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Chapter One

I grumbled as I rolled out of bed like every morning, hating my life as the invisible man. I trudged to the shower in my microscopic college dorm room. After showering, I stood in front of the mirror in disappointment. No wonder no one knows I existed. I flexed, showing off my nonexistent guns, pretending I was posing for the woman of my dreams.

I could manage the rest of the world not knowing I walked the Earth if the woman I coveted knew I lived. I grabbed my smartphone from my nightstand, set it on the sink, swiped, bringing up the image of my muscular Goddess(the photo I took secretly), squirted a dab of lube into my hand, and masturbated. I shot my load after four strokes.

After a quick shower, I slipped into my underwear and ill-fitting jeans. The jeans swallowed my long, skinny legs. Choosing my favorite t-shirt with the graphic design of Nu’Bia, Wonder Woman’s long-lost sister. Nu’Bia reminded me of Bianca, the woman of my dreams and Goddess. Before leaving, I prayed to the universe, just let her notice me. I’ll do anything. Anything for her.

The universe, or God or Satan, or some ancient Goddess no one worshipped anymore snarkily responded. “Anything? That might be fun for me…. For you…. not so much.”

Shaking my head and in my Mother’s voice, “One day, Kieth, that imagination of yours will get you into trouble.”

Five minutes later, I’m surrounded by swarms of women I’ll never have that I look all too like. Men, I’ll never be. I’m an outcast. I keep my head down, hypnotized by my feet, watching each footstep, focusing on the rhythm of my strides; the measured beats help me drown out the laughter and chatter I’ll never be a part of. My mind drifted. Who I am? Why am I here? I try to come to grips with all the confusing emotions swirling around in my mind when I run into a brick wall.

Staring down at me is my Goddess, the woman of my dreams, the woman I worshiped, and who doesn’t know I exist, Briana Jacobs. The all-star college basketball star. Another outcast.

“Watch out, dumb ass.” Her glare shifted to the pile of books strewn across the black asphalt of the walking path. Then her shimmering blue eyes turned to the book between her long, muscular legs. “Well?”

The universe whispered, “Your wish has been granted. She noticed you. Now what?”

Like an idiot, I stood staring, my eyes soaking in her muscular frame, barely covered by the form-fitting light blue spaghetti-strap mini dress. When one looked at Briana, it required no imagination to know her legs were long and muscular, her arms chiseled, and her shoulders sculpted.

My prayers had indeed tickled the fancy of the universe. The best I could honor the gift was, “I’m sorry, Briana. Sorry.” Spoken like a true champion.

“I know you?” She said it like a low-life loser wimp like me shouldn’t even know her name—speaking to her was sacrilege.

Briana loomed over me as a river of students passed, drawing envious looks. Better come up with something pretty fast, or I’ve blown maybe the only chance. “We’re in…. Modern Literature together. We’ve only had one class, so maybe you missed me.”

I glanced at the book we were reading, Queen of the Realm, positioned right between her light blue gym shoes. Only Briana Jacobs could pull the look off—club dress and high-top sneakers.

“Sorry, don’t recognize you. What you don’t think to help a lady out?” She scowled at me and adjusted the hem of her skirt, barely covering her massive but seductive thighs.

I glanced around at the other books surrounding her. How the hell did she carry all these books? My gaze stopped at the Queen of the Realm positioned between her parted legs, almost as if she was daring me to bend over, pick it up, and take a gander at that most exquisite part of a woman’s body. God, just one glimpse, and my life will be complete. I’ve never seen a real live one before. I mean, I’ve seen them in porn movies, and I had a couple of Playboys tucked under my mattress growing up, but never a real live one.

Oh God, what do I do? Could I resist looking up? Exposing something more than her athletic thighs. My gaze fell to those thighs, and I got lost in thighs that seemed thicker than my waist. Would she notice if I picked the Queen of the Realm up and took just a peak? A glance?

“God, men are such pigs. Well? Are we going to stand here all day? Or are you going to help me out? You knock over a ladies’ books and then don’t even offer to pick them up. Where did the chivalry go? Fucking men.”

That book. Between her legs. Do I pick it up or let her do it? Packs of students passed as Briana stood, hands on luscious hips, legs parted, almost daring me to take my once-in-a-lifetime chance and peek at the vessel of pleasure and ecstasy men pray to enter. Could I be the man she’d allow the honor of a glimpse?

“Holy fuck! I’ve got class, idiot. Well? Do you expect me to pick them up? I hate being late for class.”

I bent down and picked up the scattered books, leaving Queen of the Realm alone. I did it like her servant, and as students passed, murmurs of shame surrounded me: “Kiss her feet while you’re down there.”

I glanced at her light blue shoes; if she asked me, I’d worship them and the ground she walked on just to be with her. I handed her all the books and stared at the remaining one.

“Don’t look up, or she’ll castrate you.” If Briana desired my castration, then for you, my Queen.

“Briana finally found a man to serve her.” A tiny cheerleader made for the cover of a beauty magazine mumbled.

I sank, taking an eternity to reach the only remaining book—that book—between her legs. What do I do? Her body language taunted me, begging for me to peek. Or was she testing me? Was this my ticket to getting a date? But who am I?

I’m just Keith Montgomery, a twig compared to her. A nobody. And she’s Briana Jacobs. The untouchable.

“Well, there’s one more. Better hurry, asshole.”

Why don’t I just tell her off? Like other men?

A group of jocks passed, laughing at me but giving Briana plenty of room. “Where’s your leash?”

“Around your cock, asshole.” Briana snapped back.

The guys walking with the football player brave enough to take on my Goddess laughed at the emasculated smart-ass.

On my knees, I reached for the book, intending to keep my eyes locked on the black asphalt of the walking path, but it’s an instinct. I’m a guy. I might never get a chance again, so impulsively, I glanced up. The sight of the matching light blue sheer lace boy shorts hugging her mouth-watering ass was enough to make me forget I was in public and trying to impress Briana. The fabric clung to her toned, muscular curves, perfectly filling out the light blue lace boy shorts. Then, I did the unthinkable. A perverse act. I followed the line of her inner thighs until my eyes locked on the sight of sights, the slight swell and indentations of her girl parts hidden by the thin layer of fabric. My cock throbbed as I imagined my flesh being wrapped in the warmth and wetness concealed under those boy shorts that uncharted territory. Or so I heard.

Could I be the first?

No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t take my eyes off the outline of her pussy. The see-through lace was begging me to explore. I tried. I swear I tried to yank my eyes away as the heat rose in my cheeks, my heart smashed against my chest, and the unspeakable happened in the middle of a sea of people. My cock…. Fuck I had a raging hard-on. What do I do now? How can I stand? But to remain here staring up like a pervert between her legs isn’t an option either.

Waves of women passed. Spitting out their hatred for my depraved act. “Pervert.”

“Take a picture, asshole,” another mumbled.

But Briana remained unfazed. What do I do? Stand and expose my arousal? Or stay here, on my knees between her legs? I clutched the last book; my knuckles turned white as I tried to make the least humiliating choice.

There was only one option, so I stood holding the book, hiding my erection. What do I do now? Give her the book and reveal to Briana my erection? Briana noticed, smirked, and ripped the last book from my hands, looking at my crotch covered with folded hands.

She stormed off, raging at me, “You got an eyeful of something you’ll never have the pleasure of getting, asshole.”

I’m humiliated, like every other man that had come before me. But do I want to avoid her like everyone else? No, I’m drawn to her. I wanted more. I wanted her to humiliate me again. Again. And… again.


Chapter Two

Night after night, I trailed her for two weeks, keeping in the shadows. I watched her go to the gym, waiting outside for her to finish her grueling four-hour workouts.

I followed her home and stared up at her windows covered with sheer curtains, allowing me only the outline of a truly glorious shadow. Even her shadow enchanted me. Ms. Harding, our English Professor, entered every Friday night, and minutes later, I witnessed two shadows in the bedroom—hugging, kissing, and…. In the morning, Ms. Harding left, exhausted.

One night, sexual delirium overcame me, and I masturbated in the alley as Ms. Harding and my Goddess embraced. Right there in public, in the shadows of an alley, not caring about the consequences. I shot my seed all over the dumpster.

By the third Friday, a visible stain had forever marked my presence in that alley. After I impregnated the dumpster that first time, I got an erection whenever I saw the exquisite form of my Goddess. In class. On campus. Didn’t matter, and the itch grew to be near her. I’d do anything. Anything for her.

As the days passed, the craving, the insatiable hunger to be with her, gnawed at my sanity, twisting my guts into knots and synchronizing my erections with the sight of her. My grades suffered.

The last game of the season arrived. They won. My Goddess played her best game. As the national champions, the team decided a night of partying and dancing was in the cards.

The next Friday night, I watched her dress. The normal erections every guy gets had become something insane; the sight of her was like overdosing on Viagra. I watched her leave her apartment dressed in a short black dress held up with the thinnest strips of fabric clinging to her show-stopping shoulders, her nipples rock-hard. What, or who was she thinking of? Ms. Harding? She got in a rideshare that night, and I sprinted to the bar two miles away.

I entered the nightclub, my t-shirt soaked with sweat, found a seat and watched. I’m the invisible man. No one knew me or cared. The ladies drank, cheered, and laughed. Guys flirted with the team. The brave ones flirting with my Goddess soon tucked their tails and ran after having their nuts verbally kicked in. I found myself jealous and missing her verbal humiliation.

“Keith, what are you doing?” I scolded myself. This isn’t me. I don’t follow people. I’m not a stalker, But I don’t leave, and my erection never softens. My Goddess is present, so it’s required.

At closing time, her teammates and friends had left long ago, leaving my Goddess alone. Briana finished her drink, stood, straightened her trademark skimpy tight skirt, and left.

I trailed her. Did she have light blue lace boy shorts on again? Oh god, to see that sight again, I’d give my left nut. Hell, I’d cut it off just for another look.

Watching every step Briana took, every long stride of her powerful legs, drove me insane. I’m no longer the quiet, unassuming student but a stalker. I’m a pervert. If she caught me, she’d rip my head off.

Briana halted in front of a corner store and entered. I followed, hiding behind a rack of magazines. The attendant’s eyes fixed on the beauty before him. It was a knowing look; I’d seen that look before. Briana had castrated him verbally.

Briana shifted from foot to foot, her legs slightly apart, arms flexed and crossed under her sizable tits, her facial expression strained. Her gaze darted toward the restrooms in the back. “Hey, can I get the key to the restroom? It’s like….”

“No, sorry. Restrooms are closed.” The clerk said.

“Closed?”

“Broke. Sorry. Piss in the park. Cunt.” The clerk turned and started straightening the cigarette packs behind the counter. There’s no restroom for my Goddess.

Briana opened the door, not noticing the invisible man. Outside, she scrutinized the road to her left and to her right. She sighed and headed for the park. At the entrance, she turned into darkness, and I ducked behind a tree and spider-walked behind some bushes. Her pace picked up. I crept, trailing her. She stopped.

Would the same fate that had allowed me to run into her allow me a glance of the bush between her thighs? It had. She slipped into bushes and spread her legs. Her panties are not light blue but a lovely black lace.

She studied her surroundings, making sure she was alone. But she’s not. I’m right below her. I forced myself not to touch her ankle as my blood sang with suspense and excitement. My erect cock pleaded with me to pull it out of my sweatpants and give it relief. No! I can’t. If I get caught, what then? But I’m nothing more than a puppet controlled by an unseen force. I pulled my stiff flesh up and out of my sweatpants. Every sense heightened. I slipped my cock over the waistband staring at the shadow between her legs. Then, the universe granted another wish; she lifted her skirt, yanked her panties down, kicked them off, squatted, and answered nature’s call. Fate had given me the most beautiful glimpse, the sight of her swollen pussy.

My movements rustled a branch. Too far along to stop the tinkling, she squinted. My hand froze, clutching my stiff flesh, as a ruined orgasm sputtered out.

“Keith, look away,” but I can’t. I’m chained to this moment, a prisoner of my making. The proximity to Briana was intoxicating, a drug I never knew I craved but now can’t live without.

My pulse raced. As her stream continued, I spied the talisman, the lace panties so close. Inches from my grasp. Like a siren’s call, I can’t resist. “Take them,” the voice inside me hissed—the devil’s serpent offering me the apple. My fingers trembled, reaching for the intimate fabric. A trophy. An amulet. Proof I’d been this close to my Goddess.

“Stop, This isn’t you.”

Keith? Or someone new, someone daring, shaped by forbidden cravings, inched the panties into my hand. Finished with her business, Briana fumbled in the dark for them. I retreated. Back stepping. Crack. I tripped. Fell onto my back.

“Who’s there?”

Bile from my stomach strangled me. I froze. The silence stretched out, ready to snap.

“Whoever you are, this is not over,” she declared. “I know you were watching pervert. Like what you see? You’d have to beg to taste what’s down there.” She listened. Her head turned left. Listened. Then right. “I catch you. I’ll cut your fucking balls off. I’ll fucking make you regret the day you ever saw what you saw. Better find a hole to hide in.”

Briana will hunt down her prey—me, the bandit of more than just her panties. She stepped toward me, and I fled. Briana’s lacey panties burned my cock, stuffed down my sweatpants as I ran like I was dodging bullets.

“I find out who you are, I’ll get my vengeance asshole.” Her words echoed. A promise or a curse or a dream come true. I’m unsure which. I considered stopping and letting her exact her vengeance if that’s what it takes to be with her.


Chapter Three

As Professor Harding announced our new project three days later, I sat two seats behind my Goddess, her now permanently stained panties under my jeans. “We are going to try an experiment. You all have read Queen of the Realm, a dystopian novel that has won several writing awards. I want you all to think about what it would be like if….”

Ms. Harding paused, found me, and, staring at me, said, “If females ran the world—”

Ms. Harding rambled on about what she expected from the project as I prayed to the universe for a stroke of luck. Briana’s sexy black boy shorts were sticky with my arousal. Can lighting strike in the same place twice? Or even three times?

Minutes passed as males got paired with females. “Keith Montgomery, you’re paired with Briana Jacobs.”

I wanted to jump up, shout, dance, and sing. Fate had done it again.

“That’s it for today. Meet up with your partner and talk about it, dive into what you’d like to do, and ladies, remember you’re not in charge.”

Briana added, “Not yet.“

Laughter circled the room. Female laughter. The guys mumbled objections. I couldn’t move, had someone super glued my ass to the chair? I got lost in how good the panties felt…. Briana me out of my fantasy when towering over my desk, her legs parted; Briana said lifelessly, “Guess we’re partners.”

I glanced up, already a subject of the Queen’s Realm, “Right.” My cock got another shot of Briana Viagra. Has a cock ever exploded from an erection?

I crossed my legs. Briana smirked. “Meet me at the Golden Goose.” She pulled her smartphone out of a black PVC fanny pack, accentuating her hips. “In twenty minutes.” There was no doubt who’d be in charge of this project. “We have work to do. This is my favorite novel, and I intend to get an A.”

It’s not a request. It’s Briana’s world; I’m just living in it.

Briana beat me there. She’s sitting at a secluded table with a copy of Queen of the Realm, the dystopian novel, in front of her. The book has a rainbow of tags sticking out from the tops of the pages as if the book were her bible. I sat. Briana wasted no time flipping open the book with the reverence of a priestess, unveiling holy texts.

She tapped the opened book. “This is the natural order of things. Women in charge.”

She spoke with conviction as if she believed every word of this fictional tale of a land where women held all the power. For her, I’d do it.

“Men need to be controlled.” Her sky-blue eyes met mine. She spoke about our project, but what I heard was…. “Get down on your knees, kiss my feet, wait by my side to serve me. Your superior.” Shivers run down my spine. My cock stretched her panties under my jeans.

I returned to the present and listened, “Men are depraved. They offer us no sexual satisfaction, and without a firm and strict hand to guide him, they offer the world nothing.”

I nodded.

“For example, just days ago, this guy-” She revealed the story of how someone stole her panties and finished it with, “I’d love to try out some of my ideas on the asshole.”

I wanted to confess. Just to be with her, let her punish me just to be her man. If I had known how sadistic my Goddess was….

“Imagine it,” she leaned in closer. “A society where your only purpose would be to serve, obey, and worship at the feet of your superior. Me. Men would be for procreation only and to please their Mistress.”

My cock erupted precum. Not dribbled. Not leaked. But ejected, and at this point in the day, the satiny fabric of Briana’s panties adhered to my cock like cement.

What do I do? I had to get the panties off and get some relief before I popped, and the spot in my jeans had become more than visible. It was obvious. I glanced back towards the restrooms as something changed in her tone. Her tone revealed a side of her I’d not expected, a sadistic, twisted mind that seemed in need of a masochist.

I turned back, her countenance contorted by a maniacal glee, a cruel smile stretching out the corners of her mouth like sharp knives, eyes alight with a sadistic desire to humiliate the pervert who’d stolen her panties. “If I had my way…. if I was….” She tapped The Queen Realm. “If I were the Queen, I’d make that guy, the pervert who took a peak…. into my girlfriend. Show him what it’s like being a girl. Fuck him like a girl. Make him serve me like my maid.”

As her fantasy developed, my skin burned, and I feared I might shoot my load just listening to my Goddess.

She stopped. “Wouldn’t that be something?” Her sky-blue eyes locked onto mine. A challenge or an invitation—I couldn’t tell. “Are you okay? You look flushed.”

I couldn’t believe how hard I was. I couldn’t control it any longer. Either I head for the restroom or shoot my load…. I rubbed my stomach. “Something I had for lunch isn’t sitting well; I have to excuse myself for a minute.”

I stood, doing my best to align my body sideways, keeping my erection away from her, and bolted to the restroom. I shut the door to the unisex bathroom, pulled my pants off, slid Briana’s soaked panties off, and wrapped the panties around my erection.

My body tensed after three strokes, my legs twitched, and just as relief started down the path toward my twitching cock the door swung open. I sputtered out something, like an orgasm, but much less intense, another ruined orgasm.

How stupid! I forgot to lock it. Now I’m staring at my Goddess, my hand wrapped around her panties and my cock spurting gobs of my seed into her already soaked panties.

Hands-on hips, she stepped inside the confining space and slammed the door shut. “You! It was you in the park! You stole my panties! It’s you that’s…. Oh fuck, that’s gross.”

I grabbed my pants with the remnants of my failed orgasm all over my hands, dripping down my thigh and soaking Briana’s panties.

“I’m sorry. I don’t know what you are talking about…. I’ve never been to the park.”

“Sit back down, perv….”

I tried to wiggle into my pants.

“No! Leave them off.”

I obeyed. There was something…. Intense about her.

“You have been following me, haven’t you? I know you now. You were the one who looked up my skirt! You ran into me on purpose. Followed me into the park. Oh my fucking god….”

She pointed at me. Adjusted the hem of her trademark short tight skirt. “Yeah…. It was you that picked up my books, lusting over my pussy.”

“What do you expect…. You show…”

She grabbed my chin. Squeezed. “You have two choices. We will do this project with a more in-depth study of female dominance, which is not quite what Ms. Harding planned. Maybe let her grade my project on female dominance firsthand.”

“Hey, no way. So…. I jacked off, okay.” I said, trying to make jacking off in a public restroom with a woman’s panties wrapped around my cock an everyday occurrence. “All guys do it. It’s your fault. The way you dress makes everyone horny. What are you going to do, anyway? I’ll tell everyone you took a piss in the park.” Not my best moment is sitting on a toilet, my pants off, cum drying in my hand, and all over the panties I stole.

Briana laughed, pulled out her smartphone, and snapped a picture. “I bet this picture goes viral. Shall I show everyone in school what a sissy faggot you are? You want people to know you. Let’s try out what this dystopian future might be like or…. Your Mr. Popular. It’s not how you might expect to become the most popular guy in college. After everyone’s social media takes a gander of you sitting on the toilet, cock in hand, panties wrapped around it, and cum…. Fuck it’s all over the place. Trust me, I send this out, and you’ll wish you were invisible again.”

And…. My answer wasn’t spoken. I didn’t nod. Or wink. I answered in the affirmative with an erection. I’d do anything for Briana, including allowing myself to be the subject of her sadistic mind.

Briana’s brows popped up, and she laughed, “I take that as a yes. You know where I live, sissy. Be there in forty minutes, or this picture goes viral.”

She tossed me the key. “I’ve got an errand to run. Enter. Strip and wait.”

She turned, opened the bathroom door, then turned back. “Might as well rip another one-off because it’s going to be a long time before you have that kind of nasty pleasure again.”


Chapter Four

What did I do? I obeyed. I jacked off one last time, and then…. Well, hell, I went to her apartment. Opened the door and entered, and apparently, Briana Viagra worked just as well being in her apartment.

“This is ridiculous.“ I mumbled. Yeah, right, I’m going to strip naked and stand here waiting for Briana, and yet I’m naked in forty seconds flat.

Naked with Briana Viagra keeping things hard and erect, I explored and entered a room filled with basketball trophies, her bed, and a dresser. Her closet was packed with the sexy dresses she always wore. I couldn’t resist. I opened one drawer at a time, searching for treasure. I found it and sniffed each of her panties.

After getting high on her intimates, I walked down the hall and opened the other door. My jaw dropped, and my heart skipped a beat, and…. I should have dressed. Turned and ran. Gone home. What I saw was beyond anything I’d ever imagined people did. But evidently, the other head seemed excited by the St. Andrew’s cross mounted on the wall. I took in the different pieces of furniture, a bondage bed, spanking bench, and stuff I’d heard about, but….

A powerful hand smacked my ass. “Keith. You’ve been a bad boy. So, listen carefully.” Her tone left no room for dissent or argument. “There’s a price for your curiosity, for the secrets you’ve been poking into.”

“Briana, I—”

“Briana? It’s Mistress from now on. Understand? No talking. Just listening. You’re going to learn, Keith. Learn what it means to surrender. You want to wear panties, well I want nothing that isn’t in panties and….”

“Briana….”

“Mistress… Or shall I make you the most famous jackoff in college?”

What choice did I have? I hung my head. “Mistress.”

“Good girl.”

Girl? What did she mean by that? I didn’t argue. Suddenly, being the invisible man wasn’t such a bad fate.

“I’m going to strip you of—” She made laps around me like she was purchasing a car. “Your masculinity, what little there is, and replace it with femininity. To do this, we must rip out the old and then…. make you better. You’ll learn to walk, dress, and act like the good girl I desire.”

“Br—Mistress. I’m not sure….” I wore her panties to be close to her. I’m not sure about being feminized. I mean, does she expect me to wear a dress? If I’m around her in her apartment, I’m with her. It won’t be so bad. If I get…. My cock dribbled precum. If I get to taste her.

Did I want to be with her so badly that I would change myself into something I wasn’t? I wasn’t sure if I was ready for this change, but I also didn’t want to lose her.

Briana smirked as her eyes locked in on my twitching cock. “Each step, another layer is gone,” she continued. “Gone until there’s nothing left of your manhood.” She pointed at my cock. “We start there. That is if that’s what you want, Keith. Is it?”

She held up her smartphone, swiped it twice, and turned it toward me. I studied the image of me, basically naked, stained, cumfilled panties in my lap and manly secretions smeared all over my hands, thighs, and cock. It was worse than I expected.

Plus, I’m so close to her now. I couldn’t lose her. And I had no desire for everyone on campus to think I was a pervert. “Y-Yes, Mistress.”

“Good girl. Because there’s no turning back, you’ll like where I’m taking you. Stand over there.”

I obeyed. My limbs were shaking, and my cock was hard and twitching. Briana circled me—the huntress assessing her prey.

“Kneel,” she commanded.

I sunk to the floor. She stood over me. Hands on hips. “That cock won’t do.” An image of a pair of garden sheers flickered through my mind. She’d never cut it off. Would she?

“Don’t move. I’ll be right back.”

Minutes later, she returned with a bowl of water, a bag of ice, and several over-filled shopping bags. She dumped the ice in the water and placed it between my knees. I gulped. Out of one bag, Briana pulled out a collar—a pink collar with a tiny bell. She wrapped it around my neck. The small lock clicked. And my cock dribbled…. Precum. What was wrong with me? But I’m with my Goddess. I’d asked for this. I begged the universe. I’d do anything to be with her, and that time has come, but at what cost?

I swallowed. The collar physically had no weight, but the psychological energy anchored me to my new existence. She turned and pulled out another box, a small pink box. It’s a plastic something shaped like…. Fuck she’s not cutting off my cock, but locking it up.

“Put your cock in the water. Don’t take it out till it’s shriveled up.”

I’m about to dunk my privates in ice water and give up the piece of me that made me male, and what happened? There’s that twitch between my legs again and another drop of precum. I dunked my privates into the water. Five minutes later, I stared down at a piece of pink plastic encasing my cock, and a strange pressure reminded me I no longer had control over it. Briana solidified her dominance by slipping the key around her necklace.

Wasting no time, Briana grabbed my hand and pulled me along. The bell on the collar jingled, marking me as hers. I had entered her kingdom.

“Step one is done. You’ll learn to love and crave it.”

I already did. I nodded. What else can I do?

“Now, step two.”


Chapter Five

Briana guided me to the bathroom and handed me a soft pink tube of shaving cream and a pink razor. “There’s no time to waste. The cafeteria serves dinner in two hours. Get busy.”

I stared at the unfamiliar objects.

“You shave with it, and by the way, I intend for you to be feminine or as close to female as possible. Or I’ll have no choice….”

“Or what….” There’s that macho in me hanging on for dear life.

“Or? Why I release the images.”

I nodded, squeezing out the cream, the scent filling the air between us with a clean, fresh, and all too feminine scent.

What else could I do?

I started with my face. I glanced at the door, ready to run. But that little voice reminded me: “You said you’d do anything to be with her. Now do it.”

I lathered up my legs with Briana, watching every move. It felt like I was naked on a stage, the world watching, laughing at my emasculation. Half an hour later, after several humiliating and invasive inspections, even convicts entering a maximum security prison were spared, and The Goddess was satisfied.

“Beautiful. God, you’re going to be positively stunning.”

Although I was well on my way to becoming someone else, a feminized version of myself, and having my masculinity torn from me, I craved more of her humiliation.

“Step two is complete. Time for the next step.”

What do I say? Where was this going?

She guided me back into her bedroom and pulled from three bags she’d just purchased: a lacey bra, panties, thigh-highs, a wig, a short, tight club dress, matching heels, and a corset. Everything was pink.

“Pink? Mistress?”

“It’s a proven fact wearing pink makes it less likely you’ll be assaulted. Put it on.”

I gulped. Did she say assaulted? “Where are we going exactly, Mistress?”

“Why? So I can show my new girlfriend off, of course.”

Would I let her feminize me so that I could be with her? The answer came quickly: Yes.

My hands shook as I slipped into the panties. Briana clasped the bra behind my back and slid two jiggly mounds of silicone into the bra’s pocket. Piece by piece of pink lace, another layer of the old Keith dribbled away until I was done.

“Perfect. Look at yourself.” I obeyed. I stared at someone else as the pressure against the plastic increased. I could almost hear the plastic crack. Why was I getting aroused? I have to admit I looked sexy as fuck. One thing for sure, walking down the street, I’d no longer be invisible, I’d be…. Someone.

Makeup comes next. Briana started. “Close your eyes.” I obeyed, finding it easy. Her fingertips dusted eyeshadow across my lids.

“Open.” Each time I obeyed, it came easier—comforting even. Briana leaned back, examining her creation, her lips curved in a satisfied smirk.

“Beautiful. Stand up. It’s time to introduce my new extraordinary girlfriend to the world.”

I stood. Next came the heels. “Mistress. Please. In public? I can’t. What if people know? I get caught?” I yanked the hemline of my skirt down. “It barely covers my ass.”

Briana smacked it. “A sexy ass. Might as well show it off. I told you! I warned you, pervert. I catch you, and I make you pay.”

“Mistress. Please. In public?”

“Well. You had no problem sneaking around and stealing my panties, did you? Or doing perverse things in the restroom. Both in public. So I hope you’re a fast learner.”

Thankfully, she gave me twenty minutes to practice walking in heels. Then the door opened, and we stepped through it. Out to the sidewalk. My heels clicked, the bell around my collar jingling, and my cock straining against the confines of the plastic prison.

Briana’s hand rested lightly at the small of my back, a branding touch. We walked, heads turned in our direction, men whistled, and women glared with disapproval.

“You’re no longer invisible.” She reminded me. I’m humiliated yet aroused.

We walked. I did my best to walk sexily, enjoying the turning heads devouring me, stripping me naked. Enjoying being the visible slut. If they only knew what was underneath. I couldn’t decide if I wanted to cover up or reveal more.

Half an hour later, we arrived at the school cafeteria. Briana found a seat at the end of a long table. I bent my knees, tucking my skirt under my thighs as I’d seen thousands of women do, but Briana held up her hand.

“Fetch me a plate.” Her command was loud enough for heads to snap toward us, enough for mutters to spread. It was like doing a wave at a stadium. Heads turned and looked at me, and then the next head in line turned, and like wildfire, it spread throughout the cafeteria.

With every eye on me, I pulled down my skirt, holding it down as I walked and headed for the line in the cafeteria. Every eye was on me. I kept holding the hem of my skirt; every time I shifted, it exposed my ass. I’m ashamed, but as the line shortened, I let go and let my skirt ride up. Let the crowd have a nice shot of my ass.

I reached for a tray, hands trembling. Grabbed the cutlery. Turned. Everyone’s watching me. Some expressions are lecherous. Some are laughing. Why did I have to steal her panties? But being seen…. This is humiliating, yet I’m no longer the invisible man, and I’ll get to sit next to my Goddess soon.

I piled food onto her plate, an offering—my humiliating public shame, a punishment—her vengeance for peaking at the most intimate part of her body. Strangely, this has the opposite effect; the humiliation is arousing, and if I didn’t have a cock cage holding it back….

Finally, I have a full plate.

“Serve me,” Briana commanded. Eyes followed my every move as I filled a spoon and placed it on her lips. Standing beside her and having to spoon-feed my Goddess made sure my ass was partially exposed throughout the process. Her vengeance.

Finally, dinner ended after I’d served Briana every crumb from her plate. She led me down the hall and pushed me into the ladies restroom. Locked the door, slipped off her panties, and hopped up on the sink, spread her legs. “You wanted to see it. Now you get a closeup. My last class of the day is in twelve minutes, so you have ten to make me happy. Or….”

I wanted to say, “Briana, I don’t know what to do.” I didn’t. But this was my chance to prove to her I was the man—or woman—of her dreams. I dropped to my knees and stared at my dream come true, pink and swollen with craving beckoning me, drawing my head between her massive thighs.

“Well, go on! You stole from me. You stole my dignity. You used my property for your use. So now I’m going to use you for my personal use. You better hurry, or you will pay dearly. I am the Queen of the Realm. Please me, and you are rewarded. Fail to please me and….”

I moved closer. Inch by inch. Her aroma was like heaven. So sweet. I wasn’t sure exactly what to do, but I stuck out my tongue and flicked it across her folds, expelling any doubt about what my new role in life was, and dived in, my tongue exploring. Her flavor was intoxicating. I consumed her moist hole greedily. I was like a starving man getting his first meal in a month. I devoured her. Eager to please, yet with no idea what I was doing. Her thighs trembled against my ears, giving me a clue I was on the right track.

She let out a low moan. “That’s it, slave. Show me just how much you want this. Better hurry, though. The Queen of the Realm does not wish to punish her subject.”

I traced circles around her swollen nub. Was I doing this right? Her thighs tightened around my head. Good sign. Trying something different, I flicked my tongue, and she cried out, arching her back, gripping my head, and pulling my face deeper into her core.

“Don’t stop,” she groaned, her hips bucking wildly against my face. “I need more. Suck on it.”

I sucked harder, drawing her clit into my mouth and flicking it with my tongue, driving her wild. Her fingers dug painfully into my scalp, but I didn’t care. I was lost in her scent, taste, and power over me. She was everything I wanted, and I would do anything to please her.

“Yes, that’s it,” she gasped, her body tense.

Her smartphone timer went off. Wasting no time, she stood, picked up her panties, slid them on, adjusted her skirt, and said, “Go home, wait for your punishment for not pleasing your Queen.”

She left me alone. I obeyed. Obeying was becoming easier.


Chapter Six

A wave of emotions washed over me as I entered our…. Home? Home? That’s what Mistress said. Go home and wait for me. I replayed the last conversation we had. Yep, she said home. How could this be my home after just one day? Would we be living together? Where will I sleep? It didn’t matter. No, that’s not what she said. I misread her. Maybe she left something out or misspoke. I forgot about the impending punishment. Could it be? Had my dreams come true? The discipline I waited for no longer seemed like my biggest concern. This was my home, and I lived with my Goddess.

I dropped onto the couch and buried my face in Mistress Briana’s pillow, taking in the familiar scent of my Mistress. Mistress? I live with her? Had I achieved my life’s dream? Had I become—

Reality smacked me like a lead pipe. What about ‘the room?’ Only a twisted mind could have designed it. Was that who I lived with? I opened the door and examined each object, the paddles, whips, and floggers: all symbols of discipline, submission, dominance, and pain. And pleasure? My dream coming true would come at a cost. Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea.

A fleeting moment of clarity yanked me toward the door. I dashed for the door, grabbed the door handle, and then that lead pipe hit me again. If I leave, I’ll never get the chance again to be with my Goddess.

I returned to ‘the room’ and yanked a black studded paddle off the wall. Lifted my skirt and smacked my ass. It stung. But Mistress’s arms were massive, powerful, and…. I can’t. No. I take it. I’ll not blow this opportunity. I will take any punishment. Any humiliation to be with her. I paced, waiting for Mistress, reminding myself she’d said home. Go home and wait. This was my home now.

The door opened. Mistress entered, dropped her books, and pointed to ‘the room.’ “Please, your queen and rewards follow. Fail, and punishment shall be quick and enlightening. Go to my special room. Strip and grab your ankles. Wait for me.”

I didn’t just walk. I sprinted, my feet stumbling twice on my heels. To obey, in my haste, I tore off my dress, the fabric ripping and tearing in my hands. I struggled with the corset. The knot required much work to untangle. The shower started, and water hitting the tile filled the room. Finally, I got the corset off. As Mistress hummed a tune, I hastily peeled off my thigh-highs and panties, my heart racing. The pressure built under the plastic, declaring that there was some hidden part of me looking forward to Mistress’s discipline. Why did punishment arouse me?

More importantly, what was she going to do? For what? Not bringing Mistress to an orgasm? In a public restroom. In ten minutes, was that even possible? Yet here I was, naked, except for the plastic clover leaf covering my now throbbing imprisoned member. Humiliated, I bent over and grabbed my ankles, mentally bracing myself for what? Time slowed to a crawl. Was she going to spank me? Fuck me?

The pitter-patter of the shower ceased.

Oh, shit….

Minutes later, Mistress entered. Looking between my legs, I can see she’s naked. Her muscular breasts are gorgeous. She turned to the wall of sadistic devices. “A Queen must keep her subjects under control. A Queen demands her subjects serve her.” Her hands spider-walked over a paddle, a flogger, a whip, then back to the studded paddle.

“Punishment—” The leather paddle cuts through the air with a sharp whoosh before meeting her palm with a loud crack, like thunder. “—is necessary. If you wish it to end, say I’ll never have Briana again. It’s not exactly a safe word, but it’ll do. Then you leave. Never come back. Do not follow me. Do not steal my panties and live your life. I release these pictures, and your days of being the invisible man are over. Understood.”

I nodded and waited. What choice was there? But having no choice was stimulating. Arousing. Yet, I’m confused. What more did she want from me? My mind-raced. The cock cage added to the humiliation and submission of being bent over, clutching my ankles, and about to be disciplined for…

What?

Not pleasing her. What kind of realm does she rule? This was not in the book. This was not part of our class project!

“Mistress. Please, I’ve never….”

Briana’s hand whips through the air, wielding the leather paddle with masterful accuracy. The leather connected with my flesh and produced a resonant bang, sending tides of stinging pain through my body.

“You will count each strike and thank me for each one, understood?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Somehow, I knew my punishment would not end until Mistress was satisfied.

Smack!

“One. Thank you, Mistress,” I gritted out through clenched teeth.

Again and again, the paddle connected with my ass. I can’t see my ass, but I sense the red marks forming. How many more? I can’t take more. I reminded myself I was home. Living with my Mistress. My Goddess.

After eight, an anguished scream tears through my throat. Does it stop her? Briefly, I consider stopping this. But to do so would end our relationship and make me famous for the guy who got caught jacking off in the restroom. And that hanging over my head makes this more arousing.

When I call out fifteen, I’m committed to pleasing her in any way she demands. Briana’s cruel onslaught continued without mercy. Each blow hit with excruciating force. My ass burned. Throbbed. Itched. There was no escape. I didn’t want one. I endured her cruel torture until my eyes welled up with tears, and Mistress stopped.

A strange sense of pleasure overcame me. It was sick and twisted, but I couldn’t deny the rush at being punished by Briana. Our roles were defined now. She was the dominatrix. I was the sissy slave.

She drew a warm bath and explained the sleeping arrangements. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. She wanted me to stay. Serve her. When I slipped into the warm bubble bath easing the sting of my ass, somewhere inside me, I craved more punishment from her. Anything to be with her.

Three weeks passed. I remained locked up. It was excruciating. I cleaned her apartment, Ms. Harding’s apartment, and two of her lesbian friends. I watched her and Ms. Harding make lesbian love. My cock ached for an orgasm. After they were done, I cleaned up. I watched wearing a butt plug. I went to class with a butt plug. I cleaned wearing a buttplug. Just as my ass accommodated one size, a wider and longer plug appeared.

Some days, she made me perform oral on her. Worship her pussy. She started calling me her pussy slave. I pleased her in the morning and after each workout, motivated by her discipline. It only took a week to get my tongue, lips, and fingers working just right to earn a black belt in pussy worship.

I never knew there were so many ways to punish a sissy. Honestly, I started enjoying my Mistress’s sadistically creative mind. Other days she forced me to suck her strap-on.

At the end of the third week, I was to serve as the entertainment at her party. Knowing Mistress, it would be a sadistic, humiliating, yet all too pleasurable adventure in roleplay.


Chapter Seven

Tonight was my unveiling, as Mistress put it.

The girls arrived: Leona, Tessa, and Veronica Harding. Mistress required me to refer to Veronica as Ms. Harding and everyone else as Ma’am. I’m dressed in a skimpy pink maid’s outfit for the night’s festivities. Overall, I resembled a cheap slut.

As each arrived, I escorted them individually into the living room. I offered them a seat, and each inspected me, admiring Mistress’s creation.

Veronica, Ms. Harding had been here every Friday for three weeks, so I knew her intimately. I could bring her to an orgasm with my mouth and tongue in eleven minutes thirty-two seconds. I knew how many ice cubes she liked in her drinks, the proper mix of rum and coke, the bath temperature, and what pressure to use when I massaged her back and feet.

And when I failed, Mistress took me to the park, dressed like a slut wearing a sign: I will please my Mistress’s friends. She’d parade me around in six-inch spiked stiletto heels with a leash and a collar until my calves ached. Funny, as humiliating as it was, my panties were sticky with precum upon our return, which she made me lick clean.

Once everyone arrived, Mistress stood up and said, “Ladies, I have proof, right here—” She pointed at me. “Twirl—”

I obeyed.

“Here’s proof that the world would be better with women in control. Over the last few weeks, my experiment, my class project has proven the world would be a better place with men as slaves and women in complete control.”

Veronica nodded, her coal-black eyes glinting with approval. “Absolutely.” She turned to me, giving me a sly smile. “Isn’t that right, slave?”

I lowered my head in submission and replied, “Yes, Ma’am.”

Leona said, “Fuck. And he…. Damn, she’s sexy. Turn around, slave, and lift the skirt.”

I obeyed.

Leona smacked my ass. “Damn. What’s that in there.”

Mistress said, “He’s plugged and ready. All day.”

Tessa said, “Damn. He doesn’t fight it.”

Mistress said, “He likes it. The control. Don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Ms. Harding laughed and sipped her perfectly made rum and coke. “You know what they say, girls. A good slave is hard to find, but once you find one, you can’t let him go.”

The ladies laughed and nodded in agreement.

“Tonight, with your help, I’m going to reward him. But first, let’s have some fun.”

Mistress streamed thumping club music through her Bluetooth speaker. “Dance. Slave.”

I hesitated for a moment. I started swinging my hips awkwardly at first. As the ladies cheered and clapped, my movements became more in tune with the music, more sexually arousing.

Ten minutes in, Ms. Harding approached me with a crop. She trailed the tip down my chest, lifted the hem of my skirt, and smacked my caged cock. The riding crop got passed around as each took a turn teasing me with the crop or smacking my ass while I danced. The music thumped, its bass vibrating through my body. Was this really what I wanted? Did I genuinely enjoy being objectified and controlled by these women? The answer came quickly, though: Yes! Yes!

The crop struck the plastic harder as I danced, yet the tip of my cock became greasier and stickier with precum. Was I aroused at being smacked in the ass? And having my cock beat? Being humiliated? Hell, Mistress denied me an orgasm for three weeks; a cool breeze would excite me. There’s no denying being impotent and humiliated by these superior women was as intoxicating as it was stimulating.

Lost in the dance, the music, the cheers, the catcalls, the insults, and entertaining the ladies, I didn’t hear Mistress when she said, “Strip.”

It took a vicious crack with the riding crop to bring me out of my trance. I started for the bedroom.

Mistress said, “No, here, and do a striptease for us.”

Adrenaline flooded my body, and my cock seeped precum as their eyes ravenously watched as I removed my clothing. One piece at a time, clothing hit the floor until I have only a pink collar and a pink piece of plastic covering my aching cock.

Ms. Harding motioned for me to come closer. She teased my cage. Rubbing it. Edging me.

Mistress said, “Tonight we play a game. The one of us that has their strap on in your ass when you have we milk your prostrate wins you for a week.”


Chapter Eight

Mistress guided me into ‘the room.’

“Strap him down in the obedience chair, ladies,” Mistress, pointing to a piece of intimidating furniture, said, “It’s time to teach this little bitch his place.”

The ladies buckled me in; my wrists, ankles, and even a collar went around my neck.

“Anything you want to say before we begin, pet?” Ms. Harding said, tracing her long stiletto nails down my back, over my ass, smacking my left cheek once, then my right cheek before rummaging a finger into my ass and yanking out my buttplug with a pop.

I swallowed. “I... I’m yours... Mistresses.”

Standing in front of me, the women stripped, slid into their strapons, and started circling.

Mistress said, “That’s my good girl. Any preference for the winner? We go till we have milked your prostate.”

The room erupted in laughter.

I gulped. My world was about to be turned upside down in the most humiliating way. Who did I want to win? What would it mean? I glanced at each one, flapping their strapons around, teasing me with my final act of surrender.

"My… my…. I don’t think he cares. Little girl, we’re going to take our time with you,” Leona said as she ran her hand down my spine. She smacked my ass. “We’re going to bury our cocks deep into your ass, making you beg for us to stop. Of course, with three weeks of denial, this shouldn’t take long. When we’re done, you’ll be begging for more. I’m first.”

Leona stepped behind me, grabbed my hips, and the cold squishy head of her strapon split my ass cheeks. She pushed. It slid between my inner thighs. She dry-humped me. A squelching sound right before the cool, slippery sensation of lube was applied between my ass cheeks reminds me I’m there to play with as they choose.

I sighed. I’m about to lose the last ounce of my masculinity, and I’m happy. “Do it, Ma’am. Take it. Pop my cherry.” My cock strained inside the cage.

“You’re mine now, sissy,” Leona lined up her cock with my hole and pushed. Pain lanced through me as my loosened ass allowed entry. “Feel the power of a woman, your superior plunging into you.”

I whimpered. She stopped her intrusion, barely infiltrating my sissy hole.

“Tell us you want it,” The end of the dildo nudging at my entrance.

“I-I want it,” I screamed. It wasn’t an act. I did. I wanted it inside me.

“Louder,” Ms. Harding demanded.

“I want you all to fuck me! Milk me. Drain me. I want to be yours! I—” And she filled me with one powerful thrust. I’m thankful for the anal training over the last three weeks as Leona thrust her hips forward, pulled back, and slammed them back into the plastic cock. Her cock, impossibly huge, hurt so good as it invaded.

Time slipped away as I lost track of who was in me and who was standing around me, cheering.

“That’s it, slut.” Someone hissed as another Mistress hammered her hips into me. “You’re ours now. Ours to fuck and enjoy as we please.”

I moaned as the hard-rough strokes rocked my body and as a pressure inside me built.

“Such a good girl.” I heard.

I tingling sensations spread through my body. My hole tightened. Loosened around…. Who was in me?

I opened my eyes. Ms. Harding clapped, cheered on….

Who?

I glanced left. Mistress smiled proudly as a wave of pleasure started from deep within me. Something’s happening, but what? I wanted it to end, but I didn’t. It’s…. something’s building.

Hands grabbed my balls and played with them. Who’s hands were they? “She’s close. When we’re done, you’ll be ours, and we’ll make sure every bitch, every horny football player, gets a shot at this ass.”

Mistress’s hand came down hard on my backside. I was torn between pleasure and pain. The intensity of her touch sent shockwaves through me, igniting a fire within that spread to every inch of my body. Every nerve seemed on fire, but I couldn’t deny the waves of pleasure that followed. My mind was in turmoil as conflicting sensations overwhelmed me, leaving me with a sense of both joy and haze. What was happening? My cock spurted, and I slipped into a torturous euphoria, one that I couldn’t escape from, no matter how conflicted I felt.

Leona stood and yelled. “I win!”

The ladies let me free and attached a pink leash to my collar. Mistress tossed a slutty see-through pink dress in my direction.

“Put it on.”

The ladies removed their strapons and dressed as I slipped into the see-through Bimbo dress. Leona grabbed the leash and pulled me toward the door.

We left the apartment and went into the evening streets. As I walked down the sidewalk, little to the imagination, including that I was a male, with my cock caged, Leona turned to me as she opened her car door. “My boyfriend’s a football player—”

I got in the car, and Leona droned on about all the humiliating ways she planned on using me as the universe, or God or Satan, or some ancient Goddess no one worshipped anymore. It reminded me: “Anything? That might be fun for me…. For you…. not so much.”

The End
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