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Chapter One

I watched Sebastian Oliver the Third – who was worth more than the United States government spent on education last year - as he flirted, groped, and dazzled a young, lithe, blonde model, showering her with money, promises of a part in one of his movies, and dazzling her with his good looks, fame, and power.

I couldn't believe I was sitting with Sebastian Oliver, the wealthiest man in the world, surrounded by gorgeous women who didn't want to talk with me, drunk as hell. To be honest, I hated rich pricks like Oliver and defending them, but I was an attorney and had too many bills to pay to turn him away.

I glanced at my smartphone, it was nearly eleven, and I'd not only had enough of Oliver but had several appointments tomorrow.

With two DUIs on my record and my long drive home, in all honesty, I shouldn't have been drinking. But, when Sebastian Oliver asks for something, he gets it, buys it, or destroys the idiot who said no. He'd already bought me; Oliver's connections got my third DUI tossed halfway through the trial. So my being worried about a DUI wasn't going to work with Oliver as an excuse. So, with no argument, he'd accept; I accepted his offer of a night of partying, drinking, and chasing tail. I needed to have some fun anyway.

But, if I get busted again, that's a felony. I should know; I'm an attorney. I'd managed to weasel my way out of two DUIs with my high-profile connections, another with help from Oliver. But, I had a bad feeling my luck was running out.

As Oliver's criminal defense attorney, I worked long hours developing a winning strategy to get him acquitted. Oliver had been accused rightfully, I'm pretty sure, of sexual harassment, assault, and coercion. It seemed to be an open and shut case against Sebastian Oliver at the outset. But I developed what I'm proud to say was a genius strategy.

According to the charges, he'd attempted to sexually coerce one of his female employees into sex – not the first time he'd had troubles in this area. From what I heard, most women didn't refuse his advances, accepting the promotions, money, and status of being Oliver's plaything for even a short time. Or they justly feared for their jobs and reputations.

I don't understand why Oliver needs to go after the women at his broadcasting company; or blackmail, intimidate and coerce women. He can get any woman he wants without the need to force or intimidate her into sex. He's rich, handsome, and from what I have heard, had a big cock. It must be his fetish; we all have one. I had mine, one which I prefer to keep secret.

I thought about the pink panties I'd worn under my suit while cross-examining the accuser at Oliver's trial. I'd gotten so hard and aroused that I asked for a twenty-minute recess to duck into the restroom, jack off and dump the soiled panties in the trash can. Luckily, I had an extra pair of men's underwear in my briefcase; not the first time I'd had this particular problem.

The woman who'd filed the charges, one of Oliver's executive producers for one of his many television shows, refused his sexually charged and suggestive advances repeatedly. So, he terminated her employment and spread rumors about her sex life and poor performance, destroying her reputation and life. According to the charges, he groped her on more than one occasion, pulled out his penis on several occasions, and unsuccessfully tried to blackmail her into sexual acts. Oliver was a rich prick, and I don't doubt the asshole was guilty.

To win, I countered every piece of evidence the prosecution brought to bear, which included destroying Monica Avery's reputation on the witness stand. I turned the tables and introduced the idea to the jury that Monica sexually harassed Oliver. I questioned Monica about her sexual habits, which included dominating men, turning them into sissy slaves, and forcing them to crossdress; I got so horny thinking about it that I dripped a gallon of precum into my pink panties. I nearly exploded with a hands-free orgasm in the middle of her questioning. My cross-examination was a work of art, but it didn't hurt that Oliver bought, blackmailed, or coerced the detectives into changing their testimony on the witness stand.


Chapter Two

I excused myself, stood, and wobbled to the bathroom; I needed to take a piss before heading home.

I'm self-conscious about the size of my penis, it's what would be described as a micro-penis, and it's hell to dig it out of my pants.

As I waited for an empty stall, I looked in the mirror. My eyes were bloodshot and tired looking. As I considered my appearance, I envied Oliver, not because of his wealth or reputed sexual prowess but because of his looks. He had a solid bearded face, unlike my feminine, heart-shaped one. I stepped back and frowned at my delicate, dainty body, wishing I had a toned, muscular body like Oliver.

Right on cue, my mind drifted into one of my fantasies, hoping Oliver, or Monica Avery, the woman I just destroyed on the witness stand, would force me into being a sex toy.

After relieving myself, I headed to the parking lot, entered my BMW, started it, and wondered if it would be better to sleep for a couple of hours. I lived an hour away, and if I got pulled over in the city, that was one thing; Oliver had numerous connections, and I doubted whether he'd let his golden boy get thrown in jail. So, I wasn't worried about getting pulled over in the city. Nor was I worried about getting pulled over in the county my home was in, but I had to pass through a county with a real ball-buster of a sheriff.

I glanced at my smartphone again; I had a twelve-thirty meeting with another high-profile client. This would be another cash cow of a case; I had student loans to pay off, a substantial mortgage, my car insurance premium was huge, and the fines from my first two DUIs still to pay off. Though I could shower at the office, I had no clean clothes. I had to risk the drive home.

◆◆◆

Once I left the city, I rolled down my windows, breathed in the clean air, and relaxed with the wide-open country on both sides, as traffic disappeared into nothing. After twenty minutes, I passed the sign that said, "Leaving Monroe County and entering Intercourse County."

It was just a ten-minute drive, and I'd be home free. Three minutes into my drive through Intercourse county, blue and red lights flashed behind me; I'd been busted. I slowed and pulled to the shoulder and waited. I'd be okay if it wasn't the Sheriff herself.

It couldn't be; what would the Sherriff be up for this late at night? Most of the deputies I knew, they were cool and more than likely to let me pass. The Sheriff was known to be a hard-ass, no-nonsense bitch with a hard-on for big city slickers like me, her words not mine. No one talked like that anymore except her. I wondered where she'd learned to speak like that.

If I couldn't talk my way out of this, I was looking at jail time and the possible suspension of my law license.

Out of the vehicle came a tall woman with coal-black hair cropped above her shoulder. She positioned a round sheriff's hat intimidatingly on her head; around her lean waist was a polished black utility belt. Her shapely hips swayed sensually as she marched seductively towards me. Every movement she made was commanding, and my mind drifted momentarily into one of my more deviant fantasies. I imagined her subjugating and humiliating me, and my cock swelled.

I snapped back to the present when she tapped authoritatively on the window. I rolled down the window, turned, and faced the Sheriff of Intercourse county. She had an impeccably smooth, glowing complexion. She had sultry, flesh-colored lips and thick, dark brows that matched her deep, coal-black eyes.

She let out an audible breath, and her lips curled back in disgust. "Wow, you've been drinking, Mr. Barlowe."

I saw myself in jail; with my third DUI, it's possible that I just might spend a year behind bars, depending on the judge I drew. My heart raced, and my stomach felt rock hard. I had to do this just right to keep from going to jail.

For a moment, I wished the Sheriff was a man, and I was a sexy, young girl, and all it would take is a flash of my eyes and maybe pulling my tight mini skirt up, and the Sheriff would let me pass.

Maybe, I'd have to suck some cock, but… I chuckled.

If I don't talk my way out of this, I'd heard, a man with feminine features like myself might end up as someone's bitch in prison. Strangely, I felt a sudden flush of warmth spread from my cock throughout my body. I was drunk, and my mind was in the gutter; I had to think clearly and like a lawyer, not a sissy slut, like I wanted to be.

I knew better than to admit anything. "No, I'm sorry you're mistaken, Sheriff."

The Sheriff's gorgeous mouth stretched across her face in a kissable smile. "I'm not mistaken, Mr. Barlowe, nor am I mistaken that you've been caught here in Intercourse county…."

The Sheriff leaned in the window; I turned my face to the front. Then she said, enunciating each word with emphasis. "…and I know the judge well."

She retreated outside the window, put her fingers in her belt, and cocked her hips sensually. "She's not too keen on you fast-talking city slickers. Come to think of it, I know the jail's warden and could make some very decent accommodations for you, make your stay…. Oh, shall we say special? That is unless you do as I say, Mr. Barlowe. Step out of the car, please, sir."

As she said, "Do as I say." My lawyer's mind flew into action, and my kinky sexual fantasies about dominant women disappeared. "Are you threatening me, Sheriff? I can assure you I have very influential friends, and statements like those you made violate my civil rights. I'll tell you unless you release me, I will ruin this county and you with lawsuits…."

"Mr. Barlowe, your pathetic attempts at intimidation do not work here, in Intercourse. I think things will go differently for you here. Your slick talking and fancy legal maneuvering won't help you. You won't destroy me like you destroyed my sister, Mr. Barlowe. Oh, and by the way, the judge you'll have to face if you don't obey me is our Aunt."

Then, I noticed the Sheriff's name, Avery, the same last name as the woman I'd destroyed on the witness stand and the woman who had suffered from Oliver's actions.

I stepped out of the car and faced Sheriff Avery, who stood at least four inches taller than me. I stiffened my shoulders, reaffirming my resilience and hoping my flushed face and the sweat streaming down my cheeks were not visible.

"I'm sorry about what happened to your sister, Monica. It was just business. I know, Oliver's an asshole. But, I must do all I can to defend people like Oliver. It's my job. Please, forgive me."

"Mr. Barlowe, I did my research too, you've got two DUIs, and another one is considered a felony, and you're not in the big city where you can buy you're way out of it. Besides, you could have killed someone or yourself; driving while intoxicated is dangerous."

"Sheriff, I promise, I'll never drink again if you just cut me some slack. Just this once. Please, I'll do anything."

Sheriff Avery took off her hat, set it on the hood of my car, ran her hand through her short hair, and said. "I'm happy to hear that. Because you won't like what I have planned for you." Sheriff Avery looked me up and down, then said. "Or maybe you will."

"What's that supposed to mean? Sheriff, I understand your anger about your sister. But, it has nothing to do with this. I did nothing illegal by defending my client."

"Lock your car, get in the backseat of my cruiser, and we'll discuss your punishment."

I opened the door and slid into the backseat of Sheriff Avery's cruiser; what choice did I have? Sheriff Avery started her cruiser and hit the road, and began. "I could arrest and send you to prison for a year or more. Believe me, Judge Avery isn't going to show one bit of mercy towards you."

Sheriff Avery slammed her hands against the steering wheel. "What you and Oliver did to my sister, you don't know what it's like to be a woman, what we go through, do you?"

"Listen, Sheriff."

"Shut up, Mr. Barlowe."

I knew of no other response. "Yes, Ma'am."

The Sheriff said. "I'm glad you're settling into the reality of the situation. Now open the bag next to you."

I opened the bag and sifted through it. It was full of girl's clothes, silky panties, pantyhose, a wig, heels, a corset, makeup products, and what seemed to be some sort of chastity device.

"I don't understand."

The Sheriff laughed, and in the mirror, I could see the wide grin on her face. "Oh, you will, Mr. Barlowe, you will."

We pulled up to the Sheriff's office after a twenty-minute drive. The Sheriff turned, pointed, and said. "See that black, slinky thong."

I nodded as my cock swelled.

"Grab it, put it to your nose, and smell it."

"Listen, I don't really think this is legal."

"Grab it, smell it, or when we go in there, you go straight to jail and do not pass go."

I brought the panties to my nose and inhaled. I'd smelled pussy before, and this wasn't pussy. But, the familiar pungent aroma made me feel light-headed and hard.

"Whose are these?" I asked.

Sheriff Avery laughed. "You don't recognize them? Oh, come on, Mr. Barlowe? Think hard. One of my very good friends is the sordid sort. But he's very good at breaking and entering and acquired a pair of panties from your collection after you'd jacked off into it. I can imagine as big as your collection of girly stuff is that you didn't miss them."

My ears, face, and neck felt like they were on fire, and I reached for the door handle grasping it, ready to run for it. I grabbed the door handle and yanked, but the door was locked.

Sheriff Avery broke out in laughter. "Oh, and another friend of mine is a first-rate hacker and has records of every porn site and video you've watched. Oh, we kind of taped you, too. I wonder what your macho friend, Oliver, would think of his little sissy lawyer."

I said, "This is a violation of my privacy, and whatever he found there, it was… I fuck, I was just." I knew I didn't have a leg to stand on. There was no way I was passing a breathalyzer, or could I afford to have these tapes and videos made public.

Sheriff Avery laughed. "A violation of your rights? You pried and dug into my sister's life until you found something you could use against her, then destroyed her."

Sherriff Avery turned and locked her eyes with mine. In her coal-black eyes, there was the anger over her sister that I expected. But, there was something else: a flickering of animal desire. She looked at me as if I were her prey, trapped in her cage. Quickly, I broke eye contact and mentally forced myself to think of something besides how aroused I had become.

"I see you're a naughty little girl. Do you honestly think you'll get away with hurting my sister like you did? Or that you'll get away with driving through my county drunk?"

Sheriff Avery reached into her glove box and held a pair of pink panties. I recognized the cum stain on the front. These were the panties I'd worn to the trial.

When Monica Avery testified about her kinky sex life. I couldn't control drifting into a sexually charged fantasy and worried my precum would soak through; I asked for a recess. If the stain leaked through to my suit pants, I'd be at the least embarrassed, possibly charged with contempt or even disbarred. After getting the recess, I headed to the men's room, where I planned to take the soiled panties and deposit them in the trash can. But ended up jacking off with thoughts of being forced into sexual servitude under Monica Avery's domineering thirst for turning men into sissy slaves.

The Sheriff snapped her fingers, snapping me out of my reverie, and said. "Or I'll divulge all the dirty nasty things you do in public?"

"Listen, Sheriff, I'll do anything to make it up to you and your sister. Just please don't arrest me or release what you know about me. Please, it'll destroy me."

The door clicked open, and the Sheriff tossed a set of keys to me. Then pointed to the Sheriff's office. "Open the door, strip, put your hands behind your head and wait for me."

"What?"

"Mr. Barlowe, the only way you're going to stay out of jail and keep your practice is to do exactly as I say and when I say to do it. So, I'll only say it once more, go and strip."


Chapter Three

The strangest thing happened as I walked into the building. My cock got hard. I'd watched so many videos of dominant women ordering their sissies to do nasty sexual things that this scenario seemed almost too good to be true. Somewhere inside, I felt I should be punished, even humiliated, for getting Oliver off and destroying Monica Avery's life.

I opened the door, turned on the light, and found myself in a waiting area. There were some chairs, a flag, and a large map of Intercourse on the far wall. Hanging from the bulletproof partition separating the waiting room from what I assumed was the processing area was a collection of photos of me in various stages of female clothing.

Below it was an article about Judge Avery; I glanced through it. The gist of the article was that in 85% of her sentences, Judge Avery sentenced the convicted to the maximum penalties allowed by law. What was especially worrying was that she exceeded the maximum in 12% of her cases.

I laughed, my legs weakened, and I wanted to sit but knew I couldn't. Sheriff Avery had planned this and was expecting me to not only drink but drive home.

As I heard the crunch of Sheriff Avery's combat boots on the gravel outside, I stripped, turned, and faced the door with my hands clasped behind my neck as my cock swelled to as large as it was going to go. Not very big.

As I waited, my heart raced, and it was as if every sound, every smell, was amplified. My fears about going to jail, losing my practice, or being publicly embarrassed disappeared, replaced with a fantasy that I played out repeatedly while dressed in my women's lingerie – being owned, used, humiliated, and treated like someone's property.

Sheriff Avery entered, and her gaze dropped immediately to my aroused cock. She laughed and said. "What's that?"

I lowered my hands and covered my nakedness.

"Get those hands back up. Don't worry, Mr. Barlowe, you'll not need that pathetic cock for anything my sister and I have planned for you. Though, I'm disappointed that it seems that all my efforts at blackmail have been wasted by what is your obvious arousal. I think you'll enjoy all the punishment and humiliation we have planned for you."

She shook her head, grabbed my little cock, and twisted it. "What are you going to do with this?"

My teeth clenched, and I started to fall to my knees.

She said. "Stand up!"

Without hesitation, I convinced myself that the discomfort I was experiencing wasn't as bad as it was. "Please, I'll do whatever you want, please."

Sheriff Avery let go of my cock, and began pulling different things out of her bag of goodies: a black lacey bra, matching panties, a short grey pleated skaters skirt, a white button-up blouse, a long blonde wig, a red flannel tie, and a pair of white thigh-high stockings with a tiny little bow on each. An image of an innocent, naughty schoolgirl came to mind.  

"I don't understand," I said.

"It's simple; I'm going to let you have a good night's rest in one of my jail cells. I cleared the place out just for you. Then, in the morning, you're going to shave, get all nice and smooth for me. After I doll you up, you'll spend the day as a girl - consider this time as breaking into your new role. You owe my sister and me one year, Mr. Barlowe."

"What? No, listen, Sheriff. Okay, I admit I like the feel of women's clothes. But I am not a  girl. I'm leaving."

Without any protest from me, Sheriff Avery escorted me into the back and directed me to the breathalyzer. My cock should have lost all excitement, but it throbbed and dribbled precum, and though this was, or should be, a moment of stress, all the tension seemed to dissipate. I blew a .19. Then, Sheriff Avery fingerprinted me, booked me, and escorted me to a cell.

She said. "Think about your choice tonight; you accept my punishment or the judges. Oh, and one more thing."

She set the pink chastity cage and a small shaving kit on the metal bunk bed attached to the cement wall. "If you accept my proposal, you'll be shaved smooth, including your asshole, and have this on your pathetically small cock in the morning."

She dangled a lock and key in front of my face. "Then lock it and hand me the key. I think your transformation into a girl will be easy, especially with a cock like that."

◆◆◆

When Sheriff Avery returned in the morning, I was smooth, and my cock was locked up. Sheriff Avery unlocked the cell, grabbed my cock cage key, and tossed a thong into my face. "Get these on."

I grabbed the thong and stepped into it. I slid it up my legs, and it felt good to have the silky soft panties squeeze gently around my thin, smooth hips. As the narrow band of fabric slid easily between my ass-cheeks, my body relaxed, my heart raced, and I had to swallow a gallon of saliva. My arousal was not only from having something in my ass but from Sheriff Avery's obvious pleasure. I was her toy now, to be used as she wanted, and I couldn't want anything more.

Next, Sheriff Avery tossed the white thigh-high stockings. I slid into them carefully, not wanting to tear them. They were thin and soft, and I loved how the fabric felt on my legs. I added the bra, cinched the corset, and the short pleated grey skirt, then buttoned up the white blouse and added the red tie.

Next, Sheriff Avery directed me to kneel on the floor; as the fantasies of what would come next flooded my mind, my mouth became moist with saliva. I focused on following every one of Sheriff Avery's commands.

Would she have me pleasure her? Would she command me to bend over, grab my ankles, and fuck me with a strap-on?

Instead, Sheriff Avery went to work applying makeup to my face. I kept quiet. Sheriff Avery's hands were possessed like a painter's hands with passion creating a work of art not on canvas but on my face.

I felt small and insignificant. Yet, despite the emasculating experience of this entire incident, my cock tingled and throbbed, spreading warmth through my whole body.

Sheriff Avery's pure warm breath caressed my face, and her invigorating scent sent shudders through my spine. I wanted nothing more at this moment than to please this woman in whatever way she wanted. Sherrif Avery stopped, lifted me up, and guided me to a mirror in the main lobby.

I couldn't believe the transformation; I was a gorgeous, luscious, slutty little schoolgirl, in need of punishment, perhaps.

"Not bad, there, Mr. Barlowe. Well, that won't do, will it? You are now an eighteen-year-old; let's say I busted you for soliciting. Your name is Candace, but you like to go by Kandy, with a K."

"Now let's see, this isn't your first time you have gotten into trouble for, oh shall we say, you're sexual promiscuity. You like sucking cock, and getting paid for it is secondary."  

Seeing where this was going, I said. "Um, listen, Sheriff Avery. I… don't think I can do this."

"Oh? Shall we maybe put you back in your cell and schedule a hearing with Judge Avery?"

I lowered my eyes and shook my head.

"So, you have to play the part, and please answer me in a feminine voice. So, you're a smart girl, but you ran away from home because you spent more time sucking dick and spreading your legs than studying or looking for a real job. Isn't that right?"

I said in my best feminine voice. "I…um… I guess."

Sherrif Avery inspected her handiwork and said. "Turn around, grab your ankles, whore."

I spun on my heels, bent over, and grabbed my ankles. It felt incredibly thrilling when my short skirt exposed my ass.

Sheriff Avery pulled the thong up forcefully, crushing my caged cock and the tiny fabric split my ass cheeks painfully. Then she yanked the thong aside and spread my ass cheeks wide.

"What… what are you doing?" I asked.

"I'm ensuring that your pussy is nice, clean, and shaved. Cause it's going to get used here in a few minutes."

Sheriff Avery smacked my ass and said. "Stand up, you whore."

I obeyed.

Sheriff Avery ordered me to have a seat in the waiting area and then placed a call. "Good morning, this is Sheriff Avery; the pest control people have left, and you can bring the prisoners back."

Sheriff Avery tapped away at her laptop and answered phone calls for perhaps an hour before a tall, muscular deputy entered with two prisoners. Both prisoners were in orange jumpsuits; one had long grey hair, a black and grey goatee, and was heavy set but tall with broad shoulders. The other was a short, muscular black guy with a smooth harsh face.

After they were escorted to their cells, Sheriff Avery returned me to the holding area. "Gentleman, this young lady I busted for soliciting wishes to work off her fine by doing some community service. So, since you two have been well behaved, she has agreed to, shall we say, spend some time with you, get to know you, and perform her community service right here."  

Sheriff Avery opened the cell and ordered me to get down on my knees. "She's going to relieve you two gentlemen; I believe it's good to relieve the tension; jail can be very stressful."

Sheriff Avery glanced at me, her arms crossed with a cocky smile. "Or would you rather serve your sentence, Kandy? Since this is your third charge, that's a year, minimum."

I said. "Wh-what? I…I…"

"You heard me, Candy, with a K; go on and get started. I want you to do whatever these two guys want you to do. I want you to obey, and I want you to think about what you've done."

The one with the goatee said. "Oh man, Sheriff, this is great! Fuck yeah. Send her in. I'll make sure she does her community service, oh yeah."

The goatee guy unzipped his prison jumpsuit and stepped out of it. He was naked underneath, covered with tattoos, had a large, hairy belly, and his cock wasted no time getting hard.

I had a lump in my throat and wondered if this was what I wanted. But then again, for what I did to the Sheriff's sister, Monica, maybe I deserved being humiliated. "Um... Sheriff. Are you sure?"

Sheriff Avery laughed. "Oh, I'm sure Candy with a K. You are going to be these two gentleman's personal sex toy and reward them for their good behavior. Or can I continue with the more traditional punishments? A year in jail? Perhaps you wish me to release the other stuff."

Sheriff Avery leaned into my ear and whispered. "My sister likes some kinky shit, I agree. We all have our fetishes, right? You managed to uncover her sexual secrets and destroy her with them. Now, you will experience the same thing."

I stepped into the cell as the black guy unzipped his prison jumpsuit and, stepped out of it, tossed it in the corner. His body was muscular and rugged, and his cock, as it swelled, was going to be a mouthful, I suspected.

I stood between both men, and the goatee guy grabbed my shoulders and forced me to my knees.

I thought, what am I doing? Am I really going to go through with this? What if they figure out I'm a guy? Maybe they know already? But they don't; they think I'm a whore, and by the way, their cocks are swelling; they think I'm sexy. Isn't this what I fantasized about? Being a girl?

Both men stroked their cocks; the goatee guy's cock was thick, short, and throbbing. I turned my head; the black guy's cock was enormous, pulsating, and still swelling. Oh my God, I thought.

Sheriff Avery shut the jail door, locked it, and said. "You gentleman, let me know if this young tramp doesn't please you." Then she left.

The black guy said. "You heard the Sheriff, bitch. What the fuck are you waiting for? Suck my cock and stroke his."

The black guy stepped in front of me, grabbed my chin, lifted my head, and rubbed his cock on my lips. His cock smelled meaty as the mushroom head rubbed across my lips.

The goatee guy grabbed my wrist and forced his cock into my hands. I forgot I was a prominent attorney, accepted my role readily as a slut, and began stroking the goatee guy's cock. A single large vein down the middle of the goatee guy's cock pulsated with each stroke of my hand.

The black stud forced his cock into my mouth. I gagged immediately. The black stud pulled out and slapped my face. "What kind of whore are you? Ain't no one going to pay you for a blowjob. Now don't choke, bitch; you got that?"

I kept my hand busy with the goatee guy's cock. Strangely, I was enjoying the feeling of his cock in my hands: the throbbing, the hard pulse, and his grunts and shaking thighs were apparent signs he was enjoying my efforts as much as I was. Did I just have that thought? Yes, I was enjoying this.

I opened my mouth and waited for the black stud to return it where it belonged, in my mouth. The black stud thrust his cock into my mouth. His cock tasted delicious, like a breakfast sausage. But the girth was much, much thicker than a breakfast sausage. Thicker than an Italian Sausage even, I wondered if he was Italian.

He pushed deeper, my eyes watered, and drool dribbled out of the side of my mouth, but I didn't gag. He grabbed me by the back of my neck and pushed his hips toward my face, driving his cock deeper into my mouth. I fought my urge to gag; I wanted to be a good slut, please these men.

The black stud took a long deep breath, looked at the ceiling, and said. "Oh man, that's a fuckable mouth."

He pulled his cock back out as the goatee guy dropped and lifted my skirt, pulled my thong aside, and probed my ass with his finger.

The black stud tightened his grip on my neck, forced his cock back in, and pulled out again, developing a rhythm. The goatee guy grabbed me by the hips, pulled my ass up, and ripped my panties to shreds exposing my ass and caged cock.

Goatee guy said, "I see Sheriff Avery's got you all caged up for us. Now, slut, you want my dick, you better beg for it, beg for it like a good slut, or I call the Sheriff, and you serve whatever time you got coming. I'm on my way upstate; maybe we'll meet again in a few months."

The black stud stopped destroying my throat and stood in front of me, his black cock throbbing and bouncing in front of my lips. "You heard him, beg, slut."

I wanted to flee, and I felt exposed, and my legs felt weak. But underneath the humiliation, there was a growing sexual satisfaction and completeness, as shudders of pleasure rose from my caged cock and spread throughout my body.

I licked my red lips that Sheriff Avery had painted as sensually as possible. I couldn't think about anything else but to convince these two to use me, to do whatever they desired to do to my body.

"Please, fuck me. Please! Use me like the slut I am. Please." I looked up at the black stud, he had a relaxed smile on his face, and his cock was throbbing.

I stood, and the black stud grabbed me under the chin and forced his cock into my mouth. The goatee guy grabbed my hips, I was surprised he was gentle entering my tight ass, but he was. The black stud wasn't as gentle. He rammed his cock into my mouth, then pulled out, back in, back out, until he was in a rhythm. He continued to hold my chin up, face fucking me.

The goatee guy worked his cock around my ass; I braced my hands against the black stud's muscular thighs. Goatee guy slowly probed and pushed, stretching my ass wider with each gentle thrust. I wanted nothing more than to have his cock in my ass, for him to teach me a lesson with his cock. Use me like a whore.

Black stud said, "What the fuck are you doing? Think this slut's your wife? Fuck her, grab her hips and destroy that ass!"

The black stud slapped my ass until it tingled, the goatee guy's respect faded, and he grabbed my hips and thrust forward. The combination of my ass getting spanked and the verbal humiliation caused my ass to loosen, and his short but fat cock slid in. I never would have thought it, but I enjoyed the humiliation. His strong, sweaty hands tightened around my hip, and his fucking intensified. Every muscle in my body twitched, and my only desire, my only thought, was to do what these men wanted.

Goatee guy's cock spasmed, and his hands anchored my ass to his hips, keeping his cock, balls deep in my ass. Then he groaned, spasmed, and shot his cum into my ass.

The black stud continued to lay waste to my mouth and throat as my caged cock clicked against my stomach. Goatee guy held my ass against his hips for another ten or twenty seconds as a gallon of cum filled my asshole.

How much cum did he have inside him? I suspected it had been a while since his last orgasm.

Then he slapped my ass, pulled out, and cum streamed out of my ass, down my inner thigh. He said. "Love to see you upstate bitch, be nice to have a prison bitch like you, to make the time pass."

He caressed my ass, thighs, calves, and ankles. "Damn, your skin's so smooth, wouldn't have known you're a dude, except for that little cock, there."

He grabbed my cage and twisted. I groaned, and the black stud pulled his cock out of my mouth and said. "You done with that ass?"

"Yeah, dude, going to take a nap. My sentencing hearing is this afternoon."

Black stud's meaty hands clamped around the scruff of my neck and forced me to the bars. As the black stud pushed me, his enormous cock bounced and swayed as I wondered if my ass was loose enough to take his cock. At the bars, he said. "Grab them."

I obeyed. Like a good slut, or what I thought a good slut would do, I lowered my back and lifted my ass.

The black stud wasted no time and raised his throbbing head against my ass. He took possession of my hips as his cock penetrated my ass.

"Oh fuck…" I groaned as I pulled my hips forward and braced my hands against the black stud's hips, preventing further intrusion.

Black stud stepped back and said. "Well, Candy with a K, think you're not going to take my cock? Never had a big black cock before, huh."

Then he added, emphasizing the first two words forcefully. "You are going to take it."

He told me to grab my ankles, which I did. My heart raced, and my cock tingled with desire. As I waited for his subsequent actions, I fantasized about his cock entering my ass, stretching it to its limits, as black stud's balls slapped against my ass cheeks.

Instead of fucking me, I was surprised when he slapped my ass with his hand, then again and again. The crack of each stroke echoed throughout the small cell. After each sharp crack, my ass heated and burned more and more.

Goatee guy from the bed said. "Teach that bitch a lesson."

When he stopped, my ass burned; he spat into my ass and roughly probed my ass with two fingers, rubbing his spittle around. Black stud said. "Get your hands on the bars. This time take my big black cock, and like it."

I grabbed the ice-cold bars and braced myself for his cock. I wanted it, the precum dripping from my cock, indicating my desire for his big black cock.

Black stud's cock pushed into my tight asshole, and the pain of being split open combined with the sting of my ass cheeks from the spanking released all tension from my ass and body. My ass accepted every inch of his cock. When he got balls deep, it felt like his cock was in my stomach. He pulled out and shoved his cock back in, balls deep. Then out, and back in. He was relentless, thrusting in, pulling back out, and with each thrust, his breath quickened.

He said. "Damn, your ass is tight, baby. Oh Damn… this is good."

The pressure of his thick, throbbing cock forced more of the goatee guy's cum out of my ass and down the side of my thigh. The aftertaste of black stud's precum and meaty cock lingered in my mouth.

I gripped the bars tighter, squirmed, and arched my back as his hips thrust forward and backward, forcefully plunging his cock deeper and deeper into my ass. Time slowed, my cock clicked against my stomach, and his heavy balls slapped against my inner thighs. Everything was as it should be. I wanted this, and I wanted his cum.

I cried out. "Cum, please. Cum, for me. Fill me with your juicy, hot semen. Wow! This is great." I pushed my hips back into his thrusting hips and gyrated maddeningly. "I want it, fuck me harder! Harder! Pound my ass!"

From across the room, the Goatee guy laughed and whooped loudly. "Fuck her, dude."

The black dude was sweating profusely and panting loudly. He was close to shooting his load.

"Give it to me, come on, give me that load. Fill me with your seed, come on…."

He pushed down on the middle of my back, forcing me down. His body spasmed and shook as his cum gushed into my ass. Then he stopped, holding my hips tight, his pleasure apparent.

He sighed. "Damn, baby, that was great."

Warmth spread through my body, and I was euphoric at having satisfied both these men. The black stud pulled his cock out and patted my tender, most probably pink ass playfully. He turned and walked toward where his orange prison jumpsuit lay. I watched his toned ass and long, flaccid cock swing between his legs.

Though my ass stung, I wanted more; I wanted this to go on all night. I watched the black stud slip into his orange jumpsuit and sighed.

Once dressed, he walked toward me, gripped me behind the neck, pulled me close, and kissed me tenderly on the cheek. "You were great, baby."

Then his tenderness changed. "Hey, Sheriff, we're done with this bitch."

◆◆◆

The door opened to the holding area, and the Sheriff entered, her eyes focused on the tattered remnants of my panties, then on my face. "I see you enjoyed your community service."

I smiled, let out a gasp, and nodded.

Sheriff Avery unlocked the door and motioned for me to exit. I turned, wishing I could stay, surprisingly. I wanted to be used all night and through the next day. When we reached the holding cell door, I noticed Sheriff Avery had left the cell door and the iron holding cell door unlocked.

In the waiting area, Sherrif Avery unlocked my chastity cage and dangled the key in front of my face. "Did you enjoy your community service, Candy with a K?"

I considered her question. Focused on my sensitive, cum filled ass. The sticky, dried cum on my thighs, the tenderness on my ass cheeks, my throbbing throat, and I felt insignificant standing in front of her with no panties. I swallowed the lump in my throat, sighed, and said. "Yes, I did."

Sheriff Avery said, "You have fifteen minutes to consider your response. If you want to play more, be me and my sister's bitch, return to my office, pick up the lock, and put it back on your cage. Or you leave, and don't ever drive through Intercourse county again."

I sat.

The clock on the wall ticked away the minutes. About ten minutes later, The black stud walked out dressed in an expensive business suit, waved at Sheriff Avery, and left. Seconds later, the goatee guy did the same, dressed in what appeared to be a service uniform plumber or maybe an HVAC technician.

I stood and entered Sheriff's office.

Sheriff Avery handed me a slip of paper with an address on it. "Before you say anything. That's Monica's address. Be there Friday night, dolled up as Candy with a K, at seven, and you're perverted little habit of jacking off three times a day is over. We control when and if you have an orgasm. Get dressed, and see you next Friday, slave." 

I looked down at my caged cock. I picked up the lock on Sheriff Avery's desk and locked the cage. "I'll be there."

I turned, grabbed my men's clothes, and slipped on another pair of women's panties, strangely having no need or desire to change into my men's clothes.
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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 Slave Training - Book 2: Sissy Training, Sissy Crossdresser, Forced Crossdressing, Femdom 

Mistress Joyce begins her sissy slave training with Asher, sexually servicing Tiffany, a well-endowed transgender woman that once worked as a stripper at The Dirty Secret - the club Mistress Joyce manages.

While accepting his role as a sissy and enjoying his new persona as Ashley. Asher must keep it a secret from his nosey father or risk losing his fortune. He's managed to convince his father to write him into the will. But he must complete one more task, buy The Dirty Secret.

After breaking Asher in with Tiffany, Mistress Joyce transforms Asher into Ashley, her sissy slave, with a night of serving drinks at The Dirty Secret, followed by a wild sexual encounter.

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.

The Story Of A Sissy - First Time Crossdressing: Sissy Slut Passed Around

John's secret sissy crossdresser life is just that secret! He dresses at home secretly, watches porn and masturbates. What he wants, what he craves, is to have fun with a group of horny guys. John loves being Nympha. He loves being girly, but he's never done anything sexual dressed as Nympha. So, from other crossdressers, he heard that a hotel called The Long Shaft is a great place to pursue his kinky and nasty fantasies. So, that's what he does, he rents a room and dresses, but it takes him ten Saturday nights to step out of his hotel room.
When Nympha garners the courage to go out in public for the first time, she gets more than she bargains for. She meets a man, they have a drink, and on the way back to his room, things get wild. Things get even wilder when three football players catch the two finishing their act of public sex.
The night doesn't end there when Nympha is passed around by four football players and the Daddy type she'd met previously.

A Sissy's Diary - Book One (Sissy Slave Training 1)

When Asher gets caught in Joyce’s bedroom, one of his renters wearing her lingerie, he’s sure his life is over, and if and when his father finds out, he’ll be written out of the will. He didn’t expect her to force him to play along with her feminization fantasy and turn him into her perfect sissy cuckold.

Asher, fearful of losing his inheritance at first, reluctantly agrees. But, soon, his secret desire to be a sissy crossdresser, which he has controlled and hid from everyone, takes hold, and he submits to Joyce’s every erotic desire. Then, Asher becomes Ashley, begins his sissy transformation, and becomes Joyce's. Will his new role as Joyce’s sissy ruin his inheritance? Will his secret sissy desires cost him everything?

Explore a world of crossdressing, first-time, feminization, and discipline in Book 1 of A SISSY's DIARY Series – from erotica author Phoebe Pearl.

Alpha Male To Sissy: A Story Of Forced Crossdressing, Femdom and Transgender Romance

Robert Johnson is an alpha male. A hard-working, successful business and corporate attorney. His client list comprises some of the world's wealthiest and most famous business clients. He works hard and plays hard, especially with women. His wife knows full well that he cheats on her. So do most of his clients, and as far as they are concerned, it's okay. It's part of being an alpha male.
His clients ignore his infidelities because he saves them millions. Betty ignores them because she was raised to believe the man is the final word in the house and that divorce is a sin.

Robert has a secret that would change the mind of his conservative clients and his religious-minded wife. When you peel away the exterior alpha male persona Robert plays, deep down, Robert is a sissy. He loves being used, dressed as a girl, and dominated. Robert can no longer control his urges and fantasies, turning to high-priced dominatrixes.
Betty finds a pair of frilly pink panties in the glove compartment of Robert's Mercedes and confronts him about it. Robert doesn't deny the panties were there but blames Betty for the infidelity. She's not good enough in bed. Betty is hurt. But, what Robert didn't tell her was that the panties were his. They were part of what he wore with Mistress Audrey when they played.
Betty is angered and hurt. So Robert plans a family getaway at the beach. However, when the sitter Betty hires is a transgender woman, Robert gets the surprise of his life. Betty turns the tables on him, turning him into her sissy.
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