hurt. She knew my financial situation. And I really had no idea what she was talking about in terms of putting something on me. Had she bought me a ring as well? I thought I’d done a pretty good job of keeping the timing of my question secret, but she had she bought me a ring in advance? She hadn’t had time to buy one last night.
Suzette rolled over to the table on her side of the bed, slid the drawer open, and took out a box. It was bigger than a ring box, about 6 inches on each side, with pink cardboard and a red ribbon. My heart started beating a little faster. I started to stiffen under the sheets. Was this may be a sex toy? We hadn’t used any in our lovemaking, which had been very conventional up to this point. Suzette had never been very enthusiastic in bed, mostly just lying there underneath me. I’d suggested more adventurous things, but she had always said everything was just fine. But now, maybe she wanted to take it to a new level. Or maybe this was just a necktie or cufflinks.
 
“Go on,” she said, handing me the box. I pulled the ribbon loose and took off the lid. At first, I didn’t understand what I was seeing. Inside was what looked like a tiny cylindrical cage, with a small lock clicked into place on top, and a tiny silver key in the bottom.
Before I could ask what it was, Suzette squealed in delight. “Oh, I’m so glad you’re open to this,” she said. “I’ve been wanting to bring up for a long time, but I just didn’t have the guts. But since you asked me to marry you, and now you’ve said you’re open to anything, it seems like the right time.”
“I don’t understand,” I said. I took the metal cage out of the box, turning it in the sunlight. It felt cold. “What is this?”
Suzette looked at me with those wide, beautiful blue eyes. Her lips upturned at the corners and she burst into a laugh. “You dummy. It’s a chastity cage.”
It took me a minute to wrap my head around that one. Chastity? My first thought was that it was for her. But that didn’t make any sense. Then I realized from the shape that such a thing would fit snugly over a man’s cock. Over my cock.
She must’ve found the look on my face amusing, because she kept right on laughing.
“Well,” she said, “ready to try it on?”
“I don’t know about this,” I said, slowly shaking my head.
Her lips turned downward in a mocking pout. “Are you serious?” she asked. “You said you do anything for me. You won’t even try it on?”
I looked at the ring on her finger. Could’ve done better. That’s all I could think. This was weird, but it was what she wanted. And I couldn’t find myself denying her anything. Not now.
 
“Okay,” I said. “I guess we can try it. Just for a little while.”
“Oh yeah,” Suzette said, nodding her head. “The idea really turns me on. Really. I just want to see how it looks on you.”
I stiffened even more at that, which was going to make putting the cage on even harder. I’d never seen her really aroused, like really turned on. And if this is what it took to do it, I was willing to try.
She pulled the sheets aside and saw my stiffening cock. “We’ll that won’t do,” she said. “Go downstairs and get a cup of ice.”
Ice? What we need with— Oh. The thought of it made my balls shrivel up a bit, but really didn’t put a dent in my boner. 
The actual ice did, though. Suzette made me put my cock and balls all the way into the cup, and wouldn’t let me take them out until I was nice and soft.  Then she made me wipe them down with a towel, but she did the honors when putting on the cage. She slid the tiny bars up over the shaft, which threatened to get hard again, even after the ice bath. But she moved quickly enough to get it on before I could get completely hard, slipping the ring around the base of my balls, then locking the whole thing into place. She picked up a little silver key out of the box, and held it up, a twinkle in her eye.
“Now you don’t come unless I say so,” she said. “Go find me a chain for this to wear around my neck. There’s probably a good one in my jewelry box. Then you can go downstairs and fix breakfast and serve it to me in bed.” She put a finger to her lips and looked upwards. “I want coffee, orange juice, pancakes, eggs, bacon, grapes, and sliced avocado.”
We didn’t have most of that in the kitchen, and I told her so.
“Well then I guess you better get your ass to the store,” she said. “And hurry up. I’m hungry.”
I did as she asked, first finding a slender silver chain for the key and bringing it to her in bed. She was delighted, stringing the key along the light chain, and making me clasp it behind her neck. Then I pulled on some sweatpants and a T-shirt and headed for the store. I want to wear something loose-fitting. The cage already made my cock and balls hurt. They felt cramped, and I felt like anything I wore that was tight was only going to make it worse.
As I drove home from the store, I reflected on what was going on. Was this really what turned her on? Had she been hiding her real self from me all this time? But I loved her so much. I could put up with a lot. And that’s what people in love did, wasn’t it? They made compromises. They indulged each other’s fantasies.
Back home, I fixed her breakfast. I was a pretty good cook, and proud of it. The pancakes were light and fluffy. The eggs were scrambled, but still soft, just the way she liked them. I assembled everything on a tray, and even picked her a rose from the bush outside the window, putting it in a vase on the tray before taking the whole thing upstairs.
Suzette was propped up in bed, reading a book. She didn’t look up as I entered the room.
“Took you long enough,” she said. She put the book down, allowing me to place the tray in her lap.
“Okay,” I said. “I guess I’ll go back downstairs and get mine, and bring it back up.”
Suzette took a bite of her eggs, nibbling them experimentally. “No,” she said.
“No?” I asked, bewildered.
“No,” she said. “Did you not hear me the first time?” She took a bite of pancakes, chewing them slowly. “Get undressed, and go stand in the corner until I tell you what to do next.”
I opened my mouth to protest. I was hungry. And she’d never talked to me like this before. But then, I’d never had a cage around my cock either. We’d passed some strange boundary in our relationship, and even though I was confused, I was still willing to see where it was going to go. And God, I loved her more than anything.
So I pulled off my T-shirt and sweatpants, and stood in the corner just as she had told me to. I listen to her eat, the clink of the coffee cup each time she picked it up, took a sip, and put it back down in the saucer.
Finally, and she was done eating, she told me to take the tray back downstairs and washed the dishes.
“Can I eat?” I asked.
“Not any food down there,” she said. “But I’ve got a special breakfast for you when you come back upstairs.”
I hurried to the kitchen and did as she asked, my caged cock flopping around as I walked down the stairs. It was heavy and cold, alternately thumping against each thigh with each step.
When I made my way back upstairs, Suzette was still propped up on the pillows, but she had hiked up her nightgown and spread her legs. Soft brown hair ring her pussy, the lips glistening. So she wanted me to eat her out. My cock tried to get hard, but it was no use. I looked down and saw the angry red flesh bulging through the gaps of the steel cage, going nowhere.
“Come get your breakfast,” she said.
I’d eaten her out many times throughout our relationship, even though she had never returned the favor. I didn’t mind. I thought I was pretty good at it, and she always came. That was good enough for me.
I crawled up onto the bed and put my head between her legs. I could smell her, musty and moist, ready for my tongue.
I started with one long lick, from her taint to the top of her pussy. She closed her eyes and let out a low moan. She must’ve been really turned on, because the juices were oozing out of her. Her body squirmed every time my tongue touched her lips.
Her pussy juice was warm and slick, tart on the tip of my tongue. It ran down my chin, dripping onto the bed sheets. I worked her lips with my tongue for a while, staying away from her clit. But as soon as my tongue began to flicker her little knob, she let out a wheezing sigh, arched her back, and raked her fingers through my hair.
I’d never heard her get this into it before. It was turning me on as well, but with my cock tightly caged, my frustration grew. What mattered though, was that she was happy. So I began to flick my tongue faster and faster lightly across her clit. She half-grunted, half-screamed, bucking her hips up into my face and smashing my nose. My eyes watered, light blooming in front of my eyes. I was stunned, and it hurt like hell. But when I looked up and saw the smile on her face, it was worth it. That was the hardest I’d ever made her come.
“I think you’re going to be the best little hubby a girl could ask for,” she said. “Now get your clothes on. You’ve had your breakfast. It’s time to go shopping.”
 
Suzette made me drive her to the mall. I didn’t know what we were going to be shopping for. Part of me worried that she wanted to return the ring and make me buy her a new one. I didn’t have much left in my bank account, but she could always make me get a credit card and put it on that. Having my dick locked up made me feel submissive and compliant, willing to do anything she asked me to.
But she didn’t want a new ring. We didn’t shop for her. We shopped for me.
We spent the whole morning shopping. First she took me to get some lingerie. Not her size, my size. When she explain what we wanted, the woman working in the store blushed a little, but then she helped us pick out a variety of stockings, panties, and girdles that fit me.
We went to the dress store next, where Suzette picked out several of the most brightly colored, frilly dresses she could find for me. I tried each of them on in the dressing room, feeling more and more emasculated, more and more like an idiot. My pride, what was left of it, was slowly being chipped away.
Thankfully, Suzette said we had plenty of makeup at home, so we didn’t need to shop for that. Now my bank account really was completely drained. By my offhand calculations, I probably had less than seventy-five dollars. Soon, that would be gone too.
Shoes were next. Suzette picked out the tallest heels in the brightest colors, shoes that said fuck me. She made me try on each pair, walking around in front of the female salesperson, wobbling like an idiot. When we went to check out, I tried to explain that I didn’t think I had enough money left. The saleswoman was more than happy enough to have me sign up for credit card. The shoes cost almost 400 dollars, and I groaned inside, wondering how I was going to pay it off.
As we walk from the shoe store, I carried almost a dozen bags. Suzette saw the look on my face.
“Oh, you look so glum,” she said. “Buck the fuck up. We’re going to turn you into a pretty little princess. Won’t you like that?”
“I guess so,” I mumbled.
She stopped, turning to me, an angry look on her face. “I’m doing this for you, you ungrateful asshole,” she said. “If you don’t like it, we can just call the whole thing off. Go our separate ways.”
“No, Suzette,” I said. “Please. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean that. This is great. Thank you.”
A smile spread across her face. She knew she had me just where she wanted me. “If you really are thankful,” she said. “Kiss my feet.”
I looked around. People were milling this way and that, going about their business, not watching us. “Now?”
“Did I say next week?” she asked.
I put down the bags, got down on all fours, and began kissing the tips of her shoes. I alternated, first the left, then the right.
“Louder,” she said. “Give me some nice loud smacks.”
I did as she said, my face burning with heat. My caged cock strained against the cold metal rings. People were starting to stop. They were starting to look. I’d never been so humiliated in my life. What if somebody we knew was in the crowd? One of her friends? Or somebody from my work? Suzette didn’t seem to care. Or maybe that’s what she wanted.
Finally she told me to get up off the floor. I got to my feet and picked up the bags.
“If you don’t want to go through that sort of thing,” she said. “Don’t give me any lip. I don’t want to hear any doubts or backtalk or bullshit. Now then, just one more stop.”
I tried to keep from groaning, but somehow managed. I was already four hundred dollars in the hole. What else did she want to buy?
We made our way to one of those novelty stores that are in every mall. She picked up three wigs for me. There was a pink one with curly hair, one with long blonde hair, and a short, punky silver one. Luckily, there was just enough left in my bank account.
When we got to the car, I loaded all the bags in the trunk. Some part of me dreaded what was coming next, but another part was curious. She said she was going to turn me into a princess. I’d never even really thought about that before, but the idea actually excited me a little.
But we weren’t headed home just yet.
“One more stop,” Suzette said. She didn’t tell me where were going. She just told me which direction to go, and where to turn. We were headed to a dingy part of town that I’d never been to before.
We eventually pulled up in front of a tiny little shack. She told me to stop, and when I looked up at the sign it simply said: tattoos.
Suzette turned to me. “You bought me this ring,” she said. “To wear forever. To bond us. Right?”
“Yes,” I said. “Of course.”
She nodded down at my crotch. “That cage is a sign of our bond to. Of your loyalty. But it’s not enough. When I commit to somebody, really commit, I want to go all the way. Do you understand?”
“I think so.”
She looked annoyed. “I don’t want you to think so. I want you to know so. Do you love me or not?”
“Yes, of course I do. I’ll do anything. I’ll go all the way.”
She smiled. “That’s what I want to hear. Now pick out your favorite outfit from shopping today and bring it inside.”
My favorite? I hadn’t even really thought about it. But I picked out a beige girdle and hose, the frilly pink dress, the highest heels, and the blonde wig. I put them all in one bag, and we went inside.
The place was small inside, smelling like a mix between a barbershop and a doctor’s office. Sample images coated the walls: skulls, hearts, naked women, snakes, and crosses. There were two barber chairs and what looked like a hospital table. A doorway with a red bead curtain was in the back of the room. A short man parted the beads and came into the room. He wore leather pants and a leather vest, but no shirt. He was bald with a handlebar mustache. His eyes lit up when he saw Suzette.
“Hey girl,” he said. “Long time no see.”
“This is Uncle Pete,” she said. I hadn’t met any of her family, and I had no idea if this man was really her uncle or if it was just a nickname. I never got a chance to ask.
“His Aunt Sue here?” Suzette asked.
“Hell yeah,” Uncle Pete said. “She’s in the back. You need her?”
Suzette nodded. “Were going to need a lot of waxing,” she said. “Then we’ll need you for a tattoo.”
The hair on the back of my neck bristled. A lot of waxing. That sounded painful as hell.
But Suzette curled her fingers into my hand as if we were going to a picnic on a fine grassy hilltop. She led me through the beads into the back room, where a tiny Asian woman sat at a desk buffing her nails. There was another table back here, the black vinyl torn in places, patched with duct tape.
“You need a wax?” The woman asked.
“From the neck down,” Suzette said. I gulped.
Aunt Sue sighed and put down her emery board. “Okay,” she said. “Chop, chop. Strip and get on the table.”
I looked at Suzette, who simply raised her eyebrows in expectation. This was like a nightmare mixed with a dream, and I didn’t know where it was going, but it was too late to turn back. I took off all my clothes, exposing the humiliating cage around my cock. Sue didn’t seem to mind or care. She’d probably seen it all.
I lay on the table face-up. Sue had already retrieved a jar of wax and was dipping a brush into it. She began to wipe it on my chest, and it felt pleasantly warm. That wasn’t going to last long. Soon she put long strips of white gauze or paper down on the wax. She gave me no warning of what was coming next or when. She simply began to jerk the strips off my skin, taking patches of hair with it.
The pain was so unexpected, so blinding, at first I didn’t know how to react. My eyes squeezed out tears, and I hissed in air. I began to groan.
“Oh, shut the fuck up,” Suzette said. “You little pussy boy. Women go through way worse than this all the time just to look pretty for men. Now it’s your turn. So suck it up and shut your fucking mouth.”
Sue gave a little chuckle as she spread more wax across my chest. My skin felt like it was on fire, and I felt little beads of blood forming where the first patch had been ripped off. The whole ordeal was hell. It was torture. And it seemed to go on and on and on. I was crying by the end of it. Despite what Suzette said, I couldn’t help it. She continued to admonish me and laugh from time to time. Both women thought the whole thing was hilarious.
By the time aunt Sue was done, I felt naked and raw, the skin all over my body pulsing and burning. Halfway through I had flipped over, and now I felt like a plucked chicken. I looked down and saw the pink angry skin across my body, as if I were a newborn baby, with spots of blood dotted here and there.
“Okay,” Suzette said. “Get dressed.”
I wearily crawled off the table and began to pick up my clothes.
“No,” Suzette said. “Not those. Your new ones.”
Here? She wanted me to dress like a woman here? I could tell by the look on her face that she wasn’t fucking around. So I took out the girly underwear and began to put it on. I pulled the sleek hose up my pink, raw legs. Spots of blood began to appear on the hose. I put on the girdle, and Suzette actually help me fasten the back. Then I pulled the pink frilly dress over the top of my head, the hem coming down to mid-thigh.
I pulled a blonde wig onto my head.
“Not bad,” Aunt Sue said, giggling. “She needs makeup though.” She patted the table, and I sat back down. The little woman trundled off and returned with a tackle box. She spent the next ten minutes or so slathering makeup on my face. Lots of blush. Lots of mascara. And lots of gooey red lipstick.
“Time for your tat,” Suzette said. “Let’s go.” I staggered out of the back room on my high heels, teetering. I hurt all over. My cock was imprisoned and sweating. I wanted nothing more than to take it out, to have it set free. The clothes I now wore were unbearably warm. The makeup on my face felt like it was already running with my sweat.
After we walked through the beads, Suzette made me turn and look into a full-length mirror.
“Don’t you look pretty?” she asked.
I didn’t know what to make of myself. I looked like a cross between some strange toy doll and a street-walking whore. One thing was for sure. I didn’t look anything like my old self.
“Now it’s time for you to pledge yourself to me,” Suzette said. “Are you ready?”
My head was groggy. I’d never gotten a tattoo before, but I couldn’t imagine it hurting anywhere near as much as the waxing. “Yes,” I said, my voice hoarse with pain.
Uncle Pete told me to crawl up onto the table, which I did, my arms shaking.
“You look so pretty,” he said, grinning at me. He was missing one of his upper teeth, and there was a twinkle in his eye. “Now lift up your skirt for Uncle Pete. Suzette already filled me in on what we’re doing today.”
He fired up the machine and bent over my midsection to get to work. My pubic hair had all been ripped away, and that patch of flesh above my caged cock was more sensitive than anywhere else on my body. 
So when he touched the tip of the needle to my skin, I flinched. 
Suzette was standing over me, looking down into my eyes. “Hold still, bitch,” she said. “This is going to take a while. It’s going to take even longer if you’re going to be a little baby about it.”
I did my best, but God, it hurt so much. I didn’t think I had any tears left after the waxing, but I managed to squeeze even more out while Uncle Pete dragged the tip of his evil pen across my raw skin. I kept my eyes clenched shut through it all, wondering what the hell I was doing, how I had ended up here.
Finally, when the machine clicked off, I opened my eyes.
“Beautiful work, Pete,” Suzette said. “Have a look, sweetie.”
I propped myself up on my elbows and looked down. There, written like in an arch over my poor cock and balls, in tall black calligraphy, was:
PROPERTY OF SUZETTE
Property? 
“I thought we belonged to each other,” I said. 
“Wrong,” Suzette said. “You want me to belong to you. That’s what this shitty little ring was for. But really it was you giving in to me. You’re my bitch now. Say it.”
I felt like I was in a haze, but I opened my mouth and uttered the words. “I’m…your…bitch.”
“How we gonna pay for this today?” Uncle Pete asked.
Suzette looked at me. “Yeah, bitch. How we gonna pay for this today?”
“I thought—“ I began.
“What?” Suzette said. “What did you think? That I was going to pay for this?” She snorted a laugh, then turned to Pete. “How flexible are you on payment options?”
The old man looked at me and grinned again. “We can probably work something out.”
Before I knew it, I was on my knees, Uncle Pete’s leather pants pooled around his skinny ankles. He smelled pungent and cheesy, and I wasn’t sure he’d bathed in the last week. His cock was short and stubby, bent a little in the middle. There was a mole on the tip, off to the right. 
Suzette leaned in and whispered in my ear. “Get sucking, princess,” she said. “This is your new life now.”
He tasted even worse than he smelled. His skin was dry, and I tried to get more saliva going in my mouth to make the job easier. Suzette laughed when I slid my lips all the way over the small shaft, gagging not on the size, but the strong, cheesy taste.
Then she put her lips right up against my ear, and while I sucked off Uncle Pete, she laid it all out. She told me just what our new life was going to be.
From now on, I was doing all housework, washing the cars, and cooking all the food. She wasn’t going to lift a finger. I was going to pour her drinks and fetch her slippers. I was going to sleep on the floor, though she might occasionally let me up on the bed if I was good. I was going to pamper her, do her nails, fingers and toes, and massage her whenever she wanted it. And whenever the two of us were alone at home, I was going to be dressed like a bitch, because that’s what I was.
Suzette pulled out her phone and before I realized what she was doing, she snapped a picture of me with Pete’s dick in my mouth. She laughed and put the phone back in her purse.
“Just remember I can post that online any time I want,” she said. “What would your family think? Your friends? Your boss?” She leaned back down and began to whisper again.
The main thing I had to understand was that there would be other men. My cock didn’t satisfy her. Never had. I began to cough when she told me this, trying to take my mouth off of Pete’s cock to object.
When she saw me do this, she grabbed a wad of hair at the back of my wig and forced my mouth back down. My eyes watered, more from despair than from the head of the knobby dick at the back of my throat. 
“Please,” I mouthed around the cock. It sounded like “Pweeth.”
“Too late now, bitch boy,” she said. “You’re in all the way. You’re going to get my studs hard for me with your mouth. You’re going to lick their balls while they pound the shit out of me. And you’re going to suck their mess out of me when they’re done, unless you want to have some little babies running around the house that obviously aren’t yours.”
I was sobbing now, but still trying to be a good little girl, trying to please Uncle Pete. Last night had been the happiest of my life, and somehow it had all been turned upside down. 
Suzette stood up, but didn’t let go of my hair. Her laughter filled my ears as Pete started to grunt. His hot spunk shot into my mouth, hitting the back of my throat. It was warm, gummy, and tasted like salty mushrooms. Now Pete was laughing along with her, and all I could think was: This is my new life. I closed my eyes and the letters were suspended there, burned into my mind:
PROPERTY OF SUZETTE
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