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The Deliver-Man Doll



Chapter One
 
Lillie Stewart relaxed on her sofa with her laptop on a pillow. She wore white panties and a matching bra. Snow sat on the windowsill outside, and frost covered the glass, but she had the heat cranked up without a care in the world. She knew she should care more about the environment, but it was her day off work and the first snow of the year. She wanted to have her house warm and cozy.
A gas fire crackled in the fireplace, and she played her favorite pop music in the background. Lillie scrolled through her favorite online sex store, and the images of sissy men bent over with plugs up their asses wet her pussy. She reached her hand under the laptop and into her panties. She slid a finger along the wet crease of her pussy. Lillie slipped a finger into her hole and moaned softly.
She snapped back to reality a few moments later and wiped her hand in the crevice of the couch cushions. She added a few toys to her cart: a plug, a dildo, anal beads, and some high-grade lubricant. Lillie used her card on-file to check out, and the package was due to arrive within the next few days. She set the computer to the side and pulled out her phone. She typed in her favorite site.
Lille scrolled through the endless videos of guys taking their girlfriends’ various toys. She loved when a sissy guy could handle a massive cock. She loved it even more when he had a muscular body and a plump ass. Her pussy gushed as she traced her right hand over her swollen clit. She locked her thumb and finger around the nub and rubbed to the rhythm of the hunky man getting fucked by his woman.
She parted the screen and opened her messages on the other half. She needed to taste her sissy’s ass and get inside him like these ladies were doing. Lillie raged with envy as she watched and typed the message and rubbed her gushing pussy.
Joe, I’m thinking about stretching out that sissy hole. You free tomorrow?
Lillie enlarged the video and returned her full attention to the pulsations of her love cave. She increased the volume on her phone and laid it to the side. She closed her eyes and pulled her white panties off. Lillie lifted her hips and stuffed the fabric under her ass to catch the juices rushing to the surface.
She panted along with the guy getting his ass drilled by the dominant woman. She spanked his ass and thrust the long, fat dick in and out of his accepting hole. Lillie’s body shuttered. He toes curled in desire for Joe, her sissy, to come over and get on his knees in front of her.
She couldn’t get enough of him. Joe gave her something no man had ever done. Lillie fast-forwarded the video to the grand finale and came with the man. His cum covered the blanket and Lillie’s drenched her panties. She relaxed into the couch and checked her phone. No response. Lillie shrugged and cleaned up her mess. Joe always replied. He knew how to obey his woman.
 
♦
 
Joe read Lillie’s message and locked his phone without replying. He looked out his bedroom window and placed the device on his chest. It broke his heart a little, but Joe had terrible news for Lillie. He held a letter he had received the week before, and he knew he couldn’t pass up the offer. It was the chance of a lifetime. Lillie had to understand when he told her, but he knew that she never would.
Lillie had grown possessive of Joe over their few months together. Joe didn’t mind the attention, and he loved serving a dominant woman that fulfilled his deepest, darkest desires. He never wanted to leave Lillie, but she had to understand.
Joe unlocked his phone and read the message. He replied yes to Lillie and let out a breath he had been holding. He would break the news to her in person. He only had to leave for six months, and then he’d be able to come back. He needed to take a chance for once in his life, and he hoped Lillie would support him.
He knew she would let him fly, but it’d break Lillie’s heart. Joe got up from the bed, but he left his phone behind. He opened the closet and pulled out his suitcase. He had a journey to pack for and a woman to say goodbye to. A tear slid down Joe’s cheek.
Joe ran his hand over the top of his head and stuffed clothes into his bag. Nerves coursed through his body as he thought about what he’d say to Lillie. He didn’t know what to do, but he couldn’t give up his one chance to see the world. She had to understand and give him a chance in six months. He needed her as much as she needed him. He had to prove that to her before he left.
 
♦
 
Lillie twirled in her chair and looked over the medical files. She didn’t hate her job, but it wasn’t the most exciting way to spend eight hours, five days a week. She had a lobby full of patients staring her down for their chance to see the doctor. Lille had no real control over the doctor’s schedule, but she was the one that had to deal with the majority of the problems and grievances.
They didn’t pay her enough to deal with those impatient pricks, but she didn’t have much of a choice after getting an associates degree in medical billing and coding. She was taking classes online to get a bachelors and move up on the pay scale, but it was a slow process at one or two classes a semester.
Lillie also needed to make time for a healthy dosage of sex with her sissy slave to stay satisfied and happy.
A knock sounded at the window. Lillie sighed and set the folder she had been holding to the side. She slid open the glass, and a patient screamed, “I’ve been waiting for almost an hour! What the hell is going on?”
The door opened, and the doctor appeared. Lillie and the man looked at her, the doctor.
“Mr. Davis? Mr. Davis?”
The man looked around, and Lillie narrowed her eyes. “Isn’t that your name, sir?”
He coughed and admitted, “yes, it is.”
“I suggest you go before you miss your appointment,” Lillie said and slammed the door closed. All the others waiting dropped their heads and acted as if they hadn’t been listening. Lillie opened her phone and looked at her messages with Joe. She couldn’t wait to get off and have Joe on all fours taking her dick.
Sigh. She needed to get home and out of the office. That visitor had ruined her mood for the day. She didn’t feel better until she stepped out into the fresh air.
 
♦
 
The sun retreated much quicker than usual as the day turned to night. Joe, huddled in his coat, walked to Lillie’s door. He focused on the breath clouds forming in the air from his mouth. He practiced his lines in his head. His dick would generally be hard walking up to Lillie’s house, but he couldn’t shake the nerves. The cold weather kept him from waiting outside with his anxiety. He knocked on the door, and Lillie quickly approached.
She swung the door open and rushed Joe inside to avoid the cold air, but she didn’t miss the sad expression on his face. Joe followed through with their regular ritual. He dropped to his knees and kissed Lillie’s hand; then he removed his clothes down to the sage green bra and panties Lillie had picked out for him. She loved the color against his olive skin. Lillie smiled at her sissy, but she reached under his armpits and rose him to his feet.
“My love, tell me, what’s wrong with you?”
Joe ran his hand over his face and looked at the ground. Lillie reached her fingers under his chin and lifted his eyes to meet hers. He couldn’t help but stare into her turquoise wonders. They looked as radiant as the Mediterranean sea in Greece. She batted her eyelashes and pouted her lips. Joe’s heart cracked in two looking at his woman.
“I have some good news, but it isn’t that great for you.”
“I’m a strong woman, I can handle whatever you’ve got to tell me,” Lillie said. She lifted her head and straightened her shoulders. She looked her man square in his eyes, and she wrapped her arm around the small of his back. Lillie was a beauty, but she went to the gym. Lillie flexed and gripped Joe’s small body against hers. “Tell me. Your silence is worse than whatever you have to say.”
Joe relented, but he opened his mouth and formed the words he had practiced all day. He pulled out the piece of paper from his jacket and showed her the letter he had received. “I won a trip around to Thailand to study yoga for three months, but there is a catch.”
“What’s that?” Lillie asked. She kept her voice even, but her heart was heavy.
“I have to teach at the school for three months after they give me the certificate.”
“So, you’d be gone for six months?”
“Yeah,” Joe said and averted his gaze. He stared at his feet.
“Joe, it’s okay. I know you’ve been dreaming of becoming a yoga teacher. I didn’t know you had applied for this competition,” Lillie said and waved the letter in the air.
“I wrote a letter to the school. They pay for three plane tickets every year along with room and board and the program costs. It’s my third year trying, and I never thought they’d pick me after so many failures. That’s why I didn’t tell you.”
“Oh,” Lillie said and placed her hand on her chest. She hadn’t realized how long Joe had dreamed of doing the program. She knew she couldn’t make him feel guilty for his choice. That’s not what their love represented. “You’re coming back after the program, right?”
“Of course, I couldn’t dream of staying away from you for any other reason than this program.”
“Good,” she said. She looked down at Joe in his lacy, sage-green lingerie and wrapped her hand around his face. “I love you, and I’ll be here when you get back. You’ll always be my little sissy boy.”
“I love you too,” Joe said and accepted Lillie’s strong kiss. Their tongues danced together as Lillie’s hands explored Joe’s body and vice-versa. He moaned into her mouth as she reached her hand into his panties and played with his tight asshole. She pressed against the small entrance, and Joe gasped. She pulled her hand out and smacked his ass.
“Follow me,” she said and led Joe to the bedroom. She opened the door to their last night of pleasure for a long while. She ate his ass and fucked him silly. Lillie made sure they both reached a climax together. She fucked Joe in his g-spot. She had mastered finding the location until he came without touching himself.
Lillie ordered him to clean up the mess and thought about how she would accept him when he returned. He’d always be her sissy.
But things were about to change. She would become lonely. He would too. Lillie needed someone to love and keep close.
She awoke in the middle of the night and stroked Joe’s hair in the dark and stared into the blackness. She didn’t want to let Joe leave, but she had to let him fly. He would come back to her. She traced her finger along his silky nightgown and drifted back into a slumber.



Chapter Two
 
Lillie sat on the sofa and slid a thick dildo in and out of her hot pussy. Her hard nipples poked through the thin fabric of her bra. She was trying anything to keep her mind off the fact Joe’s flight was in the air to Thailand. He left for the next six months, and there was nothing she could do about it. He told her only a couple days before the flight. Joe knew Lillie would have convinced him to stay if she had a second longer.
Lillie’s good friend, Jessica, was in the kitchen mixing a cocktail for the ladies. It was a Saturday morning, and neither of them had to work. They had met in college, but Jessica worked at a different office. They got together when they could. They didn’t always watch F/m porn, but they couldn’t help it that day. Lillie’s mood was so depressive. Jessica walked back with a couple bourbons.
“You weren’t supposed to start the fun without me,” Jessica said to her friend and winked.
“Couldn’t help myself,” Lillie said and removed the dildo. It glistened on the ground, and she took the drink from her friend. They liked to fool around when they were both single, sad, or downright horny.
“Cheers,” Jessica said and held up her glass to Lillie.
“Cheers.”
The ladies gulped their bourbons, and the alcohol burned their chests. Lillie coughed on the potent liquid. Jessica sat next to her and curled her legs under her ass. She stared into Lillie’s bright eyes. Jessica moved her mouth closer. Lillie didn’t resist as Jessica closed the gap between them. Her pussy wettened at the sensation of proximity. Jessica breath and heartbeat matched Lillie’s.
Jessica’s lips connected with Lillie’s. Heat passed between their lips, but a ding from the doorbell interrupted them.
“Want me to get it?” Jessica asked and looked down at Lillie’s half-naked body and pussy-clad panties.
Lillie smirked, “no, I got it. Don’t worry your sweet face.” Lillie went to the door and peeped through the hole. A tall, thin man stood on the other side. He shivered in the cold and reached for the doorbell again. It rang through the house as Lillie swung open the door.
“Uh, sor—,” the man started to say, but he stopped as a half-naked Lillie caught his attention. She tilted her head, and her blonde hair bounced on her shoulders.
“You got somethin’ for me, young man? It’s as cold as a freezer outside,” she said.
“Sorry, here,” he said and thrust the package into Lillie’s chest.
“That’s no way to hand a package to a lady,” she said. Jessica cackled in the background, and the man blushed. Lillie set the box to the side and shielded herself from the cold wind with the door.
“Can you, um, sign this please?” the man asked and held out a digital pad. Lillie read over the screen and confirmed the information. She flicked her eyes up every time she felt the strange man looking at her hard, erect nipples. Lillie signed and handed the tablet back to him. She noticed his eyes jumped to the TV playing femdom porn in the background.
“What’s your name, handsome?”
“Michael,” he said.
“You got a last name, Michael?”
Michael gulped, “are you planning on reporting me?”
“No, don’t be such a coward. You didn’t do anything wrong for me to report you. I’m Lillie Steward. That’s my friend Jessica over there. We were just having a little fun. What’s your last name, Michael?”
“Monette,” he said.
“Oh wow, you hear that Jessica? Michael Monette. Sounds like you should be a famous singer.”
“Thanks?” he said in a questioning voice.
“We’ll be seeing you around, Mr. Michael Monette,” Lillie said and winked. She closed the door without another word.
Michael stood confused on the other side, but he didn’t push the issue. He returned to his truck and went back to work. He had a full load of packages to deliver. Sales and deliveries had picked up ever since the weather turned cold.
Lillie turned back to Jessica, and the two shared a laugh. “You’re such a tease.”
“I can’t help myself when I see an innocent-looking guy like him.”
“I get it,” Jessica said, and she did. Lillie and Jessica had bonded in college over a shared interest in submissive men. Lillie saw a picture on Jessica’s phone one day of a man with a dildo up his ass, and she knew she had to strike a conversation with the woman. It took a week for Lillie to find a way to work the subject into the conversation, but Jessica was free to discuss everything once it was on the table. “So, what’s in the package?”
Lillie looked at her friend and frowned at the box. She grabbed her keys and cut into the tape. She ripped it off of the top and opened the package. She pulled out the plug and held it up in the air.
“Toys for Joe,” Lillie said in a sad voice.
“Oh, baby. Come here,” Jessica said and pulled her close. “He’ll be back, don’t worry.”
“What am I supposed to do until then?”
“Maybe that delivery guy will come back after the show you gave him,” Jessica said with a chuckle. She meant the words as a joke, but Lillie couldn’t help but read into them. Michael hadn’t been able to keep his eyes off her when he was at the door.
“Maybe he will,” Lillie mumbled.
“You’re too much sometimes. Let’s watch a movie and eat some ice cream,” Jessica said. She pecked Lillie and ran to the freezer. Lillie flipped through the channels and found a thriller for them to watch. The movie captivated Lillie, and the suspense hooked her, but her mind couldn’t help but wonder to Michael, the delivery guy. She had to find a way to get him.



Chapter Three
 
Michael lay on his bed in the dark as the snow piled up outside. A winter storm had rolled into town a few hours before, and it wasn’t looking to stop any time soon. Michael’s hand grasped his stiff dick. He rubbed his free hand over his washboard abs. The image of Lillie in her white, drenched panties was burnt into his mind. He couldn’t get the woman out of his thoughts.
He spat into his hand and rubbed his thick shaft. He closed his eyes and clamped his fingers down on his nipple. His dick vibrated and jumped in his hand, but it hand nowhere to go. He edged himself for hours at the thought of Lillie burying his face deep in her pussy.
Michael could still imagine the stench of her hot, horny sex calling his name. He hoped she ordered a package again because he didn’t know that he could stay away from her house, and he didn’t want to go to jail for stalking a woman.
After sleepiness took over the urge to fill Lillie with his dick and taste her sweet nectar, Michael bust all over himself. Stream after stream of his thick cum covered his hard abs. He wiped it off with his boxers and tossed them to the floor. He rolled over and passed out, but Lillie filled his dreams. He had to have her.
 
♦
 
Michael sat in his car and rubbed his hands together over the hot air blowing from the vents. He looked at Lillie’s small house and couldn’t believe she had another delivery. He grabbed the parcel off the passenger’s seat and hopped to the ground. He ran his hand over his face and hoped he wouldn’t humiliate himself. His emotions bounced around like a pinball in his body.
He stepped to the door, and something caught his eye. He looked to the right, and Lillie was peeking out the window. He could see her areolas and her bright, turquoise irises shining in the distance. An erection began growing in his pants. He pressed the package tight against his body and took a deep breath. It was against every company policy to sleep with someone on the job, but he didn’t know he’d be able to escape Lillie the second time around.
Lillie opened the door before Michael could knock.
“Another delivery so soon?” he managed to squeak out. He held out the box.
“I had some nonperishable groceries sent so you’d have to come back to see me again,” Lillie said and grinned.
Fuck, that sent more blood rushing straight to Michael’s dick. Those words made him feel more special than he had felt in months.
“So, are you gonna blast me with the cold again or come inside?”
“Um,” Michael stuttered and looked over his shoulder. He had never entered a customer’s home before, but he didn’t want to decline her offer. Lillie didn’t come off as the type of person that offered herself more than once. Lillie widened her eyes and started to close the door on Michael. “Yes!”
“Come in. I’m all alone today,” she said and opened the door wider. Michael passed her and stepped inside. He turned to her and stared at her exposed chest. Her tits hung on her body perfectly. He wanted to lick on them like an ice cream cone.
“Does that other woman live here?”
“No, she’s just a good friend. We like to play around sometimes. Does that turn you on?” Lillie asked and stepped forward. She traced her finger along Michael’s chest. Touching his hard body made her wet quicker than a water fountain. She wanted to feel how tight his ass was. She would bet any amount of money Michael had never even had a finger up his ass. She loved a virgin man more than anything.
“Yes,” Michael said heavily. “I jacked off thinking about you that night. And every night since then. I can’t stop thinking about how hot you looked at the door like that.”
Michael’s hard dick pressed against his khakis, and precum leaked through the thick fabric. He was dripping at the sight of Lillie’s mostly-naked body. Her panties were no drier than his underwear, and he could see the little bush of hair circling Lillie’s pussy. He could smell the desire of her hot lips. He needed to sink his dick into her.
Lillie moved closer to him and grabbed his ass. She rubbed her wet pussy lips along the outline of his dick. He could feel her swollen love cave through the fabric. His mind nearly ripped in two trying to weigh his options of staying or fleeing.
Michael panicked and pushed Lillie away. She squealed. “What’s wrong? What are you doing?”
“I’m sorry! I can’t do this!” Michael said and stormed out the house. He slammed the door behind him and rushed to his truck.
Lillie stood shocked with wide eyes for a moment, but she scrambled to get a jacket after she realized what had happened. She went to the door and threw it open, but Michael was making off down the road. A fresh coating of snow covered most of her sidewalk, and she knew she wouldn’t survive more than a minute outside without pants.
She cursed to herself and went back inside. She didn’t want to order another package, but Michael left without giving her a phone number or anything. Lillie thought he might have her number through his company, but she knew he wouldn’t use it. He was far too submissive and afraid to take what he wanted. She had to take him.
Lillie turned on some soft music and deflated into her sofa. She watched the snow fall out the window and wondered how Joe was doing in Thailand. Joe was far easier to catch than Michael. After one look at each other, she and Joe had decided there was a connection. She missed her sweet sissy. She pulled out her phone and sent him a message to call her.
Lillie’s thoughts drifted back to Michael. She would get the delivery man one way or another. It was a matter of time. He could only play cat and mouse for so long. She closed her eyes and let the melody drift into her ears as she imagined converting Michael into a beautiful woman like she had done with so many willing men before him.
But there was something special about this one. Michael felt like a keeper. A true gem. A million-dollar prize. She would have to wait to find out how he’d fair when Lillie revealed her true colors and desires. She felt a smile creep across her lips. She loved feminizing a man for the first time. Lillie could recall every man she had changed, and she couldn’t wait to add Michael to the list.



Chapter Four
 
Lillie played with her blonde hair and stared into the computer camera. Waves crashed in the background, and Joe told her about his yoga class and Thai food. He didn’t love spicy food, but he was surviving. The daily swims in the ocean and hours of yoga made up for some abdominal pain from the food. Joe missed his woman, and he wanted nothing more than to jump through the computer into Lillie’s arms.
“So, what have you been doing without me?” Joe asked after their conversation led to a natural conclusion.
“Dying, I can’t wait for you to come home,” Lillie said in a sweet voice. She angled the camera down to her swollen clit and rubbed the nub between her fingers. Joe purred into the camera.
“I need you to stuff my face into that.”
“I’m counting down the days,” she said and moved the camera back up to her face. She was horny, but she wanted to stay as engaged as possible in the conversation. She minimized the window to half the size and browsed through some more groceries she could order online. She still liked to multi-task; just no masturbation.
“How has work been?” Joe asked Lillie. Lillie mumbled a reply or made a sound, and silence followed. “What are you looking at?”
“I need to order some groceries from the internet.”
“Why can’t you get them at the store?”
Lillie closed her shopping cart and trained her eyes on Joe. She had wanted to tell him about the delivery guy. “So, there’s this guy.”
“Who? A delivery guy?”
“What? How did you know?”
“You’re so obvious, Lillie. That’s why you are looking at groceries online?”
Lillie cast her eyes to the side. “Yeah.”
“What’s he look like?”
“He’s tall and thin. Rugged features. I answered the door wearing panties, and he instantly got hard.”
“Any man would get hard looking at that body,” Joe said. “I’m hard right now and playing with my dick under the computer.”
“Lemme see!” she squealed. Joe moved the camera down to reveal his thick, hardened rod.
“You always make me hard, baby. So, what are you gonna do about the delivery guy?”
“You know what I want to do with him,” Lillie chuckled. “Are you seeing anyone there?”
“Yes, I have a trans guy with a thick dick and big tits fucking me from time to time.”
“Mmmm, next time record it and send me the video,” Lillie said.
“Of course. Anything for you. I gotta go to my next class. I love you. Have fun catching the delivery guy. I’ll be home real soon!”
“Love you too, Joe. Bye, baby boy!” Lillie said and blew him kisses through the camera.
 
♦
 
Michael had the day off work. It was a random Tuesday in the middle of December, and he couldn’t keep his mind off Lillie. He stared at his naked body in the mirror. His dick was erect and glistening. He had been edging himself since he’d eaten breakfast, and even then he reached into his shorts.
Michael slapped his staff and watched it bounce. He didn’t care what Lillie wanted to do with him, but he needed her.
Snow was covering the ground, and the hours passed. He watched the clock and pictured what Lillie was doing with her day. He didn’t know where she worked, but he knew she had to get off to go home for the day.
He had run away the last time without getting her number and cursed himself every moment since. Michael gripped his hard cock and stroked it. He moaned and imagined his face buried between Lillie’s warm, wet legs. Michael needed to smell her cunt and kiss her lips.
The time that passed, the less he cared about losing his job for Lillie.
Hunger rolled over Michael, and an orgasm bubbled at the surface. Precum covered the hand and tip. He relented and came all over the floor. He grabbed a towel to clean up the pile of his creamy juices. He avoided going to Lillie’s that night, but it wouldn’t be long before he couldn’t resist.
 
♦
 
“I still can’t believe Joe is in Thailand and gets to swim in the ocean every day,” Jessica said and sipped her drink. It was the following weekend, and Lillie got together with her friend. She had received an email the night before that her package was due to arrive that day. Lillie always chose free shipping even if it took a little longer.
“I know, I’m super happy for Joe and his adventure,” Lillie said, but she didn’t want to talk about her old sissy. She wanted to talk about her conquest that was on the way. “Jessica, I didn’t tell you before, but I got an email that a package is on the way today.”
“Oh my gosh! You’re still on that guy?” Jessica rose her eyebrows and looked up to the corner of the room. Jessica focused her attention back on the reality show.
“Jessica! Please, you have to help me,” Lillie said and shook her friend’s thigh. Jessica ignored Lillie’s pleas and kept her eyes glued to the screen. Lillie grunted and sighed and never stopped poking Jessica. She needed Jessica’s help to get Michael.
“What?!” Jessica screamed.
Lillie jumped back on the couch and put both her hands up in the air. “Jessica, you know how I can get when I want somebody. Michael is calling my name, but he’s so timid that he can’t take what he wants. He won’t even let me have him because he’s so afraid he’ll get caught.”
A fight broke out on the television. A woman threw a glass against the wall and punched one of her roommates. They focused their attention on the TV and forgot about their conversation. The show flipped to commercials, and Jessica snapped back to reality.
“What am I supposed to do to help you?”
“Let’s have a pillow fight or something when he gets here. We can be in our lingerie and leave the door unlocked. Then, he’ll have to come inside.”
“You’re crazy,” Jessica said. She shook her head and looked out the window away from Lillie. The snow from the other day hadn’t melted, but the sun shined brightly on that clear afternoon. The temperature had dragged on well below freezing for over a week.
“You know you love to tease a guy. Why are you playing so hard to get with me, Jessica?”
“He’s a stranger! It’s not like we’re at some club where people go to have sex. He’s a delivery driver! Why can’t you let it go?”
“I’m certain he wants it. Trust me, Jessica. If nothing happens today, then I’ll leave it alone forever. Deal?”
Jessica folded her arms over her chest and returned her attention to the other side of the room. Lillie stared into her brown waves.
“Deal?”
“Fine.”
“Yay,” Lillie cheered and clapped her hands. Now they just had to wait for Michael to arrive for the party to begin.
 
♦
 
Michael reviewed his list of deliveries for the day and couldn’t believe Lillie had ordered another package. He knew it couldn’t have been a coincidence. He had worked that route for years and had never delivered anything to Lillie to his recollection until a couple weeks ago. Lillie was next on his list, and his dick couldn’t stop growing at the thought of ringing her doorbell. Michael pulled up to Lillie’s house and hopped out the truck with her parcel.
He walked to the door eagerly, but a noise caught his attention and made him stop on her stairs. Wild laughter was coming from inside the house. Michael felt a mixture of excitement and fear. He was losing his grip when it came to Lillie, and he didn’t have much more strength to resist her.
Michael took a deep breath and knocked on the door. His glove dulled the sound, and nobody answered. He pulled the fabric back and tried again.
“Come inside,” Lillie’s voice called.
What?! Michael thought to himself. He’d be dead if someone caught him turning a client’s doorknob and entering their home. People twisted photos into whatever story they needed, and he couldn’t afford to become someone’s news.
“Um, Miss. We aren’t allowed. I can leave the package here if you’d like,” he said. He palms burned against the cold air, and he wanted to open that door, but his honor code kept him from doing it.
“Oh, come on honey! Jessica and I are busy in here. Just bring the package inside. You already came in once, and nothing happened. Why are you so afraid of getting caught?”
Michael clenched his teeth. Why couldn’t Lillie open the door? He didn’t want to lose his job. He started to set the package by the door and walk away and call it quits with Lillie, but his mind flashed back to her exposed nipples and soaking wet pussy the last time they talked. His dick throbbed in his khakis.
“You comin’ inside, baby boy?” Lillie called at him in a voice sweeter than honey.
Michael cursed to himself and pushed open the door. The box dropped to the floor as his eyes registered the two beauties standing in nothing more than their panties. The house smelled of warm cookies, and Michael noticed a candle burning in the background. Lillie stared at him with her turquoise eyes and licked her lips.
The sight crippled his heart and nearly buckled his knees. He opened his mouth to say something, but nothing registered. He mumbled some sounds. Precum leaked through the tight fabric of his pants. Lillie stepped closer to him and rubbed her nipples.
Lillie grabbed Michael’s thick dick and waved for Jessica to come over to them. Jessica stood behind Lillie and rested her chin on Lillie’s shoulder. Michael stared into the two women’s faces, and he couldn’t imagine a more beautiful sight. They blinked and parted their lips slightly. Michael nearly dropped to the ground and begged them for sex.
Michael breathed unevenly and tried to keep himself from cumming as Lillie held his dick in her hand. She gripped the shaft and spoke in a low voice, “here’s my card,” she slipped it into his pocket, “come back when you’re free, baby boy so we can have some fun. Jessica and I want to introduce you to our world.”
“Your world?”
“Yes, muffin. I think I like that. What about you, Jessica? Muffin?”
“Perfect. You wouldn’t want to make Joe jealous.”
“Who’s Joe?” Michael asked.
“Don’t worry about that for now, muffin. Come back when you’re not on the clock. Okay?” Lillie asked and nodded her head.
Michael nodded along with her.
“Good. Get back to work, muffin. Jessica and I have things to do,” she said and turned Michael to the door. She slapped his ass and pushed him out to the cold day.
Michael staggered back to the car. He walked like a penguin to hide his erection. He was confused by what Lillie meant when she said ‘our world’, but Michael didn’t care at that point. He had to have Lillie any way she wanted him. He was a sloppy mess and counting down the minutes until he could go to Lillie’s again.
He had dinner with his grandparents that night after work because they were coming up from Florida. They visited before the actual day because the youngest children lived in a different state, and they preferred to be there on the actual day. He’d be a mess through dinner and the next morning at brunch, but he had waited long enough. Another 24 hours was nothing.



Chapter Five
 
Michael fidgeted in his seat and waited for his grandmother to finish her meal. He tried to keep himself from staring at the never-disappearing food on her plate, but he couldn’t avoid it. He glared at his grandmother’s dish like it was a wasp’s nest. Michael would have wished it away if a genie had appeared. Maybe he would have wanted to fast-forward time when his face or dick was buried deep in Lillie’s pussy.
Michael’s grandfather passed him a card. Michael felt the card, which was padded with cash. That relaxed him enough to tell him grandfather thank you and have a quick conversation with him. Luckily, his mother rushed the bill as soon as grandma finished. They were out of the restaurant in the next fifteen minutes.
Michael and his family stood in the parking lot. They shivered in the cold air, but his grandmother had to tell everyone goodbye before they headed off to see the rest of the family. Michael did everything in his power not to sprint to his car on the other side of the parking lot when his grandma finally got into her vehicle. His mind instantly went to all the things he wanted to do with Lillie.
He still had no idea what Lillie had meant by ‘their world’, but he knew how to please a woman. Michael was sure whatever she meant he could handle. He started the car and raced over to Lillie’s; off-the-clock for the first time.
 
♦
 
Michael shivered in his coat and pulled his cap down low. He wore street clothes and stood outside Lillie’s house. He hadn’t called or anything. He wanted to surprise her like she had done to him with all those packages. Michael didn’t understand why he had become Lillie’s target, but he loved it. He wanted to devour her and have her do the same to him. He needed to taste her and touch her without the fear of losing his job. Michael pulled out the card she had given him. It was a picture of her in lacy panties with a number written over the top.
He came to the picture three times since he had received it.
Lillie opened the door when he reached the bottom step of her front porch. “Welcome, stranger! I wasn’t expecting to see you today.”
Michael reddened and shrugged his shoulders.
“Come in. You’re letting all my heat out. I’m going to have to send you my gas bill at this rate.”
“Sorry,” Michael said and rushed to the door. He stepped inside the warm house and began taking off his jacket and hat.
“I’m glad you stopped by because I was just making an early dinner. You hungry?”
“I could eat,” Michael said. Of course, he was only thinking of the dessert he would get once those panties came off, but he was the type of man that wanted a woman to feel comfortable. His prior girlfriends tended to take charge in life, and he had reins over the bedroom.
“Splendid,” Lillie said and gestured toward the table around the corner. Michael took a seat at the set table. Almost no time had passed since brunch, but he didn’t want to be rude and disappoint Lillie. He would eat ten more pounds of food if it meant getting a taste of Lillie’s sweet pussy.
Michael and Lillie sat at the table. She served him an assortment of meat and vegetables. She looked at the pile of food on his plate and giggled to herself. “You just ate, didn’t you? I completely forgot about that.”
“It’s okay. I don’t mind eating whatever you made. I’m sure it’s delicious.”
Lillie moved her leg under the table and rubbed it along Michael’s shin. She took a bite and pulled the fork slowly out of her mouth while she watched Michael stare at her. He didn’t make a sound as she stirred his emotions and overran his mind with stimulation.
Michael panted and breathed unevenly. He grabbed his fork and stabbed it into the plate. Lillie hadn’t stopped eating, but every move she took pulled him deeper into her spell. Michael managed to get a bite into his mouth and chewed. His eyes felt dry. He wasn’t sure he had blinked since he sat at the table.
“You okay over there?” Lillie asked and chuckled.
Michael coughed and picked up another bit of food, “yeah. You’re distracting me a little, but I don’t mind it.”
Lillie moved her foot away from Michael’s crotch, and he seemed to crash back down to reality. Lillie stared into him in a way that made him want to look around the room.
“What’s wrong?”
“I can’t help but think how round and pretty your face is, Michael. Have you ever thought about dressing up as a girl?”
Michael choked on air and gripped the sides of the table. He had never had a woman ask him that kind of question on a date. “I guess I’ve never thought about it. Me and the guys from college dressed up as cheerleaders once for Halloween, but we looked horrible.”
“I’d love to see a picture of that,” Lillie said. Her voice was more serious than playful, and the tone sent a chill down Michael’s spine. His palms slid on the wood, and his hands dropped to his side. He looked around and had a feeling he should get out before he got too involved, but he couldn’t leave the majestic woman. She looked like a mermaid ready for mating.
“So, you ordered a lot of packages.”
Lillie twisted her head to the side. “I had to get you back here.”
“Where’s your friend?”
“She’s at her house. I wanted to have you alone the first time, but I’m sure she’d love to play with us. Would you like that?”
Michael nodded slowly with wide eyes. He wanted nothing more than to play with those sexy vixens at the same time but had a feeling Lillie and her friend came with a few strings.
“So, what’s your world?” Michael asked with air quotes.
Lillie smiled and popped a potato into her mouth. She chewed and swallowed and let the silence dance between them. Michael rubbed his hands along his pants.
“Want to go to my bedroom and find out? I’m about finished eating. You?”
Michael looked out to the cold, sunny day and knew it was his last chance to run for freedom from whatever ‘her world’ was, but a calmness crept over his body. He knew if he left he’d regret it for the rest of his life.
“I’m ready. Show me.”
“I knew you were special,” Lillie said and stood to lead him to her lair.
 
♦
 
Michael stared into Lillie’s vanity mirror, and his heart raced as she gathered a variety of makeup. His dick jumped in his pants. He didn’t know how or why he was hard looking at Lillie prepare to feminize him, but he couldn’t help it. He had every opportunity to turn and escape, but he wanted to stay and see what happened. He figured he only lived once, and Lillie was one of the hottest women he had ever met.
“What do you plan on doing with all that?”
“Your features are so uniquely feminine. You’re a man, but with makeup, in the right places, I bet we could change that. I love that you shave every morning and keep your skin soft,” Lillie said and rubbed the back of her hand along his face.
“You don’t like me as a man?”
“Women are much more beautiful. Wouldn’t you agree?”
Michael couldn’t argue with her about that, but he didn’t want to become a woman. He was confused by Lillie, but she had her hand wrapped around his hard dick.
“Why aren’t you a lesbian?”
“I have sex with women, but that doesn’t mean I don’t like to have fun with guys. I’m not asking you to bend over and take a dick (yet). I just want to see how pretty you’d look as a woman. Aren’t you curious?”
Michael bit his bottom lip as Lillie stroked his dick. He closed his eyes and tried to pull his attention away from Lillie’s touch. He needed some grounding if he was going to get out of that situation. A part of Michael screamed at himself to leave, but the other half figured he could dress up, fuck Lillie, and then never come back again.
“I guess I’m a little curious,” he said.
“Let’s get started. Close your eyes, muffin. I don’t want you to see until I finish.”
“Okay,” Michael said and did ask Lillie asked. He noted the way she called him muffin again. He thought it had disappeared, but the word made him feel smaller than ever.
The brush pressed against his face and caked some foundation over his skin. It felt so foreign. He had never worn makeup once in his life. He could feel the particles sinking into his pores. He started to open his eyes, but Lillie scolded him to keep them shut. She continued for what felt like years to finish his face.
“Now you can look,” she said with glee sprinkled in her voice.
Michael opened his eyes and was surprised he didn’t recognize himself. It was like Lillie had a magic wand and erased all traces of his masculinity. He was attracted to himself and his rounded-out face. Every forming wrinkle had vanished, and he was left with a young-looking alternative. The level of arousal he felt left him gasping at his sense of reality. It was like he was standing on a frozen lake with the surface cracking beneath him.
“So, what do you think? Your silence is killing me.”
“Um, I don’t know,” Michael said. He didn’t recognize his voice coming out of those painted lips.
“Don’t you think you look sexy?”
“In a weird way, yes.”
“You totally do. I want to make hot love with you right now,” Lillie said and rubbed her hand on Michael’s thigh. He melted at her touch and turned away from the mirror. It was suddenly invisible, but he knew he was dolled up like a bimbo slut. Lillie stood and said, “get to your knees.”
Michael listened and dropped to the ground. He could smell Lillie’s hot pussy through her thin lingerie. She looked down at him and nodded her approval.
“Take them off, muffin. I know you’re dying to get a taste.”
Michael gripped her panties and pulled them to the ground. She stepped out of them and revealed her perfectly-waxed pussy. The little bush circled her lips and directed all attention to its beauty.
“Come here, muffin. Show mama what you can do with that tongue,” she said and wrapped her hand around the back of Michael’s head. She shoved his face into her sex. Michael flattened his tongue against her love cave and got to work. He used his left hand to work her swollen clit.
Michael swiped his right hand down her pussy folds and used her juices to stroke his dick. Lillie didn’t let up on him, and he moaned into her folds.
“That’s right, muffin. Oh yeah, give me that tongue,” Lillie said. She adjusted her leg and perched it on top of the bed. Michael sank deeper into her. “Fuck baby, you’re going to make me—”
Michael worked her clit and moved his tongue in circles. He could feel Lillie’s orgasm rushing to the surface. He wanted to cum with her and beat his dick.
“—cum,” Lillie finished as her body jerked and cum squirted out of her. She held Michael by his hair.
He jerked his dick and came with her, jizzing all over the floor.
“That’s right, muffin. You know how to cum with me,” Lillie said as her body relaxed.
“I had to cum after tasting that sweet juice.”
Lillie leaned down and kissed Michael. “I have to get going. They’re having my friend’s art show on a Sunday for whatever reason. You can use the bathroom to clean up. Unless you love wearing the makeup and want to keep it on.”
Michael looked at his swollen dick, hard body, and dolled-up face in the mirror. It was oddly seductive but entirely uncomfortable.
“I’ll wash up. Where’s the bathroom?”
Lillie pointed out the door, “it’s the door at the end of the hall.”
“Thanks.”
Lillie admired Michael’s manly ass as he walked out the room.



Chapter Six
 
The following week at work had been impossible for Michael. He couldn’t concentrate on a thing. He delivered a package to the wrong address twice and nearly got fired. Michael was unraveling and didn’t know where or how to find his bearings.
Michael hadn’t fully processed what had happened at Lillie’s, but he knew he needed more of it. He didn’t want to make the first move, but a moment hadn’t passed without Lillie crossing his mind. Michael’s entire being was racing with many emotions he hadn’t experienced since he was ten years younger. Lillie did things to him that no other woman had ever done.
Michael twirled his phone in his hand and sat parked on the street a few blocks from Lillie’s house. He wanted to drive by, but they had started tracking the vans. He didn’t have a delivery on her street or any real reason to go over there. He could have walked, but they would question why the delivery took so long. Nobody had time to waste during the holiday season.
An alert came through on his phone that he was falling a bit behind on his route. He cursed to himself. Lillie had destroyed Michael’s entire sense and perspective of masculinity that past Sunday. He didn’t feel less of a man for loving a woman as a woman, but he felt wrong for liking the makeup as much as he did. He jacked off every night thinking about it and spent a little too long looking at the make-up aisles when he went shopping.
Michael: Hi. What are you doing?
Michael sent the message without thinking. He couldn’t regret going after what he wanted, but the guilt of society weighed down on him. He hid his phone for the rest of the day out of fear that Lillie replied. He caught up on his route and even finished a little early. Michael pulled out his phone at the end of the day, but disappointment greeted him.
Lillie had never replied to his message. He tucked the device back into his pocket and drove home in his regular car. Michael listened to some sad tunes the rest of the ride. He didn’t know Lillie was swamped at work that day and had left her phone in her locker on accident. She replied fifty minutes later, but he had been sadder than wasted food until he got her message.
Those minutes of sadness solidified his desire. He sprang to joy and chatted with Lillie after she replied. They were set to meet again on Saturday.
Lillie: Can I doll you up again?
Michael: I was hoping you would.
Michael sent the message and held the phone to his chest. He would never have imagined sending that response to that question even a week before, but things changed. Lillie had transformed him.
 
♦
 
The rest of the week dragged, but Saturday finally arrived. Michael had checked his phone nonstop the entire day waiting for Lillie’s word to go to her house. The moment she gave him the okay, he dressed in his thickest clothes and headed out to the frosty day. He sped to her house. It took him nearly slipping off the road to slow down on the icy road. Michael couldn’t wait to get Lillie’s scent on him again. He needed to feel her touch and hear her command.
Michael neared Lillie’s house and rubbed his dick through his pants. He drove slower as he rounded the last corner and approached the familiar house. He noticed some commotion and two bodies behind the curtain. His heart dropped to the pits of his stomach, but he wasn’t turning around for anything. He parked the car and got out.
His dick retreated from the shock of the cold air, and he ran to the door walking like a penguin over the ice.
Michael put his ear to the cold wood and heard Lillie talking. A familiar voice answered, but he couldn’t remember the woman’s name. He remembered she had brown hair and was as dangerously sexy as Lillie, but he didn’t want to humiliate himself or piss Lillie off. He listened a bit more and heard Lillie’s muffled voice, “Jessica, did you hear something at the door?”
Fuck, Michael thought. He quickly knocked, and he heard Jessica curse out of freight. “It’s me,” he said.
Lillie opened the door and rushed him inside. “What were you doing out there? You scared us!”
“Sorry, my bad. How’s it going? I didn’t know you were coming over, Jessica?”
“Is that a problem?” Jessica asked. Lillie moved closer to her friend and folded her arms across her chest. She pursed her lips and jetted her hip to the side. Her turquoise eyes burned into Michael.
“Oh no, not at all. Just a surprise,” Michael said. He retreated into himself a bit.
In any other circumstance, Michael would have eagerly accepted two women at once, but he knew those two were more adventurous than most women. He didn’t know if he could trust whatever shenanigans they had in mind. “What were you two thinking?”
Their harsh body language relaxed, and they shared a wicked grin. They were fully clothed that day in cute summer dresses and heels. Lillie wore pearls, and Jessica had a diamond necklace. Michael thought he’d look like them sooner rather than later. He didn’t hate the idea as long as it meant fucking two women at once. It was mostly a dream come true.
“Well, first we want to get you dressed up. We have a couple outfits picked out for you to try. Then, we were thinking of having a little fun. Jessica and I love sharing a guy,” Lillie giggled. Jessica couldn’t help but join her. It took them a few moments to stop and come back down to earth.
Michael grabbed his stiff dick and rubbed it through the fabric. The young ladies wanted him to satisfy their desires, and he had never felt more useful in his life.
Every man dreamed of the day when they could have two ladies stuffing his face and milking his dick. “Sounds good to me. Should we get started?”
“Wow, you were right Lillie! He’s trained and ready-to-go.”
“I told you, girl. He’s going to let us use him any way we want.”
Michael looked at both of them and wanted to assert his dominance and manliness, but he was their femboy to ply and bend whatever way they wanted. He might as well get dolled up and ready for the show. He wanted Lillie and Jessica, and that was the only way he was having them.
“Let’s go. I’m horny for you ladies,” Michael said and walked over and grabbed both of them from behind. He pulled them close, and all three of their tongues rubbed together. Jessica reached for Michael’s ass. He moaned at the touch.
Jessica smacked his butt and said, “get in there and pick out your dress!”
 
♦
 
Michael stared at the three dress options: a purple one, a yellow one, and a green one. He didn’t want to do green and passed it back to Jessica. She returned it to the closet. Michael mentally debated on the purple and yellow dress. He stepped over to the mirror and held up both options to his body. The yellow dress washed out his white skin a little too much, so he decided on the purple one. Michael put on the dress and twirled for the ladies.
“Perfect, now let’s get you dolled up and looking good,” Lillie said and guided Michael over to the chair. He watched his chest rise and fall in the vanity mirror. “Close your eyes, muffin,” Lillie said. Jessica giggled when she said the name. He heard them ooh and ah at his face as they caked the makeup onto his skin. Jessica said she wanted eyeshadow. Lillie added lip liner. Part of him didn’t know what he would look like, but the other half was excited to see. Lillie reached under the purple dress and rubbed his jumping dick.
“Someone is excited to get dolled up! Look how hard his dick is, Jessica.”
“Oh my! I can’t wait to sit on that thick cock later.”
Michael purred at her words. He needed a pussy hugging his rod.
“Don’t get him too excited! We don’t want to ruin the party before it gets started. All right, Michael. Done! Open your eyes,” Lillie said after she brushed the last bit of something over his face. He had no idea how to do makeup, but the ladies sure did.
Michael opened his eyes to a beautiful woman staring back at him. He was missing a feminine haircut, but the two of them had wiped away any trace of a man. He wanted to fuck himself. Michael looked up at them and laughed. They joined him, but Jessica straightened out after a couple moments. “Wait! We need to do the finishing touches!”
“Yes!” Lillie ran over to the closet and pulled out a box. She opened it and retrieved a red wig. She donned it on Michael, and the red pixie cut completely transformed his face. “There you go, muffin. I bet any man would fuck that pretty ass of yours,” she said and winked at him.
Jessica turned Michael her way and said, “We got these wedges in the biggest size they had. Put them on!”
Michael nodded and squeezed his big feet into the shoes, but the girls frowned at him. “Fuck, we forgot to cover up that nasty hair on your legs. Wait a second!” Lillie ran out the room and returned with an unopened box of pantyhose. “Put these on before the shoes.” Michael opened the box and shoved his legs into the black tights. He replaced the shoes and stood awkwardly in place. The straps pinched his feet and rubbed the nylon, but he had never felt more beautiful in his life.
“Come over here and look at yourself in the big mirror,” Lillie said and waved her hand toward the floor-to-ceiling mirror by the door. Michael admired their work and stared at his feminized body. His bulge popped from beneath the surface. Jessica reached over and rubbed the outline of his dick. She grabbed his hand and shoved it into her pants. “Feel how wet I am for that sissy dick?”
“Yes.”
“I can’t wait to fuck it with my pussy. Would you like that, little muffin?”
“Please,” he said.
“Get to your knees,” Lillie said. “We’ll treat you after you treat us.”
Michael dropped to the ground. Lillie and Jessica lifted their dresses to reveal their naked, glistening pussies. Michael almost cried. It was like staring at a marvelous piece of art or a sky full of stars.
“You see him panting like a dog?”
“Yes,” Jessica said and nodded. “It’s so sexy seeing a sissy guy drooling over us like that.”
“Get over here, muffin,” Lillie said and waved her finger at him to move. He crawled across the floor and knelt under her sweet-smelling pussy. Jessica reached behind him and shoved his face into Lillie’s crotch. He used his tongue and didn’t resist. Lillie adjusted and moved her leg to free her sex. Michael sank deeper into Lillie as Jessica howled from behind. Jessica dropped to her knees and reached around to Michael’s dick.
Jessica had her right hand pushed against the back of Michael’s head and her left hand wrapped around his dick. Jessica jerked Michael’s rod as he breathed in Lillie’s pussy. Lillie moaned and groaned as Michael used his free hand to pleasure her clit. He played with the nub between his fingers covered in Lillie’s juice.
Jessica released his dick and stood. Michael played with Lillie’s box but moved his face away to breathe. Jessica and Lillie kissed with tongue above him. Lillie was like a waterfall gushing around his hand. He used her juices and stroked his dick.
“I need that dick, Lillie,” Jessica said in Lillie’s ear.
Lillie turned to Michael and said, “Let’s try something new, muffin. I think you’re going to love what I have in mind.”
“Okay,” he said. His dick was so hard he didn’t care; whatever Lillie wanted to do.
“Get on the bed so you can fuck Jessica,” Lillie told him.
Jessica squealed and led Michael to the bed. Jessica lay on a towel Lillie had laid out, and Michael eagerly positioned his dick in front of her accepting hole. Michael dove into Jessica’s warm hole and moaned as she tightened around him. “Fuck,” he said. It had been months since he had been inside a pussy.
He moved his dick slowly in and out and Jessica and tried not to cum with all his might. “Fuck me, muffin!” Jessica said and grabbed his ass from behind and shoved his entire length into her. Jessica purred as Michael’s dick filled her.
Lillie approached Michael from behind and slapped her strap against his ass. The sensation pulled Michael away from the pleasure, and fear replaced that as Lillie lubed up her dick behind him.
“What are you gonna do with that?” Michael asked her.
“Don’t worry about her. You’ll love it. Focus on me, Michael!” Jessica said and twisted Michael’s face toward her.
“I don’t kn—” but Lillie pushed the tip into him.
Michael didn’t control it or intend anything, but the orgasm he had been holding back rushed to the surface as Lillie worked the next inch into him. He exploded into Jessica. She noticed and tightened her walls around his shaft. He buckled. He begged Jessica and Lillie to stop.
He couldn’t handle it, but they continued. Lillie fucked him from the back, and Jessica milked him with her pussy. He cried out as they drained every drop of cum from his balls.
Jessica loosened her grip as Michael’s dick softened inside of her. He smiled down at her, and she giggled. “Finish me off with your mouth, little muffin.”
Michael stared down at Jessica’s dirty hole with his cum leaking out of it. “Clean her up and finish the job,” Lillie commanded from behind. She rammed the strap deep into his ass to assert her dominance. Michael’s head jolted to Jessica’s hole and started lapping up the mess. Michael closed his eyes, and the taste strangely aroused him.
Lillie ravaged his hole from behind. Surprise filled Michael as his dick grew hard anew. Lillie laughed and reached around to stroke it, “I knew your sissy ass would love to get fucked.”
“Fuck yeah,” Jessica said and forced his head to stay down. She bit her bottom lip. “Keep going, little muffin. Almost there,” she said, panting.
Lillie used Michael’s tight, virgin ass to hit her spot with the strap. “Me too, cum with me, Jessica.”
Jessica gripped Michael as an orgasm exploded from her. Lillie clenched Michael’s sides and pushed her dick deep inside his ass. He beat his dick furiously until he came a second time with the women.
“Fuck,” he said after Lillie pulled out his ass, and Jessica released him.
They all collapsed onto the bed.
“Can we do that again?” Michael asked.
“Whenever you want, muffin. You’re ours now,” Lillie said and kissed him. Jessica wrapped his arm over his body. He rubbed his legs together and over their smooth legs. He wanted to shave his legs and body before the next time they fucked. He needed to be smooth and soft like them.
“Let’s shave my body before the next time.”
“We’ll use a wax or lotion but good idea,” Jessica agreed.
“Can’t wait,” Lillie added.
Michael smiled and relaxed into the bed. He had found his home.



Epilogue
 
Five Months Later
 
It was moving day, and Joe had returned from Thailand a few weeks ago. Joe was helping Lillie with her move. She tried not to cry when she picked up the last box from her old place. She had lived there for over five years. Leaving that house felt right, and she couldn’t wait for the next step in her life, but a change was always hard in the beginning.
Jessica and Michael waited at the new house for Joe and Lillie to arrive with their boxes. They had both moved into their new home a week before and were settled in. Michael was wearing his silky nightgown with pantyhose. He kept his body hairless, but he loved the nylon on his skin.
He and Joe had hit it off, and they were shamelessly enjoying each others’ dicks from time to time; when the ladies commanded it.
“I can’t wait for our new lives together,” Michael said.
“Your mouth and ass are going to be extra tired.”
“I’m hoping they are.”
Jessica reached up his gown and rubbed his dick. She loved to play with it and tease Michael. Precum dripped from the tip. A moment later, Lillie crashed through the door.
“We made it, and we’re here to stay!” Joe followed behind her with several boxes. “Michael, go help Joe bring in all my stuff.”
“Right away,” he said and joined Joe outside. The ladies took their places in their thrones and waited for the men to finish.
“We’re going to have a lot of fun with these guys,” Lillie said.
“Too much fun.”



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Manuel: Jock to Sissy



Chapter One
 
Mandy stood in front of her mirror and pressed the toes of her heel into the ground as she twisted her leg. She admired her freshly-shaved legs, and a smile spread on her lips. Mandy’s eyes traveled up her long limbs to the bright dress hugging her square body.
She turned and ran a hand along her ass in the mirror. She didn’t have the most voluptuous curves, but the dress made what little she had look much better than any pair of jeans.
Mandy stepped over to her dresser. She stood in the quiet room and listened for her roommates, but it didn’t sound like anyone was home. She rummaged through a drawer and pulled out a small black bag.
She unzipped the bag and laid out some makeup essentials. She didn’t want to do too much since she didn’t know when her roommates would get back, but the makeup was necessary for the grand finale. Mandy hadn’t finished without getting pretty first in too long to remember. Mandy dusted a light layer of foundation over her face and ran some clear gloss over her lips. She liked to keep it light and simple; unnoticeable to the untrained eye.
Mandy finished the transformation in under a minute and ran over to the bed to grab her phone. She opened up her favorite porn site and played a video. A sissy guy knelt beneath his Mistress, and she had his head deep in her pussy. Mandy fantasized of having a woman do the same to her, but she had never had the chance. It never happened for her. Mandy stood in front of the mirror.
She set her phone on a shelf and lifted her dress to rub her sissy dick through her yellow, lacy panties. Precum leaked through the thin fabric.
Mandy warmed at how feminine and smooth her body looked. She couldn’t get enough of her feminized self. It killed her that she had never shared her fantasy with an appreciating woman. Mandy had to hide behind a masculine man’s frame, but she was so far from that.
Mandy dropped to her knees and didn’t take her eyes off the porn. It was a quick video and had flipped to the man bent over with his ass in the air. Mandy had put a couple fingers up her ass pussy one night, but she needed a talented woman to take care of her and put her in her place. Mandy loved pussy, but she wanted to try something new and really find out what it feels like to be a woman.
Mandy pulled her thong to the side, and her clit flopped out onto her thigh. She rubbed her thick, inflamed clit to the beat of the Mistress fucking her slave. Mandy admired her hairless clit as it glistened in the mirror. It hung long and thick. It throbbed at Mandy’s touch.
The video progressed, and Mandy rushed to an orgasm. She feared her roommates coming home, and that fear came right before she reached her climax.
“Manuel! Come down here and help us get ready for the party!” one of his roommates called before one of the others slammed the door behind them. Mandy cursed to herself and rushed to get the dress off. She threw it into a secret bag deep inside her closet. She ran over to the door and made sure it was locked.
“Manuel! What are you doing?” one of the roommates asked and tried to open the door as Mandy wiped her makeup off with a wet cloth.
“Jacking off! Mind your fucking business. I’ll be down in a sec,” she said, but her voice was husky and deep like a man’s.
“Whatever bro, the party starts in an hour, and we have a lot of shit to do,” the guy said.
“Maybe if you’d shut the fuck up and let me get dressed,” Mandy said and threw a football from her dresser at the door. The guy didn’t say anything else, and Mandy changed into her guy clothes. Her erection disappeared, and Manuel went downstairs to join his roommates to set up for the party. They were seniors in University and in charge of getting the parties together since the underclassman couldn’t be trusted with such responsibilities.
Manuel filled up a tall glass of whiskey and got the party started.
 
♦
 
Manuel awoke the next day with a nasty hangover. He lay in bed and watched his conquest from the previous night dress to leave. Her red hair hung halfway down her back. Her body was curved like a pear. He wished she would have shoved his face into her ass, but she only wanted to be dominated. He knew what to give women to make them happy.
The young woman bent over to slip on a pair of panties. She looked back at him as her pussy lips peeked out at Manuel. He smiled lightly at her. He didn’t mind having vanilla sex and fucking a woman senseless in missionary, but it almost never got him off. He had to fake multiple orgasms. Not that his dick wouldn’t get hard, but he needed something more than fucking a warm hole. He never told anyone because it even sounded crazy to himself.
But he watched as the beautiful woman dress, and it did almost nothing for him. Every gesture she made showed her submissive side. He needed a woman to take charge. The redhead kissed him on the cheek and headed out the door.
Manuel grabbed his computer and entered a website he had read about on a few blogs but had been too afraid to search. Several pictures of taboo sex hung in the background, and Manuel took a deep breath. He had a few photos dressed up as a female hidden away in a locked folder on his computer.
Manuel breathed deeply as he typed in his profile information. He second-guessed himself each step of the way, but something pushed him forward. There was a dead feeling inside of him he couldn’t shake. Manuel uploaded the photos and excluded most of his face. He hit submit and let out the breath he had been holding.
The site allowed him access to browse and every reservation he had disappeared. There were hundreds of dominant women on the site in his city. A few of them were professionals only, but most were ordinary women like him looking for a man to fulfill their fantasies.
Manuel searched with a few filters out of curiosity, and a woman his age came up less than a mile from his place. He opened her profile and found out that she was a student at his university. His heart raced in his chest. He didn’t know if he could trust someone at his school, but she was beautiful. She held a whip in her hand and sported an all-leather outfit. She also stood in her room in front of a mirror.
Manuel wondered if she had the same fears and reservations as him.
A message came through, and he opened the small envelope icon.
It was from some older woman. He looked at her profile, but she was his mom’s age and lived almost twenty minutes from him. Another ring chimed, and a small message icon appeared. He clicked on the envelope again.
It was her. He took in a sharp breath and steadied himself. It was a simple ‘hello’, but he couldn’t help but feel butterflies. He replied and wrapped the blanket tight around his body. He stared at the screen and waited for her reply. It came through a few minutes later. They chatted for the rest of the day and decided to meet for coffee during the week when Manuel didn’t feel like hungover shit. Manuel couldn’t remember the last time he had felt as excited. The full-ride football scholarship letter he received was up there, but it moved into second place after Isabel’s message.
Isabel, his new secret, was all he had on his mind.
 



Chapter Two
 
Manuel walked down the sidewalk, and a coolness gripped the air. He held his cell phone in his hand and followed the map. He and Isabel had agreed to meet for coffee on a different side of town. He never traveled too far from campus since every time he wasn’t in class or at football practice he was locked in his room dressing himself up like a doll. Manuel rounded a corner and saw his final destination on the map.
He entered the coffee shop and saw Isabel sitting in the corner. She winked at him over the rim of her mug. Manuel walked to the counter and ordered a cherry-flavored Italian soda. He rubbed his sweaty hands against his pants and tried to even his shallow breath.
Isabel watched the nervous man from her seat and chuckled. She had played with a few older men as a dominatrix, but she had never entertained such a youthful, muscular man. The rigged curves of his body excited her and warmed her center.
Manuel waited at the counter without making eye contact with the woman, but he felt her gaze on his back. He didn’t know what to think. He was a jock and a legend on the football field. The entire community would shun him if they found out he was a cross-dressing sissy. He would have been better off gay, but that wasn’t what he wanted. He wanted his faced shoved into Isabel’s fragrant perineum. He wanted to feel her heel press into his face as he knelt beneath her dressed as a woman.
The barista called his name, and Manuel grabbed his drink. He walked over to the table, and Isabel focused her eyes on the man. She had a sensual, experienced look in her eye. She brushed her brown hair with her fingers and smiled softly at Manuel. He nodded and nearly dropped his drink. He fumbled to pull the chair out and sat down at the table with Isabel.
“Well, aren’t you a ball of nerves?” she asked with a soft smile. Her voice was as sweet as a caramel apple. She showed no signs of recognition on her face, but Manuel noticed a couple sorority girls chatting and pointing in his direction from the corner. He felt so exposed in their University district.
Manuel focused his attention back on Isabel. “Don’t you know who I am?”
Isabel raised an eyebrow. “A student that likes to play—”
“Shh!” Manuel said and grabbed Isabel’s hand. She leaned back in her chair and widened her eyes.
“What’s your deal? We met on—”
“No, Isabel. Please,” he said and moved his eyes over to the sorority girls staring at them with their mouths agape.
Isabel leaned in and whispered, “who are you?”
“Manuel Graham. I’m the quarterback on the football team,” he said in a hushed tone.
“Oh, is that right?” Isabel flipped her hair back and widened her chest. She looked over to the girls staring at them and winked. The two ladies gasped and typed into their phones. They stood and rushed out the cafe. “So, that explains the muscles and your overly-afraid demeanor.”
Blood rushed to Manuel’s face, and his cheeks reddened. “You upset those two. Do you think they’ll post something?”
“Who cares,” Isabel said with an apathetic tone. She sipped her coffee. “I don’t care that you’re the quarterback. Sports mean nothing to me.”
“But they mean a lot to other people.”
“Do you want to do this or not? There are plenty of other guys that are comfortable with what gets them off,” Isabel said. She didn’t want Manuel to go, but she wasn’t up for a game of cat and mouse either.
“I want it, but it has to be discreet.”
Isabel leaned over the table and lowered her voice, “I can do the down low, baby. Don’t you worry your pretty little face. Just make sure you’re nice and hairless before our next date. I can’t do body hair and sex,” she said and kissed Manuel’s cheek.
“Thank you. I’ll make sure to take care of that,” Manuel said and drank his Italian soda. He squeezed his throbbing erection between his thighs. His dreams were becoming a reality.
 
♦
 
Manuel stared at himself in Isabel’s vanity mirror. She lived alone on the other side of campus from him. He had shaved his face and moisturized before he arrived. Isabel wanted it as smooth as possible before the transformation.
“I must admit I’m so happy you decided to stick around,” Isabel said as she walked back in the room. She carried a small black bag. She wore sweats and a loose t-shirt with her hair pulled back into a bun.
“I’m happy about it too,” Manuel admitted. His dick twitched as Isabel ran a finger along his jawline.
“Your bone structure is so masculine. Everyone will probably know you’re a man, but they won’t recognize you as Manuel when we go out,” she said.
Manuel’s heart raced. He had never been outside his bedroom in his sissy clothes. He had never had a woman do his makeup. Isabel was the first to know his secret, and Manuel didn’t know that he could handle going in public as Mandy.
Isabel read the worry all over Manuel’s face. “Don’t worry, baby. We won’t even be near the University. We’re going to the town twenty minutes from here.”
“I know. It’s so overwhelming. I want to do this, but it’s hard to cross that line.”
“I’ll be with you every step of the way,” Isabel said and rested her hand in Manuel’s lap. “I want to see what you look like as Mandy. I bet you’re hot as a girl with those strong, smooth legs.”
“Thank you for supporting me, Isabel.”
Isabel nodded and kissed Manuel on the lips. She opened the small black bag and pulled out an assortment of makeup. Manuel sat back and relaxed as Isabel got to work. He closed his eyes, and his dick throbbed in his pants as Isabel brushed foundation over his face. He could feel the pens and brushes press into his skin as Isabel worked. It seemed to take forever. Manuel almost never did a full transformation out of fear of being caught by his roommates.
Almost ten minutes later Isabel set down the supplies and said, “open your eyes.”
Manuel followed her command and was shocked to see what she had done to his face. She had completely transformed him into a new-and-improved Mandy. Manuel was beside himself.
“I look so good. Thank you, Isabel,” he said, but she was busy looking in her phone.
She glanced up a few moments later, “sorry. But look at this!” she said and turned the phone for Mandy to see. “Don’t you think you look like that singer Mariah Gomez?”
Mandy looked between the phone and her face, and she had to agree. “I do kinda look like her! You’re right!”
“All the guys will want a taste of you tonight,” Isabel said in a giggly voice.
“I hope you’ll want a taste later,” Mandy said and rubbed Isabel’s thigh with her firm hand. Isabel felt the warm moisture in her panties at Mandy’s touch.
“Oh, I think I will,” she said with a wink. “Let’s get out of here. I’m starving!”



Chapter Three
 
Mandy sat in the passenger seat and stared at the restaurant’s entrance across the parking lot. Isabel watched her date from the driver’s seat. She reached out her hand to touch Mandy.
“If you get overwhelmed, we can leave at any time,” she said.
Mandy took a sharp breath and nodded. “Thank you.”
“Are you ready?”
Mandy nodded after a few moments and opened the door. She put her feet out the car and struggled to balance on her heels. She almost never had a chance to practice walking in heels, and she had never done it in public or more than the length of a room. Isabel rushed over to the other side of the car to help her.
“Thank you,” Mandy said and straightened her body.
“Let’s go get ‘em,” Isabel said and put out her arm. Mandy linked her arm into Isabel’s, and they strutted to the door together. Mandy loved feeling the cold wind on her bare legs. She hadn’t felt so free before in her life, but that came to a screeching halt.
Two young men leaving the restaurant looked at Mandy and Isabel. The guys whispered indistinguishable sounds to each other. One hit the other on the chest; agreeing with whatever the guy had said. They raised their heads, and their eyes locked on Mandy and Isabel. Isabel let out an obvious sigh, but Mandy had never been a woman in public.
The two guys whistled at the ladies and started moving closer to them. “Lookin’ good girls!” the guys said.
“Get a life,” Isabel retorted. Mandy didn’t say anything. Her eyes darted each way, and she breathed quickly. One of the guys was taking a closer look at her.
“Yo, bro. I think this one’s a dude,” he said and pointed at Mandy.
The other guy coughed on air. “Holy shit, look at that fag,” he said and burst out with laughter.
“Hey! Leave my girlfriend alone,” Isabel said and grabbed Mandy. She pulled her close. Mandy stood still unsure of what to do. Shock petrified her.
“What? She can’t speak for herself?” the guy asked and stepped directly in front of Mandy. She quivered and wished to be anywhere but there. “You look pretty sexy to be a dude, fag. Don’t you think?” the strange man asked the other guy.
“Yeah, I thought she was a hot chick when we walked outside.”
“Ugh, why do guys have to be such pigs?” Isabel asked and dragged Mandy away from the scene. The two creeps continued to holler, but the ladies ignored them and walked inside. The hostess treated them much better and showed them to the table without incident.
“I’m so sorry about those guys. Remember, we can go whenever you say,” Isabel said and grabbed Mandy’s hand. She stroked her soft skin. Mandy seemed to come back to Earth at Isabel’s touch. She pulled at the long hair of her wig and evened her breath.
“It’s okay,” Mandy got out after a minute. “Is that what girls have to deal with every day?”
“Basically. I guess I made you look too good,” Isabel said and chuckled.
“Guess you did,” Mandy agreed. Her nerves settled. The restaurant was dark around them, and they were tucked away in a private booth. Nobody could gawk at Mandy from that angle. She relaxed into the booth and glanced over the menu.
The server came by several minutes later. He stopped at the table and spoke to them in an effeminate voice, “Welcome to The Dive where we serve burgers in the dark.” But then the young man trained his face on Mandy. She almost got up to leave to avoid embarrassment before the young queen squealed, “Oh my gosh! You look just like Mariah Gomez! Who did your makeup?!”
Mandy blushed and pointed to Isabel across the table.
“Girl! Shut up! This hunky queen looks glamorous. I need you to do me before a drag show next week. Can I get your number? I’ll pay you,” the guy said.
Isabel smirked and pulled a napkin from the dispenser. She held out her hand for a pen, and the man handed it to her right away. She wrote down her digits, and he took their drink orders before running off to the workstation.
“He was much more understanding than the guys outside, and you even got a new client,” Mandy said with a wink.
“See, it’s not so bad.”
“I just want to get this dinner over with and get back to your place.”
“Are you enjoying dinner? We can go now,” Isabel suggested.
“No, I love being in public as Mandy. It’s like the pain of a tattoo or when I try to play with my hole. It hurts at first, but I know it’ll be worth it in the end.”
“Glad to hear it,” Isabel said and moved her foot up Mandy’s leg. She pressed into his man clit and smiled. Her erection pushed back Isabel’s foot. “Looks like someone loves it.”
 
♦
 
“That was a delicious dinner,” Isabel said and started the car. Mandy (Manuel) came down from the high she felt after dressing as a woman in public for the first time. Everything had felt so alive and heightened. Every movement. Every glance from the staff or a fellow patron. Mandy had never experienced anything quite like it.
“The food was good, but I couldn’t concentrate on anything in there.”
“How did it make you feel?” Isabel asked with a smirk. She headed toward the highway, and Mandy watched the town pass by her.
“More alive than I have ever been before. I hope you don’t think of me as a fag like those guys,” Mandy said and pulled at her skirt.
“What are you talking about Mandy? I love when you’re all dressed up like that. You’re super hot, and I love that you have a big dick to match your muscular body,” she winked.
Mandy blushed. Her clit twitched at Isabel’s words. She wanted to push her hard clit deep into Isabel’s hole and have her return the favor. “I can’t believe it took me so long to find you.”
“I can since you spend all your time with those frat guys,” Isabel said in a sassy tone. “I need you to do something for me,” she continued and let her voice fall on a pause. They were speeding down the highway by that point back to her place.
Isabel lifted up her skirt and revealed her uncovered, glistening sex. Mandy licked her lips at the sight.
“Get your head down there and show me what your sissy mouth can do,” Isabel commanded.
“Right away,” Mandy said and dove down into Isabel’s center. Mandy kissed Isabel’s swollen lips and licked up a bit of her nectar. Isabel leaned back in her seat and enjoyed Mandy’s tongue working around her pussy. Isabel used her free hand to shove Mandy deeper into her pussy. She tightened her thighs around Mandy’s face.
“Oh yes! You have until we get back to make me cum,” Isabel said. She bit her bottom lip and focused on the road, but the pleasure didn’t escape her. She resisted the climax bubbling at the surface as Mandy worked her tongue over Isabel’s clit. “Look at you, sissy. You have some experience,” Isabel chuckled. “Stroke your cunt while you’re at it.”
Mandy obliged and reached under her dress. She moved the panties aside to let her hard clit free. Mandy never moved her face from Isabel’s pleasure box. Isabel couldn’t resist any longer. Mandy had won the bet. She pulled off the highway and rushed to the first business she could reach. The fast-food icon buzzed in the background. Isabel parked the car.
Mandy went to move her head, but Isabel kept her locked in place.
“Don’t move. You’re almost there,” Isabel said and leaned back in the seat. Mandy refocused and added a bit more zest. She fingered Mandy while orally stimulating her clit. “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck,” Isabel panted.
Her juices exploded and covered Mandy’s face. Isabel held her head in place as Mandy licked up her sweet nectar. She released her grip and patted Mandy’s cheek.
“You’re such a good girl drinking me up like that. Want something to eat?” Isabel asked and winked at Mandy. Mandy lifted her head and looked around the empty parking lot. She couldn’t wait to release her load, but her tummy was rumbling.
“Yes, please,” Mandy said with a soft smile. She didn’t even attempt to wipe her woman’s love juices from her face. She wanted to taste and smell her on her lips the entire ride home.



Chapter Four
 
Isabel and Mandy closed the car doors behind them and raced to Isabel’s door. Mandy had grown used to the heels over the night, but she couldn’t wait to kick them off. She had learned a lot more respect for women after passing hours in stilettos. Mandy also wished to release her pent-up load. She couldn’t help but smell Isabel’s pussy on her lips, and it drove her crazy. She needed more.
Isabel fumbled with her keys to unlock the door. She pushed it open and nearly fell to the floor from excitement. Mandy caught her and held her in her strong arms. Their eyes locked together, and love traveled through the air between them.
“You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever met,” Mandy said in a deep voice. Isabel stood straight and set her bag and keys on the table.
“You’re the hottest sissy I’ve ever had the pleasure to doll up.”
“I’m flattered. Have there been many others?”
“Not too many, but you beat them all by a mile,” Isabel said and stood on the tips of her toes to kiss Mandy. “So, at dinner, you mentioned something about playing with your ass.”
Mandy smirked at Isabel’s words. “Yes, what were you thinking?” Mandy blushed and crossed her legs as she stood.
“Come sit down. Don’t you want to get those heels off?”
“Oh my, yes please,” Mandy said and walked over to the couch. Mandy went to sit next to Isabel, but she stopped her and pointed to the floor. The dominance of the gesture swelled Mandy’s clit. She got to her knees under Isabel and tucked her legs to the side. Mandy looked up to her lover and batted her eyelashes.
“Let me see your feet. I’ll help you out your shoes,” Isabel said and put out a hand. She had already relieved herself of her pumps, but she liked to pamper her lovers; as long as they stayed beneath her. Mandy lay on her back and put her foot up for Isabel. Isabel undid the strap on the heel and wiggled off the open-toed stilettos.
“Ah,” Mandy said.
Isabel reached under Mandy’s skirt. “I can’t believe you kept these on all night,” she said as she pulled the lacy thong from Mandy’s body. Mandy large, swollen clit flopped out and to the side. Isabel licked her lips and couldn’t wait to ride Mandy’s hard dick. “Doesn’t that feel better, Mandy?”
“Oh yes, Isabel. I love how you make me feel,” she said.
“You’re really going to love what comes next,” Isabel said looking down at Mandy with a wicked smile spread on her lips. Isabel stood and put her hand out for Mandy. Mandy accepted, and Isabel led the ladies to the bedroom.
 
♦
 
Mandy crawled into the room behind Isabel. Isabel directed her to the center and said, “take off your dress and be careful with your wig. We wouldn’t want you to become Manuel instead of Mandy,” Isabel toyed. She winked, and Mandy pulled the dress over her shoulders. She didn’t want to take a chance messing up her makeup or hair.
“There you go baby,” Isabel said and circled Mandy. She held a ruler from her desk and looked ready to use it. In a few seconds, Mandy was naked on the ground. Her body bare and proper. Isabel smacked the ruler against Mandy’s bare ass.
Mandy’s clit was swollen and ready. It looked like a steel flagpole, and Isabel had a few ideas on how to become the flag. “Come over here,” she said and lifted her dress.
Mandy licked her lips and crawled over to Isabel. She knelt beneath her and rose her head to Isabel’s sweet flower. Isabel worked her fingers into Mandy’s hair and moved her closer to her pulsating love cave. Mandy used her tongue to trace along Isabel’s lips, and she used her fingers to penetrate Isabel’s gushing hole.
Isabel pulled Mandy away before she came again.
“I can’t believe how sweet and delicious you taste. I’ve never been with a woman that tastes like you,” Mandy commented.
“That’s because they don’t know how to take care of their bodies like me. Get up and bend over the bed.”
Mandy did as she was told. Isabel pulled a moist cloth from her makeup corner and wiped it along Mandy’s ass. There was nothing; nice and clean. Isabel squatted behind Mandy and licked up and down Mandy’s smooth ass. She had done a good job getting all the hair as requested.
“Don’t you love how smooth you are sissy?”
“It makes me feel so sexy,” Mandy said.
“Hold your cheeks wide for me,” Isabel commanded and smacked Mandy’s ass. “There you go,” she said before diving back in. Isabel shamelessly enjoyed tonging Mandy’s asshole. She reached around and stroked her clit. Mandy was harder than rocks. Isabel slapped Mandy’s rod. She purred in delight at the strong touch.
“Turn over and get up on the bed,” Isabel commanded. Mandy did as she was told and got to the center of the bed. Her dick stood high and proud. Isabel climbed onto the bed and straddled Isabel’s body. She lifted her dress and lowered her warm hold over Mandy’s stiff clit. Mandy hollered out in pleasure, and Isabel covered her mouth. She lifted her hips and slid down the entirety of Mandy’s rod.
“Don’t cum before I do because you’re taking my dick!” Isabel said and threw her head back in laughter. She mercilessly rode Mandy’s dick and felt it press into her G-spot with each lowering of her hips. She dug into Mandy’s hard pecs as she used his clit for her pleasure. “That’s right baby. You like how I fuck you with my pussy?”
“Oh yes, Isabel. Don’t stop,” Mandy said. She clawed into the bed, curled her toes, bit her lip, and did everything she could to obey Isabel’s command and not explode.
“Oh yeah, baby. Just a bit more,” Isabel said and panted. “I’m so close,” she said and focused all her energy and attention on the movement of her hips over Mandy’s shaft. She used every inch of length and girth she had.
Isabel’s body froze as an orgasm escaped her. She felt nothing more than the massive dick stuffed inside her. She reached a new ecstasy with her sissy boy. She slowly came back down from the clouds, and when she did Mandy stared at her with a grin on her face.
“Guess it’s my turn?”
“Oh yeah, baby. Go to my dresser. The strap is in the top drawer.”
Mandy eagerly hopped up and retrieved the strap-on for Isabel.
“It’s not going to put on itself,” Isabel insisted.
Mandy fastened the toy around Isabel. Her eyes widened as she took in the size. The thickest thing Mandy had put up her ass was a couple of fingers. She didn’t know where that aerosol-can-sized dick would fit. She hadn’t moved or blinked, and Isabel snapped.
“Don’t be afraid. I know you’re going to love it, baby. Plus, I’ll use plenty of lube.”
“Okay.”
“Get on your back and put this pillow under you,” Isabel said. She stood at the edge of the bed. Mandy got in position and put her ass in the air. Isabel covered her dick in lubrication and placed it on Mandy’s asshole. Her hole pink and tighter than the end of a balloon. Isabel would put an end to that problem. “Take a deep breath baby. I’m gonna fill you up more than you’ve ever been before.”
Mandy listened and breathed deeply. She held her legs up high in the air and her cheeks apart. Isabel slapped the dildo along Mandy’s hole and smiled at her lover. On Mandy’s exhale, Isabel pushed the dick deep into Mandy. She didn’t care how much Mandy cried out. Isabel knew that she wanted it.
“Stay with me, baby. It’ll on hurt for a second,” Isabel assured Mandy and stroked her hard clit. Isabel used her juices and his precum.
“Yes, keep going,” Mandy said and closed her eyes.
Isabel thrust the rest of her length into Mandy. Mandy gripped Isabel’s side as she pumped in and out of her. Mandy had never felt so stuffed in her life, but she loved having Isabel fuck her like a bimbo slut. She had never felt more beautiful in her life (especially not as a man). She loved how Isabel touched her smooth body as she fucked her. Mandy loved grabbing Isabel’s tits, and having a hot woman stoke her clit.
“Cum for me, baby,” Isabel whispered. She felt the cum rushing to the surface.
Mandy took over and spat into her hand. She rubbed her clit just like she liked, and it only took a second for the cum to rush to the surface.
“Yes, baby!”
“Cum sissy boy!”
At Isabel’s words, Mandy exploded and covered her muscular body with strings of warm cum. Isabel smiled and swirled her finger in Mandy’s milk. She licked it and exclaimed how delicious it tasted.
“You try it,” she said and put it to Mandy’s mouth. She opened up and ate her cum. Isabel gently slapped Mandy’s face and pulled out. She unstrapped and dropped on the bed beside her lover. “Thank you for letting me be myself,” Mandy said and kissed Isabel.
“I could say the same to you. Let’s never leave each other.”
“Deal,” Mandy agreed, and they drifted off into an afternoon nap together.



Epilogue
 
Several Months Later
 
“I stayed and cheered the entire game this time! Congratulations, baby,” Isabel said as Manuel exited the locker room. She kissed her man on the cheek. The other guys hollered at Isabel. She wore her hair pinned back with a tight black dress that had slits running down the back; exposing her white skin. She teased every guy she passed in that dress. Her thick ass sat high with the 4-inch heels on her feet.
“You didn’t have to stay the entire time, sweetheart,” Manuel said to her. He took her hand in his, and they headed out to the cold day.
“It was an exciting game.”
“Probably because it was the Championship Game.”
“Maybe that was it,” Isabel chuckled and slid into the driver’s seat of the car. “Want to grab anything before we go home?”
“Do we have food at the house?”
“I made that lasagna last night for after the game.”
“Oh yeah,” Manuel said and smiled. “Nothing I can think of except my dress and makeup.”
“Don’t worry, sissy boy, I have plans on turning you into Mandy the second I put that lasagna in the oven.”
Manuel smiled at Isabel and took her hand in his. She started the car and put it into drive before taking off to spend yet another night as a happy couple with a sexy secret.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Kelly, The Tease



Chapter One
 
Kelly Davis’s best friend’s birthday party raged around her while she mingled around the room. It wasn’t an out-of-control college situation, but many people filled the small space. Chatter bounced off the walls. Body heat jumped from person to person. Kelly adjusted her cleavage and set her eye on a new target.
A woman approached her as she crossed the party, but Kelly waved her away and kept focus. That woman missed her chance. Kelly had paused on the friendly conversation. A big chunk of chocolate was calling her name, and Kelly needed somebody sweet to tease before the night ended. She loved a good game of bait and catch.
Kelly closed in on the muscular black man. He was getting a drink from the bar table. She shook her hair and tapped on his shoulder. He turned to face her and flashed his brilliantly white teeth.
“Oh, hey Kelly!”
“Hey, Floyd. What you gettin’ to drink?”
“Mixin’ up a whiskey and cola. It’s been so long, get in here,” Floyd said and stretched out his arms for a hug. Kelly shamelessly accepted. She nudged her nose into her shoulder and took in the piny scent of his deodorant. The fresh smell mixed with a little musk from the day. Kelly bit her bottom lip and rolled her eyes into the back of her head. She couldn’t get enough.
Floyd broke the hug first, and Kelly stepped back to equalize the tension.
“It has been too long,” she said with a bright smile. She noticed Floyd’s eyes jump down to her breasts. She moved her drink over them, and his eyes darted back up to meet hers. “So, did you come alone tonight?” Kelly asked and rubbed her finger along the rim of her glass. She held it directly below her chest so Floyd couldn’t help but look.
“Yeah, I’m still taking things slow since the breakup,” he said. He raised his glass to his lips. Every muscle in his arm flexed. Watching him made Kelly hot. She peeked to her left and saw Floyd’s sister, Dorthy, watching her. She moved her body to ignore her best friend’s glare.
Didn’t Dorthy have a party to get back to anyway? Dorthy knew Kelly couldn’t help but flirt with her brother when he was around.
Kelly leaned in close to Floyd, “I think your zipper is down,” she said with a giggle. She stepped back and shook her hair. She watched as Floyd glanced down and gasped. Not only was his fly down, but he had a thickened bulge pressing against his boxers trying to escape.
“Oh my,” Kelly said. “Do I make someone excited?”
Floyd yanked his zipper closed. His dark skin reddened a tad. Kelly loved nothing more embarrassing a man, even one as alpha as Floyd.
Floyd started to walk away, but Kelly wasn’t done with him. She needed to watch his muscles flex a bit more. She wanted a mental image for when she went home later that evening and pleasured herself thinking Floyd.
“Floyd, don’t go so fast,” she said and rested her hand on his shoulder.
Floyd glanced over to his group of friends but shrugged his shoulders. He had a minute to spare for a beauty like Kelly. She also didn’t seem to mind him staring at her exposed chest. He took his position, and his eyes locked in place on her bosom.
Kelly stepped back and rested on hand on a ledge to widen her chest. She loved having a man drooling over her body. Nothing made her feel more powerful.
“Who are those friends of yours over there?” Kelly asked and nodded to the group of people staring at them; the woman with a wedding ring and the single hunk who was the birthday girl’s brother.
“We’re doing a project together,” he said and licked his lips. The pink contrasted with the darkness of his skin.
She rested her white hand over his arm and leaned in, “one of those venture things you do?”
“Yeah,” he chuckled. “I’m funding a guy who has a new invention. He wants to revolutionize our fresh water sources.”
Kelly made a serious face and folded her lips. She nodded and said, “you’re always doing the best things for the world. You were a true blessing.”
“Why thank you, Ms. Kelly,” he said.
“How do you have time to give yoga classes too?”
“I’ve always loved getting paid to workout,” he said with a wink. “They work around my schedule.”
Kelly smiled at the man. Silence crept between them, and the moment fizzled. “I should go see one of my friends who tried to say hello.”
“Right, I should get back to my group and talk about water,” Floyd said. He sipped his drink, and Kelly almost drooled over the stud, but she was a mature woman with composure; experience. She hugged the man and watched him walk away. His ass hugged his pants, and his bulge tightened the front. He couldn’t hide any of his goodies.
Why wasn’t her husband like that? Kelly turned on her heel and glanced over her shoulder. Her husband had been watching the entire exchange helplessly in the corner. She winked at him and strutted over to the friend she ignored.
Kelly tapped her friend on the back and said with open arms, “I’m so sorry I did that, Stella. I had to get to the bathroom. Come here, Sugar.”
They embraced. The animosity dissolved quicker than soda fizz. Kelly engaged in conversation, but she couldn’t help but glance across the room at Floyd. She ignored her husband. She saw him all the time. Who was she to miss out on a bit of fun?
 



Chapter Two
 
Upbeat dance music thumped in the background as Kelly timed her breath to the beat. She opened her eyes and stared at herself in the floor-to-floor mirror. A thin strip of fabric twinkled in the light on her yoga pants. She twisted her foot and pressed the toes of her stilettos into the floor. Her heel jetted out several inches.
She arrived early, but several people began to fill the space around her. They all stretched before the class began. Kelly pressed her feet into the ground and joined the ladies in a deep stretch. She inhaled and exhaled and felt the tension in her tight muscles. Her legs elongated by the heels.
Others joined, but one voice interrupted Kelly’s stretching, “Girl, why were you actin’ a fool at my birthday party?”
Kelly snapped up and faced her friend, Dorthy. Kelly’s face went vapid as if nothing had happened.
“Oh no, don’t give me that face,” Dorthy snapped and pressed her heel into the floor. She placed her hands on her hips.
“You know how I am honey,” Kelly offered.
“Why does it have to be my brother though? That’s so nasty. You’re my best friend, Kelly,” Dorthy said.
The instructor entered and crossed the room. All the women went silent. Kelly smiled when Dorthy scowled at her. She hadn’t finished her piece it seemed, but the instructor required their attention.
“Good afternoon everyone. I love all the stilettos. Guess y’all are feeling a bit adventurous today,” Marissa said.
“Hey,” the group said back to her with a tangy drawl.
Marissa, the instructor, changed the song and upped the volume. She shook her hips and raised her arms to the air. Her pumps were taller than everyone else. She lowered her arms and dropped her ass to the floor.
“Follow me!”
She proceeded to teach the group a new warm-up routine to stretch and dance and practice moving gracefully in heels. The ladies quickly caught on to the rhythm and followed Marissa. Kelly shifted and swayed with glee and ignored her friend’s harsh glares. The warm-up slowed down after several minutes, and Dorthy returned to the previous conversation.
“Please, Kelly. Don’t do anything with my brother. He’s fragile right now after the breakup,” Dorthy begged.
“Don’t worry, Dorthy. I’m not that evil. I know where the line lays.”
Kelly was honestly a bit insulted her friend didn’t trust her.
“He’s my little brother. I’ve always looked out for him.”
“I get it, but you should trust me,” Kelly said and crossed her eyes at her friend.
“I do. I just had to speak my mind.”
“Fine, but there’s nothing wrong with a little flirting, right? He’s so handsome. I can’t help myself.”
Dorthy smiled at her friend. The tension evaporated. She was going to say something else, but Marissa approached them and said, “to the pole ladies!”
Kelly and Dorthy scattered and ran to their assigned pole to begin class. Marrissa took her position and dropped her ass to the beat before teaching them the new pole routine.
 
♦
 
Kelly rushed home after class. Her thoughts swirled of Floyd and his muscular body. Kelly would respect Dorthy’s boundaries. Her friendship meant much more to Kelly than a lay, but the strings and impossibility made Floyd that much more attractive. His massive bulge and bulging muscles. Kelly couldn’t get enough.
Kelly burst into her house, and her husband waited at the door to take her purse.
“Hello slave,” Kelly said halfheartedly.
“How was your class, Mistress?”
“Fine, thank you. Did you finish all the chores?”
“Of course, your laundry is folded and put away,” Charlie said.
“Great, get to the living room and bring the lotion,” Kelly said. Her husband nodded and ran off to the other room to grab the supplies. He met her in the room. She already had the TV on and her feet up.
Charlie got to his knees under her. She moved her foot over to him without thought. He always rubbed her feet after a class. He didn’t want her to be in pain after working so hard to keep her magnificent figure for him to admire.
Her body curved like an hourglass, and Charlie loved every inch. He’d do anything to please her and serve the woman that made his dreams come true.
Kelly looked down at her sub and grinned, “what did you think of me flirting with Floyd the other night?”
“It made me excited to see you happy like that but jealous at the same time, Mistress.”
“You know I wouldn’t do anything with Floyd, right?”
“Yes, he’s your best friend’s brother, Mistress,” Charlie said.
Kelly leaned her head back and let out a relieved sigh. “That’s what I told Dorthy. I don’t know what her deal is.”
“You are beautiful, Mistress. She doesn’t want her brother to get hurt.”
“You’re right,” Kelly said with a small sigh. She flipped through a few channels and stopped on a comedy she had seen many times.
Charlie returned his focus to his wife’s feet and worked each one over for several minutes. His dick remained rock hard as he had a view of her shimmering folds. She never let Charlie go without a peek. Kelly loved to torture him, and she knew how much it tormented him to see her glistening pussy lips as he knelt beneath her.
“There’s one more thing I want you to do, slave,” Kelly said without looking away from the television.
“Yes, Mistress. Whatever it is you want, I’ll do it.”
“You need to write several hundred words on how it’d make you feel to watch a real man fuck me. A man that has an enormous cock that’d stretch my hole to the man,” Kelly said and spread her legs. “This hole that’s so tight from your small dick. Didn’t you see Floyd’s bulge?”
“Yes, Mistress. His dick looked like a real man’s dick,” Charlie said with red in his face. He bowed his head to the floor. “How many word Mistress?”
“Not too many. A couple hundred. I don’t want to read all day. Think you can do that, slave?”
“I can do anything you ask of me, Mistress,” he said. He knew there was an asterisk with those words. He wouldn’t do everything Kelly wanted, but that was a two-way street. A master and slave had to negotiate.
“Write how it’d make you feel to see me ravaged by a man like Floyd. I’m going to his yoga class tomorrow and wearing something extra skimpy to get his attention. Write about how that makes you feel,” she said.
“Yes, Mistress.”
“Thank you for cleaning, slave. Now get to work and let me rest!”



Chapter Three
 
Kelly strutted into the gym where Floyd taught yoga radiating confidence. She wore a simple loose shirt with yoga pants on the bottom. Her shoes were average sneakers, but she had yoga socks with grips on the bottom for comfort.
Her confidence stemmed from the fact that Dorthy never attended Floyd’s yoga classes. It was Kelly’s private time to flirt with the man, but she planned to take it to a new limit that day. She had a special surprise he wouldn’t be able to miss.
Kelly took off her shoes to wear only her special socks and laid out her mat. She arrived early. She stood and stretched out, and a few others began to come. Floyd didn’t attract the biggest crowd because he was new to the gym and kept a random schedule, but the number of people grew almost every week. Kelly knew that she wouldn’t have a chance again after a couple more months.
Floyd arrived several minutes later along with a couple more attendees. There weren’t more than ten people, and there was only one other man. Kelly couldn’t have hoped for a better opportunity.
“Thanks for coming, Kelly,” Floyd said as he walked toward the front.
“I gotta keep this figure in shape,” Kelly said and ran a hand along her curves. Floyd chuckled and continued to his spot. He connected his cell phone wirelessly to a small speaker. Tranquil music expanded across the small. Floyd took his place and commenced a deep breathing exercise. Kelly stood behind him and off to the side a bit. She stood in the front to get the best view of his rock solid ass.
He raised his arms to the air and stretched his seductive muscles. They continued through several standing exercises, but then the moment came to get to the ground.
Kelly stretched and raised her arms to the ceiling. She twisted her body and locked her eyes with Floyd. She turned her body to face the front. Floyd’s eyes instantly darted to the small hole in Kelly’s tight yoga pants.
The hole was tiny enough to look innocent to another woman, but Floyd knew Kelly’s ploy. He tried not to watch, but she lowered herself further into the Kali squat. She looked down to the small hole and covered her mouth like she was shocked.
Kelly winked at Floyd. He had stopped talking, and several of the other students didn’t know what happened. They all sat in their squats awaiting instruction. One cleared her throat. Floyd shook his head and returned to reality.
He led the class through several more poses. He stood and walked around the room. He started on the far end away from Kelly. She was sad to have lost his attention. He stood behind her and out of her line of vision. She could feel his eyes, but Kelly preferred to have hers on the target.
Floyd worked his way to Kelly. Moments later, Kelly felt Floyd’s hands graze her body. He straightened her back and leaned her forward into the pose. Kelly panted lightly at his touch. Floyd used a heavy hand and pushed Kelly further into a deep bend. Her back arched, and he stood behind her. His body leaned over hers. Kelly got wet at his alpha touch. Several of the others started to notice Kelly’s extra attention.
She popped back up and whispered to Floyd, “maybe you should get back to class, mister.”
Floyd looked around the room and gulped. He had lost himself in the beautiful, seductive woman. She smelled of orange blossom water and sweat. He wanted to lick her to see how she tasted. His eyes went between the attendees and Kelly’s voluptuous body.
“Watch out for that too,” Kelly giggled and pointed at the erection in Floyd’s loose pants. His long dick traveled halfway down his thigh. Kelly couldn’t wait to get home and take out her sexual frustration on Charlie. Teasing Floyd had worked up Kelly to the max.
Floyd shamefully stepped back to the front, moving in a way to hide his massive erection. Kelly had succeeded in getting herself excited, turning Floyd on and humiliating him at the same time. She hadn’t enjoyed herself that much in a very long time.
Kelly had enough yoga for the day. She rolled up her mat and put in under her arm. She glanced around the room. The others watched her with a mix of awe and disgust on their faces. She blew them a kiss.
“See you later, Floyd,” she said and walked off the gym floor.



Chapter Four
 
Kelly entered her home, and Charlie knelt by the door. Kelly hung her small gym bag on his teeth, and he crawled behind her. She walked to the living room and sat on the couch to put up her legs. Charlie rested the bag in its place by the kitchen and went to relieve Kelly’s feet.
Charlie started with her thighs and massaged down to her ankles. She twisted her feet in circles, and Charlie untied her laces. He nudged off the shoes and peeled off the socks second.
“Ah, thank you. That feels better,” Kelly said.
“How was your class, Mistress?”
“Marvelous,” she said with a wicked grin. Kelly glanced down at the little hole in her pants, but Charlie had noticed it long ago. The white lacy panties popped against the tight black yoga pants.
“I bet he loved the view,” Charlie said and licked his lips. Kelly rubbed his hair and smiled at her loving husband. She was hot and needed his mouth.
“Why don’t you get a better view, slave? Give me a treat.”
“Yes, Mistress,” Charlie said and got to work. He pulled off her pants and admired his Mistress in her panties. He could see her pussy peeking out between a bush of hair under the thin, white fabric. Her red lips were swollen and hungry for his tongue. Charlie knew his duty.
He kissed her hot lips through the lace, and then he pulled them down with his teeth. Kelly moaned at his gentle touch. Her pussy was free a second later. Kelly winked at her husband before he dove into her gushing love cave.
Kelly let out a deep moan as Charlie moved his mouth from her hole to her clit and back. He had mastered pleasuring her orally.
“Oh my, slave! You’re extra hungry today,” Kelly said and pushed his head deeper into her crotch. She locked her thighs on her side of her face and squeezed gently.
“Don’t you love that sweet box of mine?”
“More than anything, Mistress,” Charlie said and quickly dove back into her pussy like an addict going after their drug. Kelly thought to push Charlie away and take back a bit of the control, but his lips felt too good on her clit. She could always cum more than once.
“Oh yes, keep going. Suck that clit you dirty slut,” Kelly said to her man. He focused all his attention on her hot, throbbing clit. Her pussy was swollen and ready to explode.
An orgasm rushed to the surface, and Kelly locked her legs around Charlie’s face once more. Charlie drank up everything flowing from Kelly. He loved to taste her sweet nectar.
Charlie had never had a woman as fruity and delicious as Kelly. He had to marry her after the first time she took control in the bedroom and fed him her love drink.
“Wow,” Charlie said and fell to the floor. Kelly relaxed into the couch. Her shirt was still on, but their juices soaked through the thick fabric on the sofa.
“Go get a towel and clean this up. We’re just getting started, slave,” Kelly said and got up to go to the kitchen for a glass of wine.
 
♦
 
Kelly came back from the kitchen with two glasses of wine. Charlie was busying scrubbing away at the couch. She took a seat on the armchair. Kelly hadn’t bothered to put on any underwear. She loved to tease Charlie with her exposed pussy. He knew he wasn’t getting any of it. He almost never got anything more than a taste.
“Here’s some wine, honey,” she said to Charlie. “You’ve mastered oral after all this time.”
“I love every chance I get to make you orgasm, Mistress.”
“I know you do. I want to get you off too, but I have a question first. Did you finish your homework about watching me get fucked by another man?” Kelly asked him.
“Yes, Mistress.”
“Well, bring it to me! What are you waiting for?”
Charlie scurried off and came back a few moments later with a folded piece of paper. He knelt at Kelly’s side and looked at the floor. She unfolded the paper and began to read:
When I think of Mistress with another man, it makes me feel both horny and jealous.
It makes me feel horny because Mistress has shown me how good a real man’s dick can feel with her toys, and I understand her need for a proper penis. I regret that it is too hard for me to watch Mistress with another man, and I know this pains her.
I hope we can cross the bridge soon to where I can be her cuckold, but I’m not there yet.
It makes me jealous for some of the reasons stated above, but also because I’m the one that is here every day. I serve Mistress more than anyone else, and
I’m
the one that deserves to get inside of Mistress.
I hope that one day Mistress and I can come to a new agreement. One where she lets both other big, well-endowed men and men enjoy her love box.
Kelly folded up the paper and set it on the table. She understood how Charlie felt going so long without her pussy.
“I don’t hate your idea, slave,” she said.
“Thank you, Mistress,” he said and kissed her hand.
“Why don’t I show you how a real man’s dick feel to get you off and remind you why I need one?”
“I’d love that, Mistress.”
“Get your ass in the bedroom then!”
 
♦
 
Kelly played some light tunes and opened up the curtains to let in a bit more daylight. Charlie sat on the bed with his ass high in the air. Kelly held a paddle in her hand. She spanked each cheek several times. Charlie purred at the intense pain.
“Don’t you need some pussy in your life?” Kelly asked with another swat on his ass.
“Yes, Mistress. I’ve been dreaming of cumming in your sexy box. It’s been too long Mistress.”
Kelly ran the paddle along Charlie’s back. She watched the hairs on his arm grow at the light touch. His smaller-than-average shaft hardened. Kelly reached under him and stroked his rod. Charlie cried out and begged her to stop before he came. He didn’t want to receive punishment for cumming too early.
“Very good, you’ve learned well. You know how much I hate an early cummer,” she said. “Go get the strap and put it on me. It’s time to remind you how a real man feels.”
“Yes, Mistress,” Charlie said and went to their sex drawer. He pulled out the strap with a flexible, silicone dick much bigger than his. He crawled back over to his woman. She stood in a new pink thong and pumps to match. His eyes traveled up her legs to her wet pussy. It glistened and was half exposed. Something about only seeing half made it sexier.
Charlie’s hands quivered as he strapped the dick around Kelly’s waist. She handed him a bottle of lube and instructed him to make the toy nice and lubricated for his tight ass. It had been a couple weeks since she fucked him.
Charlie bent over the bed and pulled his ass cheeks apart like Kelly preferred. She had him laser every hair off his taint months ago, and she was left with a beautiful ass pussy to fuck.
Kelly slapped his ass with her bare hand, and his cheek reddened. She positioned her dick on his hole and held his hips. She forced the dick a couple inches into his small opening, and the strap pushed back on her clit. Kelly moaned out in pleasure while Charlie called out in pain, which he loved with every cell in his body.
Kelly filled Charlie’s ass slowly with the rest of the dick. His dick appeared much smaller against Kelly’s immense one. She pulled it out and slapped it against his. She compared the sizes and humiliated him. He couldn’t have been harder.
“Don’t you see why I need a real man’s dick? Look how much you enjoy it,” she said.
“Yes, Mistress. I understand now,” he said.
“Spread those cheeks! I’m not done with you,” she said.
He obliged and exposed his loosened opening. Years ago, Kelly would have never imagined loving the sight of Charlie’s hairless asshole, but now she couldn’t get enough. She shoved her bare dick back into his hole.
“Take that dick you sissy bitch,” she said and thrust in and out of him. The strap pleasured her clit and Charlie’s prostate at the same time. She fucked him for several minutes like a rough bimbo slut before the pressure was too much to handle. “Cum!” she commanded.
Charlie nodded and touched his dick. He used their sexual juices to lubricate his dry dick. The pleasure quickly overwhelmed him, and he exploded all over the bed.
“Ah,” he grunted. His ass squeezed around the toy and held it in place.
Kelly used his tight ass and positioned the strap just right to rub on her clit. She slid in and out of him a couple more times before her body spasmed, and a second orgasm escaped her.
A minute later, after her body calmed, she unstrapped herself and stepped away, leaving the cock deep in his ass.
She grabbed her cell phone and snapped a picture. “That was hot, Charlie.”
“Yes, it was, Mistress. And I now understand why we need a bull. Tell me where and when, and I’m okay with it. You can have your bull, Mistress.”
“Thank you, slave. I knew some good fuckings would do the trick,” she said and kissed her husband. She left him in the bedroom naked and exposed feeling victorious. A new adventure was only just around the corner.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Naomi’s Boy



Chapter One
 
Hilary Anderson stood at the back of her SUV. She ducked her head under the open trunk to avoid the pouring rain. Hilary watched her mother and stepfather unload their bags and throw them onto the covered sidewalk. She would have stood on the sidewalk, but a security guard yelled at her to stay with the car if she had the keys. Her parents stood by their bags, and Hilary closed the trunk behind them.
“Be good while we’re gone, Hilary. Tell Edwin that we’ll talk about his grades when we get back if you see him.”
“Can’t you guys tell him that?”
“We’re turning off our phones and ignoring you guys until we get back,” Hilary’s mother said and winked.
“Have a great time in Croatia!” she said to them. She kissed her mother on the cheek and ran to the driver’s side. She only got a tad wet. Rain slid down the window as she looked at her mom and her mother’s new husband. They met a few years back, and Hilary couldn’t have been happier for her mom after all the drama they had gone through with her dad. Hilary would always love her dad for bringing her into the world, but she and her mother were better off without his drunken rages.
Hilary pulled away from the airport and merged onto the highway to head back to her side of town. The storm raged around her, but luckily the road was empty that Sunday afternoon. Her tires slid here and there, but she stayed focused for the ten-minute drive. She pulled off the exit ramp and stopped at a light when her phone rang.
Naomi Mohr
“Hello,” Hilary said. The rain eased up, and the traffic in her neighborhood was lighter than the highway.
“Hilary! I’m stuck and need a ride if you’re available. I’ll buy you a taco if you come get me,” Naomi said. She never asked a favor without offering something in return.
“Where are you?” Hilary asked and rolled her eyes to herself. She didn’t want a taco, but she knew they’d have to go through a drive-thru somewhere before they got back to their place.
“I’m at the library. I was going to walk home, but then this storm came through. I don’t wanna pay a taxi either.”
“Don’t worry. I’m around the corner. I’ll be right there,” Hilary said and took the next left. The library wasn’t a major detour, and she had to make another stop back at her parent’s before heading home anyway. Naomi thanked Hilary and hung up the phone. Hilary focused on the road and hit a few corners to the school.
 
♦
 
Rain tapped on the window, and Edwin roamed through the empty house. His dad and stepmom just left for their anniversary trip to Europe, and Hilary never came back to the house when they were gone. She spent all her time on campus with her roommate Naomi or with the random guys she found online. All the girls on campus used the internet to find dates. It was the new norm, but it hadn’t worked for Edwin. He required a special kind of woman, and he didn’t have to guts to seek her out.
Edwin ran his hand along the smooth, plastered wall and stepped down the hallway. He looked over his shoulder. Edwin placed his hand on his chest to feel his racing heart. His breath was short and shallow. He put his hand on his stepsister’s doorknob. He twisted it open and stepped inside.
His stepsister, Hilary, hadn’t changed anything since they both moved away to college. She had her beanbag in the corner and her favorite musicians on the wall (shirtless, of course).
Edwin had met Hilary right before they both went off to college, and he moved into her mother’s house a few months before the dorms. He saw it as the perfect opportunity to explore his true side since he had never lived with a woman before.
He could feel the side of himself he hid from the world.
Edwin rubbed his sweaty palms across his pants. He unbuttoned them and dropped them to the floor. He pulled off his boxer briefs too. His thick, average-sized dick sprang into attention as he pulled open Hilary’s pantie drawer. Edwin grabbed a few thongs from the top and rubbed them over his face. He inhaled the fabric. They lost Hilary’s scent long ago, but it didn’t matter.
Edwin kept one black pair in his hand and dropped the others back into the drawer. He slid the lace thong up his skinny thighs. He was a nerdy boy with a petite body not much bigger than his stepsister’s. Edwin pushed his erection to the side and pulled the underwear over his dick.
Precum caught the rim of the thong, and a trail of the clear liquid dropped to the ground. Edwin moved the string along his ass and twirled in the mirror. He turned with his back to the mirror and bent over the bed. His hairless ass filled the frame. Edwin spread his cheeks. His ass turned him on more than he could handle.
Edwin climbed more onto the bed and got into doggy style. He craned his neck and pushed the underwear to the side. His dick popped out, and he held it longways pointing toward the ground. The thick rod glistened in the mirror. A thin trail of precum hung down from the tip. Edwin used his finger to wipe it up.
He put it into his mouth and tasted his cum. He savored the salty treat.
Edwin got up from the bed and took off his shirt. He opened the third drawer down, which contained Hilary’s sleeping clothes. He pulled out a silky, hot-pink nightgown. He pulled the gown over his body. He had shaved his armpits and everything else before heading over. His body looked shockingly feminine. With longer hair and a bigger chest, he would have passed for a female without makeup.
The silky fabric brushed Edwin’s smooth legs. He snaked his hand under the dress and grabbed his stiff rod. He jerked his sissy cunt dick, but he was careful to hide it. He spat into his other hand and curled it around his backside. He rubbed his wet finger along his hairless hole. The sensation of his fingers teasing his hole sent his dick over the edge. He’d never taken a real dick or dildo before, but he was dying to try it.
Edwin slipped a finger into his ass and squeezed tight around his dick. He grunted as trailed of cum erupted from his dick and soiled his stepsister’s gown from the inside. He didn’t care as euphoria took over his body. He’d worry about cleanup later. After all, his parents were on a plane to Europe. He had nothing to worry about.



Chapter Two
 
Naomi watched as Hilary’s SUV rolled up to the library. She praised the forces above for Hilary’s quick arrival and wiggled in place as the car pulled to a stop. Hilary waved at her roommate as she ran to the vehicle. Naomi threw open the door, and rain splattered onto the seat and console. Hilary wiped the water away and hugged her friend.
“I can’t thank you enough for picking me up. Wanna get that taco?”
“No worries. I just dropped my parents off at the airport. You called at the perfect time,” Hilary said and put the car into drive.
“So, the taco?”
Hilary chuckled, “I’m good, but we can stop for one on the way if you’re hungry. I also need to go to my mom’s house to pick up some clean panties before I see Josh tonight. We’re going to spend the night at my over there and fuck until the sun comes up.”
“Girl, stop it!” Naomi said and fake slapped her friend. She smiled at the glowing fast-food sign as Hilary pulled into the place. “That means I get the apartment all to myself?” Naomi did a little dance in her seat. Naomi ordered her usual and paid the bill. She offered to put a few dollars in Hilary’s tank, and Hilary accepted the offer. Naomi ate her snack and tossed out the trash while Hilary filled the SUV.
Hilary hopped back into the SUV. They headed to her parent’s house. Naomi asked her about Josh.
“How are things going with that stud?”
“He keeps trying to make me his girlfriend, but I’m just in it for his big dick,” Hilary said.
“You’re a dirty girl,” Naomi said with a twisted smile. She put her hand up for a high five. Hilary giggled at herself. Her cheeks flushed red.
“Don’t act like you’ve never done it,” Hilary defended.
“We all have. No shame. I’m just excited to get the place to myself so I can sit on the couch and watch TV naked.”
“Gross.”
“You’re going to be naked with your legs spread like chopped wood on your childhood bed. Who are you judging?”
“Nobody, girl. Let’s go get these clothes so I can get ready. I need to get better about doing my laundry.”
“Mmhmm,” Naomi said and crossed her arms over her chest.
 
♦
 
Hilary and Naomi hopped out the car. They rushed to the door to avoid the sprinkling rain. It had calmed a lot since the airport, but clouds still covered the sky. The clouds settled to dole out a drizzle for the night. Hilary stared at the house curiously. Naomi noticed her strange face; it sent a chill down her spine.
“What’s up? Do you see something?”
“The light is on in my room,” Hilary said and turned to look at the street. The tense lines in her face seemed to settle a moment later. “Looks like my stepbrother, Edwin, is here. But I wonder what he’s doing in my room?”
“Do you have money in there?”
“No, and you know that’s not an issue,” Hilary said. Her mind seemed to ponder several ideas. She put her finger up to her lips. “Shh. Let’s be quiet and surprise him.”
Naomi grinned and nodded. She anxiously watched the doorknob and waited for Hilary to enter the house. Hilary put the key into the lock and twisted slowly. She pushed the door open, careful not to make any noise.
Frantic, hushed sounds came from the upstairs bathroom. Hilary looked back at Naomi. Naomi shrugged her shoulders with wide eyes. She waved Hilary forward and stayed a pace behind her.
Hilary walked on the tips of her toes. She reached her hand back for Naomi. They proceeded together. Hilary’s heart raced, but she saw her stepbrother’s car outside. There wasn’t any forced entry at the door. Hilary crept toward the staircase. She looked back at her friend, and Naomi nodded. Hilary drew in a sharp breath and took the first step.
“Edwin!” she called. “Are you up there?”
“What are you doing here?!” he asked. His voice was high-pitched and filled with hostility. Hilary wasn’t sure what to make of it. She didn’t know her stepbrother that well. They played a couple board games together over the few years, but Naomi felt much more of a sibling to her than Edwin; not that either of them was her sibling.
“I came to get some clothes. Is everything okay, Edwin?”
“Why did you come back?!”
Edwin’s tone concerned Hilary. He sounded hysterical. She didn’t know whether to turn around and run away or find out what was going on. She glanced back at Naomi, and her friend said, “we have to see what’s happening up there.”
Hilary nodded and climbed the rest of the stairs. Hilary stopped dead in her tracks, and her mouth dropped when she saw a disheveled, half-dressed Edwin. Naomi noticed Hilary before Edwin, and her face registered confusion until she reached the top. She nearly fell backward down the staircase when she saw Edwin.
“Oh my gosh, Hilary. You didn’t tell me your stepbrother was a cross-dresser!”
Naomi burst out in laughter. The nerdy sissy standing before her amused Naomi, but Hilary looked shocked. Disgusted. More because he had chosen to wear her panties. The same ones she had wanted Josh to take off her that night.
“What the hell are you doing wearing my thong, Edwin?!”
Every bit of color flushed from Edwin’s face. He used Hilary’s soiled nightgown to cover his body. The thong hardly covered any of his dick, and he hated how quickly it was growing erect with those two beautiful women standing in front of him.
It didn’t take long for Naomi to notice. “Oh my, Hilary! He’s getting hard now! You’re one sick little dude,” Naomi giggled.
“You’re getting hard?” Hilary spurted. “What the heck is wrong with you? Get those off now!”
Edwin rushed to the bathroom. He wanted anything but to continue standing in that hallway with them, but Naomi stopped him on the way. She pulled him back and looked Hilary dead in the eyes.
“No, Hilary. This little sissy needs a punishment. You have to change your date with Josh to tomorrow night.”
“I can’t just change my date like that, Naomi!”
Naomi narrowed her eyes, “you have to. This little sissy is going to rock our worlds tonight, and then tomorrow you can use Josh’s dick all you want.”
Hilary looked between her friend and stepbrother. Something in Naomi’s expression broke Hilary. “Fine, we can stay. But you’re getting a major punishment!” Hilary said to Edwin and pointed her finger in his face.
“Wait here. Don’t go anywhere. Naomi and I need to go home and shower and get the bottles of wine I was going to drink with Josh.”
“Yeah, and don’t you dare take off that thong. Got it?” Naomi asked and pushed her finger into Edwin’s chest.
He cringed and said, “yes, I won’t disappoint you.” Edwin got to his knees and bowed his head.
The girls headed out with their bags. Hilary grabbed some new clothes for after the shower. She was a mixture of enraged and curious. She didn’t know where the night would take her, but she knew Naomi would be a good guide. Her friend had several tricks in her book, and she was excited to learn a few.



Chapter Three
 
Hilary and Naomi smelled fresh after their showers. They wore light t-shirts and yoga pants. Hilary drove down the road on their way back to Edwin. A drizzle continued into the night. Naomi wiggled in her seat, but Hilary didn’t share the enthusiasm. She gripped the steering wheel when she thought of Edwin soiling himself in her panties. Naomi glanced over at her friend and read the dark expression on her face.
“Hilary, is everything okay?”
“I can’t believe he was wearing my underwear! I had to cancel everything with Josh. I’m a little flustered.”
“What Edwin does is perfectly normal,” Naomi said and rested her hand on Hilary’s arm. She pulled it away after Hilary winced at her touch. Naomi ran her fingers through her jet-black hair. “I’ve always had a fantasy about using a guy like Edwin. You know how I love to read those books. Can’t we please? I promise you won’t regret it.”
“He’s my stepbrother.”
“You barely know him,” Naomi interjected.
“That too!”
“Please! Don’t act like it’d be your first time getting off with a stranger,” Naomi said. She recognized her defensive tone and softened it. “Do this for me. As a friend. Please.”
“Fine,” Hilary said. She turned her attention back to the road and turned the next corner to her parent’s house where Edwin waited.
 
♦
 
Edwin waited where the ladies had left him on his knees. He wore the soiled black panties and nothing else. His pasty white skin shined in the bright light, and his nipples pointed out like little cones. Hilary and Naomi laughed at how silly his bulge looked pressed up against the clad thong.
Naomi stepped forward and stroked the back of her hand along Edwin’s face. He shuttered at her touch. A woman hadn’t touched his small, nerdy body in months. He’d only been able to get off by watching porn or reading the occasional erotica. His dick throbbed uncontrollably at Naomi tender skin.
“So, Edwin, you’re a sissy boy that likes to dress up in your stepsister’s panties?” Naomi asked and smirked.
Edwin dropped his head. His face reddened as the humiliation sank in. He stared at Hilary’s feet behind Naomi. He never thought she’d ever find out about his secret. He had done it so many times before without a worry in the world. Edwin flinched at Naomi’s rough touch.
She handled Edwin’s face and lifted it to meet hers. “Answer me when I speak to you,” she said in a firm voice.
“Yes,” Edwin muttered.
“Yes, what?”
“Yes, I like to dress in Hilary’s panties,” he said. He glanced up and flashed his eyes in Hilary’s direction. She had her arms crossed across her chest and was not amused.
“What do you like about it, doll boy?” Naomi asked. She sweetened her voice like pumpkin pie.
“It makes me feel beautiful.”
Naomi looked over her shoulder at her friend. “Did you hear that, Hilary? Your panties make him feel beautiful.”
Hilary snarled. Her cheeks vibrated. She glared at Edwin cowered beneath them, “oh, I heard him. How disgusting. You feel like a princess when you wear my clothes, sissy?”
“Yes. Please forgive me. I didn’t think you’d come home,” Edwin said. The pleading tone in his voice was pathetic.
“Don’t be so hard on him,” Naomi said to Hilary. “You want us to make you look extra gorgeous? Do your makeup and doll you up like a true sissy?”
“More than anything in the world,” Edwin admitted. He pressed his hand on his hard staff and licked his lips. He couldn’t contain himself. He had dreamed of this moment for longer than he could recall. It had always been on his mind.
“What do you say, Hilary? Should we show this sissy how hard it is to be a girl?” Naomi and Edwin waited in silence and stared at the blonde vixen. Naomi smiled at her friend, and her look softened Hilary’s edges. It didn’t keep Hilary awake at night, but she had always wondered what it’d be like with a man beneath her. She dated alpha after alpha and loved every second of it, but she figured every woman shared the same curiosity about dominance; the feeling of walking in the shoes of a man for a night.
“Let’s do it,” Hilary said.
Naomi squealed and clapped rapidly. “Let’s go sissy boy,” Naomi said and pulled at Edwin to follow behind her. He crawled on the floor, and Hilary trailed him. She stared at his hairless, shaved ass in her panties and couldn’t help but think it looked like a full moon. She got a little wet at the thought of shoving a finger up his ass. The sensation rushed over her as she watched Edwin crawl on the ground behind Naomi like a trained slave. She had never seen a man in such a submissive position.
“Where should we get him dolled up, Hilary?”
“Let’s use my room. All the makeup is in there.”
“Good idea,” Naomi said and looked down at Edwin. She pulled her belt from her jeans and whipped it across Edwin’s ass. He flinched, and Hilary jumped back to avoid the backlash.
“Wow, cowboy. Watch where you use that thing,” Hilary said.
Naomi giggled, “sorry, I got excited.”
“Do it again,” Edwin grumbled.
“What, sissy boy? You want mama to do it again? Get in that room, and you might get lucky,” Naomi said and spanked his bare ass again. She hit the opposite cheek and left two bright-red streaks on each side. Edwin wasn’t complaining.
He crawled into the room and knelt in the middle.
“Get in the chair,” Hilary said and pointed to her vanity on the other side of the room. She hadn’t spent much time in her room over her years in college, but the place always made her feel warm and innocent. Naomi tapped Hilary on the shoulder and snapped her back to reality.
“Do you have any dresses that will fit Edwin?”
“I’ll go check my closet,” Hilary said and went to the other side of the room. Naomi faced Edwin and grinned. He squirmed in the chair as she inched closer to Edwin’s face. His breath quickened, and his erection stiffened. He had never felt as hard before in his life. Naomi grabbed Edwin’s hand and stuffed it into her pants. Her pussy was soaked and sticky. She used his hand and rubbed it between her fold. Naomi moaned, and Edwin gave her complete control of his body. She pulled his hand back out and forced it up to his nostrils.
“You smell that? See how wet you make me?”
Edwin nodded, “Yes. You make me wild too, Naomi,” he said.
“Lick it up, sissy boy,” she said and nodded to his glistening fingers. Naomi leaned in and whispered into Edwin’s ear, “tonight is just the beginning for us. You’re going to be my new slave, and you’ll please us tonight anyway I tell you. Got it?”
“Yes, Naomi. Anything for you,” he said.
Hilary came back and held up a few dress choices. Naomi put them up to Edwin and decided on the dark-olive-green option. Naomi laid the dress on the bed and returned the others to the closet. Hilary and Edwin waited for Naomi’s instruction. A comfortable silence filled the room. Naomi walked over and placed her hand at the back of Edwin’s neck.
“Where’s your makeup?” Naomi asked.
“There’s some stuff in the vanity. I’ll go get the rest from the bathroom,” Hilary said and ran off to get more supplies. Naomi rummaged through the drawers, but Edwin interrupted her and pointed out where all the good stuff was.
“Thank you, slave. You ready to get transformed?”
“Oh yes, please.”
“Shut up and close your eyes. I don’t want you to see yourself until I’m finished and the transformation is complete. Too bad about your hair, but we can go even further next time.”
Edwin nodded and closed his eyes. He listened to her every word. Naomi was taking charge of his life, and he wasn’t holding down the strings of reality. He preferred to fly away into fantasy like a balloon.
Naomi began to work on his face. She brushed on a layer of foundation. It was a bit too dark for his stark-white skin, but she made it work. She blended it in with a bit of shadow over the eyes. She added a bit of eyeliner to make his eyes pop. Naomi turned him away from the mirror for that. Hilary helped and put a bit of concealer over Edwin’s blemishes.
Edwin didn’t have many blemishes, but his skin transformed and looked like smooth bottom with a bit of makeup. His cheeks appeared fuller and his face less angular. Naomi and Hilary stepped back a few minutes later to admire their work.
“All right. It’s time for the dress,” Naomi said. She turned to Hilary and asked, “Do you have any small shirts we can stuff into his chest to really make him look like a girl?”
Hilary ran off and grabbed a couple. Naomi winked at Edwin. He sat on his hand and rocked left to right. Naomi commanded the sissy to his feet. He stood as tall as them, and Naomi ordered him to bend his knees. He should never stand above a female. She reminded him that he was beneath them in every way.
“Turn and look at yourself. You are not a real man, Edwin,” Naomi said and spanked his bare cheek. He looked at himself and patted his face, but Hilary swatted his hand away.
“Don’t ruin the work we did!”
“I look so beautiful,” Edwin said. His voice broke, and he looked ready to cry.
“Don’t cry and ruin it either!” Naomi said. “Step into the dress so you don’t mess up your face.”
Edwin obliged her command and put his feet into the opening of the floor. Naomi pulled the dress up his body and over his shoulder. She zipped up the back. It fit perfectly minus Edwin’s missing chest. Hilary passed Naomi the tank tops, and she balled them up and stuffed them together to form a chest.
“You look marvelous,” Naomi said and patted Edwin on the shoulder. “Just like one of the girls. Don’t you think, Hilary?”
“Oh yes, all the boys would want a piece of that,” she said and winked at Edwin through the mirror.
 
♦
 
Edwin rubbed his hand over the green velvet dress. Naomi and Hilary stood above him. Naomi flashed a wicked smile at him in the mirror. Hilary looked at her shirts stuffed into his chest. She had never imagined Edwin wanted to dress as a woman. Naomi rubbed her hand over Edwin’s short hair.
“So, you like women, right?”
“Yes”
“Wow, that was a quick response. Then why do you dress as a woman?”
“Yeah! Why?” Hilary added.
“It makes me feel gorgeous like you guys. I haven’t jacked off without dressing as a woman in a long time.”
“You’re such a sissy boy. I’ve never had one, but I’ve fantasized about it,” Naomi admitted to him.
“I will do anything you want, Naomi. You too, Hilary,” he said. He forced his eyes to meet Hilary’s, but the situation made him uncomfortable. He never thought Hilary would catch him in her room wearing her panties, but it happened that day. The world fell out from beneath Edwin, and his secret was revealed.
“You owe us a little treat for making you so ladylike, don’t you think?”
“Mmhmm,” he said.
“Come over here,” Naomi encouraged him and pulled down her yoga pants. She revealed her wet pussy. Hilary looked over at her friend, and her mouth fell open at the sight. Edwin crawled closer, and he didn’t hide the eagerness on his face. “Show me what you can do,” Naomi said and dropped her pants all the way to the floor. She kicked them to the side and left her shirt on. She grabbed the back of Edwin’s head and pushed his face into her sex. He lapped up her sweet nectar, and Naomi’s body crippled at his touch. Edwin continued working on her pussy, and she used her juices to rub her clit between her thumb and finger. Ripples of pleasure crashed through her. She pulled Edwin off her and turned to Hilary.
“Want him to do you too? You deserve it.”
“Oh, I don’t know,” Hilary said. An awkward expression was plastered to her face. Half of her lip jetted up to the side. “He’s my stepbrother. It’s a little weird.”
“Nobody will ever know,” Edwin said in a begging tone.
“He’s right,” Naomi assured her. “Kiss me while he does it. You deserve to get off. When was the last time Josh ate you out?”
“He doesn’t like to do that,” Hilary admitted.
“Exactly. Get those pants to the ground,” Naomi commanded her. Hilary shrugged her shoulders and took off her yoga pants. Naomi moved closer to her and wrapped her arm around Hilary’s body. She looked into her eyes, and Hilary couldn’t miss the sultriness. It attracted her and pulled her closer. Her lips met Naomi’s as Edwin’s mouth met her pussy.
Hilary moaned into Naomi’s mouth as Edwin worked on her pussy. Naomi reached down and used her fingers to play with Hilary’s nub. She buckled at the touch, and Naomi held Hilary straight. Edwin didn’t let up, and it didn’t take long before Hilary screamed into Naomi’s mouth, and an orgasm erupted from her.
“Wow, that was hot Hilary. And you’re such a good sissy, Edwin. I can’t wait to make you mine,” Naomi said and winked. She pulled on her panties but left the pants. “Let’s get drunk and watch a good movie. Edwin, you’re one of the girls tonight.”
“Okay,” he said gleefully.
Naomi turned on her heel and headed out the door. She waved for the other two girls to follow, and they did. It was a relaxing night with an awkward sexual overcast, but Edwin’s secret was safe, and Naomi had a plan for him. She couldn’t keep her eyes or mind off Edwin the rest of the night. They all passed out to the second movie after one too many shots, but it was a night to remember (or forget).



Chapter Four
 
The following day the sun shined brightly in the sky, and the three passed the day as if nothing had happened the night before. Edwin went to work, Hilary studied at the library, and Naomi went shopping for a couple new accessories. Every thought she had of Edwin got her a little wet. He was her living toy, and Naomi couldn’t wait to get back to him to play another game or two.
Naomi sat in her darkened living room later that night. Hilary was with Josh at her parents. They had rescheduled, and she never planned to tell him what happened the previous night. Hilary didn’t see much of a future with Josh after the next month. Naomi flipped through her phone. She opened up Edwin’s message to check the time stamp.
Edwin had messaged her half an hour before that he’d be on the way. It didn’t take that long to get anywhere in the city. She switched back to a news article, but her mind didn’t leave Edwin.
Several minutes later, a knock came at the door. She evened her breath and stopped herself from running to the door.
“Who is it?” Naomi called like she didn’t know.
“Your sissy slave,” Edwin replied in a feminized voice. His tone sent a chill down Naomi’s spine. She liked his short, thick dick too. It was like a little clit on his body. Naomi opened the door, and Edwin dropped to his knees before her. He pulled off the robe hiding his half-naked body. He wore a new pair of pink panties and nothing else.
“You’re blocking the door. Get inside, my pet,” Naomi said. He rushed on his hands and knees to get out of Naomi’s way. She closed the door, locked the deadbolt and turned back to him. Edwin waited on her command with his head bowed to the ground.
“Get to my room! I have a plan for you!”
“Right away, Master Naomi,” he said and scurried off.
 
♦
 
Edwin’s muffled grunts filled the room as Naomi reddened his ass with a wooden spoon from the kitchen. He bit down on a ball gag and cried out, but he didn’t want Naomi to stop. He begged to be in his current position.
Naomi had dressed him up in one of her outfits and caked on a layer of makeup. The entire time Edwin revealed his deepest fantasies about getting dressed up and spanked by a woman. Naomi was making that come true for him.
His dick raged in his panties, and he couldn’t keep from panting between the grunts. Naomi was working his ass, and she wasn’t afraid to tear up his cheeks a little bit.
“You like that slave?”
Edwin nodded. Naomi spanked his ass once more and circled around to the front. She pushed her fingers into his hair and clenched. She moved his face to her folds.
“Smell that?”
“Yes, Master,” he mumbled on the gag.
“That how hot you make me. Lick up my love juices,” she said and pointed his head to her glistening pussy lips. She removed the ball gag from Edwin’s mouth, and he took a deep breath. Edwin eagerly jetted his tongue out, but Naomi pulled him back. “Slower. Do it with a bit of love. We aren’t animals.”
Edwin slowed his movements and used the entire length of his tongue to flatten on Naomi’s love cave. She moaned encouragement as Edwin’s tongue swirled around her clit and traced the lips of her pussy. She panted and could hardly contain an orgasm. It rushed to her surface as a dolphin jumps from the ocean.
“You’re good with that tongue, sissy,” she said in a broken rhythm. She savored his work a bit more and came all over Edwin’s face. She pushed his head away, and Edwin smiled at her. He licked his lips and said, “What would you like now, Master?”
“Get to the bed and get on all fours,” she said.
Edwin rushed over to the bed and crawled to the top. Naomi stepped behind him and lifted Edwin’s dress. She pulled his panties to the side to reveal his little sissy hole. It looked tight and untouched.
“Has your pussy ever been fucked?” Naomi asked Edwin.
She heard him gulp before he said, “nope. I’m an anal virgin. Why?”
“I told you I got us a treat today. I picked up a strap-on at the store. Doesn’t that sound fun?” She slid her hand between her gushing pussy and ran the wet finger between Edwin’s hairless ass. He quivered when she pushed on his hole.
“I don’t know if I can handle it,” Edwin said.
“Of course you can. You’re a sissy bitch. Don’t you want to know what it feels like to get your pussy fucked?”
“Yes, Master. I’ve always dreamed of it.”
“Today is the day your dreams come true, baby boy,” she said and ran a finger from his asshole down his thigh. He shuttered at the ticklish touch. “Hold your cheeks open for me.”
Edwin dropped his head to the mattress and reached behind to spread his cheeks. The air streaming from Naomi’s lips kissed his tight hole as she blew on it. He felt his hole tighten and squeeze at the coolness. Naomi smacked his ass, and the sting relaxed him.
“There you go, baby. Relax that ass for me,” she said. She held the bottom-most part of his ass and spread Edwin’s cheeks further. Naomi moved her mouth closer and stuck out her tongue. Edwin jumped when Naomi made contact with his virgin boy pussy. Naomi wrapped her arm around Edwin’s thigh and pushed his ass deep into her face. She used her tongue to moisten his ass up for the dildo. Edwin moaned and thrashed at the overwhelming pleasure. He never imagined he’d receive what he saw in so many videos. He used all his force to keep his ass spread for Naomi’s mouth.
A few moments later she stood from the bed. She wiped her hand over her mouth. They each had the other’s smell wafting into their nostrils from their lips.
“Close your eyes,” Naomi commanded Edwin. She walked over to the closet and strapped the dildo around her body. She grabbed a bottle of lube and a blindfold and stepped back to the bed. She ran the blindfold over Edwin’s face and instructed him to open his eyes. He opened them to the blackness.
“Don’t worry. They will only make everything feel better,” Naomi said.
“Whatever you say, Mistress.”
Naomi pressed the tip of her dick on Edwin’s hole. He breathed deeply as he felt the thickness on her virgin man pussy. She opened the lube and flipped it upside-down. The thick water-based liquid covered the dick. She used her fingers to work a bit into Edwin’s tight hole. He grunted as she forced a second finger to stretch him.
“It’s going to hurt, but then it’ll feel amazing. I promise.”
“I trust you,” he said.
Naomi gripped Edwin’s hips and positioned her lubed dick. She broke the first barrier of Edwin’s virgin pussy. He cried out, but he didn’t resist her. He bit his bottom lip and gripped the sheets as Naomi pushed the dick further into his ass.
“You like that, slave?”
“I love it,” he said. His voice was forced, but he meant his words. He couldn’t see anything, and all his nerves were directed to the fullness sliding in and out of his hole. His ass loosened up after a minute, and Naomi fucked him without worry. She thrust her dick in and out of the sissy boy. His hole tight around her dick. She watched in awe as her dick pushed in and out of the man. The dominance gave Naomi a rush.
Naomi angled her dick to pleasure her clit as pumped in and out of Edwin. He cried out in pleasure, but it was too much for her too. The psychological high of topping a man mixed with the friction of the strap on her clit sent her into overdrive.
“Cum with me,” she commanded Edwin.
He moved his hand and grabbed his stiff rod. He jacked off his dick as Naomi fucked him. Her body froze, and her nails dug into Edwin’s skin moments later as she came forcefully. She panted, and Edwin took the opportunity to cum with her. He grunted and moved his other hand to catch the strings of cum erupting from his dick.
Naomi calmed and pulled out of Edwin. His hole clenched together, but the opening was bigger than when they started. He rolled over and smiled up at Naomi. He removed the blindfold. She dropped the dick to the floor and kissed her sissy man.
“Lick up your cum so I can hold you,” Naomi said to him. He stared at his hand and thought to tell her no, but he didn’t want to disappoint his woman. He drank the pool of cum in his hand. Naomi smiled at him and commanded him to turn to be his little spoon. She wrapped her arm and leg around his body. Edwin moved his ass closer to her, and she squeezed his body. They drifted off into a gentle slumber.



Epilogue
 
One Year Later
 
Naomi organized a few boxes in the back of a moving truck. The sun shined high in the sky on that summer day, and Naomi felt complete as she organized her new life. She had just graduated from college along with Hilary and Edwin, and it was time to set sail for a new horizon.
Hilary moved out to the big city the week prior. She had left Josh the month before and decided to stay single for the next year. Naomi had different plans.
“How many more boxes do you have?” Naomi called to Edwin as he emerged from his apartment.
“Three more. They’re all clothes,” he said.
“There should be room,” Naomi said in a quieter voice as Edwin handed her the box. Sissy outfits was written across the top. Naomi couldn’t wait to get him in those later. She loved having a boyfriend that liked to play dress up and get fucked in the ass. It intoxicated her.
“Well, hurry up sissy boy so we can go play in our new apartment.”
“Right away,” he said and ran off. He came back a bit later, struggling, with all three of the remaining boxes in his arms. Naomi jumped down from the truck and rushed over to help him.
“You’re an eager beaver,” she said and brushed his face. They kissed in the street.
“You make me crazy. I love you,” Edwin said.
“I love you too. Now, let’s go get things settled in our new love nest,” Naomi said and pulled the trunk of the truck shut. They hurried around to the door and drove off to their new life together.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Mistress Rebecca Finds Love



Chapter One
 
Four Years Earlier
 
Mistress Rebecca traced her fingers along the paddle, flogger, and ball gag laid out on her table. It was one of those tall rectangular ones like a surgeon would use during surgery. She turned on her next client’s favorite music. He liked soft rock because it reminded him of his childhood. Mistress Rebecca wore a red, leather apron with black mesh leggings beneath. She completed the look with a matching bra and stilettos.
A knock sounded at the door. “Come in,” she called.
A man crawled into the room. He was a suit-and-tie type in his early thirties from a privileged background with mommy and daddy issues. Mistress Rebecca never learned her clients’ names. She had them fill out a questionnaire and named them based on the vibes they gave her. She had a knack for honing in on a man’s weakness. The things that made them spin.
“Come over here, silver spoon. How much of a naughty boy were you at the office today?”
Silver spoon attempted to speak, but it only came out as muffled noise on account of some money stuffed into his mouth. He crawled over to his Mistress. She took the bills from his teeth. She fanned out the three hundred-dollar bills and slid them into the drawer next to her throne. Silver spoon wanted ninety minutes judging by the amount they paid.
“Tell me, silver spoon. What did your entitled ass do today?”
“I fired three people, and two of them were mothers.”
“Oh my silver spoon! Where are your manners? You better call me Mistress Rebecca when you speak to me!”
“Forgive me, Mistress Rebecca,” he corrected himself.
“So, you fired three people today? How did that make you feel? Powerful?”
“Very much so, Mistress Rebecca.”
“Is that why you came here? So I can put you in your place? Show you how small and pathetic you are?” Mistress Rebecca asked and pressed her heel into the man’s shoulder. They had a safe word, but she already knew his limits. The man had been coming to her dungeon for over a year. Mistress Rebecca was the queen of the underground, and all the men too afraid to ask a woman to pleasure them came to her lair and paid top dollar to get dominated.
Mistress Rebecca led the man over to her lounge bed. She placed the ball gag in his mouth and grabbed the flogger. She traced the tails along his legs and smacked it across his ass. The man moaned and wiggled his ass for more. Mistress Rebecca grabbed a blindfold and threw it by his hands.
“Put this on,” she said in a commanding voice. Silver spoon obliged and quickly put the blindfold over his eyes.
Mistress Rebecca grabbed the paddle and pulled the man’s underwear down to his knees. He was on all fours. His dick was rock hard, but Mistress Rebecca never touched or pleasured her clients in that way. They couldn’t go any further. She was a married woman and had strict limits. Most men wanted humiliation and spanking more than anything.
Mistress Rebecca reddened that man’s ass and put him in his place. She did feel sorry for the people that lost their jobs that day, but she knew silver spoon was only doing his job. Everyone had to eat.
Toward the end of the scene, silver spoon lost his temper and control. “Fuck me, Mistress Rebecca!” he begged and screamed.
“You know I don’t do that silver spoon,” she said forcefully and spanked his ass again. She removed the blindfold and looked him in the eyes. “Why don’t you go find some gay man to fuck your sissy ass since you’re too afraid to ask a woman?” she taunted him.
Silver spoon growled. A buzzer dinged in the background.
“All right, silver spoon. Time’s up. Get your clothes on, and I’ll see you next week,” she said and walked over to the door. He slid on his clothes and crawled to the exit. She smacked his ass one last time on the way out.
 
♦
 
Mistress Rebecca entered her apartment. It smelled of a freshly cooked meal. Her husband, John, rushed to the door and took her purse. He got to his knees and helped her out her shoes and led her to the table. She sat, and John quickly had a steaming-hot meal in front of her.
“How was work today, my Queen?” he asked.
“It was fine, the usual. Silver spoon begged me to fuck him, but we all know you’re the only one that gets that privilege,” Mistress Rebecca said and stroked his face with the back of her hand.
“And I’m the only one that gets to fuck you,” he said back to her.
“Mmhm,” she said and bit her lip. Mistress Rebecca’s loved John’s thick rod. She dominated the relationship but couldn’t help but ride his dick from time to time. “I love you, John.”
“I love you, too.”
They kissed and enjoyed their meal. Mistress Rebecca hadn’t cooked in ages. She occasionally helped do the laundry or grab groceries on the way home, but John loved to service her. He got pleasure from cooking her meals and washing her clothes. They discovered femdom together toward the beginning of their relationship, and John was the one that encouraged Rebecca to leave her old marketing job to become a dominatrix.
Mistress Rebecca had found true love with John. He completed her, and she did the same for him. She had never known what all those cheesy movies were talking about as a kid, but Mistress Rebecca experienced love with John. Mutual, healthy, non-abusive love. There was something special about that.
 
♦
 
A few days had passed over the week. John had a long day at the office that day and got out later than usual. He usually cooked, but the meeting her had with corporate killed their plans. John had promised to pick up Chinese food on the way home, but he got out of the meeting an hour later than expected.
John called the order into the Chinese restaurant on his way down the stairs. The man on the phone knew their order before John said anything. He always got the same thing if he was running late. Mistress Rebecca had sent him two messages saying how hungry she was, and how she wanted some kisses too.
John had left the office so late that traffic was light on the street. He sped and bent around the turns. Cops didn’t spend much time patrolling their neighborhood. The restaurant stood directly between his work and home.
He got to the place and went inside to pay. There were a few patrons in front of him in line. The sun had already set outside. Another text came through, and it was of his wife in her underwear. Mistress Rebecca loved to tease. John squirmed in the line as his dick grew hard. He needed to get home to his happy place and fast. Several minutes later, John paid and rushed back to his car.
John peeled out the parking lot and turned onto the main road, but he had gone so fast he missed the large pick-up truck in his blind spot. The monster vehicle t-boned his small sedan and sent it spinning. John hadn’t put on his seatbelt, and his head slammed into the steering wheel a moment before the airbag deployed and smacked his head back against the seat.
The woman in the truck hopped out and called are you okay while sprinting toward him, but John was far from it.
 
♦
 
Mistress Rebecca paced the waiting room and practiced her deep breathing. Her best friend, Mistress Gail, sat in a chair and watched her friend. She didn’t know how to help Mistress Rebecca. Her husband had gone into emergency surgery, and they were waiting to hear any news. He had cracked his skull in the accident and lost a lot of blood.
Mistress Gail ran her fingers through her blue hair and listened to her friend’s heavy breath. She stood and walked over to her. She wrapped her arms around Mistress Rebecca.
“Sweetheart, let’s go outside. You’re making everyone nervous,” Mistress Gail said and led her friend to the door.
“What if he doesn’t make it? It’s all my fault, Gail! I was rushing him to get home,” Mistress Rebecca while sobbing.
“It’s not your fault. John would have rushed home had you said something or not,” Mistress Gail assured her.
“I know you’re right, but I can’t help but feel guilty,” Mistress Rebecca cried. Hours had passed since the accident. She hadn’t eaten a thing but didn’t care about food. She wanted her husband back in her arms. He was her soul mate.
“I’d feel guilty too,” Mistress Gail said to her. “But you have to stay strong,” she whispered and placed her forehead on Mistress Rebecca’s.
“Mrs. Black,” a woman called from the door. “The doctor would like to see you!”
The two women shared a somber look and hurried to the door. Mistress Rebecca was terrified to hear the news. She darted to the door where the doctor waited for her.
When he recognized Mistress Rebecca, the doctor lowered his head. “I’m afraid I have some bad news,” he said.
Mistress Rebecca didn’t need to hear more. She threw her hands into the air and hollered. She collapsed into Mistress Gail’s arms. The doctor said some words, but Mistress Rebecca didn’t hear him. The life she had with John flashed before her eyes. She had become a widow before going over the hill, and there was nothing to change that.



Chapter Two
 
Now
 
Mistress Gail ran a comb through her blue hair and stared at herself in the floor-to-ceiling mirror. She awaited a new client. His letter had attracted her. She could see many ways this new man would be a benefit to her. Mistress Gail applied the shimmering blue eyeshadow and went to read over the man’s words once again:
 
Dear Mistress Gail,
 
I’m a closet bitch looking to explore my submissive side with a real dominant lady like yourself. However, I’m not the typical sissy. I’m strong, muscular, and tall. I also have a massive dick. I’m not going to play easy-to-get. I need a woman that can put me in my place.
I hear you’re the best in the city, and I hope you’ll give me a chance.
 
- Andy
 
Mistress Gail preferred an easier target than an arrogant alpha, but she knew someone that loved a challenge, Mistress Rebecca.
Mistress Rebecca hadn’t dated or done much of anything romantic since John’s death. She had fallen out of the BDSM scene completely. She quit her career as a professional dominatrix and returned to an office job. Mistress Gail wanted to screen this man because she thought he could be the ticket to get her girl out of her funk.
Her scheduled guest, Andy (the alpha), knocked at the door. Mistress Gail opened the door, and Andy looked her up and down. He licked his lips.
“On your knees! You will not lick your lips at me like I’m some object,” Mistress Gail said.
But Andy didn’t drop to his knees. Mistress Gail was beside herself. She had never had a man disobey her command. “If you don’t want to play by my rules Andy, you can turn and leave my dungeon. Or you can get to your knees and crawl to the center of the room!”
Mistress Gail watched Andy contemplate his options. She loved Mistress Rebecca, but she wouldn’t have chased after that stubborn alpha had he left. He was the decider of his fate.
Andy dropped to his knees and snarled at Mistress Gail. He crawled to the center of the room and awaited further command. Mistress Gail stepped forward and circled Andy. He stared directly into her eyes. He challenged her with his posture. Andy wasn’t going down without a fight. He loved the challenge of a strong woman. A woman that wouldn’t back down from him or his aggression. He clenched his jaw and snarled at Mistress Gail.
Mistress Gail maintained her composure, but she had never had such an alpha beast in her lair. She grabbed a flogger from her wall of toys and returned to Andy.
“Look down to the ground when you’re in my space,” Mistress Gail said and struck Andy with the flogger. She smacked it across his back again, and Andy winced. Mistress Gail crouched down next to him. “Whisper slow if you’d like me to slow down and say stop if you want me to stop. Got it?” she asked and struck him.
“Yes, Mistress Gail.”
“Strip down and place your clothes in the corner.”
Andy obliged and pulled off his shirt to reveal perfect abs. He kicked off his jeans and wore a pair of skintight trunks beneath. His thick, half-flaccid cock bulged out from the taut briefs. Andy hadn’t lied when he said his dick was massive. Mistress Gail struggled to keep her composure with such a hunk at her feet. She much preferred her alpha studs on top and taking control.
But Andy was perfect for Mistress Rebecca. She saw it all over him. He knelt in the middle of the room. Mistress Gail had replaced the flogger with a paddle and traced it along Andy’s back. She watched his dick growing hard in his trunks.
“Bend down and place your forehead on the ground. Ass in the air!”
“Yes, Mistress,” Andy did as she said, but there was a hint of mischief in his voice.
“You think this is a game, slave?” Mistress Gail snickered.
“Of course not, Mistress,” Andy said.
“Your voice is thick with sarcasm,” she said and smacked his ass. She swatted each side several times, but the man remained unphased.
“I must not have been a bad boy, Mistress,” he teased.
Mistress Gail spanked his ass several more times, but it wasn’t enough. He teased her, and Mistress Gail had enough.
“Look up at me.”
“Yes, Mistress?”
“Frankly, I’m done with the games. You aren’t my type. I hate stubborn alphas like you that don’t know how to follow my orders, but I have a friend. She’s the real reason I asked you to come here today,” Mistress Gail said. She sat in her throne and crossed her legs. Andy remained on his knees.
“Who is your friend, Mistress?”
“A Goddess. She needs a man like you to show her what she is missing. She’s the only one in town I know that could properly handle a bullish alpha like you, Andy. But she has lost something and is fragile,” she said.
“What do you mean? What did she lose?”
“A lot, but I think training you can help bring her back. Are you willing to meet her? That is if she’s willing to meet you.”
Andy went quiet for several beats, but he raised his head and looked Mistress Gail in the eyes, “of course. I want nothing more than a woman that can dominate me the way I dream of.”
“Excellent. It’s settled. I’ll talk to her.”
“Thank you, Mistress,” Andy said.
Mistress Gail nodded and stood. She walked over to his pile of clothes and threw them at him. He stumbled back and fell onto his ass.
“Today was free. I’ll let you know when I set a date for you two to meet. Now, get out!”
“Thank you, Mistress,” Andy scurried out the door with his shirt half buttoned. His legs were barely in the pants, but she slammed the door behind him.



Chapter Three
 
Mistress Rebecca rubbed the handle of her coffee mug and waited for Mistress Gail to join her. Mistress Rebecca had her red hair pulled back into a bun with chopsticks crossed through it. She wore a simple black dress with red stripes down each side to tie together her heels and chopsticks. She crossed her legs. Her lipstick marked the rim of the mug.
Mistress Gail entered looking blue as ever. She had a fresh dye job and nails to match. She wore a metallic blue dress that shimmered as she sashayed across the room to Mistress Rebecca.
“Why you look ravishing,” Mistress Gail said.
“Thank you,” Mistress Rebecca blushed. Mistress Gail excused herself and ran off to the counter. She ordered an herbal tea and a small pastry. She returned to the table with her items.
“I love that outfit, Mistress,” Gail said and pursed her lips. She waved her finger up and down Mistress Rebecca’s body. She giggled in response and covered her mouth. Her cheeks reddened. “No need to be embarrassed. You were always the hottest dominatrix of us all.”
“I hardly think so, but thank you,” Mistress Rebecca said. Her face was as red as her hair. She took a sip of her coffee. She was careful to place her lips in the same spot and only make one mark.
Mistress Gail took a sip of her tea and let her eyes gloss over. She peered around the room, and Mistress Rebecca sat and waited for something. She drank her coffee. A couple men admired them from the corner, but the ladies didn’t pay them any attention. They weren’t their type. Mistress Gail hated to bring up Andy, but she had to break the ice. She needed to give her friend a chance if she saw one. Mistress Gail set down her mug and drew in a sharp breath.
“I know it hasn’t been nearly long enough, and it never will—”
“Oh no, Mistress! Don’t you dare!” Mistress Rebecca hissed through clenched teeth.
“Please hear me out. A letter came across my pile, and I screened the man for you. I think he’s just the right guy to help you fully move on from John’s death,” Mistress Gail said. She hated to be so blunt, but John would have wanted more for Mistress Rebecca. She was a sexual woman by nature and deserved to explore that side of her. She deserved to be herself and enjoy life. John would have wanted that.
“You met him?” Mistress Rebecca asked. She leaned back in her chair. Her legs splayed and body tense. His feet pressed firmly into the ground. She stared at her friend with a fire in her eyes.
“Yes, his name is Andy. He’s sweet and muscular. He’s an alpha sub.”
The words smacked Mistress Rebecca like a heavy wind. John had been her alpha sissy, and she had never met another like him. She always dreamed of finding a man like him again secretly, but she could never bring herself to search for one.
Mistress Gail rested her hand on her friends. She squeezed Mistress Rebecca and said, “I wouldn’t do this if I didn’t think there was a chance. You know that, don’t you?”
“Yes, of course,” she said. Mistress Rebecca respected her friend more than anything, and she wanted to trust that the woman had her best interest at heart.
“I’m throwing a mid-sized party for you to meet Andy. Nobody will know that the party is meant to get you laid. It’ll be a sexy party. Of course, I know you won’t do anything, but it should give you enough cover,” Mistress Gail said. She folded her lips. She felt as though she rambled.
“Thank you, Mistress. It’s almost been five years. I should get out there and at least give it a chance,” Mistress Rebecca said.
“Oh, yay!”
“I must say my mouth is almost watering at the idea of an alpha sub.”
“You’re going to love him, Rebecca. I swear!”
“I can’t wait, Mistress,” she said with a wink. Mistress Rebecca sipped her coffee and enjoyed the view out the tall windows. The women caught up and enjoyed their afternoon, but a little flicker of hope ignited in Mistress Rebecca.
 
♦
 
Mistress Rebecca stood outside her car and contemplated leaving or going inside Mistress Gail’s loft. A man waited on the other side of that door, but Mistress Rebecca wasn’t sure she could give another man her heart after John. She knew John would have wanted her to move on and explore, but his memory meant more than anything.
A breeze blew by her exposed legs. The hairs on her body stood at attention. It was like John spoke to her in the wind. She knew she had to go inside. She walked up to the house and left her worries behind. Her heart felt lighter as she ascended in the elevator.
Mistress Rebecca took a deep breath at the door before entering. She stepped into the place that overlooked the city. Mistress Gail worked overtime punishing rich, sissy businessmen to earn her view. Her friend with blue hair ran over with a cocktail.
“You made it! I’m so glad you could come,” Mistress Gail said. Several people were watching a dominant man spank his sub girlfriend. They didn’t even notice Mistress Rebecca enter. Other’s were exchanging oral in the corner. Soft, sexy music played in the background.
Mistress Rebecca’s heart pounded in her chest at the sight and sound of it all. It had been two years since she had seen a live BDSM scene. She attempted being a voyeur once since the death, but it was too much. Mistress Rebecca had pleased a few regulars, but that was a different scenario.
She also began to worry her suitor stared unknowingly at her. “Where is he?”
“He’s waiting in the bedroom,” Mistress Gail said. Mistress Rebecca relaxed noticeably. “Oh my, you didn’t think I would do that to you, did you?”
“I’m a ball of nerves,” Mistress Rebecca admitted.
“I made him wait on the bed like the good boy he’ll be. He’s dressed and everything. Go meet him. If you don’t like him, come back out here or leave. I’m here for whatever you need. We can kick him out too!”
“Thank you,” Mistress Rebecca said.
“What are you waiting for? Go get that hunk of a man in there!” Mistress Gail said and smacked her friend on the ass. She winked and turned back to the little slut in her living room getting handled for everyone to watch. Mistress Rebecca ran a hand through her red hair and walked toward the door that’d change her life forever. Her heart pounded in her chest. Her breaths were long and sharp on the exhale. She placed her hand on the knob and twisted.
Light flooded into the dark hallway as she entered the room.



Chapter Four
 
“Sorry I ran out on you like that the other night,” Mistress Rebecca said. She wore a white dress with her hair pinned back behind a red and white bow with stilettos to match. A long silver necklace snaked into her exposed breasts. Andy sat across from her in a ravishing suit. A candle flickered in the center of the table.
“Don’t worry about it,” he said with a smile.
“It wasn’t the right environment. It brought back too many memories,” she said.
Mistress Gail had called the next day and apologized, but Mistress Rebecca thought it was a good idea at the time. She figured it would have been better than some bar alone with the guy. The irony didn’t escape her as she looked around the bustling restaurant.
“I understand,” Andy said softly and petted the napkin in his lap.
“So, where are you from Andy?”
“Born and raised in the city. You?”
“Same. Funny we haven’t crossed paths before now,” she said.
“It’s a big city.”
“What do you do for work, Andy?”
“Finance. You?”
“Marketing,” Mistress Rebecca said. The waiter approached the table and took their drink order. She requested a draft beer, and Andy wanted a vodka on the rocks. “You like the heavy stuff?”
“I’m a bit nervous,” he admitted.
“What for?” she asked and crossed her legs the other way.
“You’re more beautiful than Mistress Gail let on in the emails.”
“She emailed you about me?”
“I wouldn’t let up. When I met her, she kicked me out of her office quicker than a cockroach so I emailed her nonstop until she sent me a reply.”
Mistress Rebecca winced. “Not sure you should be telling someone about your stalkerish tendencies on a first date.”
Andy reflected on his actions at her words. “You’re right, but it was more my need for answers than anything.”
“Can’t I give you those answers? You couldn’t wait to meet me to know what I looked like?”
Andy sat back in his chair at the dominance in Mistress Rebecca’s voice. She sipped her beer. Her red lipstick marked the pint glass. Andy’s chest flexed in his shirt as he reached for his vodka. The nerves clear all over his motions. Mistress Rebecca didn’t mind the presence of a muscular man with submissive desires.
“How old are you Andy?”
“Thirty-one. You?”
“Thirty-four,” she said with a blank face. Andy read her expression.
“What’s the matter?” he asked.
“That’s the same age John was when he died,” she said. A tear slid down her face. She dabbed it away careful not to mess up her makeup.
“Oh,” Andy said and cast his eyes to the floor.
“It’s okay,” she said. “I’m a grown lady. I can handle it,” she fanned her eyes to keep any more tears from forming. She needed to enjoy the date for John’s sake. Mistress Rebecca straightened in her seat and drank her beer.
“It must be hard,” Andy said.
“Extremely. Harder right now because I’m on the first date, but this feels right.”
Andy brightened. “I’m glad to hear you say that. It feels right for me too.”
“When did you discover you were submissive?” Mistress Rebecca asked.
Andy squirmed in his chairs. The muscles flexed in his forearms. “Guess ever since I was a young man and shoved whatever thin, dick-shaped object I could find up my ass.”
Mistress Rebecca covered her mouth and giggled. She hadn’t laughed with such a handsome man since John. It warmed her heart to hear his husky chuckle with her feminine one. The waiter brought their dinners. He set a steak in front of Andy and a vegetarian lasagna in front of Mistress Rebecca. He placed a leafy salad in the middle to split. He exchanged their drinks for new ones.
The entire time he stood at the table Mistress Rebecca and Andy stared into each others eyes. A spark ignited a fire in Mistress Rebecca. She saw the subservience in his gestures. She heard it in his tone. Her center warmed as she memorized the lines on his face. She’d be masturbating to him later that night.
“Ever find a lady to put something up your ass?”
“A couple, but I’ve never found anyone strong enough to handle me. I’m too pushy and dominant. It never really worked out,” he said with a regretful expression.
“John was just like you. He always put up a fight, but he wanted to serve me and get fucked in the end every time.”
Andy licked his lips. He couldn’t help but stare at Mistress Rebecca like an animal. She was speaking his fantasy.
“Eyes up here, Mister,” she said to him with a soft smile. She took a bite of the salad. He apologized and cut into his steak. She didn’t care, but it felt good to command him. She wouldn’t take him home that night, but he melted a bit of the ice around her heart throughout their peaceful, romantic dinner.
“Want dessert?” Andy asked.
“I shouldn’t,” she said and traced a hand along her hourglass figure. Truthfully, she wanted to cum to her vibrator and then binge out to shitty reality TV with a pint of ice cream.
“Can’t argue with that.”
“You can’t argue with me at all if you’re looking to keep me,” she said with a smirk.
“Yes, Mistress Rebecca,” he said in a deep sultry voice. It took her breath away. She hadn’t heard her name said like that in some time.
“I better get out of here,” Mistress Rebecca said and rose in her chair. They hadn’t paid, but she finished her lasagna. “Thanks for dinner sweetheart. I’ll call you when I’m ready.”
“Of course, Mistress. I’ll be waiting,” Andy said.
“Excellent,” she said and turned on her heel. She didn’t look back as she walked out the restaurant. All eyes were on her, but she didn’t care. Mistress Rebecca radiated confidence she hadn’t in years as she strutted out that place. She got into her taxi and texted Mistress Gail thank you for setting everything up. She relaxed into the seat and smiled at the city passing her by on the way home.



Chapter Five
 
Mistress Rebecca sat in her living room perched on the edge of the couch. Piles of photographs laid in a semicircle around her. She had pushed the coffee table to the side of the room. Tears streamed down her cheeks as she scanned the pictures of her life with John.
Several days had passed since her date with Andy, and she hadn’t even sent a message. A part of her couldn’t move on from her past life. The other half of her was wet for the attractive man, but it felt like a betrayal.
Mistress Rebecca picked up a photo from their vacation to Puerto Rico. She and John stood on a white sand beach with the Caribbean Sea behind them. They each held a coconut margarita that they drank straight from the shell.
She traced her finger over her lost husband. His smiled radiated like the sun shining above him. He had been a gift to her world.
She thought back to her date with Andy as she held the photograph. The night went better than expected. He reminded her so much of John, but he was unique in his way.
Andy opened the door for her, asked her how she wanted the night to go and did other little things that reminded Mistress Rebecca of her old submissive alpha. The unicorn type among men.
Mistress Rebecca was a unicorn among women. She dominated men in the bedroom and especially loved someone who played hard-to-get. She never liked the guys that bowed at her feet without a fight. From work to the bedroom. Easy men bored her.
Men hadn’t done much of anything for her over the past several years, but Mistress Gail was right. She needed to find a sexual friend. She was a sexual woman and deserved to express that part of her life.
Mistress Rebecca gathered up the photos and placed them into a large box of her old memories. She positioned the piles of pictures in their rightful place in the box, but the slick photos fell over. She dug down, and her hand got caught in a piece of paper. She pulled out the folded up page.
Most of the papers were their old bank documents and their marriage certificate and things like that. The will they made before John died. She unfolded the single piece of paper and was shocked to see John’s handwriting.
 
Dear Mistress,
 
When we met, you were simply Rebecca to me, but we discovered a new life together. You transformed into a complete Goddess before my eyes, and I became a whole man with you by my side. My entire life, I dreamed of having the woman you are now.
Writing that will today made me sentimental, and I decided to write about if I ever died. If that happened, I’d want you to continue down the path we started together. I’ll always be with you no matter what, but I’ve never seen you happier than as a dominatrix.
Please never give up being who you are and return to your old, miserable life. Hopefully, when we find this down the road, we can laugh at it, but if not, please be Mistress Rebecca forever. I know you’d want the same for me.
 
Love,
John
 
Mistress Rebecca read over the letter several more times. She couldn’t believe she hadn’t seen this paper before. She didn’t ever look past the photos on top, but John never told her anything like what he said in the letter.
They never talked much about death beyond making that will together once at the suggestion of her parents. They both preferred to live in the denial that life never ended. John’s death shocked Mistress Rebecca more than anything ever in her life.
He had left for work like any other day. She had gone to her lair. But he never came home, and she blamed herself for telling him she was starving and sending a sexy photo. He raced home to bring her food.
Mistress Rebecca replaced the letter and photos above it. She latched the lid on top of the box and returned it to the closet. She went to the kitchen for a glass of wine to sooth her nerves. She unlocked her phone and leaned over the counter. She stared at the phone, and her hand hovered over an open message to Andy.
She sighed and decided to go for it.
Mistress Rebecca: Hey there, what are you doing? Want to come over?
 
♦
 
“Thanks for coming over,” Mistress Rebecca said and handed Andy a vodka on the rocks. She had a bottle stashed away for the occasional homemade martini.
“Of course, I was starting to get worried you wouldn’t call,” he said. His charming smile melted some of Mistress Rebecca’s heart.
“I didn’t call. I texted.”
“I stand corrected. Cheers,” he said and rose his glass. She tapped her wine glass with his rocks glass, and they both took a drink. She stared into his eyes, and he did the same to her.
“I found something interesting tonight,” Mistress Rebecca said.
“What was it?”
“A note from John. It was buried with our old photos and paperwork. He told me he’d want me to move on if he ever died.”
“You knew that already though,” Andy said, trying to reassure her of the decision she made about seeing him =.
“I know, but it was different reading it. I don’t know how I’d never seen that note before.”
“Maybe it was waiting to find you.”
“Perhaps,” Mistress Rebecca said and took another drink. When she set the glass down Andy had closed the gap between them. He inched closer to her face and went to kiss her lips. Mistress Rebecca didn’t know what to do.
Andy closed in on her mouth, and she had no choice but to kiss him or hurt his feelings. His lips connected with hers and a sense of panic surged within her. Seconds passed locked in a deep kiss with Andy, but it was too much. She pushed him away.
“Get out!” she said and stood. She rushed to the door and threw it open. “Out! Now!”
“Mistress,” Andy said and ran to her and dropped to his knees. “I’m so sorry, Mistress.”
“Out now!”
Andy didn’t want to argue and lose her forever. He ran out the door, and she slammed it behind him. She placed her hand on her racing chest and didn’t know if the butterflies she felt were from lust or anxiety, but Andy had made Mistress Rebecca feel alive for the first time in ages.



Chapter Six
 
Mistress Rebecca caught her hat from flying off her head and held it down before it blew away in the wind. The boat she sat in rocked gently beneath her. Andy kept an eye on their fishing lines while Mistress Rebecca relaxed and read a magazine. She asked forgiveness for kicking him out of her house, and he forgot the incident. They hadn’t seen each other since, but they both wanted to give it another try.
“Mighty fine morning we got,” Andy said and looked out to the empty lake. Another couple fished in the distance, but it remained mostly barren. Mistress Rebecca had no idea so much nature rested less than an hour drive from the city. She never had a reason to leave.
“How often do you come out here?” she asked.
“Whenever I get the chance,” Andy said. Mistress Rebecca loved his deep voice.
“Why do you keep coming back?”
“Why do you keep inviting me back?” he countered.
Mistress Rebecca smiled and lowered her head, so the hat blocked her face from Andy’s intense eyes. She read a paragraph from the magazine. He returned his attention to the lines with a smirk. One jumped, and he stood to pull on the line. The boat rocked, and Mistress Rebecca squealed.
“Grab the other rod, so it doesn’t fall in!”
She listened and took hold of the pole. Andy rocked his weight to pull the large fish from the water. It flapped furiously on the end of the line. Andy reeled it in and peeled the fish off the hook.
“Looks like we got dinner,” he said with a wink. He threw the fish into the cooler and closed the lid.
“You’re going to cook that thing?”
“It’d be my pleasure to make a goddess like you something to eat,” he said and kissed her the back of her hand.
“You got some sanitizer kissing me with those fish hands?”
“So, you’re okay with me kissing you now?”
Mistress Rebecca used her magazine to cover Andy’s face. She stared at the back cover and thought about his question. She moved the pages down for him to see.
“Maybe I do.”
“So, is it okay if I do this?” he asked and leaned across the boat. She put up a finger and pressed it against his lips.
“It’s only okay when I say so,” she said in a firm voice.
“Yes, Mistress,” he said and lowered back to his side of the boat.
“Approach me slowly,” Mistress Rebecca commanded him. “As you were.”
Andy raised his body and leaned over the boat. He closed his eyes and went for Mistress Rebecca’s mouth.
“Not too fast. Gentle now.”
“Yes, Mistress,” he said and slowed a bit. A few moments later, his lips touched hers, and it felt like fireworks between them. The kiss started off slow and even, but it quickly progressed into a hot tongue party. Mistress Rebecca ran her hands through his hair.
The boat rocked a bit too far to the right, and Andy pulled away from her. “Wow, we should slow down before we lose more than our lunch.”
“Right, let’s get going. Can you cook that at my place?”
“Yep, I brought the tools. We’re ready to go.”
“Then let’s get out of here.”
Andy nodded and started the motor so they could head off to enjoy the rest of their day together.
 
♦
 
Mistress Rebecca and Andy danced around each other in the kitchen. Andy skinned his fish, and Mistress Rebecca prepared a side dish. She stirred some couscous on the stove and added a bit of lemon juice. Andy made the fish to go into the oven. He lined a baking sheet with foil and added a bit of butter, salt, and pepper.
“You got any lemon juice left over?”
“Of course,” Mistress Rebecca said and passed him the teaspoon, or so she had left.
“It’s the perfect amount,” Andy added the juice over the fish and slid the baking sheet into the oven. He opened the fridge and pulled out two bottles of beer.
“Would you like one, sugar?”
“Sure, baby boy,” she said in a mocking voice. Andy cracked open the beer and passed it to her. They finished cooking the meal and headed to the table to eat a nice dinner by candlelight. Mistress Rebecca hadn’t felt so lighthearted in years. Andy stirred emotions she hadn’t explored in ages. Mistress Rebecca warmed inside and wanted to take the next step after their steamy kiss on the boat.
The moment seemed right.
Andy stood and walked over to her side of the table, “mind if I take your plate out the way?”
“Not at all,” she said with a smile. She enjoyed how Andy serviced her without asking. She could tell that he received pure pleasure from fulfilling her needs. Andy washed the dishes and placed them on the drying rack before returning to the table. Mistress Rebecca loved to see him at the sink like that.
Mistress Rebecca finished off her beer and asked, “wanna see what my bedroom looks like?”
Andy’s mouth fell open. He wasn’t sure how to answer after she had pushed him away all those times. “Uh, are you—”
“Don’t question me! Get in there,” she said.
The concern on Andy’s face evaporated, and he smiled at his Mistress. He left his half-full beer on the table and darted for the bedroom. There weren’t too many doors to choose from. He entered, and Mistress Rebecca followed closely behind him.
 
♦
 
Andy stood in the middle of the room awaiting direction. He wanted Mistress Rebecca to call the shots. She went over to him and stood behind his back. She traced her finger along the back of his neck. Andy breathed deeply at her touch. His chest rose and fell. His dick was growing in his pants.
“Looks like someone likes to be touched,” she said and chuckled. She was getting hot herself.
“Oh yes, Mistress. Please don’t stop,” he said.
“It’s been a long time since I’ve had sex with a man,” she said. “Why should I do that with you?”
“Please Mistress. I’ll do anything.”
“Oh, anything?” she mused. The walls around her old self chipped away by the second. She was becoming the dominatrix she had forgotten.
“Anything, Mistress.”
“Get to your knees,” she said, but Andy didn’t drop to his knees. He stood in place. She stepped over to her closet and retrieved a paddle that had been stored away for some time. “Didn’t you hear me? Get to your knees!”
She swatted his ass for every word of the last sentence. Andy purred and dropped to the ground. Andy kept his eyes trained on Mistress Rebecca as she paced in a circle around him. They both hadn’t shed any clothing, but Andy’s ass was bright red under his pants after those swats.
“Take off your shirt and jeans.”
Andy did as he was told, but he threw the shirt to the corner and left his pants in a pile with his socks. Mistress Rebecca tisked and beat the paddle against her palm.
“Is that how you take off your clothes? Like an untrained child? Fold them neatly and place them in the corner,” Mistress Rebecca said with a spanking on his ass.
Andy crawled over to the jeans and shirt. He folded the clothes and placed them where asked. Andy’s muscular body shun, and his erect penis pushing against his briefs left nothing to the imagination. He was much bigger than Mistress Rebecca had imagined. She wished nothing more than to mount his dick, but that was for a different day. She needed to get her toes wet first. Show Andy his place in her world.
“It’s been a long time since I’ve been this intimate with a man. I’ve had a regular client or two come over during the past few years, but they never got anything over the top. They were never more naked than you are right now, and I was never nuder than I am currently. They were business transactions, pure and simple. Do you understand me, baby boy?”
“I believe so, Mistress,” he said and licked his lips. He was hoping for a taste.
“Good,” Mistress Rebecca said and slid her panties to the floor from beneath her dress. She eyed the growing stain of precum on Andy’s underwear. It amused her. “Get over here,” she said and lifted the fabric just a bit to expose her glistening pussy.
Andy raced over to her on his knees, but she pushed his head away. “Slowly,” she said. He nodded and controlled himself. Andy used his tongue to trace around the fold of her gushing hole. She moaned out at the foreign sensation. It had been too long.
Mistress Rebecca grabbed his head and shoved Andy deeper into her pussy. She needed a release. She was like a printer warming up. She needed to get her old ink supply out first before the big job.
“Suck my clit dirty boy,” she said and used his head. Andy did as she told him, and the feeling quickly brought Mistress Rebecca to a climax, “I’m going to cum. Drink up,” she said.
“Mmhmm,” Andy muffled into her pussy. She leaned her head back as her body tensed. Cum escaped her swollen, hot pussy and covered Andy. He drank up all that he could of her nectar.
“You’re a good little boy. Now, get out of my house. That’s all we’re doing today,” she said.
Andy looked disappointed, but he quickly got dressed. Mistress Rebecca thanked him for the day. He asked to use the bathroom, but she denied his request.
“Go home and use your bathroom. I want you to wear me on your face until then. Got it, sissy boy?”
“Yes, Mistress,” he said.
“Good, enjoy,” she said and stood on her toes to kiss his cheek. She was careful to avoid the stained part of his skin. Andy walked out to his car covered with Mistress Rebecca, and she closed the door behind him. She couldn’t wait until the next visit. An image of his massive cock outline burned in her mind.



Chapter Seven
 
Mistress Rebecca sat at a park bench surfing the internet. She wore a light jacket because cold air had settled in that day. It was the weird time of year with some hot days and some cold ones. Mistress Gail approached from the distance, but Mistress Rebecca failed to notice her blue-haired friend. A new political story engrossed her. She missed the days without so much hatred in politics.
“Reading another article?” Mistress Gail asked. She made her friend jump in her seat and nearly dropped her phone.
“You know I’m obsessed.”
“You and everyone else lately. I gave up on all of the politicians years ago. I’m an artist and don’t pay any attention to that nonsense,” Mistress Gail said and played with her hair.
“I should take a page from your book,” Mistress Rebecca said and locked her phone. She slid it into her jacket pocket.
Mistress Gail took in a deep breath. “I just love the air this time of year.”
“It is nice. A little moisture, a bit cool, but not too cold.”
“Exactly. So, how’s Andy? Have you guys gotten together since you ran out of my party?” Mistress Gail already knew the answer, but she loved to tease. It was a major part of her job description.
“We went fishing last weekend. He caught the fish and cooked it too,” Mistress Rebecca said. She couldn’t fight her lips from turning up into a smile. She daydreamed of her weekend with Andy. She felt a bit of guilt, but it was nothing compared to the joy and glee she had experienced with him. She knew John would want her to move on if she could have a guy like Andy.
“Is fishing all you two did? After all this time? It’s been several weeks since the party.”
“You know I don’t like to move fast,” Mistress Rebecca said. A handsome man with a large group of dogs ran by them. The two ladies stopped talking to admire the eye candy. Mistress Gail whistled at the man. Mistress Rebecca slapped her arm, but the man winked back at them.
“You’ve always been such a prude for someone in the BDSM world.”
“Just because I’m dominant doesn’t mean I’m overtly sexual to every good-looking man I see.”
“Whatever. So dish, Rebecca. What did you two do?” Mistress Gail asked in a firm voice. She could tell her friend was hiding something, and she had to know.
“We did a scene,” Mistress Rebecca admitted.
“What?! How did it go?”
“Oh, I haven’t that alive in so long. Thank you so much for finding him,” Mistress Rebecca said and took her friend’s hand.
“You’re welcome. What did you do? Use that monster dick of his?”
“Not yet. I did something even better.”
“Tell me!”
“I made him eat me out. Then, I came on his face and made him go home without washing me off.”
“Oh my! You haven’t lost your flavor at all. You’re such a cruel Mistress,” Mistress Gail said and slapped the air at her friend like a cat playing with string.
The ladies sat, talked, and laughed on that bench for the better part of an hour. Mistress Rebecca could feel the raincloud parting above her head as she walked down this new path in her life with Andy. It wouldn’t have started with a little push from Mistress Gail.
Nobody ever knows where a nudge in life may send them, but Mistress Rebecca was happy to travel into the unknown for the first time in years.
 
♦
 
Mistress Rebecca had converted her spare bedroom into a bit of a sex cave since her last visit with Andy. He knelt in the middle of the room and admired the work she had done with the place.
He had already folded his clothes and put them in the corner. His erection pressed against his briefs. Mistress Rebecca wore lacy black lingerie. Her red hair hung down her back.
Mistress Rebecca walked over to Andy and pushed her heel into his back. He collapsed to the ground at the pressure.
“Do you feel how little you are under me, slave?” she said. She held a whip in her hand and whipped it right next to his body. He jumped under her, but his body barely moved.
“Yes, Mistress,” he said in a struggled voice. She used more force in her leg. Andy snarled and resisted. Mistress Rebecca whipped the floor again.
“Don’t disobey me,” she said. Andy’s body relaxed.
“Yes, Mistress.”
Mistress Rebecca curled the whip and went for the flogger. “Face to the ground,” she said.
“Yes, Mistress,” he placed his cheek the ground with his ass in the air. Mistress Rebecca went behind him and pulled his briefs down enough to expose his ass. She spread his cheeks and admired his shaved asshole. She instructed him to come over cleaned and hairless in that region. He didn’t disappoint.
“Thank you for doing as I asked baby boy, but the dish you prepared tonight was a bit burnt. That deserves a spanking. Don’t you think?” She traced the paddle on his ass and spanked one cheek lightly.
“Oh no, Mistress! Not the paddle! My ass hurt an entire day the last time,” Andy begged. She knew he wanted his ass red and tender.
“Oh, no? So, I shouldn’t do this?” she said and spanked his cheek with the paddle. The contact of the leather with his bare ass echoed off the walls. Andy cried out and squirmed. Mistress Rebecca wrapped her arm around his body and pulled him back. “Where are you going baby boy? You need to learn what will happen if you burn my food again,” she said and smacked his ass.
“Oh no! Please, Mistress, I’m begging you. Don’t spank me!”
His trunks covered his dick, but Mistress Rebecca hand brushed up against the massive erection. The thought of riding it made her a bit wet. She touched her panties to verify.
“I’ll spank you if you keep up your bad behavior,” she said and gave him a few more blows. She pulled off his underwear, and his massive dick flopped out the front. It hung like a horse under his body. “Wow, looks like baby boy likes getting spanked! Look how hard you are!”
Mistress Rebecca couldn’t take her eyes off his rod. She wanted to feel it stretch her hole. She used a dildo over the years, but there was nothing like the real thing.
“How much do you love being spanked?” she said.
“Very much, Mistress.”
“Turn around and get your head up here. Get mommy wet before I take a ride on your toy,” she said.
Andy eagerly crawled over and accepted his fate when Mistress Rebecca forced his head into her pussy. She gripped his hair and used his mouth for her pleasure. He moaned, but it was muffled from his proximity to her body. Mistress Rebecca closed her eyes and enjoyed the waves of pleasure washing over her body. Fluids gushed out her pussy, and her sex warmed at Andy’s touch.
“Get on your back,” she commanded.
“Right away Mistress,” he said and lay on the ground. His dick stood high like a flagpole. He had at least nine thick inches to fill her pussy. He was much bigger than any of her toys, and she was wetter than a fountain. She slid a condom over his dick and used her fluids to lube his cock.
Mistress Rebecca straddled Andy’s body. She covered his eyes as she lowered herself onto his thick cock. She moved Andy’s hand to her breasts. He squeezed and rubbed her tender water balloons. Mistress Rebecca moaned out and bit her bottom lip as she slid down Andy’s massive erection.
Andy didn’t move his hand from her breasts. He moaned and rolled his eyes into the back of his head as Mistress Rebecca took control.
She managed to fit his entire shaft into her tight cunt. She rested and reached behind her back to play with his balls.
“Don’t you like being inside of me baby boy?”
“More than anything, Mistress,” he said.
“Good, because I love using this big dick of yours to get me off,” she said and lifted her hips. She moved up half his shaft. Her juices thick and slick around his cock. She rode his dick like a porn star for several minutes. She used his dick to penetrate her hole deeply.
She slapped his chest and clawed into his muscular pecs. “Fuck yeah, stay hard while I use this dick,” she said and fucked his dick with her pussy. Andy’s eyes were closed, and he massaged her tender nipples. Mistress Rebecca grabbed one of his hands and moved it down to her clit.
“Rub!”
“Yes, Mistress,” he said. Her clit was hot and swollen against his fingers. He used some of her juices and rubbed on her spot. She moaned furiously at his touch.
“Don’t stop slave! Just like that!”
“Use my dick Mistress,” he said. He wanted to push into her as he neared an orgasm, but he restrained his hips. This was her show. “You’re going to make me cum Mistress.”
“Not before me,” she said and fucked his dick hard. She grabbed his hand and controlled his fingers on her clit. He learned the pressure she wanted in seconds, and she pulled away as the climax rushed to the surface. “Don’t stop. Yes. Yes. Yes! Yess!! I’m coming,” Mistress Rebecca said. Her hole tightened around Andy’s dick. Her body stilled.
The pressure from her pussy forced the cum out of Andy. He grunted and came into the condom.
“Oh yummy! You came too,” Mistress Rebecca said after her body relaxed. She rocked on his softening dick a second. He touched her body begging her to stop moving. The pressure was too intense. Mistress Rebecca demounted his cock. Andy’s dick limped to the side, and a pile of cum filled the tip of the condom.
“To your knees sub!”
He got to his knees and looked up to her with a confused expression.
“What good sub would you be without a bit of dessert?” Mistress Rebecca asked and lowered. She carefully pulled the condom off Andy’s dick. She held it above his mouth. His eyes went wide. “Guess you’ve never had a real dominatrix before. Drink up baby boy! You need your milk for the day. It’s full of nutrients.”
“No, please Mistress! Anything but that!”
“You can get a spanking first if you’d like, but it tastes better when it’s warm. I’d drink it now if I were you.”
Andy gulped and leaned his head back. He opened his mouth. Mistress Rebecca chuckled as she poured his warm cum into her mouth. A couple drops missed and slid down his face, but he drank most of it up like a good sub.
“Keep up the good work, and you’ll be able to eat it out of my pussy one day. Now, get cleaned up!” she said and ruffled his hair.
 
 



Chapter Eight
 
A week passed since Mistress Rebecca used Andy’s dick. She hadn’t seen him that entire week to heighten the desire and anticipation, but she hadn’t stopped thinking of Andy either. Every few minutes she found he’d cross her mind. It felt right to want a man in such a way. She hadn’t experienced such hot sex since John, and she deserved to have sex like that. Every woman deserved to pleasure her body.
Mistress Rebecca waited in her dining room as Andy prepared some fish he’d caught from the lake that day. They’d been sticking to meeting on weekends, but Mistress Rebecca was ready to take it a bit further.
“Smells nice in there, baby. Would you bring me a beer?”
“Right away,” he said. It only took as long as opening the fridge and the bottle to bring her the beer. He handed her the bottle. He knelt, and she kissed his forehead. She had introduced him to the ritual that day.
He returned to the kitchen to prepare the plates. He’d made a delicious spread of steamed and buttered vegetables with the baked fish. He almost never ate fried foods and exercised daily, but even he needed a french fry from time to time. Andy returned with the meal and a beer for himself. He fed Mistress Rebecca the first bite.
“My you’re a marvelous cook,” she said and placed her hand across her chest.
Andy blushed and said, “thank you, Miss. Means a lot coming from you.”
“Just wait until you see what I have for dessert.”
“I’m sure whatever you have is better than this food, Mistress.”
“You might be right about that one,” she said and chuckled. She cut into her broccoli and took a bite. She eyed Andy like an animal in heat. She hadn’t felt that horny in ages, but she would take care of her problem as soon as she finished the fabulous meal her alpha sub had prepared for her.
 
♦
 
Mistress Rebecca commanded Andy to the ground after he washed the dishes. He followed behind her on his knees like a pet to the second bedroom. She pushed opened the door and ordered him into the room. He entered first and stood on his knees panting.
“Good boy. Now get off all those clothes. You won’t be needing them.”
Andy quickly stripped. He’d become much more obedient since their first visit. He had only cum once in the entire week because he could only think of sex with Mistress Rebecca. He teased and edged himself constantly. Nothing else compared to her. He didn’t care what she wanted to do, he would do it.
“Anything else, Mistress?” he asked when he returned to the center of the room. His dick ran half-erect along his thigh. It looked thick like a deluxe sausage roll, but his dick wasn’t the focus of that night. She’d gotten a new special toy for Andy.
Mistress Rebecca opened her closet door and slid open the bottom drawer of a dresser. “Come over here slave. The surprise is in here.”
Andy’s heartbeat quickened. He moved across the room on his hands and knees. He didn’t know what to expect, but he had an idea.
“Come on boy. Don’t be afraid,” Mistress Rebecca encouraged him. He’d been moving slowly.
He reached the open drawer and looked inside. A strap-on with a dick as big as his laid inside.
“Oh no, Mistress! I can’t take that. It’s too big!” Andy pleaded.
“Don’t you want my submissive? How many years have you been fucking girls with no care in the world about how big your dick is?”
Andy looked down at the floor and didn’t say anything.
“Tell me!”
“Many years Mistress, but please no! I can’t do that! I know I can’t.”
Mistress Rebecca strutted over to the open bedroom door. She made a show of it. She waved the dildo by her side as she walked. She stood at the door and said, “I guess you want to leave then. You told me you’d do anything. So, either you’re a liar and need to get out of my house or you need to bend over that bed while I show you what it’s like to get fucked!”
Mistress Rebecca hadn’t felt so much power or energy in too long. She raged. She meant every word of it. Andy could leave, and sure she’d be sad for a few days. But he’d given her life again. She was no better than a horny guy in his early twenties.
Andy gave in and went over to the bed. He bent over the bed as she had instructed.
“Please fuck me, Mistress,” he said and spread his hairless ass cheeks.
“You made the right choice. It would have been sad to watch you leave, but I know you’re a sissy bitch that’ll love getting fucked. Isn’t that right?”
“Yes, Mistress.”
“Tell me how much you want it slave,” she said and smacked his bare ass with her hand.
“I need it, Mistress,” he said and waved his ass in the air for her.
“Put that ass back down,” she said and spanked him again.
“Oh yes, Mistress. Just like that please.”
“Get over here and put this strap on me,” Mistress Rebecca commanded him. Andy moved from the bed and got to his knees under Mistress Rebecca. She secured the heavy cock around her body. He didn’t know where she’d put it, but he had to have more of her. He couldn’t leave now.
She forced him back around and over the bed after he finished the job. He’d never been with a woman with such confidence and power. It made him harder than he’d ever been before.
“I’m setting a timer,” Mistress Rebecca said as she poured a generous amount of lube onto Andy’s ass and the dildo. “I’m going to fuck you like you’ve fucked all those women over the years, and you have ten minutes to cum. Don’t disappoint me!”
“Yes, Mistress.”
“Take a deep breath,” she said and mimicked one for him.
On Andy’s second exhale, Mistress Rebecca stuffed half the length into him. Andy yelped out, but she didn’t let him escape. He had nowhere to go if he wanted to keep Mistress Rebecca in his life. She put a pillow under his face.
“Bite if you have to, but I’m using this ass. Don’t forget! You have eight minutes left.”
Andy hadn’t even thought of cumming. The sensation of his hole being stretched took over his body. He reached under himself for his dick, but it had gone softer than soft. He spat into his hand and rubbed gently as Mistress Rebecca forced more of the cock into his ass.
“Don’t you love being pegged by your Mistress?”
Andy moaned into the pillow. He couldn’t form words as she filled his opening.
“Five minutes,” she yelled out.
Andy had finally loosened up, and Mistress Rebecca was getting a rhythm is his widened ass. She pounded the dick in and out of Andy.
“How does it feel to get fucked like a sissy bitch?”
“So good, Mistress,” he said.
She smacked his ass. The sound echoed off the walls. She angeled the strap to rub against her clit as she worked his hole. She hadn’t fucked a man since John, but it felt more right than anything she’d done in years. She closed her eyes and listened to her husky man pant under her like the sissy bitch that he was.
Mistress Rebecca had almost forgotten the timer. She opened her eyes and looked over, “you have one minute Andy! Don’t disappoint me!”
Mistress Rebecca gave Andy more room to stroke his dick. She had one leg perched on the bed as she pounded his ass. His balls slapped against her as she thrust in and out of him.
“Ten, nine, eight, seven, six, five, four, three—”
“Ahhh—,” Andy said and exploded on the sheet beneath them. His ass clenched around the strap. Mistress Rebecca pushed it deep inside of Andy and wrapped her arm around his body. She kissed his from behind and milked the last drops of cum out his dick.
“Get on your knees and take off this strap,” she said as she pulled out of his ass. A big hole was left where the dildo had been.
“Yes, Mistress,” he said and dropped beneath her.
“Good boy,” she said and used his mouth. “You were such a good sub taking my dick like that. Didn’t you like it?”
“Mmhmm,” he mumbled into her clit.
“Shut up and swallow my load,” she said. Her body jerked, and an orgasm escaped her. She squirted a little bit and filled Andy’s mouth with her nectar.
“I’ll swallow for you anytime, Mistress,” he said.
“Don’t forget to clean up your mess on the sheets slave,” she said and pointed at the half-dry cum.
“Right away, Mistress,” he said and went to lick up his seed.
She sat on the end of the bed and waited for him to finish.
“Let’s go take a shower together baby boy. Follow me,” she said and led him to the bathroom where he could wash his body and eat her out again. Andy happily crawled behind his Mistress.
 



Epilogue
 
The Following Summer
 
Mistress Rebecca zipped her suitcase and set it upright. Andy came to take it to the car. She wore a light yellow dress with pearls and white pumps. She looked like a regular from the country club. Andy sported a matching yellow polo and light-gray chino pants.
“Got anything else, Mistress?”
“Nothing to put in the trunk,” she said.
“Okay, be right back,” he said and ran off to stow their things. He returned a few minutes later with a couple beads of sweat on his forehead. “Everything is ready for the beach,” he said.
“Almost everything, honey,” Mistress Rebecca said in a sweet voice. She held a heavy leather bag. She opened it for Andy to see. His eyes widened at the sight.
“We need all of those?” he asked as he scanned over the toys. There was an assortment of paddles, ball gags, whips, butt plugs, and straps to keep them busy at the beach.
“Of course we do, silly,” she said in a gleeful voice.
“Guess I can’t argue with that,” he said. Andy asked for a woman like Mistress Rebecca. He wasn’t turning away after nearly a year into the relationship.
“You can’t really argue with anything I say. Unless you want to get a spanking,” Mistress Rebecca told him.
“Maybe I’ll have to argue with you more often then,” Andy said with a smirk.
“Get on your knees and give mama a treat before we hit the road.”
“And if I don’t?” he asked with his arms crossed over his chest.
“Guess I gotta put this paddle to use before we leave,” she said and pulled it out the bag. “Want your ass all sore for our hours-long drive?”
“No, Mistress. Not before we leave,” Andy begged.
“Get to your knees! Last chance,” she said.
He thought about it and got down to the ground. She could bruise his ass when they were comfortable and at the hotel.
“Good boy,” Mistress Rebecca said and lifted her dress. Her bare pussy greeted Andy. He licked his lips and dived into her sex. She grasped the dresser and put one foot up on the bed. She dropped her skirt to cover Andy’s face completely. He licked between her pussy and clit.
“Oh yeah, baby. Don’t stop. Right there,” she said and locked her hand in his hair. Mistress Rebecca held his face on her clit as he sucked away. He massaged her with his tongue under the suction. She felt double the pleasure. “Put a finger into me too,” she said.
He did as instructed and shoved two fingers into her. She moaned, and her body doubled a bit at his touch. She tensed, and he breath sharpened.
“Get in there. Drink up my nectar,” she said in staccato beats as her body spasmed. Mistress Rebecca covered Andy with her juices under the dress. Her body relaxed, and she released her grip on him. He fell back to the floor. “You’ll keep me on your face until we get to the hotel!”
“Yes, Mistress,” he said.
“Now let’s go. I’m ready to hit the beach!” Mistress Rebecca said and put out her hand. She helped lift Andy to his feet. She held his hand as they walked out to the car. His face was covered with her drying love juice, and Mistress Rebecca had the bag of fun slung over her shoulders. She hadn’t felt so excited in a long time.
It was great to be in love again.
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