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Chapter One

“We’re going to have the time of our lives, Lan. Two girls. No, guys!” Mia says, watching me load the last of my two suitcases into the trunk of her Audi S5 sports car, a car her wealthy father purchased for her.

“No guys? Let’s not spoil all the fun.”

Mia playfully smacks my arm, then wags her finger in my face, “I see the wheels spinning in your mind. Nasty, nasty thoughts. I suppose that’s why I like you so much. My dear friend, sorry, but not this trip. No, guys! Ladies only. Just me and you, trying on new outfits, swapping fashion tips, doing our nails and hair, of course.” Mia runs her hand through my shoulder-length blonde hair, which I have tied into a tight ponytail. “Maybe some curls for you. Hey, maybe we’ll go to the spa one day.”

Mia caught me off guard when she invited me to spend spring break with her, but I was as happy as a sissy stuck in an adult fetish store. We’re friends, but Mia is friends with everyone. So why did she invite me?

I accepted because I could taste the freedom. The freedom to let my hair down and dress as I want. I shouldn’t complain—at least she’s accepting of my lifestyle. That’s more than I can say for most people. Playing dress-up and swapping clothes with a female friend was something I’d never done before, so I jumped at the opportunity.

Mia hops behind the wheel, sunglasses pushing her hair back like a headband, and I fold myself into the passenger seat. I’m excited, sure, but worry loops in my mind: What if Mia’s Dad, who she said was open-minded and would be gone, comes home and sees me in a sexy crop top instead of a polo shirt?

“Your Dad won’t mind. I mean that I’m…”

“That you’re a guy? No worries, my Dad’s super open-minded. Besides, he’ll be gone, at some conference all week, or something…. So we got the whole house to ourselves. Just you and me.”

“Cool.” I want to believe it’ll just be me and her, but I know Mia, and how these things usually go with her. She’ll probably get bored with just the two of us and need to be surrounded by her adoring fans, so she’ll throw a party. Most likely, it’ll be a bunch of her straight friends, leaving me the odd man out. Sitting on the fringes, an outcast, watching instead of interacting.

Oh well, I figure, I’ve never seen her Dad’s house, but I heard it’s big. So, I’ll chill dressed as I desire in another room. Yet the fear lingers that she’ll ditch me, because well, Mia’s Mia’s. Being her friend means you’re just one phone call away from getting ditched. Deep down, I know I’m more of a prop in Mia’s busy world, the femboy accessory. So she can tick off another box in her social checklist and say, “I have a gay femboy as a friend.”

Don’t get me wrong, I love Mia. Love that she invited me to her home. Hell, if I had gone home for spring break, I would have had to put up with an endless string of play-by-play from Mom and Dad about the way I like to dress.

“Why do you have to dress like that?”

Dad would be like, “A fucking pink crop top? What’s with the sissy shoes? Jesus Doloroth…” That’s my mom’s name. He only uses it when he’s pissed about something; otherwise, he calls her Dotty. “Talk to your son. And Landon, you go outside in that and embarrass me in front of the neighborhood and… and… All I got to say is don’t go outside in that and you’re not welcome here.”

So, comparing what the week would have been like compared to being her prop is a small price to pay for the chance to dress however I want.

“Let’s get some jams going, Lan.”

I get some upbeat music going. The sun is just rising, and with a two-hour ride ahead of us, Mia sings along to an old Taylor Swift song, and I join in, but I’m nervous. She squeezes my knee, a gesture sweet and careless, and I cling to the warmth of her palm like it’s a life raft.

“You look so cute when you do that pouty thing! Seriously, this spring break is going to be the best one yet. So, how’s the challenge going? Ready to break it? I mean, how does it feel, you know? To have it…”

“Locked up?”

I thought for a minute and spit out, “I’m not sure. I have one week left.”

“And I have the key.” Mia smiled. “You want out, you’ll have to be good.”

“Oh my, please spank me, Mistress.”

“Oh, you’re a dirty boy.”

“Anyway, I’m horny as hell. Shit, I’m so horny I was ready to go down on my roommate.”

“Freaky Freddie? You need out.”

“Yeah, but do not under any circumstances give me the key. I think I like the ever-present tease. It heightens my senses, especially my sexual senses. It shifts my focus away from my masculine side and forces it closer to my femininity. You know, one thing I learned about myself.”

“That you’re weird?”

I know Mia’s not judging, so I let it pass. “Yeah, that. But something else. So, most guys get aggressive when they haven’t had an orgasm in a while.”

“Don’t I know?” Mia says in a sing-song, teasing voice.

“And you say I’m the nasty one. I just want to get down on my knees and…”

“Me nasty? You’re the dirty girl, and you need a spanking.”

“Oh, please spank me. I mean, I get submissive, sexually. I think I’d do anything to get out of this.”

“Well, you want out, then have fun, or you shall remain horny forever.”


Chapter Two

Two hours later, we arrive. Mia’s father’s house is massive. Bigger than I expected. I’m going to get lost in it. Mia shifts into park, turns, looks at me with a big grin, “We are going to have so much fun. You and me. And no, guys.”

It sounds like she’s trying to convince herself to have a weekend without guys. I have a funny feeling that I’m going to spend most of my time alone. “Uh-huh.”

“You don’t believe me? I’m done with guys. I hate guys. Hate the asshole.”

She’s talking about Jared, her ex-boyfriend. But I don’t think she’s mad because she’s single, she’s pissed because Jared dared to dump her and not the other way around.

“We were supposed to spend spring break together. I made plans for it, and hell, all my friends had already made plans.” Those words hit me like a slap in the face, revealing the real reason she invited me. I’m a tub of ice cream for a girl who just got dumped by a guy. “Don’t you hate guys?”

“Not really, I could go for some guys.”

“Some?”

“Maybe a party? Invite some older guys, maybe some guys who’d like… like me. An older guy.” I drift off and describe my ideal guy. “Wide shoulders. And big cock.”

“You’re nasty. Nasty. Nasty. No guys this weekend. No parties. You and me.”

She keeps saying that like she’s trying to convince herself more than she’s trying to convince me.

“Grab the suitcases, I’ll get the door open.”

Mia gives me the grand tour. After cruising the grounds, which took close to an hour. Yes, the place is that big. All I could think about was letting loose. Letting my hair down and going femme for the week.

“So, Lan, here’s the plan for tonight. Shower up and meet me in my room in an hour. Then the festivities begin! We do our nails. Then I’ll do your hair and makeup. You are going to shine tonight, girlfriend. Since the cat’s away, the mice will play.”

She dances and we high-five.


Chapter Three

My room’s on the same floor as Mia’s, but on the opposite end. It takes three trips to get all my bags to my bedroom. I shower. I want to look sexy, so I shave my entire body. Then I have to make a choice. I laid everything I brought out on the bed. I decided on a sexy little thing, a little risque, but I’ve wanted to wear something like this forever, in public. A super short pleated pink skater’s skirt, a long-sleeved pink crop top, and to top things off, long knee-high socks and my high-top sneakers.

Ready, I head to Mia’s room.

Her eyes pop open, “Damn!”

I spin in a slow circle for Mia, feeling the whisper of fabric as my skirt flares outward. The knowing glint in her eyes tells me she’s caught a glimpse of the lace beneath my barely-there hemline. A flush creeps up my neck as I complete the turn, the mixture of vulnerability and power intoxicating.

“What do those say?”

I lift my skirt, showing her my front. She reads what it says on my panties out loud, “Take these off and fuck me.”

We break out in laughter. Mia snaps a picture of me with her phone, her eyes big with approval. For a moment, I let myself bask in it. Being seen like this, even just by Mia, fills me with a jittery warmth.

“Now let’s do our nails.”

We spend an hour doing each other’s nails. Talking. Mostly girl stuff. Guys. Makeup. Taylor Swift. With our nails done, mine are bright red and Mia’s are blue.

Mia said, “Now we tackle the hair,” dragging me to the vanity, which feels like a throne when I sit down. There’s a picture of her with an older man. I grab it. Stare at the photo, lust in my eyes.

She snatches the photo out of my hand and replaces it on her vanity. “That’s my Dad.”

“Damn, he’s hot.” Mia’s Dad appears to be a prominent man in his late forties, maybe early fifties. He’s got salt-and-pepper hair, styled, each strand in place, reflecting the attention he pays to his appearance. He’s got a super athletic build, broad shoulders, long legs, and those biceps are just awesome. And did I mention he’s one hot Daddy?

“Okay, quit drooling over my dad.”

Mia starts with the styling gel, her fingers quick and purposeful as she shapes my hair into soft, curling waves.

“So does he date anyone?”

“No. Since my mother died… Change the subject.”

Mia leads us in another direction, so we catch up on campus gossip—who’s dating who, and she fills in the blanks with her usual enthusiasm. As she chatters, I let go. We put on makeup, and I experiment with bold eyeshadow that gives me a kind of slutty look.

“Damn girl, I’m jealous,” she says. I blink at my reflection and barely recognize myself, but in a good way. “You’re missing one thing, and I’d never know you’re not a girl.” Mia rummages around in her closet and pulls out a white box. Out of the box, she pulls out two breast forms. “Meet the ladies.”

“I don’t know.”

“Squeeze ’em there like real.”

I do.

“Now squeeze mine.”

I grab her tits, wishing I had a real pair, then go back to the fake ones. “Damn. Why have them? You got nice titties.”

“I got these babies before I went to college. I insist. Let me find a pocket bra and get that shirt off.”

I whip my crop top off, and before I knew it, I’m sporting a pair of C cups. “They’re heavy.”

“I’m not taking no for an answer.”

She guides me downstairs into one of the living rooms and pours two glasses of champagne. We clink our glasses in a toast, “To the ultimate girls’ night in,” Mia declares.

Before I can reply, her phone buzzes.

“Jared! What are you doing in town?”

Jared, the all-star quarterback, who just broke up with her. She covers the mouthpiece and mouths—Jared. “So what do you want? I have company here.”

She listens for a few minutes as Jared blabs on about how much he regrets breaking up with the most popular and gorgeous girl on campus.

“Private party, huh?”

She listens for about half a minute.

“MMMM, sounds delightful.”

She listens some more.

Déjà vu hits me.

“Oh my. I like how that sounds. Where and when—” Mia stops short. Looks at me. She forgot about me. “I… Jared, wait a second.”

She mutes her phone. “Landon. Jared wants me back. Can I go for the weekend? I promise the rest of the week it’s just you and me.”

What can I say? If I had a shot at a quarterback, I’d go for it. “You go. I’ll be okay. I’ll raid your closet.”

“You’re a doll.”

“You sure your Dad isn’t coming home?”

“He’s gone all weekend. Don’t worry, you’ve got the place to yourself. I’ll be back on Sunday afternoon or night, at the latest.”

Twenty minutes later, Mia’s gone and I’m alone.


Chapter Four

Though I’m alone, I enjoy the time. I dance. I hate wasting a look like this and consider trying to hook up on a dating app, but I worry about who comes to her house, so I just enjoy my sexy outfit. I’m lost in sissy bliss when I hear a car pull up. The garage door opens, and a car door slams shut.

I freeze. Crap. I run to the window, my fake tits bouncing, and I part the curtains and peek out the window. It’s Mia’s Father. He’s so sexy. Rugged. Sporting a week’s worth of stubble. He gets out of his BMW and walks toward the mailbox, looking like he stepped off the cover of GQ. He grabs the mail and makes a call. They chat for a few minutes. He glances toward the house. I duck behind the curtains.

My heart nearly stopped. I thought he was away for the weekend. I thought I’d have the mansion to myself. I race to the mirror in the hallway to the front door and see a girl, a sissy slut, a slut who’s about to die of embarrassment. What do I do? I have an idea, nothing bad. I’m not going to sleep with my best friend’s Dad or anything, but flirting with him won’t hurt.

The car pulls into the garage, and a few minutes later, in the kitchen, “Hello?”

What do I do? Do I hide? He’d find me, eventually. Better now than later. Better to get it over with. Tell him about my lifestyle, Mia said. He was open-minded, so it’s no big deal. I take a deep breath and race, all too excited, to the kitchen.

“Hello?” I answer. I’m shocked at how girly I sound.

He turns and smiles, and I’m stunned by how hot he is. A silver fox with a bit of scruff. His smile is so fucking sexy.

“Hi!” I say. I’m even more shocked that he’s not more appalled at seeing a girl in his house. Then I glance down at my outfit. An outfit that says one thing, “Come on and fuck me.”

“Hey,” he says. “Didn’t mean to startle you. I’m Mia’s father.”

“Land…” My voice is high, almost a squeak. “Landry.” There is the first lie.

Holy crap, he bought my lie. Now what do I do? “Uh, she invited me, and Jared called and…”

“Landry. Unusual name for a girl. I’m Charles.”

His gaze swept over me and what I wore, which left little to the imagination of what was underneath. The only problem was what he was imagining. I could see it in his eyes. Tits. Pussy. And I had neither. My slutty look spoke volumes, that I was here to submit, to be used and discarded by a man who knew what he wanted. A shiver of expectation ran down my spine as I waited for our eyes to meet and the dance to begin.

What am I doing? Stop this before it gets out of hand.

I could almost hear his pulse as he fought to maintain a neutral expression, willing himself not to let his eyes linger too long. His hands fidgeted slightly, and he swallowed hard.

I was super glad I had my cock locked in chastity ’cause if I didn’t have it locked up, the smooth front of my skirt would have a serious tent pole right now.

“She ditched you? I swear. She does that to me, too.”

“Mia didn’t know you’d be here.”

He shrugs. “The conference got shelved. You know what, Landry? I could use a drink. Can I get you one? I don’t want to card you, are you…”

“Yes, I’m over eighteen, almost nineteen.” I sound like an eight-year-old, though.

I see it in his eyes, he’s happy I’m of age. He goes to a cabinet and pulls out a bottle of wine. I watch. He moves with confidence. I should be scared, but I’m intrigued. I should be embarrassed, but I’m turned on. I should be running, but I’m rooted.

He pours two glasses and hands me one. “I didn’t know Mia had such a pretty friend.” His eyes roam. I know that look. The look of a guy in heat.

My face goes red. I’m not sure if he’s joking. I don’t think he is. I take the glass and try not to spill it.

“Thanks,” I say.

“Mia run off on you?” He says again. His eyes were struggling to stay away from my long, feminine legs. I like it. The attention.

“Yeah.” I gulp wine. Nervous. Oh fuck, I’m horny. Maybe I should have gotten out of this chastity, jacked off, because right now I’m heading toward something I shouldn’t be doing.

“She and Jared took off somewhere. She said she’d be back…”

“Sounds like her.” He lifts his glass. “To unexpected guests.”

We toast, the wine is good, too good, and I sip and sip and sip until I feel lightheaded and a little brave, and the silences don’t seem so awkward.

“I’m going to shower. Change.” Oh, thank god, I think. Please leave me alone. “I’ll be back in a few. Since we’re alone, we might as well make the best of it.”

What did he mean by that? Nothing. I tell myself. Nothing. He’s old enough to be my father, and he’s my friend’s father, and we’re not going to do anything.

“Have a seat, I’ll be back in a few minutes. I’d like the company.” There it is again, those eyes roaming my body. Did he lick his lips? Like I’m the kind of treat he needs.


Chapter Five

Twenty minutes later, he’s back, and he sits all too close on the sofa. He asks about school, what I’m studying, and he doesn’t seem fazed when I talk about design or fashion. We talk, and it’s easy, and he makes me laugh, and I don’t feel like a prop.

I feel seen.

We drink more, and he puts on music, and I’m tipsy, and I say… “I love to dance.”

He’s tipsy and says, “Dance for me.”

Did he just say that?

Like a puppet master controls my body, I’m on my feet and swaying to a tune… I dance for him. And do I keep clean? Nope. I’m into a dirty dance routine before my common sense puts a halt to it.

He watches, and I love it.

I love the way his eyes linger on me, the way he seems to appreciate me.

I love it so much that I dance closer, almost but not quite in his lap, and I love the way his breath catches, and I’m bold and say, “Join me?”

Oh, fuck what’s going on here. This is not good. I’m not a girl, and he thinks I’m a girl. This is wrong. I have to stop, but I can’t.

I shake and shimmy. He stands. He’s so close I can smell his cologne, something spicy and expensive. He put on cologne after showering? Did he want this? My head swims, and I’m sure it’s from the wine, not hormones. My chastity cage presses against my panties, and I’m a dirty girl, thinking dirty thoughts. His fingers brush against my waist.

I have to tell him. “Charles, I’m a guy.” But I can’t.

I shiver. He pulls back a little, like he’s reminding himself to be careful, but I don’t want careful. I want... A whisper in my mind nags, “This is your friend’s father. What will Mia say? What if he kisses me and Mia finds out?”

This isn’t good. I don’t reveal my secret, though, throwing all caution to the wind, I say, “You can touch me.”

Why did I say that? This is wrong. So Wrong. That’s what makes it so fun.

He can’t resist. I can’t resist. His hands slip around my waist, his touch firm and possessive, and I lean into him, my head against his chest. I feel the rumble of his laugh more than I hear it. “You’re quite the dancer.”

“Thanks,” I say. “I enjoy dancing for you.”

Stop it! Tell him!

His hands drift lower, past my waist, and I wonder if he can feel how fast my heart is going. I wonder if he knows what a dangerous game we’re playing. I hope to God he doesn’t stop. But I hope he does. I need someone to bring this freight train to a stop, because once he finds out I’m a guy… The passion train I’m riding is getting derailed.

“I should,” he says, voice low, “let you get some sleep.”

Oh, thank you. Now, excuse yourself.

But when I look into his eyes, I see something. He wants me. I want him. The piece of flesh between my thighs, hidden under my pink chastity cage, wants him. The pressure builds under my chastity and in every nerve of my body as my mind screams: Submit.

“I’m not tired.” I look up at him, eyes wide and innocent, and it’s his turn to shiver.

“But I’m not sure what we’re doing... is a great idea.” The words are careful, measured, but his hands are still on me, and I’m still on him, and I know that we’re both about to do something crazy.

“I’m not sure what we’re doing,” I say, “but I like it.”

I shift my hips, grind against him, and I feel his hardness pressing back. My cage is so tight. My body is so hot. “I like it a lot.”

His eyes pop open. He felt it. The hardness of my cage and not the soft warmth of pussy. He groans, and his restraint breaks. He pulls me to him, mouth on my neck, and I melt. I’ve never been kissed like this. His stubble scratches my skin, rough and delicious. His tongue leaves a trail of heat, and my knees go weak.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” he says, breathless, and I don’t care that he’s my friend’s Dad. I don’t care that I’m not supposed to be here. I don’t care about anything but him, me, and this. “It’s been so long since I’ve been with a girl like you. In college…”

Tell him! What did he mean by that? He’s married. He’s got a daughter, so…

But if I do what, then? I’ve let this go on for too long. What do I do now? He kissed me, thinking I was a girl. I should just tell him I need to go to bed. He cups my ass, fingers digging in, and I gasp. Oh fuck. What if he grabs my crotch? What if things go beyond what we’re doing? Oh no. I should have stopped this long ago.

Images run through my mind. Charles’s anger at Mia when she gets home. Or will he be so embarrassed he can’t say anything? Oh, fuck am I ruining a father-daughter relationship?

Our next round of kisses could have only one conclusion. We’re going to fuck and have dirty, nasty, sweaty sex. But what he believes he’s getting is the ultimate in false advertising. I have to stop this. But I can’t. It’s the wine. The submissiveness and need to please that three weeks of confinement in chastity created.

He lifts my skirt, grabs my ass like it’s already his, and I love it. He inches my skirt up, and I’ve never felt so feminine, so wanted.

“You’re sure?” He says, and I love that he asks.

I nod, and my voice is raw when I say it. “Yes.”


Chapter Six

He yanks at the bottom hem of my crop top. I have to do something. So I do the only thing I can think of at the moment, and drop to my knees and press my face to his zipper, breathing in the heat and the masculine scent that clings to his jeans.

Charles moans, his head falls back, and he says, “Oh fuck.”

I can feel him—hard, throbbing, straining, and I know he’s just as desperate as I am. My trembling hands undo the button and drag down the zipper…

“That’s it, make Daddy happy. I like sluts like you. Such a hungry, needy little slut.”

Oh fuck, this isn’t a porn fantasy, it’s happening. I’m about to choke myself on the cock of my best friend’s Dad.

He runs his hands through my hair, so gentle at first, then a little rougher, a little more demanding. “Goddamn,” he says, voice thick, “you’re a wild one, aren’t you?”

The question makes me shiver, because I want to be, for him, right now, more than anything.

I shimmy his jeans and boxers down until they pool around his ankles, then look up. The sight takes my breath away—he’s gorgeous, long and thick, almost intimidating in his arousal.

“Now show Daddy what that pretty mouth can do,” he says, voice rough with desire.

I want to tease him, draw this out, but my own hunger overwhelms me. I part my lips and take him in, slowly at first, savoring the weight of him on my tongue, the taste uniquely his.

His fingers tangle in my hair. “That’s it... just like that. Such a perfect, dirty girl.”

I pull back just enough to whisper, eyes locked with his, “I love feeling you in my mouth.”

“Take all of me,” he commands, his grip tightening. “Let me see how much you want it.”

My body responds to his dominance, desire flooding through me. I stroke him firmly with one hand, emboldened by the raw need between us.

“Please,” I breathe, surprised by my own desperation. “Make me yours, Daddy. Oh fuck,” I say with his cock in my hand. I know what I want. But is it too much to say? “Make me your bitch, Daddy.”

I wrap my lips around his massive head, and he groans, the sound vibrating through his body and into my mouth. As my lips tighten around his flesh, worry sets in. What happens when he finds out I’m a guy? Is he that open-minded?

He looks down at me. “That what you want? Suck on Daddy’s cock?” He says as he grabs me behind the head.

“Yes. I want you to…”

I don’t get to finish as the thrust chokes the words out of me. It’s gentle, like he’s testing me, seeing how much I can handle. I make myself relax, opening wide, hoping he’ll get rougher and slam his head into the back of my throat, pushing farther, making me gag, maybe just a little, enough to make my eyes water.

I want him to know I’m all in, that I want this, that I’m not just doing it for him, but for me, too. When he stops, pulls out, and slaps his massive cock against my lips and cheeks, I look up at him and say, “Please fuck my throat, Daddy.”

He’s back in, and the feel of his cock in my mouth is bliss. How it throbs. How it leaks and how his eyes light up. He says my name—“Landry.” His hands twist in my hair, and he rocks his hips forward, making me take it. I dig my nails into the backs of his thighs, encouraging him, egging him on to go deeper.

With his fingers knotted in my hair, he worked my head up and down his shaft like I was a toy, like my head, mouth, and throat were his to command, to use, and it was. He pulls my head into his thrusting hips for a few minutes, then he pulls out, his cock glazed with spit, and slaps the tip against my lips like he’s marking them.

“I’ve dreamed of a dirty girl like you for so long… But…”

My lips wrapped around his thick, throbbing cock again.

“Oh fuck, that’s good. Right there. Like… Oh fuck.”

I feel every vein, every pulse, every fucking inch of him as I take him deeper. My throat opens up, greedy and wet, swallowing him down like I was born for this. His precum is salty-sweet on my tongue, and I moan around him, the vibration making his hips jerk forward, forcing him even deeper into my mouth. I’m a fucking mess—my lipstick smeared, my eyelashes fluttering, my cheeks hollowed out as I suck him like my life depends on it.

His hands grip my hair, pulling me closer, and I can feel his balls tightening against my chin. I know he’s close, and I’m fucking ready for it. I want it. I need it. My tongue swirls around the head of his cock, teasing the slit, and then I take him all the way down again, my nose buried in the wiry curls at the base. He’s panting above me, his voice ragged, and I can feel his thighs trembling as he loses control.

“Oh fuck, I’m going to fucking cum.”

When he finally comes, it’s fucking explosive.

“Oh, fucking hell.”

His cum shoots down my throat in hot, thick ropes, and I swallow every drop, my throat working overtime to keep up with him. It’s messy and primal, and I love it. I love the way he tastes, the way he feels, the way he groans my name like I’m the only thing that matters in the world.

But I’m not done yet. I pull back slowly, letting his cock slip from my lips, and then I lean in to clean him up with my tongue. I lick him from base to tip, savoring every drop of his cum, my tongue flicking over his sensitive head until he’s twitching and gasping for air. I look up at him through my lashes, my lips swollen and glistening, and I know I’ve ruined him.

He’s still hard, and I’m not about to let him go to waste. I take him back into my mouth, my hand wrapping around the base of his cock as I suck him with an untamed hunger. I want to make him cum again, to feel his pulse and throb in my mouth until he’s completely spent. And when he does, I’ll swallow every drop, because that’s what I was made for.

But he stops me. “Oh fuck. It’s your turn.”

What does that mean? Oh, fuck he wants to eat what he thinks is between my legs, a pussy. I collapse back onto my heels, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand, feeling dizzy and electric. He helps me up. His cock softening.

His hands roam my body, and it hits me, holy fuck, I just sucked off Mia’s Dad. I’m stuck here for the week. How do I hide this?

“Wow. That was great.” He kisses me, tasting himself on my lips, and I melt into it, desperate for more. “My turn now.” He says again, with a flicker of his eyes.

“No…. Uh, it’s okay.” I fix my skirt, my cock straining against the plastic. I feel the sticky wetness of precum. “I think maybe I should go to bed. It’s been a long day.” I inch toward the stairs.

“Landry. I mean it. Let me take care of you. You have needs to.”

Oh fuck.

I don’t know what to say, so I say, “I’m sorry. I’m glad that happened, you don’t…” I take two steps back. “I’m fine. I like to please…” Two more steps back. “I’m tired.”

I spin and sprint toward the stairs.

“Maybe tomorrow we can do something,” he says, but I’m already on the staircase.

“Okay.” I’m sure he doesn’t hear me because I’m halfway up the stairs.


Chapter Seven

I get to my bedroom, shower, and regret not getting the key from Mia because I’m ready to suck off Charles again. How am I going to keep away from him all day tomorrow?

I shower. Slip under the covers, naked except for my pink fig leaf, and fall asleep as soon as I hit the pillow.

I wake up. It’s still dark, but the light on the nightstands is on. I know I turned it off. Charles is on the edge of my bed, his eyes crinkling with a warm smile. It’s still dark. The moon is full in the window. What the fuck is he doing? Oh fuck, does he notice my flat breast? I could have explained all this early, before I sucked him off. Now what do I say?

Slowly, he inches the sheets down.

He says, “If you want me to go, just say stop.”

I force myself to take a breath and relax. The sheet inches down further past my now flat chest. “You have been a naughty girl, haven’t you?”

The sheet inches further down. “Tell me to stop or answer my question.” His commanding voice pulls me in.

I say nothing.

“Answer or I leave.”

“Oh fuck. Fuck. I have been such a bad girl.” Why didn’t I tell him to stop? I know what he’s going to find when he uncovers my body. Another inch. My stomach shows.

He puts his hand on my stomach. “So firm.”

Like a magician, he grabs the sheets and yanks them off me. He stands looking down on me, his eyes greedily taking in the view.

“I…”

He grabs my balls, so swollen, so tender from a month of denial, “You are a bad girl, aren’t you? Tell me to stop. Or beg me to continue.”

“I can’t.”

He flicked my chastity cage. “You want me to stop?”

I can’t speak. My cock strains against the plastic, and a dose of precum oozes out, coating the pink with sticky, shimmering arousal.

“Bad girls need to be punished.”

“I… I…”

“Either say stop or tell me how much you deserve punishment.”

“I lied. I’m sorry. I couldn’t help myself.”

He sits on the edge of the bed and pats his lap.

“You lied because you’re a greedy cumslut and you needed Daddy’s cock, right?”

His eyes glimmer with predatory intent. My heart slams in my chest, uncertain if I was more terrified or turned on. I crawl, trembling, to his side of the bed, and he gently guides me across his lap, palms hot and confident on my bare skin.

“Answer my question.”

Charles’s hands move gracefully over the soft, rounded contours of my bubble butt, his touch both gentle and deliberate. His fingertips trace the curves with a light, tender pressure, as if he is savoring every detail.

“Yes. I am a slut.”

“Such a nice fuckable ass. Tonight, after we’re done teaching you a lesson, bad girl, I’m going to break you in. Mark you as mine.”

Then he delivered the first blow. A playful, experimental smack. It stung, but the surprise was how much it made my cock throb inside the tight pink cage.

“Bad girls lie. Good girls tell the truth. We go until you tell the truth.”

His hand fell again, firmer this time, and my hips reflexively lifted.

“Oh fuck. I lied, I’m sorry.”

The second one connects. I squirm, helpless and feverish, as another swat lands, followed by another in slow, measured intervals.

“What are you? Your cock all locked up tight.” Charles traced his thumb across the sting he’d summoned, rubbing in slow, affectionate circles, then followed with another sharp pop.

“I’m… I’m a guy. I’m a sissy.”

Another blow lands as my ass went from a pleasurable sting to a throbbing ache, but my cock strains against the confines of its self-imposed prison.

“No. You’re my slut. Say it.”

“I’m your slut.”

“Good girl. See, telling the truth isn’t so bad, now is it?” Charles wraps his powerful hand around the base of my cock, “So swollen. So tense. You like that?” he growls. “God, you’re such a pretty thing.”

Words caught in my throat.

He smacks my ass again. “The truth. You like this? Yes or no.”

“Yes,” I manage, “I love it. I wanted to suck your cock since I saw your picture in Mia’s room.”

“That’s better.”

He spanks me with growing rhythm, alternating hard strikes with teasing caresses, his grip on my waist both punitive and tender.

“You’re going to let me make you feel so good, aren’t you?”

“Yes! I want your dick in my ass.”

“That’s better. Good girls tell the truth.”

The spanking continues. With each smack, little aftershocks of pain that didn’t register as pain, just as… more. More heat, more hunger, more want. The humiliation, the helplessness, the attention—my skin glowed with it, my insides liquefied.

“But, you like being a bad girl, don’t you? You like Daddy to punish you?”

There was no doubt in my mind; it hurt, but I loved it. I wanted to be bad again. “Yes.”

My ass grew hotter and redder beneath his hand; something in me melted. The anxiety and doubt dissolved under his steady touch and voice. I wasn’t a fraud, wasn’t a joke—I was a sissy, who deserved to be noticed, to be punished, to be seen.

“Now, tell the truth, do you want to be my slut?”

“Oh, fuck yes. Please. I want your cock inside me.”

He massages my tender ass, whistles, low and impressed. “Perfect,” he muses. He spreads my thighs and runs his thumb over the tip of my chastity cage. I swear I almost shot my load.

“Look at how wet you are, Landry…. You’re not really Landry, are you?”

“No, I’m…”

“You’re my slut and you’re leaking.” His thumb traces my slick cage, scooping up the clear stickiness that oozes from me. His thumb finds my mouth, “Taste how aroused you are from getting punished, bad girl.”

As I suck off my nasty secretion from his thumb, I’m not sure if I’m more aroused when he calls me a bad girl or a good girl.

“You ever been fucked before?”

I shook my head, dizzy. “No.”

He bent to my ear, breath hot. “You want to be?”

I almost sobbed with relief. “Yes—please, yes.”


Chapter Eight

Charles eases me off his lap, kneeling me on the edge of the bed so I face the wall, ass up, legs spread as wide as I could manage. He stands behind, watching me tremble, savoring my submission. He strips with unhurried ceremony, taking time to trail his hands across my glowing skin as if it were his right, like he owned every inch of my body.

I glance back and catch the sight of his thick, already-hard cock, and a tremor runs through me so sharp my knees buckle.

Charles presses a big palm along my spine, then leans and spits, wet and slippery, between my cheeks. My heart seizes—I ached for him to be inside me. He works his thumb slowly, methodically in circles around my virgin hole, teasing me open, then presses inside with growing confidence. The burn threatens to make me scream, but I tamp it down, pushing back against his finger. “Good girl,” he whispers, as I whimper and moan. “God, you’re so fucking tight.”

He lubes me with more spit, then two fingers, then three, gently, opening me. Every stretch, every pinch and twinge, only added to the pressure inside my cock cage. He took his time. I didn’t want him to.

“Beg.”

“Oh fuck. I want your cock. Breed me!”

It takes an eternity before I am loose enough to accept him. Charles grips his cock and lines the swollen head against my entrance. He pauses, both hands gripping my hips, preparing me for what’s about to happen. “Your ass exists for me to fuck. Tell the truth, this is your last chance to say stop.”

I crane my neck, eyes wet and wild, and say, “Please. Don’t stop.”

That’s all it took. Charles pushed in, slowly at first. At first, it hurts. But inch by inch, he buried the entire length of him inside me, and I’m feeling more pleasure than pain. It feels good to have the pressure inside me. I feel it in my stomach, my cock, my toes, and up my spine. He pulled out, then with a single animal thrust, he drove deep. It was then I knew I was his. My mind blanked as his relentless thrusts rammed into me, making every nerve in my body scream, then sing, the pain and pleasure melding into a single, blinding ecstasy.

He’d stop for a moment or two here and there and make me beg for it, while I quiver. Once my begging satisfies him, he fucks me more, switching from slow thrusts to more rutting into my upturned ass with merciless force. I craved the rutting more than the gentleness. I couldn’t help but moan, couldn’t help but press back into him, wanting all of it, wanting more.

With every stroke, my cage leaks more precum as the need to cum grows in my cock. The need to cum is as brutal as the fucking he’s giving me. I want to cum. I want him to stop. I want him to keep going.

Deep inside me, he stops, grabs my cock. “We go until you cum. You going to cum for me and be a good girl?”

“Fuck… yes.” But I wasn’t sure. I’d heard of the elusive sissygasm, but could I achieve it? I inch back, begging with my ass for more.

“You’re a perfect little bitch,” he snarls, pounding harder. “You’d do anything I wanted, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes, sir.” I cry. “Anything.”

He grips my hair, pulling my head back. The humiliation, the roughness, the ownership—all of it ratcheted my lust so high I thought I’d break. “Then cum.”

Relentless and unyielding, he slams in deep, holding me so tight I thought he might snap my hips. I want him to cum, put me out of misery. What’s taking so long?

Deep inside me, he smacks my ass again. “Good girls cum. Bad girls don’t. Cum or we go all night, all day tomorrow, all week if we have to.”

“Oh, fuck.”

“This is what you get when you tease men with you’re sexy little sissy body. When you’re so sexy, so delicious, you get fucked. I told you I was going to take care of you, so cum. You like it slow?”

His thrusts are slow, long, and deep for half a minute.

“Or hard and rough.”

He ruts me like an animal.

“Don’t lie, you know the result of that.”

I do. I consider it for a minute as the sound of his flesh meeting mine fills the room.

“Rough. Talk dirty to me. I’m….”

With his cock inside me, pounding me, a whirlwind of sensations courses through his body. A delicious pressure builds deep in my stomach. The pressure of his cock in my ass is teasing every nerve ending. I know I’m close. I know he won’t stop until….

His dirty talk makes my body hum, making every muscle tense and yearning for release. The rhythm and depth of each thrust push me closer and closer to the edge. It’s there, then it’s gone.

Sweat drips from my brow. My ass aches. But all of it, the ache, the smell of sweat and sex, the feeling of being filled and at the mercy of the pleasure, the relief I need so bad, but can’t achieve, is what I’m made for. I teeter on the brink of a hands-free orgasm. It’s as if time stands still—a moment of pure, unadulterated bliss about to wash over me. My breath catches, my heart races, and just one more thrust could tip me over the edge.

His rhythm intensifies. He goes deep. Then it’s there. The orgasm sneaks up on me, a tidal wave that crashes over me without warning. My vision blurs, and a low, primal sound rises from my throat. I clench involuntarily and tighten around Charles’s cock with powerful contractions of pleasure. My body shudders in the throes of ecstasy. I spurt my seed on the bedsheets.

“Now it’s my turn.”

“Fuck.”

I’m glad it takes Charles only four thrusts before he empties inside me. He stays deep inside me, his cock twitching inside my spasming hole, for what felt like an eternity. Then he slowly pulled out, as he did cum streamed down my thighs.

I collapse. Shivering. With a combination of bliss and exhaustion. Charles curls himself around me, stroking my hair.

He nuzzles my ear and murmurs, “Oh, by the way, I called Mia before I entered the house, so I knew all along you were…. Well, you know. Oh, and by the way, Jared and Mia are going to the beach for the week. She said to take care of her friend, Landon. She told me you were a little different. He likes to dress in feminine clothes, Dad. So I guess we have the whole week to play. Unless you say stop, then I’ll take you back—”

“No!”

I wanted to laugh, to cry, to beg him to do it again. I had a feeling that what we did was just the start of what would be a gratifying week.


A Sissy's Deceit Book Two


Chapter One

I woke from the best night’s sleep I’d had in a year. The familiar ache of my chastity cage reminds me I’d been having a very sexual dream, realizing the problem with falling asleep in a stranger’s bed was the certainty of waking up in a stranger’s morning. I tried to recall it, but it disappeared like trying to grab a cloud of smoke.

As I shake the sleep out of me, a complex mix of feelings runs through my body. The gentle ache in my muscles reminds me of the wild, taboo sex I’d had last night. I sit up, hoping Charles, Mia’s father, is still in the bed beside me. And then again, I hope he isn’t.

Charles is gone. What had I done? I had sex with Mia’s father. What am I going to do now? Do I tell Mia? Do I stay for the rest of spring break?

I slide to the edge of the bed, naked except for my plastic fig leaf, wishing I had gone home instead of taking Mia up on her spring break getaway at her father’s mansion. My thighs and lower back ache, reminding me of last night’s physical intensity with a man old enough to be my father. Though I ache, each throb is like a soft echo of pleasure, a testament to a night that pushed me to the limits of desires I’d only dreamed of. I wanted to leave, yet I yearned for more. My skin feels alive, tingling with the memory of Charles’s touch, each bruise and mark serving as a badge of honor, a reminder of the weight of Charles’s dominance.

I sit on the edge of the bed, let it fill me, let it linger in my mind, and ride the wave of contentment.

I savor the memory of last night for a few minutes, my temples pounding from too much booze, my thighs twitching from being on my hands and knees, for who knows how long? Charles had incredible stamina. My throbbing ass is proof of that. Being bent over and rutted was… Great, and yet… worry sets in. Did he regret using me like he did? Using a guy that could pass as a woman except for the all too male flesh between my thighs and the lack of breasts.

I touch myself thinking of Charles, palm flat against the trembling, caged bulge, as I remember every act from last night. God, did I want him again.

Panic sets in again.

I’m on an emotional roller coaster. What if he doesn’t want me to stay for all of spring break? Where should I go? Back to campus? Home?

My stomach grumbles, reminding me of my need for breakfast. I wonder if I should get dressed up like the slut I was last night?

Charles liked it, but…

Or go more conservative? Or should I avoid going en femme and dress as a guy? I decided on a middle ground. So, after my shower, I slip into a pair of black super-tight and super-short yoga shorts and a black T-shirt. No makeup.

Barefoot, I start my search for Charles and breakfast. I padded past a glassed-in conservatory with a marble-topped table large enough to seat the entire UN Security Council; past a powder room lacquered in colonial blue; past a pair of closed double doors (was this a library? A billiard room?) and into the finicky, perfumed silence of the main floor. It took me an hour to cover the massive estate, but I couldn’t find Charles. So I headed to the kitchen.

The kitchen was museum quiet. I had no plan other than to make breakfast. I got a pot of coffee going, cracked four eggs, and dropped a couple of slices of bread in the toaster. I sat down intending to wait until after breakfast to decide on what to do next.

As my fork dives into the eggs, my phone rings; it’s Mia. I answer, and Mia jumps right in, “So how did you sleep?”

My breath catches, a sharp intake of the room’s cool, still air, a contrast to the heat that still seems to cling to my skin, a phantom warmth from the night. What do I do now? The dull ache between my legs was a persistent reminder of my chastity and my secret desire to do it again with Mia’s father. The faint pain of the branding his hand left on my ass taunts me to keep last night a secret from Mia. How does one tell their friend that their father is a freak?

“Uh….”

“You okay? Landon. I asked Dad about you, and he just grumbled something. Said he went to bed early, that’s it. Said he didn’t have time to talk with you. Don’t worry, Dad’s open-minded, so dress how you want the rest of the week.”

I laugh silently, thinking you don’t know how open-minded he is, as the mental brand Charles imprinted in my mind screams for me to stay and do whatever kinky things he desires for the rest of the week.

But the weight of my secret sits heavy in my chest, pressing against my ribs with each heartbeat. What do I do? Tell her what I did with her father last night, and does she tell everyone at college what a sissy I am?

“Okay, you sure it’s not a problem?” I respond.

“No. Dad said he hopes you stay. But he understands if you don’t want to?”

Worry sets in. Does that mean he wants me to leave and can’t say it, thinking he’ll hurt my feelings? “Did he say that? I mean, does he want me to stay? I don’t want to impose.”

“Nah, Dad said he’s going to a friend’s party tonight, so you’ll have the house to yourself. Some of his high school buddies are getting together.”

Damn…. He’s trying to avoid me. “Okay.”

“I’m sorry about ditching you.”

“It’s okay.” Hell, I knew it was going to happen when Mia invited me to her father’s estate. It was simply too much to ask that Mia spend a whole week with her femboy friend.

“I understand if you want to go home. See ya in class.”

I hear Jared, the boyfriend she ditched me for, yell, “Let’s go, sexy.”

“Gotta go, Landon.”

The line went dead.


Chapter Two

After filling my belly, I cleaned up my mess, careful not to leave a single crumb on the spotless countertop. I wander for a while, then settle into an entertainment room and turn on the TV. I select a movie from the thousands of channels available to me. The grandfather clock ticks. I can’t stop thinking about what Charles and I did last night.

The movie fades as I drift back to last night, “If you want me to go, just say stop.”

When he discovered I was a guy, not the slutty girlfriend of his daughter, Mia, he slowly inched the sheets down, discovering my flat femboy chest and not the two fake ‘C’ cups Mia twisted my arm to wear.

“You have been a naughty girl, haven’t you?” He said in a demanding tone, leaving me no choice but to agree. I recall thinking that nothing I wanted more than to be a naughty girl for him.

“Tell me to stop or answer my question.” His commanding voice, so arousing, made my cock press against the tight plastic of my chastity cage.

“Answer or I leave.”

“Oh fuck. Fuck. I have been such a bad girl.” I’m so glad I played along. But now I have my regrets. What if he ditches me like Mia did? Like daughter, like father?

When he put his hand on my stomach and said, “So firm.” I nearly exploded.

“I…”

When he grabbed my aching balls, so swollen, so tender from my month of self-imposed denial, “You’re a bad girl, aren’t you? Tell me to stop. Or beg me to continue.”

“I can’t.”

He flicked my chastity cage. “You want me to stop?”

I couldn’t speak, and like last night, thinking about it causes my cock to strain against the plastic. Like last night, a dose of precum oozes out, coating the pink.

I glance down, and the telltale signs of my arousal show through the fabric of my yoga pants.

“Bad girls need to be punished.” He said last night. I’d never been so aroused in my life, and as the movie plays in the background, I consider ways to be a bad girl again so Charles will punish me again.

Last night I recall stuttering, words stuck in my mouth, only able to spit out, “I… I…”

Charles looked at me with a determination to get what he wanted. “Either say stop or tell me how much you deserve punishment.”

“I lied.”

I had. When Mia ditched me, all dressed up, looking so passable, I played the part and told Charles I was a girl. Mia’s college girlfriend.

“I’m sorry. I couldn’t help myself.” I said it, wanting him to punish me, yet I also wanted him to understand why I had lied.

When he sat on the edge of the bed and patted his lap, I’d never been so aroused about getting my ass tanned.

“You lied because you’re a greedy cumslut and you needed Daddy’s cock, right?”

The predatory glimmer in his eyes made my heart slam in my chest, uncertain if I was more terrified or turned on. I crawled, trembling, to his side of the bed, and he gently guided me across his lap, palms hot and confident on my bare skin.

“Answer my question.”

“Yes. I am a slut.”

“Such a nice fuckable ass. Tonight, after we’re done teaching you a lesson, bad girl, I’m going to break you in. Mark you as mine.”

Then he delivered the first blow. It stung, surprised at how much it made my cock throb inside the tight pink cage.

“Bad girls lie. Good girls tell the truth. We go until you tell the truth.”

The spanking went on as I squirmed, helpless and feverish. One swat landed, then another, in slow, measured intervals.

“What are you? Your cock all locked up tight.”

“I’m… I’m a guy. I’m a sissy.”

“No. You’re my slut. Say it.”

“I’m your slut.”

The movie ends, and I can’t even remember what it was about. I roam the mansion some more, a ghost in yoga pants, the ache in my ass begging me to find Charles and do whatever I had to feel Charles’s discipline and his cock in my ass again.

I circle the pool twelve times, tour the private gym before giving up and curling into a chaise near the front door, pretending I belong here and hoping for Charles to return, running through what I’ll say.

It’s getting to be one in the afternoon when I hear the keys in the door; the lock turns. What am I going to say? I consider stripping naked, getting down on my knees, and saying, “I’m your slut, Charles, use me.”

But before I can decide, Charles enters, wearing a crisp white polo and shorts that somehow look both casual and expensive—his hair slicked back with just the right carelessness. He glances at me once, his voice is low and steady as he speaks into his phone, echoing across the marble as he ignores me. Like I’m not there.

I wonder if he expected me to be naked? Ready for him? Maybe I disappointed him by going conservative?

I follow him, unsure of what I’m going to say or do. I stand in the doorway of his office, listening to the subtle creak of the leather armchair as he sits. Then he grabs a decanter of whiskey with shaky hands, drops a couple of cubes of ice, and pours. Am I making him nervous?

“Yeah, I’ll be there, wouldn’t miss it for the world.”

He glances at me, holds up a finger as if he needs something from me. I hope he’s horny. I consider dropping to my knees, crawling under the desk, and servicing him while he chats.

He listens, nods. “Yeah.”

Charles leans back in his leather chair, phone pressed to his ear. He glances at me, guilt in his eyes. “Yeah, she’s something else, like I told you guys the other night, eighteen, just finished high school. Gorgeous, full of energy—keeps me on my toes.”

Charles listens, turns his back on me. Was he talking about me? I can understand why he wants to keep my true identity a secret.

“I met her at a little cafe near campus. She was running the espresso machine—cute as hell. Couldn’t resist striking up a conversation.”

Charles chuckles, “Something like that. She’s got this wild streak, you know? Keeps things interesting. The type of girl who gets heads turning when she walks into a room.”

Charles spins in his chair, leans forward, and I wonder if he has a girlfriend, and I’m about to get dumped. “You could say that. She’s full of surprises, that’s for sure. It keeps me on my game in ways I didn’t see coming.”

After ten minutes, the call ends, and Charles says, “Landry, Landon,” he says softly. “Sleep okay?”

“Yeah.”

He gestures. “Come here.”

Oh fuck. Just tell me to get down on my knees and suck your Daddy cock. I’ll do it. I follow him into a living room. Charles sits on the couch. Charles’s gaze drifts down my legs, then back up to my face, where it rests without apology.

“So,” he said, “about last night.” There was no danger in his tone—only a measured warmth, like a teacher fixing a mistake on your homework. “I need to say something.”

He regards me for a moment, composing the next sentence with care. “What we did last night. I… I…”

I finish his sentence in my mind. “I want it every night. I have always wanted to be a slut for a man like you. Just tell me and I’ll get down on my knees and suck your cock whenever you want…”

He swirls his whiskey. Gulps. “Listen. I may have gotten... carried away. With everything. Last night.”

“It’s okay,” I whisper. You didn’t get carried away. I want more. Push my limits even more.

He sighs, “No. It’s not fair to you. Or me. I’m not... I don’t think I’m cut out for this, whatever you want to call it.” He met my eyes, deadly gentle. “I like women. You’re not a woman. You look so good. So sexy. But I couldn’t. I mean, I have… I mean, if anybody found out… My business…”

The slap of that truth was both expected and entirely too much. I felt my cheeks flush as anger and shame whirled together in my chest.

“You’re…” He closes his eyes, thinking. “I don’t know how to put it. Men dream of having a night like we had, but few women will let it happen, you… God, it was great. But a one-time thing.”

“No one has to know. I…”

“I enjoy being dominant, but what… I can’t again. I’m sorry.”

What I want to do is cause a scene, or throw something, run down the street out front, hollering that Charles fucks men. Charles fucked me in the ass, and I’m a guy. What I actually did was keep perfectly still, drop my eyes to my feet, and wonder if my voice would work.

He was watching me, measuring the fallout. I imagined him in some other life, jury foreman delivering the verdict.

“Charles, you want it,” I say. “If this was a mistake... I can go. I should go, anyway, before Mia comes back.”


Chapter Three

He shook his head. “You don’t have to go. Listen, I’m heading out tonight and have work most of the week. So stay, make yourself at home. Just know we can never do what we did last night again. I promised myself I’d never do this again.”

He let the words dangle.

The silence builds, and then, as if controlled by the same puppet string, we both stood at the same time.

An hour later, I was sitting by the pool, trying to decide what to do. Charles arrives and finds a chaise lounge to sit in. We sit in silence.

Charles gets a call, stands, and paces, talking, trying to keep his voice low. I stretch out, pretending to read an email, but I just watch his silhouette.

At one point, he turned abruptly, catching me mid-stare. For a moment, I saw a shadow of Charles from last night—the wolfish smile, the little arch of triumph—but it flickers away, replaced by the careful neutrality of a man who remembered the universe might be watching.

He sat on the chaise next to mine, elbows on knees. “I have some high school friends in town. We planned to go to Steve’s home, but he’s got issues, so they want to get together here.”

“You want me to go. Embarrassed by having a sissy femboy in the house.” I stand angry. Embarrassed. Pissed. Feeling used, not the kind of used that makes you feel warm and dirty inside. It’s a different dirty.

“No. Wait. I don’t blame you if you say no, but these guys are worth it. My friends. They’re like sharks. They circle when they smell gossip, or money, or scandal.”

“I’ll leave, I said. I’d appreciate it if you could give me a ride to the bus stop. I promise I’ll dress like a guy so I don’t embarrass you.”

Charles exhales. ”I don’t blame you for hating me or saying no to what I’m about to ask you.”

“What is it?”

“There’s something I need to ask.”

“Okay.”

He leans in as if there were microphones hidden in the hedges. “Those calls? Not about the reunion.” He checks my reaction, then presses on. “I might have bragged to some old friends. About my life. About having an eighteen-year-old girlfriend.”

A beat or two passed, in which I processed all the ramifications.

He plunges on: “They’re coming over. Tonight. All of them. They want to see the house, the grounds, and my life. The ‘girlfriend.’”

I froze. What the fuck is he asking me?

“After what I said, just…. Listen. I need a favor. I’ll pay you. I’ll…. Will you do it? Will you be there? Just for the night.”

I let out a laugh, but inside, I’m tangled in confusion. Just hours ago, he was uncompromising that he wasn’t interested in me because I’m a guy. And now? Now he’s asking me to play his eighteen-year-old girlfriend? So he can look macho for all his high school buddies. Trapped in some bizarre twist of reality, and I can’t quite make sense of it. I have an idea. Maybe I can have some fun. I drew in a long, quiet breath. He was trembling, beneath the surface. So was I. “Money, huh? What if I want something else?”

“Anything you want.”

He looks in my eyes, filled with dirty thoughts.

He shakes his head, “Landon. We can’t. I can’t. Anything but that, within reason.”

“So, you want me to be your little trophy girl for the night?”

“Yes.”

“I have only one condition.”

“Okay.”

“I dress how I want.”

His eyes lit up. “If they know you‘re a guy… I…”

“I choose or I leave.”

“I need you to fool them. I… I shouldn’t have been bragging and all. But…. I…”

“Oh, I’ll fool them.”

“What are you going to wear? Not to…”

“Not to what? Here’s the deal, you know how I look, or can look. I dress how I want. Or no deal.”

Charles nods, “I guess I have no choice.”

“No, you don’t. What time do the festivities begin?”

“Be ready at six?”

“No problem, and don’t worry, your friends are going to love me.”


Chapter Four

My heart hammers against my ribs as I sift through what I brought and what Mia has in her closet. As I make my choices, Charles’s words resonate in my mind, “I like women. You’re not a woman. You look so good. So sexy. But I couldn’t. I mean, I have… I mean, if anybody found out…. My business…”

The sky-blue dress offered by Charles, a picture of modest femininity, lay discarded on the bed.

When he brought the expensive and gorgeous dress as a peace offering, he couldn’t look me in the eye. “I… They think you’re intelligent.”

“You saying I’m not? I have a 4.0 GPA.”

“No… But what you wore last night. Can you for me… Can you tone it down? Just tonight?”

I lied, another deception. “I will. I’ll not let you down.” I said. I crossed my heart, “I’ll be on my best behavior.”

The words I thought remained private, “On a slut’s best behavior.”

Instead of the blue dress, I found a sheer, lace crop top that I’m sure Mia’s father never saw her in. It left little to the imagination. I ditched the breast inserts, opting to lie that I was flat-chested. I paired it with high-waisted faux leather shorts, cut daringly high to showcase not only my long, slender legs but the lovely, tight cheeks Charles split wide open last night. I checked the mirror.

This was it. Tonight I’d finally explore the forbidden desires I’d kept secret for so long, propriety be damned. The mirror reflected a woman I barely recognized.

What was missing?

I slip on a pair of thigh-high fishnet stockings for an extra edge and finish with sleek stiletto heels. I accessorize with a studded black choker and matching bracelets to enhance the rebellious look. No timid or innocent makeup, I make it dramatic—smoky eyes, bold eyeliner, and striking red lipstick to make a statement, my lips are for sucking cock.

If Charles couldn’t handle the real me, then to hell with him. If Charles wanted high school, I was going to give him high school—except this time, I was the one writing the script. The time had come to unleash my hidden self, the one who craved more than polite society would ever approve of.

I wait until the first car rolls up before showing my face. When it’s too late and a man gets out of the classic Mercedes wagon, waxed bright as a tooth before I make my appearance. Charles looks faint.

“What? What are they going to think? Why didn’t you wear the fake… You know?”

“Tell them I’m flat-chested. Don’t worry, other than that…” I spin for him, modeling my look. “How do I look?”

The doorbell rings. “Change. I order you to.”

“Oh my, you going to spank the bad girl.”

A Tesla pulls up. The doorbell rings again. Then a Jaguar, then a black Yukon with an aura of bulletproof government vehicle.

Charles disappears as the doorbell ringing becomes more frantic. Minutes later, the men who pour into the room look like variations on Charles: bigger, balder, fatter, thinner, but all of them wearing the same shatterproof smile, the kind you bought at the orthodontist and never took off. They wore golf shirts, designer jeans, and mirrored shades. They moved in a pack, each man the alpha of his universe.

The men’s heads snap in unison, soaking every inch of me in. They’re like a flock of predators ready to pounce. The air in the foyer changed instantly; it went from hot to cold, then to something else entirely. I run to him and wrap my arms around him, kissing him.

Then I model my look. “You boys like my outfit? I wasn’t graced with tits, but my ass, I’m told, is all that.”

Charles fumes, but manages an introduction, “Steve, and Al, and Chickie, and…”

“Gentlemen,” Charles said, regaining his composure, “this is Landry. My… girlfriend.”

The word hung in the air like a dare.

I smile, wide and slow, and as their eyes start at my toes, up my legs, then to my face, then quickly away. One of them, the thinnest, jabs Charles with his elbow and says, “Christ, Charles, she’s hot” under his breath, which was all I needed to know that I had already won.

We end up on the patio, and for the first half hour, I play perfect house bunny. I offer drinks, laugh at the stupid jokes, lean in at the right places, and let their eyes linger. The men told stories, all of them about high school, about “Coach” and “the time with the fireworks,” and a few about Charles. I learn that Charles married his high school sweetheart and had never been with another woman.

I let them show off. But by the second bottle of Tequila, the men were leaning in, emboldened, and openly probing for what exactly Charles’s “girl” was made of. I let my knee brush against the nearest thigh, let my giggle linger over the lip of my Coke. I let them see how easy it would be to undo me. I could taste the hunger in the room, a low hum just beneath the laughter.

The one called Chickie, who had a hen-pecked look and a wedding ring that seemed to cause him physical pain, was the first to break. “So, Landry, how’d you and the old man meet?” His voice had that blend of awe and disbelief reserved for lottery winners and people who’d seen UFOs.

I drew out a sigh, crossing my bare legs. “It’s a little embarrassing,” I say, and watch his pupils dilate at the word. “I was working at the campus cafe, and I guess I got his order wrong, but he didn’t get mad. He just… looked at me.” I let the word “looked” smolder, carefully skating my gaze over each man. “Guess I wasn’t what he expected.”

Chickie smiles so hard it almost breaks him. “Oh, I bet you’re full of surprises.”

“You have no idea,” I reply, slowly and silkily, and take a small, deliberate sip of my Coke.

They all laugh. Some with the knowing chuckle that men used to signal their approval of the spoils on the table. I caught Charles’s eye, and for a long second, he looked at me not with anger or embarrassment but with something closer to terror. He had created this situation; now he had to watch it play out.

The next to fold was Steve, bulky and pink-cheeked, who kept poking at the edges of my persona. “So, what do you do for fun, Landry? You into sports, or…?” He let the question hang, the possibilities multiplying in the pause.

I shrug, making my bare shoulders roll. “I like parties. And running at night. And… I’m really into Dirty Dancing.” I trace a finger around the rim of my glass. “But I’m not really that good at anything. Except…” I suck on a straw that leaves only one interpretation. All the men’s jaws dropped. Charles was white with terror. “Isn’t that right, Daddy?”

“Oh, fuck,” Al says. He leans in, sensing a wounded animal. “I bet you’re very… talented.”

“I do what I’m told to do,” I say, letting the implication hang in the air. “Don’t I, Charles? I’m a naughty girl.”

Charles went from white to red.

The room went silent for a good four minutes, which felt like an eternity.

The men took turns volleying comments, each a little bolder than the last. I watch their postures loosen, their jokes get cruder, and their gazes grow more direct. They leaned in as if collectively itching to touch, to see if I would flinch. But I didn’t; I let the current sweep me along, and soon I was sitting in the curve of the sectional, one man on either side, while Charles hovers his jaw pinned shut in a private war.

Then he jumps in. “Guys, Landry likes to joke around, don’t you?”

It was a game, and I was winning, and Charles was going to pay for saying I wasn’t a woman.

“There’s only one thing I enjoy doing more than joking around.”

I lock eyes with each of Charles’ friends one by one while slowly and suggestively licking my lips and running my tongue along my bottom lip.

In unison, like they’d been practicing for a lifetime, they all say, “Oh fuck.”


Chapter Five

We relocate to the pool deck, where Chickie wastes no time bragging about the time he set off homemade napalm behind the football field. Disappointed that the attention went from me to high school boys’ pranks, I hop on Steve’s lap. Steve had the pillowy stomach and posture of a man whose body had been permanently molded to the contours of his La-Z-Boy. Nobody commented on it. Everyone’s eyes lit up, but they all remained riveted to Chickie, reliving a story from their high school days.

Charles raises an eyebrow and tilts his head slightly, crossing his arms tightly over his chest as he glares at me. His expression clearly said, “What are you doing?” without uttering a single word.

I let my cheek rest against Steve’s shoulder so I could watch Charles. I struck a nerve. His mouth was a hard, straight line. He looked, just for a second, the way he had last night, right before he’d made me beg.

Chickie, done with retelling the napalm event, stood and retrieved a playlist from their high school days. The first track was New Order, which earned a round of groans, but by the time it got to Salt-N-Pepa, the mood had changed: Chickie was up and dancing, hips rotating in a slow, comical grind. Steve pushes me up and slaps my ass. “Don’t just sit there—show these old fucks how it’s done.”

My legs were shaky from last night’s wild night, but the feeling of being watched by these men electrified me. This was my stage. I glance at Charles and smile. Silently, I say, “You had your chance.”

As the music blares, it seems to take over me, filling me with an intense desire for attention. My movements became more sensual and deliberate; my hips sway to the rhythm as I move for them, seeking their approval and admiration. My gaze never left theirs, daring them to look away as I gyrated my body in front of them.

I roll my hair to one side, exposing my neck before flipping it back again, inviting them to look closer. The men’s eyes follow me like predatory beasts as I ground against the floor, teasingly close to their outstretched legs. Their excitement was palpable as they watched every sway of my hips with greedy expectation. With each step, I felt their eyes on me—hot, hungry, and possessive—and it only fueled my need to please them further.

My fingers found the hem of my top, teasingly pulling it up just enough to reveal a glimpse of smooth skin before letting it fall back into place. Their groans filled the room, almost as if they were one entity reacting to my every move. I stood tall once again, grinding against the air as if it were their bodies beneath mine. The smell of sweat and lust hung thick in the air like a tangible force, driving me onward with each thrust of hip and shimmy of waist.

As I spun around on tiptoe, lost in the music and their lustful gazes, I felt powerful yet vulnerable at the same time—exposed but desired. My heart pounded in time with the bass line as they clapped and cheered for more. This was what I lived for; this raw energy surging through me was addictive. And as they begged for one last dance from me, I obliged without hesitation.

After five more minutes, “Holy shit,” said Al, “Charles, she’s gonna put us all in the ER.”

But Charles wasn’t laughing. He stood in the doorway, unmoving, his face a mask of jealousy. Or anger? He wanted to one-up his friends with a sexy young college girl. One all horny men dreamed of, but the ruse was growing teeth, and it had his name on it.

The song ends, and the next one starts. Steve pats his thigh, and I sit, legs draped over his lap, my back arched just enough to give every man in the room a fantasy of what I might let them do.

Charles glares at me, then he has had it. “Landry, can I talk to you?”

All the guys moan. Charles grabs me by the arm and yanks me into the kitchen.

“What do you want?”

“I’m being a woman just like you asked. That’s what you wanted, right?”

“You’re being a bad girl…”

And suddenly, Charles was the man from last night. “Okay, bad girl, I want you to suck all my friends off. You want to be a bad girl. Then be a bad girl.”

This wasn’t what I expected. But…

“How? I see it in your eyes, well, you figure it out, or you leave. You want to stay for the rest of the week, you do it.”

Then he storms off, and I just stare at the wall. The world had gone suddenly silent, the throb of the music from the other room just a dull echo in my ribcage.

I should have said no. I should have called an Uber and left this carnival behind. But all I could think was: I’d already gone this far. And wasn’t there something almost… beautiful about seeing how far you could go before you broke? Maybe that’s what made a slut a slut.

But five? That wasn’t even possible, right? Not unless it was a joke. Unless the point was to humiliate me so thoroughly that I’d run, tail between my legs, and Charles could tell his friends the punchline later, at whatever country club men like that went to when they needed to feel powerful.

The kitchen clock ticks slowly and cruelly. I stare at my reflection in the microwave’s glass, my face flushed, my mouth ready for cock.

I slip back into the living room. All five men were arguing about the best steakhouse in the city, with the bored belligerence of men who had never gone without a meal. I hover near the bar, collecting empties, listening for my cue. I felt light-headed, almost radiant with shame.

Steve caught my look and patted the couch beside him, but I shook my head.

Chickie was ready, so I said to him, “Chickie, can you help me carry something from the garage?” As if it were the most natural thing in the world. Chickie—already halfway to a midlife crisis—stood, wobbled, and followed me out, leaving a wake of whoops and “Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do, Chickie!” behind him.

Charles was enjoying himself. I was glad, because so was I.


Chapter Six

The garage was pristine, like a car showroom. I close the door behind us and turn to Chickie, who was already leering. He smells like booze and expensive cologne. I press my back against the workbench, look up at him through my lashes, and say, “You ever been with a naughty girl, Chickie?”

He laughs nervously, unsure if I was joking. “Charles said you were… wild.”

“Oh, he has no idea.” I palm his crotch. He’s already hard.

He shudders. “Oh, fuck.”

“You want to see what I can do? I’m a special kind of girl.”

I guide his hand to my crotch. Chickie’s eyes explode. “Damn you… you…” He tries to push me away, but I already have him. He’s hard. Horny and in need. “You… except for your chest. I shoulda known.”

“Pretend. That’s what Charles does. Close your eyes and pretend.”

Chickie melts. Closes his eyes as I slowly fall to my knees.

“Oh, fuck.” He groans. “I’m not into guys.”

I unbuckle his belt. “Look down, Daddy.”

He looks down as I unbutton his pants. “What do you see?”

“Damn, you’re sexy. You look…”

I drop his zipper and begin fumbling around inside. “Once my mouth wraps around your cock, when you’re looking down on…”

It pops free. Chickie gulps, “I don’t know…. If anyone finds out?”

“No one will know. Let me…”

My hands move with confidence, but my mind is watching from above, detached. I watch his face, the way it buckles and then smoothes out like a bedsheet.

“Use me. I’m yours. I’m the slut you always dreamed of.”

He wraps his hands in my hair, gently at first. I flick the tip of his pink, throbbing head. Something snaps in him, and he pulls me into his crotch with the hungry, grateful awkwardness of a man who’s always wanted a slut, like the ones in porn movies, but never got the chance. I open and let him force his cock down my throat. He pumps his hips forward several times. Hard. Fast. Like he owns me, and just the way I like it.

Then he stops. Pulls out. “Oh, fuck…. I never. I have never… been so aggressive. I’m sorry.”

“No. Don’t be sorry. Use me. I’m yours.”

“Oh fuck. What if the guys find out…”

He can’t control himself; he grabs me behind the head and shoves his cock down my throat. Gripping my head, using it like a masturbator, he fucks my face for a few minutes, looking down on me, talking dirty.

“Damn. Take that cock, slut.”

My cock strains against the plastic.

“Choke on it.”

A dribble of precum oozes out.

“Oh fuck, you’re a nasty slut.”

My ass aches for his cock, but I have other cocks to suck.

He pulls out, and I lick the head, slowly, waiting for him to groan. When he did, I took him deep, letting the tip bump the roof of my mouth before drawing back and circling the ridge with the tip of my tongue.

Chickie moans, his whole body trembling, hips jerking a little with each advance. “Jesus fuck…”

I brace my palms against his thighs and take him deeper, letting spit and the taste of booze flood my mouth as he fucks my face, violently, with the desperate, off-kilter rhythm of a man with no internal metronome for this sort of thing. I look up, letting him see my eyes, letting him see my lips stretched wide around him, letting him watch me take it.

He lasts seconds more before he shudders, gasps, and clamps my head so tight my lips are on his flesh, his cock spurting and spasming inside me as he finishes. The taste is bitter and hot. He shudders again, then staggers back, staring at me in disbelief.

“Holy shit,” he says, tucking his cock back in. “Fuck. You got a mouth like a vacuum cleaner.”

I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, then stood. “Charles’s gift to you.”

I open the door, letting the noise from the living room flood in. Chickie follows, two steps behind, still reeling, still unsure I’d just handed him a gift or a curse.

Before we get back to the party, Chickie stops, turns, and says, “You won’t tell the rest of the guys?”

“If I suck them all off, then you are all complicit, right?”

Chickie smirks, “Gotcha.”


Chapter Seven

Back in the living room, the men were exactly as we’d left them, except that Steve and Al were now locked in an argument about the most “fuckable” Bond girl, and Charles was nowhere to be seen. I pour myself a fresh drink and let it burn away the last of Chickie’s taste.

Chickie sat, and it would have been obvious to the dullest-headed guy that he’d just got his knob polished. Chickie fell onto the sofa. “Where’d everybody go?”

Al and Steve, in unison, say, “Pussy whipped,” And crack a fake whip. My cock shivers at the thought of it. Not sure what part of me I’m revealing this weekend, but it’s very kinky and very taboo.

Steve and Al halt their bullshit session and glance at Chickie, then me. Their predatory gazes sent shivers of arousal up and down my spine. Part of the arousal was because of the game Charles and I were playing; the rest of it was some part of me that was rising to the surface. A slut. I enjoyed letting loose, doing things that they only do in porn movies.

Chickie rises from his seat, winks at me, and motions for Al and Steve to join him off to the side. The three of them form a tight circle, their heads bowed close together as they murmur in hushed tones, their voices a mere whisper against the ambient noise. When Al and Steve finally turned back toward me, their eyes held a mix of astonishment and a predatory eagerness that was impossible to ignore. Al’s tongue darts out, moistening his lips with a quick flick, as if expecting something delectable. Meanwhile, Steve’s gaze fixes intently on me, his pupils expanding like ink spreading in water. He shifts his weight, leaning forward almost imperceptibly, as though an unseen force were pulling him closer, compelling him to bridge the gap between us.

Then they return to the huddle, Chickie doing all the talking.

Charles returns from escorting the other two men, whose names I had forgotten, to the door. The four huddle. At first, Charles was defensive, but then the Charles I witnessed last night, the dominant Daddy who has a sissy femboy he owns and controls, resurfaced.

To them as much as to me, Charles says, “It’s like having your own personal slut on my beck and call.”

Al says, “But the cock?”

Charles says, “Show them, sissy.”

I unbutton my super-tight leather shorts.

Al turns his head, as if seeing my cock would turn him into a pillar of salt. “I don’t want to see any cock.”

I drop them, lowering my panties to show my pink cage. Held it there waiting for Charles to permit me to lift my panties again. I’m not sure why I was enjoying this humiliating act, being Charles slut, his property to be used by any of his friends if they so desired.

Steve says, “Damn, look Al.”

Al turns, looking as if he’s gazing into the sun. “Damn, Charles. She or he looks just like a girl.”

“Yep. You want her, just say the word.”

Al got over his homophobia because he was next. He was more direct, more practiced. He caught my gaze, then jerked his chin toward the garden. “Show me the koi pond?” Everyone snickers, as if the euphemism were some ancient, sacred rite.

I follow him outside, past the pool and the stone patio, to the edge of the water where the koi swirl in lazy, oblivious circles. Al presses me against the stone ledge, one hand gripping my hip so hard it hurts, the other already on my head, flattening me into a supplicant stance before I could even speak. He smells like aftershave and cigarettes and the sweat that came only from never, ever being afraid.

“Never done it with a guy before,” he mutters, not looking at me, eyes fixed on the school of fish below. When he’s got me on my knees, looking up at him, he says, “But fuck if there’s a difference from this angle.”

The humiliation should have burned, but it lit something inside me, a little pilot light of need that had nothing to do with Charles’s dare and everything to do with being seen, really seen. On my knees, stones imprinting into my skin, and I undo Al’s belt, and with trembling fingers, I fish it out. It’s long and has a curve in it that’s going to make what I’m about to do challenging. He didn’t give me time to savor the expectation of what my purpose was, just crammed his cock into my mouth, forcing me to take it all.

Once he’s got it deep in my throat, choking me, gagging me, eyes watering, he says, “You want this?”

I nod with him in my mouth—a taste far different from Chickie, more sweat and brine, more animal. Al gave me no time to adjust, thrusting into my throat with ragged, urgent movements, as if the longer it took, the less of a man he’d be. His fingers knot in my hair, yanking me down until spit leaks from the corners of my mouth and tears rim my eyes.

Knowing what he wants and my purpose here, I hollow my cheeks and tongue the underside as he groans, low and involuntary, hips twitching like a dog dreaming about a chase. Every time I gag, he made a little satisfied grunt, like he’d unlocked another level of masculine achievement.

“Jesus Christ,” head thrown back, “no fucking way… fuck…” His rhythm falters, then resumes, harder, more desperate. I look up and see his face crease with a kind of terror, as if something irreversible was happening to him, something he’d never admit after today. But right now. He was taking it. Showing me with animal thrusts, he was the man, and I was the slut.

His breaths turn to shallow gasps as he forces me to deep throat, the curve of his cock making it impossible to breathe, holding me there, choking me on him as he cums. The taste was sharp and bitter. I almost spit it out, but then remembered Charles’s voice—be a good girl, show them what you can do—and so I swallowed every drop.

Al staggers back, shaky, eyes not meeting mine. “Damn…” That was all he managed, zipping up with hands that could barely remember how to work. He left me kneeling by the koi pond, wiping tears and spit from my face with the back of my hand, half-expecting to feel ruined but feeling more alive, more real, than I ever had in my old life.


Chapter Eight

When I finally made it back up to the house, the living room’s frantic pulse had faded into a hush. There was no sign of Steve, Chickie, or Al. Just the distant clatter of someone in the kitchen, the faint stink of emptied whiskey tumblers.

I head toward the kitchen, half expecting a trap—to walk in and find all five men waiting, ready to clap and jeer, to turn the pageant of my humiliation into a legend they’d retell for decades. But the only sound was Charles, rinsing glasses at the sink, alone.

I hover by the threshold, uncertain for the first time if I was supposed to be here, or anywhere at all. My makeup smeared, my stockings torn, and my shorts had grass stains all over the back. I suspect I look like a cat dragged through a hedge backwards, and a part of me wanted nothing more than to vanish, to dissolve into the marble and glass of the mansion and never be seen again.

Charles turns at my footfall, as if he’d been waiting, and the look on his face was…complicated. Not lust, not even pride, but the wary, haunted tenderness of a man who’d just watched a magic trick and was still waiting for the wires to snap.

He dries his hands on a towel and reaches for me, not with the practiced assurance of before, but slow, hesitant, almost apologetic. “Hey,” he says, voice low.

I wait him out. Let the silence hang.

“Steve’s gone,” he says at last. “So are the others. He had a, uh, thing to get to.” There was a pause. “He asked if you’d… be around tomorrow. He seemed to like you.”

I shrug, not trusting my voice.

Charles steps closer until the ghost of his cologne overlapped the tang of pond water and sweat on my skin. “You all right?” He says.

“Yeah.” My voice was a croak, but it worked.

He looks away then, toward the window, the bright blue pool. “I didn’t know it would go like that,” he says. “I didn’t—” He cut himself off, jaw flexing. “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to.”

I laugh, short and sharp, tasting humiliation and power in equal measure. “You don’t get it, do you? I enjoy serving Daddy.” I lower my eyes innocently. “Daddy, I was a bad girl. I didn’t suck off all your friends. Maybe Daddy should punish me.”

He stares into my eyes, and in them I see my Daddy. The one from last night. Like I have no choice, he says, “Yes, you have been a bad girl. Go to your bedroom, strip naked, and wait for me.”

I obey, standing facing the door, heart beating in my chest, every nerve raw with anticipation and dread. I steady myself, waiting for Daddy to step through the door, hands at my sides, naked except for my sissy cage, legs trembling. I feel like a work of art, the damsel in distress in a story, and a whore, all at once.

Charles didn’t knock. He came in like a thunderhead, silent, eyes hot but unhurried. He closes the door behind him and stands there, inspecting me, a fullness in his chest that made me want to debate him, or cry, or crawl into his arms. He did none of that—just stared, taking inventory of his property.

“Turn around,” he says.

I did. I heard, rather than saw, the intake of his breath.

“Knees.”

I comply. The rug is softer than the garage floor or the stone near the koi pond, but still rough enough to bite. I wait, the seconds falling like hammers.

“You failed.”

I turn, look up at him.

“I said suck off all my friends. You missed three.”

“But they left.”

Charles pulls a chair over and sits in front of me. “Go to the dresser and get your brush.”

I obey. Hand it to him.

“Knees. Head on the chair. Ass up.”

I love it when he’s so… So… Dominating. The ache in my cock shouldn’t be there. I’m about to be spanked with a hairbrush. There is no way this should arouse me. But I am.

Then: the flat, chilling slap of the brush against the exposed skin of my ass. I clench my fist and yelp, jerking forward, but the second blow came, then a third, as he spanks me with the unhurried, ceremonial rhythm of a parent determined to make a lesson stick.

“You like being a little slut for men you barely know?” voice not cruel but clinical, like a doctor describing a wound.

“Yes, Daddy,” I say, the words bubbling out before I could think.

Another slap, harder; the sting radiated up my spine, then doubled back as a wave of heat and arousal.

“Repeat it.”

“I like being a slut for you,” I gasp, my voice a hitching, desperate thing. “I’m yours. I’ll do anything for you.”

The brush made a sharp swishing sound as it sliced through the air, followed by a loud thwack as it struck Landon’s skin. The brush hit home again, leaving behind a stinging and burning sensation. “Repeat it.”

“I like being a slut for all your friends.”

The brush slams against my sore and tender skin, leaving behind a fiery trail of misery. “Please, Daddy, I’m sorry. Please stop.”

“You have three to go to be a good girl.”

“What?”

The harsh crack of the brush hitting skin echoes through the room, followed by a sharp intake of breath and my whimpering cry.

“Three cocks to suck. You want to be a good girl.”

“Yes, Daddy. But how?”

“How? You were such a devious little slut tonight. I doubt whether you need my help.”

The brush connects for the last time. Daddy bent low, one hand anchoring my ponytail, the other snaking around to cup the bulge of my crotch. He squeezes it, not too hard, but enough to make his ownership clear. “You think that’s what I want you to be?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

He guides me up by the hair, only to force me down again, this time onto the bed, face pressed to the comforter, ass high. I hear his zipper and the brush of his cock against the back of my thigh, then against the pink of my cage, then—slowly, almost reverently—against the place that still ached from last night.

He spit on his hand, slicked himself, and pushed in with the same patience as before, but this time I didn’t fight it. I want the pain, the burn, the humiliation of being entered so soon after the others. I want to be ruined by him. He works himself in slowly until he is flush against me, my body caged between his hips and the plush pink of the sheets. I claw at the comforter, the pain bright enough to make me gasp, the pressure of him inside me a thousand times worse—and better—than last night, because I knew what I was now. A thing to be used, a trophy, a dare.

He fucks me with a force that was almost surgical, practiced, and deliberate. I moan into the bedding, every sound muffled by my face buried in the bed.

“God, Daddy, Daddy—” I hardly knew I was saying it.

His hand pressed my head down, fingers tangled at the roots of my hair, and he leaned in, voice all gravel and hunger and pride. “So this is what you want? To be a fucking whore for me? For my friends?”

His hips batter me, the slap of skin on skin echoing with each thrust. “You love being a little faggot slut, don’t you?”

“Yes, Daddy,” I sob, the humiliation cutting through the pain, turning it to something molten and perfect. “Yes, I love it, I’m your slut—”

He pounds harder, rutting me into the mattress, the aftershocks of each thrust setting my whole body alight. “Say it. Say what you are.”

“I’m your slut. Your whore. Your faggot sissy slut.” My voice broke, but I meant every word.

He yanks me upright by the ponytail, twisting my head back until my neck arched and my mouth hung open. “If you want to stay here, you do what I say. You take what you’re given. You don’t get to say no.”

I nod, the burn in my ass eclipsed by the deeper burn of being owned. “Yes, Daddy, I’ll do anything—please—”

He rams his cock to the hilt, holding me in place as his cock pumps inside me, every second more savage than the last.

“Fucking look at yourself,” he growls, and turns my face toward the mirrored closet door.

He fucks me through the screams of passion, through the yelps and the helpless mewing, until I feel the wave of him crest—the tightening, the sudden animal shudder—and then he finishes, deep inside, his hands locked around my hips like he might break me in half. I collapse onto the bed, body slick in sweat, and he follows me down, pinning me with his whole weight.

For a long moment, he just lay there, breathing hard, his heart beating through my back. I want to dissolve. I want to be erased, every cell replaced with whatever this new thing is. When he finally rolls off, I am empty, yet full, ruined, and remade.

He rose, stood over me, and smiled, “You’ve been a good girl for daddy.” For a moment, the dominant, confident, assured Daddy I wanted wavered. “I’m… This is new for me. I… I… Like it. But if you ever want it to end, just say stop.”

“Never. Daddy. I wish I didn’t have to go back to school next week, but…”

“Quiet, slut. Tomorrow, I have to work, so I’ll be gone all day, but Steve has a use for you. Are you up for it? Say stop…”

“I’m yours to use, Daddy. I’m looking forward to it. I wish this could go on forever.”

“We have the entire week, and I plan on making it fun for both of us. Two down, three to go. You will suck all my friends off or…”

He buckles his pants, turns, leaving me there, my ass inflamed and my insides filled with his seed. I had no idea what the next day would bring, or how I was going to suck off all his friends, but I knew I was in his hands now.

I fell asleep dreaming of being both a bad girl and a good girl.


A Sissy's Deceit Book Three


Chapter One

I wake, shake myself into consciousness. My head pulses. My jaw aches in a way that can only mean I spent a good portion of the evening with it unhinged, and my tongue is raw, as if it’s been starched or burned. My lips are sticky. My throat tastes faintly of something salty, slick, less deniable. As the aftereffects of last night hit me, the thudding rush of shame, pride, disbelief, and the warm anesthesia of decadence take over.

Charles. His friends. The night of deceit turned wild, and it wasn’t over if I followed through tonight with another night of taboo sex. I wonder how far down this rabbit hole of desire, dominance, and deception I’ll be willing to go with Charles. Charles’ words replay in my mind when he left me alone last night, “Steve wants a favor from a naughty girl like you.”

I smile. Why not? I’m so deep in the rabbit hole of submission, where else is there to go? Why not go further? Why not continue to blur the lines between fantasy and reality?

I pinch my arm and lick my lips, just to be sure the stickiness is what I think it is. Yep, it’s unmistakably cum. I still can’t believe I sucked off two middle-aged men last night and was more than willing to take on Charles’s other three friends.

And tonight…

What kind of debauchery is in store for me?

My phone beeps. I grab it, swipe, and read Mia’s frantic text, full of all-caps and emojis about her and Jared’s vacation fling. As I stare at the message, it’s more of a novel than a text. “Hope Dad’s not boring you to death.”

Oh, if she only knew.

“If you want to leave early, I can come get you,” followed by a string of hearts and cacti and that emoji that looks like it’s sticking its tongue out.

“I hate Jared. I just want to get away from him. All he wants to do his have sex. He’s always horny.”

And you ditched me for him? What happened to just you and me having a girls’ week? Mia’s words filter through my mind. Jared sounds like my kind of guy because all I want is to have sex, fuck all that romantic shit.

Mia’s text rambles on about how she wishes she’d spent her week with me, and there’s that emoji with the tongue sticking out again. And again and again.

“I met this other guy. I never wanted to date Jared, anyway.”

I think, what the hell did you leave for then?

“I might dump Jared and take off with this guy.”

She talks about how mopey Jared has been because she won’t give him a blowjob. “You know what he told me? All the other girls do. So, I said I’m not like other girls.” There’s an emoji with a large tongue and squished eyes signifying her distaste for giving head.

She ends it with, “I forgot I have the key to your… well, you know? Chastity. How are you holding up?”

I think for a moment, then reply. “Surprisingly well, and…” I pause… Do I tell her I had the most incredible orgasm, a hands-free orgasm thanks to her hot-to-trot dad? I can’t very well tell her that her dad spanked me, fucked me, and had me suck off two of his friends, can I?

“Okay.” I type, it sounds neutral.

I set the phone down, stare at the ceiling, and replay Charles’s last words from last night. “Tomorrow, I have to work, so I’ll be gone all day, but Steve wants a favor from you. Are you up for it?”

I look at my clock. 8:07 AM. I drag myself from the sheets, hop into the shower, and let the hot water from the walk-in shower burn the soreness out of my muscles.

After the shower, I stare into the mirror, loving what I see, swollen lips from kissing, from sucking, from use. I turn, examining the shimmering stripe across my ass.

I should be ashamed. Instead, I want to memorize every detail, trace each new mark with hungry fingers. I flex my jaw, testing the tenderness inside, and remember the moment I’d gone to my knees for Al and Chickie, Charles’s high school friends, the way they threaded their fingers in my hair and laughed, delighted, at the look of me. I remember the salt tang in my mouth, the sticky dribble at the corner of my lips, the taste so wonderful of man’s cum lingering.

And for the first time, I see myself as I truly am: a sissy slut, a vessel for men, a willing drain for all the filth and every horny swinging dick that wants to pour their seed inside me.

I can’t stop staring. I pull my hair back, let it fall again, wiggle my hips in the mirror, and stare at the pink chastity cage, underneath my flesh throbs and strains against the plastic imprisoning it as I study my slender femboy frame. I want to take a picture and send it to Steve. Say to him, “I hope you like what you see, and I hope your favor involves using me to my potential.”

I want to do what I’ve done for the last two nights again, and again. I want to wake up every day like this, sore and sticky, the taste of someone else still on my tongue. I stare at my image, the new me, the me I’ve always wanted to be—a slut.

I opted for a sporty look, featuring a fitted pastel-colored crop top paired with high-waisted, super-tight yoga pants that accentuate my sissy bulge, white sneakers, and a baseball cap to complete the laid-back, sporty vibe. I add a little mascara and some lip gloss to complete my look, then head to the kitchen. I start my morning with a protein bar (as if I haven’t had enough protein for a lifetime), before pouring a glass of orange juice. I get the coffee going, grab another protein bar, and wander.

With coffee in my hand at 10:23, the front door rings. It’s Steve. Steve fidgets with a white bag that bears the name of a Mexican food restaurant. He looks different in the daylight. I suspect that at one time he had sharp features, but they softened with time and indulgence. His round, Daddy belly betrays his fondness for fine dining and good liquor. Styled with meticulous care, thinning silver-gray hair. His tailored suit fits a bit snugly, hinting at a past athleticism that he’s too ashamed to admit he’s lost. He appears to be a man who has stepped too far outside his comfort zone.

His eyes roam my body, soaking in my long legs. The socks. The shoes. Landing on my face, and he licks his lips, his gaze lingers. When his eyes land on my sissy bulge, Steve’s face twists in disgust. He shifts his stance, crossing his arms, and tries to speak, but only swallows hard and lets out a quiet, steadying breath. His smile remains polite but becomes slightly strained, and a tension is visible in his jaw as he forces himself to focus elsewhere, eager to dismiss the fleeting moment of attraction.

He speaks in a measured and casual tone, though there’s a slight edge to it, a telltale sign of the inner turmoil he’s working hard to suppress. “I… I brought you breakfast.” His eyes roam my body one last time, looking at the floor, he says, “Up front, I have no interest in anything sexual with you. I’m not into guys.” But his eyes betray him.

“Of course. Let’s talk in the kitchen.“ I say as if the house is mine.

I gesture for him to follow me and make sure he gets a nice view of my ass.


Chapter Two

“I brought breakfast burritos.” We settle in the kitchen, and Steve pulls out the food, arranging it with precise, unnecessary order. “First thing. I’m not into guys.”

“I get it.” I unwrap the burrito and sip my coffee. “So, what do you want from me?”

“Listen. It’s kind of crazy, but you look so good, so sexy, and you look like a girl. I mean, really like a girl, and last night I had this idea. I mean, my wife… Well, ex-wife now. Well, she took everything. My house. My money. Left me for another man. A younger guy and in better shape than me.” He pats his belly.

I take a bite of my burrito. “Go on.”

I chew.

“Anyway, I want nothing sexual from you, I’m not into guys.”

I swallow and nod.

“Though you look pretty, and if I were into guys, I’d be into a guy like you. I heard what you did to Chickie and Al, and wow, but I’m not into that kind of stuff. I want a relationship, and well… Like I said, it’s one thing to find another guy, but another to make fun of me. We both walk in the same social circles, so she’s always with her ex-football player and she’s…” He buries his head in his hands. Lifts his head. “She’s telling everyone she left me because I have a little… well, you know.”

“No, I don’t.” I take a sip of coffee.

He looks at the ceiling and whispers, “Penis.”

The coffee spews out of my mouth. When I recover, I say, “How big is it?”

“What?”

“How big is it?”

“No business of yours. I want you to find out if it’s true. If her new boyfriend, who’s living in my house, has a bigger cock, I want to make Vanessa jealous. She thinks I can’t find a woman. I want to make her jealous, but you’d have to dress the part. I think you can. I’d buy the dress, and you could if you get all dressed up, look really sexy, and hang on my arm.”

“And find out if her boyfriend…”

“Austin.”

“The football player has a bigger cock, penis than you?”

“Yes. That’s it. If she’s lying, then I can tell everyone that she is…. Let me just get this out,” he says, waving his hand as if swatting flies. “I know how it sounds.”

“No… So you want me to find out if he has a bigger cock than you, and you want to make her jealous, is that it?”

“Well, I’d sure like to show her what a lecherous asshole Austin is if you could do your thing. Like you did last night with Al and Chickie… Take a picture and I’ll show her… Make her regret leaving me.”

“Wow. So you want to make her jealous, and you want me to give Austin head and tell you how big his cock is?”

“Yes!”

I take another bite of my burrito, lost in thought.

“Listen, she leaves for this guy, takes my house, but does she go away? Hell no. She pops up at every single function, every gala, every fundraiser, and now she’s got this walking protein shake on her arm, and it’s like the entire world’s in on the joke except me. And she tells everyone I got a small penis. That’s why she left, and she hangs on him at these gatherings, and I’m alone and… she teases me with him. People talk.”

He unwraps his burrito, doesn’t eat it—just picks at the foil, flattening it into submission. “I know how it sounds. You can laugh, it’s fine.” He gave me a look—half defiant, half pleading for sympathy. “But here’s the thing. I’m not looking for a rebound. I’m not trying to impress anyone, not really. I just want my dignity back. I want her to look at me and think, ‘damn, maybe I fucked up.’ Even for five minutes. That’s all. And if you suck his cock and I show all her friends that her boyfriend is unfaithful… and if I know, just know my cock’s bigger, then…”

He pauses, runs a thumb over his Styrofoam coffee cup. “You? You’re perfect for this. I mean, look at you. You show up on my arm in something tight—something that says, ‘yes, I know I’m breaking a few rules, but fuck you, I look better than all of you’—and everyone will talk about it. More than that, she’ll be talking about it. I can guarantee it. The more I thought about it last night, the more sense it made. No one expects it. It’s a scandal. You do your thing.”

“My thing?”

“Yeah, lure the asshole into a room somewhere, or the cottage behind the pool, or in the backyard, I don’t care, and well, you know.”

“Suck his cock?”

“I don’t care if you do… But if you get a picture, I can show it to her. But most importantly, I want to know if it’s true.”

“You want to know if he has a bigger penis? What if I can’t get a picture?”

“You know penises, I assume, so tell me how big it is and…”

“How will I know?”

“Know what?”

“That yours is bigger unless you show me…”

He stops. His cheeks fill with red, then white. “What?”

“I’m just saying, if you really want a size comparison, it’s only fair. Otherwise, I have to go by vibes. And that’s okay, but it’s not very scientific.”

Steve stares, his face pained. He seems to weigh a half-dozen responses, then sags, defeated. “No way. That’s gay.”

“Listen, I can’t help if I don’t have the facts.” I smile, loading the moment with as much innocence as I can manage.

He sits perfectly still. “No touching! I’m not into guys.”

“I know. Listen, but how am I going to make a comparison?”

After a long, mortified silence, Steve laughs, a choked, slight cough. “Jesus Christ.” He sits back, shakes his head.

“Maybe it’s a little dick and you’re ashamed. Maybe that’s why your wife left you.”


Chapter Three

“Fine.” He pushes his chair out, stands, and, like a dare, unzips his pants. “I’m not interested in your… Uh services. I’m not that kind of man.”

I cross my heart, hold my hand up like I’m taking an oath. “It’s all scientific.” But I know I have him, and I’m one step closer to executing Charles’s goal, to suck off all five of his friends for being such a naughty girl. Two down. Number three is about to drop.

“Okay. But I’m not into guys.”

I lean in, holding that perfect, mocking tension just shy of contact, letting the heat of the moment take hold. My lips part, voice dropping to a sultry tone: “Who said anything about guys, honey? I’m interested in exploring all sides of you.”

I gloss my lips with my tongue, subtly biting them while Steve fumbles with his zipper. “I promise I’ll make you forget about what’s between my legs, focus on the pleasure that these lips can bring.”

I watch his brain stutter and restart. He licks his lips, unconsciously mirroring my motion, and for the first time, the bravado loosens from his voice, letting his curiosity slip through.

The zipper falls, “Yeah, well,” he mutters, “I’m just saying. This doesn’t make me—I’m showing you… Like you said, it’s scientific.”

The zipper’s open now, and he’s fumbling inside for it. “Once you see it, it goes back in, and I’m not gay.”

“I never said you were,” I reply as my eyes stay focused on his crotch. “I promise, darling, I’m not interested in turning you into anything but a satisfied customer.”

I suck on my finger, sensually.

“Oh, fuck…. I can’t get it out.”

“Want my help?”

“No!”

“Maybe unbuckle your pants and drop them.”

“Nothing’s going to happen.”

I suck on the tip of my finger and say, “If it does, don’t worry, darling. I’ll make sure you forget all about labels and give you so much pleasure it won’t matter what my birth certificate says.”

“Oh, fuck. No touching.”

He drops his pants, then his high-priced underwear, and produces it. It’s normal-sized, not woeful or monstrous, neither remarkable nor forgettable. He shakes it as if he’s gripping a trophy, not exactly proud, but not ashamed either.

“Okay,” I say. “That’s helpful, but it’s soft. How do I compare?”

“I’m not gay.” He can’t take his eyes off me; his mind is racing.

I say, “You know my mouth can do wonders.”

“Oh fuck. It’s been so long.”

I rest my chin on my palm, my gaze zeroing in on Steve. I let my lips part, then, while he’s ranting about how he’s not gay and that he has no trouble getting erect, I slip my index finger into my mouth and suck slowly, drawing it out with an audible pop, tongue tip lingering in theatrics. The effect is immediate; his cock swells. I’ve got him. There’s no way he’ll tuck it back in his pants until I have drained it.

He stares, his cock growing by the second. Flustered, he tries to recompose himself, but his eyes keep darting to my mouth, my wet, shiny fingertip, then away.

“Something wrong?” I lean forward, my fingers curled loosely around my coffee, my tongue dragging along my lower lip, letting the moment hang.

“I, uh, I...” Steve is visibly sweating now, hands trembling as he attempts to line up the salt and pepper shakers. He glances down at his erection. “Wow. I’m…. I never…. I mean, Vanessa never did…. She wasn’t into oral, and I’m not gay.”

I fake innocence, batting lashes, letting silence bear down on him like a weighted blanket. I drop to my knees and look up at him, letting my breath caress his now throbbing cock.

He looks down on me, “I couldn’t even get a girl to go to senior prom with me. Had to take my cousin and pretend like we were childhood sweethearts. I’m serious. That’s how bad I am with women. Oh, fuck…. You look so sexy from here. I want…”

“All you have to do is tell me what to do. Tell me like you own me. Treat me like your slut. Your toy. Pretend I’m your property and you can do what you please.”

“Oh fuck. You won’t tell anyone….”

He grabs me behind my head. His hand shakes.

“Oh, Daddy.”

I get his cock in my mouth, and he’s moaning my name. The first pump is salty, not semen yet, but precum, and I take it like medicine. It’s been years since anyone’s sucked him. I stroke with lips and tongue, working him as gently. He tries to keep his cool, but he’s gripping my head, pulsing in my mouth. There’s this power to it: I could humiliate him, I could nurse him, I could destroy him or save him, I take him deeper, ease back, drag my teeth over the ridge, and Steve wails like he’s on the Stairway to Heaven.

I’m tempted to finish him in the first minute—it would be nothing to flick my tongue just right, to hollow my cheeks and let him shoot his seed down my femboy throat—but I want him desperate. I want him to remember this for weeks, recall it so hard that the humiliation and pleasure stick to him like honey. So I back off, let him feel the cold air, look up at him with the most innocent eyes I can muster.

I can see it in his face; he wants to grab my hair, use my head like a toy. “I’m not gay,” he mumbles. But I see it in his face. It’s the face of a man who’s getting the best blowjob of his life.

“You’re not gay,” I whisper, mouth almost closed around the tip, and he rocks forward so hard I have to catch myself to keep balanced. I grab his balls as he knots his hand in my hair and begins pumping his hips forward, while pulling my head into him. His balls they’re heavy, drawn up tight, and blue. Poor fucker. I feel bad. I don’t let him suffer more than thirty seconds: a twist of my lips, a swirl of tongue, and he’s exploding in my mouth. The second, third, and fourth pulse. His body tightens, hands locked around my head as the last spurt dribbles out, and he slumps, half sobbing. It takes him a full minute to recover. All the pretense is gone.

“Jesus Christ,” he says, finally, soft and ruined.

I smile, wipe my lips, and tuck him back into his pants. “Now I know what you’re up against,” I say. “Next time, try to be less obvious about staring at my mouth.”

He can’t look at me. He can’t look at himself. His whole body is radiating shame and delight. He sits in the kitchen, wheezing as he clutches his coffee.

“Now about tonight,” I say as I return to my seat.


Chapter Four

“You want to make your ex jealous by parading the hottest chick at the country club.”

Steve’s in shock that he just had the best sexual experience of his life with another guy’s mouth.

“You want me to do it or not?” I say, fixing him with a stare sharp as a tack.

He nods, the relief visible in the hunch of his shoulders. “I… I… I’m not that good with girls, all right? I know how it looks. I know what you’re thinking, but it’s the truth. I met Vanessa when I was twenty years old. She was the first and—Hell, for a long time—the only woman I could ever get to pay attention to me, and even then, it took me, what, all of junior year to say two words to her outside of our study group. I’m not like Charles, I don’t walk into a room and just… take it over. Not with women. Never could.”

He adds as an afterthought, “I’m not gay. Promise not to tell anyone. Please. Maybe we could do that again.”

I take another bite of the burrito, savoring the egg and hot sauce on my tongue, and pretend that giving head to a man is an ordinary start to breakfast.

“Promise,” I say.

He glances at the fridge magnets. “Okay… Remember to make her jealous. Hang on me and then work your magic and get Austin alone, and then you know.” There’s genuine desperation in his eyes—a man whose entire life, his sense of himself, is at the mercy of something so trivial as a length measured in inches, a rumor passed around over cocktails. I almost pity him.

He says, “I’ll send a choice of three dresses and a stylist. I want you to look sophisticated.”

“But you still want the slut inside me?”

“Uh…. yeah.”

“I’ll pay for the dress. Whatever you want. The shoes, the hair, the makeup. The event’s tonight, at my house or hers now. That bitch! Everyone who’s anyone will be there, and if you can do your stuff, hell, I’ll buy you a diamond necklace to go with it. All you have to do is say yes.”

He looks at me, waiting.

“Not too much into the upper-class scene, more into this look.” I run my tongue over my teeth. “Why not hire an escort?”

“No! Listen, she’ll check. For sure. She won’t be able to find anything on you.”

“I don’t get it, guy like you rich as Hell, why can’t you find a girlfriend? I mean a real girl.”

He’s not good-looking, but he’s not ugly either, and he’s got money, and that’s what girls like most about guys.

“I… I… I’m not that good with girls, all right? I know how it looks. I know what you’re thinking, but it’s the truth. I’ve never had a blowjob before.”

I laugh. “Sorry. Never? Feel free to call me when the need arises again. So one question. If he’s bigger, then what?”

“He’s not. I know it.” He wipes his hands, ignoring my question as if it can’t be true. He looks at me again, softer. “You’d really be helping me out. That’s all. No strings. You want money? I got it. Even if you don’t get that far with Austin, just make her jealous as Hell. That’s it. I need this. Listen, you either want this or you don’t. All you’ve got to do is make her jealous. But if you can lure her boy toy into the bedroom, our old bedroom, and suck him off, or just tell me how big it is, I’ll buy you anything you want. I need this. I need pictures. Proof.”

I set the coffee down, slow and deliberate, to give my brain time to catch up. “You want to honey trap your ex’s new boyfriend,” I say, just to be sure, “and you want me to be the one who—”

“Yes.”

“You want pictures. You want proof. You want to show her.”

“Yes,” he repeats, this time a hiss, eyes skating away and back. “You can say no. I know it’s fucked up.”

For a second, I feel sorry for him. I let the silence stretch, let him sweat under the bright kitchen lights. Then I say, “Okay, are you buying the dress? Shoes, too. Heels. You want this to work, I need to look like the kind of girl men make mistakes for.”

“Done,” he breathes, already pulling out his phone to draft a message. “And wear the tits, Charles said you have.”

“Done.”

“Anything else?”

I lean back, “You’ll need to tell me what he likes. Or what he pretends not to like. I can do a lot, but I don’t perform miracles.”

“He’s a jock. He likes control. Likes to be wanted, but not too obvious. You’ll get it, trust me. You’ll get it.”

“Control?” I lick my lips, just the kind of guy I want. But it dawns on me there’s something I’m missing. “So why go through all this? I mean, why not move on?” I wanted to say he’s good-looking, but he isn’t. “You’re good-looking. I mean, you’re still rich, right?”

“Yeah, Vanessa… she’s….” The truth almost sputters out, but Steve tightens his lips and says, “You in or not?”

“I’m in.”

I finish the burrito as we go through logistics like generals plotting a war. Steve has an answer for everything. The guest list—small, curated, mostly couples, all old friends and their newer, hungrier replacements. The mansion’s layout and the location of the bedroom, where he wants me to take the target. He’s handsome and black. Steve finally lets out. “He’ll bite. He always does. Just give him a little time. But he has to think you’re a girl.”

“Okay, Steve. I’ll do it.”

“It’s a deal,” he says, voice steady now. He stands, offers a hand, and I shake it, my palm small and thin-boned against his. The business of it is almost sweet.


Chapter Five

The second the door closes behind him, I feel a purpose in the day now, a stage and an audience. And maybe, underneath, a new flavor of shame to savor. But what happens when Austin finds out he’s been had by a femboy trap?

My next sip of coffee washes down the last of Steve’s cum. Thinking about tonight makes me shiver; the idea of being used for ego and revenge reminds me of my chastity cage, which serves as a souvenir of my dare to myself and the world.

The midday hours stretch on. At three, the stylist arrives, with three dresses in garment bags, matching shoes for each, and a small velvet case containing jewelry that costs more than my tuition for a semester. The all-business stylist has me done in an hour, and after she leaves, I try on the dresses.

The first dress, crimson with a swoop neckline and thigh-high slit, makes me look like a lounge singer with a felony history. The second, a subtle navy wrap with a cinched waist, is so tasteful it’s almost invisible. The third, black, sequined dress is cut low in the front and even lower in the back.

I texted Steve a selfie in each of the dresses. Ten seconds later, he replies: “First one. You’ll kill her.”

At eight O’clock, the limo Steve sent arrives. I slide in feeling a little out of place, wondering if I was in over my head. I stress over it for the thirty-minute drive until the limo pulls up to the mansion and a valet, wearing white gloves, opens the door for me; I know I’m in over my head.

I walk up to the front door a nervous wreck, not about passing as a woman (I know I do) but passing as a moneyed socialite, wondering what happens if I’m down on my knees unbuckling Austin’s pants and he discovers my little secret? Then what?

I realize Steve hasn’t given this much thought. Because, though it might embarrass Austin and Vanessa, most of the shame will fall on Steve for bringing a femboy trap to a gala such as this.

Steve waits where he said he would be. We walk into the gala arm in arm. I’m nervous as hell. What have I gotten myself into? I’m way out of my element here as I step on the plush carpet surrounded by a fucking orchestra playing music, and before I know it, some dude shoves a champagne flute into my hand. The crowd looks immortal, as if they’ve all spent a fortune on their appearance. Every woman here seems to have had at least one cosmetic procedure.

Steve’s concern about being with a guy, though no one can tell, evaporates. He relishes introducing me (“Lana—yes, crazy, right, we met at this insane little gallery in Marfa, and we just clicked, haven’t laughed like that since prep school!”). There’s a little squeeze of my shoulder, a fleeting touch at the base of my back. I play my part, too: I laugh at all his jokes, look at him like he’s the only man in the world for me, and always, always hang on his shoulder.

By the time Steve finishes his second martini, I have become her: Lana, who wears five-thousand-dollar necklaces like she was born in them.

Vanessa is easy to spot. Her boy toy is with her, and looks designed perfectly for playing football: tall, hair shaved close to the skull, eyes the color of blue Gatorade, biceps straining the sleeves of a pale suit, and I hate to admit it, but he looks like he’s winning the dick swinging contest, if I can get him away from Vanessa. It’s not that she’s clinging to him; it’s more that he’s clinging to her.

Steve says, “Well. Do your stuff. I need to know, and if you can, like, get a picture that would be great.”

“Okay. You’ve got to get Vanessa away from him.”

“Okay. But how?”

“Tell her you need to talk…. hell, I don’t know about the house. Whatever, just do it.”

Steve obliges. Before Vanessa leaves with Steve, she whispers something in Austin’s ear, her eyes locked on me, a devious look in them. She seems to know our game, and she’s one step ahead of us.

I play it slow, but I can’t waste time because I suspect Vanessa goes where she wants when she wants. I brush past Austin at the buffet, offering a smile that could mean anything.

He says casually, “You’re Steve’s girlfriend, huh?”

“Yep. I find these events to be overwhelming. Would you mind giving me an escape tour?”

“Sure… I got just the spot.” Austin puts his hand on my back as he guides me out to the terrace. “So, what’s a hot number like you doing with Steve?”

I pull Austin down and whisper in his ear, “He’s got a big dick and I’m a size queen.”

Austin stops dead in his tracks, “Not what I heard.”

Austin steers the conversation away from a dick swinging contest as we share small talk—sports mostly, which I barely understand, mutual jokes about the city’s traffic. But I keep dropping hints about dick size, and finally Austin cracks and brags about how big his is. I’ve got him.

“How do I know?”

Austin ignores my comment and glances at Vanessa, who has rejoined the party. Vanessa nods, as if she has just given Austin permission. But permission to do what?

He asks if I want to see the guest house—“it’s got the best view of the valley, totally private”—and I nod, making a show of hesitance.

“Will anyone miss us?” I say, glancing back at the patio, where Vanessa and Steve are arguing.

Austin grins, “Only if we want them to.”

The guest house is way bigger than where I grew up. It features an open floor plan and glass walls, with a mix of rich colors and bright white. He hands me another drink—just Coke, which is a smart move—and leans in closer than he did before.

“So… You and Steve, huh?”

“Yep, Steve and I,” I say, holding his gaze.

He laughs, but it’s an exhale, nerves showing. “He’s not usually into… well.” He gestures vaguely at everything.

I raise an eyebrow. “Into women?”

Austin chokes, but recovers. “Into women like you,” he says, and it’s not an insult, just the dumb honesty of a man who’s not used to uncertainty. He steps closer and puts his massive hand on my shoulder. I smell the spice of his cologne. “Vanessa and I have a special relationship.”

“So do Steve and I. It’s an open relationship.”

Austin’s eyes widen, his mouth falls open, and he laughs. “Steve? Steve? Steve? Are you sure we’re talking about the same guy?”

“Is that a good thing or a bad thing?”

“Vanessa would probably say it’s a good thing.”

I let my hand fall, touch his, just the knuckle, and he closes his over it. Big, warm, animal hand. There’s a thrill in it—not just the deception but the possibility that I’m doing the exact thing Steve wanted.

He shakes his head. “She’s always watching.”

He glances over my shoulder, and for a second, I think he’s being paranoid. Then I hear a soft step behind me, the click of heels on the tile, and a voice, high and amused, says, “Don’t let me interrupt.” Vanessa stands in the archway, a glass of white wine in her hand, her face set in a smile that could cut glass.

She’s smaller than I expected, but she carries herself like royalty. Her dress is plum; her brunette hair pulled back tightly.

She looks at me, then at Austin, and the smile widens. “My little boy toy wanted some pussy? Is that it?”

He mumbles something about a tour, but she cuts him off with a wave. “Relax. I’m not here to cockblock. I’m here to enjoy the view. You have earned a little fun.”

She glances at me, eyes twinkling, then lifts the glass in a mock salute and perches on the edge of a nearby credenza, all legs and dominance. “Don’t stop on my account. You may proceed, my little pussy slut.”

Austin, who’d been about to say something, swallows it. His Adam’s apple makes a full bob. I catch his eye, and I’d never seen a man so completely caught between two predators—Vanessa, the queen lioness, and me. The suspense is electric, and I love it.

Vanessa pats the sofa next to her, a command so subtle it could pass for a favor. I move, float across the room, and sit, careful to cross my legs at the precise angle that makes the dress split just so. The hem rides up, and I feel both of their eyes on me.

“I have to admit, Steve exceeded expectations.” She draws out the S in Steve like a snake flicking its tongue. “I thought he’d bring a sad little escort, or maybe just a bottle of whiskey and a subscription to OnlyFans. But here you are, and you’re gorgeous.” She says it with the flat tone of someone stating a known fact, then tips her head to study me. “What’s your name, honey?”

I say, “Lana,” the faux-woman’s name I’d settled on. It rolls easily from my tongue.

“Lana.” She tastes it, then looks at Austin. “She’s lovely, isn’t she?”

“Yeah,” he says, and at first it’s awkward, but then he finds confidence in the repetition. “Yeah, she is.”

Vanessa turns back to me, and there’s no malice in her gaze, only a predator’s cool curiosity. “Do you know what I love about nights like this?” She doesn’t wait for an answer. “Everyone thinks the real show happens on the patio, or around the pool, or in the main hall where some tragic eighty-year-old wears a trophy wife like a wristwatch. But the real fun, the only fun worth having, is happening right here. In the guest house, on the balcony, in the little spaces where the rules don’t apply.” She draws up her knee, exposing more thigh, and balances the wine glass on it. “So, Lana, do you want to play a game?”

I look at Austin. He’s chewing the inside of his cheek, waiting for the script. I say, “Sure,” because what else is there?

Vanessa’s smile twitches. “Old game. True or dare.” She sips her wine, then wipes her lip with a thumb. “But we’ll start with truth. Lana, why are you really here with Steve tonight?”

“He wants to make you jealous,” I say, feeling a wicked thrill flutter in my chest as I watch her eyes widen with shock and intrigue. Sensing the intensity of the moment, I decide to unburden myself completely. I recount every scintillating detail from the morning three days ago when Mia and I climbed into her car. I describe the raw, hungry passion I shared with Charles during that fevered first night, where time seemed to stand still and everything else faded away.

Then I move on to the escapades with Al and Chickie, exploring boundaries I had never dared to cross before. The memory of the steamy encounter with Steve comes rushing back, and I don’t shy away from the explicit act that unfolded—I vividly recount the thrill of the experience, feeling exposed. Finally, after laying bare my most intimate experiences, I reveal my deepest secret, the one I’ve held close for far too long: I’m not a girl.

Vanessa says, “You told the truth, so I reward you with a dare. You get to see how big my man’s cock is. But first….”


Chapter Six

“I want you to prove your worth.” It’s a trap, but it’s a trap I’m looking forward to being caught in.

“Oh? Right now?”

Vanessa extends her hand, an invitation and a leash at once. “Unless you’re scared.”

We both know I’m not. I take the hand and, with Austin trailing, follow Vanessa down a hallway lined with museum-grade photographs of men on boats, women on horses, never a stray hair or hint of weather. The guest house’s master suite has a king-size bed with floor-to-ceiling mirrors, and surrounding the bed on the walls is a Dominatrix’s wet dream.

Vanessa perches at the edge of the mattress. Pats it. I sit, and she pulls me close, runs a finger down the fine fabric at my waist, tongue pressed to the inside of her cheek, as if sizing me up for a new game piece. “Austin,” she says, “show Lana what you’re working with.”

Austin’s discomfort wars with a cartoonish pride. His hands tremble as he removes his suit coat, unfastens his tie, slowly, as if trained to make it last, then removes his white shirt, revealing a perfectly sculpted chest and massive muscles.

Vanessa says, “Oh, that’s nice. Don’t you think?”

“Fuck.”

“Go on, pet. Show our guest.”

He undoes his fly, glances at Vanessa for rescue, but she gives nothing—she’s in pure spectator mode, a queen demanding proof of fidelity.

“Slowly. You know how I like it.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Austin lets his pants drop, revealing a pair of ice-blue designer briefs. He grabs the hemline, pauses, and waits for Vanessa’s permission.

“Okay.”

He drops them and kicks them off. For a moment, the surprise jams the air like a finger in a power outlet. I stare. Vanessa stares. Austin looks, just for a second, like he wants to die and be reborn as a fast food worker. But then Vanessa laughs, a wild, rich, honest laugh that takes over her whole body.

“Holy shit,” I say. Austin has got a piece of black plastic encasing his cock.

“I like to make sure my men are only fucking me. Isn’t that right, boy?”

“Yes. Ma’am.”

“Steve’s so vanilla,” Vanessa says, fanning her face with her hand, her eyes darting between us, “but apparently you aren’t.”

She stands and circles Austin, inspecting him with the delight of a child handed a rare pet. “You two should compare,” she says, and she isn’t joking.

Somewhere in me, a click: I let the hem of my dress rise, I kick off my panties, and position myself beside Austin.

Vanessa claps once. “Now, you’re a pair. Who’s the keyholder, Austin?”

He glares, then nods to her. “You, ma’am.”

Vanessa nods at me. “Yours?”

“Uh, sort of self… Mia has it, and I guess I’m stuck.”

She nods. Retrieves a tiny key from around her necklace, dangles it like a prize in front of Austin’s face. There’s a rawness in her face now, the kind that comes from seeing all pretenses stripped at once. “Oh, this is going to be a wonderful night,” she says, then steps between us and draws both of us in, arms around our shoulders.

She scrutinizes my face, then Austin’s, and then, without warning, kisses me. Not a soft, social peck, but she kisses me like my mouth had transferred ownership from me to her. Her tongue invaded my mouth, tasting of wine and power. Then she turns to Austin, kissing him even harder, her hand tangled in his hair, and for a minute, neither of them cares at all about me. I lean into the moment—three of us together, the room spinning.

Vanessa finds the back of my neck, firm and proprietary. She whispers, “I want both of you on your knees.”

No part of me resists. I kneel, settling next to Austin. Vanessa positions herself in front of us and lifts the hem of her dress. No underwear, just sculpted thighs and a shimmer of expectation on her pussy.

She settles onto the edge of the bed, knees spread a little wider. “Steve is an idiot; you can do better than him. But no matter. You want to see how big my toy’s cock is,” she says, hand on my chin. “You do what you’re told.” She nudges my face toward Austin. “Go on, be good for my boy.”

The sense of humiliation hangs heavily in the air, shared between us like a cold, unyielding metal, sharp and unforgiving. I can almost see Austin’s cock strain against the inside of his cage, and I’m aware, sharply, of mine doing exactly the same. Vanessa leans forward, her hand alternating between our caged bulges, squeezing them together, like she’s trying to force our shame to mate. The humiliation is mutual.

Vanessa leans in, her long fingers hover above our locked cocks, she laughs in that quick, merciless bark and presses the two humiliations together, causing both of us to turn facing each other or risk having our cocks pulled out from the roots, and puts them tip to tip, plastic to plastic.

The sensation is arousing and humiliating as she kneads them together with an almost clinical interest, as if surveying the differences, weighing which of us is the greater specimen or the more pathetic. “This is what I adore about men,” she says, grip tightening as she rubs the bulges with the heel of her hand, “the way they compete even when they’re both powerless.”

The friction makes the cages squeak obscenely; she delights in the sound, laughing again, and aligns the tips until the pressure is so sharp it flares through my body.

Austin grunts, low and strangled, and his face is full of humiliation and something else—a wild, almost grateful surrender. Vanessa alternates her attention, squeezing my shaft so the cage bites against my skin, then moving to Austin, pinching and pulling as if testing the resilience. “Does it hurt?” she asks, voice delicious and teasing, never pausing her torment. “Of course it does. That’s the point.”

She flicks the plastic domes with her thumb, sending blinding jolts up my spine.

“You two are ridiculous,” she murmurs, but her eyes say delicious. She cups us both at once, forces our caged cocks to grind together, and there is no doubt in my mind what this is—this is a public humiliation, a display meant for her pleasure and her pleasure alone. Each movement of her hand drags us further from self-consciousness into some raw, shared edge, our shames and wants fused along a single seam. The heat between us is absurd, a fever of denial, and I shudder against the pressure, not sure if I want to run or to never, ever leave this spotlight.

“Look at you,” Vanessa says, using her grip to guide my gaze up to hers. “Perfect little toys. You were made for this.”

She holds us there, frozen in her grip, until the trembling threatens to split me in two, until the friction and the helplessness become a single, desperate plea for release. But there is none.

Then, without warning, she lets go, slaps her palms together in mock applause, and says, “That’s enough play for now.” Her voice softens, and she brushes my cheek with a manicured fingernail. “You’re going to do something for Austin now, Lana.” She makes it a pronouncement, not a question. “Suck him,” she orders, and guides my mouth to his plastic chastity cage.

“Every bit. You shameless slut. Those balls, that cock—all of it. Devour it like your life depends on it, and don’t you dare stop until I command you to.”

Vanessa pushes my face into his crotch, as I take his imprisoned flesh into my mouth. She drives my head forward until I’m choking on plastic. I feel the pressure behind the plastic as I bob my head. Precum flows freely onto my tongue as Austin shakes with denial.

“Austin,” she murmurs, “isn’t Lana beautiful? Don’t you want to suck her off too?”

Vanessa’s hands tangle in Austin’s hair, steering him to my caged flesh. I never expected getting my cock sucked while locked up could be so arousing and agonizing at the same time. This goes on till I’m ready to explode, but I can’t.

At some point, she drags my head to her lap, guiding my face between her legs. She smells like perfume and sweat, a mix that is instantly, ruinously addictive.

“Prove,” she hisses, “that you belong here.”

I want to say I’m not into women, but I suspect she doesn’t care. I do my best under her verbal guidance, and eventually I make her shudder, then squirm, then curse under her breath as Austin, finally emboldened, joins me.

We take turns eating her, tongues colliding, one-upping, jockeying for dominance until Vanessa finally clamps both our heads tighter, rocking herself against our faces until her whole body shakes and her back arches as she cums.

“You know what I love about this moment?” she whispers, leaning in as if to share a secret with the circle. Her lipstick glimmers a hard, lacquered red. “It’s that men spend their entire lives bluffing and hiding. But you—” she pecks my cheek, then Austin’s, leaving perfect identical marks—“you two just take it. Isn’t that right?”

Austin laughs, but there’s barely any breath behind it. I can’t tell if he’s embarrassed or aroused, and maybe both is the point. Vanessa produces the key again and balances it on her nail, then presses it into my palm and folds my fingers over it. “You’re the guest of honor, Lana. You get to unlock it and play. How long, boy? Have I had you locked up?”

Austin babbles, “A month.”

My hands shake as I line up the key in the lock. I go slow, Austin exhales. Relief washing over him. I look to Vanessa for guidance.

She kneels onto the bed, impossibly elegant, draws me in with a crook of her finger. “Your turn,” she says, and there is no mocking: only a greedy, almost maternal hunger to see what happens next. “Let’s make it fair, shall we?”

Vanessa moves with a precision that is neither rushed nor hesitant. She runs a finger along the outline of my cock, then Austin’s, as if tallying rivals. “Perfect,” she intones. “Now, show her what you do to cock if I ask, boy.”

He hesitates, but when Vanessa’s hand threads through his hair and guides his mouth to me, he goes at it like a dying man offered a meal. My legs shake, unsure if I want to stand or fall. Vanessa’s lips brush my ear as she whispers, “Enjoy it, babe. You earned this.”

She pushes him lower, teaching him the exact pressure, the angle of tongue and teeth. I don’t cum, not yet, but my entire body feels like it’s being rewired, circuits gummed up with lust and desperation and the desire to impress her, or perhaps just survive her. In all of it, Austin never looks at me—not my eyes, not my face, just the target Vanessa sets for him.

The moment builds and breaks. Vanessa releases her grip and lets Austin fall back onto the bed. His cock, which by the way is way bigger than Steve’s, stands erect, black and proud.

“Well?” she says.

I manage, “That was—” but she puts a finger to my mouth.

“Shhh. Guests don’t talk unless asked. Suck on it. I want to see if you’re worthy of my boy’s cock.”

As I suck on her finger, she says to Austin, “You want ass or mouth tonight?”


Chapter Seven

“Ass,” Austin manages, barely a word, more a vibration in the throat, his eyes locked on the floor, then up at me, and for a flicker, I see him, really see him: not the suit, not the gym body, but the animal beneath, hungry, pleading for permission.

Vanessa grins as if she’s just won a private bet. “On the bed, slut,” she tells me, and I obey, crawling up, dress hitched over my waist and ass high.

“Take it all off, slut. I want you naked for my toy.”

I strip as Vanessa collects a bottle of lube from the nightstand, shakes it for show, and tosses it to Austin. He catches it like a fumbled football.

“Hands and knees slut.”

I obey.

His hands shake as he flips the cap and squirts a cold, thick line down my crack. I shiver and arch, presenting my hips and ass to him. I feel the pressure of his hand, warm and heavy, spreading it, not tentative but gentle, almost reverent. Vanessa sits at the head of the bed, legs parted, skirt bunched up, stroking herself, watching Austin line himself up.

He hesitates, cockhead pressed against my hole, and for a moment, I think he’s going to lose his nerve, but Vanessa barks, and Austin obeys: “Do it. Don’t make her beg.”

Wanting to obey, he drives in, and the sensation rips through me—a burning stretch that’s equal parts agony and delight, a pain that demands surrender. Austin is too big, but I want every inch; I want to be ruined on Vanessa’s altar, to be the feature of her fantasy.

“Harder,” Vanessa commands. I gasp, and he groans, sliding deeper. My face grinds into the comforter, my arms trembling.

Vanessa slips from her perch and kneels in front of me, a toy in hand—a thick, neon pink strap-on that she slides through a belt with practiced, one-handed ease. She strokes my hair, then threads her fingers through and lifts my face to her cock, the silicone massive, and says, “Open wide, darling.” My mouth stretches to accommodate it, and she wastes no time in fucking my face in rhythm with Austin’s cadence, the two of them using my body, a toy for their wants.

The air becomes sweaty, and the hot, copper taste of surrender. I gag and choke, drool leaking down my chin.

Vanessa says, “Such a good little thing. Take it. Take it all.”

Austin’s hands dig into my hips, pulling me back onto him, his thrusts now wild, his self-control shredded to nothing.

Vanessa’s grip on my scalp turns vice-tight, perfectly synched with the relentless tempo of Austin’s cock; I am pinned in the crossfire of their pleasure, my body reduced to a vessel for their war.

“Fuck her harder, Austin.” Her thigh pressed against my cheek for leverage. “If you’re going to be a man about it, show some endurance.” She forces more of the artificial cock into my throat, and I splutter, mascara melting down my face, tears slicking the plastic shaft.

Austin responds with violence, slamming his hips forward, the head of his cock battering past my last resistance. Each thrust knocks the breath out of me, my ass and mouth crammed full, and it’s not just the pain. There’s humiliation layered over every sensation, and there is only one choice for me: surrender completely.

The bed screeches beneath our bodies, the mirror opposite the mattress catching our reflection: Austin poised over my upturned ass, me impaled and gasping, Vanessa’s cartoonishly huge cock stuffed in my mouth, her face a mask of satisfaction and savagery. “Austin, is this what you wanted?”

She yanks my hair back until my eyes flick to the mirror, vision bleary but unmistakable. “Is this what you wanted? What are you going to tell Steve?”

“Oh fuck. Austin’s bigger.”

“Fuck, yes!” Austin grunts. I can hear the strain in his voice as he plows into me, hips slapping skin.

“That’s right, and remember, boy, you don’t come until I say, boy. You hear me?”

Austin says, “Yes, Ma’am. I’m trying. I’m close.” Sweat drips from his forehead onto my lower back, his hands gripping my waist with bruising force.

Vanessa says, “You call that fucking? Make her beg to stop.” The moment I think he can’t possibly go harder, he does, jackhammering my body until my legs tremble and my mind floats loose from my skull, the pain cresting into something holy and obliterating.

The mixture of spit, lube, and tears is everywhere now, pooling in the hollow of my collarbone, dripping onto the sheets. Each time I try to take a full breath, Vanessa fills my mouth, her hips moving with cruel precision, cutting off air until my lungs burn. “You’re a cocksleeve, Lana. That’s your purpose. Isn’t it?” Her words are a knife, but I nod, gagging, wanting desperately to be perfect for her, wanting the approval even as my body rebels, desperate for oxygen and release.

“Don’t you dare fucking come,” Vanessa hisses, the command slicing through the air. She wrenches my head higher, her strap-on now dragging across my tongue, slick and bitter-cold. “Nobody fucking comes until I say so. Do I make myself clear?”

Austin stops. “Yes, ma’am, I had to stop or…” He mumbles. “Or I was going to cum.”

Vanessa stands and shoves me flat on my back against the bedspread, rolling my face sideways so I can see myself in the mirror: mascara running down my cheeks, lips raw and shiny, my mouth hanging open in a panting O. In the reflection, Austin’s cock—bigger than anything I’d ever dared take—gleams with lube.

Vanessa kneels at my head, grabs my ankles, pulls them to her, and props my head onto her thigh. She snatches a humming pink spinning vibrator from the nightstand and flicks it on so it vibrates with a high, angry buzz. “You want to come?”

“Oh, fuck.”

She traces the tip of the vibrator down my side, over my ribs, circling one nipple, then the other. “I’ll decide when.” She glides the toy down my belly, then plants it hard against my fully caged cock. The vibration is so intense it feels like it will shatter the plastic, rattle my bones loose.

I try to buck my hips away, but Austin pins me in place and rams his cock back in. His knees inside my thighs spread me open. His hard rough thrusts, caused his heavy balls to slap against my ass a pendulum of humiliation. Vanessa pushes the vibrator harder. It’s not pleasure at first, as my cock tries to swell against its prison, no room to move, trapped in a vice of hunger.

“Look at yourself,” Vanessa orders, grinding the vibrator in tight circles against my cock. “You’re the most beautiful, desperate thing I’ve ever seen. Is this what you wanted? To be a toy for my boy? To get so stuffed that you can’t even think? Cum. Cum for me. Do it.”

I can’t reply—I’m somewhere above the bed, floating, vibrating apart. The pain blurs into pleasure, and then it’s impossible to tell the difference. I’m clenching around Austin’s cock, my whole body tensing, stars bursting in my head. My caged cock spurts, the most insane orgasm of my life, shuddering so hard I think I might black out.

Vanessa laughs, delighted, and holds the bullet there through the overstimulation, not letting up for a second. “That’s it,” she purrs. “Good girl. Good, sweet cocksleeve. And now, Austin…”

She turns to him with the predatory look of someone who knows exactly what they want. “Come in, her. All of it. Now.” She grabs Austin by his hair and yanks, and then it happens, he blows his load into me with the force of a storm built up from a month of denial.


Chapter Eight

The whole length of his body was trembling. My insides flare and then panic and then flatten into a hot, boiling relief as I feel him pulse, thick and unyielding, deeper than I thought possible. For a moment, everything is only that—white noise, the ache and throb and humiliation and triumph all tangled together. Then, as if flipped off the end of a conveyor belt, we collapse in a whimpering, sticky heap, Vanessa massaging my neck and Austin’s arms folded around my waist, both of us reduced to a shared, spent animal.

Later, when Austin showers quietly, not meeting my eye, Vanessa spoons me and strokes my hair gently for the first time all night. “You did perfectly,” she whispers, and I let myself believe it.

I get back to Charles’ mansion. I had to call an Uber; Steve had left during the hours-long pounding I took. Walking like a man who’s trained all night for an Olympic event held only inside his asshole. My thighs burn, my back aches, my ass full of dried lube and cum. Luckily, my makeup, with a little help from Vanessa, allowed me to get home with little embarrassment.

The house is silent, so I climb the grand staircase and make for the bath, peeling off my dress as I go. The marble is icy against my bare feet. I glance at myself in the mirror and laugh, then stop, then laugh again.

On the sink: a folded notecard, elegant script, and stationery cream.

Landry—

I am away for the rest of the week. I hope this arrangement is not too great an inconvenience. There are groceries in the fridge and an ample supply of liquor in the cellar, should you wish to entertain?

I regret I must depart so abruptly. I find myself unable to trust my willpower in your presence. I’m not the person to make someone do these things.

Please make yourself at home.

The note is unsigned, but he hardly needs to. I stare at it for a long time, trying to decipher it, unable to trust my willpower in your presence.

I take the world’s longest, hottest shower, naked and dripping, and I fall onto the bed. I lay on the bed, pulling the sheets around my bare body. The weight of the house presses in on all sides, vast so many rooms, so much space, and yet I am the only living thing for miles. I close my eyes and think of Austin, of Vanessa, and wonder if I’ll ever see them again, or Charles.

As sleep closes in on me, I wonder if I can handle being alone in such a big house after the wild nights and days of my first three days of spring break. If I have my way, I’ll spend the next four days getting used to it as I did the first three.

But am I dreaming?

I’m almost asleep when my phone beeps. I check the time, it’s two in the morning.

“Hi, Mia dumped me. Can we talk? I’m stopping by in the morning. Jared.”

I smile. Thinking of mopey Jared who wants a blowjob, and I know tomorrow will be a good day.


A Sissy's Deceit Book Four


Chapter One

The first thing that hits me when I wake is a gentle throb echoed inside me, a pleasant ache that serves as a memento of last night’s adventure, and every muscle in my back and thighs singing with the sharp, low ache of a body twisted into a pretzel. The memory of Vanessa’s words—“Cock sleeve. That’s your purpose. Isn’t it?” ricochets through my mind as I stare at the ceiling.

I check my phone. There’s a short text from Charles, “I’m sorry. Feel free to use the house. What we did was wrong. I took advantage of you. I’m sorry… I can’t do this… What I did. It’s wrong. The spankings. The… well, all of it that’s not me. I’m sorry.”

Sorry, I think. Could have fooled me. You seemed to have been enjoying yourself when you buried your twitching cock in my ass. I decide not to respond and spend the rest of the week chilling out, dressing up, and raiding his expensive liquor.

Jared texts me again, “Did Mia tell you why we broke up? I’m on my way to talk to you. I need your opinion.” There’s an emoji with eyes displayed as X’s and a downturned mouth. The last thing I want to do is have Jared, the star football player for our college’s Division 2 football team, crying on my shoulder for the last two days of my spring break.

I shoot him a text, “I’m not the right person to chat with about women’s problems.” That’s honest.

I make it to the edge of my bed and then send him a photo of me dressed in my sexiest femboy outfit. That’ll scare him off.

Half a minute later, I received a text. “You’re exactly the person I need to talk to. I’ll be there in an hour.”

My first thought is, What the fuck do I wear? My second thought: Do I show up as Landon—boy, or Landry—girl, or something in between? I pull myself upright and test the limits of my body. Every nerve reminds me of the feverish night of frenzied forbidden sex. I wonder, though, how lucky can one person be? I’ve had three nights of nastiness, am I being too greedy asking for a fourpete?

I shuffle to the bathroom, study the mirror, and consider my options for Jared. I figure I might try to flip him, and the best choice for that would be to go full femme: a skimpy dress and the glam look, which will require an hour of makeup and maybe one of Mia’s come-get-me wigs.

After showering off last night’s sweat, aches, and pains, I settle on something I found in Mia’s closet: a tennis skirt (pleated, white, criminally short). I decide to go commando with only my pink chastity cage underneath, a ribbed lavender bralette, and a matching sport jacket, only barely hiding the lace bralette beneath. I pick up Mia’s girl’s (the fake breasts) and decide on the femboy look and ditch the fake tits. I apply some of Mia’s $500 foundation to see how it feels, swipe my lips twice with a glossy pink lip gloss, and then add some mascara that probably costs more than my monthly food budget. I leave my hair loose, mussed, androgynous. I look like a slutty Serena Williams on her day off, or a pop starlet at a country club; it’s the perfect combination of fuck-you and come-hither.

I make coffee, shaking two Advil into my palm, and stare at the gray clouds outside the window. The world is quiet. Too quiet. I wonder if this is the proverbial calm before the storm.


Chapter Two

The doorbell rings at 8:59 sharp. Jared, I suspect. I let him ring the bell twice more before I answer, just to make him sweat.

Jared stands on the stoop in a wrinkled tee and jeans, his face scrubbed raw and eyes red-rimmed, like he’s spent the morning in the batting cage of his own misery. For a quarterback, his frame is disappointing—slender, pale, hands thrust deep into the pockets of his jeans. His jawline, usually so chiseled and Instagram-worthy, appeared soft and defeated. He doesn’t even blink at the sight of me in the tennis skirt, which somehow feels more humiliating than if he’d gawked.

“Hey,” I say, not bothering to cover up, and he steps inside, head ducked low, as if his presence offended the house.

I twirl, allowing the crisp, white pleats of Mia’s tennis skirt to flare, offering Jared a glimpse of my bare skin beneath. The taboo thrill floods my veins with an intoxicating rush. I must admit that I’m an exhibitionist. As I take each step towards the kitchen, I feel his eyes following the sway of my hips, trying to catch another shot at my ass under the borrowed tennis skirt barely covering what it should. I slow my pace, letting the moment stretch between us, letting the cool air kiss the backs of my thighs.

I round the corner into the kitchen, twirl again, exposing the pink of my chastity cage this time.

Jared does his best to conceal his reaction to what he has seen, but he cannot hide his surprise.

“Have a seat. Coffee?”

“Sure.” He sinks onto the kitchen island stool, wrists folded like he’s waiting to be cuffed. “I need your help.”

I reach for a cup, even though there’s one on the counter, deliberately stretching my arm past what’s necessary, exposing the pink plastic between my legs. His eyes flicker down—just for a second—and I feel that familiar pinch of confinement against my skin. His breath hitches. I pretend not to notice, but a corner of my mouth twitches upward as I grasp a mug from the highest shelf, prolonging the moment.

I pour him coffee and slide it across the marble. He doesn’t touch it. I want to tell him his hair’s a mess, but I bite my tongue. Instead, I lean against the counter, one hip cocked, and let him simmer.

He’s silent. Not the detached, manly kind of silence; more like a child steeling himself to say something he knows will change everything.

“So, Mia found my other Instagram. The one with the photos.” He doesn’t say what kind.

I shrug. “And?”

He glances up at me, and for a second, there’s a flicker—something raw and uncivilized.


Chapter Three

“Mia dumped me after I told her what I wanted. You might be the only one who understands,” he finally says. “You might know what to do.”

“About Instagram photos? What are you fucking another girl? I’m no help there. Good for her for dumping you.”

He swallows. “Not really. I…”

I fill in the blanks. “I can’t help you if she left because you’re a jackass and wanted her to suck your cock, and then she found Instagram photos of you with other women.”

Jared flinches, and it’s obvious this isn’t about Mia at all.

“When she found the photos, I told her my secret. She left because I asked her to do something,” he says, and now his voice is barely above a whisper. “Something weird. I thought she’d be into it, but I guess not.”

He looks at me. His eyes drift upward, taking in the makeup, the hair, the subtle curve of the bralette. There’s a hunger there that’s not sexual, exactly, but close—a craving for consent.

I set my mug on the counter. “What did you ask her to do?”

He opens his mouth, closes it, and opens it again. “I wanted to—I wanted to try something with her. I mean, as her. Like… I wanted to see what it was like. I thought it’d be a turn-on. Mia’s open-minded and all. She’s got you for a friend.”

“Thanks.”

“I meant nothing by it.” His eyes are too big, his lips too full, his whole face oscillating between pretty boy and pretty girl, depending on what you want to see.

“Don’t you get it?”

“No, I don’t.”

“I want to… I want to fuck all of it. I want to be like you.” His voice cracks, fragile. “I want to be a girl. Just for a day. Can you do that?”

I laugh. I can’t help it. The last time I saw Jared, he was at Homecoming, shotgunning beers and groping Mia’s ass like he owned it. Now he’s here, begging me to turn him into something soft and sensual.

He flushes, looks away.

He shakes his head, embarrassed. “I can’t do it myself. I tried. I looked like a Halloween mask. I need you to show me. Please. Then I want to go out dressed up. To like a bar or something and…”

I study him, fight the urge to drag things out, to punish him for all the times he made someone like me eat shit on campus. But the desperation in his face is too honest to mock. “And what?”


Chapter Four

Jared struggles with what he needs to say next. “I…”

I take a sip of coffee, waiting for the confession.

“I want to suck cock.”

Coffee spews from my mouth. Did I just hear that? From the celebrity quarterback? The guy who can have any woman on his arm.

Jared jumps up, grabs the roll of paper towels, and cleans up my mess, all too submissively. This is a side of him I’ve never seen before. I guess I kind of like it.

Once he’s got the mess cleaned up, he sits and says, “I want to…. Hell, I’ll suck you off. I’ll be your bitch. I’ll do whatever you tell me. Just make me look pretty.”

I laugh. “There’s only one problem.” I stand, lift my skirt, and wiggle my caged cock around. “I gave Mia the key and…”

“I want to wear one of those, too. I have one in my bag. I keep a bag of sissy stuff stashed in my car. And…” Jared smiles, a Cheshire cat smile, digs in his pants, and pulls out the key to my chastity cage. “Please.”

The click in my head was like a dam breaking. I’d always been the submissive one, but my wild night with Vanessa had left its mark, infusing me with an unfamiliar, intoxicating insight into power. How sensual it could be. My heart races as I realize that I now know how to seize control, to turn the tables, just like the stories in the forced feminization erotica I’d devoured late at night. It was time to redefine my boundaries, to test the limits of submission and dominance, and see how far we would go.

“Okay, but you do what I say.”

Jared doesn’t even blink. He just nods, as if the idea of following orders is the only thing keeping his skin from coming apart at the seams.

“Tell me about Instagram,” I say.

He laughs, a nervous hiccup. “There’s not much to tell. I made a fake account. Bought clothes. I sneak away, rent a hotel room, tell the guys at the Frat house I’m seeing a girl, and dress up. Buy clothes and take pictures.”

He pulls out his phone, swipes through it, and shows me the images. I say, looking at the faceless images, “Interesting. You need to do something with my hair. Girls don’t have hair on their legs or arms.”

“What do I say…”

“Shut up.” I’m surprised by my dominance. “Finish your coffee. Then take off your clothes.” I grab a garbage bag and hand it to him. “Put them in here. I don’t want to see one stitch of clothing on you when I get back. Give me your car keys. Your girly stuff’s in the trunk?”

“Yeah. I have a few bags stashed in my trunk. I have everything. Panties. Thigh-highs, a bunch of skirts, and dresses all fit. I have some toys too, but I want to go clubbing and have jocks hit on me and…. Like I said…”

I turn, toss my hair, “Naked when I get back.” I stride towards the front door. I don’t look back.

There are five bags in his trunk. I sift through them, grab the essentials for Jared’s transformation, and head upstairs to raid Mia’s makeup table. I fill a bag with foundation, eyeshadow, mascara, and lipstick.


Chapter Five

When I return, Jared stands in the kitchen, shivering, in nothing but his boxers. The bulging garbage bag sits by the back door. His chest is bare, paler than I’d expected, and he’s got a faint trail of hair leading down to the waistband. I say nothing. I just point with one finger at his boxers, then at the floor. “Naked. Now.” I’m surprised at how quickly I’ve become so dominant in just half an hour.

He hesitates, then peels them off, hands trembling. His cock is soft, slight, but growing. He covers it with his hands, blushing.

“On your knees,” I command, feeling a strange mix of dominance and indecision.

“Uh… I just want to get dressed up.”

“This is the way we do it.”

He kneels, knees pressed tight, cock squeezed between his thighs, hands still awkwardly trying to hide himself.

I dig through the first bag, pluck out a sexy little black thong, black silky thigh highs, a garter, a black corset, then a pocket bra, and a pair of breast inserts. It’s apparent to me that Jared has a fetish for big tits. From the other bag, I lay a barely there club dress on top of it all and say, “This is what you’ll wear today. No questions.”

He looks at the pile, then at me, lips forming a silent O. “Will you do my makeup?” He points at the third bag, which contains a remarkable selection of toys. He digs through it and produces a chastity cage. “I’ve been wearing it sometimes. I like it. I want to wear it.”

Ignoring him, I say, “First, we shave. Follow me.”

“Naked?”

“Yep. Let’s go. Bring the chastity cage.”

In Mia’s bathroom, I produce a pink Venus razor, still in the blister pack, and some Aveeno. I start the water running in the tub. “While it fills, go get my key.”

He turns and starts walking.

“Run,” I say, in a tone that sounds like a football coach barking orders on the practice field.

Jared takes off in a sprint worthy of a football quarterback. When he returns, more surprises come out of my mouth. “Present it to me. Like I’m your queen.”

He drops to his knees. The sound of his kneecaps, solid and accustomed to the impact of the football field, makes a dull thud against the cool, smooth tile of Mia’s bathroom floor. His naked thighs press tight together, a defensive posture in this moment of utter submission. His head bows, dark hair falling forward, shadowing his face, a curtain drawn on the Division 2-star quarterback. His hands, usually wrapped around a football or Mia’s waist, tremble as he extends them. Cupped together, his palms form a shallow offering bowl. There, nestled in the slight depression of his palm, lies the small, silver key to my chastity cage. It gleams under the harsh, white light of the vanity bulbs, a tiny, potent symbol of my submission. My breath catches. The sight of him, so servile, so willing, sends a shiver from the base of my spine to the nape of my neck, prickling my skin despite the steam filling the room from the running tub.

I reach out, my fingers brushing against the surprisingly soft skin of his palm as I pluck the key. It’s cool against my fingertips, the metal ridged and definite. My hand is steady, a contrast to his shaking body. For a moment, our eyes don’t meet. His gaze was fixed on the floor, a study in submissiveness. I let my fingers close around the key; the metal warming slightly in my grasp. Then, with deliberate slowness, I bring it to the small lock on the pink plastic of my cage. The key slides in with a faint metallic scrape, almost inaudible over the gush of water filling the tub. I turn it. The click of the mechanism disengaging is tiny, precise, yet it echoes through me, a sound of release, of potential. The cage springs open, the tension against my skin easing instantly. I pull the two halves apart, the plastic cool as it slides away. My cock, freed from its confinement, swells, blood rushing back with an almost painful intensity.

“I’m... This is so...” He parts his thighs, and I’m taken aback by what I see. The jock. The stud who could have any woman he desires. The macho star, whom everyone idolizes as their hero, is excited. It’s an erection, yet it’s the result of surrendering sexually to someone like me, a sissy femboy. I’m torn between being thrilled and bothered by this unexpected turn of events.

“Get in the bath and start with your legs.”

He obeys. I sit on the tub edge, legs crossed, watching him lather up. There’s something comic in this. The star football player, shaving his legs to please me, to be like me. Who would have thought?

“Do it slow. If you nick yourself, you’ll regret it.”

He shaves. I make him do his pits, his groin, his arms, his face, chest, and the faint line of his happy trail, too. I check for smoothness after he finishes each area. For the grand finale, I make him spread his ass cheeks and shave there too. After shaving what will now be referred to as a sissy hole, he dries off. As he does, I drench his body with a flowery mist that fills the room with a bittersweet, girlish perfume.

“You’re going to be perfect,” I announce, and he shudders in the spray, almost grateful.

We move to the vanity mirror. I pull out a foundation stick, dot it along his jaw, and blend with practiced fingers. His skin is smooth, softer than I’d guessed. The bright red lipstick pops against his lips, making his mouth look fuller, more indecent. I run a brow pencil over his arches, teasing them into a gentle curve. Then, mascara and a shimmery eye shadow that makes his lids pop with a sort of glistening innocence. Every detail is precise, and I choose colors to maximize his femininity. I step back, appraising my handiwork, and for a second, I have to swallow. The effect is nasty: he’s unrecognizable. He’s not pretty, but sexy in a sort of filthy way. The lewd lass who turns guys into horny beasts.

He blinks at his reflection, lips parted, and then his eyes widen. “Holy shit,” he says, voice wavering.

I grab a makeup wipe, drag it across a stray smudge at his jaw, and cock my head. “So I was worried, but damn, you look good.”

He says nothing. Just stares. The towel wrapped around his waist tented with the unmistakable evidence of his arousal.

“Sit,” I say, and he obeys, tucking his erection between his legs.

I fluff a cheap synthetic wig over his head. The transformation is impressive; the quarterback is no more, he’s more like a hooker getting ready to step out the door for a night of street walking.

“Now the corset,” I say, and Jared stands, dropping the towel. His erection stands straight forward. He tries to cover it, but I smack his hand away. “Dirty girl.”

His cock twitches after I call him a girl. Or was it being called dirty, or a combination of both?

I thread the black lace through the eyelets, cinch him in tighter than necessary.

“Can you breathe?”

“Barely.”

“Perfect.”

Then I slide the silicone breast forms into the bra cups.

He steps into the thong and garter, nearly tripping over his own feet, then I help him smooth the thigh-high stockings into place. The dress is next—a shimmery, black bodycon number that clings to him in all the right places and dangerously above mid-thigh. When it’s all on, he sways once and catches himself in the mirror, turning his hips this way and that, hands smoothing down the curve of his waist. But there’s one problem: the tent pole ruins the feminine look.

Shaking my head, I say, “That just won’t do.”

I hand him the chastity cage. “You know how to put it on?”

He nods, then looks at me, eyes wide: “Can you… Do it?”

“Of course,” I say, and kneel in front of him, sliding the hard plastic around his cock, guiding the shaft and balls into place. He trembles as I click the lock shut, trapping him in the same miniature pink cage I had worn yesterday. I hang the key on a ribbon and tie it around my neck, letting it dangle just above my chest.

I run my hands down his sides, smoothing the fabric and adjusting the straps. “Now walk to the end of the hall and back. Make it sexy.”

He totters, at first, but quickly finds a rhythm, thighs brushing together, heels pressing, one foot in front of the other until he’s gliding. The only tell is the broadness of his chest and the precarious, top-heavy sway of the breast forms. I fold my arms and appraise.

“We have eight hours,” I say, “to turn you into a passable bimbo.”


Chapter Six

Jared grins, a little wild. “What do I call myself?”

“You look like a Kaylee.” I tilt my head, considering. “Maybe something sluttier. Kendra? Or…”

He bites his lip, rolling the sound in his mouth. “Kendra. I like that.”

I flick the key with my finger, feeling it bounce on my chest. “Then let’s get started, Kendra.”

The next hour is a crash course. I make her watch videos of girls walking, talking, and laughing. We practice sitting and standing. “No, no—don’t flop. Tuck your knees in. You’re not in the locker room.” I force her to eat lunch daintily, holding the spoon between thumb and forefinger, lips pursed, pinky out.

By the time we’re forty minutes in, she’s nailing the micro-expressions: the arched brow, the quick toss of hair, the fluttery hand gesturing nothing and everything. It’s like watching a deep fake generate in real-time, the algorithm learning and smoothing out its own glitches. I don’t let her relax, either. Every time she breaks character, slips into the old, masculine stance, I slap her ass with the same brush Charles used on me.

“Hey!” she yelps.

“Discipline,” I say. “You want to get clocked as a guy before you get three steps in the door wherever we go?”

She shakes her head, chastened but smiling. “What about my voice?”

I play her a few samples, then coach her, syllable by syllable, through a higher pitch. “Light on the consonants. Airy. More breath, less grunt.”

She practices, and by the time she reads out loud from Mia’s Cosmopolitan—“The essential guide to achieving a perfect O, page seventy-two”—she’s almost convincing. My heart does a strange, fluttering thing: pride mixed with a bit of jealousy and a lot of anticipation. She’s close, but not quite there. I suspect Jared, or Kendra, has been doing a lot of practicing on his own.

We break only long enough for me to touch up her makeup, adding an extra layer of gloss. “You’re going to make some poor bastard lose his fucking mind,” I say.

Kendra (it fits, I have to admit) laughs. “I want to wear heels.”

“You’re going to tower over all the guys.”

“I want to. Do you think I’m sexy? I look pretty good. Hell, I’d fuck me.”

I must admit, she looks good. If I can work all the dude out of her by tonight, she’ll be a tall, slender drink of water. Model material. “Okay. If you can walk in them.”

“I practice. I can.”

I hand her a pair of black stilettos from her bag. She wobbles at first, but doesn’t topple, and after a few laps up and down the hardwood, she’s strutting, one hand on her hip, every lurch smoothing out into a sultry glide. I watch, a strange pride swelling in my chest. The heels redefine her: a hips-forward, knees-in, almost predatory grace, the walk that gets you noticed at a bar or followed into the bathroom. My mind considers the possibilities. Two sissies going down on the same cock. Mmmm.

We escalate. I make her hold a wineglass, deliberately, like she’s posing for a bored housewife’s Instagram. Then I correct the tilt of her wrist, the delicate hook of her fingers, the dismissive flick she’s supposed to give to anything beneath her. When she gets it wrong—which she does, a lot—I click my tongue and smack her ass or the cruelest twisting of her caged cock. I discovered that it seems to cause my jock to turn sissy much arousal. At first, my smacks are just noise, but soon the skin under her thong pinks up, and every time I say, “Again, but with feeling, slut,” she shudders, lips parted, and tries harder.

We move to conversation. I make her practice giggling, not laughing, and then interrupting me, but only by touching my arm or flicking her lashes. “You’re not in debate club,” I say. “Sluts don’t fight with words.” She cuts in, blushes, and I reward her with a stroke of her cheek, maybe a brush of gloss to her lips. The cycle of correction becomes a kind of dance, and the more I control her, the more she submits, until the only thing left of Jared is the glint of panic in her eyes every time she realizes how much she enjoys submitting.

By three, I take her outside, making her practice walking the length of the driveway. She doesn’t complain, only stumbles once, and when I threaten to make her march to the end of the block, she shakes her head, a lock of wig-hair falling into her eyes.

“Please,” she says, voice a new octave, “don’t make me.”

“You’re doing it,” I say, “if you want to make it out tonight. You need to be perfect.”

She draws herself up, inhales, and glides down the driveway, hips swaying, the sound of her heels echoing across the cul-de-sac.

She teeters to the sidewalk with a little gasp, planting her stiletto on the pebbled concrete and waiting for the world to tip her off balance. But the world doesn’t. Instead, it stares.

A minivan idles at the curb, engine ticking, the silhouette of a man in aviators behind the wheel, gaze tracking Kendra’s trajectory with lazy, mounting interest. A couple is working on their lawn a few doors down—he in cargo shorts, she in a pink tracksuit two decades out of date—both turning at the click of her heels.

Kendra’s shoulders tense, but she doesn’t hesitate. She walks. Not a stride, not a stomp—something in between, a cadence to draw attention, daring the looker to linger and lust. Her legs, long in the sexy barely there dress, flex under the shimmer of bare, freshly shaven skin. The effect is captivating: a slow-motion tragedy or a living billboard, depending on whom you ask.

The man in the minivan lingers, rolling the window down with the subtlety of someone trying not to be caught. I watch his eyes—hard to miss, they’re nearly glowing as he films the two sluts strolling down the street.

He’s not the only one. The woman in the pink tracksuit hisses something through her teeth, a sound that carries just far enough on the breeze to prickle Kendra’s composure. A husband—boyfriend, whatever, leans on his rake, squinting, licking his lips like he wants a piece of us.

I feel the first pinch of guilt, wondering if Charles’s HOA will field calls about the “hookers” strutting through their neighborhood. The thought gives me a cheap thrill, a mean pulse of pride. Fuck Charles. None of this would have happened if he hadn’t dumped me.

Kendra makes it to the end of the block, pauses, and pivots. There’s a wobble in her ankle—only the briefest threat of collapse—then she steadies, plants her heel, and a smile flickers on her lips as she walks back with twice the sway, the swing of her hips challenging the block to look.

The minivan pulls away, slow, maybe circling for another peek. The pink-tracksuit woman mutters, “Disgusting,” and I see her snatch her phone, fingers flying with the urgent gossip of the damned.

“Nice work, Kendra,” I say as we reach the driveway, breathless and a little wild around the eyes. “You killed it.”

Back inside, I review her progress so far and force her to sit and stand from every chair in the house, never letting her flop or spread her knees. If she fails, I make her redo it, and often, I punctuate the correction with a sharp slap, a twist of her caged cock, or a cold warning: “Do it again, or I’ll post your pictures so all your football and frat buddies can see who you have become. I’ll caption them with Star Quarterback or sissy slut.” She grins. Does the humiliation of it arouse her? It would arouse me. I realize that the lines between punishment and pleasure in sissies like us blur, and punishment is merely a form of taboo pleasure.

I lounge at the breakfast bar, legs stretched out and skirt hiked up, savoring a glass of water and the slow, deliberate way she crosses the kitchen: she’s not even pretending anymore; she is a lady. Well, maybe not so sophisticated. She’ll pass as a cheap slut, the kind you find on her knees in an alley or the bathroom of a nightclub, a line of guys waiting for the use of her mouth, that’s the look we’re going for, anyway.

“I’m impressed. Where do you want to go tonight? There are options. We could hit a bar downtown. Or maybe you want something seedier. There’s a drag show at Club Fix.”

She hesitates only a second. “Which place has the worst men?”

“Define ‘worst.’”

She blushes, “I want to… You know. Go all the way. Be used. I don’t care if it’s in a bathroom or the backseat of a car. I feel this overwhelming urge to be used. Used like a cheap slut. I want to see if I can really do it. Is that crazy?”

“Not for a sissy. That’s our purpose in life.” For a moment, I feel the old me—submissive, desperate to please—rear up inside. But that’s not who I am today, not after all this.

“Well, before you do it with strangers, you’d better prove you can do it right.” I don’t mean to sound so cold, but the words come out like a dare. She looks puzzled, then gives a nervous giggle, as if she thinks I’m joking. “Seriously,” I say, standing. “If you can’t suck a cock without choking, then you won’t be a true sissy slut. The men you want want experienced sluts, they have requirements. A sissy slut, the genuine article, understands this.”


Chapter Seven

She bites her lip, eyes flicking down to the bulge barely contained by my skirt. The switch in her is immediate. She understands her role. Kendra drops to her knees, mouth slightly open, hands fluttering up and down her thigh highs. Even on her knees, the way she bows her head, her posture is pure submission.

I hike the skirt up, no longer caring about modesty, and my cock is half hard already, the memory of last night still written in bruises over my hips and thighs. I let it rest on her cheek; the shaft flushed and the veins thick and pulsing. She nuzzles it, lips parted, tongue flicking out to taste. She’s hesitant, awed, as if she’s never done this before. Maybe she hasn’t, at least not like this.

I thread my fingers into the wig and press her down gently but firmly. She opens wider, her lips glossy and stretched, surrounding the head, inch by inch. She gags almost instantly, but I don’t let up. “No teeth,” I say, voice dominant and demanding in a tone I didn’t know I could make. “Use your tongue, slut. Show me what you learned from those porn videos you watched.”

She obeys, tongue flattened and pressed against the underside, lips curling in a tight, wet ring around the shaft. The first inch vanishes, then another, her lip gloss leaving a sticky, sparkling residue that glistens. Her mascara-laden lashes flutter, and she looks up at me, eyes wide and brimming—not with tears, but with a raw, animal need for approval.

“Good girl,” I whisper, and that does something to her. Her hands scrabble at my thighs, uselessly, as I grip her head tighter, forcing another inch past her lips. She gags again, wet and shuddering, but after a second, she steadies, sucking in her cheeks, working her tongue around the tip. I let her come up for air, just enough to gasp, then push her back down, this time slower, more controlled. Her lips are smeared with gloss and spit; I watch as it drips down her chin onto the fake cleavage pooling in the hollow of her chest.

“Look at you,” I say, my cock deep in her throat. She looks up through the haze of wig and tears, eyes shining with struggle and shame. “All that football, all that macho guy bullshit I hear you bellowing at parties with Mia, and here you are on your knees. Just like you always wanted, huh, Kendra?” The words are bitter in my mouth, but it’s not anger. It’s something closer to satisfaction, the raw justice of seeing someone powerful beg. I make her beg, with her mouth, with every demanding thrust of my hips, every bob of her head.

I take the wig in both hands and set a rhythm, using her like a toy, like the cock sleeve Vanessa said I was. Each thrust gets easier, her throat relaxing, her tongue flattening, her jaw opening wider. I can hear the little whimpers, the way she moans through the gag, and it’s so fucking hot I almost forget to breathe.

“Good girl.” I angle my hips, letting her take a little more, a little deeper. She gags, coughs, and for a moment I think she’ll pull away, but she steadies herself, hands gripping the backs of my thighs. She tries again, slower this time, and I guide her, palm pressing the crown of her head, forcing her down until her nose is buried in the mesh of my skirt.

The sensation is electric. I can feel her throat pulse around me, the desperate, wet effort of her body trying to adapt to its new function. She is utterly, beautifully helpless. For the first time in my life, I am not the one on my knees, not the one gagging and keening for someone else’s pleasure. The power in it makes my knees go weak, and I nearly buckle.

“That’s it,” I command. “No hands unless I say. Just your mouth, bitch.”

She whimpers, the sound vibrating up my length, and I reward her by easing the pressure, letting her catch her breath. Her face is a mess already: lipstick smeared across her cheek, eyes watering, a string of spit drooling down her chin. It’s filthy and flawless.

“Look at you,” I say, rocking my hips against her mouth. “You’re such a fucking cockslut. If Mia could see you now, she’d never believe it.”

She moans, a deep, guttural sound rattles up from her chest. She’s so far gone in her role, in the transformation, that she doesn’t even try to hide it.

“Choke on it,” I instruct, and she does, pushing herself farther until she retches and pulls back, coughing, spit stringing between her lips and the tip of my cock. She looks up, pleading, mascara rivers running down her cheeks. There’s no trace of Jared left, just this raw, ruined slut desperate to serve.

“Is this what you wanted?” I taunt, sliding my cock along the curve of her cheek, leaving a wet trail behind. “You could have any girl on campus, but you want to be a whore. You wanted to be my whore.”

“Yes,” she chokes out, voice hoarse, “please, let me…”

I cut her off, shoving myself back in, deeper this time. She doesn’t struggle. She opens up, lets me use her, allows me own her. And with every thrust, I feel her surrender, her body and mind unraveling in the rhythm of it, in the raw pulse at the back of her throat, the frantic, glassy-eyed hunger in her ruined face.

The heat in my belly spikes, building to a pressure I can’t contain. I grip the sides of her head tight, holding her in place as my cock throbs, thick and impossibly hard, buried to the hilt in her mouth. “This is it, Kendra,” I rasp, voice trembling. “Take it. Take all of it. Good girl, good fucking girl—”

I cum, explosive and unstoppable, hips bucking against her face. She gags, tries to pull back, but I don’t let her—just hold her there, everything spilling down her throat, hot and punishing and desperate. Her eyelids flutter as she swallows, gagging around the pulse of cum, tears spilling down her cheeks in fat, glassy streams. I ride out every wave, every spasm, until I’m emptied and softening, and she collapses, coughing, drool and semen drooling from her ruined mouth.

She kneels there, gasping in huge gulps of air, licking the mess from her lips with a dazed, shaky tongue. There’s nothing left of the quarterback, only a cock-shocked bimbo, kneeling in the kitchen, mascara streaked down her cheeks and lipstick smeared into a clownish, obscene frown.

I crouch down, brushing the hair out of her face, and tilt her chin up. She blinks, eyes red and brimming with pride and humiliation.

“Good girl,” I say, a slow, wicked smile spreading across my face. “You’re ready for prime time.”

She shudders, the words hitting her harder than anything else I’ve done. “Thank you,” she whispers, voice raw. “Thank you, Landry.”

“Shhh.” I press a finger to her lips, savoring her obedience. “But first, we need to fix you up. You look like a raccoon after a bachelorette party.”

She laughs, a hollow, broken sound, and I help her up, guiding her back to the bathroom and the edge of the tub. She sits, legs splayed, hands trembling in her lap. I wet a washcloth and gently wipe the tears and sticky mess from her face.

“Go shower, return here, naked,” I command, and she nods, folding her hands meekly in her lap like a student awaiting punishment.


Chapter Eight

In the mirror, my reflection is a wild thing—skirt hiked up, cock still half-hard, cheeks flushed with the violence of release. I wet my lips and then returned to her, makeup bag in hand.

“We’re going to a frat party,” I say as I begin the transformation for the second time today. As I reapply foundation, “You’re going to show everyone what a little slut you are,” I grab the base of Kendra’s cock, knowing all too well what that pressure means. She’s enjoying herself. I lean in closer, squeezing her caged cock while my lips brush against his ear. “You’re going to be mine. I say suck his cock. You obey. Understand?”

Kendra nods.

I could see the desire in Kendra’s eyes, the need to submit, to be dominated, and it only made me hard again. What had happened to the submissive sissy femboy from two days ago?

Done with the foundation, I wrap my hand around the base of Kendra’s cock, and feel the pressure build as I say, “I am your pimp tonight, and you’re going to do exactly what I say. You’re going to be my little whore, my slut, my toy. You’re going to let them use you, fuck you, cum all over you. And you’re going to love every fucking second of it.”

I could feel her cock tensing under its prison, throbbing in my hand as I teased and edged her.

I move on to the eyes, as I say, “You’re going to be the star of the party, everyone’s going to want a piece of you. They’re going to line up to fuck you, to use you, to make you their little slut. And you’re going to take it all, aren’t you?”

She nods again.

I finish up with Kendra and dig out a slutty dress from Mia’s closet. Shower. Do my makeup, and then I double-check both of us. Before we leave, I grab Kendra’s arms. “Now we can’t let anyone know we’re guys. It’ll be our little sissy deceit. In and out. Suck cock and out. Got it? We’re two sluts from out of town, visiting. We’re going to pull a little sissy deception.”

“Maybe we tell everyone we lost a bet and have to suck everyone’s cock?” Kendra’s smile stretches wide across her face, her eyes sparkling with anticipation, as if she were on the brink of experiencing the most extraordinary night of her life.

“I like it. I like you, you’re nastier than I am.”

We arrive at the frat party and the guys at the door demand a feel of our asses as an entrance fee. Dumb muscle, never subtle, never graceful. The first guy to grab my ass at the door does it with both hands, like he’s weighing two hams, like he’s not even worried I’ll twist away or call him out. He’s got the look of a surplus action figure: varsity letterman jacket and a jaw you could use as a bottle opener. There’s a flicker of confusion when he feels the absence of panty line, the weird androgynous firmness of my thighs, but it doesn’t slow him down. “Damn, cutie, what’s your name?” he bellows, breath hot with cheap whiskey. His friend, a stocky lacrosse type, gives Kendra the same treatment, but she’s ready for it. She giggles, fake as a drag queen’s lashes—and wiggles her hips, letting his hand linger.

Inside, the temperature reaches into the triple digits, with the air thick and swirling with cologne, vape clouds, liquor, and testosterone. I see three other girls, and they’re already paired off with different studs and pressed tight into a corner. So we have no competition. The rest are men: every flavor, every breed, all on the hunt. And with only three women here, I bet they’re already hard.

If I had any doubts about Kendra’s ability to pass, they vanish the second we move through the crowd. The wolves don’t even pause. Hands slip to her waist, her lower back, her thigh. She doesn’t break character once, not for a single second. She sidesteps a clumsy pass, pivots, then drops a hand to the stranger’s biceps and leans in, whispering something in his ear that makes him laugh. Three different guys offered us a drink and made suggestive comments before we had even the chance to settle into the place. I have a feeling this is going to be one wild night.

Kendra’s made for this, I realize. The attention, the hunger, the wet heat of all those eyes crawling her up and down. She soaks it in like a prize showgirl, a sponge for sex craved men. She tosses her hair, arches her back, and lets her laugh go a little longer than necessary. You’d never know she was a quarterback; you’d never know she’d spent her life building up her fake masculinity and machismo to keep this exact scenario from happening. Now she’s thrown herself into the pit with the lions, and she’s fucking loving it.

The atmosphere is immediate: predatory, expectant, and distorted by the haze of fraternity boys and sexually deprived college men boasting about sexual encounters they never had. After tonight, they’d have stories to tell.

A guy wraps his arms around Kendra, grabs her ass, and brags about his cock size. Kendra doesn’t flinch. She leans into the touch, giggles, letting the guy cup her as long as he likes. She’s unrecognizable from the quarterback. She’s not even pretending to be shy; the transformation is complete, and she basks in the attention, in the hands grazing her back, the bold, unfiltered stares. We are here to be hunted, and she is first in line for the slaughter.

There’s a red Solo cup in my hand, then in hers. Kendra takes a swig, lips leaving a perfect print of gloss on the rim. Men—boys, really—start clustering around us, jaws slack with the open hunger you only see in packs. They shout over the music, trying to outdo each other with jokes, questions, challenges, as if we’re prizes to be won by the loudest contestant. A guy in a backwards camo cap leans in, breath hot in my ear, “Never seen you girls before. You in from out of town?”

Kendra does the thing we practiced—the little laugh, the glance through the lashes, the touch to his bicep like she’s measuring its worth. “Just visiting,” she breathes, voice feather-light. “Spring break, you know? I lost a bet.”

Two of them close ranks, flanking us, and the one with the cap—Cody, I learn, because he won’t stop saying his name and how many girls he’s fucked—puts his arm around her waist, fingers grazing the garter under her hem. I watch her blush, then melt into him, and I realize with a jolt that she’s not acting. Not even a little. She wants this, needs it, and her eyes are already glazed with longing. The old Jared would have been sick with shame by now; Kendra just wants to see how far she can go.

I lean into Cody and fan the flames, “You know what bet she lost?”

“Nah.”

“She has to suck any guy’s cock that asks her.”

“Damn. Any guy?”

“Yep. Just got to ask her. No touching the pussy or tits. Just good head.”

“You?”

“I lost the same bet.”

My words spread like wildfire, and there’s a sudden, collective hush, like someone’s snapped their fingers and the party’s running on slow-mo for half a beat. The essence of my words settles over the entire house: our mouths are open for business, and all you have to do is ask.

Cody’s face breaks into a feral, gap-toothed grin. He hollers “No fuckin’ way,” and immediately holds up a finger, like a kid calling dibs on the front seat. From the living room, a table of ping-pong warriors gets wind of the challenge and almost spills their beer in the rush to get up. A fraternity of boys, united by the prospect of two sluts and the possibility of actually getting their cock sucked, lights up the room.


Chapter Nine

The room quiets, the silence palpable.

No one speaks. I hear gulps. Frat boys fidget, wondering if we’re joking. I see it in their eyes. Is this real? Are we getting punked? Do we just have to ask?

Then the guy with the camo hat steps forward. Stands in front of Kendra. His words are simple, but they come out as a stutter. A demand, but sounding more like a question. “Suck my cock.”

Kendra looks at me, cocks her head, and then, with a mischievous grin on her face, kneels in front of the camo hat guy and unzips his pants with ease, like she’s been waiting for this moment all her life. She fumbles around inside his pants, as he and three other guys watching the performance, say, “Oh fuck.”

In half a minute, his cock was out, stiff and throbbing. She looks up at him, her eyes filled with lust as she reaches out and grabs his shaft firmly in her hand, giving it a couple of gentle strokes.

“Mmmm,” she moans. I can tell she’s savoring the moment, the feeling of his hot, hard flesh in her hand. “You look like you’ve been waiting for this.”

The camo hat guy couldn’t help but nod in agreement. He was beyond turned on by the way Kendra was taking control. He watches her wrap her luscious lips around the head of his cock, sucking on it gently at first before taking more of it into her mouth.

“Oh fuck!” he exclaims, his hips bucking forward involuntarily. Kendra chuckles around his cock and places a soft hand on his abdomen, holding him still while she bobs her head up and down his shaft.

“That’s it, just relax and enjoy it.” She glances at me. Her eyes seemed to be relaying a message, well? How about you? While her mouth worshipped his cock, like it was a holy relic, taking him in deep, long strokes with a devout desire.

Cody steps up. Faces me and says, “Suck my cock. You lost the bet, remember.”

I get the hint and fall to my knees. Now there are two hot as fuck sissies, on our knees, shoulder to shoulder, ready to do battle with a house full of swinging dicks.

As Kendra works her magic on her camo hat fratboy, with each bob of her head, I sense he’s getting closer to the edge.

I don’t even have to move. Cody’s cock materializes, the crude bulge of gym shorts dropping as he yanks himself free. He’s not hard yet, but the act of exposing himself to two sluts eager for fratboy cock, in the middle of a party, is enough to get him there in seconds.

Kendra took more of her camo hat guy into her mouth, teasing his balls with her tongue, rolling them around in her mouth, eliciting gasps of pleasure and cheers from the growing crowd. Her other hand moved up to stroke his shaft in time with her bobs, adding a whole new level of passion to the experience.

A crowd forms. Not a mob, but a careful, hungry semi-circle of voyeurs and future participants, each clutching their drink and trying not to look too eager. Phones are out, screens angled toward the action. There’s a soundtrack of disbelief—“No way, dude,” “Is this real?”—but mostly it’s the sound of our wet, eager mouths, and the high, glassy giggle that escapes Kendra every time she pulls off, gasping for air.

“Kendra,” Camo hat guy moans, his voice ragged with desire. “I’m gonna-”

She cut him off by swallowing him whole, taking his entire length down her throat. His legs tremble, hips thrusting forward involuntarily.

I return my focus to Cody, the taste a familiar one for me. There’s a prideful pleasure in the way Cody’s cock swells under my tongue. The line of guys hoots, making it a humiliating way to give a blowjob. But the disgrace only adds to the delight. The throng of horny cheer and clap as if they’re doing us a favor by letting us choke on them. Maybe they are. I suck on Cody, keeping my eyes on Kendra.

Her grip on Camo hat guy’s hips tightens as she moves up and down on his cock, milking him for all he was worth. The sweet suction of her mouth was too much. “Fuck,” he groans, losing control. Bucking. Moaning. Every muscle tenses. His body jerks hard, every muscle tight as he pours his seed into Kendra’s mouth. Kendra pulls off with a pop and looks up at him, a sly smile on her face. She licks her lips, tasting him for a moment before leaning forward and pressing a wet, warm kiss against the tip of his cock.

“Mmmm, delicious.”

Camo hat guy couldn’t agree more, still breathing hard as Kendra slides his spent cock back into his pants and zips him up.

Kendra smiles, still licking her lips, and says, “Next.”

I return my attention to Cody, swirling my tongue around the head. He howls—a real, unselfconscious bellow—then slams a palm on the wall, steadying himself. I can feel my cock throbbing, desperate and useless, while the rest of me is entirely present: the salt of his sweat, the acrid zing of precum, the wild, forbidden pride of knowing everyone is watching.

Meanwhile, Kendra has moved on to number two and is losing herself, her eyes shut, tongue lapping at the base of her fratboy’s shaft as if it’s a lollipop. She takes him with no hesitation, no flinch, and the guy nearly collapses, his knees buckling at the pure, practiced efficiency of her technique. She’s in the zone, and it’s nasty, the way she moans around his length, letting globs of spit drool down her chin, gluing the head of his cock to the roof of her mouth. All around us, frat boys edge in closer, each angling to be next, to catch a glimpse or a whiff of the action, their faces echoing the same dumbstruck awe that only genuine male foolishness can muster. In that moment, I realize: it’s not just a dare, not just a hook-up, not even a humiliation anymore. It’s a fucking extravaganza, and we are the main event.

I let Cody’s cock pop free, savoring the gasp and the way his hands clench the wall for support. His balls slap against my chin when I go down on him again, and he twitches, spilling a hot, salty preamble over my tongue. I swirl it, make a show of sucking him clean, and then I look up, lips smeared and glistening. He’s not even pretending to be calm: his jaw is slack, his eyes glazed, sweat beading already along his scalp. “Holy shit,” he groans, voice raw. “You’re a fucking freak.”

It should hurt me. Shame me. But I like it. I guess I am a freak as I swallow his spurting cum.

I let go of his cock with a pop, letting the string of cum hang between my lips and his cock. “No,” I say, sucking the string of cum into my mouth like spaghetti, with deliberate slowness, “just experienced.”

I hear a half dozen phones beep for photos, the crowd so close I can smell their anticipation—cologne, macho sweat, the metallic sound of a beer can opening.

At my left, Kendra is deep into her second blowjob, or third? She’s got her arms wrapped around the thighs of a guy in cargo shorts, and her face is a sticky, beautiful ruin. She’s loving it, every second.

I glance down the line—yes, it’s a line now—of guys milling with hands in their pockets, hiding their erections, each sneaking glances at the performance happening in their frat house. I lock eyes with the next in line, a redhead with sleeve tattoos and a look of pure, dumb hope. “You waiting for something?” I say, voice laced with spit and cum.

He shuffles closer, already hard. I don’t even ask his name. I just open my mouth, tongue out, and let him guide himself in. He’s got a curve to him, a subtle upturn, and when I take him to the hilt, he yelps, almost spilling his drink. The crowd loves it. They jeer and moan, some pretending to look away, a few feigning offense. However, they were all fascinated by the two sluts down on their knees paying their debt to a lost bet. If they only knew.

I’m slightly nervous about what happens if some overzealous fratboy breaks the rules and reaches for my groin, or Kendra’s. There’s no turning back now.

Kendra is deep in another guy, and she seems to have mastered her own rhythm, bobbing with a hungry, relentless energy, her hands cupping the guy’s balls and massaging them like she’s done it a thousand times. She pulls off at intervals to gasp for breath, drooling and giggling before diving back in. The guys are in heaven; two beautiful, eager mouths.

A few rounds in, someone dares Kendra to a double. Two cocks at once, one in her mouth, one in her hand. She doesn’t hesitate, just opens up, lets the first guy push deep while she jerks the other, swapping between them with a flick of the tongue. The room goes wild. There are cheers, phones out in the open now, a chant rising: “Kendra! Kendra! Kendra!” She beams, the star quarterback reborn as the world’s most enthusiastic Cock sleeve.

I match her, take two at a time, my jaw aching, my pride swelling. The guy in my mouth cums so fast he nearly yelps, and the next is already shoving his way in, eager for a taste.

I lose count after the third cock. They blur together, each with its own rhythm, its own texture, its own tiny moment of panic or surrender as it’s devoured by someone who knows exactly how to make a straight boy come undone. Some finish in seconds, others draw it out, making me work for it, but every face above me shares the same dumb, wondering awe. Kendra goes through more than I do, her lips ringed with pink and white, her cheeks utterly ruined, but she looks happier—no, more alive—than I’ve ever seen her. I catch her eyes late in the game when we both have cocks in our mouths, and she winks, a little mascara running down her face, and I wink back, both of us in on the same unbelievable trick.

At some point, the crowd dissolves. The frat boys shuffling off one by one, their pants half-zipped, faces shining with pride or relief, or just the afterglow of the performance. A few linger, staring at us with the haunted gratitude of men who’ve witnessed a blessing.

There’s cum everywhere: on our dresses, on the floor, pooled in the curve of my breast forms and running, white and viscous, down Kendra’s chin. The taste is everywhere, and the inside of my mouth feels raw, scoured, a little swollen. I suck a finger, savoring the salt, and then stand, a little wobbly in my heels.

Kendra wipes her mouth with the back of her hand, then licks her palm clean, giggling like the world’s most satisfied porn star. “Best party ever,” she says.

A few guys try, lamely, to talk to us, but neither of us has anything left to say. We grab our purses, sashay out the front door, and into the night. The air outside is cool, the sky a flat, oyster-shell gray, and for the first time all day, I feel almost calm. My arm hooks through Kendra’s, and we stagger down the street together, heads high, the night echoing with the memory of our own private, perfect chaos.

We ride in silence back to Mia’s. The Uber driver says nothing, but I watch him scrutinizing us in the rearview mirror, his eyes flicking from the road to the mirror every five seconds, hungry, puzzled, and perhaps a little hopeful for payment in something other than cash. But we’re spent.

Kendra rests her head on my shoulder. “Thank you,” she whispers. “I’ve never felt this good.”

I laugh, “You’re welcome, slut.”

She giggles, then falls asleep with her mouth open, snoring softly. Her makeup is a disaster, her chest splotched with the evidence of our adventure, but there’s something peaceful about her, a kind of impossible serenity. She looks, for the first time, like she belongs in her own skin.


Chapter Ten

In the morning, Jared wakes up, takes a shower, and leaves quickly. He races back in twenty minutes later, panting.

“I almost forgot.” He drops his pants.

I laugh, “Maybe I should take that off, huh?”

I unlock his cock, and he kisses me and says, “I hope we can do this again. But you can’t tell anyone. Promise.”

“Your secrets are safe with me.”

And…

I’m left alone in the quiet of the mansion with nothing to distract my thoughts. But it’s alright; this is my last day of spring break—a chance to chill before heading back to campus tomorrow morning. I rinse away the remnants of last night’s wild adventures in a hot shower, feeling the water slide over me like a gentle reset button.

As I scramble some eggs and toast bread for breakfast, absorbing the comforting aroma of butter on hot toast, my phone buzzes with a new text message from an unknown number. The message is mysterious: “I saw your performance last night and have a proposal for you.”

My heart skips—it seems impossible since I never shared my number with anyone there. A knot tightens in my stomach as images flood back—me on my knees surrounded by men, their cocks prominent in both sight and touch. The memory tastes bittersweet on my tongue—a mix of exhilaration and exposure that lingers unsettlingly.

The text goes on…

“If you don’t want everyone at your college to see these images, type yes.”

I stand at the kitchen counter, my phone trembling in my hand. My heart hammers in my throat. Part of me wants to ignore the warning. But I know the damage these pictures could do, not just to me, but to Jared, to Mia, hell, maybe even to Cody and the rest. I type a single word—YES, all caps, no punctuation—and hit send.

As I sat anxiously waiting for a response, a knot tightened in my stomach. Had the web of deceit I had spun finally unraveled, catching up to me at last? My mind raced with questions. What did he want? Or was it a she?

Money? I have none.

The uncertainty gnawed at me, each passing second amplifying my anxiety.

Or do they want sex?

Though I have plenty of experience in that area, I found myself torn as I considered the possibilities. It could lead to an exhilarating end to my spring break, an evening filled with forbidden encounters. Yet, the thought of diving into such wildness left me unsure, caught between the thrill and the potential consequences.


A Sissy's Deceit Book Five


Chapter One

In the morning, Jared wakes up, takes a shower, and leaves quickly. He races back in twenty minutes later, panting.

“I almost forgot.” He drops his pants.

I laugh, “Maybe I should take that off, huh?”

I unlock his cock, and he kisses me and says, “I hope we can do this again. But you can’t tell anyone. Promise.”

“Your secrets are safe with me.”

And…

I’m left alone in the quiet of the mansion with nothing to distract my thoughts. But it’s alright; this is my last day of spring break—a chance to chill before heading back to campus Saturday afternoon. I rinse away the remnants of last night’s raucous sex in a hot shower, the steaming shower like a reset button.

Breakfast consists of two scrambled eggs and two slices of lightly toasted bread. Before I take my first bite of eggs, my phone buzzes with a text from an unknown number. The mysterious message informs me: “I saw your performance last night and have a proposal for you.”

A knot binds my stomach as images flood back—me on my knees surrounded by frat boys, their cocks out, their phones out recording me and Jared. That someone saw my performance was not so strange. Hell, the entire population of the frat house most probably had their cock in my or Jared’s mouth at one time or another throughout the taboo night. But it’s inconceivable that someone could know who I am or Jared, A.K.A. Kendra, since we were in full drag and smart enough to go to a college campus not our own. I’m sure that, despite many of the satisfied frat boys asking for my number, I never shared it with anyone there, and I’m sure Kendra never did either.

The text goes on…

“If you don’t want everyone at your college to see these images, type yes.”

I stand at the kitchen counter, my phone trembling in my hand. My heart hammers in my chest. Part of me wants to ignore the warning. But I know the damage these pictures could do, not just to me, but to Jared, to Mia, and even to the frat boys. What if it got out that they let a femboy, namely me, and a first-time crossdresser, Jared, suck them off?

I type a single word—YES, all caps, no punctuation—and hit send.

As I sat anxiously waiting for a response, that knot in my stomach tightened further. Had the web of deceit I’d spun finally unraveled, catching up to me at last? My mind raced with questions. What did he want? Or was it she?

Money? I have none.

The uncertainty gnawed at me, each passing second amplifying my anxiety.

Or do they want sex?

Though I have plenty of experience in that area, I found myself torn as I considered the possibilities. If they think blackmailing a slut like me into having sex hurts, they picked the wrong person. As I fill my grumbling stomach, I consider that another night of humiliating sex might not be so bad. It could lead to an exciting end to my spring break. An evening filled with forbidden encounters.


Chapter Two

A new text popped up less than two minutes later. “Wear something slutty and meet me at Café Astra, noon.” There’s an address. That’s it. No explanation. No threat, no signature, just an imperative and a clock. I checked the time—10:37. That left barely enough to dry my hair and figure out what the fuck to wear. Maybe that was the point.

I considered not showing. My thumb hovered over the junk and block link, ready to send the number into oblivion before it could escalate. Yet a persistent, dull ache lingered between my thighs, an insatiable hunger for the thrill of risk, the intoxicating lure of shame, and the forbidden allure of the taboo.

I have to hurry, so I rush to Mia’s closet and sift through the items, eliminating the day-to-day clothes and focusing on the club stuff. I want to present as the thing they think they own, to remind them of the power they assume they have, while also, let’s be honest, getting off on my exhibitionism. I yanked out a short tennis skirt that barely covered the lie of who I was between my thighs and paired it with a white sexy short-sleeved crop top. Underneath, I decide to go it safe and choose a white thong tucking gaff from my stuff.

I do my makeup, drawing a cat-eye with a daring slash of black ink. Next, I select a lipstick—a shade of pink so bold it almost clashes with my skin.

By 11:30, I’m ready. While I wait for the Uber, I replay the party in my head. That feverish, sexual blur with the frat boys and the anonymous phones, hands and cocks everywhere, the taste of cum, testosterone, the musky tang of bodies and sweat—and the way my knees burned against the worn-out, beer-stained rug, eyes, hands and need for my mouth, pinning me to the floor. Who the fuck was filming me? Everyone! One thing we were careful about was going somewhere where no one would know us, so the question was, who sent the text? Why? How did they know me? Had it been one of the frat guys?

I replayed their faces, and realized I don’t remember the faces, but put their cocks in a lineup and I could say for sure which one was dangling in front of me, which one I swallowed, and how their cum tasted. Faces. I wasn’t much thinking about it; I was pretty much filled with lust in my quest for cock.

Maybe it was a girl? Some sorority prank? There was no way around it. Someone had followed me to Mia’s place. But why?

It dawned on me that whoever sent the text had formed their plans the night before. Were they watching now? Laughing? Maybe that was the point: to see how far they could push me.

I call an Uber and wait out front, checking the street, looking for cars parked out of place. No one’s watching. Or I wasn’t seeing them. I shiver, feeling naked in my skirt and crop, a walking billboard for my own sinful decisions.

Why had I done it? But then I know the answer to that: I relish it. Giving myself so freely. But it doesn’t matter if I like it or not, society, the people I go to school with, or most of them won’t see it my way. I kept thinking of Monday, of showing up to first period and someone whispering: was that Landon on the video, “the slut from the party video” in some anonymous group chat? Would the rumors mutate and breed like bacteria in the dim light of dorm rooms and group texts until my name got worn down to nothing but a disgusting thrill in everyone’s minds?

I told myself it wouldn’t hurt if I took ownership and spun it as bravado, sexual liberation, a progressive edge. But under the mask of bravado, I was terrified. The mewling, eager sissy on her knees from the party was a dark twin I simply couldn’t control. Once I slip into full femme mode, my sexual needs, urges, cravings, or whatever you want to call them, are unstoppable, a force of nature. I wasn’t sure if I wanted to kill her or wear her out in public, see how she functioned under classroom lighting.


Chapter Three

The Uber arrives and I steel myself, wondering what my blackmailer will want of me as last night replays in my mind too many frat boys—none of them classmates, I’m sure of that. Did someone follow me after the party, see me slipping out with Jared? Had I lost track of a face in the crowd, a jealous ex, or a random freak with a hidden camera? I should know by now that anonymity is a myth.

A new message rips through my reverie: “I’m waiting. Table for two in the back.”

No signature, again. So, I picture them—a silent watcher, lurking, watching the taboo action, the blowbang, cataloguing each flick of my tongue, recording each time I gag on a cock, each time I swallow a load of cum, the way my mascara streaks my face like a trophy, looking all too satisfied. I loved putting on a show, but maybe last night I blurred the line between performance and exposure.

The Uber drops me two blocks from Café Astra, and the spring chill snakes up under my skirt. I stroll more than walk, each step a calculated sway, half because I know someone might be watching, half because I want to savor the suspense curling inside me.

I can spot the tables through the window—inside, customers nurse iced lattes and the baristas float in crisp blue aprons. In the back, facing the entrance, my blackmailer, her eyes shielded by huge, bug-eyed sunglasses. She’s nursing a triple espresso and scrolling through her phone.

It’s a girl from the party, I recognize her, but why did a woman film the bet? Seeing her here, clean and casual in daylight, sends a jolt straight through me—she looks like she could be anyone, a random sophomore skipping class. But her eyes track my body with the same hunger as before. I slide into the booth. She sets her phone carefully on the table and takes off her glasses.

“You look even better in daylight,” she says, leaning in, voice low and rough with sleep deprivation. “You don’t have to be so nervous.”

I smile, try to play it tough, “I’m not nervous. I’m just…impressed. Most people don’t go for the anonymous-power-play vibe this early in the day.”

She laughs, a real snort, and I see now she’s barely older than me. “You’re Landry, right? Or Landon? I’m sorry for the drama—I just needed to know you’d show.”

I lock eyes with her, searching for a tell, but all I see is conviction. “Okay. I’m here. So what the fuck do you want? Money? I’m fucking broke, so you picked the wrong sissy to blackmail.”

She leans in close enough that her perfume, sharp and lemony, cuts through the smell of espresso.

“The video’s disgusting,” she says, tapping something invisible on her phone. “But I have to say, you know how to work a cock, but you already knew that. I never could do anything like that. Not me. I find it gross if you ask me.”

“Okay. You want lessons? Money? What?”

She laughs. “Lessons. No fucking way. I don’t suck cock. And I don’t want money.” She looks up. “I’m not here to shake you down.”

“That’s good ’cause I’m broke.”

“How do guys act like that? I mean, get so horny they don’t even know a guy is doing those things to them. Men are pigs.”

“Yep. So, what are you trying to do, save my soul or what?”

“Nope. I went to the party with my boyfriend. I left, and he stayed.”

“Ah… I see. You want vengeance because your boyfriend…”

“Ex-boyfriend. No, that’s not it. I know someone who wants… Well, wants you for something.”

I don’t know what to say, so I don’t. I press my thighs together, every muscle quivering with shame and suspense. “So, what do you want?”

“I’m here on behalf of someone else,” she continues. “Her husband was jacking off to the video that he got from his younger brother, my boyfriend.”

“Ex-boyfriend.”

“Yep. I draw the line at him getting head from a guy. Sorry, no offense. However, I can see how you fooled the entire frat house. Both of you. I’m impressed, I know some girls can’t look that sexy.”

“Thank you. But the question remains, how did you know who I was? That worries me.”

“Hank, my ex, got your number from your phone, while you were…”

“On my knees.”

“Yep. And I followed you home and jotted down the license plate of the Uber. I have a friend who can do some amazing things with hacking, and from there, I got your name from your credit card, and from there, it wasn’t hard. I’ll be honest, I wanted to fuck you up for…”

“Sucking off your boyfriend?”

“That’s why I followed you. If my sister-in-law hadn’t wanted you, I probably would have.”

“Fucked me up.”

“Yep. Or let your video loose on social media. Anyway, I told Grace, my sister-in-law, about my anger. Grace, her husband, Ken, Hank’s brother, is married to Grace. I sent it to her.”

She shrugs, her posture so relaxed I wonder if she’s just here for the drama. “No one cares—except Grace, who was obsessed with the video for a reason you’ll find out about in a few minutes.”

I process this, imagining a chain of thirsty, bored suburbanites passing my humiliation around like a trending meme.

“So, what does she want to spank me?” I almost hope it’s true.

“I’m not sure what tonight will involve, honestly. I’m just the messenger. It might involve a little deception on your part. You seem to be good at that.”

“How…”

“Hank, my boyfriend, well, my ex-boyfriend, was at the party, you performed…”

“We covered that, hey, I’m sorry. If this is about jealousy or vengeance.”

“Ken has a fetish… Maybe I should let Grace tell you. I plan on telling Hank about you after you’re done with your little deception tonight. If you agree, you must have questions,” she says, sipping the foam from her coffee. “But I’ll save you the guessing. I won’t post the pictures or videos. They’re for leverage, not art.” She doesn’t even blink. “Oh, I’m Nadine, by the way.”

My hands drum on the table, unable to sit still. “What do you want, Nadine?”

“Hank’s brother’s wife, Grace…”

“Okay. Grace. Hank. Ken. I get it, what do you want?” I’m getting impatient.

“Grace, she’s a little older, she wants…. Better if she tells you.”

She dials a number and hands me her phone.


Chapter Four

“Hello. What do you want?” No sense beating around the bush.

The woman on the other end gets right to business. “My name is Grace. Grace Abernathy. Your performance last night impressed me.”

“Impressed?”

“Yes.”

“So what did you have in mind? Your husband is having a party, and you want me to be the entertainment?”

“No. No. What most impressed me was the work you did with Jared. The way you made him look and….”

“You know Jared? I’d appreciate it if that didn’t get out. I mean, hell, let’s be honest, the way I dress on campus, everyone… I suppose everyone expects that from me, but not Jared. It would kill him.”

“Oh no. I wouldn’t, but I would be grateful if you could help me with a little deception. It will involve a three-way, on my terms. Tonight.”

It’s not an ask, not really. “You want me to what, perform for you?” My voice falters.

The woman sticks right to business, “I want you to dress like you did at the party. Come to the address I’ll send and do anything—everything—you’re told. Once. I’ll guarantee you’ll enjoy yourself. Sorry about the drama. If you say no, we’re done. The footage goes in the trash. If you say yes, you go home, and an Uber picks you up at 7:30. No more messages, no more threats. Deal?”

It feels so businesslike, so procedural, so mechanical. And yet, under the table, my cock presses against my gaff like a time bomb. I can picture it already: a big house, a king-sized bed, a man and his wife. A threesome. The possibilities are endless. I let my mind spin: Do I take the role of the wife’s plaything, the husband’s secret kink?

Is it two girls for him, or am I the girl for her, or does the wife want to prove something, to herself or her husband, to put herself above, to test the limits of their love and his desire?

The permutations thrill and scare me.

In one, I am laid out between them, legs parted, face painted, the man’s cock in my mouth while the wife rides my cock, her fingernails raking my skin, each mark a fresh signature.

In another, I am the mutual gift, hands wandering, mouths pressed against new flesh, all of us tangled in sweat and kink.

Maybe the game is humiliation—perhaps he’s not in on it at all, maybe she thinks he’s cheating, or maybe his wife needs to see his boundaries shatter in real time.

I picture myself on my knees for both of them—her in a silk robe, him standing awkwardly above me, both of them unsure at first, then hungry, using me. I became the experiment, the curiosity, the kinky twist to spice up their marriage. I picture a dozen little humiliations: serving drinks in a French maid outfit, cleaning up after the mess on the sheets, being summoned at the snap of their fingers, their toy, their slut, their unwitting accomplice in whatever game they played.

I could see it so clearly. Maybe the wife would guide things at first, her hands practiced, eyes cold, making me perform for her husband with the crisp efficiency of a porn director—right arm here, hair down, tongue out, eyes up, arch your back for him, darling. Maybe she’d fuck me with a strapon right in front of him, make him lick my slicked-out hole after, make him beg, or make him watch, humiliate him with how pretty I was, how much more convincingly feminine I could be. Maybe she’d have me crawl for it. Or maybe she’d pit us against each other, a performance review in the flesh: “Show me how much you want it, sweetie. Let me see you take him better than I do.”

Or the reverse: Maybe the wife was the jealous type, and this was a test, her way of scotching her husband’s wandering gaze, of shocking him into devotion. I could hear the scenario already: She tells him it will be a fun surprise, books me as the “call girl,” then at the last moment reveals the truth—look who your dick has been in….

I realize she’s talking, “That’s it.”

“Sorry. Can you repeat that?”

“All of it?”

“Sorry, I kind of got lost in a fantasy.”

“Okay, so my husband has been crossdressing behind my back, my husband, Ken. A fucking crossdresser. I think it goes way beyond that. But he’s a coward, Landry. He hides it. I’d be down for it. But when I approach him, he freezes up. Denies it. I want to see if he’ll do it for a stranger. Maybe he’s too ashamed to admit it to me. My role will be…let’s say, a little more spectator than you might expect. I was hoping you could provide him with a reason to let go. Be the catalyst. Play along, get him to hit on you, then make the big reveal and…” A pause. “Then you’ll let me step in. The game changes, then I’ll come home. Catch him, and then I take over, and you do what you’re told. Might be a regular thing.”

Regular thing, I think. Doesn’t sound all that bad. But then I worry maybe they’re ugly, or sad, or old, or desperate. I picture a couple with the sexual energy of a tax audit: a graying man with a paunch and sunburned scalp, a wife with hard eyes and smoker’s breath, both of them so bored with each other the only thrill left is tricking a degenerate like me to be the atomic bomb in their cold war. Or maybe it’s worse—a couple who look like stars in their country club, both hot and affluent and unconcerned, their faces cruel with good genes and better lawyers. Is it better if they look like someone I’d want to fuck? Or is it worse?

“Well?”

I say, “You know what I look like.”

“That’s a reasonable request. Hang on.” She says.

Half a minute later, a text message with an attachment appears on my phone. I check out the picture, a couple is standing on a pier somewhere, maybe on vacation. Grace stands tall and robust, wearing black slacks and a silk blouse so vividly white it appears photoshopped, with silver hair styled in a tight bun. Her expression suggests the incompetence of others does not amuse her. I immediately clocked her as the alpha in this equation. Next to her, the husband stands with a hand on her waist, almost a prop: he’s got the earnest, self-conscious air of a man used to being the less interesting person in photos, and a mouth set in a careful smile. The more I stare at them, the more bizarre the pairing becomes. She looks like she runs a billion-dollar hedge fund, or perhaps a pharmaceutical startup; he looks like he’s still waiting for a promotion that will never come. The trophy wife and the beta husband, I think, but maybe that’s what they want me to think. The message is clear enough: you’ll do what she says, and he’ll play along.

It slips out before I catch myself, “How big is it… His cock?” Assuming that’s what we’ll be doing.

Grace says nonchalantly, “If everything goes as planned, you’ll have it locked up tight for me, and that’s when I catch you two. I’m counting on your skills with deception to make this happen.”

“So he’s not worried about you coming home?”

“Nope, he thinks I’ll be out of town on business, and the real question for tonight, if your skills with deception are up to par, is how big is yours? That’s the question for the night.”

I’m getting a better picture; this might not be an ordinary evening, at least for me. “Eight inches hard.”

“Damn,” I think to myself, as there’s a long silence; I can almost hear the wheels turning in her mind. Then, “Are you in, or not?”

“I’m in.”

“Dress like a slut and tempt him. Tease him. Wear his macho down and get him relaxed, then make the reveal. That you’re a guy and get him in a pair of panties, get him to look like Jared. I know he wants it. He won’t admit it to me, but maybe someone else… He thinks I’m away on business for the weekend. When you have him dressed, text me, and then I will show up and take over. Got it?”

“Yeah. I think so.”

“Oh, and by the way. He hides his sissy stuff in the basement, boxes labeled with ‘Taxes.’”

Then she’s gone. I hand the phone back to her messenger, and two minutes later, I’m alone in the half-empty cafe, the taste of my impending sissy deceit haunting the air and my need humming between my thighs. I replay every word, every bit of innuendo. My lips tingle from how hard I’ve bitten them, but I’ve already decided, haven’t I?


Chapter Five

I call another Uber back to Mia’s and, because it’s all I know, I spend the rest of the afternoon prepping. I drag out the suitcase I keep stashed under Mia’s guest bed, the one with the wigs and the heels and the careful progression of lingerie and half-dresses. It should terrify me how fast I can slip into this skin, but it doesn’t—it’s the most honest thing I do.

By seven, I’m laced and painted, my hair slicked back in a platinum pony, my lips lacquered glassy and red. I opt for Schoolgirl Chic: a pleated plaid mini skirt paired with a tight, white button-up blouse tied at the waist. To complete the innocent look, which hides the oversexed sissy femboy underneath, I add knee-high socks and patent leather Mary Janes. Finish with a pastel cardigan draped over the shoulders. With the Uber approaching, I take one last look in the mirror, my reflection grins back, wicked as hell.

The Uber is precisely on time—Grace had said it’d be a car service, not a regular rideshare, and she wasn’t lying. The driver wears aviators, despite it being dusk, and doesn’t speak except to confirm, “We are going north side.” No attempt to puzzle me out, no leer, just professional silence. I’m disappointed, expecting at least a leer or two, a lick of lips, but his detachment makes me feel as if I’m not as sexy as I think.

We pull up to a neighborhood of all old mid-century ranches, the kind with sunken living rooms and too many windows. The houses are enormous, but not gaudy, more “thriving lawyer family” than “generational wealth.”

I knock on the door, and a few minutes later, Ken answers, face flushed and looking like a kid caught with his hand in the cookie jar. He recognizes me, I’m sure of it. Knows I’m the slut, knows my performance, and I’m pretty sure that while he watched the video, he was fantasizing about being me, not using my mouth, and he wanted nothing more in life than to be down on his knees and sucking cock just like me. That I am sure of.

But I have a role to play. Push him too hard, too fast, and he denies his kink. So, I play my part. “I’m looking for Hank. Is Hank home?”

“Hank’s my brother. He’s not here,” Ken replies, his voice trembling slightly, betraying the unease that has settled between us like a fog. His eyes flicker nervously across my face, landing briefly on my lacquered lips before darting away, as if they burn him. There’s a tremor in the air, an electric charge that promises something forbidden and thrilling.

I let the words hang there for a moment, savoring the tension. “Well, I suppose it’s just you and me, then,” I say smoothly, letting a slow smile unfurl. Ken swallows hard, his Adam’s apple bobbing visibly. He’s trying to maintain composure, but I can see through it—the tightly wound coil of nerves, the taboo thrill just beneath his skin.

The silence stretches taut as a wire between us. I say, “Oh, well, Hank mentioned you might enjoy some company tonight,” I add with casual insinuation, stepping closer. Ken’s gaze shifts lower again, tracing the contours of my body. “You liked my video?”

“Uh, yeah. I was… checking it out.”

I let my eyes drop to his crotch, tented.

Ken shifts. He turns slightly, trying to hide the bulge. “ I-I’m not sure this is... I’m not really... I’m married… My wife’s out of town. I….” He stammers, each word tumbling over the next in a rush to escape his lips. But there’s no retreat in his posture. Instead, there’s a flicker of something else, a yearning he’s too afraid to acknowledge out loud but cannot hide from himself.

“Relax,” I murmur gently, reaching out to brush an invisible speck from his shoulder—a gesture intended to be dominant and possessive. “I’m the party favor.”

His breath hitches at my touch, his cheeks flushing a deeper shade of rose as he wrestles with the jumble of emotions crammed into the space between our bodies: shame interlaced with desire, fear tempered by curiosity, restraint slowly unraveling its threads.

“But what if she finds out?” he whispers hoarsely, as if voicing it aloud would summon her like some specter lurking behind closed doors. He has no idea how close to the truth that is.

“I’ll never tell,” I assure him with practiced ease, slipping into the role Grace cast to perform—the catalyst for his transformation. I ladled each word with reassurance yet brimming with implicit promise: follow me into this night, allow yourself the indulgence you’ve denied for too long.

He hesitates but can’t disguise how much he wants to believe me—how much he wants what I’m offering. Or thinks I’m offering. I slide inside without permission.

We stand staring at each other, Ken soaking in my presence. He closes the door behind me, and the click of the lock is loud in the stillness. I sashay into the living room, Ken follows, hands wringing, mouth opening and shutting like a fish out of water.

I check out the photos on the mantel, letting my skirt hike up, giving Ken a taste of my ass. Grace and Ken at a wedding, holding hands; Grace and Ken on a ski slope, goggles and grins. And one of Ken alone—his face thinner, clean-shaven, almost pretty in a way that made me want to see it in makeup. I filed that away for later.

I am not here to make Ken comfortable. I am here to make him squirm. “So,” I say, perching on the arm of the couch, crossing my thighs so he gets a Fatal Attraction view of what’s between my thighs, “what exactly did Hank say about me?”

Ken blinks. “Nothing. I mean nothing. I don’t even recognize you. I….”

Ken blushes. I finish his sentence for him, “I wasn’t jacking off watching your performance at a frat party, wishing I was you on my knees.”

Ken gulps. “What video?” Over the last week, I’ve become an expert liar, so I stick with what I’m good at. “Hank told me he sent you the video, and he sent me here as a treat for you, a kind of early Christmas present for his older brother. You like?”

I spin in a slow, showy spiral, letting the black and red plaid schoolgirl skirt ride up so high it’s practically an act of aggression. It was. I want him to look. I want his mind to think of the possibilities, because I’m close to the big reveal. I twirl for half a minute, letting him soak it all in, like a slap in the face. Ken’s face goes blank, then red, then white again, like he’s cycling through every response and landing on none. The pulse in his neck pops. His hands hover at his hips, unsure whether to shield his hard-on or reach for me.

“Don’t worry, you can look. I don’t mind.” I spin again.

Ken’s mouth is open, and the silence is so thick I could fuck it with a knife. I let it hang a moment, then I cross the gulf to him, closing the distance, not with a stalker’s menace but with a predator’s certainty. Ken doesn’t move. His breath is shallow, and I grab both hands, and there’s an earthquake going on in his wrists. I glance down, and he’s so fucking hard right now.

“That’s what you want, isn’t it?” I ask, quiet enough that the words are almost a secret. “You want to know what it’s like to be the one on the floor. To give it up. That’s why you watched the video so many times.”


Chapter Six

He chokes on his denial. “Hank said nothing, just… that you were fun at the party. That you liked to make things wild, I guess.” His gaze can’t stay put, sliding from my face to my schoolgirl stockings to the carpet.

“You have no idea.”

“Oh shit. Want a drink?” he asks, voice cracking.

I nod. “Vodka soda if you have it.”

He moves to the wet bar, pouring with shaking hands. I watch him, I’m curious about the choreography of his discomfort: the way he tries to keep his eyes off my legs while letting his gaze brush across the glass of the cabinets, the countertop, anywhere but me.

I take the drink from him and down half in a single swallow. Then I clock it. On the floor, two boxes labeled “Taxes.” The top is off on one, and there’s a pair of thigh highs dangling over the edge. I laugh outright, letting the sound fill the double-height ceiling. Ken jumps, then goes sheet-white when he realizes where I’m staring.

“Nice filing system,” I say, standing and walking to the box, tossing the lid off, and staring down into it. In it are a half dozen pairs of stockings still in their plastic sleeves, a folded pink skirt, lace panties and a garter belt, a platinum-blonde wig in a mesh cap, and a jumbled stack of glossed magazines—fetish rags with boys in makeup. There’s also a bottle of nail polish, a compact of pressed face powder, and a pink plastic chastity cage, resting on top as if it were the final purchase, a dare to himself.

I think this is going to be easy.

I grab the chastity cage and hold it up by two fingers, waggle it side to side. “You wear this? You don’t know how to hide your shame, do you?” I giggle, letting the toy dangle, and Ken can’t help it—his eyes follow, hungry and horrified.

He tries to speak, but it comes out like a cough. “I… that’s not… I don’t—”

“Sure. You just keep a collection for tax season, is that it?” I step closer, place the cage down with a delicate click on the coffee table. “We can play pretend if you want. But really, I think you want to know what it feels like. So do you want to wear it, or do you want me to?” He doesn’t answer right away, and so I press, “Or maybe you want to watch me lock it on myself, see what it’s like on someone else.”

Ken says, “What? You’re a guy?” His voice cracks at the last syllable, a doubtful, pleading note. The words hang in the air, heavy and trembling, and for the first time, I see the uncertainty in him outstrip the arousal—fear eclipsing want, just for a second.

I keep my face still, lips glossy and upturned, eyes steady as a sniper’s. “Is that a problem, Ken?” I ask, letting the syllables drip like honey over the knife edge between us. “Because the video you loved so much—did you think it was all girl under this?”

“Did they know? I mean, did those guys know? Does Hank know?”

I can’t let him in just yet on Grace’s little deceit. He’s not ready. So, I say as I kneel in front of the other “Taxes” box, “Let’s check the other box, shall we?”

I flip the lid open and see a box packed to the brim with an arsenal of playthings: chastity cages of every size and color, like he couldn’t quite decide how tight he wanted to go, butt plugs of every size and color, a pair of soft leather wrist cuffs, several bottles of lube, nipple clamps with delicate silver chains, and a pair of fake titties. The sight is both impressive and faintly sad—contraband for a secret life, tucked away behind a veil of vanilla.

I pluck out a silicone cock and slap it gently against my palm. “This one’s got some weight to it,” I say, doing a curl and grinning. “You’ve been skipping arm day, Ken?”

But my eyes don’t leave his face, because it’s blooming firework-bright with shame and something rawer, needier. He tries to cover, but it’s too late—I’ve got him by the balls and I’m enjoying it.

I set the cock down, reach for the thigh-highs, and hand them to him, slowly, like I’m passing a torch. “Let’s start with these. You can try them on, or I can help. I’m guessing help?”

“I can explain—”

“No explanation necessary,” I say, sinking to my knees in front of the box. I root around with both hands, as if searching for a rare artifact, then pull out a bundle: white lace garter, pink cotton panties, a training bra with the price tag still attached. “Very thorough,” I observe, tossing each piece onto the shag carpet one by one.

Ken’s face is beet red. He opens his mouth, but whatever excuse he had planned dies in his throat. I can hear his heart pounding from across the rug. I pushed him. “Put them on,” I say.

He shudders. “What?”

I pick up the panties and toss them at his chest. They smack and fall into a heap at his feet.


Chapter Seven

“Put. Them. On.” I’m not sure Grace expected this to be this easy, but I’m an opportunist, and I’m feeling kind of dominant right now. Feminizing two straight guys in a week might be a record. My voice is flat, not a hint of laughter now. Now that I have him cornered, I wonder what he’ll do. Will he throw me out? Call the cops? Will he make up the ultimate fib: Those aren’t mine. They’re my brothers, Hank. I swear.

I wait out the silence, wanting to see if Grace was right, or if this was going to collapse in a heap of masculine denial and backpedaling. Ken stares at the cotton pile as if it were a dead animal. His hands hang at his sides, twitching.

“Here? Now? I don’t know you.”

“Now. Strip.”

“Here? With you watching? I… I can’t,” he says, but he can, and I hold his gaze, daring him. The silence between us is a black hole that sucks in every ounce of machismo the room can hold.

Not breaking eye contact, I say in a tone that leaves no room for refusal, “If you won’t do it, I’ll do it for you.” I move so fast he doesn’t know whether to run or faint. I slide my hand up his shin, then higher, stroking the inside of his thigh through his slacks. He’s frozen, his brain short-circuited by the collision of two equally inescapable desires: to bolt, or to submit.

I unzip his pants, sliding them to his knees, exposing blue boxer briefs, tented evidence of what he claims to hate. I peel the boxers downward, my breath hot against the skin of his thigh. His cock pops out, already flushed. Hard. Throbbing.

Then all resistance disappears, and he steps out of his pants, unbuttons his shirt, tosses it to the side, and just like that, he’s naked. Ken stands awkwardly, his hands making no effort to cover himself, as if he had forfeited the game the moment I forced my way into his home. His chest rises and falls with rapid, shallow breaths. His cock, neither small nor monstrous, juts out uncertainly—its trembling bob speaks more of panic than pride. I circle him, an examiner at a livestock show, taking in the pale vulnerability of his body: the tight belly, the athletic build, the dusting of hair at his sternum, and the pink flush that has migrated up his neck. I come to a quick conclusion: he’s sissy material.

He’s trembling. I know the signs of humiliation and desperate arousal to let something out of him that’s been hiding for years.

“You’re cute when you’re nervous, Ken.”

He splutters, smile twitching up, then down.

I reach into box number one and extract a daring micro mini skirt, made from glistening vinyl, which, when I hold it up to Ken’s frame, will hug his slender hips, and the hem’s going to barely cover his thighs. I mean barely. Grace will be pleased. I dig through the contents and settle on a cutoff T-shirt, the fabric thin and slightly frayed at the edges, boldly emblazoned with the word ‘slut' across the front in large, eye-catching letters. “Have you ever worn these before?”

“I …I tried on my wife’s panties, I guess.” He can’t meet my eyes.

“Only panties?” I turn his nude body so it faces the mirror over the bar. I point, “You want to know how it feels to go all the way, don’t you? Be a girl. Be a slut…” his cock jerks up at the word ‘slut.’ “...like me, don’t you? Admit it.”

He nods, barely perceptible, as if some part of him is grieving for the last few shreds of plausible deniability or to hold on to his sinking masculinity.

“Then we have to do it right.” I step back, taking in the wild, frizzy thatch of Ken’s chest hair and the dark band of stubble running from his navel down to his cock, which trembles like it wants to argue and doesn’t dare. “If you want to look the part, you need to lose about fifteen years of denial. And about half a pound of body hair.”

He gapes at me. “You mean, like, all of it?”

I give him a look that says. “You want to see how far you can go? You do what I say.”

His mouth opens for a protest, but I cut him off with a finger pressed to the tip of his nose. “Go,” I say, pointing where I assume the bathroom is. “Ten minutes. Use your wife’s razor and shaving cream. I want you smelling like a bed of roses when you get back, and want you smooth, like a baby’s bottom.”

“But my wife, what will I tell her?”

He hesitates, and I raise the stakes: “If you don’t return every inch smooth...” I pull out my phone, capturing a few shots of Ken—utterly exposed, deeply flustered, and undeniably aroused—standing amidst an array of humiliating sissy items, including lacy pink panties that no man or even a self-respecting woman would dare don. Only a slut like me or Ken would dare wear. “I’ll post the photos everywhere.” I snatch his phone off the bar and waggle it. “I have your number now, Ken. All your contacts get a photo of Ken, naked, standing over his panties. Don’t fuck around with me.”

He flees the room so quickly that I almost expect a cartoon dust cloud to trail behind him. I listen to the water run upstairs, the cough and groan of old pipes. He’s doing it; I can almost hear the rhythm of the razor as he drags it across his body, the occasional curse when he nicks, then a thought strikes me: Is he only showering? Now that I have him hot and bothered, will he ruin the evening by relieving himself of his tension?

I grab the chastity cage and race toward the running water. When I arrived, I was right to be concerned. Ken startles when I rip the shower curtain to the side. Ken got his cock in his hand, stroking like his life depended on it. I yank his hand away and hand him the chastity cage, “Now.”

I smile at his confusion, at the way his face crumples with desire and defeat. “You don’t get to jerk off until I say so,” I say, making my voice as gentle as possible, a parody of comfort. “You want to learn how to be a good little slut, don’t you?”

Ken nods, cock bobbing as if it’s trying to answer for him. I watch the play of muscle under his skin, the contradiction between his clenched fists and the way he keeps his thighs open, as if ready for me. I hand it to him, but when his fingers fumble the pieces, I snatch them away, kneeling to cage his cock myself. It’s a struggle, I fumble with the ring, trying to slip it around his swollen base, Ken’s growing arousal making it complicated. I have to slap the arousal out of him, battling his aroused state. Finally, with effort, I close the padlock, hearing its wicked, final click.

I let the key shimmer between two fingers, then slide it down the front of my panties, letting Ken watch it disappear. He stares, eyes popping, humiliation rippling through him, but underneath, there’s something else—relief. He needed me to do this, to force the decision to deny him his manhood.

Ken shaves smoothly, and then I guide him downstairs back to the boxes of sissy stuff. He stands before me, skin still pink from shaving, smooth. Even in this humiliation, I can see his cock straining helplessly against its plastic shell. We both know what comes next, but I take a minute to let him squirm, arms at his sides, unsure whether to hide or display himself. I prod the pile of sissy gear with one foot, making a show of lazy appraisal, and watch Ken’s track the movement like a cat in front of a dying mouse.

“Pick a color,” I instruct, toeing the heap of panties and bras at his feet. “Let’s get you into character.”


Chapter Eight

His hands hover indecisively, but he finally chooses a pair: a pink thong, trimmed with white lace. To get the maximum amount of arousal churning, I kneel and pull them up for him. When the silky fabric reaches the twitching plastic, before I slide the fabric over his caged cock I flick my tongue over the tip, taunting his imprisonment. I can feel him tense, the tip gets wet, slippery with arousal. Then I let the band slap against his hips and smack his ass playfully, and he clenches at my touch.

He selects a matching bra, still with the price tag flapping. He fumbles into the bra, pawing at the straps, not knowing whether to look at me or the floor. I drop in the inserts.

“See?” I whisper, my breath hot against his cheek, “You look fucking adorable.” I snap a selfie on his phone—just the two of us, both slutty and posed, Ken’s eyes wide with alarming arousal.

I reach deep into the “Taxes” box and draw out a wig, platinum, and, without warning, set it on his head. Adjust the mesh to fit, pull the fringe just so, then use my fingers to comb through the tangled lengths. Ken stands there, lost, letting me mold the illusion.

I select the skirt next, and it is so aggressively pink that even the word “bubblegum” feels insufficient, as if it’s a pigment invented just to unman its wearer. I twirl it on my fingertip, letting the hem flutter obscenely, then hold it open and motion with my chin for him to step in. He does, clumsy and uncertain, and I yank the skirt up his legs with a flourish, the pleats fanning out just enough to threaten a full frontal exposure to even the most minuscule movement; if the skirt rides up even a half an inch, it’ll showcase the chastity cage and his cock smashed behind a pink plastic shell, his balls pinched high. “You know,” I say, circling him, “there’s a whole Tumblr tag for this look. You’d be a minor celebrity.” His ears flushed, almost matching the skirt.

But I’m not done. From the heap, I pluck out a pair of white knee socks—soft, ribbed, topped with little pink bows so bright and girlish it’s almost taboo.

“Sit,” I instruct, patting a barstool. Ken perches, hands knuckling the countertop, knees half-locked, and I kneel in front of him, rolling the socks up his calves. I let my palms linger on his shins, sliding slowly, drawing out the suspense. For a second, I sense he’s about to say something, maybe beg me to stop or to be less cruel, but he grits his teeth and lifts his foot obediently, like he’s been waiting his whole life for someone to ask this of him. The socks reach just above his knees, the bows perched like insults to the sinful nature of what’s coming. He looks every bit like a kinky anime graphic novel character, trembling with humiliation.

“Pathetic,” I say, grinning. “You went from middle-management to slut in under five minutes.” I take his chin in my hand, tilting his face up, forcing him to see his reflection in the glass over the bar. “Tell me, Ken, what do you think your friends would say if they could see you now? Imagine the group chat.”

He doesn’t answer, but his entire body is a confession—shoulders hunched, face burning, cock twitching in its cage, a living contradiction of what machismo should be.

“Don’t worry,” I say, my voice dropping to a hush. “They’d probably just want to know if you can deep throat.”

“Fuck… Please…”

It seems like he wants me to send the pictures. Humiliate him. I double down: “I bet your wife would freak the fuck out. Or maybe not. Maybe she already knows you’re like this—only she was waiting for someone to make it real.”

That’s the wound, I see it hit, and suddenly Ken is shivering, his hands white-knuckling. I lean in, my mouth close to his ear, and whisper, “Have you ever wanted to be the office slut, Ken? All eyes on you? Because that’s what you look like right now.” I feel him stiffen, the word ‘slut’ vibrating through his bones. It’s always the most humiliating things that arouse sissies like us, those words burrow into your sissy core and make your cock hard.

He’s silent, so I ratchet the pressure. “You know, you’re not the first,” I say. “Guys like you—guys who spend their whole lives pretending they’re not desperate to be used—are a dime a dozen. I could line up a dozen Kens and they’d all wind up exactly like this.”

I gesture to his reflection, the pathetic spectacle of a grown man feminized to the point of one of those kinky anime characters, and he can’t look away.

Now the real shame starts. I dig through the accessories heap: a pink choker emblazoned with white rhinestone letters spelling ‘SLUT’, and a garish set of press-on nails in an eye-searing neon pink. I dedicate a full half-hour to his makeup, ensuring it’s extravagantly trashy and utterly embarrassing.

“Perfect,” I say, stepping back to admire my handiwork. “Now you’re ready for your coming-out party.”

He stares at himself, slack-jawed, and I savor the silence. I can feel the balance of power tip toward me, the way the space between us has changed, how he’s waiting for me to tell him what to do next, because without instruction, he’s nothing, just a body in a costume.

I let the seconds tick by, making him squirm, until I finally broke the spell. I fall into the sofa and say, “Twirl for me.” He does, stiffly at first, but when I laugh—high, delighted, the sound of total control—he tries again, the skirt flaring just enough to flash the edge of his caged cock. That does it; he nearly collapses, the humiliation so complete it’s almost purifying.

I step back, scrutinizing my doll. “Not bad for a first try,” I announce, voice syrupy. I decided the time for Grace to make her appearance had arrived. “Dance for me, make it slutty.”

Ken stands frozen in place. I texted Grace.

“Well, what are you waiting for? Dance.”

Ken attempts to dance like a stripper, but it’s hopeless, his movements stilted and awkward—every attempted hip swivel or hair toss only sharpening the contrast between the fantasy and the reality that being seductive, desirable, and slutty isn’t easy to pull off. I’m sure Ken’s seen a stripper dance, but to do it and make it look sexy, seductive, and sensual is another thing. But the humiliation of watching him try is enough.

He obeys, and that is itself so much hotter than if he’d done it well. My laughter adds to the humiliation of stripping him of his masculinity, little by little, inch by desperate inch.

“Keep going,” I say.

His hips bump the sides of the barstool, then grind back and forth in the most tragic imitation of a music video extra I’d ever seen.

“Slower,” I say, and he obeys, arms up, wrists limp, the skirt riding up higher, the wig slipping sideways as his whole face turns the color of a fire truck. He’s mortified, but he keeps going, caught in the compulsion to perform, even as the dreadful dance disgraces him.

I film it. Of course, I film it. Ken, in full sissified drag, it’s so pure an embarrassment that for a second, I wonder if I should let him off the hook, but then the front door thuds open without warning.

For a heartbeat, Ken is motionless, like a mannequin mid-pose, then he lurches toward the archway, hands grabbing for the hem of his skirt, as if the barest effort at modesty will undo what’s been done.

A voice, dominant, decisive, and powerful, rings out: “What the hell is going on here? Where’s Ken?”


Chapter Nine

Grace stands statuesquely in the entryway, black purse dangling from her elbow, expression unmoved except for one quirk of her eyebrow—a slow, arched ascent that seems to take in the tableau of Ken, me, the living room, and the trail of sissy gear scattered like breadcrumbs back to the “Taxes” box. Behind her, the front door flaps open and shut in the wind.

“Ken Abernathy,” she says, her voice sharp enough to slice the air, “would you like to explain why you’re prancing around in a skirt and lipstick with a stranger in our house?” She doesn’t look at me, not even once, not even a side-eye. She focuses all her attention on the trembling, pink-faced spectacle of her husband frozen in the sluttiest outfit the world ever knew.

Ken clutches at the hem of his skirt, as though it might shield him from the storm that’s brewing. His lips move, but no sound comes out. For a second, I think he’s going to faint.

Grace doesn’t move from the doorway. She is a diligent torturer watching her guinea pig realize there’s no escape. She closes the front door with her foot, the motion slow and deliberate, then drops her purse in the chair and folds her arms, waiting out Ken’s deficit of dignity.

Maybe five seconds pass. No one breathes.

Then Ken’s voice finds itself, thin and shaky: “I—I can explain,” he manages.

“Oh, I hope so,” Grace says, her tone shaded somewhere between mockery and measured interest. “Take your time.”

I remain silent, wondering what my role will be in the future. I’ve baited the hook, and the fish took the bait, but now what will I be doing next? Will I become an assistant in a kinky scene, or will I become the main act? Or will she ask me to leave Ken’s supplication to her?

Grace walks forward in heels that click like a metronome, her gaze never leaving Ken. “You look… comfortable. Did you let her dress you up, or was this all you?”

Ken doesn’t know how to answer. He’s staring at Grace but also trying not to, like he expects to be vaporized by her attention. The neon pink nails tap against his thighs. “It was a joke.” He considers Grace’s reaction. “No, it was a dare.” Ken tries again. “Grace, it’s not what it looks like.” He wobbles, not even believing it himself. He tries to loosen the pink choker that’s strangling him. “I was just—”

“Trying on my things?” Grace interrupts, one eyebrow permanently cocked, unmoved by the spectacle. “Or were you hoping to be caught by a stranger in a skirt and a cage?” She finally glances at me with a clinical sweep of her eyes, and I see it: approval, a spark of complicity so brief, I nearly miss it.

“Which is it, Ken? Was the goal to be caught?” She steps closer, a dictatorial action, and positions herself so that Ken has nowhere to look but at her. “Because from where I’m standing, it seems like you’d rather be a sissy slut than a husband.”

The silence is oppressive, and Grace is the oppressor. Ken’s jaw works, but no words come out.

Grace flicks her gaze at me, then snaps her fingers at Ken. “Well? I’m waiting.”

Ken doesn’t answer.

Grace picks up the largest of the silicone cocks and waggles it in front of her humiliated husband. She points to the words on his pink choker, “You want to be the slut. The bitch? Because I can accommodate you.” She barks a bitter, single laugh, spins the toy in her hand, then folds her arms, waiting with boardroom poise.

At that, Ken breaks, dropping to his knees, hands in prayer, head lowered, “Grace, I… I just wanted to see what it felt like. I thought you were out until—” He glances at me, and then at Grace, swallows. “She… she made me. I was just… It’s a joke, I swear, I didn’t—”

Grace cuts him off. “Made you? Where’s the gun?”

Ken says, “I’m sorry. It’ll never happen again.”

Grace says, “Oh, on the contrary, my dear sissy husband, from now on, this is your role. Stand.”

Ken stands. Grace spider walks her fingers over the word slut, first on his chest, then across his neck. “Tonight, you shall be our slut. Go to the bedroom and wait for me, slut.”

Ken obeys, tottering off in his pink skirt and satin panties, his bare feet silent on the carpet. Grace gives me a once-over, her gaze lingering on my cosplay schoolgirl outfit and meticulous makeup, then shrugs off her coat and tosses it across the back of the couch. She leans in closer, her scent—sharp, expensive, a blend of citrus and musky undertones—and her voice is so low only I can hear it. “You did well,” she says. “He’s more broken in than I dared hope. Come—let’s see what we can make out of him.”


Chapter Ten

With that, she takes my hand—not a dainty, leading-lady gesture, but the clamp of a principal dragging a delinquent to the office. Her grip is iron, and I don’t resist; she has that energy, practiced dominance, the kind that demands full compliance. We move through the house and down the hall to the master suite.

Ken is waiting, standing stiffly at the foot of the bed, knees pink and socks bunched, hands knotted behind his back in the international posture of naughty schoolboys and arrestees. The air in the bedroom is heavy, dense with his nervous sweat, and Grace and I are both predators in the same food chain. Ken can’t lift his eyes past our knees, and who could blame him? He’s a blemish, even to himself—a man stripped of masculinity, a fresh draft of sissy energy and hormone haze, waiting to be told what to do with himself.

Grace lets go of my hand, crosses her arms, and leans against the dresser.

“Strip,” she says. Not to Ken, but to me.

It’s the first time in a long time that an order takes me off guard, but her voice makes resistance pointless. I peel off my clothes, revealing the naked glory of femboy flesh.

To Ken, she says, pointing at the bed, “Lie down, slut. Spread your legs.”

Ken obeys. He flops backward onto the bed, legs spread wide, the skirt riding upwards indecently high by his movement. He tries to adjust, but Grace halts him. “Take off the panties. Leave the skirt up.”

The caged cock juts up like a failed magic trick: neither hidden nor revealed, just there, helpless and faintly ridiculous.

Grace says to Ken, “Tonight and every night, I desire it. You will be my slut. Tonight, you will serve us both. Tomorrow, you will serve me alone. If you’re obedient, I may even let you cum, if not, I’ll take pictures and make sure all your little friends know what a good girl you are.”

I see Ken’s eyes, their wet, terrified shine. But I also see something else blooming in the whites—relief, maybe, or the strange, sweet surrender of a man freed from the burden of his denials.

Grace turns her gaze to me, amusement rippling beneath the cool command. “You, my dear, are going to help me induct Ken into his new life.” She gestures for me to approach, then perches on the edge of the bed with the confidence of a queen appointed to rule over humiliation and happiness. I drift toward the bed, naked, my cock now so erect and swollen it hurts.

Grace’s eyes never leave me. “First,” she purrs, “I want you to dry hump his cock.” She nods toward Ken. I obey, straddle Ken’s lap, sliding his caged cock between my ass cheeks. It twitches, and a spurt of precum moistens my sissy hole, sending a shudder up my spine. I grind down slowly, my skin against his plastic, and Ken’s entire body goes rigid, then slack, then rigid again. I control the tempo, relishing the sensation of him trapped, pulsing, unable to grow or shrink or enjoy. This is torture, pure, plain, and simple.

Every time my ass crests over the head of his locked cock, he lets out the tiniest gasp, a little kitten yelp, and I can feel the tremors in his thighs. Grace strips slowly, teasing her husband with her gorgeous body, for what I assume he’ll no longer have the privilege of having. She’s into it—she’s hungry for it. When she’s naked, she hops up onto the bed and straddles Ken’s face, and as I dry hump him, she plows into his face, making his mouth vanish beneath the spread of her sex. Ken’s breath goes to nothing, and for a moment, he flails, hands gripping the sheets, but Grace has him in a perfect pin. She looks at me over her shoulder, the Joker’s grin, and I get it: I’m the engine, but she’s the driver.

I grind harder, feeling it thrum, the heat of his caged cock twitching in my crack as his wife rides his face. The friction is brutal, lewd, and I spread my cheeks wider, letting the plastic mushroom head rub up inside me until it hits a spot that makes my toes curl. Grace is now moaning in a high-pitched voice, not even pretending to give her husband a fighting chance for air. She grinds down, slow and cruel, and Ken’s hands claw for purchase, but she just laughs and slaps them away, pinning him by the jaw. I watch, amazed at the control she wields, the absolute certainty that this is her show and we’re just props.

The sound of her cunt squelching as she rides his tongue is obscene, wet and insistent, and I keep grinding on his crotch, my cock leaking helplessly, the tip dragging slick stripes across my thighs and Ken’s skirt. I wondered if Grace had ever let him taste her this way before, if he’d ever had the nerve to ask for it. He can barely breathe, caught between the clamp of her thighs and the relentless teasing of my ass grinding him to a pulp. For a second, I thought he might pass out, but then Grace relents, shifting her hips just enough to let him gasp, his lips glazed with the sweetness of her pussy. His eyes rolled up to meet mine, blurry with humiliation and need.

“Such a good girl,” Grace purrs. “Now let’s see if you’re slut material.” Grace gets off his face, stands with her hands on her hips, and orders, “On your knees. Ass over the edge of the bed.”

I get up, and Ken obeys. Ken readjusts his skirt, clambers onto all fours, and arranges himself at the mattress’s edge. The wig droops over his face. The white socks bunched around his calves. For a flash, he looks back at me, confusion and terror and raw anticipation warring in his eyes—then he remembers what he’s here for, drops his gaze, and sticks his ass out as far as it can go.

Grace paces, a big cat tracing the perimeter of a kill. She gives the caged package a little flick with her acrylic nail—just enough to make Ken gasp and brace himself—and then she steps back, arms folded, letting the moment stretch.

“You have permission to fuck him,” she says, the words clear and cold. Not a request, not a dare, just the new law of the room. I feel my cock twitch, the need to perform braided tight with the need to please Grace, to show I can be a tool and a toy. I step behind Ken and let my hands travel up the backs of his thighs, which are trembling so hard it’s like he’s standing in freezing rain.

The skirt barely covers his ass. It’s just the cage and his needy, hairless hole, blushing and exposed. I spit on my fingers, then slide them between his cheeks, spreading him wide. Ken shudders—a full-body quake, like a dog in a thunderstorm.

I take my time, working him open, Grace says, “While you get my bitch loose, Ken… Ken won’t do, what shall we call him, Landry?”

“Sissy Sally?”

“Nah.”

Grace rummages through the closet as I continue to work my fingers inside Ken. I rattled off some more sissy names.

“Bimbo.”

“Nah.”

My first finger slips deeper. Ken, soon to be someone else, moans.

“Sugar Lips.”

“Let’s keep it to one word.”

Ken pulls away from me, so I improvise and smack his ass. “Cupcake.”

“No.”

Ken moans, I can see the pressure building inside his caged sissy clitty. He’s complaining about how tight he is, how much it hurts, but he’s enjoying having his ass invaded at some level.

“Candy.”

Grace laughs, a sharp, approving bark of it. “Candy it is,” she says, and Ken—Candy, now—whimpers into the mattress, his face awash in a sheen of sweat and something like gratitude. Grace returns from the closet with a box of adult toys. One by one, she sets them down on the mattress under Candy’s face as if setting out the implements for a medical exam.

She says, “Tonight we’ll see how many of these you can take before you beg me to stop. Then we go on for another hour or two.” The words are cold, but the glint in her eyes is commanding. She hands me a bottle of lube, then selects the first toy—a slender, violet plug, modest but insistent. “Start small. Our little Candy is delicate,” Grace murmurs, and the way she touches my shoulder as I lube up the toy is both a dare and a blessing.

Candy’s ass trembles, the skin pale and almost feverish under the bedroom lights. I take my time, circling the rim with the tip, letting tension spool tight.

Grace smacks Candy’s ass, “Hold still.” He tries to obey, and the effort is exquisite: his knees shudder, his back arches, the skirt rides up to his waist. He is all submission, a pink-skirted altar boy awaiting ritual desecration, and the impact is so raw I nearly lose it before even getting the tip inside.

The first toy slides in with a stutter, and Candy bites the comforter, a stifled whine leaking out around the edges. Grace hovers at his head, running her fingers through the wig, whispering, “That’s my good girl,” and I see the pride in her face—she wants this, wants him broken open and remodeled.

We work through the toys: from the slender violet to the thicker ones, until he begs us to stop.

Grace, delighted with the first hour, says, “Now to the main event.” She wiggles a leather harness around her waist over her slick and swollen pussy, then attaches a monster of a cock. “Look at what’s going to be in you, Candy. Beg for it.”

Candy hesitates, but Grace just grabs him by the hair, yanks his head around so the plastic cock bobs inches from his nose. “Beg,” she repeats, voice flat. “Say, please, Mistress, I want your cock in me. I want to be your sissy.”

Candy’s lips move, but nothing comes out. His face twists with a mix of resistance and longing. The moment of truth, where Candy’s life pivots, has arrived.


Chapter Eleven

Grace climbs onto the bed with the slow, triumphant poise of someone savoring a power she’s hungered for but never dared claim. She swings her leg over Candy’s head, settling herself so the monstrous plastic cock hovers—no, looms—just inches from his face. She cups his chin and guides his face upward, her eyes locked on his. The cock is already glistening with the scent of her arousal, and she plants it against the trembling seam of his lips, smearing a sheen of wet across them as if painting his mouth with the future. She doesn’t push forward, not yet. She drags the shaft sideways, then up, circling the head over his lips and chin, leaving a sticky trail. Candy’s breathing is shallow, panicked, but his tongue darts out in response—a reflex, a betrayal of craving. Grace watches his reaction with demonic delight, tapping the cock against his cheek, then tracing it over the tip of his nose, then back to his lips, parting them just enough that the blunt tip can nestle between his painted lips.

She keeps it there, letting the toy rest against his teeth as if testing the fit, while her other hand finds his caged cock and gives it a proprietary squeeze. “This is what you’re for, now,” she murmurs, so softly Candy might have imagined it. He whimpers, his eyes watering, humiliation and arousal so tightly wound together they become indistinguishable.

“And your ass is now for whoever I decide shall use it. Landry, tonight it is yours.”

I’m so fucking horny that I forget I’m a bottom and grab Ken’s hips and ram it in, all the way, in a single slick, deep thrust. Candy’s body goes rigid, the pink skirt riding high, the wig half-askew, the plastic cage swaying to the violence of my thrusts. He moans, not as a protest but as a surrender, and I can feel him shaking under the pressure of being fully, finally filled.

I slow down, drawing out the next strokes with a hungry, deliberate rhythm, using my hands to spread him even wider, making sure that Grace sees every detail. She leans close, bracing herself on the bed with one hand, the other keeping her cock poised against Candy’s mouth.

For a moment, time suspends: Grace holding him there, the fake cock balanced on the threshold of his mouth, the world reduced to the question of whether he will open for her.

Grace’s tolerance is total; she lets the pressure build, waits until Candy can’t bear it, until the need to submit overpowers the urge to flee. She leans closer, her breasts brushing his forehead, her scent utterly inescapable, and lets the cock slip, just for a heartbeat, into the wet heat of his mouth before pulling it back so only the head presses against his lips. Candy moans and trembles, but when he dares to lock eyes with her, he finds only the inevitability of her desire to use his mouth.

She lets the moment stretch until it is agony, then finally, gently, she says, “Open,” and the word detonates inside him. “Open,” she orders again.

He does as I pick up the pace, fucking Candy in staged, theatrical thrusts, each one designed less for my pleasure than for Grace: the sound of skin on skin, the way Candy’s ass wobbles with each motion, the way his caged cock swings painfully back and forth, but never getting the relief it aches for.

Grace’s cock fills his mouth, inch by inch, and she holds him steady by the neck, letting the shaft push past his lips, setting off his gag reflex. Candy gags, coughs, and tries to pull away, but Grace is relentless. She rocks her hips, fucking his face with slow, remorseless motion, and watches me over his shoulder, a look of utter satisfaction spreading on her face.

She’s not gentle, and I’m not either. I grab at Candy’s hips with both hands and drive into him with a little more force, feeling each shudder and whimper as a kind of thank-you, a recognition that he’s giving me everything he has. Grace’s rhythm keeps time, her cock grinding deep into Candy’s mouth whenever I bottom out in his ass, and the effect is like a duet, a two-piece band with one, humiliated sissy as the instrument.

At some point, Grace leans forward, her weight pressing Candy’s face hard into the mattress, and then she whispers, “I knew you’d be a good girl for me.” She rakes painted nails down the back of his thigh, and then, with exquisite timing, she slaps his ass—right as I thrust in hard, right at the moment his mouth is the most full, so the moan comes out as a strangled, helpless whine.

For a second, everything merges—the slap, the thrust, the choke of plastic cock down Candy’s throat—and his whole body convulses, caught in the electric crossfire of pain and pleasure and ultimate surrender. I can’t help myself; my cock quivering, the urge to cum building with every humiliating, degrading second, but I hold back, determined to follow Grace’s lead. I want to show her I can keep up, that I’m not just a prop but a collaborator in the art of humiliating a sissy husband.

Time blurs. I pound him until his voice gives out, and my vision blurs from the sweat seeping from my brow. She made him thank me for every new intrusion, every fresh humiliation: “Thank you, Landry, for fucking my sissy hole,” and “Thank you, Mistress, for teaching me to be a good girl.”

If he didn’t say it loud enough, she’d stop and make him start over, the tip of her cock pressing against his tongue, threatening to fill his throat until he choked on the words. I took my cues from her, riding the edge between cruelty and consideration—sometimes I’d reach around and tug the cage, just to remind him how locked up he was, or I’d massage the skirt over his ass and whisper, “Is this what you wanted, Candy? To be used like a bitch?”

How much time passed, I’m not sure. I’m drenched in sweat, but I’m sure that in that time, Candy has gone from husband to pawn to toy for Grace’s amusement.

Pretty sure I would need permission to cum, I say, taking the cues of the night, “Mistress, I… can’t…”

Grace smacks Candy’s ass and says, “Time to switch.” Looking at me, she says, “I want you to cum in Candy’s mouth.”

Candy rolls over, dazed—his skirt askew, the wig clinging to one flushed cheek, his lips glossed with fresh drool and the shimmer of lube and shame. Grace pulls him upright by the choker and positions him on the rug, the strappy harness cock swaying at eye level. She kneels beside him, her hand still on his wig, and gestures for me to approach. I do, my cock glistening and with an ache so intense I’m almost lightheaded.

Grace’s eyes flick up to mine. “Feed it to her,” she says, and it’s so matter-of-fact, so unarguable, that I laugh a little as I step up. Candy’s mouth is already open, her tongue out, an expression somewhere between alarm and adoration. I line up the head of my cock with her lips, and she shudders before finally closing her eyes and letting me in.

Grace keeps her hand on the back of Candy’s head, steadying her, guiding the pace, so that I can push in deep, then deeper, until her nose is buried in my skin and I feel the desperate flutter of her breath on my stomach. She gags, then steadies, her hands gripping my thighs for balance. I feel her throat close around me, a perfect little cradle for my cock, and for a moment, I hang there, suspended in the wet heat.

Then I fuck her face, careful at first, when I see the tears squeeze out from under Candy’s closed lids, I don’t slow down. I don’t take pity. I go harder, faster, until the room is all wet sounds and the animal rhythm of our bodies. Grace lets out encouragement, her voice encouraging me to fuck her face harder. “Use her. Fuck my slut’s face. That’s it, Candy. Take all of it. Suck it like you mean it. You were born for this.”

I look up, I’m so close, but I want permission. I look into Grace’s eyes, and she nods and says to Candy. “Swallow every drop.”

With permission to cum I explode in Candy’s mouth with a groan that’s half agony, half ecstasy, my whole body seizing in a pure blast of relief. It’s a brutal, overwhelming orgasm, and the minute I start, Grace clamps her hand even harder on the back of Candy’s head, forcing her to swallow every shivering spurt.

Candy gags, then swallows, then gags again, the taste and texture and humiliation written across her face in a single, perfect mask of sissy degradation. She doesn’t pull back—she just kneels there, taking it, her body trembling with shame and something darker, deeper, maybe pride. When I finally withdraw, Candy’s chin is streaked with spit, cum, and sweat. She licks her lips like she’s savoring a sweet treat. Desperate and dazed, she searches our faces for a verdict on her first blowjob.

Grace kisses her on the forehead, mock-gentle, then wipes the tears and cum from her cheeks with one thumb. “Good girl,” she says. Her eyes hungry and bright, she says, “Because you were such a good girl, I shall reward you.”

“Thank you, Mistress. Can I fuck you…. It’s been so long.”

That statement said all I needed to know about their sex life. Grace laughs, “Oh no, your cock’s not worthy for my pussy, but…”

I’m still trembling, the aftershocks of orgasm making my legs weak, when Grace points to the bed, “On your knees, ass up, assume the position, I assume you know.”

I obey, as Grace digs the key to Candy’s cock out of my panties and motions Candy to kneel beside me on the mattress, the two of us side-by-side, heads lowered, asses in classic sissy position, the symmetry of our humiliation so perfect it could be a before-and-after pic on a very kinky website. Grace steps up behind me and lines up her harness, the cock slick from Candy’s mouth and glistening with a fresh coat of lube. She teases my hole with the tip, then presses just hard enough to make my breath hitch, waiting for the moment I’d either flinch or push back. I push back. It’s not cock, but close enough.

I’m still dripping, still half-wrecked from my orgasm, but as soon as her cock hits my hole, I’m hard again, straining, almost painful with urgency. She places her hand between my shoulders, pressing me down against the mattress. I grip the comforter and brace myself, feeling the cold, slick pressure of the strap-on against my hole. Grace doesn’t bother with a gentle start—she pushes in slowly but unyieldingly, stretching me open until I gasp, the pain burrowing deep inside me, sharpening into pleasure once I loosen up. The fullness was shocking, but not unwelcome. I gasp, the sound muffled by the mattress, and brace myself, grateful for the steadiness of Grace’s palm anchoring me to the bed.

She fucks me with measured precision, slow at first, then building in tempo, each thrust hammering home the power dynamic she’s created in her house, her bedroom, her marriage. The bed frame squeaks, the headboard thumping in time with my heart. I can hear Candy whimpering beside me, own ass up, Grace’s hand stroking Candy’s twitching, leaking cock.

As Grace drives in deeper, each thrust measured but absolute, a rhythm that says this is not an act of kindness but a claim, she’s branding me as hers, her cock driving into me a symbol of my submission. She stops stroking Candy’s twitching cock and smacks her ass, “Do not cum without my permission.”

“Oh fuck, please, Mistress. Please!”

Grace pulls out of me, ordering me under Candy for what I assume will be the encore of the evening’s festivities. With some rearranging, I’m staring up at Candy’s swollen cock and Grace’s massive black cock as Grace slides into her sissy husband, claiming his ass. I open my mouth, tongue out, letting the taste of lube and sweat and humiliation build on my tongue as Grace fucks Candy’s ass, her hips a piston, her hands gripping his thighs to keep him spread and helpless. Candy whines—high, desperate, but also grateful—Candy’s needy cock leaking a thin trail of fluid that beads at the tip and drips onto my face, a slow, thick baptism. I lap it up, savoring the salt and the shame, and look up at Grace, waiting for further instruction.

She’s relentless. Her cock drills Candy with relentless force, and each time her hips slap against his ass, she reminds him, “Do not cum without my permission.”

Candy screams, “I can’t, Mistress, I can’t—” He’s sobbing, now, eyes wild, the wig awry, every muscle in his sissy body taut as a violin string. Cum is streaming from the head, his legs twitching, he never stops begging, the words a staccato rattle that only makes Grace fuck him harder, her hands digging bruises into his hips.

I’m underneath, swallowing every drop as it pulses out. Grace fucks in tandem with the spurts, timing her thrusts so that each one wrings more out of Candy, until the only thing left is the limp, gasping aftershock of his spent cock. I lick him clean, my tongue slow and wide, savoring every drop, letting Candy know that this is what he is now: a conduit for humiliation, a vessel for pleasure he can never quite own. Grace pulls out, the harness glistening, and smirks down at her ruined husband. She surveys the carnage—Candy collapsed, skirt bunched under his hips, the wig half-torn from his scalp but still clinging on in tragic defiance, and me, sprawled on the bed, my face sticky and marked.

Grace sits on the edge of the bed, legs crossed, her cock bobbing. She reaches down and peels the wig from Candy’s head, then smooths his sweat-slicked hair with a gentleness that shocks me for a second.

Candy is whimpering, curled in on himself, but when Grace cups his chin and tilts his face up, he meets her gaze with something like thirst. She plants a kiss on his forehead, a seal of ownership, and says, “Good girl. You’ve made me proud.”

She leans in, whispering something only for Candy’s ears, and the sissy shudders, hands gripping the sheets. Grace kisses him again and says, “Go shower and clean up. Put your cage back on, and when you’re done, you’ll sleep at the foot of the bed. If you’re very good, you’ll get a treat.”

I’m shell-shocked, every nerve jangling, the afterglow washed with a new, strange peace. I lie back on the bed, my body humming, my mind awash in a weird sense of pride and accomplishment, like I’d just run a marathon in stilettos and a latex dress. Grace’s presence radiates through the room, an aura of command so potent it prickles my skin even as I try to steady my breathing. Beside me, Candy staggers up, her legs unsteady, the skirt now limp and wrinkled. She grabs what I suspect will be part of her sissy uniform—the pink chastity cage in her hand, like a shamed trophy. She gives me a sideways look—unreadable, full of a desperate gratitude and a humiliation so raw I feel it in my bones.

Grace stands, stretches, and with a flick of her hands, signals the session is over. “You did well, Landry. I hope you enjoyed tonight. I’ll expect you again.” She says it the way someone might order a cleaning service, or a dog walker—a routine, a fact.


Epilogue

Two hours later, I’m back at Mia’s. I slept like I hadn’t slept in a year. Saturday afternoon, I head back to campus, my ass, my legs, my arms feeling like I’ve been through boot camp for the terminally slutty. I limp through the campus, the ache in my body a trophy, a reminder of just how far I’ve let myself go. I tell myself I’m not going to ever have so much sex like that again in my life. It’s a lie so thin I can hear it crack as I think it.

The week passes in a haze. I go to classes, eat noodles in the dining hall, see Jared’s face in the crowd, and feel a sharp, electric jolt of guilt and arousal.

Jared sends a text on Wednesday: “You free this weekend?”

I ignore it for a day, then reply, “Maybe.”

Later that day, I got a text from Charles, “Maybe I was wrong, can we…” There’s an emoji with a winking yellow face with a tongue sticking out.

“Maybe.”

Later that day, during English class, I got another text from Vanessa. “My husband and I would love it if you would grace us with your presence for a little party we’re hosting on Saturday night.”

“Maybe.”

That night, as I was writing an essay for my English class. I was about to share my spring break story, but then I got interrupted by a text from Grace. “Saturday Night. Your services are required.”

I’m about to answer when Mia barges into my dorm room and says, “Landon, I’m so sorry I ditched you. I hope your spring break wasn’t too boring. I don’t want you to feel like I’ve abandoned you. What did you do all alone?”

“I kept myself entertained,” I say, as the memory of Charles, his high school friends, Vanessa, Jared, Candy, and Grace fills my mind.

“So, you got any wild parties planned for the weekend?”

I laugh. “If you only knew.”




THE END
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A Steamy Sissy Scavenger Hunt: Sissy Cuckold Husband Games

Read Sissy Gina and Mistress Holly’s Journey into the Uncharted Depths of Power, Pleasure, and Taboo Desires.

Sissy Gina and Mistress Holly have been husband and wife for many years now. Sissy Gina is bored with the same old sissy cuckold games and wants more adventure. Mistress Holly has perfected her sadistic talents at feminizing and dominating men. She concludes that the world has too many sissies and not enough Mistress, so she devices not only to give her sissy cuckold the adventure of a lifetime but find another sissy or two.

Their journey begins with a Steamy Sissy Scavenger Hunt and leads to fun, submission, dominance, and, of course, more obedient feminized men.

Sissy Used By A Thug: Femboy Gay MM

Angel is a cop. Angel crossdresses in secret. Angel only dresses privately, at home, and in slutty, revealing clothes. Pretending to be a slut relieves the stress of the streets. Saturday night is Angel the sluts night, when Jessica, his girlfriend, goes out for a girl’s night out. He has never gone out publicly until he hears a rumor about Jessica.

Angel decides to do some undercover work. He dresses as slutty as possible because his destination is a nightclub known to cater to sluts, whores, loose women, thugs, and gangsters. He knows vice has raided the club numerous times for reports of public sex in the backrooms, bathrooms, hallways, and alleys.

The slut who takes over when Angel crossdresses is happy, ready to strut her stuff. Angel just wants to find his girlfriend. The slut in Angel takes over and can’t resist a trip to the backroom with a thug.

Sissy Used BY Thug is a First Time Crossdressing Story that includes: Straight to gay crossdressers, Crossdresser Public Sex, BBC For Crossdresser, Thug For Crossdresser, and Sissy Used By Thug.

Sissy Used by Thugs II: Femboy Gay MM 

A white femboy, Kevin, works as a Correctional Treatment Specialist at a federal prison. He provides therapeutic services to inmates, focusing on gang members and helping them prepare for re-entry into society. At home, Kevin explores his feminine side by dressing as a girl and indulging in fantasies of being used by multiple men. He becomes fascinated with the idea of sissy chastity, believing it could help him feel more feminine and submissive. One weekend, he orders a pink chastity cage and, after some hesitation, locks himself in, committing to remain locked for thirty days, even while at work. The constant awareness of the cage makes him feel more delicate and reinforces his desire to embrace his sissy side.

Sissy Used by Thug III: Femboy First Time Gay MM (Femboy Gay mm Book 3) 

Jay lives a life of deception, trapped in the role of a traditional stockbroker. To the outside world, he embodies success, but he feels empty, as if playing a part in a grand play. Though he wears expensive suits and dates women, he considers himself a virgin because he has never experienced the thrill he longs for. His true self, a femboy, remains untouched and hidden. He fantasizes about being degraded and dominated by a thug. He grapples with the fear and excitement of embracing his authentic identity, dreaming of liberation and shedding his inhibitions.

In recent months, he has embraced his femboy persona, at least on weekends. He loves wearing slutty clothes and styling his pixie cut, but he still hides this side from others. Unsure of what he truly wants, he signs up for a gay hookup site and posts a revealing picture. He dyes his hair pink, wears a tiny schoolgirl skirt and a bralette, and imagines men fantasizing about his body. The response is immediate and overwhelming. Nude pics and aggressive messages flood in, leaving him thrilled and confused. He wonders how to choose, but knows he wants an alpha male, a man who will dominate and use him.

The Story Of A Sissy - First Time Crossdressing: Femboy Gay MM

John's secret sissy femboy life is just that secret! He dresses at home secretly. What he wants, what he craves, is to have fun with a group of horny guys. John loves being Nympha. He loves being girly, being a femboy, but he's never done anything sexual dressed as Nympha. So, from other femboys, he heard that a hotel called The Long Shaft is a great place to pursue his kinky and nasty fantasies. So, that's what he does: he rents a room and dresses, but it takes him ten Saturday nights to leave his hotel room.

When Nympha garners the courage to go out in public for the first time, she gets more than she bargains for. She meets a man, they drink, and things get wild on the way back to his room. Things get even wilder when three football players catch the two finishing their act of public sex.

A Steamy Sissy Scavenger Hunt Book Two: Sissy Husband Cuckold Games

The journey continues in Book Two of A Steamy Sissy Scavenger Hunt. In Book One: Mistress Holly and her submissive sissy cuckold Husband, Sissy Gina, embark on an exhilarating Scavenger Hunt. Mistress Holly, with help from her sadistic mind, created the ultimate Sissy Cuckold Games and introduced Sissy Gina to new levels of submission and pleasure. Fate intervenes and introduces them to another potential sissy, Toby.

Mistress Holly’s vacation takes an unexpected turn.

Mistress Holly welcomes Toby into her twisted world of submission, and a transformation begins. Mistress Holly begins Toby’s transformation to Krissy. On Toby’s first night as Sissy Krissy, Mistress Holly initiates him to power dynamics, obedience, and the complexities of pleasure and pain. With a deck of playing cards as their guide, each twist and turn brings new intensity levels.

Will Krissy find ecstasy in surrendering to her Mistress? Or will punishment be swift for any transgressions? Will Sissy Krissy remain through the night, or does Mistress Holly apply too much pressure too fast? Will Sissy Krissy win the competition against Sissy Gina in the Steamy Sissy Scavenger Hunt?

Feminized: By My Best Friends Mom 

Never in my life would I have imagined that I’d be in a position to fulfill some of my most secret desires. Never would I have imagined that the catalyst for fulfilling my kinkiest fantasy would be my best friend's Mom, Mrs. Bourbon, the richest woman in America.

Luke, My roommate had a particularly strange problem. He refused to masturbate. Six months into our four years at the strict all-male university, he’s failing every class, and struggling on the football field. He needs sexual release.

I’d offer to help, but he’d never allow another guy to take care of his needs. The strangest thing happens, Mrs. Bourbon finds my journal and devises a plan to help her son clear his mind. It’s crazy. It requires pulling off the con of a lifetime and requires me to not only pass as a sophisticated female but perform sexually like a slut.

Mrs. Bourbon sets out to feminize me.

Surrender To The Amazonian Goddess: Femdom Forced Feminization (Femdom Feminization)

Keith Montgomery was a ghost on his college campus, blending into the background with ease. But one chance encounter with a mysterious female basketball phenomenon changed everything. In a moment of impulsiveness, Keith stole her panties and set off a chain of events that would turn his life upside down.

Briana Jacobs, known as the muscular lesbian Goddess on campus, vowed to seek vengeance upon the culprit who dared to humiliate her. When she discovers that Keith is responsible for the theft, she wastes no time setting her plan into motion.

She traps him in a web of Femdom dominance, giving him an ultimatum: either undergo forced feminization at her hands, or she will release humiliating photos of him for all to see. In a whirlwind of unexpected twists and turns, Briana transforms Keith into a submissive sissy under her control. She takes pleasure in subjecting him to various forms of humiliation, from pegging to chastity, as he helplessly succumbs to her every command.

The once-invisible man now finds himself at the mercy of the powerful Femdom Goddess, completely at her mercy and unable to escape.

Femdom Fender Bender: Femdom Forced Feminization (Femdom Feminization) 

Delving into the dark depths of dominance and submission, a twisted tale of feminization and insatiable desire unfolds between Bridgette and Benjamin.

Bridgette struggles to find and effeminate a man who suits her needs.

Benjamin struggles with his secret fetish—woman’s panties.

After an accident, a fender bender brings the two together. Benjamin surrenders to the intoxicating rush of submitting to Bridgette’s will. Bridgette has her man until he’s no longer a man but a sissy. Her sissy.

The Strictest Mistress: Forced Feminization (Femdom Feminization)

Slade and Anna have been role-playing for months now, with Slade cross-dressing and Anna playing the role of the Mistress. However, both want to take their play sessions to a new, more intense level. Slade wants to be Mistress Anna's full-time domestic servant. Unfortunately, he's afraid to reveal the secret he carries - his Mistress has a little something extra between her legs, and he's told all his buddies at the fire station that he's the dominant one.

When Anna finds out, she has a plan to not only humiliate Slade but make him prove his obedience. She requires something before she accepts his request to begin Slade's sissy maid training - a public acknowledgment of her little bits between her legs and that Slade is the bitch in the relationship and not her.

So, she shows up at the fire station and initiates a public display. Slade passes and begins his sissy slave training under the strictness of his new Mistress.

Feminizing His World: A Femdom Forced Feminization Novel 

David Worthington's polished Armani suits hang like armor, concealing the lace and silk that his trembling fingers long to caress against his skin. Each night, he dreams of lipstick and surrender, of being stripped of his masculine power. Sarah Worthington suspects her husband is cheating on her with another woman, and determined to expose his secret, she hires Marcus, a down-on-his-luck private investigator.

Sarah's hunt for the truth shatters her world when she discovers not another woman, but her husband's secret collection of silk lingerie and submission fantasies. Wielding this revelation like a riding crop, she transforms their marriage into her domain, forcing David to wear the pretty things he craved while kneeling at her feet. Each time she makes him apply lipstick with trembling hands or parade in heels for her amusement, Sarah discovers the intoxicating power of becoming the Mistress he secretly yearned for—and that she was born to be.

In a clash of vengeance and self-exploration, the trio dives into a world where control and submission unite, confusing the boundaries between what it is to be male and what it is to be female, and dominance and submission.
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I am a passionate writer, my fingers finding their home on the keyboard as I craft worlds of desire and transformation. Each tap of a key unleashes the sensual fire that has always built within me, releasing stories of transgender women embracing their truth, of sissy maids finding liberation in submission, of relationships redefined through power exchange.

My short stories, novellas, and novels begin as seeds planted by my sexual adventures and or unfulfilled cravings. The boundaries between what I've lived and what I've dreamed blur as I write. 

When I transform personal desires into fiction, I'm exhuming something raw and honest. I take those intimate moments—when roles reverse, the liberation in surrender, the power in claiming one's authentic self—and amplify them. I add unexpected turns, characters who surprise even me, scenarios that make my fingers tremble slightly as they type.
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