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Meeting The Goddess

Jean Maz was the perfect woman. Popular, intelligent and hot, with her long flowing red hair, her super rich, unique, blue eyes, all leading down to her amazing body covered in a white blouse, short plaid skirt, and her incredibly long legs. I would have done anything to date her.

Too bad I don’t think she knows I exist. We share a few classes here at art school, mostly video classes. I think she wants to be an actress because she always wants to be on camera. Meanwhile, I was just a nerd behind the camera.

I know I shouldn’t be so infatuated when we barely have chatted. If only I wasn’t so damn shy. I’m afraid I would be a stuttering mess if I approach her. And what would we even talk about? The weather? I doubt we have any similar interests.

No, it’s only a crush and I should accept I’m not worthy of her. At least that’s what I thought before today when her two friends approached me.

I was in our colleges’ computer lab, casually editing one of our video projects, when I heard my name called from across the room.

“Devin!” I heard from the doorway. Usually, I would have assumed they were talking to someone else, even though it was a name. But I was the only one in the room. I popped my messy brown hair up seeing Jean’s two best friends, Dani and Vanessa.

Dani was a spunky Asian student studying fashion. Even though this was her first year here and a year younger then us, she is one of the best designers, mainly because of her how fast of seamstress she was, where she could make outfits on the fly. Though I have heard some models think she can be controlling.

Then there was Vanessa, a tall, silent, raven haired literature student. I know not much about her because she only seems to talk to Jean and Dani, but I heard she’s won a few creative writing contests. With Jean as an amazing actress, they were the trinity of the school.

I looked at them weirdly. I pointed to myself, not sure if they really wanted me.

Dani rolled her eyes. “Yes, you Devin!” she said, hands on her hips. “You’re the only one in here!”

“W-what?” I stuttered.

“Would you come over here?! We’re not going to talk to you when you’re way over there!”

“Why don’t you come over here then,” I mumbled to myself, getting up from my seat and walking over the two. “What?”

“Hey you’re a nerd, right?” Dani asked bluntly.

“What?” I asked, surprised. I wasn’t sure if she was insulting me.

“Dani!” said Vanessa. “That’s not a good way to ask.”

“What’s wrong? Nerd culture is cool, isn’t it?” Dani said to Vanesa.

Hearing nerd culture called cool made me feel uneasy. But why were they asking me this? I mean yeah; I wear gaming T-shirts and I spend most of my time on the computer. So much that I’m here by myself in the computer lab… Oh my god.

“Well, do you like board games?” Dani asked, breaking my thought.

“Yeah…” I answered honestly. I don’t know why I was being so compliant. I think they secretly wanted me to be of some use to them.

“That’s great!” said Dani.

“With all due respect,” Vanessa jumped in. “We’re specifically referring to tabletop role-playing games.”

“Yeah, where you have to act out what the character does,” Dani added on.

“Uh yeah! I played some back in high school.” I tried to say confidently. Truth was I only played a little with other random students during our free period. I just wanted to be closer to them and, by proxy, Jean.

“The reason we’re asking is that we have a role-playing group,” Vanessa went on.

“Role-playing group?” my interest peaked. “Who’s in the group?”

“Just us and Jean,” said Vanessa.

I grew a smile. I didn’t care what it took. I had to join their group. They were giving each other a knowing look while I was fantasizing about role-playing with Jean.

“Yeah, we’re playing Succubi and mazes. Have you heard of it?” Dani asked with a crocodile smile.

Her question took me aback. I had never heard of that game in my life. Was this a test or something? “Yeah, I think I have heard of it,” I lied.

They both smirked at each other. “So we could give you a character to play and you’ll get the gist?” Dani asked with a mischievous smile.

“Of course!”

“Good, because Jean wanted us to find a fourth, here meet us at this address.” She wrote on a piece of paper and handed it to me. “Meet us there around 8 am. We like to start early.”

“And here’s your character sheet,” Vanessa handed me a character sheet. I guessed she made the sheet by herself because it looked like a word pad document, just very detailed. So detailed, I’m guessing she typed pages of back story and stapled it together along with my character stats.

I was so busy looking at how much she wrote; I didn’t notice they were leaving. “Last note you should come totally shaven. We’ll see you there!” Dani waved, walking towards the door. “I also wrote my number if you get lost. Bye!”

I stood there so dumbfounded that I now had a group date with Jean and her friends. I spent the next few days studying my character sheet and memorizing the directions to her house. When Saturday rolled around, I was at her house, fully confident and ready to impress. I was even wearing fake elf ears; I ordered online.

According to the back story, I was an elf nobleman by the name of Denarius that was pretty in high standing in Elven Empire. I was also a bit of a womanizer who had multiple love interests. Even though I spent most of my time drinking in bars, I was a stringent follower of the world’s goddess of love, Jana.

The only thing that worried me was that I haven’t heard of this game before. I tried searching for succubi and mazes online but found nothing. I hoped I could just learn as we played, but worried that the girls might try to quiz me on it.

I also didn’t shave my whole body. I shaved most doing my facial, body and legs but felt awkward when it came time to do my privates. I decided against it thinking they wouldn’t check that part of my body.

The door opened and in the doorway was… Her. “Hey it’s Devin right?” Jean asked happily as she greeted me at the door.

I stood there in awe, looking at her long red hair traveling down to her flowing white dress. I don’t know how long I was staring, but I had to shake my head to knock me out of my trance. “Yeah, I’m Devin.”

She giggled, “Well, in case you don’t recognize me, I’m Jean. I think we have some classes together, right?”

“Uh yeah,” I blushed, looking away. “I think we’re in the same video creation class and—”

“That’s right! You were the guy that did the makeup tutorial with those girls, right?” she asked, causing my face to light up red in embarrassment.

One of our first video assignments our instructor gave separated us up into groups to make video of whatever we wanted. They paired me up with two beauty students who were taking this class as an elective. I thought it was a blessing at the time since they were attractive. Then they mention wanting to make a makeup tutorial.

As you could guess, they wanted me to be the model. Apparently, with my naturally long lashes and my smallish face, I made the perfect androgynous model. Not only did they give multiple different girly makeup styles to show, but then they also had me try on dresses and outfits to show which makeup goes with which.

There was a casual look that had me in a long black dress with a red beret where I only had on some red lipstick and some light blush. A girly look with glittery pink makeup all over my face, with a pink tank top and a pink pleated skirt. And finally, a leopard skin dress with dark makeup to look feisty. I didn’t mind at the time, wanting to show I could take a joke, as I willingly posed to the camera. Then on the due day, our instructor told us we would have to present them to the entire class.

Through the whole 10 minute video, I had to listen to laughter, giggling and wolf whistles as the video showed me blowing kisses, posing and at the end growling, all supposed to be a joke but made me seem genuinely pathetic. I felt my college social life ending before it even began.

“Y-yeah,” I gulped to Jean cringing from the memories. “I-I uh didn’t think we would have to present it.”

“Well, I thought it was cute! Now come on in,” she said, grabbing my arm and leading inside.

My mind was in a haze. Did she really just call me cute? She lead me into her two-story house and into her living room. That’s when I saw Dani and Vanessa, except they weren’t in their normal clothes. My jaw dropped as both of them were decked out in realistic cosplay type gear.

Vanessa, the tall, quiet girl, was standing confidently in a very skimpy black medieval dress that only covered her breasts and privates, showing off her amazing thighs and long legs. She also had body paint that looked tribal tattoos leading around her body and theater quality devil horns on her forehead.

Dani was wearing a tight bikini that showed off her small 5ft curvy frame. She had similar body paint tattoo designs around her body, but much finer and detailed. Finally, at her forehead were small horns but unlike Vanessa realistic goat like horns, hers were red and plastic like they were meant for a costume party.

There amazing outfits compared to my cheap elf ears. I felt a little undressed.

“Hey girls!” Jean waved as I nervously followed in behind. “Devin’s here!”

“Uh hey,” I said as Jean was still holding my hand.

“Nice ears,” Dani said sarcastically, causing Vanessa to giggle.

Before I could have time to respond, Jean dragged me toward the stairs. “All right, I’m going to take Devin upstairs to get ready.”

She led me up and into her bedroom which was decorated with movie posters and inspirational quotes. “Let’s get you dressed!” She closed the bedroom door behind her. “You did shave everywhere, right?”

“I… huh…?” I blushed, thinking about how I didn’t shave my privates.

“Didn’t they tell you to shave?” Jean whined.

“Yeah, but uh…” I looked down.

“Go in the bathroom and use this.” she shoved a tube of depilatory cream and a small plastic spatula into me, and pointed to the adjoining bathroom. “And to think I was going to let you dress with me,” she added insult to injury as I sadly walked to the bathroom.

I sighed as I closed the door behind me. If only I would have fully shaved. I may have seen her glorious body. With every ounce of joy that image gave me, just made it sourer that I missed it.

I began undressing myself, not wanting to cream to get on my shirt and went fully naked. As I was reading the instructions for the cream, I heard the door creek open. “Here’s your outfit,” I heard Jean say, followed by placing a coat hanger on the doorknob. I couldn’t see what it was because I was too busy trying to cover my privates in embarrassment.

I sighed when I heard the door closed, feeling alone again, and gently applied the cream to my groin. I waited for the fizz and scraped it off, using the sink to clean off any residue. Finally, I was done and smooth all over.

I turned to look at what outfit she had for me and went pale seeing a small pink loin cloth. I almost chuckled, thinking it was a joke as I picked it up. My laughter faded as I found out that the loincloth was used to cover a pink thong sewn in.

Is this a joke? I wondered, holding the garment at arm’s length. I was going to put on my regular clothes but I remembered me not listening to her exact words cost me seeing Jean undress.

I reluctantly slipped the pink garment up between my smooth legs. It wasn’t as bad as I thought, as the thong’s material was a light breathable that actually covered my junk in a small bulge. Downside, the thong rode up my crack in a stinging wedgie.

I looked in the mirror to see my skinny smooth body in the small pink cloth. To say I felt unmanly would be an understatement. I bucked up, telling myself it was for Jean and opened the door back to her room.

I wanted to appear so confident, that I could wear this and still be manly. But unfortunately, my false bravado faded as I saw Jean in a skimpy half red dress with a red bikini and a long flowy red skirt. Her makeup was stunning and her hair was flowing. She truly seemed like a goddess.

“Oh good, it fits!” Jean said, with a big smile. Her words brought out of her beauty and I realize I had a tiny garment hiding my excitement.

I laughed nervously, trying to cover my privates. “I think they’re a bit small.”

“Really?” she said, confused. She reached over, grabbing my loincloth, and lifted it to see my banana hammock, much to my dismay. “Seems fine to me. I always knew you had a cute little bulge!”

“Thanks?!” I blushed, my hands going to cover myself. I did not know if she was insulting or giving me a compliment.

“Well, let’s quit wasting time and get down there!” she grabbed my hand and led me down. Internally I was freaking out that I was about to be presented to her friends half naked.

“Hey Girls!” Jean called out as we walked down the stairs. I sheepishly tried to hide behind on the way as we returned to the two.

“You know if you’re going to wear something I sewed, you could at least let us see it,” said Dani, hands on her hips.

“Yeah, come on, don’t be shy,” Jean pushed me out in front of them.

As I got my footing, I stood stiff as a plank as my hands hovered over my privates, unsure if I should cover myself. While Vanessa giggled at my plight, Dani grew a smug smirk as she said, “Is it cold in here?” referencing my small bulge in my loincloth.

The three girls all shared a laugh at my expense, causing me to say, “No!”

“Oh, you’re just naturally small?” Dani joked, not missing a beat, drumming up more laughter.

I was dying inside. I couldn’t handle being made fun in front of Jean. “It’s not small!” I blurted awkwardly, trying to save face.

“Now, now,” Jean calmed me down, placing her hand on my shoulder. “We can talk about you penis size anytime, but we have to get busy role-playing!” she said to the girls. I hope she was just joking about talking about penis.

“You’re right,” Dani nodded along. “Do you have all your props?”

“All in the guest room,” Jean pointed back to the corner door. “We just need to get Devin’s intro out of the way.” She grabbed my hands and looking me straight in the eyes, getting my attention. “Now Devin, do you agree to give enthusiastic consent to engage in erotic role-play and stop if anyone says the safe word?”

“Uh, sure, but what’s the safe word?” I asked, wondering if I missed it somewhere in the back-story.

“It’s ‘I’m a liar’.” Jean stated, which took me back. There of course times in role-playing games where people would have a word to in case they needed to break character, where they would have to some weird action to make it clear they are breaking character and to discourage out of character talk. But to have something so oddly common and yet weirdly coincidental? It made no sense.

“Is there a problem?” she asked, raising an eyebrow, almost daring me to say something.

I shivered, thinking I may I have done something wrong. Could they be referring to how I said I played this game before? I gulped and shook my head, “No, Mam.”

That got Jean to smile, but Dani and Vanessa to both snicker to each other. “Good!” said Jean, “Now I need you to close your eyes for me and I’ll set the setting. I instantly place my hands over my eyes, trying to show my willingness. “You don’t have to be so dramatic,” she pushed my arms down, “Relax.”

I closed my eyelids and stretched out my limbs and focused on my breathing, emptying my mind. “You’re natural,” she complimented, getting my heart to race. “Now, Denarius,” she said in a soft godly voice, “It is I, your goddess, Jana.”

“My goddess,” I hummed, Imagining Jean as a great radiant sprit above me.

“Yes my child, you love me don’t you?” What followed by dead pan silence as I secretly wondered if she meant her or the goddess character.

I gulped again and said, “Yes…” Even though I was in character, it felt oddly reliving to admit my crush to Jean.

“Liar!” She lightly slapped me, getting me to open my eyes to see her anger stare. “If that was true, why would you be sleeping with every woman who opens their legs for you!?” she shoved me back, causing me to trip backwards. “Well Denarius!?”

I looked up at her as she spread her legs with her hands on hips and remembered we were still in character. But why was this turning me on so much? As I felt my loin cloth get smaller again, I crawled on my knees over to her red heels. “I’m sorry, my goddess!” I said, kissing the tip of her heels. “I only hope to serve you!”

I think Jean was enjoying my servile attitude by how she tried to hide her smirk. She placed her heel on my shoulder and guided me to my back. “Prove it!” she pulled out a pink chastity cage from behind her with a lock.

My eyes widened as I looked at the cage. “Y-you want me to put it on?” as I asked. I looked over at Dani and Vanessa, who were both fighting to contain their laughter. “Right now?”

“Not only WILL you put it on,” she tossed the cage to me, “But I will revive you in the Lust plains of the Hell realms. There you will go on a quest, keeping your cage as a badge of my vassal ship. Let it always remind you that your dick belongs to me! NOW PUT IT ON!”    

I looked over at Vanessa and Dani, who were both grinning ear to ear before Jean use her foot to turn my chin back toward her, “ARE YOU STILL LETTING YOUR EYES WANDER!?”

“No, my goddess!” I said, panicking as pulled down my loincloth and opening the cage. Dani whistled at my exposed penis, turning my face red and making it harder to put on the cage. “Ignore the demons, Denarius!” commanded Jean.

“Sorry, my goddess!” I said, finally getting the pink cage around my cock and snapping the lock. I could feel my dick throbbing against the cold plastic, causing me to squirm uncomfortably. “It’s on my goddess!” I said, pulling up my pink loin cloth.

Jean smiled. “Good,” she said, taking off one of her heels and placing her red painted toenails in my mouth. “No, listen to me, Denarius. Your quest is to go out and find the demon seductress known as Victoria by any means necessary. Once you find her, follow her orders like they were my own and we shall see if you can regain favor!” she removed her foot and used her big toe to flick nose.

“You now fall back into the darkness void,” Jean changed her voice back to the monotone narrator voice, “falling once again for hours until you…” She walked over to where here dice rolling station and threw a D100. “Oof… You fall hitting the roof of a witch’s cabin, taking…” she picked up a handful of dice and dropped them in her bowl. “Only 60 damage.”

“60 damage!?” I repeated, remembering on my character sheet had 55 hit points. “So I’m dead!?”

“No!” Jean shook her head. “But it means it knocked you out for the time being. Lie on the couch and close your eyes for now. Girls,” she turned her attention to Vanessa and Dani. “Would you mind following into the other room?”


The Sissifying Curse

The three of them left, entering the adjacent room, leaving me alone with my thoughts and my cage. As I looked at my pink loincloth and my cage that protruded outward, I felt more and more pathetic. I recalled the girl’s laughter as I was being scorned by Jean. I hoped they were laughing at my character and not me.

I closed my eyes trying to think of something else, my mind wandered for a bit but ended back on Jean. She was so sexy when she ordering me around as the goddess. Those pleasant thoughts faded as I felt the cold plastic of my chastity cage as I tried to get hard. I tossed and turned, trying to think of something else other than the girls and their sexy outfits.

I heard the doorknob turn and my eyes remained shut to show that I was sticking to character. This proved hard as I heard dolly wheels rolling on her floor. What were they dragging? I wondered as I tried not to break character.

“Devin, you can quit pretending to be dead. We’re about to start your scene,” said Dani, getting me to open my eyes.

I sat up and looked back at the girls just to find them wheeling in a big, X-shaped bondage frame. “What is that?” I asked sweating, afraid of the answer.

“Oh, this is what you wake up attached to,” Jean answered, smiling. “See the chains?”

“But… but… but..” I stuttered, looking at the t big oblong thing, only seeing it before in BDSM porn and fantasy torture scenes.

“Is there a problem?” she asked again, daring me to back out.

As I looked at her devious, I felt a twinge from the chastity cage. I wanted to please her, and I was already wearing a chastity cage, so I responded with a, “No.”

“Good, because you’re going to need to lose your loincloth.” Jean pointed to my crotch.

“But that would—”

“Leave you in just your cage,” Dani finished my thought. “Can you hurry? We don’t have all day!” she said, leaning against the X like it wasn’t a big deal.

I shivered. Putting on a cage was one thing, but now they were going to be naked and locked up. Did I really trust them not harm me?

“You don’t have to if you don’t want to,” Jean said, giving me a warm smile, melting my fears. Meanwhile, both Dani and Vanessa were giving Jean a confused stare.

“No! I can do it!” I pulled down my loin cloth down my legs like I was about to go skinny dipping, and walked over to the polished wood X.

“So manly!” Jean gushed, surprising me as she leaned in to give me a kiss on the cheek. As I blushed, I felt a surge of joy, feeling invigorated, letting my cock cage and ass swing as I strutted over to the chains.

As I stepped onto the foot holds and locked my left hand to the chain, I noticed Dani and Jean whispering to each other.

“Why kiss him?” I faintly heard Dani’s words.

“You got to build them up… and then knock them down,” I faintly heard Jean say.

Vanessa stopped me ears dropping, locking my right hand to the opposite side, spreading my limbs across the in the X. I then heard her pull on a lever causing the X to lower and lean back so instead of standing on the X was now laying back my eyes leveling at their chests.

Dani nodded to Jean, and the all three of them walked away out of my sight. I wasn’t worried until heard the light switch click off, covering the room in darkness.

“Guys?” I called out, my heart beating as I wondered if I’ve fallen into a trap.

“And… Time in!” I heard Jean yell, followed by a flashlight blinding me.

“Well, look what the slut fairy brought me!” I heard Jean’s voice in a much more guttural, older voice from behind, followed by a pinch to my rear.

“Who said that!?” I asked, my voice high in fear.

“I should be asking that!” Jean redirected the light to shine on her face, showing that she was now wearing a long warty witch’s nose along with a Halloween witch hat, giving her dark grey hair. She slowly popped next to my face, scaring me. “What’s my pretty doing landing in my dwelling?”

“I’m sorry,” I said to the witch, getting back into character. “I didn’t mean to!”

I heard her roll dice into a bowl. I’m guess I made a charisma check? “Oh, sweetie, does it look I care?” she asked, pinching my cheek with her long witchy nails. Looks like I failed the check.

“The least you can do with is repay me with a little of your cummies,” she flicked my chastity cage. “For my potions.”

I shook against my chains. “I promised my goddess my penis would remain hers!”

She rolled more dice. “Who said anything about using your penis?” She bit off her index finger nail and squirted a hefty amount of lube on her finger. She stroke her finger in front of my face to moisten up, intimidating me. “You males have such an interesting spot that I would love to touch…”

“Oh, my goddess,” I uttered, knowing what she was referring to.

“Yes, I’m sure you going to have words with your goddess in few moments,” she waggled her finger at me. “Please scream for her. I know I’m going to love your wails.”

As her finger slowly lowered down to my waist, I debated saying the safe word. But I couldn’t lie to myself. Being chained up, Jean’s dominant and lustful character, made this all so hot.

Her finger slipped into my crack, and I yelped, feeling her slim finger encroaching on my brown star. She tickled my anus, loosening me up to let her finger inside me. “Yes, you are a slutty little thing,” she hummed in my ear.

“My goddess, forgive me!” I said, panting, feeling her finger fill me up. I let out a moan, feeling her touch my p-spot.

“Yes, my sweetie!” Jean cackled next to my ear. “I love your sweet, girly voice!”

Finding her spot, she jabbed her finger, going in and out my rectum. I could feel myself pushing my butt against her finger, just wanting her to touch that spot. With my hands tied and my cocked trapped, it was the only thing I could do. “Goddess Jana,” I panted, feeling everything close in. “I’m sorry I’m going to—”

Jean leaned into my ear, keeping her finger’s pace, and said in her godly voice, “Denarius, you may cum.”

Hearing Jean’s sensual voice in my ear caused me to explode as felt my penis shoot out streams of cum in earth shattering orgasm. Everything felt right as I laid back, resting on the X.

I felt Jean remove her finger from me and I opened my eyes. I looked down, worrying that I may have stained her floor to see that Jean had a plastic cup underneath my cage dripping with cum, catching it all.

“Ah, fresh from the source!” she lifted the plastic cup as I looked at her, confused. After she the wiped her index finger, she stuck it in my cum and tasted it. Her expression immediately soured.

“What in the hell is this?!” she said, holding up the cup. “I can’t make a potion with this! Your damn goddess must have cursed this artifact that holds your privates!”

I looked at Jean, confused, but was enjoying her commitment to her weird and erotic story. She threw away the cup and came back with a washcloth and a removable tattoo card. “Well, two can play that game!”

She adjusted herself so she was standing over my crotch and revealed the tattoo as a sparkly red heart with angel wings. “Hope you’re ready, slut!” she placed the tattoo on my groin and held it there. She then placed a wet washcloth on top and winced from the frigid chill of water dripping down my cage.

Moments passed, and she ripped away the cloth, leaving me with the sparkly hearted wings on my groin. I cringed seeing the fake tattoo on a second layer on my groin, feeling further emasculated and cheap. “I now curse I you with sissy baby curse!”

“What!?” I gasped.

“Yes!” Jean leaned into my face, her witch nose almost touching mine as she used her long black nails to hover over my face. “You will soon have permanent makeup that glitters for all the monsters to see!” She pulled pink out a makeup kit and with great speed used a combination of lipsticks, brushes and sponges on my face.

“Yes, you will have red juicy plump lips to kiss my nethers!” she said, doing my lips. I was half heartily puckering my lips to help her. “Your cheeks will sparkle pink to show your lovely submissive attitude!” she took a brush and made circles on my cheeks.

She leaned in, getting right to my ear. “I need you to close your eyes,” she whispered.

I closed my eyes, and I felt her rubbing my eyelids. “Your eyes will shine blue so everyone will know you are a slut!” she said. After which I opened my eyes to see her stepping back, scratching her chin like I was missing something.

Her eyes lit up as she got an idea. “And I’ve always found freckles cute!” she took a brown pencil and began putting spars dots on my cheekbones.

As she put away the makeup, I sighed in relief, hoping it was over. That was soon dashed as she produced a puffy blonde wig with two banana sized pigtails. All I could do was hang my head in shame knowing it was pointless to arguing allowing her to lower the wig on top of my short hair.

She gave me a wicked grin, seeing my face and hair done up, and leaned down to grab a mirror. She rose again, showing me in all my sissy glory.

I shrieked, seeing my once boyish face now looking like a cross between a clown and a bimbo. With big red lips, circle dots for blush marks, blue eye shadow that went well past my eyelids, making me look cartoony and all with all the glitter and blonde locks covering my face. I almost cried remembering how she once called me mainly, for getting chained up. Now I was becoming a sissy in her eyes.

“Oh, it doesn’t end there. Watch as your legs and butt need a big puffy diaper that will force you to waddle, unable to escape or run from me!” She reached down and retrieved a big a puffy cloth diaper already pined. She leaned down to my unchained feet, gesturing me to lift my leg.

I cautiously raised my leg, allowing her to thread my legs into the wide diaper. Once she had both of my legs in, she raised it and repined it around my pelvis. Even with my legs spread from the X, I could tell I wouldn’t be able to stand up straight with how much cushion there was at the crotch. Though the extra cushion felt nice on my butt after she fingered it.

“Don’t forget the plastic panties!” She held up transparent plastic panties with a red heart pattern. “These will make it impossible for you to sneak and hide from me!” she said, sliding up the stretchy panties up my legs and letting them hung my diaper with a snap.

“Yes, you’re coming a long nice my pretty,” she cackled her witch’s laugh. “Here comes the finally!” she held up a short pink princess dress with a frilly skirt with a bejeweled bodice and short puffy shoulder straps. It was the most glittery, girly thing I had ever seen, and she was planning to put it on me.

She got closer, causing me to flinch back, but she had the keys to my chains in her hands. To my surprised she undid the locks, allowing me lower my arms. I thought she was giving me a break, but she held the dress in front of me, directing to step in.

I sighed, rubbing my wrist and tried to step into in the dress. Forgetting about the big puffy diaper on my legs, I ended up slipping off the X tower right toward Jean.

My face went right into her cleavage as she wrapped her arms around me to catch me. Thankfully, I caught myself on her, planting one foot on the floor. “Are you okay!?” she asked, breaking character, worried.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” I said, regaining my balance. “I’m sorry about—” I covered my mouth, afraid I was breaking character.

She laughed. “It’s okay to talk out of character during the spell sequence, silly!”

“Thank you for catching me. I didn’t rip your dress, did I?”

“It’s fine,” she held up the dress showing me besides being a wrinkled it was undamaged. “I’m sorry, I should have realized that your limps would be jelly hanging up there for so long. Here,” she lowered the dress for me to step in again. “Don’t be afraid to lean on me!”

Part of me wished it was damaged, so I wouldn’t have to wear it. But as I rested my arms on her and looked in her kind ears, all the fear and the shame melted away again. I was happy she was happy.

She pulled the dress up and around my torso, slipping my arms through the puffy sleeves. I looked down and sighed, seeing the skirt only partly covered my diaper, showing my plastic panties and diaper to everyone.

“I also have socks and gloves if you want to put them on, now?” Jean asked, showing sympathy by giving me an option. At first I thought about saying no would appear somewhat masculine, but as I took a glance toward her hand mirror on the ground and seeing my glittery sissy self, I knew there was no point.

“Sure,” I said, getting her to clap her hands with glee.

“Great! Here are the gloves. Take your time slipping them on. They’re sheer.” She handed a pair of long sparkly gloves. I slid them up my hairless skinny arms, feeling an odd tingling feeling as they hugged the end of my biceps. As I was enjoying my new feminine hands feeling whimsical at how dainty hands looked, Jean brought in the socks.

“If you think your hands look cool, wait till you see these!” She showed me the long white cotton socks with a glowing pink heart yellow star decorated pattern.

“It’s glowing in the dark!” I marveled at her socks.

“Yep!” she nodded happily. “And there for you, here. Let me help you step into them.” She held one of the sock low, holding it open for me. As I stuck my foot in and she slid the sock up legs, letting her finger rub against my leg, a thought occurred. Was I enjoying this?

She slid up the second sock up my left leg and we caught each other’s eyes, her witch’s nose rubbing against mine. After a moment of us breathing each other’s hot air, she took off her witch nose and planted a kiss on my lips.

She wrapped her arms around my head, holding me. Her lips were so soft and when her tongue danced in the tip of my mouth, I thanked god, the fake goddess Jana, everything that led me to this moment.

“Do you two want to get a room?!” Dani yelled from the couch behind where I was chained up, ending our kiss. Even with the chastity cage, nothing made me feel more blue balled than realizing Dani and Vanessa were both watching everything that had just happened. And they ended it.

Vanessa shushed Dani. “I think it’s cute!” she said, crossing her legs, blushing.

“I’m sorry,” Jean stepped away from me and apologized to her friends. “Things were getting so hot and… I’m sorry!” she blushed.


An Erotic Battle

Jean rearranged her witch’s nose and turned back toward me. “Okay Devin, we are about to start the scene again, but I won’t force you get back on that,” she nudged toward the wooden X with chains.

I looked at the chains and back at the wide stance that this puffy diaper was giving me and knew I could balance on it again. I wasn’t scared, knowing that if I could dress like a sissy and wear a diaper in front of my crush, I could do anything. “I’ll be fine,” I said, waddling closer to the X. “But could you give me a hand?”

Jean smiled, taking my hand and helping my body back on the frame. She then redid my chains around my gloved wrists, setting me back up for the scene. “In 3… 2… 1… Time in!”

Jean got back into her witch’s character and cackled manically. “Yes, the curse is now complete! You shall be my sissy fairy forever!”

“Oh, no!” I squealed in a high pitch girly scream, fully invested in the story. “Oh, please goddess Jana, save me!”

“Okay,” Vanessa stood up from the couch. “I think it’s about time I engage in combat.”

Jean turned toward her. “Oh good! Well, the witch’s currently distracted with her sissy. What would you like to do?”

“Hmm,” Vanessa scratched her chin. “I think I want to curse her with lustful embers.”

“Okay, what’s the number they have to beat again?” Jean asked, picking up what I was guessing a character sheet for the witch.

“15 with 3d6’s.”

“Right,” she nodded, picking up her dice. “And she’s distracted, so she doesn’t have her modifier, so… Yep, she fails!”

Jean turned back towards me, seeing my confused face. “This is good Devin. You can see how battling works. What you hear was the witch’s cabin door being kicked open, followed by purple flames spontaneously appearing on the witch, burning her. And when you look behind, you see Vanessa as a tall purple skinned, badass, demoness, enchantress,” I looked back seeing Vanessa standing confidently  as ever with her hands on hips and her shoulders back, the complete opposite to her usual silent, reserve self that I saw in college.

“I want to attack next!” Dani jumped off the couch.

“Okay, but you’re going to have to do a speed check,” Jean warned.

“That’s fine. I have a plus five so…” she rolled 3d6’s on the coffee table. “That’s 22!”

“Oh wow! That’s a high number! Describe your entrance,” said Jean. “Oh, and remember to explain your attack.”

“All right, you all see Ditz, the succubus spell caster, fly through the window landing in a cool super hero landing,” Dani explained her entrance. “I then stand up confidently and pose like this,” she crooked her hip up, placing fist onto like a model. “and say, ‘Does this party need a fourth wheel!’” she announced gleefully, giving the room an impish grin.

“And your attack?”

“Attack?” said Dani. “Oh yeah! I’m going to run up on the witch,” she walked up to Jean, “And I’m going to cast paralyzing kiss on the witch!” she reached around Jean, grabbing her by the waist and leaning in to give her deep kiss.

My Jaw dropped seeing two of the hottest women at my college were now making out in front of me. While hot, Dani made the kiss Jean gave to me look like a peck on the lips while she was grabbing her ass and swapping spit and tongues. Dani smiled, seeing my brain fried reaction and broke the kiss, leaving a salvia bridge connecting their lips.

“So how was that?” She asked as Jean wiped the salvia off her lips.

“That was amazing! The witch is definitely paralyzed,” said Jean, blushing and reminding me we were still role-playing. “I’ll give you advantage on the damage. But you kissed a burning witch so you’ll be taking some burning damage.”

“Shit!” Dani said, realizing her mistake.

“Way to go Ditz!” Vanessa yelled sarcastically from behind in her deep and imitating character’s voice. “Now quit screwing around and unlock the sissy before I decide to flog your ass!”

“Yes, Mistress,” Dani responded to Vanessa submissively, surprising me. “I use the rest of my turn to get the keys and try to free Denarius.”

“Okay, I can see you prying the keys from the witch’s grip and unlocking one of his shackles,” said Jean, handing Dani the chains keys and allowing her to run up to me and jumping up so she was unlocking my right cuff.

“With the witch paralyzed, can I attack?” asked Vanessa.

“Yeah, it would be your turn with everyone else down,” said Jean.

“Great, then I want to use my flogger on the witch then.” Vanessa pulled out a purple flogger, snapping it on the ground.

“Okay, let me just set myself up,” Jean lowered herself down, so she was resting on her thighs, allowing a good view of her ass under her flowy red dress.

Vanessa then snapped the purple and black leather on the side of Jean’s ass causing her to yelp. She snapped again, causing to part of Jean’s dress fly up as she yelped again, erotically. I was losing my mind watching all this happening before my eyes.

Jean rolled her dice, causing Vanessa to stop her flogging. “Oh no,” she uttered, seeing Jean roll high numbers.

“Oh, yes!” said Jean, standing back up. “She broke the paralysis, and she’s coming in for attack!” She got up from the floor and walked over to Vanessa. “Using a vampiric kiss! Hope you have good fortitude!” she yelled right before grabbing a hold of Vanessa and sucking on her neck.

Vanessa let out an erotic moan as Jean sucked on her neck followed by me as I watched all of this hot girl on girl action. Dani shoved the cage key in my mouth, shutting me up. “Quit screwing around and help us sissy!” she said, jumping off the bondage frame and rejoining the battle.

“Oh no, you don’t!” Jean turned toward Dani still holding onto Vanessa from the back. “I use my reaction to cast thorny binds! Vines wrap around you, making you unable to move for the reminder of your turn unless you can beat a strength check.”

Dani pulled out her D6s again, rolling, sweating, knowing she had a low strength modifier. “Fuck!” she said, counting her roll. “Does a 5 do anything?”

“Nope,” Jean smiled, still holding onto Vanessa. “You’re stuck for a round.”

“Damn it!”

“Yep,” Jean licked Vanessa’s neck, “Leaving me time to suck on your mistress’s neck!” she cackled her witch’s laugh. “Unless someone stops me…!” she looked over to me, gesturing to me to join.

I gulped, feeling like was being called onto stage and unlocked my other restraint. “Hurry!” Dani called out, pretending she was tied up.

I jumped down from the frame, my legs spread out because of the diaper. “But I don’t know any spells!” I said, not knowing what to do.

Jean gestured toward the coffee table, where I saw a new character sheet. I scampered across the room, filling the room crinkling sound of the diaper, causing them to giggle and picked up the piece of paper and reading ‘Denarius, Sissy fairy class’. How much did she have this planned? I wondered.

Jean made a loud slurping noise, sucking on Vanessa’s neck, causing her to moan and knocking me out of my thoughts. I quickly flipped the pages, finding the spells section. I read the first spell called ‘Lure’ with a sentence explaining it would distract the target, ending all their spells and focus on the caster.

“I use Lure!” I called out, hoping to help in the simplest way possible.

Jean smiled. “How?” she asked, reminding me I had to role play it out. I looked down at the paper, seeing further explain that the caster must use their charisma, sexiness or cuteness to get the target’s attention.

I gulped, knowing that charisma and sexiness were out of the question when I was dressed like a sissy. So I turned around, showing my diaper butt, and waved it toward her. “Owwu please witchy mommy, come play with me!” I said in a cutesy tone, placing my index finger on my glittery, wet lips.

All three of them laughed at me, turning my face red. “Okay,” Jean was the first to catch her breath, “That was good! Roll your 3d6s.”

I looked at her, confused, thinking how my dice were in my original pants pocket that she took away. With another nudged, Jean directed back toward the coffee table where there were three six-sided dice, all pink with white numbers. Figures, I thought, waddling back over and rolling the dice down. “18?”

“A modified 18?” Jean said, interested. “Not bad for your first time.”

“Wait, what do add?” I asked, looking back at my stats.

“Wait, did you roll a natural triple 6?!” Jean’s eyes widened, followed by Vanessa and Dani.

“Yeah? Is that good?”

“That’s a critical success,” Vanessa answered as Jean slowly released her.

“It’s the mark of the beast after all,” said Dani, right before Jean dashed across the room and grabbed a hold of me in a mighty bear hug.

I fumbled, falling back with her lying on top of me. Luckily my diaper broke my fall the panties made aloud cracking sound. She intertwined our fingers and looked at me with a big smile and demonic eyes.

“Oh sissy! Mommy will keep your forever and ever!” she cackled, looking at me with deep lust in her eyes. “Once I finish these bitches, I’m going to fuck your ass so hard that you will scream for your goddess to save you! Yes, my little sissy slut, that I will fuck and humiliate all I wan—”

She stopped as Vanessa walked over and gently placed her fingers on Jean’s temples. “I cast mind freak,” she said calmly, knowing that this would end the encounter.

Jean shook, pretending to be electrocuted by Vanessa fingers and went limp, her eyes rolling in her head. She was such a talented actress. Part of me wondered if they really hurt her until Dani asked, “So, she’s dead?”

“Yep!” Jean sprung back, sitting upright, still sitting on my puffy diaper. “And not a moment too soon. I was tiring of having to readjust my nose ever time we made out. How are you feeling, Devin?” she asked, looking down at me, almost sweating at how exciting that was.

“I’m going to need a minute,” I said, feeling my cock crying in pain as it was stuck behind a cage through all of that.

“Don’t be rude, Devin,” she stood up, removing her witch hat and nose. “Vanessa and Dani have been waiting patiently.”

“Maybe we should let him catch his breath while we explore the cabin,” Dani said, taking pity on my blue balled state. “What do we find on the witch?”

“A couple of her fingernails that could probably be sold at the nearest trader. Oh, and also the witch’s hat,” she tossed Vanessa the witch’s cap, which she tried on. “While wearing it, you get the knowledge of thorn binds.”

“Great!” Vanessa straightens out the brim, making the hat her own. “Anything in the rest of the cabin?”

“Unfortunately, she has an assortment of potions, but all of them are unlabeled.” Jean sadly announced as she got another low roll.

“Figures,” Vanessa sighed, walking over to where the sissified Devin lay. “Hey sissy,” she lightly kicked my leg. “You Denarius?”

I groggily sat up, trying to ignore the pain from the cage, and forced myself to get back into character. “That’s me…”

“Good, our contract is complete. Let’s go Ditz,” she said as they pretended to walk away.

“Wait!” I called out, trying to get back on my feet, making more embarrassing crinkling noises along the way. “The witch! She cursed me!”

“Yes, she turned you into a diaper wearing sissy,” Vanessa stated clinically. “Seems obvious.”

“You’re not going to help?” I asked crawling after to them.

“Why would we?” Asked Dani. “The only contract only told us to save a sissy from this place. Nothing about escorting or helping after the fact, right Enchantress Victoria?” She said to Vanessa.

“Correct.”

“Wait, your name is Victoria?” I asked, remembering back to the introduction where Goddess Jana told me to find and follow by someone name Victoria.

“And what if it is?” Asked Vanessa.

“Um, can I follow you?” I asked bluntly, not sure if I should mention the goddess.

Vanessa raised an eyebrow at the question. “Why would I need a sissy?”

“Uh, I can cast spells like Lure, which you just saw and uh…” I looked down at my character sheet to get more examples.

Vanessa’s heeled foot stopped me, pushing my chin up, so I was looking at her again. “I know what a Sissy can do, but question are you as good of a distraction as you are a healer?”

Out of the corner of my eye, I could see one spell that read ‘Heal Fellate’. “Of course I can heal!” I said, hoping to be of use. “I know Heal Fellate, a spell I can use to heal both of you!”

Vanessa gave a mischievous smile. “Very well,” she said walking over to the couch sitting down with her legs spread out, “Prove it!” she pulled back her main flap of her dress and my eyes widen seeing a long, floppy purple dildo strapped on to her panties. “My cock could use some fellating after that battle,” she smiled, rubbing her strap-on like it was real.

I looked down at my character sheet, hoping to find some misunderstanding. To my dismay, I read that the Heal Fellate spell requires to the caster use their mouth to pleasure the target. What made it even worse was there were multiple heal spells beneath that didn’t require using my mouth.

I sighed and crawled over to where Vanessa was sitting and sat on my knee’s so I was at eye level with her cock. It’s not real, it’s not real, it’s not real. I tried to reassure myself, but as I took hold of her floppy penis, it stared back at me.

I slowly pursed my lips and directed the head of her rubber schlong toward me, resting the head on the tip of my tongue. “No one needs a heal slut that takes their sweet time,” Vanessa gave a quick tap on my head, directing me to hurry it up.

Not wanting to disappoint, I opened my mouth up and took more of her shaft until it filled my mouth with her big cock and nursed from it. “Oh, my goddess!” Vanessa watched me suck. “Dan—I mean Ditz, you got to come over here and look at his little cheeks puffing in and out!”

Dani zoomed around to take look and laughed. “You’re right! Aww, he looks like a baby deer sucking from a bottle…”

I blushed but kept the pace. Dressed in a frilly dress, a diaper, a wig with glittery makeup, I was sissy and I was enjoying this. But it was all okay knowing I could enjoy this with Jean made it all so sweet. The only problem was the damn cage between my legs that stopped me from getting any pleasure.

I thought about Jean’s finger entering my ass and felt my butt shake. Dani noticed and grinned. “I think the sissy is horny themselves!” she walked behind me and I worried what she was planning.

I looked back and saw her adjusting leather straps to another strap-on. While her’s’ was red, smaller and slicker than Vanessa’s, it still me fill with me fear knowing she wanted stick it up my bum. What scared me more was that I wanted her.

“You should really consider upgrading,” said Vanessa as she petted the side of my golden locks. “You’ll get some pleasure instead of just dominating.”

“Are you kidding!?” Dani took a hefty amount of lube and began prepping her dick. “Half of the pleasure IS dominating, plus I don’t have to walk around with it hanging from my legs.”

“Fair,” Vanessa shrugged. “Want to be taken by both holes, Sissy?”

I gulped, accidentally sucking down my drool that covered Vanessa’s dildo and stared back, thinking of what to do. It’s one thing to give fake oral, but to actually be penetrated by someone who wasn’t my crush. Was it worth it?

Jean noticed my questioning look and jogged over to me, kneeling down in a side hug. “It’s okay, Denarius,” she said in her goddess voice. “They are hazing you, but you can trust them.” She then leaned in to get in right in my ear. “And it’s okay to do it or to say a safe word, Devin,” she whispered in my ear, using my real name to show she was it out of character. “It’s all just role-play.”

Role-play? I thought about all the erotic kissing and flogging that had happened during the fight with the witch. Was that all role-play too? But what about the kiss that she gave to me? Either way, it seemed only fair after all the lesbian kissing I saw to let them have their fun.

“Take me Ditz,” I said, with Vanessa’s dildo still in my mouth, causing smiles from all around.

“The Goddess was right!” Dani laughed as Jean went to give me a kiss on the cheek. “You’re perfect for our party!”

She lowered my plastic panties and my diaper, showing my ass. Leaning over, she did her best to hold my sides but ended up hugging my waist with her dildo was entering my butt cheeks and hovering over my asshole.

I was waiting for her plunge when Vanessa directed my eyes back toward me. “Don’t forget about my dick, darling.”

At the first suckle I made to Vanessa floppy purple dick, Dani jabbed me with her hard red rubber one. I squealed into Vanessa’s dick as my lips went further down on her shaft and felt the head of Dani’s dildo inside me. Dani then pushed further in, humping my backside causing my mouth to open wide in moan just make extra room for Vanessa’s dick, almost causing me to choke.

“Look, he’s throat fucking you Victoria!” said Dani.

“Best way to heal!” Vanessa said, followed by a prestigious laugh.

This all felt so dirty as I slid from one strap on to another. I could feel my dick crying behind the cage as I waited for that special feeling from before. The room was filled with my moans, their giggling and squirting sound of me being fucked at both ends.

I finally felt the pressure begin again as Dani was ramming into my p-spot. My eyes glazed over ready for another hands free orgasm when I remembered Goddess Jana’s words. “Your dick is mine!” those words boomed in my head.

I looked towards Jean, but trying to tell her I was about cum only came out in moan and squeals. She continued to pet me, going down my frilly dress, smiling unfazed. It took a tear running down my cheek as I couldn’t hold back myself when she realized and said “Denarius, you can cum!” quickly.

I felt a shot going through me as I almost collapsed in pure pleasure. My cage dripped cum, falling to her floor as I gave one last girlish moan into Vanessa’s dick. As I spurted my last few squirts and fell to my knees, spitting out the purple dildo and resting my head on Vanessa’s lap.

“I think our little sissy is out of energy,” she said, petting my head.

“I suppose you’re right,” Dani smiled, removing herself from me. “How much healing did he do?... Jean?”

“Hmmm…” Jean looked up, not hearing her question. “Oh…” she realized and took her dice and turned away to roll, hiding the numbers. “Critical heal.”

“Jean…” Vanessa looked at her friend, disappointed. “You barely looked at the dice.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Jean clearly lied, shaking her head. “Devin got critical heal that miraculously healed the both of you, but used so much power he needs a brief nap.”


The Final Confession

“What do you mean we have to go get the pizza?!” Dani complained to Jean while I was lying on the couch relaxing after being spit roasted.

“Devin needs to rest and I need to write the next part of the campaign,” said Jean.

“Yeah, but we dressed like this!” She pointed to her red two piece bikini.

“You can just wear something over it!”

“It’s fine,” Vanessa came down the stairs wearing my hoodie and jeans. “Provided I can wear Devin’s clothes because I think my skirt would hang out of my dress.”

“Oh, all right!” Dani walked over, grabbing her skirt. “But you’re getting it the next time! No debate!” she slid on her skirt and grabbed her sweat jacket, zipping it up and following Vanessa out the door.

Soon as the door closed, Jean turned to me. “We’re alone now!” she said, jumping on my lap.

“So…?” I whined, feeling the pain in my ass.

“So….” She pulled out the key to my chastity cage, getting my eyes to widen. “I can give your little fella a reward.”

“You mean it!” I asked, super excited. After all the events today, she was finally offering me a chance to fulfill my greatest dream.

“Yep!” she reached down unlocking the lock. “The girls probably wouldn’t agree because you lied about knowing succubi and mazes.”

“You knew!?”

“Of course stupid! This was a game we made up after all.” she explained. “Did you enjoy it?”

“Uh yeah!” I answered. “Sorry for lying. I thought you wouldn’t want me to join if your group if I was inexperience. Is that why the safe word was so weird?”

“Yeah, sorry for teasing you like that, but you shouldn’t start a relationship with lies,” she tapped my nose with every syllable. “You’re lucky that Dani and Van felt bad for you because they saw you so lonely.”

“So you guys took pity on me…” I looked down.

“No, they took pity on you.” Jean raised my chin, so I was looking at her. “Not me.”

“Really?”

“Yep! Now let’s this cage off you!” She open the latches and slipped the cage off. After being trapped so long my dick sprung the life finding the room air strangely erotic.

I squealed a girlish in glees, feeling the freedom again. She giggled, “You sissy!” She reached down between the couch cushions and pulled out a condom. “But you‘re my sissy!”

As she bit open the packaging, I look up at her with tears of joy as my dream was coming true. The condom, Dani and Vanessa leaving it was all perfect… too perfect. “Did you plan this?”

“Oh baby, I was planning this when I saw you in the makeup tutorial!” she said, removing her red panties showing me her glistening clit.

“Realll!!!” I stopped and squealed, feeling her tight pussy going down my sensitive cock.

She leaned down over me, entwining her fingers and mine, and kissed me deep with her tongue. Her saliva tasted so sweet and nice it got me to curl my toes. “I’m not sure if you’ve noticed, but I tend to swing for the same team,” she broke the kiss to say. “But I felt something when I saw you posing in those dresses, cutie,” she growled, grinding into me.

I couldn’t believe it. The thing that embarrassed me the most and ruined any chance for popularity was the thing brought me here. “Oh, thank goddess!” I squealed before Jean came down for another wet kiss.

I bucked into her, fucking her deep, causing her to love a yelp. She then bucked back into me harder, almost to show how much stronger she was. I was her sissy, after all.

She got one last good buck into touching her clitoris before I blew my load. Letting go in ecstasy, I moaned, feeling my whole body tingle. What felt great in the moment made me feel embarrassed the next, as it only lasted a few moments.

“I’m sorry mistress!” I said as Jean was stepping off for me. “I forgot to ask to cum.”

“Yes,” Jean nodded, walking away. “But that just means you’ll have to make it up before the girls get back.”

“Do we have enough time?” I asked, removing the condom, slightly worried if I had enough stamina to satisfy her.

“Oh yeah,” Jean walked back with a box of condoms in one hand and her smart phone in the other. “I’m just now hitting the order button.”
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