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Halloween was fast approaching, and the closer it got, the more nervous I became. My new girlfriend had convinced me to agree to something I never thought I’d do—a costume that would make anyone do a double-take. A schoolgirl. She’d grinned ear-to-ear as she suggested it, talking about how it would be fun and how nobody really judges on Halloween anyway. Not that it took much for her to get me to agree. When it comes to Julie, I’m not exactly known for putting up much of a fight. I guess you could say I’ve always been a pushover for her, caving to her every whim without a second thought.

The days flew by in a blur, and before I knew it, Halloween night was here. I stood outside Julie’s apartment door, feeling a knot of anticipation mixed with embarrassment tighten in my chest. Part of me still couldn’t believe I was about to go through with this. I raised my hand to knock, but hesitated, taking a deep breath to steady myself. I’d always been curious—no, fascinated—by women’s clothing. The way skirts and dresses flowed around the body and the intricate details of ruffles and lace that made each piece feel unique and special. Men’s clothing never had that kind of allure. But just fascination is one thing; actually, wearing them? That’s a whole different story.

Before I could talk myself out of it, the door swung open, and there was Julie, beaming with excitement. She took one look at me and her eyes lit up. “You came!” she squealed, clapping her hands together as if she’d just unwrapped the best present in the world. “Get in here!”

Before I could say a word, she grabbed my arm, pulling me inside and shutting the door firmly behind us. “I’m so glad you actually showed up,” she said breathlessly, already steering me toward her bedroom. “I was worried you’d chicken out.” There was a teasing note in her voice, but also a kind of eager anticipation that made my heart race. She was practically buzzing with energy, eyes darting between my face and the oversized shopping bag sitting on her bed.

“This is going to be so much fun!” Julie’s voice bubbled with excitement as she ushered me into her bathroom, the door swinging shut behind us with a soft click. Her energy was infectious, making it impossible for me to stay neutral even as I tried to downplay my own eagerness. I mumbled something weak about it being “fun for her,” trying to sound indifferent, but my words fell flat. I knew deep down I wasn’t fooling anyone, least of all Julie. I was as curious and eager as she was—maybe even more.

“Strip, slut!” she snapped suddenly, her voice taking on an edge I’d never heard from her before. The next thing I knew, she delivered a sharp slap to my ass, the impact echoing through the small bathroom. I gasped, more in surprise than pain, my eyes going wide as I stared at her. She’d never talked to me like that before, and the sudden shift threw me off balance.

“What part of ‘strip’ didn’t you understand, bitch?” she taunted, her tone low and dangerous. I stood there, stunned and unsure of what to do, my mouth hanging open as I blinked at her. Julie’s expression hardened, and she reared back as if to hit me again. Instinctively, I flinched, my hands coming up in a pathetic attempt at a shield, and then I scrambled to obey, desperate to avoid whatever she had in mind next.

I hopped on one leg, struggling to kick off my shoes, and then nearly lost my balance as I fumbled with the button of my jeans. She watched me with a wicked gleam in her eyes, clearly enjoying the show I was putting on. My t-shirt came off next, yanked over my head, and tossed aside in my haste. Finally, I was standing there, panting and flushed, facing her in nothing but my boxers. My breath came out in ragged bursts as I looked at her, my hands hovering uncertainly at my sides.

Julie’s brow arched, and her gaze drifted downward, landing on the last piece of clothing left between us. I swallowed hard, a sheepish grin tugging at my lips as I slipped my thumbs under the waistband and pushed them down, letting them fall to the tiled floor around my ankles. My cock sprang free, the sudden exposure making my whole body flush with heat. Despite the shock and confusion swirling in my head, my dick was already rock hard, throbbing, and eager, a clear indicator of how much I was enjoying this unexpected turn of events.

Julie’s eyes lit up with a mix of amusement and satisfaction as she stepped closer, closing the gap between us. I could feel the warmth of her breath against my skin as she reached down and wrapped her hand around my shaft. The sudden contact made me shudder, and I couldn’t help but let out a soft, needy sound. She squeezed me tight, her nails digging in just enough to make me wince, a rush of pleasure and pain shooting through me. Her eyes flicked up to meet mine, and she smirked.

“Well, well… looks like someone’s turned on by being bossed around, huh?” Her grip tightened further, and I gasped, my knees going weak as she tugged my cock, forcing me to bend slightly at the waist. The sharp sting of her nails sent shivers up my spine, and I bit down on my lip to keep from crying out. She had me completely at her mercy, and I knew she loved it.

“It’s… it’s pretty hot,” I managed to choke out, my voice strained. I could hardly believe what was happening, the intensity of her gaze, the way her fingers moved over me with just the right amount of pressure, making it clear who was in control here. Julie’s smile widened, and she leaned in, her lips brushing against my ear.

“Good boy,” she murmured softly. “I think you’re going to be even more fun than I expected tonight.”

Julie leaned in, her lips brushing against my forehead in a quick, teasing peck before she let go of my cock, letting me stand back up. Just when I thought I’d get a reprieve, her hand came down sharply on my ass, a smack so hard it echoed off the bathroom tiles. I yelped, the sting spreading in a flash of heat across my skin. “Now,” she began, her voice dripping with authority, “you’re going to cover yourself from the neck down with that Nair in the shower. Make sure you get every inch, and wait for fifteen minutes before turning the water on. And I mean every second, slut. I want you smooth and bare.”

She gave me a once-over, her gaze lingering on my body like she owned every inch of it. “Can’t have my slutty little schoolgirl covered in ugly hair, can I?” she sneered, her lip curling in mock disgust. “You’re going to be my perfect little doll tonight.” Her smile turned devilish like she knew exactly what kind of effect she was having on me. “I’ll be back once you’re nice and clean. Don’t even think of skipping a spot, or I’ll find it.”

Without waiting for my response, she turned on her heel and sauntered out, her hips swaying provocatively. The bathroom door clicked shut behind her, leaving me standing there like a deer caught in headlights. My heart was hammering in my chest, my body buzzing with a mix of anticipation and confusion. Still, I wasn’t about to disobey—something in the way she’d commanded me made it impossible to even consider. I stepped into the shower and grabbed the bottle of Nair, my hands still trembling as I twisted the cap open.

The sharp, chemical smell hit me instantly, making me hesitate for just a second. But Julie’s words echoed in my head— cover yourself —and before I knew it, I was squeezing a generous amount of the cream into my palm. I took a deep breath and started spreading it across my skin, the cold, sticky cream clinging to me like a second skin. I started at my chest, smoothing it down over my pecs and across my abs, my fingers tracing over every curve and dip of my muscles. It felt surreal, watching my body transform under the thick, white layer. I moved mechanically, covering my arms, and then working my way down to my thighs and calves.

I paused as I reached my crotch, staring at the reflection of my hard, twitching cock in the mirror. The way it stood out against the creamy layer of Nair made the whole thing look almost obscene. I swallowed hard and forced myself to cover it too, gingerly smoothing the cream around my shaft and over my balls, feeling the cool sensation as it coated every inch. My whole body seemed to pulse with heat and embarrassment as I spread the cream lower, moving over my inner thighs and down to my feet.

With nothing left to do, I stepped back under the showerhead, careful not to turn the water on just yet. I glanced around, looking for anything to distract myself from the growing tingling sensation creeping across my skin. My gaze landed on Julie’s array of shampoos and body washes, the bottles in delicate pastel shades. Lavender, vanilla, rose… I reached for one of them on impulse, unscrewing the cap and inhaling the soft, floral scent. The sweetness of it made my stomach flip—it smelled so… girly. And here I was, standing in the shower, covered in Nair, about to become as hairless as a girl myself. The realization sent a shiver down my spine, a weird mixture of excitement and apprehension swirling in my gut.

The minutes ticked by slowly, each one dragging out the strange sensation of the cream working its way into my skin. The tingling built steadily, turning into a faint burn that spread across my chest and arms. I shifted, trying not to think about the way my skin felt like it was being pricked by a thousand tiny needles. Just when I thought I couldn’t take it anymore, a sudden beep caught my attention. I glanced over to see the clock by the sink flashing—fifteen minutes had passed.

I turned on the faucet, letting the water warm up. Steam filled the small space almost instantly, and I sighed in relief as I stepped under the spray. The water hit me like a cool balm, washing away the burn, and I watched in morbid fascination as clumps of hair began to swirl down the drain. Every part of me that had been covered in thick, dark hair was now completely bare. My skin looked pale and smooth, the light sheen of water highlighting how different it felt.

I ran my hand down my chest experimentally, marveling at how soft it felt under my fingertips. No rough stubble, no wiry hair—just skin, slick and silky from the water. My eyes drifted to the row of body washes again, and I hesitated only for a moment before reaching for one. I squeezed some into my palm, the lather building into a thick, creamy foam that smelled like wildflowers and honey. I worked it into my skin, shuddering at the way the bubbles slid over my freshly bare flesh.

It felt… different. Softer, somehow. More sensitive. I swallowed, running my hands over every inch of myself, letting the slick suds coat my body. Every touch sent little jolts of sensation through me, making me hyper-aware of just how exposed I was. Julie’s words echoed in my mind— my slutty little schoolgirl —and I bit my lip as I imagined what I’d look like by the time she was done dressing me up. I’d be smooth, hairless, smelling like flowers and vanilla, dressed up in a tiny schoolgirl outfit…

My cock throbbed, dripping pre-cum down my thigh, the tip flushed an angry red. A low whimper escaped my lips, and I closed my eyes, letting the fantasy play out in my mind. I’d be her perfect little doll, wouldn’t I? Ready and eager for whatever she had in store for me tonight.

Clean and hairless, I shut off the water and stepped out of the shower, grabbing the towel to dry myself off. My hands glided effortlessly over my smooth skin, and the sensation was surreal—no resistance, no rough patches, just slick, silky flesh. I found myself shivering at how different it felt, every brush of the towel sending little thrills of pleasure across my bare body. I glanced over to where I’d left my clothes, only to freeze in shock. My clothes were gone, and in their place was something I’d never have imagined wearing: a frilly pink satin baby doll, paired with matching panties that looked more like a girl’s lingerie than anything else.

My cock twitched, starting to swell just from looking at the delicate fabric. It seemed to shimmer under the light, the pink so soft and feminine it made my cheeks burn. With trembling fingers, I picked up the panties, feeling the luxurious satin glide across my fingertips. The material was so light, almost weightless, and as I bent down to slide them up my legs, I could barely contain the little gasp that escaped me. The fabric caressed my newly smooth skin, hugging every curve of my thighs, and my calves, and finally settling around my hips. My cock jumped eagerly, tenting the flimsy pink satin with embarrassing speed.

“Fuck… that feels good,” I murmured, biting my lip as I let myself revel in the sensation. The panties were snug but not tight, the thin material somehow making me feel more naked than I had been in the shower. I picked up the baby doll next, the hemline lined with lace that brushed teasingly against my fingers. I slipped it on, the fabric whispering over my shoulders and sliding down to drape against my chest. The lightness of it was maddening, the way it settled against me with just the barest hint of pressure making my heart race. The little satin bows on the spaghetti straps felt so dainty, almost mocking as they bounced slightly with each breath I took.

By the time the baby doll settled around my upper thighs, I was trembling. The pink panties strained around my cock, the bulge obscene against the delicate, girly fabric. I took a deep breath, trying to calm myself before stepping out of the bathroom. But that confidence wavered the moment I crossed into Julie’s bedroom. She was waiting for me, perched on the edge of her bed, and the sight of her left me breathless.

Julie was dressed in a black leather corset that cinched her waist tightly, the dark sheen of the leather contrasting with her pale skin. The corset pushed her breasts up, the generous swell of them practically spilling out as she leaned back casually. Below, a long black velvet skirt flowed around her hips, split at one side to reveal a thigh clad in thigh-high black boots. The boots were laced up tightly, hugging her legs with the same sinuous, predatory elegance as the corset. In one hand, she held a riding crop, tapping it against her palm rhythmically as her eyes roved over me.

“Good girl!” she purred, her gaze lingering on the pink outfit clinging to me like a second skin. “I half-expected you to come out naked and clueless, but look at you… dressing up all nice and pretty without a word of protest.” She smiled wickedly, and the crop stopped tapping as she shifted forward, slapping it against the floor in front of her. “Come here, slut.”

I hesitated, caught off guard by the sudden shift in her tone. “Yeah, well… it was pretty obvious what I was supposed to do,” I mumbled sheepishly, rubbing the back of my neck. “Didn’t even hear you sneak into the bathroom,” I added, trying to sound casual, but my voice came out as a squeak.

Julie’s expression didn’t soften. If anything, her eyes narrowed slightly, and she slapped the crop against the floor again, harder this time. The crack of it made me jump, my body reacting instinctively. “What part of ‘come here’ didn’t you understand, bitch?” she snapped, and I stumbled forward, my heart racing as I stepped closer.

“Shit, okay, okay!” I stammered, trying to keep up with her sudden intensity. I came to a stop a few feet from her, awkwardly shifting on my feet. Julie sighed, rolling her eyes as if I were the most exasperating thing she’d ever seen. Without warning, she swung the crop, and it landed full force against my thigh. The sting was instantaneous, white-hot pain blossoming under the smooth skin of my thigh. I yelped, stumbling back a step, rubbing at the mark she’d left.

“What the hell was that for?” I whined, my voice high and breathless. The red mark on my thigh stood out starkly against my pale skin, and I glared at her, more confused than anything.

Julie didn’t answer right away. Instead, she repeated the motion with the crop, but this time she didn’t strike. “That means you are to kneel there, bitch. I shouldn’t have to spell it out for you. Not quite as smart as I thought… but that’s fine. Gives me more reasons to use my crop.” She pointed at the floor again, and I swallowed hard, my body reacting to her commands in ways I couldn’t control. Kneeling… she wanted me kneeling, like some kind of obedient pet.

My cheeks burned as I sank to my knees, the cool floor biting into my skin. I tried to keep my back straight, sitting back on my heels as best as I could. The submissiveness of the position made me shiver, and I couldn’t help the way my cock throbbed, straining against the pink satin. I looked up at her through my lashes, hoping I was doing it right.

Julie tilted her head, watching me carefully. Just as I thought she might praise me, she lashed out with the crop again, the tip slicing through the air and landing a stinging blow across my shoulder. The pain seared through me, and I hissed, biting my lip to keep from crying out. The force of it left the pink spaghetti strap to slip, dangling off my shoulder like a ribbon. My heart pounded as I forced myself to stay still, my body quivering with the effort.

“Much better,” Julie murmured, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction as she took me in—kneeling before her, my body flushed and trembling in a frilly baby doll like her own personal doll. A tiny smile tugged at the corner of her mouth, and she leaned forward, the crop tracing lazy patterns over my chest. “You look almost good enough to fuck.”

My breath hitched, and I opened my mouth, but no words came out. She chuckled softly, shaking her head as if I were some naughty child who couldn’t quite follow instructions. “Now let’s see if you can keep that pretty little mouth of yours shut, hmm?”

"Good girl," she murmured softly, her voice a low purr that made my spine tingle. I wasn’t even sure why she was praising me—it just felt right. "Now that you’ve shown you know your place, and I know mine, we’re going to lay down some ground rules." Her gaze was steady, unwavering. "There will be more later when I decide, but first, we’ve got to get a few basics sorted."

I opened my mouth to crack a joke—something about ground rules for a Halloween night out—when she cut me off mid-sentence. WHAP! The riding crop struck my other shoulder, a sharp sting that made me flinch and gasp. The pain radiated through me, making my skin tingle where the leather had struck.

"First rule," she said firmly, not even waiting for me to process the hit. "You will speak when spoken to. Second, all your statements directed to me will end with Mistress. Got it?"

I rubbed my stinging shoulder, still trying to catch my breath. “Alright, alri—”

WHAP! Another quick, brutal smack across my arm. I yelped, my body jolting in shock. “What did you say, slut?”

“Ouch! I—I meant yes, Mistress!” The words came out in a panicked rush, my voice trembling slightly as I scrambled to correct myself. She gave a satisfied nod, her expression softening just a fraction.

"Better. Next, if you have a need to speak but haven’t been given permission, you are to ask, ‘May I speak, Mistress?’ If I say no, you will remain silent until I say otherwise. And you will not ask again.” She leaned forward slightly, studying my reaction with a predatory gleam in her eyes. “Understand?”

I hesitated, replaying her words in my head, unsure whether to respond right away or wait. Was that a question? She hadn’t ended with ‘Do you understand?’ but then… I glanced up at her and caught the faintest hint of challenge in her eyes. Shit. Best to play it safe. I pressed my lips together, staying silent.

Julie’s lips curved into a slow, approving smile. “Good girl!” She reached out and patted me on the head condescendingly like I was a well-behaved puppy. Heat surged up my neck at the casual, almost dismissive gesture, but damn if it didn’t make me feel… weirdly proud. My body responded instantly, cock stiffening against the pink satin panties. I tried to ignore the ache between my legs, focusing on her words instead.

“I knew you’d be trainable,” she cooed, giving my cheek a little tap with her finger. “Lastly, you are to obey me at all times. If you feel any of these rules are unfair…” Her tone shifted suddenly, becoming cool and businesslike. She pointed over to the neatly folded pile of clothes stacked near the dresser. “There’s your stuff, and you know where the door is.”

The abrupt change in her demeanor threw me off balance. I blinked at my neatly folded clothes, then back at her. Was she serious?! This sounded a bit extreme for what was supposed to be a fun night out. But even as I wrestled with my confusion, I felt a rush of excitement course through me. Her commanding tone, the firm set of her jaw—it all made my heart race. Was this just some character she’d decided to play for Halloween, or was she testing me in some way? My mind raced with questions, but the low, rhythmic tapping of the crop against her palm snapped me out of my thoughts.

Julie arched an eyebrow, her gaze sharpening. “Well?” she demanded, the tip of the crop tapping against her leather-clad thigh. “Do you understand, slut?”

I swallowed hard, my mouth dry. There was no way to pause this moment, no time to weigh my options. Either I agreed to play along or I walked away. And yet… every fiber of my being screamed at me to submit, to see where this would go. Fuck it, I thought, a wry grin tugging at my lips. May as well go all in.

“I understand, Mistress,” I murmured, glancing up at her from beneath my lashes. My heart pounded so loudly that I was sure she could hear it.

“Splendid!” she exclaimed, her face lighting up with a genuine smile that made her look almost… sweet. Like we were just having a normal conversation, no crop, no satin panties, no tension thrumming between us. “You passed all your tests with flying colors!” The delight in her voice made my chest swell with pride. Had I really passed? Was that it?

Julie leaned back on the bed, crossing her legs with a flourish. The split in her skirt parted to reveal more of her thigh-high boots, the black leather gleaming under the soft lighting. She raised the riding crop lazily, pointing it at me like a queen commanding her subject. “Now, let’s get you ready, my submissive little princess.”

My breath caught at the way she said it—like she was claiming me, staking her territory. My cheeks burned, but I couldn’t bring myself to look away. Every nerve in my body was attuned to her now, and I knew at that moment I was well and truly hooked. Whatever came next, I was ready for it. Julie had set the rules, and I was determined to follow them… even if it meant being her plaything for the night.

She got up, a smile curving on her lips as she motioned for me to follow her. I trailed behind obediently, a rush of excitement and nerves coursing through me as she led me over to her vanity. The bright lights around the mirror cast a soft, almost magical glow over her array of beauty products. Without a word, I settled into the chair, feeling small and expectant. Julie’s fingers brushed over my cheek before she picked up a foundation brush and began applying makeup to my face. Each stroke was precise and deliberate.

“Now,” she murmured softly, leaning close enough that I could catch a whiff of her perfume, “we’re going to start with the basics—foundation, concealer, a bit of contouring. You need to smooth out those rough masculine edges.” She smirked, pausing to lift my chin with a finger. “This will become second nature soon enough. You’ll learn.”

I just nodded silently, focusing on the way her hands moved deftly over my skin. She went on, explaining every step—why she was using this shade, what this product was for—as if she was teaching a child. And maybe in some way she was, training me to be her perfect little doll. I didn’t mind, though. I soaked it all in, savoring her attention.

After what felt like forever, Julie stepped back, examining her handiwork. “Take a look, princess.” Her voice was practically dripping with satisfaction.

I turned toward the mirror and almost didn’t recognize the face staring back at me. My skin looked smooth, flawless, and delicately feminine. She’d given me a soft, innocent look with pink blush and glossed lips, but the seductive smokiness around my eyes hinted at something much naughtier beneath the surface. I blinked, stunned. My face… it actually looked pretty. But it was still just the face of a girl trapped on a boy’s head. My hair was too short, too masculine.

“I know, sissy,” Julie said, reading my expression like an open book. “Luckily, I have just the thing for you.” With that, she disappeared into her closet and returned holding something blonde and shiny. A wig. Not just any wig—a honey-blonde number, styled into pigtails with red ribbons.

“Hold still,” she commanded, and I did as I was told, feeling her deft fingers adjust the wig on my head, securing it with hairpins. When she finally let go, I looked back at the mirror, and my heart skipped a beat. The transformation was unreal. The pigtails framed my face perfectly, making me look like some innocent little schoolgirl.

“What do you think, princess?” Her tone was almost mocking as she waited for my reaction.

“Wow, it’s almost like I’m looking at the reflection of a real gi—”

SLAP. Her hand cracked across my bare ass, making me yelp in surprise, the sting radiating through my body. Before I could catch my breath, she struck again. And then a third time, each spank coming faster and harder. My cock twitched, the pain turning into a twisted pleasure. My ass was on fire, and I knew I’d fucked up.

“Mistress! I like it, Mistress!” I gasped out, desperate to correct myself.

“Much better, slut,” she murmured with a satisfied grin. She took a step back, admiring me for a moment before heading back to her closet. When she returned, my jaw practically hit the floor. Draped over her arm was a red plaid pleated skirt, a white satin blouse, a matching set of white stockings, a bra, and a tiny pair of lacy white panties. The sight of the skimpy clothes made my cock throb painfully against the tight confines of the pink satin panties I was still wearing.

“I know you love your cute little baby doll, princess,” she teased, glancing at the discarded outfit on the floor, “but it’s time to get ready for your real debut. Strip.”

There wasn’t a hint of hesitation this time. My fingers flew to the hem of the baby doll, peeling it off and letting it slide down my smooth body. The panties soon followed, and I stood there, completely naked, feeling her eyes rake over me. Julie handed me the white lace panties first, and I pulled them up my legs, shivering at the soft, teasing caress of the fabric against my freshly hairless skin.

Next was the bra. My hands fumbled awkwardly with the clasp, and I realized it had false silicone breasts sewn into the cups. I struggled, grunting in frustration, until Julie rolled her eyes and stepped behind me. With a practiced flick of her fingers, she secured it into place. I glanced down, marveling at how the bra filled out my chest, the soft weight of the fake breasts adding to the illusion.

“Good girl,” she whispered, and my heart fluttered. Then came the stockings. I carefully rolled them up my legs, loving the way they made me feel—sensuous, delicate, desirable. I was almost disappointed when they settled just above my thighs, topped with floral lace bands that hugged my skin perfectly.

Julie handed me the skirt next, and I stepped into it, feeling the smooth fabric glide over my legs as I zipped it up. The hem flared out, just barely covering the tops of my stockings. I could feel my cock straining, the lace panties doing little to hide my arousal. Finally, I slipped into the blouse, the silky material clinging to my new curves, making me look like the very picture of a slutty schoolgirl fantasy. Or almost…

Julie’s eyes sparkled with a wicked gleam as she disappeared one more time, returning with a pair of black patent Mary Janes, the heels a staggering four inches high. I stared at them, swallowing nervously. This was it—the final piece. I slipped them on, buckling the straps around my ankles, and slowly stood up. My balance wavered for a second, but I caught myself, my legs trembling slightly as I adjusted to the height.

Julie stepped back, circling me like a predator sizing up its prey. Her eyes roamed over me, taking in every inch of my transformed body. She squeezed my ass roughly, her fingers digging into the soft flesh, making me gasp. Then she slid a single finger up the crack of my panties, teasing me mercilessly. I shivered, my body reacting instantly, a whimper escaping my lips.

“Perfect,” she purred, her voice low and husky. “You’re exactly what I imagined—a pretty little slut all dressed up and ready to obey.”

“You’re one hot slut. And all mine.” Her voice was low, dripping with possession as her fingers trailed lightly down my arms, sending shivers across my skin. She moved closer, her touch guiding me backward with slow, measured steps. I was completely entranced, mesmerized by her gaze, the intensity in her eyes holding me captive. Step by step, I followed her lead, not even noticing when the backs of my knees hit the edge of her bed. I sat down hard, breath hitching as she climbed up to straddle me, pinning me in place with her thighs.

Julie’s hand curled around the back of my head, and before I knew it, her lips were on mine—hungry, demanding, and utterly dominant. The sweet taste of her lipstick mingled with mine as our mouths fused together. Instinctively, I tried to assert myself, shifting my weight slightly as I sought to guide the kiss. But she was quick to shut that down. Her thighs tightened around me, and she pressed forward, pushing me back until I could feel the bed under my shoulder blades. The power shift was undeniable. I had no choice but to yield, submitting to her control. It was the most incredible kiss I’d ever experienced—my whole body felt like it was on fire, and I knew she could sense my surrender.

When she finally pulled back, I was left breathless, staring up at her with wide, dazed eyes. Her own gaze burned with lust as she leaned closer, her breath hot against my ear. “Who’s slut are you?” she whispered, the words laced with desire and command.

I barely managed to catch my breath as I whispered back, “I’m your slut, Mistress...” The confession left my lips before I even realized what I was saying, my voice trembling with excitement and need.

Her teeth grazed my earlobe, sending a delicious shudder down my spine. She bit down gently, just enough to make me whimper, and then spoke again, her words a seductive growl. “And what will you do for me, slut?”

My mind spun, clouded with need as she moved lower, biting down harder on my neck. “Anything you say, Mistress.” The answer was automatic, instinctual. I would do anything for her at that moment. She owned me, body and soul.

With a satisfied smile, she slid off me and pulled me to my feet. I leaned in, desperate for another kiss, but she intercepted me with a single finger against my lips, silencing me. She held that finger there for a moment, her eyes boring into mine with a look of utter command. Then she pointed at the ground. It was a simple gesture, but I knew exactly what it meant. No hesitation. I dropped to my knees before her, looking up with wide, submissive eyes.

Julie’s hand moved behind her, and I heard the unmistakable sound of a zipper sliding down. My eyes widened as her long skirt fell, pooling at her feet. I couldn’t help the gasp that escaped me when a thick, fleshy cock sprung free from between her legs. It was a strap-on, but incredibly realistic—veiny, and the perfect shade of pink. My heart pounded in my chest as I took it in, the implications hitting me all at once.

“I think you know what to do, slut.” Her voice was soft, almost encouraging, but there was no mistaking the authority behind it.

I didn’t even have to think. I leaned forward, parting my glossy red lips as I took the head of her strap-on into my mouth. It felt strange at first, the weight of it pressing against my tongue, but any hesitation I might have had evaporated the moment I heard her pleased hum. I licked around the head, tasting the faint flavor of silicone and the residual scent of her perfume. I sucked gently at first, then harder, wanting so badly to please her. I bobbed up and down, sliding the cock further into my mouth, trying to mimic what I liked being done to me. It wasn’t long before Julie’s hand found its way to my head, grabbing a fistful of my pigtails and guiding me as she began to thrust gently into my mouth.

“Suck that cock, you little whore. Get it nice and wet.” Her words were like fuel, igniting a fire deep inside me. I moaned around the shaft, sucking eagerly, my tongue swirling around it as I gazed up at her. The way she looked down at me—possessive, triumphant—made my heart race and my cock throb painfully against the tight confines of my panties.

Julie’s grip tightened, and she began fucking my face with short, powerful thrusts. The head of the cock hit the back of my throat, making me gag slightly, but I didn’t pull back. I pushed forward, letting her use my mouth as she pleased, desperate to show her I could be a good slut. My jaw ached, and drool started to drip down my chin, but I didn’t care. All that mattered was her approval.

Abruptly, she yanked the cock out of my mouth, the sudden emptiness making me whimper. I nearly toppled forward, leaning in to chase after it, my lips still parted and wet. Julie smirked down at me, eyes dark with amusement.

“Look at you, desperate little whore,” she murmured, running the tip of the strap-on along my lips. I shuddered, instinctively opening my mouth wider, wanting to taste her again.

“Please, Mistress...” I breathed, the words barely more than a whimper. I didn’t even know what I was asking for. More of her cock? More of her touch? All of it, I supposed. Everything she was willing to give.

She just laughed softly, a wicked sound that made my skin prickle. “Oh, we’re just getting started, slut.” Then, gripping my pigtails once more, she drove her cock back into my mouth, deeper this time, until I was practically choking on it.

“Now be a good girl and suck.”

And after a good few minutes, she jerked sharply on my pigtails. “Up, slut.” The command was clear and undeniable, and I quickly scrambled to my feet, heart racing with anticipation. Her hand snaked under my skirt, fingers tracing the outline of my cock through the thin fabric of my panties. I gasped, a low moan escaping me as she leaned in, capturing my lower lip between her teeth. The bite was rough, almost punishing, but I didn’t dare pull back. Instead, I leaned into it, feeling the delicious sting as she forced me back until I felt the cool wood of her dresser digging into my lower back.

She didn’t release my lip, her teeth holding me in place as her hand continued to stroke me through the now-damp material of my panties. Then, still half-biting, half-kissing me, she shifted her weight, bending slightly to grab the backs of my knees. My pulse quickened as I realized what she wanted. I moved instinctively, letting her lift me partially onto the low dresser, my body pliant under her guidance. She pressed herself harder against me, pinning me between her body and the wall as she spread my legs wide apart.

One of her hands moved to a drawer beside me, and I vaguely heard it open and close. The noise was drowned out by the pounding of my heart and the sounds of our mingled breaths. My panties were tugged to the side, and I shivered as something cool and slick traced down the cleft of my ass.

Mistress bit down on my earlobe, her voice a sultry whisper against my skin. “Time to take my little slutty princess’s cherry.”

The words barely registered, overwhelmed as I was by the intensity of the moment. I whimpered, fingers clenching around the fabric of her shirt as she shifted, the blunt head of her strap-on pressing insistently against my hole. I rubbed my leg along her side, offering myself up to her without a second thought.

“Shhh, it’s okay, my slut,” she murmured, one hand caressing my cheek gently. “It only hurts at first.”

I let out a sharp cry as the head of her cock popped inside, stretching me wide. Pain flared, bright and sharp, but she silenced me with another deep kiss, swallowing my gasps. Slowly, she began to move, inching her cock in and out of me with deliberate care. The pain ebbed, replaced by a sensation that stole my breath away. Before long, I was clutching desperately to her shoulders, body trembling as she picked up speed.

The pain dissolved completely, replaced by a pleasure so intense it made my head spin. “Oh god, yesss, fuck me! Fuck me harder!” I heard myself screaming, the words spilling from my lips uncontrollably as she pounded into me.

“I knew you’d be my sissy slut. I knew you’d love getting fucked,” Mistress growled, her thrusts coming faster, harder. “Such a good little whore. You’re mine now. You’ll beg for dick—mine, or any I allow you to have.”

“Yes, Mistress! I’m your slut, your dirty whore! Oh god, fuck me! I’m going to cum!”

“Cum for me, you dirty slut. Fill your pretty panties as you fuck my cock!”

My body convulsed, pleasure crashing through me in a wave so powerful it left me shaking. I screamed, the sound raw and broken as I came, filling my panties with sticky warmth. My release was almost too much to handle, my entire body twitching as she continued to thrust into me. I clung to her, panting, gasping, tears pricking at the corners of my eyes from the sheer intensity of it all.

Finally, Mistress slowed her movements, pushing her cock all the way inside me before stilling. I slumped against her, utterly spent, feeling her warmth seep into my bones. Her hand came up to stroke my hair gently, a soft chuckle escaping her lips.

“It was even easier than I imagined to turn you into my personal cock-hungry sissy slut.” Her tone was light, almost teasing, but there was a dark satisfaction underneath it that made my stomach flip. She pulled back slightly, just enough to look me in the eye. “Such a good slut.”

She ran a hand down the side of my face, caressing me softly before stepping back. I let out a small, involuntary whimper as her cock slid out of me, leaving me feeling suddenly empty and exposed. Mistress laughed at my reaction, eyes gleaming with amusement.

“Time for us to get cleaned up,” she said, a wicked smile curving her lips. “You’ve made quite a mess of us, you naughty girl.” Her gaze swept down my body, lingering on the sticky mess staining my panties. “And then, it’s time to show off my new prize. What do you say, princess?”

I wobbled unsteadily on my feet, dazed and more than a little overwhelmed. “Yes, Mistress.” The words came out softly, almost automatic. I would have agreed to anything she asked at that moment—anything to please her after the mind-blowing sex we’d just shared. I never could have imagined getting fucked would feel that good.

Julie seemed to read my thoughts. She smiled knowingly and turned, motioning for me to follow her. I trailed after her obediently into the bathroom, where we cleaned up together, her hands lingering on my skin with a possessive touch. Then it was back to her vanity, where she carefully fixed our smeared makeup, each brush of powder and swipe of lipstick a reminder of her meticulous control over me.

When she was finally satisfied, Julie stepped behind me and wrapped a collar around my neck. The cool leather felt heavy against my skin, a tangible symbol of my submission. I shivered as she snapped a leash onto it, the soft click echoing in the quiet room.

With a firm tug, she led me toward the door. “Time to show everyone my pretty new sissy,” she murmured, eyes gleaming with anticipation.

“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered, the words a soft, reverent promise. My heart pounded as I followed her, completely under her power. It didn’t matter where she was taking me or what she wanted to do—I was hers to command. Her prized slut.

***
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Fresh out of high school and kicked out of the house, a petite, young, beautiful blonde named Patrick finds himself looking for a roommate to share the rent on his new apartment. 
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