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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, surpassing 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





Introduction

I tried my best to make each story stand alone, but here's a recap of what has transpired in the previous book, A Sissy's Deceit (4) which might clear up any confusion. 

Landon a femboy, feminizes Jared into Kendra and they have a wild night at frat party that involves a whole bunch of horny guys taking pictures.




In Sissy's Deceit - The Final Night, Landon gets blackmailed into another night of taboo sex. 








Chapter One

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

“I almost forgot.” He drops his pants.

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

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

“Your secrets are safe with me.”

And…

I’m left alone in the quiet of the mansion with nothing to distract my thoughts. But it’s alright; this is my last day of spring break—a chance to chill before heading back to campus Saturday afternoon. I rinse away the remnants of last night’s raucous sex in a hot shower, the steaming shower like a reset button.

Breakfast consists of two scrambled eggs and two slices of lightly toasted bread. Before I take my first bite of eggs, my phone buzzes with a text from an unknown number. The mysterious message informs me: “I saw your performance last night and have a proposal for you.”

A knot binds my stomach as images flood back—me on my knees surrounded by frat boys, their cocks out, their phones out recording me and Jared. That someone saw my performance was not so strange. Hell, the entire population of the frat house most probably had their cock in my or Jared’s mouth at one time or another throughout the taboo night. But it’s inconceivable that someone could know who I am or Jared, A.K.A. Kendra, since we were in full drag and smart enough to go to a college campus not our own. I’m sure, despite many of the satisfied frat boys asking for my number, I never shared my number with anyone there, and I’m sure Kendra never did either.

The text goes on…

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

I stand at the kitchen counter, my phone trembling in my hand. My heart hammers in my chest. Part of me wants to ignore the warning. But I know the damage these pictures could do, not just to me, but to Jared, to Mia, and even to the frat boys. What if it got out that they let a femboy, namely me and a first time crossdresser, Jared suck them off?

I type a single word—YES, all caps, no punctuation—and hit send.

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

Money? I have none.

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

Or do they want sex?

Though I have plenty of experience in that area, I found myself torn as I considered the possibilities. If they think blackmailing a slut like me into having sex hurts, they picked the wrong person. As I fill my grumbling stomach, I consider that another night of humiliating sex might not be so bad. It could lead to an exciting end to my spring break. An evening filled with forbidden encounters.


Chapter Two

A new text popped up less than two minutes later. “Wear something slutty and meet me at Café Astra, noon.” There’s an address. That’s it. No explanation. No threat, no signature, just an imperative and a clock. I checked the time—10:37. That left barely enough to dry my hair and figure out what the fuck to wear. Maybe that was the point.

I considered not showing. My thumb hovered over the junk and block link, ready to send the number into oblivion before it could escalate. Yet a persistent, dull ache lingered between my thighs, an insatiable hunger for the thrill of risk, the intoxicating lure of shame, and the forbidden allure of the taboo.

I have to hurry, so I rush to Mia’s closet and sift through the items, eliminating the day-to-day clothes and focusing on the club stuff. I want to present as the thing they think they own, to remind them of the power they assume they have, while also, let’s be honest, getting off on my exhibitionism. I yanked out a short tennis skirt that barely covered the lie of who I was between my thighs and paired it with a white sexy short-sleeved crop top. Underneath, I decide to go it safe and choose a white thong tucking gaff from my stuff.

I do my makeup, drawing a cat-eye with a daring slash of black ink. Next, I select a lipstick—a shade of pink so bold it almost clashes with my skin.

By 11:30, I’m ready. While I wait for the Uber, I replay the party in my head. That feverish, sexual blur with the frat boys and the anonymous phones, hands and cocks everywhere, the taste of cum, testosterone, the musky tang of bodies and sweat—and the way my knees burned against the worn out, beer stained rug, eyes, hands and need for my mouth, pinning me to the floor. Who the fuck was filming me? Everyone! One thing we were careful about was going somewhere where no one would know us, so the question was, who sent the text? Why? How did they know me? Had it been one of the frat guys?

I replayed their faces, and realize I don’t remember the faces, but put their cocks in a lineup and I could say for sure which one was dangling in front of me, which one I swallowed and how their cum tasted. Faces. Wasn’t much thinking about it, I was pretty much filled with lust, in my quest for cock.

Maybe it was a girl? Some sorority prank? There was no way around it. Someone had followed me to Mia’s place. But why?

It dawned on me that whoever sent the text had formed their plans the night before. Were they watching now? Laughing? Maybe that was the point: to see how far they could push me.

I call Uber and wait out front, checking the street, looking for cars parked out of place. No one’s watching. Or I wasn’t seeing them. I shiver, feeling naked in my skirt and crop, a walking billboard for my own sinful decisions.

Why had I done it? But then I know the answer to that, I relish it. Giving myself so freely. But it doesn’t matter if I like it or not, society, the people I go to school with, or most of them won’t see it my way. I kept thinking of Monday, of showing up to first period and someone whispering: was that Landon on the video, “the slut from the party video” in some anonymous group chat? Would the rumors mutate and breed like bacteria in the dim light of dorm rooms and group texts until my real name got worn down to nothing but a disgusting thrill in everyone’s minds?

I told myself it wouldn’t hurt if I took ownership and spun it as bravado, sexual liberation, a progressive edge. But under the mask of bravado, I was terrified. The mewling, eager sissy on her knees from the party was a dark twin I simply couldn’t control. Once I slip into full femme mode, my sexual needs, urges, cravings, or whatever you want to call them, are unstoppable, a force of nature. I wasn’t sure if I wanted to kill her or wear her out in public, see how she functioned under classroom lighting.


Chapter Three

The Uber arrives and I steel myself, wondering what my blackmailer will want of me as last night replays in my mind too many frat boys—none of them classmates, I’m sure of that. Did someone follow me after the party, see me slipping out with Jared? Had I lost track of a face in the crowd, a jealous ex, or a random freak with a hidden camera? I should know by now that anonymity is a myth.

A new message rips through my reverie: “I’m waiting. Table for two in the back.”

No signature, again. So, I picture them—a silent watcher, lurking, watching the taboo action, the blowbang, cataloguing each flick of my tongue, recording each time I gag on a cock, each time I swallowed a load of cum, the way my mascara streaked my face like a trophy looking all too satisfied. I loved putting on a show, but maybe last night I blurred the line between performance and exposure.

The Uber drops me two blocks from Café Astra, and the spring chill snakes up under my skirt. I stroll more than walk, each step a calculated sway, half because I know someone might be watching, half because I want to savor the suspense curling inside me.

I can spot the tables through the window—inside, customers nurse iced lattes and the baristas float in crisp blue aprons. In the back, facing the entrance, my blackmailer, her eyes shielded by huge, bug-eyed sunglasses. She’s nursing a triple espresso and scrolling her phone.

It’s a girl from the party, I recognize her, but why did a woman film the bet? Seeing her here, clean and casual in daylight, sends a jolt straight through me—she looks like she could be anyone, a random sophomore skipping class. But her eyes track my body with the same hunger as before. I slide into the booth. She sets her phone carefully on the table and takes off her glasses.

“You look even better in daylight,” she says, leaning in, voice low and rough with sleep deprivation. “You don’t have to be so nervous.”

I smile, try to play it tough, “I’m not nervous. I’m just…impressed. Most people don’t go for the anonymous-power-play vibe this early in the day.”

She laughs, a real snort, and I see now she’s barely older than me. “You’re Landry, right? Or Landon? I’m sorry for the drama—I just needed to know you’d show.”

I lock eyes with her, searching for a tell, but all I see is conviction. “Okay. I’m here. So what the fuck do you want? Money? I’m fucking broke, so you picked the wrong sissy to blackmail.”

She leans in close enough that her perfume, sharp and lemony, cuts through the smell of espresso.

“The video’s disgusting,” she says, tapping something invisible on her phone. “But I have to say, you know how to work a cock, but you already knew that. I never could do anything like that. Not me. I find it gross if you ask me.”

“Okay. You want lessons? Money? What?”

She laughs. “Lessons. No fucking way. I don’t suck cock. And I don’t want money.” She looks up. “I’m not here to shake you down.”

“That’s good ’cause I’m broke.”

“How do guys act like that? I mean get so horny they don’t even know a guy is doing those things to them. Men are pigs.”

“Yep. So, what are you trying to do, save my soul or what?”

“Nope. I went to the party with my boyfriend. I left, and he stayed.”

“Ah… I see. You want vengeance because your boyfriend…”

“Ex-boyfriend. No, that’s not it. I know someone who wants… Well wants you for something.”

I don’t know what to say, so I don’t. I press my thighs together, every muscle quivering with shame and suspense. “So, what do you want?”

“I’m here on behalf of someone else,” she continues. “Her husband was jacking off to the video that he got from his younger brother, my boyfriend.”

“Ex-boyfriend.”

“Yep. I draw the line at him getting head from a guy. Sorry, no offense. However, I can see how you fooled the entire frat house. Both of you. I’m impressed, I know some girls can’t look that sexy.”

“Thank you. But the question remains, how did you know who I was? That worries me.”

“Hank, my ex, got your number from your phone, while you were…”

“On my knees.”

“Yep. And I followed you home and jotted down the license plate of the Uber. I have a friend that can do some amazing things with hacking and from there I got your name from your credit card and from there wasn’t hard. I’ll be honest I wanted to fuck you up for…”

“Sucking off your boyfriend?”

“That’s why I followed you. If my sister-in-law hadn’t wanted you, I probably would have.”

“Fucked me up.”

“Yep. Or let your video loose on social media. Anyway, I told Grace, my sister-in-law, about my anger. Grace, her husband, Ken, Hank’s brother, is married to Grace. I sent it to her.”

She shrugs, her posture so relaxed I wonder if she’s just here for the drama. “No one cares—except Grace, who was obsessed with the video for a reason you’ll find out about in a few minutes.”

I process this, imagining a chain of thirsty, bored suburbanites passing my humiliation around like a trending meme.

“So, what does she want to spank me?” I almost hope it’s true.

“I’m not sure what tonight will involve, honestly. I’m just the messenger. It might involve a little deception on your part. You seem to be good at that.”

“How…”

“Hank, my boyfriend, well, my ex-boyfriend, was at the party, you performed…”

“We covered that, hey, I’m sorry. If this is about jealousy or vengeance.”

“Ken has a fetish… Maybe I should let Grace tell you. I plan on telling Hank about you after you’re done with your little deception tonight. If you agree, you must have questions,” she says, sipping the foam from her coffee. “But I’ll save you the guessing. I won’t post the pictures or videos. They’re for leverage, not art.” She doesn’t even blink. “Oh, I’m Nadine, by the way.”

My hands drum the table, unable to sit still. “What do you want, Nadine?”

“Hank’s brother’s wife, Grace…”

“Okay. Grace. Hank. Ken. I get it, what do you want?” I’m getting impatient.

“Grace, she’s a little older, she wants…. Better if she tells you.”

She dials a number and hands me her phone.


Chapter Four

“Hello. What do you want?” No sense beating around the bush.

The woman on the other end gets right to business. “My name is Grace. Grace Abernathy. Your performance last night impressed me.”

“Impressed?”

“Yes.”

“So what did you have in mind? Your husband is having a party, and you want me to be the entertainment?”

“No. No. What most impressed me was the work you did with Jared. The way you made him look and….”

“You know Jared? I’d appreciate it if that didn’t get out. I mean, hell, let’s be honest, the way I dress on campus, everyone… I suppose everyone expects that from me, but not Jared. It would kill him.”

“Oh no. I wouldn’t, but I would be grateful if you could help me with a little deception. It will involve a three-way, on my terms. Tonight.”

It’s not an ask, not really. “You want me to what, perform for you?” My voice falters.

The woman sticks right to business, “I want you to dress like you did at the party. Come to the address I’ll send and do anything—everything—you’re told. Once. I’ll guarantee you’ll enjoy yourself. Sorry about the drama. If you say no, we’re done. The footage goes in the trash. If you say yes, you go home, and an Uber picks you up at 7:30. No more messages, no more threats. Deal?”

It feels so businesslike, so procedural, so mechanical. And yet, under the table, my cock presses against my gaff like a time bomb. I can picture it already: a big house, a king-sized bed, a man and his wife. A threesome. The possibilities are endless. I let my mind spin: Do I take the role of the wife’s plaything, the husband’s secret kink?

Is it two girls for him, or am I the girl for her, or does the wife want to prove something, to herself or her husband, to put herself above, to test the limits of their love and his desire?

The permutations thrill and scare me.

In one, I am laid out between them, legs parted, face painted, the man’s cock in my mouth while the wife rides my cock, her fingernails raking my skin, each mark a fresh signature.

In another, I am the mutual gift, hands wandering, mouths pressed against new flesh, all of us tangled in sweat and kink.

Maybe the game is humiliation—perhaps he’s not in on it at all, maybe she thinks he’s cheating, or maybe his wife needs to see his boundaries shatter in real time.

I picture myself on my knees for both of them—her in a silk robe, him standing awkward above me, both of them unsure at first, then hungry, using me. I became the experiment, the curiosity, the kinky twist to spice up their marriage. I picture a dozen little humiliations: serving drinks in a French maid outfit, cleaning up after the mess on the sheets, being summoned at the snap of their fingers, their toy, their slut, their unwitting accomplice in whatever game they played.

I could see it so clearly. Maybe the wife would guide things at first, her hands practiced, eyes cold, making me perform for her husband with the crisp efficiency of a porn director—right arm here, hair down, tongue out, eyes up, arch your back for him, darling. Maybe she’d fuck me with a strapon right in front of him, make him lick my slicked-out hole after, make him beg, or make him watch, humiliate him with how pretty I was, how much more convincingly feminine I could be. Maybe she’d have me crawl for it. Or maybe she’d pit us against each other, a performance review in the flesh: “Show me how much you want it, sweetie. Let me see you take him better than I do.”

Or the reverse: Maybe the wife was the jealous type, and this was a test, her way of scotching her husband’s wandering gaze, of shocking him into devotion. I could hear the scenario already: She tells him it will be a fun surprise, books me as the “call girl,” then at the last moment reveals the truth—look who your dick has been in….

I realize she’s talking, “That’s it.”

“Sorry. Can you repeat that?”

“All of it?”

“Sorry, I kind of got lost in a fantasy.”

“Okay, so my husband has been crossdressing behind my back, my husband, Ken. A fucking crossdresser. I think it goes way beyond that. But he’s a coward, Landry. He hides it. I’d be down for it. But when I approach him, he freezes up. Denies it. I want to see if he’ll do it for a stranger. Maybe he’s too ashamed to admit it to me. My role will be…let’s say, a little more spectator than you might expect. I was hoping you could provide him with a reason to let go. Be the catalyst. Play along, get him to hit on you, then make the big reveal and…” A pause. “Then you’ll let me step in. The game changes, then I’ll come home. Catch him, and then I take over, and you do what you’re told. Might be a regular thing.”

Regular thing, I think. Doesn’t sound all that bad. But then I worry maybe they’re ugly, or sad, or old, or desperate. I picture a couple with the sexual energy of a tax audit: a graying man with a paunch and sunburned scalp, a wife with hard eyes and smoker’s breath, both of them so bored with each other the only thrill left is tricking a degenerate like me to be the atomic bomb in their cold war. Or maybe it’s worse—a couple who look like stars in their country club, both hot and affluent and unconcerned, their faces cruel with good genes and better lawyers. Is it better if they look like someone I’d want to fuck? Or is it worse?

“Well?”

I say, “You know what I look like.”

“That’s a reasonable request. Hang on.” She says.

Half a minute later, a text message with an attachment appears on my phone. I check out the picture, a couple is standing on a pier somewhere, maybe on vacation. Grace stands tall and robust, wearing black slacks and a silk blouse so vividly white it appears photoshopped, with silver hair styled in a tight bun. Her expression suggests the incompetence of others does not amuse her. I immediately clocked her as the alpha in this equation. Next to her, the husband stands with a hand on her waist, almost a prop: he’s got the earnest, self-conscious air of a man used to being the less interesting person in photos, and a mouth set in a careful smile. The more I stare at them, the more bizarre the pairing becomes. She looks like she runs a billion-dollar hedge fund, or perhaps a pharmaceutical startup; he looks like he’s still waiting for a promotion that will never come. The trophy wife and the beta husband, I think, but maybe that’s what they want me to think. The message is clear enough: you’ll do what she says, and he’ll play along.

It slips out before I catch myself, “How big is it… his cock?” Assuming that’s what we’ll be doing.

Grace says nonchalantly, “If everything goes as planned, you’ll have it locked up tight for me, and that’s when I catch you two. I’m counting on your skills with deception to make this happen.”

“So he’s not worried about you coming home?”

“Nope, he thinks I’ll be out of town on business, and the real question for tonight, if your skills with deception are up to par, is how big is yours? That’s the question for the night.”

I’m getting a better picture; this might not be an ordinary evening, at least for me. “Eight inches hard.”

“Damn,” There’s a long silence, I can almost hear the wheels turning in her mind. Then, “Are you in, or not?”

“I’m in.”

“Dress like a slut and tempt him. Tease him. Wear his macho down and get him relaxed, then make the reveal. That you’re a guy and get him in a pair of panties, get him to look like Jared. I know he wants it. He won’t admit it to me, but maybe someone else… He thinks I’m away on business for the weekend. When you have him dressed, please text me, and then I will show up and take over. Got it?”

“Yeah. I think so.”

“Oh, and by the way. He hides his sissy stuff in the basement, boxes labeled with as Taxes.”

Then she’s gone. I hand the phone back to her messenger, and two minutes later I’m alone in the half-empty cafe, the taste of my impending sissy deceit haunting the air and my need humming between my thighs. I replay every word, every bit of innuendo. My lips tingle from how hard I’ve bitten them, but I’ve already decided, haven’t I?


Chapter Five

I call another Uber back to Mia’s and, because it’s all I know, I spend the rest of the afternoon prepping. I drag out the suitcase I keep stashed under Mia’s guest bed, the one with the wigs and the pressed heels and the careful progression of lingerie and half-dresses. It should terrify me how fast I can slip into this skin, but it doesn’t—it’s the most honest thing I do.

By seven, I’m laced and painted, my hair slicked back in a platinum pony, my lips lacquered glassy and red. I opt for Schoolgirl Chic: a pleated plaid mini skirt paired with a tight, white button-up blouse tied at the waist. To complete the innocent look, which hides the oversexed sissy femboy underneath, I add knee-high socks and patent leather Mary Janes. Finish with a pastel cardigan draped over the shoulders. With the Uber approaching, I take one last look in the mirror, my reflection grins back, wicked as hell.

The Uber is precisely on time—Grace had said it’d be a car service, not a regular rideshare, and she wasn’t lying. The driver wears aviators, despite it being dusk, and doesn’t speak except to confirm, “We are going north side.” No attempt to puzzle me out, no leer, just professional silence. I’m disappointed, expecting at least a leer or two, a lick of lips, but his detachment makes me feel as if I’m not as sexy as I think.

We pull up to a neighborhood of all old mid-century ranches, the kind with sunken living rooms and too many windows. The houses are huge, but not gaudy, more “thriving lawyer family” than “generational wealth.”

I knock on the door, and a few minutes later, Ken answers, face flushed and looking like a kid caught with his hand in the cookie jar. He recognizes me, I’m sure of it. Knows I’m the slut, knows my performance and I’m pretty sure while he watched the video he was fantasizing about being me, not using my mouth and he wanted nothing more in life than to be down on his knees and sucking cock just like me. That I am sure of.

But I have a role to play. Push him too hard, too fast, and he denies his kink. So, I play my part. “I’m looking for Hank. Is Hank home?”

“Hank’s my brother. He’s not here,” Ken replies, his voice trembling slightly, betraying the unease that has settled between us like a fog. His eyes flicker nervously across my face, landing briefly on my lacquered lips before darting away, as if they burn him. There’s a tremor in the air, an electric charge that promises something forbidden and thrilling.

I let the words hang there for a moment, savoring the tension. “Well, I suppose it’s just you and me, then,” I say smoothly, letting a slow smile unfurl. Ken swallows hard, his Adam’s apple bobbing visibly. He’s trying to maintain composure, but I can see through it—the tightly wound coil of nerves, the taboo thrill just beneath his skin.

The silence stretches taut as a wire between us. I say, “Oh, well, Hank mentioned you might enjoy some company tonight,” I add with casual insinuation, stepping closer. Ken’s gaze shifts lower again, tracing the contours of my body. “You liked my video?”

“Uh, yeah. I was… checking it out.”

I let my eyes drop to his crotch, tented.

Ken shifts. He turns slightly, trying to hide the bulge. “I—I’m not sure this is... I’m not really... I’m married… My wife’s out of town. I….” He stammers, each word tumbling over the next in a rush to escape his lips. But there’s no retreat in his posture. Instead, there’s a flicker of something else, a yearning he’s too afraid to acknowledge out loud but cannot hide from himself.

“Relax,” I murmur gently, reaching out to brush an invisible speck from his shoulder—a gesture intended to be dominant and possessive. “I’m the party favor.”

His breath hitches at my touch, his cheeks flushing a deeper shade of rose as he wrestles with the jumble of emotions crammed into the space between our bodies: shame interlaced with desire, fear tempered by curiosity, restraint slowly unraveling its threads.

“But what if she finds out?” he whispers hoarsely, as if voicing it aloud would summon her like some specter lurking behind closed doors. He has no idea how close to the truth that is.

“I’ll never tell,” I assure him with practiced ease, slipping into the role Grace cast to perform—the catalyst for his transformation. I ladled each word with reassurance yet brimming with implicit promise: follow me into this night, allow yourself the indulgence you’ve denied for too long.

He hesitates but can’t disguise how much he wants to believe me—how much he wants what I’m offering. Or thinks I’m offering. I slide inside without permission.

We stand staring at each other, Ken soaking in my presence. He closes the door behind me, and the click of the lock is loud in the stillness. I sashay into the living room, Ken follows, hands wringing, mouth opening and shutting like a fish out of water.

I check out the photos on the mantel, letting my skirt hike up, giving Ken a taste of my ass. Grace and Ken at a wedding, holding hands; Grace and Ken on a ski slope, goggles and grins. And one of Ken alone—his face thinner, clean-shaven, almost pretty in a way that made me want to see it in makeup. I filed that away for later.

I am not here to make Ken comfortable. I am here to make him squirm. “So,” I say, perching on the arm of the couch, crossing my thighs so he gets a Fatal Attraction view of what’s between my thighs, “what exactly did Hank say about me?”

Ken blinks. “Nothing. I mean nothing. I don’t even recognize you. I….”

Ken blushes. I finish his sentence for him, “I wasn’t jacking off watching your performance at a frat party, wishing I was you on my knees.”

Ken gulps. “What video?” Over the last week, I’ve become an expert liar, so I stick with what I’m good at. “Hank told me he sent you the video, and he sent me here as a treat for you, a kind of early Christmas present for his older brother. You like?”

I spin in a slow, showy spiral, letting the black and red plaid schoolgirl skirt ride up so high it’s practically an act of aggression. It was. I want him to look. I want his mind to think of the possibilities, because I’m close to the big reveal. I twirl for half a minute, letting him soak it all in, like a slap in the face. Ken’s face goes blank, then red, then white again, like he’s cycling through every response and landing on none. The pulse in his neck pops. His hands hover at his hips, unsure whether to shield his hard-on or reach for me.

“Don’t worry, you can look. I don’t mind.” I spin again.

Ken’s mouth is open, and the silence is so thick I could fuck it with a knife. I let it hang a moment, then I cross the gulf to him, closing the distance, not with a stalker’s menace but with a predator’s certainty. Ken doesn’t move. His breath is shallow, and I grab both hands, and there’s an earthquake going on in his wrists. I glance down, he’s so fucking hard right now.

“That’s what you want, isn’t it?” I ask, quiet enough that the words are almost a secret. “You want to know what it’s like to be the one on the floor. To give it up. That’s why you watched the video so many times.”


Chapter Six

He chokes on his denial. “Hank said nothing, just… that you were fun at the party. That you liked to make things wild, I guess.” His gaze can’t stay put, sliding from my face to my schoolgirl stockings to the carpet.

“You have no idea.”

“Oh shit. Want a drink?” he asks, voice cracking.

I nod. “Vodka soda if you have it.”

He moves to the wet bar, pouring with shaking hands. I watch him, I’m curious about the choreography of his discomfort: the way he tries to keep his eyes off my legs while letting his gaze brush across the glass of the cabinets, the countertop, anywhere but me.

I take the drink from him and down half in a single swallow. Then I clock it. On the floor, two boxes labeled “Taxes.” The top is off on one, and there’s a pair of thigh highs dangling over the edge. I laugh outright, letting the sound fill the double-height ceiling. Ken jumps, then goes sheet-white when he realizes where I’m staring.

“Nice filing system,” I say, standing and walking to the box, tossing the lid off, and staring down into it. In it are a half dozen pairs of stockings still in their plastic sleeves, a folded pink skirt, lace panties and a garter belt, a platinum-blonde wig in a mesh cap, and a jumbled stack of glossed magazines—fetish rags with boys in makeup. There’s also a bottle of nail polish, a compact of pressed face powder, and a pink plastic chastity cage, resting on top as if it were the final purchase, a dare to himself.

I think this is going to be easy.

I grab the chastity cage and hold it up by two fingers, waggle it side to side. “You wear this? You don’t know how to hide your shame, do you?” I giggle, letting the toy dangle, and Ken can’t help it—his eyes follow, hungry and horrified.

He tries to speak, but it comes out like a cough. “I… that’s not… I don’t—”

“Sure. You just keep a collection for tax season, is that it?” I step closer, place the cage down with a delicate click on the coffee table. “We can play pretend if you want. But really, I think you want to know what it feels like. So do you want to wear it, or do you want me to?” He doesn’t answer right away, and so I press, “Or maybe you want to watch me lock it on myself, see what it’s like on someone else.”

Ken says, “What? You’re a guy?” His voice cracks at the last syllable, a doubtful, pleading note. The words hang in the air, heavy and trembling, and for the first time, I see the uncertainty in him outstrip the arousal—fear eclipsing want, just for a second.

I keep my face still, lips glossy and upturned, eyes steady as a sniper’s. “Is that a problem, Ken?” I ask, letting the syllables drip like honey over the knife edge between us. “Because the video you loved so much—did you think it was all girl under this?”

“Did they know? I mean, did those guys know? Does Hank know?”

I can’t let him in just yet on Grace’s little deceit. He’s not ready. So, I say as I kneel in front of the other “Taxes” box, “Let’s check the other box, shall we?”

I flip the lid open and see a box packed to the brim with an arsenal of playthings: chastity cages of every size and color, like he couldn’t quite decide how tight he wanted to go, butt plugs of every size and color, a pair of soft leather wrist cuffs, several bottles of lube, nipple clamps with delicate silver chains, and a pair of fake titties. The sight is both impressive and faintly sad—contraband for a secret life, tucked away behind a veil of vanilla.

I pluck out a silicone cock and slap it gently against my palm. “This one’s got some weight to it,” I do a curl, grinning. “You’ve been skipping arm day, Ken?”

But my eyes don’t leave his face, because it’s blooming firework-bright with shame and something rawer, needier. He tries to cover, but it’s too late—I’ve got him by the balls and I’m enjoying it.

I set the cock down, reach for the thigh-highs and hand them to him, slowly, like I’m passing a torch. “Let’s start with these. You can try them on, or I can help. I’m guessing help?”

“I can explain—”

“No explanation necessary,” I say, sinking to my knees in front of the box. I root around with both hands, as if searching for a rare artifact, then pull out a bundle: white lace garter, pink cotton panties, a training bra with the price tag still attached. “Very thorough,” I observe, tossing each piece onto the shag carpet one by one.

Ken’s face is beet red. He opens his mouth, but whatever excuse he had planned dies in his throat. I can hear his heart pounding from across the rug. I pushed him.

“Put them on,” I say.

He shudders. “What?”

I pick up the panties and toss them at his chest. They smack and fall into a heap at his feet.


Chapter Seven

“Put. Them. On.” I’m not sure Grace expected this to be this easy, but I’m an opportunist, and I’m feeling kind of dominant right now. Feminizing two straight guys in a week might be a record. My voice is flat, not a hint of laughter now. Now that I have him cornered, I wonder what he’ll do. Will he throw me out? Call the cops? Will he make up the ultimate fib: Those aren’t mine. They’re my brothers, Hank. I swear.

I wait out the silence, wanting to see if Grace was right, or if this was going to collapse in a heap of masculine denial and backpedaling. Ken stares at the cotton pile as if it were a dead animal. His hands hang at his sides, twitching.

“Here? Now? I don’t know you.”

“Now. Strip.”

“Here? With you watching? I… I can’t,” he says, but he can, and I hold his gaze, daring him. The silence between us is a black hole that sucks in every ounce of machismo the room can hold.

Not breaking eye contact, I say in a tone that leaves no room for refusal, “If you won’t do it, I’ll do it for you.” I move so fast he doesn’t know whether to run or faint. I slide my hand up his shin, then higher, stroking the inside of his thigh through slacks. He’s frozen, his brain short-circuited by the collision of two equally inescapable desires: to bolt, or to submit.

I unzip his pants, sliding them to his knees, exposing blue boxer briefs, tented evidence of what he claims to hate. I peel the boxers downward, my breath hot against the skin of his thigh. His cock pops out, already flushed. Hard. Throbbing.

Then all resistance disappears, and he steps out of his pants, unbuttons his shirt, tosses it to the side, and just like that, he’s naked. Ken stands awkwardly, his hands making no effort to cover himself, as if he had forfeited the game the moment I forced my way into his home. His chest rises and falls with rapid, shallow breaths. His cock, neither small nor monstrous, juts out uncertainly—its trembling bob speaks more of panic than pride. I circle him, an examiner at a livestock show, taking in the pale vulnerability of his body: the tight belly, the athletic build, the dusting of hair at his sternum, and the pink flush that has migrated up his neck. I come to a quick conclusion: he’s sissy material.

He’s trembling. I know the signs of humiliation and desperate arousal to let something out of him that’s been hiding for years.

“You’re cute when you’re nervous, Ken.”

He splutters, smile twitching up, then down.

I reach into box number one and extract a daring micro mini skirt, made from glistening vinyl, which, when I hold it up to Ken’s frame, will hug his slender hips, and the hem’s going to cover his thighs barely. I mean barely. Grace will be pleased. I dig through the contents and settle on a cutoff T-shirt, the fabric thin and slightly frayed at the edges, boldly emblazoned with the word ‘slut' across the front in large, eye-catching letters. “Have you ever worn these before?”

“I …I tried on my wife’s panties, I guess.” He can’t meet my eyes.

“Only panties?” I turn his nude body so it faces the mirror over the bar. I point, “You want to know how it feels to go all the way, don’t you? Be a girl. Be a slut…” his cock jerks up at the word ‘slut.’ “...like me, don’t you? Admit it.”

He nods, barely perceptible, as if some part of him is grieving for the last few shreds of plausible deniability or to hold on to his sinking masculinity.

“Then we have to do it right.” I step back, taking in the wild, frizzy thatch of Ken’s chest hair and the dark band of stubble running from his navel down to his cock, which trembles like it wants to argue and doesn’t dare. “If you want to look the part, you need to lose about fifteen years of denial. And about half a pound of body hair.”

He gapes at me. “You mean, like, all of it?”

I give him a look that says. “You want to see how far you can go? You do what I say.”

His mouth opens for a protest, but I cut him off with a finger pressed to the tip of his nose. “Go,” I say, pointing where I assume the bathroom is. “Ten minutes. Use your wife’s razor and shaving cream. I want you smelling like a bed of roses when you get back, and want you smooth, like a baby’s bottom.”

“But my wife, what will I tell her?”

He hesitates, and I raise the stakes: “If you don’t return every inch smooth...” I pull out my phone, capturing a few shots of Ken—utterly exposed, deeply flustered, and undeniably aroused—standing amidst an array of humiliating sissy items, including lacy pink panties that no man or even a self-respecting woman would dare don. Only a slut like me or Ken would dare wear. “I’ll post the photos everywhere.” I snatch his phone off the bar and waggle it. “I have your number now, Ken. All your contacts, get a photo of Ken, naked, standing over his panties. Don’t fuck around with me.”

He flees the room so quickly that I almost expect a cartoon dust cloud to trail behind him. I listen to the water run upstairs, the cough and groan of old pipes. He’s doing it; I can almost hear the rhythm of the razor as he drags it across his body, the occasional curse when he nicks, then a thought strikes me: Is he only showering? Now that I have him hot and bothered, will he ruin the evening by relieving himself of his tension?

I grab the chastity cage and race toward the running water. When I arrived, I was right to be concerned. Ken startles when I rip the shower curtain to the side, Ken got his cock in his hand stroking like his life depended on it. I yank his hand away and hand him the chastity cage, “Now.”

I smile at his confusion, at the way his face crumples with desire and defeat. “You don’t get to jerk off until I say so,” I say, making my voice as gentle as possible, a parody of comfort. “You want to learn how to be a good little slut, don’t you?”

Ken nods, cock bobbing as if it’s trying to answer for him. I watch the play of muscle under his skin, the contradiction between his clenched fists and the way he keeps his thighs open, as if ready for me. I hand it to him, but when his fingers fumble the pieces, I snatch them away, kneeling to cage his cock myself. It’s a struggle, I fumble with the ring, trying to slip it around his swollen base, Ken’s growing arousal making it complicated. I have to slap the arousal out of him, battling his aroused state. Finally, with effort, I close the padlock, hearing its wicked, final click.

I let the key shimmer between two fingers, then slide it down the front of my panties, letting Ken watch it disappear. He stares, eyes popping, humiliation rippling through him, but underneath, there’s something else—relief. He needed me to do this, to force the decision to deny him his manhood.

Ken shaves smooth and then I guide him downstairs back to the boxes of sissy stuff. He stands before me, skin still pink from shaving, smooth. Even in this humiliation I can see his cock straining helplessly against its plastic shell. We both know what comes next, but I take a minute to let him squirm, arms at his sides, unsure whether to hide or display himself. I prod the pile of sissy gear with one foot, making a show of lazy appraisal, and watch Ken’s track the movement like a cat in front of a dying mouse.

“Pick a color,” I instruct, toeing the heap of panties and bras at his feet. “Let’s get you into character.”


Chapter Eight

His hands hover indecisively, but he finally chooses a pair: a pink thong, trimmed with white lace. To get the maximum amount of arousal churning, I kneel and pull them up for him. When the silky fabric reaches the twitching plastic, before I slide the fabric over his caged cock I flick my tongue over the tip, taunting his imprisonment. I can feel him tense, the tip gets wet, slippery with arousal. Then I let the band slap against his hips and smack his ass playfully, and it clenches at my touch.

He selects a matching bra, still with the price tag flapping. He fumbles into the bra, pawing at the straps, not knowing whether to look at me or the floor. I drop in the inserts.

“See?” I whisper, my breath hot against his cheek, “You look fucking adorable.” I snap a selfie on his phone—just the two of us, both slutty and posed, Ken’s eyes wide with alarming arousal.

I reach deep into the “Taxes” box and draw out a wig, platinum, and, without warning, set it on his head. Adjust the mesh to fit, pull the fringe just so, then use my fingers to comb through the tangled lengths. Ken stands there, lost, letting me mold the illusion.

I select the skirt next, and it is so aggressively pink that even the word “bubblegum” feels insufficient, as if it’s a pigment invented just to unman its wearer. I twirl it on my fingertip, letting the hem flutter obscenely, then hold it open and motion with my chin for him to step in. He does, clumsy and uncertain, and I yank the skirt up his legs with a flourish, the pleats fanning out just enough to threaten a full frontal exposure to even the most minuscule movement, if the skirt rides up even a half an inch it’ll showcase the chastity cage and his cock smashed behind a pink plastic shell, his balls pinched high. “You know,” I say, circling him, “there’s a whole Tumblr tag for this look. You’d be a minor celebrity.” His ears flushed, almost matching the skirt.

But I’m not done. From the heap, I pluck out a pair of white knee socks—soft, ribbed, topped with little pink bows so bright and girlish it’s almost taboo.

“Sit,” I instruct, patting a barstool. Ken perches, hands knuckling the countertop, knees half-locked, and I kneel in front of him, rolling the socks up his calves. I let my palms linger on his shins, sliding slowly, drawing out the suspense. For a second, I sense he’s about to say something, maybe beg me to stop or to be less cruel, but he grits his teeth and lifts his foot obediently, like he’s been waiting his whole life for someone to ask this of him. The socks reach just above his knees, the bows perched like insults to the sinful nature of what’s coming. He looks every bit like a kinky anime graphic novel character, trembling with humiliation.

“Pathetic,” I say, grinning. “You went from middle-management to slut in under five minutes.” I take his chin in my hand, tilting his face up, forcing him to see his reflection in the glass over the bar. “Tell me, Ken, what do you think your friends would say if they could see you now? Imagine the group chat.”

He doesn’t answer, but his entire body is a confession—shoulders hunched, face burning, cock twitching in its cage, a living contradiction of what machismo should be.

“Don’t worry,” I say, my voice dropping to a hush. “They’d probably just want to know if you can deep throat.”

“Fuck… Please…”

It seems like he wants me to send the pictures. Humiliate him. I double down: “I bet your wife would freak the fuck out. Or maybe not. Maybe she already knows you’re like this—only she was waiting for someone to make it real.”

That’s the wound, I see it hit, and suddenly Ken is shivering, his hands white-knuckling. I lean in, my mouth close to his ear, and whisper, “Have you ever wanted to be the office slut, Ken? All eyes on you? Because that’s what you look like right now.” I feel him stiffen, the word ‘slut’ vibrating through his bones. It’s always the most humiliating things that arouse sissies like us, those words burrow into your sissy core and make your cock hard.

He’s silent, so I ratchet the pressure. “You know, you’re not the first,” I say. “Guys like you—guys who spend their whole lives pretending they’re not desperate to be used—are a dime a dozen. I could line up a dozen Kens and they’d all wind up exactly like this.”

I gesture to his reflection, the pathetic spectacle of a grown man feminized to the point of one of those kinky anime characters, and he can’t look away.

Now the real shame starts. I dig through the accessories heap: a pink choker emblazoned with white rhinestone letters spelling ‘SLUT’, and a garish set of press-on nails in an eye-searing neon pink. I dedicate a full half-hour to his makeup, ensuring it’s extravagantly trashy and utterly embarrassing.

“Perfect,” I say, stepping back to admire my handiwork. “Now you’re ready for your coming out party.”

He stares at himself, slack-jawed, and I savor the silence. I can feel the balance of power tip toward me, the way the space between us has changed, how he’s waiting for me to tell him what to do next, because without instruction, he’s nothing, just a body in a costume.

I let the seconds tick by, making him squirm, then finally break the spell. I fall into the sofa and say, “Twirl for me.” He does, stiffly at first, but when I laugh—high, delighted, the sound of total control—he tries again, the skirt flaring just enough to flash the edge of his caged cock. That does it; he nearly collapses, the humiliation so complete it’s almost purifying.

I step back, scrutinizing my doll. “Not bad for a first try,” I announce, voice syrupy. I decided the time for Grace to make her appearance has arrived. “Dance for me, make it slutty.”

Ken stands frozen in place. I texted Grace.

“Well, what are you waiting for? Dance.”

Ken attempts to dance like a stripper, but it’s hopeless, his movements stilted and awkward—every attempted hip swivel or hair toss only sharpening the contrast between the fantasy and the reality that being seductive, desirable, and slutty isn’t easy to pull off. I’m sure Ken’s seen a stripper dance, but to do it and make it look sexy, seductive, and sensual is another. But the humiliation of watching him try is enough.

He obeys, and that is itself so much hotter than if he’d done it well. My laughter adds to the humiliation of stripping him of his masculinity, little by little, inch by desperate inch.

“Keep going,” I say.

His hips bumping the sides of the barstool, then grinding back and forth in the most tragic imitation of a music video extra I’d ever seen.

“Slower,” I say, and he obeys, arms up, wrists limp, the skirt riding up higher, the wig slipping sideways as his whole face turns the color of a fire truck. He’s mortified, but he keeps going, caught in the compulsion to perform, even as the dreadful dance disgraces him.

I film it. Of course, I film it. Ken, in full sissified drag, it’s so pure an embarrassment that for a second, I wonder if I should let him off the hook, but then the front door thuds open without warning.

For a heartbeat, Ken is motionless, like a mannequin mid-pose, then he lurches toward the archway, hands grabbing for the hem of his skirt, as if the barest effort at modesty will undo what’s been done.

A voice, dominant, decisive, and powerful, rings out: “What the hell is going on here? Where’s Ken?”


Chapter Nine

Grace stands statuesquely in the entryway, black purse dangling from her elbow, expression unmoved except for one quirk of her eyebrow—a slow, arched ascent that seems to take in the tableau of Ken, me, the living room, and the trail of sissy gear scattered like breadcrumbs back to the “Taxes” box. Behind her, the front door flaps open and shut in the wind.

“Ken Abernathy,” she says, her voice sharp enough to slice the air, “would you like to explain why you’re prancing around in a skirt and lipstick with a stranger in our house?” She doesn’t look at me, not even once, not even a side-eye. She focuses all her attention on the trembling, pink-faced spectacle of her husband frozen in the sluttiest outfit the world ever knew.

Ken clutches at the hem of his skirt, as though it might shield him from the storm that’s brewing. His lips move, but no sound comes out. For a second, I think he’s going to faint.

Grace doesn’t move from the doorway. She is a diligent torturer watching her guinea pig realize there’s no escape. She closes the front door with her foot, the motion slow and deliberate, then drops her purse in the chair and folds her arms, waiting out Ken’s deficit of dignity.

Maybe five seconds pass. No one breathes.

Then Ken’s voice finds itself, thin and shaky: “I—I can explain,” he manages.

“Oh, I hope so,” Grace says, her tone shaded somewhere between mockery and measured interest. “Take your time.”

I remain silent, wondering what my role will be in the future. I’ve baited the hook, and the fish took the bait, but now what will I be doing next? Will I become an assistant in a kinky scene, or will I become the main act? Or will she ask me to leave Ken’s supplication to her?

Grace walks forward in heels that click like a metronome, her gaze never leaving Ken. “You look… comfortable. Did you let her dress you up, or was this all you?”

Ken doesn’t know how to answer. He’s staring at Grace but also trying not to, like he expects to be vaporized by her attention. The neon pink nails tap against his thighs. “It was a joke.”

He considers Grace’s reaction. “No, it was a dare.”

Ken tries again. “Grace, it’s not what it looks like.” He wobbles, not even believing it himself. He tries to loosen the pink choker that’s strangling him. “I was just—”

“Trying on my things?” Grace interrupts, one eyebrow permanently cocked, unmoved by the spectacle. “Or were you hoping to be caught by a stranger in a skirt and a cage?” She finally glances at me with a clinical sweep of her eyes, and I see it: approval, a spark of complicity so brief, I nearly miss it.

“Which is it, Ken? Was the goal to be caught?” She steps closer, a dictatorial action, and positions herself so that Ken has nowhere to look but at her. “Because from where I’m standing, it seems like you’d rather be a sissy slut than a husband.”

The silence is oppressive, and Grace is the oppressor. Ken’s jaw works, but no words come out.

Grace flicks her gaze at me, then snaps her fingers at Ken. “Well? I’m waiting.”

Ken doesn’t answer.

Grace picks up the largest of the silicone cocks and waggles it in front of her humiliated husband. She points to the words on his pink choker, “You want to be the slut. The bitch? Because I can accommodate you.” She barks a bitter, single laugh, spins the toy in her hand, then folds her arms, waiting with boardroom poise.

At that, Ken breaks, dropping to his knees, hands in prayer, head lowered, “Grace, I… I just wanted to see what it felt like. I thought you were out until—” He glances at me, and then at Grace, swallows. “She… she made me. I was just… It’s a joke, I swear, I didn’t—”

Grace cuts him off. “Made you? Where’s the gun?”

Ken says, “I’m sorry. It’ll never happen again.”

Grace says, “Oh, on the contrary, my dear sissy husband, from now on, this is your role. Stand.”

Ken stands. Grace spider walks her fingers over the word slut, first on his chest, then across his neck. “Tonight, you shall be our slut. Go to the bedroom and wait for me, slut.”

Ken obeys, tottering off in his pink skirt and satin panties, his bare feet silent on the carpet. Grace gives me a once-over, her gaze lingering on my cosplay schoolgirl outfit and meticulous makeup, then shrugs off her coat and tosses it across the back of the couch. She leans in closer, her scent—sharp, expensive, a blend of citrus and musky undertones—and her voice is so low only I can hear it.

“You did well,” she says. “He’s more broken in than I dared hope. Come—let’s see what we can make out of him.”


Chapter Ten

With that, she takes my hand—not a dainty, leading-lady gesture, but the clamp of a principal dragging a delinquent to the office. Her grip is iron, and I don’t resist; she has that energy, practiced dominance, the kind that demands full compliance. We move through the house and down the hall to the master suite.

Ken is waiting, standing stiffly at the foot of the bed, knees pink and socks bunched, hands knotted behind his back in the international posture of naughty schoolboys and arrestees. The air in the bedroom is heavy, dense with his nervous sweat, and Grace and I: both predators in the same food chain. Ken can’t lift his eyes past our knees, and who could blame him? He’s a blemish, even to himself—a man stripped of masculinity, a fresh draft of sissy energy and hormone haze, waiting to be told what to do with himself.

Grace lets go of my hand, crosses her arms, and leans against the dresser.

“Strip,” she says. Not to Ken, but to me.

It’s the first time in a long time that an order takes me off guard, but her voice makes resistance pointless. I peel off my clothes, revealing the naked glory of femboy flesh.

To Ken, she says, pointing at the bed, “Lie down, slut. Spread your legs.”

Ken obeys. He flops backward onto the bed, legs spread wide, the skirt riding upwards indecently high by his movement. He tries to adjust, but Grace halts him. “Take off the panties. Leave the skirt up.”

The caged cock juts up like a failed magic trick: neither hidden nor revealed, just there, helpless and faintly ridiculous.

Grace says to Ken, “Tonight and every night, I desire it. You will be my slut. Tonight, you will serve us both. Tomorrow, you will serve me alone. If you’re obedient, I may even let you cum, if not, I’ll take pictures and make sure all your little friends know what a good girl you are.”

I see Ken’s eyes, their wet, terrified shine. But I also see something else blooming in the whites—relief, maybe, or the strange, sweet surrender of a man freed from the burden of his denials.

Grace turns her gaze to me, amusement rippling beneath the cool command. “You, my dear, are going to help me induct Ken into his new life.” She gestures for me to approach, then perches on the edge of the bed with the confidence of a queen appointed to rule over humiliation and happiness. I drift toward the bed, naked, my cock now so erect and swollen it hurts.

Grace’s eyes never leave me. “First,” she purrs, “I want you to dry hump his cock.” She nods toward Ken. I obey, straddle Ken’s lap, sliding his caged cock between my ass cheeks, it twitches and a spurt of precum moistens my sissy hole, sending a shudder up my spine. I grind down slowly, my skin against his plastic, and Ken’s entire body goes rigid, then slack, then rigid again. I control the tempo, relishing the sensation of him trapped, pulsing, unable to grow or shrink or enjoy. This is torture, pure, plain, and simple.

Every time my ass crests over the head of his locked cock, he lets out the tiniest gasp, a little kitten yelp, and I can feel the tremors in his thighs. Grace strips slowly, teasing her husband with her gorgeous body, for what I assume he’ll no longer have the privilege of having. She’s into it—she’s hungry for it. When she’s naked, she hops up onto the bed and straddles Ken’s face, and as I dry hump him, she plows into his face, making his mouth vanish beneath the spread of her sex. Ken’s breath goes to nothing, and for a moment, he flails, hands gripping the sheets, but Grace has him in a perfect pin. She looks at me over her shoulder, the Joker’s grin, and I get it: I’m the engine, but she’s the driver.

I grind harder, feeling it thrum, the heat of his caged cock twitching in my crack as his wife rides his face. The friction is brutal, lewd, and I spread my cheeks wider, letting the plastic mushroom head rub up inside me until it hits a spot that makes my toes curl. Grace is moaning now, high-pitched, not even pretending to give her husband a fighting chance for air. She grinds down, slow and cruel, and Ken’s hands claw for purchase, but she just laughs and slaps them away, pinning him by the jaw. I watch, amazed at the control she wields, the absolute certainty that this is her show and we’re just props.

The sound of her cunt squelching as she rides his tongue is obscene, wet and insistent, and I keep grinding on his crotch, my cock leaking helplessly, the tip dragging slick stripes across my thighs and Ken’s skirt. I wondered if Grace had ever let him taste her this way before, if he’d ever had the nerve to ask for it. He can barely breathe, caught between the clamp of her thighs and the relentless teasing of my ass grinding him to a pulp. For a second, I thought he might pass out, but then Grace relents, shifting her hips just enough to let him gasp, his lips glazed with the sweetness of her pussy. His eyes rolled up to meet mine, blurry with humiliation and need.

“Such a good girl,” Grace purrs. “Now let’s see if you’re slut material.” Grace gets off his face, stands with her hand on her hips, and orders, “On your knees. Ass over the edge of the bed.”

I get up, and Ken obeys. Ken readjusts his skirt, clambers onto all fours, and arranges himself at the mattress’s edge. The wig droops over his face. The white socks bunched around his calves. For a flash, he looks back at me, confusion and terror and raw anticipation warring in his eyes—then he remembers what he’s here for, drops his gaze, and sticks his ass out as far as it can go.

Grace paces, a big cat tracing the perimeter of a kill. She gives the caged package a little flick with her acrylic nail—just enough to make Ken gasp and brace himself—and then she steps back, arms folded, letting the moment stretch.

“You have permission to fuck him,” she says, the words clear and cold. Not a request, not a dare, just the new law of the room. I feel my cock twitch, the need to perform braided tight with the need to please Grace, to show I can be a tool and a toy. I step behind Ken and let my hands travel up the backs of his thighs, which are trembling so hard it’s like he’s standing in a freezing rain.

The skirt barely covers his ass. It’s just the cage and his needy, hairless hole, blushing and exposed. I spit on my fingers, then slide them between his cheeks, spreading him wide. Ken shudders—a full-body quake, like a dog in a thunderstorm.

I take my time, working him open, Grace says, “While you get my bitch loose, Ken… Ken won’t do, what shall we call him, Landry?”

“Sissy Sally?”

“Nah.”

Grace digs around in the closet as I continue to work my fingers inside Ken. I rattled off some more sissy names.

“Bimbo.”

“Nah.”

My first finger slips deeper. Ken, soon to be someone else, moans.

“Sugar Lips.”

“Let’s keep it to one word.”

Ken pulls away from me, so I improvise and smack his ass. “Cupcake.”

“No.”

Ken moans, I can see the pressure building inside his caged sissy clitty. He’s complaining about how tight he is, how much it hurts, but he’s enjoying having his ass invaded at some level.

“Candy.”

Grace laughs, a sharp, approving bark of it. “Candy it is,” she says, and Ken—Candy, now—whimpers into the mattress, his face awash in a sheen of sweat and something like gratitude. Grace returns from the closet with a box of adult toys. One by one, she sets them down on the mattress under Candy’s face as if setting out the implements for a medical exam.

She says, “Tonight we’ll see how many of these you can take before you beg me to stop. Then we go on for another hour or two.” The words are cold, but the glint in her eyes is commanding. She hands me a bottle of lube, then selects the first toy—a slender, violet plug, modest but insistent. “Start small. Our little Candy is delicate,” Grace murmurs, and the way she touches my shoulder as I lube up the toy is both a dare and a blessing.

Candy’s ass trembles, the skin pale and almost feverish under the bedroom lights. I take my time, circling the rim with the tip, letting tension spool tight.

Grace smacks Candy’s ass, “Hold still.” He tries to obey, and the effort is exquisite: his knees shudder, his back arches, the skirt rides up to his waist. He is all submission, a pink-skirted altar boy awaiting ritual desecration, and the impact is so raw I nearly lose it before even getting the tip inside.

The first toy slides in with a stutter, and Candy bites the comforter, a stifled whine leaking out around the edges. Grace hovers at his head, running her fingers through the wig, whispering, “That’s my good girl,” and I see the pride in her face—she wants this, wants him broken open and remodeled.

We work through the toys: from the slender violet to the thicker ones, until he begs us to stop.

Grace, delighted with the first hour, says, “Now to the main event.” She wiggles a leather harness around her waist over her slick and swollen pussy, then attaches a monster of a cock. “Look at what’s going to be in you, Candy. Beg for it.”

Candy hesitates, but Grace just grabs him by the hair, yanks his head around so the plastic cock bobs inches from his nose. “Beg,” she repeats, voice flat. “Say, please, Mistress, I want your cock in me. I want to be your sissy.”

Candy’s lips move, but nothing comes out. His face twists with a mix of resistance and longing. The moment of truth, where Candy’s life pivots, has arrived.


Chapter Eleven

Grace climbs onto the bed with the slow, triumphant poise of someone savoring a power she’s hungered for but never dared claim. She swings her leg over Candy’s head, settling herself so the monstrous plastic cock hovers—no, looms—just inches from his face. She cups his chin and guides his face upward, her eyes locked on his. The cock is already glistening with the scent of her arousal, and she plants it against the trembling seam of his lips, smearing a sheen of wet across them as if painting his mouth with the future. She doesn’t push forward, not yet. She drags the shaft sideways, then up, circling the head over his lips and chin, leaving a sticky trail. Candy’s breathing is shallow, panicked, but his tongue darts out in response—a reflex, a betrayal of craving. Grace watches his reaction with demonic delight, tapping the cock against his cheek, then tracing it over the tip of his nose, then back to his lips, parting them just enough that the blunt tip can nestle between his painted lips.

She keeps it there, letting the toy rest against his teeth as if testing the fit, while her other hand finds his caged cock and gives it a proprietary squeeze. “This is what you’re for, now,” she murmurs, so softly Candy might have imagined it. He whimpers, his eyes watering, humiliation and arousal so tightly wound together they become indistinguishable.

“And your ass is now for whoever I decide shall use it. Landry, tonight it is yours.”

I’m so fucking horny that I forget I’m a bottom and grab Ken’s hips and ram it in, all the way, in a single slick, deep thrust. Candy’s body goes rigid, the pink skirt riding high, the wig half-askew, the plastic cage swaying to the violence of my thrusts. He moans, not as a protest but as a surrender, and I can feel him shaking under the pressure of being fully, finally filled.

I slow down, drawing out the next strokes with a hungry, deliberate rhythm, using my hands to spread him even wider, making sure that Grace sees every detail. She leans close, bracing herself on the bed with one hand, the other keeping her cock poised against Candy’s mouth.

For a moment, time suspends: Grace holding him there, the fake cock balanced on the threshold of his mouth, the world reduced to the question of whether he will open for her.

Grace’s tolerance is total; she lets the pressure build, waits until Candy can’t bear it, until the need to submit overpowers the urge to flee. She leans closer, her breasts brushing his forehead, her scent utterly inescapable, and lets the cock slip, just for a heartbeat, into the wet heat of his mouth before pulling it back so only the head presses against his lips. Candy moans and trembles, but when he dares lock eyes with her, he finds only the inevitability of her desire to use his mouth.

She lets the moment stretch until it is agony, then finally, gently, she says, “Open,” and the word detonates inside him.

“Open,” she orders again.

He does as I pick up the pace, fucking Candy in staged, theatrical thrusts, each one designed less for my pleasure than for Grace: the sound of skin on skin, the way Candy’s ass wobbles with each motion, the way his caged cock swings painfully back and forth but never getting the relief it aches for.

Grace’s cock fills his mouth, inch by inch, and she holds him steady by the neck, letting the shaft push past his lips, setting off his gag reflex. Candy gags and coughs and tries to pull away, but Grace is relentless. She rocks her hips, fucking his face with slow, remorseless motion, and watches me over his shoulder, a look of utter satisfaction spreading on her face.

She’s not gentle, and I’m not either. I grab at Candy’s hips with both hands and drive into him with a little more force, feeling each shudder and whimper as a kind of thank-you, a recognition that he’s giving me everything he has. Grace’s rhythm keeps time, her cock grinding deep into Candy’s mouth whenever I bottom out in his ass, and the effect is like a duet, a two-piece band with one, humiliated sissy as the instrument.

At some point, Grace leans forward, her weight pressing Candy’s face hard into the mattress, and then she whispers, “I knew you’d be a good girl for me.” She rakes painted nails down the back of his thigh, and then, with exquisite timing, she slaps his ass—right as I thrust in hard, right at the moment his mouth is the most full, so the moan comes out as a strangled, helpless whine.

For a second, everything merges—the slap, the thrust, the choke of plastic cock down Candy’s throat—and his whole body convulses, caught in the electric crossfire of pain and pleasure and ultimate surrender. I can’t help myself; my cock quivering, the urge to cum building with every humiliating, degrading second, but I hold back, determined to follow Grace’s lead. I want to show her I can keep up, that I’m not just a prop but a collaborator in the art of humiliating a sissy husband.

Time blurs. I pound him until his voice gives out and my vision blurs from the sweat seeping from my brow. She made him thank me for every new intrusion, every fresh humiliation: “Thank you, Landry, for fucking my sissy hole,” and “Thank you, Mistress, for teaching me to be a good girl.”

If he didn’t say it loud enough, she’d stop and make him start over, the tip of her cock pressing against his tongue, threatening to fill his throat until he choked on the words. I took my cues from her, riding the edge between cruelty and consideration—sometimes I’d reach around and tug the cage, just to remind him how locked up he was, or I’d massage the skirt over his ass and whisper, “Is this what you wanted, Candy? To be used like a bitch?”

How much time passed, I’m not sure. I’m drenched in sweat, but I’m sure that in that time, Candy has gone from husband to pawn to toy for Grace’s amusement.

Pretty sure I would need permission to cum, I say, taking the cues of the night, “Mistress, I… can’t…”

Grace smacks Candy’s ass and says, “Time to switch.” Looking at me, she says, “I want you to cum in Candy’s mouth.”

Candy rolls over, dazed—his skirt askew, the wig clinging to one flushed cheek, his lips glossed with fresh drool and the shimmer of lube and shame. Grace pulls him upright by the choker and positions him on the rug, the strappy harness cock swaying at eye level. She kneels beside him, her hand still on his wig, and gestures for me to approach. I do, my cock glistening and with an ache so intense I’m almost lightheaded.

Grace’s eyes flick up to mine. “Feed it to her,” she says, and it’s so matter-of-fact, so unarguable, that I laugh a little as I step up. Candy’s mouth is already open, her tongue out, an expression somewhere between alarm and adoration. I line up the head of my cock with her lips, and she shudders before finally closing her eyes and letting me in.

Grace keeps her hand on the back of Candy’s head, steadying her, guiding the pace, so that I can push in deep, then deeper, until her nose is buried in my skin and I feel the desperate flutter of her breath on my stomach. She gags, then steadies, her hands gripping my thighs for balance. I feel her throat close around me, a perfect little cradle for my cock, and for a moment, I hang there, suspended in the wet heat.

Then I fuck her face, careful at first, when I see the tears squeeze out from under Candy’s closed lids, I don’t slow down. I don’t take pity. I go harder, faster, until the room is all wet sounds and the animal rhythm of our bodies. Grace lets out encouragement, her voice encouraging me to fuck her face harder. “Use her. Fuck my slut’s face. That’s it, Candy. Take all of it. Suck it like you mean it. You were born for this.”

I look up, I’m so close, but I want permission. I look into Grace’s eyes, and she nods and says to Candy. “Swallow every drop.”

With permission to cum I explode in Candy’s mouth with a groan that’s half agony, half ecstasy, my whole body seizing in a pure blast of relief. It’s a brutal, overwhelming orgasm, and the minute I start, Grace clamps her hand even harder on the back of Candy’s head, forcing her to swallow every shivering spurt.

Candy gags, then swallows, then gags again, the taste and texture and humiliation written across her face in a single, perfect mask of sissy degradation. She doesn’t pull back—she just kneels there, taking it, her body trembling with shame and something darker, deeper, maybe pride. When I finally withdraw, Candy’s chin is streaked with spit, cum, and sweat. She licks her lips like she’s savoring a sweet treat. Desperate and dazed, she searches our faces for a verdict on her first blowjob.

Grace kisses her on the forehead, mock-gentle, then wipes the tears and cum from her cheeks with one thumb. “Good girl,” she says. Her eyes hungry and bright, she says, “Because you were such a good girl, I shall reward you.”

“Thank you, Mistress. Can I fuck you…. It’s been so long.”

That statement said all I needed to know about their sex life. Grace laughs, “Oh no, your cock’s not worthy for my pussy, but…”

I’m still trembling, the aftershocks of orgasm making my legs weak, when Grace points to the bed, “On your knees, ass up, assume the position, I assume you know.”

I obey, as Grace digs the key to Candy’s cock out of my panties and motions Candy to kneel beside me on the mattress, the two of us side-by-side, heads lowered, asses in classic sissy position, the symmetry of our humiliation so perfect it could be a before-and-after pic on a very kinky website. Grace steps up behind me and lines up her harness, the cock slick from Candy’s mouth and glistening with a fresh coat of lube. She teases my hole with the tip, then presses just hard enough to make my breath hitch, waiting for the moment I’d either flinch or push back. I push back. It’s not cock, but close enough.

I’m still dripping, still half-wrecked from my orgasm, but as soon as her cock hits my hole, I’m hard again, straining, almost painful with urgency. She places her hand between my shoulders, pressing me down against the mattress. I grip the comforter and brace myself, feeling the cold, slick pressure of the strap-on against my hole. Grace doesn’t bother with a gentle start—she pushes in slowly but unyieldingly, stretching me open until I gasp, the pain burrowing deep inside me, sharpening into pleasure once I loosen up. The fullness was shocking, but not unwelcome. I gasp, the sound muffled by the mattress, and brace myself, grateful for the steadiness of Grace’s palm anchoring me to the bed.

She fucks me with measured precision, slow at first, then building in tempo, each thrust hammering home the power dynamic she’s created in her house, her bedroom, her marriage. The bed frame squeaks, the headboard thumping in time with my heart. I can hear Candy whimpering beside me, own ass up, Grace’s hand stroking Candy’s twitching, leaking cock.

As Grace drives in deeper, each thrust measured but absolute, a rhythm that says this is not an act of kindness but a claim, she’s branding me as hers, her cock driving into me a symbol of my submission. She stops stroking Candy’s twitching cock and smacks her ass, “Do not cum without my permission.”

“Oh fuck, please, Mistress. Please!”

Grace pulls out of me, ordering me under Candy for what I assume will be the encore of the evening’s festivities. With some rearranging, I’m staring up at Candy’s swollen cock and Grace’s massive black cock as Grace slides into her sissy husband, claiming his ass. I open my mouth, tongue out, letting the taste of lube and sweat and humiliation build on my tongue as Grace fucks Candy’s ass, her hips a piston, her hands gripping his thighs to keep him spread and helpless. Candy whines—high, desperate, but also grateful—Candy’s needy cock leaking a thin trail of fluid that beads at the tip and drips onto my face, a slow, thick baptism. I lap it up, savoring the salt and the shame, and look up at Grace, waiting for further instruction.

She’s relentless. Her cock drills Candy with relentless force, and each time her hips slap against his ass, she reminds him, “Do not cum without my permission.”

Candy screams, “I can’t, Mistress, I can’t—” He’s sobbing, now, eyes wild, the wig awry, every muscle in his sissy body taut as a violin string. Cum is streaming from the head, his legs twitching, he never stops begging, the words a staccato rattle that only makes Grace fuck him harder, her hands digging bruises into his hips.

I’m underneath, swallowing every drop as it pulses out. Grace fucks in tandem with the spurts, timing her thrusts so that each one wrings more out of Candy, until the only thing left is the limp, gasping aftershock of his spent cock. I lick him clean, my tongue slow and wide, savoring every drop, letting Candy know that this is what he is now: a conduit for humiliation, a vessel for pleasure he can never quite own. Grace pulls out, the harness glistening, and smirks down at her ruined husband. She surveys the carnage—Candy collapsed, skirt bunched under his hips, the wig half-torn from his scalp but still clinging on in tragic defiance, and me, sprawled on the bed, my face sticky and marked.

Grace sits on the edge of the bed, legs crossed, her cock bobbing. She reaches down and peels the wig from Candy’s head, then smooths his sweat-slicked hair with a gentleness that shocks me for a second.

Candy is whimpering, curled in on himself, but when Grace cups his chin and tilts his face up, he meets her gaze with something like thirst. She plants a kiss on his forehead, a seal of ownership, and says, “Good girl. You’ve made me proud.”

She leans in, whispering something only for Candy’s ears, and the sissy shudders, hands gripping the sheets. Grace kisses him again and says, “Go shower and clean up. Put your cage back on, and when you’re done, you’ll sleep at the foot of the bed. If you’re very good, you’ll get a treat.”

I’m shell-shocked, every nerve jangling, the afterglow washed with a new, strange peace. I lie back on the bed, my body humming, my mind awash in a weird sense of pride and accomplishment, like I’d just run a marathon in stilettos and a latex dress. Grace’s presence radiates through the room, an aura of command so potent it prickles my skin even as I try to steady my breathing. Beside me, Candy staggers up, her legs unsteady, the skirt now limp and wrinkled. She grabs what I suspect will be part of her sissy uniform—the pink chastity cage in her hand, like a shamed trophy. She gives me a sideways look—unreadable, full of a desperate gratitude and a humiliation so raw I feel it in my bones.

Grace stands, stretches, and with a flick of her hands, signals the session is over. “You did well, Landry. I hope you enjoyed tonight. I’ll expect you again.” She says it the way someone might order a cleaning service, or a dog walker—a routine, a fact.


Epilogue

Two hours later, I’m back at Mia’s. I slept like I hadn’t slept in a year. Saturday afternoon, I head back to campus, my ass, my legs, my arms feeling like I’ve been through boot camp for the terminally slutty. I limp through the campus, the ache in my body a trophy, a reminder of just how far I’ve let myself go. I tell myself I’m not going to ever have so much sex like that again in my life. It’s a lie so thin I can hear it crack as I think it.

The week passes in a haze. I go to classes, eat noodles in the dining hall, see Jared’s face in the crowd, and feel a sharp, electric jolt of guilt and arousal.

Jared sends a text on Wednesday: “You free this weekend?”

I ignore it for a day, then reply, “Maybe.”

Later that day, I get a text from Charles, “Maybe I was wrong, can we…” There’s an emoji with a winking yellow face with a tongue sticking out.

“Maybe.”

Later that day, during English class, I got another text from Vanessa. “My husband and I would love it if you would grace us with your presence for a little party we’re hosting on Saturday night.”

“Maybe.”

That night, as I was writing an essay for my English class. The topic: how I spent my spring break, but I was interrupted by a text from Grace. “Saturday Night. Your services are required.”

I’m about to answer when Mia barges into my dorm room and says, “Landon, I’m so sorry I ditched you. I hope your spring break wasn’t too boring. I don’t want you to feel like I’ve abandoned you. What did you do all alone?”

“I kept myself entertained,” I say, as the memory of Charles, his high school friends, Vanessa, Jared, Candy, and Grace fills my mind.

“So, you got any wild parties planned for the weekend?”

I laugh. “If you only knew.”

THE END
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A Sissy's Deceit (4): Femboy Gay MM 

Whenever they were together, Charles felt he became someone he didn't like, so he decided it was time to step back leaving Landon alone in the mansion. Meanwhile, Jared, the popular quarterback known for his machismo had been dumped by Mia for reasons shrouded in mystery. This breakup was the catalyst for Mia's sudden silence towards Landon. Now, Jared, with his own secret agenda, sought out Landon for a conversation.

Landon, however, was less than enthusiastic about the prospect of spending any time with a complaining jock. Determined to avoid the encounter, he sent Jared explicit photos of himself crossdressing, hoping it would deter him. To Landon's surprise, the images piqued Jared's interest rather than repelling him.

When they finally met to talk, Landon uncovered a shocking revelation about Jared and the real reasons behind Mia's decision to end their relationship. Jared confided in Landon, expressing his desire to be feminized and then taken out to meet other guys.

Embracing this unexpected turn of events, Landon feminized Jared into and together, the newly styled femboys ventured out into the night. Their escapade led them to the sexually charged chaos of a frat party, where they embraced their newfound identities.

Sissy Used by Thugs II: Femboy Gay MM 

A white femboy, Kevin, works as a Correctional Treatment Specialist at a federal prison. He provides therapeutic services to inmates, focusing on gang members and helping them prepare for re-entry into society. At home, Kevin explores his feminine side by dressing as a girl and indulging in fantasies of being used by multiple men. He becomes fascinated with the idea of sissy chastity, believing it could help him feel more feminine and submissive. One weekend, he orders a pink chastity cage and, after some hesitation, locks himself in, committing to remain locked for thirty days, even while at work. The constant awareness of the cage makes him feel more delicate and reinforces his desire to embrace his sissy side.

Tricked Into Crossdressing: Forced Crossdressing, Daddy Roleplay, Sissy Crossdresser

With a sly grin, Harry and his coworkers reveal their twisted plan for Myles: Tricked Into Crossdressing. Myles feels a cold fear grip his chest as he remembers the humiliation and discomfort of past road trips. But this time, they take it to a whole new level, dressing him up in a skimpy schoolgirl outfit for their perverse Daddy roleplay game. Myles's body trembles with anger and disgust, but he knows he has no choice but to play along to survive this twisted ordeal.

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

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

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

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

The Panty Thief: A Forced Feminization Story (Femdom Feminization) 

Jace fantasizes about being forced into feminization constantly. He has urges and sexual desires he can’t control, which leads him to steal women’s panties from the cheerleader’s locker room at the stadium, where he’s a security guard.

Everyone knows there’s a panty thief on the loose. Mary Jane, an especially determined cheerleader, takes action. She tapes Jace wearing her clothes while on the field, cheering the home team on to victory.

With advice from the Human Sexuality professor at college, she decides to feminize Jace and make him pay in a very unusual, sexually humiliating way for the ten pairs of panties he has stolen.

My Sissy Cuckold Husband : A Boring Marriage 

Cy, a successful and powerful corporate attorney, has a weak spot for her husband, Paul. She’d never let anyone at work or anywhere else run over her like she lets Paul. Cy can’t figure out why. He doesn’t work anymore. He doesn’t clean or make love to her like she wants.

Cy tells herself one day, things will change. She thinks about cheating and finding an alpha male, which Paul is not. But there’s that weak spot she has for him. She considers divorcing him, but her moral character won’t allow that. She’s going out of her mind for good, mind-blowing affection when she meets a lady online.

Paul, her husband, will either accept his new role as Cy’s sissy or pack up and hit the road. Together, Cy gets some much-needed sexual relief, and Paul finds he loves being Cy’s sissy cuckold husband.

Under Her Heels: A Sissy Husband's New Life: My Sissy Cuckold Husband (Book Seven) 

In this steamy and provocative tale, we follow Audrey and Joey as they uncover hidden and taboo desires neither thought they had: submission, dominance, feminization, chastity, and discipline.

Audrey’s husband, Joey, has a secret passion for her to be more dominant in bed, and he wants to be feminized. Slowly, Audrey inches into her new role, at first finding it repulsive. Feminize my husband? Dominate him? But once she has him in chastity, she discovers how much power this gives her. It’s addictive. And she loves it.

As Audrey becomes more dominant, Joey loves her more and only wants to submit more. How far will Audrey go? How far will Joey go to prove his devotion and obedience to her?

It’s a journey into domination and submission for both of them, and it won’t end until they’re satisfied with their new life.

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.



Feminized By My Best Friend's Mom: The Bukkake Party

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.

Over each weekend, I’m required to participate in an intensive sissy training program. Being feminized by Mrs. Bourbon. During the week, I remain caged, denied my usual routine of pleasing myself, and was required to wear women’s lingerie under my guy’s clothes. It proves to be torturous and humiliating.

My Sissy Cuckold Husband: Book Five : Rekindle The Romance Tour

Morgan loves her husband, Blair. Morgan also loves men—especially wild, muscular, handsome alpha males. Not just one or even two. Morgan wants them all. Being married hasn’t stopped Morgan from pursuing her desires.

One day, Morgan wants something else. Morgan intends to feminize Blair, which won’t be hard. Blair is a beta male, effeminate with lots of femininity to work with.

Morgan has kept her cheating a secret until one day; she doesn’t. She flaunts it. Blair seems more aroused by it than angered. They go on a vacation that Blair calls “Rekindle the Romance Tour.”

Morgan refers to it as “Turn My Husband Into My Sissy Cuckold.”
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