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Chapter One

My smartphone jingled. “What the hell—” I blundered around the nightstand until I found the noisy thing; finally, I got it turned off. I rolled over and pulled the covers over my head, slipping into my favorite fantasy: Ms. Robustelli, my buxom MILF human sexuality professor, feminizing me, turning me into her sissy, using me for her pleasure, and then pimping me out at the Vine Street Adult Emporium.

As I slipped into my favorite fantasy, Ms. Robustelli ordered me to my knees, and then, like getting struck by a lightning bolt, it occurred to me: How could I forget the most important day of the week?

I sprung upright, destroying my kinky fantasy, realizing why I’d set the alarm. I had Ms. Robustelli’s human sexuality class today. I slid out of bed. When my feet hit the floor, it reminded me of how far I’d walked keeping the drunk, rowdy students in line—I’m a security guard for the athletic department and work security four times a week.

I headed for the shower, turned on the hot water, and let the steam soothe my exhausted body. I squirted body wash into my pink bath pouf. My fabricated Ms. Robustelli, ever present in my mind, chastised me, “Sissy is that male body wash you’re using?”

“I have class today, Mistress. What will they think of me? Guys were making fun of me last night during the game, smelling like a girl.”

“That’s a good girl, sissy. Why should that concern you? You are a girl, a sissy. My sissy, am I right?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said to myself, complying with my fantasy dominitrix, and put the guy’s body wash back on the shelf. After wiping off the masculine-scented wash, I squirted my pouf full with cherry, almond-scented bath wash, scrubbing my aching muscles clean. “Is that stubble on your legs…. You want me to feminize you and…. Unacceptable! Shave, too.”

“Yes, ma’am.” I lathered up and shaved off the stubble.

After shaving—including my butt crack-I dried off and ran my hands down my legs, arms, and butt, assuring I was girly smooth for my imaginary Mistress. I walked naked into my bedroom, opened my dresser drawer, and grabbed a pair of my male underwear.

In my best impression of Ms. Robustelli, “What? You look so sexy, sissy. Why don’t you wear the panties you stole last night while on duty?” Working full-time as a security guard gave me access to the cheerleader locker room during the games.

I broke out in a cold sweat, and bile shot up into my throat as I fondled the silky pink panties. “Well, you stole them. Wear them.” Ms. Robustelli demanded.

It seemed as if the walls of my apartment had become transparent, and the entire world watched as I struggled, powerless to resist the urge, that oh-so-wonderful feeling of having the silky fabric cradling my cock. My cock swelled as I rubbed the frilly waistband of Mary Jane’s panties, imitating Ms. Robustelli, “Wear them to class for me, sissy boy.”

My cock twitched, and sprung a leak as the silky pink French cut panties snuggled my hips, tightened around my cock. My racing heart calmed into a steady, calm pulse; having women’s panties on soothed me. It felt right having them on. Even better, they fit perfectly because I’m shorter than most men, only 5’6”, with soft curves in all the wrong places for a guy.

I danced, spinning, swinging, and dipping my hips like a stripper doing a lap dance. I tied my chestnut hair in a low ponytail. Examining my image in the mirror, I spun, swinging my arms effeminately, and scrutinized my plump round ass filling out the pink panties. I smacked my ass. Practicing my high-pitched effeminate voice, I said, “You little slut, Jace. Are you going to behave for your Mistress? Suck cock when she demands?”

I spun around, twisted left, then right, admiring my feminine ass as I drifted into a sexual fantasy as the splendid fabric massaged my cock. Realizing I would be late for class if I didn’t get to it, I ran the razor across my face, studying my dainty, effeminate face: my high cheekbones and full lips. I applied lotion as my fantasy Ms. Robustelli wished. “You’d look good in makeup, Jace. Maybe buy some.”

I said. “I don’t know how. Can you show me? Do it for me? Then pimp me out? Rent one of those suites at the Vine Street Emporium and let all the horny guys watching porn use me.”

Done shaving and before dressing, I opened my toy drawer, admiring my growing collection of lovers: buttplugs, dildos, and vibrators of all shapes and sizes. I picked out my favorite dildo and teased my ass with the thick head, then attached it to the door, dropped to a knee ready to practice, but realized I’d be late for class.

I grabbed my jeans. My fantasy dominitrix demanding voice echoed in my head. “Wear the butt plug, sissy.”

“Mistress. Please.” But I obeyed and, with some lube and some wiggling, I shoved the butt plug up my ass, slid into Mary Jane’s panties I stole last night, shimmied into a tight pair of athletic stone-washed skinny jeans and a tight black t-shirt, and headed for the campus and Ms. Robustelli’s lecture.

Walking to the campus, I thought about class, the butt plug, and Ms. Robustelli—the hottest MILF on the planet. Perhaps I’m the only one dreaming about being feminized by her. Still, I’m sure that out of the hundred students in her class, more than half, including some women, fantasized as I do about having sex with her as she strutted back and forth in her trademark skintight black pencil skirts, high heels, and super tight white blouses.


Chapter Two

I arrived twenty minutes early, securing a seat up front. Ms. Robustelli is the only professor I arrived on time for and never missed. I pulled my Human Sexuality book, notebook, and pen from my backpack and waited. I flipped through the textbook pages, stopping at today’s lecture topic, and waited. There’s a lightness in my chest. Ms. Robustelli’s classes are the best three hours of the week. I’m energized, and the adrenaline rush washed away the shame over my powerlessness to resist wearing panties and a butt plug and my stupidity for stealing.

Then I realized, what if I had gotten caught? What if someone sees the waistband of my panties? What if I get hard? What if the butt plug slipped out? Oh shit, why did I wear these tight jeans? Why did I wear this butt plug?

But, damn, it felt good. My muscles tightened, my pulse quickened. There goes my scholarship. My career. My life. Despite all my concerns, I drifted into a fantasy of Ms. Robustelli scolding and punishing me for stealing. Her punishments are… Oh-so erotic and nasty, and I enjoyed fantasizing about them when I should feel shame for enjoying being emasculated.

Her imaginary voice raged in my head. “Do those panties feel good? Don’t complain about the buttplug you know you like it? Tell me you do.”

I concentrate on the great feeling of the panties snuggling my cock. Thoughts of crossdressing flooded my mind: a slutty dress, makeup, pantyhose. Those kinky thoughts rushed blood straight into my cock—it sprung to life. I glanced down. Why did I wear such tight jeans?

Even though my cock’s small. At 3.25 inches—a micropenis. Still, my jeans are so tight, my sissy bulge shows. Holy shit, everyone will know how small my cock is. That I have a hard-on. I turned my hips, trying to hide my arousal as my fellow students entered.

“Look at Jace’s cock!” I imagined them thinking as they passed.

“It’s so small!”

“Might as well be a girl!”

I drift into another one of my forced feminization fantasies. My cock gets harder. I have to stop this. Think of something else. I can’t.

I strained to think of something except Ms. Robustelli forcing me to wear women’s clothes, service men for her pleasure, and prance around like a slut. My fantasy unraveled more as Ms. Robustelli scolded me, “You’re such a nasty boy. You wanted to steal panties. You sneak around in the cheerleader’s locker room, sniffing their underthings. Maybe we show you what it’s truly like to be a woman.”

Precum seeped out of my micropenis—the room filled with students.

I imagined their comments. “What a sissy!”

“Hey, Jace!” Mike slapped me on the back with an enormous black hand and narrowed his eyes. “I heard the creep struck again last night. Stole a pair of Mary Jane’s panties. I bet the perv’s wearing them right now.” Mike is a fellow security guard. He’s on the basketball team, towers above me, and works security during football season.

Mike set his jaw, “You disappeared for two hours last night. We couldn’t even reach you on the radio. Where were you, and what are you wearing?”

“What?” I said sharply, wishing I could return to the moment I stripped, slid into Mary Jane’s tight pencil skirt, her bra, and panties, and walked around the locker room. The panties felt so good. When I dressed, Mary Jane’s soiled panties would be a dead giveaway that I had them on, and there’d be DNA evidence on them. Why do I do stuff like that? Why is my compulsion so strong I can’t resist it? Not wanting to leave my secretions behind, I slipped them into the side pocket of my security uniform.

“Just joking, dude. Chill. Mary Jane was pissed. She had to go home with no panties.” Mike glanced around, making sure no one overheard him. “I bet she enjoyed it. You see her when she cheers? Bending over on the field, supposedly tying her tennis shoes.”

My pulse quickened thinking about being out on the field in super, super tight shorts or a tiny cheerleader skirt and bending over, letting 85,000 drunk horny guys drool over my ass.

“Yeah, she flaunts it. Likes the attention.” I added.

“Wouldn’t think so in History. She ranted and raved through the entire American History lecture this morning. Luckily, you didn’t have class after last night’s game this morning. Anyway, she griped about how they would catch the pervert one day and teach him a lesson. She claimed they had a video—.”

My stomach tightened into a knot. I wanted to escape, drop out of college, and hide somewhere far away, maybe in the middle of nowhere, a cabin in the woods where there’s no temptation of female underthings. The butt plug pressured my prostrate. I felt like I might wet my pants right there.

“—if the pervert wanted to be a girl, she’d make him a girl, all right. She ranted about how she would force him to dress like a girl, like a whore, and take him to the Vine Street Emporium right outside the stadium. Make him suck off all the horny guys.”

Hearing that, every inch of me lit up with forbidden lust, dressed up like a slut forced to suck cock by her Mistress. It wouldn’t exactly be forced if I desired it. I thought about wearing the outfit I so craved. A patent leather dress—backless, strapless, hugging my sleek, effeminate figure, and maybe matching over-the-knee boots and gloves. My groin lit up. I mean, it was on fire. My cock quivered uncontrollably, dribbling precum. I shifted in my seat.

“—or make him go around campus telling guys he’d like to suck their cock, and if they say yes…. Then he has to do it.”

“She sounds pissed,” My skin tingled, wishing he hadn’t told me that because I hoped to do just that, I started planning for her to catch me. But, if there’s a video…. Holy shit, she already knows it’s me.

“Yeah, she was. She said she was calling the queer out on it today. Hey, take care, Jace. Let me find a seat.” Mike pointed and winked, “See you Saturday at the next game.”

Does Mary Jane know? What will she do with the video? Turn me in? No, she said she would show me how to be a girl. Curious and aroused, I pulled out my smartphone and found my favorite porn video. A dominant female feminized her beta male boyfriend, and then she pimped him out at the pool. I fast forward through the feminization process. What if someone sees me watching this? In my imagination, the entire class stood and, like zombies, pointed their fingers at me and screamed in unison, “Jace is a sissy.”

Why can’t I control this impulse?

I got to the part where the Mistress had her sissy all dressed up in a little pink skirt, a pink collar latched around his neck, gripping a leash in her hand as she led him to a group of naked guys standing in line at the pool.

Ms. Robustelli took her position up front as I watched. Disturbed by my lack of attention because the real Ms. Robustelli said, “Jace, turn your phone off.”

I glanced up. Ms. Robustelli stood over me, hands on her curvy hips. I hit pause. “Oh, sorry. Ms. Robustelli.”

Her breasts strained the buttons of her half-unbuttoned blouse. She had a wide grin. We exchanged a knowing look as her eyes flitted from the video on my smartphone to the smallest tent, straining against the tight fabric of my jeans, and back to my eyes. She knew and didn’t care. Or I imagined it all.

I returned my smartphone to my backpack as Ms. Robustelli continued her lecture. “A transgender person is someone whose gender identity differs-”

Late, as usual, Mary Jane made her grand entrance. Ms. Robustelli smirked but continued her lecture.

Mary Jane’s wild, curly red hair clashed with her pale skin. She wore skintight black jeans and a shirt that spotlighted her jiggling braless breasts. I licked my lips, thinking about how good I’d look in those pants.

Ms. Robustelli paced, talking, and what I heard probably wasn’t what she said, “What if you’re a woman trapped in a man’s body? And couldn’t acknowledge it? Would you sneak into the cheerleader’s locker room and steal panties? Maybe wear them to class, getting aroused knowing the woman’s panties you had on sat two rows behind you? What if you have a micropenis and can’t get laid, ashamed of your little pecker? Why not get caught in them? Let the girls force you into feminization? Force you—it’s not forcing you if you want it, crave it, is it—to dress up like a cheap floozy.”


Chapter Three

Class ended. I discreetly stalked Mary Jane to the cafeteria, got my lunch, and sat within earshot of her and two other cheerleaders—I had a pair of each of their panties at home.

Mary Jane dipped her spoon delicately into her yogurt, seductively sucked on her spoon, glanced at me, then lustfully licked the leftovers off. “How much do you want to bet the perverts sitting in here today with my panties on? All aroused, wishing he looked like me.”

Mary Jane glanced at me again. Luckily, I looked toward the wall. “What say we catch this pervert at Saturday’s game? Every game this year, every home game he’s—”

Charlotte said, “How do we know it’s a guy?”

The group nodded.

Mary Jane ignored the comment. “So, Ms. Robustelli is kinky, you guys know. She’s into feminization. Cuckolding and she-”

“What? What are we talking about here?”

“Listen, the guy probably wants it. He’s probably listening right now.” Mary Jane eyeballed me.

My eyes flitted away.

“If he likes panties and dressing as a woman, all he has to do is let me catch him on Saturday, and he’ll get a night he’ll never forget.”

Was she talking to me? Did she want me to hear? Did she know? I glanced up. Our eyes locked in a deep, prolonged contact. Mary Jane trailed her finger down the seam of her blouse toward her ample cleavage.

I broke eye contact. My inner voice screamed at me, “She knows, and she’s into it. Forced feminization. She’s all but asking you to take part.”

Mary Jane said to her friend. “Ms. Robustelli gave me the scoop on feminization. She said that it’s a prevalent fantasy for some men. Especially men with little dick’s. They want to be humiliated. Feminized. Pimped out. Turned into a sissy. Are you girls in?”

“Into what? Dressing this guy up as a girl? What’s the thrill? No, I’m not.”

One of her coconspirators got up and left. “Sorry, Mary Jane.”

And then there were two.

Mary Jane said, “I bet… the sissy’s listening. His little dick hard, dribbling precum, wishing he could pull it out right here and jack off.” Mary Jane looked at me, licked her lips, and winked.

I broke eye contact quickly, suddenly aware of how tense my muscles were and how fast my heart raced. My skin was so hot and flushed that I imagined steam coming off it like asphalt on a scorching summer day. I glanced down passed my erect and swollen nipples showing through my tight t-shirt to my twitching cock.

Mary Jane said, “Maybe the sissy will come to the locker room, all shaved and smooth, strip naked, slide into my panties, and wait till I catch him…. Or her. Then, we feminize her, humiliate her, and lead her down the street with a leash to the Vine Street Emporium. Or we make her walk around campus, offering herself to everyone. All her dreams will come true. Ms. Robustelli tells me they have special suites there. Sex suites. With all kinds of toys. For rent. Will you?”

“No way, Mary Jane. I won’t tell anyone. But how are you going to know that he wants to do it? I’m gone.”

Alone. Mary Jane stood and sat beside me. She slid her chair toward me until our shoulders touched. She whispered seductively. “Hey, sissy, I set up a camera and got all the proof I need. I saw you stripping, putting on my clothes, prancing around like a sissy. When you slipped into my panties, damn, you were excited. When I saw how much you dribbled precum, I was glad you stole them. Rubbing them on your crotch. Show me my panties, or I’ll show everyone here the video.”

“I…. I….”

“You want this, I know, sissy.”

She pressed her lips together and caressed my hand. “So soft, sissy.”

She took a deep breath and spoke softly. “Listen, Jace, when I first thought about this. When I installed the camera, I wanted vengeance. Hell, it pissed me off that someone stole my friend’s panties. That our private space was being invaded. When you stole mine, I walked home commando. I watched the video, and when I saw you wearing my clothes, it made me sick. Then I researched feminization, not for pleasure, but to get even with you. To humiliate you. I still want to humiliate you, but I realized you might want the same thing. Then, after chatting with Ms. Robustelli, it turned me on, this feminizing thing. Knowing you’ll do whatever I want. This could be good for both of us, and feminization roleplay might be fun. Here’s how it’s going to go down. You come into the locker room on Saturday, strip, and write sissy on your stomach in the red lipstick I’ll have on the bench. I’ll know then you are willing and want this as much as I do.”

“What about the video?”

Mary Jane smiled. “It’ll be our little secret. If you want to play, then let’s play. If not, then never, ever go into our locker room again.”

I nodded enthusiastically. “I want to play.”

“Okay, I want to be sure you want this, so when I’m sure you’re a willing participant. Then I ‘force feminize you.’” She did the quote thing with her fingers. “I get my revenge, not only for stealing my panties but for all the jerks guys…. Anyway, I get my thrills, and you get your jollies.”

I gasped.

Mary Jane craned her head around the cafeteria. She looked at me with a mischievous smile. “We can start now, add to the tension,” she said.

I gulped, my heart pounding like a war drum. I played along. “I… uh… I’m not gay. This is outrageous. No way! I’m not dressing like a woman. I’m not a cocksucker, either.”

Mary Jane smiled. “Oh, you are going to suck cock, sissy. Pay for the panties you stole. Ten pairs. Ten cocks. Where can we find ten cocks to suck in a night?”

“Don’t show the tape. It will destroy me.” It would, but somehow, having that hang over my head only made this more fun. “Maybe the Vine Street Emporium. It’s right down the block from the stadium. I’ll do anything. Please, I beg of you.”

She waved away my concerns with her hand, her expression unwavering and determined. She stood. “Remember, I got a tape of you stealing panties. If I show it….” Mary Jane winked, leaned in, and whispered. She smiled and winked again. “You’re going to be my sissy, or I go public with the video. You’re going to do everything I ask. Or….”

My stomach churned, intrigued by the prospect of what Mary Jane proposed, to experience this forbidden fabrication no matter the cost. “Okay. Okay. I’ll do it. Please don’t tell anyone.”


Chapter Four

The week went by slowly. Finally, Saturday arrived. I slipped into Mary Jane’s panties first, then my uniform. My heart raced as I wandered through the crowds, excited yet nervous about the upcoming forced feminization roleplay. I patrolled the field before the game started, walking past the players as they warmed up. Cheerleaders danced and twirled in the background, their short skirts flaring around them, their pompoms shaking. Mary Jane’s eyes met mine. She nodded.

I followed her every move, envy burning in my chest. I wanted to be there with them, dressed like a girl, showing off my sexy feminine legs, feeling the adrenaline rush of a crowd chanting my name. At halftime, I complained about a stomach ache and asked to go home.

Instead of going home, I headed for the women’s locker room. I found the lipstick quickly and took a long, deep breath. Next to the lipstick, a tiny tube of lube, a massive butt plug, a pink collar and leash, and a pink envelope with sissy written on the front. I stared at the lipstick and the anal invader. This was unexpected. I picked up the envelope as my cock swelled.

I inspected the entire locker room again. What if someone other than Mary Jane entered? Did Mary Jane tell the truth? Or had she duped me into coming here with a lie? What if I stripped, shoved the dildo up my ass, and wrote sissy on my stomach, and one of the other security guards entered? What if Mary Jane told them when to come?

I opened the envelope. “Good evening, sissy. Strip and write ‘sissy’ as instructed on your stomach. Ride that dildo till I ‘catch you.’ When I enter—you act shocked. Beg me not to tell anyone. Beg! I mean, beg! Tell me you’ll do anything. I am going to humiliate you, feminize you and pimp you out. Your task will be to suck cock at the Vine Street Emporium or on campus until you have sucked ten cocks, one for each pair of panties you stole. If you wish to back out, leave now. All will be forgiven—but I warn you, never steal our panties again.”

My cock pulsed and swelled. This sounded fun—more fun than I ever had.

I unbuttoned my shirt and tossed it aside. I kicked my boots off, unbuckled my belt, unzipped my pants, and slipped out of them, feeling a mixture of humiliation and excitement as I slid Mary Jane’s panties off.

I scrawled sissy across my stomach, stuck the dildo on the bench, and applied lube to the plug before slipping it inside me. The sensation was overwhelming, both pleasurable and nerve-wracking. What if someone else enters? Like a security guard or a cheerleader other than Mary Jane. As I bounced up and down, the thought of getting caught sent shivers down my spine and precum dribbling out of my cock. My ride became more intense. My cock bounced up and down, precum splattered on my stomach on the upswing. One drop hit my eyes, and another hit my lips. I licked my sticky, salty taste off my lips, savoring it.

Mary Jane entered, carrying a large backpack. Her performance could have won her an Academy Award. “Jace! What are you doing? Are you the pervert stealing panties? What is that on your stomach? Sissy? Are you a sissy?”

I slipped into my role. “No! Please don’t tell. I’ll do anything for you. Please. Anything.” One thing surprised me: I didn’t stop riding the dildo. Mary Jane grabbed my arm and pulled me to my feet, and the dildo popped free, glaring at me with amusement and distaste. She pushed me against the lockers. Winked.

“Please. I’ll do anything. Please.”

“So,” Mary Jane said in a low voice, “you thought you could get away with this? You thought no one would know?” She shook her head slowly, grabbed her panties from the floor, and shoved them in my face.

Pinning me against the wall, Mary Jane ran her fingers over my skin while snickering. “Your skin is so soft and smooth. Maybe you want to be a girl, huh?”

Playing my role, I said in a panicked tone, “No! Please, anything but that. I’m not a sissy.”

Mary Jane said. “How many pairs of panties have you stolen? Ten? Maybe you want to be a woman? Maybe I will dress you up like a slut. And fucking a dildo. Maybe you want some real dick up your ass, huh, sissy?”

“I swear I won’t do it again. Please don’t make me dress like a woman.” Ad-libbing, I dropped to my knees, worshipping Mary Jane’s feet as I dreamed of for the entire year. My cock pulsated, wiggled back and forth. Precum seeped freely out. Mary Jane shoved a single shoe into my balls, forcing a heavy dose of precum out.

“What have you done? You soiled the floor. Clean it up.” Mary Jane pointed to where my excitement had caused me to soil the floor.

I said. “No, please. Not that! I’m a man.”

She laughed. “Not after I get done with you. Clean it up.”

“But I’ve done nothing like this before.” That was a lie. Because I’m too chicken shit to suck a real cock, or swallow a real man’s load, eating my cum had become my favorite pass time. “No. I’m not-”

“Do it, or I’ll tell everyone.”

I leaned over, stuck out my tongue, and licked up my precum—the taste was a combination of wax, soapy aftertaste, and creamy, salty precum. I’m humiliated and growing more aroused by the minute.

Mary Jane said, hands on hips, staring down at me. “You are going to repay us for those panties.”

“What? How?”

Mary Jane guided me to the bathroom sink. She emptied her backpack—a makeup case, panties, a corset, thigh-highs, and heels. My heart fluttered as all my inhibitions slipped away. This is it. I’m going to be feminized. I’m still unsure what she’d ‘make’ me do. Whatever it was, my cock expressed its pleasure.

“My, my, my sissy. You are excited, aren’t you?” she said as she opened the makeup case. She began the transformation. I watched as she did my eyes. A dark, seductive shade, foundation, blush, and lipstick completed the transformation. She undid my ponytail and quickly fluffed my long chestnut hair. She looked at me and shook her head. “No. Not sissy enough.”

She stuffed my hair into a wig cap, then situated a blonde wig with long, curly hair. I looked like a sissy, a sissy out of a storybook. She stepped back. “That’s it!”

My beauty was intoxicating. I couldn’t stop staring at my face, how different, how feminine I’d become. The sissy panties came next. They were pink and frilly. Mary Jane grabbed the slender waistband and pulled the string up further into my ass. Then came a pink corset with black trim and a black bow. With some trouble, I slipped into pink thigh-highs. The short pink club mini-skirt and the black blouse waited on the bench for me. I hungered to put the short pink skirt on next, but Mary Jane put a pink collar on me with a tiny bell and attached a long pink leash.

She tugged at my leash. My cock quivered with excitement.


Chapter Five

Mary Jane opened the locker room door. I looked good and felt good standing, half-naked in nothing but a skimpy pair of sissy panties, a pink corset, thigh-highs, and pink platform stiletto heels with an ankle strap and lock.

I glanced nervously at Mary Jane. In a low, calm voice, I asked, “What if someone… you know... catches us out here? I’m only dressed in…. Nothing. Don’t get me wrong; I like it. I like it a lot. But…. It’s a long walk to the exit. And the leash? What do I say? Or will you say?”

Mary Jane grinned. “Yes indeed. I did a good job putting you together. You look absolutely-” Mary Janes licked her lips. “-tasty.” Mary Jane wasn’t talking about food. Mary Jane rubbed her chin. She snapped her fingers after pondering for a beat. “You’re a sorority pledge. That’s it. Or if things get bad, we can make a trade. Silence for a blowjob.”

My heart froze mid-beat as a sizzling surge of pure nasty lust, a longing for someone to witness my emasculation. Having an audience and getting caught would make it even more thrilling. As the taboo lust steamed in my brain to have my compromising position discovered, Mary Jane motioned for me to step into the hallway.

Despite arousal to be caught and knowing no one would see me unless I took that first step across the threshold, my feet were like lead stuck to the floor. Why was I so afraid? I wanted this. To be feminized. And as Mary Jane had pointed out, I looked mouth-watering.

I wanted to tell Mary Jane, No, I can’t do this. Let’s turn around. The words were on my tongue, “I can’t.” And yet, this was the most fun I’d had. I hesitated. Mary Jane, sensing my desire to do this and needing a little nudge, stepped into the hallway and yanked on my leash, pulling me along.

My panties moistened from the lust, the worry, the excitement, the thrill of getting caught. My cock throbbed and swelled from thinking about the possibility of being forced to suck a cock for silence. My heart raced, and my palms sweated as I recalled the image staring back at me moments ago: not the reflection of a guy but a sexy, sizzling whore.

Mary Jane walked toward the exit, her hips swaying with each purposeful step. She smacked my ass anytime I lagged. I mimicked her swaying hips, my heels clicking, the bell on my collar jingling submissively. The hallway seemed to come alive with danger, filling me with an insatiable hunger to be noticed. I did everything I could. I stomped in my platform sissy heels. I coughed loudly. I shouted like I was in a loud bar, with music blaring, “This is great, Mary Jane. I’m so horny.”

When she smacked my ass, I hollered, “Ouch.” I hoped someone on patrol would hear my pleas and investigate. Warmth spread through my lower abdomen, hoping a security guard discovered me practically nude, a man dressed as a woman with a leash dragging me down the hall. Each second was an eternity as Mary Jane and I sashayed down the hallway. As I swayed my hips, I experienced a sense of being alive like I never had before. A forbidden energy swirled inside me. The humiliation of being at her mercy only increased my arousal.

We turned one last time—the Vine Street exit in sight. I’m disappointed. No one caught us. When we stopped in front of a door, I wanted to go back and do the walk of shame and humiliation again. Being paraded half-naked in a public place was exhilarating.

Mary Jane smiled at the noticeable stain on my pink panties and handed me my tight, shiny pink mini-skirt. I shimmied into it. Then she gave me the sheer long-sleeved blouse, which I tied above my firm stomach. She opened the door and led me out into the street.


Chapter Six

The heavy metal door swung open, and the hallway’s silence vanished as sirens sang out and excited voices filled my ears. Cars let loose blasts of rage. I watched people walk by laughing, dressed in all manner of kinky attire, something Vine Street is known for. There would be no seclusion. The walk to wherever she planned on taking me wouldn’t be filled with the humiliating thrill of the possibility of getting noticed. People would see me. Mary Jane stepped outside. Smiled. She cocked her head. “I’m having fun, are you?”

I nodded, examining my outfit and the tiny tent pole. I slipped my hand under my panties and tucked it between my legs, surprised by how excited I was. But this? I knew Vine Street well for its openness to kinky apparel. I might fit in dressed as I was, and the leash and collar elsewhere might attract attention. But going to the Vine Street Emporium….

Mary Jane tugged at the leash and let the door shut behind me. There would be no turning back now. She hesitated, holding the pink leash. She glanced left and said, “The campus is a mile away.”

She glanced down the block to the neon lights of the Vine Street Emporium. “Well, sissy? Which way? You have ten pairs of panties, so that’s ten cocks you got to suck. Campus? Or the Vine Street Emporium. I say Vine Street Emporium, those guys are so horny after watching porn, plus it’ll be more humiliating. They’re all… well, fat guys, sweaty and old dirty perverts.”

I swallowed heavily. “Right. The Emporium.”

Mary Jane grinned. We turned right and walked down the sidewalk. As we approached the Emporium, we passed scantily dressed women working the streets at the intersection of Chester and Vine. My stomach churned as we rushed past them, realizing how far I had strayed from my everyday life.

Mary Jane smiled mischievously, tugging on my leash. We made the two blocks with stares, suspicious glances, and even some compliments from passersby. She leaned in and whispered into my ear, “I could make you do anything I want right now…anything at all….”

I nodded. That’s what I wanted.

With excitement I had never felt before, we walked toward the entrance of the Emporium. The bouncer eyed us with curiosity. He stared open-mouthed at me.

Mary Jane noticed his appraising gaze and said, “My sissy’s mouth will be available, at least till she has pleased ten men. If you get a break.”

Mary Jane, always the aggressive one, reached down and gripped his crotch. A pleased look on her face, she said, “Why waste such a nice one on my sissy. Maybe I, well, you know.” She winked, let him swipe a credit card, and pulled me inside.

We entered. We stepped up to the front desk. Mary Jane studied the menu. “How about the Lovers Suite?”

The clerk said, “That’s three hundred per hour.”

Mary Jane smirked at me. “You better be good, or you’ll be broke by the night's end.”

My gaze flitted to the name on the card. Jace Harding. Shit.

Mary Jane hesitated, waiting for my approval. I nodded and smiled. “I’ve been practicing with plastic cocks, anyway. They can’t be too different. Can they?”

Her head snapped back. She laughed. “Jace-”

Mary Jane paid, and we walked toward the Lover’s Suite. She proudly showed me off to the mostly old men walking up and down the hallway like her prized possession, bragging about how this was my initiation as her sissy. When she referred to me as her sissy, I felt ten feet tall but was terrified that if I didn’t suck cock well, it would disappoint my new Mistress.

“Oh, honey.” One old guy said as he cupped my ass.

Mary Jane said, “She’s available in the Lover’s Suite. Tell everyone. Please pass it on. Cumslut for use.”

Another patted my ass. “Damn, your one hot babe.”

“You swallow, babe.”

“Uh-”

Mary Jane yanked on my leash, leaned into me, and said, “I decide here slut.”

I stared at the floor.

“Yes, she does. Cum one, cum all. Pass it on.”

We reached the door to the Lover’s Suite, a line of old men, fat guys, and one or two younger guys, one I recognized from campus, had already formed. Mary Jane opened the door. Porn is playing on the big screen television. The men watched in amazement as Mary Jane took control, ordering me to my knees. My heart raced, both anxious and excited.

“Come in, gentleman.” When ten men had entered, Mary Jane held her hand and closed the door. “Sorry, my sissy’s initiation involves ten men, no more.”

Mary Jane looked at the motley bunch and me and smiled. “Drinks are on the house.”

My jaw dropped. This would be expensive. Mary Jane leaned down and whispered, “Better get them to nut quickly, or... like I said, this is going to get expensive.”

Mary Jane, disappointed, said to the men. “Well, strip. Use her mouth, gentleman. Mouth only tonight.”

A couple of sighs filled the air.

“Next time, maybe we…. well.”

Five guys stripped quickly. The other five craned their necks, waiting for their prize. Mary Jane spoke with authority, instructing me on how I must act. “Suck them dry. You owe me ten cocks, for ten panties.”

She turned toward the old men, the fat guys, all nude, and said. “This slut is yours. Use her. Cum on her face. Down her throat anywhere you desire. She is a cumslut.”


Chapter Seven

Mary Jane whispered, tickling my ear, “You’re such a pretty little slut. Now do what sluts do.”

“All right, boys, who wants a blowjob from my pretty sissy?”

Ten naked, eager men cheered. Mary Jane scanned the room, focused on the desk, walked over, ripped a piece of paper into tiny bits, and wrote on each piece. She grabbed a glass and tossed the pieces into the cup. “Pick your number.”

One by one, the mostly older men with bulging bellies, hard throbbing cocks, and two younger college-aged guys with bigger throbbing erections lined up and picked their number. They all looked at me with hungry eyes, revealing their throbbing cocks, ready for my mouth.

A grey-haired guy held up his number while holding his average-sized erection in his hand. “Ready, honey.” He turned toward Mary Jane. “Let’s see what’s under the skirt. Tell your sissy to strip.”

Mary Jane nodded. “Take off the skirt, sissy. And the blouse.”

I peeled everything off except for my corset, thigh-highs, panties, and pink platform heels.

Number one’s cock jolted upward in excitement as the others watched on, some pouring drinks, others mingling, chatting about how sexy I looked.

As number one stood in front of me, hands on hips, his cock waving in front of my face. The others offered compliments, not to me but to Mary Jane.

“Damn, he looks so damn hot.”

“Except for the cock.”

“That’s small.”

I leaned in and kissed the tip of the guy’s squishy head. I had never given a blowjob before. I was timid, excited, aroused, and tense, all wrapped together. But this was my fantasy, and I couldn’t back out now. I took a deep breath and reached out, my jerky hand brushing against number one’s shaft. I wrapped my hand around his erection, and it grew even harder.

Mary Jane clapped. “Yeah! That’s it! Show them you are nothing but a dirty sissy cocksucker! Open your mouth. Let those men treat you like the little slut you are for stealing our panties. Take their big dicks deep into your throat. Now! Suck it!”

Mary Jane turned the volume up on the porn and changed the channel. “Look, sissy.” I turned my head. Playing was a video on ‘how to be a good cocksucker,’ a movie from Kink University. The picture showed a girl with her lips around a stiff shaft, gliding slowly down the length of the man’s dick and explaining the process.

“Take it, sissy.” Mary Jane clapped. “Show them what a good little cocksucker you are, sissy. Open that mouth. Pay the price for stealing our panties.”

“Yeah!” One guy said. “Suck it!”

I glanced at the video. The girl licked the guy’s massive cock from balls to the head. I gripped number one’s shaft, lowered my head, and ran my tongue up the underside of his flesh. The shaft was stiff, the head squishy, soft, and wet. Number one groaned and grabbed the back of my head, encouraging me to swallow it. I pumped his erection and spat on the pink head as the girl in the video did. When a dribble of precum seeped out, I mixed it with my spit, lubricating it even more. Number one’s cock came alive.

As I stared at his cock, the beautiful thick head, there was nothing more I wanted than to take his flesh in my mouth. But… what if I didn’t do it right? What if I scraped flesh off his shaft with my teeth? What if I couldn’t get him to cum?

Shame swirled around with the desire to suck a cock. I peeked at Mary Jane. “Well?”

My suppressed desire to please a man surged to the surface as number one’s fingers knotted in my wig, almost pulling it off as I took his steamy, curved cock into my mouth. He pumped three times, his cock contracted in my mouth, and his thighs stiffened as he dug his hands into the back of my neck and blew his load down my throat. He laughed, and without saying thank you or anything to me, he dressed and quickly exited.

Mary Jane called out, “Number-”

“I got it.” The guy’s belly hung so low I couldn’t see his cock. He shuffled forward, wasting no time, and gripped my head. I focused on the task at hand, every slurp and suck eliciting cheers of pleasure from the men and gasps from the guy above me.

When number four’s turn arrived, my eyes were watering, and my throat was sore. In a horse voice, I said, “Mistress, can I have a break, please?”

Mary Jane smiled wickedly. “Remember your goal, slut. You will suck every single one of these men’s cocks until you reach the end of the line.” She said calmly.

Number four said, standing over me, “Quit wasting time, slut.” Number four’s cock curved upward, and his cock was thicker and longer than the others. I glanced at the clock. Forty-five minutes had passed, and I hadn’t gotten through half of them. I breathed in, reached out shakily, and grabbed the pulsating cock shocked how it swallowed my hand. Pre-cum had lubricated the tip. Four was younger than the other two. I hoped he’d come quicker than two or three. Maybe as fast as one. Despite my need for a break, my mouth watered from the musky scent of his thick, throbbing flesh. I swallowed hard, trying to force the cum down, pooling in my throat.

Number four laughed. He then slapped his weighty flesh against each cheek, encouraging me to suck him off. My flesh, tiny as it was, throbbed with a hunger to take every inch of him in my mouth. The necessity for a pause in the activities evaporated as the mad craving, the animal’s need to please him, took over. It couldn’t be denied.

My throat loose, yet sore, I wasted no time and deep-throated him, my mouth a sizzling furnace ready for his seed. Concentrating on every thrust, I pushed myself to loosen my throat even more as he rammed his meat deeper and harder.

The guys cheered on as drool, mixed with creamy white cum spilled out of the corners of my mouth, down my chin, streaming down my neck, and pooling on my chest. I watched his reactions as he ravaged my throat, loving his relaxed, content expressions. Something strange happened, two cocks, one on my left and the other on my right, appeared.

The cock on my right spurted a gallon of cum, across my face. The one on my left followed suit. The gobs of cum sealed my eyes shut as number four pulled his cock out and started masturbating.

“Oh fuck, that cum soaked face is so sexy. Open your mouth.”

I did just in time, and his aim perfectly shot an eruption of white seed down my throat.

The sensation was overwhelming yet strangely arousing. Warm sticky fluid filled my mouth, dripping down my throat, out of my mouth, and drying on my face as I worked through the last three cocks. During number ten’s orgasm, I grabbed my cock, stroked it four times, and shot my load.

I fell on my side, exhausted.


Chapter Eight

I had done it. I finished. I’d become an addict. A cock-sucking addict. I knew I’d be back, with or without MaryJane, though I hoped we’d play more.

When only Mary Jane and I remained, it was an odd sensation, humiliating yet arousing simultaneously. I Lay exhausted on the floor, my face plastered with cum, gurgling on cum, in soaked panties with my seed. I loved how vulnerable I felt under Mary Jane’s control, how exposed and used for these men’s pleasure.

Mary Jane laughed. “You’re a mess! But…. Mmmm, what’s a good little cocksucker,”

I couldn’t believe this happened. A dream come true, and that someone actually—Mary Jane enjoyed it as much as I did. I’d never expected to end up in a room full of strangers, surrounded by their thick, hard cocks. I loved it.

“You did well, baby,” Mary Jane said.

My throat ached. There was a strange mix of humiliation and pleasure as I recalled and endured their abuse, a sensation I had never felt before that left me feeling both empty and alive at the same time.

Mary Jane took over again, commanded me to clean up the mess they had made of my body, and then marched me out into the night air as if nothing had happened. We didn’t speak as we walked back to the stadium. Her smirk told me she was pleased with what she had done and was already planning the next session of debauchery.

The End
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