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Thank you

What an incredible year 2024 was! 

I want to thank all my readers for choosing to read one of my books. We achieved a remarkable milestone with over one million page reads on Kindle Unlimited.

Thank you very much! I hope you will choose more of my books in the future. Please consider reviewing my book and following me on Amazon.

Follow me on Bluesky and get updates on my recent releases and upcoming projects. 


Foreward




A Sissy’s Deceit (2) continues from where A Sissy’s Deceit (1) left off. I highly recommend reading the first in the series, as that’s how I intended it.

Buy or borrow on kindle unlimited here: A Sissy’s Deceit.

I tried to make it standalone, but here’s a recap of what happened in A Sissy’s Deceit (1):

During spring break, Landon and his friend, Mia, visit Mia’s father’s mansion, planning a girls’ weekend while her father is away. Mia is well aware of Landon’s fondness for dressing up as a woman and eagerly sets up activities that involve makeup and fashion. However, when a guy she likes calls, the girlfriend abruptly leaves, abandoning Landon alone in the sprawling house. Landon worries about what Mia’s father will think if he comes home and sees Landon dressed in a sexy crop top instead of a polo shirt.

Landon asks, “Maybe tell him.”

Mia says, “He’s very open-minded. But he’s not coming home, so don’t worry.”

Unexpectedly, Charles, Mia’s father, returns home and mistakes Landon for a college girl. Landon tries to resist Charles’ passes, but he can’t resist and lets the deceit continue…

Until he finds himself on his knees in front of Mia’s father, wondering how long he can hide what’s locked up between his legs.


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, my 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 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 something in the middle. 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 chirps with a text from Mia, “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 that he wants 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 I have to choose from. 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 making 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 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 girl’s 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 like he wants me for something. 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 good used that makes you feel all warm and dirty inside. It’s a different dirty.

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

“I’ll leave I said it. 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, 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, I laugh at the stupid jokes, and I 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 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 and let the implication dangle 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, crosses his arms tightly over his chest, glaring 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 tip-toe, 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 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 your 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?”

“Know 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 one’s 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 ninety 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 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 cracks 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 beckon and call.”

Al says, “But the cock?”

Charles says, “Show them, sissy.”

I unbutton 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 no 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 and looks like he’s looking 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 crams 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 came. 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 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.

“Say it again.”

“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. “Say it again.”

“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 in 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 felt the wave of him crest—the tightening, the sudden animal shudder—and then he finished, 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.

The Saga Continues 
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A Sissy's Deceit: Femboy Gay MM

During spring break, Landon and his friend, Mia, visit Mia’s father’s mansion, planning a girls’ weekend while her father is away. Mia is well aware of Landon’s fondness for dressing up as a woman and eagerly sets up activities that involve makeup and fashion. However, when a guy she likes calls, the girlfriend abruptly leaves, abandoning Landon alone in the sprawling house. Landon worries about what Mia’s father will think if he comes home and sees Landon dressed in a sexy crop top instead of a polo shirt.

Landon asks, “Maybe tell him.”

Mia says, “He’s very open-minded. But he’s not coming home, so don’t worry.”

Unexpectedly, Charles, Mia’s father, returns home and mistakes Landon for a college girl. Landon tries to resist Charles’ passes, but he can’t resist and lets the deceit continue…

Until he finds himself on his knees in front of Mia’s father, wondering how long he can hide what’s locked up between his legs.

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 publi

Tricked Into Crossdressing-: A Lesson In How To Be A Woman Forced Feminization, Caught Crossdressing, Forced Cuckold, Sissification

Patty, Clover, and Raya are sorority sisters living life after college. The fun, wild times of college and men passed them by, and the reality of day-to-day living set in. Because of their experiences with shallow men, unfulfilling sex, and a deep need to get even, they have an opportunity to teach a dirty pig a lesson about what it’s like to be a woman.

Danny Phoenix’s wife dumps him after she catches him crossdressing in her clothes. He wants her back and yet wants to experience being a woman.

After witnessing the very public breakup of Danny and his wife at a restaurant, the three girls set out to teach Danny a lesson. Not only in what it takes to present as a woman but what it is like to experience sex with men. They develop a scheme to trick Danny into crossdressing, then pimp him out. Danny is a willing participant in their plan.

A Sissy's Special Punishment: Forced Crossdressing, Femdom, First Time Feminization 

Jake Barlowe has just won a high-profile case for the wealthiest man in the world. He should be happy, but he isn’t. He hates his client, Sebastian Oliver. He hates how he destroyed Oliver’s accuser’s reputation again. But his job as an attorney is to defend his clients, even scum like Oliver. After a night of drinking with Oliver, Barlowe leaves the party drunk and drives home. With two DUIs under his belt, he can ill afford another one, which would be a felony and possibly send him to prison.

On his way home, he’s pulled over by Sheriff Avery, the sister of the woman Oliver harassed and the woman he embarrassed on the witness stand. Sheriff Avery has a special punishment lined up for Barlowe, or he can accept the more traditional and legal penalty for driving drunk, a year in jail.

For starters, Sheriff Avery dresses Barlowe up as a naughty schoolgirl and forces her to perform community service on two of the prisoners in her jail. But his special sissy punishment isn’t over. It’s just beginning. Follow Barlowe’s new life as Kandy, as Monica Avery and her sister Sheriff Avery teach Barlowe how to be a good sissy and serve their kinky desires.


Crossdressing Cheerleader Craves BBC 

Adam Knight had it all: a high-paying job in investment banking, an expensive home in an exclusive neighborhood, and a luxury car—all that didn’t satisfy his one need. Every Friday night, Adam becomes Amanda. At first, crossdressing was enough.

It isn’t enough anymore for Amanda; she craves to flaunt all the effort, money, and practice she puts into creating her feminine persona. Crossdressing at home, showing off on hookup apps, and hooking up with guys on those apps no longer satisfied her.

Amanda needs more. Craves more. Not only size-wise but intensity-wise. Amanda needs to go public and find more than the minute men she’s running across lately.

Amanda sets her goal. Go out. Head to the local college and find a college jock. Specifically, she’s looking for a BBC. Amanda finds more than she bargains for when she takes on the basketball team.

Baby Girl: Forced MTF Transformation 

“Feeling like I could lose my bowels right then and there. I considered taking off, maybe to Brazil. Change my name. Change my look. I mean, change my look. Like, going through a male-to-female transition. I crossdressed, sometimes. Putting makeup on made me feel better, but something was missing. Like a vagina. If I’d been smarter instead of gambling away my salary, I’d have transitioned by now.”

I always felt like I was out of place in my body. I’d crossdressed, but something was missing. I wanted to be a woman. A real woman. With breasts. Working equipment below. No more fake boobs. Fake hips. Tucking my penis. A real woman.

When my gambling addiction put me in debt to my neighbor, a notorious gangster and a man that loves his women submissive and obedient, Bino gives me three options. Pay or undergo a male-to-female transition and become his baby girl behind bars. Option three is a permanent solution.

What choice is there? Only one. I’m forced into an MTF Transition.

Sinister Deception: A Gender Swap Story 

Have you ever felt trapped in your male body? Did you feel more like a woman than a man? Have you ever looked at those captions on social media and asked:If you could take a pill and change into a woman, would you? Was your answer yes? Adan Howe was one of those men.

Adan Howe is a safe cracker, a thief, and what he uncovers in his latest haul shocks him. He’s been set up to be a human guinea pig. Little do they know that he wants nothing more than to be a woman. But will the drug work? And if it does, they plan to change him back into a body he doesn’t want.

Adan runs. He’s thrilled to try the drug on his own. When it works, he’s overcome with desire, a shameless need to experience sex in a body he’s not familiar with.

This is a tale of a male-to-female gender swap, a gender swap by science, and a gender swap experiment.


Keeping up with Phoebe Pearl

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!


About The Author

Phoebe Pearl

[image: ]

I am a passionate writer and love writing erotica. I’m incredibly passionate about creating stories dealing with transgender women, sissyfication, sissy maids, sissy cuckold husbands and boyfriends, and the dominant men and women who love them for who they are.



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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