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Chapter One




Billy - The Stepson




I glance at my boss, Miss Hart, as I drift into work twenty minutes late. I always do. She’s good friends with my stepmom, and Dotty covers for me. Not sure if it’s because of guilt that she tossed my father out or she wants some of my cock. Maybe a little of both.
Miss Hart hits me with a hostile glare but says nothing. I’m not worried; she’s not doing anything. I sit at my cubicle, pull up my work screen, and run through my list of duties for the day.
I crack my knuckles and let my fingers fly across the keyboard, entering numbers and crunching data with precision. My hands never tire, no matter how long the accounting session lasts. After sitting in front of my computer for an hour, I must stretch my legs and grab coffee. I need some juice because my girlfriend, Helen, my sexy MILF girlfriend, kept me up half the night banging her. She screams like a banshee, begging me to fuck her harder, not to stop. “Harder. Billy.” I always oblige her.
I head to the break room. Jenny’s there, a forty-three-year-old busty MILF, wide hips, plump ass, and, I know, sexually frustrated. Jenny pours coffee into her cup, then cream, and glances at me. She looks away, trying to hide her desire for my cock.
I stand beside her, easing my hand from her shoulder down her back. Her eyes gaze into her coffee cup; she wants me. I settle on her plump ass and squeeze. She doesn’t move, so I lift her skirt, exposing a skimpy black thong splitting her beefy butt cheeks.
I smack her ass and say. “There’s a nice quiet spot up on the tenth floor. What do you say we hit it?”
“I have to get back to work. Maybe later.” Jenny fixes her skirt and leaves.
I grab my coffee and return to my cubicle. The clock ticks, counting down until the end of the day. I can’t stop thinking about Miss Hart; she wants me too but lacks the courage to ask. Maybe she’s worried about protocol. I’ll tap her ass someday, I know.
As I imagine the possibilities, an email asks about a particular account I need to send her. She scolds me for not having it done yesterday. It’s bullshit. She’s dumping on me because she wants my dick like all frustrated MILFS. Miss Hart dreams about my cock, but she can’t ask for it. I’d be glad to oblige.
Miss Hart interrupts me at my cubicle. “Follow me, William.”
“Sure,” I say. I look up from my screen. She wears a black skirt and a white blouse unbuttoned enough to expose her fleshy tits squeezed together by her bra. Her fleshy rack shakes like jello when she spins on her heels. I follow.
I fall behind so that I can check her ass out. Watching her hips rock back and forth under the tight skirt, hugging her plump ass and shapely hips, I wonder if this is the moment she begs for my cock. As her gorgeous, toned legs take one step after another, I imagine them wrapped around me as I pound her on her desk.
I can think of no other reason she came down from her ivory tower than to take me to her office, where I’ll bend her over the desk and ram my cock into her. Or something more taboo? Something I’ve never experienced, but a fantasy that I can’t shake.
We walk down the hall and take the elevator up. She doesn’t say a word; I drift into a fantasy. We arrive at her office; she opens the door, wastes no time, orders me to my knees, pulls up her skirt, slips out of her panties, points to her moist, swollen pussy, and instructs me to show my loyalty.
I obey every command, every word that comes out of her mouth. I tremble as I pleasure her cunt taking my time as she commands, teasing and tasting her until the tension builds in her. Miss Hart moans loudly when she reaches a climax.
My fantasy shatters when we enter human resources. I’m told to sit at a table. The HR lady wastes no time. “Your records show this to be a pattern, William. According to your employee file, this is complaint number five.”
Miss Hart leans forward. I can’t help it; I glance down at her exposed tits. She blocks my view with a hand and says, “I cannot tolerate this behavior. Most of our employees are women, and Jenny isn’t the first one to make a complaint. I’m letting you go, William. I hired you as a favor to Dotty….”
She drones on about this and that, the appeals process, and other bullshit as I drift off to the last job I lost.



Chapter Two







Billy - The Pantyboy

My last job I lost because… well. It’s embarrassing. Dotty’s my stepmom. She owns this unique maid service. Dotty does good business; she’s got thirty maids working for her. It’s impressive because the maids dress in super sexy outfits: cheerleader outfits, French Maid, and even more sexy and revealing outfits.
Dotty hired me to do her books after I graduated from college, which she paid for. She figured she’d put her money to good use. I made easy money at her business; getting fired and losing my rent-free room in her mansion had to be the stupidest thing I’ve ever done.
How did I fuck it up?
Dotty tossed me out after one of her maids caught me masturbating in her panties. I denied it, calling her a liar. Unfortunately, I couldn’t explain the evidence I left behind.
I’d been working there for four months when I got this urge. I consistently get the urge, but that day, I couldn’t control it. So, after everyone left, I snuck into the dressing room. I crept down one aisle, then another, my eyes scanning the closed doors of the locker room when I struck gold. One maid left her locker open. My gaze locked on the hook inside and the most enticing pair of panties I’d ever seen—black lace-trimmed with intricate pink designs swirling along the edges.
I stripped naked without considering where I was or the danger it posed to my employment. Justifying my actions with if she didn’t want me to try them on, why did she leave her locker open and the panties hanging there?
Naked, cock hard and throbbing, I rubbed them between my fingers; they were super soft. I put them up to my face and inhaled the smell of sex, imagining the owner. I slipped them on, stood in front of the mirror, and checked myself out. They fit well; I’m not a big guy, small by male standards, just right by female standards. My cock stood straight forward, stretching the limits of the tight, soft fabric.
I wrapped the delicate lace tightly around my cock, while watching myself in the mirror. I sucked on the finger of my other hand while rubbing my cock gently, getting it nice and slippery. After sufficiently lubing my fingers, I slid down my chest, past my stomach, and down my thigh, then parted the fabric clinging to my thigh and inched toward my hole. My finger slipped inside quickly, not the first time I’d invaded my ass with a finger. I’m not gay or anything; it adds a certain something extra to the orgasm. I stroke, fuck my ass, admire my body, and forget where I’m at. My balls tighten, my ass muscles clenched firmly around the fingers I have in my ass, and I shoot my load into her panties.
“What the hell are you doing?” The maid said.
Mom fired me and gave me till the end of the month to move out of her house. I couldn’t afford another place without a job, but Helen, Dotty’s friend, and our neighbor offered to let me stay in an apartment above her garage if I worked around the house. She needed yardwork done and stuff like that until I got my feet back on the ground. Dotty didn’t tell her why she fired me; it wasn’t working out, was all she said.
I’ve been fucking that sweet MILF pussy for months, even moving out of the garage apartment into her bedroom.
I snap back to the present as Miss Hart informs me of the obvious. “She’s going to be disappointed. But I’m sorry your….”
I figure Miss Hart’s jealous because I never hit on her. So I say. “Listen, if you’re jealous. I can accommodate. There’s enough of Billy to go around.”
“Get out! Now!”
I got home to find all my few possessions on the front porch. I bang on the door. Ring the doorbell, and when that brings no response, I go around to the backdoor and enter through the unlocked backdoor. Helen sits at the kitchen table, half a bottle of whiskey, a glass half filled, running a pair of panties through her fingers. I recognize them. My panty fetish bites my ass again. What can I say? Wearing women’s panties makes me feel closer to the woman I’m fucking or want to fuck. Nothing gay or anything.
She doesn’t see me at first. She looks up—anger on her face. She says. “What’s this?”
I can’t afford to lose my home right now. So I lie. “Your panties, babe. Is this a trick question? What’s my stuff doing outside?”
“You’re leaving. Now. I’m not talking about the panties. I’m talking about this sticky, dried-out stuff in them. Cum. Your cum. Get out. Now. You little pervert. You got fired. Again?”
I say. “Not my cum. Maybe…”
She tosses the glass of whiskey in my direction. I duck. “Out. Now.” The panties fly in my direction next. “Take these with you. Pervert.”
And so, here I am, out on the streets, with no job, no place to stay, and no one willing to take me in. I swallow my pride and call a ride share, throw my stuff in the trunk, and end up in front of my stepmom’s house. I hate owing her or begging, but desperation will make you do things you don’t want to.
I unload the rideshare, drag my bags to the front door, and knock. She’s not home, so I wait. Dotty must be at work. Dotty taking me back is a long shot, but where else can I go?
After an hour, Dotty pulls into her driveway in her powder pink car painted on the side the name of her business, Sultry Sparkle, in big, bold black letters.
Dotty slides out of her car, dressed in a sexy French maid outfit. The French Maid uniform is short black with ruffles and puffs and a plunging neckline, and the dress is white and frilly—a sharp black and white apron with frills over the front and a white frilly cap. Someone must have called in. God damn, she’s sexy. I’ve always wanted to fuck my stepmom; maybe that’s where I get my MILF fetish.
She’s pissed. I can tell by how her heels click against the concrete, echoing like a gunshot. If she has a gun, I’m sure she’ll pop one in me for showing up again. She sings as she approaches, which confirms her anger. She sings when she’s pissed. Shaking her head, she says nothing, walks past me, puts her key in the door, and opens it.
Before slamming the door, she says. “No. I’m not taking you back.” Bang. The door slams in my face.
What now? Go back to Helen? Beg? I lay down on my bags and try to figure it out. I wrap myself in my coat and fall asleep. A foot in my back wakes me in the middle of the night. I look up, and Dotty looks like she has an idea I won’t like. She says. “You’re in trouble again, I’m sure. This time, it’s going to be different.”
I nod. She always says that.
“You enter this house again; you must earn your keep.”
“Okay.” I grab my bags and move forward.
“No. Like I said, this time it’s different. I’m through with your antics. I had a long chat with Miss Hart about your behavior. I got you that job. I got you an apartment for nothing when you moved out. You screwed that up.”
“Hey, Helen fell for me.”
Dotty shook her head. “You like wearing panties, huh?”
What do I say? I do. Do I deny it? There’s enough proof to the contrary that I’m not gay; I mean, I get plenty of pussy, but I got a thing for panties.
“Yeah, I do. It gets my mind into what women are like or like. Helps me get pussy.”
Dotty slams the door again. I lay down again. What else is there to do? Having no one to call. Nowhere to go, I decide I’ll do anything Dotty asks me to. Anything. I’m going to regret that decision soon. Nowhere in my mind had I even thought of how far Dotty would or could take things. But being homeless makes a man do some things he doesn’t want.



Chapter Three




Dotty - The Stepmom

I lean against the doorframe, my eyes heavy with exhaustion. The first rays of morning light filtered through the trees, casting a glow on my stepson’s features. I stand like I’m at a podium, hands on hips, staring down at him, laying there, sleeping like he’s used to sleeping on a porch. I’m done with his bullshit. I focus all my attention on the crowd of one. Taking a deep breath, I say. “Inside.”
Billy stands, rubs his eyes, and stretches. He steps toward the open doorway, but I stop him with a hand on his chest.
“I don’t know what to do with you. You are lazy, irresponsible, and that nasty habit of yours.” I say.
“What? Hey, I work. Or did.”
My first thought when I saw my stepson, Billy, standing on my doorstep was disbelief. I had taken in the son of a man whose only legacy had been his penchant for wearing women’s clothing. Now, the same bad habit seemed to have passed down to Billy, but instead of tossing him out like I did his father, something inside me urged me to help him, frustrated that history seemed doomed to repeat itself. How did I get stuck with this idiot? This pervert, this freeloader. I suppose the apple doesn’t fall too far from the apple cart.
As I study this worthless mound of flesh, I wonder why I took him in when his useless father left. Something inside me wants to save him. But how? How am I supposed to change his perversion? Part of me wants to call the cops and get him out of my life.
But another part of me….
Feeling guilty that I made my stepson sleep on my front porch and wanting to help, I researched panty fetish, hoping to find a cure. Instead, I came across a fetish: feminization. The more I looked into it, the more excited I got reading about sissification.
When I see it in black and white, reading about all the humiliating things I could do to Billy, my tits swelled to twice their size and got sensitive to the touch. So much so that I had to take my bra off. When I did, my nipples hardened. God, could I do this? Feminize Billy, making him my sissy. My slave. My servant. It’s that or tell him not to come back.
I tried feminizing Billy’s father during my troubles with him after I caught him jacking off in my panties. After that sight, my wildest dreams buried deep cracked the surface of my conscious thoughts; I set out to humiliate him. I’d always had these dark fantasies but never acted on them. But when I made Billy’s father don a pair of pink lace panties, humiliating him along the way, calling him a sissy, faggot, and making fun of his little cock they seeped to the surface.
I never pursued my desire to feminize a man because Billy’s father had the typical middle-aged man beer belly, sagging jowls, and thinning hair. Seeing him in the panties was almost too much to bear; he looked ridiculous! I made sure he knew it. What’s worse, he liked it. So, scared or angry, I told him to pack his shit and get out. He left, taking everything he owned except Billy.
Last night, I pictured Billy adorned in pink lingerie, his effeminate body and girlish features; I knew he’d make a beautiful woman for me to play with. Just a tweak here and there, and he’d be feminized. Then I’d tear down the macho bullshit attitude he had toward women. I’d rip it out of him.
As I read about small penis humiliation, every nerve ending in my body burned with desire, ears, scalp, inner wrists, lower back, stomach, fingertips, butt, nipples, clitoris, and g-spot.
And I call Billy a pervert?
These taboo thoughts had awakened a pussy I thought was dead and, in no time, soaked my panties with lust as I craved the forbidden: feminizing my stepson. Not once in my life had I been this aroused. I’ve tried BBC, Three Ways, and every kind of wild, kinky position in the books, but thinking of feminizing Billy and humiliating him ignites a fire. I’m alive, filled with ideas. I’m so horny I had to change my panties twice through the night. I’d save them for my stepson if he behaved.
With Billy standing in front of me, nearly pissing his pants, my pussy lips swell. I don’t want to force him, but I know he wants this. All the signs are there: the unmistakable bulge in his pants, trembling hands, and dilated eyes. He’s cross-dressed before trying on more than just panties, and if he hasn’t, he’s going to soon.
I spit out my reply, unable to contain the disgust I felt. “They fired you for groping women. I begged Miss Hart to hire you, and this is how you repay me? Now you’re going to beg me.” A white-hot rage burns in my chest.
“Hey, I was the best bookkeeper they had.”
“You should be after all the money I paid for your degree. But… And what did you do to Helen? I don’t know if she’ll ever talk to me again.” I never told Helen about Billy’s habit. Why I threw him and his sissy father out, maybe I should have. I thought his kinky appetite would pass once he got out in the world and learned some responsibility.
Billy says, “Hey, she liked it. The sex, I’ve got a thing for women. Maybe we can, you know…. I’ll make it up to you. It’s not illegal or anything.”
My face contorts into a savage mess of flesh. I chuckle. I want to embarrass him and remove every ounce of masculinity he has. I’m afraid that’s not right, but as I think about it, forbidden flesh is the sweetest of all. I want him to squirm and writhe under me. I’m going to shame him. “No, she didn’t. She told me your little dick…. Bored her. Like father like son.”
He says, “What? She screamed. Moaned and begged me to take her.”



Chapter Four




Dotty - Soon To Be Mistress Dotty

That got to him. He’s emasculated, and it only makes my pussy wetter. I tell myself to grind my heels into him. “Why did she throw you out…. uh…uh…” I want to say it. The word is there on the tip of my tongue. I know when I say it, it’ll feel good. Thinking of saying it makes the ache between my legs grow more and more. It’s like my pussy lips are calling to me. Call him a sissy. Make him yours. Make him your little bitch. “…. uh… Sissy.”
“What? I’m not a sissy. I fuck lots of women. Lots. I like pussy. I do.”
“Listen up, sissy faggot. You come crawling to me with your head hung low and an empty wallet. Without my help, you’re nothing but a total loser. You should grovel at my feet, down on your knees, prostrating yourself before me for what I can give you. And if you want it, there will be conditions. So prepare yourself for what’s coming next ... and if you’re such a good fuck, why are you at my doorstep? You’re a pathetic loser with a little dick.”
My eyes float over Billy’s jeans. The denim of his pants wraps tightly around his thigh muscles, and the strained material gives me a peek at the head of his cock and more of his thick shaft. My pulse quickens, and my head lightens. He licks his lips and sucks a breath as he ogles my breasts. They swell outward, and my nipples harden into stiff peaks against the thin material of my t-shirt. Maybe I should have put more than a T-shirt on.
His cock swells more as if the universe made him for this moment. Thinking of feminizing my stepson, how forbidden and kinky that act was, causes my nipples to harden more, which causes Billy’s cock to swell even more. Billy’s so big and hard right now there’s no hiding it. My pulse quickens, and my head feels light. He licks his lips and sucks a breath as he soaks in my long legs.
I’m breathing heavily, causing my chest to swell outward, stretching the tight, thin material of my t-shirt. Glancing down, I see the brown surrounding my nipples, and my nipples are three to four times their normal size. Billy’s cock swells more. If that’s possible. Billy notices where my attention lands, licking his lips like a thick steak is in front of him.
My voice rises in anger; this is slipping out of my control. “Listen up, Billy! Before this gets worse, I’m warning you. I almost called the cops. Instead, I read everything I could find about panty compulsion and men like you. I’ve tried hard to understand what’s happening inside your head. But no matter what I do, it’s not enough. Your father left without looking back, and I took you in, hoping to help. How can I regret that decision more than I already do?”
“Mom…”
“Shut up. You are not my son, but in name only. Listen. This is your last chance. I’m tired of giving you money, bailing you out, helping you, and then being embarrassed by your behavior. It’s not just that you seem obsessed with wearing girl’s underwear and grabbing women; it affects your life and mine. You have two options: do all I ask of you or make it on your own.”
“I’ll do anything you ask, Mom.”
I nodded. “Good. Because the commitment I’m going to ask of you will be quite a change from the typical. But I can’t figure out any other way.”
That’s not the truth. There are all kinds of possibilities: throwing him out and letting him make his way in life, giving him another chance, letting him stay rent-free. There’s plenty of room in my eight-bedroom mansion. Pay him to be my bookkeeper and ignore his cross-dressing. But I want to feminize him; humiliating him makes me wet. Doing it puts me on edge.
“Mom, this time, I swear I’ll keep out of the dressing room. I’ll stay in the office and do your books. I’m good at it.”
“I know that’s how you feel. But it’s too late now. No, Billy, I don’t want you to alter your behavior. Instead, I’m going to make use of your tendencies. Since you can’t seem to keep away from women’s lingerie and their wearers, I think it is time for some retribution. So, I will put your passions to work to punish you for the wrongs you have done to women.”
“Punishment? Listen, I get no complaints. If there is one thing I’m good at, it’s pussy.”
I sigh. I’m going to break him of that. Did I think that? Shame at what I was about to do fueled my lust. My heart twisted, then raced like a herd of horses. I want to say it. That single word. “Strip.”
I can’t help myself as I imagine Billy unzipping his jeans at my command, pulling his sweaty t-shirt off, and standing on my front porch in only his boxers, humiliated for showing up at my door again. His slender, feminine arms, long, lithe legs, and nearly hairless body would look great in a skirt. How can I resist the temptation to put him in a maid’s outfit?
A storm of arousal surges through my body. I want to see Billy in that French Maid outfit. The urge is irresistible. I had to do it. The desire was too great.
“Go to my office and wait. This is your only option. There is no room for negotiation. My rule is the rule of law here. Accept it or leave my property. You will learn how it feels to be pawed, grabbed, and treated inappropriately.”
I tilt my head ever so slightly and create an evil smirk. Silence fills the space between us. I see the wheels turning in Billy’s mind. Shame colored his pale cheeks. I glance down; Billy shifts, trying to hide his erection. That he’s getting hard only makes this moment so much better.
Is he thinking, what is she proposing? What does putting my lusts to good use mean? He’s scared and humiliated, and his silence tells me he is worried that anything he says might screw up his only option.
“Well, sissy. What is it?” Calling him sissy is easier this time.
He doesn’t flinch or argue. He wants this.
“Okay. I’ll do anything you want. I’m committed to change.”
I can see he’s wondering what this commitment will be. I’m not sure how far I’ll go. There are so many possibilities. I step aside and let him enter, regretting that I didn’t make him worship me first. I’m new at this; that’ll have to come later.



Chapter Five




Billy - Soon To Be Sissy Maid

I grab my bags.
Dotty says, “Leave them; you’ll no longer need them. 
“What? Am I supposed to walk around naked? Or what?” I wink at her. Maybe I’m about to tap some MILF ass. I adjust my package; there’s no sense hiding it now. Dotty practically stripped me naked a minute ago. She wants me, and maybe I’ll be stepmom’s boy toy, stick my cock in her tight little MILF pussy, lounge around all day, and….
“Enter and do as I say, or turn around and find your way alone. If I say get naked. Get naked. If I say, worship my feet. Kiss them lavishly as your life depended on it because it does. I have had enough of you—your irresponsible behavior, bailing you out of trouble, and getting embarrassed. I am in charge here and no one else. You don’t even have a choice if you walk through this door. So do what I tell you if you want to stay. The only thing you need to be aware of is to follow my commands or leave. I run the show. Not you.”
My eyes drop to the ground, and I clench my hands into fists, not daring to look up. Dotty steps aside, her lips curl into a smirk as she gestures for me to enter. I take a deep breath and step across the threshold into a new life.
A thrill runs through me as I pass; her eyes scrutinize me as I steal a glance at her boobs. Her nipples are hard, begging for my attention. I graze her nipples with my bicep; they’re stiff, swollen, and ready.
Dotty slams the door and smirks at me like a cat ready to play with her prey before she kills it. For the first time, I’m worried.
“Follow me.”
She spins on her bare feet, and I follow. I admire her toned backside, her buttocks sweetened by her tight yoga pants. Dotty must sense the attention I’m giving her ass because she turns, shakes her head, smirks, and says, her voice laced with sarcasm and teasing, “I don’t give my ass up to losers.”
I’ll show her I’m not a loser. “I want it! You’ll give in; they all do.” I lick my lips.
We arrive at her home office; she sits behind her large mahogany desk. I settle into a chair.
“Get up. Did I tell you to sit?”
“What is this, the military?”
“Yes. It’s training—military style. You are going to learn responsibility. Discipline. How to be a girl. How to be a sissy. How to serve me. Pay me back for all I have done for you. You are a loser as a man. Maybe, as a woman, you can be a winner.”
I stand, bouncing between my legs. My cock throbbing. A heavy dose of precum seeps out as I wonder why being treated like a bitch turns me on. She slides several sheets of paper toward me, her hand shaking. She’s nervous about this or excited.
In a shaky voice, with a trace of arousal. Is she turned on by controlling me? She says, “Read and sign. This is your only option with me.”
I grab the pages, staring at her, wondering what this is all about. Probably some bullshit, I read.
This Agreement is entered into this August 21, 2023, by and between Dotty Harbinger and William Cohen. Dotty Harbinger henceforth shall be referred to by William Cohen as Mistress. William Cohen henceforth shall be referred to as Sissy Maid, Slut, Slave, or any other derogatory, humiliating, or demeaning name Mistress shall deem appropriate.
“What? Am I supposed to call you Mistress? Slut? What are you going to make me do? Slave? What am I supposed to bow? Curtsey?”
“Yes. You will learn to curtsey. Bow. Worship my feet. Suck cock. Eat pussy. Get fucked. Everything you need to be a good slut, I will teach you. Then you will practice. Why? Because practice makes perfect. So quit stalling. Read and sign or leave. Oh… and here’s the last bit of cash you’ll get from me if you choose to leave.” She slams a thick envelope on the desk. “If you take it. Never come back.”
I read on: Sissy Maid shall provide the Services below, and since Sissy Maid needs direction to attain an acceptable standard in the provision of Services, the parties agree:
“What? Sissy Maid? What kind of crap is this? I’m not doing it. I’m an adult. I thought….”
“You thought what? You would come in here, swinging your dick, talking all sweet, and get your way?”
“I… well… Dotty… Maid?”
“Please re-read the first paragraph so that you understand your role here.”
I read it over and looked up. “You’re serious; you want me to call you Mistress?”
“Yes, continue. Read it out loud.”
I gulp. She wasn’t fooling around. I’d already made a commitment I’d do whatever she wanted. I turn and glance at the door.
“Leave. Or sign and agree to my conditions.”
I read, “Appearance Measures, in addition to the Uniform, help define the maid’s status and role. The behavior, actions, speech, and demeanor of Sissy Maid should always be feminine, not only when providing Services but.”
Dotty says, “In other words, you will always be dressed in feminine attire. You will present as female at all times. Or you shall be naked. Those are your two only style choices.”
I laugh. Heat, hardness, and desire settle in my groin as I realize I can no longer deny my lust. “No fucking way. Female? Naked. You won’t be able to keep your hands off me.” This forbidden act dampens my palms, and I want to be my stepmom’s Sissy Maid. But I refuse to admit it.
“Yes,” her lips curl in contempt. “Since you find such pleasure in women’s panties and think treating a lady with respect is optional, you will learn how it feels to be on the receiving end. Perhaps you will even like it. Now do as I say, sissy.”
Her eyes greedily survey my humiliation. As I shift from foot to foot, trying to hide my erection and the growing stain on my jeans. Her lips grow into an amused smile as if she’d never enjoyed herself more.
I swallow hard and read, “Discipline may be necessary by Mistress to correct or improve the performance of Sissy Maid action for disobedience, poor performance, disrespect, timeliness, laziness or irresponsibility during training or afterward Sissy Maid Training has been completed.”
I skimmed over the rest it covered: dress code, duty hours (all the time), schedule, services, and length of service was empty.
“Are you kidding me? This is making me your slave?”
Dotty nods. “Yep. You can remain here; I will take care of you fully. But you shall learn obedience, responsibility, and respect, especially toward women. Or you can take the cash.”
She slides the envelope closer. I open it; there’s probably ten grand here.
“That’s it. Take it and leave and never come back.” She points to the term of service. “Or commit, put a date on the contract, and sign it.”
“No court is going to back you on this.”
“No, they won’t. But you either sign it or you leave. You don’t fulfill your contract; you pack your shit, leave, and never return. Once you are feminized, you will work at my maid service. Think of it: You wear panties like you’ve always wanted all day. All night. Not only will you be working at my maid service company, but you will be my maid. My slut. My slave. My toy and all the women you hurt emotionally and humiliated will get their chance at you. This I swear.”
“No way.”
“No way? Then it’s simple: get out.”
“No way. I’m not gay.”
“Men are a possibility. Anyway, faggots wear panties, not real men.”
“I’ll show you. I want your pussy. If I whatever meet your… whatever you want from me. Can I have a reward?”
Dotty grabbed her chin, thought, and said. “Fine. I will come up with a challenge, and if you complete it, my pussy is yours. But after your training. After you have learned good behavior. After I have feminized you.”
I sighed. Put a date six months from today and sign.
Dotty smiles and says. “Strip.”
I smile back. Now we’re talking. Little did I know what came next.



Chapter Six


Dotty - The Mistress

My breath grows ragged as Billy, my stepson and soon-to-be Sissy Maid, personal servant, and sex toy, fumbles with the bottom of his t-shirt. Is this wrong? Forbidden? Taboo? I can’t deny I’m wet.
Sissy pulls his T-shirt off calmly, revealing his delicate frame. He covers his chest, the first sign of shyness I’ve ever encountered in Billy.
“Drop the shirt. Your body is mine now. I want to see it. See what I’m working with.”
He drops the shirt. His arms are slender, his shoulders are fragile, and a feminine softness to his body is too tender to be masculine.
“So, now what?” Billy says.
Utterly exposed, my stepson stands before me, his body trembling with embarrassment and anticipation. He runs a finger along the edge of his jeans, almost begging me to tell him to take the next step. Yet, he can’t maintain eye contact. My chest and stomach flutter, and my pussy throbs as blood surges to my outer lips, all because I’m emasculating a man. The shame of humiliating a man tells me to stop, take Billy back in, and ignore his cross-dressing. But the desire to press on, to reach out and touch him, explore the contours of his body, and discover the mysteries of being entirely in command are calling me.
Not yet, Dotty. Not yet.
I clear my throat. “All right, Sissy. Now, the rest.”
Sissy tugs at his ear, kicks his sneakers off, unzips his jeans, and shoves them down to his slender thighs. He steps out of them. Billy’s cock stands straight forward, stretching the fabric of his super tight white jockey shorts. There’s a quarter-size stain on the front, and it’s growing.
The cocky stepson’s eyes lock on my tits. “You want it, don’t you? Billy’s big fat cock.”
I can’t have this. “That little worthless cock.” It’s not so little, but it’s not huge. I wouldn’t mind it in me. It’s the right size, but I will not let him believe that.
Cocky Billy returns, “Yeah, right. I see you licking your lips. Staring at my cock like you want a mouthful of my cum so you can swallow it down that sweet little throat of yours. You’re getting hot, too, aren’t you? Your tits are swelling up. Admit it, you like this, don’t you?”
As control slips from my grasp, I lose my arousal. My nipples soften, and the wetness dries up.
Get control, Dotty.
“Take off the underwear and follow me. You are going to become a woman. A beautiful woman. I will teach you everything you need to know about being a woman. A Sissy. My Sissy.”
I spin on my heels and head for the bathroom. Turn on the shower. Wait for my Sissy. Billy arrives naked, his hand covering his cock. “Move your hand.”
I’m surprised when Billy obeys.
I say, “First, you shave. Smooth. Get in.”
Billy’s Adam’s apple bobs as he stares at the razor and shaving cream in my outstretched hand. After a few moments, he snatches them from me, steps into the shower, and shaves, intent on each razor stroke against his skin.
When done, I examine his work. Billy smells seductive, sweet like strawberries. I run my hands over his skin for the first time. It’s smooth, soft, and amazingly feminine. I conclude Billy has been using Helen’s moisturizer because his skin is silky, smooth, and glowing. Billy’s cock remains hard, throbbing, and dribbles. I’m not sure what to do about it.
I grab his arm and practically shove him into the chair at the bedroom makeup table. I open my bag of tricks, displaying various colors and brushes for him to perv over.
“This is where the magic happens,” I say.
“No way, this isn’t what I want. I won’t look like a girl. I can’t do this. Please. I’ll…. How am I supposed to get laid? Girls are going to think I’m a perv.”
I smirk wickedly. “You will only fuck who I tell you to fuck. That cock of yours probably won’t get much action from here on in, but your mouth and ass….”
“No way. No!”
I glance down. His cock bounces. Dribbles precum betraying his true feelings. He will beg to be a woman and do anything I want him to when I’m done with him.
“Oh yes, you will. Once I get done with you, no man will be able to resist you… That’s part of the plan. Why let a nice piece of as go to waste, right? I’m going to make sure you’re in situations, uncomfortable situations… Then you’ll understand what you’ve been doing to women. Perhaps you’ll like it. Enjoy being a slut…. or, of course, you can leave. Breaking your word to serve me.”
I reach into my bag of makeup and spread it across the vanity. I start with a primer, smoothing it over his skin to create a canvas for the foundation. After the foundation, I use swirls of mascara to coat bare lashes, making them appear full and curled. I brush concealer under his eyes, darkened with exhaustion and worry. An angled brush places a cream highlighter along the cheekbones, creating a healthy glow that brings out Billy’s smooth feminine skin and delicate bones. Bright red lipstick went on next, then a wig with pigtails I used for the high school cheerleader look.
When done, I step back and survey my masterpiece. I had utterly transformed Billy into a beautiful woman.
“You look fabulous,” I say, beaming with pride.



Chapter Seven
Billy - The Sissy




Dotty smiles proudly and says. “You look fabulous,” stepping back and admiring her work. “Now it’s time to… the only outfit I have at home is the cheerleader outfit.”
“No!” I knew the type of outfits that her maids wore. They didn’t resemble the same outfits I lusted over in high school. They were revealing and skimpy—especially the cheerleader outfits. Dotty rummages through her closet and hands me a cheerleader outfit. The top is small, tight, and will barely cover my flat chest, and the skirt is short, super short, and there’s no way it’s covering even my tiny ass.
“Get it on. I’ll be back. Jenny and Helen have agreed to help with your caging.”
“What? Caging? Jenny? Hey, that cunt wanted me; she practically let me grab her ass. What are you going to do? Dotty?”
“Mistress.”
“Oh fuck. Mistress. Please.”
“Get it on. When I return, I expect you to be dressed; then, after we have taken care of that raging hard-on, get your cock ready for the ultimate control. Then I train you on how to walk, talk, and act like a lady,” Dotty says as she turns and leaves.
I fumble around with the top, finally getting it on. I slip into the skirt; it’s a combination skirt and thong. My cock ruins the look, I realize as I look in the mirror. I turn and lift my skirt; my smooth legs and ass look alluring. I slip on the black thigh-high stockings; oh my god, they feel good.
I sit, cross my legs, try walking like a girl, feeling great. Dotty shows up with Jenny, the woman who got me fired, and a bag labeled from a local adult store.
Jenny says, “Oh my God, look at the pervert.”
Dotty says, “Jenny here has agreed to assist with…” She looks at my cock, standing straight ahead, ruining the feminine look of my makeup, wig and super slutty outfit.
Before they arrived, I looked and looked. I turned, slipped my cock between my legs, and looked again, stepped closer to the mirror, and without my hard-on, I’ll be damned if I didn’t look like a lady. I am a luscious babe.
My cock jumps thinking about it. I look in the mirror again at my legs; they are seductive, my ass too. The makeup and the wig put me at a ten. This is marvelous. There’s no way I’m admitting it, though. No way. Not to these bitches.
I nod. “I know you want my dick, Jenny.”
They both laugh. Helen enters minutes later. I say, “What is this a party?”
Dotty laughs and says, “And you’re the entertainment.”
Jenny and Helen laugh and high-five.
Helen shakes a baggie. “Remember these?” In the baggy are the panties I left my cum in when she threw me out. She claps and laughs. “Holy shit, look at the sissy.”
“Let’s go, sissy,” Mistress says and heads to the living room. The other two MILFs follow, with me trailing in my sissy outfit. In the living room, they all sit. Helen says, “There’s wine in the fridge; pour us all a glass and don’t spill any.”
“What?”
Jenny snaps a photo with her phone. “Get my wine, or I’ll show everyone how sexy you look sissy.”
“Okay!” I turn, head for the kitchen, pour three glasses of wine return, and hand each lady a glass.
Helen sips hers and says, “You look so slutty, Billy. Why don’t you do a cheer for us.”
Jenny says. “Yeah! A slutty cheer. Spin around. Show your ass. How about… what’s a good cheer?”
Mistress says. “I am a sissy and spell out the letters. Make sure you jump like a cheerleader.” I take a deep breath and chant. “I- A-M-A S-I-S-S-Y! S-I-S-S-Y!” As I yell, I spin and twirl around in a circle, jumping up and down with exaggerated movements like a true cheerleader. My cock swings, bounces, and wobbles.
The women look on with approval, clapping their hands in rhythm to my chant. I finish the cheer with a grand flourish, and they all applaud.
“That was great!” Mistress says encouragingly. “You’re getting into it! Now, let’s take it up a notch.”
She stood up and walked over to me, touching my waist. “I want you to do a special cheer for each of us,” she whispered, sending shivers down my spine. “Starting with me.”
I feel a pit in my stomach as I wonder what “taking it up a notch” could mean.
“What? I mean, what am I supposed to do?”
Mistress guides me to the center of the room. I perform a seductive cheer, using my body to spell out each letter of her name and ending with a suggestive hip thrust. She grins wickedly and applauds, clearly pleased with my performance.
Next was Helen’s turn. I did a playful cheer for her, emphasizing her curves and beauty and apologizing for my behavior. She giggles and claps along, enjoying the attention.
Jenny says, “I got a good cheer. Get over here and bend over. Grab your ankles. “
I bend over, my face touching my knees. Jenny smacks my ass. “Sissy!” repeat after me.
“Sissy,” I repeat, shocked.
“Sissy!” Jenny says, smacking my ass and causing a small fire.
“Sissy!” I say again, this time with more enthusiasm.
She cracks my ass again. “More enthusiasm. Sissy. Spell it out.”
“Sissy.” Crack. “S.” Smack. “I.” Swat. “S.” My ass tingles. “S.” My ass stings now. “Y.” The last one is a wallop.



Chapter Eight




Billy - Sissy Caged




Mistress leans in close, her breath hot against my ear. “You’re going to do whatever we say, sissy,” she whispers, her hand sliding up my thigh. I shiver in both excitement and fear. She pats my tender ass.
Jenny leans over to me, her hand slipping under my skirt. “You’re such a slutty little thing; that sissy clitty is getting caged tonight.” She purrs. “I bet you’d love to please us, wouldn’t you?”
“What? Caged? I never agreed to that. No!” I stand.
“Bend over sissy. Tonight, you begin your journey.” Mistress Dotty says.
I glance back and forth. Looking at each of the women I took advantage of. I nod, my mouth suddenly dry. Mistress Dotty leans in her nose, almost touching mine. “Good,” she says firmly, her hand cupping my chin. “Because tonight is going to be a night you won’t forget.”
Jenny says, “How are you going to get that sissy clitty in a cage. Look, it’s hard. So fucking hard, and... he’s dressed as a girl.”
Mistress says, “Oh, he’s going to jack off till he can’t get it up anymore. Then we cage him. You ladies get to watch.”
I look around. “You mean now? Hey, why don’t I, you know…. Helen, you used to scream for my cock. Beg for it.”
Helen says, “Now you can ask for permission to cum.” She swirls her glass, slugs down the last drink, and hands the empty glass to me. “Get me another.”
Jenny says, “Me too.”
“Yes, now.” Mistress replies firmly.
I return with the full glasses, my cock throbs. Why am I so fucking hard serving these cunts?
Jenny grins, the corners of her mouth curling up. “That’s such a good idea.”
I drop my head, my hands covering my face. “I don’t want to be a sissy! I’m not a sissy!” I’m panicking.
“Too bad, sissy,” Mistress says.
Jenny says, “He enjoys playing with my ass. Maybe I’ll let him worship it.” Jenny stands, slips her panties, gets down on all fours, spreads her cheeks, and points to her ass. “Worship my ass. Kiss my cheeks. Then cum in my ass and clean it out faggot.”
No! I can’t. What will they think of me? I lower my head grab my cock, and stroke. I can’t do that. I just can’t. But what choice do I have?
I kiss her left cheek stroking my cock. Then, her right ass cheek, it’s plump, soft and jiggly. I stroke faster.
Helen says, “Do it right, sissy. Worship her ass.”
I work my tongue around her cheeks, kissing, licking her cheeks.
Jenny says, “Kiss it. Come on, what’s taking you so long to cum. You wanted that ass. Now you got it. Shoot that load in me. Tell me how much you love my ass.” Jenny moans and says, “Oh yes, I love a good rim job from a faggot.”
Helen says, “Get that tongue in there. Faggot. Holy shit, ladies, he’s rimming her and still hard. Faggot material here.”
This makes me get into it. I lick her asshole. I yell, “I am going to cum.” I position my cock near her asshole and shoot my load, trying to get all of it in her hole.
When I’m done, Jenny says, “Clean my ass now.” I don’t hesitate. I shove my tongue as far into her as possible, then lick her tight asshole, sucking my cum out and swallowing it, it is thick and salty, and I am surprised at how much I shot. Satisfied, she gets up, turns around, and says, “You are a good little faggot slave.”
“One more time shall we ladies,” Mistress says. “How can we do it this time?”
Helen says, “Lie on your back sissy.”
I say, “I just came. Give me a minute. Please, Mistress.”
“Down. Open your mouth and cum in it. For added motivation, if you do it in, say….”
Helen jumps in, “Three minutes.”
“Okay, three minutes and you can eat our pussies. Agreed, ladies.”
They all nod. Mistress sets the timer on her phone. “What?”
Mistress says, “Two minutes and fifty seconds.”
“Can I get some lube?”
“Two minutes and…”
I lay down, grab my cock and jack off. Spitting and stroking, focusing on how good Jenny’s pussy will taste, how sweet my stepmom’s pussy will be. Helen’s pussy I already had; it’s sweet but nothing new to motivate me. But thinking about fucking Jenny after she made me eat her ass out motivates me to stroke faster and make my goal. I drift off thinking of pussy, sweet, wet pussy, when Helen kicks me and says. “Open your eyes.”
In my face is her phone, a gay porn video playing. I say, “That’s cheating. I can’t cum with cock in my face.”
Mistress says, “You’re a sissy girl now. Cock is your purpose in life.”
I stroke faster harder, and I’m getting close. I try not to watch the big cock ramming in and out of some dude’s mouth. But whenever I close my eyes, Helen orders me to open them. I stroke my cock, trying not to watch the gooey strands of elixir connecting the glistening penis to some dude’s mouth.
I close my eyes, and Helen smacks my face, ordering me to open them. My dick throbs and releases drips of precum onto my stomach. My cock itches for release as Helen watches a bead of precum collect at the head of my dick.
“He’s ready. The faggot’s going to cum. Watching gay porn.”
My hand makes love to my cock; my head swells with arousal as the motion of my hand repeats over and over. I lose track of time. My toes curl, and I shoot my load. I open my mouth, swallowing as much of my cum as possible. Most of it lands on my face and my cheerleader outfit.
I slowly rise, hoping I satisfy these ladies. “How long? Did I make it? I know you ladies want my tongue in your pussies.”
Mistress laughs and says, “You’ve been watching gay porn for twenty minutes.”
Jenny says. “Total faggot. Eating ass. Watching gay porn and dressed as a girl.”
“But you’re a girl.”
Mistress says, “Enough. Ask me to lock your cock up. Then we’re done for the night.”
What choice do I have? I think about taking the ten grand and leaving, but something about this evening was incredible. I sigh. “Can you cage me?”
“Show some enthusiasm! Get down on your knees and beg your Mistress,” Jenny insists.
My stomach churns as I drop and mutter, “Please, Mistress, will you cage me?” Deep inside, a strange thrill of excitement clashes with my fear.
Mistress says, “Stand. Lift your skirt and present your sissy clitty.”
In no time, I’m caged, and Mistress attaches the key to a necklace around her neck. The rest of the night, I get drinks, get my ass slapped, spanked, and squeezed, dance, cheer, and entertain Mistress’s friends. They fire in the fireplace and order me to burn my male clothes.
After each piece I toss, they make me say. “I am a sissy.”
When everyone leaves, I shower. Mistress tucks me in naked, dressed only in my cock cage. She kisses me, “I had a great time. Tomorrow you begin an even more intense sissy training. Rest well, sissy.”
I can’t imagine anything more intense than tonight as I fall asleep.



Chapter Nine
Dotty - A Horny Mistress


After I settle Billy into his bed, I head for my room. After my shower, I slide under the satin sheets naked. I ran my hand across the satin sheets, down my chest, and between my thighs. I couldn’t help but feel a sense of warmth radiating through my body as I thought about my new life. How horny I’d been all night, waiting for this time alone. I open my drawer with my toy, turn it on, and slide it between my legs.
Then it hits me. Billy. My Sissy. Why not use his tongue to get me off? That’s what a sissy is for, anyway. Can I do this? It’s so taboo. So dirty. It’ll drive him wild, his cock caged, and no way to please himself. I throw the covers off, jump out of bed, and return to his room.
I enter Sissy’s room, he’s asleep. My heart races as I step closer to his bed. I get within inches of his sleeping body and quickly turn away, attempting to distance myself.
This is wrong. I reach the door, turn around, and put my hands between my legs, fingering my swollen and wet pussy. This won’t take him long if I let him. I massage my tits; pinch my stiff and swollen nipples.
I hesitate for another moment, unsure of what to say or do. Finally, I can’t take it any longer. Sissy is my toy. My slut. His tongue is mine to do as I please. He’s going to please me. This will be a lesson for him—one of many.
I sit down on the edge of the bed. I say, “Wakey, wakey sissy. Time to please your Mistress.”
Sissy woke, rubbing his eyes. “What?”
I waste no time. “Lay still.”
I planted my knees on either side of his shoulders, pressing him into the soft mattress. His eyes widened in surprise at my sudden control but then softened with understanding. With a graceful motion, I lower myself onto his face and lean back, feeling my hips settle into the cradle of his mouth. I say in a low voice, “My pet, it’s time for you to do your duty. Eat my pussy.”
I hear a soft, guttural moan as Sissy’s lips brush against my sex. They are warm and velvety, and his tongue moves in gentle circles around my most sensitive spots. His hands grasp my hips firmly, taking my sex into his mouth. I lean forward and take his cock behind the bars of its plastic prison into my mouth. Teasing him, torturing him, humiliating him. With each stroke of my tongue around his plastic prison, Sissy wraps his arms around me further, and his moans become louder.
Sissy licks and sucks on my pussy, and an immense wave of delight flows through my body. His tongue knows precisely where to go, exploring with a gentle firmness. With every flick and swirl, a wave of heat moves from my groin towards my head. His soft lips compliment the gentle, insistent flicking of his tongue. He knows exactly how to make me moan. This won’t take long.
When his tongue thrusts deep inside me, I shudder, and my orgasm inches closer. I tremble with anticipation, awaiting what I know will be an earth-shattering event. It’s not just the expertise of his tongue, but being in control, looking at his caged cock, rubbing the key on my neck. Knowing his pleasure is under my control. It hits. My toes curl, and my scalp tingles. It’s like a volcano. Erupting. A deluge of delight takes over my body and releases every ounce of tension I’ve built up over the last ten years.
With me taken care of, I get up and walk toward the door. In a squeaky voice, he says. “How about me?”
I turn. Smile at his face, covered with my wetness. “You need to earn it.”
“You just going to leave me like this? How long do I have to wear this?”
I smile, and on purpose, I leave the duration of chastity an open question. There's no sense in giving him hope. “See you tomorrow.”
I sleep like I never have in years, dreaming about all the benefits of having a sissy, a slave, a toy to play with whenever and however I please.


The End
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Taylor is very effeminate, but his domineering wife, Harper, likes it that way.
Harper discovers Taylor Taylor's obsession with cross-dressing and decides to spice up their boring sex life.
Harper demands that Taylor crossdress for her, become her sissy, and wear a cock cage giving her the control she desires.
Harper learns about Femdom as she plans an exotic vacation.
Taylor reluctantly allows Harper to crossdress him and go out for a night on the town.
They meet up with three guys, and the night of wild, kinky sex transforms their dull relationship into something that would work in a porn movie.

My Girlfriend's Secret Agenda: A Forced Feminization Story

Liv, my girlfriend of five years, planned our European vacation all year. We traveled through Europe for two weeks, made love, and had a great time. When we checked into a hotel in Amsterdam, things changed. Liv was always bossy and demanding, but her demands became well freaky.

Insisting we watch porn before sex. Not just any porn. But cuckold porn. Caged sissy crossdressers dressed in skimpy schoolgirl outfits were her particular kink. I developed a problem getting an erection as she humiliated me verbally.

When I caught her with a guy, I left. Liv left, too, taking my wallet, cash, passport, and credit cards. Broke and alone, I’m left with two choices, go to jail for trying to use my credit card that Liv reported stolen, or sign a contract to be a sissy maid and sissy slut for the hotel.

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

Jaxon gets into another fight and is arrested.
His stepmother believes girls don't fight and are easier to raise.
Navy, Jaxon's wicked stepmom, agrees to an anger management program suggested by Jaxon's attorney to get the assault charges dropped.
Jaxon enters her anger management program, which is heavy on feminization.



Demoted To Sissy Cuckold: Sissy Cuckold Husband, Feminized By My Wife, Submissive Sissy Husband, Sissy Husband Humiliation

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

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

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

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.

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.

Lazy Slob To Sissy Cuckold Maid: Sissy Cuckold, Sissy Cuckold Husband, Sissy Cuckold Maid

Lily is tired of her lazy, sloppy husband. She has a plan. Turn him into her Sissy Cuckold Maid.
Mason is initially reluctant, but he settles into being a sissy cuckold husband.
Mason serves not only Lily's domestic needs as a sissy cuckold but her sexual needs too.

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

Jake Barlowe has just won a high-profile case for the wealthiest man in the world. He should be happy, but he isn’t. He hates his client, Sebastian Oliver. He hates how he destroyed Oliver’s accuser’s reputation again. But his job as an attorney is to defend his clients, even scum like Oliver. After a night of drinking with Oliver, Barlowe leaves the party drunk and drives home. With two DUIs under his belt, he can ill afford another one, which would be a felony and possibly send him to prison.
On his way home, he’s pulled over by Sheriff Avery, the sister of the woman Oliver harassed and the woman he embarrassed on the witness stand. Sheriff Avery has a special punishment lined up for Barlowe, or he can accept the more traditional and legal penalty for driving drunk, a year in jail.
For starters, Sheriff Avery dresses Barlowe up as a naughty schoolgirl and forces her to perform community service on two of the prisoners in her jail. But his special sissy punishment isn’t over. It’s just beginning. Follow Barlowe’s new life as Kandy, as Monica Avery and her sister Sheriff Avery teach Barlowe how to be a good sissy and serve their kinky desires.

Feminized Into A Porn Star: Caught Crossdressing, Forced Feminization, Forced To Crossdress, Sissy Crossdresser Humiliation, Exhibitionist

Eli has a very perverted habit. He strips naked and watches his neighbor, Ms. Stratford, as she stretches for her morning run. He does a little more than watch; he takes photos of her in compromising positions and masturbates each morning. Ms. Stratford is the ultimate Milf.

Eli has another secret. He is obsessed with women's underwear, wearing them, and being feminized. But he can't fulfill his desires. He lives with three macho brothers, his mother, and his father. He's too scared to order panties online or purchase them in a store, fearing his secret desire to crossdress gets out.

One day, Ms. Stratford asks Eli to feed her cat and water her plants while she's gone for the weekend. Eli agrees. This is his chance to wear women's clothes and Ms. Stratford's panties.

Ms. Stratford catches him cross-dressing and forces him to perform sexually on a public site. Things get hotter when one of her friends comes over. Eli preforms well earning not only accolades from the viewers, but several hundred dollars in tips.

The Honeymoon Surprise: Transgender Erotica

Howie is on the verge of marrying Abbey, the girl of his dreams. But, he’s got some concerns about her past. Abbey’s hiding something, but neither the family attorney, Josh, nor Howie knows how big the surprise is. Abbey refuses to have sex with Howie until there married. So, Howie waited, thinking it was virtuous.
Howie waited patiently because he loved Abbey and enjoyed her friendship. It was a long wait, but that wait was finally over. Now, in a secluded beachfront cottage, Howie gets down to business.

On their first night alone, Howie discovers the one thing Abbey forgot to mention, and Abbey has a big honeymoon surprise for him. It’s something other girls don’t have—and it’s much bigger than the one Howie has between his legs.

He can’t divorce her: Divorce would require the family attorney to cease paying his trust fund stipend and after Abbey raises more money than Howie for his run for mayor and his non-profit. Abbey demands sex, and in ways Howie never imagined. Howie submits to her kinky desires because he does love her, and other than the surprise between her legs, she is the perfect wife,


About The Author

Phoebe Pearl
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I am a passionate writer and fell in love with writing erotica. I’m passionate about creating stories and characters with transgender women, sissyfication, sissy maids, sissy cuckold husbands and boyfriends, and the dominant men and women who love them for who they are. 
My stories start from experiences, things I wish might have happened, or desires I never dared to express. I start there, then tweak, twist, and season it with some of my active, wild, and kinky imagination, and you have a story. 
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