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TAMED
& TRAINED


CHAPTER 1


 


“Dennis?” I spat
into the phone. “Are you kidding me right now? You guys didn’t even put me into
a hotel?”


Silence. Then a chuckle at the end of the line. 


“Sorry, bud,” Dennis said, sounding anything but apologetic. “I don’t
know what to tell you. You know how budget cuts are. Everyone’s suffering.”


I fidgeted in the backseat of my taxi, trying to avoid the death
stares being sent my way through the rear-view mirror by the driver. There was
plenty of room at the back, but the charming city of Paris had a real knack for
making everything feel cramped and holed up. The roads had been choked to the
brim with traffic ever since we’d slogged our way from Charles de Gaulle into
the belly-depths of the city: everything—and everyone—seemed old and
dated and jaded with life. The gloomy weather definitely didn’t help.


Two weeks, I
thought bitterly. Two long, miserable weeks. 


The cell phone line crackled in my ear,
reminding me that Dennis, our admin assistant, was still there.


“How come you didn’t even tell me though?” I hissed, as the driver
turned into an even narrower street than the one we’d been on. “You didn’t have
the courtesy to fucking tell me?”


“I did,” Dennis said flatly. “Sent you like three emails about
it.”


I scoffed. “I don’t have time to check emails. Thank you for
nothing.” 


He gave a bemused laugh. “Well, I hope you’re not this mean to the
host.”


My eyes almost bugged out of their sockets. “What do you mean, host?
I have a host? I thought I had the house to myself.”


“House?” Dennis chuckled again. “You get a room.”


And just like that, the taxi came to a grumbling stop in front of
a miniature-sized house at the end of a cobbled street. I hung up on Dennis,
paid in cash, and got out. The driver, a middle-aged guy with a pathetic
whiskery mustache, didn’t seem to want to help me with my stuff—he just clicked
the trunk open and waited like a dimwit. So I hauled my suitcase out and
slammed the trunk back shut with a grunt. 


The taxi scuttled off.


I was feeling grumpy, but it turned out everyone in Paris was even
grumpier. 


Cold winds nipped at my neck and I tightened the cashmere scarf
around my neck as I stared at the house ahead of me. It was strangely shaped,
small but angular, painted in various pastel shades, and the windows were
flanked with faded pink shutters. Half of the front was covered with thick ivy.
I could only imagine what kind of ‘host’ I had. Maybe an old French Scrooge, or
a lady with dentures. 


I rang the doorbell and waited. 


I couldn’t believe my employer had set me up. You wouldn’t have
guessed it by looking at this dingy place, but I was a top-ranked business consultant at Spades & Associates. Of course,
our consulting firm has been admittedly stung by the pandemic—people had been
laid off, some fired, some had had their salaries mercilessly. Budgets, and
especially travel budgets, had been slashed to almost nothing. Sure, I was
lucky enough to keep my job, but to be honest, I hadn’t been too scared about
that in the first place. 


But this? How did my boss even expect me to work in these
conditions? For the last seven hours, I’d been squeezed into a smelly
low-budget airline, with my legs barely having any room to breathe, trying to
force a soggy meal down my throat. I even had to pay for my fucking drinks. But
the last thing I expected was to be put in a fucking hole-in-the-wall for
business travel. Jesus Christ!


“Salut.” A sharp, melodic voice hurtled me back to reality. “Mr.
Roberts?”


My eyes landed on a young woman. Mid-to-late twenties at most. She
was wearing a white tank top, and her cream knitted cardigan fell off one
shoulder. The tank was tight enough to show that she wasn’t wearing a bra.
Hugging her hips and thighs—and there was a lot of it—was a pair of light wash
jeans. 


“Uh,” I said, taken aback. “Yeah. That’s me. Max Roberts.”


I extended my arm for a handshake. She took it and wrapped her
other palm around it, showing off her nails, each one gleaming red and as long
as a claw. A snake ring adorned her left forefinger.


Her hands were freezing cold, and I shivered.


Damn it, I
thought. She’s hot. 


“Delighted to meet you, Mr. Roberts,” she said. “My name is Fleur
Martin. Please, won’t you come in?”


I stepped into the house with my suitcase in tow. You couldn’t
tell from the outside, but the inside of the house was larger than it was
letting on. The place was nicely decorated, with dark prints, brass
furnishings, and scented candles burning across every possible surface. Above
the entrance of the main corridor, a stuffed fox head was pinned to the wall,
teeth baring and dark eyes glinting red.  


“So, uh, you live alone?” I asked, cringing as soon as the words
slipped out.


I’d intended to ask if she had family—but her looks were
distracting me big-time.


“Indeed I do,” she said. She crossed the threshold into the main
corridor. “If you follow me, I’ll show you to your room. I imagine you must be
tired after your long flight.”


I trailed close to her, my shoes padding lightly on the floral
carpet. I felt slightly annoyed at myself that I’d forgotten to take them off.
On the other hand, I was grateful for the chance to admire her butt from
behind. There was no way I was going to leave Paris without seeing every damn
inch of that body. That would be the only thing that could make this city worth
my time.


She opened the door to a room at the back and waved me inside.


“I hope it’s to your tastes,” she said politely. 


“Oh it is,” I said. 


The room was small but tastefully designed in shades of grey and
beige. A large white rug adorned the polished wooden floors. On the nightstand,
there was a ‘welcome kit’ of sorts—a woven basket filled with snacks, candles,
a card, and a few local magazines. Fleur was apparently a seasoned host.


“Well, I’ll leave you to get settled and comfortable. There are
hot towels and a robe in the bathroom,” she said. “If you need anything, feel
free to shout, Mr. Roberts.”


“Please, call me Max.”


She giggled. “Sure...Max.”


The way she said my name made my blood go hot. It was pure
seduction, the way the syllables rolled off her tongue and seeped into the air
in the front of us. I swallowed—I was gobsmacked in a good way—and before I
could hit her back with a move from my end, she left, closing the door behind
her.


I flopped onto the bed and let out a happy sigh. With Fleur here,
there were only a few ways I could see this Paris work trip ending...


I grabbed a packet of raisins off the welcome kit and popped some
in my mouth. Then I noticed something else in the basket. A packet of condoms.


Condoms?


It was a twelve-pack of Magnum XLs. I chuckled. 


Hot little Fleur had a sense of humor to boot. 


Of course that night I nutted one out, thinking about her—her
breasts bouncing to the beat of my cock that was filling up her sweet, wet
French cunt, her husky voice dripping with lust as she moaned my name, her
thick thighs slapping against mine as I unleashed my inner beast onto her.


But I’d have to be patient. 


Really, I had nothing to be impatient about—I was fairly
attractive and more than alright with women. Maybe I’d take her out for dinner
tomorrow, after the first day of meetings were over, to a nice, overpriced
place that would knock her socks off. 


And after all the fine wine and dining, I was going to show her
how a real man could rock her world.


***


The next day was filled with presentations and meetings with a
potential client—a big pharmaceutical firm—and their stakeholders. It was
supposed to be our big break, but I’d hardly had any time to prepare.
Thankfully, I did better than I’d expected to do, and was feeling high off the
inevitable deal that we were about to shake hands on. 


Things rounded off roughly at seven, but then the client insisted
on taking me out for a session of drinking. By the time a taxi took me back to
my homestay, it was past one and I was feeling frisky. 


Fleur had given me my own key, so I let myself in. 


The house was dark. 


She’d probably headed to bed already. 


There’s always tomorrow, I thought, glad for once this was a two-week
trip.   


I padded down the corridor to my bedroom, glaring at the ugly
stuffed fox head as I passed it by. 


Half-way through the trek, though, I stopped short.


There was a muffled drone coming out of the thin walls. It almost
sounded like the buzzing of an enormous beehive. I looked to the door directly
on my left. That was Fleur’s bedroom—I was sure of it. Right on top of the
doorframe, there was yet another ugly taxidermied animal—this time, it was the
head of a deer. This chick sure loved her stuffed animals. 


I took a single step toward the door, and was immediately met with
the sound of moans. 


“Oh yes...oh yes…” That sexy, throaty voice. Unmistakably Fleur’s.
“Oh my god, just like that, how perfect...” 


My cock stiffened at those moans. I could imagine Fleur sprawled
across a four-poster bed, her legs splayed wide open as she buried that
vibrator deep into her folds. I wondered if she shaved. Didn’t French women
have a reputation of not shaving?


Man, what I wouldn’t do to take a sniff of her sopping jungle
mound...


I unbuttoned and unzipped my pants, leaning my head closer to the
door so I could hear Fleur pleasuring herself. I tried to ignore the deer head.


Her voice was so silky, so tempting. What was a girl like her
doing in there alone? She needed a cock. I sprung mine out and began to pump.
She needed a damn cock and mine would do...it was rising and swelling at the
thought of slipping it inside her fragrant snatch. 


Was there someone else in there? 


I cocked my forehead, left hand pressing against the peeling paint
of the door, the other nursing my pole. It was difficult to tell, but there
weren’t any grunts or signs of another human presence. I could swear it was
just her and her little toy, all wrapped up in her juicy fantasy. 


No, no...she was alone. Alone and waiting.


I started croaking, my own moans drowned out by the loud drone of
the vibrator. A delicious thrill slipped down my spine. I bucked my hips, my
balls prickling and my dick stretching torturously tight. I wished I could
blast that door open and sink my head right in between the flesh of her thighs,
smell her, lick her...


I jerked myself so hard that my hand whacked against the
door. 


It rattled loudly, and for a horrific moment I thought it would
fly off the hinges and expose me. The door stayed put but the impact seemed to
bounce off the walls and shudder under the carpet beneath me.  


“Fuck!” I muttered. 


Everything that unraveled after that happened in slow motion. The
buzzing stopped. I leapt back, fumbling with my pants, but my fingers were
moving way too slowly. All I could think of was how my chances with Fleur were
about to crash and burn. She was going to think I was a creep. I didn’t have to
be a creep.


The door opened. 


And I was still there, my fingers rummaging through my pants, with
my pervy cock still out. 


She stared at me, anger flashing across her eyes, and I got the
strangest impression that she was searching into me and looking into my soul. I
couldn’t move. Her eyes darted to my cock, which was now soft and entirely
unimpressive.  


I’d never been scared of a woman before. 


But I was scared of Fleur. 


What was she going to do to me? She could kick me out. Even worse,
she could find out where I worked and lodge a complaint.


She beckoned to me with a finger. In an almost trance-like state I
trudged forward. Something about her just made me want to obey.


“You heard me?” she asked.


“Yes,” I mumbled.


“What did you hear?”


“Your vibrator,” I said. “You were...masturbating.”


Another thrill went down my spine as I said the word. I wanted her
to be aroused. Surely she was still horny.


“Hm,” she said flippantly, taking in the shape—and size—of my
crotch. I gave her a sheepish smile, like this whole thing was a big
joke. 


Maybe, just maybe...Fleur wanted me too. Maybe this night could
end with me getting some after all. 


She ran her hand through her long blond hair. Her robe loosened
just a bit, and for two glorious seconds I saw her delicious rack. At this
point I had no choice but to be a pervert. I gawked at her chest. 


She noticed me noticing her breasts.


“Do you like them?”


I grinned “I’m sure they’re the most beautiful breasts I’ve ever
seen.”


“Would you like to sleep with me?” she asked sultrily. 


“Uh,” I said. I didn’t expect her to be so direct. I couldn’t help
wondering if this was a trap of some kind. “Yes. Very much so.” 


“Then get rid of your clothes,” she whispered into my ear. “Leave
everything in your room and come to mine. I’ll be waiting for you.”


She fluttered a sexy red-tipped goodbye wave at me.


I went to my room, heart thudding, and shrugged my suit and
underclothes off in a daze. I hadn’t expected things with Fleur to happen so
soon but I sure as hell wasn’t complaining.


I turned around and remembered the packet of condoms. I grabbed
it. 


I wouldn’t mind giving Dennis a kiss once I got back, I thought dreamily. For booking the
perfect host.
















CHAPTER 2


 


I stepped into
Fleur’s room, completely naked and feeling a little self-conscious. She was
nowhere to be seen, but the door to her bathroom was wide open. 


I slowly tiptoed inside, cupping my crotch to show some decency.
Fleur was perched against the bathtub, fussing about with the bathwater. The
water was still running. Bubbles and rose petals swayed as she trailed her
fingers playfully through the surface foam.  


I cleared my throat to signal my presence. “How romantic,” I said.


Fleur looked at me and smiled.


“Get inside,” she said huskily. “You’ve had a long day, no? So
let’s get you all relaxed.”


I let go of my hands. Fleur took a sneaky glance at my cock, and I
loved that. I sank into the bath and sighed. The hot water felt so good. The
only thing missing was a drink..and maybe a massage. 


I didn’t know French women could be so...tame and giving. 


I splashed my legs around the water a bit. I had no intention of
actually cleaning myself, not when I had eye candy right in front of me. I
watched as Fleur’s robe split open again as she stood up and rustled through
something in her drawers. This time, I could see her plump nipples and the
dark, tufty shadow between her thighs. 


She turned around and handed me a razor with a smile.


I cocked an eyebrow at her.


“I don’t need that,” I said, winking. “I like things hairy.”


I eyed her full-fronted beauty. All I wanted to do was tear that
stupid robe off her and dig my fingers into her ass.   


“Have you ever slept with a French woman before?”


My first instinct was to lie, but then I brushed the thought off.
After all, I already had her—what was the point in lying?


“Have a feeling all that’s going to change tonight,” I said
huskily. “Come into the tub with me, baby. Let me see all of you.”


She gave me a sly smile and didn’t move. “You should know we like
to be pleasured. Served.” She tossed the razor at me and I caught it. “And I
like soft skin. Hairless skin.” 


I stared down at the razor. 


Really, a little hair removal wasn’t going to be a problem, not
with the suit-and-tie get-up I had going for the rest of the two weeks.


Man up, Max. Man up ’cause you get to fuck her.


I lifted my leg out of the bubbles and brought the razor up my
shin. One long, single stroke, until the blade ended at the top of my
knee. 


Fleur leaned over the tub and watched my hair disappear into the
bath water. She reached out and ran a finger along the bald strip of skin. She
looked so fucking sexy touching me with those tits out. I hoped she could see
my erection.


“All of it,” she whispered, handing me a pink bottle of shaving
cream. 


“You got it,” I said. 


The shaving cream smelled rosy and romantic as I worked it up the
rest of my leg and scraped it off with the razor. Within minutes, I’d done my
legs, arms, armpits, chest, and most of my stomach. I was a hairy guy, and
there was a lot of hair, so much so the water turned dark and murky and I could
practically feel myself becoming lighter and more buoyant as the seconds ticked
by.


“You want me to do my balls?” I joked.


“Yes,” Fleur purred. “Please do.”


I gazed into her eyes. She wasn’t fooling around. So I sat at the
end of the bathtub and shaved it all off—my nut sack and the clump of pubes
growing at the base of my dick. The area felt like silk once I got done with
it.


“You need my help now, don't you?" she asked, her eyes
positively sparkling with excitement. “Unless you have eyeballs on your ass.”
She laughed. 


“You...want to shave my ass?”


But she was already bending me over, grabbing my hands and placing
them over my cheeks. 


“Open wide,” she said. 


An uneasy feeling was brewing in the pit of my stomach. Was I
really letting a French girl shave my asshole? What for? Maybe she was weird
like that—thought it was a nice thing to do for a hook-up. Maybe a hairy ass
was a pet peeve of hers. 


I felt the razor tickle away at the skin all around my anus,
Fleur’s fingertips brushing away the stray hairs every so often. It didn’t take
all that long for her to announce she was all done.


“Uh…” I muttered.


Was it weird that I wanted her to continue tending to my asshole?
The pull of the razor and the warmth of her soft fingers on my sensitive crack
had been strangely comforting...and arousing.


Fleur gave me a pink towel.


“Dry yourself off,” she ordered. “While I find you something to
wear.”


I dried myself up while staring at my body on the big mirror
directly across from me. I felt like a chihuahua, sickeningly small, but I
certainly looked a lot better. With all the hair gone, my neck looked a little
more slender and my hips somehow more womanly. And I had nice skin. Really nice
skin. 


I wrapped myself in the towel and walked back to the bedroom.
That’s when I saw all the...stuff...laid out on the bedspread. 


Everything was pink. Pink lace, pink trails, pink poufs, little
ghastly pink ribbons. 


First, it was the hair removal. Now she wanted me to wear doll’s
clothes?


I wasn’t going to take the bait. 


“Why are you doing this?” I asked. 


Fleur let out a soft laugh and sauntered up to me. She gripped my
chin in her fingers and squeezed. Hard. A sharp jolt of pain shot down my
neck. 


“Max Roberts,” she murmured, her sexy accented syllables going MAXXZZZ
KHOBEKTZZZZ. “You are a successful man. Aren’t you?”


I wasn’t sure what she was getting at. “A little, yes,” I said.


“How much money do you make?”


“Enough to live a comfortable life, I guess.”


Twack! The
slap across my cheek stung like I’d been bitten by a scorpion.


“When Mistress Fleur asks you a question, you fucking answer me,
you nasty fucking disgraceful whore,” she spat.


 I stood there, shocked at the derogatory words coming out of
my host’s sweet mouth. Her whole face seemed to be set ablaze with anger. 


 I cleared my throat. “Sorry,” I said, willing to play along.
“Last year, I made two hundred thousand dollars. With bonuses, close to a
quarter of a million.”


“Do you have any assets?”


I stared at her, not sure what to think. “Sure. I have two
properties, one back home and one in Spain. Both worth more than two million.
Most of my other assets are tied to the stock market. Are you trying to
blackmail me?”


She laughed. 


“You’re not too smart, I guess,” she said, smirking. “Do you have
any kinks?”


“I like feet,” I admitted, still unable to shake off the feeling
that this whole thing was a joke. Or a ruse. “How about you?” 


“Well, Mr. Roberts, if you must know,” she said, placing a palm on
my bare chest and causing my heart to erupt with desire. She got rid of the
towel. “There’s nothing I like more than turning big, successful, asshole men
into cute little girls.” Her palm was suddenly on my dick again. “You could say
it’s a kink.”


“That’s your...kink?” I groaned. The stimulation felt way too
good now that I’d shaved. 


She began scratching my balls, then kissed me on the cheek. Her
body nudged against mine. Skin to skin, it felt like I was being
electrocuted. 


Hot. So hot.


“You could call it a kink.” She shrugged absent-mindedly. “To me
it’s more than a kink. It’s a passion. You know, the pandemic has been good to
me.”


She walked back toward her bed, where the girly clothes were laid
out one by one, looking deceptively innocent next to a giant life-size teddy
bear. Right next to the bed, however, was a wooden desk showing off two bright
laptop screens. 


I squinted, trying to make out what they were showing. One screen
was connected to two feeds: one from a camera at the front entrance, the other
just beyond the main corridor. The feed on the second screen was angled right
outside Fleur’s room. 


My heart jumped into overdrive, and this time it had nothing to do
with Fleur. 


Cameras? 


Was the masturbating a trap?


I forced out a light chuckle. “So, uh, you do this on the
regular?” I asked thickly. “Offer to host businessmen and then what? Feminize
them?”


She ignored me. 


“So, Mr. Roberts,” she asked, eyeing me lustfully. “Do you still
want to sleep with me?”


Her robe fell to the floor and she turned around. Fuck. She was
feminine sensuality dialed to the nth degree. Her body looked wild yet delicate
at the same time, regal yet so vulnerable. Her pussy was already slick, and her
nipples were all puffed up and as plump as cherries.    


She belonged on a painting at the Louvre, right next to Mona
fucking Lisa. 


“I think I know the answer,” she giggled, pointing at my boner.
“It’s not playtime for little clitty yet, okay?” 


“Clitty?” I murmured.


“Yes, clitty,” she said sternly. “The best virtue for a sissy girl
is patience. You don’t play with clitty until Mistress gives you permission.
Understood?”


I found myself nodding. 


Dammit. Why was I still so intimidated by her? 


“Patience goes hand in hand with another virtue,” Fleur said.
“Would you know what that is, Mr. Roberts?”


I shook my head. “Please, enlighten me.”


Fleur had something glinting in her hands. What was it?


I edged toward her, and saw that it was a small spiral cage, made
of shiny steel. The whole of its interior surface was riddled with metal bolts
and fasteners. 


Was that a...cock cage?


“Chastity,” Fleur said, like I’d been too stupid to get it. “It’s
chastity, Mr. Roberts. Something you are not too used to based on the evidence
I’ve seen so far.” She laughed. “But don’t worry, this will change all
that.”


I felt my dick instantly deflate. 


The next second, Fleur was aggressively pulling at my manhood,
slipping on a ring and then forcing my shaft into the torture chamber. Every
one of my senses went on high alert. Seeing my dick in that cage made me feel
claustrophobic. Sure, it didn’t hurt just now, but I could only imagine how
horrific it would be once things started heading toward an erection...


This bitch has locked my fucking cock. 


I was dizzy. I was practically being kept hostage in a crazy
French girl’s room—and yet, despite everything, I was turned on. Was it fear?
Or was it arousal? Maybe it was a bit of both. I was in a sexy thriller, at the
mercy of this beauty who was basking in her glow, reveling in the fact that she
was dominating me and doing whatever she wanted to me. 


She’d obviously done this many, many times before—judging by the
cameras, this was her modus operandi of sorts. But...I had a sneaking suspicion
this all happened way too quickly. 


Because you let it happen, idiot, someone in my head mocked me. Because a
part of you wants her to dress you up in those little girly panties and tell
you what to do. 


Don’t you?
















 


CHAPTER 3


 


Yes, I do, I thought with a sinking feeling. 


I wanted her to dominate me and make me her little bitch. And I
didn’t just want it, I craved it. 


Crazy. Everything
about this was beyond crazy. And yet...I hadn’t exactly put up a fight. Was
there something wrong with me?


I looked at her again, and spotted the almost imperceptible gold
chain on her neck. It was holding a small key as a pendant. My dick twitched in
its cage, and I swallowed.


If she was aware that I’d noticed the key, she didn’t show it.


“The second best virtue is modesty,” she said, waving her hand at
me with a frown. “So let’s get you all dressed up.”


Yes, yes...let her dominate you, Max. 


“Okay. Let’s do it,” I mumbled.


The baby pink panties went on first. They were the bikini kind,
made of thick cotton, and the material pressed my prisoner dick snugly into
place. An icy chill slithered down my spine and my heart was pounding in my
head—something about a grown man wearing something as feminine and off-limits
as panties was making me go crazy. I felt like I was handing over my manhood to
Fleur, and the shame that went along with it was immensely arousing. 


  The bra, also baby pink and made of comfy cotton, went
on next. Then the dress, which was made of pink satin or silk and had sweet
little puffed up doll sleeves with a white lace trim along the neckline. The
bottom layer was a tulle skirt, which was heavier and scratchier than it
looked, but had the effect of blowing up the outfit like a tutu. 


I was positive I looked like the sugar plum fairy in drag, but
Fleur still wasn’t done with me. And at this point, I didn’t care. I was so
intrigued by what she was doing to me, and my own arousal was fucking
humiliating but I couldn’t ignore the excitement that was building right
alongside it.


“My sweet chérie,” Fleur said, stroking the side of my face. “You
have beautiful skin. Just a little primping will do.”


She brought out a bag filled to the brim with makeup. 


The makeup scared me. I’d seen those photos of porn stars before,
showcasing the insane before and afters of their makeup transformation. 


What the fuck would I do if I came out of this looking like a porn
star? 


I didn’t know whether that would be a good or a bad thing…


Fleur patted down my face with a powder puff and applied a rosy
blush to the apple of my cheeks. A glittery gloss went on my mouth—a little
slimy when she put it on, but it dried out quickly while she worked on the rest
of my face. She took the most time on my eyes, prodding the lids with what
looked like a million different shades of the same color—browns and hazy
bronzes. 


After the makeup was done, she clipped on a blonde wig with huge,
shiny curls. I held my breath as she put on a pearl necklace and a pair of
pearl studs that crushed the flesh of my earlobes. The elaborate look was
finished once she helped me put on some white frilly socks and white shoes that
reminded me of the doll shoes my sister forced on her baby doll in a stroller
so many years ago.


“Well, you look really cute,” she said. “Now for the finishing
touch.”


I gaped as she brought out a big roll of hideous pink ribbon. She
moved one of the laptops to the bed, and I could see for the first time that it
had been hiding a small sewing machine. She switched it on and shaped the
ribbon into a huge bow. Then she began to stitch it into place. 


My stomach dropped like a rock when I heard the sound.


The droning…


That buzzing noise…


I wobbled on my feet, feeling dizzy and unsteady again.


Everything had been a fucking trap!


But you don’t care, the voice in my head lazily protested. Look at you, dressed in
a cute girl’s dress with bows and ribbons. With makeup on and a cute blonde
wig! Of course you don’t care. This is what you want. You WANT to submit. 


“And yes, in case you’re wondering,” Fleur said happily. “I made
the dress myself. Didn’t it turn out nice?”


“Yes, Mistress,” I mumbled, smoothing down the tulle skirt. “It’s
beautiful.”


 My
heart dropped to my stomach as those words tumbled out of my mouth in a girly
voice. I was changing. Changing into someone I couldn’t even recognize
anymore. 


I didn’t know what I was. But I knew I wasn’t a man, and I
couldn’t call this beautiful woman by her name anymore, not from where I
was. 


She was Mistress. And I needed Mistress to dominate me like the
pathetic sissy girl I was.


Fleur hummed as she stitched a giant bow into place. “Oh yes, oh
yes...this looks perfect,” she murmured.


She pinned the finished bow to the top of my wig with a few bobby
pins. Then she opened the closet door to reveal a mirror on the inside.


For the first time, I saw my feminized self from head to
toe. 


To say it was a shock would’ve been an understatement. 


Surely that...thing...wasn’t me? 


But it was. It was me. Less than an hour ago, I’d been a man, a
man who had been ridiculously naive about his masculinity. I’d been wearing a
fucking suit not more than an hour ago. Now I was wearing a pink dress and doll
shoes, with huge made up eyes and an enormous pink bow peeking out from my
blonde curls. 


The shame rose through me like a tidal wave. I was dressed like a
madwoman’s play toy, a little doll who serviced her every whim. 


“Be modest and stop admiring yourself in the mirror,” Fleur
chided. “You can sit on the floor like a proper girl. On your knees, thighs
together. We don’t show our clitty to anyone unless it’s play time,
understood?”


I perched on the carpet, on my knees, exactly as Fleur had
instructed. 


There was a bottle of whisky on the table. She
headed over, poured herself a glass, and took several sips while rummaging
through her drawers until she produced a lighter. She slid a cigarette through
her lips and lit it. I couldn’t help but admire the way her tits shamelessly
sprung about and the way her ass cheeks rubbed against each other as she moved
about and puffed away. Her beauty was making me shake all over.


She bent over me with a demonic smile plastered on her face. “Open
wide, honey,” she said. 


Then she thrust the cigarette in my mouth. 


I felt the smoke fill and scorch my lungs as I tried to suck on
it. I coughed once, then twice.


She laughed and stole her cigarette back.


Fleur sat back on the bed, smoking and drinking, like a naked
goddess finally admiring the fruits of her labour, looking down at me looking
all pathetic and feminized. Minutes later she tossed the cigarette into an
empty glass of water on the nightstand. 


“Sissy girl, it’s time for you to rub your Mistress’s feet,” she
said. “You need to show it the care and attention it deserves. Kiss it.” 


Fleur extended her left foot to me and I cupped it in both my
hands. Her foot—like the rest of her—was exquisite, her toes perfect and
unblemished, painted by a layer of dark red polish. I kissed each toe quietly
and daintily, and Fleur let out a sigh. 


“Lick it, sissy,” she breathed. “Fucking lick my dirty foot.”


“Y-yes, Mistress,” I squeaked. 


I wasn’t sure where to start. I rubbed and gently stretched out
her muscles first, starting from the heel to the arch. I pressed and squeezed
the ball of her foot. My breasts swelled when she uttered an ecstatic moan and
fell back down on the bed. I began licking her methodically, beginning right
from the top, where her Achilles tendon was, to where her pinky toe ended. Her
foot wasn’t dirty at all—it smelled and tasted heavenly. It was just a little
sweaty, but I couldn’t care less. 


I just wanted her to be happy with me and how I was serving
her. 


I continued to lick her until every part of her feet was
glistening with my saliva. Then I swallowed one of her big toes and suckled on
it like a baby would on a mother’s tit, making gleeful squeals while I did
so.  


“Mmm,” Fleur groaned from the bed. “I can tell you’d give great
blowjobs, my sweet sissy girl.”


I kissed and rubbed her feet some more. I was trying to savor this
moment because I knew I’d never again get to taste such sexy feet in my life.
Fleur bubbled out happy moans, and for a moment I thought she’d fall
asleep. 


But then out of nowhere, I felt something crush my dick. Mistress was
trampling my crotch with her feet! I let out a choked cry of pain as my package
made contact with the ends of those spear-like bolts. 


“Oh, my sissy girl is ssshhhyyyy,” she sang. “Oh my, what’s this?”


I watched in horror as her gaze fell on the packet of condoms I’d
brought into her room and carelessly thrown on the floor. Somehow, that seemed
so long ago—another lifetime, almost. I bristled while she studied the writing
on the packet intently, like she was seeing it for the first time. 


Condoms were far from modest and I’d guess she wasn’t happy with
me at all. 


“It’s...yours,” I tried to explain. “I thought...when you told me
to come to your room…” My voice trailed away. 


“Oh my goodness!” she said, scrunching up her nose. “You fucking
whore! I can’t believe you had such a disgusting idea in your head! What did
you want to do? Fuck my pussy?” She almost fell over laughing. “You really
thought you could fuck me! Me? Who do you think you are, huh? Speak up, you
cunning whore!”


“I’m sorry, Mistress. Please forgive me,” I whispered. My eyelids
twitched, and my face burned with embarrassment. 


I couldn’t believe I’d done such a reckless thing. 


“No. You deserve to be punished,” she said. “Whore. Come here.”


I was spread over her naked lap and was spanked. All the
gentleness and affection she’d shown me while she was dressing me up were now
gone. Her nails scraped my ass as she tore down my panties and scratched me,
digging deep into my skin. Then her fingers reached underneath me and squeezed
my nuts. 


I felt myself grow hard at her cruelty. 


My prick jostled against the bolts, sending flashes of piercing
pain up my groin. I shivered and blubbered and cried out, but I couldn’t
remember a single time in my life I’d ever found a woman so overwhelmingly sexy
in every damn way. She was too much. 


Everything was too much.  


I was way too turned on.


“You need to know your place, sissy whore,” she yelled. “You
revolt me. Lay down on the floor right now!”


I scrambled to the floor. Her pillowy thighs fell over me, and the
last thing I saw before the darkness fell was her swollen clitoris glistening
like a gemstone. Her scent was intoxicating. I could smell her pussy, her
juices, and her tangy ass. Almost on the verge of passing out, I kissed and
caressed her snatch. She moaned and laid all of her body weight on my face. I
licked and savored every drop of her secretions. 


Fleur had perfectly orchestrated this, and this was how I wanted
to thank her. I needed to bring her joy. I needed to bring her to climax.


Fighting against the abuse inflicted on my cock, I devoted myself
to serving her. She bounced on my face, and I wished I could see her glorious
breasts bouncing. I licked her out until my tongue felt raw and spent. Her
moans morphed into growls until she screamed and her pussy ejaculated right
into my mouth. 


I groaned, not being able to ignore my throbbing dick anymore. My
balls strained and twitched. I desperately needed to relieve all the
tension. 


Or it would find its way out. 


“Ooooh....” I gasped.


Too late.


Fleur got off me, still breathing heavily and light flooded my
eyes. She looked slyly in my direction, then put her hands up the skirt of my
dress. 


My panties were wet. 


Wet with precum. Lots of precum. 


I shuddered as she patted down on the wet cotton and let out a
disgusted grunt. I was still leaking.


I didn’t need to be a genius to see that Mistress wasn’t happy
with me. 


She wasn’t happy with me at all. 
















 


CHAPTER 4


 


Mistress wasn’t just unhappy.
She was practically trembling with rage.


I
was amazed by her beauty even while she spewed out a stream of insults at me,
her nostrils flaring with every word. Everything about her was so effortless,
while I had to go through an hour-long feminization session to come out looking
like someone’s voodoo doll. 


My
body tingled all over as she spanked me again, and I wondered quietly what my
punishment would be this time. It really wasn’t my fault I’d leaked out a ton
of precum. She was so hot, and her squirting orgasm in my mouth really didn’t
do much to help. 


My
knees shook as Fleur walked me over to the closet and pulled out a maxi pad.
She ripped down my panties and held my balls in her palm as she stickied the
pad and wings down.


The
act of making me wear such an intimate feminine product was nothing short of
thrilling. Once she pulled my panties up again, we both stood there, staring at
each other. I could literally feel every submissive fibre in my being coming
alive. For her. 


I
leaned in closer, closer, the heat of her breath landing on my mouth. Her lips
twitched and for a second I saw the lust she had for me in her huge, hazel
eyes.


But
then she slapped me.


“Did
you really think I was going to kiss you, sissy?” she snarled. “Think again,
nasty fucking freak. No, sissies don’t deserve to kiss women. Sissies can only
kiss feet, pussy, and cock. Speaking of cock…”


I
looked down and her hands were wrapped around a purple dildo.


“If
you really want to kiss me, you can kiss my cock,” she said, her nostrils
flaring again. “Sissy, go wait for me in my bed. I don’t want my knees to
hurt.”


Of
course, I thought in a daze as I
climbed on top of the bed and waited obediently for Mistress. This was how
things were going to end for Mr. Max Roberts. At least it’s a fake cock. Fake
cocks don’t count, right?


But
I knew I was only lying to myself. 


What
kind of straight guy would willingly put a cock in his mouth—fake or not? And
yet, as I watched Fleur seductively wear the dildo, held together by an
underwear with buckled straps, I realized I was panting. Yes, my sissy mouth
was salivating like a bitch, craving that enormous manly member like nothing
I’d craved before.


I
was only sorry it wasn’t real!


The
purple phallus bounced—along with Fleur’s breasts—as she strolled toward me.
She bent down and I saw her pick up the packet of condoms.


The
irony of seeing that twelve-pack again! Was it only just yesterday that I’d
been the one hoping to wear it, while I fucked her brains out? 


Yesterday
seemed like a dream. 


Fleur
tore open one of the wrappers with her teeth. Then she rolled the condom down
her cock, eyeing me while she did it. 


This
is it, I thought feverishly.


Once
I had her cock in my mouth, I knew there would be no going back. My own
tortured dick stiffened—or tried to—and I winced in pain. My pulse pounded in
my head, the adrenaline in my veins hitting an all-time high. 


“Kiss
my cock,” Fleur ordered. “Get it wet and dirty for me. I’m out of lube.”


The
dildo slid easily into my glossy mouth. The latex tasted gross and it had a
medicated smell that reminded me of hospitals.  I felt the flush of
embarrassment rise up in my cheeks as I realised that having a dick in my mouth
was unavoidably turning me on. 


“Open
wide, sissy,” Fleur said sharply. “You know you can open it wider. Take my
whole cock. More, more...yes!”


My
jaw strained as the dildo filled my oral cavity and was rammed down my throat.
My lips tingled and I almost gagged, dribbling saliva all over myself. 


Fleur
would never know this, but I used to enjoy getting a little aggressive with
girls while they sucked me off. I learned pretty early on in life that girls
loved to be dominated, slapped, and treated like dirty sluts during sex. But
now I knew why. Part of it was about letting go, and part of it was
about being so desired that someone was willing to throw away your dignity to
get what they wanted out of you.


God—the
pain!


I
gave into the pain. I loved the pain. My cock swelled and thickened and shrank
in excruciating cycles while I showed off my blowjob skills to Fleur. I was so
down the rabbit hole I began to imagine my own saliva-filled mouth was actually
full of cum. It was like I’d been starved for cock my entire life. 


Fleur
seemed to hate that I was openly enjoying it. But I caught her smiling—not
once, but twice!—so I knew she secretly liked that I was enjoying her special
kink. I felt so vulnerable and sexy. 


After
what seemed like an eternity, Fleur pulled out and retreated from me. I think
she could see the disappointed look on my face. I used the time to compose
myself—I dabbed at my now sweating forehead, careful not to ruin my makeup any
more than it already was, collected my breath, and ironed out the wrinkles on
my beautiful pink dress. 


 She
reached into a drawer and took out two pairs of handcuffs. 


“The
only reason I’m fucking you in the ass is because you were enjoying the
mouth-fuck a little too much,” Fleur said when she saw how excited I was.
“Understood?”


I
hung my head and felt my sense of self-worth deplete away into nothing.


Fleur
ordered me to lay down on my stomach. She grabbed my hands and cuffed my
wrists, linking them to the bed frame.


“On
your knees again, whore,” she said. “And spread your legs.”


 I
could tell she was almost trembling with excitement, looking at me like I was a
piece of meat. She wanted me like this, totally  helpless and completely
under her authority. She was going to take me. Claim me. 


Tied
down, spread out, and totally vulnerable, I embraced my fate and took my
position as degraded sissy whore. 
















 


CHAPTER 5


 


My whole groin was burning.


And
I was so scared. I wasn’t scared about the pain. I’d given all of that up—the
inner battle and trying to figure out why I was so turned on by a woman
emasculating me. 


But
I was scared I wouldn’t be enough of a girl for Fleur. 


I
wanted to cry but then I remembered she’d already seen my asshole. Hell, she’d
seen my hole when it was hairy. And she’d shaved it. But strangely enough I was
still insecure. Would she notice my butt acne? Did I scrub down there enough?
Would she think my ass was too skinny? I wish I’d had time to bleach. And do an
enema. 


Fleur
peeled down my stained panties, but only enough for her to access my hole. My
locked clitty was still pressed against the thick maxi pad. I braced myself for
the pain. But to my surprise, she began my ass destruction by rubbing my lower
back. 


I
think she could see how scared I was, like a helpless lost kitten.


“Oh,
that feels good, Mistress,” I moaned. “Please rub me some more.” 


“It’s
going to be okay, sissy girl,” she said.


For
once she didn’t ignore me. She rubbed and massaged my back, then moved down to
my butt cheeks, taking care not to scratch me with her fingernails this time.
Her soft palms were like warm butter soaking into my skin, and I relaxed into
her tenderness. This was heaven.


But
then I heard her move around and felt something warm, wet, and unfamiliar slosh
around the lining of my anus. Confused, I jerked my butt up, and the handcuffs
painfully dug into my wrists. I yelped.


“Relax,”
Fleur whispered. “It’s just my tongue. And I’m doing it just in case it’s still
dry.”


Oh
fuck. Was she actually, really rimming me? Wait. Was her tongue actually in my
butthole?  Like, really inside?


Mistress
dove in deeper, her arms pulling my thighs apart until her entire face was
pressed against me. I felt her take a deep breath. There was no way she didn’t
do that on purpose. Was she smelling me? Did she like my scent?


I
moaned into the pillow. I couldn’t take it anymore, and yet I had no choice but
to endure this. This was way too fucking hot. The stupid teddy bear on her bed
was eyeing me like he was enjoying watching me squirm. 


My
clitty was straining under the pressure. 


“Please,
Mistress, have mercy!” I squealed. “I really need to cum!”


I
felt cold air stifle my crack again. I wanted to scream and ask her to go right
back to tasting my ass. But I knew that would be wrong for a sissy to do. Who
the fuck was I to make demands to my Mistress?


“Get
ready, my chérie,” Fleur said, striding up from behind me. “First times usually
hurt, but you will feel the pleasure very soon.”


I
gasped and grunted as that lengthy, fake penis clenched its way through my
sissy hole. My inner cavity was throbbing and stretching to welcome the sacred
object that was my Mistress. As she started to pound into me, my wrists began
to rattle, the handcuff chains slinking noisily against the bed frame. The
discomfort dissipated to slowly give way to waves of pleasure that surged
through my body. 


Fuck!
I couldn’t even process what was happening to me. I was in fucking Paris, being
fucked in the ass by a literal goddess walking on earth. The scent of her pussy
was now wavering in the air, and I was pretty sure I was going insane. 


I
had the urge to piss all over myself. 


The
pleasure flooded through my body. It was excruciating. So pleasurable it
hurt. 


“Are
you enjoying this, chérie?” Fleur breathed from behind me as her apparatus
rolled into my anus like a spinning top, making me groan. 


“Fuck
me harder, Mistress,” I squealed in my most pathetic sissy girl voice. “Destroy
my boipussy. Please…”


Fleur
slapped my butt in approval and rammed in that dildo harder than she ever had
before. 


I
embraced the pain. The pain was pleasure. I wished I could free my
wrists so I could jerk myself off. I wished I could see her tits—I knew if I
did, the game was over. I wished I could smell her cunt. Her armpits. Her
underboobs. Her ass. I wished for a lot of things in that delirious, horny
state I was in. I was leaking all over the pad, and I suddenly wished I could
piss all over myself .


“I
really...need to...cum…” I begged as my butt bounced and wobbled back and
forth. “Mistress...let me cum…”


In
a shocking move, Fleur emptied her dong off of my anus and uncuffed my wrists.
All the sexy sensations collapsed upon themselves and fizzled out. My heart
raced when she pushed me over to my back and reached up to her necklace. She
was red and sweating all over, and I’d never seen her look more beautiful. She
undid the padlock on my cock cage and smiled at me. 


“You
want to cum, sweet sissy girl?” 


“Yes,
Mistress.” I nodded desperately. 


“Then
get down on the floor,” she said. “I will let you cum.”


I
crawled over to the edge of the bed, tearing my precious satin dress in the
process, and heaved my body over to the carpet below. Then I crawled to the
middle of the room and sat on my knees, my thighs straining, my ass still
hovering in the air because it was so sore. I would worry about the dress
later. Mistress was being so nice to me now—maybe she wouldn’t even punish me
for destroying her creation. Maybe she’d sew me a new one. And even if she did
discipline me, I would happily accept my consequences. 


Fleur
smiled at me from the bed. It made my heart feel so full. Maybe she would pity
me and let me fuck her, PIV style. God, I needed her now. I needed her thighs
bouncing on mine, her rack in my face. I needed her to kiss me and tell me how
I was her perfect little sissy doll.


I
stared as she snatched the life-sized teddy bear that was on the bed and sat it
down on the carpet next to me. 


“If
you really want to cum…” she said in a nasty, wicked voice. “You can hump that
toy like the sissy girl whore you are!”


I
licked my lips, feeling stung by the rejection but also knowing I was horny
enough to do anything she said. My pathetic clitty rose at the thought of
humping that stuffed bear. Its eyes glinted at me lustfully. 


He
was a creep. Perfect for me. 


I
squatted on top of it and began to grind my crotch into the fur. 


Bliss.
Pure, unrestrained bliss.


I
straddled the toy and bucked my hips, fucking him with renewed energy. I was
losing my mind, but I didn’t even care. I just needed to climax.


“Flash
him your tits, baby, get him hard,” Fleur cooed.


I
lifted up my dress as high as I could while I bounced on top of it. I brought
down the bra cups and pinched my nipples. I was worse than a whore now, worse
than the most pathetic sissy whore alive. I was completely and utterly
destroyed, and there was simply no way I could ever come back from this. 


A
fresh batch of precum trickled into its now matted fur.  I bent down and
kissed it, hoping it would make Fleur jealous. Then I gyrated my hips like I
was giving it a lap dance and rubbed my nipples on the nub of its plastic
nose. 


The
bear toppled over, making me face the closet mirror. For the first time, I was
confronted with visual evidence of what a sissy loser I was, trying to make
love to a fucking stuffed toy! I moaned and splurged my milk right into its
brown stuffed crotch. So. Much. Spunk. Huge ropes of it landed all over the
bear and my body got hot as I rode through what was a thundering orgasm.


I
fell over with a thud on the floor and looked up to see Fleur laughing her head
off. I thought she’d be aroused but I guessed this was so pathetic she couldn’t
help laughing.  


She
came over and lovingly wiped my clit with a baby wipe. Then I felt the cold,
familiar hug of steel around my crotch, and the clink of a padlock
snapping shut.


“What...what’s
going on?” I murmured. “Why am I being punished again, Mistress?”


“Oh
no, this isn’t a punishment,” Fleur said, gently running her hands through the
curls of my wig. “But it’s part of your training. It’s only just started, but
don’t worry, you will get used to the feeling very soon.” She began unzipping
my dress. “I still have so much more planned for you. We still have one week
and six days to make you my perfect sissy doll!”


I
smiled up at Mistress, my heart thudding with love. 


She
was so fucking sweet, and I couldn’t wait to see what else she had in store for
me!
















THE END











CLAIMED BY CHEERLEADERS


CHAPTER
1


 


I was sweating as soon as I
walked into the gym. The air was a little stale, tinged with the odor of
football games and probably way too much man musk and testosterone. But the
sight of college girls blessed with perfect bodies, most of them wearing next
to nothing, made me think I was in a fever dream.


I looked
around me. Yes. I was the only guy here. Perfect. Clutching the notice
in my hand, I walked toward the desk positioned at the end of the gymnasium and
locked eyes with Monika Reed. She was a hottie. Her perky Cs proudly displayed
in a tight little tank top, her glossy brown hair tied halfway-up and fanning
around her face like a curtain. Monika majored in biology, was a great dancer,
and she also happened to be captain of Fairview University’s cheerleading
squad. 


A real
triple threat. 


I
cleared my throat and tried to find my voice. The nerves of my audition
had been building up all day, but now, being the only man in a room full of
girls, about to make conversation with cheerleading goddess Monika Reed, I felt
myself begin to shiver and shake.


“T-Trevor
Burke. I’m here for the tryouts?”


Monika
turned around and took me in. She was chewing gum. My insides jolted. Those
lips. Fuck. How many times had I zoomed in on her duck-lip selfies on
Instagram, fantasizing about that perfect mouth wrapped around my cock?


She gave
me a look. “Wrong room, buddy,” she said.


I
shriveled a little. She was probably wondering what a short, scrawny, ugly guy
was doing trying out for the cheer team. 


 “Um,
no, I’m pretty sure I’m in the right place,” I said, trying to stop myself from
trembling like a kid in a horror house. “The cheer tryouts are happening here,
right?” I waved the notice in front of her. “The team’s on the lookout for guy
cheerleaders? No experience needed?”


Monika
called over to another girl. A blonde-haired Asian girl sauntered toward us,
carrying a clipboard. I knew she had a sexy name. Justine Tan, or
something. 


“He’s
here for the tryouts,” Monika said.


Justine
took one look at me and giggled. “Please. Do us both a favor and stop wasting
our time.” She turned her back toward us and skipped away to another group of
girls. “Creep,” I heard her mutter.


My face
got hot.


“Please,”
I croaked. “Give me a chance. I’ve been practicing all month.”


I wasn’t
lying. I’d been practicing for several weeks, doing stretches and planks and
push-ups until my lungs and muscles both wanted to scream. I’d also rehearsed
about a gazillion beginner stunts. Not even close to enough to transform my
bony body into something of substance, but that was all the time I had, and I’d
made the most of it. Of course, that didn’t mean I didn’t have ulterior
motives for joining the squad.


From the
moment I’d seen the announcement for the male tryouts, I’d known this was my
only chance. The squad, for the first time, apparently wanted to transition
into a co-ed team so they just really wanted anyone they could get, within
reason of course. And the more I’d mulled over it, the juicier my plan had
gotten. I was tired of being a loser. I couldn’t even talk to an attractive
girl without getting my brain scrambled and my knees all wobbly—yes, I was that
much of a loser. 


Everyone
knew male cheerleaders got to hang out with the sexiest chicks on campus and
got enough pussy to last several lifetimes. My goal was to become a base and
literally get closer to girls like Monika—the kind of girl men would happily
compete over just for a chance to sniff her ass. I could turn myself from a
shy, dateless geek to a hunk, all while hurtling girls into the air and looking
up their skirts. 


I even
had dreams where I strolled confidently into class, my noodle arms all bulked
up, Monika by my side, her tits bobbing as she waved to everyone.


The
real-life Monika grabbed Justine by her arm and pulled her back. “Let’s just
let him try out. He’ll be doing us a favor, trust me—we can let Coach Serrato
know we weren’t able to find any good guys.” She gave a devious grin.


“Alright,”
Justine said cheerily. 


I
pretended I didn’t hear them. I was used to girls talking shit about me. 


They
both sat down behind the desk and looked at me expectantly. “Your time to
shine,” Monika said, clapping her hands. “Girls, we have an auditionee! Trevor,
let’s see what you’ve got.”


The
chitter-chatter in the gym suddenly reduced to a hush, and I could feel an
audience forming behind me. All those girls in their teeny-tiny shorts and
sports bras, their seductive eyes on me. 


I sucked
in a breath and mustered every ounce of strength I could. I was almost close to
passing out from nerves. 


“Could
you do a standing back handspring for us?” Justine called out.


“Sure,”
I said.


Here
goes nothing. 


I sprung
my arms back and lifted myself off the ground, twirling in the air before
landing back on the matted floor with a little jump. 


First
one down. I glanced at Monika and Justine. They were whispering to each
other and writing down on their boards.


“How
about a roundoff back handspring?” Justine ordered after a while.


This was
slightly trickier. The girls both looked like they wanted me to fail, but they
didn’t know I’d done a zillion cartwheels in the park. 


I
stepped back and got a running start, then sprung my arms up and leapt into the
air. I did another turn and ended up in my landing position for the final jump.
Once I was done, I smiled at them defiantly. It had gone perfectly. Well, maybe
my execution could’ve been a tad bit smoother, but other than that...perfect.


Monika
and Justine, however, remained tight-lipped. 


“Let’s
try partner stunts next,” Monika said in a deadpan voice. “Just show us what
you can do.”


Justine
came over and handed me a kettlebell. 


“That’s
your flyer,” Monika said. “Make sure she doesn’t fall.”


Fuck. I hadn’t prepared for stuff
like that, and I had no idea what to do. Thinking quickly, I tossed the
kettlebell into the air and caught it with both hands before dropping it down
again, repeating the motion over and over again.


When I
was done, Monika and Justine stared at me for a long time. You could’ve heard a
pin drop in the room. Everyone was silent, except for me, panting away while I
waited for the verdict.


“That’s
it?” Monika’s chewing gum bubble popped at the end of the question.


“Yeah,
so far,” I said breathlessly. “I’m...moldable. I’ll be great in no time.” I
looked helplessly at Justine, her petite body arched against the chair like it
was a throne. 


Justine
scribbled down something furiously on her clipboard. Then she showed it to
me. 


I
squinted at what she’d written. ‘NO.’


“Come
on, guys,” I pleaded. “Give me a chance. You won’t regret it, I promise.”


I felt
like a pathetic freak, begging these beautiful girls to listen to me. A few of
them sniggered and one of them cackled like a hyena. I tried to stand tall and
flex my muscles so that at least I’d look a little cocky. 


It
didn’t work.


Monika
stood up and walked over to me, her eyes narrowing down into slits. “Listen,
loser,” she said. “We don’t want you. Now get out of here before I call Coach
Serrato and let her know that you’re harassing us.”


“Yeah,”
Justine piped in. “Keep practicing, though. Your stunts could be amazing one
day...in a circus.”


“I’m
sorry,” I whispered and took a step back. 


I
couldn’t believe my Big Plan had failed. This was supposed to be my huge break,
and now not only had I not made it into the cheer team, I’d also become
the laughing-stock of the sexiest bunch of girls alive.


The gym
doors burst open at that moment and someone bustled in. I thought I heard a
scream. Everyone turned to look at the newcomer. She was wearing a sports bra
and skin-tight leggings, and her long blonde hair swished behind her as she
made a beeline...straight towards Monika.


“I knew
it!” the newcomer cried. “You fucking bitch!”


I knew
her. Kaylie. She was a gymnast and had been eyeing to become captain before
Monika came along and beat her to it. How did I know this? Well, spying on
Instagram profiles can go a very long way at Fairview.


“Excuse
me?” Justine said, her eyes wide. 


“What
the fuck are you talking about?” Monika snapped.


“You
slept with him!” Kaylie screamed. “I knew it, you slut. How dare you spread
your legs for my boyfriend!”


“You
mean your ex-boyfriend,” Monika said calmly. 


“You
think you’re hot shit, huh?” Kaylie said. “Everyone knows you got a nose job.”


Womp!
That was what I
heard as Monika tackled Kaylie onto the floor. Kaylie screamed again and her
face emerged seconds later, her hair a mess and eyes rolling like a dog in
heat. She grabbed Monika’s shorts and yanked on it, revealing her plump ass and
the skimpy lines of a purple g-string.


My mouth
flew open. It was hard not to get turned on watching a wrestling match between
two cheerleaders, one of whom had her ass out for show. I imagined myself
smushed in between them, their sexy, toned limbs curled around me as they
hurled objects at each other.  


It took
several more minutes for Kaylie to escape Monika’s grasp. She scurried away,
her cheeks red, gasping as she headed toward the gym doors. 


“I
quit!” she yelled. “I fucking quit!”


Monika
calmly got up and dusted herself off, calling over to a wide-eyed Justine once
more. I wanted to move my legs, praying that I didn't end up being the next
subject of her wrath. But I couldn’t. 


I
couldn’t help but notice how fucking beautiful Monika still looked even when
she was practically boiling with anger. 


What
I wouldn’t do...I
thought bitterly. To press myself against her...feel those tits...that
gorgeous arc of her fat ass...


My legs
found their will again, and I began to sprint toward the exit. 


“You!
Wait!” 


It was
Monika. My heart started racing. Had she, by some kind of miracle, changed her
mind? 


When I
turned around, the girls had their heads bent down, talking in whispers. I
strained my ears, but could only hear snippets of what they were talking
about. 


“Girly
voice...fucking skinny...could pass…”


I
shifted on my feet, inching closer to the pair so I could catch more of their
secretive discussion. 


What the
heck were they talking about?
















CHAPTER
2


 


As I tried to edge
closer to the conversation, Monika stopped short and swirled around. Her face
melted into a charmingly seductive smile, causing my stomach to do a
somersault. She snapped her fingers, and Justine handed me a set of
silver-purple pom-poms. 


“Uh, what’s this for?” I asked.


“Pretend you’re a girl,” she said simply. “And give us
your best cheer.”


“O-okay,” I muttered. 


What a weird thing to ask. My mind went blank for several seconds and I just
stood there, holding onto the handles of those girly pom-poms. I had no idea
what to do, but then my body began to twist to an imaginary rhythm in my head.
I waved and punched my pom-poms out into the air, feeling my moves become
sharper and smoother at the same time. My face was like plastic, melded into a
permanent cheerleader’s smile. Mid-routine, my nerves skittered away, so I gave
them a little sass. I found myself yelling: “Let’s get hot, let off that steam,
let’s get hot, crush the other team!”


I ended with a confident backflip and an even more
confident grin.


The silence broke as Monika began a slow clap,
followed by Justine, and then there was a smattering of applause from behind
them. I hadn’t even noticed I’d still had an audience. 


“Trevor, sweetie,” Monika said, her voice like literal
honey being poured into my heart. “Congratulations. You made it!”


“Way to go!” Justine said excitedly. She came over and
hugged me around the waist. “How does it feel?”


“I...I feel great,” I said, a little dazed. 


Me? Part of the Fairview Vixens? I still couldn’t
believe how quickly things had turned around, although a small sneaking
suspicion still drummed inside of me. “Um,” I began. “Just to clarify. I’m
still part of this as a male cheerleader, right?”


Monika scoffed. “Of course not,” she said. “Sweetie,
you were born to do cheerleading like the rest of us. Once we make you over, no
one will ever know.” She trailed a wave right in front of my face. “A little
lipstick…some falsies…a really good wig…a fuckton of blush…how will they know?”


“Okay…” I was still trying to process what had just
happened. Had I really made it onto the cheer team? As a…girl?


But the more my brain considered it, the better I
felt. Like Monika had said, no one would know there was a crossdressing
cheerleader on the squad, and I certainly didn’t plan on telling anyone. Of
course, I’d have to dress like a girl and act like one and cheer like one, but
who the fuck cared? Not me. At the end of the day, I’d be the one hanging out
with Monika, the sexiest girl in the universe.


“Thank you, Kaylie!” I thought, and then realized in
sheer horror that I’d blurted it out.


Monika giggled. Like actually giggled. Not at me, but
at my joke. I flashed her another grin.


She patted me on the back. “So, team workouts start
tomorrow. At four in the morning—we like to start a little early.”


“I see,” I mumbled.


“Do you have a lot of body hair?”


The question totally threw me off-guard, and all I
could do was look at her with wide-eyed wonder. 


“You don’t look like you have a lot of body hair, but
I’m going to need you to shave, sweetie,” Monika continued firmly. “Like everything.
And I mean it when I say everything. That’s how us Vixens roll.” She gave me a
wink. “So I’ll see you tomorrow? Come straight to the girl’s locker room
for introductions. I’d have a good night’s sleep if I were you…”


***


I woke up groggy the next day to the sound of my alarm.
I was normally a light sleeper, but I’d spent the whole of last night under the
covers furiously trying to masturbate without my roommate noticing. 


Oh, it was heavenly. Picturing myself in between
Monika and Kaylie, except in my fantasy, they were both fighting over each
other to suck my cock. Monika won, of course, but towards the end I’d felt
sorry for Kaylie and invited her to join in on the fun. 


I came gloriously on both of their tits in the end,
with Monika slurping off my seed using her precious mouth while she stared up
at me with intoxicating eyes...


I jerked myself awake once again and glanced at my
phone. 4:10 a.m.


I’d dozed off thinking about my fucking fantasy. And
now I was officially ten minutes late for team workouts.


Shit!


I threw my blanket to the floor and debated about
whether I had time to even take a shower. But then I remembered Monika’s clear
instructions: shave everything. I let out a panicked groan.


I rushed to the showers and did a quick rinse of my
body and then soaped up my legs, holding a razor steady in one hand. Taking a
deep breath, I ran the razor up my leg until I hit my kneecap. Seeing the strip
of pale skin appear beneath the light coils of hair was so surreal. I reached
out and touched it. 


My skin was still wet but soft and slippery. Like a
girl’s. 


I shook my head. I had no time to delve on how weirded
out I felt about removing my body hair. So I went crazy and finished shaving my
legs, then moved on to my pits, my chest, my ass, and my cock and balls,
inspecting myself every so often in the mirror. Of course, I didn’t really
think I needed to shave my pubes—because how the fuck would Monika find out?—but she’d told me to shave everything and I was ready to move mountains
if that’s what she wanted.


Once I got out of the shower, I slipped on some
shorts, a crumpled T-shirt, and my trainers. Then I dashed out into the
chilled dawn air and sprinted to the Athletic Center. 


Letting myself in, I headed upstairs to the girl’s
locker room. The whole place was mostly dark and eerily quiet, and except for a
beat-up looking guy in the lobby, I hadn’t seen anyone else. I stood in front
of the door for a minute, trying to collect myself and my wild thoughts.
Someone had slapped on a ‘No Boys Allowed!’ poster on the door as a joke and
seeing that sent a thrill down my spine. 


How many men had had the pleasure of openly walking
into the cheerleader’s locker room? 


I released the breath I’d been holding and slid open
the door. The soft chatter of girls laughing and gossiping was like music to my
ears. I could smell their sweet-scented shampoo, sprays, and deodorant, tingled
with just a bit of womanly sweat. 


And then, through the steamy haziness, the room
finally came into focus. I peered around, already feeling shy and a little out
of place. There was the squad, most of them wearing matching bra and panty
sets, others clad in towels and still-wet hair, a few of them actually topless. 


I wanted to pinch myself. Was I still
dreaming? 


I spotted Monika and walked over to her. She had a
pink towel over her head and a pink polka-dotted bra and thong.


“Hey. Sorry I’m late,” I said, trying to stop myself
from staring at her chest. 


“Fashionably late,” she cooed. “We’re done with
our workouts.”


I flinched. “Oh. But...but I thought you told me to
come at four?”


“Oh, sorry, did I say four?” she said, shaking her
head sympathetically. “We start at three. But look on the bright side! At least
you’re right on time for the most important thing happening today.”


I cocked my brows. “What’s that?”


She rolled her eyes. “You still don’t get it, do you?
It’s your initiation day, dummy.”


“What?”


Justine came up to us and slapped me playfully on the
butt. “Your initiation!” she said brightly. “All new cheerleaders go through
the ritual on their first day. In fact, you’re not even considered a part of
the Vixens—not yet. Not until the rest of us are done with you.”


My breath caught in my throat as she opened up the
locker behind her and took out a cheerleading uniform—the pleated miniskirt in
purple and silver and the tight matching sleeveless crop top, along with a pair
of silver-speckled pom-poms. She piled them all on the bench in front of us.


I was sure I was hallucinating when I saw the next
thing she pulled out of her locker. A bra and a skinny little thong, both made
of bright purple lace and see-through except for the actual crotch area. The
pattern of the lace was in the shape of leaves and flowers. The bra had
silver tassels hanging from the nipple area. 


I’d never seen a girlier, sluttier thing in my
life.  


“Let’s get you undressed,” Monika said solemnly. 


All the blood drained out of my face.


“Wait,” I croaked, pointing to the lingerie Justine
was still holding up. “I have to wear that?”
















CHAPTER
3


 


I’d been prepared
for this—most of this. My fated future of having to dress up as a sexy starlet
for cheerleading, executing perfect back handsprings while wearing a miniskirt
and pumping pom-poms into the air. Trevor, the crossdressing cheerleader.
Whatever. As long as I got to hang out with Monika and her clan, it was cool
with me.


But somehow, my mind hadn’t even glazed over the
possibility I might have to get dressed in girl’s underwear. A bra and
a...thong. A fucking candy-colored lace thong! 


And not to mention, I had no idea that I’d have to subject
myself to this mysterious ‘initiation’ ritual they kept rubbing in my
face. 


“It’s just a little bit of fun,” Monika said softly.
“Besides, you’ll need the practice if you’re actually going to help the squad
out, you know. Lingerie can take a while to get used to, even without all
the...extra bits.” She glanced down at my crotch and I suddenly felt hot. 


“Huh,” I grunted, trying to look as macho as I
possibly could while I attempted to say, ‘Yes. I will wear a bra and thong
if it means it helps my chances of getting to fuck you.’ Or something close
to that.


Monika placed her hands on the hem of my T-shirt and
pulled it up an inch, exposing a strip of my abdomen. At that moment, I
basically turned into jelly. All I could do was imagine her slinking down my
body in last night’s fantasy, pulling down my pants to release my starved,
throbbing cock...


“Come on, sexy,” she said sultrily, trailing her
fingertips across my stomach. “Let’s get you undressed.”


I almost melted into a puddle of goo.


I raised my arms, and Monika pulled the T-shirt above
my head. I had practically no visible muscles, but they were just
starting to sprout, and I knew the girls would be appreciating them in the
weeks to come. So I held my head high as she tugged on my shorts and plucked at
the drawstrings. Soon, I was down to my underwear. 


“No one’s shy here,” she said, giggling. “Go on, sexy,
let’s see what you’re hiding under those tighty-whities…”


Goosebumps cropped up on my arm when she said that. I
wasn’t proud of my size—in fact, it was my biggest insecurity. It was maybe
three inches, three and a half inches if we were stretching it, and horribly
thin. I’d once had a girl say my hard-on looked like an ‘amputated thumb’. 


Before I could even think about what to do next,
Justine came from behind me and pushed down my briefs, completely exposing me
in front of Monika.


Her hand flew to her mouth and her eyes widened like
saucers. “Oh my god!” she shrieked. “Girls, you gotta see this!”


Suddenly the entire room went silent, and I just stood
there frozen like an icicle, with my pathetic little pecker out. Some of the
girls gasped and pointed. Others frowned and grimaced. One of them, a topless
girl wearing pigtails, pretended to puke. 


“What is that? Is it a micropenis?” Monika asked, a cunning
smile on her face. “Oh, babe, I’m so sorry. It must be so hard to live with
such a small dick.” She peered down and took my cock in her hand. “I think I
know what this is,” she said. “It’s a dicklette. Not a dick...more like
a button, kind of like a clit, you know?”


Shamefully, shockingly, my cock was starting to pulse
and rise listening to her taunts.


What in the world…was happening?


“Oh shit, pindick’s trying to get hard,” she said,
peering down at my dick. “I want to see how big I can make it. What do you say,
girls? How big are we betting?”


“One inch!” someone cried out.


“Half an inch?”


“Six…” a high-pitched voice called out.
“...whole...millimeters!”


“Damn,” Monika purred, her fingers tugging on my cock
now and building speed. “Are you a virgin, Trevor?”


“No,” I said hotly. “I’ve had girlfriends before. I’ve
had...sex…”


Monika was squeezing and pumping my cock now, and god
it felt so good. There were about ten pairs of eyes on my crotch, and I was
desperately willing my microdick to grow, to swell, to miraculously stretch out
a bit more so I could at least prove to them I was a grower. I looked down, and
the sight of Monika pleasuring me shocked me. 


She was literally grasping my cock and jerking it off
with two little fingers—her tiny thumb and forefinger. My shaved manhood wasn’t
even big enough to curl half of her palm around it. She kept flicking it back
and forth pitifully, like it was a baby joystick. 


“I don’t think I believe you,” Monika said. “No girl
is going to want to fuck you after she sees you’ve got a sissy dicklette for a
penis.” She leaned in closer to me. “Did you hear me? I would never, ever dream
of fucking someone as gross as you.”


Fuck. She was so fucking sexy even as those insults dripped out of her luscious
lips. 


My cock twitched. What the hell was happening to
me? Something outrageous, something I couldn’t yet understand, but
something I knew felt way too good…


The throbbing in my privates was starting to get
stronger, so close to overpowering everything else that was happening to me. I
wanted to shoot it all out, have my thick milk land on Monika’s hand, have her
lick it all off and then insult me some more…


But then it all stopped. I snapped my head up to see
that Monika had taken her fingers off and was wiping them on her bra, as if
they’d be covered with grime.


The overwhelming pressure to squirt fell down in a
crash, turning dismally into a silent, simmering ache deep within my groin. My
insides squirmed like an angry reptile. My own body was pissed off at me.


I felt sick. Embarrassed. Deflated.


And I was still horny.


“Fuck you. I don’t want to look at that cursed thing
any longer,” Monika said, sneering at me. “Girls, cover it up.”


I stared back at her, at the sea of faces leering at
me and mocking my ugly dick. The painful ache in my balls wasn’t about to go
away anytime soon, and my face burned with shame. They’d never want me, these
beautiful, sacred beings. They just weren’t capable of envisioning me fucking
them. I was nothing to them. I wasn’t a man. Not even close to one. Just a—what
had Monika called me? 


Just a sissy. 


My puny little dicklette rose at the thought.


The purple panties were thrown in my face. I looked
over to my right and saw Justine, the bra bunched up in her hand, poised and
ready to aim it at me. She didn’t even look like innocent, petite Justine
anymore. There was a weird undercurrent of evil beneath her eyes, and I
shivered as it hit me that I’d seen that look before. I’d seen it on Monika,
when she was fighting Kaylie on the gym floor. Stoic on the outside, seething
on the inside...that was how these girls survived. 


I’d been so close to that wonderful, blissful
climax...my sweet sissy cum all over Monika’s hands…


The bra hit me in the face next, one of the straps
slapping against my cheek before falling down. A small, gentle murmur from the
crowd morphed into a feverish chant, the words thundering in my ears: 


“Put them on! Put them on! Put them ON!” 


The chant was hypnotic. Those soft, angelic voices all
coming together, longing to turn me into a woman. Such perverted fantasies, yet
I couldn’t say I wasn’t turned on. I slipped off my shoes first and then my
socks. I brought down my underwear completely and picked up the thong off the
floor. 


I don’t think I’d ever touched something that soft
before. It had to be made out of feathers—no, dandelion seeds, because I was
sure it would fly away from my grasp if I didn’t wear it fast enough.


I hovered my right foot over one of the holes and
placed the leg inside. And then the other, praying I wouldn’t lose my balance.
The panties stretched and strained as I pulled it up inch by inch, over my
hips, until I couldn’t bring them up any further. It was a tight fit, the
material on top clinging onto my cock and balls, the thong from behind digging
in deep between my ass cheeks. 


So this is what wearing a thong feel like, I thought. Kind of snug, but also like
you’re wearing nothing.


It was when I reached down to pick up the bra that the
smell hit me. It was something I hadn’t smelled for quite some time—and it
brought up memories of my ex. I’d smell it whenever she pried her thighs apart,
opening herself up to me. That first, tempting whiff of...


Pussy. 
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“Fuck,” I
muttered.


My head whirled in confusion. How many girls had been
recruited into the squad before? Must be a few dozen. Maybe a few hundred, if
we were really going back in time. How many initiation rituals had the squad
conducted since its inception? 


I took a closer look at the bra and noticed, for the
first time, the blotchiness of the dye and the faded stains. So many
women...possibly hundreds...had worn it, all of them leaving their unique
feminine imprints on the fabric.


And the thong? How many pussies had made contact with
the very thing that was now rubbing deliciously against my dick?


WOW. 


Shivers of adrenaline surged up my body as I unhooked
the bra and placed the two hefty cups on my chest. I wriggled my arms behind me
to secure the hooks and brought the straps up my shoulders, snapping the
elastic into place. The tassels swayed gleefully with every motion. The thong
had been too tight, but the bra was way too loose—especially at the front.


The faintest smells of feminine body odor hit me...a
little sweet, a little tart, extremely intoxicating. Boob sweat. It had
to be. 


A taller girl stepped forward. She was holding up two
bundles of something wrapped up in nude hosiery. When she got closer, I noticed
she had a friendly face, with soulful eyes and round cheeks. 


“Honey, we need to fill these babies out,” she
whispered. “Get them nice and perky. Hold still, okay?” 


She reached straight into the cups and placed what
presumably were my ‘breasts’, which turned out to be two lumps of socks. I
crinkled my nose. Gone was the sexy scent of boob sweat, replaced by the stale
stink of sweaty feet. 


When she pulled back, I lifted my chest awkwardly and
spun toward the set of mirrors over the sinks, trying to get used to the weight
and fullness of my brand new assets. 


I had cleavage. Weird. And I didn’t just have tits, I
had big tits. My body looked so girly, with my small frame, the triangle
of my thong creating the illusion of wider hips. For the first time in my life,
my body looked sexual—like something a person would actually want to touch and
explore and kiss. And fuck.


Unable to stop myself, I spun around a little more and
my jaw almost dropped. That ass! I’d never even realized I had a hot,
pert bubble butt—the kind men would actually swoon over for a sniff and a
taste. Heck, I’d spank my own ass!


Swallowing hard, I grabbed the miniskirt next, feeling
considerably less anxious this time. After tackling a bra, a skirt should’ve
been nothing, right? And yet, I was struck with uncertainty as the soft,
pleated material glided up my hairless thighs. My legs and crotch felt cold and
bare even when the skirt was tucked under the line of my waist, right where my
bellybutton was.


Wait. Something’s wrong here...


The skirt was short. Too short. 


“Feeling slutty yet, sweetie?” Monika asked with a
smirk. 


There was a chorus of loud giggles. And then something
flashed in my eyes, and it was followed by several more flashes until all I
could see were stars. My throat went dry as I realized what was happening. They
were snapping photos of me. 


The utter humiliation I was feeling got even worse,
clawing and making its way on my insides until they churned. My cock, however,
had zero shame. It was getting stiff all over again, pushing against the
underwear that was full of pussy stains. Was this a nightmare or a dream come
true? I really couldn’t tell anymore.


“Go on sucker,” Monika said, balling up the crop top
lying on the floor. “What are you waiting for? We don't have all fucking day!”


I caught the top before it hit my breasts, my cheeks
reddening. The moment I slipped the crop top down my arms and over my chest, I
snuck a glance at the mirror. The top was so short you could see the tassels on
the bra, but now that the ‘outfit’ was complete, I looked like a sexy
cheerleader turned stripper. Like a girl who knew all the good moves and was
trashy and willing and down for anything. A man’s wet dream.  


“You know, you look kind of hot,” Monika said,
sounding curiously sincere this time. “Kind of…” Her voice trailed off as she
studied me like a vulture snooping down toward its prey. “But your makeover
isn’t done yet, bitch. Lipstick and eyeshadow, please!”


She snapped her fingers again. Someone came forward
and pushed a small makeup palette into her palm. She opened it and peered down
at the vanity mirror attached to the top, giving herself a smug smile before
fluttering her fingers above the colored shadows. “Let’s see here,” she
murmured. “I think pinks and purples will look really nice. Bring out those
brown eyes.” 


She began working on my face, a little aggressively
but with a lot of passion. I stood still, trying not to breathe directly on her
lovely face. Several different powders were dusted on my face, and then she
dabbed a pokey little brush into the contours of my eyelids. My lips were lined
and sealed with a gloss that literally smelled like chocolate. I saw my face
transforming before my eyes, but it was when she glued a set of false lashes to
my lids that I actually couldn’t recognize myself anymore. 


It was such a dissociative experience, seeing my face
becoming more and more feminized, looking like a girl’s, no longer Trevor, but
a pretty girl with actual doe eyes and full glossy lips. 


“Wig, please!” she called out after several minutes.


The wig laid down on my scalp was tacky, with choppy
layers and a gaudy, shiny brown color. I felt like a real whore once Monika
pinned it into place and brushed the ends out to get rid of some of the frizz.


“She’s ready,” she announced, beaming at my
reflection. “You know what? I don't think we can call you Trevor anymore.
You're much cuter than Trevor. What do you think we should call you?” A chorus
of names were thrown at us, ranging from Tranny to Tracey. She
ignored all of them. “How about Trinity?” she murmured. “I like that name.
Don’t you?”


I wasn’t quite sure how to respond. Sure, Trinity was
cute. At least it was better than Tranny.


I was so wrapped up in my own thoughts that I didn’t
even notice Monika edging toward me, sliding her body up against the rim of the
sink. I smelled her shampoo again and that was when I snapped back into
attention. She was biting her lip and her breathtaking eyes were full of heat.
There was no doubting what she wanted this time. 


She wanted me.


She leaned forward and kissed me, her pink towel
falling behind her in the process. I grabbed her waist and pulled in closer,
reveling in her softness and the mesmerizing taste of her fruity lip balm. Our
breasts touched. I kissed her again, parting my mouth just a little to invite
our tongues to make contact. They did, and it was like fireworks exploded in my
brain. I moaned and she moaned straight into my mouth, clasping my naked back
with tender fingers. 


Was I really kissing Monika fucking Reed?! The girl of my dreams? Things felt weird
because I was dressed like a girl. Trevor would’ve lost his shit if he was
making out with Monika, but now that I was Trinity, I felt confident. Like I
actually had something to offer. In my head, it was like both of us were two
lesbian hotties experimenting with each other. 


Monika pulled back and grabbed my hand, shoving it
down her polka-dotted panties. My hand met her shaved, soft pussy, just
beginning to get wet with her juices. 


“Fuck me with your fingers, sissy slut,” she snarled.
“At least they’re bigger than your dick.”


I was more than happy to serve her, so I went along
with it. I knew Monika still didn’t see us as equals, and maybe that would
never happen, but right then I felt so light, like I was walking on air. She
was so wet. I felt around for her nub and then began to massage it, drawing
slow circles, savoring the way the pads of my fingers soaked up all of her secretions.  


She let out another lingering moan. I pushed her
panties down to her thighs and groaned when I saw the beauty of what I was
tending to. Her pussy was alive and glistening and perfectly pink. There were
tiny razor bumps scattered across her bikini line, and even they looked perfect
to me. She was so fucking sexy, so feminine. I sank my fingers past her swollen
pads, and she welcomed me in, her ribs heaving up and down to the gentle
movement of my fingers. Her pussy walls pulsed with excitement. Her scent was
getting stronger and I drank it all up.


“Come closer, Trinity,” she whispered.


I leaned into her, my shoulders touching her freshly
washed hair. I thought she was going to touch my cock again—try to milk it like
she did earlier, or maybe insult it again, but instead I found her reaching up
behind my skirt. 


With my fingers still wedged inside her, hers found
their way in between my buttocks and I felt her pull at the thong to gain
access to my...asshole.
















 


CHAPTER
5


 


All of my muscles
went still. Had I imagined that? 


Was she really pulling at the back of my thong? Was
that her finger running up and down my crack?


“Wait—what...what are you doing?” I asked, completely
bewildered. 


“You’re gonna need to turn around, sissy,” she said
with a cruel smile. “I’m just doing the same thing you are. Everyone’s got to
finger each other’s pussies.”


Soft moans suddenly reached my ears and punctuated her
shocking words. For the first time, I looked around and actually took in my
surroundings. I saw naked bodies entangled together in pairs, each one standing
tall like trees, their fingers buried in each other’s privates. Some had their
hips dancing and swaying, others were shamelessly humping each other. Even
Justine, now totally naked, was in one corner, wrapped up against the tall girl
who’d helped me with my bra. 


It was like I was in a forest of lesbians, and I was
one of them. My cock couldn’t help but twitch. 


“Can you lean over the locker?” Monika asked, holding
my hand and leading me to the side of lockers. “You’ll need to spread your
cheeks apart so I can really see what I’m doing.”


I staggered behind her in a dream-like state. I leaned
my weight against the locker, my face touching the cold metal, and spread my
legs apart. With quivering hands, I lifted and parted my ass cheeks. 


I couldn’t believe Monika Reed was looking up my
asshole. 


“I’m just going to use a little spit,” she said, and I
could sense the raw eagerness in her voice. 


I felt the lukewarm fluid coat my ass crack. My hole
was already puckering—it was anxious, excited, ready to submit. Monika sneaked
her fingers inside my thong and fondled my cock and balls a bit. Then they
retreated back and touched the lining of my entrance. I was going crazy with
all the teasing.


And then…finally…I felt her digit break through my
hole.


I jumped and the finger slipped out.


“Look, Trinity, you have to relax,” she said firmly.
“I swear you’re going to enjoy it though. Do you really think I’ve never
explored a guy’s asshole before? I know what to do.”


“Oh my god,” I groaned, nodding.


Now all I could imagine was her face creased with
concentration as she poked around her boyfriends’ asses. Who could’ve thought
Monika Reed—my Monika Reed—had a fascination with men’s rear-ends?


The thought had sufficiently distracted me, because
the next thing I felt was a piercing tightness which disappeared to give way to
a sense of fullness. It was tight. It was weird. But it was good. Calming,
almost.


“You’re lucky you have a cute butt,” Monika murmured.
“Makes this much easier. Now hold on, okay? I’ll be inserting my finger further
in.”


I felt her finger dig its way in, little by little,
and I breathed in and out in my delirious state. I was losing my anal
virginity. Thanks to the cheer captain. It was such a taboo thought that it
didn’t take me that long for all the craving to build. 


Suddenly just a finger didn’t seem enough—not even
close to enough. I felt like I had this huge space inside me that was desperate
to be stuffed and filled. 


“I want more.” The words came out of my mouth in
breathless whispers. “I...need more.”


But all I felt was more emptiness. Monika didn’t say
anything. All I could hear was the sex sounds of the other squad members—some
in the midst of toe-curling orgasms. 


And then it happened.


I gritted my teeth as something huge made its
way into my sissy hole. I felt myself expand and I quickly started to let go.
This felt good—dangerously good. The thing started fucking me vigorously, and
waves of pleasure rolled in and out of me, all of them uncontrollable and
intense.


Staring back down, I saw the giant pink dildo Monika
was ramming in and out of my ass. Holy hell, how hot. Suddenly I was
moaning and groaning and sighing, bouncing up and down on the dildo, feeling
the strain in my asshole, knowing that she was taking pleasure in watching my
booty dance and clap in front of her. 


“Keep going,” I said breathlessly. “Don't stop.
Please.”


I could only imagine the sinful smirk on her face as
she pumped away, so eagerly murdering my ass. 


If Monika wanted to emasculate me, strip me of what
little manhood I still had left, well—she won.


My body was now in a total state of euphoria. An
orgasm was looming in front of me, and I felt myself beginning to fall, to slip
over to another dimension that was totally alien to me.


I was about to cum. 


From being fucked in the ass.


I close…so close…but everything fell apart when a loud
ringer burst through the room.


Monika promptly pulled the dildo out of my hole.
“Time’s up, bitches!” she announced.


For a second, I thought I was cumming. I felt myself
leak, and I thought it was cum pouring out of me, but no, it was just a whole
lot of precum. All my excitement flattened away into nothing.


Sad and frustrated, I turned to the side and faced
Monika. Was it really all over?


She smiled and slapped my violated ass. “Onto the next
part of the initiation,” she said.


“There’s more?” I asked, perking up again.


“Of course there’s more,” she said. “Here, wear this
robe.” 


She threw a white fluffy robe at me. Around me, I
could see everyone else was putting on their own robes.


“Consider that a prep for the final part of your
initiation,” she said softly. There was a glint in her eye. “Ladies?”


Someone gave her a black piece of fabric. As she
turned it around her fingers, I could see it was a silk sleep mask.


“What’s—what are we doing next?” I asked, trying to
sound bright and cheerful like Justine, but failing horribly. 


Monika was silent as she tied a big knot at the end of
the sleep mask. Then she hovered it above my head.


“New recruits don’t ask questions,” she snapped. “And
sissies most definitely don’t.”


And then the world turned pitch black. 
















CHAPTER
6


 


Monika pulled me
through the corridors blindfolded. Judging by the sound of footsteps, the rest
of the squad were following closely behind us. The sleep mask was tight against
my lids and scratched at my false lashes, making them itchy. I heard the
familiar beep of elevator doors opening and I was thrust inside. Bodies pushed
against me, the scent of sex wafting from them. 


Then I was drifting down...down...


Where were they taking me?


This was crazy. Never in my life could I have imagined
that joining the cheer squad would culminate in the craziest sexual adventure
of my life. 


The elevator doors opened to a puff of cooler air.
Were we in the basement? I couldn’t be too sure, but it felt like it. The girls
pulled me once again by my arms and we walked for several minutes. I was just
getting into the rhythm of walking blindfolded, using my intuition and sense of
space, when I slammed into a giant mound of flesh and almost screamed. I staggered
backward onto a thicket of arms, which broke my fall. 


“What are y’all doing down here?”


I recognized the voice immediately. Boris—or Big Bird
as he was called—was one of the night shift security guards, and the most
popular guard among the college athletes. Three hundred pounds of fat and
muscle, he was bold and sassy—a man of literal substance.


“It’s ritual night,” I heard Monika hiss. “I texted
you yesterday. Remember?”


There was a pause, then a loud chuckle. Big Bird’s
breath was heating up the tip of my nose, and I was certain I heard his stomach
rumble. 


“Oh yeah,” he boomed. “Well, have fun, guys. Mind if I
get a squeeze?”


“She’s all yours, Big Bird,” Monika said, snickering.
“But make it quick.”


I shrank back, scared out of my wits but too rattled
to do anything about it. I felt the mound of flesh expand toward me, and then
two huge paws landed on my chest and squeezed. Each paw tightened its grip
until I literally felt my own pecs stretch and give way. I let out a helpless
whimper.


“Fluffy,” Big Bird said, finally letting go. “This
one’s a real slut, I can tell. Y’all know the drill though, right? All of your
shenanigans need to end by five sharp. I don’t want none of us to get into any
trouble here.”


“I know but you’re, uh, kinda blocking our way,”
Monika said, the impatience creeping up her voice. “Could you leave so we can
actually get started?”


We started walking again, and I lost myself to the
long stretches of blackness once more. I felt like I was being dragged through
a never-ending maze, but eventually we began to slow down. One of the girls
clawed at my arm to stop me.


“Alright, bitches,” Monika whispered, spanking my
robe-clad ass. “It’s show time.”


There was the squeak of a door, and then the stench of
the room hit me. 


Where was I? Surely in some kind of hellscape, where we were
sentenced to the most primal kind of torture available to mankind. I pinched my
nose and held my breath, but it was too late. The scent of socks, sweat, mold,
and body odor hit my brain again in powerful, rolling waves. 


I gagged. 


“Sorry, Trinity,” Monika said apologetically. “The
cleaning crew doesn’t come by five, but don’t worry, by that time we’ll all be
done. You can hang in there until then, can’t you, sweetie?”


By the time my blindfold was taken out, I already knew
where I was. The men’s disgusting locker room. 


And it wasn’t empty.


I shivered when I saw the person seated at the bench.
He was dressed in nothing but a towel, which was small enough to expose a good
slice of his bulky thigh. He gave us a wave as we all entered the room.


Axel. The fucking captain of the football team. 


“Hi, new girl,” he said in a husky voice, his baby
blue eyes zeroing in on me. “Ready for the big finish?”


“Uhhh…” I was actually speechless.


If there was a dictionary entry on ‘masculine
perfection’, a picture of Axel would definitely be it. He was a manly man, made
of nothing but sinewy limbs, testosterone, and pure stamina. His thick, blond
hair was now a little slick and oily, like he’d just got done with a workout. 



“You guys did a great job,” he murmured. He gave me
the once over, and I could sense he was undressing me with his eyes. “I’ve
never seen her around before. What’s your name?”


“Trinity,” I whispered.


I knew Axel had a girlfriend—a smart, pretty girl
named Jenna. But he’d apparently forgotten all about his soulmate now that I
was here.


Those bright blue eyes of his held so much hunger and
longing. Never had I felt more like a woman than now, watching him drink me up
like I was just a piece of meat, or a toy to play around with. It made me feel
so feminine…and vulnerable. 


My heart suddenly skipped a beat. I’d just remembered
that Axel had a sort of reputation: he was the guy with the biggest
schlong out of everyone in the football team and had a penchant for driving it
up girls’ rear-ends. 


I glanced at Monika and as usual, she was smirking at
me. Just minutes before, her lips had been on mine, and she’d taken away my
virginity with so much passion. I could’ve sworn she was having such a great
time as she fucked me with her big pink dildo. But now? I tried to look through
her emotionless façade, and I thought I could actually make out something
simmering behind her eyes. Was she getting horny again?


Maybe she wanted me to see me get fucked by a
guy. Maybe that was what turned her on. It was plausible. And if that was her
fantasy, well, I would do anything to bring the fantasy to life.


“Let me feel you, sexy,” Axel said, wagging a finger
at me, “Come and sit on my lap.”


I swallowed hard. There was no way he knew I was a
guy. But it was only a matter of time before he’d put two and two together—and
I intended to be far, far away from him when that day came.


I wasn’t about to blow my own cover, so I sighed like
I was bored with the whole set-up and said in the softest, sexiest female voice
I could manage: “Let’s just get this over this, Axel.”


I slinked toward the half-naked football captain and
straddled him like I was about to give him a lap dance, my knees scraping
against the wooden bench. He reached for the belt of my robe and I helped him
strip it off me. His hands instantly began roaming up and down my body. He
found the flesh of my ass under the doll-sized miniskirt and squeezed it.


“Fuck, what a fat ass. What size are your twins?” he
asked, diving his face in between my stockinged breasts. 


“Uh, 36D?” I said.


He squeezed each tit, with a little less pressure than
Big Bird had done, and then I almost had a heart attack when he tried to lift
up my crop top. 


“Not now,” I said hurriedly. “I’m sure you can take
your time unwrapping me. Save some of the fun stuff for later?” I flashed him a
seductive smile.  


I pressed into him and gyrated my hips to distract
him. Outside, I tried to look calm and confident, but inside I was a frantic
mess. My mission here, however, was simple: I had to make him cum—-and quickly.
Then it would all be over. 


“Mmm,” he murmured. “I can see why Monika said you
were special.”


I reached down and felt his bulge underneath the thin
towel. The first time I’d ever touched another cock. 


How humiliating. How could I ever come back down from
this?


Axel let out a hiss and pushed me down until my crotch
settled right on top of his package. I rubbed myself against him, the friction
feeling deliciously hot on my cock. Maybe it was the stimulation—it had to
be the stimulation—but I was getting hard again. Thank goodness I had a small
sissy clitty. Even if I had a full-blown erection, the chances were low he
would feel it. 


The cheerleaders were egging me on, whooping and
clapping behind me. I wished I could see what Monika was doing, but right now,
I had a more urgent task at hand.


I leaned in and kissed Axel on the lips. He smelled
like sweat and stale anti-perspirant. He kissed me back aggressively, pulling
my lip like he wanted to chew it off. His tongue fluttered along my mouth, and
I opened to let it in. I couldn’t believe I was French kissing the college
football captain. This whole initiation thing was so wrong. 


But then why was it making me so horny?


Our tongues were glued to each other as I snuck my
fingers down his crotch again, bouncing my tits into his chest. The towel fell
apart, and my fingers wrapped around something soft and hairy. 


I just needed to get him hard...fast...
















 


CHAPTER
7


 


“Get the cameras
ready,” I heard Monika squeal.  


Camera clicks flashed in the distance, capturing my
shame forever. I let my hands wander up and down Axel’s naked chest and thighs,
until I finally allowed myself to take a look.


It was...flaccid.


Shit. I grasped his shaft and found it flopping in my palm. My heart raced. He
clearly needed much more to get himself going. What would a girl do? I began
maneuvering my fingers around his cock, tickling it a bit to get him pumped up.
I had to tease him. Get his brain all fired up. 


How?


I found myself sinking to my knees. My throat was dry,
like it was clogged with dust, but even worse was the wave of nausea washing
over me. Was I really about to do this?


In the background, someone started a chant: “Blow him!
Blow him!”


My brain had already filtered out the filthiness of
the locker room and now I could smell the sweat-laden penis in front of me. As
the musk reached my nostrils, a stream of bile rose up my throat. 


I leaned over and took his cock in my mouth. Never had
I had the urge to gag so much, but I also knew puking all over Axel wouldn’t be
the brightest idea.


As I sucked, one of the cheerleaders came around and
smacked my ass. Then another. And another. I felt my ass jiggle and wobble. I
tried holding onto Axel’s cock, which was still painfully soft and rubbery. I
ran my tongue along the underside of his penis then swallowed the head, being
careful the whole time I wouldn’t scrape him with my teeth.


Nothing.


I spat on the cock and tightened my grip on his shaft.
I drove my hand up and down, building up my momentum until I was jerking him
off with ferocious speed and pressure. And then finally...finally…a grunt. A
single grunt.


Okay. I could work with that. 


“Oooooh…” I moaned like a slutty pornstar, figuring
Axel liked things a little dirty. I squeezed my fake tits together. Hopefully
the semblance of cleavage would be enough for him. 


He stiffened underneath my palm, and I almost cried
with relief, but then he lifted me up and pushed me over on top of the grimy
floor tiles. He slapped my butt, hard.


“Fuck her in the A-S-S!” the cheerleaders sang. “Fuck
her in the A-S-S!”


I was on my knees now, directly looking at the sea of
faces. There was Monika, blowing bubblegum while she filmed me, and Justine,
chanting along with the rest of them. Monika caught me looking at her and gave
me a sly wink. She took off her robe and her hand fell in between her open
legs. She brought down her panties to reveal her snatch.


My mind went haywire. Here was my crush, revealing
herself to me, while I was about to be fucked by another man…


It was so fucked up. And yet, so amazingly
titillating. 


Axel came up behind me and started to grind his cock
behind my skirt. 


Relax, Trinity, you can do this, I thought to myself. This is the best
thing that could’ve happened. Just give him access to your asshole and
he’ll be none the wiser. 


I almost collapsed to the floor when I realized I’d
called myself Trinity. 


Maybe I really was a sissy…


The more I thought about it, the more it started to
make sense. My social anxiety with women. My tiny pathetic dick. The fact that
I’d even agreed to become a female cheerleader. Like, what kind of guy does
that?


I
did it because I wasn’t a guy.


Suddenly, I felt at peace. My muscles relaxed again,
my heart which had been pounding like a war drum toned itself down, and blood
flowed down to my dicklette. My thong strained under the pressure. 


I was going to do the right thing. I was really going
to reveal myself to Axel, and face the repercussions of him knowing he’d been
messing around with a chick with a dick.


“Feel my pussy Axel,” I moaned. 


I heard a collective gasp from the room. Part of me
still couldn’t believe what I was doing. Was I being insanely stupid, or was I
just being a sissy? I braced myself as Axel’s hand crept up in between my legs,
past my thighs, inching his way up...up…until it landed on my dark secret.


Axel hissed. It was a low, angry hiss. I flinched,
ready to be flung against the locker doors and have my breath knocked out of
me.


“Oh baby,” he snarled. “That’s fucking hot.”


Then he was stroking me! I whipped my head around and
gasped in total shock. Axel was rock hard now, his meaty, ten-inch cock hungry
for a hole, ready to fuck...


“You trans ladies really do it for me,” he murmured,
squeezing my balls. “Nice big asses and tight-ass assholes.”


“Mmm,” I whimpered. “I knew that, honey. Put it in me
now. My boi pussy is ready for you, sexy.”


Axel ripped the thong away from me, leaving me bare
and horny. He softly rubbed his tip around my hole while my knees trembled with
excitement. I was ready. So ready. After so much teasing and frustration, I
needed my ass to be violated for real. 


I felt him penetrate me. It was amazing—maybe even better
than Monika fucking me with her dildo. Axel grunted and pushed it further in,
until I could feel his penis throbbing wildly inside my canal. I let go
completely.


“Fuck me harder, baby,” I moaned. “Come on, I wanna
feel your big dick further up inside me.”


I made eye contact with Monika again. She didn’t say
anything but she was rubbing herself. This time, it wasn’t just her—her entire
clan of cheerleaders had disrobed and were tending to their clits. Seeing all
those beautiful girls sprawled wide open, pleasuring themselves while my ass
was being stretched open and abused gave me an insane high. 


Was this what she’d wanted all along? To have me so
thoroughly feminized and degraded that I’d have no choice but to be a sissy for
life?


Monika abruptly stood up. Her hair, still half wet,
clung to her shoulders. As she approached me, I could see that something inside
her had snapped. Her eyes were fierce and full of lust. Maybe she’d been trying
to control herself all this time, but couldn’t any longer.


She drew closer and sat down on the bench, spreading
her legs apart. Her wet pussy shimmered under the locker room lights. 


She thrust my head in between her legs.


“Make me cum, sissy slut,” she screamed. “You hear me,
Trinity? Fucking make me cum!”


I moaned right into her pussy. I serviced her while
Axel continued to pump me from behind. 


Her clit was red and swollen. I savored her natural
taste, flicking her clit with my tongue before diving my tongue right into her
hole. Monika’s thighs closed in and vibrated around me. I melted into her dark,
steamy depths, the sound of her cries making me feel like I was at the top of
the world. 


The other cheerleaders came forward and helped Axel
fuck me. I heard them coo behind me—I guess they were rubbing his ass or his
chest—and instruct him to destroy my ass. His cock was now rubbing against my
sensitive spot, causing tiny shockwaves of pleasure to radiate through my core.



I had to stop serving Monika for a second and focus on
the sensations. 


“Oh god…oh god…oh god…” I whispered, clenching my eyes
shut as Axel’s glorious cock filled and stretched me. 


And then all the hands came, tickling my balls and
milking my clitty. 


I couldn’t hold it in anymore. I grunted into the
wetness and let the floodgates open. My grunts turned into full-blown wails as
my body squirmed out my milk. My wrists and knees shook as I spurted right onto
the dirty floor. So. Much. Cum.


Several of the girls clapped. It was hands down the
biggest orgasm I’d ever had. 


“Oh fuck, I’m going to cum, baby,” Axel groaned. “Turn
around, I want to pump this out on your face.”


Axel bucked his hips and jerked his cock on top of me.
Hot white curds sprayed across my face, and I eagerly opened my mouth and took
whatever I could in. It was the most erotic thing I’d ever done. Axel slapped
his cock head on my lips and I swallowed it obediently, forcing every last drop
out from his manhood. 


As soon as I was done with Axel, I felt a hand on my
shoulder. I spun around and heard a loud groan from Monika. Her fingers were
wedged deep inside her. I guess she’d been fucking herself watching me get a
facial.  


“Drink it, sissy!” she screamed. “Drink my juice!
Drink it all up!”


Fuck. This was too much. Not only was my face drenched
in cum, I was about to be showered with pussy juice!


Monika squirted right into my mouth. I took it all in.
Every delicious drop, while I stared into her eyes to show her how much of a
slut I was. 


“You better clean me up,” she said sharply. “With your
sissy tongue.”


I was probably the happiest sissy on earth as I
jostled my mouth in between her pussy folds to slurp up whatever was left
inside of her.


After I licked her dry, my exhaustion and lack of
sleep hit me like a truck. I fell backward, straight onto the floor covered
with my own cum, and closed my eyes for a minute.


When I opened my eyes again, the entire cheer squad
was smiling down at me. Axel was nowhere to be seen. 


“Congratulations, Trinity!” Monika said. She was all
smiles. “You made it! You’re officially part of the Fairview Vixens now. How do
you feel?”


 “I...I…” I couldn’t even gather my thoughts.
Something felt weird. Something felt wrong. 


I stared back up to Monika again, and I realized what
it was. There was something in her eyes I was seeing for the first time. Warmth.
Her fake and snarky attitude? Poof. Gone.


She held out her hand and pulled me to my feet. 


“Oh, and I thought you should know,” she said,
grinning. “The recordings we took of you? They’re all saved in a secure cloud
service. You don’t have to worry about them getting leaked or anything. And now
that you’re our newest member, you can see all our previous initiation videos.
Including...mine. Consider it a bonus.” She winked. “Also…Axel knew from the
start that you were a sissy and had something ‘extra’. We weren’t going to play
you quite like that.”


“Wow,” I said, dazed. “I can’t believe it.”


“Yeah,” she said. “We just like to play with your mind
a bit. Keeps things exciting and a little...spicy.”


Justine came forward and gave me a hug. “Once you get
to know us, trust me, you’ll know we’re the nicest people around!”


Another girl jumped up and down and clapped her hands.
“Our first sissy cheerleader! I’m so excited!”


I relaxed into Justine’s embrace. 


“So…” Monika said, giving my dirty attire the
once-over. “You should probably take those off. We can head back to the girl’s
locker room and get you all cleaned up. How are you holding up?”


I coiled my arm around hers, taking in her beauty for
maybe the millionth time that day. This was never going to get old. She kissed
me on my cheek, her eyes twinkling mischievously.


“I...I feel fucking fantastic,” I said,
grinning. 


And I meant it.
















 


THE END











FROM
HUSBAND TO LESBIAN LOVER


CHAPTER 1


 


I’d always known
my wife, Rita, had a hidden lesbian streak to her. I’d known it even before we
got married.


Once, while we were dating, I was using her laptop
when I came across a recently opened folder that had been mysteriously labeled:
‘HOT’. I opened it out of curiosity. There were tons of pictures in there of
female rock musicians from the nineties, from Courtney Love to Kathleen Hanna
to Liz Phair. Nothing too out of the ordinary, of course, for a hardcore music
enthusiast like Rita...except, buried in there was yet another folder, which I
was amazed to see contained what could only be described as a carefully curated
lesbian’s spank bank. It was full of poses of anonymous women entangled in each
other, their bodies donning latex bodysuits, high heels, or lace masks, their
domineering eyes gazing fiercely at the camera. 


Even just looking at those pictures in Rita’s secret
folder that day had me sweating.


That wasn’t the only sign she had a liking for women
though. Rita was normally extremely outgoing, always the life of the party, but
a few times I noticed something strange whenever some of her prettiest friends
came over to our place. Her social skills would vanish completely—she’d lose
her train of thought mid-conversation, stare at her friends a little too long,
or sometimes, just grow as quiet as a mouse as the night wore on. I got the
sense these were the friends she’d developed girl crushes on. 


Her secret attraction towards women was never a
problem in our relationship, though. I never called her out on it because I
didn’t want to make her feel uncomfortable in any way—in fact, I found it
pretty hot. What husband wouldn’t? Sometimes I’d even wonder if she’d ever
masturbated to one of her hot friends and what kind of sexy lesbian fantasies
she had brewing in her mind. My own memories would often take me back to the
moment I’d seen her hidden folder. 


It was about two years into our marriage, after an
evening of lovemaking, that she blurted out that she wanted to tell me
something. I’d noticed she’d been just a little distant during sex and she had
that faraway look on her face that gave away she was worried. I asked her what
it was, and that was when she confessed the part of herself I’d suspected all
along: 


“Honey, I...I think I’m bi.”


I gave her a quizzical look, but I was careful not to
seem too judgmental. “What makes you say that, bunny?” 


Bunny was a name I’d come up with very early in our
relationship, when Rita had come over to my place with a ‘godawful’ haircut
(her own words). Her blonde hair had been chopped off and layered, which made
her ears kind of stick out. That, along with her cute button nose and pouty
lips had made her look like she belonged in a Disney movie. The hair grew out
over the years (she never cut it that short again), but of course the name had
stuck.


Rita sighed. She looked like she already regretted
telling me. “When you see a naked woman, what do you feel exactly?” she asked
after a long silence. 


“It depends,” I said. “Women are always easy on the
eyes, aren’t they? But if they’re really attractive, yeah, I’d get aroused.” I
looked down at her nude body, and placed two fingers on my wrist like I was
checking my pulse. I wanted to make her laugh, but she didn’t. 


“Sometimes, when I see a girl I like, I get wet,” Rita
said bluntly. “And I get butterflies in my stomach. I don’t think all girls
feel that way. Do you...do you think I might be bi?”


She was testing me, I realized. She knew as well as I
did what that meant.


“Babe, you know I’d accept you no matter what your
preferences are,” I said. I placed a hand on top of her soft thigh and caressed
it lovingly. “Through thick or thin—I’m with you all the way.”


“If only there was a way to test it,” she said, gazing
up at a spot in the ceiling.


“Well, we could have a threesome,” I said
thoughtfully. “Maybe with one of your friends. Kira or Stephanie? You’re pretty
close to both of them. Would that help?” 


She scoffed and slapped my hand away from her thigh.
“It’s not just about the sex, Danny!” She seemed offended I’d even suggested
that. “I want something a lot deeper. I want the fireworks and the cravings and
the passion again—and I want to feel it with a woman.”


That was when she dropped the bombshell.


“Would you be okay with us opening up our
relationship?”


It was my turn to huff. “No. I don’t know any sane
husband who’d be okay with that.”


Rita sighed again. “Forget I even asked.” She rolled
over, turning her back to me, and was silent again.


I was going to leave it at that. An unsatisfactory
conversation, sure—but it could have ended a lot worse than it did. I could
tell she was miffed but that wasn’t really my fault. She was battling her own
demons and the best thing I could do was give her space. Still, I didn’t want
to be the asshole husband who wasn’t emotionally available when she needed me. 


“Bunny?” I said slowly, rubbing her lower back gently
this time. I just wanted to plant a seed, something that could germinate at the
back of her mind and keep her happy for now. “I could become a woman for you,
you know.”


Rita turned around and stared up at me with her
innocent hazel eyes. “What?” she asked in a flat tone. But her lips twitched,
and I detected a small spark of interest. The seed of curiosity had been
planted.  


“Don’t you think I’d make a really hot girl?” I asked,
grinning, batting my eyelashes at her. “You could do whatever you want to me,
and I could be your little sex toy. Lesbian sex toy, that is.”


Rita rolled her eyes. “Lesbian lover.”


“Oops, yes,” I said, clearing my throat. “I could be
your lesbian lover.”


Rita pranced out of the bed, seemingly searching for
something on the bedroom floor. She picked it up and dropped it on my lap. It
was her underwear. Well-worn and faded, it was a pair of comfy bikini briefs
that was far from a piece of lingerie but still sexy because—well, it was
Rita’s. It had purple and green butterflies at the back and the elastic
waistband was kind of loose.


“Go on,” Rita said, looking at me expectantly. 


 I felt the heat rise up my cheeks. I had a thing for
women’s underwear, a secret fascination that had started in my teen years and
had been percolating in my mind ever since...but I’d never told anyone, not
even Rita. Because men who like panties are weirdos, right? And I never wanted
to seem like a creep. But this time, I was quietly thrilled as I clambered out
of bed and began to put on my wife’s panties. I brought it up my hips and let
the waistband settle on the bump of flesh there.


I twirled around and spanked my own ass for her.
“What’s the verdict?”


“Hmm...you do look kind of sexy in them,” she said,
admiring me from afar. “It makes your butt look plump and...juicy.” 


I shrugged. “Well. I’ve always had a fat ass.”


She came over and kissed me on the cheek, then pinched
my ass, hard. I uttered a playful shriek. 


“From now on, you’ll be sweet little Danielle,”
my wife whispered in my ear, stressing the feminine part of my new name. “I’m
going to turn you into a fully-fledged woman and there’ll be nothing you can do
about it!”


She was so close to me, her stare made me feel just a
little intimidated. Gone was the absent-minded look she’d been sporting all day
long—her eyes were now fierce and spirited and full of energy. I was once again
reminded of the spank bank I’d stumbled upon all those years ago. 


“That’s really kinky, bunny,” I said finally. “I can’t
wait for us to be lesbian lovers.”


And to be honest, I was kind of excited. The thought
of being turned into a lesbian by my wife was so hot. 


Rita grabbed her iPhone from underneath a pillow and
unlocked it. “You know Tracy, my friend? She works at a department store,” she
said excitedly, scrolling through her contacts. “I’m going to give her a call
and say we’ll be there first thing tomorrow morning. You’re going to need a ton
of new clothes! Oh, and makeup!”


I shook my head. “But tomorrow’s Friday. I’ve got that
super important meeting at work. The one I’ve been preparing all week for?” 


I worked as a team lead in sales at a software
company, a fairly chaotic job that was a lot more social than I liked and had a
fair bit of public speaking. I’d spent all week prepping for what was going to
be a high-stakes meeting, breaking down our pain points, analyzing projections
and setting new targets for the next quarter. The meeting was going to be
attended by my boss, Glenda, the VP of marketing, and even our CEO, and I was
feeling claustrophobic just thinking about it. 


There was no way I could skip it.


Rita came over and rested a finger over my lips.


“Don’t even start, Danielle,” she whispered. “But
tomorrow, I need you all to myself, and I’m sure you can think of something
with that very smart brain of yours.”


“But, bunny, there’s just no fucking way I can miss
the meeting…”


She took my hand in hers and innocently rubbed my
fingers up and down her naked slit. It was still wet and warm and calling to
me.


“I know you want this,” she said softly. “I know you
want this as much as I do, honey.”


It was like she’d set me on fire. 


“I…I guess I could call in sick and ask my team to
cover for me,” I said, trying hard not to appear too shaken. 


Rita smiled, finally happy with the outcome. “Good. You might as well make the call now, so they have time to prepare.”
















 


CHAPTER 2


 


As it turned out,
Rita’s friend Tracy headed the lingerie section of the department store she
worked at. We arrived there the next morning right around opening time, and,
given that it was a Friday, there were plenty of people already milling about
at the entrance impatiently waiting for the doors to open. 


Tracy quickly spotted us walking in and she strutted
toward us in her heels. 


“Babeeee...welcome!” she squealed, hugging Rita. “How
can I help you guys?”


 Tracy grew up in Sydney and traces of her Australian
accent still leaked out when she spoke. She was slim, with silvery black hair
that practically reached her waist. She always looked sexy in the tight tops
and skirts she wore.


“Well, I’ve told you the story, Tracy. Danny here
wants to become a woman just for me,” Rita said with a very straight face.


I blushed. I couldn’t help feeling shy and embarrassed
that my wife was making this so public, when I’d thought it would be just a
private thing between us. I reminded myself that girlfriends don’t really keep
secrets from each other. I’d basically signed myself up to become a live
mannequin, and I just had to act like I was man enough not to care about
crossdressing for my wife. 


I waited for Tracy to make fun of me, but instead she
jumped up and down, causing her chest to bounce. I tried hard not to stare.


“Oh Rita, you’re so goddamn lucky!” she said. She was
practically squirming with excitement. “I wish Seth would let me make him over!
But he’s way too alpha for that.” 


I took that as kind of an insult. Seth was Tracy’s
husband—a beefy guy with massive muscles who never seemed to own a shirt. There
was a time he’d dabbled as a freelance personal trainer and tried to bulk me
up, though that had been far from a success. I was just cursed with a body type
that refused to gain muscle mass. Hardly my fault.


I wished Rita would chime in and say, ‘Oh yeah,
Danny’s the same, he’s just doing this because he loves me and he’s an amazing
husband!’ but of course she didn’t. She just nodded along as Tracy went on
a rant about how Seth was a little too obsessed with his manly physique.


“Anyway…” Tracy said, finally coming to the
realization she’d gone off on a tangent. She tossed her head at me. “Let’s take
a good look at you.”


My heart began to beat a little faster. 


“It certainly won’t be too much of a challenge turning
him into a woman,” she muttered. She was talking like I was invisible. “He’s
kind of scrawny, and he’s got nice, soft skin. And oh my god, look at that
ass!”


“He also walks like a lady,” Rita said. “I don’t think
he can help it, poor thing.”


This was news to me. And I wanted to tell her that,
but something shut me up.


“Go on, walk for her, Danny,” Rita urged me. “I want
Tracy to see what I’m talking about!”


I took a couple of steps forward. There were two other
women—I guessed they were in their forties, and they carried themselves like
bored housewives with an X-ray detector for any kind of drama—who had overheard
our conversation and had stopped browsing the underwear aisles to stare at me.
A bead of sweat slipped off my forehead as I took another tentative step and
forced myself to relax and walk like a fucking man. But it was no use. I felt
the swish of my ass and the sway of my hips, and I didn’t like at all how my
shoulders slumped naturally forward and probably made my body appear smaller.


 “With a little practice, I think he’ll make a natural
bimbo-slut,” Tracy said approvingly. “And he doesn’t even have any visible body
hair! Are you sure you reached puberty, Danny?”


I laughed that off, but I was now red in the face and
totally embarrassed. Had I really been more feminine that I thought? My mouth
suddenly felt like it was full of cotton and I retreated into silence as I was
subjected to my makeover.


Tracy and Rita first took me to a changing room that
was much nicer than I’d expected. It was spacious and quiet, with soft
lighting—none of the tacky, garish lighting I’d seen at other department
stores. The walls had gold trim and the room I was put in reminded me of a spa.
Tracy drew the curtains for privacy, and Rita sat down on a velvet-topped stool
while I was left standing in the middle.


I thought I’d have been happy to have a little bit of
privacy and move far away from those older prying women, but now, being
surrounded by big floor-to-ceiling mirrors and the aircon on full blast, I
wasn’t really feeling much better. 


I was just really cold and nervous. 


I was asked to strip by Tracy. I took off my
sweatshirt and grey shorts and when I finally pulled down my boxers, I had to
force my teeth to stop rattling. Here I was, about to be buck naked in front of
one of my wife’s hot friends for the first time! If someone had told me this
would happen a year ago, my ego would’ve swelled to epic proportions but right
now I just felt humiliated. I wasn’t proud of the tiny flap I had on display
for her…


Tracy went out to bring us different lingerie sets but
not before she poked a little fun at my ‘pee pee’. I gritted my teeth while we
waited but then I saw how happy and excited my wife looked about dressing me up
as a lesbian and that warmed me up. 


Man up, I told myself. This isn’t about you. This is about Rita. You’re
doing something that could really help her out in her self-discovery. It’s
the least that you could do as her husband!


Tracy finally returned carrying a mountain of lingerie
sets in her arms. She first held them out for Rita’s feedback and approval
before helping me get dressed in them. For the underwear, she made sure it
would fit me first and that Rita really liked them because once I tried them on
we pretty much had to buy them. All of them were much sexier than the comfy
pair of bikini briefs I’d worn the other day and made of unfamiliar fabrics
like China silk, lace, satin, and chiffon.


Once Tracy went out again to bring some dresses this
time, Rita clasped her arms around my waist. “Which one would you say is your
favorite, Danielle?”


“I’ll have to say this one,” I said a little shyly,
pointing to the one I was wearing. It was a very dark blue set that reminded me
of the midnight sky. Both the bra and panties fit me so well I could spot
curves in my body I’d never even noticed before. No wonder women loved
lingerie. As Rita hugged me tighter, I smiled at her. She’d never shown so much
interest in my body—it had always been the other way around, and I had to admit
it was a nice change. 


 “Mmm, you do look quite hot in that,” Rita said
huskily and all of a sudden I had butterflies in my stomach. 


When Tracy came back in with a selection of dresses,
my mouth flew open in shock. They were all extremely short and some of them
were sure to show off my panties. 


“They’re all so...slutty,” I murmured, although no one
seemed to hear me.  


Rita instructed me to keep the blue lingerie set on
while Tracy zipped me in and out of five or six dresses. It seemed that the
sexier and sluttier they were, the more they liked it! I felt like a poodle
being paraded around on a national dog show and weirdly enough I found it very
arousing. Maybe it had to do with the fact that two women were ooh-ing and
aah-ing over my very average male body, which I had to admit looked kind of hot
when it was all tucked into some very nice women’s outfits. 


I was asked once again to pick my favorite one so I
could just keep it on. So I picked the black dress that was the longest out of
all the ones I’d worn. But it was still so short, it seemed like it was missing
half of the material! All of my thighs and even a sliver of my crotch was
visible. Could I really walk out of the changing room like this? I told myself
we were heading home soon, so I’d just be publicly humiliated for a very short
window of time…


But we weren’t done just yet. We took the escalator to
the floor below us, where Tracy introduced us to Nalini, who took us cheerily
over to the makeup section and sat me down on a stool. I stared, a little
horrified, as she dusted and prepped my face with all kinds of makeup and
finally applied a thick coat of lipstick that made my mouth look extremely pink
and pouty. Rita loved the end result and ended up buying every single product she
used. Then Nalini introduced us to a ditzy woman named Monica, who helped me
select and put on my first wig (a luscious, brown, wavy one that ended up
costing us close to $150!) as well as my very first pair of heels (snug kitten
heels that Monica assured would be very comfortable for a first-timer).    


An hour or so later, we were finally headed to the
parking lot to make our way home. Rita kept sneaking glances in my direction
while driving. I was half-expecting her to burst out laughing and tell me I looked
ridiculous, but she never did. The air between us was different now, and it
brought me back to the days we were newly married and I just couldn’t get
enough of her. Except this time it was the other way around. 


My wife was full of lust for me—her shy, feminized
husband.


“I can’t wait to have my way with you,” she whispered
once we pulled into our driveway.


Her voice was thick with craving and desire. A bolt of
excitement ran down my spine, and my cock began to throb with anticipation. I
could almost taste my wife’s dominating energy and the power she had over me. 


“Will you be my slut tonight, Danielle?” she asked me
in a sexy, throaty voice and I quivered. 


“You know I’m all yours.” My voice was quiet and
submissive, like I was aching to be used.
















 


CHAPTER 3


 


Thirty minutes
later, Pink Floyd’s Young Lust drifted from our vinyl player and Rita
swayed to the beat, starry-eyed and wine drunk. She pushed me down toward the
bed and gyrated her hips as she straddled me. The wild look on her face had me
intoxicated. 


“What a slutty dress you have on, Danielle. How dare
you expose your ass and cunt to everyone,” she said fiercely. “Your body
belongs to me and me only. I know you’re a slut but you can’t go showing your
body around to all my friends, you hear me?”


“I’m sorry, bunny,” I whimpered. “I’ve been bad. You
need to punish me.”


“Don’t call me bunny,” Rita lashed out. “I’m not your
sweet bunny anymore. I fucking own you, bitch!” She pulled up my black dress,
grabbed the waistband of my panties and let it snap back on my cock, causing me
to cry out. “Call me Miss Rita.”


The sounds that escaped from my mouth seemed like they
belonged to a helpless animal. I felt my dick swell and stiffen. “Sorry, Miss
Rita. I’m just your sissy slut who desperately wants to be fucked like a girl.”



I gasped as the sudden cold touch of metal slunk
around my wrists. The next thing I knew I was being shackled to the railing of
our bed by a pair of handcuffs, my arms stretched uncomfortably wide to either
side of me. I whimpered again, wanting to show her how vulnerable I was. I was trapped
and completely at her mercy, and I couldn’t remember the last time I’d been so
aroused! What in sweet hell was happening to me?


Rita undressed. Her beautiful body was now completely
bare except for the nude pumps she’d worn for our shopping trip. The stamp of
her brown landing strip made my mouth wet with longing. She leapt onto the bed,
towering over me, and grazed my body from top to bottom with one of her sharp
four-inch heels. I shivered. When the heel rested near my cock, all I could
think about was that my only protection was the flimsy pair of dark blue
panties I was wearing. She applied a little pressure and I cried out, only
because I was sure she would lose her balance and bring her foot down in full
force.


“Ssshhh, my sweet little girl,” she said. “I’m sure
you can handle just a little pain. Can’t you?”


The Pink Floyd album flowed all around us and charged
the air with an electrifying energy. Still swaying, Rita brought her hips down
and straddled my face. She was practically dripping.   


“Eat my pussy now like a good girl,” Rita growled from
above me.


Her sweet musk wafted through to my nose and I
breathed it all in. 


There was nothing I wanted more than to be a good girl
for my wife. 


I slowly licked her inner thighs and kissed her pussy
lips to tease her before using my tongue to dive deep into her slit. I left
traces of lipstick everywhere. Rita moaned, stroking my wavy brown hair to tell
me she liked what I was doing.  I nibbled on her clit and her breath quickened,
her legs shivering. I loved eating my wife out but never in our years of sexual
activity had I been able to get her as worked up as she was now. There was no
doubt that she was pretending I was a real woman called Danielle, and Danny her
husband was nowhere near her radar.


I amped up the pace of my tongue fucking. Her pussy
juices ejected in spurts, her tight hole clamping down on my tongue and
throbbing with ecstasy. She screamed and moaned, causing my cock to harden like
a rock. She kept calling me a good girl, and I kept my energy dialed up. She
started to rub her pussy aggressively in my face until I couldn’t even breathe.
When she came, she let out another scream, holding onto the bed railing for
balance. 


The orgasm seemed to have made Rita hornier than ever.



She stepped away from me, got off the bed, and
rummaged in the boxes until she produced a gigantic black dildo. Her eyes shone
with eagerness.


“Suck this big fat cock for me,” she ordered, holding
it close to my mouth. “Get it nice and wet and warmed up for your wife’s pussy!”


“Anything for you, Miss Rita,” I said obediently, and
parted my lips.


Rita plunged that dildo inside my mouth and started
moaning like she could actually feel it. I would’ve never dreamed that I’d be
ordered to suck a cock by my wife! And yet I was so turned on. It was so
strange. I guess in my head I made it seem like it was just a fake cock so it
wasn’t a big deal.


But the truth was, I was savoring the humiliation of
being made to pleasure something so manly.


The dildo swished and twisted inside my mouth at
Rita’s whim.


“Open wider, sweet little girl…” she cooed. “And try
your best to relax. I’m going to send the cock a little deeper down your
throat. Don’t worry, you’re going to love it. Mmmm!”


The silicone hit the back of my throat and its huge
black balls made contact with my wet chin. I stayed extremely still, trying to
imagine there was an ostrich’s egg inside my throat. I felt so constricted and
helpless, and my wife was right—I couldn’t get enough of it. I stared at my
wife with timid eyes as she drilled that dildo slowly in and out of my throat.


“God, you’re making me so horny looking like that!”
Rita said.


She pulled the glistening dildo out of my mouth and
began to fuck herself with it. The sloshy sounds of her wetness were like music
to my ears. I couldn’t believe that me sucking a cock had turned my wife so
crazy with lust. She heaved and swung her hips inches in front of me, yelling
what a great fat cock it was and how much she’d craved a big cock like it. When
she came, I thought my eardrums would burst from her piercing cries of ecstasy.



“Holy shit!” I breathed. “That was something else!”


Rita laughed. “It’s your turn now, slut! Time to get
rid of those cuffs.” 


She reached around me to pop open my handcuffs, and
instructed me to get on all fours. I think my heart was just about ready to
burst out of my chest.


“Am I just a sex toy to you, Miss Rita?” I whimpered. 


I yowled, feeling the impact on my ass where she’d
slapped me hard. Then she spanked me again and again and I felt my ass wobble.
Then she brought the back of my panties down, so that the front of it was
mostly still covering up my dick. 


“Shut the fuck up and open up those cheeks!” she
growled. 


Rita hopped off the bed once more and when she came
back, I was amazed to see a strap-on harness attached to the same black dildo
she’d fucked herself with. It was still wet with her pussy juices.


“I’ve always wanted to fuck a woman,” she said. 


That was the only warm-up I got. I held my ass open
for my wife and clenched up as the head of the dildo breached my tight opening.



“My sexy girl,” she cooed. “Oh, it’s going in! Ohhh,
look at that ass open up like a flower!”


The pressure on my ass was indescribable. I literally
felt my puckered asshole stretch as Rita pushed the dildo in deeper…deeper…I
only had pussy juices to lube up that humungous dick and it certainly felt like
it. Was my ass going to break? Rita was being so rough with me and I’d never
seen this side of her before—the wild side that had the crazed, domineering
look and was trying to peg me with a fucking strap-on. But I knew that look.
I’d seen it all those years ago, on those anonymous women I’d seen posing in
her personal spank bank. Was that where she was getting her inspiration from?


My cock was growing helplessly inside my panties. I
was getting so aroused that I released one hand off my ass and started to jerk
myself off. 


“Stop that at once!” Rita’s voice seemed to impale my
ear and grab hold of my brain. “Did I tell you could cum, you fucking slut?”


“N-No, Miss Rita,” I said. 


“You’re going to hold it in like a good girl,” she
said harshly. “Until I tell you you can.”


“Understood, Miss Rita.”


“You like this, don’t you,” she teased. “Go on, admit
it.”


“I think I do.”


“You think?”


I couldn’t take it anymore. 


“Please let me cum!” I begged. “This is fucking
torture!”


I heard Rita sigh. “Alright, I’ll let you cum,” she
said. She drilled deeper into me, and I moaned.  “Under one condition. Turn
around for me, please, Danielle.”


When I did, I was blinded by a flash of light. 


“What are you—”


Rita laughed gleefully. “I wonder what Glenda would
say seeing you like this! Hmmm? Dressed up as a woman with your gaping asshole
out? You’ll be the talk of the office!” 


Glenda Stevens was my boss, a woman in her fifties
that had the ability to make any man quake in his boots. With horror I realized
Rita was holding my phone and had taken a picture of me. Not only that,
she had access to all my contacts, including…my female boss…who at that moment
believed I was curled up in bed, desperately sick, sick enough to miss the most
important meeting of the fucking year. 


I was close to having a heart attack, but the thumping
of my cock betrayed me. 


“Oh god! I’ll cum right now if you do that, Miss Rita!
Please don’t!” I cried out.


Rita’s eyes narrowed as she squinted at my phone.
“Hmmm, let’s see here…Gabby…Gayle…George…oh here it is! Glenda!” She tapped her
thumb once. “Sent!”


I let out a shuddering breath. My body convulsed and
my arms lost all strength. I collapsed face-down onto the bed. Ejecting out of
me were ropes of cum, as thick as snakes, drenching up the inside of my
panties. I felt the wetness seep out, trickle under me, probably staining the
bed.


The orgasm was so good, I felt like I’d passed out for
a couple of minutes. 


Rita’s hands came all over me, and she said something,
although I was feeling too woozy to figure out what she said. She turned me
over and I could feel her removing my panties. She left my dress still on. I
opened my eyes a little just in time to see her ball up the cum-filled underwear.
I felt its musty, wet, smelly fabric as she stuffed it deep inside my mouth.
She gave me a peck on the forehead and left me there. 


I felt my eyelids grow heavy, the music drifting
slowly out of my consciousness. 
















 


CHAPTER 4


 


“Wake up, honey…”


Rita’s soft voice rustled me out of a long, deep
stretch of sleep. I opened my eyes and yawned. It was now dark, maybe even
night-time, and the scent of sex was still lingering in the air. Even in my
grogginess, the empty feeling in my ass was palpable. I wondered where my
cum-filled panties had gone.


I watched as Rita sauntered over to her vanity and
applied a thick, clear gloss over her red lips. She smacked her mouth and
stepped back to admire herself.


“Are we going out?” I asked, staring down at her too-tight
outfit. Her top was black lace, tiny and sleeveless, tucked into a pair of
jeans that made her sexy ass look huge and pillow-like, like a Kardashian’s. I
could see she wasn’t even wearing a bra. 


“I thought it would be the perfect Friday for a girl’s
night out!” she announced with a smile. Her high ponytail waved around like a
flag behind her. “Now hop into the shower! We need to get you ready!”


I was excited. I had a hot shower, draining off all
the exhaustion from sleep, and stepped out with a towel wrapped around my
chest. I could hardly believe that I’d woken up that day as an average guy but
now I’d evolved into a sissy slut called Danielle. I felt shaken as I
remembered the sex we’d had just hours earlier. Had my gorgeous wife really
fucked me in the ass? And with such eagerness? I still had trouble processing
it! 


And…surely she hadn’t sent that dirty picture she took
of me to Glenda?


Of course she didn’t, I thought. She wouldn’t go that far. I pushed
all my anxious thoughts aside and decided to just enjoy the rest of the
evening. 


Rita helped me get ready. She helped me shimmy into a
fresh pair of panties and looped me into a bra. I slipped into a tight pink
dress with a slightly flared out bottom. The top of the dress was studded with
sequins that caught the light whenever I moved. Then she did my makeup and
brushed out my long wavy hair, which had become slightly tangled after my nap. 


“Dani, honey, which one do you like on me?” Rita
brought up two pairs of earrings. The first one was a huge pair of hoops, and
the other was made of silver circles, arranged like a bunch of grapes.


“Those hoops will look sexy on you,” I said.


“Great choice!” she said, and put them on. 


Then she let me choose which accessories I wanted to
put on. I really felt like we were girlfriends, two best friends who were
helping each other get ready for a night out. I picked out a necklace with a
heart-shaped pendant and two simple pink studs for earrings, which I thought
matched my dress well.


“Woo! I can’t wait to show you off! We’re both going
to be sluts!” she said excitedly. “Now here’s your clutch. Put your lipstick in
there, your powder, oh and some gum. We’re going clubbing!”


***


The club we went to was a hot and clammy place but
buzzing with enthusiasm. I couldn’t remember the last time we’d both been to
one. 


Holding hands, Rita and I made our way through the
pile of bodies shrouded in smoke and hazy lights. A group of extremely
attractive women were enjoying themselves on the middle of the dance floor. We
both got drinks, downed them, and headed to the floor ourselves. 


Rita swayed her hips and sashayed her shoulders right
in front of me. She was so confident in her skin. I tried my best to lose
myself in the music, hoping I fitted in with the rest of the incredibly sexy
women having an amazing time. My short, flared dress rode up from time to time
and I was sure there were plenty of men who took a peek at my peachy ass. After
a while, I was sweaty and moving wildly to the beat but I didn’t even care how
I looked. If anyone were to see us, they’d probably guess Rita and I were two
good friends having fun. If only they knew we were two women who were madly in
love with each other!


“Get it, mama!” Rita kept encouraging me to let go
while we both danced. Her cheeks were flushed and radiant, and her blonde
ponytail swished from side to side. The way she was twisting her body was
hopelessly turning me on. 


Once we’d both exhausted our energy from dancing, we
made our way towards an empty table and collapsed there. Not even two seconds
had gone by when I sensed someone else at our table. It was a man. He was
blessed with rugged good looks, with shaggy hair the color of sand, and he was
wearing glasses. I instantly recognized him. I’d seen him earlier while we were
on the dancefloor, and he was obviously checking my wife out. I didn’t blame
him—Rita was looking like a beautiful, seductive angel tonight.


“Hey,” he said to Rita. 


“Hi,” Rita said flatly. I wanted to giggle. She was
giving him an attitude.


“Could I buy you two beautiful ladies a drink?”


He smiled. He was clearly a charmer, and for a
horrified moment I thought she was going to leave with him.


“I can’t,” Rita said with a smug smile of her own.
“I’m with my wife.” 


I breathed a sigh of relief. I was practically glowing
at the way she had proudly said I was her wife.


The man’s eyes twinkled as he looked down at me. “Ah,
I see. You ladies have a good night.” Then he moved away, disappearing into the
crowds.


“Why’d you let him go? He was pretty handsome,” I
said, winking at Rita.


She shook her head defiantly. “I think we can do even
better.”


My cock got stiff. Did I hear that correctly?


It didn’t take me too long to figure out she was being
serious. I’d really thought that at the most we would have some fun, get drunk,
go back home and roll around again, just the two of us. But I was full of
adrenaline as I realized I was really going to have a threesome with
Rita! Of course, it hadn’t panned out the exact way I’d anticipated, but there
was no doubt I was becoming aroused at the thought of her ordering my way
around another man, just for her own pleasure.


The strange thing was, there was no insecurity on my
part about her being with a guy. I think it was because I was dressed up as a
woman and we were a team. 


After some deliberation, we picked out our lucky guy.
Rita had been apparently eyeing him since we’d come into the club, and now he was
just a couple of yards away from us, having a drink by himself. He was
extremely well dressed. A Rolling Stones t-shirt peeked out through a crisp
denim jacket and his shoes were leather captoes. He also looked fairly young—he
couldn’t have been older than about twenty-five or so. 


Rita got on her toes and went over to the man. She
whispered something into his ear. His eyes widened and he flashed me a look
that was full of curiosity. Rita waved over to me. I walked over to where they
were, trying my best to look confident. I gave him a sexy smile. I guessed
she’d told him I was really a man, but then he cocked an eyebrow at me and
said:


“Is it true? Do you really give amazing blowjobs?”


I blushed. 


“Why don’t you take us home and see for yourself,” I
said flirtatiously.


I was amazed by my own boldness. 


It turned out that John lived on the forty-seventh
floor of a high-rise condo tower. When we went in I immediately knew that not
only was he young, he was made of money. 


He didn’t take us to his bedroom though. Instead, he
slid open the doors to his spacious balcony. The cool, windy air greeted us as
we stepped out into the night. 


It didn’t take us long to get down to business. 
















 


CHAPTER 5


 


John’s cock was
thick. Probably as thick as an arm. I sucked in a breath as I mentally examined
it in the shadows. A slightly curved shaft ending with a huge mushroom head,
rising up above his huge balls. 


“Why don’t you give this nice gentleman a compliment,
Danielle,” Rita said with a little smile.


I stared up at John with lust-filled eyes. “Your cock
is amazing, sir. I…I have no words to describe how amazing it is.”


I bowed down toward him. His smell overwhelmed me and
for a split second I felt repulsed. Dirty. Was I really about to do this? There
was no going back once I’d put my lips on another man’s cock…


It was the throbbing in my own cock and balls that
told me to go ahead. 


Rita spanked me and reached under my pink dress to rub
me through my panties. I massaged John’s balls, warming him up. He was hard in
an instant. His thick cock was soon buried inside my mouth. I continued rubbing
and caressing his balls and he flinched and groaned.


“Why don’t you give those balls a nice suck,
Danielle,” Rita murmured. “John will like that.”


John was sitting in a huge wicker swing chair and his
legs trembled as I followed my wife’s orders. He began pumping his cock deeper
into my throat. His musk was strong and I forced my jaw to stay open. Just like
a good girl. That was when I heard soft moans behind me and realized that Rita
was probably spread across the deck tiles rubbing herself as well! Who knew
that being a hot sissy slut would get her so worked up?


“I’m cumming…” John announced.


And before I could even blink, hot sperm splashed
directly into my mouth. 


“Drain all of his cum with your slut lips,” Rita
instructed. “Mmm just like that…suck and wipe everything off with your tongue.
I want his beautiful dick to be completely spotless!”


John’s cock pulsed as I sucked him dry. He shuddered
and sighed. I think he was really enjoying me draining him.


Rita came over and kissed me. We kissed like two
crazed lesbians who was putting on a show. John rubbed himself while he watched
us. Given that we were high up in the city, surrounded by a forest of other
high-rise condos, I was pretty sure he wasn’t the only one watching us.


“Fuck me, John!” Rita whimpered after some time,
spreading her legs open. She’d removed her underwear and her soft pink pussy
was exposed. “I need your cock inside me now.”


“Hell yeah,” John muttered and he trudged forward.


I watched as his fat tip penetrated her eagerly. He
pushed through her folds and her rosy lips began to part, her swollen clit
erect and glistening. Rita’s thighs spread wider and she wailed like she hadn’t
been fucked in a long time. She clawed at my dress, then my arm.


I knew what she wanted me to do. With one hand, I
began to rub her clit for her.  With the other, I was rubbing at John’s groin,
fondling his balls as they swung back and forth.


She wanted me to pleasure her. And I had to do
everything within my means to do that for her. 


Even if it meant encouraging another man to fuck her. 


Night breezes enveloped us as we writhed against each
other. I had to stop from time to time because I was getting so aroused. I
moaned like a girl. I pinched my nipples so hard they hurt. I had disrobed
myself and was only in my thin bra and panties now. My wife came with a
deafening cry, and ordered me to quickly get rid of my panties and get into
doggy position.  


It was my turn now.


“Beg for him to put it in you, Danielle,” Rita said.
“Like a true slut. Get on all fours and beg!”


“Yes, Miss Rita. Please, sir, could you stuff it inside
my girly ass?” I moaned. “I’m a sissy who likes it stretched hard and deep by
big cocks just like yours.”


I had an almost panoramic view of the city as my ass
was spread open, and his rod knotted its way through my opening. Pain and
pleasure exploded together and that first wave of euphoria gushed through my
body. It was the tightness, so intense it was indescribable, the fullness down
there, the soft hardness of a pulsing cock, and the shame of having to submit
to another man. More than anything, though, it was the thought of my wife
egging me on. She took so much pleasure in humiliating me and having my ass
played like a violin at Carnegie Hall. 


And there was no point fooling myself anymore. I liked
cocks. Real, breathing cocks.


And goddamnit, my wife knew the truth.


“Fuck my lesbian wife, John,” Rita purred. She was
almost breathless with excitement. “Stretch her ass as much as you can. I want
to see you destroy her…”


John’s cock seemed to be getting even deeper into me,
accessing the depths in my core I didn’t even know I had. His huge thighs and
balls scratched my ass each time he swung into me. I was overcome with a
strange feeling, like I really needed to pee. It felt weirdly good. 


So good I had to moan yet again.


“Oh look at her,” my wife said. “I don’t think she can
even last a second. She loves your cock a little too much, John!”


I felt my body shudder. My head was a swirling mess. 


I had to give in to the weird feeling.


“Shoot it out, Dani!” Rita ordered. “Do it now! I want
to see that nasty sploodge come out in buckets! Ohhh, look. I think it’s
coming! Make that custard, honey! Fuck yeah…go for it! Make that sweet, sweet
custard!”


The urge for me to finish was way too strong. And I
knew I’d lost the moment my wife’s hand curled around my penis and pressed down
hard. I uttered a tiny feminine scream as I came. Rita laughed, came over,
swiped a finger across the deck tiles, and stretched a little of my cream out
for me to lick. 


“Danielle, I’m gonna cum…” 


It was John. He was furiously pumping away with his
hands, and his eyes were half-closed, his jaw scrunched up and his whole body
tensing to prep for the release.


“Danielle, get ready for the gentleman’s big finish!”
Rita ordered. “Please turn around and hold your mouth open for him!”


“Yes, Miss Rita,” I moaned. 


John grunted and squirted his hot seed into my gaping
mouth. I swallowed, then opened my mouth again to take in his leftovers. For
the second time that day, I was enjoying another man’s cum right in front of my
wife. 


***


“Mmm what a night,” Rita said in a cheerful tone.
“I’ve always wanted to dominate a woman. It’s been a secret obsession of mine
for so long! And thanks to you, I really lived out that fantasy. How was the
experience for you, Dani?”


“I’d…I’d love to do that again,” I admitted
sheepishly. 


We were in a cab on the way home. I was snuggled next
to Rita, my arm around her elbow, and I was resting my head on her soft-scented
shoulder. I was sleepy. Through the window, I could make out the blur of city
lights, the glow of shops, most of them still open, and the crowds of anonymous
bodies walking like shadow people in the night. A light drizzle outside blotted
my view, and I could tell the winds had picked up, though the inside of the cab
was comfortably warm.


The cab slowed at a stoplight and I could make out a
couple from the window. Two women, holding hands, laughing and chatting away
like they had nowhere to go. I wondered if they were in love as much as us. 


“Bunny…?” I started. Quietly, hesitantly.


“Yes, honey?”


“Nothing.” One corner of her mouth had lifted into a
small smile. The fact that she was so pleased with me had me satisfied. I was
happy. 


Rita stroked my cheek, and swept the fallen hair from
my wig onto my other shoulder. She took my hand in hers. 


“Shhh,” she whispered. “Go back to sleep, my girl.
It’s been a long day. I’ll wake you up when we’re home.”
















 


THE END











SISSY BEHIND BARS


CHAPTER
1


 


I caught the blinking
red-and-blue lights in my rear-view mirror before the sound of the muffled
siren reached my ears through the rock music blaring from the stereo. 


It was
almost midnight, and I was heading home from the Italian restaurant I worked
at. After working back-to-back shifts in a hot kitchen, I was more than eager
to get this over with, though I couldn’t help but feel anxious. My stomach
twisted into knots as I slowed down and pulled over to the side, next to a
warehouse building, and rolled down my rain-spattered window. The silent,
frigid air blowing in almost froze my muscles. I stared at the huddled black
shadow behind the wheel of the police cruiser and waited restlessly. 


I’m not
quite sure what I was expecting—maybe a bald officer with a ruddy face or an
old, hairy guy with a baton. Instead, what came out of that cruiser was pure
sexiness. The cop’s tight black uniform put her thick hips on display and her
beautiful blonde hair swayed loosely behind her back. Even in the dreary
lighting, I could see her luscious chest was reaching dangerous button-popping
levels. 


Her face
stooped down and she pointed a flashlight in my face. At that moment, her eyes
might mine, and a jolt of electricity ran through me. There was no question about
it. She was hot. 


“You
have any idea why I pulled you over?” she asked. Her voice was cold but very
sexy.


I handed
her my licence and registration and cleared my throat. “No, no, I don’t,
officer,” I said. 


“You
were speeding.”


“I was?”
I asked, trying to act dumb. 


Shit,
I thought. If
only I hadn’t been so distracted by what I was doing…


“Mm-hmm,”
she said, her unwavering gaze still on me. “Twenty miles over the speed limit.”
She shone her light around, taking in every square inch of my messy car. Then she
turned it back to my eyes. I squinted. “Does doing it in a car in public give
you a thrill?” she asked.


“Doing
what, officer?” I mumbled, but I’d gone numb. 


Her
flashlight suddenly fell right on my crotch.


There
it was. The
cold, hard evidence. My fly was open and the small bulge of my hard-on was so
obvious underneath my boxers. 


Fuck.
I’d been too
preoccupied to notice my fly had splayed open again…after I’d tried to button
everything up as soon as I pulled over.


The truth
was, jerking myself off in the car had become a fun little habit—it was really
a means to cool down and relieve the stress during my hour-long commute home,
and the bumpy roads of our town often added to the thrill. It wasn’t like I was
hurting anyone. Plus, this had been going on for roughly two years and I’d
never gotten caught. Well, except for now.


I opened
my mouth to spew out a lie, but the beautiful police officer’s face contorted
into a furious glare and I clammed up like a shell. Good-looking ladies always
made me feel a little shy and self-conscious. 


“Does it
give you a thrill?” she asked again. This time, there was a hint of a smirk
behind her stone-faced expression. I think she’d picked up on how nervous I
was.


“I...I
can explain,” I said weakly. “It’s not what it looks like.”


“I think
I know a masturbating pervert when I see one,” she said. She took a sniff
through the open window. “Or more accurately, when I smell one. Are you
telling me I’m wrong?”


“N-no,”
I stuttered, thinking wildly about what I could say to appease her. “I’m so
sorry. Really. It won’t happen again, officer.”


I knew
the instant those words left my mouth that it was the wrong thing to say.
Probably the worst thing to say.


The
officer’s eyebrows narrowed and then she turned off the flashlight. 


“Get out
of the car,” she spat. “I’m arresting you for public indecency.”


***


My cheek
pressed down against my car’s rusty exterior as the icy slink of metal cuffs
cut across my wrists. The officer seized my shoulder with claw-like fingers and
began leading me to her cruiser. My fly was still open and there was absolutely
nothing I could do about it. I slunk forward toward the open door and she
shoved me into the backseat.


This
is it, I
thought. This is the end of Caleb. I couldn’t believe I’d just gotten
arrested. For public indecency. 


I was
barely twenty-three and a college dropout, living in a perpetually
roach-infested shared house to cut costs while I inched myself above the
poverty line. I’d been doing so well too—I’d kept my job at the restaurant for
over two years and was working on saving enough money to move out and get a
fresh start.


Now all
of that meant nothing. 


Two
years of painstaking progress. Down the drain. All because I was caught by a
cop nutting one out in my car, like a total freak.


What
the hell do I tell my parents? 


Can I
even get out of this?


The
officer didn’t say anything as we drove through the dark, desolate roads. The
rain got worse, growing from what was a gentle trickle to a loud downpour. I
thought I heard thunder boom in the distance. And as each minute ticked by, I
just got more and more anxious until my teeth began to literally rattle inside
my jaw. 


Eventually,
we pulled into the parking lot of a building I could only describe as...ugly.
An old, yellowed, rundown police station, practically in the middle of nowhere,
surrounded by a clan of menacing-looking pine trees. 


She
clicked open the door. “Get out,” she said.


Still
pushing me by my shoulder, we went through the entrance and into a dusty reception
lit by glaring white lights. I swallowed as I saw the two cells occupying one
side of the wall, fronted by thick iron bars. She uncuffed me and threw me
inside the one on the left. I stared helplessly as she bolted the door shut and
walked over to a stool by the reception.


I
couldn’t take it anymore. 


“Officer!
Officer!” I called out, not even caring that my voice was high-pitched and
shaking. “What’s going to happen to me?”


“It’s
Officer Melanie West,” she said coolly, her red lips spreading into a sarcastic
smile. “And to answer your question, you’ll get to know soon enough.” She
glanced down at my licence in her hand. “My dear Caleb.” The way she
said my name made my heart skip a beat. 


I sat
down on the hardened bed in my cell, feeling more alone than I’d ever felt in
my life. It was as hot as a furnace inside the station, and beads of sweat were
beginning to pool together under my pits and across my brows. My mind flitted
through the day’s events, wondering once again how I’d ended up in this mess.
There was no one who could bail me out, and I realized with growing certainty
that my only option would be to beg my way out instead. 


I wanted
to cry out to her again, plead my case, but my voice didn’t even dare come out
of my mouth.


Officer
West sat on her stool, her buttocks spilling out of the seat, legs splayed
wide, humming to herself while she worked. All pretences of professionalism
seemed to have vanished now that we were alone and away from the public eye.
Her perfect face dipped down as she wrote something in a notebook and then
tapped away on a large desktop occupying the front desk. 


After a
while, she fanned her face with her fingers, a light sheen of sweat glistening
on her forehead. She reached down to unbutton the top of her uniform. A
rectangle of soft plump bosom, along with just a hint of a lace bra, peeked
through, making my mouth go dry. Even with all the fear and frustration
coursing through my blood, I found myself getting hard because of Officer
West’s boobs, and I began to imagine what she would look like naked. 


It was
the sound of approaching footsteps that snapped me out of my fantasy. 


Another
female officer strode through the entrance, her tight matching uniform sending
my heartbeat through the roof. She was tall with raven-black hair that was tied
in a top knot, and she had heavy pink blush streaked across the apple of her
cheeks. 


If
Officer West had looked intimidating, this new officer looked downright
scary. 


I saw
them sneak a glance at me while they spoke in hushed voices. I strained my ears
to listen in on their conversation. 


“He was
speeding while jerking himself off in the car?” the new officer asked.


“Yeah. I
thought he was a girl when I first saw him,” Officer West said disapprovingly.
“Then I saw his disgusting boner. I can’t stand perverts. He could’ve killed
someone while driving distracted.”


“Maybe
we should teach him a lesson, huh?” the new officer said eagerly. “While we
wait?”


I
started chewing on my lip, cursing silently. I couldn’t even bite my nails to
ease my frantic nerves. 


Who
were they waiting for? What in the world did they have planned for me?
















CHAPTER
2


 


After a few tense
minutes, Officer West came to my cell and gave me a scathing look. “You.
Caleb,” she said, as if I wasn’t the only person in the dingy room. She
unbolted the door. “Out.”


“Hands on the wall,” the officer with the top knot
said. I could see a shiny name tag pinned to her top. PAIGE STACEY. 


“We need to make sure you’re not hiding anything,”
Officer West explained. “This is for our safety.”


A wave of adrenaline surged through me as Officer
Stacey slapped my legs apart and began to frisk me. Her probing fingers reached
under my arms, down my back, and over my ass. My breath went still as her palms
squeezed each of my ass cheeks over my jeans, taking her time with it. Was it
just my imagination, or was she secretly enjoying touching my body?


I gasped as her fingers reached up the other side and
firmly grabbed my balls. She groped and fondled them from behind, completely
unabashedly, like it was standard protocol. Now I was certain. She was
definitely lusting after me. My cock stiffened, and I prayed she wouldn’t
notice. It was impossible not to get horny when this hot cop was touching me
while another hot cop stood there watching with eagle eyes. 


“Turn around,” Officer Stacey ordered.


She was so much taller than me, she was practically
towering over me then, smoothing her palms all over my body. She kneeled down
and brought her hands down to my hips. Her face was right next to my swelling
crotch. I didn’t dare breathe. My boner was painfully obvious through my
super-thin boxers, and there was no way she hadn’t seen it. 


My suspicions were confirmed when her fingers grabbed
hold of my cock with a stern grip and smiled widely, her coral cheeks growing
brighter, like she’d stumbled upon a pot of gold. She turned around and nodded
to our audience of one. 


Officer West smirked and took a step forward. “You’re
going to need to take everything off, sir, for a body search,” she said. I saw
her bosom rise and fall, like she was getting excited for some reason. 


I went cold. The thought of being naked in front of
two gorgeous female officers made me feel…well, I would’ve preferred death if
given the choice. “You mean...you mean you want me to strip?” 


“We have reason to believe you might be concealing a
weapon, sir,” Officer West said in a deadpan voice. “Get rid of the jeans.”


“I don’t have any weapons,” I said. My voice had gone
all squeaky. “I swear.”


“We’ll believe you,” Officer Stacey said. “Once we
complete the body search. Now get rid of everything.”


Their stares burned on me as I removed my clothes, one
by one, with quivering fingers. First, I pulled down my jeans and stood there
in just my T-shirt and boxers. I felt naked already.


Was this really happening? I wasn’t sure if I was stuck in some kind of weird
fantasy or a horrific nightmare. As I got rid of my sweat-stained T-shirt, a
cool wind from somewhere made me feel a little better. I struggled to get rid
of my boxers, but once I was done, I was completely exposed. Cock and balls
out, my skinny little body on display like I was in some kind of nude parade. 


I thought I heard a giggle, and I grew pink.


This was worse than any nightmare. I was standing
there completely humiliated, while they were both probably dying to laugh at my
dick.


“Raise your arms,” Officer Stacey said. 


My heart pounded in my ears as I followed her
instructions.


“Good. I’m going to need you to turn and spread your
legs like a good girl,” she said. 


Girl? 


What was she talking about?


But I didn’t dare talk back. I knew that if I just
listened to them and did what I was told, I still had a chance to negotiate and
get the hell out of here.


So I turned around and stared at a giant crack on the
wall as I spread my legs.


“Now squat really well and cough,” Officer Stacey
instructed. 


Oh shit. Did they want to see inside my asshole or something?


I did a squat, trying my best to keep my balance and
not stumble over like an idiot. I felt my ass cheeks automatically stretch
apart from the motion. I coughed. This time, I knew it wasn’t my imagination.
They were really giggling. 


“We’re going to need you to grab your buttocks and
spread them wide apart,” Officer Stacey said from behind me. “And cough.”


I let out a whimper. Whatever shred of dignity I had
left was going to be squashed the moment I willingly exposed my asshole to
these cops. I imagined them bending down to examine the dark and murky recesses
of my forbidden cavity. Maybe Officer Stacey would put one of her long fingers
inside to probe and see if I was hiding drugs or something in there.
Surprisingly, I felt my cock rise and stiffen at the thought. 


Did I want to humiliate myself right now?


I could’ve just said no. Say that I didn’t consent to
the search or whatever it is I had to say. Held my ground. But for some reason,
I felt myself surrendering to the erotic fantasies playing in my mind. Maybe it
was the weird tension in the room. Maybe it was because I hadn’t cum that day,
and my body was expecting some kind of release. Maybe it was the fact that the
last time I’d had sex was…god, how long ago was that?


The thing was, I didn’t really know the reason why,
but I did know I wanted to submit to these officers.


I wanted to show them my butthole.


So I squatted down a little more and hooked my fingers
on my butt cheeks. Slowly, gingerly…I pulled them apart. I felt the coolness
touch my crack, and I felt my knot naturally flex and pucker. Thomp, thomp,
thomp, went my cock. It was rock hard and tingling now.


The room was silent for a long time.


What were they thinking? My pits got sweatier and my legs started to cramp as
I held my ass out and waited for them to say something. Did my hole weird them
out? Did they like it?


“Well, well.” It was Officer West who spoke. “Looks
like you’re free to go.”


My head snapped up. 


Did I hear her correctly?
















 


CHAPTER
3


 


“I can leave?” I
whispered. 


Relief flooded my body, and I finally relaxed, causing
me to lose my balance and tumble into the hard cement floor. Pain shot through
my butt and I cursed. I tried my best to get myself together—I might’ve been
naked and bruised with absolutely zero dignity left, but at least I could get
out of here, go home, and forget that this entire thing ever happened. 


Officer West extended one hand down to me. I grasped
it, and she helped me sit up. I stared into her eyes, totally smitten by her
beauty, and her straight face crumbled.


I looked at her, confused. “Why am I allowed to leave,
officer?”


“Well, Caleb, based on the strip search,” she said in
a sickly-sweet voice. “We know you’ve got a small dick and a huge ass. So we’ve
come to the conclusion that you’re a sissy.” She smirked. “And we all know
sissies are wimps and they can’t really be any danger to society.”


I gazed up at her, at her blonde hair, her blue eyes,
and that sizeable patch of cleavage still threatening to burst out of her top.
There was so much…longing in those eyes. I gulped. Should I play along?


“Don’t you agree, Caleb?” she asked me softly. “Aren’t
you a sissy?”


I cleared my throat. “Yes, officer. I’m a sissy.”


They both burst into laughter while I sat there going
red. Officer West pointed an arm towards the exit, like she was inviting me to
go out. 


Hell, I’ll get out of here naked if they let me, I thought, and started to sprint towards
the door.


I took two steps when someone caught my arm. It was
Officer Stacey. The one who had eyed me so lustfully while she frisked me and
got a good feel of my balls and ass. She looked at me up and down with hungry
eyes before giving me a smile. 


“Mel, I don’t think we should let her go so easily,”
she said. “Public indecency with a sissy dicklette is so much worse, don’t you
think? Can you imagine how disgusted people would be if they happened to catch
a glimpse of it?”


“You have a point there,” Officer West said. She sat
back down on the stool and crossed her legs, her face pensive and somber once
again. 


A tingle of dread crept up my spine. Just two seconds
ago, I’d been free to leave. How had it all gone wrong again?


“Back to the cell, I’m afraid,” Officer Stacey said,
her pink cheeks bright with hatred. “Stupid little sissy.” 


It was a punch right in the gut. I’d been so stupid.
How did I even think this beautiful, strong female officer actually liked me?
Wanted me? She just wanted to play with me. Bully me. Smush me like
putty in her fingers.


Officer West stepped off the stool again, a gleam in
her eyes. “Or maybe we can do this another way,” she said, beckoning to me with
a finger. “Our way. It’s either a record for indecent exposure or you
listen to us and get off here with a much better lesson learned. What do you
say, Caleb?”


I looked at her straight in the face and my words
squeaked out. “I...I’ll never do it again.”


Officer West sighed. “Is that what I asked? Think
before you speak, sissy.”


“I apologize, officer. I’ll do whatever you want me to
do,” I said meekly. I had such a big crush on her, I was scared out of my wits.
The authority in her voice was making me tremble in my knees. 


“Good. Good girl,” Officer West said. She took another
look at my small, puny dick. “You must be cold.” She turned to Paige. “Let’s
give the sissy something to wear?"


What Officer Paige Stacey did next knocked the breath
out of me.


She gave me a vengeful smile as she unbuttoned her top
and removed her belt. She stripped down speedily, revealing flashy red
lingerie, a curvy body and a belly button piercing. She hurled her bra and
panties at me. 


“Wear these, sucker,” she snarled.


I ogled at her. The shock of seeing her fully naked
ripped through me. Her puffy nipples were the color of cream and there was a
neat landing strip above her pussy lips. I let go of my hands from my crotch
and bent down to pick up the bra and panties. There was no hiding my hard
little sissy dicklette now.


“The only thing a sissy likes more than being naked
and humiliated is wearing a pair of sexy panties…” Officer West said softly.
“And being made fun of for wearing them.”


I gaped at her. Somehow, the way she was saying it was
making me feel so aroused… 


There was a chorus of laughter as I hovered the red
panties inches above the ground so I could step into it. 


It was soft and small—so small that I didn’t think I’d
be able to reach it up my calves, let alone up my hips. A light, sour smell
reached my nostrils. Officer Stacey had probably been wearing these panties for
hours now and the evidence of discharge was there, even though I couldn’t see
it. 


I brought the panties past my knees very carefully,
praying that I wouldn’t tear it, and felt the fabric stretch to hug my skin.
Just a little further up, I could feel the elastic strain but then suddenly it
snapped, right above my hip bone. For a terrified second I thought I’d ripped
it, but no, there it was, all in one piece, caressing the entirety of my cock
and balls.


I’d been prepared for it to feel itchy and tight and
horrible, but surprisingly, they were pleasantly snug. 


That could have gone much worse, I thought. 


I picked up the bra next and looked at it hesitantly.


Officer West rapped on her desk impatiently. “We don’t
have much time, Cassie. Get cracking!”


“Yes, officer,” I trembled.


Did she just call me ‘Cassie’?


I forced myself to ignore the shame as I brought the
humongous bra cups up to my chest. There was no way they could actually fit me.
I wrestled with the bra for a while, like it was some strappy, tentacled
monster until I finally had it hooked and tethered appropriately around my arms
and shoulders. The cups, however, were still huge. 


I glanced up at the duo. 


Shockingly, the deadpan stares were gone and both of
them were smiling. They weren’t sneers either—there was a clear glint of
excitement in their eyes, like they were itching to pounce on me now that I was
clothed in lingerie.


That made me feel kind of funny. 


“You have the socks?” Officer West asked. 


“Right here, Mel,” Officer Stacey said. She produced
two bundles of socks, each wrapped tightly in nude stockings. “And the
stilettos.” She handed over a pair of red stilettos. “And the makeup.” A small,
dusty bag was passed over. Her breasts wobbled with every motion.


Officer West ordered me to sit down on the stool. I
couldn’t stop looking at her—every angle, every curve on her face was the
picture of feminine perfection. She dug her hand inside each bra cup,
positioning each ball of sock under the base to flesh it out. Her fingernails
grazed my nipples and I covered my crotch with trembling fingers. She smelled
so sexy, like warm vanilla butter and honey. 


She wiped my now sweaty face with a Kleenex and worked
on it for a couple of minutes. With a small applicator, she dusted my eyes with
a sparkly eyeshadow and lined them. Then she swiped my lashes with several
layers of mascara and carefully applied some lipstick that was the color of red
wine. Something smelled off about it, like it had been in that small bag for a
hundred years. She dabbed a little bit of the lipstick on the apple of my
cheeks. 


I thought she was done when she swung the stool
around. But no, she was stretching some kind of stocking over my head, and then
something hot and heavy landed on my scalp. Suddenly, I had blonde hair,
shinier than Officer West’s but just as thick and lovely. It went all the way
down my back, tickling the skin there a little. 


Officer Stacey, still naked, ran a hand down my arm.
“Don’t you feel sexy?” she murmured. Once again, I was struck by the lust in
her eyes. God, she was giving me so many mixed signals. 


“I do, officer,” I murmured. 


To be honest, I thought I looked ridiculous at first.
There was no mirror for me to look into and I certainly felt ridiculous,
wearing lingerie and red lipstick and everything else I’d been made to wear. 


But when I stared down at myself, I began to feel a
little weird. It was a surreal experience to say the least, seeing two fleshy
mounds inside those giant red bra cups and then the lacy exterior of the
panties. And as I kept looking down I was feeling strangely aroused. More feminine.
I wasn’t even standing like how Caleb used to stand. My legs were slightly bent
and I was arching my back a little, so my chest seemed even bigger. 


What the heck was happening to me? 


It was just the visuals, I decided. The visuals of
seeing sexy breasts and panties and naked Officer Stacey, of course. What man wouldn’t
get horny in my position? The fact that I was the one wearing lingerie didn’t
mean anything.


At least, that’s what I was going to tell myself…
















CHAPTER
4


 


“Cassie, try these
on!” 


Officer West sounded genuinely exited as I was finally
instructed to step into the red stilettos. The heels were roughly four inches
long but felt like ten under my feet.


“Mmm, she looks hot,” Officer Stacey said. 


She disappeared into a side room and came out again
carrying another small bag. She unzipped it and took out...two bright-colored
dildos. From afar they looked exactly like those cute little sex toys you’d
expect girls to pick out to masturbate with, but with a second glance you could
tell they weren’t for the weak. They were thick, as thick as the arm of a Sumo
wrestler. 


Officer Stacey went on to take out some straps and a
big roll of silver duct tape from the bag.


“We haven’t done this in so long,” she muttered.


“Yeah, I’m so excited!” Officer West said. “Can’t
wait!”


“Excuse me,” I said, feeling like an idiot for
intruding in on their conversation. “But what’s happening?”


They snickered. “Looks like we got a first-timer.”


Officer Stacey came around and slapped me in the ass.
“Hard to believe by the size of that hole. Haven’t you ever fingered yourself
before?”


“N-no,” I stammered, feeling my ass pucker up at the
thought. 


A long time ago, my ex-girlfriend had actually rimmed
me, but I’d found it a little too intense and never let her try it again.
Getting pleasure from someone licking and tasting your ass seemed a little
too...I don’t know, gay. Truth be told, I was terrified that I’d start
enjoying it a little too much for a straight guy.   


But now that I was wearing panties and a blonde wig in
front of two hot cops, I couldn’t deny that the thought of fingering myself was
kind of hot. 


Okay, very hot. 


Officer Stacey beamed. “Well, let’s see you do it
then,” she said. She dug into the bag and found a pink bottle. She squirted a
little onto my fingers. “Go on.”


Finger my ass? While you both watch?


A tingly thrill rippled through me, from the top of my
head, all the way down to my toes. I realized I was actually horny. 


“Just rub the outer area first,” Officer Stacey said.
“Get it all nice and wet and warmed up.”


I felt a little dazed as I squatted down and pulled a
strip of panty to the side. Did I get zapped into some sexy parallel universe
or something? First, I get pulled over on the way home. Then I get arrested and
thrown in a jail cell. Now I was squatting in the middle of a police station
while two sexy policewomen watched and taught me how to finger my anus. 


I would’ve pinched myself if my fingers weren’t going
to be so busy. 


I used the pad of my middle finger to rub my outer
area like Officer Stacey had instructed. I pressed onto my taint, feeling it
get pleasantly soft and wet. Then I started to circle the rim of my asshole. I
remembered how my ex had done the same thing with her tongue that night.
Without thinking, I let out a moan.


“Mmm, I can see you’re enjoying it already,” Officer
Stacey said. “How do you feel?”


“Like my ass wants to open up,” I said. “I think I’m
ready to put a finger inside it.”


“Uh-huh,” she murmured. Fuck, the way she spoke was so
sexy. “Why don’t you do that? Just the tip. And let me know how it feels.”


I took a deep breath and rubbed my hole from the
outside a little more and then inserted a fingertip inside. The pressure in my
ass began to mount. I carefully slid it out and tried again. This time, the
finger slipped inside more easily. I practiced that motion a couple of times,
almost treating it like a massage, flicking my fingertip in and out, in and
out. 


“I...I can feel it expanding,” I whispered. 


“Like a flower that’s just about to bloom?” Officer
Stacey asked.


I smiled at her. “Exactly. That’s exactly how it
feels.”


“Don’t force it,” she murmured, and then she squatted
down right in front of me, exposing her pussy. Her hands reached out to stroke
my open thighs, helping me relax. “Let it do its own thing, in its own time.
It’s a flower. Let it bloom.”


I felt like I’d entered some kind of trance, with her
seductive murmurs in my ear, her soft palm on my thigh, as I slowly worked on
stretching my asshole. The world almost slipped away—I could’ve sworn it was
just me and her in the station, even in the whole universe. And then...it was
as if my own ass had submitted to me. I felt my inner muscles give way and then
curl tightly around my whole finger. My anus pulsed around it. 


“I want more,” I croaked.


Officer Stacey licked her lips and motioned to Officer
West, who responded by stripping down to her underwear.


I gaped at her breasts. They were so big and fluffy.
In fact, they were bigger and perkier than I’d imagined them to be when I was
sitting in that cell, alone and afraid. Her areolas were darkish and her
nipples were the juiciest nubs I’d ever seen. With my finger still wedged in my
ass, I started rubbing my dick through my panties. 


The officers leaned into each other and kissed. Just
the sight of them exchanging their saliva, their wet pink tongues dancing in
front of me made me moan. I hoped they’d kiss me too, but I knew that it was
just wishful thinking. Why would any woman want to kiss a sissy?


My dick twitched when I saw they were both now
massaging their clits and moaning. They inserted the bulb-like end of the dildo
into their vaginas and buckled the straps to their naked hips. They started
walking in my direction, their breasts bobbing and bouncing and their colorful
cocks poking out like sex batons.


I could’ve splooged right then and there. Hold it
in, I told myself. Control yourself and fucking enjoy this.


“Suck my cock, faggot,” Officer West demanded.


I didn’t even care that she’d insulted me as I eagerly
took her cock in my mouth. This went far beyond anything I could have imagined
myself doing. The fullness in my mouth was so erotic, and the feel of the dildo
was hard to describe—cold yet sensual, soft yet hard, all at the same time. 


The realization hit me hard in the gut. I was enjoying
sucking cock. Maybe I’d always been a sissy and had been hiding my true nature
all along.


Soon I was down on my knees, alternating between the
two of them. Pink, green, pink, green. I established a rhythm, sucking
one while stroking the other so that neither of them would feel neglected. Pink,
green, pink, green. My jaw shuddered and trembled with each suck, getting
those fake rods nice and wet with my sissy saliva. It wasn’t easy, servicing
these two powerful women, and I was using everything I had. 


I could tell they were becoming more aroused as the
musk of their pussies got stronger and stronger. Their gorgeous bodies
shimmered with sweat, and they smelled sweet and balmy. 


As I sucked Officer West, she twirled her fingers in
my hair like she wanted to own me. I locked my gaze to hers as I savored the
flavor of her cock, letting her know how desperately I wanted to please
her. 


Then she pulled on my wig and pushed me, making me
fall over like a ragdoll.


“Down on the floor, bitch, and ass up!” she
barked. 


They placed me on all fours on the floor. Sweat was
streaming down my chest and pooling inside the bra as I held tight, my joints
frozen in place. The sock balls that were my boobs were already half-wet. 


I already had an inkling about what was going to happen,
but that didn’t stop me from feeling like a giant ball of nerves. 


Were they really going to fuck me? In the ass?


I glanced over to see Officer West rubbing her dildo
tip back and forth like it was an actual cock. It bobbed lewdly as she neared
me and got down on one knee, the other angled right against my butt cheek.


And that was when I heard it. The rrrriiiip of
duct tape being unraveled and torn off. Before I could even think, their
fingers tore off a section of panty fabric and gripped my ass to spread it wide
open. The tape was pressed tight onto my flesh on either side and went all the
up my hip to hold the cheeks open and steady. 


“Ungh!” I gasped as a second layer of tape was laid
onto my skin. 


By the time the third layer was stuck on, my asshole
felt like it was stretched open by a speculum.


“Stay still, sweetie,” Officer West cooed. “Take a
deep breath. The more relaxed you are, the easier this will be for all of us.”


I let out a high-pitched whine as the dildo pierced
through my narrow opening. 


The feeling was so wrong. But so fucking
hot. 


I surrendered my ass to the sexy cop. I just let go. I
let my sphincter relax and do its thing, just like Officer Stacey had said. I
felt so vulnerable and sexy, dressed in a bra and panties, with my long blonde
hair swishing around me as this woman overtook me and my body so easily.  


I moaned as Officer West began to pump inside me. With
each pump, her cock went a little further along my forbidden path. Each time I
thought the pressure was too much, I inhaled as deeply as I could and
instructed my ass to let go. I could hear the officer’s breaths quicken and her
fucking become a little more aggressive. 


“Looks like you’re enjoying this a little too much,
sissy,” Officer Stacey said, as she stuffed her dildo straight into my mouth.


I reveled in the exquisite feelings of having both of
my horny holes being filled and fucked. My muffled moans seemed to only be
fueling their perversions. 


Officer West suddenly poked her fingers into my waist
and slammed into me, uttering a long, shuddering moan like she was the devil
incarnate. She was cumming, loudly, and it was making the dildo in my ass
almost vibrate, making me shiver and tremble all over.  


The cock in my mouth finally slid out and I felt
Officer Stacey rustling behind me for round two…


“Come on bitch,” she yelled. “Open up that fat cunt!”


She impaled me with such force that I cried out
uncontrollably, but she held me in place and started fucking me. She was
strong, so strong.


“Please…please…please…” I croaked. I clawed my fingers
into the cement floor, looking to see if there was anything that I could hold
on to lessen the brunt, but the stool was so far away. Everything was so far
away. 


Soon I was being screwed and battered from both ends
again like I was a sex doll. It was extremely intense, but still so hot. 


I was leaking. And so close to exploding. 


So close…


I don’t think I can hold it in for much longer, I thought frantically.


I felt this huge rush start to build and grow inside
me, when the sound of an engine being cut off and a car door opening and
closing caused our festivities to stop abruptly. 


“Ah fuck!” Officer West cursed with her cock still
half-way inside my mouth. She looked a little startled. 


“What’s the problem, Mel?” Officer Stacey asked.


Officer
West rolled her eyes and groaned. “It’s the Sheriff,” she said darkly. “He’s
here.”
















CHAPTER
5


 


The mood in the
room shifted in a flash. The officers slid their dildos out of both my holes,
leaving me feeling starved and empty. 


“Don’t you dare move even an inch,” Officer West
barked.


I lay there frozen, my muscles tensed up, still naked
and my ass snatched open with tape. I watched as the women got dressed quickly
and hastily, buttoning up their tops and zipping up their pants. 


A loud, heaty voice boomed from the front door and
made my knees quiver. 


“What in heaven’s name is going on here?”


I swiveled my head to the side to catch a glimpse of
the newcomer.


The Sheriff was a large man. Potbellied and shining
with sweat, he reeked of cigarette smoke and his beefy lips did this weird
flapping sound when he spoke. 


 He peered down at me still shaking in doggy position
on the floor. 


 “Sweet little baby Jesus, what is this? Some
kind of lesbian orgy?” He sniffed around the room, his eyebrows wiggling. “Dang
it, this whole fucking room smells of sex. Didn’t I tell you ladies? No more
fooling around with detainees!”


“Sorry, Sheriff,” Officer West said in a syrupy voice.
“We were just teaching her a lesson.”


“That’s a her? Or a him? What the heck is
that?” he asked, gazing at me again. 


“It’s a sissy,” Officer West said. “Why don’t you sit
down, Sheriff, and let me explain.”


He scoffed. “I don’t have time for sitting down. I’m a
busy man.”


Officer West traced a finger down his hairy arm. The
next time she spoke, I could’ve sworn I was listening to the beginning of a
porno. “I know, Sheriff. You always work too hard. That’s exactly why I think
you should sit down. Wouldn’t you like to release some steam?”


She unbuttoned the first few buttons of her top again
and licked her lips. The Sheriff stared at her lustily. “I’d like to release
some steam by motorboating those tits and fucking that sweet cunt of yours if
you let me.” 


He sat down with a whoosh by the reception
desk. The stool groaned.


Officer West laughed and shook her head. Her laughter
was forced and I could see she was more than a little grossed out by him. “Not
tonight, Sheriff. But may I suggest you an alternative? Our sissy here has been
detained for indecent exposure and her boi pussy has been stretched wide just
for you. In fact, it’s desperately waiting to be fucked.”


The Sheriff snuck a glance at me, thinking hard. I
shivered. I was just about ready to throw up. “She looks like a slut,” he said.
“She tight?”


My heart started thudding very fast as I waited for
Officer West to respond.


“She’s a virgin,” she said, smiling through her teeth.
“And what’s more, we’ve got her nice and warmed up for you. Sissy Cassie,
wouldn’t you like to offer your special hole to our Sheriff?”


“Are you kidding me?” Officer Stacey butted in. “Sissy
sluts are cum lovers. I’ll bet she’s fantasizing about Sherriff’s load right
now.” She knelt down and hovered a finger in front of my mouth. I took it and
began sucking. “Looks like she’s horny.”


The Sheriff got off the stool and placed one leg on
top of the foot rest. He unlatched his belt and took out his cock. It was fat
and meaty and a little red. 


“Come here, baby,” he called out affectionately. “Show
me what you’ve got.”


The officers lifted me up, all smiles this time
around. They were thrilled to be pimping me off to the Sheriff without a second
thought. As I knelt down in front of him, his sweaty, musty scent wafted up to
me. 


I could’ve choked on that smell.  


“Wet panties are always a good sign, baby,” he
murmured, his eyes fixated on the pre-cum stain on my crotch. “You wet for me?
Go on, have a taste. It won’t bite.”


I took a deep breath through my mouth and plunged in.
I tasted his slimy slit and inhaled his musk, and in response he shoved his
cock a little deeper in.


A single thought kept running through my mind: I
can’t believe I have an actual DICK down my throat.


Could I ever recover from this? 


You can’t, a small voice purred in my ear. The moment you
accepted that cock in your mouth, you were transformed into a cock-sucking
sissy whore for life.


I rose up and squeezed him at the base of his cock
before pumping my hand up and down. The Sheriff let out a low, guttural moan. I
slurped on his cock again. His throbbing pole hardened and slipped further down
my throat, right until he was balls deep and my nose was right in his bristles.
I grabbed hold of his hairy plums and moaned like a cheap hooker. I was no
longer fighting. 


As I kept sucking, I couldn’t help but imagine what it
would be like to have the Sheriff’s disgusting penis wedged deep in my asshole.


Such a big, fat, delicious cock…


Waiting to spurt all that cum all over me…
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Mere seconds
later, I could no longer ignore the shameful urge building inside of me. All I
could do was picture the Sheriff’s hairy hands groping me from behind, his
pecker painfully deep in me, my new breasts bouncing back and forth as I
finally got laid thanks to another man’s cock. 


“I need it in me,” I pleaded in a polite, feminine
voice. “Sheriff, could I offer you my tight little pussy to destroy?”


“Of course I’m going to destroy it,” he said smugly.
“Down on the floor, sissy. Right where you belong.”


I heard the officers laugh behind me. They were
watching and waiting after having calculated my demise so precisely. They were
so smart but so fucking bitchy—but they were also hot so it didn’t even matter.



I gave them a pathetic grin as I took my position on
the cold, hard cement floor. 


The tape around my hole had fallen off because of my
sweating, but Officer West and Officer Stacey were more than happy to
participate in my destruction by spreading my ass. Their nails dug into my
derrière and I groaned when the Sheriff slapped my ass cheek, hard. His erect
cock rubbing up and down my crack made me shiver and tingle all over. 


“You ready for Sheriff Daddy to take care of you?” he
growled. “Oh I’ll take care of you. Watch and learn, amateurs, how a real
man pleasures a woman.”


Beads of sweat rolled down my temples as I waited for
the big moment. The head of his cock breached my hole, and I could feel myself
opening up to take him in. I think my horniness totally numbed any pain because
he went in without a hitch. I felt him shimmy his cock all the way inside—he
kept going and going, until I felt his breath warm up my back, and then he
stopped. It was funny how his penis hadn’t seemed like it was big at all, but
now that it was inside me, it felt like it was the biggest cock on earth.


It felt…amazing. 


“You like that?” he grunted as he began to thrust in
and out. 


“Uh-huh,” I said in my own porn star voice. 


Officer West came around and sniggered in my face.
“Sissy Cassie, look at you, taking a cock!” she said. “You know our pussies
were off limits, right? Sissies take cocks only because pussies aren’t an
option.”


I stared open-mouthed at her perfect, beautiful face
and I knew instantly that it was the bitter truth.  


Officer Stacey cackled like an evil witch from behind.
She spanked me again. “No woman in her right mind is ever going to want to fuck
you again, sweetie!” she said confidently. “So you better be happy with nasty,
smelly cocks for the rest of your life…”


“Ungh…ungh…” I grunted back at her as the Sheriff’s
low-hanging plums slapped into my taint. 


I’d never felt dirtier and sluttier and more degraded
in my life. Was I gay? I had no idea. All I knew was that a real cock simply
couldn’t beat a dildo—it was warm and throbbing and pulsing and stroking my
inner walls. I gulped as I realized I was actually enjoying getting fucked by
another guy. 


It took me a while to understand that the reason I was
feeling so weirdly good was because the Sheriff’s cock was violently massaging
my prostate. This was different…this was powerful. It commanded all my
attention, and I knew it was only a matter of time before I had to go up that
staircase to sexual heaven.  


“You have doubts you’re a sissy, sweetie?” Officer
West had taken hold of my chin and was sneering down at me. “I’ll tell you how
you can find out if you’re a sissy faggot. It’s if you cum when there’s a cock
deep inside your sissy pussy!”


By this time someone had come around and was massaging
my cock and balls. 


“Cum! Cum! Cum!” they cheered.


That was when I lost it. I surrendered completely to
the feelings that assaulted my body.


It was like my whole body was orgasming and it would
never stop. I was pretty sure my brain was malfunctioning by the amount of
pleasure I was experiencing. I ejected ropes of milk as I thrashed about and
soared higher and higher until I hit the peak. 


“I came, officer, I came,” I groaned as I felt those
final moments of ecstasy subside. “I think I’m really a sissy.”


Sheriff kept slamming his sweaty hips and balls into
me.


“Daddy’s gonna cum, sweetie,” he growled. “You ready
for it, baby?”


“I’m ready,” I moaned. 


I felt his cock squirm like crazy and then his hot
blast filled my cavity. He groaned and grunted and squirmed some more before
sliding himself out and slapping my ass one last time. His cum was thick and
pungent and it slowly began oozing out of my hole. 


“What did y’all think of that?” the Sheriff asked.


“I think your wife’s a very lucky man, Sheriff,” the
officers volunteered.


He gave them another smug smile and left. 


I rolled over on the floor and closed my eyes,
exhausted and totally spent. I listened to the Sheriff’s footsteps as he left
the building. When I opened my eyes again, Officer West was in my face again.
She bent down and kissed me right on the lips. 


I knew she was kissing me only because my ass had
hauled her out of a situation, and not because she liked me. But I still
melted. Her lips were so soft and she smelled like strawberries.


“You’re even more pathetic than I thought,” she
murmured. “But I do have to admit, you make a very cute girl.”


She shoved something into my hands. I glanced down and
saw that it was my car keys and documents. 


“Go home and get a rest, sissy,” she said. “You’re
going to be sore for a long time.”


***


I didn’t even bother getting my clothes. I stumbled
out of the station and into the night air in my torn, jizz-stained panties and
bra. The night was cool, and thankfully there was no one in sight. 


I spotted my car hidden in the shadows of the unlit
parking lot, and staggered inside. I checked the GPS. Sixty fucking minutes. 


I couldn’t help it. I blazed through the roads, not
even caring about speed limits anymore. I needed to get home. I was exhausted,
and part of me still wanted to believe this whole thing had been a dream, but I
needed to get to bed before anything crazier happened tonight.  


And that was when I heard it. 


That stupid, blaring siren.


I glanced at the rear-view mirror. The blinking
red-and-blue lights drifted behind me, attached to a mysterious police cruiser.



“Nooo!” I groaned. 


I pulled over and said a few prayers, hoping against
hope that the cruiser would spontaneously combust or something and I would get
saved thanks to a miraculous intervention. 


But I had no such luck. I watched as a handsome
officer stepped out and began walking towards me. All I could focus on were his
massive biceps, which were bulging out of his shirt sleeves and giving way to a
train of bluish-green veins all the way down to his wrists.


He peeked in through my open window and stared down at
me. 


“How’s it going?” he asked.


He was smiling.


Oh shit, I thought. He thinks I’m a woman. 


“Just got off, from, uh, a party,” I squeaked.


“Have you been drinking?”


“Not at all, officer.”


“You were speeding,” he said. “The limit around here
is fifty miles per hour. Licence and registration, please. Think it’s time for
a ticket.”


I licked my dry lips and stared at him. Was he being
serious? I couldn’t tell, but I could’ve sworn he winked.


I swallowed hard, my heart hammering in anticipation
of what I was about to do.


“Oh, I’d rather not get the ticket.” I said in my
sweetest, sexiest, most feminine voice. “You have any other options for me,
officer?”


The officer’s mouth twitched, then he flashed me a
flirty grin.


“Dirty girl,” he said. “Well, you’re in luck. I’m
feeling a little generous tonight.” He opened the car door and unzipped his
pants. “What’s your name, sweetheart?”


I scooted into the passenger seat and helped the
officer take his cock out. 


“Cassie…” I murmured. I realized my mouth was already
watering.


I could’ve just gotten the ticket.


But where was the fun in that?


I moaned and swallowed the head of his cock. He grunted
and pushed it further in my mouth. The taste and fullness of his meaty manhood
made me feel high.


As I started sucking, it hit me. 


This is it. I’d been completely transformed.


I was a true cock-lover, and this was what I was born
to do…suck cocks and be fucked by cocks. And thanks to my encounter with
Officer West and Officer Stacey, there was no going back. 


I was going to be Cassie the Sissy Slut for life!
















 


THE END


 


 


 











BECOMING
HER SISSY DOLL


CHAPTER
1


 


The day I met
Mistress, I hadn’t had a single wink of sleep.


The insomnia wasn’t because of nerves, exactly—after more than two
years of waiting, I was more excited than anything else. No, my lack of sleep
was down to the thick spiral of steel closing in on my private area, squeezing
it in like a metal prison. It was psychologically uncomfortable, to say the
least. Even the smallest of movements would set off a trigger that it was there—huge,
heavy, ominous, and waiting to torment me. 


So that night I placed a silk pillow in between my thighs to
soothe myself and reflected on what Emelia had said. That there would come a
time where being in chastity wouldn’t be so difficult, and just how important
it was for a doll to learn to control her urges. 


A doll isn’t a doll without self-discipline, she’d said. 


Of course, I was still a doll in training, and luckily at the
phase where I could afford to make mistakes (within reason, of course). But
even though I tried my best, my mind headed down a twisty road of horny
fantasies, leading, of course, to erections. Or what would have been erections.
I could’ve dealt with erections. But instead, what I was left with was a
naughty, pulsing creature between my thighs, one that kept screaming and whining
for attention. 


It was only when the sun was already up that I’d drifted off into
an uneasy, barely-there state of sleep. When I woke up and went to the
mirror in the bathroom I was disappointed to see bags under my eyes. The
puffiness spoiled my beauty. I had a naturally sweet and baby-round face, even
when I’d been living as a man. I looked thirteen by the time I was twenty-one
and I’d been told I had ‘soft’ features more times than I could count. After
two years of living in the Doll Manor, I also had a tiny nose, plump lips, and
long blonde hair that was as thick and strong as a Persian rug.  


I slipped on two under-eye masks and was doing my morning
stretching when Emelia came into my room with a cup of tea. She was beaming.


“Drink up, buttercup!” she said, handing me the bone china teacup
and saucer. “We’ve got just under two hours to get you ready.”


I took a long, steaming sip of the milky tea. “Em, could you
please tell me if you know anything about her?” I asked in a hushed voice.


Emelia shook her head. “You know how they keep things hush hush in
here. I’d be lucky if I knew her damn name.” She brushed a lock of my hair to
the side. “Have you been sleeping? You look so tired.”


I sighed. “It was my chastity cage. Again.”


“Oh, honey, I’m sorry,” she said, pouting her lips. “But trust me,
it’s more of a mental struggle than anything. Before you know it you’re going
to start feeling weird without it.”


After I was done with my tea, I lay in the bath for a long time. I
shaved, shampooed, and moisturized until my skin was nice and slippery. Then
Emelia shuffled me back into the room and helped me put on my make-up and get
dressed.


We did a smoky purple-brown eye look that was completed with
falsies and glittery pink lips. My hair was dried and styled into silky golden
waves, with a bow clip tucked into one side. I slipped on my ruffled panties
and lace bra and then squeezed into my latex dress. The dress was bubble-gum
pink and so shiny that it could’ve easily hypnotize an onlooker. There was a
steel-boned corset built into the bodice that shrunk my waist in a good ten
inches. Emelia helped me wiggle on my striped pink-and-white stockings and
forced my feet into a pair of platform pumps adorned with little bows.


I stared in the mirror for a good while after we finished. I was
horribly stiff and uncomfortable, but all that pain was worth it. I looked like
a life-size figurine you’d find in a music box—a dainty little thing that was
made to be treasured and played with by a very lucky owner.


My chin trembled. 


Emelia’s hand squeezed mine. “Bonnie, this isn’t a goodbye,” she
said firmly. “It’s a to be continued. Now stop with the tears or you’ll
ruin your pretty makeup.”


“I’ll miss you,” I whispered. 


She playfully slapped my arm. “Nonsense. You have a new life now.
Brand new beginnings and all that. Before you know it, you’ll forget I even
existed.”


It was hard to believe her words, even though deep down I knew it
was true. Two years ago I’d been twenty-nine and married to a wonderful woman.
Things got ugly only a year into our marriage. Long story short, she cheated on
me. Not once, not twice, but several times. It was like I was living a
recurrent nightmare—but even then I was prepared to make things work. To
love and to cherish, till death do us part. 


To her, the man she’d married had already died.


After my divorce, I swore I’d never get into another relationship
again, let alone marry another woman. My friends thought I was being extreme
and had probably fallen into depression, but to me, it made perfect sense. Nothing
ventured, nothing lost…that was my new motto. Then one day I was online and
stumbled into a new world. Everything changed, yet again.


It was called the Doll Manor. 


It was an ultra-exclusive, gender inclusive community that had one
mission: to transform willing men and women into dolls. It provided a safe
space for people who were serious about dollification, and the dolls would go
on to get matched with their eventual Masters and Mistresses. Anyone could
technically apply to the program but it was immensely difficult to get into,
not just because of the overwhelming number of applicants but also the Manor’s
militant acceptance criteria. At the end of the day, a lot of it had to do with
how much you were willing to invest into it—becoming a doll was understood
to be commitment for life, and once you signed the contract you’d have to honor
it at any cost.


Who exactly are the Dolls? Let me explain. Being a doll is all
about beauty, exaggeration, and the art of transforming yourself into a
head-turning wonder. Dolls are made to be looked at, shown off, and played
with. We are breathing works of arts. In fact, we’ve been called many things
and not all of them are necessarily positive. Circus freaks. Exhibitionists.
Models. 


But I prefer the term ‘living doll’.


For people leading an otherwise fulfilling life, there was a lot
to lose by becoming a doll. But for me, the Doll Manor represented a totally
different way of living: one that was full of fantasy, trust, and happy
endings. 


And suddenly, after living inside a long black storm, I had
hope. 


I began wishing for things again. Wishing for a kind, caring,
powerful Mistress who would own me and play with me. And we would have this
beautiful, one-of-a-kind relationship. 


“Bonnie?” Emelia said softly, snapping me out of my reverie. “It’s
time for me to leave.” 


I nodded and she gave me a peck on the cheek and left. I traipsed
to the bathroom again and sat on the toilet to relieve myself. I reapplied my
lipstick and half-sat stiffly on the bed as my heart began to flutter with
anticipation. 


There was a sharp knock on the door. My muscles tightened like
they’d been gripped by a vise.


“Come in,” I said, clutching my fingers together so tightly they
hurt.


A handsome man in a suit was standing in the doorway. He gave me a
lingering smile.


“I am here to escort you to Mistress Florentine,” he said in a
thick accent. “She is waiting impatiently to see you. Shall we go?”


Mistress Florentine.


Her name echoed through my head as I followed him
through the pristine, fluorescent-lit corridors of the Manor, the knot in my
stomach turning itself into an anxiety-ridden monster. 


I’d spent so many hours fantasizing about this moment, worrying
about it, daydreaming about all the different ways this first meeting could go.
It was the culmination of every ounce of effort I’d exerted over two years: the
extreme exercise and diet regimen to lose the weight, going under the knife for
my breast procedure and nose job, getting the fillers in my lips and cheeks to
shape my face, the shots taken every three and seven weeks to make my skin
radiant and  ensure my breasts continued to grow, the rigorous lessons on
etiquette, chastity, and entertaining. Everything.


 The success of our match depended on a good first impression on
my part. I had no doubt Mistress Florentine had extremely high expectations of
me.  


When I saw her seated on the chaise lounge, my heart went into
overdrive. Her head was down, and I think she was looking at her phone. All I
could see at first was her jet-black hair, which came down to about an inch or
two below her shoulders. When the clack clack of my heels grew louder,
her head snapped up and we made eye contact.


She was so beautiful. Her face was youthful, kind, and forgiving.
Though she clearly came from wealth, there was nothing particularly flashy
about her, and everything from her simple made-up face to her black boots was
kept classy and sophisticated. She gave me a cautious smile, the flesh of one
cheek crinkling into a dimple. It made her red lips stand out.


I was instantly smitten. Like a puppy who had just met her owner
and was already in love. 


I gave her a curtsy like I was trained, and in response she
hovered a hand in front of me. She was wearing black lace gloves. I took it in
my palm and kissed it very gently, the smell of her perfume tickling my
nostrils. She smelled like a rose garden and some kind of spice. 


For a long time, she sat seated and talked in hushed whispers to
the Manor coordinator, and as the minutes ticked by, the adrenaline in my blood
was about to reach its peak. What were they talking so much for?


Does she even like me?


As I stood there, frozen like a statue and imagining the worst,
Mistress Florentine finally rose and said to the coordinator in a clear, deep
voice that tinkled like crystal: “I have to say, she’s very pretty. Even
prettier than the photos I saw of her. I’m going to enjoy playing with her very
much.” She gave me another smile, one that could’ve easily melted an ice-cap. “Come
here, Bonnie.”


I took two steps towards her and got down on my knees. She brought
out a pink leather collar with a ribboned bow at the front. It was attached to
a little gold bell. When she hooked the leash onto it I dared to look up at her
and she gave me a satisfied look that said, You’re mine now. 


Something about that look gave me the impression that she’d
figured out the secrets of our whole existence and I just had to trust her.


Mistress
walked me to the car, with the man in the suit following us. She handed my
leash over to him. The man accepted it with a bow.


“Put her
in the backseat,” she told him before getting inside. “And be careful. She’s
fragile.”
















CHAPTER 2


 


The ride to my new
home took well over five hours. 


We wandered away from the ruckus of the city towards
the comfort and quiet of the countryside. After my isolation in the Manor for
so many months, it was like I was entering a whole new world—one that was meant
to belong to a storybook. I saw meadows and green valleys and even the fattest
sheep bumbling away on huge green fields. The sky was piercing blue without a
single cloud in sight. We passed a stone bridge that created a perfect arc
across the river waters. 


I was feeling cold in the car. Ever since I’d started
on my feminization treatments, I sometimes became frustratingly cold, almost to
the point I could feel my bones shivering away inside of me. When I whispered
this to the man in the suit, who I came to understand was Mistress’s personal
assistant, he gave me a nice set of wool blankets. I saw Mistress sneak a
glance at me all cozily wrapped up and I thought I glimpsed another smile, but
she didn’t say anything. 


And then I slept.


When I opened my eyes again, we had arrived at our
destination. I was stunned to see just how large the place was. It could’ve
been a gothic hotel or something. There was a fountain near the entrance and
the front garden seemed to stretch for miles. 


A maid who looked to be in her early twenties
skittered to the door and curtsied at us. 


“Judith, I’d like you to take her straight to her
room,” Mistress ordered. “She’s had a long journey and needs her rest.”


I was whisked away to my bedroom and was thankful that
it was warm. The fireplace crackled and glowed, and most of the furniture came
in various shades of pink. Frilly pink curtains framed the large arched window
next to the bed, which looked like a floating pink cloud holding pillows that
seemed to be as soft as cotton candy. 


It was ten times better than the clinical-style rooms
of the Manor. 


After Judith left, yet another maid came in and
oriented me to where I could find my basic necessities, like towels and
nightwear and things like that. 


I was blown away by my wardrobe. It was a never-ending
of stream of dresses, gowns, bras, panties, corsets, swimsuits, bows, belts,
hats, heels…basically every doll’s dress-up dream.


“It’s lovely to meet you,” the maid said finally, once
the bedroom tour was over. “I’m Talitha, by the way.”


“I’m Bonnie,” I said, a little shyly. 


Talitha giggled. “I know that’s your name, silly. Oh,
and Mistress wanted me to tell you that she’s enrolled you in ballet lessons.
Your first lesson starts tomorrow, so she’d like you to get plenty of rest.”


I gaped at her. “You’re kidding me, right?” 


Ballet had been one of the interests I’d put in during
my application to the Manor, along with singing, quilting, and soapmaking. One
of my dreams had been to perform ballet as a doll, though I’d never even dared
to write that down—only hinted at it during my interview. Never in a million
years did I think my Mistress would even care to prod the people at the Manor
to find that out, and then actually sign me up for classes… 


It was such a sweet thing for her to do!


“Mistress Florentine thinks you have a lot of hidden
talents,” Talitha said with a wink. “Besides, she likes to keep us busy around
here.”


I chatted away with Talitha for several minutes before
she left me to go have a bath. I had showered, dressed, and put on my makeup
again before she came back to take me downstairs for dinner. 


Dinner was a real feast. There was roast beef and
mashed potatoes and gravy and three different kinds of puddings for dessert.
Mistress kept making sure I was well fed even though I didn’t even have an
appetite in front of her. She still made me very nervous and I was still
worried I would do something to spoil the image she had of me.


And so I ate like a lady, and Mistress kept exclaiming
how I was such a frail little thing and asked the waiting staff to make sure I
ate well even when she wasn’t around. 


After dinner she retreated to her boudoir, and I went
back to my bedroom. I stripped down and washed my face. Then I jumped onto my
cozy bed only to realize very suddenly that I was all alone again. 


Mistress’s room was right next door.


I tried to imagine what she could be doing right now.
Maybe she was doing her night-time skincare. Maybe she was naked and pleasuring
herself to fall asleep. There were real butterflies in my stomach as I began to
picture what her breasts, hips, and pussy looked like. Would they be as
beautiful as her face?


So far, Mistress Florentine was everything I’d ever
wanted and more. I fingered my pink collar and shimmied my chest a little to
make the tiny bell tinkle. I was hers now. 


I would’ve done anything to see her then. Completely
naked. So I could kiss every inch of her. Smell her. Taste her.


If only...


Jesus! Calm down, I scolded myself as my crotch began to swell
uncomfortably inside my cage. Go to sleep.


***


I didn’t get to see Mistress the whole of next day. 


But like Talitha had promised, I had plenty of things
to do to distract myself and keep myself busy. 


In the morning, I was taken to the dance studio in the
basement where I was greeted by a sharp-nosed woman who introduced herself as
Miss Myra. She was beanstalk-thin and looked as tough as nails.


Unfortunately, all my fantasies of diving into the air
and twirling around and around like gravity didn’t exist flew out of the window
as soon as I was asked to balance at the barre. I was extremely awkward
throughout the class, and fell more times than I could count. Miss Myra turned
out to be as unforgiving as she looked, making me repeat the moves and
positions again and again until I was actually dizzy. Midway through the class
I became terrified that Mistress would walk in and witness me completely
butchering my moves.


I counted my lucky stars when Miss Myra finally
wrapped up our class and told me I could leave. I resolved then and there I had
to get better with my balance and flexibility—and quick. It was only a matter
of time before Mistress would want to see the fruits of her investment. 


In the evening, I was taken out for a walk to see the
horses grazing out in the pastures surrounding the mansion. It truly was like
something out of a storybook. I spotted all sorts of flowers and birds that I’d
never seen before. There was a pond with huge white swans bobbing sleepily
across it and even rabbits doing binkies as they scurried along. I found myself
completely and utterly engrossed in the beauty of my new home. 


The memories of my past life—even Emelie, who I’d
loved so much while at the Manor—were quickly fading away.
















 


CHAPTER 3


 


The
following day I had my second ballet lesson. Things didn’t progress as smoothly
as I’d hoped and Miss Myra even scolded me for not remembering her
instructions. I wasn’t used to this. I was used to people ooh-ing and aah-ing
over me and I decided I didn’t like Miss Myra very much. 


After my lesson I vented to Talitha about
how the ballet class was a terrible mistake. She advised me to just have fun
with it. We were allowed to go for a long walk, even further than we’d gone the
first day, and that was a lot of fun. I learned that Mistress was a very busy
woman and I even tried to prod Talitha about the other lovers she’d had. 


“Mistress has had her fair share of
lovers,” she said with a knowing look. “But sorry, Bonnie, my lips are
sealed!” 


I told her all about my life at the Manor,
even though the details had become surprisingly hazy. She was totally
fascinated by all the training I’d undergone, especially the one class where I
had to learn how to strut in a pair of fifteen-inch platform shoes they called
‘Infinity Heels’.  


“How do you walk in such high heels?” she
asked, as if in awe.


I shrugged. “You get used to it after a
while. My stainless steel frenemy down there, on the other hand…”


Talitha’s eyes grew wide. “You
mean...you’re in chastity?”


“Yes,” I said. “It’s the worst. I can’t
even jack off. And I have a tough time falling asleep.”


Talitha looked thoughtful. “Well...if you really
need some help, I’d be up for the challenge…”


Then she erupted in a bout of wicked
laughter. I wasn’t sure if she was being serious or not.


That night, I changed into my lacy pink
nightgown and got cozy in bed. I’d brought a book from the library with me. It
was a light-hearted romance novel that I’d hoped would keep me distracted
enough until I fell asleep.


I had just finished the first chapter when
there was a soft knock on the door.


My heart leapt into my throat. 


The doorknob turned and suddenly Mistress
was standing there in a robe. She entered the room and closed the door behind
her.


“Hi Bonnie,” she said. “I haven’t been
able to catch up with you in quite some time. How did your ballet lessons
go?” 


“It was...it was alright,” I said quickly,
wondering if Miss Myra had told her how terrible I was.


“I’m happy to hear that,” she said
smoothly. “Come here.” She motioned me to sit in front of the vanity.


My hands were suddenly clammy as I sat
down on the velvet-topped stool. Mistress seemed to be admiring my reflection.
My hairbrush was laying on top of the vanity, and she took it and started to
brush my hair.


“Such nice, healthy hair,” she doted.
“You’ve taken such good care of it, Bonnie. I’d love to see bangs on you
sometime.”


Then she sat down and gave me the
brush, smiling expectantly at my reflection. My stomach burning with nerves, I
began to slide the brush through her glistening black hair with long, careful
strokes. She must have found it relaxing, because after a while she was humming
to herself.


“Has Talitha told you about the party
we’ll be attending?” she asked after a while.  


“No, Mistress,” I responded.


“I suppose she was planning to tell you
tomorrow. Well, it’s coming up next week.”


“I see.”


“I’ve already selected your dress for the
occasion. My dressmaker should be delivering it in a few days.” She tilted her
head to one side, studying me again through the reflection. “Aren’t you
excited, Bonnie?”


“I am, Mistress!” I said, even though I
was more nervous than excited.


I swallowed hard as I continued to brush
Mistress’s hair. A party would definitely be a high-pressure event for me. It
would be my first public event with her, and there was no doubt she’d want to
show me off to all her friends and acquaintances. That meant I had to be on my
absolute best behavior—not only did I have to impress Mistress, but I had to
impress and entertain the party guests as well. 


“Your breasts are growing nicely,” she
said suddenly. “I’d like to see them.”


I blushed. 


The lace nightgown I was wearing was too
big for me so I went ahead so I began to pull at the loose straps. Mistress
reached forward to unwind the straps under my arms and pulled them down to my
waist. I thought she would stop there—she’d said she only wanted to see my
breasts after all—but she didn’t stop until the nightie fell to my feet. My
heart began to thump wildly in my chest. I was standing there in just my
ruffled panties. 


She motioned me to remove them as well.


And then she was staring down at my
chastity cage, at my penis that was enclosed within the steel rings I’d begun
to hate. She was studying it like she’d just stumbled upon a rare diamond. She
removed her gloves and lay them on the vanity. I could smell her perfume
again—it was so subtle yet completely, utterly intoxicating and I felt high all
of a sudden. She slid her fingertips across the rings of the cage, then stroked
my balls very gently.  I started to think about really gross things just
so I wouldn’t humiliate myself by getting hard. 


Her right hand then hovered up and went
over my right breast, cupping it gently. Then she gave it a squeeze.


“You have beautiful breasts,” she said in
a whisper.


For the first time, I felt her lust for
me, and the fiery longing in her eyes.  


“Here, help me undress,” she ordered.


I untied the robe she was wearing and
realized she was still in her day outfit—a formal black dress with the kind of
sleeves that flared out and resembled lanterns. I unzipped the dress from the
back and pulled down the top, but she stopped me short when I reached her
belly. She turned her back to me to unhook her bra, then faced me again. Her
breasts fell out as I released her bra. They were bigger than mine would ever
be. They were flushed pink and her nipples were the color of cinnamon. 


“Suck them, please,” she said.


I bent forward and took a nipple in my
mouth. I twirled my tongue around her nipple and she let out a moan. Her deep,
sensual voice was so titillating that I felt my cock grow and squeeze inside my
cage, even though I was fighting, fighting for it to stop. Her nipple was
swelling and hardening in my mouth and I could almost taste the traces of
perfume on her skin. I shifted to her other nipple, pressing the breast with
one hand while wrapping my teeth around it and tugging on it with the tiniest
amount of pressure. 


She took my other hand and brought it up
in between her legs. She rubbed herself with it, over her panties. 


I was witnessing the transformation of my
Mistress, a wealthy, strong, powerful woman, who was losing herself to her
desires. The fact that she was so solemn, so put together in public but was
letting herself completely go in my presence...I had no words. It was beyond
thrilling. 


Mistress plunged my hand inside her
panties. They were soaking wet with her juices. With a fingertip, I explored
her slit, found the hard button of her clit and began to rub it in circles. She
sighed contentedly. I angled my forefinger further down and sunk it inside her
hole. As I fingerfucked her, she stroked my hair and encouraged me to keep
going in between her moans.


“Good girl...oh yes...oh yes...keep doing
that…”


I could’ve gotten drunk from those sweet,
sweet words. I built up speed and she spread her legs further apart, her breath
quivering in her chest.


“Suck me,” she said.


I got down on my knees while she tossed
her panties aside. Her pale pussy contrasted with a strip of black hair almost
made me stop in my tracks. It was nestled in between her bare thighs was like a
casket of jewels, waiting to be explored and treasured with my tongue. 


I used my plump lips to kiss her wet
pussy, inhaling her strong, heady musk. Her moans became louder and
higher-pitched, then she started to thrash about. I gripped her butt with my
arms to help her stay still. My lips refused to let go of her clit, which was
now harder than a stone.  


“Show me your breasts, Bonnie!” she
moaned. “I want to feel them!”


I stood up and thrust my soft, perky
beasts towards her. She felt them hungrily, pinching my nipples. She pushed me
down on my knees again so I could go back to servicing her. 


It didn’t take long for me to feel her
wetness drip down my chin and onto my chest. She uttered a helpless cry and her
thighs trembled as she came. 


“Mmm. My beautiful Bonnie. Look what you
made me do,” she whispered. “Clean me up please. With your tongue.”


“Of course, Mistress,” I said. I was still
shaken from having served her, but she was so calm and collected.  


Her thighs were still dripping. It was
amazing to see what I’d made her do. I sucked and lapped every drop of her
juices, enjoying her sweet, briny taste. 


I was so happy, I could’ve done that and a
lot more.
















CHAPTER 4


 


The day of the
party was edging closer, and I was becoming a bundle of nerves. When the day
finally arrived, I had the worst case of performance anxiety. I was tucked and
pinched and tied up into my dress, which was crimson red, and made to wear a
pair of glittery pumps that could’ve rivaled the Infinity Heels. Almost every
inch of my body was sprayed with waterproof, sweat-proof makeup and the set of
false lashes glued onto my eyelids were so thick I could hardly see through
them.


When Mistress saw me for the first time, her mouth
flew open. She kissed me and complimented me and murmured comforting things in
my ear. I think she could tell I was nervous. I knew that I was going to be
paraded around and shown off and gaped at but I also knew that I didn’t have to
do anything that I wasn’t comfortable with. 


“Just do what I say,” Mistress whispered. “And you’ll
be fine. Remember, this is going to be a night to remember for the both of us.”


Of course, Mistress looked ravishing in her own party
ensemble. She wore a stunning gold and black corset attached to a garter
belt, sheer stockings, and midnight black satin gloves that reached up to her
arms. Her black hair was parted to one side with the ends curled up in
perfectly set waves. Coupled with her stilettos and signature black liner and
red lips, she could’ve made any man tremble and fall to her feet.


We drove for about an hour to the venue. It turned out
to be a grand brick house that belonged to the hosts. The inside gave off a
Victorian vibe, with lots of colorful velvet and hanging mirrors. Club chairs
adorned almost every room, which gave it a touch of class and elegance.


Mistress led me by the leash and I had butterflies in
my stomach as the heads turned towards me. But strangely enough I felt at ease.
I saw all kinds of people there, of all shapes and sizes, and many of them gave
off very friendly vibes. Even the hosts were lovely. 


Mistress, of course, was completely in her natural
element as she led me along and mingled with the crowds, chattering away and
allowing her friends to ooh and aah at me while I smiled bashfully and stared
down at the carpet. Her eyes sparkled when even strangers would come up to us
and admire me. I was just so content seeing how much she enjoyed showing me
off.


For the first hour or so, all I did was trail behind
Mistress as she walked from room to room. It was so difficult to actually
take my eyes away from her back as I couldn’t help but ogle at the way she
seductively walked through the crowds in her stockings and stilettos. Even in a
place full of distractions. I couldn’t take my eyes away from her.


After a while, Mistress led me to a room in the back.
My skin immediately pricked up we entered. It was like there was real
electricity in the air, and it could shock me if I wasn’t being careful.


The room was a real thrill to the senses. There was a
group of people exploring, teasing, and stimulating themselves, experiencing
the pull and push of both pleasure and pain. I kneeled down on the floor as
demurely as I could next to Mistress as we observed them. 


After a while of just watching and enjoying, Mistress
took me by the leash to the four-poster bed positioned to the left of the room.
The railings had been ornately crafted, with a wide, open circle in the center
of the front railing. There were leather cuffs attached to stainless steel
chains ejecting from under the bed. 


It looked scary and inviting at the same time.


I was ordered to lay down in doggy position and insert
my head through the hole at the front. My wrists and ankles were cuffed and
restrained to the railings. A small group of party guests had gathered around
us to watch the show. Nothing had even happened yet and my body was already
feeling suffocated. The thrill of people watching me sent a shiver down my
spine. 


Mistress lifted up the bottom of my dress and pulled
down my panties to expose my ass. I heard a gasp. I wasn’t sure who it was or
whether it was even from our audience. Mistress whispered something in my ear
and left me there, all bare and vulnerable—again, I couldn’t quite grasp the
words or make the sounds make sense. I felt faint and all I could focus on was
the thunderous rush of blood in my ears.


I was about to be teased. Pleasured. Tormented. All
for Mistress’s entertainment. 
















CHAPTER 5


 


Mistress
returned with a brown leather whip in her hands. 


“Would you like me to teach you a good
lesson, Bonnie?” she murmured in my ear again. 


Her deep, sultry voice made me melt. I
felt my dicklette choke up inside my chastity cage. 


“Answer me, doll,” she said, her tone
suddenly sharper and more menacing. 


The hairs at the back of my neck stood up.
“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered.


“Do you want me to show off your cunt to
the audience?” she asked. “You do, don’t you?”


I whimpered and nodded.


Her light fingers, now gloveless and cold,
rubbed and caressed my ass. I felt just a fingertip graze my asshole. It
orbited the outer lining lovingly, never entering the cavity inside. The
teasing drove me crazy. I had no idea when my ass would be lashed and whipped
and tortured but I knew all that was just seconds away.


Mistress continued to tease me, drawing
her fingertips up, down, diagonally and around my ass in slow motions, touching
me everywhere except inside my aching hole. I wanted to curl up in a ball of
agony, but of course, I couldn’t. I lay there helplessly, the suspense placing
me on sensory overload, where every touch, every stroke made my nerves fire a
million times more than normal. 


And then…


Twack!


My whole body shook from the impact. I
rolled forward, but I was grabbed from the hips and pulled right back into
position.


Twack! Twack! Twack! 


Everything went white and I moaned. My ass
burned. 


Twack!


This time I let out a yelp. I bit my
tongue to stop myself from howling. I didn’t want to show everyone I was a
sissy baby who couldn’t handle any pain. 


I was whacked and whipped until my ass was
bleeding. Or I thought it was bleeding. The searing pain made it feel like
there were two hot coals burned onto my cheeks. 


And then I felt long, eager fingers
inserting themselves deep into my core. I moaned at the overwhelming
pressure of my ass filling up and getting stretched. At first I thought the
fingers had belonged to Mistress but suddenly she appeared on the other side
and started to stroke the side of my face, brushing my sweat-soaked hair away
from my eyes and smiling down at me as she saw me squirm and moan. All these
strangers were violating me at her will and I was completely helpless. 


“There, there. Hang on tight, sissy doll,”
she said softly. “Just enjoy the ride.”


Mistress disappeared and for a while I was
lost in my own world as my sissy pussy was teased and pleasured and exploited
for the benefit of the audience’s perversions. A man came around to the front
of the bed and undressed himself. He was a well-built man with a beard and a
dusty sort of complexion. I could see he was blessed in terms of his
size. 


I looked up at him innocently as he rubbed
his member and something snapped inside of me. Maybe it was all the fingers lodged
in my ass and teasing me so cruelly, or maybe it was the sight and scent of
that thick and very healthy cock. He asked if I would like to suck it, and in
my extreme state of arousal, I said yes. 


He rammed his length in my mouth and
started to fuck it. I could feel it growing and throbbing against my palate,
his hot musk intensifying. He growled with pleasure. His precum was very
bitter, but that made me enjoy sucking him even more. I lost myself once again
to his motions, my mind in some kind of happy sexual heaven. With no warning,
he grunted and squirted his seed, inviting me to swallow every drop. 


When he disappeared, I was left with a
horrible, horrible feeling and the aftertaste of another man’s cum swimming
down my throat.


Mistress appeared in front of me again,
and her stone-cold face told me everything I needed to know. 


The man had broken the rules. He hadn’t
talked to Mistress before talking to me.


But that wasn’t all.


I’d made a terrible mistake by not asking
Mistress for permission before doing something as vile as giving a blowjob.


The next thing I knew, I was being stuffed
with a ball gag. Mistress tightened it from the back. My jaw gaped wide open
and I was suddenly slobbering all over myself. 


“That should teach your cocksucking mouth a
lesson,” she hissed.


I whimpered and groaned as I tried to
signal to her how sorry I was, but all that came out was an embarrassing mewl.
I was being silenced and smothered, and resisting Mistress’s punishment wasn’t
going to do me any good. 


How had I been so stupid? My worst nightmare had been to
disappoint her…but now I had gone and insulted her, and broken her trust.


The whippings started. The audience let
out a collective gasp. My balls wobbled and strained as my body jerked to the
rhythm of my punishment and Mistress sealed me with those whips. The red-hot sear
of pain penetrated down to my bones.


Then the whipping stopped.


My vision cleared again.


I saw her go to the other end of the room
and put on a strap-on harness. The harness was attached to a realistic dildo
that was swollen with green-purplish veins. She played with the straps to
tighten the fit and then came over to me, her cock bouncing with each step. 


I bit down on my gag as I was lubed up.
The dildo was pushed through my back-end and it slid in with alarming ease, as
if my hole had been dilated permanently because of the continuous teasing.
Mistress growled like a fierce tigress as she began fucking me mercilessly, her
hands gripping to my hips like claws.


I was a toy, nothing but a doll being used
for my looks and my holes. I was nothing more than a sexual stress ball that
could be abused and manipulated to vent your anger. 


And what was even worse, on top of being
subjected to this humiliating punishment, was that as Mistress fucked me, the
pleasure was starting to build up. 


My sissy dicklette needed a release so
badly that it was going to happen, whether I liked it or not. The shame of
having my body betray me was almost too much to bear. Tears rolled down my
cheeks and my dicklette stubbornly pulsed away.


“Isn’t this what you wanted?” Mistress
kept asking me. “Isn’t this what you were fantasizing about, you cock-craving
slut? You thought I couldn’t give it you, huh? Well we’ll see about that…”


After a while I couldn’t control myself
any longer. My body’s response was to surrender immediately to what was
happening deep within me. My muscles twitched uncontrollably and suddenly I was
draining my cum—what was maybe six months’ worth of painstakingly accumulated
cum—straight on top of the bed. And just when I thought it was over, a fresh
river of cum spurted out of me. It kept flowing and flowing, like a
never-ending pipe, as the built-up tension in my core slowly dissipated away. 


“Oh sweetie…oh sweetie…” Mistress
murmured, as she continued to grind her hips against my ass. “Oh my sweet
Bonnie…you had so much milk inside of you. Doesn’t it look delicious?”


I couldn’t even say anything.  


And then the dildo was pulled out, and
someone pushed forward a shot glass in front of my lips.


“Drink it,” Mistress cooed, unstrapping
the ball gag. “All sissy dolls need to drink their milk for strong bones. Go
ahead and gulp it down while we all watch.”


As the contents of the shot glass was
poured through my lips, I heaved and drank both my milk and tears.


And then I felt soft circles of wetness on
my ass. For a second I was confused, but then I suddenly realized that Mistress
was actually kissing my abused ass. 


As if she felt sorry for me.


As if she could kiss all the pain away.
















 


CHAPTER 6


 


Several days
passed and Mistress’s sour demeanor since the party remained as strong as
ever.  


I was devastated. This was all my fault. How could I
have betrayed her like that? Just the sight of that one cock had led me to make
that terrible decision. I hadn’t been thinking straight. I had been
stupid. Reckless.


I had the sinking feeling I’d tarnished our
relationship forever.


Was I doomed to fail with every woman I dared to love?


On Monday morning, Talitha informed me that someone
would be coming over to see me. She rushed me into the shower immediately after
my ballet class and told me to run downstairs at half past ten. 


The person turned out to be a hairdresser and stylist.
Mistress came in and I was made to stand naked under the glare of studio
lights, while the two women inspected and prodded every inch of my face and
body to figure out how I could best get an ‘upgrade’.


“I would like to see her in bangs,” Mistress said.


“A nice, tapered fringe would definitely look lovely
on her. And how about the hair length, Mistress Florentine?” the hairdresser
asked.


“Chop it all off,” she said curtly. “Up to the ears.”


“You mean, like a bob?” Even the stylist looked
startled.


“Yes.”


Tears welled up in my eyes and I struggled to blink
them away as it dawned on me what was about to happen. I’d brought this all on
myself so what was the point of crying? I’d spent two years growing out my
hair, taking my vitamins, brushing it, deep conditioning it every week without
fail. And all for nothing. I was going to be an ugly sissy doll. 


There was no doubt Mistress saw me crying. 


And yet, she didn’t say anything. 


Hell has no fury like a woman scorned, I thought.


I shut my eyes closed when the hairdresser brought the
scissor to my head, refusing to witness all my hair being cut off. For the rest
of the appointment, my nails were painted and the light crop of body hair
remaining on my body was waxed off. Mistress took a good look at me and said she
was happy with the result and for me to go off to the library to do some
reading. 


Later on, I was in such a bad mood that Talitha made
the cook bake me a chocolate cake to try and cheer me up.


“Mistress Florentine can be harsh but she’s doing it
out of love, trust me,” Talitha said. “I’ve seen the way she looks at you. I
can only imagine how angry she was at that man. She’s very possessive.”


“Oh, I hope it’s true,” I said.


That night I was curled up in bed with a book, trying
my hardest to fall asleep. All the words were blurred and the story just wasn’t
making sense.


Here we go again, I thought bitterly. Back to square one.


I tossed the book away and brought my knees up to my
chest. I just stared out the window, looking out at the night sky. It was still
so clear, with only a smattering of tiny stars spread across the black lake of
the night. I opened one window to let a breeze in, hoping it would comfort me.


And then there was a knock on the door.


My stomach dropped. I turned around to see Mistress in
my room, in another one of her robes. 


She was silent for some time and then she walked over
to the vanity, motioning me and to come and sit down. It made me remember the
wonderful night we’d had several days ago. My heart ached with longing. 


What I wouldn’t do to feel that again…  


When I sat down on the velvet stool, swiveling my butt
around the side so I wouldn’t see myself in the mirror—I still refused to
accept my awful haircut—I suddenly saw that she was holding a thin book in her
hand.


“This is for you,” she said.


I glanced down at the cover. The Gift of the Magi by
O. Henry. Wasn’t that a Christmas story? I faintly remembered that it was about
to woman who cut off her long hair to buy a present for her husband. I couldn’t
remember how it ended.


“But it’s not Christmas yet, Mistress,” I said. 


Mistress cracked a smile. “I know, Bonnie. But I’d
like you to read it. I think we can both learn a good lesson with this story.”


There were butterflies in my belly as she said those
words. I felt warm again, like I was being given a giant bear hug. Mistress
lovingly brushed my hair and kissed the top of my forehead. Then she turned my
chin around and forced me to look at my own reflection.  


“Don’t you like it?” she asked.


I was crying again. I felt like such an idiot, a
fucking sissy to always be crying at the drop of a hat. 


“Oh will you just look at yourself, Bonnie! Just
look!”


I did look then. 


I was expecting to see a blonde mushroom or a blonde
bobblehead in the mirror. But that wasn’t what was staring back at me. It was a
pixie-cute version of myself, with wispy blonde locks that framed my jawline
elegantly. My bangs were long and swept neatly to either side of my face. Of
course I didn’t look as beautiful as Mistress, but the short hair kind of made
me look like her. In fact, now anyone could look at us and go, ‘yeah, they
belong together’. 


I sniffed and admitted, “It doesn’t look too bad.” 


Mistress actually hugged me. I melted into her
embrace, inhaling her sweet smell, and I was comforted more than I could’ve
ever comforted myself.


“I think the cut does a great job of bringing out your
features,” she said. “But I think something else needs to be said here.”


I waited silently for her words.


“You have to remember you’re a sissy doll, and you’re
in my possession. You’re Mistress Florentine’s doll, not Tom’s doll, not
Harry’s doll, or Dick’s doll or anyone else’s for that matter. And that means you
have to do everything in your power to keep me happy. But that doesn’t
mean you’re powerless. In fact, I’m always thinking about how I can do
everything in my power to do the same for your needs as well. Remember,
we’re in a symbiosis at the end of the day.”


She kissed me on the lips.


“Now, I want you to think about what went wrong at the
party and what you’d do different the next time we go to one. I’ll give you
three days, and we’ll have a discussion then. But I want you to know that you
have so much going for you. You have beauty, intelligence, a talent for
ballet…”


I grinned sheepishly. “Mistress, I’m not the ballet
dancer you think I am. In fact, I’m a long way away from ever putting on a
performance for you.”


She laughed. It was like music to my ears.


“Nonsense!” she said. “You still have to try. Besides,
you don’t need to be a perfect dancer to be perfect for me. You’re perfect
already—short hair or long hair, dancer or no dancer.” She grabbed my arm and
pulled at it. “Come with me.”


My pulse pounded in my ears as she took me to the open
window. She climbed out into the night, and I could see there was a ledge, and
at the end of it there was a ladder. She motioned for me to follow her. We both
went up the ladder, my heart racing as I had a glimpse of the courtyard below
me.


We sat on top of the roof, and Mistress told me to
remove my panties. 


“I think it’s time I give you a little reward,” she
said, fishing something from out of her bra. 


“No…” I said, my mouth flying open.


Could it be what I thought it was?


I wanted to pinch myself.


Mistress unlocked and slid out my chastity, and
suddenly I felt naked in a way I’d never been before. 


I’d been fantasizing about this happening for so many
sleepless nights, and now that it was here, all my thoughts were scrambled and
I didn’t even know what to do. 


“Scoot a little closer to me,” Mistress said. 


It was happening. Her soft hands wrapped around
my dicklette and she began to massage it. Her touch was electrifying…and
completely overwhelming. I was rock hard in an instant. If this was how amazing
stimulation felt after chastity, well, all those sleepless nights were
definitely worth it. 


“Cum for me, Bonnie,” Mistress murmured, her hand
picking up speed. With the other, she was fondling my balls, until they were
straining too. 


“Oh, Mistress, I’m going to cum!” I yelped.     


I groaned—a deep, satisfying groan as I reached a
mind-blowing climax. My milk was squirting into Mistress’s hand. She instructed
me to let it all out and then she tipped her cupped palm into my mouth for me
to drink. 


“I’m so happy you came into my life, Bonnie doll,” she
whispered, and then we embraced again. 


I had the stunning realization that she needed me as
much as I needed her.


“I think…I think when I met you, Mistress, my wish
came true,” I said, hoping that didn’t sound too cringeworthy.


Mistress hugged me even tighter. Her scent made me
want to fall asleep, right there on the roof. 


“I wish I could stay in your arms forever, Mistress,”
I said, breaking the silence. 


She smiled. She still didn’t say anything, but she
stroked my hair. We spent many minutes in silence again, just staring up at the
night sky together. 


“You’re safe, Bonnie,” she finally said. “You’re safe
with me.”


And then we kissed again.
















 


THE END











SWEET
LITTLE SISSY MAID


CHAPTER
1


 


The room was
really nothing special. Just a vintage, metal-framed bed made with plain white
sheets, a small dresser, a desk, and one of those cheap fabric closets, all
crammed into maybe a hundred square feet of space. It looked like it belonged
to the servants’ quarters of a grand seventeenth century house out in the
country or something — like everything was designed to be intentionally drab
and out of place when compared to the rest of the intricately decorated house,
but just perfectly fitting for a servant or a maid. But of course, at the time
I didn’t really know any better. As far as I was concerned, I’d have been happy
with a cupboard under the stairs if that’s what I was getting.


Thanks to my ex-landlord, I was in a pretty big
pickle. Steve, his music-majoring son, had decided it would be a great time to
drop out of college and return back home to do what he really wanted to do
instead, which was starting a punk rock band with a few of his friends. I’d
been renting out Steve’s room, and my official move-out date came to be just a
month before my final exams. Yeah, that was probably up there as one of the
shittiest things to ever happen to me.


I was a third-year engineering student at one of the
best universities in the country. I had big dreams and ambitions, partly born
out of being the first in my family to go to college, let alone do a STEM
degree. I fantasized spending my days crunching numbers, working with
cutting-edge technology at a great company, and coming up with my own creative
solutions and models. At the core of it, though, I guess I wasn’t all that
different from everyone else at my school. I was a 21-year-old guy who, like
them, wanted everything — a fulfilling career, money, status, and yes,
eventually a beautiful wife, kids, a luxury house. Nothing wild or
ground-breaking, but I had a life plan, and I was determined to succeed.


If you’d told me at the time that I was destined to be
a pretty little sissy maid instead, dusting shelves and scrubbing floors while
wearing a frilly maid’s uniform, I’d have laughed in your face and called you
an idiot.


Evie Donovan was one of the only people who had
replied to my online advert searching for a room with immediate availability.
The first time I met her, I thought she was shaped like a Russian doll because
it seemed like she had several tinier Evies all hidden inside her. She was
statuesque and matronly and about forty-five or so, but she was insanely
attractive to me. She had a nice ample bosom and a shapely derrière that was
perfectly round and looked as soft as a feather cushion. Her short hair was
styled neatly, her face meticulously powdered and her large sweater showed off
a chunky beaded necklace that hung down to her waist. She was stylish in a way
that made it obvious she didn’t care about impressing anyone. 


I was instantly taken by this woman in a way I’d never
been before. I’d had plenty of girlfriends but none of them could even come
close to Evie’s elegance and presence. The way she moved and talked had me
transfixed like a schoolgirl who’d just met her Prince Charming. She said she
was divorced and living alone, and was interested in someone who didn’t mind
helping her around the house in exchange for a reduced rent. She explained she
had a bit of a bad back and couldn’t get around as well as she used to. 


“You can’t trust anyone these days. Especially those
maids from corporate cleaning companies,” she said with a beautiful scowl on
her face. “Two-faced lying cows, all of them. I had one of my regular ladies
steal some of my most expensive jewelry. Never again!”


 The rent she proposed came down to $300, and it would
include WiFi, the washer and dryer, and heat. And the cherry on top was that
the room was an ensuite, so I’d have my privacy, even though the bathroom was
so tiny. If I stretched my arms, I’d have been able to touch the opposite sides
of the walls even if they’d been half as long. And the toilet was positioned in
a narrow diagonal so the door could open and close. It really reminded me of a
coffin.


I pounced on Evie’s offer before she changed her mind
and handed it over to some other lucky guy. It was a very sweet deal, and I was
overjoyed when she accepted. I felt like I’d crawled out of a very bad
situation with a huge win under my belt, and now I just had to fight my way
through my nightmare finals week before everything would go back to normal.


Evie gave me a more detailed tour of the house on the
day I moved in. It was such a feminine place, with floral cushions and rugs
everywhere, and also kept extremely clean and tidy. It had a ton of stained
glass ornaments scattered over shelves, side tables, and mantelpieces. There
were glass plates, decorative bowls, lamps, and sylphlike goblets that all
projected a kaleidoscope of colors whenever even a speckle of sunlight came in
through the windows.  


“You see this, Jeremy?” she said, pointing to a
glinting amulet that hung down from the edge of a photo frame. It had one
protruding eye that looked like a blue gem. “This is what the Turks call a nazar.
It shields you from the curse of the evil eye. I like to feel protected from
any misfortune in my life because of people below me.”


It turned out she’d acquired the nazar from a
recent work trip to Turkey. Evie was an accomplished woman, working as a senior
manager for a non-profit that helped refugees and immigrants hone their
job-seeking skills and eventually find professional jobs in their fields. She
worked with a lot of people from Turkey, which was why she’d recently traveled
to the Middle East as well. There, she’d developed a penchant for traditional
Turkish ornaments and glassware, and bought her entire collection on a whim
from a bustling bazaar.


She had a knowing little smile on her face that day as
she stared down at me and lectured about the blue amulet with that creepy bead
eye.


Evie was really a no-bullshit kind of gal and I could
only imagine what she was like when she was upset. I promised myself then and
there I wouldn’t dare do anything that could end up with me being in her bad
books…
















 


CHAPTER 2


 


I studied that
week like I’d never studied before. I poured myself cup after cup of instant
coffee, attacking sample problems our professor had given us like a maniac on a
mission. I combed through my notes until my vision blurred and my tiny bedroom
spun dizzyingly before my eyes. In the morning hours, Evie would be away at
work, so I’d be studying all day, taking only an hour off at noon to go to the
gym. In the early evenings, she would come home and share a glass of wine with
me. We would talk for a while, mostly about herself and the projects she was
leading at work.


I really didn’t mind listening to her talk about
herself. The way her eyes lit up with fire when she was talking about her
career was admirable — and very, very sexy. I had to catch myself multiple
times to stop staring down her work blouses, because she’d always unfasten the
top few buttons the moment she got home, revealing a gloriously full cleavage.
I also suspected she took off her bra as well by the way her jugs unusually
bounced and jiggled whenever she adjusted herself on the couch. 


Sometimes, though, Evie would drink a little bit too
much wine and go on these tangents where disclosed things about herself I bet
she wouldn’t have dreamed of sharing with me. I got to know, for example, that
she’d been divorced for ten years, after she found out her husband had been
having a months-long affair with his office receptionist. She also let slip
that she’d been a virgin when she got married to him at twenty-two, and yes,
he’d been her first love and she’d been struggling to get back into dating,
because she’d never really had to date in the first place. She also never had
any kids even though she’d have loved to, but now she thought it was too late
and that was one of the only things she regretted. 


The odd jobs also began a few days after I'd settled
in. It started with a few fairly basic tasks like loading and unloading the
dishwasher, vacuuming the living room and the carpet on the stairs, and doing
some light dusting – nothing that took me more than maybe a half-hour out of my
day. I think she saw that I was trying my best to do a good job and so she
slowly began to trust me with bigger tasks, including ones that were a little
more…intimate. She asked me to make her bed in the mornings, wipe down all of
her precious glassware, and shovel the snow off the driveway. I did all her
requests without complaints, and once I was done she always said a gracious
‘thank you’ and patted me lovingly on the back, which made me feel like I pet
who was being trained. 


Once, I was on the phone discussing a sample problem
with a friend when I heard a loud screech from upstairs. 


“Jeremy! Oh, Jeremy!”


“Who in the world was that?” asked my friend in a
stupefied voice.


“Uh, just my landlady,” I muttered. “I gotta go!”


I clambered up the stairs as fast as I could, my heart
beating like a terrified rabbit inside my chest. Evie had sounded so desperate
and helpless that for a horrible moment I had a flash of her having fallen
somewhere, almost unconscious and her legs crippled. I was expecting the worst.



Please, I prayed. Oh god, let her be okay!


“I’m in the bathroom, Jeremy!” 


My fingers were ready to call 911 by the time I burst
through the bathroom door, huffing and panting. I gasped in shock as I was
treated to the most mesmerizing vision. Evie was comfortably lying in the
bathtub, surrounded by a sea of soap suds and bubbles, her massive natural
boobs and snow-white nipples just barely poking out of the water. She looked as
sensual as a mermaid swimming around in her natural habitat. She gazed at me with
a straight face and said:


“Oh, there you are. Won’t you be a good boy, Jeremy,
and please hand me my towel? I'm freezing and don’t want to stand up in the
cold.”


I couldn’t move for several seconds as I tried to
shift my eyes away from the scene. Then, finally, I creeped towards the towel
rack and grabbed one before handing it to her with shaking hands. She grinned
mischievously and set it on the edge of the tub. I felt my cheeks grow hot.


“Oh, you’re such a good boy,” she said sweetly. “Thank
you.”


“D-don’t mention it,” I muttered.


“You know, my tub could use a bit of scrubbing. My
back’s been killing me lately, and I could really use a young set of hands to
help me out. Why don’t you wait outside while I dry myself off?” she asked.
“You can use the cleaner under the sink. Would that be alright, Jeremy?”


“Yes – uh, Mrs. Donovan,” I said. I had to stop myself
from calling her ‘ma’am’. Somehow, that had seemed more appropriate. 


“In fact,” she continued, waving her hands breezily
and causing bubbles to fly into the air. “The whole bathroom could really use
some freshening up. I don’t think it’ll take you that long at all, two hours at
the most. You’re not that busy, are you?”


“Uh, not at all, Mrs. Donovan,” I said instantly. “I’d
be delighted to clean it for you.”


I only had a million sample problems left to finish my
prep for the finals. But there was something about Evie’s big hopeful eyes that
I just couldn’t bring myself to say no to. I wanted to please her…no, that
wasn’t quite it. The feeling was much more overwhelming than that. It was this
intense desire to submit myself to her, fully and irrevocably, until every one
of her own needs and desires were satisfied a hundred times over. I wanted to
serve her, like a…well, a servant. Or a slave. And there was nothing under the
sun that could possibly be better than completing a task and hearing her
powerful voice say ‘thank you’ and having her touch me to pet me like a good
little dog.


I was a young man falling hopelessly in lust with my
beautiful mature landlady.
















CHAPTER 3


 


A few days after
the bathtub incident, Evie became noticeably absent during the evenings. I was
still studying like a madman during the day, but as soon as the mornings turned
duskier and gloomier, I’d be anxiously waiting for her to come home for our
daily catchups, but there would still be no Evie. It would be nine by the time
she came in, still in her tight work blouse and skirt and looking as sexy as
ever, but sometimes it would be as late as midnight. 


She didn't really talk about where she went, though
that didn’t keep me from wondering about it. Maybe it was a drawn-out project
she was handling at her non-profit, but if that was the case, I felt she
would’ve told me something about it for sure. I didn't really feel like asking
her where she was because I didn’t want to come across as being rude or nosy
about her business. 


I busied myself in the evenings instead by cleaning.
Before she left for work, she’d give me a long list of household tasks to do
and drilled into me exactly how she wanted things done.


“Jeremy, all my light fixtures will need to be dusted
today,” she’d say. “You’re going to need to be very careful with my
chandelier in the dining room – those are real Swarovski crystals and I’m sure
you don’t want to be responsible for replacing them. And remember, dusting
should always be from top to bottom.” I’d be furiously making notes at this
point because I didn’t want to forget anything. “I need the bathroom
deep-cleaned today too. Keep a warm towel right by the tub, and the rest should
all be rolled very neatly on the towel rack. Oh, and I don’t want to see any
streak marks on the mirrors like last time. Understood, boy?” 


Then she’d hand me my feather duster, microfiber
cloths, rubber gloves, and a bucket full of cleaning supplies and go on her
merry way. It warmed my heart that she not only trusted me enough to do all
those things, but she also took time out of her hectic days to teach me so much
about cleaning.


What began as a half hour of chores after my study
sessions soon blossomed into a full half-day of work. I stopped going to the
gym to save time; my days were filled with study, cleaning, study, and more
cleaning. To be honest, I really didn’t mind about the time suck because I felt
it kept me sane from the tedious mental strain I was continually subjecting
myself to while prepping for my finals.


Even though I’d never been much of a clean freak
before, I was desperate to make sure my cleaning was perfectly immaculate and
up to Evie’s strict standards. I prided myself on vacuuming the invisible
spaces below the beds and couches, polishing the tiles on the bathroom door
until they gleamed and shone, and making sure every crevice and surface was as
spotless as I could make it. And once all my work was done, I’d go through
Evie’s checklist twice, making sure I didn’t forget anything, before I finally
retreated to my tiny, dingy, dirty room to have a snack and then go to sleep. 


On a toasty Friday morning when the sun was out, I was
cleaning Evie’s special Turkish glassware during a study break. She was
particularly fussy about these glass pieces and had taught me exactly how she
wanted them nice and shiny – I could only ever use a feather duster and another
small brush to clear up the specks of dust and dirt, and then I had to use a
specific spray and wipe them down very gently with a paper towel. 


I spent about an hour carefully cleaning all of the
glassware in the living room. Evie always checked for scratches or finger marks
on them so I was dead set on getting the job perfect this time. Almost all of
them were now shining beautifully. I was about to set the last one – a dazzling
peacock-green bowl – back on the mantelpiece when all hell broke loose.


The bowl slipped out my grasp and crashed with a
horrible clatter onto the floor.


“Oh fuck!” I squeaked.


I stared down in disbelief at the carpet, which was
now dotted with pieces of colorful glass. 


Fear gripped me like a wild hurricane, and I felt like
I was falling to the floor myself, meeting my death on a plane of prickly glass.
I might as well be dead – not only had I broken one of Evie’s most prized
possessions, I had also hopelessly violated her trust in me. I had lost count
of the number of times Evie had drilled into me the importance of being careful
with glass pieces. Treat them like babies, she’d said. From the way
you hold them to the way you brush their skin. They’re exactly like newborns!



And now I’d gone and murdered one of them. 


What would she say? What would she think of me?


Would she ever forgive me?


As my mind cranked out a slew of horrific scenarios, I
found myself looking up at the frame hung above the mantlepiece, holding up
that creepy long Turkish dreamcatcher-like thing. I was staring eye-to-eye with
that horrible blue beaded eye, and a new wave of panic set into me, one where I
was more than a little afraid of what Evie would do if she found out about this
mess. 
















 


CHAPTER 4


 


That night, I lay
awake on my bed, my eyes glued to the cobwebbed ceiling as I waited for the
familiar click of the front door opening. I had spent the last few hours
tossing and turning so much that I'd left a pool of sweat under my sheets.    


I should have just called Evie and confessed what I’d
done. But instead, in a panic I’d vacuumed the ever-living shit out of that carpet,
desperately trying to get rid of any evidence that there’d been a bowl there in
the first place.


What was I thinking? There was no way she wouldn’t
notice. But now that I hadn't confessed to it I had to play my own game. Play
innocent.


When I finally noticed that faint click of the front
door unlocking and the padded thumps of Evie’s heels on the floor, my entire
body trembled. She was humming Don't Stop Believin’ to herself – a sign
that she was in an unusually good mood.


Maybe I could get away with it after all…


She kept humming as she slumped down in the couch in
the living room with all her weight, creating that swishing sound as a bag of
feathers hit on another bag of feathers. Then there was the quiet buzz of the
TV and her soft laughs as she enjoyed whatever show was on there.


And then, it happened. 


“Jeremy! Jeremy! Come out here at once!”


I walked out of my room, my legs like lead, sweat
gushing from my armpits. My eyes squinted in the brightness of the living room.
My landlady looked like a goddess sitting on a throne, her beautiful blue eyes
fixated on me as she watched me stand in front of her. She was wearing a pink
blouse that was very slightly sheer, and I could make out two delicious patches
of peach where her braless breasts made contact with the fabric. Two big
shadows had formed where her nipples poked out of the blouse.


How was it possible to be just so completely
mesmerized by a woman – but also terrified of her at the same time?


Evie pointed one sharp fingernail to the mantelpiece.
“My favorite glass bowl used to be sitting here,” she said sharply. “It’s not
anymore. Where is it?”


““I-I-I…” I was so pathetic I was already stuttering.


“Spit it out, boy,” she snapped. “I know you were
cleaning them today. Where is it?”


"I'm not sure what happened to it," I lied. 


Her face was suddenly so close to my own that I could
smell her breath, warm and scented like herbs. Her eyes were red-hot coals
burning into my guilty soul. Two powerful hands grabbed me by the shoulders and
shook me. "Stop lying, boy. I know you know where it is. Did you break it?
You did, didn’t you?"


Numbly, I nodded.


“You broke it and thought I wouldn’t notice, didn’t
you? You tried to cover it up."


I nodded again.


“I’m  disappointed in you, Jeremy,” she said coldly.
"I thought you were a good boy."


I stared down at the carpet, not knowing what I could
say to make her feel better. I wanted her to slap me. I was worthless – I
didn’t even deserve to be in her presence. And yet, something was happening to
me that shocked me. 


I was getting turned on. 


It was beyond embarrassing. Here I was, actually
reveling in the feeling of being beneath Evie, of being at the receiving end of
this beautiful woman’s anger. What the fuck? I felt my cock twitch and
hopelessly stand up, which just deepened my shame and humiliation. 


To make matters worse, Evie had noticed the hardening
bulge inside my shorts.


"Well, well, well…” she said in a chilly voice.
“What do we have here?"


“You can do what you want with me, Mrs. Donovan,” I
said quietly, caving into my arousal. My shorts felt tight against my erection,
and it was still growing. I felt like a perverted loser, but I couldn’t stop
myself. “Like you said, I’ve been a bad boy. I need to be disciplined.”


“Silence!” Evie screeched. “You…will…not…tell me…what
to do, you filthy, disgusting, useless little sucker! How dare you!”


I was pushed to the floor, and before I knew it, one
of her heels came down in a flash towards my groin. I twisted my body to the
right within the last millisecond, causing the heel to miss my balls and
puncture the side of my left thigh instead. I yelped, hot tears flowing down my
face as I tried to bear the searing pain from her weight. I’d never known pain
like this before. 


“What do bad boys need to say?” Evie asked, her heel
still digging into my skin.


“S-s-sorry!” I whimpered. “I’m sorry, Mrs. Donovan!”


“You will call me ma’am, you little rat,” she
said. “Now say it properly.”


“I’m sorry, ma’am! Please! It hurts!”


“Sorry for what?” Her heel sunk even further into my
flesh. My thigh felt like it was getting scrambled into minced meat.


“I’m sorry for telling you what to do, ma’am. It
wasn’t my place. I’ll never do it again!” I gasped out the words. 


With an evil sneer on her face, Evie’s foot finally
let go of my thigh and I moaned, my vision blacking out momentarily. All I
could see were stars against a dark sky…and the pain. Oh god, the pain. I
writhed in torment on the carpeted floor, wanting to throw up from the
intensity of it. She crouched down next to me and smiled, as if she was
enjoying my distress.


As the pain slowly subsided, I found myself gazing
again at those peach skin-patches on her blouse. Except this time, her being so
close to me made her sensual scent waft up and fill me. It was divine. My cock
responded by swelling up again, hardening like a brick inside my shorts.  


Evie noticed and spat in my face, disgusted.
"What are you looking at, boy?" 


I lay there frozen, feeling mortified and aroused at
the same time. 


"I know boys like you…" she said in a
murmur, as if she was half-thinking and talking to herself. "I knew you were
one of those. Yes, boy, from the first day I laid my eyes on your skinny frame
I was sure you were not a man. You need to be punished and disciplined, but
ordinary punishments just won’t do. Oh, no…how does the saying go? The
punishment needs to fit the crime." She whipped her head around to me, one
eyebrow arched quizzically. "Do you know what that means, my sweet little
jellybean?"


I stayed silent. I had no idea what she was talking
about, but I wanted her to keep going. Part of me was scared shitless, but the
other part of me was eager to know what she was about to do to me.


“Let’s put your skills to the test, shall we?” Evie
said after a minute of deliberation. 


Then she did something that shook me to the core. She
unbuttoned her blouse and let her massive tits free.


They bobbed like two gigantic forbidden fruits just
inches in front of me. Her milk-white skin and snowy nipples looked fucking
delicious, and they were making me salivate. I’d dreamt of my landlady’s tits
for days after I’d caught a glimpse of them in the bathtub, imagining what
they’d look like in all their glory, and to actually have her show herself to
me was mind-boggling.


“Massage them,” Evie ordered. Her voice had gone very
soft.


What the fuck is happening? I thought in a daze.
















 


CHAPTER 5


 


I stared at my
landlady, dumbfounded.


Had I heard her right?


“I’ve seen you looking at these, Jeremy. I know how
much you want them,” she said. Her demeanor had changed now – her fury had
morphed into something more insidious. She still had that vicious, calculating
smile plastered on her lips. 


I was scared again.


“What are you so afraid of?” Her smile stretched even
wider. “Go on, touch ’em.” 


I reached out into the air and cupped those enormous
marshmallow breasts in both my hands. I had no idea how boobs should be
massaged, so I squeezed them, very lightly, being careful not to shock her with
how cold my fingers were. They were softer than I could ever have imagined, and
had kept their shape even after all these years. 


“Not like that, boy,” she snarled. “Treat them well.”


“S-sorry, ma’am,” I mumbled.


It was like I’d totally forgotten how to please a
woman. My fingers still shivering, I started to rub the tips over her pasty
knotted nipples, which instantly prickled upright. Evie moaned, so I did that
for a while longer, gradually increasing my speed until she arched her back and
closed her eyes from the stimulation. I pressed down on her areolas, then
gently spread out my massaging all over her boobs, changing up my pressure
every few seconds. She started to heave. She was getting majorly turned on.


Oh man, what a sight. 


I could’ve cum right then and there.


“Lick them,” she ordered in between moans.


I bent forward and did as I was told. I smeared my
saliva all over her erect nipples, then tugged on them with my teeth before
moving on to the large expanse of skin around them. Her powdery white skin was
slick and sweet in my mouth. I had quite a territory to complete, and I tried
my best not to lose my bearings as her breasts wobbled in time with her heavy
breathing. I gripped her by the waist to hold her still.


“Oh yes, sissy. Do it. Do it right,” Evie said through
gritted teeth. 


Soon she was reaching underneath her skirt and
touching herself. I guess it had been a while since she’s had any kind of
release. She was almost screaming in her horniness.


Suddenly, she thrashed me to one side and removed her
panties. She spread her legs open to reveal a beautifully unshaven and mature
snatch. I was pretty sure I forgot how to breathe.


“Let’s see how well you do with my pussy, sissy boy,”
she said.


I stared at those folded up pussy lips, pink and
velvet brown covered up with long curly pubes, her opening glistening with her
juices and practically pulsing with anticipation. Seeing her breasts had been a
dream come true, but now she’d opened up her entire body to me, literally, and
I still couldn’t believe this was actually happening.


Totally charged up but praying my inexperienced mouth
could stand up to her expectations, I dove into her jungle mound. Her musky,
fruit-fermented scent was inebriating. The only thing that existed in the world
was my tongue and her pleasure.


I ran my tongue up and down her lips and suckled on
her swollen clit like my life depended on it. She was now really screaming and
pulling on my hair and scalp until it hurt. I fucked her wide open cunthole
with my tongue, feeling those inner ridges getting wetter by the minute. I
savored every drop. It tasted like ripe and aging fruit juice, and god was it
good. I was sweating, hardly able to come up for air, completely insulated by
her hair and heat but I didn’t care. All I cared about was making her cum. 


I was so scared my mouth wouldn’t be enough for Evie.
That she’d be disappointed and I’d be punished again with her heels, or worse,
she’d come to think I was too much of a sissy to satisfy her urges. How long
had it been since she’d had a man inside her? And she was giving me the
chance – I just couldn’t fuck it up. Fuck my finals. This was the exam I wanted
to pass. 


I must have gone at it for several minutes before my
tongue and jaw was aching, desperate for a rest, and I was finding it hard to
breathe, even though Evie’s hand was still pushing my head right down into her
vagina to keep it buried there. I was feeling light-headed by the time she
finally gave out an ear-splitting moan. 


It was like music to my ears.


Her body started to shudder violently, her pussy hole
pulsed like it had its own heartbeat and I gasped as a gallon of liquid erupted
out of her.


She’d squirted all over my face. 


I was astounded at the sheer amount of liquid that
gushed out; it was dripping down my face, all over her thighs, and onto the
carpet. I stared back at her through my drenched eyes, waiting for her to say
something. 


“Not bad…” she whispered. “Not bad at all. Now clean
this up and come to the bedroom. I’ve got something for you.”
















 


CHAPTER 6


 


Like in a
daydream, I staggered upstairs. 


What was Evie going to do to me in her room?


I had no idea. But she had something up her sleeve.
That was for sure.


I’d just spent the last half-hour scrubbing and
spritzing the carpet with various concoctions to make sure there wasn’t going
to be a stain left behind. I was so tired, yet I wanted to shout from the
rooftops. There was still a dull ache in my thigh, my jaw was sore, and now my
arms were completely worn out. And yet – I couldn’t wait to get back into my
room and get off thinking of those fat tits and pussy. I badly needed a
release.  


Evie was dressed in a robe when I walked in, combing
through her meticulously arranged wardrobe with those long fingers of hers. She
was acting totally normal, like she hadn’t spent the night screaming her lungs
out and having the biggest orgasm ever. Sprawled out on the bed were a
collection of women’s items. A lingerie set – a blue lacy bra and a tiny pair
of panties. Black nylon stockings. Pink flats. And what looked like a French
maid’s uniform – a black dress with doll sleeves and thick, frilly lace trims,
complete with ribbons and an apron.


None of it made sense. Those clothes looked way too
small for Evie.


“Since you’ve been doing the duties of a maid,” she
said, finally noticing me. “I thought it would be best if you looked the part
too.”


“You’ve got to be kidding me,” I muttered under my
breath. 


Those sharp manicured fingers came out and twisted my
balls so hard I was seeing stars again. 


“I apologize, ma’am!” I whined. “This…is for me?”


She cackled. “Well, they certainly aren’t for me,
idiot. Look how tiny they are! Oh no no no, these were all gifts my
wonderful husband had been planning to give to his little harlot.” She laughed.
“You see, Jeremy, while he was barely fucking me with his tiny dick, he thought
he could pleasure another woman behind my back and I would never find out. Evie
Donovan always finds things out. Now come here!”


She laid out each item on my body and inspected them.


“These will fit you nicely,” she said. “Come on now,
quick lesson. Get out of your clothes and put these on. Let’s see how you
look.”


I was completely naked in front of her as she
instructed how to put on the panties, how to clasp the bra from behind, put on
the stockings without tearing them, and zip up and straighten the dress. Every
piece of clothing was so soft, and even I thought they’d be tight and
uncomfortable, they fit me like a glove. 


Then, out of nowhere, Evie pulled out a glossy brown
wig that she secured on my head, lecturing me on every small step. I didn’t
have my book with me to take notes so instead I tried hard to memorize
everything. And it still wasn’t over. She went on to put a full face of makeup
on me, dusting eyeshadow on me and pale pink lipstick.


She clapped her hands once she was done and showed me
the mirror.


When I took that first glance, I was horrified. Not
because I looked horrible, but because I looked good. I really did look
like sweet, dainty, feminine little maid and it was so jarring knowing I was a
guy inside, but in all other aspects were a woman.


Did I like it? I wasn’t sure. But there was something
about me being dressed as a woman – no, a subservient maid – that was making
Evie gleefully happy. 


And I was willing to do anything to please her. 


“Now, Jenny, listen to me very carefully,” she began. 


Jenny?


“You will be wearing this while doing all of your
household chores. That means that every evening, when I come home I should be
seeing you in full uniform – makeup, wig, and all. You will be cleaning and
doing the laundry as usual, and you will be cooking my meals too. Understood?”


I nodded.


“And, since you’ll be in an official role of servitude
in my house, it’s only appropriate you call me Mistress,” Evie continued. 


“I understand, Mistress,” I said. Even my voice had
somehow unconsciously changed to fit my feminine clothes – more high-pitched,
like a sweet young woman’s. 


What the fuck was happening to me? 


“There will be no secrets from me whatsoever,” Evie
warned. “There’s something you should know about me, Jenny. I despise secrets.
You make sure that everything in this house runs like clockwork, and in turn,
you will be rewarded.”


She touched her tits through her robe again, flashing
me a seductive smile.


My Mistress was such a tease. I would’ve done anything
to suck on gorgeous fat tits again.  


“Now get undressed,” she commanded. “I have one more
thing for you…”


My heart was beating so hard while I removed all my
clothes and stood there, naked once more with my cock out. 


Evie started humming again as she reached into a
drawer and pulled out a small metal contraption that looked suspiciously like…a
chastity cage. 


“This little thing,” Evie sang, pointing to my
penis with disgust. “Is going to be off limits. I don’t want my maid getting
distracted from her daily duties.”


Still humming, she secured the ring behind my balls
and slid the cage in before twisting the key in, effectively locking my cock in
what looked like a three-inch metal prison.  


Well, dang. 


There went my night of solo sex.


Evie patted my back with a delighted smile on her
face. “Perfect. Well, Jenny, I have a long day at work tomorrow. Your official
maid duties will begin in the morning. I want you to dust and vacuum the entire
house before doing the laundry and ironing and hanging up all my clothes for
the rest of the week. I expect to come home to a nice, hot dinner waiting for
me.”
















 


CHAPTER 7


 


Just like that,
Evie Donovan had transformed me into a real sissy maid. All the cleaning and
scrubbing and washing wasn’t actually too bad – what took the most time to get
used to was having my cock so constricted. I was miserably horny and knowing I
couldn’t touch or stimulate myself did nothing but make me even crazier. I was
lusting after my landlady so badly I would’ve done any filthy thing she’d have
asked me to do, just to have the opportunity to fondle or lick her wonderful
breasts. I couldn’t even think about doing my practice exams as planned because
I was too busy either doing my maid duties or fantasizing about fucking
anything as soon as I was released. 


But even unbeknownst to myself, I had changed. I guess
it’s how your brain responds to reflect how you behave – I was wearing a dress
all day, putting on makeup, strutting and talking like a lady, even shaving
everything from the neck down – that I was starting to think like a lady too.
The spell this had on me was so strong I even found it hard to snap out of my
role when I wanted to.


“Dude…why has your voice changed?” my friend asked me
one day when I answered his call.


“Uhm, what are you talking about? It hasn’t,” I said.


“You must be sick or something, I’m pretty sure it
has. Anyway, want me to come over so we can test each other?”


“No.”


“Jesus, what’s going on with you? That landlady giving
you any trouble? You know you can stay with me if things go to shit, right?”


“I’m fine,” I said, forcing myself to put on a deeper
voice. If only he knew he couldn’t come over because I was wearing a sissy maid
uniform and had spent all evening figuring out to make a pie from scratch.
“Look, I think you’re right. I’m coming down with something. I guess I need to
sleep it off. I’ll call you later okay?”


What had been even more surprising throughout my
transformation was that Evie actually had a huge sexual appetite. She requested
a lot of back or boob massages that often ended with me licking her pussy or
fingering her until she had one of her body-shaking orgasms. I was once asked
to lick her asshole for an hour straight. She loved having her own personal
female maid she could use however she wanted. Needless to say, my tongue had
developed supermuscles. 


Even though she worked me to death, I was still
hopelessly enamored by Evie’s mature body and powerful presence. Every morning
I woke up with a sense of exhilaration, longing to listen to her long list of
instructions and tasks I had to complete before she got home. I was still
wondering where the hell she disappeared to in those hours between work and
coming home – but she didn’t tell me and it wasn’t my place to ask. 


Meanwhile, my training got even more intense and
grueling. I was taught how to curtsy, straighten up my back and posture, how to
wear a corset, how to run a bath with her favorite bath bombs, how to descale
faucets, how to wash curtains, and how to cook all kinds of intricate dishes.
Each time I was asked to clean her glass ornaments I said a little prayer and
kept myself out of the field of vision of that creepy bead eye. I was doing so
well that Evie called me in to give me another maid’s uniform with accompanying
lingerie. This one had a much shorter skirt and easily showed my crotch if I
were to bend down even a little.  The bra was a push-up one, and the panties
were a red lace thong. For whatever reason, I was so happy she was rewarding me
with sexier feminine clothes to wear!


I suppose the culmination of my transformation as a
sissy maid came on the day Evie announced she had some news for me.


“Jenny, I guess you’ve noticed that I’ve been missing
after work?”


My eyes grew wide. Was she finally telling me why? 


 “I have a special guest coming for dinner tomorrow,”
she said with a wink. “And you’ll get to know the reason behind my
disappearance.” She handed me a piece of paper with a whole menu scribbled on
it. “I want everything to be perfect! And you, my dear, will need to
look flawless! You’ll wear your new maid’s uniform and everything must look
polished. Not a hair out of place, and don’t even dream of slouching in front
of my guest. Understood?”


I almost didn’t think Evie was being serious. Did she
really want me to wear a slutty maid’s dress in front of another person – a
person who she clearly wanted to impress? 


And even apart from that, I didn’t really know what to
think about exposing our little arrangement to a stranger. I had knots in my
stomach thinking of performing as a serving woman for someone else. And who was
this mystery guest anyway?


I had no time to worry though. I had work to do.
















 


CHAPTER 8


 


I was feeling
self-conscious as hell the next evening. I was in my sexy sissy maid’s uniform,
wig tied up with the help of a lace headband, and wearing bronze eyeshadow,
blush, and red lipstick. I looked like a hoe. The short frilly skirt would ride
up to reveal my shaved thighs even as I walked about to set the table and do
the last-minute finishing touches in the living room. 


When the doorbell rang, I jumped.  


“Go ahead, Jenny, answer the door,” Evie ordered with
a sly smile on her face.


Feeling incredibly insecure, I walked up to the front
door and twisted it open. I wasn’t sure what I was expecting, but standing
there was a young man. Decked out in chinos and a t-shirt, he had that
effortless, rugged look about him that I would’ve killed to have. He couldn’t
have been much older than me. The moment he saw me, his eyebrows cocked up with
intrigue, his eyes giving my body the once-over.


Man, he was handsome.


“Hi, I’m Ahmet,” he said. I could tell he was trying
to hold in a giggle. I must’ve looked ridiculous to him.  


My cheeks burned as I did a curtsey before letting him
in. I was embarrassed already, and couldn’t wait for the night to be over. Evie
was watching me like a hawk, and I didn’t dare do anything out of character. I
showed Ahmet where he could sit in the living room and served him a plate of
cheese and nuts.


“A glass of wine, sir?” I asked awkwardly, my voice
coming out squeaky like a mouse. 


“Yes, please,” Ahmet said, chuckling. 


“White or red, sir?” 


“Red.” His eyes roamed up and down my body again. “You
have very nice legs.”


“Uh, thank you…sir.”


I walked awkwardly to the kitchen. I was pretty sure
he’d already had a good view of my butt. 


Once the wine was served, Evie and Ahmet were laughing
and whispering to each other while I disappeared behind the scenes again,
working hard at prepping the starters. It was painfully clear I was nothing
more than just eye candy to both of them, existing just for their perverse
entertainment. They were probably ridiculing me right now and I wanted to
shuffle away into my room and hide away forever.


Just who was he, anyway? Evie didn’t seem to be in any
hurry to tell me. 


I was waiting by the sidelines, prepared to refill
their glasses as they ate their majestic dinner when Ahmet reached over and
planted a fat kiss on her cheek. 


Evie squirmed and giggled like a schoolgirl before
finally looking over at me. “Jenny, I’m sure you’ve been impatiently waiting to
find out who this handsome man is. Isn’t he just so handsome?”


“He’s very good-looking, Mistress,” I mumbled. 


“He’s none other than my boyfriend!” Evie announced.
“We met at work of all places…I really couldn’t believe he wanted little ol’
me, but when he kept pushing for the umpteenth time, I simply didn’t have it in
me to break his heart.”


“I wouldn’t have given up chasing you on my deathbed,”
Ahmet said flirtatiously. 


Evie guffawed like this was the funniest thing she’d
ever heard. “He’s just taken me on the most wonderful dates. Every single day,
and let’s just say he’s made me feel…young again.” She giggled and whipped her
head towards me once more. “After my divorce, I really thought I’d be spending
the rest of my life alone. Aren’t you happy for us, Jenny?”


“He’s extremely lucky to have someone like you,
Mistress,” I said honestly. 


“I agree,” Ahmet said. “She’s so beautiful and smart
and…what’s the word? Cultured?”


Evie fluttered a handkerchief playfully in his
direction.


I was watching them being all lovey-dovey before I
realized I’d been gritting my teeth, so hard that the right side of my jaw had
gone sore. I had to admit I was a little jealous of Ahmet. Here I was, reduced
to a crossdressing skank, while this dude, with all the swag in the world, had
gone and captured my Mistress’ heart. 


Ahmet burped. “I must say, your maid is a wonderful
cook. What else is she good at?”


Licking your girlfriend’s ass and pussy, I wanted to say. Did he know that – that
I’d spent the past couple of days giving Evie orgasm after orgasm, with just my
tongue? How far had he gone with her?


“Jenny does an incredible job cleaning,” Evie said.
“You should see her! Give her a feather duster and she’ll be happily dusting
for hours on end! Anyway, Ahmet, let’s go wind down. Jenny, I want you to clear
the plates and bring us some nice black coffee.”


I clamped down hard on my tongue and just nodded. 


Ahmet was ushered into the living room, but as they
left his hand grazed my thigh. He was feeling up my skirt! I shivered. Had Evie
seen that? His fingertips brushed subtly up my thigh until he felt the lining
of my thong. His touch disgusted me but it was also stirring up something dirty
and forbidden – I hadn’t had an orgasm for days and god was I fucking horny. I
was ready to have anyone – or anything for that matter – stimulate me. Guy or
girl, it now didn’t even matter. 


His hands lightly explored my crotch area and rimmed
the outline of my tiny cock cage beneath my panties before he gave me a wink
and followed Evie to the living room. 


Ten minutes later, I brought out the piping hot coffee
on a tray and daintily began to serve. 


“You know, I think you missed cleaning a spot on the
carpet,” Ahmet said in a disapproving tone. “Right here. See it? I thought Evie
said you were excellent in what you do.”


I stared at a small brown smudge, barely noticeable,
right next to coffee table leg. 


“Clean that up at once!” Evie yelled. She looked like
she was on the verge of a panic attack.


I wouldn’t have minded spilling the coffee all over
Ahmet to wipe that smirk off his face.


“Y-yes, Mistress,” I muttered. 


I rushed to the cleaning supplies closet, grabbed a
cleaning spray and a wad of paper towels, and ran to the living room. I got
down on my knees and furiously started to rub at the smudge, praying the spray
would work. 


“You have a sexy ass,” Ahmet said. 


I clenched down on my teeth so hard I thought my jaw
would explode. My butt was fully exposed to them, and I couldn’t do anything
about it. Ahmet was thoroughly enjoying this – the power he had over me,
showing off the seductive dominance he naturally possessed. He was the real man
in the room, the alpha man, with his gorgeous lover wrapped around his pinky.
While I was just the sissy maid who knew that deep down inside, I wanted to
submit to him.


“Bend over properly and show us that ass,” Evie said
excitedly. 


“Yeah, give us a little wind down entertainment,”
Ahmet said. 


With anxious butterflies in my stomach, I lifted up my
skirt from behind and grasped my ass cheeks. I slowly spread them apart, like a
curtain opening to expose my milky puckered butthole to the audience. 


“Mmm, that’s making me horny,” Ahmet said. “Turn
around, sissy.”


Still on my knees, I twisted around, only to be met
with the scent and sight of a mammoth cock. It was growing right before me,
standing tall and proud in a bush of wild pubes. I was spellbound. Nothing
could come close to the absolute shock and horror of realizing that all these
years, I had never known the presence of an actual cock. This one was
probably more than double the size of mine, hot, uncut, and pulsing with
anticipation. My own worthless penis – could I even call it that? – twitched
inside its prison. Fuck, I was actually becoming aroused by another man’s dick.



“You ever seen a man’s rod before?” Ahmet asked, again
with that smirk. 


My mouth was suddenly overcome with an overwhelming
sense of wetness – like I’d just secreted a ton of saliva at the prospect of
sucking dick.


Ah fuck. Was I really drooling?


“Jenny, sweetheart, you know what to do, don’t you?”
Evie cooed. “Show our handsome man here how good that tongue of yours is.”


My head inched forward, as if that massive penis was
beckoning to me. A part of me was desperate to impress him, show him how good
of a cocksucker I really was. Even though I’d never even seen another cock in
person before. I wanted both of them to humiliate me so much I was reduced to
tears. 


Could there be a more degrading act for a man, than to
service another man with your feminized, lipsticked mouth?


And yet I was really going to do it. My pulse raced
and I felt light-headed.  


I was really going to give a blowjob to my Mistress’
male lover. 
















 


CHAPTER 9


 


That first drop of
pre-cum was the most disgusting thing I’ve ever had marinate inside my mouth.
It was thick and stringy and kind of syrupy, and the more I suckled the more
oozed out straight onto my tongue. Everything was happening so quickly, I
wanted to pinch myself to make sure I wasn’t dreaming.


Ahmet let out a satisfied groan and widened his legs
further apart. I could see my sucking was having a reaction on him and that
honestly made me giddy with happiness. I was good at this. I was good at
sucking dick. 


I made small deliberate circles with my tongue across
his head, then slid down the length of his spasming shaft. I was fascinated by
how stiff his penis was yet it was also so smooth and soft and alive with
anticipation. The more I tasted it, the more I wanted to gobble it all up. 


“Mmm, fuck yeah, I can tell this definitely isn’t your
first time, sissy,” Ahmet murmured. “That mouth of yours is definitely a gift.
Tell me how much you like sucking my cock, slut.”


“I’m a real good sissy maid and I was born to suck
cock,” I admitted. 


“You were never a real man, Jenny baby. I knew that.
Go on, tell him more. Make him harder. I know you can do it,” Evie egged on.
She was snuggled beside Ahmet and fingering herself as he watched me, punching
her sharp nails in and out of her wet pussy so hard it made loud squelching
sounds.


“I love your cock so much, Master,” I said. “I think
it’s the most beautiful thing in the world. I could suck it all day long and
never get tired of your taste.”


I bent down and put that warm dick in my mouth again.
My frilly top had fallen off my shoulder and my knees hurt but I didn’t care. I
went all in. That was the moment I realized I’d sealed my fate forever. I was
now a sissy maid, a public and devout cock and cunt worshipper, and there was
no turning back.  


My own cock (no, I just couldn’t call it that anymore
– it was just a clit, and a tiny one at that), held in captive, was straining
for a release. It was pounding with hot blood and trying to swell up, but it
had nowhere to go beyond those prison bars. A bit of my own pre-cum was
dripping onto the carpeted floor.


“Stick it in me now, honey,” Evie whimpered to Ahmet.
“Before I cum. Oh god, I’ve never been so horny in my life!”


She removed her dress, her white balloon boobs springing
to either side, and spread her legs wide apart. Unashamedly, she patted down on
her pussy with one palm, and I hear just how soaking wet it was. She wanted to
be fucked this time. Not just pleasured. 


There was a world of difference.


Fucking was done by a man, not by a sissy maid. 


“You need a good pounding, huh?” Ahmet said, aligning
himself between her thighs. “Watch out, I’m gonna break your cunt.”


I had to force myself to watch. His hard rod plummeted
into her mound with raw, young, masculine energy, and Evie sighed like she was
getting her first release after a hundred years. Like my own hard work leading
up to today had never even mattered. Ahmet’s muscles moved like a machine,
hammering into her again and again, calling her dirty names, his own pale
buttocks rising into the air only to come crashing down like a wrecking ball. 


“Ohhh…you see that…George…do you see…I don’t need your
sad…limp…dick anymore…”


Evie had entered an alternate state of consciousness,
and she was trying desperately to breath in between Ahmet’s pounding. Her
breasts were wobbling dangerously, like at any moment they would slip and fall
to the floor.


“Fuck you George! Fuck you!” she yelled. 


I could only guess that George was her ex-husband. 


“Jenny, come here at once! I need you to rub my
nipples hard!”


I sprang up and leapt to her side, ready to serve my
Mistress in any small way I could. As her tits jiggled and jerked violently, I
held onto them and massaged them just the way she liked it, until the color of
her skin turned red and mottled. I pinched her nipples hard. Evie kept
instructing me to go harder and harder and I put in so much pressure I thought
her tits would burst open. Man, could those beautiful breasts take a beating. 


“Turn over. Let’s see that fat ass of yours,” Ahmet
said. 


Evie pushed me to the floor, and got on her knees on
the couch. She was grunting like a woman in labor and cursing under her breath,
and it seemed like she’d forgotten all about her back problems. Ahmet’s dick
disappeared into her rear abyss and he cried out in delight, slapping her
dimpled ass hard as he pushed deep in. His face was clenched tight and slick
with sweat. The whole room was filled with the clammy, musty smell of sexual
intercourse. 


Suddenly, Evie let out a loud moan. 


“Get under me, sissy! It’s coming! It’s coming!” she
screamed. 


I knew that sign inside out. I knew what was about to
happen. 


I buried my head underneath her body, very careful not
to make Evie lose her balance, because otherwise I could very well be squashed
to death. I positioned my mouth right next to her heaving pussy. Her flaps were
open and already dripping with her juices. I opened my mouth, gaping wide,
ready for the cataclysmic orgasm that she was about to unleash upon me. 


Ahmet’s dick sloshed inside one last time before the
dam broke.


Evie let out a nightmarish howl and squirted right
into my mouth, and I swallowed every last drop. 


“Unnghhh I’m going to cum!” Ahmet announced one second
later. 


He pushed desperately into her in small bursts, his
breath becoming tense and ragged. Then, finally, he closed his eyes and
gingerly fished his dick out. 


“Come on, whore, you know you want to lick this
clean,” he said, slumping back on the couch.


I dragged my body towards his groin hungrily. My face
was drenched with my Mistress’ nectar and I was sure I looked awful, and I had
mascara in my eyes which made them sting painfully. I tasted his spent pecker,
pressing down gently on his head with my fingertips to wring out the residual
cum into my tongue. His cock was a glorious mixture of pussy fluids and man
cream, seasoned with sweat and salts. So, so fucking good. I nibbled on his
shaft and balls until every inch of him was squeaky clean. 


“Now lick me clean, Jenny,” Evie said in a tired
voice. “And lick the couch clean too. I don’t want to see any stains in the
morning.”


“With pleasure, Mistress,” I said warmly, and began to
lick her out.


As I slurped up the knots of fresh cum exiting her
opening, I was in my own little world again, wondering once again if this was a
dream. Only Evie’s content voice drifted into my ears as she whispered to
Ahmet. 


“Told you she was good at cleaning…”


***


Of course, as it turned out, none of it had been a
dream. 


I had really been transformed into a sissy maid by my
landlady. My new life began as quickly as my old life faded away. Everything I
had known to be true had vaporized into nothingness. This was my new start, an
existence of total servitude and submission, and funnily enough it soon started
to feel like it was the only thing I had ever wanted. I only breathed to clean
and scrub and tidy things up, and to bring joy to my Mistress and Master with
my feminine charm and – occasionally – to dress up sexily and do fun things for
their entertainment. My chastity was my ultimate show of submission and my own
personal reminder that I didn’t deserve to look or feel masculine. That tiny
metal cage had brought out the best in me. 


As for my finals, I ended up dropping out of college
the day before I was due to sit for them. I mean, I didn’t really see the
point. The last time I checked, you didn’t need an engineering degree to be a
really good maid, and my Mistress gave me an education, an actual education,
like how to train your voice and wear a corset and how to deep clean the inside
of an oven. 


I’m not a man anymore. I’m a sweet and obedient sissy
maid, eager for all my new adventures with my Mistress and Master.


And I’m not ashamed to say it!

















 


THE END











A VERY
HARD LESSON


CHAPTER
1


 


I am a changed
man.


I used to be a lying, selfish, immature, obnoxious
guy. Worst of all, I had no respect for women. I’m ashamed to admit this now
but they used to just be sex objects in my eyes. Maybe it had to do with
growing up in a household where the women were treated like used furniture
you’d buy from an ad on Craigslist. My dad was an asshole to my mom, and he
cheated on her constantly. He wouldn’t even bother to hide the condoms in his
car or the receipts for the expensive dresses and perfumes he gave his
mistresses. To me, it seemed that he comfortable in the belief that my mom
would never leave him despite his blatant infidelity—and she developed a sort
of learned helplessness over the years that, true to his belief, made her
always stick by his side. 


I grew up to become just like my dad. Apparently we’d
both inherited the asshole gene. And when I married my now ex-wife Lucy, I made
her feel like a piece of cheap furniture—something you could treat like shit
but expect to still be there in the morning, right where you left it. I was
unfaithful many times and not once did it cross my mind that not only would my
wife find out, but I would also pay for it in the worst way possible.


Today? It’s like I’m an entirely different person. 


And it’s all thanks to Lucy.


I’m not putting things lightly when I say that I now
worship women. I have the utmost respect for them and their bodies. When a
beautiful woman touches me I shake in terror, because I know I don’t deserve
it. Women are actually powerful goddesses walking on earth—and men, especially
sissies like me, don’t even deserve to breathe in their presence. But these
goddesses are so compassionate in their nature they can’t help but pity us. And
so they give us permission to indulge in their shapely legs, beguiling breasts,
their round bottoms and their sweet, angelic pussies. 


That’s the truth.


It all started one night when I came home tired and
disheveled after a long day of work. I worked the evening shift at a hotel
furniture manufacturing plant (yeah, yeah, the irony isn’t lost on me), and
that day I’d spent the entire shift running up and down thousand-foot aisles
trying to fulfil a gazillion different client orders. I was almost dead from
exhaustion, and after eight hours of tuning in to my hot-headed supervisor
screeching down my neck, I was looking forward to a hot dinner and some peace
and quiet at home. 


I unlocked our front door, shrugged off my shoes in
the foyer, and was ready to go upstairs when I caught a glimpse of Lucy sitting
perfectly relaxed in our living room, her legs crossed, surrounded by boxes and
a gaggle of suitcases. She met my eyes and in an instant I knew something was
very wrong.


“Malcolm, come down here for a minute,” she said in a
flat tone.


“Baby, what’s wrong? What’s all this?” My heart was
beating fast and there was a wedge in my throat. I’d never seen Lucy look so
aloof, like she didn’t give a crap about how she came across.


“Nothing’s wrong,” she said, still in that icy voice.
“Who’s Belinda? And no, don’t pretend like you have no idea what I’m talking
about.”


I sighed. “Baby, I thought we’ve been through this.
You know I’d never cheat on you. I’d rather burn my eyes than lay them on
another woman.”


She picked up a pair of red lacy panties using the
edge of a soup ladle and swung them in front of me. “Shut up, Malcolm. I see
you’ve been having some fun with Belinda.”


Fire burned my throat and suddenly I couldn’t get my
words out. “Where...where did you find that?” 


“Why, in your underwear drawer. Along with this.” She
dangled a Ziploc bag in front of me like a cop confronting someone with a
crucial piece of evidence. Inside, there was a box for a small perfume bottle
and a greeting card. 


I knew exactly what that pair of panties and bottle of
perfume was doing in my underwear drawer. I’d been stupid, stupid, stupid.
Belinda was this sexy twenty-something nymph who’d worked in customer service
but had left the company unexpectedly earlier that year. She’d left her panties
behind the one time we hooked up in my car. I’d always meant to throw it away,
but I guess part of me enjoyed the thought of knowing there was another woman’s
panties stuffed at the bottom of my drawer that Lucy didn’t know about. And the
perfume...another stupid mistake. I’d bought it as a birthday surprise for Bel,
but didn’t see the point of giving it to her after she left and it was unlikely
I’d ever see her again. 


Why spend money on a woman when nothing’s going to
come out of it? But stupid me had saved it along with the card I’d written and
stuffed that in my drawer too.


I got on my knees and held Lucy’s hands in mine. I had
no choice but to admit what I’d done to her, but there was this knot in my
stomach and I had the terrible feeling that my wife had finally, after many
years of me fucking around, reached her boiling point. 


“I’m sorry. I love you. I’m sorry!” I said. The tears
flowed, but her eyes were menacingly cold as she glared down at me. 


“Fuck you and your apologies, Malcolm,” she said.
“It’s over. I’m done with you. I’ve saved you some time and packed up all your
stuff. Your cab’s going to be here in ten minutes.”


“You’re kicking me out?” 


“Yeah, I’m kicking you out.”


“You can’t kick me out!”


“You know very well that I can, Malcolm. It’s my
house. Why don’t you call Belinda and ask her to help you out? She seems
like a very friendly person.”


I buried my face in my hands, hot bile rising up my
throat. I suddenly felt like a kid who was being scolded by the headmistress.
“You don’t understand, Lucy. Belinda was from a long time ago. And she was a
terrible mistake,” I said. “I’ve never pretended to be the perfect husband.
I’ve done some god-awful stuff. But I love you. I would do anything for you. Please
give me a chance, and I’ll prove it to you.”


Lucy got up and started to circle me, and for a moment
I thought she was going to spit on my head. Her anger was like molten lava,
too-hot and threatening to end me. “You know what your problem is?” she said
quietly. “You don’t respect me. You have no respect for women, period. And that
disgusts me.”


I did feel disgusting at that moment. The crazy thing
was I really did love her. Sounds contradictory I know, but it was true. The
fifteen or so women I’d slept with on and off over the years—it was just the
sex. The nasty, sweaty, butt-slapping, totally fucked-up kind of sex. But Lucy?
She was my girl. I cared for her. 


And I’d let her down. 


“What do I need to do, baby?” I pleaded. “Tell me.
Talk to me. I want to change. I want to be a better man.”


“Alright.” Lucy sat back down but her face told me she
was far away, lost in her own thoughts and theories. She’d always been the
quiet, introspective kind, a quality of hers I’d always taken for granted. This
time, though, I hoped she was envisioning a future with me still in it. “I’m
going to give you one final chance,” she said quietly.


I scooted towards her and put my head on her lap. She
smelled like lilies, sweet and lovely. I waited.


“It’s sad that you know nothing about women,” she said
after a minutes-long pause. “I think you need to experience, first hand, what
it’s actually like to be a woman. The ups and downs, all of it. No holds
barred. Then maybe you’ll begin to respect me.”


I blinked. “First hand? What do you mean by that,
baby?” 


Lucy nodded slowly. “You need to be trained, Malcolm.
If you’re willing to learn, I’m willing to give our marriage another chance.
But here are my conditions.” She nudged my head away from her, so I was forced
to look into her eyes as I listened. “One, you’re not going to sleep in our
bedroom—I’m not going to be having sex with you for a long, long time, not
until I think you’ve earned it. Two, no bullshitting. If you’re not going to
take this seriously, you might as well tell me now because the minute I sense
anything funny you’re out the door. And three, when I say ‘first hand’, I
really mean it. I’m going to make you look and act like a woman as part of the
training. I’m sorry, Malcolm, but this is the only way I can ever have faith in
you again. I need to trust the process, even if it means it’s going to make you
a little uncomfortable.”


I wanted to laugh. I thought for sure she’d talk about
going for a hundred hours of couple’s therapy or signing me up for a sex
addiction group or something boring like that. But this? I could handle this. A
few days without sex would be tough—there was no denying that—and the dressing
me up as a woman was a bit weird, but was I okay to go all in? Sure. My
marriage right now meant more to me than a few days of abstinence. 


“It’s your choice, Malcolm,” she said, flashing me a
smile that was so frosty it pierced my heart. “You’re free to leave. But if you
stay here tonight, you know what you’ll be getting yourself into.”
















 


CHAPTER
2


 


Of course I didn’t
leave.


Lucy explained there would be three phases of my
training, each culminating in a lesson about womanhood and the importance of
appreciating and respecting femininity. And since I couldn’t sleep next to her
in our bedroom, I could have the guest room instead. That very night, I trudged
the suitcases into that small, dusty room, unpacked a few of them, put in fresh
bed sheets, fluffed up the pillows, and just lay there, trying to imagine what
was in store for me within the next few days. 


Lucy was seemingly happy to be speaking in riddles
about the whole thing. The objective of the first phase of training was
apparently for me to understand the pressures and standards women were
subjected to by a lot of men. I tried hard to guess what these could be. I knew
that, intellectually, we lived in a patriarchal society and but I’d never spent
sleepless nights feeling guilty about it. 


The night before my first day of training, however, I
was tossing and turning in bed, unable to put my mind to rest. For some reason,
I was nervous. Lucy had begun to grow some balls. She wasn’t the timid,
affectionate, bashful creature I’d known her to be throughout our seven-year
marriage. Just how far was my wife willing to go to teach me a lesson? Was she
really planning to dress me up in women’s clothes and make me wear lipstick and
liner and god knows what else? 


It all seemed a little ridiculous. 


The following evening, right before I was going to get
ready for my shift, Lucy came into the guest room, carrying a basket of
assorted objects in her arms. She set them on the bed, her lips pinched and her
posture tight and tense. She’d refused to speak to me all day, talking instead
in hushed whispers to a mystery caller on her phone. I’d tried to catch bits of
the conversation, but I couldn’t really latch on to anything tangible. I feared
that it was maybe another man, someone she’d been having an affair with, a
perfect gentleman with a mighty cock who was actually treating her right. 


The thought was so outlandish, but it had made me
seethe with jealousy.


“Go into the bathroom and strip,” she ordered. “I’ll
be there in two seconds.”


I did as I was told. She came in later holding the
basket, and I was asked to stand naked in the tub while she slathered me in a
foul-smelling cream. The cream itched and prickled until she brought out a
small spatula and started to scrape my skin off. At least, that’s what it felt
like. The whole bathroom was beginning to smell like a chemistry experiment
gone wrong, and I wanted to throw up. But Lucy was painstakingly thorough, and
I watched open-mouthed as my body hair lifted off and fell down in clumps. 


Was Lucy trying to teach me about double standards in
grooming?


“Turn around,” she said.


She got out a pair of scissors from the basket and
began to trim my pubic hair. Her soft fingers brushed against my balls and
cock, and because she was bending down all I could imagine was her giving me a
blowjob. I was immediately aroused. 


“Malcolm!” she said scathingly as my penis rose
against my will. “Fucking control yourself, you piece of shit man slut!”


I felt deeply ashamed then. No woman, let alone my
wife, had scolded me like that before. Was she right? Did I really have no
self-control?


Lucy splashed my privates with ice-cold water, and I
yelped.  


“Baby, my shift starts in like twenty minutes,” I
begged, not liking how my cock was starting to shrink and become flabby and
rubbery. “I really have to get going.”


Lucy sneered at me, her teeth bared, her eyes like
slits—though she still looked very, very beautiful. “Not my problem. You’ll be
in here as long as it takes me, mister, and the more you complain, the longer
it’s going to take. Now hush.”


I swallowed. I kept mum as she started to shave me
next, and before I knew it I was completely hairless down there.


“Get down on the floor,” she said. “And spread your
ass cheeks open.”


Holy shit, I thought. Was she really going to remove my ass
hair? 


She lathered up my asshole with soap and water, and it
tingled as she grazed the razor very slowly across the region. All the while, I
couldn’t believe my sweet wife Lucy was shaving my anus, and my cock throbbed
with arousal once again. I had a very hairy hole, and once she was done I
actually felt a lot lighter, like she’d got rid of a pound of pubes.


“All done. Now listen up,” Lucy said, dusting remnants
of my wet pubic hair off her hands and standing up. “You’re going to have to
shave everything below your neck every single day for a month.”


My mouth fell open. “A month?”


“Don’t even start, Malcolm!” Lucy spat. “You fucked
countless other women in our marriage, this is hardly anything—in fact, it doesn’t
even come close to fitting the crime you’ve carried out against me! You
can use the hair removal cream once a week. You’ll need to make sure you
exfoliate and moisturize. Your skin has to be smooth and hair free at all
times, and if there’s so much as an in-grown, you’re going to be punished.”


I sighed, dejected.


“Fine,” I said.


I would have to wear long sleeves for work, I thought
in exasperation. There was no way anyone there could know about what my wife
was subjecting me to. What would they think of me? Malcolm, the timid, cowardly
husband who let his wife feminize him and boss him around? No thanks. A long
shift with full sleeves in a hot warehouse where I’ll be constantly on my toes
would be punishment enough.


***


I don’t think I learned much for those first two or so
weeks except that body hair removal was a tedious and ridiculously frustrating
process. My body hair seemed to spring out of nowhere, wiry and uneven and
awful looking, and I had a terrible time keeping up. 


Seeing my bare, hairless body in front of the mirror
for the first time was also a very strange experience. I felt like I was an
alien inhabiting another person’s body. My skin all over was soft and as
silky-smooth as a baby’s bottom, and there seemed to be a glow to my complexion.
This wasn’t me, I kept telling myself. I certainly didn’t feel like Malcolm. 


After a while, though, not only did I start to get
used to my hair removing rituals each morning and the unusual sensations of
having smoother arms, legs, and naked armpits, I began to actually sort of like
it. 


More guys needed to do this, I decided. Why shouldn’t
men remove all their body hair? I was sweating less, I had less BO, and even
sleep came to me easier, maybe because I felt fresher and cleaner after my
showers.  


Lucy came into my room and inspected my body almost
every night for the month-long stint. And even though she said I was doing a
fine job keeping up with my new grooming routine, I was still not allowed to
sleep with her. Little did she know I was secretly masturbating every night.
I’d grown to love my hairless cock, which was now much more sensitive and even
appeared more impressive now that a precious inch or so wasn’t hidden under a
thick forest of pubes.


The second phase of my training began on a humid Thursday
night. At that point, enough time had gone by that my life had regained some
semblance of normalcy and I’d actually forgotten that I had two whole phases of
training left. I’d just had my nightly shower, shaved my anus, and was looking
forward to a porn session with just me and my cock when Lucy entered
unannounced carrying a smaller basket.


Then she told me it was time to learn how to embrace
my ‘natural pussy’. 


I stared up at her, still stretched out in bed. “Tell
me more,” I said.
















 


CHAPTER
3


 


Lucy laughed. Or
was she smirking? I couldn’t tell.


“You have a lot to learn, Malcolm,” she said.


There was a weird glee in her eyes as she explained
that most men didn’t realize they all had a natural, womanly pussy and they
didn’t even need to rely on their cock for their sexual needs. In fact, the
penis was a physical and biological distraction and the root cause of
dysfunction in most marriages.


“Once you begin to appreciate your natural pussy,”
Lucy said coolly. “You’ll begin to respect women’s pussies more too. Including
mine. And the less you rely on your dick, the less tempted you'll be to stray
away and destroy the sanctity of our marriage.”


I watched as she took out a collection of stainless
steel butt plugs, all embedded with a shiny purple diamond at their bases. I
felt my ass pucker up tight even at the sight of them. She also brought out a
pink contraption, and all of a sudden the guest room started to spin and my
armpits were damp with nervous sweat. 


Lucy held out the tiny, almost miniscule, pink device
between two fingers and giggled. “This should definitely fit you!”


“Uh...what’s that supposed to do?” I stammered.


“Oh, you’ll see, my sweet Malcolm,” she said. “It’s
perfect for your training! It’s meant to help you mentally focus and meditate
on the pleasures of your own pussy, instead of that ugly dick getting in our
way. Trust me, you’ll thank me later.”


I gritted my teeth as she circled the plastic ring
around my base and compressed my cock tightly to slip the cage in and lock it in
place. It wasn’t heavy, but it was tight and weighed on my mind like a granite
rock. That plastic shell was holding my cock prisoner, and my balls bulged out
underneath it like two enormous balloons. I hated admitting this to myself—but
Lucy was right. This little pink thing which I was sure at first glance would
be way too tight for me actually did fit around my puny little penis. All the
pride I’d felt earlier about my size disintegrated in the space of about two
seconds. 


I swallowed as Lucy lodged the key to the cage in her
bra.


I couldn’t believe my wife was doing this. She was
taking my manhood away from me, and I was embarrassed and furious at myself.
All this because I’d been careless and stupid to leave behind evidence of my
affairs for my wife to find. 


I’d been so stupid that I deserved this.


I deserved to be made to feel like I was less than a
man. 


“How long am I going to stay in this?” I asked.


“Questions, questions, so many questions…” Lucy said,
shrugging. “Let’s not worry about questions now, Malcolm. Be a good girl and
bend over for me.”


I turned around and perked up my backside for my wife,
my heart beating like a jackhammer. I forced myself to focus on the heat of my
breath collecting and expanding within a small pocket of fabric of my pillowcase.
Lucy slapped my ass cheeks as if she was warming them up.


“Spread them open for me, sweetie,” she said. 


I took a deep breath and swung my arms back, clasping
my hairless cheeks and carefully spreading them apart. I hoped she wouldn’t
spot a rogue ass hair in it. Cool air touched my ass crack, and my fingertips
quivered. No one had ever been even remotely interested in my ass before, and
now to have my wife examining it, inspecting it, and about to fucking penetrate
it had me feeling muzzy and light-headed.


“Oooh, you have a pretty pussy, Malcolm!” she said.
“So pink and tight. Mmm...I can’t wait to pop your cherry tonight.”


She squirted a dollop of lube straight onto my crack,
marinating my sensitive lining with it. I shivered. I was pretty sure I had
goosebumps down there.


And then the tip of a finger slid in. 


“How does that feel, Malcolm?”


“It’s tight, baby,” I said truthfully.


“Very nice,” she said, as if that was exactly what she
wanted to hear.


The squelching sounds of wet fingers breaching my
taut, previously never-been-touched hole filled the room. I struggled to keep
my ass cheeks open for my wife as she violated me. Even her long, slender
fingers were too big, too fat, as they crammed up my insides, frighteningly
full and ferociously determined to excavate the depths of my forbidden chamber.
I was as tight as an eighteen-year-old virgin girl, and the thought
unexpectedly aroused me. Small beads of sweat pooled around my temples and
dripped onto the pillows.


“Now take in a deep breath, sweetie, and try your best
to relax,” Lucy said. “Or it’s going to hurt.”


I guessed she was going to try the smallest butt plug
first. That may have been around two or two-and-a-half inches long and maybe
three inches wide. Either way, I was sure it was going to feel at least three
times bigger inside my torturously small passageway. 


I groaned loudly as Lucy thrust the plug in, my
asshole straining to expand and take in the foreign object making it ways
slowly but firmly through the opening.


“Now, I want you to imagine that I’m fucking your
tight little pussy for the first time,” she instructed. “It may be a little
painful at first but it’s supposed to feel good—in fact, the tighter you are,
the better it feels. Remember, a pussy’s supposed to make you wet and horny
while it’s fucked hard and deep. I want you to really meditate on those
sensations, okay?”


I nodded. 


Lucy plunged the entire length of the plug in, the
impact sending ripples of coolness up my spine. There was the tiniest ‘pop’
when my ass sucked it all in, leaving only the diamond on the outside, like a
glinting stamp of approval.


“Unnghhh!” I grunted.


The plug was twisted and cajoled inside my ass for
several minutes and after a while my body heat warmed it enough that it started
to feel pleasant. She fucked me with it eagerly, varying the speed and pressure
until I was finally moaning. When she got tired of the smallest butt plug, she
warmed up the second with lube and went to town with it. My biceps ached and
quaked as I held onto my ass as if my life was on the line. Lucy seemed to be
having a lot of fun playing with my natural pussy and I wondered in sheer
amazement where this wild woman had been hiding all along. Had there been a
trigger? Did my cheating cause this to happen? Or had I never known the real
Lucy?


“Moan for me, slut!” she said. 


Her voice was hoarse now and rising with excitement as
she manipulated the butt plugs in and out of my hole like they were buttons of
some highly complicated amusement park ride. My dominant wife’s training was
unleashing a volcano of emotions within me and the one that was making me
shudder and moan and whimper was the most powerful of them: the humiliation.
After all this ravaged butt fucking there was simply no way I could regress and
become the old Malcolm again, the Malcolm who’d been completely unabashed about
his needs and maybe a touch too secure about his masculinity. That Malcolm was
long, long gone. The man was who now on that bed, enjoying the humiliation
imposed upon him by his wife, wasn’t even a real man. He was a sissy. 


That night, Lucy had succeeded in totally destroying
my ego and my manhood. 


My asshole was now wet. I tried my hardest to get
erect, hoping the chastity cage was just cheap, Chinese plastic and willing it
to burst open. But of course it held on, pushing back on my cock, and that made
me go mad with frustration. 


Lucy’s own moaning was filling the room, and suddenly
her damp thighs were slapping against my ass and I realized she was humping me,
rubbing herself on that diamond base peeking out of the butt plug. I heard
fingers making contact with fluids inside slippery, horny openings and decided
she was fingering herself as well, then using her juices to finger my asshole.
I was so fucking envious of her then—here she was, acting out her dirty
fantasies while I had to marinate in my own shame and humiliation. 


Was I just a toy to her? A sex object?


In a stunning epiphany, it dawned on me how she’d so
cleverly reversed our roles.


My humiliation was far from over that night. In that
hot, humid room, she squealed and humped me and made me taste all the plugs
that had penetrated me. They smelled of chemicals, sweat, pee, muck, and, yes,
ass. I was hornier than ever sucking on those butt plugs knowing just how dirty
they were. She made me eat the salt-ridden lady juices exiting from her vagina,
and my cock attempted to swell but deflated within its small plastic chamber,
again and again and again. No matter how hard I tried though, I couldn’t get
physically hard. 


An hour might be passed, maybe two, before Lucy was
finally riding over the edge of a powerful orgasm. She shouted at me to turn
around and open my mouth. She took her position on my face, and I could smell
her arousal, raw and pure and maddening.


“Drink it all, you dirty slut!” she screamed.


Her wet thighs shook above me as she violently came.
















 


CHAPTER
4


 


I was a hamster on
a wheel for the rest of my second phase of training. Lucy had ordered me to be
in the chastity cage for thirty days non-stop, with it only being removed once
a week so I could give it a good cleaning while she watched over me like a
hawk. I pinned up a calendar on the wall to count down the days to my freedom,
but the more I tried to distract myself, the more time crawled down to a
torturous pace.


I was lost in a weird, erotic limbo—so fucking horny
but with no way to release all my pent-up sexual energy. Every second of every
day would be spent thinking about sex, romanticizing about what I would do as
soon as Lucy removed the chastity cage. My fantasies became more and more
devilish and taboo. I wanted to become a dumb submissive slave for my wife, who
would feminize me and strip out every remaining ounce of masculinity I had. I
wanted to serve her fully, wear lipstick and stockings, and be used by her. I
wanted my friends to know what a sissy I really was. I woke up during the
nights, sometimes multiple times in a row, having a crazed sex dream and then
being confronted by my awful reality. 


Wasn’t it simple psychology that the more you’re
forbidden to have something, the more you begin to want it? The more you start
to crave it?


Yeah, it was deceptively simple what my wife was doing
to me. And yet I felt the force of it, plus a thousand times over. I couldn’t
have my wife, but all I now wanted was her. I promised myself I would never let
another woman enter my mind ever again. 


In the weeks that followed, I began to become more and
more in tune with my natural pussy. I couldn’t masturbate my normal way, after
all, but I was free to use my new set of butt plugs. I used my fingers and
those plugs almost every day. Lucy knew this and she seemed pleased with it,
and one day she brought me a pair of panties and a small, translucent dildo to
help me embrace my pussy even more. 


“Mandy, we’ve almost coming towards the end of your
second phase of training,” she said. “So consider these a small reward for
being a really good girl. They’ll help you discover the hidden pleasures of
your cunt even more!”


“Thank you, baby!” I said graciously, clutching on to
my new possessions. 


I was actually pretty excited to experiment with them.
I loved the fact that she was taking so much pleasure in calling me ‘Mandy’,
feminizing me, and maybe even more pleasure in humiliating me. 


Soon, just like Lucy had hinted, my experiments hinted
at a world of pleasure I’d never known. I’d lower those sweet-smelling panties
down my smooth butt and fuck my cunt every night with the dildo and it would
actually drive me wild. Sometimes, I’d masturbate in front of Lucy, who seemed
overjoyed I’d finally found my g-spot. I never came, however, even though I was
frantically hoping for a release. My libido at this point was reaching the
levels of outer space, but still there was nothing I could do to satisfy my
thirst. 


“Please, baby, please. I need to cum so bad…” I would
just whimper over and over again. 


And she would just smirk or laugh or giggle cruelly at
my desperation.


A few times, though, she would exploit my horniness
and allow me to worship her. She still wouldn’t have sex with me, but she’d
order me to smell her, kiss her feet, and lick her pussy until she climaxed.
These sessions were nothing but self-destructive because I’d come away from
them giddy with lust and hornier than I’d started. I’d beg Lucy to have sex
with me, to let me have the privilege of fucking a goddess.


But the answer would always be ‘no’.


And then, one day, Lucy came in unannounced into the
room, carrying a pink gift bag and a mystery Amazon box. 


“Mandy, I have some good news!” she chirped. I noticed
she was wearing makeup and her shades were perched on top her hair, as if she’d
been out shopping. “The second phase of your training is officially over.”


I almost jumped out of the bed then and there.


“You’re unlocking me?” I was full of adrenaline now,
but part of me didn’t want to get my hopes up. 


Lucy smiled. “Easy there, tiger. I am. But not right
now, so you need to be patient. You still have another big lesson to learn. The
really good news is that your third phase is relatively short, not more
than a night. But it’s also the hardest lesson, so you’ll have to be on your
toes and get yourself up to speed very quickly.”


She dumped the contents of the bag and Amazon box on
the bed, and so much stuff fell out that I didn’t even know what to look at
first.


There was a glittery black lingerie set with a lacy
see-through bra in the shape of tear drops, high-waisted panties, and thigh
high stockings that shone like a star-studded night sky. It looked expensive.
There were various women’s accessories—a perfume set, a makeup palette, a
collection of lipsticks, a trio of nail polish bottles, and a long,
blonde-haired wig that was wrapped in thick plastic packaging. There was also a
black leather blindfold and a big hardcover book. I squinted to read the title:
The Womanly Art Of Dress-Up And Seduction. 


“So, I’m only graduating you to the third phase
because I’m confident that my Mandy is ready,” Lucy said. “It’ll take place
tomorrow night in our bedroom. I’ll be teaching you the ultimate expression of
femininity: having sex as a girl is the best way to find out what it actually
means to be one.” She looked down at me knowingly. “Mandy, I’m not going
to be doing any hand-holding this time around. You’ll need to apply everything
you’ve learned so far and put them in practice.”


I placed the hardcover book on my lap and began to
leaf through it. It was filled with tiny text and a ton of black-and-white
illustrations.


“I see you have the right idea,” Lucy said, and she
seemed pleased. “Everything you need to know is in that book. But you have less
than twelve hours, so if I were you I’d get started right away. Remember, I
need to be completely satisfied you’ve passed my training or this whole thing
would’ve sadly been a waste of your time.”


I swallowed, my mind flashing back to that tired,
anxious night my wife had threatened to kick me out.


There was no way that was going to happen again. 


“I’ll make you proud, baby,” I said, and I meant it.


Lucy stroked the side of my cheeks lovingly. “I know
you will, sweetie. Now, I want you to come to our bedroom tomorrow night at
eight. You’ll need to have a nice long shower and get ready like a proper woman
getting ready for a date—so shower, shave, douche, moisturize, do your nails, and
get dressed. Lastly, when you come into our room, I want you to lay down in our
bed in a seductive pose and put your blindfold on and wait for me. Understood?”


I nodded.


The promise of sex and freedom, of getting released
from the prison cell clutching onto my manhood had me giddy with excitement.
Thirty long days were finally over, and I could almost see the light at the end
of the tunnel. I just had to get through one more night and then all this drama
would be over. I’d be a changed man, happily married to a very happy wife.


I could hardly wait.
















 


CHAPTER
5


 


Now that I was in
a time crunch, the minutes were passing by inexplicably quickly. The moment
Lucy left, I rustled through the things she’d got me, opening up any packaging
and studying the feel and look of these overly feminine things that were just
so unfamiliar to me. I tried my best to guess what some of the more elusive
items were—was that eyeshadow or cheek tints? Which one was foundation? What
was that black goo in the small tube? Then I poured through the guidebook I was
gifted, taking a pen and underlining whatever seemed relevant. 


I didn’t sleep a wink that night. I was hell-bent on exceeding my wife’s
expectations. I needed to be a good girl for her, but more than that, I was so
sexually frustrated that I knew that one tiny mistake could send me ten steps
backwards in Lucy’s eyes. There was simply no room for error.


 The following evening, I called my boss an hour before I had to be at
the warehouse and left a voicemail saying that I was coming down with the flu.
I knew he was going to be pissed off but I could deal with that later—I had
bigger problems to tackle now. As every hour passed and the clock in our guest
room inched closer and closer to eight, I was breathless with nerves and filled
with hope and anticipation. Lucy was nowhere to be seen but I knew she was
counting down the minutes herself to see if I could actually pull this off.  


I had a hot shower and douched my pussy in there, making sure I was
completely fresh and clean and that my skin was hairless and exfoliated. Once I
was done, I dried myself with a towel, slathered on some lotion, and got
dressed. I’d never worn anything more than panties before and there were
butterflies in my stomach as I got dressed in sexy lingerie for the first time.
The bra was snug and soft, but best of all, the tear-drop shaped cut-outs and
the strategically placed lace made me look like I had real tits! Small tits,
but they were there! I slipped on the high-waisted panties next, followed by
the matching stockings and heels. As I strutted from one corner of the guest
room to the other, I felt hot and sexy, and yes, very, very slutty.


Next, I gathered my wig and makeup supplies and headed to the bathroom. I
propped the hardcover against the mirror and followed the illustrations that
detailed how to put on a wig, apply foundation, eyeshadow, mascara (that turned
out to be the black goo) and then powder my face to set everything in place. I
carefully mixed two shades of lipstick to make a nice dark plum shade and
dabbed it on using my fingertips. Finally, I slowly brushed out the wig and
brought out the curls around and onto my shoulders, then finished off with a
spray of perfume on my neck and the inside of my wrists.


“Oh god…” I gasped when I saw myself in the full-length mirror behind the
bathroom door.


‘Mandy’ was staring back at me. She was tall, a sexy brunette with the
kind of body that could make any man salivate. The panties did a great job at
giving her an alluring waist to hip ratio, and the shiny fabric did well at
camouflaging the bulge of her chastity cage. 


She was ready to be fucked.


I slowly opened the door and headed out to our entryway, then walked up
the stairs. I was becoming even more aware of the plastic cage around my cock
now that I was ready and beginning to get horny again. I tried to forget about
my chastity device, scared I would spiral into a loop of frustration and
impatience before my sexy night even started. 


On the landing, I could hear footsteps in the living room, and finally
Lucy’s voice drifting out of it, melodious and lively. She was giggling in a
strange way, the way she would whenever she talked to that mysterious caller. I
wanted to head downstairs again to see what she was up to, but I was nervous
about doing anything to rile her up, and besides, I didn’t want her to see me
all made up yet.


I decided to push those suspicions out of my mind and went straight to
our bedroom. There were only minutes left to eight o'clock and I had no time
left to be dragging my feet and hypothesizing about stuff that didn’t matter.


The room was quiet. The bed was made with satin sheets and pillows, and
candles were burning at our windowsill. I settled into my seductive pose—heels
on the bed, legs bent and spread wide open so she could get a good look at my
cunt, and my arms stretched out to make my body look leaner. Then I popped my
blindfold on. 


All was dark as I waited for Lucy to come upstairs and see me. 


Several long minutes later, which I spent trying to steady my breathing,
I heard the thudding of footsteps on the stairs. My body was frozen in position
now, my chest a ball of nerves and my heart beating hard.


Something was very wrong. There was giggling, but there seemed to be two
voices, not one. 


My wife had someone else coming up to see me too.


“You can remove the blindfold now, Mandy!” 


Lucy’s voice made me go very cold, and with trembling fingers I slipped
the blindfold off.
















CHAPTER
6


 


There, standing in
the doorway next to my wife, was a woman I knew very well.


“Bel?” I whispered.


“Hey, Malcolm.” Belinda sauntered into the room with
confidence. “Or should I say Mandy? I’m surprised you can still remember my
name with that pea brain of yours! You seem to have had so many lapses in your
memory—or at least, did you forget to tell me you were married when you fucked
me?”


“I—I—” I stammered. “What are you doing here?”


My brain felt like it was about to explode. For one, I
was so fucking embarrassed. I couldn’t believe sexy Bel from work was here,
seeing me dressed like a slutty sissy pornstar, in heels, stockings, and a wig!
What would she think of me? And for another, both Lucy and Bel were nearly
naked, decked out in just bras and panties, and…it scared me. Being in the same
room as two beautiful ladies after being denied the pleasure of sex for so long
was a terrifying sight, especially when one’s your wife and the other’s your
mistress…


“Bel and I have been talking for the longest time,
sweetie,” Lucy said brightly. “I’m just so glad I was able to hunt her down and
get in touch with her. She was more than happy to pitch in for your training.
After all, we both really want to give you the real feminine
experience.” 


Bel came over to the bed where I was still completely
frozen. She traced a manicured finger seductively down my body, starting from
my forehead, down the middle of my bra, and onto my waist. It rested on my
panties. I was praying that she wouldn’t get to witness me in my tiny chastity
cage. 


Luck wasn’t on my side, however. 


“Ooh, what do we have here!” 


My face grew hot as she brought my panties all the way
down, revealing my shameful secret. My small, locked penis. I was humiliated.
She wiped one finger off the slit of the cage and lifted it up for me to see.
It was slimed with precum.


“Someone’s a little excited already!” she said,
holding her finger close to my lips. “Open up!”


I parted my lips and licked my own precum off of her
finger. I gagged. 


“Oh, sweetie, not to worry, some tastes are acquired,”
Lucy said, patting my wig. “But that’s just part of being a woman. You’ll begin
to enjoy the flavors soon enough. Doesn’t eating cum make you feel so dirty?”


I couldn’t respond. My panties were wet again, and I
was desperately trying not to leak all over them. 


Lucy slapped me, hard, across my right cheek. 


“Speak to me, slut!” she said, and her voice was
frighteningly sharp. “You will speak when you are spoken to!”


“I—I’m sorry, Miss…” I whimpered.


The word ‘Miss’ had just popped out of my
mouth. Somehow, I didn’t feel like I deserved to call my wife by her first name
anymore. At least, not out loud. 


Lucy’s lips curled into a satisfied smile. “Good girl.
You can call me Mistress Lucy. And this is Mistress Bel.”


“Understood, Mistress Lucy,” I said. “My precum didn’t
taste the best, but I’m sure I’ll get used to it. Eating it made me feel so
ashamed. But I’m willing to do anything a beautiful woman asks me to do. I’m
just a sissy, after all.”


“You got that right,” Mistress Lucy said, her smile
disturbingly cheerful. “Tonight’s lesson, my darling sissy husband, is on love
and submission. Because if you truly love a woman, you’ll respect her. Obey
her. After today, trust me, you’ll have a newfound respect for your wife.”


Those were the words that made me hate myself. 


Oh, how much I’d hurt her. How could I have done it to
a goddess? A woman who deserved to be worshipped, every single second of every
day, to have her beautiful desires attended to and satisfied to the best of my
abilities? I don’t think there was a punishment on earth that was cruel enough
for me.  


I submitted completely to her at that moment. I was
asked to turn around, on my belly, and place my head on the edge of my bed. My
Mistresses revealed their warm-scented pussies to me, and I had to lick their
swollen clits until they were hot and heavy with lust. They moaned
delightfully, and even though my neck hurt and my tongue muscles wore out
quickly I continued pleasuring them. 


After I serviced them orally, Mistress Lucy walked
towards the dresser and brought out two harnesses. They fastened the harnesses
around their hips, and it was once they spun around to face me again that I
felt my breath get knocked out of me. They were both sporting lifelike cocks.
The cocks protruded out like swords—they were at least ten inches long and had
girths that made me sweat with both shame and fear.


“Now let me teach you, sissy Mandy, how to give a
fantastic blowjob,” Mistress Lucy said. “Did you know the more blowjobs you
give, the bigger your lips get? It’s true!” She laughed. “Don’t you want a
gorgeous, sexy, slutty body, Mandy? With enormous breasts and a blowjob pout?”


“I’d like nothing more than to be a slut who loves
men’s cocks, Mistress Lucy,” I answered.


“Then you better get to work, Mandy,” she said,
thrusting her hips in my direction. “Now pucker up those lips and spit on my
dick!”


 I took a deep breath and spit on that big silicone
mushroom head, and then swallowed as much of the shaft as I could. My gag
reflex was acting up but I forced my jaw to stay put. If I was going to be a
good sissy slut I had to master the control of my throat and mouth.


Under Mistress Lucy’s guidance, I wound up giving her
an amazing blowjob. I had to visualize that it was a real, breathing cock and
that my only mission in life was to make it cum. I varied my rhythm while she
moaned and growled and tugged hard at my wig. It took me several moments of
hearing her out-of-control moans to realize she was wearing a double-ended
dildo and that my pumping was making her actually wet. Drool spilled through my
mouth and down her penis, but I couldn’t swallow. Feeling gross and dirty was a
good sign, apparently, and god did I love it. 


“Mistress Lucy…” I began timidly once I’d serviced
her. “Don’t you think it’s a good time to unlock me?”


“Not yet, sissy Mandy, not yet...” she purred. “Now
get down on your elbows and turn around, sweetie, so I can access your
backside.”


My cock was strained and uncomfortable inside its
tight cage as I got into position and pull down my panties, but I didn’t want
to seem ungrateful so I let it go. I couldn’t wait to make love to my wife
again, but for now I was about to be exploited for her pleasure. I was going to
be stretched, used, and destroyed by two sexy Mistresses and their humongous
cocks. I was nothing more than a sex object, maybe nothing more than a hole.


I uttered a gasp as a big, hard fist breached my asshole.
That couldn’t have been the strap-on dildo, could it?


“Oooooh….oooohhhh!” I moaned. 


But it was! This was nothing compared to the small
dildo and butt plugs I’d experimented with before, and I’d severely
underestimated that first impact. I grunted and whimpered as the entire head
made its way up my ass and then each inch of its shaft shimmied inside. Tears
flowed down my face, and the strain against my cage was becoming unbearable.
But the pain and the humiliation was so powerful it was making me want to cum.
I wanted to blow the biggest load of my life—I felt like I was filled with cum
from head to toe and it was about to erupt like a volcano any moment now.


“Oh, Mistresses, please, please, I need to cum so
bad!” I begged. “Please make me cum! I’ll do anything!”


“Shut up and suck my dick, sissy slut!” 


Before I knew it, Mistress Bel came around the side of
the bed and yanked on my hair, pushing my head towards her cock. I began to
suck. It was like a natural, inborn reaction I had—to start sucking as soon as
the tip of a penis brushed my lips. All I could do was make gurgling sounds as
she fucked my mouth violently. 


I was being pounded in both holes now and the dildo up
my ass was aggressively massaging my prostate. Little flutters of pleasure were
building upon themselves and I was leaking again. I was then turned over again,
onto my back, while my wife began to fuck me missionary style and Mistress Bel
leapt onto the bed and buried her cock in my mouth once more. 


I closed my eyes and fully gave in to the many
sensations attacking my body at once. My core was vibrating in a weird way and
my entire body was alive with excitement, driven wild by all the stimulation.
As Mistress Lucy thrust her hips again and again into me, shrieking with a
feverish kind of energy, I knew she was about to orgasm. The same thing was
happening to Mistress Bel—my throat was raw with her fucking me, and I could
smell the musk of her warm, wet cunt.


In a daze, it dawned on me at that moment that my wife
had been smarter than she’d let on, and everything leading up to this second
had been very carefully planned and calculated. I was about to learn a very
hard lesson.


All of a sudden, my insides contracted. It began as
the tiniest ripple that set off a domino effect in the muscles of my groin,
then it became so intense that I let my legs, which had been spread out like
two wings high up in the air, fall back onto the mattress. The contractions
came together to create this huge wave of ecstasy, and my muscles started to
quiver uncontrollably. I lurched to one side, then the other, unable to collect
my breath, as the pressure eclipsed down my body and I ejaculated while still
inside my chastity cage. I think I shot out buckets of cum onto myself, and all
I could do was watch as the pale white ropes kept on ejecting out of that tiny
little slit.  


Even once I’d orgasmed, my Mistresses went right on
fucking me, using my holes until they both climaxed. It was only once they’d
both satisfied themselves that they slowly retreated and unbuckled their
strap-ons.


“Congratulations, Mandy, you learned how to orgasm
like a real woman!” Mistress Lucy said, and even Mistress Bel clapped. “Now
that I know you can cum without needing to be released from your chastity cage,
I think it wouldn’t hurt to keep you in there for a while longer, wouldn’t you
agree?”


***


Needless to say, since that night, I'm a changed man.


I’d seen the truth that day and no one can convince me
otherwise. How women are all-powerful goddesses. How men, the inferior sex, are
born to serve them. How servicing a woman is the most gratifying reward you
could ever bless a man with. I also believe that all men have natural pussies
that allow them to have amazing, full body orgasms just like women—although
many, many men aren’t lucky enough to undergo the kind of training to discover
this hidden world of pleasure like I did. 


Thanks to my ex-wife Lucy, I’ve also discovered what
kind of a man I really am. I’m a sissy who has this intense submissive desire
to wear feminine things and put on heels and makeup and fall under the spell of
a beautiful dominating woman. I thrive off of being disciplined and controlled
and denied of things I don't deserve. After my intensive training, Lucy and I
embarked on a greatly fulfilling femdom marriage. For me, it was like I was
reliving the honeymoon period of our relationship all over again.


So you might be wondering if things turned out the way
they did, why did we get a divorce? 


Well, the answer to that is tough but it must be said.


When I ended up worshipping my wife and giving her
what she truly deserved, she began to see the real value in herself and how
much better she could do. Not just in terms of sex and relationships, but in
life in general. I can't really blame her for leaving me. Lucy is now happily
married to a much better man who is much more handsome than me and treats her
like the goddess she really is. He’s a modern-day alpha male working at a top
FinTech firm and they live a very flashy lifestyle.


I sometimes wonder if she still takes pleasure in
dominating and feminizing her man. If I had to guess? I’d say her husband is a
very, very lucky man...
















 


THE END


 











SECRET SANTA’S SISSY


CHAPTER
1


 


“You’ve got to be kidding me.”


I stared at the red dress that had fallen
into my lap from the open gift box. It was a slinky Mrs. Claus costume of some
kind, with a snowy white trim at the top and the bottom. The top was pretty
much just a ribboned corset, with a tacky, shiny finish. The dress was also strapless.
The whole thing wasn’t much bigger than a large bathroom towel. 


The costume—or whatever the hell it really
was—was extremely sexy. 


Without wasting another second, I balled it
up and thrust it back into the box. 


The box that was supposedly my gift
from Secret Santa. 


I glanced over my shoulders, expecting to
hear a giggle or a snicker or maybe even a chorus of claps. I had to have been
the subject of some weird prank. Why would anyone in their right mind gift me a
Christmas-themed towel-dress?


I waited a little more, plastering a macho
frown on my face like the prank didn’t throw me off guard even one bit.
Everyone at the office was still away for lunch, while I’d come back to my desk
early to work on my Excel sheet. That was when I’d spotted the box on my chair,
wrapped up in a pretty bow with ‘Christopher’ written on top in cursive
letters. 


So of course I’d gone ahead and opened it
up, only to be greeted by that abominable dress.


I strained my ears, hoping I could catch
the pranksters whispering to each other or maybe the furtive click of a cell
phone camera. That was the thing about being the only guy in an office full of
women. You had to be on your guard at all times. 


I worked at DreamTek, an EdTech company
specializing in learning management systems. We were a subsidiary of a larger
parent company, and our team mostly consisted of a small sales force. And yes,
my coworkers were all women, mostly college grads who were snapped up by
our CEO right after they’d finished degrees in education or psychology. I’d
been caught by the same net, because I’d been dumb enough to major in both psychology
and education. Presumably he thought that provided some kind of value. 


My boss, DreamTek’s CEO, Oliver Holden,
always insisted that he hired grads from those fields because they were the
most ‘moldable’. But I think his real motives were kept well hidden.
Because no matter how you sliced it, attractive young women were great for
sales. Always. 


I sighed with the gift box still open in
front of me. None of my coworkers had popped out of the shadows or shouted
‘surprise!’.


The coast was clear. For now. 


I cast one last lingering glance at the
box. Beneath the dress was a hodgepodge of other objects. I could see a Santa’s
hat…a pair of red heels…a rolled up pair of stockings…a sparkly pink
bag…another black bag holding even more secrets.


Without thinking, I ran a finger through
the red dress sitting at the top of the box. So soft. Like snow. Before I knew
it, my hand had landed on the black bag. I drew it open. It was a tiny
strapless bra and a pair of red lacy panties. 


Wait…maybe this wasn’t a prank.


There had to be some kind of mix-up. 


Should I just not say anything?


I sighed. No. If I’d somehow gotten someone
else’s gift, that person must’ve gotten mine. The whole thing would come to
light sooner or later.


I had to do the right thing and hand this
back.


On my way to HR, someone sprang up from
behind me and almost made me drop the box and all its contents on the floor. It
was Vanessa. Dreamtek’s top salesperson for the second year in a row. She’d
been wearing Christmas themes all month. Today she was wearing a tight green
sweater and an equally tight pencil skirt. Her hair was wound around her head
with a braided headband.


Damn. Cute. 


“What’s that?” she asked, pointing to the
box. 


“My Secret Santa’s gift, apparently,” I
said. 


“Huh? You got yours early?” she asked.
“What did you get?” 


She was right. We weren't supposed to get
it until the night of the Christmas party, which was a couple days away. 


“It’s not mine,” I said, reddening already.
“There’s been a mix-up. I’m just going to hand this over to HR.” 


No way was I going to tell her what was
actually in there. 


“I’ll come with you,” she said. 


Weird, I
thought. Vanessa normally ignored me—right along with the rest of the hot girls
in the office. It was strange for her to be tagging along with me.


“Aren’t you busy?” I asked.


“Nah. My client cancelled today’s meeting!
I’m free all afternoon.”


Begrudgingly, I let her follow me to HR’s
desk. In any other circumstance, I would’ve loved for her to make an effort to
hang out with me. But now she was going to find out that somehow, I’d received
a sexy dress as a Christmas gift.


Embarrassing. 


***


DreamTek’s ‘HR’ was actually just one
person. Eva Maywoods. A real stickler for rules, Eva carried the same toxicity
of an entire HR team on her deceptively petite shoulders. 


She was also hot. And when I say hot, I
mean hoooot. 


Eva was at her desk tapping away on her
keyboard when Vanessa and I arrived. As usual—she never took lunch breaks. The
ribbed sweater she had on was practically a crop top, exposing a stream of irresistibly
smooth midriff. Her gigantic heels smacked against the footrest as she
absent-mindedly swayed her legs back and forth. 


“Yes?” she said when I nervously tapped her
on the shoulder. 


“I want to hand this back.” I held up the
unwrapped box in front of her. 


“Why?”


When I explained there might have been a
mix-up in the Secret Santa gift exchange, her blue eyes narrowed at me
suspiciously. I always had the feeling she secretly hated me for some
reason. 


“How do you know there was a mix-up?” she
demanded. “It’s got your name on it.”


Both girls now turned to look at me
questioningly. Even Eva’s big breasts seemed to be glaring at me with only
about a quarter of them hidden underneath the V-neck of her top.


Was she even wearing a bra…?


“Why would someone give me a dress? And lingerie?”
I blurted out, forcing myself to avert my eyes from Eva’s chest. “And aren’t we
supposed to be exchanging our gifts at the holiday party?”


“Well, do you have a kink you’re not
telling us?” Vanessa asked.


There was a small smile playing on her
lips. I could’ve sworn she winked. 


“Um, no.” I blushed and turned to Eva,
offering her the box once more. “I’m sure it’s a mistake, though. I just want
you to hand it back to whoever got my name.”


Eva didn’t budge. “Sorry, but we don’t know
who got what,” she said. “That’s kind of the point, isn’t it? If it’s got your
name, then it was meant for you.” She shrugged like it was none of her
business. 


“Maybe you can gift it forward. To your
girlfriend or something,” Vanessa teased. 


I didn’t have one, and I was pretty sure
Vanessa knew that. 


“Wanna show us?” she continued, her eyes
now glued to the box in my arms. “Now I’m intrigued.”


I stared at her, and her eyes were
twinkling with curiosity. I knew there was no way out of the situation
now. 


My fingers trembled slightly as I brought
out the red dress. The shame of having two hotties know that someone had
intended for me to wear that bubbled through me. By the look on
Vanessa’s and Eva’s eyes, I knew they were both picturing me in the dress,
along with the Santa’s hat and stockings. 


“Oh man, what’s in the black bag?” Vanessa
asked, her fingers already clawing their way through the box. 


But Eva had spotted the bra and panties
before her. She pounced on them immediately. 


But this time, I’d noticed something else.
A flash of white as Eva grabbed the lingerie bag, which slipped out and fell to
the floor. 


“Oooh! That’s hot!” she squealed.


“Then it couldn’t have been for me, could
it?” I said. 


I furtively glanced at the floor and realized
it was a neatly folded-up note, the ink of the writing still visible on the
other side. 


Heart pounding, I grabbed the note and
slipped it in my back pocket before anyone else could see.
















CHAPTER
2


 


Dear Christopher,


If you’re reading this, you’ve probably
wondering if this is a mistake or misunderstanding. Let me be clear. It’s not.
Everything in that box is for you. There’s a cute red dress, complete with
candy cane stockings and a Santa hat, shoes, a bra, underwear, a wig, and a bag
of makeup. 


I’m not asking for much. Wear everything
in that box and meet me in the second storage room—the one on the second floor,
NOT the one in the basement—at eight sharp on the 23rd, the day of our
Christmas party. 


I’ll see you then, sexy. 


Yours truly, 


Santa xoxo


 


I rolled over on my bed and looked at the
note again. I’d probably read it a thousand times since I’d read it for the
first time the day before. The message was written in blue ink on scented paper
and featured neat cursive letters. Wafts of lavender oil hit my nose whenever I
turned the piece of paper around to study it, even holding it under the lights
in case I’d missed some kind of cryptic hint the writer had placed in there.


It had to be a prank, but the whole thing
was so odd. Someone wanted to make me the butt of a big joke. Why else would
they send me a girly dress? And it wasn’t just girly, and it wasn’t just a dress,
it was a whole intricate head-to-toe makeover. With a wig!


So with my name on the box and the note, it
was obviously a prank. But why me? Of course, the answer came to me
easily. I was an easy target. The weird, shy loner boy in the office. The odd
one out. They’d obviously thought I wasn’t smart enough to see right through
their little plan. Or maybe they thought I was desperate enough to get laid
that I’d do whatever they asked, even turn myself into a woman. Ha. Fat chance!


But then there was the more pressing
question. Who?


It had to, of course, be someone from my
office. A girl. 


Unless it was…my boss?


My stomach coiled in disgust at the
thought. Oliver? No. He’d always respectfully bowed out of the gift
exchange because he believed subordinates should never be in a position to gift
their superiors. And besides, judging by the neat floral handwriting, it was
definitely a girl. 


I looked at the dress again, which was
spread out at the edge of my bed. I’d stuffed the gift box under the bed since
I’d had no choice but to bring everything home. I snatched up the dress and let
it fall across my knees. It wasn’t everyday that I had a feel of women’s
clothing. 


I felt my cock stiffen.


Someone—a girl—wanted me to wear a dress
and transform myself into a woman. My cock rose up some more. I wasn’t sure
why, but the thought of a girl wanting that out of me was kind of hot.


What the fuck. I was a GUY. I was as
straight as a BEAN POLE. 


Why the fuck would I make myself wear a
dress?


There was no way it was going to happen.


Maybe I had to accept I’d never find out
who my Secret Santa was, because I wasn’t about to entertain her stupid
prank. 


***


I should’ve known, though. 


As with most shitholes, you don’t get to
know how deep it really goes until you actually fall into one. I had no clue
how deep my shithole went until I headed to work the next morning. 


“Someone’s left you a letter.” Crystal was pointing to an envelope
resting on my desk. 


“Huh? A letter?” I flopped down on my chair
and booted up my computer, hoping Crystal would go back to her own work. 


Not that she actually worked.
Crystal Holden was our boss’s twenty-year-old daughter and she’s probably never
had a reason to lift a finger her whole life. Chicks like her you had to learn
to tolerate if you worked for a small company, except in my case, it was pretty
easy to work right next to Crystal. You guessed it…she was hot. In fact, she
was looking downright spicy today, with her blonde hair spilling onto her
shoulders in thick, shiny curls and a belt wrapped around that itty bitty waist
of hers. 


There was a hard lump in my throat as I
glanced at the envelope. Written in cursive print was my name. This couldn’t be
good. As soon as Crystal’s head turned back to her screen, I ripped it
open. 


My heart plunged straight to my stomach as
I took in the words:


 


Dear Christopher,


I forgot to put the most important thing
in your box. You’ll find it in the bottom-most drawer in your desk. Snap a pic
of yourself from the waist-down after you’ve used it, with the panties on, plus
a selfie of your freshly shaved armpits. Email the photos to mysmexysanta001@gmail.com not later than 6.00 pm TODAY. So I know you got this message. Yes,
I’ll be checking. 


Oh, and in case you’ve been having any
silly ideas, you’ll find attached a few pictures from my end too. I think
you’re smart enough to know what’s going to happen if you don’t comply…


Bye for now, sexy!


Yours truly, 


Santa xoxo


 


I checked the bottom most drawer and saw
the packaging of a brand-new razor. It was pink. I rolled my eyes. Then I
dusted the envelope open to see the pictures she’d sent me. I was curious,
although I had a bad feeling they weren’t exactly the kind of pics I would want
to see…


 The pictures scattered out—way too
many than I’d anticipated. Maybe around twenty of them, all small, printed
polaroid-style for a retro look.


Each of them featured…me. Several different
angles of me, all stills from office security cameras, with my pants and boxers
down, cock out, porn on my screen, as I engaged in the intimate act of jerking
myself off.


No. It
couldn’t be. 


“What’s this?” Crystal was reaching for the
pile of pictures on the floor that had blown her way. 


“STOP!” I screamed and threw myself to the
ground, snatching the pictures from her before she could see me at my absolute
worst.


“Chill, dude,” Crystal snapped, fixing her
hair. “What’s gotten into you?”


“Sorry,” I mumbled, collecting all the
pictures into one heap and thrusting them inside the envelope. “Hey, did you
happen to see who left this here for me?”


She shrugged. “It was already here before I
came in.”


“Oh man,” I muttered. 


“Is something wrong, mister?” Crystal
asked.


I couldn’t even answer her. Everything was
flooding back to me. It was almost exactly one year ago. It was snowing that
morning, and everyone else had been  sensible enough to check their Slack
messages from home and see Oliver’s request for us not to come in. By
the time I’d made it to work, it had just been me and our front desk lady,
Linda. The snow began to pile up and neither of us could leave for a while.
Linda was complaining she wasn’t feeling too well so she headed to the break
room to take a nap. 


I was suddenly left alone, surrounded by
all these hot girl things. Their cute little hand sprays and perfumes and
pencil holders, their neat binders tucked into desk shelves, their warm, sat-in
chairs and I went crazy. 


Look, I knew about the cameras. But I was horny.
To the point where I was feeling reckless. And with Linda snoozing in another
room, I thought I had my chance. I pulled down my pants and boxers, muted up my
screen, loaded some porn and went to town. It was a quick nut but it had been
glorious. 


But here’s the thing. Right before I shot
my load, I had the genius idea of doing it in one of the girls’ chairs. Yes, I
know. Disgusting. It was a mistake. I quickly decided on Crystal’s chair…and I
did the deed, regretting it almost immediately afterward but not being able to
do anything other than clean it up with a wet wipe and hope it didn’t leave
back a stain.


I didn’t even think that my error of
judgement would come back to haunt me one year later. 


A cold chill snaked down my spine as I
realized this wasn’t a prank at all. It wasn’t just someone doing it for shits
and giggles. This person, this woman had an ulterior motive and was
filled with spite. 


This was blackmail.


I stood up and glanced around me, trying to
hold my chin up but my bones were quivering inside me. I couldn’t even breathe
as I took in each person now working away in our open-plan office. There was
Vanessa, looking great as always. She was friendly enough, but we didn’t really
talk, and I couldn’t imagine her doing something like this. There was Crystal.
She was a mean girl, and I was actually her Secret Santa and had bought
her a cute pair of earrings the other week. Did she think she could mess around
with me just because…she could? There was Joanna, a prissy girl with spectacles
who was perpetually trying to win the top salesperson award. And at the end of
the room was Eva, who pretty much had a bone to pick with everyone, and
Samantha, a single mom who was just nice through and through. 


There was a lump in my throat as I realized
it could really be any of them. 


I could report the blackmail attempt
to HR. But then there was no way I wouldn’t be fired.


I tried to think. The blackmailer hadn’t
been smart about one small  thing. My heart thudded as I realized I
could fight fire with fire. Linda, our front desk lady, also doubled as
security and she had access to the feeds. Heck, maybe my Santa was Linda
herself. 


Unless my blackmailer had covered herself
with an invisibility cloak, she had to be caught on camera delivering my
gifts. 


I just had to look at the footage. 
















 


CHAPTER
3


 


Linda was seated at the front desk, talking
to someone on her cell phone. She was a beefy woman with a round face and stony
eyes. Linda was pretty nice to our guests and clients, but for some reason
she’s always been more than a little unfriendly towards me. 


“Hey Linda,” I said a little mischievously.
“You’re looking nice today.”


Linda swiveled towards me verrryyy slowly,
like she couldn't quite believe what she heard. The blue-and-red beads in her
hair clinked as she cocked her head.


“Come again?”


Fuck. Flattery
clearly didn’t work with her.


“Uhm.” I cleared my throat. “I just had a
question. Who has access to the security footage?” 


She raised one eyebrow. “I do. Look. Do you
or do you not have an actual question or are you here to just waste my time?”


“Yes, I know you do,” I said, flustered. I
always felt like I was hitting myself against a wall everytime I talked to her.
“But is there anyone else who can access it? I need uh…help to find a stolen
item.”


“I can help you find your stolen item. What
was it?”


“Oh, it was my juice. I left it on my desk
last night,” I said. “I left another one the day before. Both times they’d vanished
the next day. I mean, I’m kind of going crazy because I really like my juice,
you know?”


Linda frowned. “So you think it was 
one of the girls?” 


I nodded.


“One of them swiped your juice?”


I nodded again. 


“Alright. Come over here,” she boomed.


I was sweating bullets as I stepped behind
her desk and watched her click on the camera feeds. She began swiping at a
scroller at the bottom of the screen, causing the footage to go backwards and
forwards. 


I was going to find out who my blackmailer
was, and the thought actually filled me with dread. What was I even going to do
once I found out? Confront her?


Linda pinpointed the moment I’d entered the
office that day. Then she slowly scrolled back, showing me walking backward out
the front door, and then flipping forward to when Crystal walked in, setting
down her bag and applying lipstick with a hand camera. I squinted. You could
make out the envelope already on my desk. 


“Hmm. Looks like a glitch,” Linda muttered.


My eyes snapped up to the time display at
the top of every camera. My heart raced as she blitzed through the footage once
again. The display skipped from 8.15 am, showing an empty office room, to 8.25
am, with Crystal coming in.  


Ten whole minutes. Scrubbed. 


“Try yesterday’s feed,” I said, my heart
firing up as I stayed glued to the screen. 


But I already knew what I was going to
find. I held my breath but let it out in a defeated sigh as Linda rolled back
through the footage. Again, part of the feed was missing. This time, it was
eight solid minutes, after which the gift box appeared mysteriously on my desk.


“Stupid system,” Linda mumbled. “I keep
telling Oliver we gotta upgrade it. It’s glitching all over the place.”


“Linda, this is serious,” I said. “I think
someone’s hacking into the system!”


“Nah,” Linda said. “This thing’s been
glitching since early this year. ”


“You don’t think it’s weird that the only
two spots that were wiped out were when someone took my  juice?”


“Well, we didn’t check the entire footage
did we?” Linda said, like I was an idiot. “Sometimes we get hours missing, or a
whole camera feed zaps out of existence. I’m positive it’s a wiring issue.”


“Could I check with the software and
see if I could recover the footage?” I asked, already feeling helpless. 


“No,” she said flatly. She was already
punching in a number into her phone. “Now stop wasting my time when I have real
work to do.”


My throat went dry. 


I was now eighty percent sure it wasn’t her,
but I also didn’t get any closer to identifying my blackmailer even though I’d
been so fucking close. 


Now I had no choice but to basically bow
down to her demands. She wanted me to shave and dress in sexy female clothing
and do god knows what else. I either had to do it or kiss my job goodbye, and
maybe even my career if word got out that I masturbated and came on coworkers’
chairs. Who’d want to hire someone like that?


I was trapped. 


No way out of the shithole I’d found myself
buried in. 


Unless, like I said…I did what my
blackmailer wanted me to do.

















CHAPTER
4


 


The puke-pink razor hovered an inch from my
leg as I tried to force my fingers to stop trembling.  I couldn’t believe
I was just about to shave my whole body to save my job. I wanted to scream. I
wanted to throw the damn razor away, hold my hands up, and let the blackmailer
know she fucking won.


But there was no time for wishful thinking
just now. The clock was ticking, and it was becoming dangerously close to the
deadline I’d been given. I’d sped home straight after work, and even then with
the traffic it had taken over thirty-five minutes to reach my apartment. And
with only ten minutes left until six, there was no time for me to even
think. 


I gazed at the razor again, feeling my
four-hour-old lunch roil in my stomach. I wasn’t much of a hairy guy and what
little hair I had, I was proud of it. With my stick-thin figure and perpetually
baby-ish face, I’d always thought my hair was the only thing keeping me looking
somewhat attractive. Was I really prepared to strip all of it off and
become an uglier version of me?


 Shave. Just do it, Chris. Dammit.


If your job means anything to you.


I softened my skin again with a little soap
and water and brought the razor up the shin. I mopped away the loose hair with
a towel and washed it down with steaming hot water. Seeing the bare strip of
skin made me want to toss the razor in the bin again. 


But I had to keep going.


Once I was done with my legs I felt
strangely relieved. Maybe starting was the hardest part, and maybe I’d just
overreacted about the whole thing. But even if the blackmailer had a warped
sense of humor, I couldn’t take the risk of finding out I’d been wrong about
that. So I went ahead and did my pits, but as soon as I was done, I had an itch
to do my pubes. Would my lower abdomen and ‘bikini’ lines be visible in the
photos I was about to take? It would be kind of gross to have my pubes sticking
out of the panties, no? I wasn’t sure why I was even giving a damn about what
she thought of me but I went ahead and got rid of my crotch hair very
quickly. 


By the time I’d  hopped out of the tub
I felt cold and naked in a way I’d never been before. I also had smoother skin
than I’d ever had before, especially on my nether regions. But looking
at my reflection, I hated what I saw. I was so puny and girly. It just
wasn’t me. 


But at least it was just hair. It would
grow back.


I flicked the lights on and reached for the
gift box under my bed. Keeping the dress aside, I opened the black bag and
fished out those godforsaken panties. The tiny bows on them seemed to wink up
at me. The moment I slipped them up my thighs I knew I had another problem in
my hands.  


I was getting an erection. It wasn’t
exactly my fault—it was just that the lacy garment was so soft and sexy and
feminine and it was rubbing against my crotch. I stared down at the unsightly
bulge. 


There was no way I was going to take a
picture of myself like this. What would my blackmailer think—that I got turned
on by wearing her panties? Which was certainly not the case.


I dipped my hand into the panties and began
jerking off. Again, there was no time to waste. It was a frustration spank more
than anything. I started to feel seriously good halfway through that I was even
moaning. I jizzed straight into a tissue and carefully wiped away any of the
remaining stickiness. Once my dick was fully deflated I tucked it back into the
panties and reached for my phone. 


I spread myself on the bed and took a quick
pic, making sure the panties were visible. Then I raised my hand and took a
selfie of each of my shaved armpits. Then, before I freaked out about what I’d
just done, I sent off the pictures to the blackmailer and included a pleading
text: “Why are you doing this?” Then I deleted the pictures off my phone and
waited.


I didn’t have to wait for long. 


The moment my phone beeped, tapped into my
inbox. Written in the same snippy tone was the reply from Secret Santa:


 


Oof! Those pictures were smokin’ hot!
Just as I’d envisioned. Can’t wait to see you in your full outfit next week. As
for why I’m doing this, you’ll get to know everything once we meet. Patience is
pretty, baby. I promise, this will all make sense by the time our exchange is
over. 


Yours truly, 


Santa xoxo


 


My cock twitched again and I swallowed
hard. Something about having a mysterious girl telling me I looked hot was
doing something for me, despite the fucked-up circumstances. I still couldn’t
tell if she was being serious about the blackmail part or not. But I was
already caught, like an insect trapped in a spider’s web, and I had no choice
but to face my oppressor. 


My heart gunned into overdrive as I
considered that just a few days from now, I was going to transform myself into
a girl. There was no way I was going to enter the party dressed like a
Christmas hooker. Conveniently, the storage room my blackmailer had chosen was
next to a bathroom that no one used. So I could show up to the party as Chris,
announce my presence, and then escape to the second floor bathroom to get dressed,
put on my makeup and do everything else she wanted me to do.


Once I met her in the storage room, I’d
plead with her. I was going to do whatever it takes to make her destroy the
pictures and videos she had of me. I’d go down on my knees and beg if I had
to. 


I was ready to do anything. 


And then, hopefully…hopefully…this whole
Christmas debacle would be over.

















 CHAPTER 5


 


On the day of the party, I woke up from a
hazy night of sleep that turned out to be one long, disconnected nightmare
filled with violent elves and abominable snowmen. Sounds funny, but it zapped
me out of the little energy I’d had after spending days worried about this
moment.  


But now that the day had arrived, I was
scared shitless. If things didn’t go to plan, I could very possibly not have a
roof over my head for a very long time. 


At work, I was even more awkward than
usual, and completely distracted. Everyone else though was acting pretty
normal, cheery even, now that the holidays were approaching. It was hard to
imagine my Secret Santa was actually hiding among their cheery faces. As soon
as work was done, I dashed home to have a quick shower and pile on the
deodorant. I’d been sweating like a pig the whole day almost entirely from
nerves. Then I grabbed my stuff, including my gift box, Crystal’s gift, and my
phone, and headed out the door. 


When I reached the office, I dropped my
Secret Santa gift into the huge Santa bag at the entrance. Eva would scramble
them before laying them all out on a table in time for the exchange. Inside,
the office had been converted into a winter wonderland. A sparkling Christmas
tree topped by a massive snowflake stood in one corner. My throat clenched when
I saw how crowded our small office already was. A few of the girls had brought
in their friends and boyfriends. 


I made some small talk and then waited in a
corner biting my nails until it was time. Then, with one hour left for my
storage room meeting, I snuck upstairs to the second floor. No one seemed to be
there. It was dark and silent; no one had even bothered to put on the lights.
Good.


I passed the door to the storage room and
slipped inside the bathroom. Inside, I wrestled with the clothes in my gift box
while I tried to put them on, my adrenaline spiking even higher with each item.
With the amount of time I’d spent worrying, I hadn’t thought this through
enough. Like how the heck do you put on a strapless bra? I ended up hooking it
to the tightest setting to the front of my chest and then slid it to my back
before adjusting the cups. It was a padded bra, and had the effect of giving me
a tiny amount of cleavage. Luckily for me I didn’t have tits. I wasn’t sure how
the thing was supposed to give you support if you actually had breasts. 


Then I put on the sexy red Mrs. Claus
dress. I was worried I’d have trouble with the corset, but it turned out to be
fake and simply there for the aesthetics. I didn’t even have to tie any
ribbons. The faux fur, though, tickled my pits and the shaved skin on my
thighs. 


Everything turned out to be a little tight,
but that just had an effect of making my frame look even girlier. 


My makeup and hair took the longest. The
lipstick my blackmailer had given me was a slutty red color. I carefully spread
it over my lips and then dusted on some glitter eyeshadow from a small palette.
There was another tube of what I guessed was mascara. I swiped those on my
lashes, instantly freaking out at how thick and spidery they became. The
sparkly bag also had this reddish-pink powder that I assumed was blush. I
dabbed a bit of that on my cheeks. 


The blonde wig turned out to be one of the
clip-on ones—easy enough to fix, but hard to actually look decent. I ended up
giving up making it look good. The Santa hat would cover it up anyway.


Finally, I sat on the toilet and slipped on
the thigh-high stockings and heels. The heels were platform heels and I wasn’t
even sure I could walk in them, even though they happened to fit
perfectly. 


When I finally stared up at my reflection
to check out the final result, I got the biggest shock of my life. 


I don’t know what I expected, but I guessed
I’d still look like Christopher. A guy. But the person staring back at me was
unmistakably a girl. And she was weirdly cute.


Hell, if I’d met her I would’ve had an
insta-crush on her!


The alarm on my phone buzzed, causing me to
panic.


Time was up. I had to make a move. 


Heart thumping, I opened the door and snuck
my head out. The corridor was empty. I slipped out, walked as quickly as I
could to the storage room and shut the door behind me. 


Inside, it was dark. Eerily dark. I found a
pull switch and yanked at it, and a tiny, dingy light bathed my surroundings
with orange light. I coughed. I’d been in this room exactly once before, and by
the looks of it, no one really used it. One whole wall was filled with old,
splintered shelves and there were boxes stacked upon one another on the floor,
all sealed by the looks of it. There was a window on one side, but it was
boarded up for some reason, and next to it was an old office chair with the
back popping out of its spine. Everything was caked with layers of dust. 


I stood in the middle of the room and bit
my nails some more as I waited to confront my Secret Santa. 


I wasn’t sure what I was going to do or say
to her once she came in through that door. 


What would she say to me? Would she
make me do anything? Maybe something sexual? My throat went dry at the thought.
My body was literally in fight or flight mode, which was basically flight mode
for me, but there was nowhere to run now.


Nowhere to hide.  


I waited for ten minutes past eight-thirty,
wishing I’d drunk a glass of water before I’d snuck upstairs. And as ten
minutes became thirty, my heart started to slow down. Maybe my blackmailer
wasn’t going to come after all. Maybe this was the prank…make me do all
those embarrassing things for nothing. Just to spook me out.


But then…the doorknob began to
rattle. 


I almost had a heart attack. The door swung
half-open, and I could see the shadow of the person cast across the tiles of
the corridor. Then the person stepped in, their face bathed in the orange
light. 


Standing there was…my boss. 


Oliver Holden. 


Holy shit. I
thought I was swallowing rocks. My boss was my Secret Santa? Huh? He’d never
taken part in the gift exchange! Did he change his mind this year? Had he
told everyone and I’d somehow missed the memo? I felt the nausea ride up my
throat.


“Hello?” he said, staring at me up and
down. “You are?”


My brain took an excruciatingly long time
to process those three  words. Did he not recognize the dress or who I
was? Why? 


It didn’t make sense unless…he wasn’t my
blackmailer.


Relief flooded my body, only to evaporate
in an instant when I realized he was still staring at me, waiting for the
answer. “Uh, I’m…Clara,” I said quickly, putting on a squeaky high feminine
voice. “I uh…I’m an intern. I started last week?”


“Oh,” Oliver said. “Welcome, Clara. I
didn’t realize Eva was hiring for interns. Well, if you’ll excuse me, I was
just looking for…” His eyes scanned the shelves and rested on a camera and
tripod laid out on one of the higher shelves. “This.” He grabbed it and tucked
the tripod under his armpit, then turned around and stared at me again. “That
is a very flashy dress you’re wearing. I know you’re just an intern, but you
shouldn’t be wearing clothes that could be, well, distracting. And what are you
doing up here in the first place?”


I noticed his eyes were glued to my chest
even as he spoke. I shriveled.


Was my boss looking at me with…lust?


“I..uh…I was asked to look for
more…napkins,” I blubbered, waving my hands around at the shelves. 


“Napkins are in the kitchen,” Oliver said
slowly. Now he was looking at me a little suspiciously. “So you’ll have to come
with me, Clara.”


“Oh…uh, no thanks,” I said. “I’m sure I can
find some in here.” I began frantically searching the shelves.


“Clara,” Oliver said sternly, like he was
talking to a child. “I won’t have you in this room. They shouldn’t have sent an
intern upstairs. So it looks like you’ll have to come with me.” He motioned me
to follow him.


I followed him in a daze, my heart sinking
as I realized my fate. 


Maybe Oliver hadn’t been smart enough to
figure out that I was Chris in a dress. He thought I was a girl. But there was
no way a room full of girls wouldn’t be able to easily sniff out an
imposter. 


A chill ran through my spine as something
else hit me. My blackmailer had meant for this to happen. It was part of her
intricate plan to humiliate me. 


She had planned this. 


She didn’t want me just humiliated. She
wanted me degraded.

















 CHAPTER
6


 


I wobbled down the steps with Oliver right
behind me, his hand was on my bare shoulder, the ends of the tripod jostling
against my back as if he was scared I would run away. 


The office was now looking like a snow
palace. I spotted Vanessa and Joanna taking selfies by the tree. Eva was still
putting up decorations. I knew I was in trouble. It would only take one person
to look at me and say “Who are you?” in front of Oliver and then the game would
be over. I was pretty much doing the walk of shame. 


That is, until Samantha came in with her
kid and started talking to Oliver. He let go of my shoulder and cooed at the
kid. 


I could’ve kissed Samantha then. Without
wasting a single second, I walked back out toward the entrance. I needed to
leave. Quickly. As I wobbled past the reception area, I realized my old clothes
and phone were still in the bag in the second floor bathroom. Fuck it. 


I walked past the front door and breathed a
sigh of relief. I was just about to walk to my car when I heard the door behind
me creak open and a cold hand yanked on my arm, hard. 


My neck snapped back and I was forced to
face whoever stopped me. 


It was Crystal. 


“Chris,” she hissed. “You sucker.”


All the blood drained away from my body.
Holy shit. It was her. Of course. Why hadn’t I seen this coming? She was
Oliver’s daughter. She probably had the passwords to all the security feeds and
knew how to manipulate them however she wanted to.


Of course.


“It’s you!” I wailed. She tightened her
grip on my arm. “Let me go!”


The cold winds outside made my teeth
shudder, but Crystal was standing there completely calmly in her red dress with
practically all of her legs exposed. 


I was already freezing. Were women immune
to the cold?


“Of course it’s me,” she glared. “Who did
you think it was?”


“I don’t know,” I yelped. “I tried to find
out. I even asked Linda. But you wiped everything out. Why are you doing this?
You know I’ll never do it again!”


Crystal finally let go of my arm.“Do what?”
she asked me, her eyes narrowing. 


I locked my eyes into hers, searching for a
hint, a clue.


She burst out laughing. 


“Guess you’re even more of a freak than I
thought,” she said. “What I want to know is what you’re doing wearing a dress
with your face covered in that awful makeup!”


I wasn’t even sure what to tell her. I was
confused. So confused…


Maybe my Secret Santa hadn’t been Crystal
at all…


A large gust of wind whipped through my
body, making me shiver all over again. Then the front door swung open yet again
and Eva stepped out in a sequined green wrap dress, hands on her hips. Her
heels clack-clacked as she made her way to us, her hair flowing in the
crazy winds like tentacles. 


“I’ve been looking all over for you,” she
said in a persnickety voice.


“Who? Me?” Crystal asked.


“No.” Eva’s gaze swiveled around to me and
that was the moment my heart stopped. “You.”


The look on her face gave everything
away. 


Her face twisted into a snarl as I stayed
silent, this time holding onto Crystal because I was so damn cold.


“W-Why…” I stuttered.


Eva scoffed and pointed a finger at my
chest. “I thought I made it clear why I was doing it. You’re a pathetic little
pervert, and you deserve to be fired.”


Crystal stared at Eva, her eyes as wide as
saucers. “Chris? A pervert? What do you mean?”


Eva rolled her eyes and whipped out her
phone. She tapped on it a couple of times and then flashed the screen at
Crystal. I stared, dumbfounded, as the video of me jerking off began to play.
Crystal gasped and let go of my hand. 


I wanted to run. I needed to
run. 


But my feet were frozen in place. Even if
I’d tried to run, my stupid heels would’ve made me fall and I would’ve lost a
tooth or two. 


“I fucking hate perverts,” Eva said in a
low, angry whisper. “We had one in the last company I worked at, and he was
disgusting, but he was my boss so I couldn’t do anything about it except leave.
And then when I joined this place, I was so happy that Oliver only ever hired
women. At least I’d be safe around women! But then he went and hired you.” 


“Please…” I said, my teeth chattering. “Can
we at least go inside and talk about this? I think I’m freezing to death…”


But Eva hadn’t even heard me.


“I knew the moment I laid eyes on you,
Chris, that you were a pervy loser. Luckily for me, before Linda joined, I was
the one handling the security feeds. Even once Linda took over, I’ve always had
access. I used that to keep an eye on you. And boy oh boy did it pay off!”


She exited the video on her phone. “When I
drew your name for Secret Santa, that’s when I came with my genius plan.
Oliver always heads up to that storage room to get that stupid camera of
his. All I had to do was stage you there when he came in, and what would
he find? Why, it’s Chris in a Christmas dress! Then all I had to do was claim
you were wearing my stolen clothes like a real pervert.”


“Ugh, all you had to do was literally talk
to my dad,” Crystal said. “You didn’t have to make a mountain out of a
molehill.”


“I had proof. But not usable proof,” Eva
snapped. “I wasn’t authorized to access the feed after Linda took over, and I
knew your bitchy ass would’ve never covered for me if I’d spoken up to
your dad. Anyway, my plan would’ve worked perfectly if Oliver hadn’t been thick
enough not to recognize Chris.” She glared at me, her hatred burning through me
like a blazing fire. “To be honest, I didn’t expect you to look this convincing
as a girl. No wonder he bought whatever lie he was told.”


Then Eva’s face bloomed into a smile. “But
it’s okay. Crystal, if you can hold onto him for me, I’ll just bring Oliver out
here. I only have to snatch your wig off to show him you’re Chris. Then boom.
You’ll be both a liar and a perv. Fired!”


I felt like all the air had suddenly
deserted my lungs. I was hyperventilating.


“No! Please don’t!” I cried. “I don’t want
to get fired! I’ll do anything you say.”


Eva just shook her head grimly. She started
walking back to the building, but Crystal stopped her. She turned to me.


“Will you really do anything we
say?” she asked with a devilish smirk.


“Y-yes,” I whispered.


“Awesome. Well then I have another idea.”
She whispered something to Eva. Her eyes went wide and then she nodded. She
turned to look at me with a nasty smile.


“Let’s go up to the storage room, Chris,”
Eva said. “We can…negotiate…there.”


We headed back to the office. Inside, it
was so warm and cozy that I didn’t even care what was about to happen to me—at
least I wasn’t going to die from hypothermia.


My carefree attitude lasted about a second.
As soon as my body warmed up, my senses flooded back into me, but by this time
we’d already reached the second floor. 


“What are you going to do to me?” I asked
in a quiet voice. Because I knew just by looking at them that no real
negotiation was about to happen here. 


“Don’t worry,” Crystal said, dragging me
inside the dusty room. “We’ll both make sure you enjoy this.”


 

















 CHAPTER
7


 


I’d ever been afraid of women. Sure,
I was pretty awkward around them, and yes, sometimes I got kind of nervous when
they had their attention on me, but afraid? No sir. 


But right then, in that gloomy, dusty room,
everything changed. I had two pairs of eyes—very sexy, lashy eyes—staring down
at me. Crystal and Eva weren’t much taller than me in actual fact, but their
heels were causing them to tower over me like two pine trees. They were the
ones in control. I was small and weak. And every time I remembered I had Eva’s
stupid towel-dress on, along with a wig and makeup, I wanted to die of
embarrassment. 


If you wanted to fight for your life, there
were better things to wear than a dress and a pair of high heels, you know?
Especially as a guy.


But as things stood, I’d lost the battle
before it had even started. 


Eva sidled up next to me and placed a hand
on my bare arm. I shivered. 


“It’s warm in here. Let’s take this off,
shall we?” Eva said. Her fingers began digging under my pits for the side
zipper. 


  The rrriiip of the
zipper made my heart squeeze with terror. It was one thing to be cornered into
crossdressing by a girl. But getting undressed by her? I was about to be
humbled…


When the red dress came off, I covered my
chest with my arms in case the flimsy strapless bra fell down and exposed my
nipples. But then I thought—what the heck was I doing? Was I going crazy? 


Standing there in a bra and panties in
front of them was making me feel all vulnerable and feminine…and kind of
hot. 


Crystal let out a whistle, her gaze fixated
on my body. “Well who would’ve thought you had a bangin’ body hidden underneath
you all this time?” she asked softly. “And you don’t need to be shy, Chris. Let
us see all of your hotness.”


My heart raced as they both closed in on
me, like two hungry leopards going after their prey. 


Eva grabbed my Santa hat, threw it to the
floor and stomped on it. Her heel cracked the floor and dented it with a sound
that made my blood curdle. She was angry. No, furious. “Turn around,” she said.
“We want to see your butt.”


“Huh?”


“You heard us,” Crystal said sharply. “Show
us your ass, sissy.”


My pits were drenched with sweat as I
twisted around and propped my ass up for them. Slap! Slap! The impact of
their hands made my butt cheeks smart and wobble.


Why the hell were they so obsessed with my
ass?


Were they…getting off on this?


Even though it was scary and confusing and
mind-blowing all at the same time, all my ape brain could make out was
apparently: Girls. Want. Me.  And I was getting an erection. 


No, no! You couldn’t have picked a worse
time…I thought frantically, trying to freak myself
out of having a boner. 


“You have a cute butt, pervert,” Eva
whispered, whipping me around in one swift move. When I turned around she was
so close we were literally within kissing distance. I could see the lust
burning in her eyes and her twitching lips. Fuck. Could she get any
hotter? 


She cradled her hand behind my head and
kissed me. Shock flooded my body as my lipsticked mouth made contact with her
incredibly soft mouth. The kiss must’ve lasted less than a second before she
pulled back and spit in my face.


“Oh look, poor sissy’s hot for my spit,”
she snarled.


I gasped as she took hold of my cock and
twisted it with grueling strength. When she let go, I felt myself getting rock
hard. 


Crystal tittered. 


Of course this is all highly amusing to
you, I thought bitterly, even though I couldn’t
help thinking about how hot she looked as she laughed at me. 


Crystal crossed to the end of the room and
leaned back against the rickety row of shelves. She tied up her long blonde
hair into a top knot and turned to me. “Get down on your knees, please,” she
said. 


I was helpless at that point. My limbs were
shaking so hard and I couldn’t think straight and I only had the energy to
follow her instructions. Even my own body had betrayed me—my boner was
protruding from my panties for them both to see.


With Eva’s blob of saliva still drying on
my chin, I fell to my knees. 


“Crawl to me.” Crystal motioned to me with
her long red nails. 


I stared at her. What the fuck? Had I heard
that right?


“Don’t make me fucking ask twice!” she
screamed when I made no response, and this time it was Eva who giggled. 


A bead of sweat fell from underneath my
ill-fitting wig down to my temples. I couldn’t think of anything more degrading
than crawling to my boss’s daughter wearing nothing but a bra and panties, and
yet I knew this was only the beginning. She was just like her dad, enjoying her
authority and power trips and yet it was impossible to hate her. She was so
beautiful, standing there with pure hatred etched on her face, waiting for me
like a goddess. 


So I took a deep breath and began crawling
toward her. 


As I lay there by her feet, Crystal lifted
up her dress, revealing the tiny triangle of her black panties. 


“Remove my thong,” she said. “With your
teeth.”


I whimpered. The faint smell of her pussy
was making me feel drunk. What was I—just an animal to her? Why was she making
me do this? Why did her cruelty make me so hot for her?


I held her hips and drew my face close to
her groin. God. Her scent. I was literally dizzy with wanting. I gripped onto
the thin fabric with my teeth and pulled, shifting over to the other side to do
the same thing. Little by little, Crystal’s bare pussy was revealed to me, and
then her thong finally fell to her feet. 


“Wow. Good job, girlie,” Crystal cooed,
patting down on my wig like I was her pet. “Now open your mouth. Here’s your
reward!”


She reached down and wrangled the thong off
her feet as I helplessly parted my lips. She stuffed it in my mouth. 


I let out a muffled cry and almost fell
backwards. The smell and taste of her golden temple saturated my nose and taste
buds—it was strong and tart and briny and had me reeling. I don’t think my cock
could’ve gotten harder if it tried. I could’ve easily cum but the only thing
holding me back was fear. 


“That’s your Christmas dessert solved,” she
said, giggling. “Now make me hot with your fingers, babe. I haven’t orgasmed in
ages. But shhh…don’t tell my boyfriend! Or my dad. They’re both downstairs.”
She cackled and parted her legs.


“Don’t mind me, guys,” Eva said. “I’ll just
be over here watching.”


She went over and sat down on the office
chair with the busted back. She peeled off her dress, threw it to one corner,
and leaned back, making herself comfortable. When she got rid of her bra, my
heart almost burst out of my chest. Eva’s big fluffy breasts flopped out, and
her rose-pink areolas were winking up at me. I stared at them, almost certain
that I’d entered an alternate dimension where everyone’s sexual fantasies came
true in the wackiest way possible. 


My Secret Santa just exposed herself to
me, I thought in a daze. Has Christmas come
early?


“What?” Eva snapped at me while slipping
her hand into her panties. “Is this the first time you’ve seen a pair of tits
or what? You freako.”


“So-wa!” I cried out, then felt like an
idiot for trying to apologize with a thong in my mouth. 


The two girls burst into laughter. 


I tried to swallow but failed. A trickle of
drool slipped out of my mouth and I was tasting something hot and funky which I
was pretty sure was Crystal’s ass. I stared up at her magnificent slit. There
was so much to explore! Her pussy lips looked as juicy as plums, and her little
clit peeked out at me, hard and red and glistening like a ruby. I edged closer
and trailed one finger up and down her slit. She moaned. 


Her wetness made my cock throb in
desperation. If only I could slip it in there…fuck her tight little
hole…splooge all over her unspeakably soft innards…but I had to rein it in or I
would cum and I didn’t even want to know what that would unleash. I drew my
fingers around her clit in circles. I had no idea how much pressure to use, and
I was terrified that I’d go too hard on her at once. 


Crystal groaned and bucked while I used the
pads of my fingers to stimulate her. And then, when I thought the time was
right, I slid a finger from my other hand into her soaking wet snatch and
started to pump. 


“Faster, sissy, faster!” she
squealed. 


I tried my best. But for some reason, I was
awkward. I had a huge case of performance anxiety trying to service a woman
while I had another nearly naked woman watching us. My fingers sloshed stiffly
up her pussy, and I just couldn’t get the rhythm right.


“Fuck you!” Crystal reached down and
slapped me. The force caused me to cough out her thong. “Are you a fucking
virgin or what? Get your sissy mouth in there and make me cum.”


I quivered, but my rod was stiffening at
her insults. Was my boss’s daughter really ordering me to lick her? Did she
have any idea that her dad was downstairs, probably busy taking pictures of
everyone for our social media pages, but it would only be a matter of time
before he’d realize three of his employees were missing?


Maybe he’d stomp back up here…and by that
time, my cock would be twisting deep inside his daughter’s sopping cunt…


The thought sent a thrill down my
spine. 


I tentatively licked Crystal’s clit then
lowered my tongue down to taste the entrance of her hole. Her pussy stubble
tickled my mouth like tiny little thorns. I let my most primal instincts take
over and pretty soon I was breathing her. Her thighs shook, which I took
to be a good sign. Then I had the genius idea of using both my fingers and
tongue. With my fingers, I vigorously rubbed her clit and with my tongue I
began fucking her. I was drooling all over her but I think she loved it,
because less than a minute later she climaxed, her long nails digging like
talons into my shoulders. 


“Now get your nasty lips off me,” Crystal
said breathlessly. “And crawl to Eva.”


When I crawled over to Eva she pushed me down
and squatted over my face until all I could see was a black void. 


“Hey bitch,” she whispered in a giddy,
girly voice. “Time to make your Secret Santa cum!”


Eva had a lot more cream, probably because
she’d been pleasuring herself while watching us. I sucked and licked her off
like my life depended on it, because well—it kind of did. 


Part of me still couldn’t believe she’d
been devious enough to concoct the whole blackmailing plot just to get rid of
me. More than anyone, she was the one who knew my weak spots, and that wasn’t
just my shameful jerk-off session. She knew how to slowly emasculate a man
until he was literally begging to please her. 


And god, did I want to make her
happy. 


As I licked and licked, taking slow,
laboring breaths because of her full weight on me, I could feel her get closer
to the finish line. Her pussy was hot and pulsing and she was letting out soft,
trembling moans. I took the hint and continued sucking off her clit with
renewed energy. She screamed and squirted into my mouth. I moaned and took it
all in. 


I was disappointed when she got off my face
and rewarded me with a slap on the cheek. 


I was now covered with spittle, pussy
juices, and my own sweat.


“Hey, Chrissy?” Crystal asked sweetly.
“Mind getting me my bag from that bottom shelf? It’s the leopard-print one.
Crawl and no hands, please.”


Good god. Were they not done with me yet?


“Your dad,” I said hurriedly. “He saw me in
here earlier. He might come up again looking for us. We could get in trouble…”


“Oh,” Crystal said, fake pouting. “I didn’t
know you were such a pussy. Scared of a little danger, are you, sissy? If you
don’t do what I say you’ll get into some real hot water with Daddy.”


I hung my head, got down on my knees again
and crawled over to the shelf she’d been pointing to. I was stuck, and
completely vulnerable, and yet as I crawled like an animal and grabbed the bag
with my teeth, my cock sprung back up. 


I was so pathetic. I was an idiot in the
presence of these beautiful creatures, and I knew deep down I was game for
whatever sick thing they had in store for me. 


Crystal’s bag was a lot heavier than I
expected, and I dragged it along with my teeth and presented it to her like an
obedient pet.


I watched in silent desperation as she
slowly unzipped it. 


I had no idea what was in there, but I knew
it couldn’t be good. 


 

















 CHAPTER
8


 


Just hang in there, I told myself. They can’t keep me in here for much longer. They
have to let me go.


Out of the bag, Crystal produced a bottle
of lube. My throat tightened as she motioned to Eva to stand up and took her
place on the office chair. She sat down like a queen sitting down on her throne
and motioned me to crawl over to her feet. 


“Spread your legs and touch your toes,” she
ordered as soon as I reached her spot.


I gave her a watery grin. I was so
pathetic, but with my back to her, I did what she said. Something about the way
she spoke and held herself aroused this intense urge in me. I wanted to give in
to her and have her—and Eva—punish me in the worst ways possible. I wanted them
to degrade me like I was a filthy whore. It made me feel special that they were
giving me so much attention, even if it was to screw me over. 


When I bent over and touched my toes, the
motion caused my ass to jump up and my cheeks to spread.


What the heck was she going to do to
me? 


Crystal slowly peeled down my panties and
my butt shivered. I couldn’t believe she was looking down my fucking asshole. I
felt it pucker and crinkle and then another electric shiver sped down my spine
as I realized Crystal was watching it pucker in real-time.


Why…did I find that so hot?! 


I heard the squeezing of the bottle and
felt the icy chill of the lube as it was smeared up and down my crack and along
the rim of my hole. 


This was so fucking wrong. I wasn’t gay. I
didn’t need anything up my ass. But my pitiful cock was jerking up
again, betraying my thoughts. Apparently my ape brain was finding this all
pretty sexy. 


“Hold still, Chrissy.” Crystal’s warm
breath tickled my lower back as she pushed on my buttocks to help me hunch down
further. 


My body went still from shock when that
first finger penetrated me. Was Crystal really taking my anal virginity? I
whimpered helplessly. My brain was a scattered mess. 


The finger dug further into my ass. I could
feel my hole stretching to take in the intruder. My poor ass. It was so
tight. 


Not after tonight, I thought. 


I gave in to Crystal’s violation. She began
thrusting her digit in and out while my cock throbbed painfully. When I looked
down I could see the cleavage that had been formed by the strapless bra. My cleavage.
I groaned and whimpered, the sounds coming out of me high-pitched and utterly
feminine. She was really, truly fucking my behind, and I was taking it like a
real slut. 


“Get me the dildo,” Crystal ordered
Eva. 


“You got it, babe.”


Eva brought out a green-veined dildo out of
Crystal’s secret sex bag. It was attached to a black strap. 


The sight of that cock made me feel faint
with fear. Would it hurt? I was sure it would—it was huge. But that wasn’t what
I was so afraid of. I was about to be fucked in the ass by my sexy
coworkers…and I was trembling with excitement. I wanted it. I really, really
wanted it.


I was scared that tonight would spark
something unspeakably taboo within me—and I’d have to live with it for the rest
of my life.


“I’m sorry, Chrissy,” Crystal said. “It’s
not my fault you look so sexy in a bra and panties, and my boyfriend hates
anal. Plus, I can’t help it if your ass is literally begging to be
pegged.” 


“It’s okay,” I whimpered. “I’ll be okay.
Please put it in me.”


“I’ll be slow,” Crystal promised and then I
heard the buckles locking in place. She gripped my hips and then I felt it
plunge in. I was stretching…stretching as tight as a rubber band that could
snap at any moment. I whined and moaned, but Crystal didn’t give up. 


After a few seconds I felt the dildo
traverse its way through an impossibly great abyss. A cock couldn’t get that
far into me, could it? And yet it was. I felt it slithering almost up to my
bowels. Finally it stopped going any deeper. The soft touch of her thighs were
brushing against my butt. It had gone all in.


Crystal began to thrust in and out.


 “This is what you get, you
cock-loving creep,” Eva sneered from the front of the room. “Does it feel good,
Chris? Does it feel good to have cock up your ass? I bet it does. I bet it
feels a million times better than the time you masturbated and came all over
Crystal’s chair!”


I groaned. She was right. I so deserved
this. I heard the click of a phone camera and noticed Eva was snapping pictures
of us, or maybe she was taking a video. Of course, she was conveniently
out of the shot. She was great at covering her own tracks. I desperately wished
I had my phone to record what was happening to me. Then at least I could defend
myself if I ever needed it. But nope, of course I’d left that behind in the
bathroom like an idiot. 


Crystal’s fingers crept underneath me and
laced around my balls.


“Oh god—please!” I cried.


“You’ll take it,” she whispered thickly.
“You’ll take whatever I give you like a good girl.”


And as she fucked me hard and squeezed my
balls, my worst fear came true. 


I was loving the feeling of my ass being
stuffed.


Slivers of pleasure were traveling through
my core, and I was starting to let go.


That’s it, I
thought ruefully. It’s done. I can never go back to being straight ever
again. 


“Eva, grab the other dildo and join us,”
Crystal said hoarsely. “You can have her while I catch my breath.”


No, I
thought frantically. The pleasure— it was going to be too much. 


My ass cheeks clapped to the rhythm of
Crystal’s now abating thrusts. I was literally bouncing back and forth, trying
to stay sane while the feelings of exhilaration overwhelmed me. I was literally
in a difficult position—standing up but basically hunched over, trying to
maintain my balance all while I had a huge object up my ass. I felt that any
moment I would fall and that dildo would jam into me with Crystal’s weight and
tear me a new asshole.


But then she stopped. The cock slid out and
all that was left within me was a painful, screaming ball of need. 


“Come here, baby doll,” Eva cooed. She was
leaning against the shelves with her brand new cock all lubed up between her
legs. The sight of her soft, huge breasts and her grape-like nipples made my
heart hurt. She was so enticing.


I crawled to her with my asshole gaping
wide, my pulse pounding in my ears. 


“Open wide, cocksucker,” she said. “Get a
taste of Santa’s cock.”


I took the dildo in my mouth and sucked. I
didn't even give it a second thought. It was so dirty to think I was blowing
Santa’s big, gristly cock. 


I fucking loved it. 


While I satisfied Eva, Crystal came around
my back and penetrated me again. Then they switched; Eva took me while I tasted
Crystal’s cock that distinctly tasted of my asshole. Precum was dripping from
my cock tip onto the dusty floor as I was fucked in both holes. My coworkers
gleefully took turns violating my ass. I was taken straight to the edge, and
just when I thought I would explode, they’d back down, let my body quieten
down, and then gear it back up again.


My torment lasted a long time. Minutes?
Hours? I’d never be able to tell. 


I was lost in that dim storage room, lost
in a fantasy world that gave me sweet sexual torture while also dragging me
across the wastelands of hell.

















 CHAPTER
9


 


I was enjoying the warm, just-stuffed taste
of Eva’s cock for what felt like the zillionth time when she pulled out and
pushed me up. I was suddenly staring right into her eyes. 


My evil Santa. With all that orange light
around her face she looked more like a demon than Santa—a very sexy demon to be
clear. 


Tears sprung from my lids as we locked eyes
and my ass bounced to Crystal’s rhythm. 


I wanted to let her know how badly she’d
affected me. 


I wanted to let her know that she’d won,
and that I’d never be the same again.


Through the hate radiating from every
muscle in her face, something broke through. It was just a flicker of desire,
but there was a different quality to it, almost like she wanted to possess me.
I swallowed hard as it hit me.


There was a reason why she’d devoted so
much energy into ruining me. All the notes…the carefully-wrapped gifts…the
eagerness to see my shaved body in panties…how much she’d complimented the
feminized me…


Did she like me? Was she hiding a
crush beneath all that spite? 


Maybe I’d never know. 


“Merry Christmas,” Eva murmured and then
she leaned forward and kissed me. 


I held tightly onto my blackmailer and
kissed her. I honestly didn’t want to let go. My body was surging with
adrenaline as our tongues touched and she started to stroke my cock. Then
abruptly she turned around and lifted one knee to her side, resting it against
the lining of a shelf.


I stared at her perky butt that was
exposing the delicious chambers of her pussy.


“Fuck me,” she cried. “Fuck me sissy,
before I fucking change my mind!”


I rolled my butt back and forth while I
gave in to Eva’s seduction. I couldn’t believe she was letting me put my
pathetic pecker inside her!


When I entered her, Eva shimmied her butt
up to let my cock further push inside her. Then she started to bounce on my
cock, moaning with a deep, desperate hunger.


“Cum in me, Chrissy,” she groaned. “Oh
fuck, you feel so good. Please hit me with your sissy milk. I need to feel it…”


Her need was so fucking sexy. My balls were
close to bursting. I was pleasuring my blackmailer while my boss’s daughter was
massaging my prostate with her huge silicone cock. 


Could a guy even survive this?


I was about to find out.


My core pulsed and vibrated with desire,
and I knew I was close to an earth-shattering release.


“Oh my god! I’m cumming!” Crystal cried out
from behind me. Her nails scraped against my skin as she climaxed and pushed
her cock so far into me that I went over the edge.


I exploded into Eva’s pussy. Her body shook
in front of me as she came. The feeling of her slippery contractions weighing
on my cock as I shot load after load into her was nothing short of sublime. I
was in heaven.


 By the time I pulled out, I was still
leaking. 


“Ew!” Eva screamed, even though I could
tell by her very shrill tone that she was faking her disgust. “Take your dirty,
smelly jizz off me!”


“I will,” I whispered. “Hold still.
Please.”


Eva had calmed down enough to turn around
and face me again. My heart thumped wildly as I saw the fear in her eyes. She
was scared, I realized, to show me her true feelings. 


There was nothing I wanted more than to
make her feel better. 


Crystal slowly pulled the dildo out of me
and I felt my asshole pucker close. I swiveled around to check if she was okay.
She’d dropped on her heels and was trying to collect her breath.


I perched down and kissed Eva’s thighs. My
sissy cum was still oozing out of her, and it was amazing to see. I kissed her
some more, leaving traces of my now faded lipstick behind. I wanted to let her
know it was okay to be vulnerable, and that she could trust me. 


“It’s okay,” I murmured. “I’ll get
everything off.”


As Eva glowered at me and braced herself
against the shelves, I licked my own cum off of her pussy. I also licked her
thighs clean. I felt her hand graze the hair on my wig, fleetingly, and then
she let go. 


“You better lick the mess off the floor
too,” she ordered.


I bowed down in front of her and started
licking the dust and cum-laden floor. My heart was stinging with feelings I’d never
had before, and I had the awful realization that maybe…just maybe
starting to fall in love with Eva.  


When I looked up at her again she had a
small smile playing on her face. 


Crystal had already gotten dressed again and
she was trying to pack up her sex bag. “Fuck. I gotta clean this shit quick,”
she muttered. She stood up and bolted out the door. “Bye, bitches!” she said.


The air was thick with an awkward tension
now that it was just me and Eva. I tried not to worry about it too much. After
all, we’d both been through a ton. She was putting on her bra and panties again
while I slipped into the bathroom next door and changed back into my pants and
shirt. 


When I came back out, Eva was in the
corridor waiting for me. 


She looked like an angel.


“Come on,” she said, reaching out for my
hand. “It’s almost time for the gift exchange.”


I wanted to laugh. “Oh, I think I’ll pass,”
I squeaked.


She giggled. 


Man, her smile felt like sunshine warming
your face on a cold winter day.


Holding hands, we both made our way down
back to the party together.


 


 


 


 


 


 
















THE END











BECOMING
HER PET


CHAPTER 1


 


It was past
midnight when my wife and I reached home from her office farewell party.


The celebratory dinner had dragged along for quite
some time, although I couldn’t really blame them because the fact that the
company’s biggest asset (my wife, Lynne) was moving on after only two years had
to be stirring some emotions. But after witnessing the chit-chatting and all
the endless hugs and tear-filled ‘I’ll miss you’s’ from Lynne’s coworkers, I,
for one, was eager to go home and get our own little party started in the
bedroom.  


I’d been horny all night. Lynne, in her late twenties
and blessed with doe eyes, full lips, and a crazy sexy body always kept me in a
perpetual state of horniness, but something about watching my wife socialize so
easily with her boss and work friends made me want to tear her dress off and
fuck her right there on the restaurant table. 


There was no mistaking that she’d carved out a place
high on the social work hierarchy and had been enjoying her status there. She
was admired by her boss and her boss’s wife—a tiny thing called Claire who’d
worn a black minidress with her tits bursting out (which did absolutely nothing
to lull my horniness). There was a moment when Lynne and Claire had jumped and
hugged each other, causing their breasts to smoosh tightly together and I
could’ve sworn they had a little secret lesbian attraction thing going on that
neither of them wanted to vocalize.


Anyway, Lynne had received a promotion each year she’d
been with them, and now with her new job in IT at a much bigger company she was
going to be cruising along her career with a shiny six figure salary and great
perks. It would be a comfortable bump in our quality of life, especially with
me still stranded at a dead-end job at a fucking call center. I’d always joked
I was her trophy husband—Lynne, with her beauty and brains, had always been the
breadwinner. Except that now she was bringing in a lot more than bread.  


Was I insecure? Yes—yes, I was, but I’ve never, ever
shown it. 


If Lynne so much as detected a whiff of insecurity
from me, I was pretty sure she’d pack her bags and leave me in the dust. After
all, I wasn’t contributing much in our marriage at all. And no woman wants to
be with an insecure man, so I always cloaked my lack of confidence by putting
on the whole ‘macho male’ persona.


The moment we got through the front door that night, we
were kissing passionately and struggling to get our clothes off as quickly as
we could. She moaned all the way up the stairs to our room, and there I managed
to unclasp her bra in the dark and felt her gorgeous 38DD tits as they sprung
free. I kissed her on the curve of her neck, inhaling her spicy perfume. We
clambered onto the bed and she took off her panties, humping my groin and
making blood surge towards my cock.


Now that she was all mine, all I wanted to do was fuck
her tight wet hole and show her what a good husband I was.


“Honey?” she whispered, turning on the bedside lamp. 


“Yes, babe?” 


“I’ve got an idea,” she said, her eyes crinkling with
devilish eagerness. 


“I’m listening,” I murmured. She looked like a naughty
imp, and I couldn’t help smiling. 


She stroked the side of my face. “I’ve been thinking
about this for a while, Tucker. Now that I’ve got a new job, I’m officially
taking care of you, aren’t I? Don’t you think I deserve a little something for
that?”


“Babe, you’ve been taking care of me forever,” I said
truthfully. “I don’t know what I’d do without you.” I kissed her on her
forehead, and she responded by giving me a soft peck on the lips. 


“Oh, honey, you have absolutely nothing to worry
about,” she said. “You’re the only Tucker in the world, and you’re mine.
Don’t you ever forget that.”


“Yeah, not many girls are lucky enough to have a sexy
trophy husband like me,” I joked. 


“You know, I noticed you seemed a little uncomfortable
at the dinner tonight,” Lynne said slowly. “Are you worried that I’m going to
leave you?”


“I…I…no,” I said, forcing myself to keep a straight
face on. “I’ve never been afraid of that.”


“Good. You have nothing to be afraid of,” Lynne said. 



I was desperate to change the subject. “So what’s this
idea of yours?” I asked. 


She opened her mouth and hesitated a bit, before
sliding back and playing with one strand of her hair. “Well, if you really want
to know, I’m interested in trying out a little experiment. You’ve always been
the one in charge in the bedroom. I think it’s my turn to take the reins,” she
said a little shyly. Then she winked at me. 


My ears pricked up. I was intrigued by the direction
this conversation was taking. What kind of man wouldn’t like her wife to be a
little dominant?


“I’m hoping by the end of the experiment, you can see
just how much you mean to me,” she said affectionately. “And it’ll throw all
your worries out of the window.”


 I stared at her. She was now looking at me with new
eyes, as if I wasn’t her husband but a stranger. 


“Go on,” I said. 


She giggled. “Well, do you know what you remind me of
now? A pet. Like a…dog. Or a puppy. I bring you food and keep you safe and take
care of everything you need. So, why don’t we make it official, honey? Will you
be my pet?”


My mind was already scattered in a million different
directions. I wasn’t too sure about what that would entail, but I could feel a
ball of excitement building up in my lower half. A pet? Like a dog? It made me
feel small and useless, like I wasn’t fit enough to be a person. It made me feel
like I’d be my beautiful wife’s property, and she could do anything she wanted
to me. She was right. Like I said, I couldn’t support her financially, not with
my shitty call center job which was slowly sucking away every ounce of
motivation I’d once had for building a proper career. That had torn me up for
the longest time, although Lynne kept assuring she was perfectly happy being
the breadwinner. She also did most of the household chores…she cooked, cleaned,
did the laundry, partly because she was a perfectionist and insisted she wanted
to do them. So I was like her pet in a way.


“I think you already know my answer,” I said. My voice
had gone all husky. 


“Wait here. I’ve got a few things for you.” She
disappeared into the closet, while I lay there, completely delighted by this
new turn of events. She came back with a glinting black leather collar and a
dress. 


“You already bought this stuff?” I asked.


Lynne became shy again. “It’s been on my mind for a
long time now. Years, really. I just never had the guts to ask you.”


I chuckled. This was perfect. “Better late than never,
babe. You tell me what I’ve got to do.”


“I want to dress you up,” she said solemnly. “So
tomorrow morning, you’ll need to wear this…” She pulled up the dress for me to
inspect. It was a fluffy cotton pink thing, like a doll’s dress, with matching
underwear that had ruffles and ribbons stitched onto it. “And this…” She showed
me the collar. “This goes around your neck.”


For the first time I noticed there was a tag, with
shiny letters engraved on it. 


‘Bitch’, it said. 


I laughed. “Anything for you babe. I’ll be your bitch
for as long as you want!” I grabbed the collar and the dress and placed them on
my lap. 


“Dress up and come to the kitchen tomorrow at nine
sharp,” Lynne said. Her face was practically gleaming with excitement. “I’ve
got a few things planned for us.” She kissed me on the forehead. “I’m really
tired, honey.” 


I raised an eyebrow. “The fun starts in the morning?” 


She nodded, then got up and headed to the bathroom. 


I stared down at my new possessions, not quite sure
what to think. It was like she’d suddenly lost interest in sex tonight if there
was no dress-up, and I couldn’t help but take it a little personally. It was like
she’d lost interest in me as a man. 


She only wanted me as a human pet.


But that was alright, I told myself.


I had plenty to forward to in the morning.
















CHAPTER 2


 


“Oh god, look how
adorable he is!” 


It was bright in the kitchen. Sunlight filtered
through our pastel curtains and Lynne was seated at the table, still in her
dressing gown, her face a mixture of pride and joy as she took in my brand-new
look. I slowly made my way towards her, enjoying the attention but also feeling
a little embarrassed. 


I was a grown man wearing a dog collar and doll’s clothes,
of course I had to feel just a bit ridiculous. I was also a big guy. When I’d
held the ruffled panties that morning in the bathroom, I thought for sure there
was no way my beefy thighs would fit through those tiny leg openings. But not
only did they fit, they were strangely snug and comfortable too. The soft
cotton fabric had nestled around my balls and cock and the elastic didn’t dig
into my skin like I’d expected it to. The collared top with the little ribbons
had felt like cotton candy. My dog collar, on the other hand, pressed into my
neck a little too tightly—until I’d realized most of that had been in my head.
I just had to get used to the sensation of thick leather being wrapped around
my throat. 


 “You’re just in time for breakfast, honey,” Lynne
cooed, and my stomach grumbled at the thought. “You must be hungry. But hang
on, I just need to spruce you up a bit.”


My rod stiffened at the way my wife was talking to me.
I loved the idea of giving up total control. After all, I was her pet today. She
could do whatever she wanted to me for her pleasure. 


As she swished past me, I realized she’d strayed away
from our normal routine. Lynne  typically had breakfast ready for both of
us—Saturday mornings were creamy scrambled eggs and crumbled bacon, a couple
favorite. But today her plate had been emptied and there was no sign of
anything hot on the stove. That’s when I noticed the dog bowl on the floor. It
was filled with oatmeal. 


Lynne returned to the kitchen, holding up a leash. It
clinked around in the air as she brandished it in front of me. 


“Honey, I thought we should attach this to your collar
to complete our little roleplay,” she said. “What do you think?”


“Mm, put that on me, I’m all yours babe,” I said
huskily.


Twap!


The impact of her palm against my cheek left it raw
and stinging. I hadn’t seen that coming. My eyes began to water, and my face
flushed hot. I couldn’t believe my wife had slapped me.


“I’m not your babe anymore,” Lynne said. Her voice had
gone sharp and several pitches higher. “I’m your owner. So you better
treat me with a little respect. You can call me Mistress.”


“I’m very sorry, Mistress,” I said weakly. “It won’t
happen again.”


I did feel like an unloved puppy at that moment,
crushed and humiliated. And yet, my cock was throbbing. Why was I so turned on?
I’d never seen this side of Lynne before—my sweet, caring wife had seemingly
transformed into a threatening dominatrix.


Maybe it was the novelty aspect of it, but I wanted
her to slap me one more time. The whole thing was weirdly arousing. 


 I held my breath as Lynne clipped the leash onto my
collar, then stepped back to admire her work. 


“What a sweet little bitch!” she said, tugging onto
the leash a little to test it. “Perfectly primed for training. Now, listen to
me carefully. You’re my pet now, and we all know pets don’t walk. You can crawl
around the house instead. Understood?”


“Yes, Mistress.”  


My head was swimming with questions. Crawl? Eat out of
a dog bowl? Clearly Lynne had put a lot of thought into our roleplay. I was a
little impressed by her dedication. 


“Good. I’ve made you some oatmeal,” she said. “Go on
and have some. I’ll grab you a fresh bowl of water too. After that we can have
some fun. I’ve been so horny thinking about this all morning!”


Obediently, I crawled towards the dog bowl, my knees
sliding against our polished kitchen floor. My hunger had all but disappeared,
but my appetite for something else entirely had been kindled. I lapped up the
cold, hardened oatmeal, immediately making a mess. Globs of my breakfast stuck
to my chin and jaw, and some spilled over the bowl. I was excited about what
Lynne had in store for me next. 


Once I was done eating, I tried my best to suck out
some water out of the second bowl she’d placed by me. It dribbled out of my
mouth and onto my dress. Lynne stood there, watching attentively, holding
tightly onto the leash as if she was scared I would try to escape.


“Good girl,” she said once I was done. “Now follow me
into the living room.”


She jerked the leash and I crawled forward, trying to
balance my weight equally on my wrists and knees so there wouldn’t be too much
strain on my joints. My sad little cock was desperately looking for a little
entertainment, and my wife didn’t disappoint. I watched as she removed her
dressing gown, threw it casually onto the floor, and lay down on our sofa,
completely naked. Her full, hourglass figure reminded me of Rose from Titanic.
She definitely made a sexy Mistress. 


She extended her legs towards the end of sofa and
beckoned to me with one long fingertip. “Suck on my toes, sissy bitch. And you
better do it well, or you’ll have another smack coming your way.”


I crawled towards her and dutifully grabbed her left
foot, bringing it up to my nose. I took a careful sniff. It smelled like dried
chrysanthemum, warm and inviting. I gently suckled on her big toe, kissed it,
then nibbled on it again. Lynne let out a moan.


I moved onto the next toe, slowly making my way
through all of her toes and onto her right foot. Then I smacked my lips and got
to work licking the soft soles of her feet. Lynne groaned and began to rub
herself, whispering dirty things under her breath. My boner grew at the sounds
of her pleasure. It had been a long time since I’d seen her this aroused. 


“Feast on my armpits next, little bitch…” she
whimpered, stretching her arms over the other end of the couch. 


I kissed the smooth folds of her underarms, inhaling
her scent up there. I couldn’t detect any traces of deodorant, and her natural
odor and taste was overwhelming. The more I sucked and licked, the more I grew
crazy. It had now been more than twelve hours I’d been waiting to fuck her—and
a part of me wanted to pin her arms to her sides and wreck her. But I forced
myself to stay patient. 


I must have spent more than a good fifteen minutes
dining on her armpits. They were starting to get gross—only from being
saturated from my own drool and stale saliva. My tongue was getting tired and
my chest felt like it was about to burst from restlessness. Then, in one
blissful move, Lynne grabbed me by the head and pushed it directly into her
crotch. 


“Lick it all out, slut.”


She wrapped the leash thrice around her palm so now I
was effectively immobilized, unable to move anywhere except within the vicinity
of her pussy. My erection swelled to epic proportions. I could feel the heat of
her crotch, she was warm and wet and thoroughly aroused and it took all my
willpower to not plunge my cock in there and instead focus on her pleasure. But
I was her pet and I had to do what I was told. It was all about her now.



“What are you waiting for?” she growled. 


I took one last look at her throbbing cunt before
diving in. Her musk made me groan out loud. I sucked on her swollen clit,
lapping up the female juices trickling out of her hole. She pulled and pushed
on the leash to position me wherever she wanted me—one second I was tasting the
hair on her mon pubis, and the next second I was savoring her sweet asshole
with my tongue. Every inch of her was divine. 


She came once, kicking me off the couch with her
body-shaking orgasm. In her ecstasy, she let go of the leash. I lapped up all
of her syrup and took the opportunity to mount myself on top of her. I pushed
down my panties. God, my dick was rock-hard now and I was so horny I couldn’t
even think straight. My wife’s dripping wet pussy looked so inviting and all I
wanted to do was pound her. 


“Get that useless cock off me at once!”


I froze, seeing stars from the pain that shot up my
body as Lynne gripped onto my balls and yanked on them. 


“Ow!” I yelled.


“You’re not allowed to use that, you silly slut,” she
snarled. Then her face broke into a smile and she giggled. “Go into the bedroom
and wait for me there. I’ve got another really kinky idea.”
















CHAPTER 3


 


I was left waiting
in the bedroom for a long time. I wasn’t sure how long, but it really felt like
hours. So much time had passed that I couldn’t help but stroke myself through
my pink cotton panties—I was itching for relief and almost driven to the point
of madness by Lynne’s cruel teasing. But something in me stopped myself from
rubbing to the point of climaxing—and that was the fear of being punished.


I couldn’t put my paltry needs before my Mistress, I
decided. Who knew what she would do if she found out?


“Oh, honey, I’m baaack…” Lynne sang. 


She stood triumphantly at the door, sporting a massive
purple penis. It had to be at least ten inches long, with a bulbous head and
thick ridges built into the shaft. It hovered, strapless, in between her legs,
seemingly being held up by a part of it inserted into her vagina. I swallowed
thickly, then realized she was also holding a small plastic contraption. It was
red and glinted like a ruby in between her fingers. 


“What’s that?” I asked. 


“A training device,” Lynne said simply. “My little
slut needs to be trained well. We can’t have a naughty little disobedient pet
running around now, can we?” She stared down at me sternly with her hands on
her hips. “And are we forgetting something?”


“Sorry, Mistress,” I apologized hurriedly. “But what
is that going to do, Mistress?”


“It’s going to make sure I can keep your pathetic
little cock in check,” Lynne said. “Your tiny pecker is no match to this!”
She swayed her hips, clenching her thighs to allow the massive synthetic penis
to wobble from side to side and laughed seductively. “It’s a good day to show
you what a real cock feels like. Besides, you’ve always wanted to be
fucked in the ass, haven’t you, honey?” 


I let out a nervous chuckle. She was right. I’d always
fantasized about being pegged, but hadn’t dared utter a word to Lynne in our
entire three years of marriage. I could think of nothing sexier than a sultry,
scary, powerful woman who wanted nothing more than to destroy my ass while I
lay there all cute and vulnerable, completely under her control. I wanted her
to exploit my body for her own pleasure and become totally helpless and
humiliated in the process. But of course, I’d been too much of a coward to
share this secret kink with Lynne. I was afraid it would make her feel that I
was less of a man than I already was.


“H-how did you know that, Mistress?” I asked. 


“Mistress Lynne knows all,” my wife said, then giggled
when she saw my anxious face. “But next time, don’t forget to swipe your
history, idiot. Now, back to business.” She lifted up my doll dress and
scrunched her nose in disgust. “We need to get rid of that awful boner. I’ll
give you ONE minute to figure it out. If you don’t, I’ll come over and get rid
of it myself.”


I couldn’t believe my fantasy was about to come alive,
and I was so aroused my panties were wet from precum. But when she told me
that, I shuddered, trying my best to recall the pain from my twisted balls from
earlier that morning. That would be fate if I couldn’t do what I was told. The
memory, and the fear of it happening again, was enough to ease the pressure and
force my cock to go limp. 


“All done, Mistress,” I said, patting the outline of
my puny three-and-a-half-inch cock. 


“Good girl. Now, stay still.” Lynne shrugged off the
panties and her cold fingers wrapped around my cock and balls, positioning and
securing a ring around the base. It was a tight fit, and I immediately felt
constricted—and the cage hadn’t even gone on yet! The stiff plastic cage glided
through my shaft, and then she squeezed the two units to attach them together,
before needling through a heavy black padlock and twisting it shut.


I felt a sense of dread as she danced the key in front
of my eyes. A thrill ran through my spine, every nerve cell coming alive with
excitement. With the key gone, there was no way I could find relief let alone
hold a damn erection. But the strange thing was, I was unmistakeably aroused by
the fact I was truly helpless. 


 “What a perfect fit!” Lynne said, fondling the red
cage in her hands. My cock flopped around like a weird fish that had swept
ashore. “Now, Mistress would like to conduct a little examination. Turn around
and show me that plump ass. I’ll need to see what I’m working with.”


“Yes, Mistress. Whatever you want, Mistress!” I said,
my heart clamoring as I got on my knees with my naked ass in the air. 


My cheeks were rubbed and prodded, the pads of Lynne’s
fingers and the sharp edges of her nails poking into my skin. Then my cheeks
were spread up and a wet finger penetrated my asshole. A moan escaped my mouth.



“Mmm, I knew you’d love it, slut,” Lynne cooed. “You
were born to be fucked in the ass.”


My wife’s insults sent a surge of lust clapping
through my body. Blood pooled into my core, and my cock throbbed desperately,
trying to grow within the confines of its plastic cage. But of course, it
couldn’t. It simply had nowhere to go.


“Fuck!” I muttered in frustration. 


Twap!


I was spanked hard, and I forgot all about my absent
erection. 


“That’ll teach you, slut,” Lynne growled in my ear,
grabbing onto my leash and pulling it tight. I gasped. “Control your fucking
tongue! You should be grateful for everything I’ve done for you, don’t you
think?”


“Y-yes, Mistress,” I whimpered. “I’ve been an
ungrateful bitch. I’m so sorry.”


“Beg for me to fuck you,” Lynne ordered, and I could
sense the excitement in her voice. She could hardly wait to drill that massive
dildo into me. 


“Oh, Mistress, fuck me nice and hard, please!” I
begged. “My boy pussy is so wet and waiting for your giant cock!”


I heard a loud spatter and cold lube was spread up and
down my ass crack. I buried my face in a pillow and shut my eyes so I could
focus. This was really happening. I was about to lose my anal virginity to my
powerful wife. 


“There, there…” Lynne whispered as the head of her
cock broke through my passage and I clenched my cheeks hard even though I
didn’t mean to. “Not to worry, my pet. Mistress is going to stretch you real
well…”


“But I’m so tight, Mistress!” I said. 


“Not for long,” Lynne assured me. 


The dildo’s tip was slowly pushed in, and I could feel
the walls of my asshole expanding little by little. It was painful at first,
but I grunted through it while my Mistress churned her hips to move the fake
cock along up its ascent through my virgin cavity. It was my first time after
all. After a while, I began to relax, and the shaft slid in, stuffing me inch
by careful inch. I realized I’d been holding my breath the entire time, and I
released a huge sigh of relief. 


Then the real fucking began. 


I bounced my ass backwards and forwards as my Mistress
fucked me. The sensation of being stuffed in my backside had to be the most
amazing feeling in the world—and it quickly became addicting. Each time Lynne
pulled out her cock to tease me I simply couldn’t handle the void it left
behind, and I whined loudly until she rammed it back in me full force. I was
being stretched and my asshole tortured, but I loved every damn second of it.


“Going to destroy your cunt, slut!” Lynne cried out as
her fucking intensified. “You’re mine now! You hear me? Your fat cunt is mine!
Ahhhh!”


My wife seemed to be gripped by the energy of a
ravaged animal. She slammed into again and again, reaching forward to squeeze
and pinch my nipples as she showered me with fresh insults. There were
squelching sounds of wetness coming from her end as the dildo screwed both of us.
I loved that my ass was helping her cum. 


“Ahhh I’m cumming!” Lynne yelled and her thighs
slapped my ass so hard I yelped. Her body shook from her earth-shattering
orgasm and the dildo landed on the carpet. She fell onto my back, breathless
and finally spent.


 It took her a good five minutes to recover.


“Since you’ve been good and obedient, pet,” she said
sweetly, patting my ass. “It’s time for your first reward.”


“Thank you, Mistress. I’m so honored to receive my
reward.” Every part of my body was sore but I couldn’t be happier. 


“Put on your panties,” she said brightly. “We’re going
for a walk.”
















CHAPTER 4


 


Go for a walk? As
in, go outside? She couldn’t be serious…


I watched as she opened the top drawer of our walnut
dresser and brought out two bulky knee pads. 


“These are for your joints,” she said, flinging them
onto the floor. “You’ll be on your knees a lot, and we need to keep that wear
and tear to a minimum. Now hurry along and put these on, pet. I’d like to get
our walk in before the sun goes down.”


This was more of a workout than I’d anticipated. 


I couldn’t remember the last time I’d gone to the gym.



When I saw that Lynne was being absolutely serious
about us going out, I felt a surge of adrenaline flood my muscles. It was a
raunchy, risky thing to do, and I couldn’t help but get even hornier. It was
one thing for our fantasies to run rampant in the privacy of our own home, but
it was a whole other game to take them outside. I was already worried about
what my neighbors were thinking of me—they were all probably wondering what a
young, powerful, successful woman like Lynne was doing with a hobo. What would
they think if they saw me in a pink doll dress, wearing a dog collar and a
leash?


There would be no going back. 


Maybe it was because of the chastity cage, but now I
was overly, dangerously horny. I wanted nothing more than to be humiliated—and
to live with the very real and very public consequences. I kept fantasizing
about the mind-numbing orgasm I’d have once Lynne decided to unlock me. I might
shoot a truckload of cum after all this build-up.


Outside, the sun was blaring hot and I was sweating
profusely as I got dragged along on my kneepads over the gritted sidewalks. My Mistress
now seemed to be in a much better mood—she was walking slowly and making sure I
didn’t have a whole lot of catching up to do. The kneepads definitely helped
but it was still hard work. 


We lived downtown where there was a healthy passing of
traffic at all hours. Which meant there were eyes on me from the
get-go—horrible, unashamed stares from passers-by, catcalls from lewd men, and
honking from vehicles stuck at the stop lights. My Mistress pulled me along and
we went straight through walkers and joggers, past crosswalks and storefronts,
not giving a care in the world. Whenever someone stopped short to stare at us I
could do nothing but go red in the face and smile up at them like a madman.


The experience was utterly horrible, but I couldn’t
think of the last time I’d been so fucking aroused. 


While we were waiting at one of the stop lights, two
college-aged girls in a red sedan rolled down their windows and whistled at me.



“What’s going on?” the driver, a curly-haired blonde,
asked. 


Lynne didn’t mince her words. “My pathetic hubby makes
a better sissy pet than a husband,” she said breezily. “So that’s exactly what
I did.”


To my utter shock, she proceeded to lift my doll dress
and pull down my panties. I shriveled as the two girls got a good look at my
locked-up cock. They both hooted with laughter. 


“That’s not a cock. That’s a thumb,” the curly-haired
blonde said with tears in her eyes.


I saw a flash and realized the other girl had taken a
photo of me.  


“I don’t blame you,” she said to Lynne. “He must’ve
been an awful husband. He looks like a twink.”


I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t know what to do. I
just stared at them blankly, taking in their insults and wishing the sidewalk
would swallow me whole. 


We made our way to the other side and Lynne pulled me
through to a coffee shop at the end of the street. She waltzed right in,
ordered a cappuccino for herself and a saucer with a little bit of cold milk
for me. I sat cross-legged by her feet as she patted me affectionately. By this
time, my wrists were scraped up and hurting so I was glad I could take a bit of
a break. 


The coffee shop was crowded with lunch-time visitors.
I could hear people laughing behind my back, and I just knew they were laughing
at me. Plenty of others pointed and gawked at me as if I was totally invisible.



How humiliating!


When the milk came, I got on my knee pads and lapping
it up the best as I could with my tongue. I was just about done when someone
walked in and my jaw dropped.


It was beautiful Claire, Lynne’s ex-boss’s wife. 


She was wearing a short sundress and her hair was in a
top knot. She gasped when she saw Lynne and me.


“What in the world happened to Tucker?” she asked
Lynne.


“Well, you already know he’s a pathetic excuse for a
human being,” Lynne said coolly. “He’s agreed to be my pet instead. We’re both
much happier now I think.”


Claire knelt down in front of me and giggled. “Making
yourself useful, are you? Oh look, he’s so ugly but so adorable!”


She pinched my cheeks hard. I was already red from the
day’s exercise but now I was also flushed red hot from embarrassment.
Practically everyone in the coffee shop was looking at us now.


“Do you want to know a secret?” Lynne whispered to
Claire. “I locked his cock up!”


“Oh! Can I see?” Claire asked eagerly.


At that moment, my entire body froze as I waited for
this successful, smoldering hot woman to witness my puny dick all locked up in
that small red cage. My heart was beating fast, and suddenly there was this
immense pressure rising inside of me. 


“Oh god!” Claire screamed, gaping at my crotch. “What
is that? It’s so fucking tiny! It’s like a fucking pea! I think the nail
on my pinky’s bigger than that…”


Her fingers grazed through my pubes and she poked at
the cage, looking stunned and disgusted at the same time. I could stare down
her tits through her loose sundress. 


I don’t know what happened next.


I just felt a rush climbing up inside my body and all
of a sudden I’d creamed all over Claire’s hands and the floor.


Lynne and Claire both blinked.


“Did he just cum? Oh my lord!” Claire shrieked.


My Mistress slapped me. “Look what a mess you’ve made,
bitch! Clean it all up now!” She plopped my head down and parted my lips. “You
will eat all of your sticky goo up until the floor is sparkling clean. You’ll
enjoy it, won’t you?”


I nodded numbly.


I got down on my knee pads and got to work, eager to
show off to Claire what an obedient little pet I was. 


***


By the time we got home, I was exhausted. My body was
aching and I was sure I’d pulled a muscle or two. At this rate, I was sure I’d
shed a few pounds being my wife’s pet. 


After eating all that salty cum I was also thirsty.
Lynne put out some biscuits and a bowl of water on the floor and I happily
feasted on them. When I was done, she took me to the bedroom, showing me a small
but comfortable-looking dog bed in the corner.


“That’s where you’ll be sleeping tonight,” she said,
her lips curling into a beautiful smile. “Why don’t you take a nap in there
now? You’ve earned it.”


I crawled into the dog bed and shifted around to get
into a cozy position. It was a tight fit, but if I bent my legs to one side and
rested my head on the raised border, it was pretty close to sleeping on a tiny
hammock. Lynne kissed me on the forehead and tied the leash to the leg of her
own king-sized bed. 


“You know, honey, I think you’re enjoying this a
little too much,” she said. “If you’d like to, how about stretching the
experiment a bit more long-term?”


“You mean…like I could be your pet, permanently?” I
could hardly believe what I was hearing.


“Something like that,” Lynne said, giggling. 


I thought hard. “Well, that would mean I’d have to
give up my job, wouldn’t it? If I were to do this full-time…”


“You can hand in your two weeks tomorrow,” Lynne said.
“Trust me, we don’t need the money.”


I stared up in admiration at my wife. She was a
natural dominatrix. But at that instant I also felt something else—the love she
truly had for me. My Mistress wasn’t joking around. She was prepared to look
after me for life.


Lynne switched off the bedroom lights. “Sleep tight,
pet.”


I almost purred back.


I could get used to this.
















 


THE END


 











I
FEMINIZED MY FIANCÉ


CHAPTER 1


 


I
know I shouldn’t have gone snooping through my fiancé’s laptop. Why are you
being so nosy if you trust him, and why are you with him in the first place if
you don’t, and all that. But my mother has always taught me that a woman’s
intuition should never be ignored, and in my twenty-six years of existence, her
advice has never done me wrong.


That night, I’d just had a shower but needed to
be up late to wrap up some work. I had a pretty high-profile job at a security
firm, and working extra hours was a normal thing for me. But that day, as luck
would have had it, I’d left my laptop behind at the office. My fiancé, Lance,
was literally snoring in bed, and it was only half past eleven. So I snuck into
his makeshift workstation in our basement, grabbed his Surface Pro, and went
back upstairs to the living room. 


I poured myself a glass of Merlot and flopped
down on the couch, breezing through the login screen with just a few guesses.
The passcode turned out to be ‘2014’, or the year we first met. Lance had a bad
habit of using that date for almost everything, even though I’d advised against
it (my years in security tech have made this a genuine pet peeve of mine). I
connected the laptop to our office server, made a few calls, then got to work.


All while I was working, I had tingles at the
ends of my fingertips. I could still hear Lance’s peaceful snores, and it
annoyed me for some reason. By the time I had everything done and dusted, it
was forty minutes past midnight, and I had an itch.


An itch that needed to be scratched. 


Lance and I had been together for almost seven
years. Back when we were in college, he struck up a conversation with me at a
house party, and I found him ridiculously easy to talk to. His clean-cut dark
hair, blue eyes, and clear skin added to a great first impression. He was
handsome in a way you’d called a prince handsome: classically good looking, the
kind of guy who was all neat and trimmed and always had a handkerchief wedged
in his pocket in case you ever needed one. That very same night, he asked me
out, and I agreed. 


It was on my birthday last year, after almost
seven years of courtship, that he popped the question. The question.
Which was way too late in my books, though I was finally happy it had
happened. 


But now, every so often, a small voice would pop
into my brain and remind me: Lance was the man I was going to marry.


I took another sip of Merlot and stared at the
still-open laptop, trying to gather my thoughts through the warm bubble of
coziness building up in my system. I had this weird feeling in my gut. I
thought, did I really know everything about the man I was about to walk
down the aisle with?


What if….I didn’t?


And ten years down the line I found out something
really horrible about him?


Isn’t it better to be safe than sorry?


I could still hear Lance snoring away as I
double-clicked his work email icon. I tried to push the guilt away as I
scrolled through his inbox, taking my time to read those that tickled my
interest.


Lance worked as a lab assistant at a major
cosmetics company. I always thought he fell into the ‘easier’ career. While my
workload was all over the place and usually stretched into the ungodly hours of
the night, Lance pranced out the doorstep each day at eight-thirty and was back
home by six with a healthy appetite for Netflix and dinner. He also had a
flexi-schedule that meant he could work from home several days out of the
month. All in all, he had a chill job...almost as chill as Lance himself.


I browsed through his work inbox for a while and
then his personal one, which turned out to be littered with spam and
subscription emails from Sports Illustrated. Then I went on to poke about a
little on his Facebook and Instagram accounts.  


Which he basically didn't seem to be using at
all. Bummer. 


I was kind of disappointed. Not that I’d wanted
to stumble across something horrific. But a little hot tea would’ve definitely
been nice to curb my appetite. 


I’d been disappointed with Lance a whole lot more
than usual recently. Career complacency aside, his laziness had even seeped
into our bedroom. Last night, when we were having sex, he came in like two
minutes flat, said he was tired all of a sudden, and went right the fuck to
sleep. 


That’s right, I went to bed horny. I was
fuming.


He hadn’t always been like this, though. Once
upon a time, he was the perfect guy. The kind of guy you’d be proud enough to
call your husband.


So the question remained. What in the world was
going on with him?


And that was when I had the bright idea of
checking what he’d been up to on the interwebs.


I opened a new tab and loaded up Lance’s browser
history. 


I scrolled absent-mindedly through the entries,
but nothing interesting popped up. I was just about to ‘X’ out of the tab when
something made me sit up straight. 


It was this really weird ‘thank you for your
order!’ Amazon link for a book purchase.  


Lance didn’t like to read. 


And definitely not ten books in one go, as
evidenced by the number ‘thank you’ Amazon pages on the screen.


The last thing he read was probably my battered
copy of Dan Brown’s Angels and Demons, and even that, he quit about
halfway through.


I set my wine glass down with trembling fingers
and clicked on the Amazon addresses, letting them all load in different tabs.
My heart went still as I soaked in the book covers and very explicit titles.


 “What the hell?” I muttered.


A lump was forming in my throat as I glazed
through each and every pixel on the screen. The books had glaringly obvious
names, with titles like ‘Dominant Wives’, ‘Sissy Hypno Stories’, ‘Sissies Wide
Open And Waiting’,  ‘Very Naughty Sissies: Feminized, Punished &
Humiliated’, ‘Free Use Sissy’, ‘Fluffing Service’, and ‘I Turned My Lazy
Boyfriend Into A Sissy Slut’. 


The covers were combos of elaborately made-up
women (or at least, they looked like women), wearing stockings and high heels
and mini-dresses and posing provocatively. 


They made me blush. 


Silently, I signed into Amazon on my phone and
downloaded each title onto my Kindle app, resolving to give them a read. My
mind was racing with thoughts, many of them anxiety-inducing. More than
anything, though, I was annoyed. Did Lance have a secret fetish I didn’t know
about?


Well...he clearly does, I corrected myself. 


The real question was: what the heck was this
fetish of his? And why hadn’t he told me, the woman he was about to
spend the rest of his life with?


I shut down the laptop and went downstairs to the
basement to drop it off on his desk. Then I hurried back up to the bedroom and
laid down, my pulse pounding in my ears, the lump in my throat growing, the
models from those covers still flashing across my eyes in the darkness. Lance rustled
and stretched beside me, and in his sleepiness, spooned me.


“Work late, babe?” he mumbled drowsily.


I couldn’t even bring myself to say anything. I
swatted his arm away, pulled the covers up to my chin, and tried to go to
sleep. My thoughts, all jumbled up now, entered through the haze of impending
slumber.


Tomorrow morning. First thing. At work. Start.
Reading!


If only I’d known I’d be in for the biggest shock
of my life...

















CHAPTER
2


 


To
say I was shocked reading all those sex stories would’ve been an
understatement.


Every minute I could, I cautiously pulled out my
phone at work and began reading on the Kindle app. But the more I read, the
more I wanted to keep reading. At first, I was in denial. Lance was a sissy?
He couldn’t be. There was just no way. There’d been no outward signs that he
was nothing but your average guy, and more importantly, that he was someone who
was comfortable with his masculinity. But slowly, the puzzle pieces did come
together. It was like watching a whodunnit, reaching the end and being totally
confused at the outcome, but when you go through the whole thing again, you see
how the clues were all just laying there in plain sight. 


And Lance, funnily enough, had left behind a
smattering of very obvious clues. I’d caught him more than a few times peering
at me with a bewildered expression on his face while I did my makeup some
mornings. Like he wanted to pry the tube of lipstick out of my hands but was
using up every ounce of willpower to stay still. And what about all the
‘sample’ cosmetics he brought home from work? He kept those somewhere in his
closet because no one he knew wanted them—apparently. 


Oh, and during sex once, maybe three years ago, I
playfully put a finger up his butt. He squirmed and squealed and we both
laughed it off, but maybe he was squealing because of how much he liked it...


But. I still had trouble understanding who a
sissy was. Was it just a fetish about women's clothing and makeup? Wanting to
put on panties and feel pretty or sexy? Did he want to become an actual
woman? 


Did he want me to put things up in his butt?


Was he gay?


Would I have to call the wedding off?!


So many questions. 


And the only person who had the answers was
Lance. 


I had to confront him.


Or...I could not.


As I strutted through our open office that
afternoon in my heels, keeping an eye on our team—as I usually did to keep our
unit working like a well-oiled machine—a small plan started to develop in the
depths of my mind. The threat of having to actually call off the wedding loomed
over me like a storm cloud. Telling my friends, my mom, my sisters...that seven
years of my life had gone down the drain, because Lance, lazy Lance, had
turned out to be a sissy.


I was pissed off. 


What to do?


What to do?


Then, I made up my mind.


***


“Hey, Parker? Could you come see me? It's
something important.”


I slapped down the receiver and waited for Parker
to arrive. It took him a little less than three seconds to grace me with his
presence.


“What’s up?” Parker’s bright eyes dimmed when he
saw my twisted expression.


“Don’t ask me why, but I need you to pick out our
best micro-camera,” I said. “I’m looking for something wireless and stupidly
easy to operate, with motion detection. Could you bring it over to my office by
three p.m. today?”


“Let me guess,” he said, scratching his beard.
“Someone’s been stealing your stuff and you’re not sure if it’s the dog or the
cleaner. ” 


I scoffed. “I wish that was my problem right
now.”


Parker coughed and straightened his posture.


“Cheating fiancé?” he probed.


“No,” I said bluntly. 


This could possibly be worse than that.


“Alright, boss. Audio or no audio?”


I thought about it. “No audio, please.”


A video was worth about a gazillion words after
all...sound or no sound. 


I leaned forward on my desk, motioning Parker to
shut the door close all the way. He gave a furtive glance out the corridor
before coming in and seating himself. He gave me a quizzical look.


Parker had been my right hand man at work ever
since I joined the company. If there was anyone I could trust, it was
him. 


I needed him to do a little more dirty work for
me. 


“Look…” I began. “I need someone to go through
Lance’s credit card history. The last six months will be fine.”


Parker chewed on his bottom lip. He had the sense
not to ask me any further questions. “I could get that arranged,” he said
finally.


“How long will it take?”


“Give me a week.”


“Awesome. I owe you.”


I relaxed into my chair. Reading about Lance’s
sexual fantasies had opened Pandora’s box,  and I’d been on edge since
morning. The thing was, I needed to trust the man I was marrying. Lance had a
separate credit card, but having out-earned him for the past five years, I
helped him out with the bills. What if he was spending my money on stuff I’d
never approve of or—god forbid—hookers?


I had to know.


“So when’s the wedding?”


I looked up to see Parker grinning and playing
with his beard again. He was huge, about 6’5”, with caveman good looks and a
smile that could’ve rivaled a toothpaste commercial. 


I gave him a death stare.


He chuckled. “Alright, alright. I’m out of here.
If you need anything else, you know where to find me.”


I watched him leave, tapping the desk with my
pencil, like I was in a hurry to get back to work.


“Close the door behind you,” I added.


As soon as Parker left, I opened the Kindle app
on my desktop and resumed reading ‘Dominant Wives’.
















CHAPTER
3


 


“So
what's it going to be? Bella Blooms or Fleurs de Rêves?”


I blinked and stared at my sister, Beth.


“Don’t tell me you still haven’t decided,” she
pressed.


I couldn’t help rolling my eyes. 


“Katie, your wedding’s not going to plan itself.
Well?”


“Bella Blooms,” I mumbled. “Lance said he’d book
a final meeting with the florist. Except he didn’t.”


“What the fuck? Your wedding’s three months away
and both of you aren’t even bothered? I’m sorry, but this is taking even
Lance’s laziness to a whole new level.”


I sighed. “It’s not that.”


Beth gave me a hard stare. We were at our usual
nail salon, getting our regular foot scrubs and mani-pedis. 


“Which color would you like?” the nail technician
asked, handing over the sample colored nails over the buzzing of nail equipment
and chattering patrons.


I glanced down at my nails and flipped through
the sample nails. I pointed at a creamy pink, the color of strawberry yogurt.
“This one, please.”


As the nail tech worked on my nails, I began
imagining if Lance would really like his nails in that shade too.


“Katie,” Beth interrupted my thoughts. “My spidey
senses are tingling.”


I looked up at her. I was normally good at hiding
my feelings, but not with my family—my mom and my three sisters were all really
headstrong characters and could smell a rat all the way on the moon. With my
dad abandoning us when my youngest sister was born (and I’d barely turned two)
we’d always had to look out for ourselves. 


“Okay, you’re not going to believe this,” I said.
“But I think Lance has been hiding something from me.”


“Katie, spit it out before I strangle you with my
still-wet nails!”


I avoided looking into her eyes. “I...I think
he’s into crossdressing.”


Beth’s mouth flew open. “What?”


I nodded. “I came across him downloading some
weird erotica. He has some kind of fetish, alright.” I finally met Beth’s eyes.
She was staring at me with such a concerned look on her face. 


“It’s not just crossdressing, by the way,” I
continued. “It’s like this whole new world. I don’t get it. He wants a woman to
dominate him, dress him up in women’s clothes, and humiliate him. Kind of. At
least, that’s how I understand it.”


Beth tilted her head at me, her eyes softening.
“It’s nothing to freak out about, Kat.” Then she cleared her throat. “If you
must know, I’m in a female-led relationship myself.”


I stared at her. “And you’re telling me this now?”


She shrugged. “I mean, I’m not obligated to share
my sex life with you, right?”


My head whirled. Beth? In a female-led
relationship? All that brought to mind was her husband Greg’s buff body
sprawled over her knees while my sister spanked him. 


“Oh, it’s the bee's knees,” she said. “You’re
basically the Queen of the household.”


I was still so confused. “But Greg? He’s like the
opposite of a wimp.”


Beth laughed. “It’s not about whether he’s a wimp
or not, not really. You’d be surprised, Kat. So many men lead these outwardly
macho lives, but when they’re at home, they want to give it a rest. Have
someone they love dominate them for a change. It’s a destresser for a lot of
them.”


“But I’m so mad at him!”


“I think you’re overreacting,” she said firmly.
“No man wants to admit they want to be dressed up in panties and dominated by
their partners. Can you blame him for not telling you?”


I sighed. I wanted to shake her. Stomp my feet.
Have a meltdown. But...my sister might be right. “I know. I just feel deceived.
That’s all.”


“Oh, for sure. I’m not contesting that. Plus the
stress of the wedding might be getting to you. You might just need a breather,”
she said. “Have you talked to Lance about what you saw?”


I shook my head. 


“So when are you going to speak to him?”


“Not anytime soon. I just rigged a camera in our
bedroom. I asked Parker to go in and set it up.”


“Kat!”


This time, I was the one who shrugged. Parker had
been kind enough to come in and fix the camera for me and connect it to my cell
phone. We’d placed the tiny thing in between two books underneath the TV, so
that it would be angled in front of our bed, but also able to capture a few
feet surrounding it. The cam was equipped with a motion sensor, so I’d get a
notification if anyone was in the room when I wasn’t home.  


Beth stood up and went to the front desk to pay
for our mani-pedis and scrubs. Then we walked to her car. 


“I can’t even wrap my head around what’s your end
goal here,” she said as she slammed the car door shut and pushed on the engine
start button. “Why would you want to spy on your fiancé?”


I took a deep breath. “I don’t think you
understand, Beth. Lance has changed ever since we got engaged. He’s become lazy
and complacent, and, to be frank, it’s pissing me the fuck off. He’s even
fucking lazy in bed, can you believe that?”


I didn’t even wait for her to react before I went
off. 


“I want to know what the fuck is going on!” I
said. “I have a feeling it’s all got to do with this sissification fetish of
his, and I want to get to the bottom of it.” I took a deep breath. “And to be
honest, I want to know if our relationship will even work. Like, what if he’s gay?
What then, huh? I’d rather know before I marry the guy!”


Beth was silent for a long time, as if she was
waiting for me to cool down. Now that I’d aired everything out, I felt a lot
better. “Alright,” she finally said. “I’m with you. But I have one question.
It’s going to help you a lot if you’re honest with yourself about it.”


“What is it?”


“Do you love him?”


“Yes. I do.”


I didn’t even hesitate to answer. Because it was
true. As much as Lance had been annoying me recently, I still cared for
him. 


Beth looked noticeably relieved. “Phew. I
was worried for a second there.”


I raised an eyebrow at her. “But sis, when he
doesn’t make me cum in bed like he used to, you know we’ve got a problem….”


“Say no more, Kat. I’m with you on that. Looks
like you can take a few pointers from me about learning to become more
dominant.”


I smiled, deciding then and there not to tell her
about the credit card statements. 


“Yeah,” I said. My phone buzzed. “Let me show you
how the camera works. It’s pretty cool.”


I whipped out my phone and saw that there was a
notification from the camera app. That wasn’t anything unusual, because the app
took hourly screenshots of the feed and saved them in a handy folder. But this
time, when I opened the app, I saw that the camera had detected some kind of
movement. My heart fluttering, I clicked on the feed, and to my shock, it
wasn’t showing an empty bedroom at all. 


There was Lance, hunched down in between our
closet doors.


“Oh my god!” I yelped. “It’s him!”


“Let me see!” Beth pounced and grabbed the phone
from me. 


We both stared down, speechless, at my fiancé
rustling through something inside the closet. He brought out a laminate bag and
dug his hand inside once more, taking out a hand-held mirror and an object that
looked suspiciously like a tube of lipstick. He puckered his lips and peered
into the mirror as he painted his lips with it, seemingly with the skill and
patience of a surgeon. He pouted and smiled once he was done. 


Then he disappeared off the screen.


Beth and I waited for him to come back. I didn’t
even want to breathe.


When he did, I almost wanted to hit my head on
the glove compartment.


“Is that...is that your underwear?” Beth asked in
a hushed voice.


Lance had stolen one of my Victoria’s Secret lace
panties, the white ones. They were the most comfortable pair I
owned. 


We watched in shock as he undressed, revealing an
already healthy looking hard-on. Beth gasped and shielded her eyes.


“I don’t want to see this!” she insisted, but
seconds later I saw that she was taking a peek.


I didn’t care whether she saw Lance naked or not.
All I could think of was: How dare he? 


Lance was looking extremely smug as he walked
around the room in red lipstick and my white lace panties. I felt sick as I
thought about what was coming next. He got down on his knees, his butt to the
camera, and dove in between the closet doors once again.


“What in the world is he up to?” Beth asked.


“I have no fucking clue,” I muttered.


But then I saw it. Lance’s palms hugging a white
box. He carefully placed the box on the bed and tugged at the ribbons.


“Not the wedding veil!” I shrieked.


“Oh my god!” Beth said. “What is he going to do
with your wedding veil?”


I watched in horror as Lance ran his fingers
through the precious lace veil, the one that had been my grandma’s and was
handed down to me by my mom. He placed the delicate, sensitive fabric to the
back of his head, seemingly with the grace of an ox, fastening the rhinestone
comb with what looked like a zillion bobby pins. Then he hopped on the bed and
snuck his hand inside my panties.


I couldn’t believe it. My sister and I both
watched as he jerked himself off with his snubby little fingers, pausing from
time to time only to fan the veil around his shoulders like it was his hair.
His grip was getting tighter and tighter and then he reached in deep, playing
with his balls and the base of his shaft. His hips bucked and twitched as he
came, the cum oozing out from the top of the lace underwear, and yes, dripping
straight down it…


Lance gave a deep sigh and rested his head on a
pillow, his hand still around his spent cock, a satisfied expression on his
face. Then he dashed out of view from the camera.


“Holy shit. He’s got some nerve. Kat? Kat?”


I was seeing red.


“So that’s why he hasn’t made me cum,” I hissed.
“That’s why he’s been so lazy and complacent. He’s been jizzing all over
my panties and Grandma’s veil!”


Beth patted my arm. “What are you going to do?
Are you going to confront him?”


“I told you, I’m not going to confront him.”


“What then?”


I settled back in my seat, and in spite of the
red-hot anger coursing through my veins, I cracked a smile. The plan in my head
had started to flesh out. Grow arms and legs. Soon it would be fully-formed and
be able to walk on its own.


“I need you to take me to Naughty Hunny,” I said.
“And I’m going to need your help in there.”


“Naughty Hunny? The sex shop? What for?”


“I’ve been reading about sissification and
domination for days now,” I said. “And Lance deserves to be punished. And
what’s the best punishment for a sissy who’s a panty thief and can’t keep his
grubby hands off his clit?”


It was a rhetorical question. Beth’s lips curled
into an evil smile. “I think I know what you’re talking about,” she said.
“Let’s go.”
















CHAPTER
4


 


That
night, I wore my sexiest lingerie and flashed Lance while he was watching TV.


“Mmm, hot,” he said, setting down the remote. His
eyes traveled hungrily from my humongous cleavage, thanks to my trusty red
push-up bra, to the tiny matching thong hugging my hips.


“Follow me, stranger.” I grabbed his t-shirt and
pulled on it, hauling it over my shoulder so he could follow me. 


In the bedroom, he began to lavish me with
kisses. “Fuck, I’m gonna have such a hot wife,” he whispered.


I moaned into his lips. 


He buried his head into the nook of my breasts
and took a deep breath. I giggled and escorted him to the bed, where I invited
him to take a seat.


I swung my hips and danced in front of him. My
breasts jogged and bounced to an imaginary beat, causing one nipple to pop out.
Lance seemed transfixed. Then I unhooked my bra and let it fall to the floor. I
felt like Dita Von Teese doing one of her burlesque acts, but Lance seemed to
be enjoying it so far.


If I could just get this one step right, I thought, everything
else will fall into place….


I removed my panties and flung it in Lance’s
face. He reached out and sniffed it, his eyes half-closed as he enjoyed my
scent.


I squeezed my breasts together with my arms and
pushed them in his face.


“Now that I’m your fiancée,” I murmured. “Aren’t
you excited?”


“Yeah, of course I am,” he murmured back.


“In honor of us being hubby and wifey, I think
it’s time for us to try out something new in the bedroom,” I said. “Don’t you?
I’m so bored with our usual routine.”


“Yeah, I’m up for it. What do you have in mind,
babe?” he said. “A set of handcuffs?”


I rolled my eyes. “Handcuffs? You’re so boring,
Lance. I have something much more spicy.”


I squatted down and scooched out a small box from
under the bed. 


Lance looked at me, a little confused. “What is
it?” 


“A small surprise. Go ahead and open it,” I said,
smiling and handing him the box.


He opened the top and took a peek.


“Wait, is this what I think it is?” he asked.


“Uh-huh,” I said, biting my lip seductively.
“Slide it out, babe, I wanna see.”


Lance laughed, a little too loudly. “Honey, I
thought we were about to have sex.” He removed the stainless steel cage and
held it out in his palm. “A cock cage is doing it a little backwards, don’t you
think?”


“Oh, but we are going to fuck,” I said
sweetly. “I wouldn’t worry about that at all.” 


“But why a cock cage, babe?” Lance's brows were
knitted together in a state of bemusement.


I had to bite down hard on my tongue to stop
myself from laughing.


“I think PIV sex is so last season,” I said
airily. “This will make us much more creative.”


He was still staring down at the cage like it was
an insect he wanted to squash. 


“Strip,” I ordered, pulling on his t-shirt
again.


“Oh, alright,” he said, extending his arms so I
could remove his t-shirt. “I’ll give it a go, just for tonight.”


Poor Lance, I thought. He has no clue...


Beth and I had spent roughly an hour at Naughty
Hunny searching for the perfect chastity cage. She’d said that once I succeeded
in having him locked up, he’d become much more openly submissive and obedient.


“It’s like magic,” she said. “He’ll start
following you around like a puppy.”


I couldn’t wait!


I stared at Lance’s cock, which was hardening in
my palm. 


“Ugh, this won’t do,” I muttered. 


“Well if this is what you really wanted to do you
shouldn’t have shoved your tits in my face,” Lance said, as his cock grew
bigger in my hand. “Can’t we do this some other time?”


I rolled my eyes. Typical. He just wanted
to nut and get it over with. 


“Now or never,” I said firmly. “It’s time for you
to have a cold shower.”


“But but,” he protested.


My mind flashed back to the moment I saw him on
our bed, wearing my panties. I could’ve given his balls a good squeeze then and
there.


“No buts!” I snapped. “Off you go.”


I put the shower to the coldest setting and sent
him off. I heard him blubber and curse all the while he was in there. He came
out with a towel wrapped around his hips.


I pulled on the towel and there was his cock,
looking nice and soft and small. I dried his crotch area with a fresh towel and
tried to remember the demo they’d shown me over at Naughty Hunny. I secured the
base ring, then gently slid the cage over his shaft. Then I locked the whole
thing in place with the padlock. I fished the tiny key out from the box and
showed him.


“See this? You won’t be able to cum unless I
unlock you,” I said. “And I won’t unlock you unless you do what I say!” 


I laughed in his face. A part of me felt horrible
for doing this, but another part of me knew he was just getting his just
deserts. 


Lance stared down in horror at his cock, now
completely inaccessible thanks to the strong steel cage. He was very clearly
horrified at the proposition. 


“Y-you mean, you’re not going to take it off
tonight?” he stuttered. 


“I might,” I said huskily. “If you show me a good
time, sexy boy.”


I pulled him towards the bed with me. He started
to hump my pussy with the cage on but he looked so ridiculous that I had to
giggle. He didn’t laugh, though. 


I pushed his head into my naked crotch. 


“I hope you’re hungry Lance,” I said innocently,
spreading my thighs wide open. “Eat your heart out.”
















CHAPTER
5


 


Lance
was apparently so horny that he didn’t miss a beat when I ordered him to eat me
out. He hunkered down in there, his tongue sliding up and down my slit. I was
instantly wet. Surprisingly wet.  


I moaned.


His tongue rolled around my clit and then he
started sucking on it. My pussy pulsed with lust. I’d needed this for so long.
I writhed beneath him, feeling myself get wetter and wetter. I started rubbing
my nipples and rested my head back against the pillows as I closed my eyes and
enjoyed the soft sensations of Lance’s lips. A part of me was so relaxed I
could’ve fallen asleep. 


I should’ve caught him reading sissy erotica a
long time ago, I thought dreamily.


I pressed my pussy hard into his nose and mouth,
feeling the pleasant scratch of his light stubble against my inner thighs. He
suckled me with renewed energy, tasting me with huge, hungry licks.


I could tell he was getting extremely aroused.


“Ohhh, baby, get your tongue in there,” I moaned.
“In my pussy. Fuck me with your tongue.”


I let out a loud groan as his tongue penetrated me.
I wrapped my legs around his neck and forced his tongue in deeper. He responded
by bobbing his head in and out with furious determination. Then he started
alternating between kissing my pussy and thrusting his tongue inside me.


I could feel the pressure building, my inner
walls pumping and pounding like a war drum. I was on the cusp of an unspeakably
powerful orgasm.


“Keep doing it! Don’t stop! Don’t stop!” I
screamed.


Lance did exactly as he was told. At that point,
I climaxed so intensely I thought I saw stars. 


“Oooooh!”


I opened my eyes. Lance was staring at me with an
envious expression on his face. 


I was blown away by how turned on I’d gotten by
bossing him around while he pleasured me. 


“It’s your turn, babe,” I said. “Come on.”


“Well, it’s not like you can do much with this,”
he said, pointing down at his chastity cage. “Take it off?”


“I’m not that easy, sweetie,” I said in a syrupy
voice. I knew I was going to drive him crazy with what I was about to do next.
“Could you get me my thong?”


Lance picked up my red thong off the floor and
held it out to me.


“Oh no, that’s not for me,” I said. “We’re trying
something new, remember? I’d like you to wear my thong.”


“You’re kidding me, right?” he said, hanging it
up on his pinky finger and scrunching his nose. “I don’t want to wear your
underwear.”


Such a good actor, I thought. 


“I know you don’t,” I said smoothly. “But will
you do it for me? Your super hot wifey? Pretty please. I just think you’ll look
kinda hot in it.”


He ran his fingers through the thong uncertainly.
I could almost see the cogs turning in his head as he decided whether he wanted
to give in to the temptation of wearing lingerie in front of me. After all, I’d
made it easy for him. He didn’t have to look like he enjoyed it!


After a minute, he hopped off the bed and stepped
into the thong. His fingers were trembling as the fabric made its way past his
lower thighs, upper thighs, and then settled on his hips. There was just the
tiniest of bulges outlining the cage that was wrapped around his flaccid cock,
but it was easy to ignore in the dim lighting of our bedroom. 


“Wow, you look good in that,” I said. “I can
hardly see your dick.”


He turned red. 


“Now turn around and bend over, babe,” I said.


He turned even redder. “What are you going to do
to me?” he said. His voice was shaking a little. 


“You’ll find out soon enough,” I said. “I think
you’ll enjoy this, Lance. Pull the back to the side, please, and just tell me
how you feel, okay?”


I took the bottle of lube from the nightstand and
squirted some onto my fingers. I stared at my fiancé's ass. From this angle, it
did look quite inviting. It wasn’t as hairy as I’d expected, although I could
see a few stray hairs dangling from his hole. I wondered whether he shaved
there. 


I slathered the lube up and down his crack. Lance
shivered and propped his ass up even further. 


“Are you really going to explore my ass, babe?”
he asked. This time, there was wonder in his voice. 


“Hmmm,” I said distractedly.


With my thumb and forefinger, I first started to
massage his crack. I just wanted to get things heated up first. I applied a
little pressure on his taint and then massaged that spot for a while too. Then,
without warning, I inserted my middle finger inside him. I felt his asshole
instantly clench around my digit. He squealed. He was definitely tight. 


“Relax,” I said. “How does it feel so far?”


“It’s...it’s fine,” he said. He was trying his
hardest not to let the enthusiasm ooze out of his voice. 


I started to thrust my fingers in deeper, little
by little. First an inch, then another, and then very slowly, another. I could
feel Lance beginning to let go. 


Why was fingering someone’s ass so satisfying? I thought with a smile. Maybe
it’s the taboo aspect of it.


Once I thought I’d penetrated a good length of
Lance’s asshole, I started jerking my finger in and out. The lube caused the
finger to make sexy wet noises as I probed him. 


Lance uttered a moan.


“You like it, babe?” I asked. 


“Unnnh,” he grunted.


I took my finger out. 


“I think I’m done,” I said.


“B-but, I’m not done yet!” he screamed.


“Oh, that’s too bad,” I said. “I’m tired now,
though. Maybe we can try another day?”


“At least unlock me?” There was fear in his eyes.
Probably at the thought of me leaving him locked up, horny, and utterly
frustrated...


I smiled at him. “Way too soon, babe. You know
what I was thinking about just now?”


“What?”


“The wedding to-do list I gave you. It’s on our
Google Sheets. I checked it this morning and you have about ten things
pending.”


“I don’t remember,” he whined. 


“Well, think harder,” I said sharply. “We’re
about to get married, Lance. It’s time you started pulling your weight too.
You’ll get those ten things completed tomorrow after you’re done with work, and
then maybe we can talk about unlocking you.” 


He slumped into the bed.


“Alright, alright. I’ll do it,” he grumbled.
“It’ll be done by tomorrow.”


I ran my fingers through his hair. It was getting
a little long. “Good girl,” I said.


Lance blinked. “Girl?”


“Oops,” I said. “I mean, boy.”


Then I headed off to the bathroom to take a nice
hot shower and get ready for a great night of sleep. 
















CHAPTER
6


 


I
woke up the next morning feeling happier than I had in ages. All the stress
that I’d felt mounting on my shoulders for the past week had seemingly melted
away. I yawned and stretched. I was totally ready to tackle another busy day at
work.


I glanced to my left and there was Lance, head
nestled deep into his big fluffy pillow, sound asleep. Even in his sleep, he
had a scowl on his face.


Guess he really didn’t care for the blue
balls he got a taste of last night!


I chuckled to myself and got up, scrolling
through the notifications on my phone. Apparently, I'd had such a good night's
sleep that I’d woken up fifteen minutes before my alarm went off.


I cast another glance towards Lance, an idea
brewing in my head...


After last night, I was feeling frisky again.


“Hey, babe?” I said, giving his shoulders a
shove.


“Hmm?” Lance mumbled something in his sleep.


Time to dial it up...


“Get the fuck up!” I yelled in his ear.


Lance woke up, looking terrified. “What
happened?” he asked.


“Oh, nothing,” I said sweetly. “But I’ve got some
time before work. Do you want to finish what we started last night?”


His eyes instantly lit up. “Hell yes,” he said.


“Then go brush your teeth,” I said. “I don’t want
your morning breath anywhere near me.”


He groaned and rubbed his eyes before getting out
of bed. He was still naked. I saw him giving his locked cock a nasty stare.


With Lance in the bathroom, I took the time to
get myself even more in the mood. I stripped down and began to rub and pull on
my nipples. That never failed to arouse me.


I moaned, enjoying the slickness already building
up between my thighs. 


By the time Lance came out of the bathroom, my
legs were wide open and I was moaning away while I pinched my nipples. He gave
my pussy a hard, yearning stare.


“Get this thing off me,” he said, trying
desperately not to sound like he was begging. “I want to fuck you so badly.”


I giggled. “Patience, babe. Now get your tongue
in my pussy and make me feel good.”


He bent down and began kissing my inner thighs,
bringing his lips up an inch at a time before eagerly squishing his face into
my sex. He spread my silky pussy folds open and lapped his tongue all around
the inside. 


“Oh man, you’re dripping,” he murmured. “You
taste amazing.”


“Picture your rock hard dick slamming into my wet
sloshy cunt, babe,” I whispered.


That should keep him going!


He whimpered and began stimulating my clit with
his tongue. Somehow I was even hornier than last night, and each touch felt
like an electric shock to my pussy. Had his technique improved overnight? 


“Faster, babe, faster!” I screamed, clutching
onto his hair. “Oh fuck that feels so good!”


It didn’t take me long at all to cum, and when I
did, I thought I was going to pass out. It was hands down the most wonderful
orgasm I’d ever had.


I stared down to see Lance’s face drenched in my
fluids. He was wiping his eyes and soppily licking off the juice around his
lips. 


“My turn?” he mumbled.


I made a show of looking at my phone and gave out
a gasp. “Oh my god! I’m going to be late! Sorry, babe. Maybe next time!”


I left Lance in a puddle of sadness and
desperation and popped into the bathroom to clean myself up.


When I stepped out, he was curled up in bed. His
eyes were closed but the lids were still flickering, so he was still awake. I
knew he was probably waiting for me to head out so he could jerk off. Try to,
at least. 


I had no issue with that. It wasn’t like he was
going to have any success with it...


Was this what dominating a sissy was really like?
Punishing your lazy-ass fiancé and having awesome orgasms at the same time? I
couldn’t believe how much fun I was having. He was like putty in my
hands. 


I took my time slipping into my outfit for the day:
a red pencil skirt, a sleeveless blouse, and black pumps. Then I kissed Lance
on the forehead and stepped out to go to work. 


***


Work was a breeze, except for a few hiccups that
Parker, of course, graciously helped me out with.


“How did the spy mission turn out?” he asked when
we had a moment alone together. 


“Fantastic,” I told him with a devilish grin.
“Any update on the credit card statements?”


“They should be done by tonight, actually.”


“Hmmm.” I remembered that Lance would be out
doing errands for the wedding after work today, which should be keeping him
busy for at least a few hours. “Could you drop by my place, say at
seven-thirty, and hand it over? To be honest, I don’t exactly need it now, but
I’m still curious as hell to see what Lance has been up to.”


“That depends,” Parker said. “Will you be home
alone?”


I twittered and slapped him on the chest. “Page
number thirty on the employee manual. No flirting with your boss.”


Parker grinned. “A guy can dream. I’ll be there. Boss.”
















 


CHAPTER
7


 


At
five sharp, I exited the office and drove the dozen blocks to my sister’s
office to pick her up. We had planned to go shopping for some bridal lingerie.


“So,” she began the moment she slipped into her
seat. “I don’t want to pry, but I also kind of need to know. Did you lock him
up?”


“Well...he won’t be able to wank in this tank
anymore,” I said, giggling. “And let me tell you, it was...an experience.”


Beth cheered. “I need more. Like, did he hate it?
Did you enjoy it?”


“You should’ve seen his face,” I said. “He hated
it. But I already feel like I’m in a relationship with a new man. I made
him eat me out twice already.” I veered the car into the parking lot of the
mall. “The only thing that irked me was his body hair and...I guess how manly
his face looks. If he wants to become a sissy and have his ass played with, I
wouldn’t mind it so much if he looked like an actual woman you know?”


“Easy peasy,” Beth said. “Give him a makeover.
Wigs. Makeup. Breast forms. There’s so much you can do!”


I gave her a look. “Wait. We can go there?”


Beth giggled. “Of course. Kat, this is exactly
what Lance wants. He wants you to feminize him from head to toe. Greg’s not
even a sissy but I make him go all the way just because I have way too much fun
with it. It’s like playing with Barbie dolls again!” 


We got out of the car and began walking towards
the store. 


“Tell you what,” Beth continued. How about we
head to my place after this? We’ve built up quite a collection for Greg and I’d
be cool with you borrowing his stuff for a while.”


“Greg wouldn’t mind?” I asked.


Beth rolled her eyes. “Greg’s opinion doesn’t
matter. Do I need to remind you? I’m the one running the ship.”


I laughed. “Of course, of course. Wow, I’m
learning so much everyday. This is great.”


We were greeted by a whiff of air conditioning as
we entered the clothing store. We went up to the lingerie section on the fifth
floor. A sales assistant came forward and I mentioned I was getting married in
three months and was looking to splurge on bridal lingerie.


“Congratulations!” she said brightly. “Follow me.
You’ll love our new selections!”


Beth and I combed through the many options she
presented to us and picked out some of our favorites. Then we were both seated
in the dressing room. 


“Do you need me to measure you?” the sales
assistant asked.


“Oh, there’s no need. I’m a 32DD.” Then I cleared
my throat. “I’m also going to need a few of the bras in a different size.”


She looked at me with a puzzled expression.


“It’s for her husband,” Beth said, her
voice just a sliver above a whisper. “She’s transforming him into a
crossdressing sissy.”


The sales assistant’s eyes grew wide. For a
second I thought she was going to make a scene or something. But then her face
melted into a gigantic smile.


“That’s amazing!” she said. “In fact, I have the
perfect solution for your lovely husband-to-be. Don’t move. I’ll be right
back.”


She disappeared, reappearing less than a minute later
with a cream-colored bra. I ran my fingers through the garment. It was very
well constructed with elegant lace borders along with a smattering of pearls
sewn along the straps. The cups had a subtle sheen to it. Upon further
inspection, I could see there was a barely visible opening behind the
cups. 


“This is a breast form bra,” the sales assistant
said excitedly. “It’s incredibly easy for a first-timer. All he has to do is
slide his breasts into place. He’ll be able to show off his lovely new nipples
too!”


“That’s awesome. The only concern I have is the
size,” I said. “The bras are a surprise, but I want to make sure they fit well.
What size should we go with?”


“Well, Greg is about the same build as Lance,
really, give or take a few pounds…so I bet a 38C would look good,” Beth chimed
in. “I have a ton of breast forms you could choose from, Kat.” Her eyes
sparkled with excitement. “You won’t believe how different Greg looks
with a pocket bra on. It completely changes his silhouette.”


I stared at her. Now that she’d hyped me up, I
couldn’t believe I was actually excited to see my fiancé with breasts.


We spent around another hour shopping. I chose
four bra and panty sets for myself, and two pocket bras for Lance with cute
matching underwear.


Then we headed off to my sister’s place.


Beth unlocked the front door and sang out, “Gigi!
Gigi? I’m home!”


Gigi? 


I couldn’t stay confused for long because the
moment she swung open the door I got the biggest shock of my life. 


There was Greg, her husband...in a pink, frilly
babydoll dress, complete with a curly blonde wig and ribbons in his hair. 


When he saw me, he almost jumped out of his
kitten heels. He clearly hadn’t expected to see his sister-in-law in this state. 


“You didn’t tell me Greg was home!” I yelped.


Greg gave me a bashful smile but quickly averted
his eyes. Then he got down on his knees and kissed Beth’s feet through her
open-toed pumps. 


“Gigi!” she chided. “What did I tell you about
greeting guests?”


Greg crawled to where I was standing and kissed
my feet. His lips left a faint lipstick stain on my heels. 


“That’s ten lashings for tonight since you forgot
such a simple rule,” Beth said in a snooty voice. “I’m so disappointed in you,
Gigi. Now please go get us something to drink.”


Greg made a noise—it sounded somewhere in between
a whine and a sob. Then he strutted away to the kitchen. 


I’d never seen him act this way
before. 


It was incredibly entertaining…and inspiring.


Beth took me to her neatly tidied bedroom.
Everything was clean—much cleaner than I remembered. 


“I never do the cleaning anymore,” she said with
a smug smile. “It’s been so freeing.”


“How though?” I asked. “How do you get him
to do everything while you sit back and...do nothing?”


Beth ran a finger across one of the floating
shelves on the wall. There was a smidgen of dust on her fingertip. “Oh, I just
order him around like he’s a dog. Watch this.” She cleared her throat, then
called out, “Gigi! Come here at once!”


In two seconds flat, Greg appeared at the doorway
looking flustered and a little scared. 


“You missed a spot, babycakes,” she said. “What
did I tell you about dusting?”


“It’s only clean if you dare to lick it,” he said
in a girly voice.


“That’s right, babycakes.” Beth reached her hand
out and Greg began to suck on her dirty finger. “That’s added another ten
lashings for your nightly punishment,” she added darkly. “Now be a good girl
and show me how sorry you are.”


I stood behind them, speechless, as Greg got down
on his knees once more. This time, he lifted up my sister’s skirt and peeled
her panties down with trembling hands. He planted a huge kiss right on her
butt.


“One…” he said in a small, quivering voice.


Greg kissed it again, this time right on the
crack.


“Two…” he counted. 


Another three kisses, each one louder than the
last.


“Three…four...five...”


“Get right in there!” Beth barked. “You need to
get a big whiff while you kiss my ass. I don’t have much time!”


I wanted to tear my eyes away from the scene. No,
I wanted to pour bleach over my eyes so I could erase every living trace of
that memory already imprinted in my brain. But of course I didn’t. I couldn’t.
I watched as Greg planted no less than a hundred kisses on my sister’s butt as
she let out little sighs of pleasure in between each one.


“Those drinks?” she said, the moment he was
done. 


Greg looked exhausted, but nodded obediently
before scurrying out of the room. 


“Holy shit,” I said. “What did I just witness?”


Beth just looked at me with a smirk. “Watch and
learn, sister,” she said. “Now, where were we?”


I still felt a little dazed as she opened the top
drawer of her dresser. Once I saw what was inside, I gasped. Carefully packaged
in transparent wraps and individual containers were boobs. Boobs of all
shapes and sizes, nipples of all colors and textures, with some looking
freakishly realistic.


“The oval is the most flattering on Greg,” she
said, taking out a pair and handing it to me. “It makes his top look super
feminine.”


I took one breast carefully out of the wrapper.
It wobbled in my palm. I gave it a squeeze with my other hand.


“It’s so soft,” I murmured. 


“It’s yours,” Beth said. “Follow me.”


We stepped inside her walk-in closet. There was a
separate closet built into one side that was fitted with glass panel doors. A
collection of close-lidded heads were arranged neatly from top to bottom.
Sprouting out of each head was a different kind of wig. There were curly ones
and straight-haired ones, bobs and blunt cuts and layered hairstyles, in
various colors—raven black, icy blondes and even flashy pinks.


“The upkeep is definitely not cheap,” Beth
admitted.


“Pretty sure this is Lance’s dream,” I
said.  


My eyes were immediately drawn to a wig on the
top shelf. It was a rich, silky chocolate brown, not too short, but not too
long either—about my own length, which was an inch or two below my
armpits.  


I'm sure Lance would look pretty in this, I thought. 


I pictured him with that pretty wig on his head,
pink lips, and soft hazy makeup. I felt a flutter in my chest. Was I excited to
make him over into a girl? 


More excited than I thought I would be...


“Great choice. I’ll pack that up for you,” Beth
said. She motioned me towards a set of drawers with a collection of heels
stacked on top. “And...I think you might like this.”


She pulled out an object that, at first glance,
looked like a giant black chess piece. 


“I haven’t used this one,” she began. “So it’s
clean.”


“Is that a dildo?” I asked.


She nodded. “A three-headed dildo,” she said.
“Use it wisely though. I’ve heard that penetration with this is an experience.”


I leaned closer to get a better look. I was
scared to even touch it. “Beth, are you talking about pegging?” 


Beth positioned the dildo in between her thighs
and started humping the air. Then she collapsed into a fit of giggles. “Don’t
knock it ’til you try it,” she said, handing the dildo over to me. “It’s the
most intimate thing you could do with your man. Nothing better to show him
who’s the queen and who’s the sub!”


I slipped the dildo in between my legs, winding
my palm around the topmost head. It was huge, smooth, and shiny.  I ran a
finger through each of the ridges, imagining what it would feel like to have
this giant appendage growing out of me. Somehow, it made me feel powerful. I
pictured Lance on all fours, squirming and whimpering as I fucked him with my
own cock.


That would be so hot...


“I’ll give you the strap that goes with it?” Beth
said.


I turned to the side so that she couldn’t see how
flushed my face had gotten.


“Alright,” I said. “I’ll take it.”
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I
drove home that evening feeling pleased and satisfied with my new possessions.
Being able to take a peek into Beth’s intimate relationship with Greg had been
kind of traumatic, but also enlightening. Greg wasn’t just a feminized sub—he
totally craved Beth’s authority. I mean, he was willing to get on his knees and
crawl up in between her butt cheeks! And as for Beth herself, well, she seemed
to be having the time of her life.


When I walked through the front door, Lance was
slumped on the couch, staring absent-mindedly at a blank TV screen. I could see
he was in a bad mood. I’d totally forgotten to check up on the feed to see what
he’d been up to once he got done with the errands.


“Where were you?” he asked sullenly.


I set down my bags and took a look around. Lance
had attempted to clean up the apartment—the everyday clutter had gone and the
counters and floors were shining.  


I tried to act like I didn’t notice. 


“Shopping,” I said. “Please take these bags
upstairs to our bedroom. Now.”


Lance didn’t complain. He carried them all up the
stairs, making a show of huffing and panting. I could see he was bursting to
say something. 


My skin tingled. Was he about to confess?
Was he finally going to tell me about his sissy fetish?


He placed the bags on a stool and turned to face
me. “A friend of yours dropped by,” he said. His voice was full of doom and
gloom.


My ears pricked up. “A friend?”


“A guy,” he spat. 


Parker. Oh shit. I’d totally forgotten about the credit
card statements.


Lance shifted from foot to foot, not meeting my
eyes. Then he cleared his throat. “Are you cheating on me?” he asked. 


That came so far out of left field that I
couldn’t help but burst into laughter.


“Not fair,” he grunted, watching me wipe away the
tears in my eyes. “I was being serious.”


I stared at him. The fact that he was so
suspicious of me cheating on him said a lot about how insecure he was.


“Babe. I’m pretty sure I’m not the one
fantasizing about other cocks here,” I said. 


Lance’s face went bright red. “What do you mean
by that?”


“Nothing,” I said. 


His face confirmed everything I needed to know.


My fiancé wanted a cock. In his ass.


I suddenly had a vision of me drilling him from
behind with that black three-headed dildo.


It made my legs go all gooey. 


But did Lance happen to crave a real cock?


A real, throbbing, fat cock protruding out from a
real, breathing man?


I whipped my head up at him. “Did you do what I
told you to do? The wedding stuff?”


“Yes. It’s all done,” he said. His eyes were big
and round, like he was excited all of a sudden.


“Well then, instead of wasting more time, why
don’t you make yourself useful instead?” I said. “I’m hungry. Go and make me
some dinner?”


He huffed and dragged his feet.


“I could make space for some sexy time
after that. If you’re interested,” I added, licking my lips. 


His eyebrows shot up. Then, with a weak nod, he
disappeared down the stairs. 


I laughed out loud. Poor Lance hated what I’d
done to him, yet he had no choice but to play my game. I could only imagine how
frustrated he was feeling without sex or the ability to jerk himself off.


Serves him right, I thought. 


I took out my phone and made a call to
Parker. 


“Sorry I wasn’t in,” I said. “I totally forgot
you were coming over.”


“Bummer,” he said. “Do you want me to bring it
over there now?”


I smiled. Parker was always so helpful. As
helpful as he was easy on the eyes.


“Where are you right now?” I asked.


“Home,” he said. “Why?”


“Alright. I trust you,” I said. “Open up the
report and have at it.”


“You sure?” He sounded uncertain. 


“Yes,” I said. “Go on.”


I heard the sound of an envelope being ripped
open and then Parker's quiet breathing. He was silent for a long time.


Then he said, “It’s not good.”


A wave of worry washed over me, and my heart
clambered into overdrive. 


I clutched my stomach. I was suddenly feeling
queasy. 


Was this going to be it? Was this going to be the
point where our seven-year relationship—and our wedding—would come down
crashing and burning?


“Fuck…” I whispered.


What had Lance done? All the horrible
possibilities hurtled through me. Had he hired a gay escort or something?
Splurged on porn? Cheated on me? 


Was that why he was so suspicious of me?


“Tell me,” I breathed. “I want to know.”


The three generous seconds Parker took to answer
me felt like three lifetimes.


“Butt plugs.” Parker’s voice was shaking, like he
was trying not to laugh. “He’s spent a shit ton on butt plugs. Like, fifty of
’em. Dude must have quite the collection by now.” 


My body instantly felt light, like a huge weight
had slipped off my shoulders. 


“Oh shit,” I said. “I wonder where he keeps his
stash.”


Parker said something, but I wasn’t even
listening.


Lance was just a sissy. A lazy and immature
sissy. 


Not a bad guy. 


A lazy sissy I could deal with. At least they
could be whipped into shape through training and discipline. 


“You think he’s got one vibrating in his ass
right now?” Parker asked.


“I hadn’t even thought of that,” I said. I took a
deep breath. “So, uh, Parker. Are you dating anyone right now?”


“Hmm, that depends. You single?” He chuckled.
“Nah, I’m free. If you want to shoot your shot.”


I laughed. I remembered meeting one of Parker’s
boyfriends a couple of months ago at an office party. Parker was openly
bisexual, or at least that’s what he’d told me, despite the fact I’d never seen
him dating any women. I’d heard through the grapevine that there were more than
a few ladies at work who were pining after him, though. His 6’5” build,
gorgeous smile, and earring studs probably had a lot to do with it. 


“Do you think Lance is cute?” I asked. “Be
honest.”


“Yes,” he said instantly. “You know who he
reminds me of? Cole Sprouse. A less grungy Riverdale version of him.”


“That was oddly specific,” I mused. “Which might
be just as well, because I have an odd proposition to throw at you.”


“Oh yeah?”


A sudden, unexpected fantasy had taken hold over
me, the depths of which I didn’t dare to say out loud to Parker right now.
Truth be told, I was getting horny just thinking about it. And soon, it could
all become reality. 


I just had to ask. 


“I think Lance would really like you too,” I
said. “Or more specifically, something you have…”
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Over
the next few weeks, Lance completely turned over a new leaf. He helped with the
wedding arrangements, and most of the time I didn’t even have to ask. He also
kept the house clean and cooked my meals—they were a little bland, but nothing
a little extra salt couldn’t fix. For the time being. I was still very
grateful. 


We had a wonderful joint bachelor/bachelorette
party with our family and friends. The big day was dawning closer, and instead
of feeling stressed out and anxious like I thought I would be, I felt elated.


I was going to marry my best friend.


Lance was going to be an amazing husband.


It was weird. Chastity had made him so much more
attractive that I was feeling stupidly horny most days. I spent late nights
reading my own erotica and masturbating while Lance was sleeping, imagining how
wild it would be for us to be intimate again the day I was going to unlock him.
I had orgasms that I could only describe as otherworldly and magical. 


And then...Friday night arrived.


Friday night was going to be special. 


It was the night I was going to turn my fiancé
into a full-blown woman.


As I drove home after a tiring day of work, I was
feeling excited—probably way more than I should’ve been. For whatever mystical
reason, the idea of turning Lance into a woman and having him do my bidding had
been really turning me on. To the point I saw that I’d left a wet spot on the
car seat once I’d got out.  


Once I was home I wasted no time. After his
evening chores, I brought Lance to the bedroom and we started making out. Weeks
without sexual contact had made him a little skittish and he was probably
desperate for a release by now—but to be honest, so was I.


We kissed furiously. I took my time exploring his
body and, once he got naked, reached down to play with his locked cock and
balls. He moaned loudly into my ear and nuzzled my earlobe. My finger went down
his back and over the soft bump of his ass. I was greeted with smooth flesh and
the cushiony little opening of his asshole.  


No buttplug rammed up in there. Just a tight,
empty, puckering hole—a very inviting hole, I had to admit.


“Babe, wanna try something frisky today?” he
murmured after a while.


“Sure,” I said casually. “What do you have in
mind?”


He looked at me a little shyly. “If you want to,
maybe we could try the panties again like last time?” he said. “Since you said
you find it hot and all,” he added. His voice had a slight tremble.


I smirked.


“Well, I was thinking of panties as more of a
one-time thing,” I said. “Don’t you want to try something new?”


“I do,” he said hurriedly. He went back to
kissing my neck. “Whatever. I just wanted to do it for you, that’s all. But I
wouldn’t mind you unlocking me for just one night.”


“Not right now,” I said firmly. “But maybe later
tonight.” I winked at him and bit down on my lip, as if I was thinking
hard. 


“Tell you what. I did go to the store the other
day to surprise you with some sexy bridal lingerie,” I continued. “But now that
you brought up the panties, I think that could be a great idea. I don’t know
why, but I think I want to dress you up as a bride. A naughty way to celebrate
our impending wedding, don’t you think?”


Lance did a double take. “Yeah, babe,” he said.


I bit down hard on my lip to stop myself from
laughing. 


He was trying so hard to contain his
excitement. 


I went to the closet and rummaged through the bag
of lingerie that I’d brought that day.


Lance’s eyes almost bulged out of his head when
he saw that I had a sexy pearly bra in my hands, not just panties.


“Strip,” I said. “We need to do something really
important before your skin touches these precious garments. Go to the bathroom
and run the shower.”


"Why?" he asked.


I kissed him on the lips. "Because tonight's
a special night and I want us to go all the way," I said.


I led him to the bathroom. I already had a plan
for what I was going to do to him—I wanted to make him the perfect sexy girl
for me. I first made him scrub his entire body and used my Charlotte
Tilbury Goddess Mask on his face. Then I slathered hair removal cream all over
him and pretty soon he had nice, clean skin. After that I told him to rub every
inch of his body with my favorite Bath & Body Works body cream—the one with
the sexy Mad About You scent.


He came out looking like a plucked chicken. 


A surprisingly pretty plucked chicken. 


And he smelled pretty darn amazing.


When I told Lance to sit at the vanity, he gave
me a dazed look.


“What are you going to do?” he asked in total
disbelief.


“Just wait and see, pumpkin,” I cooed.


I did a soft purple eye look with a little
shimmer and applied a pinkish nude color on his lips so he would look like a
blushing bride. Then I brought out the brown wig. At this point he was looking
totally confused and skeptical and on the brink of realizing that something was
totally off.


"Where did you get all this stuff
from?" he asked. "Did you buy it all for yourself? What do you need a
wig for when you have all that...haiiir..." His voice trailed off when he
caught the demonic glint on my face. 


“Well,” I snapped. I hadn’t expected to do the
reveal this early on, but now was as good a time as any. “I bought all of this
because someone’s been using my shit when I’m not at home and reading some very
naughty erotica.”


Lance gave a tiny yelp and jumped out of the
chair. I grabbed his arm and sat him right back down. I could feel goosebumps
all over his shaved skin. He was literally shaking.


“It's over,” I said with an evil smile. “Your
little act is up…sissy.”


Lance’s ribs caved in and out, like he was about
to have a panic attack. “You mean you know?”  he asked. “How did you...how
could you...” 


He turned his eyes away from me with disdain.
Like he still wanted to deny it. 


I rolled my eyes. “Lance, relax. It's okay. If
you must know, I'm into it as well. But you should've told me a long time
ago...way before you were stealing my underwear and stuff and god knows what
else. And splurging on butt plugs with my money.”


Lance looked like he was about to faint when I
said the word ‘butt plugs’.


“You...you...you violated my trust!” he said, his
shoulders shuddering. “How could you, Kat?” 


“Well, how do you think I felt when I stumbled
across all the Kindle erotica you were reading?” I asked very calmly, crossing
my arms. “I had to figure out whether you were even attracted to me. I had to
figure out if you were okay with us even getting married. If you were gay.
Do you know the amount of stress that put me under?”


“Well, that's exactly why I didn't say anything!”
he said.


“I don’t think you get it, Lance. I’m going to be
your wife soon,” I said. “Don't you think I have a right to know you have a
really big kink before we tie the knot?”


Lance was quiet for the longest time, his pink lips
contorting into all sorts of shapes as he thought about it. Then he sighed and
said, “You're right. You had a right to know. I'm sorry.” He took my hands in
his. His were really clammy. “I think I was just scared I’d lose you. A part of
me thinks you’re too good for me, you know.” He sighed again. “But yeah, that
was so wrong of me. And I shouldn't have ignored your needs in bed. The sissy
thing? It’s a part of me, yes. But it’s also sort of like an addiction. It’s
hard to explain.”


“Well, I understand a lot more about it now than
I did a long time ago,” I said. “Thanks to Beth.”


“Your sister?”


“That's a story for another time,” I said, having
no desire to tell him that my sister had also seen him naked and jerking off on
camera. “Anyway, let's get back to making you a sissy bride. My sissy
bride.”


I finished the bridal look on him by securing the
wig and delicately attaching a veil using a sheer scarf I had. I helped him
step into his brand new underwear and hooked the pocket bra behind his back,
before slipping in Beth’s breast forms. Then he wiggled on my beautiful pair of
white floral lace stockings and stepped into my glittering high heels. 


Lance actually looked pretty hot after the
makeover. He was staring at himself in the mirror with the cheekiest fucking
grin on his face. He began twerking in front of his reflection so I took the
opportunity to go to the bathroom, where I undressed and put on my strap-on
cock.


When I stepped out, he froze mid-dance to stare
at the gigantic black head protruding from my hips. His jaw dropped.


“I have a confession to make,” I said coolly. “A
few weeks ago, I set up a camera in our bedroom so I could see what you were up
to when I wasn’t home.” I held up my hand when Lance tried to speak. “That's
when I saw you do something really awful with my grandma’s veil. That was
supposed to be my wedding veil, you sneaky fucking thief.” 


I whirled the dildo in Lance's face.


“It’s payback time,” I said, narrowing my eyes at
him. “Bitch.”
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Lance
stared at the black three-headed dildo with his hands trembling over his mouth.
His mouth closed, opened, and then closed again. I wasn’t sure if it was
because he was scared or in complete shock. Probably a little of both.


“You want to suck my cock, pretty bride?” I asked.
“And don’t even think about lying this time.”


Lance swallowed hard. “I...I’m sorry about your
veil,” he said. 


“Sorry won’t cut it this time, sweetie. Get down
on your knees,” I ordered. “And open your fucking mouth!”


His hands wavered down and his rosy lips parted
just a bit, and I took the opportunity to ram the dildo right through it. He
uttered a cry of agony as his jaw was stretched open and the cock filled the
space in his mouth. There was no way the whole thing could fit him. But that
didn’t mean I wasn’t going to try.  


I began fucking his mouth, bucking my hips like a
horse on the loose. Having a dick gave me a weird, trippy feeling. There were
moments when I didn’t even register that the person on the other end was Lance.
And having all that power converge on the contraption fitted to my waist? That
was exhilarating. 


My arms stooped down to squeeze her nipples
through the bra. Lance’s breasts jiggled up and down. His cries of agony had
slowly begun to morph into cries of lust.


He was totally loving the degradation.


Not for long. Not with what I had in
mind.   


“Suck faster, sissy!” I leered at him as I
swiveled the hot silicone head in and out of his mouth.


“Mmmhphh!” Lance cried. Strings of drool were
dripping from the edges of his open mouth. His prettiness had disappeared,
replaced with a wild look of desperation. 


“You like having a cock down your throat?” I
asked.


Lance whimpered once again into my dildo.


I pulled the strap-on out of his mouth and locked
his eyes into mine.


“Answer me when you're spoken to,” I said
sharply.


“I-I do,” he groaned.


“Do you want to be fucked by a real fat cock?” I
asked, trying to ignore the pounding arousal between my own legs. “Yes or no?”


His eyes circled the entire room and then fell
down to the floor. “Yes,” he finally admitted.


“Do you want to be fucked from both ends by two
big fat cocks? Yes or no?”


“Oh god,” he moaned.


I slapped him hard on one cheek.


“I hope you’ll learn to follow basic
instructions,” I said. “Or I’ll tear you a new asshole.”


“Yes,” he whispered to the floor. “I want to be
torn apart by two big fat cocks.”


“Mmmm!” I said, shoving my tits into Lance’s
face. I got the key out from my chain and reached down to unlock his chastity
cage. 


He began jerking off pretty much immediately.
“Oh, fuck yeah,” he groaned, spanking it so vigorously I thought he would
squirt in two seconds flat.


I gave him another slap.


“Did I say you could do that? Fucking bitch!” I
said. “Hands off your dirty dick at once or I’ll lock you right back up again.” 


Lance’s cheeks burned red. “I’m sorry, babe.”


“No more babe for you, darling,” I said. “You’ll
call me Miss. Is that clear?”


Lance nodded. “Yes, Miss,” he said meekly. 


“And you’ll be Lulu. That’s a pretty name for
you, don’t you think?”


“Yes, Miss,” he said. 


The doorbell rang. Lance’s eyes were wide open as
he stared at me.


“Who could that be?” he asked. 


I smiled. “Oh, don’t worry, pretty thing,” I
said, grabbing my kimono off the bed. I unstrapped my cock and slipped the
kimono on, tying it around my waist. “Follow me.”


“What? Like this?” he asked. There was genuine
fear in his eyes. 


I disappeared to the front door without giving
him an answer. 


I opened the door and there was Parker, looking
even more like a caveman than I remembered. He wore a dark blue shirt and his
ripped jeans seemed to be screaming for mercy as they stretched across the wide
expanse of his thighs. He’d cleaned up his beard a little, and his cologne
smelled nice. He handed me a bouquet of fresh roses.


“For you,” he said, grinning.


“Why, how mighty sweet of you,” I said.


I’d always known that Parker had a bit of a crush
on me. But apart from the occasional light flirting, he’d been gentleman enough
not to be inappropriate at work. 


But today, all of that was about to change.
Thanks to Lance. 


I glanced back and saw two timid-looking eyes
peering out from behind the wall of our entrance hallway. 


“Come on out, Lulu. It’s okay,” I called out.
“Don’t be shy!”


After a good while, a hesitant Lance came
sashaying down the hallway looking like a vision. Small pink lips, big eyes,
the veil flying up and down behind his beautiful long brown hair as he took
each step.   


Parker let out a low whistle. “That’s the sissy
bride, huh?” he said. 


The sissy and the caveman stood side by side,
Lance looking like he could be swallowed whole at any moment by Parker’s
lustful smile. I’d never seen Parker look at someone quite that way before, and
it was quite sexy to see. Lance shrank back towards the wall, his breasts
bouncing through his see-through bra. 


“Can’t wait to have my way with you,” Parker
said, his voice ominously low and hoarse. “But before I do that, will you allow
me to kiss your beautiful wife?” He pressed himself towards me, running a giant
hand through the silk of the kimono hugging the curve of my waist. He kissed me
on my cheek before Lance could ever respond, his eyes never breaking from his
gaze. 


Oh fuck, I thought. He’s good. 


“Cat got your tongue?” Parker asked with a grunt,
before kissing me on the lips this time. 


“Uhhh…” Lance squeaked. He tried to cover his
panties with his hands, but the tip of his meat was hanging lewdly out from the
delicate lace.


“Mmm I think my sissy bride Lulu definitely wants
to see me fuck my hot friend,” I sang. I kissed Parker back, tasting the salty
warmth of his tongue. My hand cupped the bulge protruding from his pants. 


It was rock hard. Like cement. 


“Katie,” Parker whispered, dragging at the zipper
of his jeans. “I’ve been waiting for this forever. Get rid of that fucking
robe. I want to see what you’ve been hiding under there.”


He pulled on the loose knot. The cold air from
the draft hit my bare body. Parker’s hungry eyes traveled from my aching
breasts to the landing strip of my crotch. He reached out from behind me and
hoisted me into the air, escorting me to the couch in our living room. There,
he sat me down and teased my thighs apart. His breath hitched when he saw the
opening of my freshly shaved pussy.


At that moment, seeing Lance behind him, his
half-naked, feminized body frozen in shame, his sissy clit peeking out from the
bridal underwear, did something crazy to me. 


I was about to be fucked raw by Parker’s huge
phallus while my fiancé watched, and he could do absolutely nothing about
it. 


I’d wanted to keep a straight face for at least a
while longer, but I was already losing it.  
















 


CHAPTER
11


 


Parker
swooped down in between my legs. His desire for me, primal and dripping with
heat, slammed into me with that first lick. His tongue flicked back and forth
on my clit and I cried out as the pleasure began to build. I was so horny
already with Lance watching us be passionate with each other.


“Lulu? Lulu, you there, babe?” I moaned. “Could
you lube him up for me? Get him ready for my wet pussy?”


He inched forward and sank to his knees like an
obedient pet. 


“Taste my sweaty balls, slut,” Parker growled. He
twisted his hips to the side and his engorged cock almost smacked into Lance’s
pretty nose. “You’ll make yourself home on my plums while I show your wife a
good fucking time.”


My fiancé’s head disappeared underneath Parker’s
legs. His pink lips gently suckled on those swollen balls while one small hand
gripped the base of his massive cock. Parker’s thighs widened even further, his
hot musk floating up to my nostrils. I could see Lance flinch and screw up his
nose before his tongue glided bravely across his plump nuts. He was trying so
hard not to gag.


I’m not going to lie. That was pretty hot to
watch. 


I stroked the long dark wig with my toes as
Parker worked his magic on my pussy. Minutes later Lance had spread himself
across the floor, propping his head up with his elbows as he gave Parker’s cock
all the enthusiasm and attention it deserved. His sissy clit was now completely
out of his panties, dangling down to the carpet. It was, of course, no match to
the caveman’s, but it was small and thick and pulsing, a testament to his true
cock-loving nature.


The pressure on my clit was now becoming
unbearable.


“Put it in me, Parker!” I gasped. “Please fuck me
with your enormous cock, please fuck me, oh please, oh please…”


Parker lowered his head towards Lance, showering
him with my pussy breath. “When was the last time you fucked your fiancée,
sissy?” he barked.


“I…I haven’t…I couldn’t,” Lance mewed.


“How dare you ignore your beautiful wife, you
fucking pussy,” he said. “You know she’s been waiting for a grown man’s cock
like mine her whole life? You know she’s never gonna want you after I’m done
with her, sissy. Now watch how a real man pleasures her…”


Pleasure roiled up from inside me as Parker
pierced me with the tip of his penis. The penis that Lance had gotten nice and
slippery for me. His rough hands clamped down tight on either side of my hips
to hold me in place before his meat dug deep into me. There was no way Lance’s
puny cock could reach those depths even if he tried. 


I was so wet now, it was ridiculous. Parker
hissed like a dog in heat as he fucked me, and the loud, wet noises of our
intercourse filled my ears. I squealed. I wanted my sissy fiancé to see how
much I was enjoying being fucked by a true man.


“You see that, Lulu?” I moaned. “See how wet I am
for him? Oh god…his cock feels so fucking good!”


Lance entered my field of vision. I saw his body
bent forward, fingers half-inserted into his panties as he rubbed his rod, his
glazed eyes staring at us as he soaked in the scene in front of him. One bra
strap had fallen down to his pits. The veil was nowhere to be seen. His eyes
were lasered in on my quenched cunt, and he was probably reveling in the fact
that another man’s penis was darting in and out of his soulmate’s pussy...the
pussy he’d been denied for so long.


God. Was he really that pathetic?


“Aw, look at my sad sissy! Jerking off in a
corner all by herself!” I said.


I went back to squealing. Parker’s arms had my legs
leveled up in the air as he grunted and fucked me with beastlike energy. I knew
he was close by the way his cock was twitching inside me.


“Lulu babe, look!” I cried. “He’s about to cum
inside me! We’re both about to cum at the same time! Oh yes, oh YES!”


And at that moment I screamed. I screamed because
it felt so fucking good. Parker’s seed burst deep inside me, causing my pussy
walls to ache and thump and churn. As my orgasm billowed and blossomed, I could
make out Lance, now completely still as he watched me.


I crashed down to earth, my body still
reverberating from the pleasures I’d just experienced.


I turned around to see Lance’s deflated,
neglected face. 


“Want to clean it up, Lulu?” I asked. “Your first
taste of cum? Or how about a cum and pussy juice cocktail? Yummm!”


He was by my side again. I was expecting him to
mew again like a pet, but instead he was breathing very quietly, helplessly, as
he slunk to his knees. The other bra strap fell down to his side. The
perfect degraded bride, I thought. 


Lance took a deep breath and stared at my
leaking, swollen pussy. Then he took a lick—no, it was more like a slurp. A
loud slurp. His lips were instantly covered with cum. I forced his head down
there again. Having him do such a vile thing was such a turn-on. I was drunk
with ecstasy...was it ecstasy? No...it was something more. It was power. The
complete power I held over him, even as he was forced to suck another man’s cum
and sweat out of me.


And as he sucked, I became horny again. The night
had only just started, and I was already having so much fun. 


Parker came around and slapped Lance’s ass while
his head was in between my legs.


“Lulu honey, you wanted a real cock in your ass?”
I murmured. “You’re going to get it now. Parker, fuck her while she gets a good
taste of cum, please. I think my vag juices are enough for lube.”


Parker got down on his knees and positioned
himself behind Lance’s butt. One hand gripped his waist, the other squeezed his
upper back. He was like a tower, and up from the couch, I had the most amazing
view. Lance’s virgin ass was about to get obliterated. 


I held my breath as Parker brought the panties
down and entered Lance. He uttered a stifled scream, his breath hot on my sex.
His knees trembled, and his head finally emerged out of my pussy. He moaned,
his horny but frightened eyes meeting mine. 


Parker took his cock out and tried to penetrate
him again, this time going a little deeper. 


“Ah fuck, she’s a tight one,” Parker mumbled.
“Guess you never put those fifty butt plugs to good use, huh?”


Lance went red. 


“Head down in my pussy,” I said sharply. “Eat me
out while you get wrecked.”


Lance vacuumed all the fluid out from me like a
good girl, then started to lick me out. He had clearly learned a thing or two
from observing Parker, and his technique had improved already.  I sank
further back into the couch, moaning as I saw my fiance’s ass be abused while
his sissy tongue pleasured me. 


Lance’s head emerged again to take a breath and I
scolded him. “Don’t you dare take your mouth off my pussy,” I said. “Keep
licking.”


Parker carved right into Lance’s ass again,
causing his breasts to wobble. He cried out and his body shuddered. All he
could do was lick me and take it. Eventually, the entirety of Parker’s dick had
vanished into his depths. I wondered how that felt.


It didn’t take me all that long to find out,
because I heard soft, shivering whimpers of pleasure from Lance. He was getting
rammed deep in the ass now, and it was probably hitting his prostate. The
whimpers soon turned into helpless cries of euphoria. Even his mouth tensed on
my pussy as he tried to held on and be a good little sissy.


I came for the second time. This time, it was
even stronger, wetter, lasting for what felt like ages. My body shook for
minutes even after the orgasm dissipated.


I wasn’t even close to being done for tonight. I
was still so horny!

















CHAPTER 12


 


In
my extreme state of horniness, a dirty thought occured to me.


“Lulu, I want you to taste Parker’s dick, the one
that was just in your ass,” I ordered.


For some reason, the thought of my fiancé blowing
a penis that had just been inside his fuck hole was oh so hot. 


Lance’s sweet but ruined face looked up at
me. 


“Miss, please...oh please…” he whimpered. “Let me
have just a little dignity.”


I laughed at him. “Sorry, sissies don’t get a
choice. And have you looked at yourself in the mirror lately? What dignity?
Turn around, sweetie. I want you to make that cock squirt, or you’ll have
another thing coming.”


“Come to daddy, baby,” Parker said huskily and
Lance blushed. He turned around and began to suck on the cock head like it was
a nipple. He coughed into it, and Parker bumped his mouth with his rock-hard
rod until he took it in again. 


I took the opportunity to rush upstairs and put
on Beth’s strap-on.


This was going to be my special moment. 


I was going to stretch my fiancé’s ass open while
he orally serviced another man.


The thought of that made me wet all over
again. 


Only a few weeks ago, I’d been totally oblivious
to Lance’s sissy fetish. Now, not only was I playing into his kinks, I was
actually digging it. Life was strange. 


There was one small thing trickling at the back
of my mind though. It was weird how awkward Lance was around Parker. Parker’s
sheer size was intimidating, sure, but it was almost as if Lance was shy. His
cheeks were always flushed and his eyes were kind of...bright and sparkly. I
knew that look. It was how he looked at me when we first started dating. 


I was probably overthinking it. 


When I went downstairs, Lance was just laying
there, on his knees with his ass looking all tiny, his lips cradled around
Parker’s cock. I lubed up my three-headed dildo with a little spit. I straddled
my thighs around his own, spread open his butt cheeks and peered down at his
hole. It was crinkled and a soft ashy brown, and it was gaping a little after
being stretched by Parker’s cock. 


So vulnerable. So inviting. 


I angled the dildo into his sissy pussy and
pushed. There was a slight ‘pop’ as the topmost head pushed past his sphincter.
It took all my self-control not to thrust the whole thing in, but oh did I want
to. Lance would let me know later that the experience of each head entering him
was like losing his anal virginity all over again. 


“Easy does it,” I said, applying a little more
pressure.


I felt another satisfying ‘pop’ as the second
head went in. There was a howl from Lance, and then the sounds of his muffled
moans. He looked pretty sexy being stuffed by my huge dildo. There was one more
head to go. Even though he was gaping a little, I realized that inside, Lance
was still as tight as a drum. 


I slid the dildo back out a bit, grunted, and
gave another push. Lance’s entire body went stock-still. And then suddenly he
moved, his ass springing back. The entire dildo disappeared into his
hole. 


“Oh please oh please oh please…” he breathed, but
his sentence was cut short by Parker’s cock. 


“Sissies take in the ass and shut the fuck up,”
he growled. 


I started to push and gyrate my hips, enjoying
the sight of the thing extending out of me digging and stretching out his hole.
It took me a while to get into a good rhythm. I spanked his butt cheeks and
bolted my fingers to his lower hips. Soon enough, the noises that poured out of
Lance were unrecognizable. He was whimpering and crying and groaning like a
girl, as if he didn’t have the capacity to process the sheer pleasure that was
building up inside his core.


I reached down and grabbed his balls.


Lance’s body jerked forward.


I laughed and gave his hard little dick a
squeeze.


I think that was too much for him, because he
came. Cum shot out of him like a sticky froth, depositing it in my palm.


Slowly, I pulled the dildo out.


“Alright, eat that up,” I said, letting his cum
ooze to the floor. “Your destruction isn’t over yet, sissy.”


Parker and I both began slapping Lance’s ass,
watching it wobble as he bent over and licked his cum. Pretty soon his whole butt
was red.


“Do you think we can make Lulu cum one more
time?” I asked Parker mischievously. 


“I bet we can,” he said. 


Once Lance finished eating his mess, I settled
back on the couch. I ordered him to crawl forward and spread his legs wide open
and lay them up on the couch, with his butt still down on the floor. 


I spit on my palm and grabbed hold of his cock. I
began to massage his shaft up and down. 


“Look at your little three-inch sissy dicky,” I
said. “It’s so fucking small. You should be ashamed of your dick.”


I tightened my grip and continued stimulating
him. He was erect in a matter of seconds. Parker was bent over his face,
grunting and jerking himself off.  


“You know you’re a slut.” The words came out of
me slowly and deliberately. I needed each word to hit him like a rock. “And
what’s more, you’re a sissy slut. You know after tonight you can never go back
again right? You’ll have to wear lingerie and girly clothes forever, and
everyone will know what a sissy you are.”


I spit once again into both my palms before
stroking his cock and balls again. Beneath me, Lance writhed and moaned in his
girly voice.  


“You want to know how pathetic you are? Cocks
turn you on! I can’t fucking believe how much you like cocks. There’s no way
you’re straight, I can promise you that. You like things up your ass a little too
much!”


As soon as I said that I dug two fingers deep
into his asshole. I wanted total control over how I was going to stimulate him.
With my left hand I began massaging his cock faster and faster. With my right,
I probed around in his core until I thought I hit the spot. I knew I’d
succeeded when Lance let out whimpers of pleasure. 


“I’m gonna cum,” Parker said, leaning forward a
bit more to angle his drip straight into Lance’s mouth.


“Cum now, Lulu!” I urged, pleasuring him even
faster. “You’re not a man! You were never a man! Look at you wearing panties
and a bra, with your fat boobs jiggling about!” I applied more pressure to his
asshole, feeling the power in my fingers as I twisted them even deeper inside.
“Prove to me you’re a pathetic sissy! Prove it and cum now while you enjoy the
taste of another man’s seed!”


It worked. Lance squirted for the second time
that night while taking Parker’s massive load down his throat. He closed his
eyes and cried out like he was having a seizure. His sissy milk jutted out
marvelously and poured down on himself and began running down towards his
chest.


“Wow,” I breathed. “What a loser.”


I took hold of his legs and placed them gingerly
on the carpet. Then I cradled my fiancé in my arms and kissed him on the lips.
He was sticky and completely disheveled but somehow still looked very feminine.


“That was great,” I said.


“Uh-huh.” Lance didn’t look like he could speak
anytime soon. “Yer...yer liked?”


“Liked? I loved it,” I said, smiling down at him.
“I feel like a damn queen.”

















EPILOGUE


Two months later


 


We
touched down at Pearson and the first thing Lance did when we reached the
arrivals terminal was disappear into the men’s room. He came out with his eyes lined,
lashes covered with mascara, and glossy lips. Draped around his shoulders was a
pretty red shawl.


“A little too excited to go home, are we?” I
teased. “Is it because Parker’s coming to pick us up?”


Lance reddened.


We held hands and headed out into the sunshine,
our bags in tow. There was Parker, with his giant smile and very comparable
stature. I squinted. Maybe it was the lighting, but did he get cuter?


“How was the honeymoon?” he asked, giving me a
kiss on the cheek.


“Amazing,” I said. 


Both our wedding and honeymoon couldn’t have been
more perfect. My beautiful mom proudly walked me down the aisle, and I felt
like a princess in my garden-themed dress and my grandmother’s lace veil. Lance
stole some of the spotlight too—and no, he wasn’t wearing a dress—but he looked
like the most handsome prince on earth. My prince. I was the only one in
the room that knew his little secret…the tight, sexy panties hiding underneath
his tuxedo.


The ceremony went as smooth as silk and after
that we both literally headed to the dance floor and everyone just danced the
night away. Soon after that, we flew to Mauritius where we honeymooned for a
week at an all-inclusive beach resort. We had a magical time exploring our new
sexual identities. Lance, as it turned out, might be into both men and women.
And—this was the true shocker—I just might dig the idea of dominating a sexy
woman too.


Lance stood shyly by my side, staring adorably up
at Parker, waiting for my instructions. I smiled at him.


“You may kiss him, Lulu,” I said.


He wrapped his arms around Parker’s neck and
kissed him on the cheek. Parker bent down and kissed him back, this time on the
lips.


“I’ve missed my sissy missy,” he murmured. “I’ll
be seeing you soon, and that ass better be trained by now.”


Lance giggled like a schoolgirl.


Parker drove us home and settled us in as
newlyweds. We’d both had such a good time but were now feeling pretty drained.
We had our showers and then collapsed into our comfy bed.


We were back to our old lives now, but everything
was tinged with an exciting new layer.


“Alright, so since our honeymoon is officially
over,” I cooed. “I have something for you.”


This time, Lance obediently pulled down his
panties. 


I took his limp little penis in my hands and
fastened his new chastity cage around it, closing the shiny padlock in with a
satisfying ‘click’.


Somehow I was feeling horny again. I glanced at
Lance.


“How about we let off some steam?” I said,
spreading my legs open.


He dove in between my thighs and served me with
his tongue, working around and over my clit with his fingers curved inside me
to stimulate that perfect little spot. I came. Hard.


“Your turn,” I said. “Bend over, sissy.”


He giggled and propped his ass all the way up. He
knew what was coming.


As I buckled on my strap-on, I thought dreamily
about how there was no way I’d ever get tired of pegging my husband.


Feminizing him had started off as just sex. But
now, it had blossomed into something more. It was like he’d unwrapped a gift.
The role reversal was perfect for us, and I’d come to understand that it was
really what we made of it. There were no rules really. No guidebook. Just my
likes and preferences merging with his, so we could create that bubble of
fantasy that was perfect just for us. 


And our relationship with Parker…well, he’s what
I’d call the sprinkle of icing on our cake. We were happy with that arrangement
for now, just doing what we felt comfortable with and trying out what we were
okay to explore. It didn’t hurt that Lance had the biggest crush on him.


No one apart from me, Beth, my mother, and Parker
knew about Lance’s crossdressing side. That’s how we decided to play it for
now. It could change in the future, though. Never say never, right? We didn’t
have all the answers now but at least we could figure it out—together!
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END











SERVING THE MILF


CHAPTER 1


 


Just
one more day left. Then I’m fucking done.


I slapped the button on my alarm and threw the
covers off the bed, enjoying the strange simmer of confidence and liberation
bubbling up through me. Like I’d just gone to war or something.


Was this what Jon Krakauer—the mountain
climber—must have felt like when he powered through that storm on the snowy
summit of Mt. Everest? Or how about the guy from that horrific documentary—the
one who got trapped in between a canyon and a boulder and had to cut off his
hand to survive? Yeah, him. 


Imagine what he must’ve felt like at that final
moment, when he knew he was just out of the woods and going to live after all,
about to bathe in his newfound freedom...


Okay, maybe I was being a little pompous
comparing myself to Krakauer and Canyon Guy, but really, I felt like I’d weathered
through my own survival horror movie. 


You see, being forced to work for your mom’s
residential cleaning business during summer break had been nothing short of
sweet torture. I say this to anyone who cares to listen: being a college
student while living at home is fucking awful. Especially if your mom is
a tiger parent who happens to run one of the most successful cleaning companies
in town. You basically have to bend over backwards to please her, since
technically it’s her house and she can do whatever the heck she wants to do to
you.


I mean, I don’t want to make myself out to be
some kind of saint, or make my mom seem like some kind of demon either. Since
my dad passed six years ago, my mom’s diligent work ethic has been responsible
for giving us (me, my mom, and my sister) a fairly comfortable life. And as I
grew older, she did begin to treat me a little better. 


Just a little better.


This summer, I’d even managed to negotiate my
work hours down to two weeks. 


But that’s still two weeks of my life I’ll
never get back, spent grinding away on my knees, scrubbing other people’s grimy
floors and getting high off the scent of Lysol.


“I’m sure you can skip two weeks of gaming for
your damn mother,” my mom had said.


Yeah. Wasn’t going to argue with that.


But now, the day had finally come. My last
cleaning shift for the summer. And I felt proud and victorious. 


I brushed my teeth then raced downstairs to the
‘changing room’. It was really just a repurposed guest room—Mom was a proud
frugal entrepreneur and everything to do with the business was run out of our
home. Jennifer and Maria, my mom’s most loyal employees, were already here as
usual, having their breakfast and sharing their first dose of gossip for the
day.


I had my coffee and breakfast with them—scrambled
eggs on toast with some nice fat sausages since I needed my energy for the day,
while politely listening along to their conversation. Mom had always drilled
into me that just because I was working for the family business didn’t mean I
shouldn’t behave like any other employee.


Ten minutes later, Maria got up, straightened out
her maid’s dress and began packing her stuff. “Alrighty, time to head out for
my first job! Toodles.”


“Coming right with you,” Jennifer chimed in.
“I’ve got a gig at Park Avenue. You?”


“The Hills are on first,” Maria said. “Then I’ve
got the Browns, the Stevens, and the Egberts. Going to be a busy day!”  


They shuffled out the room, hugging their
cleaning caddies to their chest. 


I was glad to see them go.


I sighed, went over to where our lockers were,
and keyed my combination in. 


Then I gasped out loud.


My locker was supposed to hold my cleaning
uniform. Mine was one of the only ‘male’ dresses, since I was, of course, one
of the only men working for our cleaning company. 


But instead of my scrub top-type shirt and pants
in our signature purple shade, the one in my locker was the female
uniform—complete with the frock-like skirt and the stitching ‘Hello, I’m
Ethan, Cleaning Fairy At Your Service!’ on the front. 


Oh yeah. Did I mention my mom’s business was
called ‘The Cleaning Fairy Company’? 


“Is there a problem, Ethan?”


I swiveled around to see my sister, Lexi,
smirking at me. She was wearing a pink pleated top and a pair of jeans. She
didn’t have to clean. 


She was a manager. 


“Fuck you,” I said. “At least the maid’s dress
will fit me. Will it fit you? Hmm.”


Lexi went red. “At least I can lose the weight,
rat-face. You can’t fix your ugly.”


I dashed back to my bedroom, where I kept a spare
of my men’s uniform just in case. Then I grabbed my cleaning bag and headed
outside.


Lexi’s office was the room closest to our front
door. I snuck a glance inside and saw that it was empty. Her unsupervised
desktop screen was flickering on her table, showing off her inbox.


I hopped right over and deleted all of her unread
emails. Then, in one quick click, I emptied her trash folder. 


Maybe that was petty. But she totally deserved
it.


Outside, I stumbled into Mom. 


“Where are you off to today?” she asked.


I glanced down at my phone. “The Castros.”


“The Castros are our new client,” Mom said. “So I
better not see any funny tricks today. Or you might just have to give up your
gaming privileges for the rest of summer.” 


“I don’t know what you’re so worried about,” I
huffed. “I always do a great job, don’t I? Your clients love me.”


“They all love you,” Mom agreed. “Except for Mrs.
Zintel who found all her jars of dog treats empty when she got home…”


“That happened when I was twelve,” I said.
“And I still don’t regret it, her dog was fat as fuck and those peanut butter
ones were pretty damn good. Not sure if you realize this, but I’m nineteen now.
A freakin’ adult.”


Mom rolled her eyes. “Don’t swear in front of
your mother, Ethan. I’ll see you in the evening.”


I began walking towards the bus stop. 


All I could think of was losing myself to
Resident Evil Village once I came back home, and every day for the rest of the
summer. I didn’t want to be a motherfucking Cleaning Fairy anymore, damn it. 


Gaming. And fapping. That was going to be it,
after today. 


Glorious!
















 


CHAPTER 2


 


The bus took me to Luton Close. I knew it by name but I’d
never really been to the place before, let alone cleaned anyone’s house in
there.


Luton Close basically
held the cream of the crop: the mega rich. It was often called ‘Millionaires’
Row’, and looking at the houses, it was easy to see why. They were huge and
dark and sprawling, like mansions you’d see in the English countryside, or those
modern parisian-style chateaus you’d see in LA that were just as much
pretentious as they were pretty. 


As I trekked up the
driveway and knocked on the door, I couldn’t help groaning. My knees were
definitely going to be bruised and aching by tomorrow.


The door opened to a
ruddy-faced man who greeted me.


“You must be the Cleaning
Fairy?” he asked skeptically. 


“Uh, yeah, that’s me.” I
put a fake smile on. “At your service, Mr. Castro.”


“Come in, boy,” he said.
“I don’t have much time, so let’s get you acquainted quickly.”


I was shown around the
first two floors, which was where I was supposed to limit my cleaning to. Then
I was shown where the additional cleaning equipment were, and more supplies if
I needed them. 


As I took in the huge
expanse that was the Castro residence, I noticed there were tons of family
photos everywhere. I could see that Mr. Castro had two kids and one very sexy
wife. She’d apparently done quite a lot of modeling when she was younger,
judging by the artistic shots spread throughout the house. Even now, she seemed
to have that air of effortless beauty about her. In every picture, she had a
layer of very carefully applied makeup, perfectly styled blonde hair, and
lovely cleavage-baring dresses that you could see were just a few inches too
tight at the top. Her eyes were piercing and bright, the color of sea foam, and
they were always bordered by a curtain of lashes and light, smoky eyeshadow.


I couldn’t help thinking
that Mr. Castro had been so lucky to snag such an attractive woman. She was
aging like a bottle of fine wine. 


***


Before he left, Mr.
Castro told me I better not try to swipe anything off his house or he’d make
sure I was arrested.


“I’m an honest person,
sir,” I said. “You can trust me.”


I don’t know who he
thought I was, giving me that stupid attitude. 


“I’ll be back before
five, and then I’m going to inspect every square inch before I let you go,” he
warned.


And then he left. I was
relieved to have the house to myself.


I snapped on my gloves
and got to work. Zone by zone, as Mom  preached. All the trash went into a
trash bag, and then I dusted from top to bottom, being extra careful with
things that looked fragile, like glasswork and side pieces. Bathrooms were
always the worst, and the Castros had a lot of them: three on the first floor
(powder room included) and five on the second. 


On the second floor, I
started with the kids’ rooms first. They were a fucking mess—toys and paper and
clothes strewn everywhere. They seemed like the kind of kids who were proud of
their dirty habits since they never actually had to do any of the cleaning
themselves.


Once the kids’ rooms were
squeaky clean, I headed over to the master bedroom. It was nice and spacious,
with one entire wall covered by huge bay windows overlooking their pristine property.


Above the bed, there was
yet another framed photo of Mrs. Castro, as large as a fucking mural. This
time, she seemed to be trying to recreate her old modeling glamor—her blonde
hair was tied up with bouncy curls and her head was nuzzled to one side,
nestled into the crook of her arm. She was staring at the camera with dreamy
eyes. There was a hazy, blurry finish to the photo, probably done by the
photographer to make it look like it was taken years ago.


Still, the effect was
very nice.


I got rid of crumpled
chocolate wrappers, a half-empty can of Diet Coke, and a hoard of empty Amazon
packages strewn across the floor. There were clothes spread out on the bed,
which, upon closer inspection, looked like an outfit laid out for a night out
or something. There was a bra, a corset, a thong, and a long, sparkling dress. 


I carefully placed them
aside, laying them out one by one on the cushioned bench at the end of the bed.
They were expensive pieces—the bra was lacy with pretty floral work all around
the cups and the thong looked like it was spun with red-gold threads. The
corset was glistening black with shiny hooks, and the dress—probably the most
expensive out of them all and definitely a designer brand—was made of red
velvet with a rose-like pattern all over it. 


I ripped out the
pillowcases, making a bundle on the floor before I pulled at the fitted sheets.
One corner was stuck, so I yanked at it when I heard something ‘pop’ from under
the mattress and fall to the floor. 


“Fuck,” I muttered.


I got down on my knees
and waved one arm under the bed to find the mystery object. My fingers curled
around something tubular, huge and pokey...and menacingly skin-like.


Heart thudding, I brought
it out into the sunlight and froze in shock.


“Fuck…” I whispered
again.


Staring up at me was the
biggest fucking dildo I’d ever seen.
















CHAPTER 3


 


Look, I’ve been cleaning homes since I was twelve. I’ve had
my share of stumbling into people’s dirty, nasty secrets. Porno magazines,
splooge rags, sex benches, even a sex doll with a dick hidden inside a closet.
You name it. I’ve seen it.


This dildo, on the other
hand. 


It deserved further
inspection.


It was as thick as a tree
stump, with hideously big balls and a bulbous head. I just stared at it for a
long moment, trying to figure out if it could fit inside the dimensions of a
natural, biological hole. There was no way this could fit inside a pussy. Could
it?


It was so big it was like
its purpose was more for visual arousal than a toy you could actually
play with.


And damn, was it good at
that. Despite it being pure fantasy, I couldn’t help but imagine the way this
monstrosity must have pounded against Mrs. Castro’s soaking wet pussy during
one of her private self-pleasure sessions. I imagined her whispering sweet
nothings to herself in the husky voice I was sure she had. 


She definitely liked it
big and thick. 


A little bead of sweat
escaped from my neck and ran all the way down my back. The way she’d hidden
under the mattress, it was obvious that the dildo was meant for her eyes only.
It was her secret, something no one else could know, even her husband, because
if there was one thing that could make a man squirm with insecurity for the
rest of his life, this would be it. 


And yet, and yet…maybe
she needed it under there, not too far for other people to stumble upon it, but
close enough for easy access, because  this was the only thing that could
satisfy her.


And that was how I came
to know that Mr. Castro had a small dick.


It had to be case. Why
else would his wife feel the need to own a twenty-inch plunger in the shape of
a penis?


A sudden, inexplicable
rage blazed through my body. If there was ever a time and place to do a little
petty revenge, this was it. Against Mom, against small-dicked Mr. Castro for
calling me ‘boy’ and telling me off for something I didn’t even do. Against
Lexi, and dang it, even against myself for not having the balls to fight
against becoming a Cleaning Fairy when I didn’t even want to be one! 


I stripped down. Peeled
off the stupid purple uniform until I was standing there…in my own panties. 


Panties, yes. My own dirty,
nasty secret if you want to put it that way. 


Lexi had always had her
suspicions about my fetish for women’s underwear. It probably had something to
do with the number of times her panties that had mysteriously disappeared,
but—after the many years I’d dedicated to the craft, I had become freakishly
good at skirting the line of satisfying myself without ever getting caught. Her
suspicions were just enough to mistrust me, but not to the point of straight up
accusing me of doing something so vile.


Anyway, enough about
Lexi.


It was time for a ‘fuck
you’ to everyone.


Mr. Castro, I’m going to
wear your wife’s clothes and cum inside them. By the way, your wife is fucking
hot and I would love to fuck her. I’m sure I’d be able to satisfy her more than
you ever could…


I walked over to the
bench at the end of the bed, my cock hardening inside my panties. I tossed
those aside in favor of Mrs. Castro’s thong. It was a treat. I’d never worn
such nice lingerie before. 


Next, the bra. It was way
too big on me, and I ended up tying a knot at the back instead of hooking it in
like you’d normally would. Still, the cups at the front were stiff and
deliciously heavy. A faint whiff of perfume buried within the fabric reached my
nostrils, and that sent my excitement through the roof.


Suddenly all the anger
melted away. 


I looked sexy. I felt
sexy.


Where was that damn
dildo?


I spotted it on the floor,
where it had fallen and rolled over the last time I’d set it down. I thrust its
huge length between those bra cups, picturing its head wet and glimmering as it
got a feel of my giant boobs—the ones I had in my fantasy world. Then I
imagined Mrs. Castro laying in her bed, wearing this very bra, reaching her
delicate fingers inside the cups to pinch her nipples and groan.


A little moan escaped my
lips. I couldn’t help but peek inside the thong to see my cock, as if wearing
her panties had made it magically shrink away to nothing. But no, it was still
there, nice and erect and throbbing away.


I slid the dildo inside
my mouth. Wow. My jaw muscles stretched so wide they began to ache. There was
no way I could take it all in. That made me whimper with horniness. I sucked
the tip, then opened my mouth as wide as I could, trying to force it down my
throat.


With my left hand, I
began stroking my cock. I wasn’t going to last long at all.


As I savored the feeling
of my boner tight against Mrs. Castro’s thong, the fake dick wedged inside my
mouth, I was feeling as slutty as a whore in heat. I couldn’t swallow, and my
saliva was running out from my lips. I kept rubbing my cock and felt so damn
dirty I climaxed. I uttered another moan as my cum pooled inside a wet pocket
of silky fabric. If only this amazing feeling could last forever…


“Hello there, stranger.”


It was a soft, husky
voice. When I first registered it, I thought for sure I must’ve fallen asleep
and that this was the Mrs. Castro from my dreams. She sounded exactly like I’d
imagined her to sound. But when I opened my eyes, still panting from my
wonderful impromptu orgasm, I could see that it was a real person.


It was the real Mrs.
Castro. In the flesh.


And she was staring right
down at me.
















CHAPTER 4


 


“Nooo…” I whimpered.


Mrs. Castro looked every
bit as sexy as she had in the photos—maybe even sexier. She was wearing the
tightest tank top that showcased her big breasts and tiny waist, along with a
pair of grey yoga pants that perfectly outlined her pussy lips. Sweat glistened
off her tanned skin. Even in her workout clothes, she wore makeup—beautiful
lashes propped against her smoky eyes, blush on her cheeks, and pinkish gloss
on her lips. 


I slowly got to my feet,
still feeling a bit disorientated. I clutched at my chest, squishing those
gigantic bra cups, as if Mrs. Castro seeing my boyish nipples was the worst
thing that could possibly happen now. Of course, I’d completely forgotten there
was a huge wet splotch of cum right in front of my thong. 


Her thong. 


Mrs. Castro raised her
chin at me and crossed her arms. “I seem to have had a break-in,” she said
slowly. Her husky voice came out almost as a drawl. “Who are you? And what are
you doing in my bedroom, with one of my personal possessions down your throat?”



I couldn't breathe. My
heart was beating like a crazed rabbit, threatening to leap out of my chest. 


I was pretty sure I was
on the verge of a panic attack.


Mrs. Castro’s eyes
lasered in on my cleaning uniform, laying on a heap by my side. She picked the
top and pants up and dusted it off with her French-tipped fingers.


“Let’s see here,” she
said, glazing over the logo and stitching on the front. “The Cleaning Fairy
Company, watch your mess magically disappear in an instant. Hello, I’m Ethan, Cleaning Fairy At Your Service.” She whipped her head around to give me a
once-over. “Cleaning Fairy, huh? Well you sure don’t look like a fairy to me.”


“Mrs. Castro...I’m so
sorry,” I said. My voice was rough and hoarse, as if the lump in my throat had
severed my throat box. “I didn’t hear you...I thought I was all alone.”


“You were never alone,
sweetie,” she said. “I was doing my workout in the basement. And I was waiting
to have a nice bath after this, if only I wasn’t so rudely interrupted by a
young intruder. What shall I do with you?”


She was so calm. Why was
she so calm?


A chilling realization
ran down the curve of my spine.


She was calm because
she’d been watching me. Silently. For a good while. 


How much did she see? Did she see me
moaning while trying to force a dick down my throat? Did she see me cumming? 


I was so embarrassed. I
could feel her red-hot anger radiating towards me from those piercing eyes.


“I wonder what your boss
Rebecca would say,” she said. “She happens to be a good friend of mine.”


“You know my mom?” The
words vomited out of my mouth before I could stop them. 


“Oho!”


Her eyes widened with
glee as she grasped the gravity of what I’d said. 


Shit!


“I’m so sorry, Mrs.
Castro, I know what I did was despicable and you have the right to hate me, but
you don’t know my mom,” I said, my voice shaking. “She would kill me. I mean,
really kill me.” I don’t know why I was blabbering like an idiot, but just the
thought of Mom finding out about this was enough to give me the terrors of an
early death.


Mrs. Castro scoffed.
“Words mean nothing, Ethan. It’s taken me a long time to learn that lesson.”
Then she smiled. “If you’re really sorry, you’ve got to show me. Or it’s
off to your mother I go.”


“I’ll...I’ll buy you new
underwear,” I said, trying not to cringe at what I was saying. “I’ll replace
everything.” 


“That’s a La Perla bra
you’re wearing. So is the thong. They’re quite expensive. My husband paid
hundreds of dollars for that one.”


“I don’t care,” I
pleaded. “I’ll save up. Send you the money. I’ll even go to the store and
personally deliver it to you.”


“Look here, boy,” Mrs.
Castro said, glaring at me. “I’m the one who’s been victimized. I get to
say how you’ll make amends. Understood?”


I was too scared to even
nod. 


She sauntered over to me.
She was taller than I’d expected, yet still so beautiful. Her nipples were
poking out of her tank top, and by the crest formed on the fabric, they were
huge. 


“Since you seem so
desperate to wear women’s clothes, you might as clean the house in my ruined
thong and bra,” she said.


“What?” My mouth flew
open. 


“You heard me, idiot.
You’ll start cleaning while wearing your mess.”


My knees suddenly began
to shake as I remembered Mr. Castro’s threat. Oh god. 


I could actually get
arrested today. For sexual assault or something. 


Unless…


I can keep Mrs. Castro
happy.


“Y-yes, Ma’am,” I
whispered.


“Good,” she said. “Why
don’t you start by cleaning off my dildo?”


She walked towards the
bathroom, and I wobbled behind her. Even in my extreme anxiety I couldn’t help
noticing how amazing her ass looked in those yoga pants.


She watched me like a
hawked as I scrubbed her dildo with soap and rinsed it clean. My face was
hellishly hot with shame and frustration. I was struggling not to cry. 


I’d been so close. So
close to freedom. But now I’d crossed a line and there was no taking that back.
My mom was going to know all about the fucking vile thing I did. And so will
Mr. Castro. So will Lexi. 


My life was ruined. 


Close to being ruined.


I still had a chance…


I dried the dildo
carefully with a towel and hand it over to Mrs. Castro, who was sitting on top
of the toilet. She took it and plopped the dildo against the side of the
bathroom wall. It stuck to the wall with a big wet squeak, the shaft bouncing
up and down dangerously as it steadied itself.


“Let’s see the fairy
finish cleaning up my bedroom,” she said, smiling again.


The task was humiliating.
I knew I wasn’t naked, but I might as well have been. The soiled thong stuck to
my dick and felt disgusting, and the bra cups kept flopping inside out as I
made the bed, did the dusting, and vacuumed the floor. By this time, Mrs.
Castro was laying down on a sofa, completely relaxed, smoking a cigarette and
silently watching me like she was watching a soap opera. I could feel her
intense stare focusing on my body as I worked. It made me shiver a little.
Something about it felt off. 


It almost felt like she
was staring at me with lust. 


By the time I was done
with the bedroom, I didn’t have the balls to tell Mrs. Castro I was finished.
So I slowly grabbed my cleaning supplies and headed towards the bathroom. 


When I passed Mrs. Castro
seated in her sofa, a hand gripped the nook of my elbow. My arms started to
tremble.


“Where do you think
you’re going?” she asked quietly.
















CHAPTER 5


 


“To the…to the…” I couldn’t even get the words out.


Mrs. Castro’s face was
now so close to mine, I could see the fine spray of freckles across her nose
and cheeks. The soft lines radiating from her eyes were so pretty. I was
breathing in the hot scent of cigarettes. 


“Are you enjoying this?”
she asked. “Strutting around my house in my lingerie?”


“No, Ma’am,” I said
immediately.


“Take off that fucking
bra,” she said. “It hurts my eyes to see you wear it like that.”


Wordlessly, I untied the
bra knot I’d made behind my back and slipped it off my arms. Mrs. Castro peered
at my naked chest.


“Don’t move an inch,” she
said, and strolled to her closet.


She came back with a new
bra in her hands. This one didn’t have gargantuan cups—it was pink and
stretchy, the kind of bra that was forgiving enough to conform to your chest no
matter how small it was. The pink color was also pretty faded, like it was worn
and very old. She looped it through my thin arms and hooked it at the back.


“Now don’t you look
cute,” she said.


She brought out a tube of
red lipstick and patted it on my lips, instructing me to rub them together to
make the color hold. 


“Now for your hair…” she
said thoughtfully.


She took out a brown wig
from the closet. This one also looked quite old, but kept in good condition.
She put it on me, securing it in place with bobby pins. She was now looking at
me very fondly, and I had the odd feeling that my punishment was bringing her
some good memories.


Finally, she told me to
go and start cleaning the bathroom. 


In there, there was no
escaping what I looked like. I looked like a hooker wearing that tiny bra,
brown wig, and bright red lips. I tried to avoid staring at myself in the
mirrors while I dipped a little cleaner in the toilet and got to work scrubbing
the sink and wiping down the surfaces. Mrs. Castro came in after a while with a
drink in her hands and let the hot tub run.


“Do you know it’s our
anniversary today?” she asked while she leaned against the wall, drinking and
watching me with that eager gaze.


“No, Ma’am.”


“Well it is. Ten years.”


“That’s great, Ma’am.”


When I turned around
again I almost had a heart attack. She’d stripped down to just her bra and
panties. I could suddenly see the shape of her body, so cozy and inviting and
full of indescribable beauty. There were faint silver lines all across her abdomen
that made it even more alluring—like a calligraphy artist had come in and
attempted a masterpiece on her body. 


All I wanted right then
and there was for time to stop. There was so much to explore. It was like she
was an ocean, and I just wanted to drink her up and taste every single drop. 


“There’s a champagne
bottle on the bedside table, in there,” she said in her husky drawl as she
stepped into the hot tub. “Could you pour me some?”


“Of course, Ma’am,” I
muttered before I dashed to go refill her glass. 


When I got back she was
enjoying herself in the warm, steamy water, her eyes closed. I forced myself to
stay very still just so I could check her out now that she wasn’t looking. How
had the day gone from this to this?


My cock was rock hard
again.


Her eyes suddenly flew
open and she saw my boner.


“Come here, sweetie,” she
said.


My heart was thundering
inside my ribcage as I went over to the edge of that tub. She pulled down my
thong and suddenly I was completely exposed. She giggled.


“Look at that little
wiener,” she said, even though I was sure my cock was bigger than her
husband’s. 


She grabbed hold of my
penis, and it was like she was strangling me down there. I don’t think I’d ever
been so aroused and afraid in my life.


“Would you like to have
sex with me, Ethan?” she asked softly.


“Y-yes,” I stuttered. I
didn’t know what else to say. I was on the verge of another panic attack.


“Oh I bet you would,” she
said. She lifted one leg out of the bubbling water and positioned her foot out
of the tub. “I’d like to see you suck my big toe.”


I dropped to my knees. I
was numb with shock. 


I sucked her toe like how
a baby would suck on her mother’s nipple—eagerly, desperately, and like my
fucking life depended on it. Her skin was soft and steamy and the nail playfully
prodded my tongue.


She laughed. “It’s like
you’re sucking dick.”


I didn’t even take
offense to that. I think my brain was still trying to process the fact I was
sucking on a beautiful MILF’s foot.


“I can tell you like
dicks,” she said again, as if she wanted to spur a reaction in me. 


I began sucking her next
toe.


“Why don’t you stop that
and come right in,” she said. 


I was pulled into the
heated cocoon of the hot tub. The next thing I knew, her mouth was on mine, her
lips squeezing mine so tightly I almost got my breath knocked out of me. I
kissed her back, tasting the delicate salt of her lips. We pulled apart for an
instant and I saw that my red lipstick was now smeared on hers. She didn’t seem
to care as she pulled me in again. I lightly touched the back of her head, my
fingers combing through her wet blonde hair as our tongues danced. I soon
forgot I was Ethan. I was a girl, making out with a woman. 


“Oh fuck…” she whispered,
almost to herself. She looked at me with those precious blue-green eyes like
she couldn’t believe what she’d just done, like she’d crossed a line
this time. 


I didn’t know what to
say. 


“Kiss me here,” she
murmured, pointing to the side of her neck.


I reached down to kiss
her there very softly. She took in a sharp intake of breath. I nibbled at the
skin, pulling at it playfully with my teeth. She responded by grabbing my thong
off my hips and hurtling it off the tub. It flew like a missile, out of the
vicinity of even the bathroom. That was the moment I appreciated how strong she
actually was. You couldn’t exactly see her muscles but they were there,
alright.


Then she was kissing me
again. Her breath, her tongue, her fierce, drawn-out moans, the bubbles hitting
my skin from the jets…it was all too much. 


I knew what was about to
happen. I knew it, but as with most things, the knowledge didn’t even come
close to the experience itself. 


Her lower lips plunged
down on my cock inside the water. She let out a sexy whimper. The feeling of
her pussy tightening down on my cock was indescribable, sending me spiraling
into a whole other world. Pleasure merged with lust, merging with pleasure
again as we acted on our most primal desires. She began bouncing up and down,
causing waves of bubbles to roll outwards from her hips. I couldn’t tear my
eyes away from her big breasts squashed inside her cotton bra, the way they
bobbed and jiggled in practically all directions. She was dripping in sensuality.


I was trying to do
everything in my power to not cum. I wanted this high to last forever. But even
more than that, I guess I was scared to cum before she did. She was using me
for her pleasure, not mine, and I desperately wanted to meet her
expectations. She was experienced; I wasn’t.  


I tried to remove her bra
but with all the moving about it was a frustrating exercise.


She reached one hand
behind her back and suddenly the bra fell into the water. She clasped her arms
behind my neck and leaned back at a dangerous angle…like she could fall back at
any point. Her pussy slipped out from me. I gasped and caught her, her body
weight entirely on my arms that were hugging her waist.


“Fuckin’ whore,” she
screamed at me. “Put that cock inside me now!”


I tried to balance on my
knees and lifted my groin out of the water. She straddled my bum while I
entered her once again. If anything, it was even more glorious this time. Her
pussy, partially concealed by wisps of hair, parted around my cock and I could
feel those wet pulsating walls a thousand times magnified. I used all my
strength to keep weight in my arms and started pumping her, grinding her. 


“Fuck me harder!” she
screamed again. “Get that cock in deep! Deeper!”


I didn’t know if I could
do what she wanted. Was my cock good enough for her? I wished I had her giant
dildo in my hands just so I could serve her the way she wanted.  


“Deeper, deeper…” she
moaned.


I clenched my butt
muscles and drove my cock inside her again and again and again, using up every
ounce of strength and energy I had left within my cells. Her breasts sprung up
and down wildly as I fucked her. She lowered an arm to squeeze my nips through
my bra. 


That was when I felt it.
Her pussy squeezed down on my dick and began to throb and convulse. All of my
inhibitions left me as I surrendered to her orgasm. 


I burst inside her.


I think I went to heaven
for a good while before I came back.  


“Mmm,” Mrs. Castro said
as she pushed herself off of me. “That was good. You did well, sweetie.”


She began to wipe herself
with toilet paper. I watched with a mix of shock and satisfaction as the
tiniest stream of cum dripped down her inner thigh. 


“Do you have much
cleaning left to do?” she asked.


“I…I’ve got a few rooms
left on this floor,” I said, still out of breath.


“Well, get started while
I freshen myself up a bit. There’s a robe you can use on the shelf there.”


“Yes, Ma’am,” I said.


“Once an hour is up, I’d
like you to come to the game room in our basement.”


My heart started beating
like a trapped rabbit again. She smiled at me. Her face was still flushed with
a post-sex glow.


“I’m not done with you
yet, sweetie,” she said, tucking a lock of hair from my wig behind my ear. “Oh
no. There’s a whole lot more I’d like to do to you, my little panty bitch.”
















CHAPTER 6


 


One hour. A very long wait…


Even though I was
cleaning, going through the motions of dusting and wiping and vacuuming, I was
pretty sure I was having an out of body experience. My brain would replay the
sex I’d just had like a broken record, and I could see myself hovering down
from the ceiling, dressed in skimpy wet lingerie and a wig while I fucked Mrs.
Castro. 


Had that just happened? 


Did I really just fuck a
MILF and give her an eye-rolling orgasm?! 


By the time my hour of
cleaning was done, I was exhausted. And nervous as fuck.


I had no idea what Mrs.
Castro had in store for me in the basement. 


I organized my supplies
as quickly as I could and made my way down the staircase. I reached the first
floor and all was quiet, so I proceeded to pitter-patter my way down the steps
to the basement. It was cold here, which didn’t do much to ease my nerves. I
walked through the large yawning space, passing a swimming pool, a lounge, and
a spa enclosed in glass doors. The basement seemed to be never-ending, and
everything was so immaculately decorated, all glitzy and glammy.


Where the heck was the
game room?


My pits were now starting
to sweat. I hoped there’d be another hot tub in here because I was really
getting sweaty. 


I rounded through a few
more lounges and, through a door, I glimpsed the edge of a pool table. 


Wiping the sweat off my
brows, I tiptoed inside.


And that was when I got
the shock of my life. 


The game room was empty.
The deep red walls made it seem darker than it actually was, and the plush red
carpeting could’ve sunk in a stiletto. There was a bar in one corner and the
biggest sleep couch I’d ever seen nestled to one side.


What shocked me, though,
was the pool table. Positioned carefully on it was the biggest collection of
dildos I’d ever seen. All sorts of cocks, varying in shape, color, and size,
standing upright and looking viciously proud of themselves. I spotted a tiny
cock that was probably the size of two fingers, and one so big it could’ve
easily dwarfed the giant dildo suctioned into the bathroom wall upstairs. 


It was like some kind of
wacky sex museum. 


“H-hello?” I said,
feeling even colder and my legs wobbling as I took a few steps forward. 


I heard a giggle from the
other end of the room. Mrs. Castro came out from a door, out of a hidden
storage room of some kind. Her hair was still wet. This time she was wearing a
T-shirt and panties. There wasn’t a slick of makeup on her face, but she still
looked hot.


She made me want to tear
those panties off her curves so I could fuck her again on that pool table. 


“There you are my sissy
slut,” she said coolly, breezing past me to go to the bar. She motioned for me
to come and sit down.


Minutes later I was
handed a cocktail. I gratefully took a gulp, hoping it would relax me. 


“You’ve met Alan right?”
Mrs. Castro asked, taking a sip of her drink. “My husband.”


“Yes, Ma’am.” 


Dick, I thought. He
has a small dick.


“Well, there’s something
you should know about me,” she continued. “Alan’s not my first husband. Fifteen
years ago I was married to a wonderful man. Tom.”


I sipped on my drink
while I listened. I wasn’t sure what she was going to say, but somehow I knew
it was going to be important.


“Tom was nothing like
Alan,” she said, sighing a little. “Alan is…how should I put this? Alan’s a man.
Tom, on the other hand, well…he was something else entirely.”


I stayed silent, watching
her beautiful face recall what had obviously been some very fond memories.


“Tom loved clothes. He
was a crossdresser, as they say,” Mrs. Castro said. “The pink bra you were
wearing? And your new hair? They were once his.”


I smoothed down my brown
locks with one palm, smiling at her. The wig was obviously very special to her.


“Anyway,” she continued.
“He loved doing a certain…activity with me. He was the one who initiated it,
and it took quite a lot of convincing for me to take the leap, but I loved the
man and I would’ve done anything to make him feel happy. The activity in
question…is called pegging.”


My ears pricked. My butt
muscles clenched reflexively as I sat very still on that bar stool, trying to
slow down my erratic breathing.


“It only took us a couple
of times of trying for me to realize this was going to be my most favorite
thing in the world to do,” she said, giving me a wink. “I found out that if I
used a double-ended dildo I could have the most amazing orgasms. They were
mind-blowing! But for more than a decade now, I’ve been forced to become a lady
in the sheets, since Alan happens to be as vanilla as a cream puff.”


Mrs. Castro glanced down
at her phone lying on the bar top. “Well, my husband is about to come back
soon, and time is running out.” She sauntered over to where I was sitting and
pulled at the belt of my robe. “So how about I stop beating around the bush and
tell you what’s going to happen. It’s simple really. If your butt gives me an
orgasm, then you’ll be out of my house and we won’t ever have to talk about
what you did again.” She smiled, her eyes crinkling seductively. “And if you
don’t…well, your mother is going to be very disappointed, and my poor husband
is going to be very, very angry.” 


She let her hand linger
on my shoulder. 


God, how could a woman be
so sexy and dominating? It was almost criminal. 


“Anything you want,
Ma’am…” I whispered in her ear. 


I swallowed hard as it
dawned on me what I was about to do.


I was about to serve her
my body. 


My ass, to be more
specific.


Purely for her pleasure. 
















 


CHAPTER 7


 


Mrs. Castro levelled her eyes against my naked body and pubic
hair, making me feel incredibly self-conscious. 


“We’ll have to shave
everything off you, sweetie,” she said firmly. “The bathroom’s this way.”


She took me through to
the storage room and to a small bathroom adjoining it. There, I was instructed
to stand inside the bathtub. Mrs. Castro handed me a bottle of shaving cream
and a Gillette women’s razor.


“Now. Slather this on.
Legs first, we’ll do the arms later.”


My hands were shaking as
I did what I was instructed. She was actually transforming me. Into a girl. For
her.  


“One leg over the edge,
sweetie,” she said. “Use baby strokes.”


The shaving cream smelled
mesmerizing, with notes of vanilla and fruit you’d find on a desert island. I
glided the razor across my skin with graceful strokes—or as graceful as I could
make them. 


As I watched my leg hair
disappear down the drain in a torrent of water, I felt this surge of adrenaline
build up inside my body. It was like watching my masculinity go down the drain.
This wasn’t like wearing a pair of panties and masturbating. Anyone could do
that. This was real.


“My skin,” I whispered,
riding one palm against my thigh. “It’s so…soft.”


Mrs. Castro laughed.
“Welcome to womanhood, sweetie. Things are so much sweeter and softer on the
other side. Now, your arms. Under the arms first, then over.”


Minutes later, my very
average arms were as smooth as a silk dress. So were my privates. Mrs. Castro
did my face, and I couldn’t stop touching my chin and grinning like an idiot because
I’d been so fucking nervous the entire time her soft fingers were on my
stubble.


“Turn the other way,” she
ordered. “One leg over the tub again and bend over. I’d like you to use your
hands to spread your cheeks.”


Oh fuck. 


Mrs. Castro wanted to
shave my ass.


Wordlessly, I turned
around and grabbed my ass with my hands. I spread them apart slowly, a blush
creeping up my face as I revealed my puckered hole to Mrs. Castro for the first
time. 


“Oof. It looks tight,”
she whispered.


My cock stiffened. She seemed
genuinely surprised that I was tight, and fuck, that had me going. I couldn’t
help but be a little embarrassed, though, by how hairy my asshole must’ve been,
but Mrs. Castro didn’t say anything as I sensed her short strokes maneuvering
the razor all around my asshole. It was such a hot, intimate activity—to have
this older woman shave me. 


Once she was done, she
asked me to wait in the bathroom. For some reason I felt so shy and awkward
standing there with a very feminine body that I slipped on a robe that was
hanging up on the wall. 


She returned minutes
later and tsk-tsked when she saw me clothed.


“Take off your robe. I
just want you in these heels and undergarments.”


My breath caught in my
throat when she handed me what I was supposed to wear. I stared at her for a
blank moment, but her bare face was austere, her features unflinching. 


I was about to be shamed
and degraded, wearing things only a prostitute or stripper would dare to wear.


“What are you waiting
for?” she asked, her full lips now pursed into one straight line.


“N-nothing, Ma’am,” I
whispered.


I got dressed as Mrs.
Castro watched me impatiently, her eyes glancing down at her phone every few
seconds. First, there was the underwear and the bra, both made of black mesh.
When I put them on, you could still pretty much see everything, including my
nipples and my clit, which was covered in a net-like web within my sanitary
area. Then, there was the top piece, which was a tiny turtleneck with long
sleeves, except the whole thing was mesh again, the length stopping
conveniently at my armpits. 


Finally, there was a pair
of red heels. When I slipped those on I felt so much sexier, but also much more
vulnerable. 


“Come here. I just need
to do the finishing touches,” she said once I awkwardly faced her in my full
outfit.


She re-applied my
lipstick and combed through my wig to neaten the curls. She swiped through my
lashes with mascara until they were so thick they resembled curtains. Then she
added a little blush on my cheeks, the tip of my nose, and my chin.


Mrs. Castro smiled, a
light flirt playing at the corners of her mouth. “Tell me how you feel,” she
said.


“I feel sexy,” I said.
“Sensual. Like an exotic dancer or something.”


She seemed satisfied—and
aroused—by my answer. “Remember, a sissy always looks hot in the sluttiest
outfit,” she said, her eyes positively flickering with lust.


I was escorted out of the
storage room and onto the pool table. 


“You’re going to lay
there on all fours with your butt up and knees wide apart,” she ordered.
“Wider…wider…a little more…good. I don’t want to see you move even an inch from
this position. Understood?”


“Yes, Ma’am,” I said.


I was left there again
for my mind to fester in my own horny thoughts, causing them to spiral almost
out of control. My heart skittered with both fear and anticipation.


When she came back she
was completely naked.


Her breasts bounced as
she climbed onto the pool table, where I lay frozen. She was naked, with only
one exception—she was sporting a strap-on. The dildo coming out of it, though…


There was just no way. 


It was the biggest one
I’d seen earlier from her collection of dildos, the one that was even bigger
than the monster in her bathroom. The sight of it made me shiver a little.  


Mrs. Castro bent down and
whispered just one word in my ear, with such hunger and commanding force that I
knew then and there that this was the night my life would be changed forever: 


“Suck.”
















CHAPTER 8


 


I wasn’t gay. I knew that much. 


But as Mrs. Castro
instructed me to suck her enormous cock, I couldn’t refuse. I wanted to do it.
Wanted to feel that toy rubbing and sliding in between my red lips.


Of course, looking at it,
you’d be stupid to call it a toy at all. It was a machine. A weapon of mass
destruction. A fuckpole that could make any sissy know her place and tremble in
her heels. 


Mrs. Castro inched a
little closer and inserted the tip of the dildo in my mouth. She buried the
shaft in as much as I could take it. It stopped only mid-way through. 


“Open wider, honey,” she
cooed. “Just a little wider…there you go…there you go!”


She sang these words of
encouragement as I strained to take the dildo in my mouth. The tip of it was
now wedged into the cavity giving way to my throat and my jaw was stretched so
wide it hurt. I squealed, and seemingly satisfied, she pulled the dildo out a
little and began pumping her hips. 


As I sucked and sucked,
Mrs. Castro’s breathing got heavier and more ragged. She was getting so aroused
I could smell her pussy behind the other end of the dildo. The squelching sounds
of her being penetrated made my clitty throb with desperation. After a good
while of cocksucking, she got off the pool table and climbed back up again,
this time behind my butt. I heard the snapping of a bottle lid and felt the
smearing of lube in and around my asshole.


“I promise I’ll go slow,
sweetie,” she whispered. “I’m going to fill your tight little world right up.
Are you ready?”


I whimpered and looked up
at her. I was too ashamed to even utter the words.


Mrs. Castro grasped the
sides of my hips and pulled my backside closer to her. 


I felt my thong being
pulled to the side and the slippery silicone head of her cock graze my ass. I
immediately tensed up. From her way her sharp nails were digging into my skin I
knew she wasn’t going to show me any mercy. And with the way she’d so easily
maneuvered me into position, I knew she was strong. So strong.


I wanted it, yes…but was
I really up to the task? How could my inexperienced body meet her years upon
years of sexual expectations? 


How could my virgin ass
take that…that monster?


“Please…” I cried, tears
falling down my cheeks. “Please, please…”


“There, there, sweetie,”
Mrs. Castro said, massaging my lower back with surprisingly warm fingertips.
“Try your best to relax.”


The dildo penetrated my
entrance, stretching my sissy sphincter so tight I thought I was birthing a
baby. I fought every urge to tense up again. I inhaled and exhaled through my
mouth, trying my best to withstand the cock machine that was being used to
violate me so cruelly. I wept, and sniffled, then wept again. 


Mrs. Castro sang to me
sweet little words as she drove her cock in even deeper into my core. After a
while, she pulled it out before pummeling it back in my asshole. Each time she
did it, the cock was crammed in about a quarter of an inch deeper into my hole.



After a long while of
being subjected to this, to me being fucked with incredible energy and crazy
levels of patience, something incredible happened. 


It was like my senses had
climbed over a threshold and my brain was about to explode from pleasure. The
room went dark and silent as I tried to process the intense pressure I was
feeling down there.


I heard Mrs. Castro laugh
from behind me. "Someone's enjoying this a little too much. You can moan
louder, honey. No one's going to hear us in the basement."


I hadn't even realized
I'd been moaning! 


And then Mrs. Castro
abruptly stopped fucking me. 


She pulled the dildo out
slowly, leaving my ass horribly empty. I didn't want that. I didn't like that.
I let out a whimper.


“Suck…” I heard
her say.


I turned around and saw
the wild expression on her face as she veered the dildo in my direction. 


The massive cock smelled
of ass. If this was any other time I would’ve found sucking on that completely
disgusting, but now I was thriving from my shame. I was feminized and degraded,
no two words about it. 


And as I sucked, my clit
was growing, screaming for attention.


“Look here, evidence that
you’re a cocksucking sissy,” she said, pleased. 


For some reason, those
words were like fire to my ears. Yes, I was a cocksucking sissy. I began to use
my hands to stimulate the fake cock, copying the movements I’d seen in a
thousand porn videos. 


“More of that, sissy.
You're on the right track.” 


When I withdrew my mouth
at last, she took my chin in her hands and asked, “Did you enjoy sucking my
cock, sweetie pie?”


“Yes, Ma’am.”


“What did you like about
it?”


“It made me feel dirty.”


“Did you taste your ass?”


“Yes, Ma’am,” I
whimpered.


“What did it taste like?”


“Like...it was gross.
Extremely gross.”


“Mmm. Do you want me to
fuck you in the ass again, sweetie?”


I whimpered again. The
shame that was bubbling up through me prevented me from saying anything.


“Say it out loud,"
she demanded. 


“I want you to fuck me in
the ass again, Ma’am,” I said in a quiet, feminine whisper. 


“Then turn around and
stretch that fat ass for me again.”


I squirmed and groaned as
she fucked me again. I was being stretched beyond what I’d thought was
physically possible. The pleasure was excruciating. I could feel myself break
down to the point that the only thing that existed was the pleasure inside my
core, building, building, building…


“I'm cumming!”


Mrs. Castro's scream
almost punctured my eardrums. She lay her weight on me as she collapsed, her
big breasts and those hard, hard nipples squashing against my back.


I came then. My legs
shook uncontrollably as I ejected hot strings of cum into the mesh of my
panties.   


And then…it was over.


“Eat it up, pretty boy,”
Mrs. Castro said as she rolled off my back. “I want to see you eat it.”


I dipped a finger into my
mess and sucked on it while she giggled happily at my humiliation. 


***


We were on top of the
pool table for a good while, laying side by side and collecting our breaths.
Mrs. Castro was still naked, her breasts heaving up and down while her fuckpole
jutted out from those straps, still looking as menacing as ever. I was still in
my stripper outfit, trying to ignore the aftertaste of cum on my tongue.


Then Mrs. Castro climbed
down and headed to the bar again. She removed her strap-on and lit a cigarette
while pouring herself another drink. 


“You need to go,” she
told me. “Alan will be back soon and I need to start getting ready. He's taking
me out to dinner tonight. For our anniversary.”


She took a long puff from
her cigarette and sighed, and all of a sudden I could see that the last thing
she wanted to do was go out with her husband. She caught me staring at her and
said, “Your fairy costume or whatever the hell it is...it’s in the cupboard
under the sink. Now get out of my sight.”


“Ma'am?” My voice was
shaking, but I knew I had to do this. 


“What?”


“Could I ask...what
happened to Tom? Your ex-husband?”


She took an extremely
long time to respond. I thought she was just going to ignore me, so I started
to scooch my ass towards the edge of the pool table to get down. That was when
she called me over. 


As I stood next to her, I
was starting to feel weird for even asking the question. Tom was probably dead
or something since she kept using the past tense. It was a non-question, and
I’d been idiotic enough to ask it.


But then fished out her
phone and flipped through the photos, pausing on one that was a selfie of a
beautiful woman. Taken in front of her mirror, you couldn’t see much of her
face, but all you had to was look at those high cheekbones, the plump lips, and
extremely curvy silhouette to know she had the power to turn any man’s head.


“That’s Tom?” I asked in
a hushed voice.


“That’s Tina,” she said.
Then she sighed. “What I wouldn’t do to feel that ass again.”


“You have me now,”
I said boldly. 


She laughed. This time it
was a loud giddy laugh, a sign that she was genuinely happy. I couldn’t help
but feel I was closer to her than ever—now that we'd both been vulnerable with
each other. 


“Of course,” she said
finally. “You know what. I'm going to put in a good word for you to your
mother. And I’m going to tell her that you were so good at your job that I
won't have anyone else over to clean my place." 


I smiled. “I'm free until
my classes start again in two weeks. You can book me anytime.”


“Wonderful,” she said. “You're
an obedient boy, Ethan. I like that. Your mom’s lucky to have you."


“Yeah, she is,” I
admitted.


“Now get out,” Mrs.
Castro said firmly. “You don't want to ruin my marriage, do you?”


“Of course not, Ma’am!”


"Then get the hell
away from here before Alan comes back.”


I grinned at her one last
time to leave her with a good final impression. I wanted her to actually go
ahead and book me again, not just say stuff to get me off her back. Girls
normally did that with me, and Mrs. Castro was on a league of her own.


Still, if I was given the
opportunity, I would gladly give up my summer gaming plans for a chance to
be...stretched again.


And stretched I was. Like
a goddamn elastic that was on the brink of snapping and failing. 


My ass sore, I smiled to
myself as I strutted in my high heels to the bathroom, to change into my very
male cleaning uniform.
















 


THE END











PLEASING
MISTRESS VERA


CHAPTER
1


 


Her name was Vera Solomon.


I
didn’t come to know that until a lot later, of course, but I really think it’s
the most beautiful name on earth. Just close your eyes and imagine what a Vera
Solomon would look like…did you picture someone smart, sophisticated, regal,
and mysterious? Wearing expensive mink coats, the silkiest of scarves, and lips
the color of blood-red rubies? I bet you did. Well, that’s exactly the kind of
woman Vera really was, so it was the perfect name for her.


The
day I met her, I was browsing through the horror and fantasy aisle of a
secondhand bookstore. At the time I was binging on a lot of Stephen King and
Richard Matheson, but that morning I was specifically hunting down a copy of Something
Wicked This Way Comes. It was a book I’d once owned but lost many years
back, and I really wanted to spend my summer days escaping into its dark,
nostalgic pages. 


Things
were different that summer. I was going through the grieving process after a
horrible break-up, and had more time to myself than I’d wanted. I know PTSD is
probably not the right word for it, but those last days with my ex-girlfriend
were scarred into my mind, and I wanted to do everything in my power to just
forget everything that had happened.


Because
it was summer, I really had nothing much to do except for a small gig I’d
gotten helping out one of my professors with her data gathering and clean-up.
That was why I’d started a new hobby: visiting various little-known bookstores
around town on my bike. If I was lucky, I could find some literary gems to
build a nice collection for myself while keeping me busy and distracted at the
same time.


Anyway,
on that day I was excitedly fingering through the dusty spines in the horror
and fantasy aisle when I spotted her out of the corner of my eye. 


It’s
difficult to put into words the very first impression she had on me. She was
wearing a shapely blue-gray fur coat, even though it was hot outside and even
stuffier inside the store. The coat was really long and hugged her body so
tightly it looked like it was an actual extension of herself. She also had on a
black dress, sheer stockings, black heels, and on her arm was a glistening
snake-skin handbag. Her skin was so pale it almost glowed. Her face had an air
of old Hollywood glamor about her, with a beautiful red pout and sultry lined
eyes. The strange thing was, it was almost impossible for me to figure out how
old she was. She could’ve been thirty-five and fifty-five at the same time!


One
thing was for sure, though. She wasn’t the kind of woman who visited secondhand
stores too often. A part of me wanted to tap her on the shoulder and ask:
“What’s a lady like you doing in a place like this?”


I
watched as another young man eyed her secretly, but when she drew in closer he
politely made space for her. I kept watching as I saw her perch herself on top
of a step stool and pick out several thick, heavy-set books from the history
aisle. The store’s assistant, a scrawny guy with thick, fogged-up glasses,
scurried forward and grabbed all of them in his arms. She was polite, but there
was this domineering air about her and the poor assistant looked terrified.


By
this time, all thoughts of finding Something Wicked This Way Comes had
disappeared from my mind. All I could do was stand there with my back slightly
tilted against the spines, paging through a random book so I didn’t look like a
total pervert. 


That
was how I came to see the assistant’s worst nightmare unfold before me, even
before I heard the horrific THUD.


They
were the sound of books falling. Not only were those precious history books
splayed across the wooden flooring, the guy had stumbled and fallen himself. He
was gasping and out of breath at the mystery woman’s feet. 


I
saw her pretty eyes narrow. “You had one job, little weakling!” she chided
under her breath. “Now pick them up so I’m not left standing here on a step
stool for much longer!” 


The
assistant scrambled to his feet and began to pick up each book.


“Dust
them!” she ordered. “No, no, away from me, maggot! You’re going to spoil my
fucking coat!”


I
really felt for that guy. I really did. He looked so nervous, like he knew he
was going to get scolded by the woman no matter what he did.


I
reflexively took a step forward, not really sure what to do but knowing I had
to do something to help them. 


That
was when things went from bad to worse.


The
assistant hoisted the last book on his arm and walked towards her, but somehow
lost his balance again. The books toppled noisily to the floor, one by one, in
a plume of dust. I think the guy thought he still had a little time to save his
dignity because he grabbed the woman’s elbow to stop his fall. A stupid
decision, of course, because her bag, one of those things that just had a
single button in the middle, fell to the floor, spilling out all of its contents. 


I
was there at the scene before I knew it. 


The
woman took a sharp intake of breath and slapped at the boy’s arm. “I’ll squeeze
this until you know what’s right for you!” 


“Don’t
worry, Miss, let me help,” I butted in. I wanted to calm her down, and calm the
young man’s nerves as well. He was practically shivering in a fetus position on
the floor. “I’ve got this,” I told him.


I
picked up her books and placed them on a little side table close to the aisle.
Then I picked up her belongings, all of which had scattered across an
impressive radius. I gave them a little wipe with my shirt. I saw her lips curl
into a tight smile as she watched me help her.  


“Will
you carry those for me to the checkout,” she said. It was a statement, not a
question. Her fiery eyes flitted towards the assistant. “Good-for-nothing
little rat.”


“Of
course,” I said politely. 


We
headed to the counter. She paid for the books and I carried the bags to her
car. It was a shiny Audi that was as red as her lips. She thanked me once,
slipped into the driver’s seat, and drove away, leaving only traces of her
behind: the receipt, which she’d tossed out, and a clump of blue fur which had
shed from her coat. 


My
head was a little giddy and I could still smell her perfume. 


I
should have gone back to the bookstore.


I
should have just gone back to that dusty old horror and fantasy aisle, and
hunted down the Ray Bradbury book like I’d planned. And then I should have just
gone back to minding my own fucking business. 


But
I didn’t do any of that.


Instead,
I hopped on my bike and started to follow the mystery woman’s car.
















CHAPTER 2


 


Of course I felt like the
world’s biggest creep.


That
didn’t stop me though. I followed the shiny red Audi, keeping pace at about two
car-lengths behind her. It wasn’t the high speed chase you probably might be
thinking of, though that’s certainly what it felt like because my body was
buzzing with adrenaline. I pedaled through what was the light rolling traffic
of a mid-morning Sunday, my fingers gripping tightly onto the handlebars, my
attention on her car, determined to never let it out of my sight.


I’m
not sure what exactly pushed me to do it that day. I wasn’t the sort of person
to take risks. Trailing the car of a woman I didn’t even know, that would take
me to, well, god knows where…what must I have been thinking? Maybe it was all
those Stephen King books I’d been reading. Maybe it was her. All I knew
was that I had this intense urge to be near her…even if it meant getting into
trouble for doing so. 


The
Audi made a turn at King Street, and I did the same. I pedaled past cafes and
clothing shops, hoping she’d stop at one of those places so I could give my
legs a break. But she didn’t. Instead, all the traffic ahead thinned out into a
trickle and she sped off, before turning into a red dot and disappearing.


“Dang
it!” I muttered.


I
couldn’t believe I’d lost her. 


Inside,
I felt defeated. But my legs had a mind of their own, and they weren’t quite
ready to give up yet. I started up the chase again, grinding away at the
pedals, and soon I was soaring across the hot tarmac, my pits sweaty and my
heart racing like I was right at the edge of the world’s biggest rollercoaster
drop. My ass bumped hard against the seat, my calves churning faster and faster
so I could build up some speed. I biked in a clean, straight line, praying the
stoplights would be at my side as I neared them. For once, they were.
Miraculously, I saw that red dot again, just in time to see it steer left onto
a residential street.


Minutes
later, I’d caught up. 


The
houses were much nicer here, almost palatial, with wide, immaculate lawns. At
the end of the street was the red Audi, peeking through an open garage door.


I slowed down and stopped, leaning my bike
against a nearby tree. I peered
nonchalantly up at the sky, like I didn’t just follow a woman like a creep and
had just found out where she lived. 


I
mean, what the heck was I supposed to do with this information? It wasn’t like
I could ask her out. The only thing I could do was just stand there like some
weird ass stalker...


“You!”


The
high-pitched screech almost blasted my eardrums. I whipped my head around, and who
do I see? The mystery woman, of course. She was standing on her lawn, just
in her black dress this time.


If
looks could kill…


“Come
over here at once!”


Heart
hammering in my chest, I walked slowly towards her.


“Think
you’re being slick?” she asked, pointing one finger at me. 


“Huh?” 


“Were
you following me, you dirty pervert?”


“N-no,
Miss.”


She
grabbed me by the ear and twisted it. I gasped in pain.


“Who
the fuck do you think you are, lying to me?” she spat. 


“I-I-I’m
sorry, Miss…”


“Go
on, spit it out! Tell me what you had in mind following me all the way from
that store.”


There
were a million things I wanted to say, but I’d lost the ability to speak. 


“Did
you want to spy on me? Hmm.” She paused to take a good look at me. “You’re kind
of cute. How old are you? I see you’re that kind,” she muttered, even
though I had no idea what she was saying. 


“Twenty
one…” I said. The sun was almost blinding my vision, but I strained my eyes so
I could still focus on her beautiful face.


“A
young ’un, I see,” she drawled. She let go of my ear. “Lucky for you, I’m still
single.” 


She
kept staring at me, like she was studying every cell on my body. 


“And
you, my dear, seem a little lonely,” she said after a long pause. Then she
sighed. “Alright, let’s do this. Come on by tomorrow night at seven sharp, and
I’ll show you a little somethin' somethin'…”


I
was frozen in place while looking up at her seductive smile and snow-white
skin. Shame tore through me as I realized I had a full-on boner.


“Now
get off my property,” she said sharply. “I have a meeting to get ready for.”


I
ran, as fast as my legs could carry me. 


***


I
lay in bed that night, staring at a distorted shadow of a spider’s web in the
corner of the ceiling. I couldn’t sleep. 


I’d
never taken a risk before and not had it blow up in my face. 


I
just wasn’t a lucky guy. Not until now. But I was going crazy trying to figure
out if the woman had been serious or if she was just playing. Had she really
invited me into her home? She didn’t look like someone who’d mess about with an
inexperienced guy like me. What if I went there tomorrow, like an idiot, and
she called the cops on me?  


And
yet...there was something about her though.


It
was this strange feeling like she really understood me. Maybe even more than I
understood myself. 


Maybe
my luck was yet to come. A small flush of excitement rose within me, sweeping
through my groin. My cock was hard again. 


Tomorrow—if
luck was on my side—I’d have all my deepest and most taboo fantasies filled by
the time the sun rose again. 
















CHAPTER 3


 


The following night, at seven
o’clock, I walked up to the mystery woman’s house. I didn’t see a doorbell, but
there was a huge brass door knocker in the shape of a lion’s head. I rapped on
the door a few times with it, and waited. 


Even
though it was still hot outside, my body seemed to be shaking. Things felt a
little too real, and the thought of being touched by an older woman sent
ripples of excitement down my spine.


I’d
told myself that if I’d totally misinterpreted what she’d said, I’d just
apologize profusely and run away before I had the cops called on me. But my
nerves were still on overdrive.


The
door finally opened and there she was, her face shining in the glow of the
porch lights. She still had her red lipstick on. In place of the formal black
dress I’d seen her in earlier, though, was a stunning silk robe. It was wrapped
tightly around her body, showing off the full contours of her breasts and hips.
Painted on the robe were flowers of some kind. Tulips, maybe. Or lotuses. 


I
couldn’t stop staring at her. 


“Oh
hello,” she said, her voice sounding strangely musical to my ears. “I had a
feeling I’d be seeing you tonight.”


“Thank
you for inviting me, Miss,” I said. My jaw trembled as I spoke. 


It
was actually happening.


She
took me through an entryway that had impossibly high ceilings to her living
room. The floor looked freshly polished and most of the furniture had gold and
red accents. There was a big leather couch across one wall, and draped
strategically in front of it was a majestic animal skin rug. She sat on one end
of the couch and crossed her legs, then invited me to sit on the opposite
end. 


“You
and I both know why you’re here,” she began. 


“Yes,
Miss.”


“You
understand how this is a privilege?”


“Oh
yes,” I said. “To be honest, I couldn’t even sleep last night. I kept thinking
I’d dreamed up our whole encounter.”


“Right,”
she said airily. “Well, I’d like to be crystal clear about one thing. If you’d
like this…arrangement…to be more than a one time thing, your mouth stays shut.
Understood? It’ll be our little secret.” Her mouth lifted into a sly smile.
“That’s assuming, of course, that you’re able to meet my expectations.”


“Agreed,
Miss. I won’t tell anyone,” I said, then chuckled lightly. “To be honest, I
don’t have any friends. I’m a…bit of a loner right now.” I clamped my mouth
shut before I had the urge to say anything else. I was already talking too
much. 


She
waved her hands around impatiently.


“I
don’t like to waste time,” she continued. “So let’s get the most important
things out of the way. First, let me introduce myself. I’m Vera Solomon.”


“I’m
Dexter,” I said. 


“Dexter,
for the rest of the night, I won’t be just Vera Solomon to you. You’re going to
call me Mistress Vera.” She was speaking to me like I was a schoolboy
and she was the headmistress. “What are you going to call me, Dexter?”


“Mistress
Vera.”


“Good
boy. Now, we’ll need to establish a safe word. I want you to know that if at
any point you feel uncomfortable, or in pain, and not in a good way, of course,
the moment you say your safe word you have the power to stop whatever we’re
doing.” She uncrossed and crossed her legs again, and my breath caught in my
throat. I was pretty sure I’d just caught a glimpse of a rosy pussy buried
beneath her pale thighs. “Unlike you, Dexter, I like to be very aware of
people’s boundaries.”


My
face grew red-hot.


“Well?
Don’t keep me waiting. Tell me your safe word.”


“Uh…uh…Beetlejuice,”
I blurted out. It was the first word that popped into my mind and I
cringed. 


“Are
you an amnesiac, Dexter?”


“Huh?
Oh…sorry,” I said meekly. “My safe word is Beetlejuice, Mistress Vera.”


“Much
better. Did you have a shower before coming in here?”


“I
did, Mistress.”


“Still.
I’d like to make sure you’re clean before we begin.”


I
swallowed. Clean? What exactly did she mean?


“Undress,”
she ordered.


I
took off my clothes, one by one, aware of her intense gaze on my body. By the
time I was pulling on my boxers, my fingers were shaking. I wanted desperately
for her to like my body. I wanted her to like my penis. I wished I could morph
into a big muscly guy with a giant cock so I could truly impress her. But here
I was, naked and facing her with my tiny four-inch penis. 


If
Vera was disappointed at my penis, however, she didn’t show it. She slipped on
a pair of red latex gloves, smiling at me the whole time. 


“Come
on over, Dex,” she said softly, patting her silk-robed thighs.


I
was spread across her lap, face down. The warm, smoky scent of leather wafted
up my nose. My groin was right on top of her silk lap, and it was so soft, like
she was made of nothing but marshmallows. 


I
heard her rustle through some kind of box, and then I felt the springy
sensation of latex spreading my ass cheeks apart.


“Oh
my. I haven’t seen such a tight, pink asshole in a loooong time,” she cooed in
my ear. “Now, this might feel a little unpleasant, but this is what’s going to
make you squeaky clean and ready for me.”


I
braced myself as Mistress Vera inserted a lubed nozzle up my asshole. I felt
the tight stretch and then the cool sensation of liquid filling me up inside,
very slowly. One of her gloved palms stroked my cheeks. 


It
was so intimate, to be cleansed by this beautiful rich woman. I loved it.


Mistress
Vera made small talk while doing the enema. 


“When
was the last time you fucked someone?” she asked softly.


So
blunt. I didn’t expect anything less from her. 


“About
three months ago, Mistress,” I whispered into the leather couch.


“And
who was that with?”


“My
girlfriend,” I said. “My ex, I mean.”


“So
she broke up with you.”


“Yes.”


“You
couldn’t satisfy her.”


“She...she
cheated on me. She left me for someone else.”


I
exhaled. It was like I’d unloaded all the pain from my break-up onto her, and
she was accepting me. God, did it feel good.


“Ah,”
she said.


The
nozzle slowly exited my asshole. I gritted my teeth. I could feel the writhing
of my bowels. The need to expel whatever was in there, to gush everything out,
was already overwhelming me. 


“Ass
up and clench, Dexter. We’re going to keep the enema in you for a couple of
minutes.”


I
grunted while trying to hold everything in. I was so afraid, deathly afraid of
drenching that beautiful silk robe of hers. 


“I…I
think I really need to go now, Mistress Vera…” I groaned after a few seconds.


“A
little self-control goes a long way,” she said. “Not long now. Count to sixty
for me, and then you can go to the bathroom.”


I
counted to sixty. It felt like sixty years. I was in agony. When I eventually
reached the end, though, I clenched myself down there like a motherfucker while
I staggered to the bathroom. There, the floodgates opened and I moaned so
loudly I was sure Mistress heard me. It was pure relief. 


I
waited a while longer and then wiped well. When I returned to the living room,
she asked me to stand in the middle. She got up and started circling me,
staring at my naked body like she was analyzing every inch under a microscope.


“I
bet this other man is much more handsome than you,” she said eventually.


“Who,
Mistress?”


“The
man who’s fucking your girlfriend.”


“Oh.
Yes, conventionally, I guess.” When I saw her death stare, I immediately added:
“Mistress. Sorry.”


“Hmm.
And I’m certain he has a bigger cock than yours.”


The
shame rose through me, and I almost felt nauseated. I nodded.


“What’s
that? Couldn’t hear you,” she said. She had her sly smile on again. “You’ll
speak when you’re spoken to.”


“I
guess he does have a bigger cock,” I muttered.


“MISTRESS!” 


Vera’s
scream made me shake all over. I felt like an idiot, and my legs were like
Jell-O. It had been such a basic instruction—how could I have fucked it up?


“Twice
in a row calls for a punishment,” she said sternly. “You’ll learn to respect me
or you’re out of here, boy. I don’t tolerate stupid mistakes.” She pointed to
the arm of the leather couch. “Lean on this, and hold your ass out for me.”


I
bent over, ass out, arms on the couch for balance.


“Higher!”
Mistress Vera yelled. 


I
perked my ass up like a pornstar getting into position.


The
impact stung. She was using a cane made out of wood or rattan or a thin, sharp
fiber of some kind. It made a sickening noise as it hit my ass. I just held my
breath, trying not to make a noise. I tried to count the number of times she was
caning me, only as a way to distract myself. I counted to ten before giving up.
I just gave into the pain. 


My
ass was raw by the time it was done. 


“Now
come back here,” she ordered. 


I
stood at the front of the couch again. The punishment had made me two inches
shorter. In any case, Vera looked bigger now and even more menacing. She began
to circle me again, tapping the cane lightly against her palm.


“Your
girlfriend didn’t leave you because of the cheating,” she said softly. “There
was something else, wasn’t there? Something that caused the cheating.”


It
was like she’d fully psychoanalyzed me. I gulped.


There
was no point in denying anything. 


“Correct,
Mistress,” I said.


I
was ready to tell her everything. 
















CHAPTER 4


 


Mistress Vera eyed me sympathetically
as she waited for my response.


“Tell
me what happened, dearie,” she said, her tone almost kind now, though I could
detect the tiniest flutter of excitement in her voice. “I want to know every
single dirty detail. Don’t leave anything out.” 


I
could tell she was aroused by this—the power she had over me and the fact that
what I was about to say was going to be very humiliating. It was an incident
that had tormented me for weeks, after all. And somehow, she knew this too—that
those memories had been scarred so deeply into my brain I had flashbacks when I
tried to fall asleep at night.


It
was like she could see through me.


“My
girlfriend...she caught me in a compromising position, Mistress,” I said. My
heart was beating fast and I felt light-headed. I wanted to stop there but the
shame was causing me to become hopelessly aroused, even though I was trying not
to show her this. “We were hanging out in my apartment. She went to the gym…and
I thought I had plenty of alone time. But when she came back, I was wearing her
heels...her panties…and I...and I...had her dildo up my ass.”


Mistress
let out a chuckle. “I knew it,” she said darkly. “I know a sissy when I see
one. Go ahead, dear. Don’t leave anything out. Tell your mistress everything.”


So
I blurted the whole horrible story out. She was like a therapist, listening
patiently, nodding along as she digested my story. And the more I spoke, the
more I felt my anxiety dissipate…and the more turned on I got. My cock grew and
hardened in front of her, and right now there was no hiding it.


“So
that day I had her hot pink dildo up my ass. It was a vibrating dildo,
Mistress, so it felt really good,” I said, blushing as the images resurfaced in
my mind. “I was so hard, and the vibrations were tickling my g-spot. I was just
at the point of no return.”


I
took a deep breath before I continued. The memory was now passing over me like
a black cloud. “I heard some kind of noise and I had the sneaking suspicion
that Alice—my girlfriend—had come back early. But for some
reason, I just chose to ignore my instincts.” I shrugged unhappily. “I heard my
name, and it was her. She saw the whole thing, and her mouth was open in shock.
The worst part was that I was so fucking ashamed, that I came. I came staring
into her eyes.”


Mistress
Vera placed a hand on my chest. “What happened then?” she asked quietly.


I
took in a shaky breath. “I begged Alice to stay with me. I knew I’d done
something unforgivable and I’d totally violated her boundaries. I just wanted
her to forgive me.” I shuddered. “It was a done deal though. I knew she was so
turned off by my sissy nature, and I don’t blame her. A few days later she said
she was seeing someone else, and then she officially dumped me.”


“What
a sad, sad story,” Mistress said, caressing my cheek lovingly. “I bet Alice
told her friends and her new boyfriend all about you. And now everyone must
know what a sissy you are…?”


“Oh
yes,” I said. “I’m positive.” I couldn’t believe I was saying all of this out
loud. “We had a ton of mutual friends, so I just try to avoid all of them now.
I’m normally at home alone, reading. If I’m not going to classes.”


“Good.
Spares them the embarrassment of being friends with a sissy,” she said. “That
poor girl must be traumatized.” She stared into my eyes. “Tell me the truth,
Dexter. Did a part of you want to get caught?”


The
room had suddenly gone very silent.


I
tried to process her question, but it had hit so deep into my psyche that all
my thoughts were scrambled now. Her stare was so intense that I didn’t even
dare to blink. “I guess so?” I said. “Getting
caught wearing panties and having a fat pink dildo up my rear end…well,
it’s the ultimate hot fantasy, right?”


Mistress
Vera let go of my body and walked over to a big wooden chest that was acting as
a side piece to her leather couch. She took something out of it and brought
them over to me. It was a pair of panties and a bra.


“These
will fit you nicely, don’t you think?” she said, smiling. “I’d love to see you
in these. Please put them on, Dexter.”


“Wow.”


The
bra and panties glinted before me. I’d never seen anything like it before. The
set was black with intricate chains of red and silver holding it together:
across the cleavage, down the arm straps, and also hanging from either side of
the panties. The bra had soft cushions sewed in.


I
pulled the panties carefully up each leg. The chains jingled as they settled
into place right below my waist. Then I unhooked the bra, slid it through my
arms, and clasped it behind my back. I adjusted my breasts, tugging at the
cushions to make sure my cleavage was even. My cheeks burned, because all the
while Mistress Vera was judging me. I was no longer naked, but now I felt even
more self-conscious. Shy, even. I was just wearing something so slutty, like I
was a stripper or a porn star.


“Now
sit on the rug. On your knees, with your back straight,” Mistress Vera ordered.
“And repeat after me: no girl wants a sissy.”


I
stared at her, beyond embarrassed at her order. But as I did exactly what she
said, the shame of being emasculated rose within me again. I badly wanted to
jerk off, though I had to be satisfied with my boner poking out lewdly from
within my panties.


I
had to lose myself to the humiliation. I was no longer a man.


“No
girl wants a sissy,” I mumbled in an effeminate voice.


“Didn’t
hear you,” Mistress sang. “Out loud!”


“No
girl wants a sissy!” I shouted.


“One
more time,” Mistress said.


“No
girl wants a sissy!”


“Again!”


I
was made to chant this over and over and over again, until the words began to
reverberate by themselves inside my head, as if I was drugged up and
disoriented. Mistress’ eyes grew wider while she degraded me and her breathing
became ragged. I could tell she was getting as horny as I was.


“Mmm,
look how hard your little clitty is,” she whispered.


And
then she undressed. Her silk robe fell to the carpet, and her exquisite body
was on display. It was like I was the only guest at this huge museum, and the
most beautiful painting in there was for my eyes and my eyes only. I was so
honored. She had plump breasts, her nipples already swollen with arousal, her
hips were wide, her stomach healthy and rounded, her legs perfectly spotless
and her pussy hair elegantly trimmed. This was what I’d waited for all along.


Mistress
came forward and stuck one of my trembling fingers inside her throbbing pussy.
Her hole clamped down on my finger hard. She was tight, and very, very wet.


“You
want this, don’t you?” she murmured. “But you’re going to have to earn it. My
pussy is sacred, and I only hand it out to good little sissy girls. So now
you’re going to have to show me what you’re made of.”


She
drew my finger out of her sticky pussy and wedged it inside my mouth. 


I
sucked eagerly. 
















 


CHAPTER 5


 


Mistress
made her way back to the chest again, this time pulling out a wig and a tube of
lipstick. The wig was extremely thick,
straight, and platinum blonde—and so long I thought you could braid it and it’d
still be a mile long. 


“Pout
for me Dexter,” she cooed. “Show Mistress those pretty, feminine lips.”


I
pouted, and she painted my mouth red with short, expert strokes.


“Now
rub them together,” she said. “Like this.” She rubbed her own perfectly glossy
lips to show me. 


I
could feel the lipstick drying on my lips as I obeyed her. 


“Mmmm,
those red lips were clearly made for sucking dicks,” she marveled. “Now, do you
know how to put on a wig?”


I
shook my head. “Could you teach me, Mistress?”


“Of
course I will,” she said brightly. “You’ll find that as long as my sissy girls
listen to me and are well-behaved, I am very kind. Now let’s put this
beautiful long hair on you.”


She
covered my hair with the wig cap and adjusted the nylon right around my
hairline to make it nice and snug. Then the wig went on, and she carefully
positioned it in place. I sat very still while she did the finishing touches.
The ends of my long blonde strands tickled my back and grazed the living room
floor. 


Mistress
Vera was so completely devoted to the act of feminizing me I couldn’t help but
feel like the luckiest sissy girl in the world. She was so close to me, her
nakedness was overwhelming. I wanted to reach out and kiss her. On her
lips. 


But
of course I couldn’t disrespect her like that.


“Now,
my dear Dexter, your transformation into a sissy slut bimbo is complete,” she
said. “In fact, you’re no longer Dexter. Dexter is dead! So from now on, I’m
going to call you...Desiree.”


“What
a sweet name,” I said shyly. “I’m so honored, Mistress.”


She
strolled back to the wooden chest, which to me seemed like a neverending
treasure trove built for feminization fantasies. This time she pulled out a sex
toy. It was a huge life-like dildo, with a thick veiny shaft and one of those suction
cups at the base.


“I’d
like to see your cocksucking skills, Desiree,” she said, her eyes glimmering
with excitement. “Would you say you’re good at it?”


I
hesitated for a second before answering. “I’ve never sucked a cock before,
Mistress.”


“Not
even a dildo?”


“I
mean, if my girlfriend’s dildo counts, sure. But all of that was done solo, if
you know what I mean. I’m not sure if I was good at it or if I sucked,
Mistress. No pun intended.”


“Well,
I’ll let you in on a little secret,” Mistress Vera said. “All sissies
have a natural talent for dicksucking. It’s literally in their DNA. Straight
men find cocks revolting, repulsive, disgusting, but for a sissy? Cocks turn
them on like nothing else. Tell me, haven’t you always wanted to suck a big
cock, Desiree? One that’s much bigger than yours?”


I
could barely nod. I was so turned on by the way she was talking to me. 


“Oh
no, you don’t have to be shy about it, sweetie,” Mistress said. “There’s
nothing to be embarrassed about. Anyway, do you want to know what the secret to
a great blowjob is?  All you have to do is think about cum. Thick,
salty, sticky, dirty cum. Imagine it flowing into your mouth, being sprayed on
your face, up your ass.”


“A
great trick, Mistress,” I said. “I would like to try it out now.”


She
handed the dildo to me. I began to picture a river of cum bursting all over me,
covering me from head to toe. I licked the shaft and balls as sensually as I
could. Then I began to thrust the dildo in and out of my mouth. Drool trickled
down my chin and the sounds of wet sucking filled the room. 


I
felt so dirty.


“Doesn’t
it feel amazing on your tongue?” Mistress Vera purred beside me. She began to
help me pump the dildo in and out. “Mmm, I bet that’s what your ex’s
boyfriend’s cock feels like. Keep sucking, sissy. You’re not allowed to finish
until I tell you you can.”


She
knew exactly how to push my buttons. The fact that she was mocking me and
completely destroying my masculinity was so fucking hot. What could be more
humiliating than sucking the big cock of Alice’s new man? He was probably able
to satisfy her more than I ever could. I imagined Alice was now in the room
with us, witnessing my degradation with shame and horror in her eyes. 


I
came. My jism burst out in spurts, and I grunted and moaned. My panties were
wet and warm, but some of it leaked out and fell down my thighs.


Mistress’
amber eyes, like a driftwood fire, blazed into mine. 


“Well,
well, well,” she said menacingly. “Did Mistress say you could cum?”


“No,
Mistress.”


“Hmmm?”


“I’m
so sorry,” I said. “I promise it won’t happen again, Mistress.”


Mistress
snorted. “Sorry doesn’t cut it, weakling. Looks like you need to learn a bit
more self-control. The good news is I’ve got just the right thing.” 


She
motioned me to take off my panties. Once again I was standing there with my
tiny dick out, embarrassed and disappointed in myself. 


Whatever
it was that Mistress Vera had planned for me, I deserved it.  


She
dragged me along by my ear through a hallway and into a dim room lit with floor
lamps. It looked like her study. The walls were mostly covered by bookshelves,
stacked and stuffed to the brim. I could make out encyclopedias, history books,
and huge bound manuscripts of some kind.


She
pushed me down toward a velvet couch that was big enough to be a bed. 


“As
you might’ve already made out, I’m a little old-fashioned.” she said, laughing
gleefully. 


She
tied me up with rope. First my wrists were bound, the ends of the rope pulled
and looped through the decorative woodwork of the couch. Then my ankles were
bound, spread wide apart and connected to the legs of the couch. Soon I was
stretched and wide open for her, unable to move even an inch.
















 


CHAPTER 6


 


I couldn’t believe this was
even happening. I was helpless. Vulnerable. Under total submission to this
beautiful naked woman who was about to have her way with me.


My
dick stood up again.


“Enjoying
this a little too much, huh?” Mistress Vera said. 


There
was a rattan cane in her hands again. I writhed in both pain and pleasure as
she spanked me. My arms stung and reddened, the chains on my bra clinking from
the impact. She caned my thighs and then pulled down my bra cups to expose my
nipples. She caned me there too. I couldn’t move, couldn’t do anything, so I
had to learn how to control my response to the pain. Whimpering and moaning
seemed to be the only thing that helped, so that’s what I did. 


“Well?”
Mistress Vera was looking at me expectantly. She was breathless too, and I saw
the hunger in her eyes.


“Thank
you for teaching me, Mistress,” I moaned.


“Good
girl,” she said. “Now let’s put your slut mouth to good use.”


She
was rubbing herself on top of me then. Her slit was open and slick with
arousal. I almost couldn’t breathe, but I put my tongue to work. I was so
scared I wouldn’t be good enough for her. 


She
gasped as I sucked on her clit. I brought my tongue down and swept it across
the insides of her pussy lips, as if I was wiping her from the outside in. I
tasted her sweat and juices and maybe even some of her pussy crud before I dove
into her hole. It was soft and sweet and acrid at the same time. 


Alice
had always tasted like nothing. Mistress Vera tasted like a real damn
woman. 


“Taste
my ass,” she ordered. “Worship my ass with your tongue.”


My
cock rose at her command. It throbbed like it was on fire. I wasn’t sure if I
could stop myself from cumming again; not if I was eating her perfect
ass. 


I
plunged into her asshole. Tonguing her ass was an unearthly experience—a
combination of hot and sweet, salty and tangy. An ass that was so undeniably
perfect...it deserved to be studied and written about in scholarly tomes! I
almost floated in and out of consciousness as I dined on it. 


Mistress
was clearly enjoying getting her ass worshipped. After what felt like hours she
finally seemed to have had enough and got down from the velvet couch. 


I
met her eyes. I was still spread wide open, my muscles completely fatigued at
this point.


“I’ll
be back,” she said coolly, then walked out the study. 


I
wanted to rub one out as quickly as I could. I could’ve hidden it from her,
eaten my cum so she wouldn’t have seen it. 


If
I wasn’t tied up.


So
instead, I was forced to wait. 


It
was a maddeningly long wait, until she returned with a cock of her own. It was
attached to her waist with the help of a black harness, and emerged like a
thick trunk, very slightly curved, and a little too realistic.


“What’s
going to happen to me, Mistress?” I said. My voice was trembling with both
nervousness and excitement.


“Shhh,”
Mistress cooed. “Sissy girls deserved to be fucked like girls. I prefer
missionary, because it’s such a feminine position for sissies to be in.”


She
loosened the knot on each of my ankles so that she could hoist my legs above
her shoulders. I moaned as my butt slid forward, only out of pure relief after
having my legs splayed to the sides for so long. Mistress was dangerously close
to me again. I could feel her breath warming my face. Her breasts were in full
view, round like melons and milky white. 


It
was such an intimate position, having to expose my cleansed ass crack for her
to use.  


I
held my breath as the tip of Mistress’ majestic cock broke through my tiny
virgin rosebud. I felt my sphincter stretch, the space inside my core grow and
bloom open, ready to be violated. I was so powerless and vulnerable. I
whimpered as she started fucking me, slowly at first, but much more
aggressively just seconds later, sliding the full length of her cock inside me.


“Oh,
Mistress, you’re so rough with me,” I whined.


“Shut
up,” she said. “No more talking.”


She
was taking so much pleasure in fucking me. Her thighs slapped against mine and
her breasts wobbled as she slammed into me again and again and again. I wanted
to reach out and touch them, lean my face against those perfectly soft puppies,
lick those swollen nipples. If my arms weren’t bound so tightly I would’ve
ripped them free to have done just that.


“You
like it don’t you,” Mistress murmured, her amber eyes meeting mine to see how I
was taking it. “Just accept it, sissy. You were born to do this. Born to have a
thick fat cock drilled deep into your sissy cunt. Born to be tied up and fucked
like a slut. Born to be covered in cum…”


“Oh
god…” I moaned.


I
couldn’t say much more. 


Getting
fucked in the ass by a woman was something I’d always fantasized about, but I
never thought it could actually happen to me. I was so lucky. It was better
than I could’ve ever imagined. The feeling of being stretched, of total
fullness inside me, of having a gorgeous older woman whisper dirty things to
you while she tried to wreck your body....the fact that my body was giving her
so much pleasure was such an euphoric feeling. 


The
dildo was massaging my g-spot now, I could tell. The impact sent waves of
pressure up my spine. I squealed. 


“Mistress,
I might cum soon. Could I get your permission to cum?” I begged.


She
slapped me across the face, hard. “I said shut up, slut!”


I
was leaking now. My cock was pulsing like crazy and bouncing around. I was
being inundated by a flood of pleasurable sensations. I felt like I was going
to lose control of my bladder. 


Mistress
Vera was close too. She was spitting out things like ‘I’ll stretch you out
until you’re sore’ and ‘I can’t wait to lock up your pathetic little
cock next time’ while pumping deep into me. I prayed that she’d cum before
I did. 


And
then, inevitably, she did. She gave a huge shudder and a loud moan escaped her
mouth. Her hips bucked into me as she came, her eyes rolling, fingernails
digging into my skin like cat claws.


“How
about now?” I cried out. I wanted to scream so badly, but I needed to hold it
all in until she gave me permission.


No...no...no...


It
was going to happen...


Mistress
laughed and began to massage my balls and my soft taint. “You may,” she said.


“Unnnnghhh!” 


I
came all over myself. My whole body trembled as waves of pleasure kept building
upon themselves. I rode it all out, taking my time, thinking of cock and cum
and Mistress’ breasts, wishing this could last forever.


But
at last, it was over.


Mistress
leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. 


“Very
good, my dear,” she said, working on untying my wrists. “You’ve pleased me. Why
don’t you clean yourself up?”


I
knew what I had to do. I slowly wiped off my cum and licked my fingers clean,
until every last drop of cum had gone down my sissy throat.


“Excellent.
If your good behavior continues, Desiree, this might very well be yours
soon.”


Mistress
was at her table now. She was holding up a baby pink collar. It was beautifully
embedded with rhinestones.


I
swallowed. Soon, I could be hers. I wouldn’t have to worry about moody
girlfriends my age and having to pretend I was like any other guy. I could just
be myself.


“Mistress,
when would you like me to come back?” I asked shyly. 


She
sighed. “So many meetings to attend. So many papers to sign. I’m a very busy
woman, you know.” Breasts bouncing lightly, she skipped to the end of the table
and picked up a planner, leafing through it airily. “Saturday?”


“Of
course. I’ll be there whenever you need me, Mistress.”


She
smiled. “My good sissy girl. I knew I could depend on you.”


My
heart skipped a beat.


I’d
signed this summer off as a total disaster, but maybe, just maybe, with
Mistress Vera’s help, it could end up being a great summer after all.
















 


THE END











VALENTINE’S DAY SURPRISE


CHAPTER 1


 


I
peered through the steam in the post-shower bathroom to see my wife, Julie,
drying herself off. 


Since her recent weight loss, she was truly the
picture of health. A strong, beautiful woman in her prime, with a slim waist
balanced by shapely hips and big, rounded breasts. Her arms and legs were fully
toned from her sessions at the gym, and her curly blonde hair was thick and
full and silky, reaching down to the level of her nipples. 


Even in the twelve years we’d been married, she’d
managed to become even sexier as time wore on. No matter her weight, she was
the most beautiful woman on earth for me.


Julie caught me admiring her naked body. Her lips
curved up into a telling smile.


“I won’t be out for long,” she said. “Today’s
just my swim day. But I want you to shave and wear the dress I’ve laid out for
you, Chrissy. Got it?”


I nodded. “I’ll be waiting for you, Julie,” I
said in my cute, feminine voice.


I was excited to see what was in store for me
when my sexy wife got home. 


Chris was my real name; Chrissy was my sissy
name, coined by Julie herself. Part of me couldn’t believe that only two months
ago I’d been keeping a precious part of my identity a secret. Having the status
of a closet sissy had lost its thrill too quickly — having to wait until Julie
was out to wear her panties and clothes and searching online for some
short-term fun would often leave me feeling terrified that one day she’d find
out and realize what a loser of a husband I really was. Since I was convinced
she was smart enough to figure it out sooner or later, one day I drank a bit of
liquid courage and sat her down and confessed everything.  


I’m happy to report that it was the best decision
I’d ever made.


I’d been looking for nothing more than
acceptance, but Julie seemed genuinely enthusiastic about the idea of having a
meek, girly, submissive sissy for a husband. My wife was a natural leader and
very strong-willed, whether it was at work or with her friends or with me, and
her dominant personality now grew tenfold in the bedroom. We soon discovered we
loved pretending we were lesbian lovers; she was the powerful, possessive
female partner, while I was the innocent, vulnerable one who naively attracted
the lust of many alpha men. 


Sometimes, the only thing I regretted was waiting
so long to tell my wife. Yes, we were taking things slowly, but I was more than
okay with that. The bottom line was that outing myself and embracing my
sissyhood had put a much-needed spark back to our marriage, believe it or not.


In fact, if I could say so myself...we had the
perfect marriage, owing mostly to my perfect and understanding wife. And with
Valentine’s Day coming up this weekend, I was ecstatic to experience my first
‘official’ romantic evening with her as a sissy!


As soon as I heard the click of the front door
locking, I rushed to the bedroom to see what my wife had chosen for me to wear
for tonight. It was a new pink nightgown, a sweet little silk thing that would
look beautiful on me. Julie typically came back from her gym sessions within an
hour or so — I didn’t have much time to get ready. 


I took a shower and carefully shaved off my body
hair, including my armpits, sack, and ass. Then I made sure to moisturize,
applying a thick layer of strawberry body butter all over. I loved how soft and
feminine my skin felt after. The nightgown slipped on like a dream. I sashayed
in front of the mirror, watching the silk fabric flow up and down, revealing
patches of the smooth skin on my thighs. 


Julie and I in fact had both embarked on weight
loss journeys together; but while her body blossomed into a sexy, toned female
physique at the gym, I’d secretly made sure I lost muscle and just got kind of
skinny instead. All that had paid off too.


I lay down seductively on our bed and watched a little
TV while I waited for Julie to come back home.


More than an hour and a half passed by, but there
was no Julie. 


I frowned, wondering what was taking her so long.
Maybe she hadn’t noticed the time flying by while she was enjoying her swim. I
turned my mind back to the show I was watching, but it drifted away again to
what she could have been doing in the gym. 


To keep up with her maintenance, she went to the
gym six days a week now, and I had no doubt there were plenty of alpha males at
the gym who were trying to pick her up as she sweated and showed off her
amazing body during every workout. Males who looked and acted like real men,
unlike me.


But I wasn’t really worried about any of that
because I knew she only had eyes for her cute sissy lover, but more than that,
I trusted her. 


She was probably caught up in some unexpected
traffic. 


Even though I’d convinced myself it was nothing
to be anxious about, her absence was becoming excruciatingly noticeable as each
minute ticked by. An hour and a half turned into two hours, which swiftly
turned into three. And I was becoming increasingly restless.


Was she okay?


“I’m home, honey!” The voice of my wife from the
living room was like music to my ears.


Sighing with relief, I jumped up from the bed and
quickly put on a smudge of red lipstick. I rubbed my lips together so that the
color was left behind like a stain — a pretty lip technique that Julie had
taught me. Then I leapt onto our bed again and lay my arms above my head so my
figure would look much more elegant and feminine. 


“My sweet Chrissy, I have something for you!”
Julie announced as she entered our room. Her wet hair, fresh from the swim,
swayed and glistened under the dim bedroom lights. 


My eyes widened and rested on the gift-wrapped
box in her arms. It was wrapped in red floral wrapping paper and had a big bow
on it.


“I’m sorry I took so much time, honey,” Julie
said, smiling. “I just wanted your gift to be perfect.”


“You didn’t have to!” I protested and giggled.
“What is it?”


“A surprise for Valentine’s Day,” she said
coolly. “Now, you can’t open it until Sunday evening, not for even a peek. I’m
going to put it under the bed.”


“A surprise!” I said, watching her bend over and
carefully place the box beneath the bed.


“I’ll be at the office a little late on
Valentine’s Day,” she added. “You know how it is with Greg.” She made a
face. 


Greg was Julie’s boss at her boutique consulting
firm. He had no concept of a personal life and was happy to wring out as many
hours as he could out of her, his most successful employee for years, rain or
shine. 


“Fuck him,” I said. “I just want it to be you and
me. It’s V-Day.”


Julie sighed. “I know, honey. But you know I
can’t do anything about it. Not right now, at least.”


I nodded. She was right. I’d been laid off due to
the pandemic more than six months ago, and my wife was now effectively sailing
the ship. It meant that she was forced to bend down to her boss’s every whim,
even though she hated him with all her guts. 


She was a real champ for doing everything she
could to keep us happy. 


I switched off the TV and turned around to see
Julie’s eyes on me. She looked horny.


“My sweet, innocent Chrissy,” she murmured. “Are
you ready for me to fuck you before you go to bed?”


“Fuck me hard, Julie,” I whispered innocently. “With
your monster cock.”


God, my wife knew exactly how to turn me
on. 


She stripped off her gym clothes until she was
naked again, and fetched her strap-on. She secured the black harness around her
hips and approached me slowly. The soft freckles on her face reminded me of a
panther. 


I whimpered in anticipation, my cock twitching as
I raised my legs up to the sky, knees very slightly bent. The pain and
humiliation of being violated never failed to entice me.


Julie lubed up her rubber dick and splurged more
of the lube onto her fingers. Then she started to finger and massage my
asshole. 


“Such a tight little pussy, Chrissy,” she cooed.
“Does it hurt?”


I nodded, gazing at her with helpless eyes. 


We kissed and moaned and fucked until we both
came.


She scooped up my seed from the bedsheet and
shoveled it into my mouth.


“Eat it,” she ordered. 


I did so obediently. 


“I need you to become a slut for me,” she said in
a contemplative tone. “I’d love to see you being ravaged and destroyed by a man
like the cumslut you truly are.”


“That would be so hot. You know that’s one of my
ultimate fantasies,” I said.


Julie got up, unbuckled her harness, and went to
the bathroom. As I waited for my turn, I thought about the hidden box under our
bed. 


How sweet of her to have gotten me a Valentine’s
Day gift. 


“Hey! Give me a hint,” I called out to her.
“What’s in the box?” 


Julie’s head popped out of the bathroom. She
smiled. “You’ll find out soon enough.”
















CHAPTER 2


 


Before
I knew it, it was Sunday and I’d just finished prepping our Valentine’s Day
dinner. Our kitchen was smelling heavenly. A buttery French onion soup had been
made, a dark chocolate mousse pudding was settling in the fridge, and my
lemon-seasoned tilapia was ready to go in the oven. I had gone all out for
Julie because she truly deserved it. 


I had a quick shower and picked up the box she’d
laid out for me on our bed before she headed to work. I smiled, my cheeks
glowing with my wife’s love for me. 


I’d kind of figured out that my gift had to be a dress,
because Julie always chose what I wore as a sissy. Sweet, flimsy gowns, frilly
dresses that reminded us of dolls, and anything in pink were some of her
favorites. Tonight, though, she’d been surprisingly silent about what I was
supposed to wear for our romantic evening together. She’d just kissed me on the
cheek and gone out the door in a hurry, leaving behind a trail of very strong,
expensive-smelling floral perfume. 


I held my breath and knelt down on the floor,
preparing to unwrap my present. When I opened the box, though, I frowned.


I was right about it being a dress, but I’d
expected Julie to pick out another beautiful romantic dress, maybe one that was
long and graceful and flowing. Those innocent-looking outfits were what she
loved on me and when I felt my best as well — weirdly, they’d become a kind of
feminine comfort zone for me.


But staring up at me was the sluttiest
schoolgirl’s outfit I had ever seen. 


The dress — could you even call this a dress? —
was a tight little two-piece number, with a sleeveless white mesh top, a satin
collar, and a tie. The bottom was a red miniskirt, white lace at the hem,
billowing out and absolutely tiny.   


Alongside the dress, wrapped up in tissue paper,
was a pair of six-inch red heels.


I noticed a small card tucked into the corner of
the box. The message read:


“Chrissy, you’ll be transformed into an
utterly dirty slut for me tonight and you’re going to love it. Get dressed ASAP
and wait for me. This is going to be a Valentine’s Day you’ll never forget!”


I blushed thinking about wearing this too-sexy
outfit for my wife. So she wanted me to be a little sissy slut for her. I was
excited, sure, but I desperately wanted to impress her as well, especially
after all the thought she’d put into this. At first glance, the dress looked
way too tight for me and the day was obviously going to be spoiled if I
couldn’t even fit into it.


So I quickly went to work. I slipped on some
lingerie first: a bright red lace bra with matching panties. Then, saying a
little prayer, I wiggled the schoolgirl top through my arms and down my chest.
Miraculously, it fit. I stepped into the miniskirt and pulled it up. It settled
perfectly on my hips.  


Now I was fired up. I put on my makeup, red
lipstick and all, and carefully secured my favorite wavy wig in place. I
squeezed into the six-inch heels, and marveled at my reflection once it was all
done. I was sexy Chrissy, slutty and spicy and perfect. The outfit and the
heels made me want to twerk, and I tried doing it in front of the mirror for a
little practice.   


I had my hands on my knees and was perfecting my
twerk when the doorbell rang.


I froze. 


Julie always used her own key. So this very
obviously meant it wasn’t her. 


I tiptoed to our entryway — the best I could with
my heels on — and hesitated inches behind the front door. My body had gone
cold. All of a sudden I was intensely aware that I was a grown man dressed up
as a slutty schoolgirl. I couldn’t possibly answer the door looking like this…


Feeling awkward and embarrassed, I checked the
peephole. 


Standing on our doorway was a tall, well-dressed
man. He was wearing dark blue trousers, a button-down hidden beneath a
sweatshirt and an ash-colored pea coat. On one hand was a bouquet of roses, and
on the other, a bottle of wine. 


Could this be part of my wife’s surprise? Should
I even open the door?


Julie hadn’t told me about inviting anyone
tonight. 


For one absurd moment, I considered stripping off
my costume and wig before answering the door. But after all the effort I’d gone
into dressing up, there was no way I could take these off now. Besides, Julie
could be back at any minute, and I didn’t want to spoil her surprise.


He must be lost, I realized. Someone
out on a date on V-day and got the address wrong or something. 


That had to be it. 


I just had to endure two seconds of embarrassment
while I helped this guy out, and then he’d be on his merry way.


I turned the key and held my breath. My hands
were shaking. 


The moment I opened the door the man smiled
brightly.


“Hi, I’m Brandon,” he said.


“Hello, Brandon,” I said, hoping my voice sounded
feminine enough to him to keep up with my front. I only showed him my head,
trying desperately to hide the rest of my body behind the door. “Can I help
you?”


“Yes. Are you Chrissy?” he asked politely.


I almost choked in my own saliva. “Y-yes…” I
stuttered.


“Excellent. Thought I got the place wrong when
no-one came to the door for a while.” He grinned. “I’m Julie’s friend, by the
way. She was kind enough to extend an invitation for me tonight?”


Leave. Get out. Right now. 


“Oh,” I said softly. “Well. Come on in and make
yourself warm.”


The man strode into our house with an air of
confidence. He smelled of very fine cologne. 


“Let me get your coat,” I said. My voice was
quivering. “Uh, Julie should be back here soon.”


He shrugged off his coat and handed it to me. His
eyes darted to my see-through top, down to my exposed belly button, and back up
again. There was a glint in his eyes.


“And this is for you!” he said, handing over the flowers
and bottle of wine with a flourish. “Chrissy’s looking very pretty tonight,
might I add.”


“So very kind of you.” I smiled self-consciously
as I accepted his hostess gift and showed him to our living room. Then I
wobbled down the hallway to the kitchen to open the wine bottle and grab some
glasses.


Julie hadn’t told me anything about inviting a
friend over as part of our Valentine’s Day night together.


What exactly did she have up her sleeve?


Seeing as how this guy only looked slightly
amused and somewhat even intrigued at me being nearly naked and clearly a
sissy, I had a sinking feeling he was in on the plan. 


I hadn’t realized Julie had told anyone else
about my sissy nature. 


I had to admit, though, that Brandon was very
handsome. His youngish face and easy self-confidence was the kind of guy any
woman could appreciate — including my wife. I gulped.


I took my time opening the wine bottle, not quite
sure how to feel about these new developments. I took out three glasses and was
about to wobble back into the living room when I heard the front door click and
the surprised voice of my wife emanated from our entryway.


“Brandon! You’re here early,” I heard her say.
“Or am I late?”


“Nah. You’re right on time as always,” Brandon
said and gave a light-hearted laugh.


“Oh, that means you’ve met my charming husband
already?”


“I have! Thanks for inviting me once again.
Nothing more depressing than being single on Valentine’s day.”


“Don’t be silly, Brandon. It’s our pleasure.”


I listened to their back and forth and my wife’s
loud giggling, my heart beating so loudly inside my chest I was sure it was
going to explode. They were talking like old friends — no, if I was being
really honest there was an undercurrent of flirting going on. I imagined my
wife touching his arm nonchalantly, playing with her long curls, and batting
her eyelashes at him. I shivered. Julie was undeniably hot, and I’m sure her
‘friend’ had more than his fair share of dirty thoughts about her.


“Well, as I’m sure you’ve figured, my husband
wants nothing more than to be a woman,” I suddenly heard her say. “Our sex life
is pretty good, but we’re missing something, as you can see. Something big
and...hardy.”


“Only a real man would have one,” Brandon agreed.


“Yes, of course, which Chrissy definitely is
not,” Julie said with a scornful laugh. “Which is why I wanted to do something
really special for Valentine’s Day!” There was a dreadful pause. “Chrissy!
Where are you? Come back in here...don’t be shy.”


My legs moved like a robot against my will. Down
the corridor and into the living room, glasses and wine bottle in hand. My wife
was smiling like a Cheshire cat, her beautiful red lips on display. As much as
it hurt for me to admit, Brandon and her looked great together, just sitting
there and chatting like two healthy people who had great chemistry. There was
an odd rustling in my groin as I pondered over how that made me feel. I began
to pour the wine. 


“Chrissy, I want to introduce you to Brandon,”
Julie said in a lively tone, taking a delicate sip. “He and I met at the gym —
gosh was it months ago? I feel like I’ve known you for years! I don’t think I
could’ve got through a single workout without you. You’re somehow...very
motivating.” She turned to me and winked. “Anyway, I’ve arranged Brandon to
help me do a little training for you. See, the box wasn’t the real surprise!
Surprise!” She giggled. “Brandon’s more than happy to make one of your wildest
fantasies come true tonight.”


“A training?” I asked, cocking my head to the
side like an obedient puppy.  I’d plastered a fake smile on my face.


Julie patted on the side of the couch. “Come and
sit here, honey.”


Wine glass in hand, I sat down demurely, crossing
one leg in front of the other.  


“You see, Brandon, my sweet Chrissy wants nothing
more than to experience a real cock,” Julie said. “I’m sure she’s embarrassed
right now because it’s been one of her biggest secrets. And you know what, I’ve
thought about it, and it turns me the fuck on. I want to see her be the biggest
slut alive and be pleasured by a humongous cock in her ass.”


I blushed. It was true.


“To be honest, when you first told me about your
husband, I thought you were joking,” Brandon said, shaking his head. “But now I
can see you weren’t. You really do have a pathetic sissy husband, and I’m
sorry. I’m sure he would love my cock drilled up his tight little boy pussy,
though.”


Julie nudged me. 


“Y-yes,” I mumbled bashfully. “That would be a
dream.”


“I must say, both you ladies are looking very
fine tonight,” Brandon murmured. He took a big swig of wine, and called to my
wife to sit next to him. I noticed the huge size of his package bulging out of
his trousers.  Julie squeezed my hand, gave me a reassuring look, and went
to sit down next to Brandon. 


He reached forward, cupped my wife’s face with
one rough hand, and kissed her. Julie started moaning instantly. The squelching
of their lips was loud and heavy. There was a pit in my stomach as I realized
they were way too comfortable with each other. It was clear by the way they’d
been kissing it wasn’t the first time. Their tongues slobbered as they wavered
in and out, their breathing becoming even more ragged. He placed one hand on
Julie’s chest, searching for the breasts. 


The hair at the back of my neck prickled. There I
was, sitting in a slutty schoolgirl’s outfit, all but forgotten, as I watched
my wife being consumed by the lust of another man. 


It was revolting. Vile. Vulgar. 


And yet, I couldn’t look away. 


Julie removed her coat in one swift motion and
threw it to the floor. My mouth dropped open in shock. She wasn’t even wearing
the typical office clothes she’d worn earlier in the morning — I was pretty
sure it had been a fairly conservative blouse and long pencil skirt.


Now, she had on a tight, short miniskirt and a
slutty crop top that revealed a ton of underboob. 


My mind raced as I tried to process my wife’s new
character. Where had she gotten that outfit? 


Screw that. Where had she changed out
of her office clothes into this one?


Of course she had to have changed in the
office, I
thought. Did Greg, her boss, see my wife wearing that? Did she dress up for him?


There was a trickle of pressure building up in my
groin, I realized in alarm. 


I had never seen my wife so into another man, or
into sex with so much energy and personality. 


Brandon released the zipper on the back of my
wife’s crop top and out sprang her luscious boobs, looking as delicious as
ever. He stole a glance at me and winked before he began hungrily sucking on
her nipples.


This motherfucker is enjoying this, I thought, gritting my
teeth. 


And yet, I couldn’t complain. It had been so long
she had kissed a real man. I guess I couldn’t satisfy her like a real man
could.


The pressure continued to build in my
groin. 


“Chrissy, why don’t you service him while you’re
waiting?” my wife said. 


Feeling the strain in my panties, I lumbered
forward and unbuttoned his blue trousers, dragging the zipper down slowly.
Brandon was now looking at me hungrily. I knew I looked sexy in my miniskirt
and slut top. He pulled down his boxers and out sprang his cock, a big cock
that painfully spelled out who was the clear winner in the room. It was so much
bigger than mine and pulsing like an animal. I was in awe. 


“My Chrissy wants to taste this real big cock,
doesn’t she?” Julie whispered, gliding her hands up and down my back.


This had been my wildest fantasy for years. To
have another man’s cock in my mouth. 


“Go on, show him what a pathetic sissy you are,”
Julie said.


I reached forward and took my first taste of
cock. 
















CHAPTER 3


 


I
took hold of Brandon’s thick, hard cock with one hand and directed my mouth
towards its velvety smooth head. My wife’s horny eyes were watching me
attentively. I glided my tongue along it — a tentative first lick. The skin
smelled of stale musk and a little sweat. I bravely licked again. 


“Mmmm. You like that, don’t you, my sissy boy?”
my wife murmured, ruffling the curls of my wig lovingly. “Now get it in a
little deeper.”


“Suck it, you freaking bitch,” Brandon added
rudely.


A strange thrill ran down my spine and my stomach
churned. The idea of giving a blowjob as a sissy had been one of my biggest
fantasies, and now that it was actually happening, I was in a daze. I was being
humiliated by my wife of twelve years, being made to suck the dick of a
stranger who I hadn’t known until today and was showing signs of being
suspiciously close to her. I was mortified, but being the true pathetic sissy I
was, my own penis was stiffening and straining inside my panties in response to
my own degradation. 


I spit on Brandon’s veiny shaft and ran my tongue
along it. I suckled on the head and stared into his eyes while doing it — I
wanted to show my wife I was loving it. Brandon moaned in response to my
teasing, and his cock swelled even more, as hard as a mountain rock. I devoured
a few more inches, forcing myself not to gag. I fell into a rhythm, sucking and
moaning, sliding my hands up and down his wet rod, speeding up for several
seconds and then slowing down to stop him from cumming.  


“Open wider, you sissy,” my wife cooed. 


“Jam it down your throat, you shameless sissy
faggot,” Brandon said. He was more than aroused now. His eyes were little slits
and devilish in their pleasure. 


I forced even more of his cock into my mouth. It
was dribbling precum, nasty, sticky strings of bitter phlegm that lodged
themselves deep in my throat and almost made me choke. And yet I kept up my
energy, fiercely determined to show off my determination at being a slut. I
could feel his cock throbbing and ballooning and threatening to explode.


“Hold it!” Julie screeched. “We don’t want him to
ejaculate yet, sweetie. We need him to last the whole night! Now sit back and
watch. This is how you become a slut.” She grabbed me by my naked hips and
pushed me towards the loveseat at the side of the couch. 


“Watch and learn, Chrissy,” she warned. “It’ll be
your turn soon.”


I watched my wife mount herself on Brandon’s huge
cock. The moment every inch entered her slippery canal she sighed loudly and
her eyes rolled in ecstasy. She began to thump up and down, her beautiful big
butt bouncing away on his lap. Brandon had a view of those pristine cheeks and
I knew he had to be enjoying it. As Julie’s breasts bounced she made eye
contact with me. Her nipples were puffy, fully erect, and there was a healthy
glow on her face.


“Oh, Brandon! Oh, Brandon!” she cried out. “This
feels sooo good. It’s been so long since I’ve had a man like you fuck me. Oooh
god unnnggghhhh!” Her moaning was becoming even louder and more helpless as she
lost herself to Brandon’s powerful fucking.


I was simply starstruck. I was only inches away
watching another man screwing my wife. He didn’t even care that I was there
because I wasn’t a man and I wasn’t a threat. My own penis betrayed what little
masculinity I had in me as it was perfectly erect and itching for
release. 


This was my fate.


“Tell me how much you’ve wanted this cock,
Julie,” Brandon urged, slapping her ass forcefully and increasing the speed of
his thrusting. 


“For the longest fucking time,” Julie huffed,
struggling to get the words out. “I had a little fun with my boss today, but
he’s too old and no use. It’s so hard being the wife of a sissy with the
smallest dick, Brandon. He simply can’t pleasure me like you can! Oh god! I
think I’m going to cum!”


She bucked her hips and cried so loudly I was
sure the neighbors could hear her. It was a full-body orgasm, something I’d
never seen her achieve in our twelve years of marriage. She fell onto the couch
cushions, shuddering and thrashing as she rode her long pleasure train. Then
she went silent. 


Amazingly, Brandon’s cock was still standing up
like a proud flagpole, waiting to be spent. The guy had the stamina of a bull.
He was sweating, though, and a manly odor was emanating from his groin. He
furrowed his brows at me. “Come on over, Chrissy, I want to see what you’re
made of. I bet your hole’s real tight.”


I walked over to the couch in my high heels,
trying to appear as confident as my wife had. I wanted to show them I was proud
to be a pathetic sissy slut. Brandon helped me remove my panties from under the
skirt and I removed the mesh top, revealing my red bra. I lowered my butt
slowly and noticed Julie watching me from the corner of my eyes. She had now
sat up and was  pleasuring herself. 


The moment the head breached my hole I realized I
was so incredibly tight. I wasn’t sure I could even handle this cock — but if I
couldn’t, the whole night would become a failure and all my wife’s plans
would’ve gone to waste. I concentrated hard, trying to balance myself on my
heels as I reached behind me and took hold of his pole. Then, holding my
breath, I pushed it in with all my might.


Brandon grabbed both my ass cheeks and helped
plumelled his cock into me. It pierced and stung and hurt and I gazed at my
wife with tears in my eyes as her lover fucked me. Brandon was grunting and
howling, making all these weird noises while he willfully violated me.


“You like it, don’t you, sissy faggot,” he
snarled. “Tell me what another man’s cock does to you.”


I rode his dick like a true, enviable slut and
begged, “I love it inside my tight ass. Fuck me harder, please!”


“Look how swollen your clitty is, Chrissy,” Julie
whispered, appearing by my side. “Do you want to cum with a man’s cock inside
you? You do? Mmmm. I don’t think you can last very long, I know you can’t, my
poor sissy husband.” She began rubbing my tiny dick, her long fingernails
scraping at my balls.


“No...no…” I pleaded. I knew I would explode the
moment she started milking me. 


Julie tenderly massaged my dick and my balls. I
willed myself not to cum even though I was desperately and hopelessly aroused.
My ass was destroyed and I wasn’t sure I’d be able to walk again, but I was
horny for even more, the pleasure overcoming the pain in waves. Then it
started. The pressure unfurled through my body like a tsunami wave, building
and building until I was totally overwhelmed. I wasn’t sure what I was saying
or what I was doing — it was like I had entered an alternate realm. I wanted to
scream but I couldn’t. It was the wildest orgasm I’d ever had.


At last, I was relieved and brought down to
earth.


The first thing I saw was the mess I’d made. My
cum was everywhere. Then Julie’s fingers were in my mouth and the familiar
taste of my cum hit my tongue. I swallowed eagerly.


I clambered to the floor and rolled over just as
I saw Brandon making a face, the loudest grunt escaping his mouth. 


“Prove to me that you’re a cumslut!” Julie yelled
in my ear, pushing my mouth towards his cock once again. “Show me how much you
want his cum, sissy boy!”


I had no time to think. Brandon’s bitter seed
went splat on my face. Ropes of cum ejected endlessly, landing on my eyes and
running down to my lips. Hot tears flowed through my cum-stained face as I
obediently suckled on Brandon’s cock to squeeze every last drop out. Then I scooped
up all the residues from my face and licked my fingers clean.


Julie came over with a paper towel and wiped my
mouth gently. “You did great!” she murmured, her eyes sparkling with happiness.


“Happy Valentine’s Day, honey,” I whispered. “It
was a great surprise.”


Julie held my hands and kissed me.


Brandon was wiping himself with a wad of paper
towels. Once he was done, he got up, zipped up his trousers and coughed
awkwardly.


“Don’t tell me you're leaving,”  my wife
cooed. “Chrissy here has prepared a lovely romantic dinner for us. She’d love
nothing more than to serve you, right, honey?” She stared at me, her lips
curved into a smile.


I nodded.


I was more than happy to do anything for my
wife. 


Like I said, she really was perfect in every way
and I was very lucky to have her.
















 


THE END











PASSION ISLAND


CHAPTER
1


 


“Damn, look at
those melons,” my friend Wayne said. “That’s a solid eight.”


The specimen in question sauntered by us in a white
bikini, her hair flying in the breeze.  Her arms were roped against the bulk of
a handsome Adonis who was balancing two drinks in his grasp. Her bronzed bosom
stuck out like a perfect Barbie doll. 


“Same,” I said. My gaze shifted to another gorgeous
brunette heading down to the waters, her ass barely covered by her swimsuit.
“What about her? Wow. That’s a ten in my book.”


Wayne groaned. “Dude. How many times do I have to tell
you? There are no tens.”


“Fine. A nine point nine, nine, nine then,” I said,
lifting the bottom of my shades to wipe off a puddle of sweat. Then I brought
my hat a little further down my face. We had to be discreet.  


“I’ll say...a six,” Wayne said. “Needs a little more
meat on her. And maybe a better haircut.”


“No way.” I sighed happily. “You know, we should just
find a hideout and not get on that return flight.”


“Yeah,” Wayne agreed. “It’s not like anyone would miss
us back home…”


It was the sunniest day I’d ever lived through in my
life. The heat scorched our bodies and no matter how much sunscreen I piled on,
I felt like a shrimp on a grill, getting pinker and more burnt by the second.
And yet, it seemed like the perfect day to be snacking on eye candy all day
long. My friend and I lay out on comfy sunbeds, gulping down beer and being
pervier than our teenaged selves as we ogled at bikini bodies, enjoying them
just as much as we enjoyed the views of the tropical paradise surrounding us.  


We were on Passion Island, a luxury island resort
located off the most southern tip of Asia. The tiny island meandered on the
line where the Arabian Sea gave way to the Indian Ocean, and the resort had an
expanse of private villas, some of which were situated on even tinier
micro-islands themselves. They also had four private beaches and an
over-the-water spa built like a castle on the sea.


Yeah, I sound pretty educated about it all now, but I
knew none of this just two weeks back—heck, if you’d asked me to pinpoint the
Indian Ocean on a map I would’ve scratched my head before giving it my best
guess. 


When Wayne had won the all-expenses paid travel
package to the mysterious island, I’d actually thought the whole thing was
pretty sketchy. For one thing, he couldn’t remember entering any kind of competition,
although he had a really bad memory and might have entered one or two
sweepstakes back when he was living in his old apartment and got all those
random travel mags in the mail. But that was years ago. And for another,
everything was included…two flight tickets for the round trip, pick ups and
drop offs to the airport (by speedboat), meals, drinks, a free pass to every
touristy activity available to visitors, plus invites to private clubs and
parties. It just all sounded a little too good to be true. 


And who’d ever heard of Passion Island? 


I’d tried to talk Wayne out of replying to the offer,
but he—ever the optimist—wanted to do it just in case they turned out to be
legit. A free vacation? For two broke-ass college grads?


We’d have been insane not to at least give it the
chance. 


Two days later he’d gotten a flashy brochure
explaining everything there was to know about the island resort. Apparently it
was also a popular honeymoon destination, which I guess explained the kooky
name. Along with the factsheet was a form inviting the winner and his guest to
fill out their details. We had to be quick, it said, and submit it within the
next twenty-four hours—or the offer would be passed on to someone else.


By the time we’d handed over all our information, I
was half-expecting a call from the prince of Nigeria. 


But of course, that wasn’t what ended up happening. 


It was later on when we’d actually boarded the flight
that it dawned on me that this was all real and legit and I could finally throw
my skepticism out the window. We were on our way to Passion Island for a week
to do nothing but swim, get drunk, and try to get laid.


Heck yeah!


And as it turned out, the agency that had sent us on
the free vacation hadn’t been fooling around when they’d said it would be a
‘luxury resort’. From the get-go, my buddy and I were treated like kings. We
jetted off for more than an hour from the airport to our destination, enjoying
the sunny views of the dazzling emerald waters, and once we arrived we were
served coconut water by girls with flower petals pinned to their long hair. We
even met the resort owners, a happy-go-lucky local couple in their forties or
fifties who looked like the only things that flowed through their veins were
goodwill and kindness. Since we landed, we’ve had an amazing time scuba diving,
eating our hearts out, relaxing, getting spa massages, and enjoying the genuine
hospitality the island had to offer.


The best part though?


Let’s just say the island had a ton of beautiful
wildlife…


Wayne yawned like a hippo and tossed his empty
Carlsberg on the mat next to him. “I’m starving,” he said, stretching and
lazily getting on his feet. “I’m gonna head back to the bar. You want
anything?”


I shook my head. “You go ahead. I’ll meet you in
thirty.”


When he was gone I went straight back to hunting mode.



I was going to get laid soon—I could feel it in my
bones. But it wasn’t just going to happen magically. I needed to work at it. 


I scanned the crowds, plucking up the courage to talk
to someone, anyone who looked even mildly approachable.


That’s when I saw her. 


You know how when you see someone so beautiful it
literally takes your breath away? Like you’ve been literally punched in the
gut?


That’s what it felt like. 


She was blonde. Maybe in her late twenties or early
thirties. Her tiny black bikini was trying desperately to cover her curvy tits
and wide hips, and she seemed to walk in slow motion, like every movement was
excruciatingly deliberate and made to entice any onlookers. She was unbearably sexy.
She was beautiful.


I watched as she headed lazily towards a lounge chair
under a small palapa. She reached into a duffle bag and pulled out a bottle of
sunscreen and a hat. Squinting into the overbright waters, she began slathering
the lotion all over her golden skin. 


This was the one. 


In one fell swoop, a gust of wind picked up her hat
and it spiraled eastwards, before landing by my feet. 


She didn’t even notice.


If that wasn’t a sign of some kind, I wouldn’t have
known what was. 


I got the hat and began the trek towards her, my feet
crunching on top of the iron-hot sand. 


I tapped her on the shoulder. 


“Hi,” I said. “I think this is your hat? It flew away.
Sorry.” 


What the fuck was I apologizing for? 


She turned, and my chest tightened when I saw the
expression on her face. She looked like she wanted to kill me. She grabbed the
hat from my fingers and plopped it on her head.


“Do you mind?” she snapped. 


“Sorry!” I said, heat rising up my cheeks. “I didn’t
mean to cause any trouble. I just wanted to give it back. Your hat, I mean. I
didn’t steal it or anything…” I was stuttering. 


“Leave me the fuck alone, you creep,” she said, her
mouth contorting into a scowl. 


I lost it all then and there. Meekly, I stepped back
and ran away, heart thudding, my legs feeling like I was churning through mud. 



That couldn’t have gone worse even if I’d tried. 


Back at my lounge chair, I kept remembering her face
close up, those pretty features that had twisted in anger and annoyance. There
was no way I’d relay this cringe-inducing encounter to Wayne. But now, in
addition to my embarrassment, I was also vaguely struck by something else
entirely. That face and hair…it was like she wasn’t exactly a stranger. Maybe
that was why I’d had such a visceral reaction when I’d spotted her. 


Had I seen her before somewhere?
















 


CHAPTER
2


 


That evening,
Wayne and I headed to a private party. We’d been invited by the resort owners,
the kind local couple who seemed hellbent on treating us like we were nothing
less than royalty. They promised it would be pretty wild and an experience to
remember.


Held at a huge swimming pool surrounded by rock
waterfalls and the beach mere feet away, the place was already alive by the
time we got there, with patrons frolicking around while getting blitzed under a
humid, cloudless sky. Before things got too crowded, we grabbed drinks at the
bar and jumped straight into the pool. I hadn’t felt this relaxed in ages, but
I was also distracted. I couldn’t help thinking about my chaotic encounter with
the beautiful girl that afternoon, and as the sky darkened and more people
seeped in, I started hoping I’d see her sometime tonight.


Maybe I could make things right if I saw her again.


Pretty soon we were all dancing and drinking and
singing along to the music, and I kept looking around to see if I could spot
that amazing body and wet blonde hair. But of course, I was out of luck. On the
bright side, there were plenty of other hotties hanging around, although now
the place was filled with hungry-looking guys who were no doubt trying to chat
them up too. If I wanted to get anyone interested I had to act fast.


I scanned the area to see if I could catch an
approachable enough face. I finally honed in on a cute girl, seemingly alone,
drinking Coke and sitting at the edge of the pool with her feet dipped in. I
drifted towards her. She had big warm brown eyes and a banging body, but she
wasn’t beautiful like the mystery girl I’d become so mesmerized by. 


The DJ blasted a new track right at that moment, a
hard-hitting techno number that made all the tiny hairs at the back of my neck
stand up. The girl noticed me and smiled.


“That’s one of my favorite songs,” she said, her
expression becoming dreamy and wistful. Her voice immediately turned me on. It
was sultry and husky and enchanting, and held none of that sickly sweet
nonsense so many chicks put on these days. 


“I’m digging it!” I said, flashing her a massive
smile. “I’m Brett! Having a good time so far?”


“Mhmm. I’m Bianca,” she said. She swung her body as
she lost herself to the beat. 


“So what’s your story?” I asked, scooting a bit closer
towards her. “What made you come down here to Asia?”


“Oh, I’m here for work,” she said sultrily. She didn’t
say anything else.


For the first time, I noticed the thick layer of
makeup on her face. It didn’t look bad or caked on or anything, but it seemed
so carefully applied and had such a flawless finish that from afar you could’ve
sworn she wasn’t wearing a speck of makeup. Her body was also strangely
glinting, and it took me too long to realize it was because she’d put on some
kind of glitter to enhance her curves and angles.    


Was Bianca like…a prostitute?


I couldn’t be sure. 


Nah, that couldn’t be it. 


Maybe she was an Instagrammer or something. 


Wayne floated towards us atop a giant inflatable
unicorn. “Hey guys!” he yelled in a ridiculously loud voice. “What’s poppin’?!
I know damn well it’s not popcorn!” He tried standing up on the float.
He wobbled for a bit but then tumbled backwards, arms flailing, and fell off. 


I rolled my eyes. 


Wayne was paddling towards me—or rather, towards
Bianca. “Hi, what did I miss? I’m Wayne.”


“I’m Bianca,” she said politely. “Nice to meet you. So
what are you two doing down here on Passion Island? Are you guys together?”


“Yeah—I mean, no!” I fumbled. “We’re not together together,
if that’s what you mean! We’re just friends.” I could feel the blush creeping
up my cheeks. “He entered a travel contest and won, actually,” I added, pointing
towards Wayne, who was grinning sheepishly. “So that was really cool.”


“Oh?” Bianca  “So that’s you two?”


Now I was intrigued. She’d heard of the contest?


“Yeah, that’s us,” I said. “How come you know about
it?”


“I—” Bianca started, but she was rudely interrupted by
Wayne.


“So as I was saying…” he yelled into my ear.
“I’m FAMISHED! It’s time to get out of here!”


I shot him a dark look. I suddenly wanted to throttle
him. 


Bianca smiled mischievously. “Well it certainly looks
like he’s ready for the big day,” she said. “How about you? Nervous? Excited?”


I had no idea what she was talking about.


“Big day?” I asked dumbly.


Bianca started to say something but she was
interrupted once again, this time by a shirtless hulk of a guy, who bent down
to whisper something in her ear. She nodded appreciatively, then got up and
handed him her empty drink. “I’ll see you around!” she said, winking at me. 


I watched her walk away then turned to face Wayne. 


“Do you have any idea what she was talking about?” I
asked.


“About that…” Wayne muttered. His eyes flitted at me
for a microsecond and shifted away. He began paddling towards the unicorn float
again. 


This was incredibly suspicious behavior. 


I followed him through the crowds and grabbed his arm,
and repeated my question. 


Wayne pretended like he didn’t hear me. 


“Hey, stop acting like a fucking kid,” I snapped. This
was so unlike my friend, but it was starting to irritate me. First he had the
balls to interrupt my convo with Bianca and now he was trying to evade my
questions. “Is there something you’re not telling me?”


I saw his eyes widen—was it with fear or something
else?—as he stared at me. No, he was staring through me, at something
happening off in the distance. 


Heart thudding, I spun around and gasped. My mouth
literally fell open. 


I suddenly forgot all about Wayne’s shiftiness.
Because there, by one side of the pool waterfall set up to look like a
rainforest, was Bianca. She was swaying seductively, catching the attention of
a group of guys who were a few feet away in the pool. Then, in one fluid
motion, she tugged lightly at the strings of her bikini top. 


The strings unraveled painfully slowly and the top
fell onto the wetness below, revealing a set of creamy jutting breasts with
massive areolas for everyone to see. 
















CHAPTER
3


 


They were so much
bigger than I’d been expecting. 


It seemed like her tits had bent the laws of time and
space and half of their volume had appeared out of nowhere. Her areolas were
also darker than I’d imagined, but I had a thing for big areolas and hers were
fucking hot. Her nipples pointed upward, big and swollen and like they were
made for sucking. Coupled with her tiny waist and glistening body, she was a
vision.  


I couldn’t stop staring. 


It was only several minutes after that I noticed the
guy with the camera. He was kind of stocky but holding a legit filmmaker’s
camera, the kind that was huge and black and looked like it carried ten
different cameras and a zillion functions. He was criss-crossing around her as
if he was trying to get the most creative shots of her sexy body. 


Bianca was totally performing for the camera. 


“What the…” I whispered to Wayne. “Is she some kind of
porn star or something?”


I just heard his heavy breathing in response.


I guessed he was as entranced as me. 


We both stared at Bianca as she confidently shimmied
those perfect hips and smiled like an angel. She was completely in her comfort
zone and as the guy gave her directions with one palm she responded fluidly,
posing and flirting with the camera. She held one leg against one of the rocks
and touched her feet, slowly tracing her fingertips up her calves and thighs.
Then she gave the camera a flying kiss before spinning around and twirling her
fingers around the strings of her bikini bottom. 


I think I stopped breathing at that point. 


She untied one side, then spun around to moon the
cameraman.


I saw her peachy, fleshy bottom, and she slapped at
it. It wiggled like Jell-O and she spread the cheeks open. I caught a glimpse
of her clean, dark hole. 


Then she spun back around again and let her bikini
bottom slide to the ground. 


That was when I really stopped breathing. 


This was far from what I’d been expecting.


Instead of the pretty pussy I’d been imagining, I was
staring at a small, pale penis. 


“Oh god…” I cried. I couldn’t help myself. 


Was I seeing things?


Bianca uttered a shy laugh as she began to stroke her
little penis. Sometimes her eyes would dart to the small audience watching her
and she would wink at them, as if she was loving the attention. I couldn’t tear
my eyes away from her crotch, the way she playfully tugged at her pink pecker
and gently pulled at her hairless balls as she stimulated them. Her cock looked
so out of place and jarring—like that one time I went out with a girl from
Tinder and the first time she spoke I was shocked at how deep her voice was
(she honestly sounded like Morgan Freeman)—but it was so fucking unexpected
that it was incredibly sexy. 


Bianca was hot.


I couldn’t have gotten out of the pool then even if I
wanted to.  


I willed my boner to calm down, but a part of me
wished I could lay there in the water all night, watching Bianca play with
herself. It was weird and taboo but oh so hot.


“Dude…” a tiny voice whispered into my ear.


It was Wayne. I saw that there was a strange flush on
his cheeks and he had a goofy, embarrassed smile on his face. His eyes were
still as wide as saucers and his attention was laser-focused on Bianca.


Was he turned on too?


“What do you want?” I asked, but to be honest I was so
distracted I turned my back to him again, trying to savor every last second I
had remaining to watch Bianca’s live performance. She was now sitting down on
the wet wood-panelled floor, her thighs spread wide open as she jerked herself.
She was moaning and groaning in her sexy, raspy voice and I could see she was
losing all control. The structure in between her legs had now actually reached
an impressive size, the shaft slick with juices and the head now thick and
strained and swollen. And against all of my willpower, blood was surging down
into my own crotch and my swim trunks were uncomfortably tight. 


Bianca shuddered and gasped as her penis suddenly
erupted, showering the floor with her creamy seed. It flowed steadily, and the
sounds she made of herself experiencing relief made me tingle all over like I’d
just been electrocuted. In all my life I’d never seen something as sexy and
alluring as the way those hips bucked and those voluptuous legs thrashed
helplessly as strings of cum shot out of a lady’s body.


The cameraman gave her thumbs up and shouted, “That’s
a wrap!” Someone came over and gave Bianca a towel and a robe. The onlookers
cheered and clapped as she made her way across the patio and swiftly
disappeared through a set of glass doors. 


Stunned by what I’d just witnessed, I kept looking
over at the place where she’d squirted all over. The cum was still gleaming
under the sparkling lights of the resort pool. 


“Yeah, you were saying?” I said, suddenly remembering
Wayne. 


But when I turned back to face him once again, he was
gone.
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I raced to our
suite, wondering what the heck had happened to my friend.


I think the last time he acted out like this, we were
kids at the playground and he was pissed at me for hogging the spiral slide.
This was supposed to be a well-deserved vacation for both of us, and
right now I was annoyed he was making things so difficult. And why was he
acting like he was hiding something?


He hadn’t wanted me to talk to Bianca for some reason.



And what did she mean by our ‘big day’?


Wayne had to have all the answers. 


I found him clutching onto his phone in his suite
room, the doors to the deck wide open and him staring at the black sea yawning
beyond the curtains. 


“Dude, I feel like you’re not telling me something,” I
said curtly. “Spit it out.”


“Huh?” Wayne couldn’t even meet my eyes, and even in
the dimness I could see his knuckles were white. “What are you talking about?”


“Why are you acting so weird right now?”


“You’re seeing things.”


“Pretty sure I’m not, buddy. And I’m not going to let
you go unless you tell me.”


“Alright.” Wayne stood up, stretching. He was trying
to show me he was oh so relaxed, but I knew he was anything but composed. 
“You’re crazy. I’m gonna go have a shower. And then I’m gonna go down and have
a big fat dinner.” He grabbed a towel lying on a chair nearby and flew past me.
“Let me know once you get back to normal. See ya.”


I was left in his room, mouth open. For a minute there
was excruciating silence, and then I heard the woosh of the rain shower. 


I saw the phone on his bed, and picked it up. If Wayne
wasn’t about to tell me what was going on, I was going to find out myself. I
keyed in a bunch of random numbers to try to open the lock screen, but failed.
I tossed it back on the sheets in frustration. 


Then I remembered the laptop.


Wayne lugged around his beloved old laptop wherever he
went, but I hadn’t seen it since we’d arrived at Passion Island. I went over to
where his bags were, and shuffled through them carefully. Underneath the
stuffed clothes, underwear, opened bottles of deodorant, and a jumbled mess of
plastic bags was the laptop. 


I booted it up, thankful I already knew the passcode.


I first went through his email, searching for stuff
that had anything to do with Passion Island or the contest. Eventually, I found
the one informing Wayne he was the winner of the free vacation. There was a
link for more details, and I clicked on it. The website took ages to start
loading, and then to my horror it redirected to a porn site. 


“Goddamnit,” I muttered.


It looked like the contents of the original website
had been updated or something. I refreshed the original address, but was once
again treated to the flashy porn site, full of gifs and pop-ups and freaky
adverts.  


I was just about to exit it when something caught my
eye. 


It was a thumbnail of a woman flaunting her body
doggy-style, her bubble ass in the air, the tips of her shiny heels sticking
out like two Viking spears. 


Dangling in between her thighs was a smooth, huge,
rock-hard cock. 


Unable to look away or stop myself, I went ahead and
clicked on it, making sure to mute the sound first.  The video started playing.
The beginning was a slow mo of the woman’s legs, the camera winding up slowly,
past her enormous privates and her curvy hips. Her breasts were perfect and
gorgeous, about a C cup. Other than the small fact that she had a penis, I
wouldn’t have been able to tell that those breasts weren’t natural.


Strangely, I felt that flicker of recognition rise
again within me, a strong sense of déjà vu that told me for whatever reason,
this wasn’t the first time I’d come across that body. 


When I finally saw the face of the woman in the video,
I had to stop myself from dropping the laptop onto the floor. There, in full
color, moaning, and touching her nipples, was the mystery woman I’d seen that
afternoon by the beach.  


I combed through the description to see if there was a
name. There was.


Tina Ferrera. 


My chest tight, I took a deep breath as I finally
remembered why this woman looked so damn familiar.


Back in the day, I’d gone through a phase which I
call, for lack of a better description, a transgender porn phase. I wasn’t sure
how I’d clicked on my very first video, but something about watching a lady
with a massive cock ignited a sexual spark within me. The fetish began
innocently enough, spurred on by teenage curiosity, but soon the
once-in-a-while habit spiraled out of control. The taboo aspect of me—a straight
guy—imagining I was being fucked by a beautiful transsexual woman was so
overpowering I was often cumming within seconds…and feeling fucking terrible
about myself once I was done. And then, quite unexpectedly, my fantasies
morphed into something else. It was no longer about being penetrated by a trans
girl.


I wanted to be her. 


I wanted to be the one with the breasts, the gorgeous
curves, wearing the high heels and stockings and my face done up to perfection
with expensive makeup.


So before I triggered a identity crisis within myself,
I did what any young man would’ve done. I repressed that part of me. I vowed
never to look at transgender porn again. 


And it had worked. 


But now, being confronted again with porn star Tina
Ferrera, all those old feelings and urges came flooding back. No wonder I’d
been so inexplicably drawn to her. She’d been featured on the porn I’d watched
back then, and I’d always found her fascinating. One of her specialties had
been lesbian porn: gorgeous trans ladies being together, enjoying each other,
accepting each other, and fucking each other.


I swallowed, wanting to ‘X’ out of the website but
also craving for more. So I ended up with my knees up to my chin, watching the
rest of that Tina Ferrera video. Even the lack of sound didn’t detract from the
impression it left me—every move was like water, flowing and dance-like, her
seductive stare burning into me, and she was so damn feminine that even with a
cock, I knew she was the ultimate woman.  


I could feel myself getting aroused again. 


I clicked on the next video, and the next, and the
next, skipping through some parts, watching the rest with starry eyes until I
reached one that made me yelp into the empty room. There, in amazing high
definition, was a video of Tina making out with none other than Bianca. 


Two beautiful trans porn stars here on Passion Island.
The contest website redirecting to another one where both of them were
featured. Coincidence?


Something was telling me it was not. 


And there was no way Wayne couldn’t have known.

















CHAPTER
5


 


“You’re probably
going to kill me,” Wayne said. “But it was an honest mistake. I…I’d signed up
for the contest a few months back, and I swear I forgot all about it. And when
I saw Bianca today, everything clicked. I freaked out. I didn’t know how to
tell you.”


I narrowed my eyes at my best friend. He’d been
shoveling food into his mouth non-stop for quite some time now but was finally
showing signs of satiety, pausing in between wolfing down a huge slice of key
lime pie and a generous serving of chocolate mousse. 


“I mean, so what, you watch trans porn,” I said,
patting him on the back. “Big fucking deal. I bet a lot of guys watch it. You
could’ve just been honest with me.” 


Wayne was sharing his porn tastes with me, but that
didn’t mean I had to. The only thing I’d told him was that I’d glimpsed
Tina Ferrera earlier on in the day. 


“But I don’t think you understand, though,” he said.
He cleared his throat.


“Spit it out,” I said. I was impatient again. 


“The point of the contest wasn’t the vacation,” he
said. “It was part of it, sure, but it wasn’t the big…thing. The grand prize.”


“The grand prize was meeting your two favorite porn
stars,” I said.  


Wayne shook his head. 


“What…you get to fuck them?” I said. Now my mouth had
dried up, and my heart was racing. I couldn’t help but feel jealous. “A night
with Bianca and Tina?”


He shook his head again. He took a bite of chocolate
mousse and finally put the dishes away. Then he grabbed a napkin and dabbed at
the corners of his mouth. 


“The grand prize is you get to star in a porno
alongside them,” he said. “Like a real porn scene. But it’s not as
yourself. They’ll make you over as a woman too, so it’s a lesbian scene. That’s
what Tina does. Lesbian stuff.”


I stared at him. I couldn’t even think.


“A lesbian threesome…” I murmured.


“A foursome,” Wayne corrected. “That was the
prize—the chance for you and a friend to get become transgender porn stars for
the day, and act alongside Bianca and Tina. I mean, of course I was gonna
submit an entry. I don’t care about being put in heels and makeup, but I’d have
done anything to fuck them! And hell, who would’ve thought I’d actually
win the damn thing!” He sighed. “Dude, I’m sorry I’m putting you through this.
Of course we don’t have to do it—it was just a stupid fantasy of mine. I can
tell them tomorrow and call the whole thing off. So now you know all my
secrets. Don’t laugh at me.”


When I stayed silent, Wayne started rambling.


“It was supposed to be on a fucking yacht,
Brett,” he said. “Could you imagine it? Us two, decked out in skanky clothes
and going at each other on top of a yacht?” He laughed meekly.


“I…I think I have to tell you something,” I said. 


I couldn’t believe I was going to do this. What were
the chances that two friends who’d acted as straight as a white picket fence
all their lives shared the same interests in trans porn? I had a feeling that
Wayne was attracted to transgender women, and not necessarily attracted to the
idea of dressing up as a woman, but…still, there it was, out in the open. 


It was time for me to be honest too.   


He was about to be in for a shock, but I wasn’t going
pass up the opportunity of a lifetime.


Especially if it was going to be on a fucking yacht. 


***


I couldn’t sleep that night. I spent the time on a
chair on our deck, gazing out at the sea and starless sky. Wayne and I had both
made a big decision—perhaps the biggest decision of our lives.


We were both going to do it. 


We were both going to act in a porn with Tina and
Bianca, two stunning transgender porn stars. And we were both going to be
undergoing a makeover to become two stunning women ourselves. A makeover by actual
makeup artists and hairdressers and stylists. Wasn’t that every man’s fantasy?
To fuck their favorite porn stars? It was just that for me, things were a
little different. On top of all that, the beautiful girl I’d been fantasizing
about becoming was about to become real too. It was a double whammy in the best
way possible.


And then of course, there were the real-life
consequences to think about too. The video that was going to be produced was
going to be made public and available for sale. Wayne and I would be getting a
small payment upfront—$500 each for the scene. It wasn’t bad money for sure.
But friends and family could watch it, if they wanted to pay and see us in a
porno. I guessed not many people in our circle would be crazy enough to do
that, so we were kind of covered from that front. Because the chances were so
small that anyone would come across the video themselves, and even smaller that
anyone who did would even recognize us, we’d both agreed to not tell anyone.
Not our other friends, not our family, not our bosses or coworkers.


The following day was a Sunday, and we were going to
get tested. A nurse would come over to our suite to take samples, and we’d get
our results on the same day. Once (and if) we were both in the clear, the
makeover and filming would take place on Monday. 


I couldn’t help but feel a flitter of excitement. 


In the end, I told myself, it was just porn. 


It was meant to be fun. A fantasy.


Wayne and I were actually going to be amateur porn
stars for a day. 
















CHAPTER
6


 


The makeover
team—they called themselves the ‘glam team’—was a feisty group of three: a
friendly Asian woman named Jesse, a young guy with cropped platinum blond hair
and a ton of face piercings named Eric, and Samantha, who looked like a model
herself. They arrived bright and early on Monday, carrying what looked like
toolboxes and dragging along a two-way floor mirror. They set up camp in the
living room while Wayne and I showered and shaved in our respective bathrooms. 


We’d also been instructed to do an enema. 


I stretched one leg on top of the rim of the bathtub
and took a deep breath before I inserted the lubed-up nozzle slowly into my
ass, grimacing and squirming. I was someone who’d never even dared to insert a
finger into my asshole before, and now not only was I about to douche my anus I
was going to probably rough-pounded in the ass in a couple of hours. But, to my
surprise, the enema didn’t feel half bad—the sensation of the solution flowing
in and filling up my rectum and then pouring out was oddly satisfying. Afterwards,
I waited for a good while in the bathroom to make sure my insides were totally
empty. By the end of it all, I felt fresh and clean. 


Wayne looked different, somehow more feminine, when I
saw him come out of his room. I guessed it was the lack of body hair. I
wondered if I looked any different even before my hair and makeup. I certainly
felt lighter and actually more graceful, for whatever reason. It was like I was
more conscious of how my body was moving, even the way I walked and gestured
with my hands seemed to hold more meaning.


It was weird.


And then Wayne and I were told to sit side by side,
facing the floor mirror as we underwent our makeovers. Samantha did both of our
makeup: she gave me a pretty pink look with smoky eyes, lips the shade of fuscia,
and a lovely rosy blush that made my cheeks really look like healthy apples.
Wayne’s look was more bronzy, and his fake lashes were so thick he said he
couldn’t see the half the room. All the while, Jesse did our nails and Eric did
our wigs. Mine had big blonde wavy curls that reached all the way to my waist,
and Wayne’s was long, thick, and inky black. 


By the time we were done with hair, nails, and makeup,
a good two or three hours had flown by. Then Samantha came forward with our
bikinis and a pair of tight-looking leather underwear.


“This is a gaff,” she said, holding one of the black
leather pairs up for us to see. “It makes sure everything down there is
snatched for the camera. Wear this first, make sure it’s well adjusted
and comfy, then put on your bathing suits.”


Once we were all done with our transformations, my
nerves were through the roof. From the outside, Wayne and I could hardly
recognize ourselves, let alone each other. But inside? I still felt like
awkward Brett who had no game and no sex appeal. How the fuck did I convince
myself I could do a porno? Would it hurt? Would I even be able to last
more than a couple of minutes?


Plus, I was getting worried about what Tina would say
when she saw me. Would she recognize me? Would she refuse to do the scene with
me because she thought I was some kind of creep?


“Hey, sexy ladies!” I heard an animated male voice
yell.


Wayne and I turned around to see the resort owners,
who were smiling at us affectionately. 


“Ladies, it’s time to get this show on the road!” the
husband said. “Please follow Eric and he will take you to the yacht, where
you’ll get to meet our lovely Tina and beautiful Bianca.”


“Break leg!” the wife said, and she looked
so damn proud of her English skills that I couldn’t help but smile back.


***


Tina Ferrera sat with earbuds in and a drink in her
hands in the salon of the yacht’s interior. I almost collapsed from nerves when
we had to go up to her and introduce ourselves. 


She broke into a smile as soon as she saw us. 


“Welcome, girls! Wow, you both look stunning!” she
said, giving us both a hug. “You’re making my job a little too easy…” She
laughed. Even her laugh was sexy as fuck. 


“Oh god, I’m your biggest fan. I can’t believe you’re
in front of me right now!” Wayne was apparently just a little more starstruck
than me. 


It was obvious that Tina didn’t recognize me in makeup
and a bikini, but for some reason her personality had done a complete 180 from
the day I’d last seen her in the flesh. Maybe her publicist had advised her to
be nice to us because we were the contest winners, and she was just pretending
to be friendly. I wouldn’t have held that against her—there were plenty of
celebrities who were assholes in real life but slipped on an angel’s costume
every time they were in the public eye. But something told me that Tina’s
niceness was actually genuine. And as Bianca joined us and we headed upstairs
to warm up under the sun, I realized that Tina was sneaking glances at me and
my body with that seductive face of hers.


Did she find me attractive?


That made my adrenaline jolt up. And then, the words
bubbled out of my mouth and I confessed to Tina that I’d been the guy she’d
snapped at the other day. 


Recognition suddenly dawned on her, and she laughed.
“What can I say, porn stars have bad days too,” she chuckled. “I’d had a
non-stop migraine and I’d had random men bugging me all day. Sorry I acted out
on ya.” She moved closer to me, and her palm hugged my lower back. She lightly
squeezed me there. “I can tell you’re a little nervous, Brett. But really, I’m
going to make sure you have an amazing experience today. Oh, and if you ever
need me or Bianca to stop at any point, just say so. That’s the magic of
filming—you can always stop and start again.”  


Something in me stirred. 


Okay, she was definitely attracted to me. 


A small crew surrounded us. A tall man wearing shades
introduced himself as Cory the director. In addition to Cory, there were two
cameramen hanging around by the railings. 


Cory told us the theme of the video was ‘shy reunion’.



“Imagine you’re all friends reuniting after a long
time,” he said. “Catching up on old times. One thing leads to another and you
all have a wonderful orgy. Remember, I want it to flow! I want it to feel
natural! I want you to make a mess!” 


We made our way towards the front of the yacht, and
sat down on two cushions laying side by side. Tina and I were on one cushion,
and Bianca and Wayne lay on the other. 


And just like that, the cameras rolled and filming
began. 
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The sun hit our
eyes as the yacht drifted away from the coast and soon we were surrounded by
nothing but stretches of blue-green sea. The wind howled and the thick humid
air stuck to our skin. My chest tensed as I turned towards Tina. I was way too
fucking nervous to make the first move, to do anything but stay frozen and petrified
in front of the cameras. 


Tina reached forward and kissed me on the lips. My
dick immediately stiffened, but it had nowhere to go under all of those tight
layers. I tried to clutch onto the side of her neck but my hands were
trembling. Her skin was amazingly soft, like a bunch of cool feathers. 


Forget the cameras, I urged myself. Just relax and go for it. 


“Mmm, your lip gloss…” Tina whispered as she continued
to kiss me slowly and sensually. “It tastes so good. Strawberry? Or cherry?”


“Cherry, I-I think…” I stuttered. In truth, I had no
fucking idea.


Tina made me turn around, my back to the camera, and
lovingly untied the back of my bikini. I slowly pulled my bikini top off my
body. My tits were exposed and I was now strangely self-conscious about how
small they were. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see that Wayne and Bianca
were making out ferociously, and Bianca’s fingers were lacing around my
friend’s bikini, about to pull them apart. 


And suddenly we were all fully naked, four gorgeous
women getting to know each other’s bodies and fulfilling each other’s most
primal needs. Tina began to suck on my nipples, while Bianca sucked on Wayne’s.
I writhed in pleasure, enjoying the hot winds on my bare body and the feeling
of being utterly feminine. My heart had slowed down, but only just barely. I
was still trying to wrap my head around the fact that this gorgeous trans porn
star was sucking on my nipples. 


Tina and Bianca were masters at steering us to flow
into the next moves and positions. They guided us to stay where we were while
they stretched their legs out. I scooted onto my knees, staring at her
beautiful apparatus. My chest felt like it was about to explode in my ears. Up
close, it was thick and mushroom-y, tiny veins wrapping up her shaft, showing
off her girth. 


Not only was I about to taste cock for the first time,
I was about to taste Tina Ferrera’s big dick. And it would all be caught on
camera.


I bent down and her cock head brushed my mouth. I
instinctively parted my lips. The tip of it slipped in, warm and throbbing,
stretching along the length of my tongue. The smell of her pubic region filled
me with an overwhelming sense of lust and longing. I sucked like an obedient
girl, eager to please her however I could. Tina moaned and her cock swelled
even more inside my mouth. 


 “Oh yeah, baby, suck on that good…” she said, gently
caressing my hair. 


Positioning my fingers at the base of her penis, I
suckled on her rod like a lollipop, taking my time to truly devour every inch
of her. Tina giggled, apparently happy at my technique. Then I swallowed her
length in its entirety, trying not to gag so hard I was worried I’d pop a vein
on my forehead. The camera zoomed in on my hungry face. Now I was incredibly
horny.


After a while, we were made to switch. I spent a
couple of minutes gazing up at Bianca’s giant areolas and lustful face while I
had a good taste of her.


And then the two porn stars did something that shot my
lust up into overdrive.


Side by side, Wayne and I were sucking on their
feminine cocks when suddenly Tina leaned in and kissed Bianca. Soon they were
making out and moaning, tugging at each other’s nipples and later sucking on
them too while we blew them. What a sight to see. I was trying desperately to
focus my attention on them but trying my best not to stop pleasuring Bianca.
Beads of precum began appearing on her slit and I vacuum hosed it all out like
a good girl. 


It was hot syrupy goodness.


Then we switched again and were made to crawl onto our
knees on the cushions. The hot midday sun slapped against my pale ass. The wind
picked up around us, and I inhaled the salty air. One of the cameramen bent
down to zoom in on my puckered hole. 


This is it, I thought. Breathe…


I braced myself as Tina’s cock penetrated my virgin
asshole. I felt it pucker and constrict then stretch and grip tightly onto her
meaty head. Taking her time, Tina bucked her hips little by little, causing her
cock to enter into me without causing too much pain. 


“How’s that?” she whispered, massaging my lower back. 


“All good,” I groaned.


Directly in front of me, I could see Wayne’s butt in
the air, his long, thick wig spreading onto the deck, his ass cheeks swaddled
around Bianca’s groin. Her cock had already disappeared into his depths and she
was picking up speed. Wayne was groaning helplessly, his cries of ecstasy
building in intensity as his behind was impaled. 


I thought I’d taken in all of Tina’s shaft, but no,
there was more. She slid more of herself into me and I could feel my rectum
expanding and stretching beyond its limits. And yet, there was more. How
much of it was left? I couldn’t tell. But as the tight sensations pooled and
gave way through my core, they suddenly morphed into slivers of pleasure. I
gasped.


“You like that huh,” Tina teased. 


“Oh, baby, ram it in me,” I moaned again. “I’m such a
slut. I need to feel your big dick inside my tight little pussyhole. Go on,
Tina, do it. Fucking destroy my virgin pussy!”


Now I was totally relaxed, and I didn’t even feel like
the cameras were rolling.


Tina made me hoist myself on my back onto a reverse
cowgirl position. My eyes up at the clouds, my arms aching, I bounced up and
down Tina’s cock, spreading my legs and touching my tits for the camera. My
rock-hard cock flapped in the air with the motion, and I was leaking precum
everywhere. I grabbed at my hair as I moaned. 


“Ohhh…oh fuck…” I cried out helplessly in a girly
voice. “I’m gonna cum, Tina. I’m gonna cum!”


Wayne was squealing with pleasure besides me. To be
honest, I couldn’t even recognize him anymore. His ass thudded and thumped
against Bianca’s thighs. I knew he was close too. 


Tina’s pole pummelled hard into my hole, and she
brought my legs up, all the way above my shoulders and I could suddenly feel
her meat brushing up against my prostrate, creating such a powerful, tangible
wave of pleasure that all I could do was clench my eyes shut and cry. Tina’s
ragged breathing came to a climax as she burst inside me, filling me with her
hot resin. It was glorious. I practically screamed as I blew my load all over
my stomach. It began to drip over my sides and onto Tina’s beautiful tanned
body. 


Cum trickled out of me as I carefully lifted myself
off. My ass felt awfully empty now. I bent down again to wipe away the remnants
on Tina’s penis using my tongue. I slurped and swallowed every drop, trying to
etch the salty-sweet taste into my memory so I’d never forget it. Once I was
done with her cock I moved onto her body, cleaning off bits of my cum using my
mouth. 


“And…that’s a wrap!” Cory said. “That was fucking
perfect, girls! Well done!”


The crew broke into applause. I lay on top of Tina then
and she rubbed my ass. I was exhausted. I snuck a glance at Wayne and he looked
like he’d just run a marathon—he was panting and sweating and just lying there
in a puddle of cum. Bianca, though, looked just as animated as she had in the
beginning, doing some kind of full body yoga stretch. She saw me looking and
smiled.  


“I’d have a lie-in tomorrow if I were you,” she joked.


But it wasn’t a joke, really. I knew we’d
both be sore for days.


***


On Thursday, we boarded the thirteen-hour return
flight from Passion Island. Our week-long vacation in the tropics had come to
an end. I watched the island’s landscapes as we took off, like a tiny little
jewel tucked away in the middle of the ocean. It was hard to believe that so
much had happened over there in such a short time. 


Wayne and I had been informed we’d be getting a copy
of our little film as soon as it went through post-production. We both couldn’t
wait to watch it and relive the day we’d both been amateur transgender porn
stars. To be honest, the experience had definitely brought us closer together
as friends. Only a best friend could be someone you’d sleep with for the sake
of getting to fuck your favorite porn star. But from our end, it had all been
platonic and we were actually being pretty cool about the whole thing. 


Back at our airport, Wayne proceeded to grab our
luggage off the conveyor belt. He grunted while carrying my bag. 


“Why’s this so fucking heavy?” he complained. “What do
you have in here? Rocks?”


“Oh, just some souvenirs,” I said casually.


Part of me wanted to tell him the truth, but the other
part me thought I deserved to keep this to myself—a little extra something I’d
gained during our time on the island. What Wayne didn’t know was that on our
last day, when he’d gone off on an impromptu date with a chick he’d met at the
bar, Tina Ferrera had invited me to her room. She’d spotted something in me,
she said. Something that reminded me of herself a long, long time ago. 


We talked for what felt like hours, and by the end of
it she’d gifted me a ton of clothes—bikinis, cute pieces of lingerie, a couple
pairs of high heels, a few dresses—and a collection of brand new sex toys.
Among the toys were butt plugs, dildos, and an eight-inch prostrate massager.
Tina said it was time for me to just experiment, have fun, and get to know my
body. She was insistent I was still young and had all the time in the world to
figure things out.  


I never would’ve thought from my first awkward
encounter with Tina that she’d turn out to be so nice.


I knew our island vacation was over, but I was about
to embark on a whole different journey. 


And I was beyond excited to get started.


 


 
















 


THE END











MY BOSSY GIRLFRIEND: A FEMDOM
SISSY MAID STORY


CHAPTER
1


 


How
does the saying go? You don’t get to know what someone’s really like until you
live with them. 


That was certainly the case with my girlfriend
Hailey. Before she moved in? I thought she was pretty perfect. She was witty
and strong-minded. Always knew what she wanted and wasn’t afraid to let her
opinions known. But it was after she moved into my apartment in June, right
after she got done with college, that I came to know just how overbearing and
bossy she could be. 


Hailey’s options as a new college grad had been
limited. Either she’d have to move in with her parents (she was an only child
so her parents would have been thrilled, but her…not so much) or find somewhere
very low-cost to stay, almost certainly in a sketchier part of town. 


But when I first told her that she could move in
with me anytime she wanted, she was reluctant. 


In my mind, though, it was a timely decision. Two
high school sweethearts reuniting after years, after one had gone off for her
college degree and the other had gone straight into something much more boring:
insurance sales. Long distancing with occasional one-off visits had been far
from fun, and—not to toot my own horn—I was doing pretty good for myself in
sales. And well, I guess a part of me wanted to show her I could take care of a
woman if I wanted to. 


You see, I wasn’t fucking around. Both literally
and figuratively. 


Hailey was the girl I wanted to marry.
Eventually.


The good thing was the more I started to talk
about it, the more she began to warm up to the idea of her moving in with me,
until she eventually approved. So on one hot, clammy Saturday morning, my
girlfriend landed on my doorstep with a hot pink suitcase trailing behind her,
smiling from ear to ear.


“Who would’ve thought you had such a nice place
all to yourself?” she said with a little wink, as if she’d never been here
before. We both laughed.


“Cleaned the place up just for you,” I
said. 


At first, Hailey was just this huge bundle of
energy. Within a matter of days, though, my once-quiet home turned into an
unmistakably feminine refuge. Bobby pins would materialize out of nowhere,
there would be makeup stains the color of burnt caramel on our pillows, and the
small dreaded tangle of hair in the shower drain had begun to grow. Even the
walls seemed to reverberate with Hailey’s presence. It was like everything she
did was done to remind me this wasn’t just my place anymore. 


And with every passing minute, I think I fell a
little deeper in love with her. 


How could I have been so damn lucky, I wondered. 


There was a time when I’d been positive that some
college-aged musclehead would come in and swoop her up and I’d lose her
forever. But strangely enough, even as Hailey got smarter and hotter and
prettier than a picture as the years passed and I, on the other hand, only got
ganglier and scrawnier, she still stuck to me like glue.


And now, looking at her perfect foxish face, her
gorgeous thick blonde hair and her lip-smacking body, I realized that just like
all those years ago, Hailey had the ability to make my heart flutter, my knees
shake, and my words stutter.


And...I had the feeling she only got louder and
even more boisterous because she could get away with it. 


But really, who the fuck cared? She was mine. 


My friend Travis, though, wasn’t all that
convinced. 


“You better watch out,” he’d warned me when I
told him about the move-in. “If you’re not careful, she’ll wring you dry and
have you wrapped around her finger.”


I let out a chuckle. “Look, just because I let
her move in doesn’t mean I’m going to let her whip me into nothing. I know what
I can handle, and it’s a lot.”


Travis snorted and mumbled something that sounded
like: “You’re so going to regret this. Mark my words.”


It was worth saying that Travis had made a bad
decision right out of college and was still reeling from an early divorce. The
chick he’d ended up marrying at twenty-one had manipulated him into using his
parents’ savings to pay off her credit card debt and a bunch of other nasty
things. Since then, he had trouble trusting women, especially if they were very
attractive, and he also hadn’t had the most successful dating life. But really,
I couldn’t blame him for seeing the glass half empty.  


And truth be told, I felt sorry for the dude.
Some people were just unlucky in love.


***


The first night Hailey moved in was wonderful. We
had sex. Loud sex. I was pretty sure my neighbors could hear us. The headboard
got a beating. 


The next few days weren’t so bad either. Each
evening, after I wrapped up my work hours, I’d help Hailey with her job
applications. Her degree had been in political science, but now she’d done a
U-turn and wanted her first job to be in PR. She thought she’d like the
creativity and glamor of having contacts in the media and being able to spin
situations however she liked, and of course, the money wasn’t all that bad
either. After she’d send off her resume to a couple of places, we’d have
dinner, watch Netflix, shower, and go to bed.


One night, she called for me while she was in the
shower.


“Babe, could you scrub my back for me?” she asked
once I walked into the bathroom. “I’ve always had someone do it for me. I just
can never reach this spot right here and it drives me crazy.” She pointed to
her upper back.


She handed me a wooden scrubber thing that had
knobs all over it. I added a bit of shower gel and began rubbing the knobs into
her back. A river of suds fell down her back and disappeared into her ass
crack. I marveled at just how sexy she looked in the steam, with her hair wet
and her ass out. 


God, the thrill of having my hot girlfriend being
so close to me, standing naked in my apartment and not on some blurred video
call on my phone was nothing short of amazing. 


Suddenly, Hailey uttered a moan. “Right there, oh
god, yes,” she urged.


I grinned as I pressed the knobs deeper into her
skin. It was clear the scrubber was making her feel really good. Maybe it felt
like a massage.


“You like that?” I whispered.


“Mmm,” she said. “A little further up, Mitch.
Make sure you get that spot…right there. Yes!” 


My cock was rustling inside my shorts. “I’m
getting ideas in here,” I murmured. 


“Stop talking,” she said sharply. “And just do as
you’re told.”


“Alright, alright.”


I shut up and went back to just scrubbing her
back, as any good boyfriend would.


 
















 


CHAPTER
2


 


Not
soon after that incident in the shower, I was in the middle of a work meeting
when Hailey came into the den and waved her arms right in front of me, trying
to get my attention. 


I worked mostly remotely for an insurance
company. After a few years of hard work, I was now managing a small team of
sales representatives. I hated my job—it was still a lot of grueling work but
at least I was paid very well. I was trying to explain to my unreasonable boss
why an important deliverable was overdue, but Hailey looked panicked so I
excused myself as politely as I could before following her to the kitchen.


Hailey pointed to the sink. 


“Mitch, this is fucking disgusting,” she said,
rumpling her nose. “Look at all those dishes just laying there, marinating in
bacteria and god knows what else.”


“Those don’t go in the dishwasher,” I said.


“So? That doesn’t mean you don’t have to do
them!”


“I thought this was an emergency,” I said,
annoyed. “You know my boss is back in there, right?”


Hailey rolled her eyes. “I don’t want to hear
excuses. Don’t you know how to do your dishes? Here, let me show you.” 


She grabbed a stockpot and began to scrub it
clean. Once it was done she handed me a pan. 


I sucked in a breath. I wanted to remind her that
this was my apartment, my sink, my pan, and I could wash it whenever the
hell I wanted to.


But of course I didn’t. Wordlessly, I washed the
pan in a minute flat and lay it on the towel next to the sink. I was planning
to leave when Hailey muttered, “I can’t believe I’m teaching a grown man how to
do his own dishes!” 


I stopped short. For some reason I was pissed
off. Did she really just disturb my meeting for this?


“Well, if I’m so bad at doing it, why don’t you
just do it yourself?” I shot back. “And by the way, I was in the middle of an
important meeting. Please don’t interrupt me like that again.”


As I slunk back to the den it hit me that our
first live-in argument was over dishes. 


Dishes. 


That made me chuckle.


***


We couldn’t argue over who had to do the dishes
for too long because then something awful happened. Hailey got sick. She came
down with a fever, her nose was all stuffed up, and she began to croak whenever
she spoke. So needless to say, I had to take care of her.


Which included me doing the damn dishes. Just the
way she wanted me to, which was after every damn meal. 


God, was Hailey bossy when she was sick. She
asked for soup twice a day, takeout at night, I had to change the pillowcases
everyday, and there had to be a box of tissues and a glass of water by the bed
at all times. At times I thought that looking after my sick girlfriend was even
more stressful than my day job. 


In the midst of it all, however, she landed an
interview at a PR firm for the following week. Which was great, of course,
except for the part where I now had to cater to each one of her needs while she
relaxed in bed listening to music and rehearsing her answers. 


“Hey, Mitch?” she said one day as I brought in
her nightly takeout in a tray. “I need you to do me a favor.”


“What’s that?”


“I need to figure out what to wear for my
interview,” she said, pouting her lips thoughtfully as she scanned my face.
“But all my clothes need unpacking.”


“Where are your clothes?”


“It’s all dumped in the closet in your guest
room,” she said, smiling. “Could you sort them out for me please?”


I sighed.


“It’ll just take five minutes,” she said. “I
promise.”


“Okay,” I muttered, figuring I could get that
chore out of the way first before having my own dinner. 


I headed to the guest room closet and sure
enough, there was Hailey’s pink suitcase, with a volcano of clothes erupting out
of it. 


Five minutes? This was going to take me at least an
hour. 


As sickly sweet pop songs drifted from our
bedroom, I grabbed a bunch of hangers and bent down to sort out the mess. There
were so many clothes, I didn’t even know where to start. Dresses, tank tops,
t-shirts, skirts, shorts…it looked like whenever Hailey liked a particular
style, she got it in every color under the sun. 


I was about halfway done when I noticed a fluffed
up drawstring bag. I opened it to see a bunch of panties. There was a sudden
thudding inside my chest. I’d always had an...affinity...for women’s panties.
Women’s clothes in general, to be more accurate, but panties were on some other
dimension. 


This was something Hailey never knew. And being
in a long-distance relationship for a good while, that had been a part of me
I’d kind of hidden away, even from myself. And, truthfully, I’d always been
ashamed of just how much the thought of women’s underwear aroused me. It wasn’t
just your normal fetish. Nope. The things that I wanted to do with
underwear...well, they made me feel like I was far from normal. 


And now, I was gripped by the realization I was
alone inside the closet, with a collection of soft and very real panties in my
hands. I inched the drawstring bag closer towards me. I pulled one out, a cute
pair of low-rise cheekies that was the color of robin eggs. It smelled funky.
Not in a bad way, but it made me wonder if they’d been washed. 


Wow. 


I brought the panties towards my nose and took
another deep, hungry sniff. 
















CHAPTER
3


 


The
unmistakable smell of pussy wafted into me, gloriously warm and dewy in its
intensity. I could feel myself fleshing out down there. Hailey and I hadn’t had
much sex since she’d moved in, at least not at the rate I’d expected. I thought
we’d be going at it like rabbits, but since that first night, she hadn’t seemed
to be in the mood at all, and of course it was only recently that she’d begun
to recover from the flu. 


I was rock hard now, and sexy thoughts were distracting
me.


Maybe the next time Hailey asked me to scrub her
back, I’d slowly rub my erect dick up and down that steaming ass crack. Shower
sex could definitely be hot. 


The panties were still in my hand. Without
thinking, I pushed them inside my pocket. Knowing Hailey, she could march right
in here any second, demanding to know what was taking me so long. I had to be
careful.


Still, this damn boner…


I rubbed my boner a bit through my shorts. 


What else was inside the suitcase? I ruffled
through some of the clothes and saw a bunch of shoes and heels, all tangled up.
I picked up a pair of red heels. The outside was blood red and dark like
velvet. The inside linings were slightly torn, the color faded. 


I brought one of the heels very close to my nose
and sniffed. It smelled so good. My cock began to throb harder.


Hailey’s foot had been in there…her toes rubbing
against the fabric…her sweat collecting on those inner linings from walking all
day long…


Fingers trembling, I placed the heel down on the
floor. I pushed my foot inside, scrunching up my toes, trying to make them fit.
I’d always been on the smaller side for a man, and I knew it wouldn’t be the
most comfortable fit, but I had the sudden urge to know what it would be like
to wear those very feminine stilettos. 


I pushed my other foot inside the second heel.
The pain of having two crumpled feet in those women’s heels rippled up my toes.
Still, I savored the hot, toasty feel of them, and the way my butt naturally
perked up while balancing on them.  


And fuck, I felt so turned on.


“Do you have a foot fetish I don’t know
about?” 


I spun around, trying to keep my balance and
trying to jump out of the heels at the same time. I failed at both. I held onto
the closet railing as I fell, bringing the railing down with me with a clash.


“Oh god!” I groaned in pain. 


I glanced up to see Hailey smirking at me. 


“Just be thankful I didn’t catch you sniffing my
panties,” she said, the smirk still playing on her lips. “Or I’d have made you
wear them.”


Goddamnit, I thought. I knew she’d come in here!


“What are you doing here?” I asked her, annoyed.
“I thought you had an interview to prepare for.”


“I’m kind of thirsty again,” she said. She
coughed a little, but I could totally see she was faking it. “Could you make me
a nice cup of hot cocoa?”


I stood up and dusted myself off. I was still
reeling from embarrassment at having been caught wearing Hailey’s heels. 


“Well?” Hailey was leaning against the closet
entrance, her arms folded like she was a strict schoolmistress. 


“Man, if I ever knew you were so fucking bossy,”
I grunted. 


“Me? Bossy?” she said, blinking innocently.
“Babe, I’m not bossy. I’m the boss.” She turned around to leave. “I’ll be
expecting that cup of hot cocoa in five minutes. Oh, and Mitch?”


“Yeah?”


“Stop wearing my shit!” I heard her cackle as she
disappeared out of the room.


I blushed. 


I was never going to live this one down. 


If Hailey had been okay to boss me around before,
she was now going to step it up several notches with this added fuel to the
fire. I’d always suspected she’d been with me more for my relative
submissiveness than anything else. It certainly wasn’t for my looks, that was
for sure.


Whatever it was, she really seemed to like
squishing me around like a ball of putty.


I gently tapped the side of my pocket. I felt the
light bulge of Hailey’s panties in there. Thank goodness she hadn’t seen
that. 


I didn’t even want to think about what she
would’ve done if she did. 


***


The following Tuesday, Hailey left for her job interview.
She was dressed sexily smart, in a faded white top and short black skirt that
left little of her ass to the imagination. She kissed me before going out the
door. Once she was gone, I had a ton of work to do but I just couldn’t
concentrate. 


So instead, I decided to take a five-minute
breather. I geared up my laptop and loaded up my favorite porn site. 


I browsed through the titles and thumbnails,
trying to find something that caught my interest. I found one of a big-butted
MILF screwing her wimpy looking stepson. I watched it for a couple of minutes,
stroking my cock, but something was wrong. 


Somehow it just wasn’t doing the trick. 


Taking a deep breath, I opened the bottom-most
drawer of my work station. I had just about an hour to myself until Hailey came
back. It was funny how it took someone moving in for me to understand just how
much I’d taken my privacy for granted for several years. 


From the drawer, I grabbed the pair of panties
I’d stolen from Hailey that day. 


I ran my fingers over the feather-soft fabric,
marveling at just how light and airy it felt. I brought it up to my nose and
smelled it again. I immediately felt the blood-rush down there, so I started
pumping it. My thoughts drifted towards Hailey. 


The situation was so frustrating. Things had
become undeniably different after she’d come back from college. Long-distancing
hadn’t exactly revealed just how arrogant she’d gotten over the years, and I
hated how fucking bossy she’d become. A part of me wondered whether she was
really losing the respect she’d had for me. 


At the same time, though, if I had to admit
something: I weirdly liked it. Just something about having your sexy girlfriend
give you orders like she didn’t give a shit about you dialed up something in
me. 


I remembered what happened a few nights ago when
Hailey had caught me wearing her high heels. My cheeks burned.


“Just be thankful I didn’t catch you sniffing my
panties,”
she’d said. “Or I’d have made you wear them.”


So hot, I thought. 


I pushed down my shorts until I was completely
naked from my waist down. I imagined Hailey was in the room, making me wear her
panties as some kind of punishment. 


My entire body began to flush with excitement. I
squeezed my thighs through the panty holes and brought them up to my hips. They
were a bit tight, but the feel of the blue fabric against my raging boner was
indescribable. I put my hand inside and began to jerk off.


How humiliating would it be if Hailey forced me
to wear her panties? I thought excitedly. It would just be so cruel. 


Fuck, maybe she’d force me to wear her bras and
even one of her skimpy minidresses. And then she’d mock me, telling me I wasn’t
a man, that I didn’t deserve to be her boyfriend, that I was way out of her
league and that she was totally using me. 


Before I knew it, I let out a big grunt and blew
my load. 


I shuddered, trying to collect my breath. I took
off the panties as fast as I’d put them on. Seeing my creamy wetness on those
tiny panties made me feel guilty. There was no doubt Hailey would come for my
throat if she knew about what I’d done. 


There was no need to worry about that though,
because there was just no way she would ever find out about this. 


I started cleaning up, gearing up my mind to get
back into work mode. I tossed the soiled pair of panties back into the
bottom-most drawer, resolving to get rid of the evidence as soon as I
could. 
















 


CHAPTER
4


 


“Babe!
You’re not going to believe this! I got the job!”


Hailey’s happiness beamed through her eyes as she
gave me the news on Thursday morning.


“No way!” I gave her a giant hug. “When do you
start?”


“On Monday,” she said with a grin. “I’m so
excited! I can’t wait!”


I sat back down on my chair, smiling at her.
Well, here was the beginning of the end. Once Hailey started her new job, she’d
come off my back, at least from nine to five every weekday. And once her first
paycheck came through, she and I could both sit down and start looking at how
much she could contribute to things like rent and groceries. I’d never let her
split 50/50—I wasn’t that kind of guy. I wanted to take care of her and have
her actually feel that. 


A fuzzy warmth came over me. So not only was my
girlfriend now living with me, we both had good jobs, and it was like we’d
officially entered the next stage of our relationship. Life was good.


I looked up to see Hailey punching numbers into
her phone. 


“I’m gonna go celebrate,” she said excitedly,
when I gave her a quizzical look.


“Oh. Where are you going?”


“To this cool new bar!” she said. “My friends
from college are driving over just to celebrate with me.” 


My heart skipped a beat. “Wait. Don’t you want me
to come? To…celebrate?”


“Uhm, I mean.” She brought her phone down and
looked around wildly, trying to do everything but meet my eyes. “It’s just
going to be me and my peeps, really. Nothing special.” She shrugged. 


There was a thick silence in the air. As she
blinked down at me, with her big innocent eyes, a strange sensation rippled
down my spine. I had this sick feeling in my stomach, like I was about to be
confronted by the very thing I’d been afraid to admit for so long. Our
relationship wasn’t fine. Hailey seemed hell-bent on making me feel like
shit. 


“Sorry…” Hailey said after a beat. “You’d be
bored anyway, Mitch, trust me.” She winked. “How about we have our own special
celebration once I get back?”


“Whatever,” I muttered. “You go ahead and have
fun. Just let me know if you need me to pick you up later on in the night.”


“Sure,” she said. She sounded perked up, as if
she was relieved I’d just accepted the situation. 


But I wasn’t willing to let her go so fast this
time. 


“Do your college friends even know about me?” I
asked.


She rolled her eyes. “Of course they do, Mitch!
What are you accusing me of?”


“Who knows about me?”


She rattled off a bunch of names with a straight
face, but I could tell she was squirming inside. “Practically everyone knows,
Mitch,” she said finally. “I don’t know what you’re trying to imply.”


I didn’t know a single person that she’d named. I
sighed. 


“Forget I even asked,” I said. 


***


The following day, I headed downtown to the
office for a client meeting. The day had dragged out at a snail’s pace, and I
wasn’t the least bit confident about how much my team would execute the
presentation on our campaign updates. During lunch, I escaped from the chaos of
the office and went into a nearby coffee shop, where I decided to call Travis.


As soon as he picked up, I realized I really
needed to have a heart-to-heart. So I told Travis how Hailey had been treating
me since she’d moved in, and how it felt like she was just kind of using
me. 


I knew what he was going to say before he even
reacted.


“She’s using you,” Travis said flatly, confirming
my suspicions. “Her first instinct when she gets good news is to go out with
her friends? And exclude you? Fuck that.” I could hear his heavy breathing and
quickening steps and the grumble of outside traffic. He was getting riled
up. 


“She thinks she’s the boss? In your house? Fuck
that,” he continued. “Did she talk about moving out now that she has a
job?”


“No,” I said. “She hasn’t even officially started
her new job yet. I can’t just push her out of the door.” I swallowed, the hot
coffee somehow tasting vile on my tongue. “I kind of didn’t tell you, but I was
hoping the move-in would be permanent.”


“It’s your call,” Travis said, a tinge of
disapproval in his voice. “Well, then. You need to give her an ultimatum. Show
her who’s boss.”


I took in a deep breath. “What do you mean,
exactly?”


“Have a talk with her bro,” Travis said. “A
serious talk. I mean, if she wants to live with you for a few more weeks or the
rest of her life, fine, whatever. But she’ll have to start pulling her weight
too. You’re her fucking boyfriend, not her personal chef or chauffeur or house
cleaner. You have to nip these things in the bud, or the next you know, she’ll
be using you as her personal chair and you’ll be doing nothing but tasting her
wet farts all day.”


I sighed. “I think you’re right.”


“Look, I’m going to give you a little advice.” I
heard the squeak of a swivel door and the gush of wind. “It all boils down to
how much the chick respects the dick. You’re the man of the relationship.
You’re the man of the house. So start acting like it.” 


I sighed again. “Will do, bud.”


“I’m at the gym now. Gotta get my cardio in today
during lunch. So when do I get to see you?”


“Not today. I’ve got a client meeting right after
this.”


“I’ve got an idea. I’m kind of seeing someone at
the moment, and I want you to meet her. Get to know your thoughts and stuff,”
Travis said. “How about we do a double date?”


I laughed. “A double date? Do people actually do
those anymore?”


“Hell yeah,” Travis chuckled. “Also, I want to
see this bossy girlfriend of yours.”


I hesitated. Technically, he hadn’t met Hailey
yet. He wouldn’t even have known what she looked like if it wasn’t for social
media. 


I’d met Travis while going to the gym attached to
my office complex around two years ago—he’d been new in town and pretty
depressed, having moved here so soon after his divorce. We quickly became
really good buddies, but since then, I’d stopped going to the gym. 


Poor Travis. I could practically feel his anxiety
about this ‘new girl’ radiating through my phone. Dating had overall been just
a horrible experience for him after what his ex-wife had done to him.


Some women were just really fucking shitty.


“How about next Saturday?” Travis egged on. “I’ll
text you the deets.”


“Sounds good, bud. I’ll catch you later.” I hung
up. 


I exited the coffee shop and began walking
towards the office. Travis could be overly cynical when it came to his
relationship advice, but he had a point. I couldn’t let Hailey walk all over me
like that. We were two halves, two equals, and damn it, I deserved to be
respected and not treated like a maid. 


I just needed to show Hailey that I was the man
of the relationship. 
















 


CHAPTER
5


 


Once
my work meeting was done, I heaved a sigh of relief and got ready to go home.
In the car, I was full of renewed convictions. I wasn’t going to be the wimpy
kid of our relationship any longer. I just had to talk to Hailey, put my foot
down and just say no. There’d be no beating around the bush this time.


I reached my apartment building, parked in the
garage, and headed up the elevator. I unlocked the front door and tossed my
keys and phone by the entryway. But then I stopped short.


Hailey’s distinctive laughter echoed from our
bedroom. 


“You know what would really make me horny?” she
was saying. Her voice was riddled with giddy excitement. “Humiliating him!”


I heard someone snigger. It rang through the
walls, annoyingly loud. Another girl. 


“Oh my god, yeah,” the pitchy girl said. “Ugh,
I’m sorry, but he’s so unattractive. I’m sure he’d look much better as a woman.
Don’t you think so?”


“Oh fuck, that’s exactly what I want to do to
him!” Hailey sounded cruel and a little drunk. “Wanna know something? I kinda
caught him trying to walk in my heels the other day. And all I could think of
was making him wear my sluttiest dress and giving him a makeover.”


“Put him in your panties, girlfriend,” said the
girl with the annoying voice. “That’s how you keep sissies in check. And lock
his tiny little cock while you’re at it.”


Hailey giggled. “I mean, I’d love to, but I don’t
think they make cock cages that small.”


“Oh shit! How small is it?”


“You know your pinky?”


“Yeah?” 


“It’s about a third of that. If I’m being
generous!” Hailey roared with laughter, and the other girl chimed in,
snickering like a chipmunk. 


I just stood there, almost as if I was in some
kind of hypnotic trance. They were talking about me. 


They were talking about me. 


I balled up my fists, took a deep breath, and
released them. My head felt unbearably hot. And yet, inexplicably, I felt my
cock stiffen and swell. The urge to unzip my slacks and jerk off while I
eavesdropped on two girls mocking me felt overwhelming. 


Why in the world was I getting turned on?


My hand was hovering millimeters above my zipper
when I heard the beep of a disconnected call and the slam of a laptop
screen. 


“I better get going,” Hailey was saying. “The
sissy will be back any minute now!”


And then all of a sudden she appeared in front of
me like a ghost. Her hair was in a disheveled top knot and she was wearing her
glasses. There was a book in her hands. 


“Oh,” she muttered. “You’re home early.”


I could tell she was frantically trying to
calculate her chances, to see if she’d been caught this time.


But my face told her everything she needed to
know. 


“So, you heard me,” she said, turning her back to
me and walking towards the couch. She untied and tied up her hair again,
smoothing down the baby hairs around her hairline. How was she so aloof?


“Don’t I mean anything to you?” I blurted
out. 


“Fuck, Mitch, here you go, blowing everything out
of proportion again,” she said, rolling her eyes. 


“Stop gaslighting me!” I said. My voice was
shaking, and I hated how squeaky it was. “You know what you said! Why are you
even with me? You don’t give a fuck about me!”


“That’s not true.” She still wouldn’t meet my
eyes.


“I’ve been nothing but nice to you,” I said. “I
know you had your reservations about moving in with me, but I wanted to help
you out. I really thought this would be the next stage in our relationship.
Guess I was wrong. I really, really like you, Hailey. But all you’ve done is
treat me like shit.”


“That’s not true,” Hailey repeated. 


“Yeah, it is. You expect me to be your maid.”


That was when she dropped the bomb.


“Because I can fucking see that it turns you on!”
she said. She tried to put on a straight face but failed, and she was suddenly smirking.
“Tell me the truth! You want me to humiliate you, don’t you? Mock you? Control
you?”


I swallowed. My throat was suddenly way too dry.
All I could do was stare at Hailey as she stared triumphantly back at me, her
legs crossed, one leg swinging slowly and casually over the other. Above her,
the beating of the clock right above her on the wall became frighteningly loud,
as if it was counting down the seconds for my reaction. 


But all I could think of was: this was not the
way this talk was supposed to go.


Hailey sighed when I said nothing. 


“I’ve always known it,” she began slowly after
another excruciatingly long pause. “When we were younger, I had my suspicions.
But now that I’m living here, I can see it as clear as day.” She finally stood
up and started closing the distance between us. My heart was hammering a
million miles a minute.


“I know I’m bossy and demanding, Mitch, but I
also know you’re a submissive little sissy who craves it.” She was almost
whispering now, and goddamn my cock was throbbing at how hungry her face
looked. “And asking you to clean out my suitcase? That was a test, you idiot.”


I almost choked on my spit. “What?!” 


Hailey laughed. It was a slow, reverberating
laugh that was more mocking than nice. “I was kinda hoping I’d walk in on you
wearing my undies. I wasn’t that lucky, unfortunately. But those heels? Tell me
how good they felt on your feet, Mitch. Did you feel sexy? Feminine? Slutty?”


“I…I…” My face burned. I couldn’t believe what I
was hearing.


Hailey was so close to me now, I could smell the
traces of shampoo in her hair. 


“Just admit it,” she whispered. “You’re a sissy,
Mitch.”


Her hands were on my crotch then, rubbing it
gently. “Oh yeah,” she said. “I can feel that micro-dick twitching. Nice.”


“I’m not a sissy!” I said. 


She snorted. “You know, it’s kind of funny seeing
you in denial.”


“I don’t want to be a woman, if that’s what
you’re insinuating. That’s crazy.”


“No one said you wanted to be a woman, Mitch,”
Hailey said icily. “You know what? Wait here. I think it’s time to show you
something.”


She disappeared into our bedroom and brought out
something that I instantly recognized.


All the blood drained from my skin. I could feel
myself about to lose my balance. I slumped into a chair, defeated and
mortified.


Hailey was holding her cum-stained underwear in
front of my face, swinging it like a pendulum.


“Oh god,” I mumbled.


“You wore this, didn’t you,” she teased. “Go on,
you can tell me. Did you really think I wouldn’t notice my shit was missing?
You stole it, you wore it, and you fucking enjoyed it, squirting your sissy
cummies all over my nice pretty panties.”


“Oh fuck…” I said, feeling my cock balloon down
there.


I really couldn’t believe any of this was
happening. It was just meant to be a fantasy. A private fantasy. A secret
fantasy.


Was my fantasy about to become reality?


“Look, I’ll be frank.” Hailey took a few steps
back and crossed her arms, but not before tossing the dirty underwear onto my
lap. “I think it would be good to just accept what this is, Mitch. Our
relationship. Yes, I’ve been using you. That’s really what convinced me to move
in. You have a nice big apartment, and how could I say no to staying rent free
for a good while when I knew I could boss you around and make you my personal
bitch?”


She let out a cackle. “Come on, Mitch. You really
thought a hot girl like me would stick by you all these years when I could
practically fuck any guy I wanted?”


I could feel the intense power she had over me.
Everything she was saying was true—and the terrible thing was that deep down
I’d known it all along too. 


Why else would she have wanted to be with me—her
pathetically skinny old high school boyfriend when any man would’ve given up
their right arm to have her? The only thing I had going for myself was an okay
job and ultimately my submissiveness.


I’d also brainwashed myself into thinking that
size didn’t matter, and that nice guys deserved hot girls. I’d been wrong on
both counts. 


And then Hailey dropped her second bombshell.


“By the way,” she said. “I’m moving out.”


My hopes had been lifted and shattered in an
instant. 


“What?”


Hailey went back to the couch, settled down, and
leaned back. She stretched her arms and yawned. “A friend of mine is moving
into a shared house, and she’s happy to give me a room. So guess what. I
actually don’t need you anymore.”


“Wait. Are you breaking up with me?”


“What do you think, Mitch?” 


“No.” I shook my head. “Please don’t
leave.” 


“I can’t be with you under false pretenses
anymore, babe. You need to be true to yourself and accept that you’re a sissy,
or this is just never going to work.”


“I…I guess I was in denial over the whole thing.”
The words were tumbling out of me like vomit now, like they’d been desperate to
free themselves after being caged up inside for so long. “I wasn’t kidding when
I said I really like you, Hailey, and I’d do anything to be with you. Like,
you’re perfect. You’re really perfect.”


One corner of Hailey’s lips curled up into that
same smug smile, like she wanted to say, “Duh. I know I’m fucking perfect.”


“I hope you’re still willing to give this a
chance,” I said. “I know I can make you happy. We can be happy together.”


The strange thing was, I wasn’t even bullshitting
her. 


I could tell she wanted this too, as much as I
did. The need to dominate a wimp was as much as in her DNA as the opposite was
in mine. And that was why we were perfect for each other. 


Could she see that, though?


Hailey smiled again. Her smugness had
disappeared, and a little bit of sunny warmth reached her eyes. She looked thoughtful
for a second. 


The clock above her was deafeningly loud. 


“Hmm,” she said. “We could give this a chance.
You know I would, Mitch. I’ve been with you since high school, you should know
a thing or two about me by now.”


“But?” I could sense there was a but coming.


“But...I don’t think it’s such a good idea for us
to live together,” Hailey said firmly. “We’re still young. We have all the time
in the world.”


I crumbled. I felt the sting in my eyes, the hot
wetness building up in there. I hated that I was crying.


I was such a wimp.


“Can’t you give me a chance?” I pleaded. “I don’t
care how bossy you are. In fact, I want you to dominate me like the
sissy I really am. I think you know that even more than I do.”


“Alright.” Hailey crossed her arms, looking thoughtful
once again. “How about we do a trial run? I’ll stay here for another month, and
we can see how it goes?”


I felt like I’d lost my balance again, but this
time it was out of sheer happiness. “Yes,” I cried. “Yes!”


“Do you really want me to dominate you, Mitch?
Like, for real?” 


I met her eyes and held onto it for a long time.
I could almost taste the electricity between us, the hunger in her eyes.


“Yes,” I whispered. “I’m all yours.”


“Hmmm.” Hailey undid her top knot and her blonde
locks fell about her face, making her look like an ethereal goddess. She lay
down on the couch, stretching out her perfect body, watching me as I watched
her. 


“If you really want that, Mitch, things will need
to run on my time around here,” she said huskily. “And since I’ll essentially
be doing you a favor by living with you, I have a few conditions.” Her stern
stare was stirring emotions in me I didn’t even know I had. “You’ll need to
cook and clean for me. And I get to dress you up in slutty clothes and makeup.”


I swallowed. She sounded so hot saying
that. 


But Hailey wasn’t even done yet... 


“Oh, and I get to bring guys home,” she said,
smiling. “To your home. And I get to fuck them on your bed.”


“Anything you want, Hailey,” I said, my voice
just a decibel above a whisper. “You can do anything you want to me.”


“And you get to watch from a corner in your sissy
panties, with zero access to my pussy, while I get railed by a real man
with a giant cock.”


I nodded. Hailey’s words had cut through me like
sharp needles piercing my heart, tearing them apart into  shreds of
meat. 


Hailey yawned again and smiled. Her icy smile was
the most seductive thing I’d ever seen. 


“From now on, Mitch, you’ll no longer be my
boyfriend,” she sneered. “You’ll just be my little sissy cuck and sex
toy.”  


 
















 


CHAPTER
6


 


I
woke up the next day, my head groggy and my thoughts all heavy like they were
being dragged through mud. I was pretty sure the previous day had all just been
a dream.


I must have knocked my head somewhere and fallen unconscious.
And I was dreaming. 


Of course it had all been a dream. 


There was no way I’d come home from work last
night only to witness Hailey having a laugh with her girlfriend and mocking me.
There was no way she’d uncovered my dark secret about masturbating in her
panties. And there was no way she was actually going to turn me into her
girly sissy sex toy for own perverted pleasure.


Like what?


I turned to my side, gliding my hand through the
cold, empty bedspread on my left. 


Hailey normally slept in, but today, the
apartment was eerily quiet.


As my head cleared, I got out of bed and walked
to the kitchen. I was hungry. I figured I could make some breakfast while I
waited for Hailey to come back. I blushed as I remembered last night’s orders.
I’d have to make something for both of us—and though that didn’t really do much
to change my routine (yet)—the fact that I was officially cooking as her sissy
made me a little nervous.


I really wanted to impress her.


So I buttered up some bread and toasted the
slices until they were golden, and whisked up some eggs. I scrambled them over
the stove. I also made some coffee—strong, black, and sugary, just the way
Hailey liked it. Then I got to work setting the table. I was carefully placing
folded up napkins on the table when I heard the front door being
unlocked. 


Hailey breezed in, both her arms covered in
shopping bag ties. She was sun-kissed and glowing. She was wearing a tight tank
top that was struggling to hold in the curve of her breasts, and pink short
shorts that revealed almost all of her thighs. 


“Ooh, I can see you’ve been busy, sissy, I like
that,” she said, happily inspecting her breakfast spread. 


I beamed at her. 


She dropped the bags on the kitchen table and
began to eat. 


“Well, like I promised, today’s going to be our
little celebration,” she said once she’d finished her plate. 


I was leaning against the kitchen counter when
she stood up and walked towards me.


She was looking at me with so much intensity I
just wanted to turn into dust.


“Well, before we get into things,” she said
coolly. “I have a few instructions for you. First things first, whenever I come
home, you’re going to greet me at the front door by curtsying. You know, like
how people do to Queen Elizabeth. Like this.” She curtsied for me to follow.


I tried my best to follow her motions. I doubted
I looked half as cute as she did.


“Good sissy,” she said, pleased. “And second, I’m
no longer Hailey to you. You’re going to address me as Your Royal Highness.
I’ll also accept ‘Your Highness’. The basic idea is that since you’re going to
treat me like royalty, my name should reflect that.”


“Your Royal Highness?” 


I couldn’t tell if she was being serious. 


“What do you think is so funny, Mitch?” Hailey
cocked an eyebrow up at me, her face still and deadly serious. “Do you think
any of this is funny? I think we established yesterday that I’m doing you a
favor by staying here. I could leave tonight if that’s what you want.”


“No!” I felt like a loser for literally begging
my girlfriend to stay with me. “That’s definitely not what I want.”


Hailey’s smirk made my cock twitch inside my
shorts. 


“Right,” she said. “So what are you going to call
me?”


“Your Royal Highness,” I said.


“Kneel down, sucker,” she ordered.


I kneeled down without question. My face was
level with her pussy nestled inside those tiny pink shorts. My own shorts
suddenly felt way too tight.


Hailey lifted one foot under my nose. Her dark
red toenails were just so perfectly sensual. There was a tan line emerging from
the outline of her flip flops. 


“Smell it,” she said.


I did. Her foot had a pleasant odor, of some kind
of moisturizing lotion mixed very lightly with a little sweat. 


“Kiss it,” she said.


I cupped her foot in my hand and gave it a soft
kiss.


Hailey laughed. She sounded a little breathless,
like this was turning her on. 


“Good job, sissy,” she said. 


Then, without warning, she pushed her foot into
the bulge of my shorts and pressed down hard. She began caressing my knob in
between her toes.


“Isn’t this what you want?” she whispered. “Isn’t
this what your pathetic inner sissy wanted all this time? To submit so fully to
your girlfriend that you lose your manhood in the process?”


“It’s what I need, Your Highness,” I said
quietly. My cock was aching now, thriving from the humiliation.


“Did you really think it was your pitiful
dicklette that kept me coming back to your place?” Hailey egged on. “No, I was
just using you Mitch. I was just using you.”


I almost whimpered. 


“What have I done to deserve you as a girlfriend,
Your Highness,” I said before I could stop myself. “I don’t deserve you.”


“Damn right,” Hailey said. “Great, now that we
have that out of the way…” 


She reached for the shopping bags and began
arranging the items for me to see on the kitchen counter.


“So since I’m starting a fabulous new job on
Monday,” she continued in a sugar-sweet voice. “I thought we’d increase your
sissy chores since you’ll be hanging around at the house a lot more, while I
go out and live life to the fullest. Hmmm?”


“Yes, Your Highness,” I agreed.


“You’ll have to clean and make my meals—as
usual—but you’re also going to help me shower every night. You’ll give me my
back scrub everyday without fail, and you’re also going to assist me in my
shaving and other girly grooming tasks. It’ll be a great way for me to train
you. Well?”


“Thank you, Your Highness,” I said. “What an
honor.”


“I’ve also bought some sexy little things for you
to wear while I receive the princess treatment,” Hailey said. 


She handed me one of the bags. It had pink tissue
paper coming out of it.


“In case you’ve had any skepticism about any of
this so far,” she said, her voice as slick as oil. “Let me spell things out for
you.”


I waited. My heart was beating so fast I was sure
it would explode out of me any second.


“From now on you’ll be a girl and my personal
sissy slave,” Hailey said. “And I want my sissy slave to be easy on the eyes.
So, that means no more facial hair—in fact, I don’t want to see any hair below
the neck. In the bag you’ll find your new sissy uniform, and I’ve also got you
razors, shaving gel, bubble bath, and all those nice things.”


I was floating. “Thank you, Your Highness.”


“Your skin will need to be nice and soft and
smooth,” she said. “And you’re also going to learn how to put on makeup. I’m
going to help you a little with it at first but you’ll be learning all the
skills too. I’d like to see you wear a slutty red lipstick all day.”


“Yes, Your Highness.”


Hailey made a face at me.


“Well? What are you waiting for? Go have a bath
and shave everything off. And I mean everything, sissy. I don’t want to see
your hairy ass or your hairy dicklette. And then we’re gonna get you into that
uniform.” She checked her watch and tapped on it impatiently. “I’m going out to
meet a friend soon and I don’t have long so you better hurry up.”


 
















 


CHAPTER
7


 


The
tub was steaming and bubbling by the time I got inside it. I waited until my
skin softened a little before I started shaving. I shaved my armpits for the
first time in my life, then I looked down at my hairy chest and stomach and
shaved those areas off too. I got out of the tub to get one of Hailey’s pocket
mirrors from the cabinet to get rid of the darker wisps off my butt and
asshole. 


Hailey was waiting for me once I stepped out of
the bathroom. From the moment I saw the ‘uniform’ she’d laid out for me, I was
on edge.


It was a slutty maid’s dress. 


“Mmm, I can’t wait to see what you look like
dressed as a sexy French maid,” Hailey murmured.


She helped me put the dress on. It was black and
made of smooth satin, extremely tight at the waist, with the tiniest, frilliest
apron stitched on its front. The top had built-in bra cups, which was just as
well since I didn’t have any tits to speak of. Its puffy doll sleeves were
lined with white lace, which I found pretty, but the skirt was so short that
the slightest of movements revealed my pasty cock and balls. They bounced
visibly with each step I took and Hailey found this incredibly amusing.


“No panties, Your Highness?” I asked.


Hailey shook her head. “Not yet, sissy. Women’s
panties are something you’ll have to earn.”


Ugh, walking around with my ding-ding out from
under a skirt was going to be beyond humiliating. I didn’t have the guts to
argue, though. 


Hailey sat me down in front of a mirror and put
some makeup on me. First it was blush and some strokes of eyeliner. At this
point I wasn’t so sure about the makeup as my face still looked ugly
and...manly...but as soon as she applied the red lipstick my whole face was
basically transformed. 


I could have passed for a woman...


My hair was brushed down and out of my forehead
before Hailey put on a wig. It was as black and shiny as the maid’s uniform,
and ended just above my shoulders. The wig was tucked in using bobby pins and
Hailey sprayed something on the wig that smelled faintly of lavender.


That was when she gave me the once-over and
laughed. 


She collapsed into a fit of giggles, with legit
tears streaming down her cheeks.


That pretty much crushed me. Did I really look
horrible even as a woman?


Then, when she saw I was being serious, she took
my hands in hers. I felt the warmth of her affection, and it roused my blood in
all kinds of ways. I felt so vulnerable, so weak. Like a stupid wimp. But her
liking for me meant everything.


But was I imagining it? I couldn’t be sure.


“What are you so afraid of Mitch?” she asked
softly, rubbing the small of my back. “Go on, you can tell me.”


“I don’t know, Your Highness,” I said, tasting
the salt of tears on my lips. “Now I’ve gone and ruined all my makeup.”


“Don’t you fucking worry about it,” Hailey said
fiercely. She reached a finger out, gently blocking the course of a fresh tear
to collect it. She placed the fingertip between my lips. “Taste this.”


I did.


“Do you know how lucky you are?” she whispered,
placing her hand on my cold ass this time and running her fingers up and down
my hairless skin. “Do you know how many closeted sissies out there would have loved
to switch places with you? So many married and committed men, scared out of
their wits, too cowardly to be truthful to their partners. But us? We’re a
perfect match.”


“You’re right, Your Highness,” I said. Then,
after a long silence I said: “I…I want this.”


Once those words were out of my mouth I
immediately felt like the giant rock I’d been holding up on my shoulders had
finally crumbled. To get lost in space forever. 


I was finally at peace, at being a guy who liked
wearing women’s clothes and living a life of servitude. 


“I’ve got to leave you here now,” Hailey said
brightly. “I’ll look forward to dinner and a squeaky clean home when I get
back. Oh, and I’d like the blankets warmed up before bedtime please.”


“You got it. Au revoir, Your Highness.”


“Oh, and if my sissy Misty does a really
good job, she might get a nice surprise reward before the end of the night.”


She winked before exiting the bedroom, leaving me
in a cloud of butterflies, happiness, and longing.
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Over
the next few days, Hailey began her new job at the PR firm. I began mine too,
becoming a personal sissy slave for Hailey. 


Each morning, I put on my frilly French maid’s
uniform and a bright red lip to do my household chores—everything from
vacuuming to dusting to cooking to doing the laundry. I became exceptionally
prompt with the dishes, making sure they were loaded into the dishwasher after
every meal and doing the rest by hand. 


What can I say—a good habit instilled in me
thanks to my Princess!


The only time I didn’t have to dress up was if I
had a work meeting at home, and of course if I had to go out in public. I
wasn’t sure I even needed that last exception because I was totally happy to
just stay at home—and by that I mean, really, truly happy to be in my apartment
all day without the need to socialize. 


Even though we were still in our early stages,
becoming a sissy maid slave was hands down the best decision I could’ve made
for our relationship. I think I felt happier—and ironically more secure—because
I finally had a purpose. Like I knew my place and my worth, and I didn’t have
to question it anymore. I didn’t have to put up the pretense that I was your
average male who craved social status and dominated every area of his life.


The thought had been strangely freeing.


Anyway, like I said, Hailey seemed to be thriving
in her new job. She’d come home and narrate bits and pieces from her day—and I
really got the feeling she was living life to the fullest, as a beautiful, sexy
woman like her should. 


She was also as smart as a whip. It took me a
little too long to realize that even though she kept talking about my sissy
rewards, they never fucking materialized!


She was just using those ‘sissy rewards’ like a carrot
on a stick, keeping me energized enough to keep doing all of the household
tasks. And it fucking worked. Jerking off while in my maid’s dress wasn’t even
satisfying anymore because I kept fantasizing about the next time I could do
anything sexual with her.


Hailey’s orders weren’t just limited to tasks for
her, by the way. She also had tasks for me—girly things for me to work on
when I wasn’t cleaning or doing office work. 


One of the big ones was learning how to walk in
heels. 


Hailey gave me three pairs of heels to play with:
the smallest one had a baby heel, maybe two inches at most, while the other one
was a whopper: maybe seven or eight inches. She asked me to draw a straight
line, with chalk, from one end of the apartment to the other. Then I had to
walk the line with objects on my head—a book, an apple, and finally a pen. The
pen practically killed me. Hailey said the exercise would really help develop
the muscles needed for catwalking like the slutty sissy maid slave I was.


And in all honesty...being all dolled up for
Hailey had been a kind of thrill I never could have imagined. Even though I was
still battling to figure out if her feelings for me were real, one thing was
clear: she loved me in a dress and makeup! I’d just strut around her, in
my short dress and heels, with my pasty white clitty exposed, and sometimes I
could see she couldn’t tear her eyes away from my body.


And, wow, she would make so much fun of me!
















 


CHAPTER
9


 


“Princess
Hailey would like her asshole licked.”


I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. 


My girlfriend was naked on a pink bedspread, her
ass out and wide open to invite me in. The sight of her bare body with a hint
of smooth, soft pussy was making me salivate. I just stared at it in wonder,
noticing how her ass was shaped like two round porcelain hills. 


Here it was. My first reward with Hailey, after
what had been a stupidly long wait. 


I’d been denied of touching her body sexually for
so long that I didn’t even know where to begin. I just stood there, my
breathing becoming more and more erratic.


“What are you waiting for, Misty?” she asked in a
sultry voice. She slapped her ass, making it jiggle. “Ready to taste the
world’s sweetest cupcake?”


“I just lost myself to your vision, Your
Highness,” I admitted. “You look like a true princess. I’d be honored to lick
your asshole.” 


“Well, I’d like you to put your words where that
sissy tongue is,” she said, perking her ass up even higher. “Don’t keep me
waiting. I’ve had a long fucking day.”


It was a Friday, and despite being kind enough to
grant me my first sexual reward, Hailey wasn’t really in the best of moods.
Since she’d come home from work, she’d huffed and puffed over how stressful her
day at the office had been. Just looking at her all unhappy made me incredibly
anxious; my job, after all, was to pamper her and make her feel good—at any
cost. Her being stressed out was a reminder I wasn’t doing a good job of it at
all. 


I just desperately wanted to please her. 


So I climbed on top of the bed. My own ass was
inevitably exposed under my maid’s skirt—but of course no one was there to
witness that. 


I kissed her ass first, as a sign of respect. I
explored her crack a little with my tongue, trying to get her worked up. That
first lick was mind-bendingly good. Her ass smelled amazing.


Hailey giggled and said it tickled. “Keep going,
sissy.”


I took that as encouragement. 


I slicked my tongue over her asshole before
gently pushing it inside. I buried it in as deep as it would go and began to
twirl it around and around, trying to wipe her insides with my wetness. 


Hailey moaned.


The more I licked, the more I could feel her back
door expanding, allowing a few more millimeters of my tongue to glide in. The
heat of her pussy, hot and thick with her juices, teased me like a cruel snare.


I knew it was out of bounds for now.  


I wanted to be patient. I wanted to be a good
sissy. But damn it, the ass eating was driving me fucking wild. I began to
fantasize about intercourse. I imagined pounding her ass until I burst like a
waterfall inside her, releasing my dirty cummies into her beautiful core.


My sissy clit was rock hard now.


“Bring me to orgasm,” Hailey ordered.


I gasped. “Of course, Your Highness,” I
said. 


I slowly slithered one trembling finger into her pussy. 
It was wet, so wet. I pulled that finger out, letting the momentum build a bit
before reaching out to caress her clit. 


Hailey moaned, a deep guttural animalistic moan.
There was nothing princess-like about it now. 


“Oh fuck yeah, sissy, get me nice and wet, you
slut. Don’t you dare fucking stop,” she growled.


As I tended to her clit with one hand, I dipped
my fingers back into the soft cream of her pussy. Her scent was stronger than
ever now, sweaty and briny and full of sexy possibilities. Hailey began to rub
her nipples and buck up and down to further stimulate herself. 


With one hand buried inside her pussy, I dunked a
finger from my other hand into her anus, pumping them both in and out, in and
out, building up speed.


Hailey uttered a sinful groan, one that could’ve
made me orgasm then and there if I hadn’t been so focused on pleasuring her.


She grunted and squealed as she rode my fingers,
her insides clenching hard around them. And then her body heaved and shook in
one marvelously fluid motion, her thighs shaking with frenzy.


I still didn’t let go as she came. I was pumping
intensely, feeling the thock thock thock of her orgasm squish down on my
fingers. She kept cumming, still squealing, getting wetter and wetter, until
she gave a sigh and finally turned over.


She smiled at me with satisfied eyes. 


“I’d like to see you lick those, Misty,” she
said. “My ass and pussy secretions. And I’d like to see you enjoy it.”


I brought my sticky fingers up to my lips. I
tasted my Princess. She was salty and sweet, hot and musky. 


“Mmm,” I whispered. “Like honey.”


Was this what heaven was like?


“Nice,” she said. “Now it’s your turn.”


“Wait, w-what?” I stuttered.


She laughed at my confusion. “Ass out for me,
sissy. Now.”


I clambered up the bed, scooting out my ass for
her to see. Hailey’s fascination with my behind had been evident since I’d been
christened as a sissy. It was part of the reason she had me walking around in
the world’s shortest skirt with my cheeks practically exposed.


Now, she poked and prodded it, and I let out a
feminine giggle. 


Hailey snapped open a bottle of baby oil and
slathered it up and down my crack. Her finger slid inside my hole, almost too
smoothly. The stretching felt good. I started to moan.


“You want more, sissy?” Hailey breathed. “You
want to be fucked hard in the ass, don’t you?”


“Oh god,” I whimpered, suddenly shy.


Hailey spanked me. 


“Admit it, sissy! You’re not a man. You want your
ass stuffed like a cunt! Say that out loud!”


I moaned and confessed my forbidden desires. Not
only did I want to feel that fullness inside of me, I wanted Hailey to witness
my emasculation, spurring it on, until I was reduced to nothing but a pathetic,
whimpering, butt-slut.


“Fuck me harder, Your Highness,” I moaned. “Fuck
me like the dirty sissy slave I am…”


Hailey reached underneath me to fondle my swollen
balls while she finger-fucked me. I cried out in sweet, sweet ecstasy. My mind
was going deeper and deeper into places I never would’ve dared to dream of
before. I was losing control. 


“I’m doing this for you since you gave me a
really good orgasm, Misty,” Hailey said affectionately. “But this is going to
be a one-off for you, sissy. Don’t expect me to make you cum all the time.”


“Yes, Your Highness,” I said, practically out of
breath now. “I have to say this is amazing. Jerking off just doesn’t do it for
me anymore.”


“What did you say?”


I swiveled around. It took one look at Hailey’s
face to know I made a terrible mistake. 


“I trusted you, Misty,” she said, her nostrils
flaring. 


I stared at my beautiful naked Princess, who was
in such a good mood just seconds before. 


“How dare you fucking insult me by milking your
disgusting dicklette behind my back,” she spat. “And here I thought you were
actually being a good sissy!”


My heart practically jumped up to my throat. I
could feel my pits start to sweat.


I shouldn’t have said that...


Hailey clicked her tongue. “Well, well, well,”
she said. “We’ve got to make sure sissy Misty isn’t naughty again.”


She suddenly went back to probing my ass with her
fingers. I was really close to cumming, but somehow now I didn’t want to. The
cold oil being massaged into my puckered hole didn’t do much to soothe me. I
felt her fingertips vigorously rub my taint, which made a gush of unbearable
pleasure ride through me. And then I felt her slippery fingers squeeze my cock
hard. 


I let out a ladylike shriek as I came, spurting
ropes right into her hand. 


She milked out every last drop before reaching
forward and smearing the cum all over my face.


I felt ruined. I was ashamed that I’d cum,
especially since I was just staring back at her while smelling my own cum on
me. 


“I’ll be back,” Hailey said icily. “Don’t move an
inch.”


I just lay there frozen with cum on my face until
she walked back. The first thing I saw was a pair of panties, nude ones with a
white frill at the top. My heart skipped a beat. 


That was when I noticed the shiny steel cage
hidden in her palm. 


“What’s that, Your Highness?” I asked, even
though deep down I knew exactly what my punishment would be.


“I’ve been waiting to unleash this on you,”
Hailey said. “Naughty sissies deserve to be locked up. Now stand the fuck
up.” 


She took hold of my flaccid cock. A steel ring
went around the back of my balls and up the base of my cock. With some kind of
plastic pin, she then secured the steel cage followed by a closure. I stared
horrified as she pushed through a padlock and snapped the whole thing
shut. 


My cock. I couldn’t even touch it now. Let alone jerk
off.


“Right, Misty,” she said, twirling a key hanging from
her necklace to make sure I saw it. “It’s time for my bath and back scrub. Run
the water and call me once you’re ready.”


She laughed. One thing was for sure: she was
loving the control she had over me a little too much. 


 
















 


CHAPTER
10


 


What
had I been reduced to? 


A pathetic, panty-wearing, locked up sissy maid,
that’s what.


And it was all my fault.


I didn’t have much time to wallow in my
predicament, though, because Saturday evening eventually rolled around. It was
time for our double date with Travis and his girlfriend.


I didn’t even really want to go, but Hailey
reminded me we hadn’t gone out much since she moved in. 


“Besides, you’ve talked so much about Travis, at
this point I’m convinced he’s your imaginary friend,” she said. 


So I wore a nice oversized Dead Kennedys T-shirt
and paired it with some loose cargo pants, as Hailey insisted I’d need to wear
my panties and she definitely wasn’t planning on removing my chastity cage just
for the outing. 


I watched as Hailey slipped into a tight dress,
the same black dress she’d worn the day she’d gone out to the bar with her
friends. Her butt cheeks, uncontained because of her thong, looked lovely and
her peaches and cream cleavage burst valiantly above the cutout. 


She looked fine as hell. 


We headed to the restaurant. It was a seafood
place at the west end of town. Travis and his new girlfriend were already there
by the time we went in, seated at a booth towards the front. He saw me and
waved me over.


“What’s up, man!” he said, giving me a fist bump.


“You look good, man,” I said.


It was true. Since I’d least seen him, Travis had
sprouted a few more muscles and he looked tighter than ever. His close-cropped
curly hair had been dyed blond which made his coco-brown skin stand out like a
fine artist’s portrait. His stubbled jawline reminded me of Kelly Oubre.


I saw his eyes instantly widen when he saw
Hailey. 


“Hey,” he said, nodding at her. “It’s nice to
finally meet you.”


“Likewise,” she said, smiling. 


“I’d like you to meet Sarah,” he said, motioning
to the girl sitting next to him. 


Unfortunately, Sarah looked like she didn’t want
to be there. She had piercings on both of her eyebrows and her mouth flew open
to reveal a gap-toothed smile. 


Poor guy, I thought. Travis was still peddling well below
his league. 


While waiting for our food, he rapped on a glass
for attention. 


“So, I have an announcement to make,” he said. “I
got a promotion at work.”


“No fucking way!” I said, delighted at the news.
“That’s awesome.”


Travis had been eyeing for a promotion for years.
The fact that he got it meant that things were finally looking up for
him. 


“What do you do?” Hailey asked.


“I’m in construction,” he said smoothly. “Can’t
you tell?” He flexed his arms. 


Hailey giggled. “I’ve always wanted to date a guy
in construction.”


“Unfortunately it’s not quite as sexy as you
think,” he said, giving a wink. “I’m just in project management.”


“Jeez, Hailey, you could’ve told me you were into
guys in construction,” I said, elbowing her. “I can get pretty frisky
with my sledgehammer.”


No one laughed. 


I could feel Hailey staring at Travis. He
nonchalantly licked his lips. 


I began attacking the bread sticks.


“So, Mitch tells me you started a new job,”
Travis said. 


“Yeah,” Hailey said. “It’s pretty good so far,
but the onboarding hasn’t exactly been easy. But at least I don’t have to worry
about other stuff too much. Since Mitch basically does everything else for me.”


I reddened. I could see Travis’ girlfriend giving
me a curious look. 


“You’re lucky to have Mitch. He’s a cool dude,”
Travis said cheerily.


“Mhmm, I’m so lucky…” Hailey sang. 


Her fingers were suddenly rubbing on my crotch,
underneath the table. She gave it a squeeze, running her fingertips along the
ridges of my cage. 


I started sweating. She was probably enjoying me
squirm. 


As we ate, I noticed Travis was cracking a lot of
jokes. More than I’d known him to crack. He was apparently in a goofy mood
today, but what irked me was that he seemed to be paying more attention to
Hailey than his own date.


Even worse, Hailey was playing right along with
it. She was laughing at every joke and was generally very giggly. 


“Don’t you notice something different about
Mitch, Travis?” Hailey said in the middle of dessert.


Travis gave me the once-over. “Now that you
mention it. Something looks different.”


“What?” I muttered.


Could he see through my pants or something?


“Wait,” Travis said. “Man, did you shave your arms?”


“Oh shit,” Sarah butted in. “He has.”


“Um,” I said, my cheeks flushing. “It’s hot these
days. Don’t judge.”


Travis hooted with laughter. “I’ll let you in on
a secret. I shave my junk. Everything. Tried it once and it made everything so
much more sensitive. Not to mention, things down there look bigger as well.”


Sarah giggled and elbowed him. “Travis!”


He stared at Hailey and winked. It was a wink
that said a thousand words.


I could feel the pull between two of them, like a
fucking magnet.


“That’s so hot! I’ve heard how shaving can make
things so much better for guys. Unfortunately, Mitch can’t really test that out
these days because...well, how shall I put it...it’s out of service.”
She looked at me innocently. 


That did it.


“Hailey,” I said with gritted teeth. “Could I
have a word?”


“Why?” she said, unamused.


I poked her elbow. “Now.”


Outside the restaurant, Hailey appeared
completely disinterested in what I had to say.


“So what was all that about?” I asked.


“What?” she said, shrugging. 


“Are you flirting with Travis?”


“I mean, I’m not blind. The guy’s hot,” Hailey
said, her voice suddenly lowering into a husky whisper. 


An image of Travis pinning my girlfriend against
the bed and aggressively fucking her flashed through my mind. My girlfriend
moaning in agony and screaming about how amazing his massive black cock felt
thumping against her dripping wet pussy walls.


I could feel the jealousy bubbling up from inside
me, hot and sour. 


And what was worse, my cock was stretching tight
within its cage. Despite being weird and uncomfortable, my steel prison seemed
to be doing nothing but making me hornier at times it was the most awkward.


“I’m sorry, but that’s my buddy. He’s off
limits,” I said finally, trying my hardest to distract myself from my nether
regions. 


Hailey giggled. “Seems like you like him more
than I do, sissy.”


I fake barfed. She laughed and punched me
playfully.


“Chill, Misty,” she said. “You have
nothing to worry about.” She leaned forward and kissed me. 


“Hmm. Alright. I believe you,” I whispered,
kissing her back.


We went back inside, but I was in another world
for the rest of the date.


I couldn’t wait to drag Hailey away and it would
just be me and her again.
















 


CHAPTER
11


 


Life
thankfully returned to normal after that night. 


Or, as normal as things could be at home,
considering I was still being dressed up as a sissy maid and bossed around by
my sexy girlfriend with zero access to any self-pleasuring. 


Hailey went to work as usual while I stayed at
home, did my chores and devoted myself to my sissy tasks. 


Let’s just say I became really good at
strutting around in high heels. And after a ton of playing around with makeup,
a killer red lip with a clean cat liner on the eyes quickly became my go-to
look.


But while things seemed fine on the surface, I
just couldn’t shake off the feeling that our double date with Travis had
affected Hailey. 


The biggest clue was that her interest in my body
had waned. The booty slaps and catcalls had practically dwindled down to
nothing—even when I’d prance around her with my maid’s skirt twirling in
circles to show off my tiny panties. 


I began to suspect that she was thinking about
other guys. 


Hailey would never cheat on me. I knew that. But
still, thinking and fantasizing didn’t count for nothing…especially if
what was on her mind was a very specific hairless, big black cock…


These thoughts and suspicions began to ravage me
like a violent fever, taking over my body until I had no choice but to succumb
to it. Was Hailey somehow secretly masturbating thinking about Travis? Was he
jerking off fantasizing about fucking her? He had to be. Sometimes I’d wake
up in the middle of the night, reeling from having vivid dreams about them
kissing and fucking, my cock hurting from being squeezed tight in that steel
cage.


One day, however, things took a turn for the
better. I’d been such a good sissy, Hailey gifted me a breast pump! 


“If you use this every night, your baby breasts
will begin to grow,” she said brightly. “Within a few weeks you’ll find
yourselves filling out those bra cups nicely and naturally.”


I used that breast pump with incredible care and
devotion. They would leave my chest sore and tingling, my nipples feeling
heavy, stretched out, and way more sensitive. It wasn’t exactly painful and
even somewhat pleasant. But the best part was I could see a difference and it
definitely wasn’t my imagination. 


I guess it was this task that really cemented my
identity as a sissy. All the self-doubt I’d had building over the past few days
literally disappeared overnight. Each time I put on my maid’s dress was now a
thrilling experience, because I could actually see the results! Even when I
looked down during my shower I could see two small mounds developing, and I was
so excited I could have my two own personal breasts soon. 


Hailey’s interest in my body seemed to have come
back too, because of my new titties. She would ask me to service her pussy and
asshole orally once in a while, and then she would take the liberty to fuck me
in the ass with her fingers while she played with my ‘sexy little pearls’, as
she would call them. 


***


A few days later, Hailey dropped yet another
bombshell.


I greeted her that evening by curtsying, gave her
an evening snack I’d prepped for earlier, and helped her in the shower. She was
in a good mood, which made me feel relaxed. I scrubbed her back as she sighed
contentedly. 


After the shower, she lay down on the bed for me
to moisturize her body. 


“So, I’ve invited a few of my college friends
over tonight,” she said. “They’ll be here in about two hours or so.”


I stopped rubbing the strawberry-scented lotion
on her legs, my hands hovering in mid-air. “Do they all know about me, Your
Highness?” I said, awestruck.


“Of course they do.” Hailey smiled. “I told you
everyone does! So once you’re done helping me get dressed, Misty, you better
get ready yourself. You’ll need to get the drinks and snacks ready and answer
the door once they’re here.”


As soon as I finished applying lotion on her, I
helped her blow-dry her hair and get dressed. Then I jumped into the shower
myself. 


Minutes later I was slipping on a new lacy bra
and pink panties, both of which Hailey had wanted me to wear for tonight under
my maid’s uniform. 


My hands were shaking as I put on my makeup.
Small pinpricks of goosebumps were cropping up on my baby-smooth arms. 


I wanted to look perfect for Hailey and her
friends. 


When the doorbell rang, I almost felt like
throwing up. I’d never felt such performance anxiety in my life! Sashaying in
my heels, I tried my best to hold my head high as I answered the door. 


Two girls were standing there, both wearing
short, flashy outfits. The moment they saw me, they threw their heads back and
laughed.


“Hey! You must be Misty!” one of the girls said.


I recognized her high-pitched voice immediately.
It was the annoying girl Hailey had spoken to on a video call that day. The one
who’d been so eager to make fun of me and call me ‘unattractive’. 


Except, she was actually hot.


Smoking hot.


“I am, Misses,” I said politely while doing my
curtsy. 


“I’m Amber,” she said in her snooty voice.


“And I’m Kareena,” the second girl said. 


Hailey appeared from the bedroom. For some reason
she was smirking. 


“Oh, I see you guys have met Misty,” she said,
batting her thickly lashed eyes.


The girls giggled again.


As they made their way to the living room,
Kareena brushed her hand casually past my thigh. It made me shiver a little.
She was very pretty, with big, expressive eyes and a waterfall of dark, wavy
hair.


“You know, Hailey, I didn’t really want to
believe what you were telling me until I could see it with my own eyes,” Amber
said, settling down on our couch. “Have you really turned him into a
woman?”


“Yes, I have,” Hailey said coolly.


“How do we know for sure, though?” Amber said,
shifting her supermodel body towards where I was still standing, frozen in
place. She waved her white-tipped nails in my face. “For all I know he’s still
a man in a dress.”


“Don’t be rude, Amber,” Hailey snapped. “Look,
I’ll prove to you two chickens she’s a woman. Show our nice guests your
breasts, Misty.”


I whimpered a little, all of a sudden too shy to
do anything let alone pull up my maid’s dress.


“Go on, Misty, there’s no need to be shy,” Hailey
said. “Lift your dress all the way up, and you can lift those bra cups up too.”


She flopped down on the couch in between Amber
and Kareena as if she was getting ready to watch a movie.


The living room became quiet. I felt three pairs
of eyes on me, all excited to see my tits. I reached my hand down to pull at my
maid’s uniform. Drawing it all the way up, I could see their shocked faces as
they caught a glimpse of my panties. I yanked at the bra cups and all of a
sudden my breasts were exposed to these three hot college grads. 
















 


CHAPTER
12


 


“Whoa,”
Amber said, her mouth flying open. “Those are at least B cups.”


“She has enormous nipples,” Kareena commented.
“Fuck, they’re gigantic. I bet they’re bigger than mine!”


I smiled sheepishly.


“We have our secrets,” Hailey said, flashing them
a megawatt smile. “Misty, why don’t you bring out the wine and cheese, while
our guests make themselves comfy?”


“Of course, Your Highness,” I said. “I’ll be
right back.”


I heard the three girls chatting away as I
sashayed back to the kitchen. 


I was basking in the fact that Hailey was really
enjoying showing me off to her friends—she’d never acted like this all
throughout her college years, and I always thought she was kind of embarrassed
to tell her new friends about the nerdy, scrawny boyfriend she’d left behind in
her hometown. 


Not anymore, though. It seemed that everything
had changed for Hailey since I became her personal sissy. It made me feel
tingly inside. 


I served the wine and headed back to bring out
the giant charcuterie board filled with crackers, fruits, and a nice collection
of cheeses. There was awkward laughter as I entered the room again. I looked at
Hailey for a clue, but all she did was smirk back at me.


“So, Hailey told us you don’t have a functioning
pee-pee anymore,” Kareena piped up. “Only a clitoris.” 


“We’re all adults here,” Amber said, her
disapproving smile looking delightfully sinful. “We don’t say words like
pee-pee here. It’s cock.”


Kareena ignored her. “I don’t think we believe
Hailey. Not until we see it.” She giggled.


My cheeks went hot. I smoothed down my skirt reflexively.


What the heck was about to happen to me?


I glanced at Hailey, who nonchalantly swirled her
wine glass before taking a sip.


“Why don’t you remove your panties, Misty,” she
said very quietly.


I knew that look. She was staring at the way a
vulture would look at roadkill. 


My girlfriend was turned the fuck on. If I could just dip a
finger in between her thighs I was pretty sure I’d find it dripping wet.


That didn’t stop me from feeling a little
embarrassed and vulnerable, though. 


“Go on, Misty,” Amber said in a mocking
tone. “We don’t have all day. I want to see your little sissy clitty.”


My heart pounding, I lifted up the bottom of my
dress and pulled down my panties.


My dirty little secret was out. And it was
literally hanging.


I heard a gasp and a chortled laugh. Someone gave
out a little scream. 


“Oh my god, look at that knob! You were right!
It’s just about the size of a pea!”


I had no idea who even said that, because it felt
like my brain had malfunctioned for a few seconds. All I could do was lose
myself to the thundering rush of blood in my ears, and the utter shame of being
exposed as a sissy in chastity.


“Damn,” Amber said. “I don’t blame you for
turning him into a woman.”


“How do you get fucked though?” Kareena asked.
“Don’t you miss having an actual man’s cock inside you?”


“Well, I’m satisfied for now,” Hailey said,
smiling mischievously. “I’ve done a great job training my sissy maid
to...pleasure me.”


Amber pouted. “How do I get my man to give
me the princess treatment?”


“You know, if he ever loses his day job,” Kareena
said, popping a giant grape into her mouth. “You should rent him out. Like, a
sissy maid business. I’d hire Misty in a heartbeat to clean my home. And get
him to...uhm...pleasure me too.”


“It’s a her,” Hailey corrected. “And
I’ll send her out to you guys for free. As long as you guys cover the travel
expenses.” 


She stood up and touched my back, bringing her
hand down to secretly rub my butt. Her fingers were massaging through my crack.
Her cheeks were flushed practically crimson. 


I noticed a wet spot on the couch where she’d
sat. She’d been leaking out her sex juices this entire time.


Damn!


“In fact, Misty would be happy to give you all a
free trial,” Hailey said in a husky voice. 


“What’s her USP?” Kareena asked. Her eyes were
glassy, as if lost in a dream world.


“Well, she does lick assholes really well,”
Hailey said.


“We’d love to see,” the girls said in unison.


“We can do a demo. Who’s first?” Hailey said. She
turned to me. “On your knees, sissy.”


“I’d love to give it a try…” Kareena said shyly.
“I could do with a good release.”


Hailey smiled at her. “Misty won’t disappoint.”


Kareena spread herself out on the floor. Every
muscle in my body was stretched as tight as a rubber band as she undressed,
getting rid of her polka-dotted wrap dress and red bra. 


She had a fucking hot body. Her breasts were like
cantaloupes, generously plump and full. The soft round paunch of her tummy and
her wide hips and thighs made her beautifully curvy. I almost found myself lost
again as I gazed at her, in a total trance.


I was completely intimidated by this beautiful
woman’s body, whose every inch was so unfamiliar to me, but who was opening up
to me. But a part of me wanted to show off what a good lover I was.


I might be a sissy, but I was still a good
lover. 


Kareena tossed away her thong before settling
back and revealing her pussy. It was rosy pink and glistening. 


“Show me what you got, Misty,” she murmured.


I got into position, spreading her legs back up
and further apart before diving in between her ass cheeks. The dark warmth,
with just a hint of her perfume, embraced me. My heart raced as I began to
lick.  


“Oh god, that’s hot,” I heard Amber whisper.


Once I’d started licking I couldn’t stop. I
sucked and then swiveled my tongue right at her back entrance. Kareena
whimpered like a puppy. She was starting to let go. Her clenched hole relaxed
and I could bury my tongue inside it. The sweet and salty musk of her asshole
was intoxicating. 


“Eat my fucking pussy now!” she yelled
just seconds later.


I obeyed her immediately. I could hear the rustle
of clothes and the snapping of elastic behind me as I glided my tongue over her
clit. Someone was undressing. Kareena’s thighs squirmed as I slid my tongue
right into her pink pussy hole. 


Cold fingers pulled down on my panties and
spanked me from behind. I moaned right into Kareena’s pussy. 


“Don’t stop until she fucking cums, bitch!”
Hailey’s voice cut through to my ears.


I wasn’t planning on stopping. I held onto
Kareen’s thighs with all my strength as she moved and struggled against my
lipsticked mouth. Her cries grew louder and louder until her hips gave a violent
jerk as she came, her pussy gushing out juice into my mouth. 


“Oh my fucking god!” she gasped once she’d
recovered. “I can’t...I don’t…that was amazing!”


“I hope it was, Miss,” I said, wiping my lips
with a napkin as demurely as I could. Traces of whatever lipstick left on me
made a reddish smudge on the napkin. 


“It’s my turn now,” came a snooty voice. Amber.


I turned my head, expecting to see her naked,
maybe on the couch with her legs spread eagle for me. 


But she wasn’t. 


She had stripped down to her just her bra, which
she unclasped swiftly and threw out of her way. But jutting out of her was a
frighteningly long pole, a fake black cock that was strapped onto her waist. It
dipped up and down a little as she spoke. 


“Your dirty sissy tongue’s not going anywhere
near my pussy or ass,” she snarled. “You’ll never get to taste a
hottie like me. That’s for real men, not for weirdo femboys like you. Got it?”


“Understood, Miss,” I whispered, struggling to
keep up with my professional demeanor. My eyes were suddenly hot and stinging.


“Good. So instead, I’m going to use your sissy
pussy to pleasure myself today,” she said. “That’s right, slut, I’m going to
crush your cunt today. Now get into position with that ass up and open for me.”
















 


CHAPTER
13


 


“You’re...you’re
going to fuck me, Miss?” I whimpered into the sudden silence enveloping the
room. 


I suddenly felt extremely vulnerable. My eyes
were puffing up and my chin trembled. Shamefully, I was also getting
aroused. 


Hailey wrapped a soothing arm around my shoulder.
Her breath, tainted with the sharp, sweet scent of wine, warmed the side of my
neck as she whispered: “Make me proud.”


That gave me the boost I needed. I knew that
being a sissy, this was what I was ultimately destined to do. Giving up my body
for other people’s pleasure. Their dark, forbidden, taboo pleasures. 


And with Hailey egging me on, I knew right now
she wanted nothing more than to see me cruelly used by her friends. 


But somehow...somehow this felt right.


“Let’s get you spreading those cheeks wiiiide
open, slave,” Amber cooed. “I want to see your tight pretty hole as I destroy
it.”


I removed my panties and bent forward, doing
exactly as I was told. Hailey came over and lovingly stuffed the panties into
my mouth.


“There,” she said. “She’s all ready for you,
Amber.”


I gritted my teeth against the stuffed underwear
to stop them from rattling as my ass was probed with lube. The blast of
air-conditioning from the vents was hitting the small of my back, making me
freeze like an ice cube. 


The fleshy dildo grazed my crack and I felt that
initial tingle of resistance as it pushed past my sissy sphincter. I released
by breath and my hole relaxed, allowing Amber’s penis to slide in
deeper...deeper... 


There were shocked gasps from my audience. The
thought of three girls seeing my wrinkled little asshole being abused made my
cock press painfully against my chastity cage. 


Jesus, I need a release. NOW. 


My butt muscles jolted inward, which did nothing
but cause the dildo to get further thrusted inside my ass. 


Amber squealed with excitement as she began to
fuck me mercilessly. She was unleashing all her hot girl rage onto me, and my
butt was nothing but her punching bag. 


“Open up, faggot!” she howled. “Isn’t it so fucking
embarrassing how my cock is bigger than yours? I know you want this cock up
your sissy pussy. You’re nothing but a pathetic, cock-loving sissy cum dump slut!”


“Please go slower, Miss,” I begged.
“Please...please…”


The squeezing pain shot up my cock as I tried my
best not to give in to her taunts. But in my feverish state of arousal, the
panties stuffed in my mouth transformed into a penis. I was being fucked from
the front and the back...like a true sissy cock slave.


“Yesss! I’m cumming, bitch!” Amber screamed as she
rammed that dildo in me for one last time.


“It’s my turn next!” I heard Kareena say with
gusto.


“Haha, I don’t mind going last,” Hailey was
saying. 


My makeup was sliding off my face as the tears
flowed down. My wig was probably a tangled mess. My throat felt hot and closed
up. As three fired-up women took their turns violating my ass, the room just
became a mangled mix of pussy odor, body sweat, ass sweat, and overly feminine
fragrances. 


By the time it was my girlfriend fucking me, both
Kareena and Amber came around to reach under my dress and bra cups to play with
my breasts. They squeezed and pulled at my nipples. Hard and erect, they sent
pulsing stings of pressure up my chest. 


Hailey was swiveling that dildo right up across
my prostate, and fast, so that I had zero time to recover. That faint
need to pee, becoming more and more overwhelming by the second, had my legs
quivering like Jell-O.


Oh no. Here comes the release, I thought frantically.


I saw fireworks. I spasmed. A loose river of cum
began to spurt out of my chastised cock, soaking the carpet beneath. 


Laughter immediately erupted from behind
me. 


“Oh you pitiful worm, I can’t believe you came
while in chastity! How pathetic!”


“Look at the limp dick go! Holy shit!”


“Can’t believe he orgasmed while wearing a
fucking dress and while being fucked in the ass…”


I couldn’t even make out who said what. The next
thing I knew, someone pushed my head into the floor and commanded: “Let’s see
you eat all of your filth up, sucker.”


I let the panties fall out of my mouth before I
began to lap up the dirty carpet. Pieces of dirt, lint, and dust stuck to my
tongue as I siphoned my cum out the best I could.


And all the while, the insults continued.
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That
night, I drifted off into the best sleep I had in a long time. No bad dreams,
no waking up with my cock aching so tight against the cage that it hurt. I
enjoyed this blissful state of slumber for several nights before the feverish
sexual dreams started up again.


But this time, I was dreaming of cocks.


That’s right. Big flabby penises, as thick as
elephant trunks, encroached on my dreams, filling me up with an intense urge to
push them one by one inside my mouth. I was plagued with this powerful desire
to know what it felt like to have a real cock throbbing down my throat,
sucking it until it splooged nastily inside me, and I could taste every drop.


I think the dreams signaled a big change in me,
psychologically speaking. 


The thing was, after her friends came over,
Hailey became obsessed with my body again. She’d peg me with her strap-on at
least once every three or four days, and she played with my swelling breasts as
she railed me from behind. I gave her big wet blowjobs while she humiliated me,
rubbing it in how her cock was so much bigger and better than mine. 


This got to me so much that one night, after
she’d finished, I got down on my knees, took her hands in mine and just sobbed.


“I know I’m depriving you, Your Highness,” I
cried. “I can’t give you that satisfaction the way normal males can. I know you
want it. You need it. It’s okay. You can get it from somewhere else. I won’t be
hurt.”


My Princess looked down at my dripping tears and
brushed each one off. “Don’t be silly, Misty. I would never cheat on you.”


“I won’t be hurt,” I said. “I mean it.
Just...just don’t tell me.”


And then I confessed to her about my dreams. How
several nights in a row I’d woken up to the image of several mammoth cocks
being drilled down my throat. I just couldn’t hold in my shame any longer.


When I looked up, to my shock, Hailey was smiling
again. 


“Wow, I think...I think since you’ve been
worshipping my cock it’s starting to generalize to all kinds of cocks,” she
said. “But see. Brains don’t work quite like that, so you must’ve been a sissy
from birth. Nature and nurture and all that.”


Hailey was so fucking smart I knew every word of
that was true.


The fact that I’d been a sissy right out of the
womb became more and more evident as days passed. The boundaries between my
private life with Hailey and my public life as ‘Mitch’ was becoming blurred. It
just wasn’t about dress-up or fun sex treats anymore, I was living it,
breathing it, thinking about it 24/7. I started to become suspicious that
others could see I was speaking in a more feminine way, growing breasts, and
wearing panties and bras on the regular, and even when I was called into the
office I made up excuses not to go. 


I’d also been avoiding Travis. Unfortunately, the
more I tried to ignore his texts and calls, the more he kept trying to get in
touch with me. Once, I took his call by accident and answered with my sissy
voice.  


“What the fuck? Who’s this?” I could sense his
confusion at my girly voice.


“Oh...it’s no-one,” I whispered and hung up
before he could say anything else.


I knew that one day I’d have to tell him about my
‘transformation’. But for now there was no way I’d let him find out just how
far off the deep end I’d gone.


***


That Friday, I was dusting the living room in
time for Hailey’s return from work when I heard the doorbell ring.


I set my feather duster on the coffee table and
glanced at the clock. Four-thirty? Hailey usually came home past
six. 


I peeked through the peephole and saw that it
really was Hailey.


“Good evening, Your Highness,” I chirped and curtsied
as I opened the door. “I wasn’t expecting you so early! I haven’t even got your
evening snack ready!”


Hailey brushed me off and stepped inside. In her
arms was a massive gift box tied up with glossy pink ribbons.


“Come into the bedroom quick,” she said
curtly. 


I galloped behind her in my super-high stilettos,
wondering what was going on. 


In the bedroom, Hailey asked me to help her strip
down to her bra and panties. Then she put on a nice silky robe and smiled.


“Misty, don’t tell me you forgot what today is!”
she said with a disapproving look.


I felt faint. Had I forgotten something? Was I
about to get punished?


Hailey leaned forward and gave me a kiss on the
cheek. “Babe, it’s my one-month trial. It’s up.”


“Oh my god!” I yelped.  


I couldn’t believe I’d forgotten. The days had
just gone by so fast. 


“I think over the past few weeks you’ve done
amazingly well as my sissy maid slave,” Hailey continued. “In fact, you might
have just exceeded my expectations.”


I released the breath I’d been holding. Relief
flooded through me, warming up every muscle in my body. I’d been terrified
about what she was going to say. 


“So I’ve made up my mind. I’ll be officially
moving in with you, Misty.” Hailey placed the gift box on our bed and began
pulling at the pink ribbons. “I’m hoping this arrangement will be permanent,
but I wanted to hear your thoughts. How has the experience been for you?”


I choked up. Every doubt and uncertainty I’d had
about our relationship melted away in an instant. I gazed at her huge, beautiful
eyes, feeling like the luckiest person in the world.


“I...you have no idea how happy you make me, Your
Highness,” I said. “I love you. I’d be as happy as a clam if it means I get to
be your sissy maid for the rest of my humble life.”


Hailey laughed. It was amazing to see that her
face looked much more relaxed too after what I’d said. As if she really cared
about what I felt. 


“Awesome,” she said. “I’m so glad we’re on the
same page, Misty.” She lifted the lid of the box and handed it over to me. “This
is for you. For your one-month sissy anniversary.”


“Holy shit,” I whispered, staring down at the
contents.


 
















 


CHAPTER
15


 


Hailey’s
gift to me was probably the tiniest, sheerest, sluttiest maid’s uniform on
earth. The top was a sheer bralette, with a few silver ruffles tapered down the
front, ensuring the wearer’s nipples would definitely be visible. The bottom
was just a sheer tie-around ‘skirt’ and an apron—so short it probably wouldn’t
reach the bottom of my hips, let alone cover my ass. There was a tiny black
g-string with an accompanying lacy garter belt. A silver frilly maid’s cap
completed the look. 


“Isn’t this just perfect for summer? But wait,
there’s more,” Hailey murmured from behind me.


And there was. Peeking out from the bottom of the
dress was another shiny, gift-wrapped box. I ripped it open to see the outer
container of a brand-new steel chastity cage.


Except, this one was a little different.


The picture on the front showed a cage fitted
with internal spikes. They looked like thick screws, shiny and menacing, their
pointed ends seemingly as sharp as razor blades. 


It took me a minute to understand why exactly the
screws were there.


“Holy shit!” I cried out for the second time.


“Since I’m now confident you can cum without
needing to unlock your chastity cage, I thought we should graduate you into a
more womanly one,” Hailey said. “What do you think?”


“I...I have no idea, Your Highness,” I
sputtered. 


All I could think of was the utter agony of
having an erection while I was locked inside that torture device…


“Relax. You’ll just need a little time to
get used to it,” Hailey said brightly. “Now, I thought we should celebrate
tonight! I’ve already ordered pizza. It should be here any minute now...but
until then, I’d love for you to dress up in your new uniform. We’ll put your
new cage on, but not until we get a little frisky first.” She winked. “To tell
you the truth, I feel I really need a cock inside me tonight.”


“Uuunnnhhh?”


The sound that had escaped from my mouth was a
total brain fart. I think my brain really did malfunction right then. The
thought of not only being released from the confines of chastity after the longest
time, but also the temptation of having actual penetrative sex be on the
menu tonight made me feel woozy.


Absolute best one-month sissy anniversary. Ever.


“Let me go open up that bottle of Pinot Noir
while you get undressed,” Hailey said, her voice raspy and slightly breathless.


She came back a minute later carrying the bottle
and two glasses. 


“Come here, let me remove your chastity.”


I held my breath as she removed the key from her
necklace and unlocked my cock cage. I stared at it as it slid off into her
hands. I was free. I felt light and incredible, knowing I truly earned this.


While Hailey sat back enjoying her first glass of
wine, I got naked, put on my new g-string, and followed her instructions on how
to wear the garter belt and stockings. Then I slipped on the teeny tiny skirt.


“Twirl for me, sissy!” Hailey said.


I gave her a twirl along with a generous flash of
my butt cheeks. I already felt so sexy in just a skirt and garter with my boobs
hanging out.


“Mmm, how are you so hot?” Hailey had that hungry
faraway look in her eyes again. I started to shimmy my chest back and forth
like a belly dancer when the doorbell rang.


“Oh, that’s the pizza. I’ll get it,” she said.
“You finish dressing up, Little Miss Sexy!”


When she was gone, I slipped on the bralette,
taking care not to rip the flimsy thing open while I put it on. Standing in
front of our mirror, I tried my best to tie up the straps behind my back for a
good enough fit. My big puffy nipples were definitely on show, although the bra
was a tad loose in the front.


Nothing a little more pumping can’t fix, I thought
dreamily. 


I was already so horny. I positioned the maid’s
cap on top of my wig, almost tingling with anticipation at the thought having
some good ol’ sex with Hailey. Hopefully the headboard could take it tonight!


I was ready to skip back to the front door to
show off my outfit to Hailey—and maybe even flash the pizza delivery guy while
I was at it. I stopped, though, when I heard someone say my name.


“Uh, no, I just got my car fixed. I wanted to
stop by to talk to Mitch. Is he in?”


“You mean Misty? Yes, she’s in.”


“Who’s Misty?”


There was a giggle. “Never mind that. Travis, we
were just about to dig into some pizza. Care to join us?”


“Uh, I guess. Yeah, sure. Why not?”


Travis. 


The realization made me go cold. I felt a shiver
begin and snake its way steadily through my body, making me skittish all the
way from my toes up to the top of my head.


“Well then don’t just stand there!” Hailey
sounded really perky. “Come on in. Misty? Misty! Your friend Travis is
here!”


I heard the sound of footsteps beelining straight
for the bedroom. 


I tensed up, frozen in place in my naughty sissy
dress that covered fuck all. I just couldn’t move. 


I saw Hailey almost flowing towards me in her
silk robe, with my good friend bumbling behind her, his head more than a foot
taller than hers. 


I wanted to cry out, to scream. But I just bit my
tongue. The look of utter horror that dawned on Travis’ face as he entered the
room was enough to make me go mute. His mouth dropped open, his hands flying up
to hide his eyes.


“Whoaaaaa, what the heck is going on here man?”
he hollered.


“Don’t be scared, Travis,” Hailey said breezily.
She clutched my shivering hand and squeezed it tight. “It’s still Mitch. She
just...looks a little different. You like?”


Travis brought his hands down at Hailey’s
reassurance and his eyes wavered down to my chest. “Damn, Mitch. I had no idea
you got those massive bazookas on you!”


Everyone burst out laughing, including me. 


I smiled at him, a little embarrassed but
suddenly much more at ease. “It took a lot of discipline and pumping, I’ll tell
you that. It’s like going to the gym, except of course I’m working different
muscles.”


Travis kept staring at my chest, his eyes zeroing
in on my inflated nipples and areolas. “I need to sit down,” he said after a
while, looking a little fazed. He stooped down on the wingback chair next to
the window. 


“Misty, why don’t you bring him a cool glass of
water?” Hailey said. She kneeled down in front of him and placed a concerned
hand on his forehead. As she did, her robe unraveled a bit, showing off a
ribbon of skin and lace. Travis was pretending like he didn’t notice, but I
noticed his eyes flash up and down for a quick look. 


“Are you okay?” Hailey asked. “You’re a little
hot.”


I left them and marched to the kitchen. As I
poured water from the pitcher, a pang of jealousy soared through me. I swore,
my face suddenly burning. 


Why did my friend have to be so fucking
good-looking? It was just my luck.


As I headed back to the bedroom, I forced myself
to bite my tongue once again and plastered a smile on my face. 


“So what brought you here, Travis?” Hailey asked,
handing him the glass of water.


“I needed to talk to Mitch...I mean, Misty. But
he’s been avoiding me.” He looked straight ahead, avoiding making contact with
my eyes. “I just wanted to let him know that me and Sarah broke it off.”


“Oh. That sucks. I’m sorry, man,” I mumbled.


“Poor Travis,” Hailey said softly. She rubbed her
fingers through his bristly hair. “I personally thought you were too good for
her.”


He stared at her, obviously not expecting that.
“Really?”


As I watched Hailey fuss over him, giving him
compliments, building up his confidence, those raging dreams I used to have
filled me up again.


We were so close to that fantasy actually
happening. Mentally, I wasn’t too sure how I felt about that.


Physically, though? A whole other story.


Hailey looked in my direction and instantly saw
my shameful boner. Her lips curled into a stunning smile.


“Looks like you need a good distraction, Travis.
You know what I was just telling Misty?” she murmured. “I haven’t had a real
cock in me for so long. That’s right, my sissy maid slave has actually
been locked up all this time, like the pathetic little sissy he is. I believe
Misty actually has a proposition for you.” She locked eyes with me, a powerful,
seductive look transforming her face. “Tell your best friend, Misty, how much
you’d like to watch him fuck me.”
















 


CHAPTER
16


 


Travis
let out a low whistle.


Even though he was keeping his cool in front of
Hailey, I could tell he was nervous—the way only a man could be in the presence
of a beautiful woman seducing him.


I cleared my throat. “Travis. So since the truth
is out, I might as well be honest with you. I would really love it if you can
fuck my hot girlfriend. I know you like her, it’s totally obvious, and I know
you wouldn’t refuse an invitation to fuck her with your big black cock. You
see, as a sissy I can’t really satisfy her with my puny girly dick.”


I was pretty sure my boner was tenting through my
panties for him to see. 


Travis swallowed. He was clearly considering it.
After a minute, he gave a slow nod. His eyes traveled hungrily to Hailey’s
flawless body as she stripped down to her bra and panties. She sat on the bed,
spread her legs a little wide, and began to rub in between her legs. 


“Misty, why don’t you help your friend undress,”
she ordered. “So he can get ready to fuck me. One small thing. You’re not
allowed to call him by name anymore. Call him Mister.”


I gulped. I inched closer to where Travis was still
seated. Why did he look so big and burly today? I was kind of scared to get
close to him. 


“Please hand me your jacket, Mister,” I said
politely. 


Wordlessly, he peeled it off and gave it to me.
Then he stood up. I helped him remove his T-shirt. 


“Could I unzip your jeans, please, Mister?” I
asked.


He gave a grunt. It was like he didn’t even care
who I was or if I was even in the room anymore. 


Finally, he was naked. His dark, uncircumcised
phallus hung low, almost to the middle of his thighs. True to his word, he was
smooth and completely hairless. 


Hailey got up to dim the lighting in the room.
When she turned around Travis pulled her close with an iron-grip. They
embraced, and she let out a startled moan. I could feel the magnetic chemistry
they’d first experienced that fateful day in the restaurant multiply a
thousand-fold.


When they pulled apart, I saw Hailey’s fingers
were already curled around his cock, furiously tugging at it. “Ugh, this is
making me pretty thirsty, Travis,” she said. She whipped her head around to me.
“Misty, you’ll take your position back in the corner. And on your knees,
please.”


“Yes, Your Highness,” I mumbled and moved back
into the shadows. 


She twisted Travis’ body around so I would get a
full view of her stimulating him. 


So damn cruel.


“Mmm, look at this nice man’s big cock. It’s so
big. I can’t wait to feel this inside me. Oh god I’m already so wet,” she
moaned.


She swayed down to her knees and, inch by inch,
took his entire length in her mouth. 


I whimpered as silently as I could from my
corner. I didn’t want to see this. I was so scared she was going to choke or
something. Plus, I couldn’t remember the last time Hailey had given me a
blowjob. 


Travis was lovingly stroking her hair while she
blew him. They were both staring at each other like they were...a couple. 


Like they were...in love.


I sucked in a breath, my muscles gearing up to
run over there. There was still time. He technically hadn’t fucked her
yet. 


I could scream and grab my precious Hailey away,
push this awful man out of my house, lock the door, and never talk about this
again. 


And yet, I didn’t.


Hailey’s naked body was now lying on my bed, her
legs splayed wide open with Travis’ head buried in between them. His head
bobbed up and down, making sickly wet noises as his hungry tongue glided up and
down between her pussy lips. After a while he began to nibble her clit. Her
legs pushed back against his hunched shoulders as she whimpered and
moaned. 


I watched them from my corner, feeling like an
intruder who’d stumbled upon a private moment between a couple that I wasn’t
meant to see. The guilt and shame surged within me even as I reached inside my
panties to start stroking my twitching clitty.


If I wanted to, I could’ve cum in a second. Maybe
in a millisecond. I was so switched on by my humiliation that my body was
almost running on reflex. 


But as my girlfriend, my Princess, wailed
helplessly at the pleasures my friend was giving her, I decided to wait it out.
I went right to the edge and consciously stopped myself. 


This feels way too good to end things now.


“Ohhhhh FUCK!” 


It was Hailey. She breathed and her eyes rolled
as she came, thunderously loud in her cries. Her thighs were practically
drenched with her juices.


Travis whipped out his rock-hard cock, now
glistening with pre-cum, and stationed it right at her pussy. He was out of
breath, his forehead shimmering with the efforts of his labor. 


I went back to stroking my clitty.


I suddenly had flashbacks to all the times I’d
supported my friend after his divorce. How he deserved better than that awful
ex-wife of his. How I’d pep him up before his dates, telling him that one day
he’d find himself a great girlfriend like Hailey too. 


Who would’ve thought Travis would, in the end,
end up claiming my girl’s body?


“Misty? Could you help him enter me,
please?”   


Hailey’s order snapped me out of my trance.


With trembling feet I got up and walked right
over to what this really was: the scene from my nightmares.


Hailey looked at me with her innocent puppy dog
eyes. “Could you help Travis fuck my sloppy wet pussy hole with that huge black
cock of his?”


“I...yes, of course, Your Highness,” I
whispered. 


With a sick feeling at the pit of my stomach, I
grabbed hold of his throbbing shaft and maneouvred it inside her gaping slit. I
could see those soft cushiony pussy lips of hers part, her pink hole stretching
wide open as she took him. She let out a loud groan, her eyes widening probably
at the shock of just how good it felt. 


And like the little sissy cuck I was, I just
stood there with my close-up view of the action, whimpering and jerking off in
my slut maid’s costume while I watched them fuck in high-definition. The
headboard clanked ominously against the wall. They kissed, their tongues
rolling feverishly as he rocked her beautiful body back and forth. He was
fucking her so hard that Hailey reached forward and cut into his dark muscled
shoulder with her teeth.


In mere minutes they had shifted positions, their
muscles probably cramping but their sexual energy far from over. He scooted
sideways around her butt while he tried to find her pussy hole again. Soon they
were at it again—Travis going faster, faster, faster...playing with her
bouncing nipples as he jammed that monster cock of his right into her cunny.
She found his hand and ground her teeth into them as her body literally
vibrated from the shocks of his forceful penis. 


Travis was growling like a beast, his hands firm
and possessive around her butt and hips, before he mouthed, “I’m gonna cum.”


There was a sudden shriek as she bucked her hips
sideways and her breasts shuddered violently. She’d cum for the second time as
Travis squirted his seed inside her.  


She panted for a whole minute, her eyes shut, as
she recovered from her orgasm, while he stayed nuzzled against her curve of her
back to inhale her sweet, post-sex body sweat. Then she grinned. Her eyes were
suddenly burning onto mine. 


“Wow, Misty, I think you’ll have to clean me up.
You don’t want me to get pregnant with Travis’ baby, do you?” She laughed like
this was the funniest joke. 


“Get your sissy slave tongue right in there,” she
said. “Lick all of his cum out of me like a good girl. Quick.”


I stared at her gaping pussy which was now oozing
a concoction of both their cum and sweat. I knelt down on the floor while
Hailey scooted over and thrust her raw pussy into my mouth. Obediently, I began
to siphon everything off of her, forcing myself to ignore the smell and taste
of what I was willingly drinking. 


“Once you’re done with me you better clean him up
too, and why don’t you get him back up hard while you’re at it,” she ordered
with a smile. 
















 


CHAPTER
17


 


“Will
do, Your Highness,” I whispered, glassy-eyed.


When I was done with my cleaning duties on
Hailey, I got onto the bed where Travis had been watching with me a still,
intimidating expression on his face. I didn’t ask him for permission this
time—I had received an order from Hailey and that was enough. When I got closer
to him he flinched, staring at me like I was some kind of alien. He was clearly
having trouble merging the two images of Mitch and Misty together, and I guess
I couldn’t blame him. 


As Hailey observed us keenly from our wingback
chair, I first licked his cock clean with my tongue then massaged his shaft and
balls in slow, kneading motions. Then I took a deep breath and took his dark
purplish cock head into my mouth. It tasted like a soft cum sponge. Little by
little I took in his thickly veined shaft...although it became evident very
quickly that my mouth was way too small for this monstrosity. Travis looked
like he wanted this blowjob over with so he could go back to fucking Hailey.
His eyes narrowed as he shoved his dick further down my mouth, and I just told
myself to relax or this could all go wrong extremely soon. 


I was hot and feverish as I began to suck him at
a moderate pace, counting the beats in my head so I wouldn’t lose focus. My
pits were sticky with sweat. And eventually, he began to moan. 


Oh shit. He was actually getting turned on by my
blowjob. 


I started to suck faster and faster, losing
myself to the motions, until…


“Don’t you get carried away, bitch. We don’t want
him to cum just yet. Now get in position please.”


I stopped mid-blow job and stared at Hailey.
Drool dripped down my lips as my heart began to hammer. 


She laughed. “Don’t tell me you’re not craving
his fat cock. Get into position now and ask him nicely for permission.”


“Mister, would you be able to fuck me with your
black cock?” I asked, my teeth shaking as the words slipped out of my mouth.


Travis’ expression was indecipherable. But as he
gazed down at my body, looking at my feminine breasts beneath the bralette, I
realized he was burning with lust. He gave a curt nod.


He wanted a release, and he wanted it now. 


“The funny thing is, Misty, you don’t even have
to undress!” Hailey was giggling away as I got into doggy position. “With that
dress, he’s got all the visual stimulation he could ever need! Ass up high,
babe!”


Time slowed down the moment I felt that lube
inside my ass. I felt Travis’ thick fingers gently slide my g-string to the
side. 


I squeezed my eyes shut, waiting for the moment
my best friend’s cock would penetrate me. Wasn’t this what I’d been fantasizing
all along? To know the feeling of a big cock being inside me?


Then why did I feel so dizzy?


Travis placed a palm against my ass and uttered a
crazed animal-like sound before he drove the tip of his penis through my
puckered hole.


There would be no turning back the clock now,
Mitch, I
told myself as my core expanded to welcome him in. Once the deed is done,
I’ll be a cock slave forever.


My asshole clamped tightly around his pole as
Travis sunk more of himself deeper and deeper into my depths. Finally he gave
my ass a sharp slap as he began to pump. My sissy balls started to swing back
and forth.


“Fuck, man, who would’ve thought you felt so
good,” he groaned. “I’m not gonna last long.”


“Mmm, your black cock feels amazing inside me, Travis,”
I moaned. “I’ve been dreaming about your cock for so fucking long. I’ve always
wanted you to fuck Hailey and then destroy me with your sacred manhood. Ooooh,
god that feels too good! Wreck my asshole, Travis, I want to feel your precious
cum inside me.”


I caught a glimpse of Hailey, propped up on that
chair in front of me. Her pussy was gaping open and she was fingering herself
again while watching my best friend violate me, like this was the best night of
her life. 


 
















 


CHAPTER
18


 


“Play
with her tits, Travis,” Hailey shrieked while she drove her fingers inside her
dripping snatch. “Squeeze those fat nips while you fuck her hard.”


His strong arms reached forward and tugged at my
nipples, then cupped my breasts which were jiggling away due to their
stretched-out muscles. Then his fingers explored further down and began to milk
my cock. 


I don’t think I can take this for much longer, I thought. 


No dildo could possibly match the throbbing
hardness of an actual cock, the feel of sweat-laden balls smack into the crook
of your ass while the cock pummeled into you with such amazing force...


There was no doubt about it. I was a cock slave
now.


And Hailey knew it.


What really made me go over the edge, however, was Travis’ odor.
His natural odor, thick and sweaty and pungent, was the strongest primal symbol
of what I was actually doing: being fucked by an alpha man that was burning
with testosterone. 


I stared right into her Hailey’s eyes as Travis uttered a
deafening grunt and his hot cum splashed into my ass, causing my body to seize.
His fingers pinched my shaft, not letting go. I shuddered and heaved and moaned
like a porn star, strings of cum erupting out of me onto the bedspread below.


My body crashed into the mattress as time stopped for eternity. I
slowly regained consciousness, only to sense Travis’ soft, spent dick flapping
around my mouth. I looked up to see him towering over me, his face boastful.


“Drink it all up, bitch,” he said. 


I gaped at him, his glowering eyes making me feel no more mighty
than a crushed insect. Now that I’d cum, the dank smell of his penis hit me in
a wave of repulsion. I felt like gagging right onto his cock. 


But being the obedient sissy maid I was, I controlled my urges and
began to suck, lapping up every drop of remaining cum like a devoted puppy, as
my girlfriend cheered me on, climaxing for the third time in a row. 


***


That night, Hailey and I were laying in bed, watching Netflix on
mute while we tried to go to sleep. Her eyes were already half-shut as she
stared at the TV screen, but I was wide awake. 


I knew I probably wouldn’t be able to fall asleep tonight.


“So when do I get out of chastity again, Your Highness?” I asked,
half-jokingly.


Hailey smirked. She reached over to pat my privates under my pink
nightie. “We’ll see…” she said distractedly.


Of course. She
was good at things like that—keeping me horny so I’d do her bidding without
question. That was one thing that hadn’t changed since the beginning of her
move-in. 


“Tonight was amazing,” I said, my voice a little lower this time.
“I can’t wait for more adventures.”


Hailey yawned. “Hmm. Same.”


“Will you see him again?” I asked.


“Who?”


“My friend. Travis.”


“Oh. I’m not sure.”


“But he’s perfect for you.”


They really were perfect for each other. It would’ve been stupid
of me to be in denial over that.


Travis was someone who deserved someone smart and beautiful like
Hailey, and she, at the same time, needed a real man like Travis—one that was
attractive and masculine and could actually satisfy her the way women needed to
be. 


Hailey turned to me and swiveled my chin towards her. Even in the
darkness, her eyes shone like two jewels. “Nah. You’re perfect for me,
Misty,” she said. 


“You don’t feel like you’re missing something?”


“Are you kidding me? I have everything I ever need to be happy.”
She fingered the key on her necklace. “And with this, I feel pretty damn
powerful.”


I jostled my legs, trying to relax and stretch all my muscles out.
Everything down there was sore following the night’s festivities, and the new
chastity device almost felt like a brick on top of me. It would take me a few
days to get used to it. My penis didn’t hurt, but I knew that as soon I got an
erection those teethy screws were going to start gnawing to teach me a good
lesson. 


Being a sissy wasn’t a walk in the park. It took
dedication, discipline, hard work, and humility. Why the heck shouldn’t I be
proud to be one?


“You know, Kareena texted me tonight,” Hailey said suddenly. “She
wanted to know when you’d be available to come over to her place. How much do
you think we should charge her?”


“What?” I asked, shocked. “Wait. Were you being serious about
that?”


“About shipping you off to my friends? Why not?” Hailey said,
shrugging. “It could be a legit business. If it works out you could maybe even
become a sissy maid full-time. Wouldn’t you like that?”


I couldn’t help grinning then. Quitting my stressful day job?
Having my girlfriend dominate every area of our life, including our
finances? 


That would literally be a dream come true.


“Well, I’m not saying that you could go full-time immediately or
anything, but I’d totally support you doing it part-time,” Hailey added. “And
then we can see how much business we rake in. All I know is there’s definitely
a demand for sissy maids who can clean houses and cook and provide all kinds of
services for women.”


“Hmmm.”


Hailey yawned again and stretched, then cozied back down on her
pillow. “Let’s sleep now, Misty. I’m tired.”


With that, she fluttered her eyes shut. Within minutes, she was
asleep.


I switched off the TV and pulled up the covers to make sure she
was warm and comfortable. Then I curled up next to her, just staring with awe
at how beautiful she was. 


I rested back against the pillow, willing my eyes to shut and my
mind to sleep. But my vision was clouding over, and all I ended up doing was
staring at the ceiling, misty-eyed. 


For now, I was completely at peace. With our relationship, with
who I was, with my sexual quirks. In fact, I probably wouldn’t change a thing.
Hailey accepting me for who I was had been a huge part of that.


Oh, Hailey. I
was so madly in love with her, I don’t think she knew just how much I
loved her. I prayed that years from now, our love would only grow stronger.


After all, our fun times had only just begun. 
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END

















 


Thank you for reading!


Lots of love, Rae
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Grab these five
irresistible tales of first time feminization and crossdressing at an
exclusive discount price.


You’ll meet Alan,
Miles, Hugo, Scott, and Jase, all of whom are about to undergo the
transformation of a lifetime. Because when you become a beautiful woman,
anything can happen. Soon enough, they’ll become sensuous objects of desire and
grapple with unexpected passions and sugar-sweet cravings. But once they get a
taste, there’s really no turning back...


 


This complete
five-book series includes:


 


Feminized &
Willing


Feminized & Desperate


Feminized &
Innocent


Feminized &
Reckless


Feminized &
Broken
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Wesley’s
beautiful wife Clara is everything he ever wanted, with one tiny exception:
she’s possibly more vanilla than an entire tub of soft serve. And the more he
fantasizes about her sporting a leather whip and making him worship her in the
bedroom, the more doomed he feels about their sex life.


But
everything changes when a mysterious pamphlet arrives in the mail, just days
before their seventh wedding anniversary.


Sent
by the School of Femdom, the pamphlet advertised a series of training classes
for married women who crave taking control of their husbands. Wesley is
convinced the classes will be the key to unlocking his dream life and unleashing
Clara’s inner dominance—not least because they’ll be run by the enigmatic
Mistress Yasmina and her sexy blue-haired assistant Lady Kim.


When
he takes the guts to finally ask Clara if she’d be interested, he’s shocked
when she actually agrees to go.


And
just as promised, his sweet wife soon begins her transformation into a stunning
dominatrix.


But
Wesley is about to find out first-hand that the School of Femdom doesn’t just
teach women about femdom. In fact, they have a unique specialty: transforming
submissive husbands into feminized sissy harl*ts who take worshiping
their mistresses to an extreme new level.


And
it’s just his luck that Mistress Yasmina and Lady Kim have taken such an
unusual interest in him.


When
Wesley is suddenly ordered by Clara to wear skanky dresses, sashay around in
high heels, and be in 24/7 chastity, he discovers that being a sub is actually
much harder than it looks. But unfortunately for him, that’s just the tip of
what’s to come…
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download Transformed By His Online Date, a never-before-published,
too-risqué-for-Amazon story!
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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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