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Chapter One

The relentless ray of sunlight that hunted me all morning found its target late in the afternoon and hit my face, forcing my eyes open and waking me from my alcohol-induced slumber. I tugged at my satin bedsheets, attempting to hide from the beam of hope. The bed sheets were so tangled I surrendered, sat up, and sighed, looking upon the consequences of having the wealthiest man in America catch me fucking his wife dressed in lingerie. I’m not sure which was more embarrassing, getting caught screwing my boss’s wife or wearing her lingerie. Maybe if I told him dressing up in lingerie helped me perform better at work. It made him more money. Maybe to a man like Cavendish, that would have been all it took.

Mr. Cavendish: “I allowed myself to be humiliated and allowed Mrs. Cavendish to dress me up in her soiled panties so I could make you more money. Sir, I wore them under my thousand-dollar suits while managing your hedge fund, the largest in America. Not because I liked it or made me feel good. I did it for you, sir. To make you more money.”

Surrounding me were the consequences: piles of unopened bills, empty scotch bottles—the best money can buy—standing shoulder to shoulder with the cheapest whiskey money can buy, representing my fading economic situation. On my pricey 110-inch big screen, a porn video paused right at the moment a sexy MILF got ready to swallow a thick, long tool of a hot young stud. Last night’s attempt to conquer the erection issues I’d developed. I sighed and rubbed the unshaven stubble on my face reliving for the one-millionth time the consequences of the best piece of ass I ever had. Had it been worth it? Banging the hedge funds owner’s wife in his penthouse office while he was at a lunch meeting? Was it worth wearing her panties? Her thigh highs? A bra? Was it worth being humiliated, letting her ‘force me’ to wear her soiled panties to work? And… why did I enjoy it so much? And why had my work performance improved?

I hit play and watched the MILF’s red lips swallow the stud’s cock. I slid my hand into my sweaty, stained sweatpants and grabbed the big guy. The young stud flipped the MILF over, taking her from behind; as I stroked what was once a magnificent cock, I imagined the MILF on screen as Dasha. Her plump ass bent over my boss’s desk, wiggling her ass, screaming so loud, so enthusiastically, it was as if she wanted to get caught. Looking back, I think she did. Was she trying to embarrass me? Humiliate me? The thought of being shamed seemed to trigger a part of my brain that aroused me. What kind of crazy shit is this?

That day she took things to a new level of humiliation and made me wear thigh highs, girly panties, and a bra while I fucked her. What could be more humiliating or worse than Cavendish, my boss, Dasha’s husband, catching me? Not just fucking his wife, but naked except for…. Damn, how embarrassing, getting caught dressed in women’s lingerie… Oh, but they felt so good. So soft. The thigh highs made me feel…. Sexy. So feminine and naughty. Free. Free from stress. Free from the masculine, alpha nature of high finance.

And when she screamed, “Harder, harder dirty girl….” I nearly busted my load right then. The panties were so silky. And the bra. The thigh highs. The garter belt.

I massaged my limp noodle for another thirty seconds, then gave up. I stood, stripped, and flopped the big guy around, imploring it to return to its glory days. “Come on, dude. What’s wrong? You’ve never been…. Are you shrinking?” I swear the big guy had shrunk. It looked withered, the head red from hours of relentless masturbation and never getting even the slightest erection.

Thinking about the wild, kinky sex Dasha and I had haunted me. I didn’t care if Cavendish blustered about how I’d banged his wife. Dasha was ten point five on the sexy scale. What worried me was, did he tell people I’d allowed Dasha to ‘force me’ to wear women’s lingerie?

I hit pause, rewound the video, and rewatched the lovely MILF suck cock. I watched. I stroked, wondering what my options were, begging the non-functioning piece of meat dangling between my legs to work. “Come on, big guy. I’ve been drinking too much, I know.”

“It’s not the alcohol, dude.” The big guy responded. “Quit thinking about pussy and think about cock. Think about being feminized and finding a girl who will do what Iris and Dasha wanted you to do, remember? Maybe shove something up your ass. I’ll get hard then.”

“No way,” I drifted back to my junior year in college. Iris was a finance major, like me. I’d tried every trick in the book to get in her panties but to no avail. Shot down every time. Not just pleasant no’s either. Phrases like, “Get lost, asshole.”


Chapter Two

Looking for a way to get into her panties, I asked her if she would help me pass a test. That part wasn’t a lie; I had been struggling to focus on my classwork. With a devilish grin, Iris, the cold fish, agreed to assist and invited me to her apartment to study. She’d be on her knees in no time—a little Iris pussy would get my mind back on track.

We studied for three hours, then she excused herself and returned holding a black strapless corset with garter belts and black thigh-high stockings. Dangling playfully in her other hand was a see-through thong. “I know what you need, Owen. Try it. Come on, Owen, try it. Just put it on. See how you look. You’ll think better without the macho dude baggage.”

“Not my cup of tea, Iris.” Iris would look good in it, though. Sliding in some bravado, I said, “No way the big guy fits in that.”

She said in a demanding tone, bleeding confidence, calmness, and focus, “Stand up and try it on. Now! What a waste—you’d look so good all dolled up. I have to see you dolled up. You’d be a perfect sissy boyfriend. So slender, so smooth, and yummy. Come on, Owen. Let me get you all dolled up.”

She left me no choice but to—obey. And obey, I can’t fathom why I did, even today. I’m not used to taking orders from anyone, let alone a woman, but I stood, and the most embarrassing thing wasn’t that I was now on my feet, standing hands to my side, waiting for her next command. That I obeyed was strange, for sure. Stranger still was that my cock swelled to a full, throbbing erection.

Shaking my head, slipping back to the present, I glanced down. My cock wasn’t hard, but it was trying, at least. If I could get hard, all my problems, work, money, and life might fall back into place, so I slipped back into that night with Iris.

Iris mocked me with the women’s intimates. “We’re the same height and about the same size. You’re a skinny little effeminate thing. Turn around. Let me see that ass.”

Trying to hold on to my masculinity, I shot back, “Nothing feminine about my cock.” Amazingly, I turned around. There was something enjoyable about relinquishing control. Iris smacked my ass playfully. My cock twitched as I resigned myself to letting her call the shots, and I enjoyed it—losing control.

Glancing over my shoulder, “Okay, so I wear it, then I get to pick out what you wear.” I figured no one would know I’d worn a sexy, revealing piece of nothing. I convinced myself it was for a good cause—getting laid. As far as I knew, no one had slipped their meat into her snatch, so why not?

Iris smacked my ass, not playfully. “Oh, aren’t we the tricky one? Okay, but you have to shave first.”

I rubbed my chin, “I did.”

“Not what I’m talking about. You can’t wear this sexy little number with hair all over your body. Not that you’re a gorilla or anything. You’re fairly girly in the first place, except for that big cock of yours, or so you claim. Maybe we lock it up. It’ll wither away to nothing but a tiny little nub. Once your life no longer revolves around your big dick, then you free your mind, study, and pass your exams.” She rubbed her chin. “Damn, Owen, you’d make some gal a nice little sissy slut. I want you. Let me help you, princess.”

My jaw tensed, dizziness set in, and though clothed, her penetrating gaze gave me the feeling I was already naked. I’m humiliated, and yet, my cock visibly twitched at the thought of being under Iris’s control. Iris glanced down. A wide grin filled her face as she saw the bulge in my pants.

“Interesting, perhaps all the macho bullshit is an act. Hiding the sweet, submissive sissy buried deep inside you. Maybe you need something else?”

“Hey, I get all the pussy I can handle.” Yet…. I wanted her to continue.

When there was pressure against my palm from my limp dick, I burst out of my fantasy. Could it be? I masturbated as I drifted back to that night.

“Tell you what, Owen, you shave smooth, wear my lingerie, and maybe you get my pussy. But you have to do what I say, every order. Let’s take a shower, shall we?”

True to her word, we showered. Iris teased my swollen, dribbling cock. She toyed with it—edging me. But all I got out of the shower was smooth skin—including my ass crack, which I protested over.

After showering, I did as promised and slid into Iris’s lingerie. I wrapped my arms around Iris, making my move. Iris pushed me back and forced me to look in the mirror. Seeing myself in Iris’s sexy lingerie, my cock straining, dripping precum, I didn’t like what I saw—I loved it. Then Iris stepped behind me, pushed my head down toward the floor, and rubbed her pussy across my smooth ass.

“Grab your ankles, whore.”

I couldn’t believe I obeyed. Not just obeyed but found it arousing. I grabbed my ankles. Why Owen? She’s robbing you of your masculinity. Trying to recover some of the macho dude I’d been hours ago, I said, “I’m not a whore-” And yet…. Yet I wanted to be.

Iris shimmied her ass back and forth, grinding her sopping wet pussy over my ass, leaving her juices behind. “I have a nice strapon for you. Let me fuck you, and then you can fuck me.”

“Iris, I’m not gay.” Yet, there was only one thought in my mind: let her strip me of my manhood, ram a strapon up my ass and make me squeal like a whore.

Iris laughed. Then reached around and gripped my hard, throbbing cock. “You’re not?” She squeezed my cock tighter. “Could have fooled me. Straight guys don’t get hard when they’re bent over about to take a nice big….”

My cock throbbed in her hand. “No…. I’m thinking about your pussy.”

“Oh really, hold that position, sissy. I’ll be right back.”

Iris turned, opened her closet, rummaged around, and pulled out a black harness with a long dildo attached.

I stood, “You crazy cunt.” I objected verbally, but physically my cock wanted nothing more.

Iris smiled, locking her gaze on the flesh that had slipped out of the silky panties. “I know a sissy when I see one. Eventually, if not tonight, maybe years down the road, you’ll recognize your true nature, sissy. Serving a strong, powerful woman like me.”

Panic seized me. Not because I didn’t want to know what she planned for me but because I wanted to know. Not bothering to remove her lingerie, I sprinted for the door, picked up my clothes, tripped, stumbled as I struggled into them, and slipped out the door half-dressed.

I snapped back to the present with a hard, throbbing cock in my hand. Was it Iris? Being dominated by a woman? Thinking about being dressed in Iris’s lingerie? Or was it imagining that it was my mouth sucking on the cock in the porn video? No! I’m not gay. I’m not a sissy! I reminded myself. Then a light bulb lit, and the blockage in my mind of what to invest in, where to invest, and how much flowed freely. I knew. I’m back. I just needed a position.

I returned the focus of my daydream to pussy. My cock went limp. I stroked, pawed, massaged, and rubbed the big guy—stressing out that I’d never have a hard-on again, furiously masturbating until my arm got so sore and my cock was a nasty-looking shade of red. I had to stop.

“Fuck,” I groaned.


Chapter Three

As I rubbed my aching arm, I wondered: What the hell am I doing? I’m anxious about getting an erection when I should be concerned about finding a job. I got up, opened my laptop, and dived into my email. I had three interviews last week, one final and two seconds. All three replied.

I opened the first, “We’re sorry….”

“Damn it!”

I opened the second. “We reviewed your performance with your former employer….”

My numbers were great. I made lots of money—including me—until I didn’t. Then Dasha got me back in the groove, but it took wearing female lingerie. All the money I’d made, I pissed it away in the six months since the incident. I added a cool billion to the dirty old man’s balance sheet in my ten years at Cavendish Investment. And it was easy. My performance at work wasn’t the issue most of the time. My performance pleasing the old man’s wife, forty years his junior, wearing nothing but Dasha’s lingerie and a pair of black stiletto heels, might have something to do with the rejection. I laughed, recalling that afternoon and the words his ex-model, ex-actress wife Dasha, said when Quincy Cavendish opened the door, catching me tapping his wife’s perfect ass. Quincy’s jaw dropped. I stopped pounding Dasha, but she clawed at my back, pulling me back in. “Don’t stop. I own you, not Quincy. Don’t stop till you do your duty; I’m close. Make me cum slut”

Cavendish scowled at me and painedly said to Dasha, “Why?”

In her sensual Eastern European accent, she said, “His dick gets hard, and he obeys Quincy.”

I convinced myself that I was in control with Dasha when I did the (other stuff.)

“He dresses like a sissy. And he does what I say. He even wears my soiled panties. Fuck me, slave.”

Quincy stood, mouth agape watching as Dasha gripped my ass, pulling me in. I nearly slipped on my six-inch heels, spoiling the moment.

“Dasha—why? I provide you with everything? Have I ever denied you anything?”

I stopped fucking Dasha, mortified that he’d caught me in this humiliating situation, dressed in women’s lingerie, not because he’d caught banging his wife.

“Stop, and I’ll punish you worse than that fat rich bastard will.” She would. “Oh God, I’m so close. Quincy, do you know this sissy sits in your stupid meetings all day after he fucks me, wearing my wet, soaking panties. Do you know I’m why he makes you all that money?”

Her pussy became slicker and clenched around my cock; indeed, she was close. What did I do? Apologize? No, I obeyed Dasha and slammed into her. Quincy smirked, and Dasha squirted all over Cavendish’s desk. I never saw Dasha again, and that day ruined my life and blacklisted me from ever working as an investment banker. Being her part-time sissy destroyed my life, and the shame of getting caught wearing women’s panties ruined my ability to get hard and removed me from the classification of an alpha-male stud.

Damn it! Why didn’t I stop? I realized Dasha was right. I did whatever she wanted, and I enjoyed it. Why didn’t I pull out? Apologize? Cavendish would still have fired me. I’d still have lost my job, but maybe, just maybe, saved my future. And why do I enjoy wearing panties? I’m not a sissy. Am I? I reminded myself of Iris’s words. “Eventually, if not tonight, maybe years down the road, you’ll recognize your true nature, sissy. Serving a strong, powerful woman like me.”

No. I’m not a sissy.

An email popped up just as I was about to throw my laptop against the wall. The subject’s title is “Uniquely suited for your skills.”

I opened the email.

Sissy,

I have an opening coming up for a sissy. Train with two affectionate Dommes and all your needs will be taken care of. Unravel your inner feminine nature and live a life serving, domestically and sexually. This is a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. Train with the best. Meet me at Herbal Hideaway Ginhouse tonight.

Someone’s toying with me. Maybe I had it wrong. I didn’t need a hard-on to find a job. I needed a job to get hard again. Forget about my troubles. Maybe Cavendish didn’t tell anyone about my panty fetish. He must have; why would anyone email me like that if he hadn’t? What other reason for this teasing email? Whatever the case, the big guy’s troubles began after I got fired. It was all downhill after getting caught nailing the rich bastard’s wife into his hand-carved mahogany desk, wearing her cum-soaked panties.

In my mind, Dasha said in her sexy European accent, “Would you dress like a girl to get laid again? Work again? Admit it, you never made more money than when you were wearing my soiled panties at work. Admit it whore.”

“No!” Yet, I would. I missed her wet, cum-soaked panties already.

I slammed my laptop shut. I can’t live like this. All the doors as an investment banker had closed, and my sex life, like my bank account, had dried up. I opened my laptop again and pulled up my bank account. I had four hundred dollars left and was behind on everything: mortgage, electricity bill, and my credit card debt was piling up faster than I could pay it; I had to do something.

“Fuck it!” I needed a job. Any job. Once I found one, I’d get the big guy working again, no more sissy stuff, and then all my other problems, paying my many past-due bills, would fade away.

Yet, I couldn’t get Iris’s and Dasha’s panties out of my mind. “What if I offered you a job, but it required you to dress as a woman? Serve me. Would you do it?”

“No!”


Chapter Four

Two hours later, I’m sitting on a barstool at the Herbal Hideaway Ginhouse, frequented by finance professionals, fidgeting and squirming.

Nervously, my eyes darted around the restaurant, searching for a connection, someone I’d worked with before or made money for, or anyone who might give me a break or a lead. The females I’ve worked with returned my nods with curled lips; the male colleagues, a coveted gaze—Dasha Cavendish was devilishly hot, and every red-blooded male lusted for the piece of ass I got. Would they humiliate themselves to do it?

Did one of them write the email? Did Dasha tell anyone about our peculiar and taboo sexual tastes, which I submitted too? Did her husband tell anyone? Is that why everyone refused to hire me? Probably, it wasn’t the guys because they looked at me with envy, so my kink was still my secret. After garnering my courage, I approached three people. All refused to consider my requests for a reference or a job recommendation.

“You’re done.”

“No one’s going to hire, you know, dude. Cavendish did a number on you.”

The lone female told me to get lost.

Drifting into worry, I downed my first, then my second, shot of whiskey, spending my last four hundred dollars revising my plan. Maybe I need to get laid first. It seemed easy enough, or once was, as long as the big guy got his act together. I scanned the crowd—four of my regular fucks stood out. Maybe getting laid by one of them would allow me to forget about my problems. Erase the memory of my panty-wearing fetish.

Okay, Owen. Choose one—the easiest lay in the house. I focused on Jennifer and raised my empty shot glass. Jennifer responded, stood, and sashayed toward me in her short, tight black dress.

“Hey there, gorgeous.” Jennifer pulled me back into a world filled with hope. After sitting, she wasted no time and slid her hand up my thigh and grabbed my crotch, whispering in my ear. “I need it tonight, baby.”

Please, let there be some... some movement down there. There wasn’t. Worried I’d get her to my place and my problem would become public knowledge, adding to my humiliation, I said something I had never spoken to a woman: “I’m sorry, I just wanted to talk.” I removed her hand.

She glared at me, “What are you? Turning me down? Fuck you! Unemployed asshole.” Jennifer slapped me, got up, and left cussing, fuming.

My mind lost its tethers on my alpha-male essence and drifted back to Iris—I looked so good in her lingerie. I vanished into my shot glass, wanting another hundred-dollar shot of the best scotch but knowing I couldn’t afford it.

What now?

I needed a job, any job, and I’d do anything for it, including wearing lingerie. Take a…. Before I could complete my thought, an impeccably dressed woman in a skin-tight black pencil skirt, white blouse, and black blazer slipped sensually onto the stool next to me. “Penny, for your thoughts, Owen.”

I turned, soaking in the sight of the most captivating middle-aged woman I’d ever seen, and melted into a puddle of drool when she gazed into my eyes. Owen? Did she know my name? Yes, she did, so she knew me, but did I know her? I had plenty of women in my life. I don’t remember her, and there was no way I would forget a sexy number like her—or would I? Was she the one who emailed me?

“I’m sorry….”

“No, Owen, we haven’t met. I know someone… shall we say, that spoke highly of you. So, I have a tantalizing proposition for you.” Her decisive demeanor and cocksure confidence bled authority, a trait I once possessed. She glanced at my empty glass, which I twirled nervously in my hand. “Can I buy you a drink?”

“Sure,” I replied quickly, excited at my luck. My lips curled into a cocky grin—a familiar mask I’ve worn countless times before, trying to forget about the foreclosure notice, my unemployed status, and the worthless flesh dangling between my legs, haunting me like a phantom.

She waved the bartender over and said, “My—“ Her eyes roamed my body. She licked her lips. “My pretty little friend here will have a Sex on The Beach. I’ll have a Scotch on the rocks.”

The bartender nodded, glanced at me, and chuckled.

I mumbled, “I’m—I’m sorry. Who are you?”

The woman leaned in and whispered, “You want to hear my proposal? Then keep quiet, sit there, and look pretty, like a good girl.”

Did she say…. girl? I heard it wrong. It had to be. I nodded.

“Then drink what I ordered.”

“Listen….” I was terrified that if I pursued her obvious advances, my sexual inadequacy would be exposed.

“Listen? Owen, you want a job? Then drink your sissy drink and listen.”

I sat silently, an unpleasant tingling running across my neck. What do I say? Do I make a move? Then what? I disappoint her? Or do I sit, take her shit, and hope I get a job out of it. Our drinks arrived. The bartender set a napkin down, then my orange-pink drink garnished with a cherry and an umbrella. He blew a kiss at me. “Sissy.”

“What!”

She held up her glass. I still didn’t know her name. “To future possibilities. I think he referred to you as—sissy.”

Iris’s words rung in my head, “Eventually, if not tonight, maybe years down the road, you’ll recognize your true nature, sissy. Serving a strong, powerful woman like me.”

I pouted at my sissy drink.

“You’re out of options, Owen. Besides, I have an offer, and from what I hear about you, one you will find especially appealing and that suits you. Accept your destiny and who you are, Owen. You need certain motivations to perform. I can offer that to you.”

I figured, what the hell? I’m broke, and she was right; I’m out of options. I took a sip. Didn’t taste too bad.

“Our interview process is unique. We have two available employment paths. One for the Alphas—male and female. The other for the beta’s, the sissies like you.”

“I am not!”

She shook her head. “Perhaps I will allow you to prove it. But, so we’re clear, you can back out whenever you desire, but if you do, I will rescind the job offer.”

“I need the job. Bad.” Damn it, that sounded too desperate—too beta. Too sissy.

“I heard you’re having some issues.”

“Yeah…. Listen, it was his wife. She wanted it. I made a mistake. It was a one-time thing. I’m a great investment banker…. I-” Do I tell her I was wearing panties? No, leave that out, Owen. Play it cool.

“Those aren’t the problems I’m referring to. You are a stellar financial advisor when you are wearing soiled women’s panties. Are…. I tell you what, please me as you pleasured, Dasha, and I will hire you. Right here and now. We’ll forget about your sexual performance issues and your poor job performance during certain times.” She raised her eyebrows and chuckled.

“What? Doing what? Pleasure you? What does that mean?”


Chapter Five

“I think you know.” She grabbed my hand and guided me toward the restroom. “Come on,” she whispered, “I want to see just how much of a man you are.”

As she pulled me toward the restroom, I considered talking my way out of this…. What do I talk my way out of? I’m panic-stricken. What if I can’t perform? Is this for real? What… what are we going to do?

She turned and gave me a clenched half-smile. I don’t resist.

We entered the women’s restroom. She shooed everyone out, locked the door, and forced me into a stall, closing the door behind us. She bent over, braced herself on the toilet, and shimmied her skirt above her curvy hips, showing me a panty-less ass. My heart raced.

Looking up at me, bent over, holding the hem of her skirt up, she said, “Fuck me, give me an orgasm, and you’re hired as a financial advisor. Twice your normal salary. You are good at making money. But I think you need certain unique encouragements to excel.” Her voice was laced with passion and supremacy. “Recognize your true nature. Tonight, not years down the road. Accept your true nature as a sissy. Serving a strong, powerful woman like me.”

Arousal hits me. Without a second thought, my pants hit the floor. I grabbed her hips and shoved my soft cock into her gorgeous ass. It bends uselessly.

She laughed. “What’s wrong, sissy? Maybe we put you in some panties and a bra. Then your cock gets hard.”

“You’re making me nervous, is all.”

“Come on, fuck me.”

I closed my eyes and rubbed my limp tool between her moist and oh-so-nice pussy lips. I got lost in the sensation. As I tried to slide my limp dick into her slippery, sluttish pussy, the illusion that I was still an alpha male slipped away just as my wet cock slipped past her hole, so in need of a hard cock. Reality sets in the cold, hard truth that I couldn’t get hard. Not anymore. Unless I was wearing lingerie.

My heart sinks. The woman turned around. “What’s wrong, sissy?”

I felt disgraced and humiliated. “What now? I’m sorry, I’m just nervous. I want the job still. I need the job. Please. Let me try again.”

The woman fixed her dress and opened the stall.

I said. “Listen, I have an impeccable record. My numbers speak for themselves. Okay, I’m having problems… but….”

We emerged from the bathroom stall. “Follow me. An alpha position doesn’t seem suited for you. But we have another opening coming up. It’s highly demanding and more suited to your personality.”

I followed her back to our seats, like a lost puppy, and my drink. I tried to act normal, sipping my drink and pretending nonchalantly I was still macho. Inside, I’m a mess. I wanted to crawl into a hole and disappear. I’m consumed with self-loathing because of my inability to perform. Yet, that embarrassment excited me. “Can I have the job? Please. I’ll do anything.”

She smiled and handed me a business card. “If you wish to be employed, you prove that statement.”

“What does that mean?”

“Tomorrow, me, you, and Iris will chat. We’ll see. Perhaps you and Iris can continue where you left off.” She leaned in, grabbed my chin, and turned it assertively toward her. I stared at her plump, red lips. A long red fingernail traced the bottom of my lower lip. Right there in front of everyone, in public, she bit down on my lower lip and nibbled on it. She pulled it until I moaned, “Ouch!”

Whispering in my ear, her hot breath withering away at my control, “Since you can’t please a woman anymore and your cock seems to be worthless, perhaps we need to… take things to a new level. If you show up tomorrow, be prepared to be feminized. Or don’t come.”

“What?”

“Think very hard on this, Owen. If you want to work for me, it requires you to be feminized. Otherwise, I fear you will never make me money.”

She left.


Chapter Six

I finished my Sex on The Beach and staggered eight blocks home. I stripped, showered, and fell into bed, wondering if this was some sick joke… a scheme set up by Cavendish to get even. Ruining my life wasn’t enough, but emasculating me? How did he know about Iris, though? I told no one. But had Iris?

I couldn’t sleep thinking about the woman’s offer and realized I didn’t know her name. Was she the one who’d sent me the email? The business card would have her name on it. I bolted out of bed, pulled the card out of my pants, and examined it. Frankie Sai. Chief Financial Officer. Holy shit, Frankie Sai of Sai Investments. This was the real deal.

But being feminized? Was this a joke? Holy shit, Frankie Sai, the wealthiest woman in the country, bent over and offered me her ass, and I couldn’t get it up. Why couldn’t I get it up? This was too freaky… and I’d never... but I needed a job, and Sai Investments was a giant in finance.

I paced naked, my soft flesh swinging between my legs, clutching the business card Frankie Sai gave me. Should I accept her offer? My mind raced. Could I do it? What exactly did it mean for me to be ‘feminized’? What would I be doing then?

I had a brief flash of what it meant with Iris. Damn, I looked good in lingerie. I imagined myself dressed up again, my skin silky and soft, wearing luxuriously soft panties…. And then it happened. My cock twitched. I grabbed my flesh and stroked. My cock wasn’t hard, but getting there. I pondered my missed opportunity earlier tonight—imagining Frankie’s soft, jiggly ass. My slightly hard cock softened. I imagined tomorrow’s meeting, hoping Iris might be there.

Iris inspected me as I stood before her, waiting, wondering. She demanded, “Strip.”

I obeyed in my dream, and my cock swelled into my grip.

I imagined what Iris might say, “Well, look what we have here. Sissy boy…Are you ready to pick up where we left off?”

Holy shit, I’m getting harder.

Iris said, “Have you ever wondered what it would be like to be dominated by a woman?” she asked, her eyes roaming over me with predatory intent. “To relinquish control and submit to her desires? It’s time to be who you are, Owen, a sissy, and let me pop that cherry.” Iris pulled out the same lingerie she offered me in college and dressed me as she had before—all the while laughing.

“You’re hard, sissy. You’ve cured your erection issues.” She laughed again, a sinister, teasing laugh. “I guess lingerie for sissies is a more suitable cure for limp dick than a blue pill is for real men.”

I’m rock-hard. I know what I have to do. I know what I want to do.


Chapter Seven

I arrived at the address given to me by Frankie Sai. When I arrived, I checked in at the front desk.

“I have an appointment with Ms. Sai.”

“Name.” The female attendant asked.

“Owen Jones. Like I said, she asked me here for an interview.”

The female attendant stripped me naked as she flipped the business card in her hand. “Ahhhh…. Yes, interview.” She smirked. “I’m sure I know what position it’s for.”

I shifted from leg to leg. Was this a good idea? Should I leave? But I needed a job badly. I’m broke. Last night, all I could think about was what I’d look like in female attire. It filled my dreams with bizarre sexual acts with dominant women like Iris and Frankie. The attendant pointed to the elevator. “Take that elevator. It takes you directly to her penthouse.”

I entered the gold-plated elevator, and when the doors closed, I adjusted my half-mast pole care of thinking about what awaited me. I hit the only button, ‘P,’ and studied the image in the gold-flecked mirror, picturing myself in a shiny pink miniskirt, a revealing halter top, high heels, and thigh-highs. Like a broken record, over and over, “Eventually, if not tonight, maybe years down the road, you’ll recognize your true nature, sissy. Serving a strong, powerful woman like me.”

Blood surged into my cock, as a fantasy unfolded. Iris pounded me with her strap-on as I begged for more. She reached around, grabbed my erect flopping cock, wrapped her hand around it, and laughed. “I guess a strap-on up the ass for sissies is a more sensible cure for limp dick than a blue pill is for real men.”

The elevator dinged, the door slid open, and Frankie Sai waited, hands on hips. The woman was stunning, sporting a tight black pencil skirt slit up the side, giving me an eyeful of her gorgeous creamy white thighs. The way the dress gripped her curvy thighs should have filled my mind with images of how I’d tame her graceful curves. It didn’t. What I thought about was bizarre. I wanted a skirt like that. My gaze rose, taking in her mouth-watering breasts, straining the fabric of her white blouse. God, I wanted tits like that. No! Get a hold of yourself, Owen.

As her eyes locked on my groin, her red, swollen lips parted, broadened, and lengthened to fill her face with a devilish smile. I followed her gaze to my noticeable bulge I hadn’t seen in months, not since Cavendish fired me.

“I wish you’d been able to… well. But that ship sailed last night. Or are you hard thinking of being feminized?”

With a determined gaze, I said. “I don’t know about being feminized. Ms. Sai…. I want another chance, you know. It was the alcohol.” I knew it wasn’t. It was me, my inadequacy, and I wanted her to say no, tell me I had my chance, take control, and not let me run. I wanted to see Iris again. My gaze fell, staring at her shiny black heels. She stepped closer and ran her hand lovingly through my long blonde hair, which I usually tie in a tight ponytail. Today, I let it hang free. I looked so girly. So femboyish.

She brushed her hand across my cheek and, in a soothing tone, said, “I like your hair like this. You’re so pretty. I’m sorry that the ship has sailed for an alpha position—making money traditionally. We are going to do things differently.” Her tone changed, and in a commanding tone, she said, “You know why you’re here. Do you accept the conditions? This job is not for everyone. I have particular tastes—so do Iris and Dasha—”

I knew what the conditions were. She’d been plain about that. As the words rolled off her tongue, an uncontrollable urge, an intense craving, a hunger that up till now I buried in the deepest recesses of my mind—a need to be feminized and controlled by her, or any woman surged to the surface. I realized I’d been fooling myself with Dasha. Thinking I was in control. Shame flooded my mind. Humiliation gripped me as I hoped she’d feminize me. I was drowning in guilt because I wanted her to make me her little sissy bitch. Those thoughts elicit a craving—more intense than anything I’d ever experienced. Never once had any of the hundreds of women I’d slept with had I been so thirsty for someone—except Frankie and Iris.

“What did Dasha say? Iris?”

Ms. Sai held her hand out, palm facing me. “You know what they said, Owen. You know the truth: you perform better when you’re feminized. You know what you are, sissy. Deep down. You may leave—” She waved toward the elevator. “If this isn’t for you.” She shook her head and continued, “I’m sorry I was wrong. Please leave. I don’t like my time wasted.” She turned.

“Wait. Do I… you know, I get a job? If I….”

“Of course. If your interview goes well, it’s a demanding position, being our sissy. Even more so than making us money. You had your chance last night for a more traditional role. Now you interview for a role more suitable for a sissy. Do you wish to continue?”

“Okay. I accept. I admit it. I enjoy dominant women…. But what? What do I have to do?”


Chapter Eight

Ms. Sai nodded, smiled, lovingly held my hand, and guided me through the expansive penthouse down a hall, past several rooms, and into a bedroom with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city skyline; pink surrounded me. Like everywhere. Pink bedsheets. The walls that weren’t windows were pink. The pillows were pink. I looked left, pink. Right, pink. Pink everywhere.

Ms. Sai smiled, tenderly gripped my chin, and brushed her lips across mine. It was the most delicate kiss. It sent shivers down my spine. “If we hire you. This will be your room. I see by your expression it will suit your needs.”

She was right on the money. I liked the room. Why, I’m not sure. I would not admit it at that moment; I was hers, her to rule over, to take me on a wild ride, to somewhere, to be somebody I’d never been before. I wanted to submit. I wanted her control. Frankie wrapped her arm around my shoulder and said, “You know, Iris.”

I hadn’t noticed Iris. Iris, my first experience with a dominant female, sat on a plush pink chair, her long, athletic legs crossed, bouncing nervously. The slit in her skin-tight black PVC skirt allowed me to savor her long, toned legs. Iris rose to her feet, adjusted the hem of her skirt, and said in a sultry voice, “So we meet again. I told you years ago that eventually, if not tonight, maybe years down the road, you’ll recognize your true nature, sissy. Serving a strong, powerful woman like me—like us. Was I wrong?”

My stomach knotted. Iris stood, walked toward me, stopped inches from my face, and scrutinized me like I was already hers to claim. I was—this time. I was all in. I was just too scared to admit I wanted to try it. At least try out a different side of me. Let these ladies guide me into letting go of my masculinity and reveal the sissy waiting just beneath the surface.

Her gaze traveled the length of my body, examining me from head to toe. She paused and looked into my eyes. “I’m sorry I couldn’t win your trust the last time we met Owen. I hope this time will be different. Frankie has taught me much.” She placed a long finger on my right shoulder and sashayed behind me, trailing her finger across my back, down my back, around the curve of my waist, and back up. “You would make one sexy girl.”

My heart thumped wildly. My brain buzzed with activity and strange erotic thoughts.

“We could be girlfriends, lovers…. Coworkers. That is if you behave. Perform. If you don’t well—” I felt like I was floating on a cloud. Don’t chicken out, Owen. You know you want this. I felt her gaze on my ass. She ran her long red, stiletto fingernail down the middle of my spine, got to my ass, and grabbed a hand full of plump flesh. My cock throbbed. I felt the heat of her breath in my ear as she groped my ass. “You accept our offer, and this ass is mine.” She flicked her warm, wet tongue into my ear. I shuddered.

She said, “Do you want to give it to me? Please say yes. There is nothing I’d like more than to help you on your journey to shed that fake masculinity you’ve been hiding in. I know there’s a girl in there, a slut….” Iris gripped my hips, pushed my head down, then slammed her crotch into my ass in mock intercourse. “You want my cock, sissy?”

The words raced out of my mouth. “Yes! Yes! Please use me. Own me.”

“Thank you for the honor of giving me such a fine piece of flesh.” She grabbed a handful of my hair, lifted me, and spidered her long stiletto nails up my back as she returned to face me. She looked me straight in the eye, licked her lips, and said: “So sexy. So sweet. You’re going to look irresistible once we get you all dolled up. We enjoy only the best. Are you ready, princess?”

I nodded. When she called me princess, vivid images of me dressed as a girl flashed through my mind. I glanced at the pink room, licked my lips, and my cock expressed interest as well, with a healthy dose of precum seeping into underwear, which was already uncomfortably sticky. But I needed a job. I took a long, deep breath. Iris, with her long, sharp fingernails, spider-walked down my chest, down the front of my pants, and latched onto my crotch and squeezed. I cringed.

“Oh, my….” She said, “What kind of man can’t get it up when a woman bends over, offers him her pussy and can’t get hard. Yet, when she’s on the verge of being turned into a sissy….”

She squeezed harder. “Oh, fuck.” My cock swelled.

She glanced at Frankie. “You don’t find Frankie attractive?”

“Oh God, yes. She’s…. She takes my breath away.” My gaze traveled over her body. I thought it but didn’t say it. I want to look like her.

“So why didn’t you get hard last night? You must be a faggot, then? Maybe you like cock better?”

She squeezed.

“Cock no. Hell no!” And yet, I would learn to like it for her. For Frankie and Iris, I’d do anything.

“No? Then why are you so fucking hard? What are you thinking about? Cock? Or pussy? If you answer correctly, you’re hired.”

I let out a slow stream of air. I lowered my eyes, humiliated yet aroused. I thought about the answer. I needed this job. I wanted this job. Cock? Pussy?

“You’re thinking about sucking cock? Aren’t you? Maybe if we bring in a nice big cock, and let the stud dangle it in front of your pretty sissy mouth.” She put her finger on my lips, tracing it around the lower lip while gripping my cock with her other hand. “Open.”

I obeyed; what was the correct answer? She slid her finger into my mouth. “Suck on it. Like you would a cock. Let’s see if you meet our criteria.”

I took her finger into my mouth and sucked on her soft flesh until it bumped the back of my throat. Cock. That’s the answer. I almost said it but then thought for a moment. I do like pussy, too. But for her, I’d suck a cock.

“Oh my, Frankie, it’s even harder now. So, you can’t get an erection when staring at pussy and having a woman offer her ass to you? But sucking on cock, you can.”

“I don’t know. I….” I gagged.

“I have a theory. Maybe we put you in panties, sissy. Let you suck on a big cock, or my strap-on…. Oh, my. It’s getting harder.”

Indeed, thinking about cock caused blood to surge into my cock, thinking of being in panties and lingerie, ordered around by not one but two dominant women. That’s it—the answer. Iris loosened her grip slightly, allowing my cock to grow. Then, she offered me her entire hand, and trying to deep-throat it, I gagged. She stopped pushing, allowing me to settle into the feel of flesh in my mouth. “Put you in a nice, sexy mini-skirt. Oh my, that caught the big guy’s attention.” She turned toward Frankie. “Definitely, sissy material.”

“After we get you all pretty, we let you loose to find a nice big thick cock to wrap your lips around.” Iris removed her hand from my crotch, her eyes wide. “Look at the stain; does it every time. Get sissy thinking about sucking cock and walla, limp dick no more. Shame we have to lock it up.”

“What? No!” I’d never contemplated being denied the use of my cock, but I’d do it. I’d do anything for these two women. Anything. I babbled, clinging to my masculinity that I didn’t want anymore. “I’m hard. Let me try again. Prove my manhood. I’ll do things to you, Frankie….” The words flew out of my mouth like a bat racing out of hell. I glanced at the door.

Iris said, “Answer the question or leave. Run this time, and there will be more chances.”

“I want whatever you want me to like. I am yours to use. Or to let others use me.”

Frankie said, “You’re hired. We begin your training immediately.”


Chapter Nine

I wasn’t running away this time. I hungered for Frankie and Iris to turn me into their sissy. I’m not sure what compelled my next act. Maybe the sissy inside me had finally cracked the surface—pure sissy instinct—a hunger to show my loyalty. To make these two ladies happy. To do as they commanded. Anything. Everything. I sank to my knees, prostrated myself, and lavished praise on Iris’s shiny, pointed toes with a passion that surprised even me.

Iris laughed as I licked, kissed, and slobbered my tongue over her boots. I’d seen it in some of the Femdom porn I watched. I hoped it pleased them. Showed my desire to obey. I worshipped, licked, and kissed, demonstrating my submission to her, hoping it was enough to continue with the interview. Babbling. “Make me yours, Mistress.”

Iris laughed. “My, she’s already impressing me. How about you, Frankie?”

“Yes. I think we have a contender.”

Without thinking about where I was, I unbuckled my pants, pulled my rock-hard cock free, and began stroking it.

“Well…. Well.” Iris said to Frankie. “I think that qualifies as consent. How about you?”

Frankie nodded and said. “Have you asked permission to play with your cock, sissy?”

Oh shit. I yanked my hand away. Quickly, I fumbled everything back in place and stood. “No, Ma’am. I….” There was no explanation. None.

“So, I’m assuming this is something you want and you want to continue, sissy?”

“Yes, yes, I do, Mistress. But I… I… I need a job. I’m broke. I want this, but do you have a job for me? I want to play, but…. Is there a position for me here? I’m a great financial advisor. My numbers speak for themselves. I’ll make you money and…. Serve you.”

Frankie and Iris exchanged a knowing smile. Frankie said, “We might just have a role for you here. But it’s not what you’ve been used to. We know you work satisfactorily and perform to your potential when you are sissified. We…. Iris and I can provide that motivation. We know it frees your mind and relaxes you so you can achieve financial success for us. So that you can focus on making money. It’s….”

Before thinking about the duties, I said, “I want it.”

Frankie said, “Before we begin the training, let me show you what you’re in for. Then you can make a decision.” Frankie grabbed a little pink bell and shook it. The slightest jingle echoed through the room.

My heart thumped in my chest when a woman in a puffy dress, all frilly and pink. I mean all pink. All frilly. Over the top, pink and frilly. The headpiece was pink. The little, ruffled pink wristbands were pink. She was perfectly attired, her makeup flawless, but I sensed the girl wasn’t a girl. If I obeyed, I’d look like her. Nothing I wanted more. Her dress, makeup, and demeanor screamed girly. Submissive. Sexy look. As she walked, her tits, quite large, jiggled. They weren’t fake. They were real. She stood, eyes down in front of Frankie, grabbed the hem of her skirt, and curtseyed, “What does Mistress wish?”

Frankie said, “Twirl.”

She twirled when she stopped, her tits jiggled like jelly.

“Lift your skirt. Pull down your panties.”

Without hesitation, she lifted her skirt and pulled the frilly pink panties to her knees, exposing a pink plastic cage. My jaw dropped open.

“Turn around. Bend over. Spread your cheeks.”

Sissy obeyed, exposing a shimmering pink end which I knew was the end of a butt plug.

“Show Owen here your tits.”

She reached around, unzipped the back of her pink maid’s outfit, slipped her shoulders out, and exposed two round, fleshy tits.

“Sissy, Claudette is our top performer. How much have you made, sissy?”

“Mistress, I have made millions for you and my clients.”

“At your last job?”

“They fired me. I couldn’t…. Think…. But…”

“How did you get those wonderful melons?”

“I was the top sales-sissy for the year.”

“You may leave.”

She shuffled off.

Frankie said, “We know you are the same. If you wish to proceed, if you don’t, no harm is done. If you wish to leave, I’m offering a month’s mortgage payment as a severance. You leave, and I wish you the best. Stay, and we begin the training; it’s challenging. To test your sissy capabilities. So, you have two choices: leave, grab the envelope on the bed, or, like I said, go back to pretending you’re a man. Or strip. When you’re standing naked before me, I’ll assume you wish to be all you can be. Strip now, or take the check and leave.”

There was no hesitation. I didn’t strip. I ripped my clothes off, smiling proudly with an erection. “I’m hard.”

Iris said, “Not much use for that anymore, is there?”

I tugged at my earlobe and glanced toward the exit. Do I want this? To be feminized. What about the tits? I glanced down at my flat chest, imagining two ripe melons there, and the big guy answered with a twitch. Why did I need tits? I stood there naked; there was a slight part of me questioning my decision. Was I going to permit these two lovely ladies to use me as they see fit? The answer came quickly; I wanted nothing more than to please them. Yes! I do!

I’m not sure what they planned. I didn’t care. Iris stepped forward with an amused look in her eye. “So, consider yourself as in a sissy apprenticeship role. You begin now.”


Chapter Ten

Iris stepped forward with an amused look in her eye. “Very well then... Let’s begin,” she said softly.

“What about my condo? My car? My…. My life…?”

Frankie said, “Your old life, princess. It will all be taken care of as long as you obey. Every command. Every task. Every dirty, nasty sissy assignment. And when your mind is in the right place, make us money. Lots and lots of money.”

I sighed. Eyes down, naked, completely exposed, made my skin feel like a thousand ants were crawling across it; my legs felt weak; my heartbeat was sluggish. I’ve never been so humiliated, and yet this was what I wanted. To please. To submit my body to whatever they wanted to do with it.

I glanced at the door and realized I cared little for my old life and stuff: my clothes, the car, the home, and Owen. I wanted tits! I’d beat Claudette and get my pair of tits. I wanted to be what? A sissy? How many times had I watched sissy porn, secretly hoping I’d become the girl in the video? And yet, as soon as I acknowledged who I was and what I wanted, fear hit me. What if my friends found out? Saw me?

Then it hit me what she said: Make money? When I’m ready? “What are you…. what do you mean to make money? When I’m ready?”

“It’s not clear to you? Your performance at work suffered until Dasha made you into her sissy. Don’t you get it? Being a sissy frees your mind, unclogs it. So, first, we need to train you. Then you go back to work.”

“What do I have to do? I mean, as long whatever you want me to do…. Well, as long as it’s all in here. You know, in private. I don’t want anyone to see-”

“I’m sorry, that’s not possible. We have chosen you carefully—very carefully. You will live as a girl, and your role here will require public trips. Becoming more feminine as the days, weeks, and months pass. You’re only worries are pleasing us and becoming the woman we… and you have always wanted to be. So, let’s get started! Princess, you need a name.”

“Uh… Mistress, does that mean I have the job?”

Frankie looked at Iris. Iris looked at Frankie. Iris said, “It is yours to lose. We have chosen you. That’s all that matters. Choose a name, sissy. A girl’s name, and we begin.”

“A name? What’s wrong with mine?”

Iris giggled. “Honey, once you get to where we’re taking you, Owen definitely won’t work. Nope, Owen won’t work. Sorry, honey. What would you like us to call you?” Iris asked. “Or shall we simply call you whore? Slut.”

“Rose, Mistress, I want to be Rose.” The name felt fitting and beautiful when it left my lips, and I wanted to be beautiful. Frankie and Iris smiled and nodded in approval. I was now Rose.

They stared at me. Naked. How embarrassing? What now? Iris rubbed her chin and said, “Hair first. Then nails.”

“Don’t forget the toenails,” Frankie said.

“Of course.”

This was exciting. After showering and shaving smoothly, I returned and stood naked before Iris and Frankie, wondering when the stylist would arrive. Iris turned and sifted through a dresser drawer, a pink dresser drawer. She pulled out a pair of super short shorts. Pink. “Here, put these on….” She tossed them to me. I caught them.

“Don’t forget the panties, and….” Frankie spun on her heels and disappeared.

“How could I forget?” Iris sifted through the drawer and pulled out a pair of tight boy panty shorts, pink too. Then a pink blouse. “Here.”

I caught the blouse. “I’m supposed to wear these?”

“Oh yes. You’re going to get your hair and your nails done. Hurry.”

“Uh… where are we going, Mistress?” I said.

“We? No, you princess. First to the hair salon, then the nail salon, and then back home.”

“In public, Mistress?” I glanced down. My cock was hard, pulsating in rhythm to my racing heart. “Like this?”

“Yep. Hurry, Rose. Or go home. This is it. Don’t worry, honey, you’re going to look so sexy when we’re done with you.”

I sighed. I needed the job. I put the blouse on first, then started with the panties just as Frankie returned with a small package, a bucket of ice, and a piece of pantyhose. “Wait! Iris, how could you forget the most important part!” She ripped open the box and dangled a pink chastity cage in her hands, a cocky smile plastered on her face.

“Mistress! Why? What are you doing to me?” Suddenly, I had my doubts. The only thing manlike about me was my cock. My body was slender and effeminate… and my face, even without makeup, was… well, everyone called me femboy. My exploits with women and my fat cock were my only link to the exclusive club of alpha males.

Frankie smiled. “This is your cage—the first of many. I have started with the larger one. Because your sissy clitty, well, it’s a nice tool. But of no use to us. The key to shrinkage is erection and orgasm denial, which might take six months. Might take a year.”

“How do I? Mistress? A year? No orgasm?” Suddenly, this all sounded wrong. “I can’t make it that long. Maybe….”

“You don’t need to cum. You need to focus on pleasing us and making money. You make money, please us in other ways, and you get released. Our sissies cum in the way we want-a sissygasm. Not the way a man does. It’ll keep you in a sissy’s mindset. Think of it as sissy jewelry, a status symbol. A symbol of your loyalty, your devotion, and submission.”

Frankie handed me the cage. “Put it on.”

My cock surged, swelled to epic proportions.

“My…. Look at him. It almost seems out of place.”

Iris said, “I think it’s sexy. Such an effeminate guy with a big cock like that.”

My masculinity surged back. “Yeah, the girls love it. Why don’t we forget about all this feminization crap? Let me bend you over, pound your pussy—” Proud of my erection and that I was back. “Maybe let me fuck you.” I was feeling my oats rock hard; the feminization crap seemed wasteful.

“That’s why a cock cage is necessary, whore. Submerse your pathetic sissy clitty in here…” She plopped the bucket of ice on the floor. “Then slide the pantyhose on your dick, then pull it through the end of the cage.”

I dropped, cringing when the iciness shriveled up the best erection I’d had in months. The cock ring went on first after applying a gallon of lube; then, I slid the pantyhose on and started getting erect again. So I dunked my groin back in the chill. The last task was to lock and hand the key to Iris. The plastic cage went on easier than I expected using what they referred to as the stocking method. I slipped the frilly pink panties on and pushed my caged cock back, and then the tight pink booty shorts. “Mistress, I can’t go out like this. What if someone recognizes me?”

Frankie handed me a pair of frilly, pink short heels. “These are Mary Jane’s a good place to start. Put them on and let’s go, sissy.”

What choice did I have? I sat, buckled the shoes, and glanced in the mirror, even without makeup and a feminine hairstyle…. I looked feminine. Sexy. I liked how I looked, and it felt pleasing, but going out on the streets like this.

“Hurry. You have much to do. Your hair appointment is….” She glanced at the time on her cell phone. “We’re late. You have to do your nails, too. Hurry.” Iris said.

I stood and fidgeted with the tight hem of my booty shorts as Iris grabbed my hand and led me through the apartment, the elevator, and the lobby. I nearly passed out when I stepped into public. I felt like everyone was looking at me; it seemed as if a giant spotlight illuminated me as a colossal loudspeaker announced to all passersby: “For your viewing pleasure, a sissy in the making.”

Frankie and Iris stood side by side, admiring their work through the glass of the revolving door. Iris pulled out her smartphone and snapped a picture. She pointed, stepped outside, and said, “Two blocks down, you’ll find a sign that says Armand’s. He’s waiting for you. Then, cross the street to Polish Me Lovely and get your nails done. Pink. Then return.”

“You want me to walk? Like this?”

They didn’t answer; they turned, entered the building, waved teasingly, and left me alone in the street.


Chapter Eleven

I glanced left, then right down the busy street at the men and women rushing to work, play, or home. Most brushed past me without a second thought. This was New York, after all. Some mumbled criticisms. A hand grazed my ass, and another patted it; others turned and winked as they passed. I couldn’t move. Do I go back inside? I glanced left, then right. I looked back inside for some modicum of privacy. Or down the street to my sissy assignment, which would send me further down the feminization rabbit hole. Why are they doing this to me? What does this have to do with employment? Holy shit, what is my job? They were right, though. I was on the brink of failure until Dasha stepped into the picture. Then my sales took off. My best days were when I was wearing her panties, the thin fabric of her thong splitting my ass cheeks, and the sticky wetness of her juices….

My feet and legs are heavy with the humiliation of standing in the middle of waves of people dressed like a girl, the pride of my manhood caged, deprived of even my hand. How long was I going to have to wear this thing? And the most crucial question: Why was I excited at being humiliated?

I turned toward the revolving door of the skyscraper they, minutes ago, shuffled me out of. My pulse thrummed in my ears. A taxi slowed, the driver licked his lips, his gaze soaking in my slutty look as I considered hailing the cab and going home. But to what? An empty bank account? Booze? A life spiraling out of control. As he slowed to a crawl, his eyes giving me the gaze I’d employed on hundreds of women before offering her a night she’d never forget. I considered letting the stranger touch me as I imagined what it would be like to taste him, which amazed me.

This was it. I’d try it until I found another job, hide out with Iris and Frankie, at least until things blew over. As I turned and made my first step toward my destination, I imagined the dazzling beauty I could be, picturing how I‘d look as I transitioned.

My heels were only two inches tall, and yet I kept tripping, and they pinched my toes. I stopped and leaned against a light pole, ready to take them off and walk barefoot, but after seeing my reflection in a reflective window, I changed my mind. I stood, and forgetting where I was in public, I checked out my ass. I had a lovely ass, but in heels, it was delectable. I walked toward the reflective window, spun, looked over my shoulder, and walked away, checking out my ass. Even the tiny heels flaunted the plumpness as my ass flexed and relaxed. I returned to my journey. By the end of the first block, I knew I loved how being dressed as a girl, a cheap whore. It made me think more confident, empowered, feminine, and sexy. I never wanted to take off my slutty clothes—ever. What an incredible feeling!

My confidence got the better of me when I tripped just as I had gotten into a rhythm, swaying my hips. Thankfully, a large, older man caught me and prevented me from falling flat on my face. He did more than help me stand. I got my first taste of being a woman, dressed in a slutty outfit in public when he squeezed my ass. I let him! I liked it! Seeing pleasure in my eyes, he reached around and brushed my groin. Surprise filled his face feeling the hard plastic encasing my cock. The surprise didn’t disgust him because his eyes explored and then they suggested something…. Something kinkier than just a feel. He ran his hands down the sleeves of my pink blouse, squeezed my forearm, and glanced down the alley, licking his lips.

What happened shocked me; I considered it. I thought about guiding him down the alley, getting down on my knees behind the dumpster, rummaging around in his pants, and…. Then I took off, shame and desire squabbling.

Behind me, “You know you want it, slut.”

As I fast walked the last block, a craving buried deep overtook me; knowing he was right, I wanted it. I couldn’t stop imagining how much I wanted to be down on my knees, fumbling with his zipper in broad daylight and….


Chapter Twelve

The soft, rosy glow of the neon sign outside Armand’s beauty salon winked at me, ripping me out of a very kinky and emasculating fantasy. Taking a deep breath to steady myself, I pushed open the door. A soft chime announced my entrance. I took no notice of the other customers when a man with curly wine hair, no shirt, a shiny purple robe hanging off his slender boyish frame, pierced nipples, a studded pearl choker, and tight black leather pants leaving little to the imagination of how big he was. He looked like he had stepped out of a fashion magazine. With both hands on his cheeks, “Oh my, ladies, look what we have here.”

My heart pounded inside my chest. What was I getting into?

He waved his hand effeminately. “Welcome to Armand’s. The very, very best in sissy beauty. I am Armand.”

He guided me toward a styling chair. While steering me, he lavished compliments on me. “Oh my, you’re so sexy, honey. When we’re done with your hair… You will be a princess; Armand will turn you into a work of art. Iris and Frankies decided…. Oh, my…. This mop of hair won’t do for a Princess like you.” He toyed with my hair. “Soft waves, right? Soft waves will add volume.”

Armand went to work, washing, snipping, and shaping as he hummed to the music playing in the background. His hands moved gracefully and swiftly, and my confidence grew as I watched the transformation. Maybe I had made the right decision. When done, Armand stepped back, twirled the chair, and stood behind me, fanning my new curls effeminately. “Wow! I’m jealous.” He stepped back. “Stand up, girlfriend.” I stood. “Twirl.” He made an effeminate gesture with his hands for me to tease my hair. “Make me horny, girlfriend.”

I’d been so nervous I hadn’t noticed the other clientele, but when all the other ‘girls’ in various pitches, some feminine, some working toward feminity, and one more male than female, said, “Gorgeous.” I realized the other customers were sissies too.

I gasped. Was this happening? I twirled and flipped my hair as I spun. My cock was trying its hardest to swell, finding my new budding feminity arousing. I stopped, feeling slightly uncomfortable in my new role. Armand patted my ass and said, “Meet the girls!” He wrapped his arm around me as five sissies greeted me.

We introduced each other. I was so nervous; I forgot their names as soon as they said them. “How big is it?” She stood and lifted her skirt, revealing a cock cage that was nothing more than a pink cap. “Mine was eight inches before Mistress started. I’m tiny now. Look at it. So. I showed you mine….”

“I…. don’t know.”

Another sissy said, “It’s okay. You’re new. But eventually, that thing, not the flesh but the cage. The color. The size—how small it is will become like a wedding ring…. A symbol of your devotion. You’ll not even want the flesh between your legs.”

Another said, “—A piece of jewelry. To brag about. Before long, you’ll be bragging about how big a cock you can suck.”

“Or how wide you can take it up the ass.”

“I took one last night. It was huge. Big black guy….”

The sissy rattled on as I wondered what I had gotten myself into. But as she spewed out the night’s details, I wondered, even wanted to see if I could beat her. Take a bigger one and brag about it. Armand patted my ass again and shuffled me to the door. “Mistress Iris and Frankie will skin me alive if you miss your nail appointment.”

Reality hit me when he turned the door handle, “Next week, tell us how thick you’ve been able to take.” They all giggled.

I left the salon and got my nails painted a beautiful shade of pink. My plucked and shaped eyebrows added another notch to my feminine allure and more humiliation at being forced into feminization and being forced to walk back home looking like a girl but wanting more, confused and yet determined at the same time. Determined to best my new sissy friends, to bring back a story, a sissy story of cock, to my next sissy appointment.


Chapter Thirteen

Frankie said, “Oh my. You look simply delectable. Twirl for me!”

I hesitated.

Frankie stiffened. “Let me explain the one and only rule around here. You must obey all our commands. All. So I tell you to twirl. You twirl, here or in the middle of the street.”

I lowered my eyes; it wasn’t out of fear—but a desire and need to please her. I wanted to submit. Give myself to her. Let her feminize me if that’s what she wished, and if I disobeyed, punish me…. No, I didn’t think that. But I did. Where did the thought come from? It was as if another me had been waiting for this moment and, without my permission, proclaimed, “Will you punish me if I fail, Mistress.”

Frankie laughed. “Indeed, that’s part of it. Now, twirl. Show me how sexy you are and how much you enjoy it.”

I twirled, flipping my new hair styled in wild blonde curls and showing off my long pink nails.

“Good start, princess. This week, you learn how we want you to dress, act, walk, and practice. Practice, practice, and practice. You will learn how to do makeup. We expect by the end of the week, you at least look like a fitting sissy. Do you agree?”

I nodded, eager to please, excited to begin, and determined to unleash my feminine side onto the world.

Iris arrived. “Oh, my…. Turn around.”

Happily, I spun on my heels, modeling my new look for her. Iris handed me a pink envelope wrapped in a pink bow. I opened it.

It detailed my daily routine for the week. Then she showed me the first two rooms I’d spend my time in. One had a big-screen television, a pink vanity table, and a stool. There was no makeup, the closets were empty, and the pink dresser drawers were open and empty. From the envelope I clutched in my hand, I knew my goal for the week: fill them all with dresses, blouses, makeup, pantyhose, panties, corsets, and sex toys. The list was detailed. I’d be doing the shopping. Then, she guided me to another room. I knew what my instructions were and what the second room would be for learning the sexual requirements of being a sissy. At first, I was worried. Do I want to leave? End this.

They plushly carpeted the room in…. Yes, you guessed it, pink carpet. I’m drawn to the large wooden bench in the center, which looks like something from a medieval dungeon—attached are four different dildos of varying sizes and colors to the surface, spaced out. The first one isn’t very long. It’s small, slender and pink. Then they grow until the one at the end—a huge black monstrosity. My breath catches in my throat.

Frankie said, “This will loosen things up nicely. Practice makes perfect.”

My first thought was to protest. I wanted to say, “I’m not a faggot.” But it didn’t come out. What filled my mind instead was the sissy’s bragging about how big a cock she could take. I could do better than her. I wasn’t about to let her best me. I committed to making the best of my first week and swallowing the gargantuan cock at the end.

Then she pointed to the wall-to-ceiling mirrors on the far wall. Attached to the walls was a similar setup. “Practice sucking cock on those. Remember, follow your routine to the tee. Or we will have to punish you. Before I let you free for the day.” Frankie rummaged through a drawer, pulled out a bottle of lube, and thoroughly coated the small pink dildo.

“Start with the smallest one, take it slow, and let me know how it feels. Do you like cock up your ass? Hate it? Go. Ride it till I tell you to stop.”

After stripping and lubricating my ass, I straddled the bench, wondering what this would feel like? After taking a deep breath. Then another. Dropping and feeling the intense pinch, the pain didn’t just hit the straining, tight, virgin muscles of my ass, but it lanced through my entire body. I stopped. Stood. “I can’t, Mistress. Please, it hurts. My ass is too tight. I’ve never done this before.”

“Oh, you can, and you will. Now, do it.”

Wanting, above all, to please her, I aligned my ass again with the smallest of dildos. That’s what it looked like anyway, but when I tried to impale myself with it, my ass muscles were tighter than a fist. I closed my eyes and dropped. The pressure against my entrance is intense. I stopped. My legs were shaking, holding my weight up. The pinch becomes more intense as gravity forces me lower.

“Oh, fuck.”

“Down, whore. You know you want it. Take it.”

I eased myself back up, took another breath, and slid back slowly.

“No. I don’t. I want your pussy. I can’t.” I was so tight it was too painful to push it inside. If I stopped, Frankie would verbally humiliate me, saying things like, “Think of a cock in your ass, sissy, pounding away. Taking away your manhood. Fucking you senseless….” Then, like it was nothing, my muscles gave up the fight and allowed the slender anal invader to slide in. My cheeks rested on the bench, and my cock strained against the cage. It’s only two inches long, barely an inch thick, but it feels twenty inches wide and as long inside me. It strains against my tight hole, but under the pain is a pleasant sensation that radiates through my body. I tried not to moan with pleasure as I searched for more to take inside of me. Frankie watched intently, smirking when she saw my joy.

“You like it! Fucking sissy, you like it! Now ride it. Until I tell you to stop.”

Even as the words slipped out of her mouth, my hips were rotating, gliding, and rocking back and forth, trying to get the tip to hit the right spot. I bit my lower lip when it hit my prostate, causing me to jerk involuntarily. There. “Oh fuck, that feels good.”

It feels... alien. Not bad, just strange. I try to relax, concentrating on the feelings washing over me as I slowly rock back and forth, getting used to the sensation. I’m lost in the rhythm. My breath comes faster, my body begging for more. Frankie watched closely, a smirk playing on her lips as I tried to stroke my cock.

I rode the dildo for what seemed like hours, lost in satisfaction. Pure satisfaction. I’d never experienced pleasure like this before. Then Frankie said, “Good night. You’ll have more practice tomorrow.”


Chapter Fourteen

Iris woke me gently, lovingly. I’d expected her to throw me out of bed, standing over my pink bedsheets, hollering like a drill sergeant in basic training, get ready, sissy, move it. But she didn’t.

The first thing I thought of when I saw her gorgeous face was I loved this and wanted to throw away the stereotypical guy I’d been. I wanted to embrace and unleash my feminine side. I wanted to learn how to do makeup. Learn about fashion, not just the slutty stuff, but the all aspects of it.

She guided me to the bathroom and watched as I showered and shaved. She handed me moisturizer. “Every day.”

I slathered it over my skin. I brushed my hair and, after dressing myself in a super short sissy shiny pink skirt that barely covered my ass, a pink thong, and a crop top blouse with ruffled sleeves, that said “baby girl” on the front and pink shoes she called Mary Jane’s. She handed me a bottle of girly perfume that smelled like candy.

Then, she guided me to a mirror. The first thing that caught my eye was my legs; they were long, slender, and very girly. I turned and checked out my ass—the skirt left little to the imagination. I swear I was staring at a pornstar’s ass: two lovely round mounds, seductive, girlish, and both cheeks would be eye candy to any horny male. I wouldn’t be ashamed to show them off. My abs were tight, and the pink blouse looked sexy as hell on me; my hair was gorgeous and framed my face well. “Can I do makeup?”

“Of course…. It’s required. Let’s try a little blush for now.” Iris rummaged around in her purse, applied a rosy pink creamy blush on my cheeks, then patted it around. “You needed more makeup supplies, panties, girly clothes. Today you are going to buy some…. Every day, you are to wear makeup from this day forward. Every day you are to shave smooth, use moisturizer, and dress slutty and always in pink.”

I thought Iris would have me sit at a computer and order some, but my assignment was to go to the store instead. She handed me a list and a pink purse, stuffed a credit card, a smartphone, and two hundred dollars in it, shuffled me to the door, and pushed me out in public. Inside, I was confident of my looks, but out here….

People looked at me. I’m uncomfortable, embarrassed, and humiliated at being a male dressed like a female, a slut in public. I wanted to say, hey, they forced me to do it. It’s not my choice. I had to; I needed a job so badly that I humiliated myself. I’m a financial guru—at least when I release my feminine side. I feel lame out here in public, wondering if I look acceptable as a female. Then the worry vanished as I realized Frankie and Iris would never have sent me out in public if I wasn’t…. Looking good. I rolled back my shoulders, feeling good and confident in my feminity, and committed to looking, acting, and being a woman.

I looked up: beauty store and headed in the direction. Watching how the women walked, I copied their strides, the swing of their hips, and the way their arms swung, and I savored the hoots, whistles, and catcalls. I arrived at the beauty store, entered, and headed straight for the counter. My body stiffened in shock. What the hell is all this stuff?

Luckily, the sissy gods took pity on me, and a young woman offered to help. She sat me down, took me through the process, selected the best colors, creams, eyeshadow, blush, and contour, and I left with a bag full of goodies looking like…. Wow! I didn’t even recognize myself. My next stop was a women’s store, where I bought panties, bras, lingerie, dresses, skirts, blouses, and pantyhose and left with eight bulky bags of goodies. I hit the street, realizing I could barely carry all my new stuff.

I picked up all nine packages, stepped, and dropped two. I took another step, then dropped two more. A sharply dressed banker stopped, “Need some help, gorgeous?”

I couldn’t believe it. Was this sharply dressed broker talking to me? I looked around, but there was no one else in sight. It had to be me.

“Uh, y-yes, please,” I stammered, feeling my cheeks flush with embarrassment. I bent down to pick up the two fallen packages, and he graciously picked up the other two.

“Here you go,” he said with a charming smile, handing me the packages.

“Thank you,” I replied, trying not to look him in the eye.

As he walked away, my heart was racing. Was this what it felt like to be noticed by a man? To be desired? I couldn’t deny that it felt good, even if it came from a stranger.

I continued on my way back to Iris and Frankie’s penthouse, carrying so many bags now that I could barely see where I was going. My arms were getting tired, and my feet ached from walking in heels for so long. Just when I thought things couldn’t get any worse, a strong gust of wind blew by and knocked some of my bags out of my hands. In frustration, I let out a huff and bent down to pick them up once again, displaying my ass to all. That’s when the same investor came back into view. “Need some more help?” he asked with a chuckle.

I laughed nervously as he kneeled and picked up the scattered packages.

“I should’ve gotten a shopping cart,” I joked, hoping that would break some of the tension.

He chuckled again as he handed me another bag. “Well, you certainly seem like quite the shopper.”

“I-I’m just getting some things for work,” I explained awkwardly, not wanting to reveal too much about why I was dressed like this in public.

“Oh really? What kind of work do you do?” he asked curiously.

I hesitated, not sure how to answer. I locked my eyes on his groin. I blurted it out. “I’m a sissy. I’m serving two Mistresses. I have to dress like a woman. I’m not gay or anything.” His hard cock throbbed when I said, I’m a sissy. It perked up even more when I said I serve two Mistresses; it was a prominent bulge. He licked his lips when I said I had to dress like a woman. When I said, I’m not gay. He said, “Are you sure?”

Like a damn burst, the words flew out of my mouth. “Yes! I am not into sucking cock. I’m doing this for a job. That’s it. I’m not into sucking cock. I am not. I don’t even want to dress like this. I’ve gotten more pussy than you, I bet. I will not suck your cock. No way. I had this issue with making my numbers and….”

“You’re not sucking cock? Let me call your Mistress. Ask her.”

“What?”

He reached into my purse and pulled out my phone. “Iris?”

I nodded. If Mistress told me to suck cock, what choice did I have? I’m not gay, but if Mistress wanted me to do it. I’d do it. To please her. I hope she’d say no way my sissy is going to suck a stranger’s cock. No way! As I waited, somewhere deep inside, I hoped she’d tell me to do it.

The guy said, “I’m here with your sissy, and she’s having trouble with all her sissy stuff. In exchange for my help….”

He handed me the phone. Mistress said, “Suck his cock, slut. Take a video of it. Don’t come home until you have done it.”

“Mistress? Please. Will it please you?”

“Yes, it will. Do it.”

What could I do? I needed this job, and I wanted to please her.


Chapter Fifteen

He grabbed my hand and a handful of my bags, guided me three buildings down into a forty-story office building, through the lobby into an elevator, and led me down a long hallway into a large corner office. It reminded me of where this journey started: Quincy Cavendish’s office.

He wasted no time. ”On your knees, sissy.”

“I’ve never done this before…. I…. I’m not gay. Listen….” I wanted to fight it, get up and leave, and yet by getting down on my knees, taking his cock in my mouth, I’d finally let go… of the macho stud society forced me into and the drab routine of the vanilla. My knees wobbled. There’s a sinking feeling in my stomach as I debate my next move. Do I break the chains of the vanilla lifestyle and fall to my knees to worship his cock. Or do I pick up my bags or what I could carry…. And what? Go back to my Mistresses? And disappoint them? Or go home and forget about the itch inside me to explore my feminity. Not just my feminity but my desire to be a sissy slut.

“Listen? Do you not understand your role here? Your Mistresses has loaned you to me. The next words out of your mouth need to be…. I want to please you. I want to swallow your cock. Give me your phone and get down on your knees. Or should I tell Iris what a bad little slut you were? Tell me how badly you want it… How bad you want to be my little cumslut. Or….”

“Okay.” The chains holding me in the vanilla, in the masculine, broke, and I dropped to my knees and looked with a gaze of wonder. What do I do now?

“What? I got to tell you how to be a good slut? You are new, aren’t you? Get it out. Now.”

With a shaky hand, I fumbled with his zipper—I couldn’t get it down.

He smacked my hands away. “What kind of slut are you? Let me do it. And don’t touch it till I tell you. Look at it and imagine what it will be like in your mouth.”

He unzipped his pants, fished it out, and let it flop in front of my face. It grew quickly when erect; thankfully, it wasn’t huge, porn star huge. But for my virgin mouth, it was a monster. I admired it, never having been this close to a cock before intrigued me. The flesh throbbed in front of me in rhythm to the blood pulsing through the thick blue vein running up the side. The soft, bulbous dome was wider than his shaft. As I stared at it, my cock tried unsuccessfully to defeat the plastic they imprisoned it in. God, I wanted it. My hand reached up to grab a handful.

He smacked my hand away. “Did I give you permission?”

“No…. I’m sorry. I just… I….”

“You’re a cocksucking whore, and you want my cock?”

Hearing those words humiliated me, and yet they aroused me, too. What kind of madness was this? “Yes! I am!” All inhibitions at holding on to my straightness disappeared. If I ever was straight. It didn’t matter; right now, I’m as gay as they come right now, and I’m a cock sucking whore, and I’m going to do it. Take his cock in my mouth like a cumslut. “Please-” What do I call him? “Please, sir…. shove it in my mouth! I need your dick! Face fuck me hard! I need it! I need your cum! Please, let me suck it. Please. I’ll do anything. Let me touch it. Let me taste it. Let me swallow it.”

“What are you?”

This is it. This is what I needed. This was the missing element to get back to making money. Real money. To rest my mind and escape. Frankie and Iris had been right. I yelled. “I’m a slut.” Where did that come from? Porn maybe? Maybe it was buried inside me and…. “Please. Let me touch it. I’ll be your whore. Your cum swallowing cock whore. I’m a cock warrior.”

He laughed. “Cock warrior? Okay, grab it.”

With a shaky hand, I reached out and wrapped my hand around his hard, throbbing flesh. I stroked it.

“Spit on it, whore.”

Calling me a whore, and being humiliated was music to my ears, sending blood rushing into my cock. But, I’m denied an erection, piling humiliation on my ego that my pleasure was no longer in my control. I spit. Stroked. Spit. I stroked more.

“You’re a natural. Squeeze that cock. Squeeze. Oh, baby, your hands are so soft.”

Being treated like a slut, disgraced as I’d seen in the porn videos I enjoyed so much. All inhibitions, all masculinity slipped away as every ounce of flesh on my body burned, burned with a desire to be used, to be possessed. I begged, “Give me your cock. Shove it in my mouth. Face fuck me! Use me. Come on. Please give it to me. Let me have it.”

He grabbed me behind the head, “Spit on it, spit all over it. Stroke it.”

I stroked it. Spit more. My hand squished back and forth over his shaft, lubricated with my spit. His moans of pleasure encouraged me to stoke faster.

“Oh, that’s a good slut. Faster, baby. Come on. Show me how good of a cock slut you are. Prove it. Want it down your throat?”

“Yes. Please give it to me. Use me.” I’d lost all control. All semblance of masculinity. I was his bitch. I wanted to be his bitch. I wanted to be everyone’s bitch. I looked up, and his hand was down at his side, the smartphone in it. Ready. Then I remembered. “Film it.”

“Oh yeah. You going to watch it?”

“Yes.”

When the light popped on, I knew I had become a sissy slut, a porn star. “Take off those clothes. I wanna see you naked.”

I stood and yanked my clothes off in record time. I glanced into a mirror on the wall; I looked sexy, so effeminate, no longer an alpha male except for the little pink plastic cage glimmering with precum, which was the only thing identifying me as male.

“That’s hot. You…. Damn, You look so sexy. Well, get at it.”

I dropped to my knees, not entirely sure what to do. Recalling the best head I’d ever received. Think. Think sissy slut. What did she do? She started with my balls. I turned my head, lifted his cock, stuck my tongue out, and took a long, slow swipe across his stubbly balls. They were a little rough and sweaty, and it was humiliating to be on my knees, licking a guy’s hairy, sweaty balls. He moaned. Pleasing him, despite the humiliation, made the demeaning act worth it. I flicked my tongue across them, just as the girl…. Damn, I don’t remember her name. I licked, sucked, and swallowed one ball, then the other. I glanced up at his face. His mouth was wide open, eyes wide, his face flushed, and an unrestrained smile filled his face. I knew the feeling. I was doing things right.

What did she do next? She kissed the head. Tenderly. Teasingly. Nervously, I ran my tongue around his mushroom head. It was softer than his shaft. I flicked my tongue under his head, then over it. Under it.

“Hold the phone, slut.” He demanded.

A healthy dose of precum leaked out of my imprisoned cock at being degraded verbally. I grabbed the phone and held it off to the side as he grabbed my head. “No more playing around.” This was it. Time to become a sissy slut.

When his strong hands gripped the back of my head, it was as if he was laying down the law, claiming me, especially my mouth, as his. Another surge of blood tried to return the flesh between my legs to its manly roots. I’m not sure what was more emasculating, humiliating, having to suck a cock, or being denied an erection. I’m not sure why being humiliated so aroused me. Like a good slut, I opened my mouth as wide as it would go, and he promptly filled it with flesh. No mercy. Savagely. I choked.

He slapped my face. “Take it. Take this dick.” He claimed the back of my head and said, “Eat it up. Swallow that dick, whore.”

Before I obeyed, I asked. “Can you tell me I’m a good girl?” Every ounce of my masculinity had gone somewhere.

“If it hits the back of your throat.”

I opened, swallowed, and choked.

He gripped my head tighter; he was calling the shots. He should, I’m nothing more than a whore to be used. Why did thinking like that relax me so? I’m not sure.

“You want to be a good girl—”

“I do. More than anything.”

“Then eat up, slut.”

I tried. I tried again. I was loosening my throat. Again. Again and again. I swallowed his cock, slobbering loudly, spitting on it when I had the chance. Slurping. He groaned. I gagged on his cock, and he moaned, and there was a noticeable twitch of his cock in my mouth. So I gagged louder. I slurped louder. When I kissed his cock, I made sure the puckering was as loud as I could get it. It drove him wild. It drove me insane.

“Faster. Faster. Deeper.”

Then his flesh hit the back of my throat, “Good girl. Good girl. Oh yeah. Oh yeah. Keep it there. Right there.”

Then he let loose—kind of hard to describe. With my mouth filled with his hard, throbbing flesh, I could feel it pulsate right before a salty, thick liquid hit the back of my throat. I had no choice but to relax and swallow. It felt unnatural for a man, but I knew it would become a routine for a sissy. I wanted to go back to Armand’s and brag. I wanted to tell Mistress how good I’d been. I felt like I could make money again.


Chapter Sixteen

The weeks flew by, and I practiced doing my makeup, watching tutorials, and perfecting my look. When I wasn’t practicing makeup, I was practicing walking, talking, and even sitting. As the days passed, I became more comfortable with my new identity. I had perfected my makeup and learned to walk and talk like a woman. I even enjoyed the feeling of the butt plug in my ass as it reminded me of my submission to Frankie and Iris. Life went on, always with a butt plug in my ass. One day, they let me add financial tasks to my daily duties. They gave me a small fund to invest in, and periodically, Frankie or Iris would check on my progress. Watch me walk, or talk, or sit. If I failed to meet their standards or lost money, one or the other would say.

“Pull down your panties and grab your ankles.”

Shock overwhelmed me the first time. “Spanking? What am I in grade school? Uh. Mistress.”

“I don’t like this, but you have to be perfect. Do you want to be perfect? The perfect female? Do you want to get back to making money? Your old self?”

Uncertain and nervous, I dropped my panties, grabbed my ankles, and braced myself. I cringed when the first smack of the riding crop lashed my ass. I whimpered when the second one connected. I swore I would do better after the third. I gritted my teeth after the fourth, fifth, and sixth. After that, determination set in to improve. Improve I did.

As the weeks passed, I got back in the groove; my fund had gained three percent, not what I was capable of, but improving. I’d become incredibly comfortable with my femininity and being a sissy. But, there was one last mountain to climb—the giant black monstrosity on the bench and a sissygasm.

One day, it came. Weeks had passed. Dressed in my sluttiest skirt, I straddled it, allowing the smooth, cool surface to slip into my ass crack. Shivers of anticipation shot through me as I lowered myself. My breath quickened. My nipples hardened, and I moaned as the thick plastic loosened my muscles. I rode it slowly at first, trying to take it all. Then, without knowing it, I’m lost in the moment’s pleasure. I rode it like a maniac; every time it hit my P-spot, I screamed. I’d been caged for a month, maybe more now, and wanted release. I’d researched sissygasm (the only way I could orgasm), so I slowed down after taking it all. I relaxed and let my ass muscles squeeze the dildo as if I had to hold my pee. I squeezed and relaxed. Please. I’m about to burst. I’d practiced every day, all month, trying to get a release to achieve that elusive sissygasm.

Please.

Maybe, if I thought about my daily pegging sessions, they started on the first day of my second week, like clockwork. Iris entered, naked except for a leather harness with a plastic cock attached, holding a pink scarf in her right hand. “Today, you take this, and every day after.” She flopped the plastic cock around with her hand.

I knew better than to argue. She dropped a couple of pillows on my work desk and told me to bend over. I did. She pushed my head down and said, “Hold on tight, sissy.”

She grabbed my hands, pulled them behind my back, and wrapped the scarf around my wrists, making a point: I’m hers to use. She slapped the rubber cock on my left ass cheek, then my right ass cheek. Then cool, slippery lube and her finger entered my ass. She guided her finger in; it went quickly my daily anal training was effective. She smacked my ass. “My aren’t we loose.”

As the past unfolded, my sissygasm seemed more apparent. I thought of her behind me as she hiked her long, gorgeous leg up on the table for leverage. She didn’t ram it in as I begged. She toyed with me. She flicked my caged cock. “You need a sissygasm. Don’t you?”

“Oh, please. I’ve tried and tried. Fuck me.”

She rubbed it around my hole, already loose and ready. I tried pushing back, taking it in me. “Please. I want it. I need it.”

Iris laughed. She smacked my ass.

I pushed back, and Iris guided the cock into me with her hands on my hips, occasionally adjusting my angle or speed until she was satisfied. I’m lost in the past, as in the present I squeeze my ass, release it. I rode the enormous black dildo, trying to hit the right spot, thinking of my daily pegging sessions with Iris.

I responded with a passion I’d never thought possible as her gentle thrusts became powerful. As her hips slapped my ass, I adored the feeling of being restrained and at her mercy—knowing that she could do whatever she wanted with me. Taking it super slow at first, she thrust in, then slowly pulled out. I didn’t want her to stop. I moaned that day, and I moaned in the present. I couldn’t help but wail for more as she pounded me the same way I fucked the sluts I bedded.

I glanced down; a puddle of precum stained the bench. I bounced down hard, mimicking Iris’s efforts. I recalled the wetness of her pussy, the intensity with which she pummeled my ass.

That was it. There’s a pressure inside me; it’s like I have to pee. It’s strange. Something’s happening. My legs twitch and shake, and every other muscle joins the dance. Then, an explosion. It’s not centered in my cock, like a guy orgasm. It’s all over. Every ounce of my flesh erupted. Out of my shivering, caged cock, cum seeped more than exploded. It’s more dynamic than any orgasm I’d ever had. It’s not a normal guy orgasm, it’s not a pleasure originating from my cock, but it’s more of an anal orgasm. I’ve felt nothing like it. It’s unnatural for a guy, yet so pleasurable. I’m euphoric. I’ve never been so pleased, relaxed, and self-assured. I wanted to brag. I couldn’t wait til my next sissy hair appointment.


Chapter Seventeen

I arrived at Armand’s wearing my tight pink bodycon dress. I entered, twirled, and flaunted my look to my sissy friends. Everyone cheered. Armand grabbed my hands and held them down at my side. Then, he held his hand over his heart and scrutinized my eyes. “Oh my, girls! She did it! You did it, didn’t you?”

“I did! Last night, I rode the biggest dildo. I rode it like a sissy should, and I had the best orgasm—a sissygasm.”

During my first trip here, the sissy named Cecilla lifted her skirt and showed me her sissy jewelry. Bragging about how small her sissy clitty had become. How proud she was of it. I never thought I’d feel the same way. I shimmied my hips, tugging my tight bodycon skirt up my legs, and pulled down the hem of my pink thong, revealing my new cage, a pink nub.

“Mistress gave it to me this morning.”

The girls cheered. I felt proud. I was a sissy. A good sissy. I mingled with the sissy girls, waiting for my hair appointment. Cecilla came up to me with a mischievous grin on her face. “So, did you have a good time riding that dildo last night? Show me a picture,” she asked, winking at me.

I showed her a picture of the black monstrosity. Cecilia said, “I rode a real cock that big.” I blushed and nodded, a flash of anger; wanting my vengeance, I committed to finding a cock that big someday. Cecilla raised her skirt and displayed me her sissy jewelry. She had a small pink cage like mine, but they adorned hers with jewels and intricate designs. “Isn’t it beautiful?” she said proudly. “My Mistress gave it to me as a gift for being such a good sissy.”

My heartbeat quickened. That should be mine! What the hell happened to me? I’ve grown the fund I managed by twenty percent, and I’ve been assigned an even larger fund to manage, and I’m worried about my cock cage? How big of a cock I sucked?

Then, the realization struck me as Mistress Iris’s words from years ago drifted through my mind. “I know a sissy when I see one. Eventually, if not tonight, maybe years down the road, you’ll recognize your true nature, sissy. Serving a strong, powerful woman like me.”

It had taken years, but the day had come. I was a sissy, and I loved who I had become.

THE END
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