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Chapter One

As I peered through the peephole of my apartment door, waiting for Molly, the woman of my dreams, to leave, I imagined what it would be like to run my hands through her long brunette hair or over her soft, glowing skin. Maybe. Someday. Probably not, though, after I fucked it up.

At least I had something with her once. Never in a million years would I have thought I’d get within inches of a lady like Molly, but I not only lived across the hall from her, but we were friends—or were.

Like I said until I fucked it up.

My heartbeat increased, and cold sweat streamed from my forehead as I prepared to apologize. What was I thinking? How stupid was I? What kind of idiot says the things I said? A wimp. A sissy. A woman like Molly doesn’t want a wimpy sissy—she wants a man. Tough. Determined. Decisive.

Impatience gnawed at me as I waited for Molly to leave. If she didn’t hurry, she would be late for her training session with Gala Armenta, the singer/songwriter who was my other secret love. The mere thought of breathing the same air as Ms. Armenta made my heart pound and my cock hard.

Gala songs are intense and filled with sexual taboos and tension. They captivate and transport you to another world. And her shows, they were on a level of their own. Androgynous male dancers dressed in black PVC leather, or feminized, all leashed and collared like animals, with Gala riding on stage on their bare backs. She had a necklace with a single key, purported to be the key to over a hundred guys locked in chastity. Crazy what rumors and conspiracy theories pop up on social media. If it meant spending one night with her, I would gladly offer myself as a ‘prop’ for her show.

And the lovers she selected. And selected was the word. She called a night with her—Deflowering Men. For a night with Gala, a man had to pose dressed up in a provocative pink dress, their masculinity stripped and shamelessly erased. At least, that’s what the rumors say.

What was equally shameless was that she made them take a picture before as men—naked, except for a little pink chastity cage—for the world to see. And her following on social media was in the millions. Imagine having millions see you dressed as a sissy, just for a night with Gala, and after she’s got them all feminized like a girl, I wouldn’t even have thought they were men. I’d never do something so shameless.

Those are Molly’s clients, the people surrounding her. And who am I? What kind of friend am I if I don’t help? Paul, go on, knock on her door, and remind her. How do I explain that I’ve been spying on her if I knock on her door? What’s she going to think of me then?

Molly’s door finally opened. My hand shaking, I grabbed the bag of trash I had pre-positioned and opened my door. Molly closed her door, locked it, and headed for the exit with her gym bag. She didn’t say Hi, Paul, or hug me, like usual; she nodded like people who barely knew each other did. Nodded. That’s it, like we hadn’t been friends for two years. Not just any friends, but friends that shared secrets, innermost thoughts, everything except sex.

I didn’t share tales of sexual conquests because, well, I didn’t have any. To share a sexual exploit with Molly or anyone, I’d have to have sex, and because I’ve never had sex, I had nothing to share. I listened. And though Molly had an active sex life, she wasn’t comfortable sharing the details of her sex life with a guy. I asked. I was curious. But she begged off. But everything else, we shared.

She told me she was tired of her sex life and was looking for something ‘different.’ More exciting. What that was, she never divulged. Or hinted at. We were like two BFFs. We were tight until I spilled the beans about my feelings for her.

I hurried behind her, trying to catch up with her brisk pace. “Hey Molly, how’s it going?”

“Oh hey, Paul. I’ve got a full day. I’ve got to hurry. Ben’s on his way; my car’s in the shop.”

“Ben? I have a session with him tomorrow. I’m beefing up.” I pulled up my sleeve and showed her my guns. After months of intense training, they were still skinny, girly arms.

We reached the exit. I opened the door for her. She stepped into the bright summer sun, and I followed. I tossed my trash in the dumpster and caught back up to Molly, waiting patiently, her gym bag clutched at her lap. I fidgeted with my sweatpants, running through the lines I had rehearsed a thousand times.

“Molly.”

“Yes, Paul.”

“I was wondering if you would like to hang out again. I’m sorry for telling you about my feelings. I shouldn’t have.”

Molly didn’t answer. She stood there, staring at the street as I thought back to what we once had: friendship. I missed the nights when we’d just go to the bar down the street and chat, talking about our deepest, darkest secrets—except for our sex lives. Or the sex life Molly had. What was I going to share? I masturbated five times a day, and when I masturbated, I fantasized about either Molly or the Gala. So, I had nothing to share.

But I wanted so badly to know about hers. I pushed, but she never broke down and told me anything. Sometimes, I’d stay up late, my back against the door, waiting for her to get home from a date. When I heard her get home, I’d sneak a peek through my peephole and watch her and her lover make out. Watch the stud; always, a stud. I hoped they’d linger in the hall long enough for me to finish. Watching, drooling, stroking my cock as they made out. Watching as Molly let her stud for the night grab her ass, and sometimes the stud would feel her up right there in the hallway as my hand worked furiously to finish before they headed inside. I wasn’t jealous; a woman like Molly deserved a man. A good man.

“Working tonight, Paul?”

“No. I’m off.”

“Tell you what, I’ll stop by tonight. Gala, well, she’s got an idea for something different. I’ll bring a bottle of wine, and we can chat.”

“Something different? Okay, I’ll never bring up my feelings for you again. You’re gorgeous, Molly, and I’m just a skinny, wimpy femboy. What would a woman like you want with a guy like me?”

Molly smiled.

We stood silently for several minutes before Ben’s Corvette pulled up to the curb. Molly got in, and Ben burned rubber and pulled away. As I watched her disappear down the road, I wondered what made me think I could have a woman like Molly. I’m a twenty-five-year-old virgin who jacks off through the peephole, sporting a three-inch cock, working as an underpaid assistant restaurant manager. I’ve got no business thinking Molly would go for me.

And Molly—she’s a Goddess and a personal trainer at a health club whose members include movie stars, models, superstars, like Gala—movers and shakers. Guys are hitting on her all the time—rich guys, powerful guys, hunks, beefcakes, and me—what am I? A skinny little femboy who should be grateful a gal like Molly even talks to him.

What was I thinking when I asked her out? I’d not blow it again. When she comes up tonight, I’ll sit, listen, and do whatever she asks.


Chapter Two

I darted upstairs, excited as if I’d won the billion-dollar lottery jackpot. Once upstairs, I cleaned in a whirlwind of excitement, replaying the night that ruined our friendship. Three weeks ago, Molly confessed how frustrated she had been with whom she’d been dating.

“Don’t get me wrong, Paul, I love cock.”

Her vulgarity caught me off guard. She’d never talked like that before. Cock? Did sweet Molly even have that word in her vocabulary? Never had I heard her use such a filthy characterization of male anatomy. But it turned me on. I wanted her more than I’d ever had at that moment.

“These guys act like they own me. They treat me like they own me. Maybe, for once, I could own a guy—something different. Gala says…. Own guys, not the other way around. Instead of me being their trophy and dressing however they want, Gala says, oh, never mind, Paul. I’m sorry, but I want something different, Paul. Something different.”

I drifted off into a fantasy of Molly and me as she talked. Molly and I walk hand in hand, kiss, and finish off by making love. “Something different? Like what? I could be that guy. I know men suck. I’m not like other men.”

Molly’s eyes shut up in surprise. She said, her tone drowning in sarcasm. “You sound like you have experience with men. Are you gay, Paul?”

I took it personally, though. “No! Hell, no. I mean, I know. Not out of personal experience. I mean for woman and all….” I had no experience. None. Zip. Nada. Man or woman. Porn and my right hand were my lovers.

”It’s cool if you are. I’m sorry for unloading on you, Paul. I don’t know what I’d do without you. Anyway, like I said, I’m not sure what I’m looking for, just something different.”

I tried to look her in the eye, but I couldn’t. Like an idiot, I fidgeted with my loose T-shirt, wondering how she’d answer. What was I thinking? What if she says no? I always see her; she lives across the hall from me. Her eyes locked onto my crotch momentarily. Just for a brief second, I covered my groin, figuring she’d never go for me, and she didn’t. That’s when the words I regretted came out. “Molly, I can be that guy, something different, and well, maybe we could go out for dinner or something, and I could show you I’m different.”

Her pupils dilated as her gaze roamed my body. “I’m not sure you understand how different of a relationship Gala suggested. I’m looking for something different, Paul. But if you want to show me—” Molly cocked her head, touched my cheek. “Paul, I’m not sure. What I’m thinking of, well, I’m not sure you’d be into it. You’d be perfect. But…. No! I’m sorry. I have to go.” She got up and headed for the door.

I should have pressed her and found out what she had in mind. I should have known or listened. But as usual, lost in thought, pumped, and full of desire for her, her words never registered. Mentioning Gala should have clued me in. Then again, if her words had registered in my mind, no way would I have thought a woman like Molly would go for something so shameless.

Before my cum filled brain considered my words, I blurted out, “Whatever you’re into, Molly. I’ll do it.”

Molly stopped halfway to the door, turned, and said, “I’m sorry, Paul, but I don’t know. You—” She turned, opened the door, and entered the doorway.

As I spoke, Molly paused, “No problem. You know I’m right next door if you change your mind. Molly, I am that guy. I’ll worship the ground you walk on.” I would do anything for Molly. After that night, our friendship took a turn for the worse. Hopefully, tonight, things will change, and at least I’ll be able to rekindle our friendship.

I watched the clock, waiting for her arrival. Seven came and went, then eight, then nine. I fell asleep watching a movie. At three in the morning, there was banging at my door, and there stood Molly with a bottle of wine. I opened the door, and she stumbled in, smelling of sex and liquor, plopped on my recliner in just a T-shirt. I sipped the warm Coke on the table beside my recliner.

Then she did something I couldn’t believe. “You want to hear about the sex I just had? You’re always asking.”

“Yes. I mean, if you want.”

She reached under her T-shirt, slid her panties off, and tossed them at me. I spewed warm Coke out of my mouth. The panties hit the floor at my feet.

“They’re so sticky. The stud’s seed was dripping out of me all the way here.”

My jaw dropped open. I stared at her pink thong in disbelief. What is this about? Is she propositioning me? Does she want me to make a move?

She stood and walked to the kitchen, reached up to the top shelf, grabbed two glasses, showing me her gorgeous ass. I got hard watching her pour the wine as she said, so casually, “This guy’s cock was huge, Paul. I know we’ve never talked about sex before, but…. You said you wanted to be that guy, that something different. So…. If you don’t mind.”

“No….” I gulped again.

I wished I was that guy but knew I’d never be. I’d take what I could get. Sipping her wine, she told me about the night in excruciating detail. How she sucked his cock. How he fucked her for an hour until he shot his load into her. “It’s still in here, Paul.” Molly spread her legs, showing me her pussy. “Waiting for you.”

I gulped. What did she say? What is she asking? I couldn’t think. My mind froze. I’d seen pussy before, but never in real life. I was rock hard, wondering what to say to all this. I tried to speak—I did. Something. Anything but my jaw was wired shut with invisible wire, and my tongue was tied up in knots.

She smiled. “God, I’m horny again just talking about it. Thinking of the possibilities between us.”

“I’m it, Molly.” I did not know what something different meant or what I’d sacrifice to be with her.

“God, I…. I’m going to have to go home and…. Well, you know. I wish I had a guy who would just eat me out whenever I asked. Take care of those needs whenever I want, no matter the time of day. Worship me—Maybe like a girlfriend, but with perks. Friends with benefits, but not a guy. Good night, Paul. Men, they’re pigs. Paul, I’ve got to try something different.”

She got up. Left, leaving her panties on the floor.


Chapter Three

After she left, I was hard. So fucking horny. What had just happened? I sipped my wine, staring at her panties. I was so close to the woman of my dreams. Holy shit, she spread her legs for me and showed me her pussy, and what did I do—nothing.

I picked up the panties, intending to return them to Molly, but I couldn’t resist the temptation after picking them up. Her panties were warm and damp, and the crotch felt slightly sticky, providing me with evidence that her story of the night wasn’t a lie. Her lover’s cum? I’m not repulsed, as a straight guy should be, but aroused. These are my Goddess’s panties; why shouldn’t I be aroused? But there’s a guy’s cum in them, Paul?

As I cradled them in my hand, I wondered what type of man was so lucky to have her, so I explored; the fabric was warm and damp against the tip of my nose and oh-so-soft. My cock swells. I inhale as my hand slides into my sweatpants. Molly’s scent is intoxicating; I stroke my cock kicking myself for not offering my tongue to her. Who cares if she was filled with another man’s seed? For her, I’d do anything. But that? Eat a woman out when she’s filled with another man’s cum?

Maybe that was pushing it. But to taste her sweetness, would a man’s cum be so bad? If I ever got the chance again, it might be a sacrifice I would have to make.

What am I thinking? There was no way she said what I thought she said. I was so horned up that I must have imagined it all. I strip. My cock, all three inches of it, is rock hard. I consider her story, how big the guy’s cock was, how she choked on it. How it turned her on to have it pressuring her throat.

I spat in my hand and stroked, replaying the detailed description. Imagining I was there watching her. “Paul, I wished you could have seen it. How his face twisted with delight when he grabbed me behind the head and thrust into my mouth. Oh god, I love big cock, but not the men it’s attached to. I get this feeling of heaviness and ache between my legs when I see my lips stretched around a massive cock. God, Paul, I wished you‘d been there.”

I gulped.

She paused, “How big is yours, Paul?”

Was she into me? Was she hinting at what might be? Fuck what do I tell her? If things progress beyond friendship, she’ll know all too soon my bravado was a lie. Do I tell her and risk our friendship? “Uh…. Well, it’s big.”

“Nice. There’s nothing wrong with small cocks, Paul. But only if they’re locked up.”

My cock presses against my two fingers, stroking my cock. I know what she said. But did she? I heard it. I know I did. But what did it mean? The detailed story of her sexual escapades of the night had my heart pumping so vigorously, and fast it was difficult to hear what she was saying over the pounding of the blood in my ears.

“Each time he thrust his cock into my mouth Paul, I had to fight back the gag reflex. Things got hot and heavy when he face fucked me.”

Then she spread her legs right there in front of me. I stroked faster, thinking of the gorgeous pink folds of her pussy glistening with arousal. How she let me explore the glorious sight between her trembling creamy white thighs.

With no shame, she continued her story. “I love it when the hot, throbbing skin of a guy’s rock-hard shaft slides over my tongue as it drives deep into my throat, it so warm…. You should try it, Paul. Maybe you’d love it. I get a sense of fullness…. Oh, I’m sorry, Paul. You know nothing about sucking cock, do you? You don’t want to hear all this girly stuff.”

Did she ask me to suck cock? For her, would I? “No, I do! We’re friends. I’m not gay, but like I said, I want to be that guy, something different.”

“Okay, I’m glad. It’s, I wish I had…. Well. If it’s okay to share. I don’t want to make you horny or anything.”

“No, we’re friends. Tell me.”

“We fucked for like an hour. Then he filled me with his seed. It’s still in here, Paul.” Molly spread her legs, showing me her pussy. “Waiting for you.”

God, she offered me her pussy, and what did I do? Nothing. What was I supposed to do, eat her out with another man’s cum inside her? Maybe it was a test. She wanted to see if I was gay or something.

Instead of returning her underwear, I slipped them around my waist and guided the thin fabric between my ass cheeks, and three strokes later; I shot my load into my Goddess’s panties.


Chapter Four

I glanced down. Molly’s panties, once spotlessly pink, were now stained with white trails, wet and clinging to my softening shaft. My crotch was sticky as my cum mixed with Molly’s lover’s and her sweetness.

Jacking off wasn’t so strange. But jacking off in panties and thinking of watching Molly suck cock rather than Molly sucking my cock made my orgasm more intense than usual. I’m so lost in how good it feels to have Molly’s panties on and how good it feels to cum thinking of Molly. I didn’t hear her enter using the key to my apartment she had. We’d exchanged keys long ago.

“Paul?”

“Molly. It’s not what you think?” How stupid was that? I was standing in her cum filled panties, and for whatever reason, a tent pole makes an appearance. I said, “It’s not what you think. Listen, I was going to return them to you.”

“So, you put them on, and what? Walk across the hall with them on, and then? Take them off, hand them to me all soaked in your cum.”

I glanced down; my cock was not only erect but bouncing with excitement. “It’s not like that. I just got carried away. Molly, I swear I’m not a freak. I want to show you I can be that guy. The special guy, the guy that’s different from all the other guys you’ve been dating. Take you out to dinner. I’ll do anything for you. Not like the guys you’ve been dating. I’ve seen the way they paw at you-”

Oops, wrong thing to say.

Molly turned and peered through my peephole. “So you like watching, Paul. Maybe I should call you Pauline? You like wearing panties. So, you want to take me out to dinner? Will you do anything for me to get that chance?”

“Yes! Just tell me. Take out your trash every day. Give you a ride to work. Clean your apartment-”

Molly’s eyes dropped to my crotch, my throbbing cock, and the panties clinging to my shaft, all sticky and warm. “Will you clean my panties that you soiled?”

“Yes. I’ll do the wash tomorrow and get them back-”

“I had something else in mind. Do it for me, and that’ll be a start to our being a thing. Maybe we can even go out for dinner sometime. Would you like to date me?”

“Anything. Just let me prove it to you.”

“Okay, take my panties off and clean them now.”

I glanced around. “I could clean them in the sink.”

“Not what I had in mind.”

“How?”

“Take them off first.”

I hesitated. My hands were on the waistband, and I stared at her. She stared back. “Here?”

“Are you ashamed? You shouldn’t be. You said your cock’s big. Maybe the panties are constricting it. Want to take me out on a date? Then do it.”

For anyone else, I would have said fuck you. But for Molly, the panties were off in no time. I grabbed my sweatpants; Molly stopped me. “No, stay naked.”

I covered my groin.

“No! Let me see. Then clean them.”

I looked left. Then right. Back toward the kitchen. “Where?”

Molly said, “You want to know what I taste like.”

My cock nodded my answer.

“Then clean them out and taste me while you do it.”

Was she asking me to lick my cum out? One thing I know for sure: I’m not gay. “Molly.”

Molly wasted no time, “Okay, I guess you were just full of it. You’re not the man I want. I told you I wanted something different, and this is it.” She turned, walked to the door, grabbed the door handle, and started opening the door.

“Molly, wait.”

I turned the panties inside out and put them to my face. “Can I take you out to dinner? A real date, if I do it.”

“Of course. Let’s see first if you truly are the man I’m looking for. I need proof, and I’ll have to dress you up for the part, but yes, a date is in the cards.”

I took a deep breath and put my face inside her panties. The dampness of her arousal tickles my tongue, and the stickiness of my cum causes me to gag as it goes down. I lap at the crotch like a dog until her panties are clean. My cock swells even more. I hand them to her.

Molly points and smiles at my little cock. “Like I said, it’s okay to have a little cock, but got to be locked up. I’ll take care of that tomorrow, and when I get home from the gym, we’ll have a trial run—if you are serious about being that different sort of man. “

Molly snatched her panties out of my hand, turned, and left.


Chapter Five

I stood staring at the door, wondering what the fuck just happened? I just put on women’s panties. Not just any woman’s, but the girl I’d dreamed about going out on a date with for two years. Then, to insult to injury, I came in them, got caught by her—in her panties—and….

I gulped several times, forcing the last bit of my thick, milky, salty fluid from my mouth down my throat. What had I just done? I ate my cum. How humiliating.

Do I want to take her out that bad?

I do, but not like this. I put on my sweatpants, opened my door, and stopped. No one has to know. It‘s just between me and Molly. Maybe once I take her out to dinner, I will show her, as no one has ever done, wine and dine her and show her that no one will treat her like me. Then, all this other stuff: eating cum, locking my cock up, and… it hit me like a semi. Was this the something different she was referring to?

Did she expect me to lock my cock up? It wasn’t like I’d cheat on her. Is that what she’s worried about? I laughed, figuring I’d heard her wrong or she was joking around. I went to bed.

I had the day off, so I woke up, showered, and dressed. At noon, I stepped out to check my mail, and there on my doorstep were several packages; each one had numbers on them: one to six, wrapped in pink wrapping paper. On top was an envelope addressed to “Something Different.”

What the hell? I got my mail, picked up the packages, and headed inside. I ripped open the envelope and read. “If you truly want to be that something different, you’ll find everything you need here. Start with the package labeled one. Molly. We’ll open the other packages together with our special guest.”

I ripped off the wrapping paper and opened the box. There was another note: a pink bag, a can of pink shaving cream, and a pink razor. I opened the bag, and there was a small pink device, a tiny pink lock, and a single key. The note was simple: “Shave smooth. I expect no trace of hair. If you wish, jack off before you put the cage on. But save your cum in a glass. This is your one shot at being that something different I’m looking for. I’ll be home at six. Be naked with the cage on or lose your opportunity.”

I stared at the little plastic device. “No way.” I tossed it in the garbage. Made lunch, and my mind drifted to last night, getting my first real look at pussy. Not any pussy, but the woman of my dreams. How Molly’s soft, pale pink folds glistened with dampness and arousal, framed by her smooth, toned thighs. All I had to do was shave, put on the cage, and hand her the key. I’d at least shave, then decide. I showered and shaved.

Then sat naked at my computer, researching how to put on a cock cage, and I got hard. Okay, so what’s the big deal, I thought. So what? Surely she will not make me wear this cage for months? So, maybe she’s worried and wants assurances I won’t be like the other guys in her life. I guess I can understand that. But what’s with the cum?

Maybe I should masturbate and not tell her? But what if she figures out I’m lying? No, I’ll do it. I grabbed a glass, pulled up a porn video, and filled up the glass with my cum. Put it in the refrigerator, what does one do with cum? Then, after an hour of fumbling, I got the cage on. Locked it.

I sat in my recliner and started binge-watching my favorite show, looking more at the pink plastic sheathing my cock than my favorite show. I’m afraid. Yet excited. What could be more of a sign for her that I am the man for her? My total commitment to her is my submission. What other guy would do this?

As the clock strikes six, I feel better about my decision. At six fifteen, I hear Molly’s key jingle, then a click as it turns the lock; seconds later, the door opens.

I stand naked, except for a little pink fig leaf covering my groin. Molly smiled and nodded. “You ready to be something different?”


Chapter Six

“Molly, I’m embarrassed with this, but I want to prove I can be your guy.”

“Molly? I’m sorry. Mistress would be a better way to greet me—if you wish to be my guy.”

“Mistress?”

“Was that a question?”

“Uh, I just think if I can take you out to dinner and show you how committed I am to you.” I pointed. “I locked it up. What else can I do to prove how much I want you.”

Molly laughed, “Call me Mistress, and there’s more. Much more. Hand me the key. Did you, well, you know?”

I felt my cheeks warm. I turned, feeling humiliated, my naked ass in full view. I opened my refrigerator and handed the glass, half full of milky fluid, to her. “I didn’t know where else to put it. Uh, Mistress.” I wasn’t sure about this Mistress thing, but I knew I wanted to be her guy. So, sacrifices had to be made.

“Do you want to take me to dinner? On a date?”

“Yes. Uh, Mistress. So much. What else do I have to do to prove my commitment to you? I’ll do anything.” And I would.

“Anything?”

I sighed. I figured I was in this deep, so I might as well play along. “Mistress. I will do anything for you.” After I said it, I realized I might be a little naïve about how far she’d push things and how all-encompassing that statement was.

“Good. Stand over there, hands at your side.” She pointed to the sliding patio window, the blinds open. I grabbed the cord and pulled the blinds closed. “No! Leave them open. Something different, remember.”

I stood, my ass showing to the entire apartment complex. If I had predicted the future or put two and two together, I would have realized that everyone would see much more of me. Instead, I was planning our first date; little did I know that handing her the key to my cock meant I’d given up all decision-making to her. Something different was indeed something different. Molly pulled out her phone and snapped a picture. “Before. Soon, we’ll take the after picture.”

“After?”

“Yep, open package number two.”

“Can I put something on? It’s a little chilly, and this—”

“This is exactly how you should be. Naked.”

I grabbed the second package, ripped off the pink wrapping paper, and found panties, white thigh highs with a little bow at the thighs, and a pink bra inside.

“Put them on.”

I hesitated. “Molly, Mistress, I’m not sure about this; what will you do with the picture?”

“Are you the guy I’m looking for or not?”

I slipped the panties on, then, with some help from Molly, got the bra on. Then, slipped into the thigh highs, aligning the little white bow with the front. I’m humiliated at being reduced to dressing up as a girl for a date with the woman I loved.

“Now, package number three.”

I opened package number three. The pink wrapping paper piled up. Inside was a makeup case.

“Let’s begin, sit over there.”

“Molly, you can’t expect me to dress up like a girl?”

“Are you my guy or not?”

“Okay…. okay. But, if I do this, will we be together?”

“Do this, and you’ll be mine. And Gala’s.”

“Gala? Gala Armenta?” Suddenly, her plans for me struck me like a thunderbolt. What did I do? Should I throw her out? The woman of my dreams or comply?

Do I tell her no way I’m not dressing up like a girl for her or anyone else?

What happened next was I sat at the kitchen table as Molly spread out the makeup. What was shamelessly different was that my cock filled what little space there was inside my cage. This was turning me on. After an hour, Molly was satisfied.

“Can I look, Mistress?”

“Not yet. Open number four.”

I did. There’s a wig and a corset. Mistress got me into both.

There were two more packages. I opened package five, my heart racing. Inside was a teeny pink sissy dress layered with frills and lace. It was shamefully short, and when I got it on, it barely covered my thighs. Molly guided me to the mirror; standing behind me, she seemed pleased with her work. I tried to avoid looking at my reflection, but when I did, I was shamefully repulsed by how feminine I looked and how much I enjoyed the feel and look of being feminized.

What am I doing? I’m doing this for Molly. Molly and Gala.

Molly sat on the recliner and said, “Twirl for me.” After twirling several times, there was a knock on the front door. Molly got up, answered it, and in walked Gala Armenta.


Chapter Seven

I stood, feeling emasculated in this tight skimpy pink sissy dress. But for a date with Molly, I accepted that I’d have to submit and allow myself to be stripped of a layer or two of my manhood. For her, I am committed to doing what the two women of my dreams required of me. Gala circled. She lifted the hem of my dress and leered at my ass, the thin fabric of the pink thong spitting my cheeks like a curious finger wanting to explore deeper.

She smacked her lips right before she slapped my ass playfully. It was meant as a playful, teasing gesture. Despite that, it stung, leaving behind an impression of my place in this relationship.

She put her hand in the middle of my back and pushed me down. I surrendered totally, unconditionally. I’d do whatever these two women wanted. She ground her leather pants across my ass and grabbed me by the forehead as Molly snapped a picture.

Gala said, “I’m satisfied with your choice. I show you a different way to be with a man tonight, Molly. A better way. That is if our little sissy wishes? Do you wish to be Molly’s sissy? Obey her? Be that something different she’s been talking about?”

What could I say? I looked at Molly…. Mistress now. She grinned. For her, I do it, and it was then that I noticed how good it felt to be cradled in such soft fabric, to be dressed so sexually explicit. It's so tempting for men. And completely submit to her will and needs. I glanced at Molly and said, “Yes. Mistress.“

“Then, sissy, let the games begin and open box number six.”

I crouched down and opened the package. There’s a leather harness and a six-inch pink dildo inside. I’m naïve about sex, but I knew where that little pink phallus was going. Gala picked up the harness, slipped it around her waist, and attached the dildo with an efficiency only a practiced practitioner of pegging could have accomplished.

Molly stripped and guided me into the bedroom. She lay down and spread her legs, pointing to her pussy. Gala lay next to her, the six-inch dildo standing straight up.

Gala said, “Your duty from now on will be to please your Mistress.”

I was staring at the two most beautiful women on the planet. Gala rubbed my cum from the jar on her dildo. “The best lube on the planet is a sissy’s cum.”

“Oh, shit.”

Molly smiled, took off a necklace around her neck, slipped the chastity key onto it, and said, “When we need some lube, we’ll unlock you.”

Gala and Molly laughed.

Molly patted my cheek, “I told you I wanted something different. Are you my kind of guy or not?”

I nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Now for your reward, for locking your cock up and being my good little sissy.” Molly guided my head towards her pussy, and Gala positioned herself behind me with the strap-on slick with my cum.

Gala, the nastiest pop star the world ever knew, said, “What’s left of your sissy cream? I’m putting on my fingers using your cum and….” Behind me, she twisted a single finger slick with my cum into my crack.

Gala’s finger went to work, loosening my tight ass up, using my cum as lube as I soaked in Molly’s big round breasts. Her nipples were hard and swollen. My eyes slowly dropped to her flat and toned stomach and the outline of her ribs beneath her soft skin. I passed over that spot between her legs and studied her toned and shapely thighs. I can’t resist. I gaze at the pink between her legs. Oh god, it’s right in front of me, my dream. How many nights had I fantasized about this mo—

“Oh shit,” I screamed as two of Gala’s fingers found their way into my ass. She rummaged around there looking for something, and then it hit a spot I never knew was there. “Oh…. Fuck. God, Molly, that doesn’t feel too bad. Oh, fuck….” Muscles I’d forgotten I had tensed. I squirmed, writhed, and twitched as Gala stimulated something so different.

She smacked my ass. “That’s the sissy G-spot. Like it?”

“Oh, fuck yeah.” I twisted the bedspread in my hands.

Gala grabbed my caged cock. “Oh my Molly, your sissy is dribbling precum. I think you chose correctly. He’s going to be a good little slut, for you.”

Gala curled her finger inside me and started milking my prostate. “Oh fuck, Molly, that feels good! Thank you!”

“Do you think I care about how you feel? This is about me. Show me what your tongue can do, and it better do a good job or no date.”

“Oh, fuck.” Gala’s hands were busy as a beaver behind me, twisting three fingers into my tight hole. I felt like she was driving a semi around behind me.

“You like that, sissy?” Gala purred. “You’re going to love what’s coming next. Look at your Mistress’s pussy. It’s filled with a present for you. She had a bull fill it up for you. But you better get that tongue busy and please your Mistress or….”

I lowered my head to Molly’s swollen, weeping pussy, not sure of what to do. So close, I looked up at the woman of my dreams pussy; it was swollen and slick. And there is no doubt that someone filled it because there’s creamy cum drizzling out from inside.

I decided then and there I’d do it. For her. For Molly.

I flattened my tongue, found the creamy cum, and covered my tongue with some guy’s cum. I pulled my tongue into my mouth, swallowed, and returned until I could only taste Molly.

“Oh yeah, that’s my slut. Good girl.”

Molly spread her lips with the fingers of her right hand and pointed to a little piece of flesh. “Right there, slave. Do your duty.”

I dove in, flicking and sucking, trying my best to focus on her pleasure despite the pain of being violated from behind was causing. Molly moaned and writhed beneath me as Gala continued to pump her fingers in and out of my ass.

“You’re doing such a good job,” Molly moaned as she gripped my head. “Just keep going like that.”

When the hard cold plastic of Gala’s dildo pressed against my asshole. “Molly… I mean Mistress…. Oh, fuck.”

I hesitated for a moment, fearing the intrusion, but after a gentle push from Gala, the tip of her cock inched further up my ass. “You’re so tight,” Gala whispered in my ear. “But you’re going to take every inch of this.”

I tensed and twitched as the dildo defiled what was once a sacred space, never to be desecrated. I was no longer a man but Molly’s bitch. I succumbed then and submitted to something shamelessly different as I tried to focus on pleasing Molly. I licked and sucked on Molly’s clit like my life depended on it. She moaned and writhed beneath me as Gala’s dildo began to glide easily in and out of my ass.

“You’re doing such a good job. I’m so happy. You’re my guy.” Molly pulled my head in tighter. I worshipped that little piece of flesh—her clit. I could tell from her writhing, moaning, and the moistness coating my tongue, cheeks, and lips that it must have about a thousand nerves.

“That’s it, baby,” Gala whispered. “You’re such a slut for this cock.” Her voice was rough and demanding.

I couldn’t believe how good it felt to be humiliated, degraded, used, and brought down to this level. The combination of pleasure and pain was intense but somehow also incredibly erotic.

“Fuck yeah,” Molly lifted her head and watched my ass get fucked. “Take it all, baby. Take it for me. Take it and like it.”

I got lost in time. Drifting off until Molly tightened her thighs around my face and bucked her hips upward. She was close. I sucked harder on her clit until she climaxed with a loud cry.

Gala stopped, and we all collapsed, drenched in sweat, on the bed. Gala broke the long silence and said, “This is how a woman should treat you.”


Chapter Eight

That night marked the beginning of a new chapter for me. Molly became my Mistress, and I got to take her out to dinner. Even though I was the third wheel, feminized, and mostly ignored through the date, she and her bull had a good time; that’s all that mattered because I was with my Molly, my Mistress.

Molly regularly shares with Gala and me, as well as her bulls. I don’t mind; I’m with Molly. If you look at Gala’s social media page, you’ll see a picture of me—before and after. I have one hundred thousand likes.

My dreams came true. Both women of my dreams are a part of my life now, although I had to discover a side of me I never knew existed, one that craved the sweet surrender to a dominant woman’s will.

The End
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