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Foreword




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 for insights into my writying process and upcoming releases.

Thank you!

Phoebe Pearl


Introduction




A Sissy's Deceit (3) continues from where A Sissy's Deceit (2) left off. I highly recommend reading the first two in the series, as that's how I intended it.

Buy or borrow on kindle unlimited here: A Sissy's Deceit (1) and A Sissy Deceit (2)

I tried to make it standalone, but here's a recap of what happened in A Sissy's Deceit (1) and (2):

In one 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.

Unexpectedly, Charles, Mia's father, returns home and mistakes Landon for a college girl. Landon tries to resist Charles's 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.

In A Sissy's Deceit (2) two Charles decides that there trist the night before was a mistake. He ignores Landon until he needs him to pose as a sexy eighteen year old girl for his high school friends who he's been bragging about a eighteen year old girlfriend he doesn't have. 

Things get out of control as Landon decides to flirt and tease Charles friends.

Now onto day three of A Sissy's Deceit.





Chapter One

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

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

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

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

And tonight…

What kind of debauchery is in store for me?

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

Oh, if she only knew.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay.” I type, it sounds neutral.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Two

“I brought breakfast burritos.”

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

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

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

I take a bite of my burrito. “Go on.”

I chew.

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

I swallow and nod.

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

He buries his head in his hands. Lifts his head. “She’s telling everyone she left me because I have a little… well, you know.”

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

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

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

“What?”

“How big is it?”

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

“And find out if her boyfriend…”

“Austin.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes!”

I take another bite of my burrito, thinking.

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

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

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

“My thing?”

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

“Suck his cock?”

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

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

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

“How will I know?”

“Know what?”

“That yours is bigger unless you show me…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Three

“Fine.” He pushes his chair out, stands, and like a dare, unzips his pants.

“I’m not interested in your… Uh services. I’m not that kind of man.”

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

“Okay. But I’m not into guys.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

I suck on my finger, sensually.

“Oh, fuck…. I can’t get it out.”

“Want my help?”

“No!”

“Maybe unbuckle your pants and drop them.”

“Nothing’s going to happen.”

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

“Oh, fuck. No touching.”

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

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

“I’m not gay.” He can’t take his eyes off me, the wheels are spinning.

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

“Oh fuck. It’s been so long.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh fuck. You won’t tell anyone….”

He grabs me behind my head. His hand shakes.

“Oh, Daddy.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Four

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Promise,” I say.

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

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

“But you still want the slut inside me?”

“Uh…. yeah.”

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

He looks at me, waiting.

“Not too much into the upper-class scene, more into this look.”

I run my tongue over my teeth. “Why not hire an escort?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes.”

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

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

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

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

“Done.”

“Anything else?”

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

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

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

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

“I’m in.”

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

“Okay, Steve. I’ll do it.”

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


Chapter Five

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay. But how?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How do I know?”

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

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

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

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

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

“So… You and Steve, huh?”

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

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

I raise an eyebrow. “Into women?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Six

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

“Oh? Right now?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Fuck.”

“Go on, pet. Show our guest.”

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

“Slowly. You know how I like it.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

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

“Okay.”

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

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

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

“Yes. Ma’am.”

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

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

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

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

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

Vanessa nods at me. “Yours?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Austin babbles, “A month.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Well?” she says.

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

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

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


Chapter Seven

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

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

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

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

“Hands and knees slut.”

I obey.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh fuck. Austin’s bigger.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, fuck.”

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Eight

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

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

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

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

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

Landry—

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

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

Please make yourself at home.

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

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

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

But am I dreaming?

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

“Hi, Mia dumped me. Can we talk? I’m stopping by in the morning. Jared. I need a guy's perspective on Mia.”

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




THE END
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Todd has tried to keep his sissy crossdressing fantasies and desires secret. Though he works for a legitimate brokerage, his only client is a criminal. Todd launders money for a criminal enterprise that runs illegal gambling houses and whorehouses. If his boss, a self-described lady's man, or the criminal overlord found out about Todd's secret, it wouldn't be good. Not only would he lose his job, but the substantial gambling debt he'd accumulated would be immediately due. Fat Tony, the owner of the illegal establishments, might even decide to end Todd's life.
When Todd's boss dies and leaves the brokerage to a daughter - a transgender Domme Todd's dreams come true. He's forced into sissy training and servitude and becomes Tiffany.
This book is lesson one in what will be a series of lessons for Todd or Tiffany.


Feminized By My Wicked Stepmom - Book One: Forced Feminization, Sissy Maid Training, Reluctant Feminization

Jaxon clenched his fists as he stepped out of the police car and into the cold, harsh light of the station. Another fight, another arrest. His stepmother's voice echoed in his head, preaching about how girls don't fight and are easier to raise. Navy, his wicked stepmom, had agreed to an anger management program suggested by Jaxon's attorney to get the assault charges dropped. Reluctantly, Jaxon entered the program, not knowing what to expect.

As he entered the program, Jaxon was met with a heavy emphasis on feminization—from the pink walls and flowery decor to the gentle, soothing voices of the brainwashing. It was like being dropped into a completely foreign and uncomfortable world where his masculinity was constantly under attack. But as he progressed further into the program, he found he liked being a sissy.

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.

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.

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.

Shameless Submission: My Sissy Cuckold Husband: Book Six

Jen made it in a man’s world. She married a lovely, kind, and gentle guy, and he dotes on her. She’s the top-performing stockbroker at her all-male firm, but something is missing. Sex. Greg isn’t bad in bed, but he can’t keep up with her sex drive. Control. Control is missing, too.

After a strange conversation with John at a cocktail party, things change. John reveals his secret life as a dom, and Jen is hooked.

What happens next transforms not only Jen’s life but Greg’s. Jen begins feminizing Greg, and life as a Mistress begins for Jen, and Greg’s life as her sissy maid and sissy cuckold begins for Greg.



Clean Up Duty: Demoted To Sissy Cuckold

This is a continuation of Book One: Demoted to Sissy Cuckold Husband.
Carter and Ella pick up where they left off from.

Ella, Carter's Mistress and wife, give Carter his first sissy assignment. He must complete it, go home, sit in the car, or do anything but watch her have sex with her bull. It sounds easy, but as he learns, Mistress is devious, sadistic, and demanding. She wants total obedience. Can Carter complete his task? Will he get his wish and watch his wife have interracial sex?

Mistress Ella is enjoying her newfound skin. She loves dominating her husband, and as the night progresses, her inner sadistic and demanding tendencies bubble to the surface. Her new sissy begins to learn that disobedience and total subservience will be the only option for him

Demoted To Sissy Cuckold

Carter has desires he thinks his wife, Ella, won't approve of. He secretly pursues his passion for being feminized during his frequent business trips. He wants to tell Ella about his desire to become her sissy. To become her cuckold. To be her sissy maid, he chickens out every time he gets the nerve.

Ella fantasizes about dominating and feminizing her husband, Carter. Her urges and fantasies include bondage, feminization, humiliation, and cuckolding. Because her fantasies are extreme and she's insecure about losing Carter, she never reveals her secret.

One weekend everything changed. An incident happens, forcing each of their hands. Carter and Ella have a weekend that they'll never forget.



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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