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Chapter One

“We’re going to have the time of our lives, Lan. Two girls. No, guys!” Mai 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 that it’ll be just 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. And being her friend means you’re 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. Their 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 talk herself into 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 do your hair, and I’ll even do your 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 model for Mia, spinning around, and it’s so sexy when my skirt flies up, what there is of it, revealing my sexy underwear.

“What do those say?”

I lift my skirt, showing her my front.

“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 me and you.”

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, at the window 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 sexy.

“Hi!” I say. I’m even more shocked that he’s not more shocked 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, waiting for when our eyes would meet and the dance would 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.

Me, 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. 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, and 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, and he thought 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 and 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 till they’re around his ankles and look up. It’s gorgeous—long, thick, almost intimidating.

“Now do what Daddy wants.”

I want to tease him, but I’m too hungry to wait. I open my mouth and take him in, slowly at first, dragging the tip of his swollen cock against my tongue, feeling the weight of it, the taste.

“Oh, that’s it. Such a dirty girl.”

I look up at him. “I want to feel your cock in my mouth.”

“Choke on it.”

“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 come 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 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 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 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 your 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’ 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 girl’s 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 landed, then 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 caught the sight of his thick, already-hard cock, and a tremor ran 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 was 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 exist 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 having 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 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 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 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’ 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, well, dress in feminine clothes and…. 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.




Find out what's in store for our deceitful femboy sissy in Book Two. 

Coming Soon.
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Liv, my girlfriend of five years, planned our European vacation all year. We traveled through Europe for two weeks, made love, and had a great time. When we checked into a hotel in Amsterdam, things changed. Liv was always bossy and demanding, but her demands became well freaky.

Insisting we watch porn before sex. Not just any porn. But cuckold porn. Caged sissy crossdressers dressed in skimpy schoolgirl outfits were her particular kink. I developed a problem getting an erection as she humiliated me verbally.
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With a sly grin, Harry and his coworkers reveal their twisted plan for Myles: Tricked Into Crossdressing. Myles feels a cold fear grip his chest as he remembers the humiliation and discomfort of past road trips. But this time, they take it to a whole new level, dressing him up in a skimpy schoolgirl outfit for their perverse Daddy roleplay game. Myles's body trembles with anger and disgust, but he knows he has no choice but to play along to survive this twisted ordeal.


Keeping Up With Phoebe Pearl




Thank You!

I sincerely appreciate you taking the time to read my book, and I hope you enjoyed it! If you did, please consider adding and reviewing it. Those little gold stars help me out.

Follow me on:

Bluesky

 Tumblr

 PhoebePearlErotica 

Amazon Author Page




Thank you again and look for more!
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My stories start from my own experiences and desires. Then I tweak, twist, and amplify those desires and real-life experiences, add a little spice and some of my active, wild, and kinky imagination, and you have a story.
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