

The Feminization Elixir

By DeeDee Cupps

The snap of the handcuffs around my wrists was such a turn on. I felt my dick begin to harden, the heaviness as it filled, the muscle spasms as it moved, pushing against my boxers.

“Now don’t go anywhere,” Angela, my mistress, said playfully. She was wearing a black lace bra, black lace thong, thigh-high black nylons, and six inch spike heels. Her dark hair flowed down her back. Her lips were bright, bloody red; her eyeshadow a perfect dark smoky eye, razor-sharp cat’s eye eyeliner outlining her brilliant pale blue eyes.

She was everything I’d ever wanted in a mistress. I’d known I was a sub for a long time, but I’d never really done anything about it except date a few bossy women who made me feel inferior and left me unsatisfied. When I’d turned to online dating sites specifically for the fetish scene, that’s when I knew I’d found my people.

There had been only one mistress before Angela, but she’d been more into physical domination and humiliation. I needed someone who was more… full service? When I had messaged Angela she’d taken the lead immediately. While she was out of the room – her bedroom, lit by candles, almost uncomfortably warm, her bed covered in black satin sheets – I remembered the words she’d written:

You want to be my toy?

Yes please

Be good and you will be. Are you good?

Yes

Prove it. Tonight.

My dick was as hard as a rock, almost painful, straining against my boxers, pushing, yearning to be free, by the time she sauntered back into the room, carrying two large wineglasses filled with the darkest red wine I’d ever seen. Angela paused when she saw my massive erection.

“Well, aren’t you a sight?” she said with a low chuckle. “What have you been thinking about, you naughty thing?”

“You, mistress,” I said. “Only you.”

She raised one perfect eyebrow, whether in doubt or amusement I couldn’t tell.

“Me… hmm. I bet you were thinking about all the things you’d like to do to me with that… big… hard… thing… in your underwear.”

“No mistress.”

“You’re a terrible liar, Matt.”

“I’m not lying, I swear!”

“Hmm.” She knelt on the end of the bed, walking on her knees up toward me, straddling my legs, grinding against my hard cock – I moaned and fought to keep from coming – settling on my lap.

“Don’t you come yet,” she warned. “Not until I say, understand?”

“Yes mistress,” I panted.

“You’re such a naughty thing,” she said, grinding against me again. I moaned again, almost in pain, as I fought my orgasm. “You just want to stick that big… hard… cock… in me, don’t you?”

“Oh god,” I said, my head spinning, my heart racing, desperate to come. “Please mistress, please? Please can I come?”

“Not yet you dirty girl,” she whispered in my ear, then leaned back and took a long swig of that dark, glistening red wine.

“Wha?” I started, but then she put the other glass to my lips and ordered me to drink. I chugged the wine like my life depended on it.

I’d never been a big fan of wine – I was usually a beer or three kinda guy, or maybe a couple of rum and cokes – but this wine was the best thing I’d ever tasted. Blackberries, cherries, something smoky, something earthy. More like a sweet Scotch than a wine. She poured the entire glass into my mouth and I swallowed and swallowed and swallowed. The room began to spin and sway, my eyes fluttered closed.

“Oh god,” I muttered, but something was wrong with my voice. It was way too high.

I opened my eyes and saw the most gorgeous set of tits I’d ever seen – on my own chest! “What the fuck!” I yelled, but a girl’s voice came out of my mouth. I raised my head and long, dark, waves of black hair tumbled from my shoulders to cover the large, round tits.

Angela was still sitting on my lap. She put aside the wine glasses and reached behind her to undo her bra.

“That’s better,” she said, licking her lips. “You were okay before, but now you’re more my style.”

“What are you talking about? What did you do to me?”

She threw her bra to the floor, revealing the second most stunning tits I’d ever seen. Smaller than mine, perkier. I suddenly needed to wrap my lips around her nipples, and I licked my lips.

Angela laughed. “Dirty girl, you’ll get your turn. Let get these off you, shall we?”

She moved down the bed, her head dipping low to kiss my flat belly. She slowly stuck her tongue into my belly button, and a shiver shook my entire body. Then she kept kissing down my belly, heading for the band of my boxers. She slid her fingers under the band and gave a tug, and I lifted my pelvis off the bed to let her undress me.

Only problem was, my hips and ass were too thick. Whatever she’d done to change me into this hottie, she’d given me a great big ass and hips wide enough to get stuck in the male boxers I’d been wearing. Angela pulled and pulled, and eventually we managed to get them off.

The air on my new, wet pussy was like a baptism. My eyes rolled back in their sockets as I moaned. Angela spread my knees apart with her hands, spreading my legs, spreading my pussy lips, wide open for her to admire. She slowly, oh so slowly, leaned in, kissing along my inner thighs, each kiss a blessing, sending shivers through me, electric and blissful.

I was panting hard, then, each pant a tiny “Oh… oh… oh…” from my lips as she neared my pussy. I held my breath as I felt her breathing against my wetness, hot breath and hot pussy and dizzying, delicious pain of pleasure denied. I bit my lower lip to prevent the orgasm I knew was coming, and soon. My whole body was on fire, glowing like a star, like a supernova, ready to explode.

“What a pretty little pussy you have, you naughty girl,” Angela breathed against my hot wet pussy lips, swollen and ready for her. “What should I do to it?” she asked, leaning in closer. I felt her beautiful full lips brush against my pussy lips. I whimpered as she kissed me down there.

“…please… mistress… please…”

“Please what, pretty girl?”

“May I… May I come?”

Her tongue, hot and strong and insistent, spread my pussy lips, flickering against my clit. I panted so hard and so fast I thought I might pass out. I whimpered and moaned and begged. Just as I thought I couldn’t take it any more, with a sudden movement Angela lunged up me, taking my long black hair in her strong hand and pulling hard. I gasped in pain and shock and delight. She pressed her lips against mine, and they tasted like pussy, like my own pussy, like the juices dripping from me to stain her satin sheets, and as her tongue spread my mouth open she thrust a finger into my pussy, rubbing my clit, and I couldn’t hold it for one second longer, and I came and came and came, the universe collapsing into a bright star of pleasure. My hips bucked with each spasm as I orgasmed, my legs weak and shivering, my mouth hungry for her tongue, reaching up to kiss her, to feed from her. My wrists strained against the handcuffs that kept my arms spread wide open. I needed to hold her, to be held by her, as the pleasure of my orgasm swirled around me, through me, in me and around me.

I know I blacked out then, because the next thing I remember, Angela was sitting on the side of the bed, drinking her wine, watching me over the rim.

“I have to say, I didn’t expect you to be quite so enthusiastic about the change,” she said when she realized I had come to.

“You mean, being turned into a girl?” I asked, that girl voice from my mouth strange to my ears. “Can you, y’know, turn me back?”

“Of course,” she answered, tossing back the last of her wine. “If you want.”

“Well I mean, I do have a life,” I said. “But if the sex is always this good I might want to think about it.”

“Did you enjoy that, dirty girl?”

Being called that sent a shiver through me again. “Now I understand why women are always ready to go again after sex.”

Angela laughed. “Not always. It depends on the lover.”

“So uh… please? Mistress?”

“You’ve had your turn, you greedy thing,” she said, slapping my thick thigh. “Now you’ll serve me.”

The idea excited me even more than the idea of having sex again. “Yes mistress. Thank you mistress.”

She unlocked the handcuffs and led me to a mirror. The woman in the mirror was… my dream woman. Every inch of her – of me – was absolutely ideally suited to my taste. Big round boobs, dark nipples, flat belly, wide hips and a bubble ass that would make J-Lo jealous. Dark hair and dark eyes, plump dark lips. My tan skin glistened with sex sweat. Every breath I took raised my breasts, making then seem larger. I was even more turned on, seeing myself in my dream woman’ body. An absolute ten, even without makeup or hot clothes.

Angela turned me around again, pulling my arms behind me, arching my back and thrusting out my chest even more. The handcuffs clicked behind me, trapping my wrists. Angela stepped in front of me, lifting my chin to look her in the eyes.

“What should I call you, hmm? Matt is such a male name.”

“Whatever you want, mistress.”

“How about Maddy? That’s close enough, I think.”

“Thank you, mistress.”

“That’s my good, pretty, girl. You love being a pretty girl, don’t you, Maddy?”

“Yes mistress, thank you mistress.”

She turned me around and shoved me towards the bed. “Show me how grateful you are, pretty girl.”

I knelt down by the bed, and Angela sauntered toward me, spreading her legs wide, right in my face. I had to lean back to keep from being bowled over, but the bed was right behind me. She kept pushing me back, almost painfully, to finally straddle my face. The heat of her pussy was intense, the smell intoxicating.

I stuck out my tongue to taste her, but fingers in my hair pushed me away. “Did I tell you what to do?”

“No mistress.”

“You do as I command, Maddy.”

“Yes mistress. Always.”

“Good girl,” she smirked, then released my hair. “You may serve me, Maddy.”

“Thank you, mistress.”

I licked her pussy lips, tasting her juices. So deep and dark and musky, so delicious. Like a part of me that I never knew was missing until that moment.

Angela pressed harder into my face, and I had to close my eyes to keep her trim pubes from poking me. I licked and kissed and sucked her pussy, eating her out as she sat on my face. I felt my own orgasm beginning to build, that warmth, that electric hum. My knees were much more flexible in this hottie’s body; being folded basically in half would have had me in agony in my man body. My arms were pinned under me, not comfortable but not quite painful. I ate that pussy like a starving man – or a starving woman – at a buffet. I found and sucked the swollen mound of Angela’s clit, putting my full lips to good use. In short, I wanted to be Angela’s good girl more than anything I’d ever wanted in my life.

Angela grunted, her hips bucking against my face, and I tasted her orgasm, smearing her pussy juices all over my lower face. I licked and licked and licked up every drop I could find by taste alone.

“Good girl,” Angela panted. “Good girl.”

And those words, so sweet, so tender, sent me over the edge again, and I moaned my orgasm into Angela’s pussy.

Straddling my face, leaning forward, Angela lifted herself to release some of the pressure on my knees. I shifted my weight and managed to straighten out my legs. Angela shifted away from me, lying on her side on the bed.

My arms were going numb, so I rolled over onto my knees and knee-walked to the bed, leaning forward to kiss Angela’s foot.

“Thank you, mistress, thank you, thank you,” I rambled. I’d never had such an earth-shattering explosive orgasm in my life, and I was beyond grateful.

Angela reached down, still panting, and stroked my hair. “My good girl, my pretty girl,” she said, and the praise made me feel so very loved and wanted and appreciated.

I slowly pushed my way onto the bed. My legs shook and shivered as I raised myself up, and Angela pulled me up. We lay there for an eternity, sharing our warmth and our caresses. At some point she removed the handcuffs, and she stroked my hair, and made me feel safe and protected, wanted and desired and perfect. I’d heard about aftercare, but this was better than anything I’d ever imagined.

Hours? Days? Lifetimes? Later, sleepy and warm, a tangle of arms and legs, murmured words without meaning, quiet reassurance and comfort, it suddenly struck me. I had overstayed our pre-arranged time.

“I’m sorry, mistress, but I think I should go. Can you change me back, please?”

“I decide when you leave, Maddy,” she said, stroking my check. “I’m not ready to let my best sub leave right away.”

“Your… your best?”

“Yes, Maddy, my perfect girl,” she said, kissing my lips, my cheeks, my eyelids, my forehead. “My perfect, pretty, naughty girl.”

“Did I please you, mistress?”

“Better than any I’ve had in a long time, my pet,” she said, smiling. “Do you want to stay the night?”

“I want to be your toy, mistress, your pet, your perfect girl.”

Angela kissed me again. “In the morning, I’ll give you the antidote to the Feminization Elixir.”

I must have made a disappointed, pouty face, because she seemed surprised. Surprised, and happy.

“Let’s get some sleep, then,” she said.

“May I please you first, mistress?” I asked, hopeful.

“Naughty girl,” she laughed. I kissed her neck, her collarbone, down into her beautiful cleavage.

This time the sex was slower, more deliberate, less dominatrix and new sub, more two lesbians enjoying each other’s bodies. More kissing, more caressing, more care. Fingers sliding into each other, slow languid panting against each other, low moans and sudden grunts and meaningless words of pleasure, of affirmation, of delight.

At some point, Angela pulled out a strap-on dildo. I lay there, nervous, biting my lower lip as I watched her buckle it on. I’d never thought about being pegged when I’d been a man, but now, as a woman, I felt curious and eager to explore the sensations of my new body.

“It’s best if you’re on all fours,” Angela said.

“Yes mistress,” I said, flipping over and presenting my big, beautiful booty for her to do whatever she wanted to.

The dildo pressed up against my pussy lips. “Ready?” she asked.

“Please mistress,” I begged. “Fuck me hard!”

The dildo slid into me, spreading me wider than anything I’d ever felt before, thrusting deep, deep, deeper than I thought possible. I moaned loudly, tears spilling down my cheeks. “Oh yes mistress, please mistress, yes please, yes, do it, fuck me mistress!” I begged.

She began thrusting in and pulling out, digging that dildo deep inside me, as her fingers gripped my ass cheeks, pulling me onto the dildo as she thrust in, making it harder, faster. I felt my big fat boobs dangling under me, swaying in rhythm as we found the perfect tempo of thrusting and pulling, in and out, moaning and grunting and panting and whimpering, and soon I came hard, harder than before, so hard I blacked out. When I came to, Angela, still wearing the strap-on, was laying down beside me, breathing hard. Seeing the strap-on sticking straight up like a flagpole, glistening with my pussy juices, I couldn’t help myself, and I bent down and lifted my head over to it, licking it, all the way up the shaft, cleaning it, tasting my juices on my mistress’ thick dildo cock. I raised myself up to lick the head of the dildo, looking through my eyelashes at Angela’s face.

“May I, mistress?” I asked, kissing the head of the dildo.

She was so close to coming she couldn’t respond more than to nod, so I wrapped my thick, plump lips around that hard plastic cock and dove in, getting it as deep into my mouth as I could without gagging, putting on a show for my mistress, licking and sucking her dildo cock, moaning as I did. I glanced up at her as she played with her tits, pinching her nipples and watching me be the best little cocksucker she’d ever seen.

Angela’s eyes began to roll up in her head, and she moaned and moaned and I couldn’t take it any more, I pulled the dildo out of my wet mouth with an audible sucking pop, then lifted myself up and impaled myself on her cock, sliding it into my dripping wet pussy with a gasp of pleasure. I rode her and she reached up and squeezed by big titties, flickering my hard nipples with her thumb, and we came together, hips bucking and bodies shivering, panting and moaning and groaning.

My arms were shaking so hard after that I couldn’t hold myself up any more, and I lowered myself onto my mistress, kissing her, hearts pounding, panting together, sweaty and spent.

“Did I do good, mistress?”

“You were wonderful, my beautiful girl, my perfect girl.”

“Thank you, mistress.”

“I don’t know about you, but I’m exhausted. Let’s sleep. In the morning, I’ll give you the antidote.”

“Okay, mistress,” I agreed, already sleepy. I snuggled up against Angela, feeling better, more complete, more at peace than I’d ever felt in my life.

“Good girl,” she said, kissing me.

“Thank you, mistress.”

“Don’t thank me,” I heard her say as I drifted to sleep. “Thank the Feminization Elixir.”
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