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Foreword




A Sissy's Deceit (4) continues from where A Sissy's Deceit (1, 2 and 3) left off. I highly recommend reading the first few 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 so far:

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.

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.

In Sissy Deceit (3) Charles full of dominance challenges Landon to do preform orla sex on all his friends. When Steve arrives es he has other plans for Landon, he wants to make his ex-wife, Vanessa, jealous and setup her new ex- football player boyfriend, Austin. 

Things turn kinky when Landon dressed in a little black dress ends up in a cottage with Vanessa and Austin. He learns a thing or two about what Vanessa likes in a man.

On to A Sissy Deceit (4).....


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.

Or sharing my book on Bluesky

Thank you!

Phoebe Pearl


Chapter One

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Two

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Have a seat. Coffee?”

“Sure.”

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

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

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

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

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

I shrug. “And?”

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


Chapter Three

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

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

He swallows. “Not really. I…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thanks.”

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

“Don’t you get it?”

“No, I don’t.”

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

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

He flushes, looks away.

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

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


Chapter Four

Jared struggles with what he needs to say next.

“I…”

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

“I want to suck cock.”

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

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

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

I laugh. “There’s only one problem.” I stand lift my skirt and wiggle my caged cock around. “I gave Mia the key and…”

“I want to wear one of those, too. I have one in my bag. I keep a bag of sissy stuff stashed in my car. And…” Jared smiles, a Cheshire cat smile, digs in his pants, pulls out the key to my chastity cage. “Please.”

The click in my head was like a dam breaking. I’d always been the submissive one, but my wild night with Vanessa had left its mark, infusing me with an unfamiliar, intoxicating insight into power. How sensual it could be. My heart races as I realize that I now know how to seize control, to turn the tables, just like the stories in the forced feminization erotica I’d devoured late at night. It was time to redefine my boundaries, to test the limits of submission and dominance, and see how far we would go.

“Okay, but you do what I say.”

Jared doesn’t even blink. He just nods, as if the idea of following orders is the only thing keeping his skin from coming apart at the seams.

“Tell me about Instagram,” I say.

He laughs, a nervous hiccup. “There’s not much to tell. I made a fake account. Bought clothes. I sneak away, rent a hotel room, tell the guys at the Frat house I’m seeing a girl, and dress up. Buy clothes and take pictures.”

He pulls out his phone, swipes through it, and shows me the images. I say, looking at the faceless images, “Interesting. You need to do something with my hair. Girls don’t have hair on their legs or arms.”

“What do I say…”

“Shut up.” I’m surprised by my dominance. “Finish your coffee. Then take off your clothes.” I grab a garbage bag and hand it to him. “Put them in here. I don’t want to see one stitch of clothing on you when I get back. Give me your car keys. Your girly stuff’s in the trunk?”

“Yeah. I have a few bags stashed in my trunk. I have everything. Panties. Thigh highs and a bunch of skirts and dresses, they all fit. I have some toys too, but I want to go clubbing and have jocks hit on me and…. Like I said…”

I turn, toss my hair, “Naked when I get back.” I stride towards the front door. I don’t look back.

There are five bags in his trunk. I sift through them and grab the ones I’ll need for Jared’s transformation and head upstairs, raid Mia’s makeup table, fill a bag with foundation, eyeshadow, mascara, and lipstick.


Chapter Five

When I return, Jared stands in the kitchen, shivering, in nothing but his boxers. The bulging garbage bag sits by the back door. His chest is bare, paler than I’d expected, and he’s got a faint trail of hair leading down to the waistband. I say nothing. I just point with one finger at his boxers, then at the floor. “Naked. Now.” It surprises me how quickly I’ve become so dominant in half an hour.

He hesitates, then peels them off, hands trembling. His cock is soft, slight, but growing. He covers it with his hands, blushing.

“On your knees,” I command, feeling a strange mix of dominance and indecision.

“Uh… I just want to get dressed up.”

“This is the way we do it.”

He kneels, knees pressed tight, cock squeezed between his thighs, hands still awkwardly trying to hide himself.

I dig through the first bag, pluck out a sexy little black thong, black silky thigh highs, a garter, a black corset, then a pocket bra and a pair of breast inserts, it’s apparent to me Jared has a fetish for big tits. From the other bag, I lay a barely there club dress on top of it all and say, “This is what you’ll wear today. No questions.”

He looks at the pile, then at me, lips forming a silent O. “Will you do my makeup?” He points at the third bag, which contains a remarkable selection of toys, digs through it, and produces a chastity cage. “I’ve been wearing it sometimes. I like it. I want to wear it.”

Ignoring him, I say, “First, we shave. Follow me.”

“Naked?”

“Yep. Let’s go. Bring the chastity cage.”

In Mia’s bathroom, I produce a pink Venus razor, still in the blister pack, and some Aveeno. I start the water running in the tub. “While it fills, go get my key.”

He turns and starts walking.

“Run,” I say, in a tone that sounds like a football coach barking orders on the practice field.

Jared takes off in a sprint worthy of a football quarterback. When he returns, more surprises come out of my mouth. “Present it to me. Like I’m your queen.”

He drops to his knees. The sound of his kneecaps, solid and accustomed to the impact of the football field, makes a dull thud against the cool, smooth tile of Mia’s bathroom floor. His naked thighs press tight together, a defensive posture in this moment of utter submission. His head bows, dark hair falling forward, shadowing his face, a curtain drawn on the Division 2-star quarterback. His hands, usually wrapped around a football or Mia’s waist, tremble as he extends them. Cupped together, his palms form a shallow offering bowl. There, nestled in the slight depression of his palm, lies the small, silver key to my chastity cage. It gleams under the harsh, white light of the vanity bulbs, a tiny, potent symbol of my submission. My breath catches. The sight of him, so servile, so willing, sends a shiver from the base of my spine to the nape of my neck, prickling my skin despite the steam filling the room from the running tub.

I reach out, my fingers brushing against the surprisingly soft skin of his palm as I pluck the key. It’s cool against my fingertips, the metal ridged and definite. My hand is steady, a contrast to his shaking body. For a moment, our eyes don’t meet. His gaze fixed on the floor, a study in submissiveness. I let my fingers close around the key; the metal warming slightly in my grasp. Then, with deliberate slowness, I bring it to the small lock on the pink plastic of my cage. The key slides in with a faint metallic scrape, almost inaudible over the gush of water filling the tub. I turn it. The click of the mechanism disengaging is tiny, precise, yet it echoes through me, a sound of release, of potential. The cage springs open, the tension against my skin easing instantly. I pull the two halves apart, the plastic cool as it slides away. My cock, freed from its confinement, swells, blood rushing back with an almost painful intensity.

“I’m... This is so...” He parts his thighs, and I’m taken aback by what I see. The jock. The stud who could have any woman he desires. The macho star, whom everyone idolizes as their hero, is excited. It’s an erection, yet it’s the result of surrendering sexually to someone like me, a sissy femboy. I’m torn between being thrilled and bothered by this unexpected turn of events.

“Get in the bath and start with your legs.”

He obeys. I sit on the tub edge, legs crossed, watching him lather up. There’s something comic in this. The star football player, shaving his legs to please me, to be like me. Who would have thought?

“Do it slow. If you nick yourself, you’ll regret it.”

He shaves. I make him do his pits, his groin, his arms, his face, chest, and the faint line of his happy trail, too. I check for smoothness after he finishes each area. For the grand finale, I make him spread his ass cheeks and shave there too. After shaving what will be now referred to as a sissy hole, he while dries off. As he does, I drench his body with a flowery mist that fills the room with a bittersweet, girlish perfume.

“You’re going to be perfect,” I announce, and he shudders in the spray, almost grateful.

We move to the vanity mirror. I pull out a foundation stick, dot it along his jaw, and blend with practiced fingers. His skin is smooth, softer than I’d guessed. The bright red lipstick pops against his lips, making his mouth look fuller, more indecent. I run a brow pencil over his arches, teasing them into a gentle curve. Then, mascara and a shimmery eye shadow that makes his lids pop with a sort of glistening innocence. Every detail is precise, and I choose colors to maximize his femininity. I step back, appraising my handiwork, and for a second, I have to swallow. The effect is nasty: he’s unrecognizable. He’s not pretty, but sexy in a sort of filthy way. The lewd lass who turns guys into horny beasts.

He blinks at his reflection, lips parted, and then his eyes widen. “Holy shit,” he says, voice wavering.

I grab a makeup wipe, drag it across a stray smudge at his jaw, and cock my head. “So I was worried, but damn you look good.”

He says nothing. Just stares. The towel wrapped around his waist tents with the unmistakable evidence of his arousal.

“Sit,” I say, and he obeys, tucking his erection between his legs.

I fluff a cheap synthetic wig over his head. The transformation is impressive; the quarterback is no more, he’s more like a hooker getting ready to step out the door for a night of street walking.

“Now the corset,” I say, and Jared stands, dropping the towel. His erection stands straight forward. He tries to cover it, but I smack his hand away. “Dirty girl.”

His cock twitches after I call him a girl. Or was it being called dirty, or a combination of both?

I thread the black lace through the eyelets, cinch him in tighter than what’s necessary.

“Can you breathe?”

“Barely.”

“Perfect.”

Then I slide the silicone breast forms into the bra cups.

He steps into the thong and garter, nearly tripping over his own feet, then I help him smooth the thigh-high stockings into place. The dress is next—a shimmery, black bodycon number that clings to him in all the right places and dangerously above mid-thigh. When it’s all on, he sways once and catches himself in the mirror, turning his hips this way and that, hands smoothing down the curve of his waist. But there’s one problem: the tent pole ruins the feminine look.

Shaking my head, I say, “That just won’t do.”

I hand him the chastity cage. “You know how to put it on?”

He nods, then looks at me, eyes wide: “Can you… Do it?”

“Of course,” I say, and kneel in front of him, sliding the hard plastic around his cock, guiding the shaft and balls into place. He trembles as I click the lock shut, trapping him in the same miniature pink cage I had worn yesterday. I hang the key on a ribbon and tie it around my neck, letting it dangle just above my chest.

I run my hands down his sides, smoothing the fabric and adjusting the straps. “Now walk to the end of the hall and back. Make it sexy.”

He totters, at first, but quickly finds a rhythm, thighs brushing together, heels pressing, one foot in front of the other until he’s gliding. The only tell is the broadness of his chest and the precarious, top-heavy sway of the breast forms. I fold my arms and appraise.

“We have eight hours,” I say, “to turn you into a passable bimbo.”


Chapter Six

Jared grins, a little wild. “What do I call myself?”

“You look like a Kaylee.” I tilt my head, considering. “Maybe something sluttier. Kendra? Or…”

He bites his lip, rolling the sound in his mouth. “Kendra. I like that.”

I flick the key with my finger, feeling it bounce on my chest. “Then let’s get started, Kendra.”

The next hour is a crash course. I make her watch videos of girls walking, talking, and laughing. We practice sitting and standing. “No, no—don’t flop. Tuck your knees in. You’re not in the locker room.” I force her to eat lunch daintily, holding the spoon between thumb and forefinger, lips pursed, pinky out.

By the time we’re forty minutes in, she’s nailing the micro-expressions: the arched brow, the quick toss of hair, the fluttery hand gesturing nothing and everything. It’s like watching a deep fake generate in real-time, the algorithm learning and smoothing out its own glitches. I don’t let her relax, either. Every time she breaks character, slips into the old, masculine stance, I slap her ass with the same brush Charles used on me.

“Hey!” she yelps.

“Discipline,” I say. “You want to get clocked as a guy before you get three steps in the door wherever we go?”

She shakes her head, chastened but smiling. “What about my voice?”

I play her a few samples, then coach her, syllable by syllable, through a higher pitch. “Light on the consonants. Airy. More breath, less grunt.”

She practices, and by the time she reads out loud from Mia’s Cosmopolitan—“The essential guide to achieving a perfect O, page seventy-two”—she’s almost convincing. My heart does a strange, fluttering thing: pride mixed with a bit of jealousy and a lot of anticipation. She’s close, but not quite there. I suspect Jared, or Kendra, has been doing a lot of practicing on his own.

We break only long enough for me to touch up her makeup, adding an extra layer of gloss. “You’re going to make some poor bastard lose his fucking mind,” I say.

Kendra (it fits, I have to admit) laughs. “I want to wear heels.”

“You’re going to tower over all the guys.”

“I want to. Do you think I’m sexy? I look pretty good. Hell, I’d fuck me.”

I must admit, she looks good. If I can work all the dude out of her by tonight, she’ll be a tall, slender drink of water. Model material. “Okay. If you can walk in them.”

“I practice. I can.”

I hand her a pair of black stilettos from her bag. She wobbles at first, but doesn’t topple, and after a few laps up and down the hardwood, she’s strutting, one hand on her hip, every lurch smoothing out into a sultry glide. I watch, a strange pride swelling in my chest. The heels redefine her: a hips-forward, knees-in, almost predatory grace, the walk that gets you noticed at a bar or followed into the bathroom. My mind considers the possibilities. Two sissies growing down on the same cock. Mmmm.

We escalate. I make her hold a wineglass, deliberately, like she’s posing for a bored housewife’s Instagram. Then I correct the tilt of her wrist, the delicate hook of her fingers, the dismissive flick she’s supposed to give to anything beneath her. When she gets it wrong—which she does, a lot—I click my tongue and smack her ass or the cruelest twisting of her caged cock. I discover that seems to cause my jock turned sissy much arousal. At first my smacks are just noise, but soon the skin under her thong pinks up, and every time I say, “Again, but with feeling, slut,” she shudders, lips parted and tries harder.

We move to conversation. I make her practice giggling, not laughing, and then interrupting me, but only by touching my arm or flicking her lashes. “You’re not in debate club,” I say. “Sluts don’t fight with words.” She cuts in, blushes, and I reward her with a stroke of her cheek, maybe a brush of gloss to her lips. The cycle of correction becomes a kind of dance, and the more I control her, the more she submits, until the only thing left of Jared is the glint of panic in her eyes every time she realizes how much she enjoys submitting.

By three, I take her outside, making her practice walking the length of the driveway. She doesn’t complain, only stumbles once, and when I threaten to make her march to the end of the block, she shakes her head, a lock of wig-hair falling into her eyes.

“Please,” she says, voice a new octave, “don’t make me.”

“You’re doing it,” I say, “if you want to make it out tonight. You need to be perfect.”

She draws herself up, inhales, and glides down the driveway, hips swaying, the sound of her heels echoing across the cul-de-sac.

She teeters to the sidewalk with a little gasp, planting her stiletto on the pebbled concrete and waiting for the world to tip her off balance. But the world doesn’t. Instead, it stares.

A minivan idles at the curb, engine ticking, the silhouette of a man in aviators behind the wheel, gaze tracking Kendra’s trajectory with lazy, mounting interest. A couple is working on their lawn a few doors down—he in cargo shorts, she in a pink tracksuit two decades out of date—both turning at the click of her heels.

Kendra’s shoulders tense, but she doesn’t hesitate. She walks. Not a stride, not a stomp—something in between, a cadence to draw attention, daring the looker to linger and lust. Her legs, long in the sexy barely there dress, flex under the shimmer of bare, freshly shaven skin. The effect is captivating: a slow-motion tragedy or a living billboard, depending on whom you ask.

The man in the minivan lingers, rolling the window down with the subtlety of someone trying not to be caught. I watch his eyes—hard to miss, they’re nearly glowing—and then I catch the soft him as he fims the two sluts strolling down the street.

He’s not the only one. The woman in the pink tracksuit hisses something through her teeth, a sound that carries just far enough on the breeze to prickle Kendra’s composure. A husband—boyfriend, whatever, leans on his rake, squinting, licking his lips like he wants a piece of us.

I feel the first pinch of guilt, wondering if Charles’s HOA will field calls about the “hookers” strutting through their neighborhood. The thought gives me a cheap thrill, a mean pulse of pride. Fuck Charles. None of this would have happened if he hadn’t dumped me.

Kendra makes it to the end of the block, pauses, and pivots. There’s a wobble in her ankle—only the briefest threat of collapse—then she steadies, plants her heel, a smile flickers on her lips as she walks back with twice the sway, the swing of her hips challenging the block to look.

The minivan pulls away, slow, maybe circling for another peek. The pink-tracksuit woman mutters, “Disgusting,” and I see her snatch her phone, fingers flying with the urgent gossip of the damned.

“Nice work, Kendra,” I say as we reach the driveway, breathless and a little wild around the eyes. “You killed it.”

Back inside, I review her progress so far and force her to sit and stand from every chair in the house, never letting her flop or spread her knees. If she fails, I make her redo it, and often, I punctuate the correction with a sharp slap, a twist of her caged cock or a cold warning: “Do it again, or I’ll post your pictures so all your football and frat buddies can see who you have become. I’ll caption them with Star Quarterback or sissy slut.” She grins, does the humiliation of it arouse her? It would me. I realize that the lines between punishment and pleasure in sissies like us blur and punishment is merely a form of taboo pleasure?

I lounge at the breakfast bar, legs stretched out and skirt hiked up, savoring a glass of water and the slow, deliberate way she crosses the kitchen: she’s not even pretending anymore; she is a lady. Well, maybe not so sophisticated. She’ll pass as a cheap slut, the kind you find on her knees in an alley or the bathroom of a nightclub, a line of guys waiting for the use of her mouth, that’s the look we’re going for, anyway.

“I’m impressed. Where do you want to go tonight, I mean? There are options. We could hit a bar downtown. Or maybe you want something seedier. There’s a drag show at Club Fix.”

She hesitates only a second. “Which place has the worst men?”

“Define ‘worst.’”

She blushes, “I want to… You know. Go all the way. Be used. I don’t care if it’s in a bathroom or the backseat of a car. I feel this overwhelming urge to be used. Used like a cheap slut. I want to see if I can really do it. Is that crazy?”

“Not for a sissy. That’s our purpose in life.” For a moment, I feel the old me—submissive, desperate to please—rear up inside. But that’s not who I am today, not after all this.

“Well, before you do it with strangers, you better prove you can do it right.” I don’t mean to sound so cold, but the words come out like a dare. She looks puzzled, then gives a nervous giggle, as if she thinks I’m joking. “Seriously,” I say, standing. “If you can’t suck a cock without choking, then you won’t be a true sissy slut. The men you want, they want experienced sluts, they have requirements. A sissy slut, the genuine article, understands this.”


Chapter Seven

She bites her lip, eyes flicking down to the bulge barely contained by my skirt. The switch in her is immediate. She understands her role. Kendra drops to her knees, mouth slightly open, hands fluttering up and down her thigh highs. Even on her knees, the way she bows her head, her posture is pure submission.

I hike the skirt up, no longer caring about modesty, and my cock is half hard already, the memory of last night still written in bruises over my hips and thighs. I let it rest on her cheek; the shaft flushed and the veins thick and pulsing. She nuzzles it, lips parted, tongue flicking out to taste. She’s hesitant, awed, as if she’s never done this before. Maybe she hasn’t, at least not like this.

I thread my fingers into the wig and press her down gently but firmly. She opens wider, her lips glossy and stretched, surrounding the head, inch by inch. She gags almost instantly, but I don’t let up. “No teeth,” I say, voice dominant and demanding in a tone I didn’t know I could make. “Use your tongue, slut. Show me what you learned on those porn videos you watched.”

She obeys, tongue flattened and pressed against the underside, lips curling in a tight, wet ring around the shaft. The first inch vanishes, then another, her lip gloss leaving a sticky, sparkling residue that glistens under the bathroom lights. Her mascara-laden lashes flutter, and she looks up at me, eyes wide and brimming—not with tears, but with a raw, animal need for approval.

“Good girl,” I whisper, and that does something to her. Her hands scrabble at my thighs, uselessly, as I grip her head tighter, forcing another inch past her lips. She gags again, wet and shuddering, but after a second, she steadies, sucking in her cheeks, working her tongue around the tip. I let her come up for air, just enough to gasp, then push her back down, this time slower, more controlled. Her lips are smeared with gloss and spit; I watch as it drips down her chin onto the fake cleavage pooling in the hollow of her chest.

“Look at you,” I say, my cock deep in her throat. She looks up through the haze of wig and tears, eyes shining with struggle and shame. “All that football, all that macho guy bullshit I hear you bellowing at parties with Mia and here you are on your knees. Just like you always wanted, huh, Kendra?” The words are bitter in my mouth, but it’s not anger. It’s something closer to satisfaction, the raw justice of seeing someone powerful beg. I make her beg, with her mouth, with every demanding thrust of my hips, every bob of her head.

I take the wig in both hands and set a rhythm, using her like a toy, like the cock sleeve Vanessa said I was. Each thrust gets easier, her throat relaxing, her tongue flattening, her jaw opening wider. I can hear the little whimpers, the way she moans through the gag, and it’s so fucking hot I almost forget to breathe.

“Good girl.” I angle my hips, letting her take a little more, a little deeper. She gags, coughs, and for a moment I think she’ll pull away, but she steadies herself, hands gripping the backs of my thighs. She tries again, slower this time, and I guide her, palm pressing the crown of her head, forcing her down until her nose is buried in the mesh of my skirt.

The sensation is electric. I can feel her throat pulse around me, the desperate, wet effort of her body trying to adapt to its new function. She is utterly, beautifully helpless. For the first time in my life, I am not the one on my knees, not the one gagging and keening for someone else’s pleasure. The power in it makes my knees go weak, and I nearly buckle.

“That’s it,” I command. “No hands unless I say. Just your mouth, bitch.”

She whimpers, the sound vibrating up my length, and I reward her by easing the pressure, letting her catch her breath. Her face is a mess already: lipstick smeared across her cheek, eyes watering, a string of spit drooling down her chin. It’s filthy and flawless.

“Look at you,” I say, rocking my hips against her mouth. “You’re such a fucking cockslut. If Mia could see you now, she’d never believe it.”

She moans, a deep, guttural sound rattles up from her chest. She’s so far gone in her role, in the transformation, that she doesn’t even try to hide it.

“Choke on it,” I instruct, and she does, pushing herself farther until she retches and pulls back, coughing, spit stringing between her lips and the tip of my cock. She looks up, pleading, mascara rivers running down her cheeks. There’s no trace of Jared left, just this raw, ruined slut desperate to serve.

“Is this what you wanted?” I taunt, sliding my cock along the curve of her cheek, leaving a wet trail behind. “You could have any girl on campus, but you want to be a whore. You wanted to be my whore.”

“Yes,” she chokes out, voice hoarse, “please, let me…”

I cut her off, shoving myself back in, deeper this time. She doesn’t struggle. She opens up, lets me use her, lets me own her. And with every thrust, I feel her surrender, her body and mind unraveling in the rhythm of it, in the raw pulse at the back of her throat, the frantic, glassy-eyed hunger in her ruined face.

The heat in my belly spikes, building to a pressure I can’t contain. I grip the sides of her head tight, holding her in place as my cock throbs, thick and impossibly hard, buried to the hilt in her mouth. “This is it, Kendra,” I rasp, voice trembling. “Take it. Take all of it. Good girl, good fucking girl—”

I come, explosive and unstoppable, hips bucking against her face. She gags, tries to pull back, but I don’t let her—just hold her there, everything spilling down her throat, hot and punishing and desperate. Her eyelids flutter as she swallows, gagging around the pulse of cum, tears spilling down her cheeks in fat, glassy streams. I ride out every wave, every spasm, until I’m emptied and softening, and she collapses, coughing, spit and semen drooling from her ruined mouth.

She kneels there, gasping in huge gulps of air, licking the mess from her lips with a dazed, shaky tongue. There’s nothing left of the quarterback, only a cock-shocked bimbo, kneeling in the kitchen, mascara streaked down her cheeks and lipstick smeared into a clownish, obscene frown.

I crouch down, brushing the hair out of her face, and tilt her chin up. She blinks, eyes red and brimming with pride and humiliation.

“Good girl,” I say, a slow, wicked smile spreading across my face. “You’re ready for prime time.”

She shudders, the words hitting her harder than anything else I’ve done. “Thank you,” she whispers, voice raw. “Thank you, Landry.”

“Shhh.” I press a finger to her lips, savoring her obedience. “But first, we need to fix you up. You look like a raccoon after a bachelorette party.”

She laughs, a hollow, broken sound, and I help her up, guiding her back to the bathroom and the edge of the tub. She sits, legs splayed, hands trembling in her lap. I wet a washcloth and gently wipe the tears and sticky mess from her face.

“Go shower, return here, naked,” I command, and she nods, folding her hands meekly in her lap like a student awaiting punishment.


Chapter Eight

In the mirror, my reflection is a wild thing—skirt hiked up, cock still half-hard, cheeks flushed with the violence of release. I wet my lips and then returned to her, makeup bag in hand.

“We’re going to a frat party,” I say as I begin the transformation for the second time today. As I reapply foundation, “You’re going to show everyone what a little slut you are,” I grab the base of Kendra’s cock knowing all too well what that pressure means. She’s enjoying herself. I lean in closer, squeezing her cock while my lips brush against his ear. “You’re going to be mine. I say suck his cock. You obey. Understand?”

Kendra nods.

I could see the desire in Kendra’s eyes, the need to submit, to be dominated, and it only made me hard again. What had happened to the submissive sissy femboy from two days ago?

Done with the foundation, I wrap my hand around the base of Kendra’s cock, and feel the pressure build as I say, “I am your pimp tonight, and you’re going to do exactly what I say. You’re going to be my little whore, my slut, my toy. You’re going to let them use you, fuck you, cum all over you. And you’re going to love every fucking second of it.”

I could feel her cock tensing under its prison, throbbing in my hand as I teased and edged her.

I move on to the eyes, as I say, “You’re going to be the star of the party, everyone’s going to want a piece of you. They’re going to line up to fuck you, to use you, to make you their little slut. And you’re going to take it all, aren’t you?”

She nods again.

I finish up with Kendra and dig out a slutty dress from Mia’s closet. Shower. Do my makeup, and then I double-check both of us, and before we leave, I grab Kendra’s arms. “Now we can’t let anyone know we’re guys. It’ll be our little sissy deceit. In and out. Suck cock and out. Got it? We’re two sluts from out of town, visiting. We’re going to pull a little sissy deception.”

“Maybe we tell everyone we lost a bet and have to suck everyone’s cock?” Kendra’s smile stretches wide across her face, her eyes sparkling with anticipation, as if she were on the brink of experiencing the most extraordinary night of her life.

“I like it. I like you, you’re nastier than I am.”

We arrive at the frat party and the guys at the door demand a feel of our asses as an entrance fee. Dumb muscle, never subtle, never graceful. The first guy to grab my ass at the door does it with both hands, like he’s weighing two hams, like he’s not even worried I’ll twist away or call him out. He’s got the look of a surplus action figure: varsity letterman jacket and a jaw you could use as a bottle opener. There’s a flicker of confusion when he feels the absence of panty line, the weird androgynous firmness of my thighs, but it doesn’t slow him down. “Damn, cutie, what’s your name?” he bellows, breath hot with cheap whiskey. His friend, a stocky lacrosse type, gives Kendra the same treatment, but she’s ready for it. She giggles, fake as a drag queen’s lashes—and wiggles her hips, letting his hand linger.

Inside, the temperature reaches into the triple digits, with the air thick and swirling with cologne, vape clouds, liquor, and testosterone. I see three other girls, and they’re already paired off with other studs and pressed tight into a corner. So we have no competition. The rest are men: every flavor, every breed, all on the hunt. And being that there are only three women here, I bet they’re already hard. If I had any doubts about Kendra’s ability to pass, they vanish the second we move through the crowd. The wolves don’t even pause. Hands slip to her waist, her lower back, her thigh. She doesn’t break character once, not for a single second. She sidesteps a clumsy pass, pivots, then drops a hand to the stranger’s biceps and leans in, whispering something in his ear that makes him laugh. Three different guys offered us a drink and made suggestive comments before we had even the chance to settle into the place. I have a feeling this is going to be one wild night.

Kendra’s made for this, I realize. The attention, the hunger, the wet heat of all those eyes crawling her up and down. She soaks it in like a prize showgirl, a sponge for sex craved men. She tosses her hair, arches her back, and lets her laugh go a little longer than necessary. You’d never know she was a quarterback; never know she’d spent her life building up her fake masculinity and machismo to keep this exact scenario from happening. Now she’s thrown herself into the pit with the lions and she’s fucking loving it.

The atmosphere is immediate: predatory, expectant, and distorted by the haze of fraternity boys and sexually deprived college men boasting about sexual encounters they never had. After tonight, they’d have stories to tell.

A guy wraps his arms around Kendra, grabs her ass and brags about his cock size. Kendra doesn’t flinch. She leans into the touch, giggles, letting the guy cup her as long as he likes. She’s unrecognizable from the quarterback. She’s not even pretending to be shy; the transformation is complete, and she basks in the attention, in the hands grazing her back, the bold, unfiltered stares. We are here to be hunted, and she is first in line for the slaughter.

There’s a red Solo cup in my hand, then in hers. Kendra takes a swig, lips leaving a perfect print of gloss on the rim. Men—boys, really—start clustering around us, jaws slack with the open hunger you only see in packs. They shout over the music, trying to outdo each other with jokes, questions, challenges, as if we’re prizes to be won by the loudest contestant. A guy in a backwards camo cap leans in, breath hot in my ear, “Never seen you girls before. You in from out of town?”

Kendra does the thing we practiced—the little laugh, the glance through the lashes, the touch to his bicep like she’s measuring its worth. “Just visiting,” she breathes, voice feather-light. “Spring break, you know? I lost a bet.”

Two of them close ranks, flanking us, and the one with the cap—Cody, I learn, because he won’t stop saying his name and how many girls he’s fucked—puts his arm around her waist, fingers grazing the garter under her hem. I watch her blush, then melt into him, and I realize with a jolt that she’s not acting. Not even a little. She wants this, needs it, and her eyes are already glazed with longing. The old Jared would have been sick with shame by now; Kendra just wants to see how far she can go.

I lean into Cody and fan the flames, “You know what bet she lost?”

“Nah.”

“She has to suck any guy’s cock that asks her.”

“Damn. Any guy?”

“Yep. Just got to ask her. No touching the pussy or tits. Just good head.”

“You?”

“I lost the same bet.”

My words spread like wildfire, and there’s a sudden, collective hush, like someone’s snapped their fingers and the party’s running on slow-mo for half a beat. The essence of my words settles over the entire house: our mouths are open for business, and all you have to do is ask.

Cody’s face breaks into a feral, gap-toothed grin. He hollers “No fuckin’ way,” and immediately holds up a finger, like a kid calling dibs on the front seat. From the living room, a table of ping-pong warriors gets wind of the challenge and almost spills their beer in the rush to get up. A fraternity of boys, united by the prospect of a two sluts and the possibility of actually getting there cock sucked lights up the room.


Chapter Nine

The room quiets, the silence palpable.

No speaks. I hear gulps. Freat boys fidget, wondering if we’re joking. I see it in their eyes. Is this real? Are we getting punked? Do we just have to ask?

Then the guy with camo steps forward. Stands in front of Kendra. His words are simple, but they come out as a stutter. A demand, but sounding more like a question. “Suck my cock.”

Kendra looks at me, cock her head and then with a mischievous grin on her face, kneels in front of the camo hat guy and unzips his pants with ease, like she’s been waiting for this moment all her life. She fumbles around inside his pants, as he and three other guys watching the performance, say “Oh fuck.”

In half a minute his cock out, stiff and throbbing. She looks up at him, her eyes filled with lust as she reaches out and grabs his shaft firmly in her hand, giving it a couple of gentle strokes.

“Mmmm,” she moans. I can tell she’s savoring the moment, the feeling of his hot, hard flesh in her hand. “You look like you’ve been waiting for this.”

The camo hat guy couldn’t help but nod in agreement. He was beyond turned on by the way Kendra was taking control. He watches her wrap her luscious lips around the head of his cock, sucking on it gently at first before taking more of it into her mouth.

“Oh fuck!” he exclaims, his hips bucking forward involuntarily. Kendra chuckles around his cock and places a soft hand on his abdomen, holding him still while she bobs her head up and down his shaft.

“That’s it, just relax and enjoy it.” She glances at me. Her eyes seemingly relaying a message, well? How about you? While her mouth worshipped his cock, like it was a holy relic, taking him in deep long strokes with a devout desire.

Cody steps up. Faces me and says, “Suck my cock. You lost the bet, remember.”

I get the hint and fall to my knees. Now there are two hot as fuck sissies, on our knees shoulder to shoulder, ready to do battle with a house full of swinging dicks.

As Kendra works her magic on her camo hat fratboy, with each bob of her head, I sense he’s getting closer to the edge.

I don’t even have to move. Cody’s cock materializes, the crude bulge of gym shorts dropping as he yanks himself free. He’s not hard yet, but the act of exposing himself to two sluts eager for fratboy cock, in the middle of a party is enough to get him there in seconds.

Kendra took more of her camo hat guy into her mouth, teasing his balls with her tongue, rolling them around in her mouth, eliciting gasps of pleasure and cheers from the growing crowd. Her other hand moved up to stroke his shaft in time with her bobs, adding a whole new level of passion to the experience.

A crowd forms. Not a mob, but a careful, hungry semi-circle of voyeurs and future participants, each clutching their drink and trying not to look too eager. Phones are out, screens angled toward the action. There’s a soundtrack of disbelief—“No way, dude,” “Is this real?”—but mostly it’s the sound of our wet, eager mouths, and the high, glassy giggle that escapes Kendra every time she pulls off, gasping for air.

“Kendra,” Camo hat guy moans, his voice ragged with desire. “I’m gonna-”

She cut him off by swallowing him whole, taking his entire length down her throat. His legs tremble, hips thrusting forward involuntarily.

I return my focus to Cody, the taste a familiar one for me. There’s a prideful pleasure in the way Cody’s cock swells under my tongue. The line gows hoots and catcalls making it a humiliating way to give a blowjob. But the disgrace only adds to the delight. The throng of horny cheer and clap as if they’re doing us a favor by letting us choke on them. Maybe they are. I suck on Cody, keeping my eyes on Kendra.

Her grip on Cam hat guy’s hips tightens as she moves up and down on his cock, milking him for all he was worth. The sweet suction of her mouth was too much. “Fuck,” he groans, losing control. Bucking. Moaning. Every muscle tenses. His body jerks hard, every muscle tight as her pours his seed into Kendra’s mouth. Kendra pulls off with a pop and looks up at him, a sly smile on her face. She licks her lips, tasting him for a moment before leaning forward and pressing a wet, warm kiss against the tip of his cock.

“Mmmm, delicious.”

Camo hat guy couldn’t agree more, still breathing hard as Kendra slides his spent cock back into his pants and zip him up.

Kendra smiles, still licking her lips, and says, “Next.”

I return my attention to Cody, swirling my tongue around the head. He howls—a real, unselfconscious bellow—then slams a palm on the wall, steadying himself. I can feel my cock throbbing, desperate and useless, while the rest of me is entirely present: the salt of his sweat, the acrid zing of precum, the wild, forbidden pride of knowing everyone is watching.

Meanwhile, Kendra has moved on to number two and is losing herself, her eyes shut, tongue lapping at the base of her fratboy’s shaft as if it’s a lollipop. She takes him with no hesitation, no flinch, and the guy nearly collapses, his knees buckling at the pure, practiced efficiency of her technique. She’s in the zone, and it’s nasty, the way she moans around his length, letting globs of spit drool down her chin and glue the head of his cock to the roof of her mouth. All around us, frat boys edge in closer, each angling to be next, to catch a glimpse or a whiff of the action, their faces echoing the same dumbstruck awe that only genuine male foolishness can muster. In that moment, I realize: it’s not just a dare, not just a hook-up, not even a humiliation anymore. It’s a fucking extravaganza, and we are the main event.

I let Cody’s cock pop free, savoring the gasp and the way his hands clench the wall for support. His balls slap against my chin when I go down on him again, and he twitches, spilling a hot, salty preamble over my tongue. I swirl it, make a show of sucking him clean, and then I look up, lips smeared and glistening. He’s not even pretending to be calm: his jaw is slack, his eyes glazed, sweat beading already along his scalp. “Holy shit,” he groans, voice raw. “You’re a fucking freak.”

It should hurt me. Shame me. But I like it. I guess I am a freak as I swallow his spurting cum.

I let go of his cock with a pop, letting the string of cum hang between my lips and his cock. “No,” I say, sucking the string of cum into my mouth like spaghetti, with deliberate slowness, “just experienced.”

I hear a half dozen phones beep for photos, the crowd so close I can smell their anticipation—cologne, macho sweat, the metallic sound of a beer can opening.

At my left, Kendra is deep into her second blowjob, or third? She’s got her arms wrapped around the thighs of a guy in cargo shorts, and her face is a sticky, beautiful ruin. She’s loving it, every second.

I glance down the line—yes, it’s a line now—of guys milling with hands in their pockets, hiding their erections, each sneaking glances at the performance happening in their frat house. I lock eyes with the next in line, a redhead with sleeve tattoos and a look of pure, dumb hope. “You waiting for something?” I say, voice laced with spit and cum.

He shuffles closer, already hard. I don’t even ask his name. I just open my mouth, tongue out, and let him guide himself in. He’s got a curve to him, a subtle upturn, and when I take him to the hilt, he yelps, almost spilling his drink. The crowd loves it. They jeer and moan, some pretending to look away, a few feigning offense. However, they were all fascinated by the two sluts down on their knees paying their debt to a lost bet. If they only knew.

I’m slightly nervous about what happens if some overzealous fratboy breaks the rules and reaches for my groin, or Kendra’s. There’s no turning back now.

Kendra is deep in another guy, and she seems to have mastered her own rhythm, bobbing with a hungry, relentless energy, her hands cupping the guy’s balls and massaging them like she’s done it a thousand times. She pulls off at intervals to gasp for breath, drooling and giggling before diving back in. The guys are in heaven; two beautiful, eager mouths.

A few rounds in, someone dares Kendra to a double. Two cocks at once, one in her mouth, one in her hand. She doesn’t hesitate, just opens up, lets the first guy push deep while she jerks the other, swapping between them with a flick of the tongue. The room goes wild. There are cheers, phones out in the open now, a chant rising: “Kendra! Kendra! Kendra!” She beams, the star quarterback reborn as the world’s most enthusiastic Cock sleeve.

I match her, take two at a time, my jaw aching, my pride swelling. The guy in my mouth cums so fast he nearly yelps, and the next is already shoving his way in, eager for a taste.

I lose count after the third cock. They blur together, each with its own rhythm, its own texture, its own tiny moment of panic or surrender as it’s devoured by someone who knows exactly how to make a straight boy come undone. Some finish in seconds, others draw it out, making me work for it, but every face above me shares the same dumb, wondering awe. Kendra goes through more than I do, her lips ringed with pink and white, her cheeks utterly ruined, but she looks happier—no, more alive—than I’ve ever seen her. I catch her eyes late in the game when we both have cocks in our mouths, and she winks, a little mascara running down her face, and I wink back, both of us in on the same unbelievable trick.

At some point, the crowd dissolves. The frat boys shuffling off one by one, their pants half-zipped, faces shining with pride or relief, or just the afterglow of the performance. A few linger, staring at us with the haunted gratitude of men who’ve witnessed a blessing.

There’s cum everywhere: on our dresses, on the floor, pooled in the curve of my breast forms and running, white and viscous, down Kendra’s chin. The taste is everywhere, and the inside of my mouth feels raw, scoured, a little swollen. I suck a finger, savoring the salt, and then stand, a little wobbly in my heels.

Kendra wipes her mouth with the back of her hand, then licks her palm clean, giggling like the world’s most satisfied porn star. “Best party ever,” she says.

A few guys try, lamely, to talk to us, but neither of us has anything left to say. We grab our purses, sashay out the front door, and into the night. The air outside is cool, the sky a flat, oyster-shell gray, and for the first time all day, I feel almost calm. My arm hooks through Kendra’s, and we stagger down the street together, heads high, the night echoing with the memory of our own private, perfect chaos.

We ride in silence back to Mia’s. The Uber driver says nothing, but I watch him scrutinizing us in the rearview mirror, his eyes flicking from the road to the mirror every five seconds, hungry, puzzled, and perhaps a little hopeful for payment in something other than cash. But we’re spent.

Kendra rests her head on my shoulder. “Thank you,” she whispers. “I’ve never felt this good.”

I laugh, “You’re welcome, slut.”

She giggles, then falls asleep with her mouth open, snoring softly. Her makeup is a disaster, her chest splotched with the evidence of our adventure, but there’s something peaceful about her, a kind of impossible serenity. She looks, for the first time, like she belongs in her own skin.


Chapter Ten

In the morning, Jared wakes up, takes a shower, and leaves quickly. He races back in twenty minutes later, panting.

“I almost forgot.” He drops his pants.

I laugh, “Maybe I should take that off, huh?”

I unlock his cock and he kisses me and says, “I hope we can do this again. But you can’t tell anyone. Promise.”

“Your secrets are safe with me.”

And…

I’m left alone in the quiet of the mansion with nothing to distract my thoughts. But it’s alright; this is my last day of spring break—a chance to chill before heading back to campus tomorrow morning. I rinse away the remnants of last night’s wild adventures in a hot shower, feeling the water slide over me like a gentle reset button.

As I scramble some eggs and toast bread for breakfast, absorbing the comforting aroma of butter on hot toast, my phone buzzes with a new text message from an unknown number. The message is mysterious: “I saw your performance last night and have a proposal for you.”

My heart skips—it seems impossible since I never shared my number with anyone there. A knot ties tight in my stomach as images flood back—me on my knees surrounded by men, their cocks prominent in both sight and touch. The memory tastes bittersweet on my tongue—a mix of exhilaration and exposure that lingers unsettlingly.

The ext goes on…

“If you don’t want everyone at your college to see these images, type yes.”

I stand at the kitchen counter, my phone trembling in my hand. My heart hammers in my throat. Part of me wants to ignore the warning. But I know the damage these pictures could do, not just to me, but to Jared, to Mia, hell, maybe even to Cody and the rest. I type a single word—YES, all caps, no punctuation—and hit send.

As I sat anxiously waiting for a response, a knot tightened in my stomach. Had the web of deceit I had spun finally unraveled, catching up to me at last? My mind raced with questions. What did he want? Or was it a she?

Money? I have none.

The uncertainty gnawed at me, each passing second amplifying my anxiety.

Or do they want sex?

Though I have plenty of experience in that area, I found myself torn as I considered the possibilities. It could lead to an exhilarating end to my spring break, an evening filled with forbidden encounters. Yet, the thought of diving into such wildness left me unsure, caught between the thrill and the potential consequences.

THE END
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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.

Surrender To The Amazonian Goddess: Femdom Forced Feminization (Femdom Feminization) 

Keith Montgomery was a ghost on his college campus, blending into the background with ease. But one chance encounter with a mysterious female basketball phenomenon changed everything. In a moment of impulsiveness, Keith stole her panties and set off a chain of events that would turn his life upside down.

Briana Jacobs, known as the muscular lesbian Goddess on campus, vowed to seek vengeance upon the culprit who dared to humiliate her. When she discovers that Keith is responsible for the theft, she wastes no time setting her plan into motion.

She traps him in a web of Femdom dominance, giving him an ultimatum: either undergo forced feminization at her hands, or she will release humiliating photos of him for all to see. In a whirlwind of unexpected twists and turns, Briana transforms Keith into a submissive sissy under her control. She takes pleasure in subjecting him to various forms of humiliation, from pegging to chastity, as he helplessly succumbs to her every command.

The once-invisible man now finds himself at the mercy of the powerful Femdom Goddess, completely at her mercy and unable to escape.

Feminized: By My Best Friends Mom

Never in my life would I have imagined that I’d be in a position to fulfill some of my most secret desires. Never would I have imagined that the catalyst for fulfilling my kinkiest fantasy would be my best friend's Mom, Mrs. Bourbon, the richest woman in America.

Luke, My roommate had a particularly strange problem. He refused to masturbate. Six months into our four years at the strict all-male university, he’s failing every class, and struggling on the football field. He needs sexual release.

I’d offer to help, but he’d never allow another guy to take care of his needs. The strangest thing happens, Mrs. Bourbon finds my journal and devises a plan to help her son clear his mind. It’s crazy. It requires pulling off the con of a lifetime and requires me to not only pass as a sophisticated female but perform sexually like a slut.

Mrs. Bourbon sets out to feminize me.

Sissy Training - Lesson One : Femdom Sissy Feminization, Crossdressing, Humiliation

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.

Sissy Crossdresser Lost In The Hood - Book 1: Sissy Crossdresser, Forced Crossdressing, Caught Crossdressing, Public Sex, Humiliation

Jordan Jones is a software developer with a secret. He likes to crossdress and fantasizes about wild kinky sex - public sex, humiliation, and being treated like a whore. For the most part, he can control his wild kinky sexual urges. But, dressing as Jennifer, his cross-dressing persona, he's been unable to control. He's getting married next week to a wealthy woman he loves, adores, and is his best friend. So, this is his last weekend as a bachelor, and he plans to dress as Jennifer. This is the last time he vows.
His crossdresser friends, whom he plans on meeting later Friday night - doubt it. That is, as soon as he finishes the project he's working on. He transforms into Jennifer in the company gym, which he thinks is safe to dress in due to his software skills. He controls entry. Or so he thinks.
Jada, an ex-con, hacker, and a private investigator hired by his wife to check up on Jordan, override's Jordan's hack and catches him crossdressing. Jada blackmails him into being one of her prostitutes, or she'll not send a good report to his future wife.
Jennifer finds herself lost in the hood, fulfilling her wild kinky fantasies.

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.

Forbidden Feminization: A Forced Feminization Short Story (Femdom Feminization)

We both had the same motto: Looking for a few good men.

My Marine brother-in-law forced me not only to crossdress but serve my country. Serving my country meant serving the Marines.

It only took a gentle nudge to get me feminized and a little help from one of his female platoon sergeants. She transformed me from an insecure, effeminate man into a beautiful female. But there'd be a price for my female-to-male transformation. It was a small price to pay to be a woman for a night. But that night turned out to be a very long, intense night filled with taboo sex.

If you love female-to-male transformations, forced and reluctant crossdressing, strap-on sex, sissy humiliation, and group sex, then you'll love Forbidden Transformation.

My Transgender Goddess: Dominated By Shemale (Ms. Shultz Book 2) 

Ms. Shultz was a striking figure, standing tall and commanding in her role as a Transgender Domme. She exuded confidence and power, with a subtle hint of mischief in her eyes. Her specialty was training Sissy Crossdressers, a fact that both intrigued and intimidated Todd. For years, he had secretly dreamed of embracing his femme side and indulging in the world of sissification. But it wasn't until he met Ms. Shultz that he found the courage to take the first step towards fulfilling those desires.

As Ms. Shultz led him down the path of transformation, Todd began to shed his old identity and embrace his new one as Tiffany. Under her expert guidance, he learned to walk with grace and poise in stiletto heels, to apply makeup flawlessly, and to dress in alluring lingerie that accentuated his curves.

On his first day as Tiffany, Todd was taken on a whirlwind tour of public sex by Ms. Shultz. With each encounter, he felt a surge of exhilaration and liberation as he fully embraced his new role. The stares and whispers from strangers only added to the thrill as he reveled in the freedom of expression that came with being Tiffany.


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

I am a passionate writer. I craft worlds of desire and transformation, concocting tales of gender bending men embracing their truth, of sissy maids finding liberation in submission, femboys and traps finding their true calling in life. 

My short stories, novellas, and novels blur the boundaries between what I've lived and what I've dreamed. I transform secret lusts, liberating something raw and honest in me, those intimate moments—when roles reverse, the liberation in surrender, the power in claiming one's authentic self—and amplify them. I add unexpected turns, characters who surprise even me.

I have fun writing my stories. They are an escape, an essential release, and I hope that you, my devoted readers, have as much fun reading them as I do writing them. Perhaps you find a release, too. (In more ways than one.)
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