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CHAPTER ONE – MEET CARLY

It was a typical Friday night. None of my friends were around but after a stressful week at work I really wanted to let off some steam and a night in watching Netflix wile nursing a bottle of rum just didn’t float my boat. So, I headed out. My intention was to go to my favourite bar, I knew most of the staff there and I would be bound to bump into some regulars there so it’s not like I would be drinking alone. But - and still to this day I have no idea why - that’s not where I ended up. There was a new bar that had recently opened, and it was on the way. I figured it wouldn’t do any harm to pop in for one beer and check it out while the evening was still early. I was certain it wouldn’t be busy, so quite a nice and chill start to the evening. Little did I know that this would be a decision that changed my life.

I was just finishing off my first beer, there wasn’t much happening in the place, but I had put some money in the Juke Box and was enjoying the tunes. The craft beer was actually nicer than the ones they had at the other bar, so I decided to order another. Just before I caught the barman’s eye, I realised that I had caught someone else’s. She was standing at the other end of the bar, dressed kind of casual but kind of sexy too. Tight jeans that emphasised her amazing arse and tight waist, a vest top and high heeled ankle boots. She must have just entered, I had never seen her before, I mean, it’s not like I know everyone in this town, but I know I would have remembered her. She was mixed race, her smooth light coffee coloured skin and medium length naturally curly hair, not quite an afro. I must have been gawking because she looked over at me out of the corner of her eye, briefly returned her attention to the barman and then looked back at me and grinned. I nodded nervously and then looked away. The barman asked me if I wanted the same again and I replied in the affirmative but when I got my card out to pay, he waved it off.

“It’s OK, the lady paid for it.”

I was shocked, I didn’t think a girl had ever bought me a drink before, not like this anyway. I took the beer and looked up to cheers her. She smiled again, her smile was incredible, but she then walked away to a table in the corner. I sat there for a moment, was this an invite? I took a deep breath… could this really be happening? Then I got up and walked over to her.

“Mind if I join you?”

“Well, I didn’t buy you a drink expecting to be ignored all night.”

I hesitated but she sniggered and kicked out a chair for me to sit down.

“Your face!” She laughed

“I’m not used to being hit on by hot girls.” I said as I took the chair.

“You think I’m hot?”

“Er… Yeah. Sorry.”

“Oh my god you’re so adorable!” She laughed “don’t apologise for giving me a complement your dork!”

I laughed too, her demeanour instantly put me at ease, it was like having a drink with an old friend. We sat there for a couple of hours just chatting, we kept putting money in the juke box and took the piss out of each other’s music and both got a little tipsy. She pulled herself up close to me, her hip and thigh pressed against mine. She must have known what she was doing, I had a raging hard-on already. After a little flirting she placed her hand on my thigh. She was definitely taking the initiative here. I’ve never been the most forward when it comes to women, but she made me feel so nervous and I think I was still in denial that this was happening. Her hand made its way to my crotch and then she moved in and kissed me. Her lips felt so soft and warm, her hand gently teasing my hard cock through my jeans. We made out for a good few-minutes, and then she got up. I went to get up too, but she said.

“Don’t get up, I’m not going home with you on the first date.”

“Has this been a date?” I asked, cocking my head.

“Well, it ain’t a one-night stand.” she smirked.

I was confused, had this all been one big cock tease? Was she just some frustrated housewife having a bit of fun? She held out her hand. I looked at it and then up at her.

“Gimme your phone you idiot!” She said playfully.

I pulled out my phone, unlocked the screen and handed it to her. She took a selfie of herself blowing a kiss and entered her number. I looked at the screen. It said ‘Hot Carly’ a call back to my first words to her. I looked up at her and she shrugged.

“Let’s see what happens on the second date.”

Then she blew me a kiss and turned to leave, but then she paused and looked back.

“Oh, an’ don’t do any of that Hollywood bullshit and wait 3 days to call me so as not to come across desperate or some crap. Call me tomorrow.”

Then she walked off. I sat there staring at the picture on my phone, I couldn’t believe my luck! I had almost a full pint, so I finished that off, I didn’t want to leave right away and risk bumping into her outside. But then I became aware of the aching in my balls. I nursed my pint until the hardon had subsided. When I got home, I went straight to the toilet and knocked one out looking at the picture of the beautiful Carly.

The next day I picked up the phone and just stared at her number. It took me all morning to pluck up the courage to call, but when I did it went straight to voice mail, even her voice message sounded sexy. Damnit, I thought, she’s blown me off! I left a short message.

“Hi, it’s Ben from last night, er… call me back?”

I threw the phone down on the sofa believing that I had been played. I started changing for the gym when my phone rang. It was her; she was calling me back!

“Hi Ben, did you miss me?”

I thought this was an odd question to lead with, but I replied in the affirmative which seemed to please her. She suggested we meet for coffee around lunchtime. I agreed.

I was ecstatic, wow, she really wanted to see me, I thought to myself. There was something about her I really liked, but also something slightly intimidating. Her cool sensual sexuality combined with her calculated confidence was incredibly sexy. I couldn’t get her voice out of my head. It was soft and husky, laidback but with an edge of self-confidence.

I got to the coffee shop at the agreed time and looked around, she wasn’t there. So, I placed an order and sat in the corner near a window so that I could see out into the street. I don’t know how many minutes passed as I was finishing off my, now cold americano and thinking I had been stood up when there was a bang on the window, that made me jump and snapped me out of my ponderous introspection. I looked up to see Carly laughing at me from the other side of the glass. She grinned and blew me a kiss.

I stood up as she entered the café and approached, she greeted me with a kiss on the cheek.

“Same again?” she enquired, making no effort to apologise for her time keeping.

“Oh no, I’ll get these.” I said, rummaging for my wallet.

“Americano, was it?” she turned, a spring in her step and almost bounced to the counter.

There was clearly no dissuading her, so I sat down while she bought me a coffee. She returned with my Americano, a flat white for herself and a blueberry muffin, which she placed on the table between us.

“I thought we could share.” She smiled.

“Sure.” I replied.

We sat and chatted for around an hour. Just small talk, she had a very sarcastic sense of humour and made me laugh a lot. Then, suddenly, her demeanour changed. She took my hand between hers and started sucking my finger while fixing my gaze. Her eyes burned a hole in my soul and my cock felt ready to burst. Then she stopped and got up. I sat there watching her as she started to leave. She stopped and turned back to me.

“Come on then slow coach.”

I tentatively stood up, hoping my jeans would hide my raging boner. When we got outside, she linked her arms in mine and we walked into the park, she rested her head on my shoulder as we walked. We made more small talk and the time just seemed to freeze, I was elated just to be in her presence. We stopped on a park bench and started making out. Again, she rubbed the front of my jeans, I was rock hard and desperate for her, I wanted her so badly. I slid my hand down the back of her jeans and could feel her lacy thong but then she stopped and pulled my hand away.

“Oh God look at the time. Sorry Ben I have to go.” I just stared at her, open mouthed. “Aw I’m sorry honey. I’ll make it up to you, I promise.” Then she got up.

I watched her leave, her arse looked amazing in those jeans, I couldn’t help but feel sad. It felt almost like a little heart break watching her go. Eventually I got up and walked home. True to her word I got a text from Carly later that evening.

“Hi Ben, coffee again tomorrow? xx”

I was confused by how forward she was when we met but how she seemed to be taking things so slowly in every other way. I agreed to meet her at the same place and same time. Then she sent me a photo of her on a beach in a bikini with just a wink face emoji, it must have been an old holiday snap, but it was lit! Her body looked immaculate, like a fitness model. I immediately went into the toilet and knocked one out again.

The next day we met at the coffee shop. It was almost exactly the same as the day before. She was half an hour late, she bought me coffee and we shared a cake, a millionaire shortbread. But this time, when we left, she asked me where I lived. I told her and she replied.

“Lead the way then.”

Oh my God, I thought, she wanted to come home with me? I couldn’t believe it. As we walked home, she guided my hand to her bottom and I slid my hand into her back pocket, her arse felt so tight, so firm, round, and muscular. She wrapped her arm around my waist, her other hand sliding under my tee shirt where her nails gently teased my abdomen the whole way. I was so horny I could barely walk, the ache in my lower abdomen almost unbearable.

When we got in to mine, we immediately started making out. She pulled my tee shirt off, then undid my fly and pulled my jeans down. I stepped out of them, and she took my hands and led me to the sofa. She pushed me onto the sofa and started doing a sexy dance which turned into a lap dance. My jockey pants were already moist with pre cum by the time she was down to her underwear.

She pulled me to my feet, gave me a slow, sensual kiss and then turned us both around. She sat on the sofa, looked up at me and slid her thong off. I started to slide my pants down, but she placed a foot on my crotch and waved her finger, an evil playful look on her face. She spread her legs and licked her hand, then started to stroke her pussy. I was gobsmacked. She beckoned to me, and I got down on my knees, she placed her hands around my face and pulled me into her crotch. I licked and sucked her pussy, teased her clit, she circled her hips and guided me to all her sweet spots. I gave the cunnilingus of my life, I wanted more than anything to satisfy this Goddess. Eventually she started to shake, her hands pressed my face into her crotch and her hips lifted off the sofa, then she let out a little scream as she came. She pushed me away and I fell back onto my butt, looking up at her as she gathered her senses.

“Mmmm that was sooo good Ben, you have quite a talented tongue” She moaned.

After a couple of minutes, we both stood up. I wanted nothing more than to pound her delicious pussy right there on the sofa. She rubbed my cock inside my shorts and kissed me deeply. Then she stopped. She grabbed her phone from her purse and looked back at me.

“Smile.” She said as she took several pictures of me. “Heh, something to remind me of my talented prince.”

I frowned as she started to get dressed.

“Sorry babe. But I have to go, I’ll call you.”

I was dumfounded. What just happened? I had given her a body rocking orgasm and then she just left… leaving me with blue balls! I couldn’t believe it. later that evening I got a text message from her.

“Hey, Ben, sorry to leave you hanging earlier. I really enjoyed myself. If you will let me, I’d like to make it up to you.”

Naturally I agreed. She told me to keep my balls full for her and she would come over in a couple of nights after work and pay me back. We text each other a couple of times the next day, just general small talk but she did remind me to keep my balls nice and full for her. I could barely focus on my work.

The following evening, I was sitting at home hanging on to my phone. I had text her a couple of times in the day and had no reply, I was getting concerned. But I needn’t have worried. There was a knock at the door. I opened it and Carly walked straight in. She was wearing a black mini-dress and stockings. Nothing like the casual wear I had seen her in so far. Before I could say anything, she grabbed me, wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me into a deep kiss.

She swiftly pulled off my tee shirt, whipped down my lounge pants and then rubbed the front of my underwear again, this time teasing me with phantom kisses, pulling her mouth away every time our lips almost met. I was gasping and panting, desperate for her touch. She stood back and slowly ran her hands down her sides, emphasising her feminine curves through the tight dress, the look on her face was pure sex, my mind felt like it was going to snap.

She beckoned me towards her, I walked up to her and attempted to place my hands on her arse. She slapped them away and giggled. Then she slowly pulled my jockey shorts down finally freeing my cock. How was it that I was naked, and she was fully clothed? As turned on as I was, I felt a little exposed… vulnerable! She looked up at me from her knees and started to slowly stroke it. My eyes were begging her to put it in her mouth and let me cum. She played with my balls, they ached so much it was painful, but I wanted her so much I didn’t say anything.

I let out a frustrated moan as she stood up. She looked into my eyes; her own eyes seemed to burn into my brain like lasers.

“Turn around.” She whispered. I did as she said, she moved behind me. “Put your hands on the wall.”

She said seductively with a throaty whisper, I didn’t know what she was attempting here but I complied. Then I felt her reach around and wrap her fingers around my hard cock. She kissed the back of my neck as her hand ever so slowly stroked my shaft. Then her other hand ran up my chest and her fingers slipped into my mouth. This was like nothing I had ever done before. I wasn’t used to being the passive partner, she was definitely the more assertive out of the two of us here. I sucked on her fingers for a couple of minutes and then she pulled them out leaving a trail of saliva connecting my lips to her fingernails.

“Relax Ben.” She whispered as she nibbled my ear “just go with it.”

Then I felt something I had never felt before. She slid a wet finger into my anus. I tensed up but she simply said “shh” and licked my ear lobe, her other hand was still slowly stroking my cock which was now lubricated by my own pre cum.

I wanted to make her stop, I was uncomfortable with her finger in my arse but before I could say anything, she slid a second finger into me and started stroking faster. She pumped my cock and fucked my arse with her fingers, until I was on the brink of climaxing.

“How badly do you want it, Ben?” Her husky voice whispered in my ear.

“So bad...” I heard myself say.

“Mmmm…” She moaned.

By now she was pumping my dick and my arse like a sex machine. I let out a throaty scream as my balls erupted, squirting cum all over the wall and carpet. My knees almost buckled but she held me up and twiddled my nipples while kissing the back of my neck.

“How was it for you dear?” She said with a husky giggle.

Oh my god, I thought, I don’t think I had ever had an orgasm like that before, it was amazing. I was still gathering my senses when I realised that she had backed away from me, standing, one hand on her hip just examining me with her eyes. Standing before her, still naked I opened my mouth to ask her to stay, but she just stepped forward and planted a kiss on my lips and then said.

“You better clean that mess up before it stains.”

After that she showed herself out.  I stood gawping at the door, then down at my naked body and then up at the slimy trail running down the wall and the wet patch on the carpet. I cleaned up and got dressed. Soon after I noticed my phone screen flashing. It was an MMS message from Carly. I opened it and it was a picture of me from behind, naked, leaning against the wall, clearly recovering from my orgasm. I didn’t realise she had even taken it. The message said.

“Hope that was as much fun for you as it was me ��. We should do it again soon xx”

She was true to her word. Once again, I was told to blue ball myself and again, two days later she came over, this time she was wearing a business trouser suit, she must have come straight from work, I thought. Whatever her work is, I realised that I didn’t really know anything about her. It wasn’t long before I was naked again and she was still fully clothed, how did this keep happening? I didn’t even think about it, but on reflection there was definitely something arousing on an almost primal level about being stripped naked by a fully clothed woman, the vulnerability I felt in her presence changed the entire dynamic of our coupling.

Again, just like last time, she had me lean against the wall whilst she stroked me off, finger fucking my arse, last time she used two fingers, this time she used three. When I came, she caught most of it in her hand and rubbed it over my face. I tried to protest but that just allowed her to slide her fingers in and I found myself licking my own cum off them. She kissed the side of my neck and then stood back and took another picture on her phone, this time full frontal. Then she playfully slapped me on the bum and left.

What exactly was going on here? It was almost like I was the girl in this relationship. I stewed over it for a couple of days and then plucked up the courage to call her.

“Listen, Carly” I said trying not to give her a chance to talk, knowing that her hypnotic sexiness and confidence would throw me off my stride “I think we need to talk…”

“Are you trying to break up with me?” She said curtly.

“What? No! No, it’s just that…”

“Oh good, because I was going to ask if I could stay over tonight.”

“What…?”

She had me, there was no way I wasn’t going to have her in my bed. I was finally going to make love to this gorgeous princess, I thought.

She came over that night. I had romantic music on, candles burning, I’d cooked salmon and had some fancy wine. I wanted to sweep my princess off her feet and make her fall in love with me. That’s not how things panned out though.

When Carly arrived, she walked straight in, threw her bag on the sofa, and turned to me.

“Strip.” She demanded curtly.

“Er what?”

“Come on strip!” She waved her hand at me to indicate I should hurry up. “Now!”

I was confused, I didn’t know what was going on, almost dizzy, I did as she demanded. I stood before her naked, with a raging boner once more. She smirked and then started to pull her panties down from under her skirt. She twirled them on her finger and then pinged them at me like an elastic band.

“Put them on.” She demanded “come on. Quickly!”

I didn’t even have time to think, I slid the thong up over my crotch. Carly smiled and hugged herself for a moment while her eyes drank me in. Then, slowly, she inched her skirt up to reveal her delicious moist butterfly. Slowly, seductively, with fire in her eyes, she beckoned me to her. I walked to her and dropped to my knees, her fingers wrapped around my head and pulled my face into her crotch. She practically rode my face right there and it wasn’t long before she was cumming in my mouth, her whole body quivering uncontrollably. It felt good that I could bring her off so hard. She took a few minutes to compose herself and then asked.

“Where’s the bedroom?”

I pointed to the bedroom, and she grabbed my wrist, marching into the room, dragging me behind her. She pushed me onto the bed and climbed on top, her legs straddling my torso. She pinned me down and kissed me passionately. Her hand reached down and rubbed the front of my crotch, the fabric of her lace thong felt so good against my cock. She continued to tease me for a while until she climbed off and stepped out of her dress and her bra. She stood there naked but for her heels and stockings, she looked amazing. Then she said.

“Turn over.”

I rolled onto my belly, and she climbed back onto the bed, slapping my arse a couple of times.

“Do you want it, Benny?” She whispered in my ear as her fingers toyed with me, flossing my anus with the thong.

“Mmm yesss…” I gasped.

I couldn’t believe it, but I was desperate to have her finger fuck me again, the orgasms she had given me the last two times were incredible and I wanted to experience it again.

She wrapped her left arm around my chest, just under my neck, her cheeks pressed against mine, the weight of her body pressing against my back, as she whispered crude things in my ear. Her other hand started to play with my hole. Carly made me beg for her finger. Once her finger was inside me, she told me to beg for the second. I did. After a few minutes of slowly sliding two fingers in and out and making a scissor action with them she started to tease me verbally again.

“Hmmm Two fingers in your boy pussy. Shall we see how many fingers I can stuff in there, Benny?”

I was too turned on to refuse her anything by this point and it wasn’t long before she had three fingers in my arse, fucking my arse harder and faster.

“Do you like it, Benny? Do you like getting fucked in the arse?” She teased.

“Yes Carly, I love it!” I couldn’t help myself, it just slipped out.

Then a fourth finger found its way in, and she twisted her fingers around as she slid them in and out. My cock, still inside the thong was rubbing against the duvet as she picked up the pace bringing me to the edge of climax and then, without warning, she stopped. I must have let out a moan of disappointment because she laughed at me and then slapped my butt, making a loud slap.

“Wait there sexy. I have a surprise for you.”

She darted off into the front room and I sat up on the bed wondering what had just happened. How was it that she was always able to do this to me? When she walked back in, she had a large black dildo hanging around her waist. My eyes widened like dish plates and my mouth dropped open.

“What do you think baby? Can I fuck you with my dick?” She giggled sexily.

I spluttered something resembling a protest, but she just walked over to me and grabbed my hair.

“Better lube it up for me baby. I don’t want to hurt your pussy.”

She pushed the dildo into my mouth and started to face fuck me. I gagged and dribbled all over the dildo and pushed her off.

“What the fuck Carly!” I protested.

“Your arse Benny, that’s what’s going to get fucked

“Not with that!” I snapped. I hadn’t even noticed at first, that she kept calling me Benny, but with the prospect of getting fucked in the arse, it seemed to take on a whole different meaning.

She knelt down and tenderly kissed me, then looked into my eyes while stroking my hair.

“I really need this, Ben; you do want to please me don’t you baby?” I nodded; I was completely under her seductive power. “Get on all fours.” She ordered.

I knelt up on the bed and she climbed up behind me. I felt her slide the thong to one side and tease my hole with the dildo. I felt something cold and wet as she applied lubricant to my anus, before rubbing the shaft of the dildo along my crack a couple of times. I heard her moan softly as she pressed the tip of the dildo against my hole, then she started to push it into me.

“Make like you want to push it out.” She said as the dildo seemed to stick just a few centimetres in.

My arse was already loose from the fingering, but my anal glands seemed to suck around the shaft of her penis. I did as she said and, to my surprise, the dildo slid in easier. It wasn’t long before it was all the way inside. She started sliding back and forth slowly, gradually picking up the pace over several excruciating minutes, until she was slamming it into me, and I was grunting loudly with each thrust. She spanked my arse and pulled my hair and laughed out loud as she pounded my arse. She was totally in control, and she was loving it. I felt utterly humiliated as she reamed my arse, the feeling of being stretched and filled up with her big dildo, the pressure on my prostate and the pain from the hard thrusts and spanks was a cocktail of sensations I had never felt before. I was constantly moaning, like I was permanently on the edge of a huge orgasm the whole time, I had never felt anything like it.

After a while she stopped and told me to fuck myself, which I did, pushing my hips back into hers, letting the cock penetrate me deeply. This continued for some time. Holly kept changing positions and took my arse in several different positions. Finally, after what felt like a couple of exhausting hours I came from a combination of friction on my cock from the bed and her dildo massaging my prostate. I came hard, my whole body shuddered, and Carly collapsed onto me.

“Oh baby, you came so hard from my cock.” She panted into my ear.

I was lightheaded and exhausted. We lay there cuddling and kissing for a while until Carly decided it was time for me to give her another orgasm. So, I climbed between her legs and ate her out. We soon fell asleep in each other’s arms. In the morning my alarm woke me up and Carly was already dressed.

“Listen Ben. I’m busy for a few days but this weekend I think we should go somewhere. Get a hotel for a couple of nights. What do you think?” She said chirpily.

“Uh yeah, sure. I’d like that.”

“Good, keep the panties and make sure you wear them to the hotel, OK?”

“Erm… what?”

“Just do it, it’ll be fun!” she said with a glint of mischief in her eyes.

She blew me a kiss and left.

This was getting both weird and kinky. Now, it’s not that I don’t like either of those things, I’m an open-minded bloke but it felt like things were beginning to get out of hand. Carly was calling all the shots and I was just going along with it. She was mesmerizing and sexy, and I was so turned on by everything about her that my feelings felt far beyond love or lust. Was it infatuation? was it mind control? In fact, the less in control I felt around her the more turned on I felt, or was it the other way around? I was addicted!


CHAPTER TWO – THE HOTEL

I didn’t hear anything from Carly for a few days until Friday morning. She sent a text message that simply had the name of the hotel, the time and the words wear the panties.

I wanted to tell her where to go, there was no way I was about to go outside wearing her panties, even under my clothes, what if someone saw? Before I had a chance to reply she sent me a picture message. It was a shot of me from the other night, naked but for her red thong. Then she sent another, it was a close up of my crotch, you could clearly see the bulge of my erection through the panties.

What could I do? I arrived at the hotel at the stated time, naturally she wasn’t there. I sat in the lobby with my overnight bag and waited. She was almost an hour late but when she arrived, she walked right up to me, dragging a small suitcase behind her, which seemed like a bit much for an overnight stay. She gave me a big hug and a tender kiss on the cheek.

“Did you wear them?” She whispered with a hungry tone in her voice.

Not hello, not sorry I’m late but straight to the point. Before I could answer, she slid her fingers under the waist band of my jeans and tugged at the elastic of the thong revealing the fabric, I looked around quickly to make sure no one could see. She smiled and then kissed me tenderly on the lips. She paused briefly and then took me by the hand and dragged me over to the desk to check-in, ordering room service for both dinner and breakfast.

We took the elevator, and she fondled my crotch the whole time, standing provocatively close to me but each time I tried to kiss her she pulled away. She really was a master of teasing and manipulation.

After the elevator reached our floor, she walked up the corridor to the room and I followed behind, her athletic shape and firm muscular arse moved enticingly in the skin-tight leather trousers she was wearing. Almost as soon as we got inside the room, she told me to strip. I looked at her in a little shock.

“No foreplay?” I quipped.

“Just get your kit off baby, I wanna see you in your thong.”

What could I do? Her whole manner and body language were almost hypnotic. I started to undress, and she told me to go slower, to tease her. Once all my clothes were off, she slowly approached me and, again, caressed my crotch through the panties, then looking at me with that naughty twinkle in her eye slowly sank to her knees. She pulled the panties down to just under my ball sack and started to slowly stroke my cock. She looked up at me and whispered.

“Such a cute cock.”

Cute? That’s not exactly what I wanted to hear, but then before I could dwell on that she was licking my balls. She proceeded to give me a long, slow blow job. The best I ever had. I came in her mouth and then she stood up and kissed me, filling my mouth with my own semen. She held me in place for a moment or two, then pulled away, placed a hand over my mouth and whispered.

“Swallow.”

As always, I felt completely unable to think for myself and just swallowed the cum. She grinned and then kissed me deeply.

“Did you like that baby?” She asked huskily.

“Y Yeah.” I stammered.

“What about the blowjob?” She giggled teasingly.

She went to her case and unzipped it, rummaging around for a few seconds before finding what she was after and walking up to me with her hands behind her back.

“Benny. I need you to do something for me babe.” I frowned at her, she held out a hand in front of her “I need you to put this on.”

It was a plastic, pink chastity cage. I had seen pictures of one before but never actually seen one in real time.

“What’s that?” I asked somewhat disdainfully.

“Oh, come on Benny. It’s a chastity cage. I need you to put it on.”

“Need?”

“Yes. Not want! I’m not asking… I need this babe. Will you do it for me?”

I stood there stuttering, was this a joke? She seemed to take my hesitation as a yes and got down onto her knees to apply the device. It felt weird, very uncomfortable. I didn’t like it; my eyes must have given away what I was thinking. She stood up and kissed me, a long slow tender kiss and then stood back. She held out a tiny padlock, dangling it between her fingers.

“Take it.” She said bluntly.

Hesitantly I held my hand out and stared at the lock.

“If you love me babe, you’ll do it. Your chastity is a sign of your devotion to me. I want to own your cock. Only I can have it, only I can allow you to feel the sexual release of an orgasm. If you do this for me, I’ll be so happy. You do want to make me happy, don’t you?”

She was now dangling a tiny key between her fingers, twirling it playfully. I looked up at her, with moist eyes, a combination of fear, desire, arousal, and humiliation making my head spin. She was like a drug. She had said love… did I love her? I didn’t feel like I had any control over what was happening here, she was like a drug, an intoxicating, mind numbing drug. Love, infatuation, addiction, whatever it was I wasn’t the one calling the shots here. She said jump, and I jumped.

“If you don’t do it. I’ll just pack up and leave and you will never see me again.”

The ultimatum rocked me. This was the first time she had acted this way. I contemplated removing the device, throwing the lock at her, throwing the panties at her, getting dressed and storming out. But then I made the mistake of looking into her gorgeous brown eyes and I knew I couldn’t leave her. I looked down, put the lock on, paused, taking a deep breath, then clicked it shut. She let out a deep erotic moan and when I looked up, she was rubbing her own crotch through her leather trousers.

“Oh Benny, you’ve made me so happy.” She moaned “wait, there, don’t move!”

I stood, feeling very concerned about this whole situation, I looked down at the cage around my cock and balls and realised there was no going back. I looked up as she took a couple of pictures on her phone.

She walked up to me and slowly ran her hands over my body, my arms, my chest, my abdomen, my back, and my arse.

“You have a really nice body baby, just how I like it, no nasty muscles distorting your proportions.” She said seductively “but I want it smooth.”

I asked what she meant but she just led me straight to the bathroom. She made me step out of the panties as she pulled out some toiletries from her case, and applied gel all over my body, over my balls and inside my arse crack, it heated up for a few minutes - the sensation was quite uncomfortable in and around my more sensitive areas - and then she told me to take a shower. As the water cascaded over my body all my body hair was washed off. My skin definitely felt smooth after that, without the body hair I felt the cold air on my bare skin. The depilation left me feeling exposed and very sensitive.

When I left the bathroom, Carly was laying out some clothes on the bed. A lacy bra and panties set with garter belt and stockings and a corset. She, herself, had stripped down and was wearing just a pair of delicate knickers and a tee shirt.

“Put them on.” She said coolly “I’ll help with the corset.”

I looked at her, my mouth open but no words coming out.

“Oh, come on Benny. They’ll feel really nice against your smooth skin. You like it when I fuck you like a girl so you might as dress like one too.”

She was mocking me; my stomach was full of butterflies and my hands shook as I picked up the corset. Holly proceeded to coach me carefully as I dressed. Each time I paused or tried to protest; she would cut me off. The stockings took a couple of attempts to get right, and I needed help with the bra. My shoulders lacked the flexibility to reach behind me. She cinched the corset tight enough to squeeze all the breath out of my lungs, leaving my voice sounding weak and breathless. Once I was dressed, she clapped and then took more pictures. I asked what the pictures were for, and she said matter-of-factly that she wanted to document my transformation. Transformation? I thought. How far did she intend to go with this? I didn’t have to wait long for that answer. She sat me in front of the dresser next to the bed and started to apply makeup. I protested but she simply reminded me who owns the key to my cock. What could I do? It took a while but by the time she was finished my face was covered in makeup. I was shocked by how different I looked. She had made my nose look narrower, my cheek bones appear more prominent and my jaw less prominent, there were fake eyelashes and the way she had done the lipstick and lip gloss made my lips look fuller. Next, she glued on some coloured nails which felt weird. I had often wondered how women got through life with long nails, I was still none the wiser, they felt very clumsy. I felt embarrassed, degraded, and weak. Weak for letting her do this to me, but weak because the clothes, her presence and the cage made me feel so aroused. It was like this whole experience was changing my brain chemistry.

“There!” She declared. “No need for any of that silicone bullshit, you’re a natural!”

She took another photo A blonde wig was next, it looked very realistic. This was followed by more photos, she even made me lick my lips and blow kisses to the camera.

“This’ll do for now.” She said with a grin.

“What do you mean for now?”

“Until your hair is long enough to style, silly.”

I protested but she simply laughed and showed me the key, which she was now wearing around her neck like a pendent. Then she leaned in close and whispered in my ear.

“Don’t pretend you don’t like it, Benny, and if you want to be my girlfriend you need to follow my instructions.”

I blushed at her words. It was true, I didn’t want to admit it to her or to myself but as embarrassing as this whole experience was, I was extremely aroused, I barely even noticed the remark about being her girlfriend. Next was a gingham style dress with a short, pleated skirt and a pair of heels. They were about a size too small, but Carly said that would make my steps daintier. She made me practice my walk. It wasn’t easy, but Carly got a good laugh out of it. I struggled to swing my hips to her approval and after a good half an hour of practice my feet, hips and lower back were screaming at me from the discomfort.

“That’ll do for now” she said, “Rome wasn’t built in a day, but you’ll get there with repetition.”

Just how long was this game going to continue? I thought.

After that she took more pictures, making me pose in a variety of different postures. I felt extremely self-conscious and ashamed.

“You’re so convincing as a girl, Benny” she teased “I bet no one would guess!”

I blushed and then she jumped to her feet.

“What am I saying? I can’t go around calling you Benny, can I? That’s a boy’s name! We need to give you a more fitting name, something that suits such a pretty girl. I’ll give it some thought.”

I sighed. But just as with every other slight show of resistance she merely reminded me of the key and how my cock belonged to her now. Then she took my hands and pulled me close to her, kissing me gently on the lips.

“My gorgeous girl, I’m so happy that you have given yourself to me” she kissed me again “you’re so pretty and so feminine. You’re really turning me on! But I need you to understand something. Your orgasms belong to me, you will only cum when I decide you deserve it. From now on my orgasms and my happiness are your number one priority. If you do as you’re told and you make me happy, I will reward you, and if not… Well, I hold the key and it would be a pity if it got lost.”

A cold shiver ran down my spine, this was serious, she had done a real number on me here but before I could react, she sat back on the bed, pulling me down with her until I was on my knees, my head between her legs. She pulled her panties down and spread her legs wider. I knew what I had to do.

She seemed even more turned on than usual as I ate her out, maybe it was the idea of being licked out by a girl or maybe the whole evening so far had just got her really worked up. Her orgasm shook her whole body and then we kissed.

She quickly touched up my make-up and then went into the bathroom for a shower. Just a couple of minutes after she locked the bathroom door the there was a knock at the main door.

“Get that honey, that’ll be room service with our dinner.” She called out from the bathroom.

She couldn’t be serious, could she? Answer the door dressed like this? There was another knock and Carly called out again, only this time her voice sounded sterner. I had no choice. I cautiously opened the door and the young man walked straight in with the trolly. He named all the dishes and opened a large bottle of champagne and then stood there. He was waiting for a tip. For the first time he made eye contact with me and inquisitively looked me up and down, he seemed to approve of what he saw. I blushed and then quickly grabbed Carly’s purse and gave him a ten-pound note just to get rid of him. I didn’t say anything, I just smiled and hastily shut the door behind him, making sure to lock it.

After her shower Carly put on one of the hotel robes and we sat to eat. I’ve never been a fan of champagne, but Carly explained that girls like me don’t drink beer. We ate and drank, and Carly teased me the whole time. On the trolly was a single tulip in a small, fluted glass. She picked it up and sniffed it and then her whole face lit up.

“That’s it… TULIP!”

I looked at her blankly, what was she going on about?

“Your name silly! You are my Tulip. Aw sweety it suits you so much!”

She was definitely taking the piss and toying with me here but that was it, for the rest of the night she would only call me Tulip.

After dinner she had me go down on her again and then she got dressed. I was a bit confused, I thought we would be having lots of sex tonight so why would she get dressed? Carly put on a spectacular looking designer dress, put on some make-up, and then grabbed her purse and the room key.

“Come on then Tulip, let’s go.”

“What? Go where?” I protested.

“To the hotel bar, the cocktails here are legendary.”

What choice did I have? this was so scary I was bound to be spotted, there was no way I would pass for a girl. But we got in the lift and Carly teased my cage under my skirt the whole time down, just staring into my eyes in that seductive, hypnotic way of hers. The doors opened and we stepped out into the foyer. Carly stopped and pulled me close to her and whispered in my ear.

“Remember your walk, be dainty. Don’t speak unless you are spoken to and remember, you’re a girl, so act like one.”

She kissed me on the cheek, and we walked arm in arm into the cocktail lounge. Mercifully it wasn’t very busy. Carly ordered the drinks and I sat in the corner trying not to draw attention to myself. Carly returned with two espresso martinis, and we sat and chatted. I was very nervous and self-conscious and said very little. Eventually I needed to go to the toilet, but I almost gave the game away by going into the men’s room. I could see Carly giggling at me as I paused by the two doors and then shyly entered the ladies’ room. Realising that I was locked in the cage it took me a few seconds to work out that I was going to have to pee sitting down, which felt very humiliating. But that was nothing compared to what happened next.

When I exited the toilet, Carly was standing at the bar chatting to two men. She eagerly beckoned me over and I felt the colour flushed from my cheeks. I slowly approached, feeling a little sick, there was no way these men would think I was a real girl, did she want me to get beaten up?

“Tulip, this is Dave and Karl. They have very kindly bought us both a shot of tequila each.” She beamed.

Dave handed me the glass and a saltshaker.

“Down the hatch.” He said clinking my glass.

I watched as the three of them knocked back their drinks, Carly shuddered as she swallowed. I slammed mine more out of stress than anything else and then licked the salt.

“Don’t mind her” said Carly “She’s just shy but I’m sure she’s grateful for the drink. Right Tulip?”

I smiled and blushed… what was I doing? Carly started to tell some jokes and the two men laughed, then she bought another round of shots and we all downed them. I was shitting my panties, what if they hit on me? The conversation had wound down and I was staring at my feet, trying not to make eye contact with either of these two men, I didn’t want them to get any ideas. Carly broke the awkward silence.

“Well, thanks for the drinks lads but we have to get going.”

“What? But we’ve only just met,” said Karl.

“Oh, sorry boys but this is a girl’s night only.”

With that Carly pulled my face towards her and gave me a long sensual kiss.

“Oooh…” said both guys as realisation dawned on them.

Carly insisted on buying them both another drink each as way of an apology and then we left.

We got back in the lift and then Carly started laughing.

“Oh, Tulip you should see your face!”

I wasn’t laughing.

“Aw don’t sulk baby, you did really well. I’m proud of you.”

She pinned me against the wall of the elevator and kissed me frantically. I felt her hand under my skirt grab my arse and squeeze. Then she whispered in my ear.

“I’m going to fuck you so hard tonight, Tulip.”

We were barely inside the room when Carly had me pinned against the door, ravishing me with lustful kisses. She spun me around, guiding my hands to the wall. I felt her kiss the back of my neck as her hand slid under my skirt. She tugged my panties down to just below my butt and started to tease my anus with her fingers, like I would to her vagina had the roles been reversed. I moaned, my loins tingled, and balls ached inside the cage. I felt my cock trying to get hard inside it’s restrictive confines, which felt very uncomfortable. Soon she had a finger inside me, then another and another. She finger-fucked my arse slowly, kissing my neck and calling me names like slut and bitch which just seemed to excite me more. I was so aroused but also so frustrated. Not being able to get a proper erection meant no release for me, and as my arousal increased my inhibitions ebbed away and Carly massaged my prostate with her finger, which made my back arch and my moans get louder, as a sharp tingling sensation shot through my loins.

After a while of this Carly made me beg for her cock, which felt extremely humiliating, especially dressed like a girl. She removed her dress and strapped the dildo on. I was instructed to kneel on the edge of the bed facing away from her. She flipped my skirt up and lubed up the dildo.

“Beg.” She said coldly.

“Please Carly please fuck me.” By now, I was so turned on, and so frustrated I would do or say anything.

“More!”

“Please Carly, I’m begging you. Please give me your cock!” Even my voice sounded an octave higher, as though being dressed as a girl was changing my whole demeanour.

I let out a loud sigh as she pushed it into me, no teasing this time. She rammed my arse hard and aggressively until she came. We cuddled for a bit after this, and then she got completely naked and told me to strip to my underwear. She wanted me to keep some of the feminine garments against my skin the whole night, including the waist cinching corset.

We fucked all night long. I licked her pussy; she fucked my arse in a variety of positions and even milked my prostate giving me my first true anal orgasms. Well, I say orgasm, it wasn’t the same as a normal orgasm, when you’re cum is shooting out in spurts, it was more of a drizzle, that stained the bed sheets. But I still felt shivers running up my spine like I had never felt before and, because my cock wasn’t erect and this was the result of prostate stimulation, there was no refractory period, meaning that she could make me cum multiple times, like a girl.

Eventually we fell asleep in each other’s arms. When I woke up in the morning, I was the small spoon and Carly was gently caressing my cage. I went down on her once more and gave her another orgasm before we got dressed and then we left the hotel.

Dressed once again in my male clothes we stopped outside the hotel for a moment and Carly grabbed my hands.

“I’m so proud of you Benny. You were amazing last night. I can’t wait to have my way with Tulip again. I think next weekend you can come to mine. I have something really special in mind.”

She kissed me on the cheek and walked off to the carpark.

The rest of that week Carly text me every day. She made me go shopping for makeup and sent me makeup tutorials. She had me take selfies so she could judge my efforts. The cage remained on all week, and I was left in a permanent state of semi-arousal the whole time which made me very suggestible. Then Carly text me one day, telling me to go clothes shopping after work, I reluctantly did as I was told. She sent me instructions so that I would get the right size garments and if anyone asked, I was to admit that they were for me, this was extremely humiliating, but being locked up kept me in a state of semi-aroused desperation and made me very suggestible. When I got home, I was to put the clothes on and the makeup and send her selfies as proof. It was extremely humiliating but also very exciting. She even made me buy a dildo and send her clips of me sucking on it. Being in chastity had made me totally submissive to Carly, I now did everything she told me to do without question, it was like a spell. The routine was set. Every day I would get in from work, wash, apply my make-up and get dressed. I could be Ben at work and in the street, but only Tulip in my home.


CHAPTER THREE – THE SURPRISE

On the Friday, while at work Carly texted me with instructions.

“When you get home, I want you to depilate your body. Get dressed, makeup and wig included. Then you will order a cab to (address). Do not be later than seven otherwise Tulip will get a good spanking xx.”

I was very nervous about being in a cab with the male driver. I felt a little sick. But I arrived and left without saying anything. When he asked if I wanted to book a return I just smiled and shook my head. I tottered off on the high heels, I was starting to get good at this now.

I took a deep breath and walked up the path to Carly’s front door. She had a large house; she was clearly very well off. I rang the doorbell and Carly answered. She was wearing lounge pants and a vest. I felt extremely overdressed.

“Hi Tulip” she said, “come in and make yourself at home.”

I walked in and looked around; it was a big place for a single woman. Carly ushered me through to the front room and then the blood drained from my cheeks. Sitting on the sofa was a tall black man with a chiselled athletic body.

“Tulip, this is Tony, my husband.”

Her what??? Tony smiled at me, as Carly walked over and sat on his lap, lacing her arms around his neck.

“Tony’s been really looking forward to meeting you Tulip. Haven’t you Tone?”

“I sure have, and I must say babe you’ve done a great job with this one.”

Carly kissed her husband as a thank you for the compliment.

“Sit down Tulip, make yourself at home.”

She pointed to the sofa next to Tony. Then she got up and walked across the room to the stereo. She put on an old classic Reggae ‘lovers rock’ playlist and then turned back to me.

“I’ll leave you to get acquainted. I’m just going to get changed.”

With that she left. I felt sick. Tony placed a hand on my thigh and turned to me.

“Don’t worry Tulip. I know it feels weird, the first time always does. But I promise you, you’ll like it.”

His hand slid up my thigh and I took in a sharp inhale, holding my breath as he felt the cock cage under my panties.

“Mmm you sissies are so hot. Carly says your pussy loved taking cock.”

“P pussy?” I stuttered.

Tony took my hand and guided it to his crotch. I could feel his semi erect cock, it was definitely bigger than mine. I pulled my hand away and leaped to my feet, outrage clearly showing on my face. Tony just grabbed my wrist and, looking at me with a stern expression, pulled my down over his lap.

“Hey!” I protested.

But Tony just pulled my skirt up and delivered a hard smack to my buttock, his big hand connected with the soft flesh of my buttocks making a loud slap. I yelped, it really stung, he was strong!

“P please...” I stuttered.

Tony continued to spank me; I could feel my arse getting so hot that it must have glowed red. After a few minutes, I was tearfully begging him to stop.

I felt Tony’s big hand rest on my raw buttocks, he stroked it gently as I sniffled. I couldn’t believe what was happening here, I was dressed like a girl, being spanked by a strange man, and sobbing like a naughty schoolgirl. It was so degrading.

“Is Tulip going to be a good little girl from now on?” his deep voice was soft and low.

“S-sorry.” I bleated.

“Call me sir.”

“Y-yes sir!” I stammered.

“Are you going to behave now Tulip?”

“Yes sir.”

Tony released me and had me sit up on his lap, he had one hand on my lower back, just above my pelvis. Then he pulled me close to him and kissed me on the lips. I refused to return the kiss, so he grabbed me around the throat. My mouth opened and his tongue slipped in. He loosened his grip and, more out of fear than anything, I let him kiss me. But Tony wasn’t satisfied.

“I can see you need a little persuasion.”

Tony yanked me down over his lap and hitched my skirt up. I felt a large powerful hand caress my butt cheeks, framed by the thong. Then he smacked me again. Even harder than before. I yelped. Several more times he spanked my arse until tears were running down my cheeks.

“Tulip, you are a sissy girl now. A cock slut, you like to get fucked in your pussy and you don’t care if it’s a dildo or a real cock. Now beg me for my cock.”

He kept smacking me until I couldn’t take it anymore. When the words came out of my mouth it was almost like it was someone else speaking. I seemed to have taken on a naturally feminine and submissive tone.

“Please stop! Please sir, give me your cock!” I pleaded.

Tony stopped smacking me and rubbed my arse gently again. Then he sat me up on the sofa next to him and undid his fly, pulling his cock out. He looked at me, tears in my eyes, then I felt his hand on the back of my neck as he pulled me down until my face was pressed against his crotch. He rubbed my face against his thick shaft and then I allowed his member to invade my mouth, by now he was fully hard, and I felt my lips and cheeks stretch as his shaft slid inside.

I sucked him like Carly had taught me to do with the dildo. My head started bobbing up and down and I heard his masculine groans. I have no idea how long this was going on for, but I was unaware that Carly was back in the room.

“Shift over Tulip.” she said.

I felt her hands on my hips and then I felt my panties get pulled down. Next thing, her dildo was pressing against my arsehole and pretty soon I was being spit roasted. I was on all fours on the large sofa, Carly at one end pounding my arse and Tony at the other fucking my face. I felt disgusted but also incredibly turned on. It had to be the cage, right?

After a while they stopped, and Carly led us into the bedroom. She got on the bed, laying back with her legs apart and the dildo sticking up. She beckoned to me, and I crawled between her legs to suck her rubber cock, tasting my own arse juices. Tony came up behind me and started rubbing my anus with his big cock. I wanted to beg him not to fuck me, but Carly had a firm grip on the back of my head. She knew I would resist. Inch by inch Tony pushed into me, ever so slowly, stretching my hole and invading my insides. Carly stroked my head and back whilst whispering sweet things to try and calm me. But once Tony started thrusting so too did Carly. I was being pounded in both ends, being used like a sex object, like a slut. Tony’s cock felt really good inside me, it was warmer and a little more flexible than the dildo, I could feel it rubbing against my prostate, making me moan over the dildo in my mouth, as tingling sensations ran up and down my spine and a warm feeling built up in my stomach.

I came hard, Tony’s big cock was sliding in and out, massaging my prostate and I was cumming like a girl, my juices oozing out of the cage, my body shaking. This was what is often referred to as a ‘sissygasm’. A full body anal orgasm, much more like a female orgasm than anything I had ever experienced before.

Eventually Tony blew a big load in my arse, his hot sticky cum filling my up and then oozing out when he removed his penis. Carly gave me a long sensual kiss. But if I thought that would be the end, I was very wrong. Not Only did we continue to fuck for hours after that. They insisted that I stay the whole weekend.

After sex, Carly unlocked my cage and inspected my genitalia, she said that it was important to allow some blood flow to the area and ensure that there were no sores that could become infected. Then she showed me how to clean and depilate the area to keep it devoid of pubic hair. On the Saturday Carly and I went shopping, with me in full girly attire. We spent several hours browsing shops, trying on different outfits and by the end of it I was carrying several bags full of new feminine clothes.

The rest of the weekend consisted of myself and Carly hanging out like girlfriends and then the evenings involved me posing for photos, exhibiting my new outfits, and getting fucked by the pair. On the Sunday afternoon Carly went out to the gym and left me home alone with Tony, who had a very insatiable sexual appetite. I couldn’t believe it, in just a matter of weeks Carly, this gorgeous sexy princess had turned me into a bisexual sissy cum slut. But the worst thing was, that I loved it!


I spent the whole of the working week longing to be in their company again, it felt like Ben was a fake identity, that Tulip was my true self.

From then on, the weekends couldn’t come around quick enough for me. I was Ben by day during the week, Tulip by night. At the weekends I was Tulip the cock hungry cum slut who loved to get used by this dominant couple. Carly even taught me some exercises to do at home that would make my Glutes grow a little and tighten my midsection, giving me a slightly more feminine body shape that would complement the girlie clothes that Tulip wore.

Every Friday, it was the same. I would get in from work, prepare myself, transform myself into Tulip, book a cab and willingly spend the weekend in the company of my lovers. As much as I loved Carly, I was obsessed with Tony’s cock. I wanted it in my mouth, in my arse and I wanted his cum in and on me. I guess it’s true that gender and sexuality are mere constructs, and all it took was for a very special woman to break down all the social conditioning and bring out my true nature.

The End
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