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CHAPTER 1

I’m not sure what possessed me to go into the forest that day.

It was summertime. My parents had rented an Airbnb log cabin for my first visit home from college. My mother was a crystal-hoarding, nature-loving hippie so of course our cabin was out in the middle of nowhere, blanketed by thick forests practically on all sides. It had been advertised as a ‘luxury getaway’ but I think calling it a dump would’ve been a whole lot more accurate. It looked like a place that wouldn’t have electricity or running water, but—surprise, surprise—it did. My (unspoken) opinion was that my parents had been scammed and they didn’t have the faintest idea.

The place had only one nice bedroom, which was large and had an okay view and a hotel-ish vibe to it, but of course Yasmin, my older bitch of a sister hogged it for herself. My parents decided to sleep in the rundown second bedroom and I was resigned to the pullout couch in the living room, which was actually pretty big and probably the most comfortable out of the lot. 

The first day of our family vacation we went out fishing. None of us caught anything and Dad almost sank our boat by slamming the back end against a clump of rocks while trying to make a turn. To top it all off it started to rain and we all got wet. I couldn’t believe I had another ten days of this crap to live through. 

Three more days crawled by at a snail’s pace and I kept daydreaming about school and dorm life and having access to WiFi again. Mom had had the bright idea to lock up our phones in a safe, so yes, I didn’t even have a phone. 

And then, slowly but surely, the fifth day of our vacation dawned. That was the day everything changed. 

Old Zayn had no clue that when the sun would rise again, his world would’ve turned upside down. Topsy turvy. And things would never be the same again. 

My parents had decided to take us out on a fun two-hour drive out west for a specially booked ‘spa day’ that included a yoga session by an amazing guru who’d traveled all the way from India. I declined the invitation. 

“But it’ll be good for you, honey,” Mom insisted, patting my back hard. Her bangles jingled with each flick of her wrist. “Trust me. You just seem so…tense…ever since you came home. I know college can be stressful for any young man so I was hoping you’d appreciate something like this.”

“Tense? What do you mean?” I asked. “I’m chill as an iced cucumber.” I crossed one leg over another on my couch, fingering the pages of the dog-eared copy of Dune  I’d brought along. I had a torch wedged in between two cushions next to me since the cabin lighting was awful even during the day.

“You are so ungrateful, Zayn,” Mom said. 

Dad stepped in, clearing his throat. “Let the boy be, Corrie.”

“Fine, suit yourselves,” Mom said haughtily. She yelled out for Yasmin. “Honey, we’re leaving!”

“Have fun being bored, asswipe,” Yasmin came out of her room saying.

“Bored? Reading? Never,” I said. “Have fun marinating in piss in whatever back-alley spa pools y’all are about to dip into.”

And then, quite suddenly, I was alone for the first time since I’d come back home. 

I had privacy. 

It would also be the last time I’d see my family again.

Sighing with relief, I picked up Dune and started reading. I was a loner by nature so reading was one of my happy places. So I read until the lines started blurring together and my head got a little heavy and weary. I sat up and wondered about what I should do. I considered jacking off, but I didn’t have my phone with me and it just wouldn’t be the same without the breasts of my favorite porn star bouncing all over my screen. I glanced at the collection of items I’d piled on top of the wicker table by the couch. A fat book of Sudoku puzzles, the board game Scythe, and a pair of binoculars. None of them looked particularly appealing. 

I stared out the window. The forest seemed to be calling out to me. Even in the daylight, it looked dark. Foreboding. Tempting. Maybe I could take a walk. And maybe if I was really lucky, I could spot some cool birds and sketch them out later in my notebook. 

Yes…

I smiled.

Decision made, I set aside Dune, grabbed my torch and binoculars, shoved some granola bars in my pocket, and headed out.

***

The forest was cool—way cooler than it been inside our stuffy cabin. The trees drew up high, branches sticking out like skinny arms raised to the sky. The treeline was thick enough to block out most of the light, creating the illusion that we were nearing nightfall.

I walked for an hour or so along an isolated dirt trail. The soft, balmy scent of the earth was strangely soothing. Minutes after I’d taken one of the winding trails off the main path, I had the urge to take a leak. Unzipping my fly, I pissed into the flowery undergrowth near the bark of a maple, thinking to myself what an understated pleasure it was to piss so freely in the wilderness. Sometime later I heard the bubbling surface of a creek. I strolled toward the sounds and when I found it, I got down on my knees, cupped some water with my hands and drank out of it. The water was cold and tasted like metals. 

I did see birds—some pretty cool ones, actually. Some had plump red-and-black bodies and some sang soulful tunes while they all huddled together like a choir. Then the trail abruptly ended and I came to a little circular clearing. 

I noticed the animal bones almost instantly. 

There were littered on the floor among the dried leaves and pinecones, the size of them suggesting they belonged to some fairly big mammals. They had their faceless teeth jutting out and huge eye sockets picked clean. One had horny protrusions that were partially crushed by god-knows-what. I took a step back, my nerves jittering as I continued to stare down at the display of death before me. Something told me these creatures had met their end in a horrifying way.

I twisted around to leave, and that was when I saw the thing that made my skin crawl.

There, hammered into a mound of dirt was a wooden stake, proudly displaying the top half of a decidedly sad-looking human skull.

“You’re kidding me,” I muttered as a chilly gust of wind blew my way. 

It was someone’s warning. Stay away if you know what’s good for you, the skull said, except it was already too late for me. A grin formed on my lips—though it was an uneasy grin. This had to be a sick joke. And the skull? How easy was it to get that shit online? I was just being a pussy. 

All the same, I slowly edged away and decided to trudge back the way I’d come. 

Just to be safe.

I’m not sure at what exact point I realized I was lost. When I’d walked roughly ten minutes just to part my way back into the clearing again, I thought about what an idiot I’d been to walk around in a circle without even knowing it. I set off again, going against my gut this time, watching out for trampled leaves and footprints as signs I was on the right path. I had to use my torch now—it was getting darker much sooner than I expected or maybe I’d just lost all sense of time in this crazy old forest. If that was the case I had to hurry the fuck up because I didn’t want my parents to worry if they got back before me. 

When I heard the familiar babbling of water, I smiled to myself. There it was, the creek, and several yards away, the tree I’d proudly pissed on. Not long now. Maybe fifteen minutes or so I’d be out. 

But what felt like fifteen minutes came and went, and then the trail abruptly came to an end again. I frowned, looking behind me. I was surrounded by trees, the forest seemingly thicker and even more undisturbed now. I stopped and cursed out loud for not laying out some kind of marker as I went along. Survival 101 and stupid Zayn had failed spectacularly. Yasmin would have a field day if she found out her ‘stupid wittle baby brother’ had gotten lost in the woods.

The wind picked up as I kept walking. My hand shook as I held onto the torch. You’re not a pussy. You’re not a pussy, I kept reminding myself. My imagination was on overdrive. The trees were beginning to look like predatory giants that wanted to reach down and suffocate me. Shadows swayed and moved on their own—were they people? Or coyotes? And did I just step on a fucking snake?

I was about to drop straight into a panic attack when I finally came across a familiar-looking cluster of trees. I sighed with happiness. This had to be a good sign, right? Except when I crept along through it, I came back to the clearing again. The playground of bones, and that skull. That human skull, eyes so sad and lonely. 

I heard noises behind me. The near-silent rustle of leaves and then a stomp, like a boot that landed heavily on mud. 

I froze, completely spooked. 

“Who’s there?” I tried to sound manly, but all that came out was a whine. 

And then the animal sprang out from the bushes—tackling me to the ground, its fangs sinking deep into the flesh of my neck. 


CHAPTER 2

Except it wasn’t an animal at all. 

It was a girl. 

The edge of her blade danced along the back of my neck. 

My torch had clattered to the ground so all I could see were shadows, but she was on my back and I could smell her—the sourness of skin that had been constantly exposed to the elements and the light powderiness of her hair as it washed over my head. 

She wasn’t just a girl though. 

Was she going to kill me?

“Help!” I cried, struggling against the weight of her body on my chest. My voice came out pathetically quiet, like air escaping from a rapidly deflating balloon. “Help!”

“There’s no one to help you here,” the girl rasped into my ear. 

“Help,” I squeaked again, forgetting conveniently just how pathetic I sounded. 

“Do you want to die? Is that why you waltzed in here?” she asked ominously. “No one comes close to where I live unless they want me to smash their head and make brain custard out of it.”

I thought about that battered skull on the stake and all the energy zapped out of me. “No,” I blabbed, trying my best to spit out dirt that had settled onto my tongue. “I’m just lost. I swear. You have the wrong person.”

“Stop with the lies,” she said sharply. She held onto my ears and pulled hard, making me yelp in surprise and pain. Her knife was mercifully gone from my neck. Then her weight shifted as she slid down my legs. The slightly wet warmth of what had to be her crotch made contact with my bare shin. My tongue suddenly felt all dry and it wasn’t because of the dirt. 

“Do you have a gun?” she asked.

“No, I don’t!”

She started to pat me down. Patting down my sweat-soaked back, my underarms, the sides of my hips and my ass. She stole my things—the binoculars and my half-eaten granola bars—emptying my pockets into a cloth pouch that was draped across her hips. Then her hand dove inside the crack of my ass and started to rummage in there, from the top all the way to the bottom, like she was trying to excavate evidence of a crime. My heart flipped over several times before it returned to its normal position. Her fingers didn’t feel like fingers at all. They were like hot sticks of iron…but…they felt nice. A little too nice. 

When she found nothing more than skin and sweat in the outer mines of my ass, she let out an angry hissing sound, clutched me from my shoulders and whirled me around to face her. And by a stroke of luck, a pocketful of sunlight shone through the canopy and I could finally see her.

Her exposed skin was coated with tattoos, from her arms to the sides of her face—dark markings that made her skin glint like snakeskin or mermaid scales. Her clothes glinted too—they were as black as midnight, leathery but shiny, and there was very little of it. A small corset-like top that held in an ample chest and pinched her waist just above her bellybutton and the shortest skirt you could imagine, revealing a curvy pair of legs. Her hair trailed past her butt—wild hair that looked like it hadn’t been brushed for days, except she’d taken the care to decorate it with two beaded braids that dangled from either side of her forehead. 

Holy shit. This time my heart stopped. I had no clue who she was but she was fucking beautiful.

“Stop looking at me,” she snapped, her brows coming together in a straight line. 

Impossible. I blushed. 

She was still straddling me. Her thighs, muscles tight as a drum, squeezing me into the warm cocoon of space she’d created. Her elbows were digging into the top of my pecs and literally knocking the breath out of me. My eyes wandered down to her tits. The circular pattern of her corset top was doing a very good job of accentuating her fullness. Pangs of lust swept through me, and even on the brink of possible death I was extremely aroused. The thing was…I was a virgin. With a very good imagination. Maybe…I thought, feeling a little feverish because even forming thoughts was difficult now, maybe getting lost today wasn’t such a bad thing. 

“Look at my breasts one more time and I’ll kill you,” the girl said. 

“I’m sorry,” I wheezed. “I didn’t mean to.” A pervert was the last thing I wanted to be, but with her sitting on me like that it was impossible not to have an erection. The inside of my shorts were going stiff and to make matters worse, I hadn’t bothered to put on any underwear that day. I hoped she wouldn’t notice. 

“I don’t live far,” I said, pointing at the mass of trees in front of me even though I now had absolutely no sense of direction. I just wanted to distract her. “At least, I don’t think I do. I feel like I’ve been walking for hours, but I can’t seem to find the way out. Though it’s totally my fault. Uh, I probably couldn’t find my way out of a paper bag, but you see, I like to take risks.” Oh god, I was babbling. “I’m Zayn, by the way.” I had the sudden urge to shake her hand but I stifled the impulse. Something told me she wasn’t exactly Miss Congeniality.

I was right. The girl felt no need to return the friendly gesture and introduce herself, but she lifted her elbows back up to adjust the belt straps she had looped around her shoulders. Her hair rippled behind her sharp side profile like a river, her neck long and graceful and urging to be kissed. For just a moment, I was stunned into silence.  I couldn’t believe I had this mythical creature sitting on top of me.

When the spell broke, I continued talking. It felt nice to be able to breathe for a change. 

“My parents and I…my sister too…we’re in the Airbnb rental cabin nearby,” I said. “My mom booked it for the summer. I’m sure you get disturbed by a lot of the other guests, but trust me, I’m not like other guys. Besides, we’ll be leaving in a few days so you’ll never have to see me again.”

She narrowed her eyes. “Airbnb?”

“The website? Where you can book places to stay in?”

“Website…?”

Huh? 

“You’re hurt,” she said before I could answer. 

I looked down. I had scratches all over—big ones that proved how rough she’d been with me. I was also bleeding. She suddenly reached out and touched my arms, examining my wounds. That was when my pulse started to rocket. Her hands were callused, but they felt so good on my skin. I was beginning to get another boner, and this time it was a fully fledged one, blood coursing down to my cock at the speed of a raging river. 

It was impossible not to imagine what it would be like to fuck her. Pull her by that long, long hair while I thrust into her doggy-style and made her scream. 

I winced as she touched a particularly painful spot along my arm. She let go and stood up. I groaned while I got up. For the first time I noticed how tall and toned she was and the spear she had on her back. No wonder her body had felt like a wall of muscle. 

“Hey—could you let me know how to get out of here?” I asked. “My parents are going to be really worried about me.”

She nodded. “Follow me,” she said. 

I followed her through the thick underbrush. My muscles ached now, but I wasn’t upset by the view. Her hips swung as she walked and I could only imagine how hard her butt must be from all that exercise. Then we passed the creek. A tiny sense of dread snaked up my spine. I had a nagging feeling we weren’t really getting out of the woods. If anything, we were going further inside. 

“Uh, is this the way out?” I asked nervously. “Hah. Just wanted to make sure.”

She looked at me with a deadpan expression. “Oh no,” she said. “I’m afraid you’re stuck with me. You can’t get out of this place, little boy. I’ve been trying for over seven years.”


CHAPTER 3

I laughed.

I laughed even though I was scared as hell. It had to be a joke, right?

With a sudden hard jerk, she pulled me close and hissed into my face. “You think it’s funny, little boy? Huh?” Then she threw me away in disgust. I looked down and there was a ring of red around my wrist where she’d held me. 

I shut up pretty quickly after that. 

I slowly came to the accept the fact that I was stuck in the woods with a hot barbarian girl who got triggered a little too easily. There was no way for me to tell if what she was saying was true, but I knew the only way out would be to get on her good books. 

The forest was still and oddly silent as she swiftly moved, using her knife to cut through the branches and vines in our path, the muscles in her arm rippling in tense waves. I couldn’t even hear the chirp of a bird or the buzz of insects. I tried to haul my chubby ass after her as fast as I could, desperate not to let her slip out of my sight. It was dark now, actually dark, but thankfully my eyes were finally adjusting to the lack of light. Everything was silvery and shadowy around us—creepy but still kind of beautiful. The air was even cooler now, a slow chill descending from the sky and soaking into our bones.

The girl stopped abruptly. 

She turned around and placed a finger on my lips.

My heart started to race. If she wanted me to shut up, I would fucking shut up. 

I strained my ears. There was a very light rustle coming from our 10 o’clock position. The hairs on the back of my neck pricked up. What if it was a snake? Or a bear? Or those giant horned creatures that had been mauled to death over there at the clearing?

Then I saw it. The outline of a small four-legged creature. 

A deer. 

Its little tail swung happily. 

I didn’t move. 

There was a shard of light coming through from the top. The girl moved herself toward the light. I was still frozen, like the deer, too scared to even breathe. It saw her, saw her towering body and the glistening end of the spear, and it sensed the danger a thousand times over. It didn’t bat an eyelid. It couldn’t. It was paralyzed with fear, and before its little animal brain could even process what it had to do to get out of the shithole it was in, the spear went flying. It didn’t make much sound at all. Blood gushed from its frail neck and was pooling onto the rock it had fallen into. Its body started to spasm, and then, almost as quickly as its whole ordeal had begun, it fell deathly silent.

The girl flew forward, tugged the spear out of its flesh, and popped it back into its sheath still covered in blood. She flung the deer over her back like it was just a bag of feathers. Dead eyes stared down at me. 

We kept walking until we reached her hut. 

“I’m starving,” she told me. “You’ll help me prepare my meal.”

“Yes,” I murmured. “Of course.”

I would’ve agreed to anything.

***

She put me to work easily. She butchered and skinned the deer while I cut up the onions and tomatoes, gathered the spices from the kitchen, and helped her work the fire pit. Soon, the air was filled with the smell of meat and that spicy broth as it simmered and bubbled for what felt like hours. When the stew was done, she made me sit on the floor as she gobbled down bowl after bowl of her dinner, the bottom hooks of her corset becoming tighter and tighter and threatening to spring apart as I watched her with my knees up to my chin. My stomach rumbled. I was hungry for food and maybe something more. Now that I’d seen her in action I thought maybe it was wrong of me to see her as a ‘girl’. She was a woman and a huntress and a pretty skilled one at that. 

“Little boy, I want you to be my help,” she suddenly said, staring at me harshly while she licked the remnants of her bowl with her fingers. “I want to keep you here and have you work for me. Would you like that?”

My mouth went dry. I had no idea what to think, let alone what to say to her. The need to get home was becoming a distant memory now. Mom, Dad, Yasmin…had they been family from another life? 

“Well?”

I found myself nodding. Hell, I’ve had worse ideas, I thought slowly as I watched her rub her stained fingers with a rag and then pick her teeth with a blade of dried grass. There was a time (when I was a kid) where I’d stumbled upon a book on Buddhism and convinced myself that becoming a monk would be the answer to all my ‘suffering’. Mom went ballistic when I told her I’d saved up for a ticket to fly to Thailand and had already found a monastery willing to take me in. Of course it had been a terrible idea. Monks couldn’t have sex. 

If I worked for this beautiful woman, though, we’d fuck, surely?

“Answer when I speak to you, or I’ll teach you a very good lesson.”

“I’d love to be your help…uh…”

She smiled. “Call me Mistress Lora.”

I almost wheezed. The way she’d said that so coolly had been sexy. “I would be honored to work for you, Mistress Lora.” I think about 80% of me was fully convinced I was telling the truth; the other 20% belonged to a sly guy who was telling a woman what she wanted to hear so he could get in her pants. 

“I don’t like your name, Zayn.”

Disappointment stabbed my heart. She didn’t like my name?

“I’ll give you a new one. Zenia.”

“Zenia…” I said slowly, trying to get a feel for it. “Isn’t that a girl’s name?”

Her lips curved into a slightly roguish smile. Was she mocking me? “It is. Have you seen one?”

“Someone called Zenia? I haven’t.”

“Zenia is a flower. A very pretty pink one.” Mistress Lora stood up and moved toward the kitchen shelves. “We need to clean your cuts.”

And that was the end of the discussion. She hadn’t asked me if I’d liked the name or if I’d wanted it. She just assumed I did. And maybe I really did, though I didn’t get why she was giving me such a girly name.

She came up to me with a rag damp with something wet and herbal and began dabbing along my arm and then the parts of my face that felt like it was swollen. I began to quiver, unable to stop studying the perfect angles of her nose and chin, those big lips, her long lashes swiping like wings each time she blinked. Each time her hand touched me I got fresh new goosebumps. I knew I was blushing again and I was so embarrassed, but I’d never been touched by a girl before, let alone a gorgeous, busty huntress.

“You’re very beautiful, Mistress Lora,” I mumbled.

I immediately regretted saying that. I’d dwindled my chances of fucking her even further. Hadn’t hours of practicing pickup lines in front of my closet mirror helped me out even a little?

She smiled. “I know, Zenia.”

Ugh. The perfect way to respond.

“I think we need to look at those cuts a little more,” she said, putting the rag away. “Trust me, you don’t want to have an infection out here. I had one some time back—pricked myself with a wild rose thorn—and almost died. Hand me the box from that shelf.”

I did as she said and then I smiled and held out my hands. I wouldn’t have minded her taking care of me all night long if she wanted to. 

“Now I’m not going to lie, this might hurt a little,” she said. “If I were you I’d close my eyes.”

I closed my eyes.

My arms swung wildly, and before I knew what was happening, they were twisted and anchored to my back. Something tight and scratchy slid over my wrists and bound them tight. 

“No!” I gasped. 

My eyes flew open and Mistress Lora was standing there, holding the rips of animal hide she’d used to tie me up. 

“What are you—what are you going to do to me?” I whispered. 


CHAPTER 4

“Sshhh,” Mistress Lora said, ushering me toward one of her chairs. “Sit down. Try to relax. Please.” 

I was trying to calm myself down but my breathing was becoming heavy. She’d tied me up and I was helpless. I held my hands together behind my butt, pressing hard and tight so I didn’t feel the need to jump out of the chair. My fingers were trembling. The unrestrained hunger in her eyes was almost scary…frightening. It was like she’d never seen a man in years and I was the lucky hunted one. 

“Mistress, what do you want from me?” I asked in a very small voice.

“Just a little fun,” she said. “You’re not opposed to a little fun, are you? With me?”

My heart skipped and twitched. Is she really asking me that? There was no way. No way. I nodded vigorously, trying to look brave. 

“I would love to sleep with you, Mistress Lora, if that’s what you want from me,” I blabbed. 

She laughed. It was a dry, gravelly laugh that sounded more like a bark than a laugh. She brought out her knife and I sucked in a breath as she tickled it along my neck, smiling. Blood began to pound inside my head louder than the bass at a dance club. “After all, Zenia, didn’t you agree to be my help?” she whispered. “Are you taking that back now? Are you someone who breaks their promises? Squashes them as easily as a bug?”

“No, ma’am,” I said quickly. “I’m a man of my word.”

“A man?” She laughed. “A man? Are you sure you’re a man?”

I blushed, suddenly shy about the fact that I was a virgin. It must’ve been obvious to her. 

“I guess I do have a long way to becoming a man if you know what I mean, Mistress Lora,” I said. “I’m hoping…I’m hoping you can help me with that.”

“Oh, don’t you worry,” she said, stowing her knife inside its sheath. She brought her callused hands up to caress my face. “I’ll teach you. I’ll teach you many things tonight, little boy. I want you to just let go today.” She knocked the top of my head lightly. “Make this empty so you can soak in everything I tell you. Just be a good student and I’ll take care of everything.”

I suddenly felt very relaxed. More relaxed than I’d felt in years and years. She’d asked me to trust her, and even though we were still practically strangers, oddly enough I felt safe. Which was maybe delusional because I still had my hands bound behind my back and no way of knowing my way out of the forest if I had to escape.

My breath hitched as Mistress Lora abruptly bent down and pushed those big pillowy breasts in my direction. She proceeded to open up the fly of my cargo shorts. Her face rumpled at the patch of bare crotch and pubic hair that greeted her. 

“Tsk-tsk,” she whispered. “No underwear? That’s not very decent.”

My cock was starting to balloon in front of her, poking out through the space of my fly like a fat thumb. Mistress Lora held the engorged tip between two fingers.

“Oh no,” she said, frowning. “I thought you were going to be bigger than that. I’m very disappointed.”

I was mortified. “You are?”  

“Well, for starters,” she said. “I don’t think you can have intercourse with a cock like that. What would I feel? Nothing. It’d be like having sex with the wind!” She wrinkled up her nose in disgust. “I know a useless tool when I see one, Zenia. And this piece of equipment is more useless than a sword without a blade.”

I sat there listening to her with my mouth gaping open like a fish. 

Was my dick really that bad-looking? Useless? This stuff hurt more than the zillion cuts I’d worn on my body. My eyes stung and it took everything in me not to start bawling like a baby. 

“Secondly, you smell like piss,” Mistress Lora continued, staring into my eyes as they twitched. I thought she was going to make fun of me for being such a sensitive baby but either she didn’t notice or she was straight-up ignoring the fact that I was totally flustered. She got down on her knees with a sigh, gently pushed her two braids aside and licked her lips. “But you know what? I kind of like it. I bet you’re the kind who thinks they’d enjoy pissing in a lady’s mouths. Or maybe…you’re the kind who likes getting pissed on by a lady.” 

I couldn’t believe the things she was saying. 

They were so dirty.

So…degrading. 

Her hand reached out and caressed my crotch. All the air puffed out of my lungs and I forgot how to breathe. Was I really going to receive my first handjob by this spellbinding huntress living in the woods?

She smirked as she spread her fingers in slow-motion like she was gearing them up for a tough job.

But all she did was tickle me.

“I don’t think you’re quite ready yet,” she said. 

God, she was such a tease. I was already losing my mind and we’d barely gotten started! Each time I dared to meet those blazing eyes I felt like I was entering something I couldn’t get out of. I was completely under her control, but I liked the feeling of knowing that was the truth…knowing we were about to embark on a beautiful adventure together and she was going to take the lead. 

“Oh, I am, Mistress,” I insisted. “Ready than I’ll ever be.”

“You’re not ready,” she said again in a very calm voice. “Can you imagine how terrible your cock is going to look in my hand? Such a turn-off. Wouldn’t you agree?”

“I…I guess so,” I said slowly. 

What was I supposed to do? It wasn’t like I could magically grow another dick for her.

“Luckily, I know exactly how to make dainty little cocks look nice while they’re being pleasured,” she said. “You sit tight and wait right here. I’ll be right back.”

When Mistress Lora came back to the kitchen, she was holding a pair of panties. They were red—and not just any kind of red, it was bright and blaring, the kind of color a girl would wear to hint at you she was up for anything.

“Panties?” I asked, confused. “But aren’t they for girls, Mistress?”

“Not at all,” she said. “Anyone can wear panties. You just have to be in the right mindset for it. I would love to see what you look like in this. See if there’s any improvement.” She batted those long spidery lashes and I felt those pangs of lust again, bulging straight out from my balls this time. “It’s normal to feel a little shy when you’re wearing ladies’ underwear for the first time, but I’m here to tell you it’s okay.”

My eyes fell down again at the panties. It had a frill-like netting over the waistband that made it look like a little skirt. I tried to imagine what I’d look like wearing them but my brain couldn’t even go there.

“Do I have to do this, Mistress Lora? I’m not sure it will…”

“Not sure?” she smirked. “How can you be sure if you haven’t even worn it? Let’s get this up your hips and I’ll be the judge.”

I couldn’t really argue with that.

And, besides, what was I so afraid of? It wasn’t like anyone else would know about this. 

So when she motioned for me to stand up, I obeyed her. She had to dress me, considering my hands were literally tied. As the panties stretched and slipped their way all the way up to my waist, I gulped.  

I hated the fact it was so red. 

So slutty…


CHAPTER 5

Mistress ordered me to sit down again. 

“Much better,” she said, getting comfortable down on her knees again. She rummaged inside my panties and out popped my cock. She started to stroke it, very gently, like she had all the time in the world. “Can you smell the freshly laundered satin? Doesn’t it smell lovely with the beads of piss you’ve got brining in there?” 

I shuddered. The panties did smell really nice—kind of like vanilla ice cream or a very nice vanilla perfume, overpowering whatever else I had going on in there according to her. But my attention was on something else entirely. I had a woman touching me—stroking me, giving me pleasure. I’d imagined thousands of scenarios of me losing my virginity, constructing every little detail down to how her long nails would feel on my skin and how sweet her breath would smell. 

Nothing had came close to the reality.

Mistress sighed as she continued to stroke me, then let her fingers wander around the fabric before returning to the task. “Your panties are so soft. Your little cock feels amazing next to it. It really feels like heaven.” 

I had no idea why she was talking so much about those damn red panties. But it was impossible not to give in to the pleasure bomb she was creating. I moaned loudly, and I could tell she was getting very turned on too—her eyes were half-shut and it was like she was in a trance. The pad of her thumb found the little fissure at the top of my shaft and began to massage it vigorously. 

“Tell Mistress Lora how much you like wearing your panties,” she murmured. 

“Oh, um,” I started, my mind going temporarily blank. Then I lied. “I really like the color, Mistress.”

“Tell me how much you love it,” she insisted. “Tell me you love it so much you’ll never go a day without wearing your panties again. Tell me you’ll do it for Mistress Lora.”

“Uh…I…” I’d been struck dumb by the ridiculous thought of having to wear these panties again.

My balls were pinched so hard I felt my head crashed up into the ceiling. 

“No meandering!” she yelled. “When I talk to you, every word I utter is a command, and I expect you to do whatever I say at once. If you want to be my help, I must see your devotion to me at all times. If you can’t do this, Zenia, get out of my home at once.”

I couldn’t think of a worse thing—especially when I was right in the middle of what was about to be the biggest, greatest orgasm I was ever going to have. 

“I love my red panties,” I gasped. 

My poor balls were pinched again, much harder this time.

“Call me Mistress, you stupid little girl!”

“I’m sorry, Mistress!” I said, my tongue feeling thick and dry again. I scrambled to get the words out. I told her how much I loved my panties and how pretty they were. How I’d wear them everyday if given the chance. And how I’d do anything for her…and that was a promise.

Mistress Lora’s face eased into a smile. “Excellent, Zenia. See how easy that was?”

I nodded. I clamped my hands together behind my back and started digging my nails into the wood so I could dissipate some of my jitters.

She went back to stroking. Her lips were pursed with concentration and her face had a hard look to it that made her eyes look glassy. Pleasure swirled inside me again, building and building until my whole crotch was lit on fire. Fuck, the way her strong muscled arm worked on me…the way her long fingers draped over my shaft so elegantly…the way she hissed from time to time and stared up at me was mind-numbing. 

Her yelling at me had somehow made her infinitely hotter. 

I was so hard now I was getting wet all over her fingers. My breaths came in fast and quiet, and then all of a sudden I moaned so loudly, like I was being cut open on an operating table. 

Then her fingers fell off me and everything stopped. 

“I don’t think you’re ready for the big finish yet,” Mistress Lora said thoughtfully. “Wouldn’t you agree?”

I went weak with disappointment. How could she do something like this? It was so cruel. 

But all I said was, “I agree, Mistress Lora.”

“Big things come to those who wait,” she said. Her fingers were navigating up my body, sending shivers down my spine. They rested on my lips. My mouth opened easily, way too easily, almost like a part of me had been expecting it. I licked her finger, tasting the bitterness of my own precum. Then I swallowed it down despite the sick feeling of disgust I had in my stomach, knowing that was what she wanted and that in order to get what I wanted I had to please her first. So I gulped and swallowed and then I did it all over again, with each of her fingers, until her hand was clean and my dirty sex fluids were floating in my own belly. 

“Mmm,” she said happily once the task was done. “Men don’t swallow their precum. To swallow your own…now, that’s a travesty, wouldn’t you say?”

I reddened. Of course they didn’t! Men didn’t wear neon-red panties either!

Somehow I’d done both. 

What did that make me?

Her clean fingers pulled at my sweat-drenched hair, swiping it back so the shape and outline of my face was exposed. “I’m wondering what I should do to make you ready,” she murmured languidly. “Oh, I have just the idea. Just follow me.”

I stood up and walked unsteadily behind her. With each step I could feel my thighs rubbing together and the tightness of the panty’s waistband. I wondered how ridiculous I looked wearing women’s underwear. We reached another room in her hut that was much larger than the kitchen. The walls were decorated with furs and animal hide and lit candles lined the floors. A small round window on one wall gave way to the dark forest beyond.

She stopped in front of a crate and pushed the top open. I watched as she hauled the contents out. 

It finally dawned on me that I knew her now. Knew her in a way I’d never known another woman before. Her eyes were bright with lust and excitement—a look I’d witnessed before, hours earlier when we’d been crunching our way through the forest floor. It was the look of a huntress who was ready to pounce on her prey. I felt like that deer again, small and innocent, and most of all naive to what was about to happen to me. But each time I met those burning eyes one thing I knew for sure was that we were going to go on an adventure together, alright. 

One that—as cliched as it sounded—was going to change my life as I’d known it. 


CHAPTER 6

In the flickering candlelight, she dressed me.

She’d freed my hands and cut my clothes off with her knife until I was almost naked. It was dark in the room so my panties looked more like a dark blob than a neon sign, but for some reason it was worse than being naked with my cock and balls out. When she hooked up a bra on me, I started sweating. It seemed like it was a matching red, with two small bows attached to the straps right above the shoulders. Her glassy eyes were still looking at my body the way a man would look at his lingerie-clad wife. 

When the dress slipped over me, I wanted to run. I wanted to hide. But I couldn’t help but feel that small sliver of ecstasy to have a woman look at me that way. It was confusing as fuck, actually liking the fact that I was wearing lingerie and a soft strapless dress that barely spilled over my thighs. It was scary. 

“I need to make some adjustments,” Mistress said. She bent down and cupped the skirt of my dress in one palm, then swiped her knife through it. It sliced through the fabric like butter. 

Now my dress barely covered my panty-clad crotch. 

“Put these on,” she instructed. 

It was a pair of heels. Bright red stilettos with ends as sharp as knives. I squeezed my toes into them, wondering what else she was going to make me do. 

“I don’t think I can take my eyes off you now,” Mistress Lora murmured. She pressed a finger on top of her lips and rubbed, then reached out and rubbed my mouth with it. It took me a second to realize what she was doing. 

“Why…” I murmured as she continued to stain my lips. “Why are you doing this to me?”

She just gave me a telling smile. She continued working on my face, dabbing my cheeks and forehead with a powder puff before dusting my browbones and collarbones with a little glitter. She said nothing. Stepping back to the crate, she brought out a blonde wig. She centered it over my head, tucked my bangs and flyaways into the cap, and smoothed the strands out using her fingers, letting the soft curls fall gently over my shoulders. I wondered vaguely where she had gotten all these stuff from. Stolen, the answer came to me, and another chill went down my spine. She stole them all. What happened to the victims?

I was distracted, though, because she was stuffing my bra with two little pouches. The pouches were soft, like they were filled with cotton, but also pretty heavy, and they did an unsettlingly good job of making me look like I had real tits. 

I swallowed hard and tried again. “Mistress…why?”

“Because you’re mine now,” she said. “And I can do whatever I want to you. Isn’t that right?”

Oh fuck. For some reason that made my insides burn with embarrassment. So I was just entertainment to her. A plaything for her to dress up and fool around with. 

I stared down at myself. It was like my head had been transplanted on someone else’s body. Before I could stop myself, I reached up and touched my hair, then the top of my breasts. I squeezed each cup, imagining that heaviness was what a lactating woman probably felt like. I pressed my lips together, wondering if the rose-pink color looked as good as on as it did on Mistress Lora. My hands slid down the soft dress I was wearing. When I was a kid I sometimes wore my sister’s clothes and paraded them around the house. Mom thought it was hilarious and had snapped dozens of pictures of me wearing pink dresses and headbands and plastic necklaces. Yasmin loved to bully me about it to this day, but I’d always just thought that had been just a stupid phase. What if it wasn’t? I apparently sucked at being a guy. I had a fucking tiny dick that couldn’t even have sex. Maybe I was better off being a girl. 

“Oh yes,” Mistress said dreamily, staring at me like she’d read every one of my thoughts. “You’re making me so excited. Now, I need you to help me with a few things.”

There was an open hearth in the room, and she made me stack leaves and sticks in its center. Within the few minutes that it was lit, she handed me my balled up clothes. My dirty old shorts and my T-shirt. 

“Let’s get the fire going,” she said.

My hands shook. It was just some old clothes. I didn’t really care for them. 

Then why did I feel so…scared? Like I was about to fall off a cliff?

“Go on,” Mistress Lora said softly. She came in closer so our shoulders were almost touching.  “Show me you’re committed to your Mistress. Show me that you’d do anything for her.”

I sucked in a deep breath and tried to relax, telling myself that this didn’t really mean anything to me, but it apparently did to her. This woman was important to me now. She was going to be my first. 

I threw the clothes into the fire. 

The flames sizzled and grew. I could see strips of fabric curl before they darkened and turned into ash. The room was heating up quickly in spite of the open window. We were both sweating now, our faces glistening and our heart rates rising. Then Mistress Lora started to laugh. The sound blared in my ears, making butterflies flutter in my stomach. 

With the fire burning, Mistress quietly led me to her bed. She pushed her skirt up and then she smothered my face with her soft, delicious pussy. She smelled ripe and sweet. It was like biting into an exotic fruit for the first time. 

“Oh, sissy…oh sissy,” she moaned over and over again as I licked her. “You’re such a good girl. Such a brave girl. Such a pretty girl.”

I whimpered at the praise. She started to hump my face aggressively, putting all her weight down for a few seconds before lifting her butt back up. Whenever she did it I couldn’t breathe and the only thing keeping me alive was her pussy air. She wiggled and moaned, holding me by my hair, her cries growing louder and louder. Sweat was pouring off my back and off her inner thighs, pouring straight into my mouth. The room was so hot now that my tongue felt like a prickly cactus. I eagerly sucked on her pussy hole,  desperate for fluids. If Mistress thought the heat would make me even more thirsty for her…well, it was working. 

“Use your fingers!” she cried. “Fuck me hard, girl! I need to cum.”

A little awkwardly, I shoved my fingers up her pussy and tried to pump. I admit I was horrible at it and Mistress Lora must’ve thought the same thing because she twisted my ear lobe, making me whimper. “Not like that, sissy,” she hissed. “Listen to me. Put that tongue inside me and drink from me and use your jaw to fuck me hard while you massage my pleasure nub with your fingers.”

It took me a little time to get used to the motions, but listening to her cry out when I did it right was like music to my ears. She was close to her climax but my tongue was like rubber and I couldn’t even feel it. But I kept it going, because whenever I slowed down she’d pinched my ears or bounce heavily on top of me to send me the hint. My tongue was roiling deep inside her depths when her pussy walls finally started to convulse. A little floodgate opened and drenched me with her sweet fluids. She almost yanked all the hair out of my head while she rode her climax to completion, her screams echoing inside the room. 

She rolled off me when she was done and sighed.

I was panting like a dog next to her, in awe of her post-orgasm face, and the fact that I’d just made a woman cum. The taste of her orgasm was still in my mouth. I never wanted to drink another drop of water again. 

Mistress Lora swiped her slick hair back and held me then. “Oh, you’re such a good girl,” she whispered. Her braids fell out and tickled my neck. “You made Mistress cum with your naughty little tongue, didn’t you?” She ran her fingers through my bangs affectionately, then planted a kiss on my cheek. “Such a good girl. Such a good bitch.”

A little thrill swept through me at that. She’d called a bitch. A girl. And I was so turned on. 

What the hell was wrong with me?

“So pretty…” she whispered. 

I stared at her. “Who, Mistress? Me?”

“Oh, Zenia,” she said. “Of course you are. Look at you.” She snuck her fingers up my skirt to reveal my thighs and the naughty secret I held in between them. Her hand rested on top of my panties. “You couldn’t even tell there’s a dick in there, you know. It’s so smooth and flat. Tell me, do you still feel like a man?”

I gulped. Here I was, in a dress and heels, acting and talking like a girl. It almost felt like she was deliberately mocking me. “I feel like the furthest thing from a man right now, Mistress.”

Mistress Lora smirked. Something told me she was so excited that I felt that way. Excited because it was all her own doing. “Well, you’re not a man,” she said. “You never were. Your stars aligned when you met me, because from now it’s just us. You’ll be my sissy, serving me with your body, and I’ll take care of you. You don’t have to worry about anything.” She stroked my cheek in soft, drawn-out circles. “This was your fate, my dear. To be my Zenia. But if you agree to our arrangement, you might possibly never see your family again. You’ll never be Zayn again…I’ll make sure of that. This is a big step, your next chapter. You understand that, don’t you?”

I found myself nodding. I stared into her eyes and I was getting hot again. “I do, Mistress. And I’m okay with that. Actually, not just okay…I’m all in. A 100%.”

Her hand switched and stroked my other cheek, the other rubbing my thigh. I felt so feminine and comforted and desired. A cool wind curled around us and fluttered over our heated faces—I hadn’t even noticed the fire had already died down. Mistress looked so beautiful in the candlelight. All I knew was my heart was clenching tight and I realized with horror that I’d already fallen off the deep end. I’d given up my masculinity for her and I was falling in love. We didn’t need anybody else. We could be perfectly happy together.

“Oh, Zenia,” she drawled. “You look so pretty right now. So vulnerable. You make me want to do one thing and one thing only.”

“What is that, Mistress?”

“I want to fuck you,” she said quietly. 


CHAPTER 7

I want to fuck you. 

Her voice ghosted over my skin again and again as she oiled me. The smell of virgin coconut filled my nostrils as my legs and arms were greased before her hand ventured up my backside. I was on my knees on the tiny straw bed and my panties were held down an inch, exposing the pudge of my crack. She continued to roll down my panties very slowly, like it was a gift-wrapped Christmas present she was taking her time to open. When my ass was stretched open and my butthole was right there, winking up at her I felt like I was struck by lightning. Shame and confusion bolted through me and for a second I was disgusted with myself. Had I lost my damn mind? I was about to serve my ass on a platter to a woman like a willing gay slut. What had I done? The disgust went away as quickly as it had come though, only to be replaced by something stronger.

I was horny. 

She wants to fuck me. 

Mistress Lora’s breath hitched as she spent an entire minute just holding my asshole open, her fingers like clamps on my ass cheeks. Then she started to oil me again. She didn’t say anything. She dribbled the contents of the bottle inside my hole and rubbed and rubbed until the oil warmed up and I was stuck to the bed, feeling like a slug. Once I was ready and lubed up she wiped her hands with a rag and brought out her dildo. I was surprised to see that it was made from wood. It was sleek and well-worn, curved very slightly like an S-shape with a plug-like bulb at the end. Its bulging penis head had been carefully carved, each mushroom-like detail etched so intricately it almost seemed lifelike in the shadows. 

“Brings a whole new name to morning wood,” I thought. Except I’d said it out loud like an idiot. 

To my surprise, Mistress Lora grinned. “Crafted and polished it myself. This right here is my soulmate. It’s kept me company on many, many lonely nights.”

I imagined Mistress spread eagle on the same bed, pumping herself with that nice, sturdy piece of wood and almost wet myself. She coerced her penis into a thick strap that hugged her wide and now naked hips, navigating the bulb through the carpet of her pussy and inside her. I couldn’t stop staring when I saw that cock protruding out from her crotch. It seemed more like a work of art, like something you’d put up on a shelf or maybe on a stand at a museum. But even more than that, I was mesmerized. A woman with a cock. Who knew that could be so hot?

Mistress Lora stood up on the bed and unraveled the pink mosquito net that was attached to the ceiling. She ducked underneath it as it fell over us, surrounding us like a tent made of pink haze. She lined up behind me and teased me, trailing her hard, hard cock underneath my ass, pressing it into my balls and up into my taint. I clutched my chest because I really thought I’d have a heart attack, but all that did was make me feel my bra cup and my big nipple poking through my huge swollen tit. 

That was when I heard her suck in this giant breath and I felt it in my bones. Up until this last moment, I’d been second-guessing myself, wondering what she’d really meant. Did she mean it literally? Or figuratively? Was she talking about good old-fashioned intercourse? I was being naive of course, considering the evidence in front of me. But when she did that sharp inhale and her hands wrapped against my lower back that was when all bets were off. 

Oh my god. She wants to fuck me. 

She wants to stick it in there. 

In my tiny virgin asshole.

This is no joke. 

Her cockhead started to push its way through. “Oh, kitten,” Mistress moaned, holding onto me tighter. “I want you to be a good little girl for me. I want you to open up that virgin cunt for me so I can fuck you like you deserve.” She was stretching me, and it was so incredibly tight, and just when I thought she wouldn’t be able to go any further, she did. 

I hadn’t expected to enjoy the act. Not really. I’d convinced myself that it was just the fantasy of a woman having total control over the most private parts of my body that had done it for me. But who was I kidding? I was losing my innocence by getting my ass poked and grilled like meat on a rotating spit, and I was becoming hornier by the second. 

She dove further into my depths. The feeling of that hard, lubed shaft filling me up was disorientating. It felt good—good in a purely physical way. I groaned out loud. It was the first time I’d dared to make any noise and Mistress Lora pounced on it. 

“Tell me what a good bitch you are while I fuck you,” she ordered. 

“I’m a good bitch,” I moaned. 

“That’s right,” she said, slamming her cock in harder and faster. “You want Mistress to fuck you faster, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I sobbed. “Please, Mistress. It feels too good.”

She laughed like the devil. “Oh, I knew it. I knew you were a little whore. Here, prove it to me. Suck my cock.” She pulled out and slapped my ass. My hole throbbed as I turned around. My lips parted and she thrust that beautiful penis inside my mouth. It slid over my tongue and a jolt of lust and fire shot through my veins as my own smell greeted me. I wasn’t just tasting cock—I was tasting ass. 

Mistress Lora’s eyes gleamed as I sucked quickly and obediently. “I think you’re enjoying this a little too much for my comfort. You’ll have to beg me to fuck you again tonight.” And with that her cock vacated my mouth. 

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “No, Mistress! Don’t do that!”

“Then beg,” she rasped. 

“Mistress I need you right now,” I said, my voice quivering. “I didn’t expect this to feel so good!”

“Expect what?”

“Your cock in my ass,” I mumbled. 

“Say it louder,” she said, jutting my chin up so I had no choice but to make eye contact. “And look at me while you say it.”

“I love having your cock inside me, Mistress,” I said evenly. Her gaze was like a laser beam and all of a sudden my insides were flooded with butterflies again. “I need you to take my virginity. I know I’m a slut, Mistress. I’m a slut who actually enjoys being made to wear panties and heels and bending over for you. I’ve accepted it and I need you to fuck me in my tight little sissy pussy again. Please.”

“Hmph.” Her lips curved into another one of her territorial smiles. “Only because you said please. Sit back up against the bed and raise your legs up.” Heart thudding, I listened to her. She tapped on my knees. “Spread them further apart.”

I was facing her directly now, both legs in the air, my head leaning back into the wall. Mistress Lora pulled my panties up until they were up at knee-level, stretching and suspending them like an erected flag. Blood throbbed against my temples, leaving me nervous and tingling. My butt and my sissy parts were completely bare and unprotected. I felt so damn vulnerable. So feminine. 

Mistress pushed her cock into me again. This time her eyes glowed like embers as she began fucking me. I quickly looked away—too embarrassed and shy to show her my enjoyment. 

That was a mistake. 

“I said look at me!” she screamed and her hand flew up to twist my earlobe. 

“Ow!” I cried, forcing myself to glare at her. 

She stopped, her cock still lodged deep inside me. “Give me that attitude again and I’ll stop this right now.”

“Sorry, Mistress,” I mumbled. “I was just…feeling shy.”

“Mmm, I like that,” Mistress said. She made a show of slamming into me, making me gasp as the impact sent pleasure oozing into my brain. My clit bobbed boldly in front of her. “It’s okay to be shy. You won’t be for long, that’s for sure.” 

The wind hissed and the candles blew out. 

I squirmed underneath her in total darkness. 

“I think I’m gonna—” I started. 

“Hold it,” she said simply. “I know you can do it. Mistress always comes first.” I could see her wicked smile even in the darkness. 

I gritted my teeth and waited. I’d been trying to control myself all this time. I wanted to be a good little girl for her, wanted her to treat me like the living hole I was. My cum was flooding into my nether regions, ready to shoot out at a moment’s notice. Her fucking became more erratic, her lust for me making me open up for her even more. She unhooked her corset and released those big breasts and they began to bounce perkily. It was so hard to hold it now, but I knew if I didn’t I was going to get punished. 

I was in agony.

“I won’t be able to stop now…” she hissed. “Oh no. I’ll keep going until I make you squirt like a real girl.”

I groaned. She folded my legs up towards my body so I’d open up like a jacked up Barbie.

“Beg for me, Zenia,” she rasped. “Scream for me. Go on—there’s no one out here to hear you!”

She didn’t have to tell me. My murderous screams ripped though the air as the bed slipped out from underneath and everything in my body came to standstill. Mistress sank her face onto mine and I licked the soft saltiness of her tongue. She jerked and moaned as her orgasm crested. I couldn’t hold it in any more. My balls groaned as I shot out of my clit. My dirty fluids landed right on her breasts and stomach, but she continued fucking me hard as we rode on ecstasy together. She pressed into me even more, her grip iron-strong, her hot breath steaming my mouth as we moaned and moaned and moaned. I’d never had such a long-lasting orgasm before—it seemed to go on forever without even a thought of fizzling out. It was incredible. All the pain, shame and torment had somehow been worth it. 

Mistress took a deep breath and closed her eyes when we were done. I slowly came back to my senses. I felt like a freak, and I was sure I looked like a freak, but she was still holding me like I was the most precious thing in the world. 

“My pretty girl,” she whispered. “My sweet, sweet girl.”

I wanted her arms to hold me forever right then. When she finally released me, she smiled softly and asked me to lick my cum off her. I eagerly bent down and kissed her breasts, licking my cum off her skin and her tight nipples. Surprisingly, I actually liked the taste this time around. It was briny and sweet, like a very fine wine. 

“You will prepare for my nightly bath,” she said once I was done. 

We boiled water on the fire pit, and then I hauled bucketfuls into the side of the hut, where a little rusted tub sat next to a boulder. She undressed and for the first time I saw her whole perfect body up close. She looked like a warrior, with those braids in her long hair and her toned ass and long legs. I was still desperately trying not to fall in love with her, but I already knew I was failing. 

Mistress didn’t sit in the tub to bathe. Instead, she used a bucket to pour water on herself, like she was at village well. I watched for a while, hypnotized by how ethereal she looked as she scrubbed herself in the moonlight. When I couldn’t wait any longer, I cleared my throat and asked, “Mistress? Could I please join you?”

She looked at me and smiled. 

I stood up, stepped out of my heels, and finally stripped myself of the lingerie and dress she’d made me wear. I stripped off my wig and let it fall to the ground. I went over to the tub and she handed me her bucket. I washed myself and almost moaned at how good the water felt on my sore body. She grabbed the bucket and poured water over both of us. I huddled next to her, holding her by the waist as she bathed us. The hot water flowed down my hair and my back and butt crack. Her soft, wet skin felt so nice. I was dangerously close to another erection. 

Everything was like a dream. I wondered what Mistress would make me wear after this. Maybe one of her dresses, or a pretty satin nightie that was as soft as feathers. I found myself excited at the thought. Maybe we’d cuddle in bed while we fell asleep. Or maybe she’d want to fuck me again. 

This was my life now. I was a sissy and more importantly I belonged to someone special now. A real huntress. As Mistress handed me her towel and I got to work drying her off, I thought to myself how lucky I’d been to lose my way in the dark, dark forest that day. Maybe she was right. Maybe this was fate. 


THE END

Thank you for reading!

Lots of love, Rae
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Femdom Feminization Bundles & Collections

Total Submission: 15-Book Mega Bundle

My Dominatrix Wife: The Complete Series

In Too Deep: 5-Book Erotica Bundle

Sissies In Heat: 5-Book Erotica Bundle

Put In Her Panties: 5-Book XXX Erotica Bundle

Dominant Wives: 3-Book XXX Erotica Bundle

Strip, Sissy, Strip!: Femdom Sissy Feminization: 5-Book XXX Erotica Bundle


Keep up with Rae Robinson!

MY AUTHOR PAGE

(AKA your never-ending treasure trove of feminization fantasies!)

To check out all my hot new releases, be sure to visit my Amazon Author Page!


Keep up with Rae Robinson!

MY NEWSLETTER

Want exclusive email updates, announcements, and hot new releases? Sign up for my newsletter! You’ll also get to download Transformed By His Online Date, a never-before-published, too-risqué-for-Amazon story!


ABOUT THE AUTHOR

A full-time content writer by day and an erotica writer by night, Rae Robinson writes all kinds of dirty stories when the doors are locked and anything can happen. Her main interests include femdom, sissification, and feminization. She particularly loves exploring the intersection between sexuality and self-identity.
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