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‘Are you sure about this?’

Lisa nodded. ‘Definitely,’ she said, sidling up to me. ‘You’ll look cute. And besides, the idea really turns me on.’

She whispered the last words in my ear, and I could feel all of my objections melting away. After all, it wasn’t the first time I’d done something kinky to get with a girl – and Lisa was no ordinary girl. She was a late addition to my English class – she’d transferred over when her first elective had been cancelled, or something; she’d explained it to me on our first date, but I hadn’t been listening – and since then I’d been unable to keep my eyes off her. She was a solid ten, with perfect blonde hair and gorgeous plump lips. They were the only thing plump about her. The rest of her body was like something out of a fashion magazine or a lingerie catalogue.

From the first moment I’d seen her, I’d wanted to fuck her – and she had made me work for it. I wasn’t used to working for a girl’s attention, but something about her grabbed me and wouldn’t let go. The thought of those perfect lips wrapped around my cock kept me awake at night, and I knew there was no way I’d be able to rest until I’d found out what it felt like for real.

We’d gone on a date or two, but she hadn’t put out. Instead, she’d spent the whole evening running hot and cold: one minute, she’d be licking her lips and gazing at me seductively; the next, she might as well have been a nun. Both times I’d expected her to invite me up, but I’d been left standing in front of her flat with nothing but a peck on the lips.

It was almost unbearable.

One last time, I thought. One last shot at trying to get into her pants, and then I’m done. I’d really gone all out, too. I was planning to cook us a nice romantic dinner at my flat, and then see where the night took us. I’d even paid my flatmate Marcus to clear off for the evening; we weren’t exactly friends, and I didn’t want him putting a dampener on the evening by saying something he wasn’t supposed to.

‘What am I supposed to do?’ he’d moaned. He had a high-pitched, nasal voice that was like nails on a blackboard to me.

‘I don’t care,’ I said. ‘Just get the fuck out of here.’

He went, reluctantly, but I figured he owed me: I’d cleared off enough times when he and his string of boyfriends had been fucking in his room. With the walls as paper-thin as they were, I never felt like sticking around.

The evening had gone almost perfectly to plan. The dinner was a great success, and it wasn’t too long after before we’d headed back to my room, and were making out like a pair of horny teenagers. She’d even brought a bag with her – proof, I thought, that she was expecting to stay the night.

I couldn’t have been more wrong.

‘So I have this… thing,’ she said coyly, once she’d managed to pull my lips away from hers for long enough to take a breath. ‘Something I like to do with guys. But it’s a little weird.’

Kinky, I thought.

‘I can handle weird,’ I said.

‘Promise not to laugh?’

‘Scout’s honour.’

She leaned in close to my ear. ‘I can’t explain it,’ she said. ‘I don’t know where it comes from, but seeing a big, strong man dressed in women’s clothes just makes me so turned on.’

Time seemed to freeze. Ordinarily, that would have been an instant dismissal – too rich for my blood – but Lisa was no ordinary woman. If this was what it would take to get into bed with her… well, surely it couldn’t be so bad, could it? And it would only be a one-time thing, after all: once I’d fucked her, I could move onto pastures new – specifically a gorgeous redhead in the year below me. That didn’t change the facts, though, and right now those facts all brought me to the conclusion that I had to have Lisa. If I didn’t finish the night with my come all over her gorgeous face, I’d have to consider the whole thing a waste of time.

‘You do want to get me all turned on, don’t you?’ she said playfully. ‘Or I guess we could just call it a night, if you preferred…’

The way her voice trailed off, it was clear that wasn’t on the cards – as long as I was willing to play her little game. How bad could it be? And besides, with the leverage it would give me… My mind flashed back to that image of Lisa on her knees in front of me, gagging on my cock as I forced her head down and shot my load right down her throat.

Fuck.

For that, it was definitely worth it.

‘Sure,’ I said. ‘But if I do, you’ll owe me. Deal?’

She laughed. It was cute that she thought I was kidding.

‘Oh, baby,’ she said. ‘You do this for me, and I’ll give you more than you can handle. Trust me… it’ll be a night you’ll never forget.’

That was how I’d ended up tied to a chair in my bedroom, dressed in a ridiculous-looking French maid’s outfit.

I couldn’t quite believe it myself, but it had seemed to make sense at the time. The bag she had brought with her hadn’t been filled with things for herself as much as it had been filled with things for me. One by one she pulled the items out and laid them on my bed: fishnet stockings, a pair of black panties with a sickening pink bow on the front, an expensive-looking lacy bra, and then finally the dress, complete with a tidy white apron.

‘Strip, then,’ she said. ‘I want to see what I have to work with.’

Once I was naked, she ran her hands over my body, her fingertips searching out every inch of me. I admit, it felt incredible, but she seemed to touch everything except my cock. It bobbed in front of me, hard as a rock even with her fully clothed, but she just ignored it.

‘Couldn’t we fuck first and then do your little game?’ I asked, but she just laughed.

‘Where’s the fun in that?’ she said, picking up the panties. ‘Come on. Let’s get you ready.’

As she pulled the panties up my legs, I was surprised by how pleasant they felt. They were unlike my male underwear, so smooth and satiny that it was like nothing more than a cool breeze running across my skin. ‘They’re mine,’ she confessed. ‘I’ve been thinking about how you’d look in them for days now. It never fails to get me wet.’

I had to admit, I thought it would have been a turn off, but I was just as hard as I had been before she put the panties on me – harder, if anything. My cock poked out of the top of the underwear behind the garish bow, but Lisa paid it no attention. Instead she set to work on dressing the rest of me. It wasn’t long before I was dressed completely.

‘And just to make you properly feminine,’ she said, pulling out a blonde wig. ‘Ta-da.’

By that point I was too aroused to complain or protest as she slipped it onto my head. She secured it in place with a couple of bobby pins, and then stepped back to admire her handiwork. ‘Beautiful,’ she said. ‘I can’t wait to fuck you like this.’

I grinned. ‘Good job you don’t have to,’ I said, but she barely seemed to hear me. She was rummaging in her bag again, and this time she pulled out a couple of bundles of red rope.

‘Hands behind your back,’ she said playfully.

‘What are you doing?’

She stopped, still holding the loop of rope ready to be used. ‘Didn’t I mention?’ she said, her voice light and brimming with innocence. ‘Silly me. That’s the second part of it. Once I get a man all dressed up like this, I like to tie him up – not much, just a little bit. Just enough to make him seem all… vulnerable.’ She said that last word with a near-orgasmic moan, and I knew at that moment that I was going to let her do it. ‘Besides, if I have you all tied up, I can really take my time. Don’t you want to know how long I can tease you with my tongue?’

I did. Fuck, I did – and she knew it, too.

Wordlessly I put my hands behind my back again, and I didn’t protest as she pulled the rope around my wrists. She worked quickly – a little too quickly for my liking; it was obvious that for all of her attempts at playing the innocent, this was something she’d done before – and it didn’t take long for my hands to be firmly fastened behind my back.

‘Now sit,’ she said, pointing to my desk chair. I did as I was told, but she wasn’t satisfied. ‘No, no,’ she said. ‘I want you sitting on it backwards. Legs either side, so your chin rests on top of the chair back. Think you can handle that?’

I sighed. This had better be fucking worth it, I thought as I positioned myself as requested.

Within thirty seconds, she had my left ankle secured to the left chair leg, immobile against the rope. Within a minute, my right ankle had joined it.

She ran her hands across my chest, sliding her fingers between the delicate lace of the dress and my skin. Her nails played gently over my nipples and I was incapable of stifling a moan; my cock twitched visibly through the panties. It might have been a weird way to go about it, but there was no denying the fact that all of this was having an effect on me. I was hard as a rock.

‘One last touch,’ she said, coming towards me with one final loop of rope and a gleam in her eye. ‘One more thing, and then we’re done.’

She slipped the rope over my neck, and it took all the energy I could muster not to panic. I had visions of her tightening it, pulling it taut against my throat, choking the life out of me – and then, when Marcus returned, he’d find me dressed like this. Even in death, I’d be a complete laughing stock.

‘Shh,’ Lisa said, stroking my hair gently. ‘Calm down. I’m not going to hurt you. There’s no need to be scared.’ She pulled down on the rope, bringing my neck down to touch the bar that ran across the top of the chair. With a few deft loops and knots, she had tied it into position. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t pull away. ‘See? That wasn’t so bad, was it? And now the fun can start.’

She reached her hand down to the panties and pulled out my hard cock. It was the moment I had been waiting for. She gave me two or three quick pumps and I moaned appreciatively, but then she pulled her hand away.

‘Why did you stop?’ I asked. ‘I was enjoying that.’

Lisa circled around to the front of the chair, pulled up a stool and sat down, facing me. Her face was just inches away from mine; I could feel her breath on my face, could smell her scent. I inhaled deeply, taking in as much of her as I could.

‘You don’t remember me, do you?’

‘What do you mean?’

She smirked. ‘I thought as much. You think we only met for the first time a little while ago, don’t you? You don’t have a clue when we first crossed paths.’

I tried to cast my mind back, but I came up with nothing. If I’d ever known a girl like Lisa before, there was no way I would have been able to forget her. I shook my head slowly.

‘No… I didn’t think you would,’ she said. ‘Guys like you never remember girls like me – or at least, like I used to be. If we’re not blonde haired fuckdolls, it’s all the same to you, isn’t it?’

The playful tone had gone out of her voice. There was no flirtation there now – only an impassive coldness, without any trace of affection. The same fear I’d felt roll through me when she put the rope around my neck was back, but as I struggled against the ropes it became clear almost immediately that there was no way out.

‘We had a date once,’ she said. ‘A long time ago, back in first year. My friend Tess set us up. Do you remember me now?’

It was starting to come back to me. I knew Tess through a mutual friend, and she’d said that she knew someone who was interested in me. She’d arranged for us to go out for a little get-to-know-you drink, but she hadn’t told me that the person she was setting me up with was… well, she was homely, and that was putting it politely. I had never seen a girl who looked quite so unfortunate, and yet Tess had apparently decided that we were a good match. It was hard not to take that personally.

‘That’s not right,’ I said. ‘I mean, I did get set up once, but that wasn’t with you. Her name was…’ Fuck, what was it? Something clunky and old-fashioned; it had suited her perfectly. Jane? Dorothy?

‘Mary,’ she said calmly. ‘Her name was Mary. Mary Lisa McMillan, if you want to be particular about it.’

Her middle name.

No, it couldn’t be. The girl who I had ditched had been dumpy, with lank hair and a stout frame that couldn’t have made even the most voracious sexual appetite aroused. Lisa, on the other hand, was absolutely gorgeous. She looked like a model and had the natural grace to match. It wasn’t possible that she was the same girl I had overlooked two years earlier.

‘I don’t understand,’ I said. ‘She was…’

‘I decided to reinvent myself,’ she said abruptly. ‘New hair, new wardrobe, new skincare routine and a gym membership. It wasn’t difficult. All I needed was the right kick – and the humiliation I felt when you left that night was it. I suppose I should thank you, really.’

‘You’re welcome,’ I murmured weakly.

‘Well, now I’m going to reinvent you too. You’ll find it does wonders for your self-esteem. Maybe it’ll make you less of a complete shit in the process. Who knows?’

‘I like myself pretty well as I am,’ I said, straining against my ropes.

‘That’s a shame.’ She ran her hand through the blonde wig she had placed on my head, her delicate fingers playing gently against my skin as she stroked my cheek. ‘Because everyone else thinks you’re a bastard.’

She reached into her pocket and pulled out her phone. Within seconds, she was snapping photos of me from every conceivable angle: close-ups and full body shots, all of them showing my struggling form. With the ropes around my wrists, it was impossible for me to hide my face.

‘Stop!’ I yelled. ‘What are you doing?’

‘Getting myself some insurance,’ she said. ‘A little incentive to ensure your good behaviour for the rest of the night. You wouldn’t want me to feel I had to put these photos online, would you?’

‘You’re blackmailing me?’

She shook her head. ‘Of course not. I’m just a big believer in sharing with my friends – and really, how could I resist showing them a sight as sexy as this?’

Fucking bitch, I thought, but I was able to keep myself from saying it: as she snapped away, adding photo after photo to her collection, I realised it probably wasn’t in my best interest to insult her.

‘Speaking of sharing,’ she said once she had finished, and had slipped her phone back into her bag, ‘I told your friend Marcus that you’d be waiting for him when he came back. The only catch was that I had to watch everything, but he agreed to that pretty much instantly. Did he tell you how much of a crush he has on you?’ She smirked. ‘No, I suppose he didn’t. Something about you really does just seem to drive people wild. Half of the people I know seem to want to fuck you. The other half seem to hate your guts. It’s funny how things work out, isn’t it?’

I glared at her. ‘What the fuck do you expect me to do?’ I asked.

‘Isn’t it obvious?’ she replied. ‘You spurned Marcus the same way your spurned me. Now of course, it’s a little different, being that he’s gay and I was just a little overweight, but I know how it feels to be so unrequitedly into you. I’m going to make sure that he at least gets a chance to work off some steam at your expense. That’s why, when he comes home, you’re going to beg him to suck his cock – just like a good little maid should.’

‘Like fuck I am,’ I said.

‘Well, I’m sorry you feel that way,’ she said. ‘Because as I see it, you have two options. You can either do as you’re told, be a good little whore and suck your new Master’s cock when he comes home, or I can take these pictures and have them online within thirty seconds. I can’t help but think your social standing on campus might take a bit of a nosedive once the whole world has seen the kind of kinky shit that gets you off.’

‘This doesn’t get me off,’ I hissed. ‘This was all for you. You know that.’

‘Oh really now?’ she said, unable to hide the look of amusement on her face. ‘I don’t think that’s true. If it was, you wouldn’t be quite so hard right now, would you?’

Sure enough, when I looked down my cock was hard as a rock, straining with arousal. My mind was in turmoil, but my body made it impossible to deny that something about the situation was working for me.

‘You see, Adam?’ she said. ‘You’re enjoying this, even if you don’t realise it yet – but I can assure you, you will by the end of the night.’

‘Fuck you,’ I whispered under my breath, but she must have heard me. She delivered a mighty slap to my right cheek. If I hadn’t been tied to the chair, I think I might have fallen off it altogether.

‘That’s the last time you speak to me like that,’ she said calmly. ‘As far as you’re concerned, tonight I’m in complete control of you. I’m your Goddess. I’m to be respected accordingly – because if I get the idea for even a single second that you’re not treating me with the right amount of deference for a man in your particular situation, I’m in the position to make your life a living hell. Do I make myself clear?’

‘Yes,’ I mumbled. My cheek still felt like it was on fire.

‘Yes, what?’ she asked.

‘Yes, I understand.’

She shook her head. ‘Yes, Goddess,’ she said. ‘Say it.’

‘Yes, Goddess.’ I couldn’t believe the words as they came out of my mouth. How had she done this to me? How had I been stupid enough to let myself be helpless in front of this sociopath?

‘Good boy,’ she said. ‘As long as you’re well-behaved, I’m sure tonight will be relatively painless for you. Perhaps even pleasant. All you have to do is obey every instruction I give you. Do you think you can handle that?’

‘Yes, Goddess,’ I said again.

‘You’re learning. I like that.’ She smiled down at me, and took my cock in her hand. Somehow it seemed even harder than it had a minute earlier. The slap to my cheek had done nothing to shrink my erection. ‘Well, well,’ she said as she played with me, running her fingernails lightly down my shaft. ‘What have we got here?’

‘I… I don’t know, Goddess.’ I couldn’t explain it any more than she could.

‘You certainly seem to be enjoying yourself.’

If it hadn’t been for the ropes binding me, I would have shrugged. ‘I don’t know,’ I repeated.

‘It’s strange. I don’t think it’s the idea of sucking cock that gets you off – although I admit it, I did have my suspicions. You always did seem to be overcompensating just a little,’ she grinned. ‘I don’t even think it’s being dressed up like a little sissy girl that’s working for you. I guess that means it must just be having a woman in charge of you. Don’t you agree?’

I said nothing. I was too distracted by the sound of the front door opening.

‘Looks like the entertainment can begin,’ she grinned.

‘Please,’ I begged. ‘You don’t have to do this. I’ll do anything.’

She sighed, pulled up her skirt and shimmied her panties down past her thighs. She crammed them into my open mouth, effectively cutting off my protestations. ‘I know I don’t have to do this,’ she said. ‘I want to do it. But you’re right, though: you will do anything I ask of you tonight. Or else.’

Just one night, I tried to convince myself. If I could get out of those ropes, I could smash that phone and get rid of the photos forever – then she’d have no proof. It’d be her word against mine. All I had to do was convince her to let me go, and to do that I had to play along.

‘One more thing,’ she said, pulling a tube of lipstick out of her bag. It was a rich scarlet, almost as deep a red as the ropes she had used to tie me. She grasped my cheeks and applied a thick coat to my lips around her panties. ‘There we go,’ she said, admiring my new look. ‘Now he’ll know exactly where to stick his cock. It’s just a big red target for him now.’ She pulled away and tilted her head, as though she was thinking something was missing, and then it clicked. She leaned forward and scrawled something across my face in the lipstick. I tried to make out what the letters were, but it was no use.

‘Perfect,’ she said. ‘And just in time, too.’ From outside the door there was the sound of a key in a lock: no doubt Marcus returning home. My heart dropped down into my stomach. This was really happening.

‘Adam?’ a voice called out from the hallway. ‘I’m home. Are you in?’

‘He’s in here, Marcus,’ Lisa yelled. ‘Just as I told you he would be.’

Marcus pushed the door open slowly, as though he wasn’t sure what was going to be waiting for him behind it. I couldn’t help but close my eyes. It was hard enough knowing that he was looking at me, but I didn’t want to be looking at him too. The embarrassment was too much to bear. I heard his footsteps as he walked gingerly into my bedroom, and then they stopped. He was standing right in front of me, but he stayed silent, just taking in the scene.

‘Well, well,’ he said eventually. ‘USE ME, eh?’

Use me. That must have been what she’d written across my forehead. I felt a fresh burst of shame. Of all the things she could have done to mark me, reducing me to nothing more than a sex toy for Marcus’s amusement had to be one of the worst.

Of course, she’d known that even as she wrote it. That was all part of the fun for her.

‘Oh yes,’ Lisa said. ‘Adam was very insistent I write that. To let you know exactly what he wanted, he said. He didn’t want there to be any question in your mind.’ I opened my eyes. Marcus was looking down at me hesitantly, unsure of how to proceed – or if to proceed at all. I would have given anything for him to decline Lisa’s offer. After all, she might have been able to push me into it as some sort of ridiculous punishment, but she couldn’t push Marcus: she didn’t have any photos of him.

‘Adam, I…’ he started. ‘I didn’t think I’d ever get to see you like this.’

‘She doesn’t go by Adam anymore,’ Lisa said, matter-of-factly. ‘She’d prefer you to call her Annie, if it’s all the same. It really turns her on, for some reason. I guess she just likes being reminded that she’s a ridiculous excuse for a man.’

Marcus looked down at me. ‘Is that right?’ he said, a wide smile plastering itself across his face. He looked like the cat who had got the cream.

I nodded. For once I was glad of the panty gag Lisa had shoved into my mouth. I didn’t think I would have been able to form the words for myself.

‘See?’ she said. ‘I told you. I mean, you can see how hard she is. Her little dicklet is standing to attention, and it’s all for you.’ That much was only half-true. I was definitely hard, but it had nothing to do with Marcus and everything to do with Lisa. I hated her at that moment, but every time she degraded me I felt my cock twitch. All I wanted to do was throw her down on the bed and hate-fuck her until she screamed my name – my real name, not the stupid moniker she had decided to assign to me.

‘Well then,’ Marcus said, ‘I guess it’d be a shame of me not to take you up on your offer.’

It wasn’t until I saw the glint in his eye that I knew I was well and truly trapped. If I’d ever thought that Marcus would have been my saviour, that look proved I was mistaken: he was just another pawn in Lisa’s game.

‘That’s right, Annie,’ she said. ‘You’re going to show Master Marcus just how you feel about him. Don’t mind me.’

‘Yeah, Annie,’ he said, running his fingers down my cheek, just as Lisa had earlier that evening. I couldn’t stop myself from recoiling at his touch. ‘You’re going to be a good little girl and suck your Master’s cock, aren’t you?’

I nodded again, but it was with great reluctance – not that Marcus seemed to notice. He was practically salivating as he unfastened his belt and pulled out his cock. He seemed to have no shyness about undressing in front of an almost complete stranger, and when I saw his penis for the first time I could see why. It was huge – at least eight inches, uncut, with high, tight balls that seemed to be bursting to shoot their load. I had never considered who might have been responsible for the moans that came out of Marcus’s bedroom when he was with his many boyfriends, but as his cock stared me in the face I could only feel sorry for those who it had impaled.

Perhaps that’s what Lisa has in store for you, I thought, and blanched. I did my best to banish the thought from my mind, but it was no use. No matter what I did, I couldn’t shake the image of me tied down, dressed as I was, while Marcus ploughed his dick into my virgin asshole and Lisa snapped photos for use at a later date.

Marcus forced his fingers into my mouth and pulled Lisa’s panties free. I considered begging him to think about what he was going to do, but even if I thought Lisa would have allowed it without punishment he didn’t give me any time. His cock was at my lips and then inside of my mouth in one push, and as it hit the back of my throat I found myself gagging on his member. A wave of humiliation washed over me as Lisa cackled to herself. ‘You see?’ she said. ‘Annie loves it. I told you she was a little slut. Her dick is like a rock.’

She was right, too. Marcus’s cock was much larger than mine – and inside my mouth, pressing down on my tongue as he thrust it into me, it felt larger still – but there was no getting away from the fact that my cock was erect. It ached to be touched, and I found myself wishing that Lisa – or hell, perhaps even Marcus – would reach down and stroke it for me. I would have done anything for just a moment of human contact, but that didn’t seem likely.

I was there for their pleasure, not my own.

‘Suck him, you little slut,’ Lisa shouted from the bed. I could see out of the corner of my eye that she was holding her phone aloft, recording the whole thing. ‘I told you what would happen to you if you didn’t please your new Master, didn’t I?’

‘Yeah,’ Marcus said. His voice was strained, and I could tell that even without me putting much effort in he was nearing an orgasm. ‘Suck it properly – or maybe you’d like me to put that gag in, flip you over and use you from the other end?’

I had no choice. I began sucking eagerly – anything at all to avoid Marcus taking my ass. The more I did it, the more I realised it wasn’t as bad as I had thought it would be. I still couldn’t believe that I had a dick in my mouth, but Master’s huge cock was big enough that even focusing on swallowing it without gagging left me little time to think about how humiliating it was.

Master.

Had I just called him that in my mind? He wasn’t my Master, he was my roommate – a man who I barely got along with at the best of times. If it hadn’t been for Lisa, none of this would have happened. I couldn’t think of him as anything but Marcus. It wasn’t right. It wasn’t…

But he thinks he is, I thought. He’s treating you like he owns you. He’s using you, just like Lisa told him to.

Just like your Goddess told him to.

The thought sent a shiver down me. The idea of belonging to someone else was so humiliating. Perhaps Lisa – Goddess – was right. Perhaps that was all I needed. Perhaps I enjoyed being forced into degrading acts. Perhaps…

With a primal moan, Marcus came. His cock exploded in my mouth, covering my tongue in his arousal. I had no choice but to swallow every salty drop. He pulled out, but he wasn’t quite finished, and his final spurt splashed across my face.

‘Mmm,’ Lisa said from the bed. ‘Very nice. I do love it when a slut is marked for what she is, don’t you?’

Marcus was barely able to reply, and I know the question wasn’t aimed at me: as soon as he had withdrawn his cock from my mouth, Lisa scooped up her panties from the floor and pushed them between my lips again, silencing me once more. I watched almost robotically as Marcus recovered and thanked her for the opportunity to fuck my mouth, unable to say anything – and unsure of what I would have said anyway.

I wasn’t sure of anything anymore.

Lisa waited for Marcus to leave and then packed up her things ready to go. I wriggled on the chair, hoping that she’d get the hint and release me me, but she just looked at me disdainfully. There was none of the fury that I’d seen when she tied me in the first place, but only the contentment of a long-sought revenge finally fulfilled. She had done exactly what she intended, and she still had the upper hand.

‘I’ll leave your Master to untie you,’ she said as she stood at the door. ‘Who knows? Perhaps he’ll decide to use you again before the end of the evening – and of course, you’ll do just as he instructs, won’t you?’ She waved her phone at me before she slid it into her pocket. Nothing else needed to be said.

As she left me there, still dressed in her clothes and tightly secured to the chair, I tried my best to adjust myself in the ropes. My cock was still screamingly hard, but there was nothing I could do about that.

I got the feeling it was going to be a long night.
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