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Forbidden Feminization


Chapter One

I hopped into the family car, greeting my Mom and sisters, Josie and Eve, who were already sitting in the backseat. Eve beamed a smile at Brandon, her husband, the Marine just back from an overseas tour of duty. We drove off towards the old red-brick church for Sunday services; after that, it would be off to the prayer meeting where Mom would give me my weekly allowance—as long as I abided by her strict rules of morality.

Did she care if I drank, smoked, did drugs, or fornicated with loose women? Nope. Or she didn’t care to check. She’d up my allowance if I fornicated with women of dubious morality. What did I do that was so wrong, so sinful that she couldn’t let me live under the same roof as her? She said my compulsion was so wicked that she had to banish me from the family compound. What was so evil and sinful that her only son had to leave?

I’m a cross-dresser and had no plan to quit, especially living alone. However, I’d have to keep my sinful habit a secret until I got a job that paid my bills without Mom’s help. Then I’d cut ties with her and live my own life.

Josie’s gaze avoided mine, and Eve had a scowl on her face that made me feel like I was no longer welcome in the family. But Mom looked at me with such intensity and love, as if she could will my life on a different path. She wanted to believe what she offered was the right path for me, but I knew I could never become the man she wanted me to be—a macho figure like Brandon—even if it were what I wanted.

Brandon, home from his tour of duty overseas, shined red, white, and blue in his Marine dress uniform. I slid into the empty seat beside him and glanced at his uniform. The scarlet piped mandarin collar, his sky blue trousers with a blood red stripe running down the leg. The gold and red insignia of a sergeant and the four rows of medals gave him a mystique. It did not impress me.

He took an audible intake of air, grabbed his crotch, and adjusted his package. Then swallowed before he said. “Levi, nice to see you again.” Brandon glanced at me, up and down. He glowed with desire, and a basic wild need passed between us like he imagined me dressed in women’s clothes. Me, I imagined my mouth wrapped around his cock, my other sin. I liked cock, not pussy. I’m pretty sure I’m gay, a gay cross-dresser who loved men in uniform—mmmm... scrumptious. I chuckled; what a way to serve my country.

The moment I slid into the car, everyone’s eyes felt like daggers. I knew what they were all thinking: I should be ashamed of my immoral choices. But Brandon looked at me differently; his gaze wanted to search for secrets and answers deep within me. It seemed almost as if he wanted to possess me, and I wasn’t unsure who wanted it more, Brandon or myself. He seemed to want to know more about the secrets hidden inside me. Like he wanted me, wanted to feminize me.

Or was I imagining things?

Mom broke up the powerful force passing between Brandon and me by handing me the envelope with my check. Early? Maybe she feels I’m not breaking my vow. Or she feels guilty for throwing her son out of the house. Or is she worried I’ll taint Brandon’s straightness with my perversions? Does she even know what I’m thinking? Did the almighty open my mind and let her peak at my naughty thoughts?

My mother’s wealthy and strict background made her a firm believer in ‘tough love,’ the allowance she gave me came with various conditions. Especially one in particular, no cross-dressing. As I looked into her piercing eyes, I could see the disappointment forming; they wondered if I was controlling my urges.

I stared at the envelope, my right hand on the door handle, ready to bail. The speech I’d practiced a hundred times was there. Right there on the tip of my tongue. “Mom, I’m sorry. I can’t help myself. I love...”

I love cock? Do I say it? How did I know I loved cock? I’ve never had cock, or pussy, so how do I know. Mom, I love dressing in women’s clothes.
I didn’t say a word. How could I? My job barely covered the rent. I had a car payment and food. I’d wait. Take her money and make sure she never finds out about my activities. Find a better-paying job, leave this trap in hell, and live as I wanted.

I couldn’t let her find out. “Thanks, Mom.”

I grabbed the envelope. Which I only received if I attended church every Sunday, attended the prayer group, and the counseling for what Mom referred to as my “perversion.”

We arrived at church after driving twenty minutes in uncomfortable silence.
In the atrium, greeters passed out information pamphlets and a service schedule. Everything was shiny and polished. Soft background gospel music played as we all took our seats. As the parishioners greeted each other, Brandon, who’d made sure he’d taken a seat next to me, turned toward me, parted his legs seductively, ran his hand slowly up his thigh, and said. “Levi, I hear you’re a confused young man.”

I glanced around. I disgusted the parishioners, but with his potty mouth, this jarhead didn’t seem to bother anyone. “Confused? About what?” I wasn’t confused at all; my rich. Mom was my sisters were, but I wasn’t.

My sister’s clothes have fascinated me since... well, forever. Women always looked so put together, while men looked frumpy dressed in drab clothing. I loved how women dressed and the choices available to them, the style and grace. Men’s clothing choices were different, dull, boring, and lacked the sexuality of women’s clothes. I wanted what women had.

“Listen, Levi, I have the answer. Maybe you should join the Marines. It’ll make a man of you.” Brandon said while licking his lips.

That was my problem, according to my Mom. I wasn’t man enough—too much influence from girls. I had five sisters; my older sisters had moved on and married successful men. And all were submissive, doting wives. I’d visited their homes and was jealous, not of the men. But my sisters. I’d wanted nothing more than to make dinner, dote over my man, and... I wondered what my sisters’ love lives were like.

I glanced at Eve and wondered what she was doing with Brandon.
My mind drifted into a fantasy of what I’d do with Brandon, but my thoughts were immediately cut off by Mom’s voice ringing in my head. “You sick, dirty, boy.”

That’s why Mom said I needed to live independently. Her way of throwing me out; she secured me a place to live, a costly one-bedroom apartment. She said, “When you work through your sinful ways, son, you will be welcome home.”

Then I got a sermon on some shit about being tested, proving myself, and all that crap. She finished with, “Find a woman, not be one.”

At first, I was happy and ecstatic. But, as parishioners stopped by with food, words of encouragement, and sermons, always snooping around for any signs of my sins. I felt trapped and thought I might explode.

I sighed. What do I say to my brother-in-law?

“Fuck you” was on the tip of my tongue. Then the lecture I wanted to give my mother and my two holier-than-thou sisters. “Being a killer is alright, huh? Is that what you’re telling me? But dressing up in girl’s clothes was a sin too horrible even to let one’s flesh and blood live under her roof.”

Instead, I said. “I’ll look into it.”

Brandon continued. “Maybe I set you up to chat with a female Marine on the post.” He laughed. “Maybe she can teach you how to be a man. There’s one... oh man, is she a real ball-buster. Meaner and tougher than any guy I know.”

“Uh...” I glanced around again. Brandon put his arm around me and pulled me close. But it wasn’t a brotherly hug. Then he whispered in my ear. “So, you enjoy dressing as a girl?”

I looked around; no one was looking at us. How could they not see? Everyone chatted with their neighbor, listening to the choir or reading the flyers. How do I answer that? My gaze dropped to his crotch. He had a hard-on. I didn’t look away in disgust but studied the bulge as I ached, needing to touch him between his legs and grab the lump that seemed to be only growing. He leaned into my ear, his hot breath fast and audible, “You know they say an asshole is tighter and better than pussy.”

Was he tempting me? Had Mother put him up to this to test me?

Our conversation ended when the pastor started his sermon. I tried to focus on something else besides what Brandon had said. At first, I focused on the pastor telling us all the world’s sinful ways, but I wasn’t interested. My gaze drifted over the crowd. A woman two rows up from me, off to the right, caught my attention, dressed modestly yet elegantly. I couldn’t stop looking at her, even though it made me feel like a voyeur. The sleeves of her white blouse were sheer, she had a ruffled neckline, and the fabric was a light blue chiffon. Dangling earrings traced their way down to her shoulders. Her cocoa-colored hair hung in loose curls to her breasts. Her skirt is a long and flowing swing skirt. I was jealous.

I wanted to tell Mom all my fantasies about dressing like a girl didn’t just revolve around thongs, panties, and “dirty underthings,” as she referred to them. Most of them were, to be honest. Even if I’d been born a girl, I’d still be a sinner in my Mom’s eyes because of my desire to dress sexy and my out-of-control taboo sexual urges.

Ignoring the sermon about sin and sinners, I imagined myself in that dress. Then, like always, I imagined myself in something tighter, sexier. For damn sure, I wouldn’t be going out looking as good as she does to church—a night on the town in a sexy, short little black dress was my cup of tea.

With the service over, we headed for the prayer group. We all held hands and bowed our heads. I wondered what everyone was praying for. As my mind drifted into a very kinky fantasy, I worried the man upstairs would strike me with lightning. I chuckled. Mom on my right glared at me from the corner of her eye. Brandon was on my left, his palms sweating as a single finger trailed circles in my palm.

Was he hitting on me?

Since a lightning bolt hadn’t struck me or I hadn’t spontaneously combusted, I figured my kinky fantasy was all right with the guy upstairs.
There was no way Mom could know about the thoughts running around in my mind, or could she?

“Mom, I’m my own man!” I laughed at the thought. Was I my own man or my own woman? If she ever learned how my perverse habit had developed while living alone. I’d for sure be in trouble. My heart raced as I contemplated the consequences of my actions. What if I got caught? Jail? I ran through the scenarios, and each filled me with dread. As much as I didn’t want to, I knew what must be done. I needed to find a job, which meant entering a world scarier than the one I was running from.

After dropping Mom and my sisters off, Brandon took me home. Before I got out of the car, he said. “Maybe we could hang out sometime. With the guys, you know. There’s a club I go to all the time. It’s called Club Mania. Lots of girls there.”

He grabbed my thigh. I glanced down at his hand. What was he doing?
My heart raced like a runaway train as I said, “Yeah, sure.” A battle between man and woman raged in my soul’s depths.

I needed a friend to share my secrets with and talk about makeup, fashion, and everything girl stuff. If I didn’t find someone soon, it doomed me to live a life I didn’t want. The thought sent me into an abyss of sheer terror where feminine urges and male packaging collided in an epic clash for control over my future.

For now, I couldn’t get caught cross-dressing again. Not yet.


Chapter Two

I hated walking fifteen miles a day at my job. After four days, I was exhausted; I only wanted to go home and rest. But Thursday nights meant washing day for the girls across the hall, and they always left something behind—a pair of panties, a bra, pantyhose, and, if I was fortunate, a piece of lingerie. It took perfect timing to indulge in my secret desire with no one knowing.

But sometimes, I wished it would be different. To get caught, to let everyone know what I craved and longed for deep down. Yet even as I thought this, I knew it wasn’t possible—it was better if things remained on the down low.

I prepared so that when I got home, I could rush upstairs and grab my basket full of dirty laundry. First, I checked down the hall. Mrs. Drew was nowhere to be seen. There were eight single-bedroom apartments in my section of the complex. My next-door neighbor, Mrs. Drew, reported every move and behavior to my Mom. She barely left her apartment except to go to church or check on me. So, I had to be careful or get a better job.

I’d been looking, but with the tight labor market, a better-paying job wasn’t on the horizon. Once I got a better-paying job, I was out of the bullshit counseling and my mother’s bullshit rules. Until then, I’d be hiding my secret passion.

Two young girls, maybe twenty at most, a little younger than me, rented the apartment across from me. They went to the veterinarian college across the street from my apartment complex. The complex had a contract with the school. The students paid the college for room and board, and the school paid the complex for their rooms. Sometimes, there were four students in a tiny one-bedroom apartment, which was good for me because, all too frequently, they left panties behind. So they did not miss them when I snatched a pair from the dryer or washer.

The other apartment on my floor had been empty for two months, maybe a little longer. I hoped a girl would move in, a slender, sexy female—one with a similar build as mine.

A middle-aged woman, maybe late thirties or early forties, stepped off the staircase holding a round basket. A basket of neatly folded laundry with several pairs of panties on top dangled from one hand, and a slight smile graced her lips as if she had just seen something funny.

She fumbled with her keys, struggling to open the door to the once-unoccupied apartment with a basket under one arm. A gentleman would have rushed to assist her, yet all I could do was stare at the pink thong on top of the perfectly folded clothes: sharp corners, centered collars—they were perfectly folded.

This gorgeous woman wore tight, bright yellow yoga shorts; the bright color made her long, tanned, muscular legs stand out. I should have gotten complicated from how her skin shimmered, as soft and silky as satin, and should have been thinking about how badly I wanted to fuck her, normal raging macho hormones, which all men seem to be born with, except me. I should have seen the opportunity and rushed to help her. But I didn’t; I fantasized about how good the thong’s thin fabric would feel up my ass crack.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her, not from the swell of her perky breasts or the way her tight yellow yoga shorts molded around her curves like a second skin. Not me. Not Levi Franklin. I’d been staring at the panties perched atop her laundry basket, so innocent and delicate that it had taken my breath away.

We made eye contact. I repositioned my basket to cover my arousal as quickly as I could. But she caught the barely visible bulge. Her face pinched, her eyes narrowed, and her jaw clenched with disgust. She opened the door, dropped her basket inside, then slammed it shut.

Well, that went well.

I rushed downstairs, praying to God to fulfill my perverted desire. “Please, God, let there be a panty left behind. Please. Please. I swear I’ll not jack off in them ever again if this woman left a pair of her panties behind.” I’m sure God knew how much I was lying because I’d made the same promise hundreds of times before.

The laundry room was small, with enough room for the washer and dryer and one person to squeeze inside. I opened the washer and saw a hint of pink between the washer and dryer. I glanced down, and there it was—a sexy pink thong. I raised my head, put my hands together in prayer, and said. “Thank you, God.”

I’m not sure why God cared. I suppose it was a habit growing up in a religious home. That wasn’t important now. What was important was who’s panties these were—and not getting caught. Mrs. Drew was watching, I’m sure. Since I needed Mom’s help to pay my rent because my warehouse job barely covered it, I think she rented such an expensive apartment because it forced me to accept her help. Or did she feel guilty about throwing me out? Either way, I needed Mom’s support. Without it, I’d be homeless. So, I put up with her requirements and her bullshit. If I ever got caught again. Or she found out about my secret...

As I reached for the panties, I wondered about Brandon’s behavior in church on Sunday. Was he hitting on me? Was he tricking me? I wouldn’t put it passed him or Mom.

I strained my arm to reach the naughty panties until I surrendered and raced up the stairs. I snatched up a broom and, with its length, fished out the pink thong, my cock throbbing with excitement to feel such delicate fabric cradling it. My heart beating frantically, I wondered who owned them, praying that this prize was the new tenants who had moved in only days ago. The panties were too tiny for the two Vet tech students across the hall from me; both wore more conservative underwear. I’d checked and worn them. But the vet tech’s underwear was better than my guy’s, but not what I craved.

I’d take them back to my apartment, put them on, and walk around naked with just the panties while waiting for my wash to finish. Sometimes, I’d find pantyhose and bras or strike gold when one resident left behind a negligee. Of course, I “borrowed it” and paraded around my apartment, pretending I was a girl.

I could hear my mother’s voice as I pranced around my apartment. “You dirty little boy.” When I soiled them with my dirty, nasty cum, I washed and folded them. I never returned panties soiled with my semen until I washed them. No way. If I fouled them badly, I’d throw them away or keep them.

I picked up the lacy, delicate lingerie and held them to my nose. The fabric was soft and smooth to the touch, unlike any I’d ever felt before. I realized this must be her lingerie; she had just left. As I inhaled, the lingering scent and unmistakable aroma of sex filled my nostrils. A heady mix of musk and heat made my heart race with longing. For a moment, I wondered if I should feel embarrassed for having smelled something so intimate, but then again, I had never been this close to a real, live pussy before. The thought sent shivers down my spine as I reveled in the new sensations coursing through my body.

I was never privy to the real deal—the sex of a woman or a man. I won’t admit it to the guys in the warehouse; I tell stories about make-believe exploits to appease my guy friends at work. Most of the exploits are right out of the porn I watched, or I tell stories of imagined scenarios where I’m the girl, merely transposing my fantasies to one where I’m the guy.

I’m not sure I’d like pussy because when I masturbate, I like the feel of my cock. I might be gay. Because when I touch it... My mother called it the dirty, nasty thing between men’s legs; I imagine my nasty, unclean thing as another guy’s cock.

When I watch porn, I’m not thinking of being the guy but the girl. And looking at cock mostly and not pussy. If I ever admire the feminine form, it’s because that’s how I want to look.

I slid the silky panties into my loose shorts, ensuring they went under my underwear, touching my cock. Then I loaded the washer with my clothes, turned it on, opened the door to the laundry room, and stepped out into the hallway outside my apartment. As soon as I turned from the hall into my kitchen, I ran headfirst into the new neighbor who was coming around the corner toward me.


Chapter Three

Her lips curled into a sneer as she glared at me with icy eyes. Her hatred was so palpable I could feel it in the surrounding air. She stood her ground with an arrogance that assured me she wouldn’t back down for anyone, especially not me. As I submitted and stepped aside to let her pass, I swore I felt the chill of her disdain run down my spine. I quickly hurried away, feeling her hateful gaze burning into my back.

My heart raced as I dashed up the stairs, my mind consumed with thoughts of what I was about to do. I fumbled with the keys, desperately trying to open the door before it was too late. Once inside, I hastily pulled off my clothes, dropping them into a pile on the tattered couch. I slid my cock between my legs, creating a smooth look in the front. I hobbled into my bedroom, which had a mattress, a worn-out dresser, and a full-length mirror. I stood in front of the mirror, imagining myself wearing a bra and panties, wondering what I’d look like, completely feminized.

The musky scent of sex and my cum filled the air. Cum stains from lying on the carpet, my legs splayed above my head as I fantasized about sex as a girl were all over the floor. My mouth opened with short, raspy breath; I admired my smooth, flawless skin. Since moving in by myself, I adopted the habit of shaving daily, loving the silky, sensual feeling. Admiring my body for a time, wishing, hoping that someday I’d look even more like a girl. I didn’t have curves, but with a corset and makeup, my slender frame and face were...

Mother interrupted my fantasy, scolding me. “What are you doing, you little pervert? Men do not wear panties! And even if you were a woman, a respectable god-fearing woman would never pervert herself in such nasty things. Are you a dirty boy?”

“No, ma’am,” I said.

But I had every intention of putting them on. I slid the new prize up my legs, shimming my hips, until the waistband settled around my hips. I let my little cock loose so that it could savor the silky softness. Grabbing the hem of the thong and pulling it up, up, up, and until the stiff material wedged deep in my ass.

I turned, gripped my butt cheeks, squeezed, and caressed them. The cleave of my butt beckoned me to pull the thong’s fabric further into it. I grabbed the waistband and pulled the material further into my hole. Savoring the pressure, wishing it was something thicker and longer.

I sashayed into my kitchen, where the air was thick and heavy with sexual tension. I pulled a meal out of the freezer and popped it in the microwave, though I felt like a 1950s housewife cooking for her lover. With every movement of my hips, my breathing became more labored as I imagined myself getting down on my knees to greet my husband at the door, offering my lips up to him for his pleasure.

As the timer hit the halfway point, my cock was stiff and throbbing against the satiny fabric in rhythm with my furiously beating heart. As I waited for dinner, my mind drifted into a new fantasy. A dirtier and nastier illusion. I’m waiting for my lover, on my knees, for him to enter, unzip his pants, and use my mouth.

I needed a visual aid to help me feel my thoughts, so I grabbed a banana. I hated bananas, but they were great for pretending I was sucking cock. It was the best I could do. If only I had a dildo! Or a real cock. But how could I get a dildo without going into an adult store? With my luck, there’d be a group of parishioners preaching to the perverted sinners like me when I came out of the den of inequity, my package in hand. I touched my cock through the panties, savoring the sticky wetness of my pre-cum. Who would let me suck their cock? Would I get struck by a bolt of lightning for even asking? I dropped to my knees and opened my mouth to take my yellow cock. My mother chastised me for my naughtiness. “You dirty little boy.”

Just as the curved, hard yellow fruit hit my quivering lips, something felt out of place. Like a pressure, the pressure of another in the room. I turned, and the new neighbor stood in the doorway, my keys in her hand, staring at me with her pink thong wedged into my ass. My tiny cock was at attention, a big wet stain on the front of her underthings, mouth agape, ready to suck a large yellow piece of fruit. In too much of a hurry to try out my new prize, I’d left the keys in the door.

She gave a soft gasp of surprise. Then she sighed, not a sigh of disgust, but I swear it was one of unashamed pleasure. What do I say? Do I beg? Do I plead? Do I demand an apology for entering my apartment?

She made the first move. She closed the door gently. “Maybe we ought to keep this private.”

I nodded.

“Well, this is embarrassing. I was going to apologize for treating you so... well, rudely. I’m in the Marines, and I had a bad day. The guys are always acting so macho. I guess I figured all guys are like Marines, and...” She broke out laughing. “I see they’re not.”

“I... I... I...” I couldn’t think of what to say. How do I explain this?

“Yes. That explains why you’re wearing my panties. Well, what are we going to do about this?”

“You’re in the Marines? Are you by any chance... or do you know Brandon.” I said.

Joyce laughed. “I’m going to guess you’re Brandon’s brother-in-law?”

I nodded.

“Well, now. I’m guessing you don’t want me to tell anyone about this little incident?”

I nodded. How could things get any worse? I was standing naked, wearing nothing but a pink thong. The pink thong I stole from the woman standing in front of me.

“What are you going to do? I mean about this. I... I...”

Joyce laughed. “I guess I solved the case of the missing panties, huh?”

“Let me put something on. I’m sorry for stealing your panties. I...” I turned toward my bedroom.

Joyce said. “Now, I understand you’re in a pickle here. I could tell your brother. He’d tell your mother. Then what? From what I hear...”

I turned so fast that I lost my balance. “No... please. Don’t.” Drifting into one of my femdom fantasies revolving around just this type of incident. How many times had I practiced this moment? Hundreds? My cock recalled them as it swelled earnestly. Did she do it?

Her gaze dropped to my groin. “Uh... that’s interesting. Not enormous, like I like them, but interesting.”

I returned to my knees and made my offers. “I’ll clean your apartment, wash your car, do your wash.”

She laughed. “Maybe we’ll keep you away from temptation and keep you away from my wash. I might not have any panties after you’re done.” She laughed again and focused on the stain on her panties. “They’ll be dirtier after you do the wash. But all your suggestions are good ways to keep my mouth shut. Those work. But I want something else.”

I laughed, too, and blushed a little. She seemed cool. “Name it. I’ll do it. And maybe skip the wash.”

“Name it? Is it that easy?”

I knew I had to keep this a secret from my family, and although I said I would do anything for her? What was her name?

She answered my question. “I’m Cleo, by the way. I’d shake your hand, but... It looks a little sticky.”

I glanced at the palm of my right hand, wet with my juices.

“I’m Levi. I swear I’ll do anything.”

I didn’t realize how much of a burden it would be. My stomach churned nervously as I thought about the consequences of my rash words. My naivety was about to be tested. I never imagined.


Chapter Four

Cleo turned and strode out the door without saying a word. Was she going to call my brother-in-law? Rat me out? As I stood waiting, naked, I could hear the conversation. “Hey Brandon, guess what? You’re little perverted brother-in-law stole a pair of my panties. Since I saw him in the laundry right after me, I thought maybe our wash got mixed up, and the pervert was so excited after taking my panties that he left his keys in the door. I knocked, but with no answer, I entered, and the little fucking sissy was on his knees, in my panties, a skimpy little pink thong. And guess what, the real laugh comes… the horny little bastard had a banana in his mouth.”

Should I lock the door? Call up Brandon and beg? Offer him the same deal? Not knowing what to do, I waited, naked, until Cleo returned with an armful of clothes, her eyes gleaming with slyness. Wasting no time, she poured two glasses of red wine as my inhibitions slipped away.

After sipping her wine and studying my nakedness, my transformation began. We played dress-up, but it was more than just putting on pretty clothes; she was in complete control, manipulating me as if I were her doll. Her dominance over me was intoxicating, and I welcomed every moment.

She made me stand at attention as she ran her hands over my body. When my cock throbbed or swelled, she smacked it. “They’ll be none of that.”

“I’m sorry,” I said.

A bra came first. It was pink and matched the soft, lacy, and revealing panties. She stuffed some tissue in the cups, giving me two peaks. After I slid on two thigh-high stockings, pink as well, so soft, my cock leaked pre-cum. 
Cleo shook her head. Then I slid on one dress after another and paraded around for a while in one, and then she’d tear off downstairs and grab another and more lingerie. I’d change and walk around in total bliss.

Cleo tutored me on walking in heels. Which she said would be necessary to pull off our little stunt. We played and chatted for hours. Did I mention I liked Cleo?

We’d agreed next Friday night was the night. I told her I had no money for girls’ stuff. Cleo said no worries, she’d get it for me. When she left, she said. “No more stealing women’s panties, huh?” She returned a few minutes later. In her hand was a food container. “Here, no more bananas for dinner. See you Friday.”

I opened the Tupperware container, and underneath a layer of bananas was a big fat rubber cock, and a bottle of lube, which I expected I might run out of before Friday.

A note on it said, “Get some practice. See you Friday.”

I laughed. But I think she was serious. I pulled out the plastic cock, and touched it, wondering if it felt as natural as it looked. I put my lips to it. It felt pretty good, but was this how cock felt. Not knowing how to suck a cock I looked it up on the Internet. Holy shit, a whole website on how to give good head. I was in heaven!

First tip. Practice. Practice. Practice. So I started with tip one: lick, especially under the head. I ran my tongue around the dildo’s head while reading. The top of the tongue is best. Good to know. Don’t forget the balls. I tried.

As I licked, my cock got hard. I laid on my back, put my legs over my head, and tried to reach my cock with my mouth. If I had a ten-inch cock, I’d be sucking on my cock. Instead, I opened my mouth and started moving the shaft in and out as I jacked off. I gritted my teeth as the oncoming orgasm approached. Good thing it was a rubber cock. I grabbed my balls, cradling them, a bit of advice I never knew about, just as I came. I shot my load, covering my face with my sticky jism. I’d have to remember the squeezing-the-ball trick if I ever got a chance at the real thing because the power and amount of cum were scrumptious.

I passed out dreaming of Friday and cock.


Chapter Five

Cleo decided we would do my transformation in her apartment. I didn’t argue because I realized my feminization wasn’t in my control; I was along for the ride. Excited, I arrived a half hour early and knocked again and again. Harder each time, not caring about my noise or if it disturbed any other tenants. There was no answer. God damn it! Had she tricked me? Was she telling my mother right now? Telling her all the sick, perverted things I’d been doing, with bananas, and now a dildo?

I sighed. What happened?

Disappointed and worried she had set me up, I turned and headed for my apartment when I heard Cleo. “Where the hell are you going? Help me with this stuff.”

It seemed like an eternity, back and forth from the car to the house. She’d done so much for me; I couldn’t help but be grateful. When her car was empty and everything was in her bedroom, she asked me if I was excited. I was, and I wasn’t. This was my dream come true: a total makeover, complete feminization, and a night out on the town. However, I couldn’t shake the feeling of dread that had snuck its way into my heart.

Worry set in. Fear that when I walked into the nightclub, everyone’s heads would turn in my direction, not to check out the sexy babe, but the perverted faggot dressed in a dress. Shaking my head, I said. “This will not work. There’s no way.”

At first, her voice was warm and welcoming, like a friend offering help to another. But today, her voice was cold and commanding. It was clear I had no choice but to comply. “So, you want to back out? Should I tell your mother what her little sinner is doing? Or that nosey old bitch, Mrs. Drew? Solve her mystery of who’s stealing all the panties.”

She shook her head as she studied my body, “Strip, recruit. Now!”

I grabbed the bottom of my t-shirt, lifted it over my head, and said, not realizing the implications of what she’d said. “I’m excited about going out dressed as a woman. That’s for sure. But... everyone’s going to know I’m a guy.”

“Well, like I said, maybe you aren’t a complete waste of space. The Marines can’t even make a man out of you. It’s clear to me... No... Levi, the Marines, your Mom, and the guy upstairs shouldn’t be worried about making a man out of you, but a woman the world can use.”

It didn’t sink in. What did she mean? A woman they can use? Cleo wasted no time after I stripped. A flush of shameful red heat spread across my cheeks. Cleo stared at me, more surprised than embarrassed.

“Marines are used to seeing guys naked,” she nodded, held her chin, and said. “You’ve got a feminine body; the guys will be pleased.”

“What?” I said.

Ignoring my question, she dug through one of the shopping bags and handed me a pink razor and a can of girly shaving cream. I had to ask. “Are the pink ones different? I mean, from the men’s?”

“No, but it’ll get you in the feminine frame of mind.”

I took a blade and pulled it across my skin, sharply shaving away the minimal hair I had on my body. Every razor stroke reminded me I was on my way to feminization. I scrubbed every inch with a firm exfoliating brush, relishing the pain as my skin came alive with sensation. I dried off and headed back to the bedroom. Cleo smiled, and her eyes widened in excitement when I stood before her, completely naked, ready for my feminization to continue. My cock swelled; I was not ashamed to be exposed.

“Now, don’t get all excited.” She dropped to her knees in front of me, ran her hand over my legs, butt, stomach, chest, and arms, then ran over my butt cheeks.

“Damn, your smooth, girl.”

Hearing her call me girl, I felt bigger, taller, and stronger emotionally. I felt like I could conquer the world as a girl. Without my fucking mother and her stupid fucking morality. Then her earlier words registered: “Levi, the Marines, your Mom, and the guy upstairs shouldn’t be worried about making a man out of you, but a woman the world can use.”

Use? How?

Before I could protest or ask for an explanation, Cleo handed me a pink and white bottle of moisturizer. I dribbled a little in my hand and smelled it. It had a magnificent rose scent, a little buttery too. Savoring the process, I rubbed it into my skin.

Cleo smiled. “You’re enjoying yourself, aren’t you?”

“Oh, yeah. I can’t wait to go out.” I said.

Cleo dug out a cherry pink corset from her bag. “Turn around; let’s put some curves on you.”

Cleo wrapped the corset around my waist, situated it right, and pulled. The corset was steel-boned and felt tight but right. She had me put on a cherry-pink bra with a little pocket for inserts. She handed me two breast inserts; they weren’t big, maybe “A” Or “B.” cups. My heart raced. She brought out a gauze tube clipped a bit off.

“What’s that?” I said.

“A drag queen gave me some advice on how to tuck. You’re going to be in a super-tight dress for tonight’s performance. So we can’t have any bulges giving us away before it’s time. Here. Put it on your cock. Then the tape goes over the tube, pull the tape back over your balls, and nice and tight.”

I did. There was a little pressure, but I had a smooth front when done. The tape was skin color, so it almost looked like a pussy without the lips.

Rushing to obey Cleo’s commands, I felt a shiver as I slipped on the tight cherry-pink thong that hugged my body though my tucked penis missed the soft sensual embrace of silk. Next came the pink thigh highs that settled around my legs, held tight by an elastic strip at the top. Just when I thought I was done, Cleo ordered me to fasten a garter belt atop the thigh highs, adding an extra layer of sensuality to my outfit. My pulse quickened with a forbidden longing to complete the transformation from boy to girl.

Cleo guided me to a mirror. As I admired my look, Cleo put her hand on her chin. Damn, I looked good. Even in this half-naked mode, without makeup, I was.... passable. Or did my hopes of being passable force the conclusion to satisfy my ego? I wanted to back out, leave, return to my apartment, and call my mother. “Mom, I’ve been a sinner; I want to come home. I’ll never dress as a woman again.”

Cleo gave me no time. “Turn around.”

I did; I was a good Marine. Twisting my neck, I checked out my ass and pulled the pink thong further into the cavity between my plump ass cheeks. Grabbing a handful of smooth, soft flesh, I said. “Damn, I got a nice ass.”

“Hoorah! Every macho jarhead is going to want a piece of that ass. The Marines will enjoy having a plaything, a toy, to release their tensions. Hoorah! This is going to work, I think. Oh my God, I’m having so much fun. Are you?”

“I can’t believe this is happening. I’m having the time of my life. Even if we don’t go out...”

Cleo said. “I wasn’t sure of the size; picking a size can be tricky. But, the platoon all pitched in, so I got four pairs.”

“Platoon? Uh... what do you mean? Platoon?”

“Shut up, recruit. I got high-heeled sandals; they’re a little easier to balance. Same type but different sizes. Try them on. I’ll get the makeup set up.”

I hoped everything would fit, that the makeup looked good on me, and I wouldn’t look like a kid playing dress-up in my mother’s clothes. So far, I felt sexy. I slid the sandals on, open-toed, with a leather buckle that wrapped around my ankle. Rather than a spike, the heel was square. I was glad when I put the first pair on because I struggled with balance but got the hang of it after several minutes of prancing back and forth; the sensation of the smooth, soft leather on the top of my feet and around my ankles made me feel feminine—the thin nylon fabric layer felt like silk on my legs and bottom. Even the waistband of the thong seemed to fit my hips. I felt a tingling in my loins that I didn’t know was possible.

Cleo yelled at me. “Let’s go. We got to get at it. Marines are waiting.”

I sat, and Cleo went to work. Cleo squirted a healthy dose of floral-scented moisturizer on her palm, rubbed her hands together, and rubbed it on my face. Then came primer, followed by foundation, and she went on to my eyes. The pallet was purplish shadows. Her hands worked their magic on my face for half an hour. Before the wig went over my head, Cleo had me slither into a tight, short pink dress that clung to my hips and ass. I glanced in the mirror. In my life, I’d never felt so good or looked so fucking good, but I realized the pink would stand out like a sore thumb.

Cleo said. “Hoorah! Damn, girl, you look good. Practice walking, talking, and sitting while I get ready.”


Chapter Six

We left an hour later, in a rideshare, two ladies out for a night on the town. My excitement was drowning in my nervousness. We arrived at the nightclub and got out of the rideshare. I was in awe of the club; I’d never seen such a fantastic array of people. Black, brown, white, Asian, tall, short, fat and thin, tall and beautiful, young and all, all filling the air with energy, sexual energy, and a need to be seen and play. The nightclub was part warehouse, part run-down factory, and dive on the outside. Above the door was a faded sign, “Club Mania.”

The door was metal and rattled as I pushed it open. The bouncer waved us in at the door and patted my ass as I walked past. I was proud I got the attention, or was this something he felt entitled to? But if he thought I was a guy, would he have patted my ass?

Music thumped so loud I could feel the beat. The club was dimly lit with soft and multicolored lights. The loud music provided an excuse for people to pump, grind, and dance. The lights flashed over people with their arms raised in the air. The smell of sweat, booze, and perfume lingered in the air.

Inside, Cleo slid into Marine gibberish. Like we were on a combat mission. We were. “Your primary target is Brandon. Shake that booty. You don’t have to do anything to show him what a sexy little thing I made of you.”

At home, I thought every eye would be on me, with my tight skirt clinging to my ass, feeling like two round squishy Nerf balls ready to be squeezed. I’m hoping someone squeezes them. Takes a handful. But looking around, I realize I’m just another thirsty body in this sea of lust.

Luckily, the surge of the crowd planted me just feet away from the rowdy, horny Marines. Right behind me, they’re yelling, acting pretty crazy. There was a group of eight, maybe ten. They had the typical Marine haircut. Typical Marine macho attitude.

How did I agree to this, and what was I thinking? What was in store for me?

A barstool opens up as if by magic or fate. I slid into it and ordered my first drink. First drink ever. “Sex on the beach.” I spun on the barstool, my gaze scanning the room. Guys occupy every corner: tall, short, lean, and muscular. My mouth watered as I envisioned what it would feel like to have one of them or all their hard, masculine energy held up against me.

But I’m trapped in this prison of tight bandages and tuck tape, and no matter how much my traitorous body aches to be touched, there is no escape. My cock throbs with anticipation, and my skin crawls in pure desire. The drink arrives, and it tastes nothing like alcohol, so it goes down easy. After two sips, I was braver and swung around and found Brandon.

Brandon checked his phone, then craned his neck, searching the crowd. He found me and took an interest. We made eye contact, and he took that as an invitation. He peeled off from the group of Marines and approached me. His short blonde hair and thick muscular arms stretched the fabric of his tight black t-shirt. Brandon wasted no time; his hand fell to my thigh, and long, powerful fingers massaged my inner thigh.

I closed my eyes. His fingers danced up my inner thigh, closing in on my secret. I opened my eyes and stared into his coal-black, eager eyes. But eager for what? Pussy?

“Please,” I said.

“The Marines can make a man out of a boy or a real woman out of you. Have you been practicing? Cause we expect the best out of our men and our women.”

“Practicing?” The reality of what Cleo had done was coming into the light. 
I guided his hand around my waist to a safer place. He accepted my direction but ended his journey with a handful of my ass. Expertly he slid forward, parted my legs, and glided in, rubbing his hard cock against my groin. Does he feel it? The little nub of a cock I have.

I glanced around. Was anyone watching? Does anyone care that a man is dry-humping me? Everywhere I look, people are swinging, gyrating, and swaying to the heavy beat of the music. I wanted to dance, dance like I was possessed.

I leaned and whispered into Brandon’s ear. “I want to dance.”

I couldn’t believe I said it. Was I possessed? Had I turned into a tramp? Or was I always a tramp? Then I realized this was my sister’s husband. Not only am I a sinner for dressing as a woman, but I’d be an adulterous whore for violating my sister’s marriage.

Perhaps sensing my fear, he smiled, grabbed my hand, and guided me through the crowd. We wove through the crowd, his hand clenching mine. We walked down a hall, past couples making out, talking, and smoking. We turned down another long hall and walked till we got to some stairs. He led me up the stairs, pulled out his keys, and opened the door to a second-floor private room.


Chapter Seven

My brother-in-law flicked a switch, and thunderous, primal music blasted. The scent of roasted meats and baked bread scintillated my senses on tables set with white damask tablecloths, polished silverware, and sparkling crystal glasses next to bottles of beer and liquor of every variety. Someone was planning a party. My eyes stopped on the bottle of lube, a bowl of flavored condoms, a blindfold, and various other sexual aids; I realized I was not only invited but was the main event.

Brandon put his hands on my hips and started swaying his. “Loosen up; time to make a woman out of you. Or you can leave and stop this nonsense of trying to be a woman.”

Loosen up? This is the asshole that less than a week ago was full in on calling me out as a sinner and ... “I’m... I’m...” What was I going to say?

He laughed, spun me around, pulled me in tighter, and ground his hips into my ass. “It’s okay. You don’t want to be a man, so be a woman for the corp. Assholes are even better than pussy; tighter, warmer, and... so, loosen up. This will be a night you’ll never forget.”

A sudden surge of energy ran through my body as I moved in rhythm to the sexually explicit and pounding music. I swayed my hips, letting go for the first time, embracing the irresistible pleasure that flooded my veins. Was it the Sex on the Beach intensifying my desire? Or was it a deep craving from within me, begging to be unleashed?

I turned and looked up into his eyes and got lost in those dark pools. I wanted to give myself to this alpha male on steroids’, throw myself at him, and let him ravish me. But, I realized the implications; I was throwing myself at him and how many others?

My inhibitions evaporated as I felt a ravenous hunger for debauchery, a desire to be used and abused as a wanton slut. I welcomed the chance to be whatever any man desired, an empty vessel of pleasure to satisfy their every whim.

With a shaky hand, I ran my fingers across the stubble on his tightly shaved head and pulled back so that he could see how much I wanted him. I glanced down at the thick, masculine bulge in his pants. His hand returned to my hips, pulling me in close, swaying his hips to the rhythm of the music. I matched the beat and his movements, grinding in a sexually charged dance. My cock dampens the tuck tape.

Brandon turns me around, pulls my ass into his swelling cock, and grinds until his cock is as hard as steel. He lifted my arms, grabbed a leather restraint hanging from the ceiling, and wrapped the padded leather straps around my wrists, securing me tightly. I don’t argue; my submissive nature takes over.

Brandon kicked my ankles apart and said. “Your choice right now. Continue, and we’ll fuck every ounce of man out of you, make you wail like a bitch in heat, cry, and beg for more cock. Or leave, be a man. Hoorah!”

I stiffened as I looked out into the crowd through the floor-to-ceiling window. Could they see me? Standing here, legs splayed, arms secured above my head, a piece of flesh ready to be flayed by... by cock?

My mind was still trying to decide my next action; my body already knew. I arched my back, pressing my hips and ass up against his alpha male meat. In one smooth, practiced move, he inched my skirt up over my ass and kicked my legs apart further as I looked down on the orgy of sexual tension.

“Man or woman?” Then he pointed at the crowd. “A woman for all of them.” His finger pointed at the other Marines, all glancing up at my location.

I turned. “Can they see?”

“Nope. One-way mirror. I need an answer, recruit. Man or woman. Man, I release you, and you go home and be a man. Or...”

I realized what this night had been for, and I wanted nothing more than to get fucked by these guys, taken by the Marines. He grabbed my hips and pulled me back. Then he nudged my feet apart even further. He waited, nibbled on my ear, kissed my neck, grabbed my panties, and made shreds of my thong with powerful arms in one fluid motion. Ripping my panties off is an act of power and control that sends a ripple of submission through my body. Hunger to be used, bred, taken by... oh my God, I thought. What had Cleo said? Platoon? How many are in a platoon?

I glanced at the table; it was a feast for... Oh shit! What the hell was I doing?

With my ass exposed, I froze as The Marines in the crowd stood. Brandon nibbled at my ear and slid his hand around to my stomach. “Do you want me to stop?”

I couldn’t speak. This was a dream come true. I shook my head. From here, he wasted no time. He grabbed my crotch. “Marines have no use for what’s under here, so we’ll leave it tucked.”

All my inhibitions evaporated like steam into thin air, succumbing to the overwhelming urge to be used for the pleasure of others. To be nothing more than a slutty plaything, destined to be degraded and used at the behest of whatever man entered this room.

I nodded, too excited, too horny, too nervous to speak. I didn’t care because I was going to be a toy, a toy for the Marine’s pleasure tonight.

My cock tried to swell, but the tuck tape denied my sissy cock any pleasure. This night was not about my joy or my needs, but the Marines about to use me like a toy. His tongue thrust into my ear like his cock would be in my ass, hard, powerful thrusts. He grabbed one of my butt cheeks. I squealed and tried to move away. I’d had no one else touch me like this before, so it scared me; it excited me and worried me. I’d like this too much and want more.

His hand inched toward my crack, giving him access to my hole. He chuckled and swiftly unbuttoned the top button of his trousers, slithered them off his hips and down his legs until the hems of his pants brushed the tops of his shoes. After stepping out of his shoes and pants, his raw hard flesh pressed into my ass. He rammed his finger into my mouth. Willingly, like I had no other purpose in life, I sucked on it while pushing my ass back into his cock. It was hard as steel, craving the crack of my ass. I arched my back even more and shuddered.

“Good girl.”

I sucked on one finger, then two.

“Get plenty of spit on it.”

Then he pulled his hand away and circled my tight little hole with his spit-soaked fingers. There was no denying him; with my hands restrained above my head, staring down at the crowd, my legs splayed, I situated my ass so he had easy access when he was ready. With the help of my spit, he worked a single finger in.

“Oh, my God!” I said. Having never fucked before, fear drowned out the excitement that shook my knees.

I heard the door open as more guys entered; their voices, a cacophony of alpha male hoots and catcalls having their prey restrained, ready for use, reverberated off the naked walls, sending chills up and down my spine. The sound of their pleasure, belts jingling, the soft swish of pants and shirts being removed, the tinkle of ice in glasses, and the swoosh of beer bottles being opened pushed me over the edge.

They were in no hurry, as I realized I was about to have a very long, wild night. My cock dribbled pre-cum. Heavy footsteps trample across the floor until they stop before me one by one, admiring their prize, their toy. They sipped their drinks and munched on freshly made sandwiches, watching the action. My gaze wanders over the meat between their legs from right to left. Big, Holy shit, a BBC, I chuckled, at number three, a tiny little thing on a beast of a man.

Brandon said, “That’s tiny. We’ll let him in second, or the rest of us will have you so loosened up he won’t feel anything.”

“Fuck you, Brandon,” Tiny said.

Four and five were average-sized. Six was going to be a real challenge.

Brandon said. “Like I said, we’re going to fuck you till you beg us to stop. Then we’re going to fuck you some more.”

Tiny left and returned with a blindfold, covering my eyes. With no vision, all my other senses surged with input. The intensity of Brandon’s fingers working deeper and faster into my ass made me realize this would be a long night. My ass slowly relaxed and loosened up enough to allow three fingers in. Then came the main event.

Brandon removed his hand; moments later, a slender plastic tube wiggled into my ass. I cringed. A cold, sticky solution soothes deep in me; it’s lube. Brandon wastes no time and shoves his monster alpha cock between my ass cheeks and pressures my hole as the other Marines pull up chairs, drink in hand, and watch. My cock throbbed and pulsed, a useless appendage hidden under the restricting tape.

Brandon gripped my hips. I bit my lips at the pain as he forced his cock into my ass. Brandon pushed, wiggled, and pulled; the pressure against my ass muscles was too much, it hurt, but I wanted nothing more than for those muscles to loosen and allow this invader entry.

He kept at it until there was a pop, and his cock slid in. This was great! Feeling him in me, taking me. I trembled, the leather restraints holding me up. Then he stopped. He whispered in my ear. “If this gets to be too much, tell me, and it all stops. But you repent and be a man. No more wanting to be a woman bullshit.”

What came out of my mouth surprised me. “Are you going to fuck me or talk? Maybe... you’re worn out already?”

Brandon unleashed a fury on my ass that made me regret taunting him. After a minute, I wanted to put my hands on Brandon’s hips and slow him down, but I was immobile, vulnerable, and merely along for the ride. I wanted him. I wanted to be used, used so badly.

He stopped again. “You want cock, baby? You want my cock, honey.”

“Yes! Please use me. Fuck me!” I yelled it. Loud and full of desire.

I heard a round of “Hoorahs.” Brandon picked up the pace as hungry sounds from my admiring audience watched my ass receive its deserved abuse.

The walls of my ass, tense and tired, pinched Brandon’s cock. “Oh shit, that feels good.”

Then he unleashed a fury on my ass like he was storming a beach. With each bump of his hips against mine, I moaned louder and louder. His pace and force increased. He used me without regard for my needs; I had become nothing more than a toy. His toy. His toy to use as he wanted. Thankfully, my ass loosened more and more with each thrust.

He plowed my ass for an eternity before he said. “Oh, God, I’m going to cum.”

Seconds later, Brandon unleashed his load into me. He didn’t stop, though; he continued to fuck my tender ass, his warm cum spurt out of my ass and slid down my inner thigh. I’m dripping with sweat, my legs are weak, and I might have dropped if I hadn’t been restrained.

Brandon pulled out. “Who’s next?”

I hear a deep, booming voice, “Me... you fucking assholes are going to stretch her out.”

There’s laughter, the patter of bare feet on the floor, and then a cock enters my ass with none of the tension I went through with Brandon. Though the pressure in my ass is less, the fury of “Tiny’s” pounding is more intense. His muscular hips and thighs hit my ass angrily as if he were taking his resentment for having a little cock out on me. As Tiny fucks me, Brandon’s cum slithers down my inner thigh, slowly drying. In what seemed like an hour, he shoots.

Silence ensued. Then chat, the clink of ice, the swoosh of beer bottles being opened, the clink of plates, and the heavy much of food being eaten. My ass throbbed, cum dried on my thighs, and I should have appreciated the break, but I wanted more.

I turn my head left and right, trying to hear what they’re saying, but I make out just faint whispers. Damn it, who’s next, I think. I want more. This silence goes on for an eternity.

Am I supposed to beg? I don’t beg. “What the fuck? Are you guys tired already?”

The hovering silence had me squirming in my restraints, desperate for the next man to take me. Then I silently begged for another who would finally cum inside me. And then I got my wish as another cock slipped inside my ass cum, and sweat served as lubrication. The next cock is bigger and thicker than Brandon’s or Tiny’s. He took his time exploring my depths and every contour of my ass before thrusting slower than they did before. He hit all the right spots and filled me with pleasure as his movements grew faster and harder, telling me you’re mine, and I don’t give a fuck if it hurts. It doesn’t; the intensity is incredible.

I lost track of time; my ass became so wide and loose that I felt a breeze inside my stomach. I explored the sensation, pushing back against him with each thrust to milk as much pleasure out of this experience as possible.

“Ahhh!” I screamed out as I got closer and closer to orgasm, but then it faded. I needed to touch it once, and I’d have the orgasm of the century. But they cared not about me; the audience gathered around me cared only for their pleasure.

Just when I thought it was over, another began, then another. Each time harder and faster. With vision blocked, I got to where I could feel the pulse of cock within me as each one after the other released his hot cum deep. I lost track of time and the number of times I got fucked. But each time before they pulled out, their bodies shuddered with pleasure. Then another followed suit until he, too, screamed out in blissful ecstasy, spent and drained of energy and cum.

I screamed, whooped, babbled gibberish, pleaded for more, and then pleaded for them to stop. When they did, I insisted they use me more. Until we were all spent and drained of all energy and cum. My legs had become so shaky that dried cum covered every inch of my inner leg, from my ankle to my ass.

It seemed to be over, finally, when Cleo whispered in my ear. “Just one more test.”

A squishy tip was my first thought. But it wasn’t a tip but a disturbingly sizeable bulbous head more like a lawn tool. Cleo lowered her hips, running the length and girth up and down my thigh. Then she assailed my thigh, taunting me with the size and girth. This dildo was huge, fucking huge. With the size of it, I was not only going to get fucked, but I would... it seemed to have to deep throat it too. On shaky legs, panting heavily, I drifted into a blissful fog.

Even though my ass gaped, Cleo had to inch, wiggle and worm her cock inside me. Once deep inside me, Cleo whisked the tuck tape free, releasing my aching cock. This woman harassed my ass with her massive cock for a long time before she wrapped a soft, slender hand around my erection, coaxing me to an orgasm that wouldn’t take much effort. I shot my load after three strokes, the dildo creating an orgasm of such intensity that it sprayed my seed, I’m sure, three feet away.

Then it was over.

As everyone dressed, they murmured compliments about my performance. After releasing me and removing my blindfold, they left without another word. Leaving me drenched in cum, the floor stained with cum proof of my efforts at serving my country and the corp.

I left, feeling right. Slept soundly, called Mom in the morning, and said two simple words. “Fuck you.”

I’m unsure what was in store besides lots of cross-dressing and cock.







The End


Sissy Used By Thug


Chapter One

Tonight, my crossdressing pays off.

Saturday night after Saturday night, I toiled away at perfecting my makeup techniques, clothing style, and how to walk, talk, and act feminine. Maybe more like a slut. I’m not too interested in being a sophisticated woman; I enjoy being a slut, at least in private.

I studied, researched, and practiced being passable. Since I started dabbling with crossdressing, I’ve wanted to go out in public dressed but never had the guts.

Tonight, my plan is simple. Find Jessica, investigate her, and confront her if I find evidence of her infidelity. And since I’ve rehearsed every trick, I need the world to believe I’m female. I’m all set. It’s like an undercover operation. Tonight, there are no excuses for not going out in the world. I’m prepared. I’m passable. Jessica will have no idea it’s me, Angel, the cop if I’m standing beside her. She and her boyfriend. Or lover. Or the guy tapping her ass will never know who I am.

Pangs of fear and anger flutter in my belly as the warmth of the steaming shower calms my nerves and settles my rage. It’ll only do so much, though. I have to know if Jessica is cheating. Maybe then and only then will I free what wrecks my sanity.

Carefully, the razor glides over my soft skin, removing the stubble from my long, effeminate legs. I’ve worked hard to get them there. After getting my legs smooth, I swipe my ass crack twice. I’m not planning on having sex. I’m not attracted to men. I’m straight as they come despite being a crossdresser. I crossdress because it’s exciting and sexually exhilarating, and when dolled up, the stress of my job vanishes.

Before tonight when I dressed, I did nothing except dress up, watch some porn, maybe, and just savor the pleasure of being a slut for a night. Being a slut or pretending to be a whore relaxes me, relieving my work stress. You wouldn’t believe I’m a cop when I’m all dolled up.

When out on patrol, I think about the sexy things I enjoy wearing, how I look and feel in tight, silky panties caressing my ass, cradling my balls, and the tight slutty dresses I own clinging to my hips…. All my tension drifts away. I can deal with the animals of the world.

My experimentation pays off tonight. Tonight, I know for sure. I’ve heard rumors. But the thought dawned on me when I heard Jessica was cheating. Why not find out for sure?

Tonight, the hours of staring in the mirror, video-taping my walk, talking, and even stripping to become passable will pay dividends. I’m passable, and others think so, too. I’m popular on social media. I’ve shared hundreds of photos in various modes of dress, receiving rave reviews. So I’m confident Angel the slut looks not just sexy but like a sex-starved whore.

I wonder, though, about my admirer’s motivations. When I interact with primarily male fans, I do so as Angel, the horny slut. So, like all guys, they’re out for an easy lay, so are they telling me I’m sexy because they want a blowjob? Stick their peckers in my ass, or wrap their lips around my shecock.

Another strange thing about being Angel the slut…. Never in a million years would I get hard thinking about cock or a dick in my ass. But when I am fully into slut mode, I can’t stop thinking about cock.

My cock tingles.

Angel, the cop, loves pussy. When I am in slut mode and dolled up, it’s like the floodgates open to some hidden freak, and instead of being a straight, macho guy, I change into a horny nymphomaniac slut that wants cock in her mouth. Cock in her ass. Cum on her face. Cum in her ass. Cum in her mouth. Cum sprayed all over her body. But I never act on those urges.

After I’m smooth, I step out of the shower and stand naked in front of the mirror. My long blonde hair frames my face. I tie it in a tight bun at work, growing it long to get my look down. I’m picky. Wigs just didn’t cut it anymore.

I run my hand over my face and shoulders, down my slender, effeminate torso and legs, and over my firm, plump ass. I turn left, then right, admiring my flawless, sensual skin made for sharing. It should be smooth. I’ve spent a fortune filling my medicine cabinet with expensive feminine hygiene products. When Jessica spends the night, I have to hide them all and lock all my girly stuff in a closet.

I lean into the mirror, making sure my eyes aren’t puffy, then gaze into my sparkling blue eyes. I’m ready. Even without makeup, I’m passable if I style my hair right. It’s time to step out of my comfort zone, go to the bar where Jessica claims to be, and watch what she does. Confront her, maybe the guy.

I’ll just have to keep Angel the slut in check. Because the whore in me flourishes when I’m dressed. Maybe that’s why I’m scared to leave the confines of my home; being out in public, surrounded by horny men lusting after my body, perhaps I step over that line that keeps me straight.

No…. No way I’m sucking cock. Fantasizing about something and doing it are two different things. I have more self-control than to suck a guy’s cock just because I’m dressed in girl’s clothes. I love fucking my girlfriend, feeling the warmth of her pussy around my cock. Touching her skin, kissing her lips, holding her…. That’s why I’m so angry. I thought we had something going.

Perched in front of my lighted vanity mirror, I transform myself. I worry because when Angel the slut takes over…. It’s like Dr. Jekyll and Ms. Hyde: I lose control. I dab on primer and foundation and move on to my eyes. I chose a silver metallic palette, my favorite, which gives me a dark and mysterious look. The final touches are tons of mascara, which lengthens and adds lushness to my eyelashes. When done, I’m ready to party and play.

“No. Angel. Tonight has only one purpose. Find out what Jessica does on ladies’ night. That’s it.” I say to myself. This is not a night to party or play.

I outline my lips with deep red lipstick, and my cock swells. I admire my gorgeous face. What a shame I’m not gay. Or if I had a pussy. God, what fun I’d have tonight. I pucker my lips, blow myself a kiss and say, “They made those lips for cock, slut.”

Calling myself a slut, causes my cock to throb and swell even more. I’ll have to jack off before I go out. Otherwise, I’ll give myself away in the tight, short club dress I purchased.

I move on to my hair, teasing it to create volume and curling it in loose waves. I jack off twice and tuck my cock up tightly, slide into a corset, sexy black panties, black thigh-high stockings, and a matching garter belt. I wiggle into a super tight mini latex club dress that hugs the slender contours of my effeminate figure. The last step was six-inch stilettos, which gave me the legs up to my ass look. One more look in the mirror, and I’m more than pleased.

I’m not wasting time tonight. I hurry to my backdoor, open my garage door with the remote, and take a shaky step outside. I turn right; my neighbor’s having a party. Dance music blares, voices, and laughter from twenty bare-chested, testosterone-filled college guys and an equal number of scantily dressed women.

Some are dancing, and others are laughing, drinking, and flirting. I stop. Taking in the scene, I could set the party on fire, or so I think. I find my neighbor, who knows well that there’s only a male living here. Will he tell Jessica a strange woman left my house? Fuck her; she’s cheating on me; I might as well give her a taste of her own medicine.

Perhaps he thinks I hired a hooker or a call girl. I look like one. That turns me on, and my cock strains against the tuck tape. I roll my shoulders back and whisper, “I’m doing this.”

My heels click against the sidewalk in a determined march; I sway my hips seductively and gracefully, a dance of temptation. Cool gusts of wind find my nearly naked ass pressed against my barely there dress, sending shudders of arousal through me. My movement screams unbridled lust, my body oozing sexuality, which causes several catcalls from the neighbors.

“Come on over, babe. Join the party.”

Those words don’t offend me but cause a strange stirring in the flesh, tightly taped and tucked. I slide into my car and back out, heading for one place Jessica frequents.


Chapter Two

I step into the nightclub; the music thuds around me. I head for the dance floor, the music’s bass like an earthquake. Girls sway, swing, and dance seductively, like my skirt, their skirts barely reaching past their thighs, while tight tops cling to tits I wish I had. I check the women out, not for any sexual purpose, which would be expected of me—but hoping, wondering if I can enter the competition. Am I good enough? Sexy enough?

I glide through the orgy of gyrating bodies, pressing against men and women, my skirt clinging to my hips, my ass barely covered, and every sexual nerve in my body light up, creating a hunger for what was, until tonight, forbidden, cock. Musky cologne and sweat fill my nostrils as my heart races with surprise when a hand grabs my ass. I stop momentarily, wanting to dance, grind my ass into a stranger’s crotch.

No! Get control, Angel. I have a purpose here. Find Jessica, keep the slut in control, Angel.

I reach the bar, and a tall, tattooed bartender greets me. I say,” What do you have on tap?”

The bartender, a young guy in his early thirties, greedily drinks in the view before him. I flip my hair, run my hand down my neck, and gently touch his hand.

What the hell am I doing? Flirting. I can’t help it. Angel, the slut takes over. I changed my order to something more gender appropriate, “How about a Cosmopolitan.”

An unseen sexual force pulls us together. His intense eyes invite me silently to do something nasty. I want nothing more than to do whatever freaky, nasty act his eyes are trying to ask of me. I’m pulled into a fantasy that the slut wants, stripping off his tight black t-shirt and running my hands over his muscular arms decorated with tattoos. The slut’s hands glide over the stubble of his neatly trimmed beard.

There’s a whisper of danger in his overpowering presence. As a cop, I know badasses like him; they use their women. Use them like toys. Throw them out like garbage, but Angel the slut wants him, anyway. The slut wants to be used.

His lips curve in a slight smile that says, “You want my cock don’t you slut.”

My breath hitches. Sparks fly as the thought of being called a slut and used as one hit me. Shit, I’m a cop. Focus on your task, Angel.

“Coming up, darling.” Hearing him say darling skates down my spine into my cock. I know how close we are; suddenly, all I can focus on is him. We’re so close his breath fans my skin. The faint scent of his cologne wraps around me, smothering me. I’m drunk with the possibility of getting laid. God, I want his cock in me. What the hell? I’m not gay! Why am I attracted to this guy? I. Am. Not. Gay.

The slut laughs, “Oh, tonight you are.”

Something shifts. Angel, the slut is no longer a fantasy or role play I do in the privacy of my home. In secret, where no one can interact with her. The slut’s alive. More than alive, she drives Angel, the cop, deeper down. The slut wants more time than a few hours every Saturday night. She wants a man. She wants cock. She expects to be a slut tonight, and Angel, the cop, is along for the ride. Nothing’s stopping her. I won’t be able to control the slut I created. She says, “This will be more than just one night.”

My cheeks warm as I imagine the bartender’s cock in my mouth and ass. I lick my lips, hoping he won’t notice. He steps back, makes my drink, and watches me intently. The slut’s happy to have male attention directed at her. The slut checks out the tight black jeans hugging his thick cock so inviting and delicious. Guilt overwhelms what’s left of the cop.

The slut licks her lips, ensuring the bartender knows she’s fantasizing about his cock pounding her ass.

He places my glass in front of me, and his lips curve into a smile and wink. I gulp. My heart thumps against my chest, and my cock swells. He frowns when another customer requests his help. I sip my drink.

With a hand on my shoulder, I spin around. Standing behind me was a man I recognized—a man I served a warrant on. He was tall and muscular, with a thick black beard that framed his strong jawline. His chiseled, muscular chest, arms, and torso stretched the black t-shirt chiseled from years of working out, primarily in prison. I glance into his eyes hard with the street. His street sense drills into me. It’s as if he knows I was the cop who busted him for invading his home during an intimate act with one of his many girlfriends in the middle of the night.

My heart races as I recall his naked body when I arrested him only a few months before. It was work, then. Now, in his presence—the power of his presence overwhelms me. The slut wants to drop to her knees, and serve his Big black cock, apologize for the cop’s intrusion.

He lowers his voice and, in a soft, stern, seductive tone, says, “Never seen you here before, honey. I’m Nicky Barnes.”

His eyes dance over my body, committing acts of seduction. The heat radiates from his body as he steps closer and takes my hand. He smiles—a knowing smirk that tells me he sees right through my façade—and then leans down to whisper in my ear, “I think you know why you’re here tonight...”


Chapter Three

“All alone, dressed like that?” His gaze travels from the tips of my high-heeled shoes to the vee of my low-cut dress. His eyes undress me, conjuring up images of forbidden acts that tingle my skin. The slut wants him.

She tells the cop, “You looked at his cock that night, cop. When he was standing there naked, his arms in the air. You stared at his massive black cock, wanting it. As the need to have it spread from your core to your cock, you had to fight back an erection. You weren’t worried about arresting him. Your gun pointed at him, his arms raised in surrender. Lurking in your gaze was an ache with raw lust. I know it. He knew it when your eyes trailed down and beheld the most glorious sight, his big black cock. You surrendered to your fate, my fate, and we became a big black cock slut that night. Don’t forget what the porn you watch every Saturday night, pleasing yourself over and over with fantasies of thug cock.”

His gaze is intense. The slut’s right. I want to touch him. Drop to my knees and worship his thug cock. I’ve watched hundreds of BBC porn videos since then, and even the porn stars are no match for this thugs cock.

He is so close to me that my hands seem drawn to him like a magnet. They shake, holding back. He smiles. Takes my chin in his hands. My breath catches. They’re mischief in his eyes. He leans in closer, whispering in my ear. “Want some big black cock, honey.”

He glances at the backroom, where the bathrooms and the alley are both known for the sex that occurs there. I follow his gaze. Then, at the packed nightclub, trying to locate Jessica.

He wraps his hand around mine, “You know you want it. Don’t be shy. Once you taste my cock, you’ll want nothing else.”

The slut wants cock, not pussy. Cock in her mouth, cock in her ass. The slut says to me, “I’m getting some cock tonight. Don’t stop me.”

The thought crosses my mind, I have a cock. What’s this thug going to do to me when he discovers the meat between my legs? Holy shit, what about the criminal case against him? I’ll be suspended and fired if anyone finds out. What about Jessica?

The slut doesn’t care. She wants this thug cock in her ass. In her mouth. It’s my fault. I let the slut free when I shimmied into this seductive club dress. Slid on my thigh-high stockings. My cock swells. The tuck tape and the tucking gaff keep it from getting stiff. A shiver runs through me as I nod.

He leads me toward the club’s backroom, a place for public sex. It’s dark and mysterious, filled with opportunities to fulfill the darkest, nastiest fantasy. One the slut wants. The cop, though, wants to go home. The music is loud and pulsing; it’s a sexual beat reverberating around us like an invitation to engage in something more than just conversation.

“No!” The cop says. Turn and run for the door, Angel. This isn’t good. Vice has raided this place dozens of times. Holy shit, what if they raid it tonight? Bust me? A cop. Dressed like a slut. Getting fired will be the best thing that could come out of that.

Hand in hand, we walk down the long, dark hallway. Soft moans and giggles surround us. A hand slides up a thigh; a skirt whips most of the way up a leg; a head bobs on an erection; two men grope a blonde. The distinct scent of sex surrounds me, musky and sweet.

What am I doing?

Nicky settles in behind me, gliding my skirt over my hips, exposing my ass halved by the tiny black fabric of my thong. Eyes stare at me. I’m not embarrassed. The slut loves it. Loves the attention. The whistles. The smacks on my ass.

His arms wrap around my waist, then he pushes me into the wall, pressing his hips into my ass. He explores my curves, sending pleasure through my body. As his hands move toward my groin and the growing bulge, I say, “No!”

The slut wants it. But even the slut knows the danger of this man finding out I’m male. His lips nuzzle my neck. I grab his hands at my stomach; they struggle to keep him from moving lower. His immense bulge, stiff and throbbing, drives into my ass as he takes control.

The slut wants it. The thug wants it. I want to live through the night. Because as his hand inches closer to my cock, I know what he will do. It involves bruises and broken bones; The slut cares not.

“Please,” I say.

“Please, what? Fuck you. Let you worship my cock. Right here. Beg.” His hand overpowers mine and reaches the juncture between my thighs and lifts. He freezes. I felt faint, feverish. What’s going to happen now?

I expected him to recoil in disgust, the swollen flesh stabbing my ass to soften, but his cock throbs, and he grabs my hips pulling me hard into his thug cock. The slut was on fire now; she squirmed and wiggled until his cock aligned between her butt cheeks.

He leans in and whispers, “Nothing like sissy ass. Don’t find many looking as good as you.”


Chapter Four

My breaths came in staggered gasps as I tried to make sense of my surroundings. The hallway walls are cold and damp, and passionate moans surround us. Nicky’s hands run up my thighs, and he rips the fabric of my panties away like tissue paper.

The act should concern me, produce fear, or even panic, but it creates a horniness I’ve never felt before. My heart races; I’m going to faint. Right there in the dark hallway, surrounded by moans, pants, and gentle slaps of flesh on flesh, he ripped my panties off. He reaches around, struggles a bit with the tuck tape but frees my cock. He lifts my skirt. I’m exposed. I’m trembling.

I’m standing there, vulnerable, my entire body trembling. His fingers fumble with his belt buckle. He drops his pants to the floor and presses against me, his hot breath on my neck. Surrounding us, the air is thick with the scent of sexual desire as his hands run up and down my back; my heart races faster, and his grip tightens around me; there’s no turning back now.

He presses his cock between my ass cheeks. The slut submits willingly. I try to fight her. I should push him away, but my resistance crumbles as he grinds against me. This is so wrong, but oh so right. I want him to fill me with his seed.

“Oh, fuck. Oh Fuck. Fuck.” I push my ass back, begging him to take me. To breed the slut. Fill me with his thug seed.

His hands grip my hips; he kicks my ankles wider and pins me against the wall. My pleas to be used echo off the walls.

Every muscle in my body tense up, bracing for what’s coming. Is he going to ram his cock into my tight ass? Oh fuck. That’s going to hurt. I bite my lip, wanting to resist, but I don’t have the strength to fight him. Nor do I want to. I want him to take me. I don’t want a choice.

Will force his big black cock into my ass? Splitting me in two.

“Oh, God,” I say.

He licks his finger and slides it in, not slowly or easily. He pushes deeper, loosing my tense ass muscles. He takes my hand and places it against his hardened shaft. I pull away.

I grimace. He pushes. He retakes my hand and guides me to his throbbing cock; I wrap my hand around his erection, amazed at his thickness. I slide up and down his shaft as his finger ravages my ass.

“Oh, fuck.” I say as my ass tightens around his finger—a reflex.

His voice turns to steel as he barks out, “Relax. That ass is made for nothing but thug cock. I can spot a big black cock slut from a mile away.” He adds a second finger and pushes, daring me to fight back. “Sit back and take it. That ass is only here for a real thug’s cock.”

That does it. I loosen up, allowing a third finger.

Nicky says, “Oh, you’re a dirty little whore, aren’t you? Dirty and nasty slut. You get off on the rough stuff, don’t you? Getting pinned against a wall in a hallway full of strangers?”

After several minutes of work with three fingers, a fourth finger joins the party in my ass. His hands are big, and his fingers are thick, but I’m sure his cock is wider even than four fingers. The sensation of half his hand inside me put pressure on the base of my spine, up to my stomach, and every part of me came alive with a pleasure so intense I screamed.

I arch my back, wanting more, wanting his hand deeper. The surrounding sounds drift away as Nicky pulls his hand out, spins me around, and pushes me to my knees.

He stares down at me. “You’re my dirty cocksucking whore, aren’t you? Get my cock nice and wet and slippery for when I pound your sissy ass.”

I lean forward with my tongue extended, licking the length of his shaft and tasting his flavor. Precum leaks from his tip; I lap it up and let the warm, sweet stream slide down my throat.

He grabs a handful of hair and holds my head back. My tongue extends, my mouth wide, trying to reach his cock. “Are you my greedy, cock hungry slut.”

My breathing is heavy, loud, and my cock bounces, drips precum. “Yes.”

“Open those lips.”

I do.

His huge, thick head spreads my lips. Slowly, he inches forward with each thrust of his hips. I moan. My cock throbs. I reach down and grab it, stroking my inflamed flesh.

Nicky says, “Get your hand away. You’re here for my pleasure, not yours, slut.”

I remove my hand with pleasure. He plunges deeper and deeper into my mouth. I gag several times. My breathing becomes ragged and labored as he fucks my face. Drool slides out of my mouth, tears streaming, but his grip only tightens. Then he stops. Pulls out slowly until only the thick, swollen head remains in my mouth.

“Open your mouth. Now. Loosen that throat because you are going to take it all.”

I open as wide as I can go. So wide my jaw cracks. I wait, prepare for every inch. He moans when I swirl my tongue around his head, teasing him with gentle licks. Then, without warning, he grips my head and plunges deep.

I gag.

“Take it, slut.”

He pulls out and bucks forward, pushing deeper into my throat. I gag. His head buried in my throat, intensely uncomfortable, yet pleasurable. He remains still, breathing heavily from the moment’s intensity. Then his cock throbs, twitches, and he shoots his load down my throat. Most of it makes it down, but some spills out of my mouth and runs down my chin. With no break, he pulls me up, turns me around, and pushes my face into the wall.

His breath is hot in my ear as he murmurs, “Not done yet. My cock is nice and slippery with your spit and my cum. Now I take that ass.”

He positions my body and his so his cock is between my ass cheeks. It’s semi-hard, growing harder. I surrender when he grips my wrists in one hand, holding them above my head. He eases himself inside me, growing hard again as he enters my tight ass.

“Oh, fuck!” I say as pain and pleasure fight each other for top billing. My vision blurs. He inches deeper. Stars pop.

He forces his big black cock deeper, pushing me past any limits I thought I had. I grimace and tighten my eyes. More stars explode.

He pulls out slowly. Plunges back in deeper this time. I swear to God, I’m going to die. I try to free my hands, to slow him down. But he tightens his grip.

Then he stops. Pulls out. “Beg for my cock, bitch. Beg, or I walk away.”

Right now, I should grab what’s left of my panties and run for the door. But I don’t. “Fuck me like you own me, “comes out.

He complies with my request. Once he’s back in me, he fucks me faster, pushing deeper fucking me harder than I thought I could take. Tears well up in my eyes again as he tugs on my hair, pulling my head back uncomfortably. I’m a ragdoll in his hands, thrusting into me, slamming his pelvis against mine. He lets go of my hands, and they drop to my side.

“Keep them up there, slut.”

I obey. He grips my hips, yanks my hair, his big black cock filling me, riding me like a beast. The music fades away. I’m nowhere as his hard, primal thrusts stretch me wider than I thought possible. His body tenses, and his grip tightens around my hips as one last violent thrust leaves me quivering in anticipation for what will come next. Then he releases his cum into me. It’s a violent, savage release, like the thug he is.

He offers no praise. Ko kiss. No phone number. He pulls his pants back up, turns, and leaves.

Head down, I slide through the dark hallway, gripping the remnants of my panties to the emergency exit. I push open the door, but no alarms sound, and I run to my car. I start my engine and head home.

Knowing that the slut will want more nights like tonight. I don’t care if Jessica cheats on me as long as I get my Saturday nights to be the slut.




The End


Don't Crossdress The Gangster


Chapter One

My smartphone rings. Who the fuck’s calling me at two A.M.?

All I wanted to do was slip out of this cold and lonely city and transform into my femme persona. Let loose. Relax. Release my feminine side. Tyla’s screaming to be released. She’s served her sentence. It’s been four long months since I let her out. She’s rattling her cage, yelling, “Let me out! It’s time to play.”

Is this another one of those things? I glance at my plane ticket on my nightstand. Then, at my small carry-on bag, packed and ready. That’s the problem. It’s always one thing or another sucking the life out of me. I’ve tried for four weeks to blow this city. But one thing or another comes up.

If I don’t get out of town, let Tyla live it up, let her slip into some heels, and kick them up, I’ll explode. Being Tyla is how I blow off steam. Ty, the gangster, needs to take a break. That is if I can get out of town.

I pick up my smartphone and glance at the caller ID. The caller blocked his name. I rub my eyes, slide my legs over the side of the bed, and run my hands down my silky-smooth legs. My cock is hard, stretching the silky fabric of my panties. There’s a healthy stain on the front. God damn it, I’ve got to get out of town. I am so ready to party.

Once en femme, there’s no putting two and two together; I’m unrecognizable. I’m passable, more than passable. If you saw me on the street…It would take considerable effort to know Tyla is Ty Gionata, the badass mother fucker well-placed in an organized crime family. You’d have to go to great lengths.

Unfortunately, that’s why I struggle to get out of this ruthless, heartless, and bone-chilling city. My organization would go to any lengths to weed out a freak like me. They’d be careful, though, because on the outside, I’m hardcore, I take no shit, and I’m a motherfucker you don’t want to cross if your life depended on it. The tough guy is an act, but I’m good at it. Tyla is more like me. Someday, I might disappear and be a woman full-time. But for now, I have to maintain the gangster image.

I answer and recognize the voice: Jorge “The Slicer” Vitonne. “Coin, it’s done.”

“What’s done?”

“The snitch. I took care of him. Remember? You okay, Coin?” Slicer asks.

Coin’s my nickname, one of them anyway. When moving up in the organization, I used to flip a coin when someone was behind on their VIG. I’d say, “Heads, I break your hand, and tails, I break your kneecaps.” So, my nickname was born. I guess all mobsters have nicknames; it’s a rite of passage.

Pooh-Bear was my other nickname. The girls in high school called me that. Girls only and never to my face. I mean, no one calls me Pooh-Bear to my face. Externally, I’m more effeminate than I’m masculine. If I didn’t make a mountain of money selling drugs, running prostitution, bribing, and stealing, Pooh-bear would be fine with me. I’d rather be a girl, anyway. I fell into the gangster life and got addicted to the cold-hard cash. All that money bought my mansion, car, trips worldwide, and thousand-dollar suits. I don’t care for the thousand-dollar suits, but I have skirts that cost me several hundred dollars. Don’t even ask me about my lingerie.

All that’s worthless if I can’t flee town and live on my terms as Tyla for a week or two. I thought about walking away, but I couldn’t. Not yet. So, I show no weakness and allow no one to disrespect me. If I show weakness, let anyone chip my armor, or if anyone discovers my secret, I’m done for, sure, as night follows day. I’d be better off if they thought I turned on the organization and snitched.

“Yeah, of course. I’m fine. Why would you think otherwise?”

Slicer laughs. “Coin lately, I’m not sure about you. You went home early last night. Great party, by the way. You turned down that stone-cold fox. Not like you, Coin.”

I used to be able to fake a desire for women, but after sucking my first cock, I can’t go back. I’ve proved the saying: once you go black, you never go back. “I’m cool, Slicer. Something didn’t sit well with my stomach. Might have been the anchovies.”

“Yeah? What gives? I mean, you used to be the man. I’d hear all the stories about women screaming your name when you banged ’em. You were a legend until you started going on your little disappearing acts. To who knows where. Are you selling us out? Informing? ’Cause that’s not good. Or you got a problem with the cock?”

“Fuck no. All the equipment works just fine. Wanna test it out?” The equipment works fine when I wrap my lips around a big black cock and when I’m all dolled up. Otherwise, well, it’s limp as a noodle.

“We’re worried about you, Coin. You’ve been acting strange. The boss is worried. You snitching?”

“No fucking way. I’m no snitch. Okay, I got a place in Miami. I got a baby girl down there. She’s smokin’ hot.” I had to tread carefully; being a snitch might go better for me than what I’m doing, and I’m not a snitch…. So what, I enjoy wearing skirts. “I had an early flight, so I went home. Got to go.”

“Yeah? Thought you said you had some bad anchovies.”

“Both. What the fuck?”

“You got to go to Miami to get laid?”

“Of course not. Miami’s warm. It’s cold as fuck up here this time of year. The women down there wear nothing. This nasty cunt I’m tapping got lots of freaky friends. So…. Listen, got to make my flight.” The last nasty cunt I had was two years ago; since then, I’ve been gobbling sausage.

“Yeah…. I hear you. Mind if someone tags along?”

“What, you want to suck me off too?”

“Not me, ‘Horse Cock’. He’s looking to get out of town. Got some business down there. You don’t mind if he shacks up in that high-priced condo you got there.”

“No…. Fine by me.” That Jack “Horse Cock” Tucker wanted to go with me meant they suspected something. Tucker, an independent contractor, got called on by the organization to handle internal affairs. Horse Cock is easily six feet four. He sports a shaved head. His trademark clothes: a leather jacket, black super tight T-shirts, and black leather pants that fit snugly on his body, proudly displaying…. Well—there’s a reason they call him horse cock. Tucker was just the sort of guy that made me squirm. Black. Muscular and Big. Most importantly of all, he had a big fucking black cock. Or so I heard.

Hearing Tucker was coming, I considered canceling my trip. It was wise to cancel the trip. But, I had to get out of town, slip into girl mode, or…. or I’ll explode.

Dressing privately at home is an option I’ve tried, but it carries risk. Once let out of her box, Tyla can’t resist going out on the town, and there’d be no stopping her from bringing a guy back. If someone sees me bringing a guy back, and…. I have to buy the clothes. I hide some lingerie and a couple of pairs of panties here. But I’ll need a decent dress, and they’re all in Miami. Gangsters are always coming and going around here, so keeping a worthy wardrobe at my place in New York became too risky.

I could say no. Come up with a reason I don’t want Tucker tagging along, but they’d send someone else to check on me. Damn it. I’m not postponing again. No way. I’ll figure something out and switch into girl mode once I get there. I have to. I didn’t get to where I was without mastering the art of deception. It’s dangerous, but so is going another month without letting Tyla free. And sucking cock. Getting laid properly. It had to work.

“Sure. Why not. Hope he can get a flight out.”

“Already taken care of. It’s the same flight as yours. He’s sitting right next to you in first class. Enjoy your trip.”


Chapter Two

First, I needed to ensure Jack “Horse Cock” didn’t think I was informing, the most essential part of the plan. Second, if I could convince him I had a baby girl in Miami, they’d leave me alone for my trips down south—I hoped. The plan was simple in theory, but it had so many moving parts and pieces that something was bound to break. Everything had to work just right. If I screwed one thing up, my goose was cooked.

I arrive at the airport, check in, and head to the gate. Jack’s not there. Maybe I got lucky, and he got stuck in traffic. Or they pretended to send Tucker trying to bluff a confession out of me, rattle my cage, see how I reacted.

The flight attendant calls out. “Rows, one through eight boarding now.”

I twist left, then right, whisper to myself, “You lucky bastard.”

I hand my ticket to the flight attendant; she rips her portion off the ticket, smiles, and I’m home free. As I walk down the ramp, a hand grabs my shoulder. “Hey, Coin, what’s shakin’.”

I turn, there’s Horse Cock. Covering an upper body rippling with muscles is his trademark tight black t-shirt. His shaved head glimmers under the lighting, and his sinister grin displays his white teeth. I can’t help it; my eyes drop to his crotch, lingering a little too long on his characteristic tight leather pants and the outline of the flesh that gifted him his nickname. Damn, it’s big, even soft, everything portrayed and more.

I drift off momentarily, imagining myself dolled up, wanting nothing more than to flirt. There’s movement down below. Shit. My eyes return to where they should be for two guys greeting each other. “Hey Jack, need some sun, I hear.”

Jack nods and says. “Yeah…. I almost missed the flight. Glad I didn’t. My seat is right next to yours so that we can chat.”

“Yeah. For sure.” I didn’t expect this, but it didn’t affect my plan to dress up and get the boys up north off my back. The only thing about it, Jack, was everything I like in a man. And staring at that cock for the six-hour flight would be torture.

Jack sat at the window, and I sat next to him. But I slipped, and when I sat, I crossed my ankles instead of my legs, as if I had one of my short tight skirts on—then keeping my legs closed tight, trying not to show skin. So, girly. He had to notice. Jack’s face twisted in disgust. He did.

Trying to recover, I say. “Damn, seats are so small.”

We got to cruising altitude quickly, and the flight attendant began the drink service. Jack ordered a red wine—not what I expected. I passed on the alcohol and went with a coke. I’m horny. I haven’t sucked a cock for months now, and I’m sitting next to the world’s biggest. I can’t help it; I’m slipping into girl mode and need to control myself, especially with a man sitting next to me like Jack. Tyla’s begging to be set free, a cock the size of a horse’s, and me horny as hell. It’s the perfect storm.

I admire the flight attendant’s makeup as she hands us our drinks. It’s down well, not over the top. Soak in her uniform, the red and white scarf around her neck gives her a sophisticated yet sexy look. My eyes wander down to her long, luscious legs wrapped in black stockings. I sigh, imagining them on my legs. She walks away; several guys lean into the aisle, checking her nice tight ass out. I admire her black heels and how men lust over her—the swing of her hips. God, I want, I need that attention.

But, Horse cock’s along for the ride. How am I going to pull this off? If I don’t, I’ll explode. Right now, I have an unquenchable thirst to shed my male persona and wear what makes me feel comfortable and girly and spritz on some sensual perfume, pierce my ears, slip into my bra panties, and….

“She’s a dude, or was one,” Jack says.

“Guy? No way.” I say. I don’t say it, but it’s possible; I look that good when dressed. I’m passable, very passable. I go out to high-class restaurants all the time. Walk the streets in super tight, expensive dresses, and no one would even guess I am who I am. Suddenly, I’m jealous that this woman, or man, can go about life in female mode without a care, and I’m stuck sneaking around.

“Yeah, there are guys that look…. damn good. You’d never know. I wish the world were a little more open about…. You know, sexuality and all. I’d fuck her. How about you?” Jack lifts his glass to his mouth, and his arm brushes against mine.

“I’m not gay.” Came out all too fast and all too defensively.

“Didn’t say you were.” He studies my forearm. “You don’t have a hair on you, Coin.”

I couldn’t wait, so I used hair removal cream and waxed. I enjoy being smooth, and shaving won’t do it anymore. “Yeah…. The baby girl likes smooth skin.”

“Yeah, I can’t wait to meet her. Maybe all three of us go out for dinner, dancing. I heard she’s a freak; maybe she’d liked to try me out for size.” He slides down in his seat and grabs his cock.

I sigh. The only thought in my mind was to taste it. I tried to stop my mind from wandering, but I undressed Tucker and peeled his T-shirt over his head, exposing his rippling tattooed arms, splendidly chiseled chest, and tight, carved stomach….

I shook my head.

“You okay, Coin. You look flushed. Don’t worry, I’ll keep the beast in my pants around your baby girl. Don’t fuck with a man’s woman. Your baby girl’s got a friend? Maybe her friends are freaks, too.”

Get it together, Coin.

My plan hinged on Tucker wanting to go out and party alone. Chase some of the Miami pussy. First obstacle I hit and hit hard. I’m having difficulty not grabbing his meat—Tyla’s salivating. But to hold it would destroy my macho image. So, for now… I need time to think.

“Yeah. Sure.”

“She got a friend?”

“Yeah….” The air just deflated from my balloon.

Jack drank and flirted with the flight attendant, whom he thought was a man. His cock swelled every time she walked away. It was big. It taunted me. It became harder for me to hide my arousal. Shifting positions, which caused Jack to comment. “You okay, Coin?”

My cheeks flushed. I tried not to look at his cock. His masculine scent, igniting the woman in me, encouraged my thoughts to wander into my walk-in closet, the hundreds of skirts, dresses, and high heels. On to the lingerie and panties, the hose and…. Fuck, my fingers yearned to reach down and touch it. That big black cock.

Tucker spread his legs, and our knees touched. My mind drifted into a fantasy of me dressed in my leather chemise with black garter straps—a leather G-string exposing my tight feminine ass. My ass wanted his thug cock to penetrate its depths. I swing my hips and run my hand up my legs encased in black thigh stockings, dancing for Tucker as he lay on my bed waiting for me. His cock standing straight up in the air, swinging back and forth.

He turns toward me and says, “I bet you’d look good as a woman.”

“What?” Did he know? Did the boss know? Was that why they sent “Horse Cock?” Was I at the end of my journey? My only thought was that I might as well go out dolled up.

He laughs, “Just joking. You should see your face. It’s cute.”

Was he hitting on me? What if he was? That would solve my problem. Not only that, it would solve my problem about hiding and getting my lips around some cock. But it could be a trick. Maybe they suspect I’m a fruitcake, but they don’t know.

Play it safe, but the signs are unmistakable. He made sure I could see his cock. He’s practically told me he’s into the flight attendant that he thinks is a dude or was a dude, and he suggested that if I did crossdress, he’d be into it. Or did I misread the signals? Am I so burning with lust to let my female side loose and explore the sexuality that comes with it? I’m imagining his attraction for me. Or is he testing me, trying to get me to admit to it, then he does his duty for the mob?


Chapter Three

As we approached Miami, the sun glistened off the blue-green waters of Miami Bay. The sunlight was a sight for sore eyes after our flight from the cold northern weather. We took a cab in silence to my high-rise condo. The heat hit us when we entered downtown Miami’s scorching streets. How was I going to find out if Jack was attracted to me? Or if he knew about my secret, I needed to know. And I needed to slip into girl mode, or I might burst.

What do I do? Play it by ear. One thing is sure: I will be Tyla by midnight or turn into a pumpkin.

We arrived at my modern, glass-paned condo. Jack drops his bag on the floor and looks around without a second thought. He starts in the dining room, grabs a beer from the kitchen, and takes a long swallow. Beer in hand, he steps onto the balcony and, while drinking, soaks in the streets of Miami.

I follow him onto the balcony, nervous about what to do or say. Do I confess? He seemed into crossdressers, but…. If I were wrong, then I’d be in serious trouble. Or stick with plan A, get rid of him, then dress and disappear into the downtown Miami scene? Have fun, and get back before he figures it out. It’s risky, but what other option is there?

“So, what are your plans, Jack? Cock like yours; the babes will peel off their clothes when they see it.” Babes and the crossdressers. The guys. Me. I want to wrap my mouth around it.

Jack turns, and his eyes give me a knowing look. “So your baby girl lives here? I’d love to meet her.” He lifts his gaze to the sky and takes a deep breath. “I think I’ll look around if you don’t mind.”

He slips past me and rubs his semi-hard cock into my ass. I exhale all too loudly. “Nah. Have at it.”

He strolls around the living room, finding pictures of Tyla dressed and posing with other guys. Black guys. Oh shit. Never having thought anyone would come here, and if they did, I’d have time to sanitize things. He picks one up. “This your girl?”

How do I answer that? Do I tell him? He seemed interested, and honestly, I’d love the challenge of trying to swallow that massive piece of meat.

He stares at the picture. Licks his lips. He picks up another and turns it toward me. “She’s got nice long legs.”

He admires all my photos of myself on the wall, the mantel, and the coffee table. “She likes the short skirts, huh? Damn, she’s good enough to eat. Look at that ass. Is she into anal? Bet that ass is tight. She’s into BBC, I see. Don’t see one of you, though, Coin.”

I should toss him out of my home and kick his ass on the way out. But my veins pumping pleasure through me at the thought of this stud thinking I was sexy kept me interested. I’m not feeling like Coin, the mobster, but Tyla, the girl.

Damn, I want to dress for him. Flirt with him as a girl. Shake my ass for him. My raw need to be the girl was sowing the seeds for me to throw all caution to the wind and say it. “Jack, I’m a crossdresser, and those pictures are of me, and I love BBC. It can be our little secret. I can dress for you anytime. I’ll be your little cumslut. Please.”

“Let’s check out the love palace of the gangster.”

Shit. It wasn’t a guy’s bedroom in no way, shape or form. It was all girl, all sissy girl, a sissy’s bedroom. How do I explain? Do I tell him before he enters? What do I say?

“Where’s the bedroom?” He asks.

“At the top of the spiral staircase. Down the hall to the right.” I want him to see it, and I want him to know.

I follow. Jack stands in the doorway, visibly taken aback by the surroundings. I know what he’s looking at: the four-poster bed with its light pink and white canopy, the vanity table, the walls I painted a pale shade of lavender, shelves filled with hair bows, earrings, and lip glosses. He nods. He glances at me, licks his lips, and then they turn up like a secret has just been revealed. It had. Knowing my secret life had been stripped bare, my body went warm, and I was closer to letting the girl out. Maybe for the last time.

He steps inside the bedroom, and I follow. He stops at the vanity table and runs his hands over the wigs on the shelves, the differing sizes of breast inserts, and even a breastplate. He turns and nods. He strides for the closet, opens the door, and steps inside. He flips through the hundreds of dresses, skirts, blouses, and heels. He picks a revealing little black dress, walks back toward me, and holds it up. He returns and dives back in.

I want to say something, but what?

I’m okay with this. One thing is for sure, my cock’s hard as a rock right now. He returns with a backless short pink dress with a slit up the side that will expose my ass nicely. He tosses it on the bed. “Put it on, baby girl, when you’re ready…. Wait.”

He leaves and returns with a picture. “Look like this. We’re going out. I’ll be downstairs waiting.”

He turns and leaves. Well, things worked out well. He knows my secret, that’s for sure, and he seems attracted to me. I wonder, though, is all this going too easy? There’s not much choice; I want to look good for him, and if it is my last day on earth, I’m going out looking sexy as hell.


Chapter Four

I shower again, making sure I’m smooth. I sit at my makeup table and decide to pull out all the stops. I want Jack more than I wished for any man. I want to look good for him. I have to have him inside me. Whatever the night holds for me, I want that, at least for us.

I began my transformation, applying one product after another through the required stages of transforming my face into a drop-dead gorgeous woman who would take Tucker’s breath away. Once, my face was perfectly fine-tuned. I drop a wig on my head and step back, admiring myself in the mirror, feeling like a diva. Ready to please, my man. I tucked the package nicely and tightly and slid on a tucking gaff for extra measure. I wasn’t sure where we were going and didn’t want to embarrass Jack with a bulge.

Pulling out all stops, I glue my handcrafted B cup breast forms on. The revealing dress required something underneath. These babies cost me, but they’re worth it. All set, the dress came next. Sliding into the soft pink dress relieves all my stress as I slip into girl mode completely. Embracing my feminine body tightly, happiness, joy, and sensuality fills me. I relax for the first time in months as I admire myself one last time before slipping on matching heels. I’m ready. For what? I’m not sure. I feel safe in Tucker’s hands. Downstairs, Jack waits, ready to take me out for a night on the town.

In my feminine voice, I ask, “How long have you known?”

Jack sighs, pulls out his phone, and shows me pictures. “The FBI suspects. The feds think it’s strange that only one person leaves here. You or your girl. They were going to approach you this trip and hold it over your head. The boss has a snitch and heard they had something on you that would turn you, but not what. You’re lucky they sent me. I have a thing for ladies like you. Your secret’s safe, but you’ll have to show me a good time tonight. Then we’ll see.”

I laugh. “What do you have in mind?”

Jack takes my hand. “Tonight, you’re going to have to put on a show. That you can’t keep your hands off this big black cock.”

I smile and slide under his arm. “It won’t be an act.”

“Okay, make a public show of it. Let’s get going, shall we?”

Jack holds the door open for me. We walk down the street arm in arm. His hand slides down and cups my ass. Whispers in my ear, “They’re watching.”

I shake my hips. My fake tits are so lifelike they bounce and jiggle. Ten minutes later, we entered an exclusive restaurant’s front door. Tucker grabs me under the chin, bends down, and his lips brush mine. It was tender and short, but it was a kiss to end all kisses. Men have kissed me before, but never in public. Never so gently. I’m on fire. A raging inferno of thoughts pushes me to drop to my knees and take him in my mouth.

The maitre d’ welcomed us with a welcoming smile. “Reservations?”

“Yes, Jack Tucker, plus one.”

“Ahhh… yes, Mr. Tucker, follow me.” He ushers to our table. Jack pulled my seat out. I sat. All my hours of practicing being feminine, sophisticated, and alluring pay off. I can’t help but notice how many eyes are on me.

Jack ordered champagne. When it arrives, he fills my glass, raises his, and says, “To new beginnings.”

Our glasses clink, but I do not know what “New Beginning” he has in mind.

He orders our appetizer: bruschetta and garlic breadsticks. He leans in and says. “Make it look good. They’re watching. You can’t keep your hands off me. Your dying for my big black cock, and tired of your boyfriend’s little white cock.”

I look around. It seems every eye is on me. “Not going to be hard, and it won’t be an act. But here?”

Jack smiles, “Yep, every eye. You’re eye candy for every guy here and me, too. Now, act like a slut. Our lives depend on it.”

I slide my chair closer and drop my head onto his much-too-muscled chest, glancing down at the Horse Cock. It’s big and getting bigger. My hand travels from his enormous shoulder across his bulging biceps—my cock tingles and swells. My fingers graze on his six-pack before sliding between the hem of his leather pants, closing in on a monster of a cock. I can feel the blood pulsing above his massive meat. Every nerve ending in my body burns white hot to touch; grab it. Grab it, Tyla. Go on. My hand shakes. Time slows as I inch toward it, hoping the server or the manager stops this all too public groping. Finally, it swallows my hand, and it’s only half hard. I want to choke on it.

Jack grabs my shoulders, lifts me, and pushes me away. “Damn, get control of yourself. Your Gionata’s girl. I’m sorry I can’t.”

My body tingled. I’m not done. I want him. I stretch my hand and grab his cock; he bats it away. The server arrived with our appetizers. Jack looks at him, “She’s one horny bitch. Sorry. Control yourself; you got a man.”

I couldn’t think of anything but how much I wanted his massive cock in my mouth, choking on it, worshipping it. Jack sips his champagne, takes a mouthful of a breadstick, and I grab his thigh. Inch up toward the massive piece of manhood I so craved. I wrap my hand around it again. Rub it through his pants as he nibbles on his appetizer.

I don’t want dinner, to go out. I want this man in private. I can’t concentrate; all my inhibitions about what is appropriate and not in public flies out the window. It takes all my self-control not to drop under the table and suck him off.

I’m stroking his cock, my mouth on a mission to swallow it, when the manager approaches and tactfully asks us to leave. Jack wipes his mouth, throws his napkin on the table, and stands. Everyone can see it. The flesh that earned him the nickname Horse Cock. He stands six-four, his legs are long and fully erect, and this thing easily stretches halfway down his thigh.

I stare, mouth open. We’re escorted outside. Jack pulls me tight as we walk. “Damn, that was good acting. We’re home free. I think. Now we fuck, and after, you’ll have two choices.”

I wasn’t sure what my choices were; I didn’t care as long as I got to swallow his cock.


Chapter Five

There’s only one thing on my mind now. Sex. Wild sex. Wild sex with the man of my dreams. We got back to my condo. I felt a strange mixture of anticipation, pure lust, and fear. Anticipation because I wanted this, I needed this, but did he want me? Or was he toying with me?

Dread because I recalled his last words: “Damn, that was good acting. We’re home free. I think. Now we fuck, and after, you’ll have two choices.” I wasn’t sure what my choices were. The overwhelming need for cock swallowed the fear. Not just any cock, but the massive piece of flesh between Jack’s legs.

Pure lust because I didn’t care what my choices were as long as I got to swallow his cock. If this was a game or some last rites, so be it. I’m going out in style, as Tyla.

Jack’s gaze was savage, almost maniacal. It could be the eager gaze of a lover or the grim look of a killer, a hitman, or a fixer. I fiddle with the hem of my dress, wanting to pull it up, turn around, grab my ankles, and offer my ass. Yet, I didn’t. I liked Jack. I wanted him to think of me for more than just sex.

I glance at his groin. There’s no doubt his desire for me now. His eyes are eager and intensely hungry. Hungry for me.

He nods. “You did good. Nice acting. We’re home free.”

I laugh. Are we? What does that mean? I don’t care. We can broach the topic after we fuck. “That wasn’t an act, Jack. I want you, Jack. I like that….” My eyes drop again.

Jack smiles. “Before we… go any further. There’s something I need to tell you.”

I put my hands on his lips. “No. Let me….”

I was wasting no more time. This is what I want. I need. I fall to my knees. Jack stared down at me with hot, predatory eyes. His mouth gaped, his hands clenched, then released. He licked his lips, helplessly waiting for my mouth. I fumbled with the button of his pants, my fingers aching with hunger to touch his flesh again.

As I tugged the zipper apart, his cock throbbed and struggled to get free. Jack parted his legs, making it harder for me to pull his pants down. When his cock popped free, the need to touch it, to explore every burning inch of that massive organ, overwhelmed me.

I tugged and shimmied until Jack’s pants were at his ankles. Jack kicked his shoes off and stepped out of his pants. There was a flock of birds flying around in my chest and stomach as I grabbed his cock. I stroked it, and Jack gasped. Then he moaned, watching me play with his thick, monster-black cock.

This thing is massive, thick, and…. Oh my god, how badly I want to taste it. My tongue flicked his welcoming tip. It’s soft and squishy. Jack wraps his hands around my head and gently pulls me in closer.

I massage his balls, rolling them gently in my grip as I run my tongue along his shaft. My tongue takes a few teasing laps around his head and then races down his sweltering shaft. I kissed his thighs, filled with goosebumps. I sucked the sweat off.

With my other hand, I run it up his stomach, over the ridges of his six-pack and the smooth skin of his chest as I cup the warm flesh under his balls and squeeze gently. Jack let out a gasp.

His body tightens, then relaxes as I move my lips under his balls. I need him in my mouth. I open wide. Jack grabs my head and gently forces his cock passed my lips. I worship his cock, like it was my last. It might be. I didn’t care. I was going to enjoy this.

I pull out. Try again and again. Deeper and deeper. Every inch I take chokes me. It’s thick. My eyes water. Drool and spit-soaked his shaft. I explored every inch with my tongue and mouth. Jack groaned in pleasure. His flesh throbbing inside my throat increases my desire to take him deeper.

“Oh Fuck, Tyla… that’s good. I want to take you away from this, baby doll.”

He moans louder. He thrusts his cock into my mouth. It’s not vicious or demanding. But with each thrust, I’m more and more convinced this man was all I wanted. But that couldn’t happen. Enjoy the moment, have fun.

I can’t control myself. I soaked my panties with my arousal.

Jack peeled me away from his cock, picked me up, and carried me to the bedroom. His powerful arms supporting my body feel wonderful. Before laying me down on my bed, he eased my dress off my panties and tenderly removed my tuck tape. He kissed me tenderly for an eternity and then looked around the room.

“In the top drawer.”

He opened the drawer and grabbed the bottle of lube. He returned his lips to mine, moved down my neck, and lifted my legs. When the cool liquid hits my ass, I know what’s coming. I tense.

Jack begins with a single finger. Then two. Then three. “I want you, Jack. I wanted you since the first time I saw you.”

He loosens things up. Then he smiles, straddles me, my legs straight up, my cock dangling between my legs, and presses his cock toward my eager hole. He squirms, pivots his hips, and pushes himself inside me gradually, inch by inch, allowing my ass to loosen. The intensity builds. I look at him. His face is animated, beautiful, and eager. My cock is hard, throbbing, and steadily leaking.

I lock my legs around his ass, pulling him in one moment and letting his hips slide back the next. Sweat drips from his forehead. My fingernails pierce his skin, the thickness of his cock stretching me more than ever.

He stopped, deep inside me, and looked down. Still eager, savoring this moment. Jack grabs my cock and returns to fucking me. It’s a faster pace, in rhythm with the strokes of his hand. Pleasure builds, my whole body shaking with joy, my moans echoing around us. My stomach clenches. I’m close. So is Jack. Several potent compelling thrusts later, his face contorts, and hot cum fills me.

He strokes my cock until my sticky, warm fluid spews into the air, landing on my stomach and chest over much of Jack’s chest. He wraps his arms around me and whispers in my ear my two choices.


Chapter Six

Six months later

As far as everyone else is concerned, Ty Gianato is dead or disappeared. The stories change depending on who tells them.

I am Tyla Tucker, Jack’s baby girl and wife. I’m on hormones that Jack pays for. He bought me a nice set of tits too. They’re not real, but I don’t have to glue them on. My wardrobe is even more extensive than my last one. I don’t have to hide my femininity, although I still have the flesh between my legs. It seems Jack likes a little of both worlds.

I’ve never been happier




The End


Crossdresser Craves BBC


Chapter One

I turn left and run my hand down the smooth fabric of my little black dress, admitting my curves. Fiddling with the hem of my skintight dress, I marvel at my creation: Crossdressing is a bona fide art form. Gradually, I draw up the fabric of my skirt while shimmying my hips in an eye-catching dance. A dance I’d love to do for one of the college jocks—a basketball player or football player. Slowly bending my knees, I drag my skirt until I’ve exposed my creamy-white ass split by a wisp of black fabric. My right-hand slips around my ass tight and firm from jogging five miles daily. I’m proud of my ass. It doesn’t get any better than this sweet thing; it’s round, plump, and needs a long, thick tool, my preference: a BBC with emphasis on big.

I’m wasting all my effort on my look, pissing away three hours of getting dolled up to what? Sit here at home and hope to get laid. Oh, I can get laid and do. But after years of scouring the pickup apps, something’s missing—a wild night filled with debauchery, naughty and raw sex. I don’t want just to get laid. I want to get torn up. Fucked like I deserve to be fucked. Used, passed around. I want to feel the throbbing in my ass, the ache in my throat come Monday morning. When someone asks how my weekend went, I want to sound like a frog and only be able to croak my response because some young college stud couldn’t get enough of me.

Every Friday night, I dress and hope. With work and everything else, Friday night is the only night I get to be in the femme persona. And I want to….

What’s the point of having a fine ass like mine if I don’t show it off. The heart of the matter is that I get many offers every Friday night from the hookup app. But what I crave, I lack. It’s not just sex I’m missing but sitting at home, hiding from the world. I need to offer myself to the world. Show them hunks what I got. Strut past a few horned-up jocks and let them whistle at me, lust for me, not just a picture but the real deal.

Yet, how are people going to judge me? I think I look great, and so do the shallow guys from the apps, but do I have the stuff to step out into the world? Let them drool over me?

I bend over, pull my cheeks apart, and sigh. “You need a big fat one in your ass, Amanda. Not those idiots from the apps. Get out and show the world what you got, honey. Strut your stuff. Let the guys drool over you. And find a big fat, juicy black….”

I don’t care if it’s a stranger; maybe one of those young, delicious studs from the college. It’s only three blocks away. That would be heaven. Snag, a tall, muscular basketball or football player, whet my appetite on a twenty-year-old All-American. One that can go all night pounding my MILF crossdresser pussy. Even walking past the basketball court where they play pickup games or the field where there’s always a ton of hunks tossing the pigskin around would be a thrill. I don’t care as long it’s not another guy from those damn apps. I need to go out, get picked up, and fucked.

Everything else in my life is under control. My job as an investment banker brings me monetary rewards, which bought the expensive little black dress snuggling my slender, feminine runner’s body. I have the best BMW on the market; my four-bedroom home is a slice of heaven. My neighbors are easy to get along with unless I step out on my front porch in femme mode. I do. It seems like every Friday night. I don’t get far. I made it to the sidewalk once. But the burning glares I get from my neighbors could burn the clothes off my back, so I chicken out. They’re used to seeing Adam Knight, the conservatively dressed investment banker, wearing a suit, tie, slacks, and a shirt, not Amanda, the tramp.

My dating app beeps. Aching with need, I swipe my smartphone, hoping. The message is the same as every other one I get. The explicit statement says it all. Not that I don’t want someone to do that to me, I do. But I doubt he’ll follow through. Curious, I check out the dick pic.

It’s nice. Average size, but Amanda needs more. I didn’t use to need more. Any cock. Any guy would do. Average or even little was fine by me.

I check out the dick pic again and reread the message, “Baby, I’ll wear you out.” I doubt it. He’s married. Years of cruising these apps gave me an eye for these things. I’m not a saint, but most married guys poke me three times and blow. Then he’ll be on his way. “Thanks, you were great, baby.”

Three hours of prep work for that? I need more. Half of it is that my sex life sucks. I get offers, sure. I get laid, sure.

But….

It’s not just my sex life; I spend three hours putting my looks together and sitting at home waiting, hoping for a good lay.

I’m not ugly. In guy mode, I’m handsome. If I were into girls, I’d have it made. Even if I were into guys, I’d get my ass filled nightly. The hitch: I only get pleasure from sex in my femme persona. Amanda is a mouth-watering treat for any guy who wants it, so she deserves more.

No more sitting at home tonight; I’m going out to find a heavenly stud with a ten-inch cock. He’s going to hit on me in public, take me back to his place, maybe share me with his horny jock friends. Positive thinking made me tons of money; why doesn’t it work for a big black cock.

Another beep tells me I got another suitor. I read the message. “Looking? Baby, you’re gorgeous! Want my BBC?” I check out the dick pic. It’s black. Study it, trying to zero in on the actual size. He embellished his size a little. Not a little, but a lot. Maybe from his angle, it’s big.

But I get that feeling he’s married and not getting any, and he’s going to shoot his load in thirty seconds flat after I wrap my lips around his shaft. Not good enough; I spent three hours getting ready and looking this good; I want my throat to ache after he rams his cock into my mouth.

I answer: “Oh… baby, your cock is so big Daddy.”

What’s my problem? Why not have him over? Okay, I’m picky. I didn’t use to be. But after a long string of little or average-sized men, fast cummers, limp dicks, and both.

What a bitch you are!

Hey…. I spend piles of cash on dresses, makeup, the best breast inserts money can buy, lotions, and creams. I have one closet with high heels and another with wigs, and I sit at home.

Hoping?

No more. I need, no, I deserve a big fat black juicy cock, and the world needs to savor my body. This unquenchable thirst will drive me mad if I don’t quench it. Get out, swing my hips, shake my booty, and let the guys eat their hearts out.

My palms sweat, and my heart raced as I mull over what might happen if I go out. What if I’m not as passable as I think I am? I return to my makeup table and recheck my face, touched up, probably not needing to; I look good. Good enough to go out. Good enough to eat.

I stand, straighten my formfitting dress, shimmy my hips until the hemline covers the garter straps, and adjust the top of my black lace thigh-high stockings. I walk away from the mirror, checking my ass out, “You need a big fat one in that ass.”

I head for the door and stop with my hand on the doorknob. Is this a good idea? What if they are interested? Do I tell them about the flesh between my legs? It’s not big, but it’s not a pussy.

No!

No more sitting at home in four hundred dollar dresses, over expensive and sensual lingerie, and the best makeup one can buy. Go out and get the juices flowing. No more of these less-than-dazzling Friday nights I’m accustomed to.

My app dings again. “Hey….What Are you into?”

I’m disappointed. I don’t answer. My ad says it all. “Horny passable crossdresser craves big black cock, or two or three, to use her sexy ass and mouth. I’m a size queen. So, at least seven inches. I have incredible stamina, so no fast cummers. When you’re done with me, I don’t want to be able to stand. Talk. Walk. When Monday rolls around, want to feel the soreness in my ass.”

At one time, a Friday night being in women’s clothes was mind-blowing. Dressed like a woman, feeling the heavenly fabric of stockings on my smooth legs, the sweetness of the panties caressing my cock drove me wild. I’d get so horny I couldn’t think straight. It’s funny, I’d spend three hours getting dolled up, and an overwhelming compulsion ripped through me, and I had to touch myself, relieving the tension and calming my nerves with my hand, a dildo, and some porn. That was all I needed.

After a year of testing a hundred thousand dating sites, I learned how to spot a loser, a fake, or a flake. Flakes and fakes never show. They want me to send ‘pics of my tight little ass. My cock. Nude pics. They talk dirty. Brag. Send a bunch of dick pics. Mostly of small dicks or fake cocks. Cocks they stole from the internet. Cocks they wished they had.

Or they want to see my cock. I’m not into that. Honestly, I could do without the flesh dangling between my legs. Then…. they’re gone. I’m pretty sure they jack off, and that’s it.

The same old routine has grown stale. If I don’t get some toe-curling, mind-blowing, electrifying sex with a slab of jock cock or two… or three… pounding away into the wee morning hours, getting flipped like a pancake from my back to my stomach, manhandled by a thick black one or two. I won’t be so restless if I can find that just once. Perhaps if I strut my stuff, swing my hips, let the guys whoop and whistle at me, and drool over my mouth-watering ass, I’ll be able to handle the guys from the apps.

My app buzzes again, another guy, another dick pic, and a long tale about how he will make a woman out of me. There’s a long black cock dangling in my face, for sure. It’s nice. I’m pumped until I find out he lives in Nigeria.

God, I need to get out and walk around the block. Do something besides sitting at home, hoping, waiting for a guy to show up, or jack off and not show up, wasting three hours putting myself together only to masturbate alone watching BBC porn. I need to take it to a new level. The first step is to walk around the block dressed like a tramp.

I decide I’m good, not just good but sensational. I turn the knob. Ready to open my door, ready to walk around the block. That’s it—the first step.


Chapter Two

I’m standing on my front porch in my upper-middle-class neighborhood. I glance down the block, first right. Cars pass, as do my neighbors on their evening walks in the cool September breeze. It’s dusk. Across the street, Mrs. Jones stands in her yard, hand on hips, with a stern gaze calling for her kids to come home as they kick a soccer ball between them.

She glances my way. Even across the street, I can tell she disapproves of me or the woman she sees leaving my residence. My mind paints a picture of what rumors will be flying around the neighborhood. Adam Knight stood on his porch again, looking like a sissy freak. Who does he think he’s fooling, trying to look like a woman? The thought shatters my already fragile ego. Thoughts race: wasted hours of makeup videos and books, hundreds of dollars spent on cross-dresser books and courses, and countless hours of practice putting this look together. I give up.

Then a thought occurs: what if she thinks I’m a woman? And she’s bothered a tramp is coming out of my home daring to infect her wholesome, family-oriented neighborhood with disgraceful behaviors? Or maybe she thinks her husband will pounce on me before he pounces on her?

I adjust my teeny-weeny little black dress. Not in a million years could Mrs. Jones fit into this. Maybe she’s jealous. Nervousness slips away, and I’m encouraged to press on.

But where?

It’s three blocks from the college campus. I aim to walk past the field where jocks play basketball, throw the football around, or hang out. I head for the sidewalk with realistic thoughts: I don’t expect to take on the basketball team or snag even one player tonight. There’s still the logistical problem of being a guy looking like a girl and how to explain that away—one can hope, though, right?

Ignoring Mrs. Jones as she hurries her kids inside, I turn down the sidewalk, nervous. My heels click on the concrete. The soft, silky caress of the black thong splitting my ass, pawing at my crevice like a lover’s finger, drives me wild. The fabric of my hip-hugging skirt clings tightly to my hips as I sway as I practiced for countless hours, sparks my imagination: I imagine every eye locked onto my ass as I stride confidently. My head held high, and my eyes looked straight ahead. The attention is palpable as I sashay down the street, swinging and swaying, hoping to bring all traffic to a standstill.

I passed a middle-aged guy mowing his yard; his eyes set my ass on fire. But I won’t be satisfied with his cock in me. I need a college-aged jock. A cock with enough energy and stamina to go all night. I hit the crossroads, turned left, and then turned right. I pass a young couple, and my cock throbs when the wife or girlfriend smacks her husband.

I make another right and continue my journey down the street, each step taking me closer to the sprawling college campus stocked with horny college jocks. The college campus is now only a block away—one step after another. Cars whizz pass, and a few horns toot. Eyes crane in my direction. The arousal rushing to my cock causes it to pulsate. My ass aches to be split wide open. My black stilettoes strike the pavement with authority as I swing my hips with longing. I feel good.

Then worry sets in. What am I doing? What was I thinking? Are they honking their horns, twisting their necks because of how good I looked, or are they speechless because they’re thinking: How can this guy go out in public dressed like that? What a fool! How gross!

Oh crap! I’m a guy. They see right through my makeup, which I’m so proud of. My fake breasts jiggling felt thrilling moments ago; how they bounced turned me on so much that my cock dribbled precum. Now, every eye is on them not because of how sexy they look, but….

Oh, no! Did my excitement seep through my panties and stain my dress?

I stop, dead in my tracks, across from a coffee shop. Maybe stop, hit the restroom, check out my dress, and if there is a problem, fix it. I’m scared to look. I stand at the crosswalk, eyes forward, shaking. The little green guy turns green. I step forward, glance down, swipe the front of my dress as I head for the coffee shop, and trip on the curb, heading nose-first for the street.

I was so worried at the thought of everyone seeing my arousal that I didn’t hear the ping of a basketball on the sidewalk behind me. A pair of man-sized black hands caught my elbow, averting a disaster: my face planted in the concrete. The warmth of his rough and calloused hands steadies me. My first thought comes from the gutter; they say big hands are a good indicator of cock size, and if that’s true, then this guy’s cock will be a record-breaker.

“You okay, Ma’am.” His deep voice says.

I turn. Gaze at my savior. He’s twenty, maybe twenty-one. I look up into his eyes. I mean way up. He’s tall. Six eight at least. I sigh at his sheer, gorgeous perfection. Strong square jaw. His large sparkling and gleaming eyes greedily took in his view, me. Still gripping my elbow, he’s incredibly strong; I can feel the heat of his body as I regain my balance.

“Yes. I am okay, thank you.” I say. He releases my elbow and retrieves the basketball from the ground.

My heart beats unmercifully as I soak in his muscular body. Gracefully, he tosses the ball from one hand to the other. I want to offer my mouth to him right there as people walk past us.

He says, “Good thing I was…. I’m Scott, by the way.”

A moment of recognition in his face tells me he’s seen me before. “Anyway, you almost took a nasty fall there.”

“Yeah….Uh yeah. Thanks. I’m Amanda. Hey…. Can I buy you a coffee or….. a soda for your act of saving a woman from an embarrassing situation? As a token of my appreciation.” What I wanted to do was offer my mouth to him. But that was a little too presumptuous at this point.


Chapter Three

He smiled. I had to have him in my mouth. To take him in my mouth, wrap my hand around his flesh, and feel it grow to life around my grip, to flick my tongue over his massive head.

His greedy, ebony eyes blazed with desire mixed with a spark of recognition. Had he seen my ad? Oh shit. Here I was out in public, with a guy who’d seen my all too suggestive ad offering my ass to any and all comers—with specific stipulations, and he met them.

I glance over my shoulder; maybe I should go home. Then what? I had to have him. I had to know if the saying about the size of a man’s hands was an indicator of the flesh between his legs.

How am I going to explain my cock? A cock that’s straining to swell. If he saw my ad, he knew what was between my legs and was looking for a girl like me. We stared at each other. My eyes, I’m sure, were clouded with lust. I strained not to glance between his legs, but the urge was too great. I looked. His gym shorts were loose, but I swear there was the start of something going on.

I needed it.

How was I going to get it? Should I ask? Invite him to my house?

A female driver laid into her horn and yelled out of the window, “Get a room, for Pete’s sake.”

Scott smiled. My eyes returned to a more ladylike place. His eyes.

I gestured toward the coffee shop. “Shall we.” I figured we’d get out of the road, and then I’ll figure out how to get his pants down and my mouth around his jock cock.

He nodded. Once inside, he guided me to a table with his giant hand on the small of my back and asked what I’d like.

“Coffee Macchiato.”

He balanced his ball on the chair and headed to the counter. The wait seemed like hours. As I waited, I ran through all the possible scenarios to get down on my knees, worshipping his big black cock.

What do I say?

I didn’t want to know who he was, where he came from, or what he studied. Honestly, I didn’t want to know. I couldn’t care less. There was only one thing on my mind, how big his cock was, did he have any friends, did he have a place to fuck or for me to suck his cock, and… did he care if I was a guy?

He returned with two steamy cups of coffee. We sat in silence for an eternity. I sensed he had something he wanted to tell me. I wanted to ask my questions, but here? He sipped his coffee. I sipped mine.

I took a deep breath, ready to come clean. Listen, Scott, I just want to suck your cock.

Then, as if a floodgate had opened, a long string of words gushed out of Scott. “I saw your ad, and so did a friend of mine, and we both have this thing well, we were wondering what it’s like to, you know, do or play; we have this fantasy all of us well, not all of us, most of us we well, well, when I saw you walking down the street I followed you, and when you tripped I thought how lucky I am… we have this thing we want to do we have asked a couple of the cheerleaders… at the… girls at college the real girls not that you’re not sexy…. I mean you look good enough to eat, well you see we saw your ad, but my friend says you are probably some fake or scammer, and we never answered it, but when I saw you I followed you and if you are interested, then…. It’s a fantasy, so if you’re interested….”

He looked around, leaned in, and whispered. “It’d be with the whole team. Kind of roleplay.” He took a long breath. “I can’t believe you’re real. You look…. you’re a ten and nasty, and…. Listen. I’m sorry if I’m being forward. Your ad….”

The lust in my body couldn’t be denied or disobeyed, gushing through my veins like an uncapped oil well. My cock swelled and dribbled more precum. I cared little for the consequences. Wanting to touch him, taste him, I grabbed his monstrous hand, turned it over, and traced my fingertips along his palm.

“What did you have in mind?”

“That easy?” Scott says with a devilish smile.

Was it? Was I giving myself up that easy? I was and wasn’t ashamed. But…. there were specific criteria I needed to meet. Confidently, I ask, “Size?”

“Damn, girl, you get right to the point.” In a business-like tone, he paused and said, “I’m eleven inches, and three of the others are ten or better. I mean, I don’t measure. Then two are smaller, but they are in or no deal. That makes six. It’d be an all-nighter.”

“Let’s do it. You want to call your friends. I have a big place we can play….”

“It’s not that I’m not flattered or horny as hell. But we got this thing we want to do. I’ll explain.”

Later? God, I wanted it now. If I didn’t get it now, I’d explode. But what choice was there?

“Okay. I’m game.”


Chapter Four

Scott pulled his chair beside me, saddled in close, and touched my thigh. “You’re gorgeous.” He rubbed my inner thigh, and a shudder shot through me at the thought of having him pawing my body.

I gasped for release from the sexual tension, the boredom, and a long night of passion. I couldn’t wait. I needed it now or real soon.

My cock fluttered. Scott leaned in and whispered. “We wanted to have a blowbang and paint a girl’s face with our cum. After we win a game. The whole team. But all we could find was an ugly girl. We want to look down on a face like yours, a doll face like yours. Cum all over it. Coat it with some big black cocks sperm. It’s a celebration. It’d be after each home game…. that we win.”

I gulp. The season just started. How many games are there? How many sessions would there be? I grip the edge of the seat. Panting.

“We’d all pitch in for a hotel room. Buy some booze, and well, you’d be the entertainment.”

I couldn’t speak.

“We want you to wear a cheerleader outfit. They’re small, tight, and revealing. But you’re a doll. Interested?”

The only thing I could think to say was, “Only when you win?”

“Yep. When we lose, the coach makes us practice the next day.”

“When’s the next home game?”

Scott glanced around and slid his hand under my hips. I lifted my left cheek, giving him access. His hand inched toward my crack, exploring my cheeks. “Damn, that’s a tight ass—next Friday. If you’re in, I’ll get you a cheerleader uniform. The guys will want pictures first.”

I couldn’t say no; I was his slave now, willing to do anything to see the eleven-incher. I nodded.

We walked to his car on campus. He opened the trunk and handed me a package. “Get dressed as soon as possible, and send some pics. If we win, we’ll send the hotel suite to go to.”

I practically ran home. When I got inside, I ripped open the package. The pink cheerleader outfit was barely an outfit. They made the shiny black leather boots out of more fabric than the cheerleader outfit. I stripped and slipped into the outfit, snapped photos, and sent them to Scott.

He must have put me on a group chat because texts popped up one after another. “I want you riding me now, baby.”

Scott said, “It’s a…. well, sorry Amanda. Guy.”

“Don’t care.”

“You’re going to beg for my cock.”

“I can’t wait. You better win.” I texted. “Use me!”

“Damn. She’s hot! I’m going to paint your face!”

“Show me your cocks. Oh, my…. I’m such a bad girl!”

Six cocks popped one after the other in the group chat. Four of the six were dreams come true. One was of average length but thick and would be a challenge. The other, tiny, was less than average.

I played my part during the week of a cheerleader who’d lost a bet, and when the team won, she’d have to suck all their cocks.

My first text: I’ll give you all a blow job if you guys win after the game.

On Monday at work, I sent another text message to my team: I don’t enjoy sitting here at work when I could be at home doing filthy things to you. Please win!

On Tuesday, I upped the ante. Does anybody want to try anal?

On Wednesday, Use me. Win. I want to feel all your cocks in my mouth. Win. I can’t stop thinking of all you studs forcing me to my knees and face-fucking me and painting my face with your seed. Don’t jack off all week. Save it all for me.

When Friday came, I took off early from work, dressed, and waited, hoping they would win. The team won. They didn’t just win; they blew them away. I wanted to think it was because of me. It didn’t matter why they won, just that they did, and I was in for a wild night.


Chapter Five

Dressed in my skimpy pink cheerleader outfit, I arrived at the suite. The six guys were all there, drinking and laughing, and when I walked into the room, all their jaws dropped. The room was large, with an immense king-sized bed, the bedding turned down, and two maroon velvet couches surrounded a big screen television playing blowbang porn. Most sat, even sitting; they all towered over me. Some were muscular with broad shoulders and thick biceps, others tall and lanky. Silence filled the room.

“Holy fucking shit!” One said.

“Damn, you’re hot.”

Scott said. “We’re not looking for dick, so keep it tucked. We’re going to cream all over your pretty little face, though. The party isn’t over till the sun comes up. Cool.”

This was a dream come true. I nod.

Everyone stood, slid out of their t-shirts, and, with no shyness, pulled down their team sweatpants and stepped out of them. I hated wasting time. I tried to suppress my eager smile, but why hide my pleasure?

Six black cocks popped free. Five made me gasp, wondering how the hell I was going to swallow them. The other was…. Well, it didn’t meet my size queen standards, but for the other five, I’d do anything. They stood, hands on hips in a row. I ached to touch them. To taste them. To get worn out by them. I licked my lips.

What do I do?

Thankfully, one college jock made it clear what I was to do next. “First, you’re going to get down on your knees. Right here.” He pointed to a spot in front of the team.

I obeyed.

Slowly, the team circled me.

I looked from one to the other. They were huge, my dream come true. My cock seeped precum, but there was no way it would get hard. The rules were clear. No cock was to make an appearance. So, I tucked it tight when I dressed.

I took a deep breath and looked around again, wondering where to start. They were all so nice. I slip into my role and say, “For your reward, paint my face with your seed.”

“Well, get busy. Two hands and a mouth busy at all times.” I reached left, feeling around till I had a pulsating cock in my hand. It expanded in my hand; it’s massive. I reach right, tightly encircling the young studs’ throbbing meat while stroking enthusiastically with my left hand. Both big black cocks swell and pulse against my palm. It takes concentration to keep two hands busy. Suddenly my regard for blowbang sluts increases.

I turn left, spit on his cock several times, lubricating it. Then I do the same for the cock in my right hand. I can feel the veins throbbing in my palm. My cock tingles. Precum seeps out. The cocks in my hand blossomed even more to full-on hardons.

The other four surrounding me stare down at me, eagerly fantasizing about getting their turn. Their hands flap as they stroke their cocks against and over my face.

I’m in heaven. I got my wish.

One jock grabbed my hair and pulled my face into his big black cock. My heart pounded against my chest as I stroked the two cocks on either side of me. They both sighed with satisfaction; their flesh throbbing under my gentle touch felt fantastic.

The jock’s hands tangled in my hair and pulled me in roughly, I parted my lips willingly, but when the girth slipped past my lips, I questioned my decision. It’s big. It’s thick and it’s hot. He pushed his hips forward and pulled my head into his cock. Even though I submitted willingly, there was no choice. His cock slid into my mouth. He pulled me closer, filling my mouth with another inch of hot, throbbing flesh. The salty, wet meat tasted right. He pulled my head towards his stomach, forcing his steamy flesh further down my throat.

Someone grabbed my hand, pulled it free, and placed it on another piece of flesh. Not as big. Fluid leaked from his shaft. I used it to lubricate my strokes. “Damn girl, you got soft hands.”

“Nice lips, too. Oh, that feels good.”

I glanced up and gasped for air as a massive cock stretched my lips, jaw, and throat to its limits. Half the guy’s cock was buried in my mouth and pushing for more ground with each savage thrust. He was taking his reward, claiming me as his. I glanced around. They were all going to claim me. At first, I was worried about being able to take cocks this big, but my throat loosened as if my mouth was meant for this—it was. The only thought that came to me was that I hoped they would win all their home games.

Everywhere I looked were thick rods of eager flesh. When one grew impatient, he grabbed my hand or the back of my head, forcing me to do my duty. Two cocks were always in my hands, one in my mouth, face fucking me, and the others were content with slapping my face and encouraging their friends.

“Suck us all. Come on slut. We won. I want your sweet lips around mine.”

Cock surrounded me. Drowning in cock, I moved left, right, back to the left, and back to the right, taking one eager big black cock and moving on to another before jealousy set in. Each time my head moved, I switched hands.

If I stopped for a breath, they scolded me. “Come on slut. Get busy.”

One cock left my mouth, and another guided his thick black cock toward my lips. Eagerly, I opened my mouth and swallowed. I swallowed, stroked, and got face fucked for an eternity. My throat became sore. Hoarse even. My eyes watered.

“Oh fuck, she’s a good cocksucker.”

“Over here, slut.” A massive hand lifted me and guided me to the bed. He laid me down on my back, my head hanging over the edge. They lined up. The first one crouched down and slid his cock into my mouth. The others watched their teammate fuck my face into submission. One drove deep. Another one would step up and push hard. Covering my face with drool, precum, and spit.

One jock dropped to a knee and gripped my head, working my head up and down like a fuck toy. And I was. I took cock after hot cock thrusting into my mouth. Their cocks were so big, so relentless, and the thrusts so furious I thought I might pass out.

When I thought, one pumped the hardest, pounding his hips into me, thrusting faster. Another stepped up and jackhammered his cock into my throat, besting his teammate.

I thought it might never end. I didn’t want it to.

Time slowed. Then, a large, heavy set of balls tightened. I could feel a wave of pleasure pulse through his cock. It was here. That first massive load of cum. He yanked his throbbing, quivering flesh out of my mouth. Stroked his cock twice and aimed, shooting an enormous load of cum over my face with a spasming cry.

He stepped back. “Next.”

In turn, five more guys took their turns abusing my mouth. One after another until my throat ached, and my jaw was racked with soreness, each coating my face with his thick sticky black jock seed.

When all had been satisfied, they retreated to the sofas, their celebration drinks, and left me lying there needing nothing more than to be used again.


Chapter Six

I lay on my back for an hour. Worn out, exhausted. My throat was sore just as I wanted, and I wondered when round two was coming. My breaths came in staggered gasps. I’d sucked six cocks. Six college jocks had plastered their seed all over my face. I’d taken everything they gave me, and I wasn’t done. Their cum coated my face, gobs of sticky, stringy cum dried on my face. I wanted it to remain there, a reminder of my great time.

But I wanted to be ready for round two if they needed more. But my ass ached. Ached for a cock. The jocks are loud and getting louder. Laughter and raucous cheers about the game, the slut lying on the bed, my mouth, how good it was, how they painted my face with cum. I got up, washed my face, and redid my makeup for the next round.

When I returned from the bathroom, one of them glanced my way and said. “You got an ass on you. Have you seen it? Hey baby girl, come over here.”

I did. I stood in the middle of the room. All eyes were on me. I’m panting like a dog in heat, my body trembling, my heart pounding for more. I wanted to beg, cry out, drop to my knees, and plead for them to give me what I crave. Please fuck me. Please.

I glance at one guy, then another. Looking each in the eye, need in my eyes. Their eyes are glassy, gazes unfocused and clouded with desire for more. The air reeked of beer, whiskey, and sex.

“Turn around. Lift the skirt.”

Gladly, I lift my skirt.

Another one says. “Bend over.”

I do.

“She’s got a cock.”

“But damn, look at that ass. It’s superb.”

“Damn, I bet it’s tight.”

Part of me wanted to leave. Or beg to leave. Get out of this. They were talking about me like a piece of meat. My mouth watered as two cocks swelled while staring at my ass. My mind drifted into a fantasy of one after the other, these guys shoving their cocks into my ass.

They all stand encircling me like wolves, ready to devour their prey. Then it happens. One of them rips my panties off. The reckless action should have made me scared or produced panic. Instead, I’m hornier than ever. My heart races; I’m going to faint. I’m surrounded by moans, pants, and the slapping of hands on cocks.

He reaches around, struggles a bit with the tuck tape but frees my cock. He lifts my skirt. I’m exposed. I’m trembling. And the room erupts in cheers. I stand, and my little cock, now hard, creates a tiny tent on the tight pink cheerleader skirt.

Their drunken stares are still greedily staring at my ass. I got down on all fours, lifted my skirt, and said. “Grab my hair and fuck me like an animal.” Deciding that they were all too tall, I took up a position on the sofa, my hands on the back, my ass displayed. The air is thick with sexual tension. Are they going to fuck me? Or refuse my plea?

“Please.” I swayed my ass from side to side, teasing them. “It’s tighter than a pussy.”

Hands. Not two. Three. Sometimes, four-run up and down my back down to my ass. My heart bludgeoned my chest from the inside. Hands spread my legs. There’s no turning back now. Hands cup, squeeze and caress my ass. I squirmed and wiggled my ass. “Fuck me! Please.”

My ass heated after a huge hand slapped my left cheek. Another hand, smaller, slapped my right cheek.

“You like that, baby?”

“Yes!”

Then one of them straddles me, grabs my shoulders, and slides his dickhead between my ass cheeks. I submit willingly to him; I’m not sure who, but someone with one thick piece of meat grinds against me.

“Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck. Fuck.” I say. “Fuck me. Do it. Take me. Make me yours. I’m all yours!”

I force my ass back. His hands move to my hips, grips them like I’m his. He spread my thighs apart further. I brace myself for what’s about to come. He’s drunk and going to ram his cock mercilessly into my tight ass. I bite my lip, waiting for the inevitable, wanting the pain. I know the pain will come, but after that, it will be a pleasure unrivaled.

I grimace. He pushes. His throbbing cock slides deeper, inch by painful inch, into my ass. I’m amazed at his thickness. I rock backward, taking his cock deeper.

“Oh, fuck. Harder.”

“That ass is here for all of us. Right?”

“Take it. Fuck me. Fill me with your seed.”

That does it. I loosen up, and his cock slides into what feels like my stomach.

One of the other guys says, “Holy shit, dude. Where’d that big thing go? Damn, she’s a dirty, nasty slut.”

After several minutes of slow going, I arch my back, wanting more and more brutal. Rougher.

“Harder. Fuck me! Come on.”

He grabs a handful of hair and holds my head back. My breathing is heavy and loud. Then all hell breaks loose. His cock imposes its will on my ass. A hard deep thrust sends a current up through my ass, into my stomach, and down my legs into my toes.

One jock says. “Yeah, pound that ass. Take it, slut.”

Getting fucked silly was curling my toes, and getting fucked silly with five guys watching, waiting for their turn, was mind-blowing. He pulls out and rams it back in harder and harder going deeper into my ass. The pressure on my P-spot is incredible. I’m glad everyone’s drunk because as each took turns pounding my ass, my cock flapped back and forth. Slapping against my stomach, my thighs, and dribbling.

I‘m not sure who big black cock is up in there, but it throbs, twitches, and he shoots his load into my ass. He slaps my ass and says. “Not done yet. There are five more cocks to go.”

Another jock positions his body and shoves his thick throbbing head between my ass cheeks. It’s hard, thick, and oh-so-wonderful.

“Oh, fuck!” The first guy stretched things out well, so there’s no pain, only pleasure. I shimmy my hips in an erotic dance around his cock as my eyesight blur. And I have four more to go. BBC two pounds my ass, driving deep inside me. Stars pop across my blurred vision—wet drops of my precum pepper my stomach, my thighs, and the velvet sofa. His big black cock pushes, pounds, and drives me over the edge. I fight back the impending hands-free orgasm; it might be too much for these straight jocks to handle.

He pulls out, takes a breath, and slams it back in with a vengeance. Then he blew into me like a storm. He shivers. Pulls out. Another takes his place. His cock teased my opening. “Beg for my cock, bitch. Beg, or I walk away.”

Right now, I should run. I don’t. I want this. I want all of them. The first two guys’ cum has created a river of sticky fluid flowing down my thighs, mixing with my precum.

“Fuck me like you own me.“

That’s what I want.

He complies. This jock fucks me faster than the other two, pushing deeper fucking me harder than I thought I could take. Tears well in my eyes. He tugs on my hair, pulling my head back uncomfortably. I’m a toy. A fuckdoll. Ferociously he stretches my ass, his hips slamming into my ass. Like a plate of jello, I feel my ass shake and jiggle each time he rams it home.

He grips my hips and rides me like an animal. Everything fades away. I’m not sure when one guy stops and the other starts. I’m nowhere. Jock after jock fills me. The next thing I remember is that I’m at home.


Chapter Seven

All day Saturday, my body ached and trembled. Not in a bad way. I replayed the experience all day, Saturday and Sunday. I can’t get my mind off what a great experience it was. I want to text the guys. Beg for them to fuck me again. I’m desperate, but I don’t.

The pleasure of the experience was like nothing I had ever experienced; I wonder how I’ll ever be satisfied with one man again. I’m confused about why I had no inhibitions or shame in leaving the same old normal vanilla sex.

Sunday comes and goes. I know it will take time for the thrill of Friday night to dissipate. I check the team’s schedule and highlight my calendar of all the home games.

How the hell am I going to focus?

Monday came, and I went to work. My days pass as usual. The season passed, with them winning every home game. The first time, there were six studs by the third game, two more joined in. Then the entire team of thirteen were enjoying my ass and mouth.

To my surprise, when baseball season started, I received a text….




The End


A Crossdressers Wild Workout


Chapter One

I’m frustrated and sick and tired of my typical Saturday routine. Like always, I dressed to kill in a sexy little black dress, and what am I doing? Watching a movie, trolling the trans dating apps, looking for…. something different. It’s not that I don’t get offers. I meet plenty of guys on the apps, and tonight, I had a shit ton of offers, but nothing that met my standards.

All the conversations started with the typical shallow pickup lines like: “Hey,” “What’s up,” and….

Then, interrupting my movie, where the knight in shining armor is about to save the Princess. “You got a big cock?”

I respond. “No.”

And I don’t want the one I have. If I could blink and make it disappear, I would. Put a nice wet pussy down there instead. Either way, with a cock or pussy, I want to choke on one, a big, fat, thick pulsing cock attached to a…. Well, my knight in shining armor after he rescues me. Yeah, I know I have big dreams. A girl can dream. I need some…. Some what? Excitement? Romance? I need a knight in shining armor to save me and then take his reward. Me. My ass. My mouth and everything in between.

Before I go back to my movie, I update my profile. “I’m looking for a knight in shining armor to save his Princess. Then I’ll do every dirty, nasty thing my champion wants.”

Why shouldn’t I want a tall, muscular black knight in shining armor with a piece of meat dangling between his legs as thick as my wrists? With a bit of romance beforehand—not a lot. Just a hint before he rocks my world.

The guys tonight are incredibly annoying… and not what I want. I’m flattered and not a prude, but I want a… a… okay, a big thick cock. Yes, I’m a size queen. And I want one that lasts for more than the standard forty seconds. There, I said it. Well, there’s one more criterion: I’m into BBC. Okay, I’m picky.

Frustrated, I close the app, but I am oh, so fucking horny, so I stripped and loaded up one of my favorite porn videos, intending to jack off and crash. My video of choice: A white sissy crossdresser who gets nailed by two black guys.

I shove an eight-inch black—of course—dildo up my ass, fucking myself as the movie unfolds. Then, an idea hits me, something I hadn’t done before, something different. Why not go for a jog? A five-mile run would be different, challenging, and a little kinky. Show off my legs, my round plump ass, and…. It’d be an excellent chance to test my new foundation and primer. Is it as long-lasting as it claims? I bought it to defy the all-night, hot, sweaty sex I craved but never got.

Running might be kinky, too, pushing my barriers, something I never did before. And I could show off the new white booty shorts I paid an arm and a leg for. I ripped open the package and stared at the tight, high-waisted booty shorts for an eternity before sliding into them.

For the longest time, it satisfied me sitting at home, trying different looks and makeup techniques, sliding into a sexy dress, and hanging out. But I’ve been pushing my boundaries lately, stepping out dressed as a woman: shopping, dining out, and even going to a nightclub.

My trip to the nightclub was okay, I guess. If the reality of explaining my little sissy clitty hadn’t destroyed my evening. I loved the loud music, drunks, and the wild free spirits, especially all the horny men…. I went for sex, dressed for sex, and got the attention the dress I wore deserved. All the sweet, suggestive flirtations made me feel… well, like a woman and horny!

It felt like I could float away listening to all the studs fawn over me, telling me, “You’re gorgeous,” “Sexy,” and “I love your hair,” especially got to me. Since everyone at work and my friends made fun of my long blonde hair.

“You look like a girl. Maybe cut it.” My boss complained. I wanted to say “Thank you.” But I’m not ready to tell everyone who I was or thought I was.

Another one got to me, “Your skin is so soft.” Of course, that led to caresses that left me breathless. “Those legs.” I’m most proud of my long, smooth, and effeminate legs, and no one asked me how big my cock was, which seemed to be a standard question on the trans hookup apps I’m a regular on.

I ate the attention up, but in the end, if I accepted, I’d have to explain the little meat between my legs. How does one do that?

Lately, going en femme has become more the norm than the exception. I wanted to be Hazel full-time, but the shame and confusion prevented me from making that big step. I wanted to embrace my identity, especially my sexuality and the feminine side, but I feared what would happen if I did. Except for my trips to work, the neighbors see Hazel leaving more than Henry. I know they’re wondering and asking questions—the neighborhood had to be baking with hot gossip. “Who’s the slut leaving Henry’s house?” Or were they saying what a freak Henry has become?

After stretching, I hesitated at the front door before hitting the street, thinking of my outlandish fantasy: being rescued by a black knight in shining armor before he took me back to his lair, forcing me to repay him for his kindness, which I gladly accepted.


Chapter Two

With courage, I turned left on the sidewalk, my smartphone wrapped around my slender arm, playing high-energy music. The calm September wind against my body was invigorating—my long, smooth legs moved in rhythm to the upbeat music. My high-waisted white booty shorts clung to my firm, round ass as guys drooled over my long, smooth legs, slender shoulders, arms, and effeminate body.

Whistles greeted me.

And catcalls.

I loved the attention, the thrill of being watched, hungered for. All the scrutiny sends shivers up my spine as the invisible fingers of my horny admirers caress my ass, lusting after it. I quickly glance at my crotch. There is no telling bulge, even though I can feel it pulsing.

Turning down another block, I realized no one knows I’m a guy. I’m at ease knowing I’m eye candy for every unsatisfied horny guy on the block. I’m fearless. I run on. I turned left when I saw a group of guys hanging out in the street. I turned right when I saw three guys moving the yard, enjoying the attention as I jogged. I stopped at another intersection, running in place, and turned right.

I passed four young college-aged guys playing basketball. All their heads turned toward me. I stopped, stretched, giving them a lovely bird’s-eye view of my ass. I bounced twice, touching my toes, as they hooted, hollered, and offered what they claimed were their exceptional talents in pleasuring a woman.

I’m on the verge of offering myself when reality hits me. Damn it! I’m not a woman. I’d be down for it, though, if I were.

I stood, waved, and headed down the road, hoping someone would stop and ask me if I was lost. “Oh yes, kind sir. I’m lost. Can you please help me?” I practiced my playful, inviting, yet innocent smile as I ran.

Reality bites my sexy ass. How will I tell them about my special package? Or what do I tell them about me?

I lost track of my worries and where I was, savoring the male attention, being out en femme, feeling free and energized. I passed a bail bondsman’s office, stopped, and returned to get a glimpse of myself, marveling at my image. Damn, I looked amazing. I turned, forgetting I was in a very public place, and checked out my ass. The gentle vibration in my crotch worried me, so I turned back around and double-checked the tuck. All good. This is who I am. With confidence, enthusiasm, and pride, I turn and run smack into two guys.


Chapter Three

The guys have a knowing smile. Both rake their eyes over my body. I try not to betray my excitement. The taller of the two, a muscular black guy dressed in loose, low-hanging jeans and a white muscle t-shirt, grinned, sipped his beer, and stepped close. Intimidatingly close, I could smell the alcohol and cigarettes on his breath. In a low, intimidating voice, he said. “You look lost there, snow bunny. How about letting me give you a ride?”

It sent shivers down my spine as I realized I was in danger. I looked into his eyes, and the setting sun created a halo around his massive head.

Where the hell was I? My eyes darted right, then left. I did not know. But the neighborhood was bad. Terrible. My eyes dropped. I shifted nervously under broken glass. Across the street, graffiti covered the walls, a giant penis with an even larger pair of lips wrapped around it. Hookers strutted up and down the road as cars stopped and left.

This was not the place for a woman to run in daylight, even worse at night, which was coming very, very soon. In running down streets to attract attention, I drifted into the worst part of town.

The shorter thug stepped to my right side, wrapped his arm around my waist, grabbed my ass, patted it several times, then squeezed. His fingers dug deep into my plump ass. Keeping a tight grip, he said, “That’s a nice juicy ass you got there, honey. Where are you headed? Maybe I’ll give you a ride, we’ll stop by my place on the way, and I show you real love.”

I tried to think of a way out of this for what felt like an eternity. My eyes darting. My heart was beating. “No… I think I’m okay.” But I wasn’t. I did not know where to go.

The taller thug inched close, wrapped his arm around me, pulled me close, and said, “If you don’t have any place to go….”

The store door swung wide, and a tall, rugged black man confidently hurtled his hulking frame into the street. Was he my knight in shining armor? Instead of shining armor over his broad shoulders, he wore a charcoal gray suit jacket that looked tailored and fit him perfectly. Our eyes met. Then he glared at the two thugs harassing me.

“Beat it.” That was all he said.

“Fuck you, old man. This one’s not your type. You like a little meat between the legs, don’t you?” They acted tough, but I could tell they feared this man, my savior. There was no doubt he inspired fear and respect from these hoodlums. They backpedaled.


Chapter Four

My savior said, “Not a good place for a young, pretty lady like yourself to hang around. You better get in here.”

He held the door open, letting me enter like a lady. My cock… throbbed, then it hit me what the thugs had said… what was it? “She’s not your type, old man. I know you like ’em with a little meat between the legs.”

Was this it? A dream come true? What do I do now? He thinks I’m a lady? How do I tell him I’m not?

There’s a single desk in the corner, and he had an old rotary phone on the corner of the desk. Who has a rotary phone? Thick iron bars covered the windows and the backdoor. On a bulletin board, there were posters of wanted men.

“I’m Zane. I’m the owner of Rebel Bail Bonds. What the hell were you thinking, girl? Jogging in those shorts, looking like that in this neighborhood? I’ll give you a ride home…. but first, I must finish up for the night.”

“I’m….” What do I say? I’m Henry dressed as Hazel. That would tell him I’m a girl with a little extra, just what he seemed to be looking for. Zane closed the door. Sat and started rummaging through some paperwork.

“Well… you’re what mute? I already know you’re stupid, girl. Mute, too.”

“I’m…. So you are into crossdressers? Trans girls?”

Zane’s head snapped toward me, and his eyes popped out of the sockets. “Yeah, I do. I like sissies. I like them submissive and obedient.”

Zanes eyes raked me in. From the toes, up my legs, stopping momentarily at my crotch. He cocked his head and studied it before heading up to my face. Then back down and back up.

“So… you are?” Zane asked.

“I’m… Hazel and Henry. I’m a crossdresser. Well, I think I might be transgender. I never dared to, you know. I was bored. So I went for a run.”

Zane pressed his lips with determination as his enticing pitch-black eyes undressed me. In a low, determined tone, he said. “I know you, Hazel. I got that trans app yesterday. I’ve been looking for a new….” He paused momentarily and took a breath as if thinking carefully about the next word he chose. “Princess.”

As if challenging me to say no, he held my gaze as he reached out and tenderly traced my jawline, down my neck, skimming over my shoulder, soaking in the soft skin of my arm, and down to the waistband of my tight booty shorts.

Panting softly, I watched his lips approach mine. I opened my mouth to him, my knight in shining armor. His warm breath mingled with mine as his hand toyed with my waistband.

He whispered, “So…. I read your profile, your fantasy. The one you said would never come true, but it was…. How did you put it? ‘A girl can dream.’ I liked that fantasy. I like roleplay, too. Nod if you agree with what you want. You want a knight in shining armor to save you, and then….”

His hand pulled the waistband away from my body as he glanced down. “You want your knight to take what he is owed for saving a damsel in distress. Is that what you want out of your roleplay?”

I couldn’t believe this. This was it. Was I in bed dreaming? After jacking off. My eyes dropped submissively as his hand inched toward my sissy cock, now hard. My fingers ached to touch him, and my mouth hungered for my big black knight’s cock.

Zane got to my swollen sissy meat, grabbed it and said. “Did I not save you from danger? Do I not deserve to claim my prize? My Princess?”

I’m powerless to say no. My face flushed with heat as Zane squeezed my hard cock. I opened my mouth to say yes, but words failed me. The shame was overwhelming. Of getting lost. Of being here, with a stranger, and ready to submit my body to him. Instead, a soft gasp escaped.

Zane removed his hand from my booty shorts. His eyes filled with a raging beast’s lust, desire, and determination. No one ever looked at me like this; part of his eyes burned with love. He’d found a Princess to play with. The other half was an unquenchable desire, a primal craving, an all-consuming lust to consume me.

If I said yes, he’d take his bounty.

Nerves fluttered in my belly. What would he want me to do? My answer came quickly. But all that came out of my mouth was…. ”Uh… I—I—will….”

I didn’t care. The thought of submitting myself to this man tore at my insides. I just had to say it.

“It’s okay if you don’t want it. I understand. Roleplay isn’t for everyone. Nod, if you want to proceed with a bit of roleplay. Your knight expects a reward for saving his Princess from impending doom. Oh, and Hazel, I take what I want. Shake your head for no, and I’ll take you home. You’ll never….”

“No! I don’t want to go home. Yes…. Yes, take me, my knight. Claim your reward. Take my body. Use it as you desire.”


Chapter Five

Could this be real? I pinched my arm, trying to wake myself from the dream I had to be in.

Falling into the roleplay, I said, “Your reward for saving your Princess, my brave knight, is my body. Take it till morning.” A dream come true, my fantasy achieved.

Zane grinned and said, “It’s real, my Queen. And I’ll take you till you have paid my reward in full. However long that takes, my bravery at fending off the evil threatening my Princess was indeed great.”

My heart raced as my fantasy unfolded as I imagined it countless times: laying in bed, dressed in sexy outfits, sitting alone at home, wanting something more than the dull, anonymous hookups I’d grown used to. I looked at my outfit…. “I’m not dressed like a… Princess.”

Zane smiled. “Follow me to my lair, Princess. I might have something more suitable. Now go….” He bowed like a knight in medieval times might, lowered his head, and waved his arm in a big sweeping motion toward a backdoor.

“Huh…. outback?”

“I live upstairs.”

My heart pounded. Zane’s eyes were filled with pure demand and an appetite to claim his reward. He inched closer, bent, and slid a powerful arm under my ankles and another behind my neck. He lifted me.

The warmth of his breath and the searing heat of passion from his body seeped into mine. My cock swelled, straining the tuck tape. My fingers, aching to touch this man, raced under his suit jacket and fumbled with the buttons of his white dress shirt as my head fell into his broad, muscular shoulder. Two buttons snapped free. I slipped inside and squeezed his massive pectoral muscle—no doubt he worked diligently to sculpt his chest.

While gripping my legs, he opened the door. It was indeed a graceful move, and he kicked it open. “I’m going to ravish you till I’m done, Princess. I have been chaste too long.”

Oh my God, this was too good to be true. “My body is yours, my champion. Take it as if you own it.” A blistering flush of passion spread from my sissy clitty through my body as Zane trudged up the stairs.

When we got to what I assumed was the door to his apartment, he brushed my cheek and then gripped my chin tightly—claiming me. His touch sent shivers down my spine; I parted my lips, waiting for him to kiss me. Waiting for his next move, his warm breath seared my lips as he closed in.

Before our lips met, in a quivering voice, I said. “Oh god, take me, my knight. Claim your reward. Take my body. Use it. Abuse it. Take your payment for saving me. I’ll do….”

Zane smiled and said, “I know you will. Before I’m done with you, I will have claimed a king’s ransom from your body.” He laughed. “You won’t be running home. I can guarantee that.”

Zane nibbled at my lower lip as he opened the door. He stepped through the threshold; he drove his tongue deep into my mouth, exploring every inch. The kiss left only one conclusion for me to make: I was his to do as he pleased, and that was the only option for me now—surrender.

He continued to ravage my mouth for what seemed like an eternity. He had to pry me away from his mouth when he set me down. I was panting for more. “Please.”

“Beg.” Zane peeled his suit coat off. He unbuttoned his shirt. “Beg.”

I nodded.

“Then beg.” The shirt fell off his shoulders, revealing a sculpted upper torso.

I fell to my knees, “Please, my brave knight, take me. Let me give you any reward you desire.”

“Look at me.”

I glanced back up. Zane unbuckled his dress pants, looking at me with an intensity that made me shudder. He unzipped, slid them down, and pointed. “You do the rest.” He stood in only a pair of white boxers. Already, I could see this would be the most enormous cock I’d ever had.

On my knees, I struggled toward my knight. Once there, I looked into his eyes and passed a warrior’s hard, muscled body. My warrior. My savior. I grabbed the waistband of his shorts, licked my lips, and pulled until out popped a cock…. A rock-hard cock. It bounced, then swayed. I’ve watched way too much porn, and this monster—Zane could be the world’s greatest porn star.

I froze in shock.

“Well? Reward me.”

There was a lightness in my chest like I’d never felt before as I reached for his beautiful piece of flesh. His mushroom head was gratifyingly rounded. I gripped the shaft, which my hand couldn’t completely wrap around. This was heaven, and my insides were vibrating. As I stroked his massive flesh for the first time, I had only one thought: him moving inside me.

I stroked his cock, kissed his head tenderly, and ran my tongue under his massive shaft like I was licking a lollipop. As I played, his cock grew harder, swelled even thicker, and grew another inch. I was eager to taste it, to take him in my mouth. Worship him. Let him take his reward. My lips inched toward the throbbing head. Zane grabbed me and lifted me.

“Have I displeased you? My champion.”

“No. Let’s get you dressed in something more suitable. Then I’m going to take what’s mine. Your sissy hole.”

Zane guided me to the bathroom. His hands roamed hungrily across my body. In the bathroom, he started the water and stripped me slowly, peeling away layer after layer. I felt ashamed when my cock popped free.

He wetted a washcloth, put soap on it, and washed my sweaty body. As I air-dried, he grabbed my sissy clitty and stroked it. I’m not sure how long he stroked my cock, but it couldn’t have been for more than half a minute. My balls tightened as I closed in on an orgasm. Zane grabbed my sissy clitty’s head right where the shaft met and squeezed.

“Not till I have claimed my reward.”

Slowly the need to cum subsided. He stroked more. He did the same thing when I was on the edge. I felt like clay in his hands. He molded and shaped every bit of flesh as though it belonged to him alone. His touch was tender yet demanding, a perfect balance.

He grabbed my hand, led me to his bedroom, and opened a closet door containing a closet full of sissy cosplay outfits. He pulled one off a hanger and handed it to me. “Tonight, you are my slave. Dress like one.”

It was barely a costume. It was a harem slave costume. I imagined myself leashed and collared on the road to ancient Egypt, where costumes like this might have been the norm.

Without hesitation, excited about what was coming next, I slipped the gold necklace around my neck and allowed the leash to fall. The matching bra came next, covering my flat chest. The matching gold thong with an attached sheer skirt made me feel like a woman from another era. Immediately my dripping cock stained the thong.

Zane grabbed the leash and pulled me toward the king-sized four-poster bed.


Chapter Six

I let go, allowing him to control me. He sat down on the edge of the bed, spread his legs, and tugged my leash until my lips hit his cock. “Now you give me my reward, slave.”

Every pore, vein, and twitch in his black cock was visible. I kissed the mushroom head, tender, soft flesh, hot with arousal. With the leash, he guided me down. As he did, my tongue glided along the underside of his cock, until it hit his balls. Zane grabbed his cock and stroked it as I suckled on his balls. Zane grabbed the back of my head and pulled me closer, smothering my face between his legs.

I slurped on his nuts for a time before Zane tugged on my leash, showing me it was time to swallow his impressive cock. I stared at it, seemingly wider than my head.

Zane yanked my leash. “Get at it. My reward awaits. This is merely the warm-up.”

I parted my lips and encouraged myself to take it all or as much as possible. This thing was big. I wanted to please my knight. Reward him for helping me, and most of all, I wanted to fulfill my craving—choke on a big black cock.

I took a deep breath; my sissy clitty dribbled precum as the tip of his searing meat passed my lips and entered my mouth. Zane pulled my head down with the leash running under his thigh, slowly yet forcefully, leaving no doubt that I’d have to swallow it or much of it to please him.

I choked. Zane let go. “Take it. Please me.”

I dove back in. My drool and spit and the precum from Zane’s cock spilled out of the side of my mouth. I took as much as I could. It was so big, thick, and long that it hit my throat only halfway down his shaft.

Zane stood. He grabbed me behind the head and thrust forward. Zane fucked my face. “Look at me while you’re sucking me off.”

I looked up, tears welling in my eyes. I swallowed it again as far as I could go.

“More spit. Moan. I want to hear you, hear your enjoyment as you reward your champion.”

I slurped more. Spit more. Moaned. His commands caused my sissy clitty to swell, dribble more. The edging he’d done before had me on the edge of a hands-free orgasm. I was so aroused.

Zane pulled out. Held his cock in front of my lips, teasing me. “Tell me, did you like that cock in your mouth? Tell me. I want to hear it. Beg me for it or….”

I tried swallowing it again, but Zane’s grip on the leash kept me back. “Tell me. Tell me how much you liked it in your mouth. Tell me I’m a slut. I’m a Princess and a slut, and I beg you—”

“I’m a slut. I need it. I want it in my mouth. Please-”

Zane rammed it back in. He pushed and pressed until I choked, nearly vomiting. The sound of my choking turned him on because his cock swelled in my mouth. I could feel the warmth of my spit, my drool, and Zane’s precum running down my neck and onto my chest. I felt dirty, nasty, like a tramp. My sissy clitty twitched and dribbled more.

Then Zane pulled out and pointed to the bed. “Put your hands on the edge. Bend over. I take you like the slut you are.”

I bent over. I took a deep breath. This was it. “I want your cum.”

Zane kicked my legs apart. Being treated like his toy turned me on to no end. Zane grabbed the little thong and inched it down my legs. I stepped out of it. He parted the airy fabric of my slave roleplay outfit.

His hand connected with my ass. “That’s a nice plump ass.”

Zane smacked it several times, lighting a warm fire into both cheeks. “That’s nice and rosy now. Ready for it?”

“I want your dick in my ass. I have wanted nothing more.”

Zane slathered some lube between my cheeks. “It’s loose, already?”

“Before I ran, I played with a dildo…. Please, I need it.”

Zane lined his cock up and shimmied his hips, slowly pushing, letting it slip in. “How hard do you want to get pounded, slut?”

I shivered, feeling his thickness inching in. “Hard.”

Zane inched in further. Deeper and deeper, he pushed. Each moment felt like an eternity, so intense.

Zane stopped, allowing my ass to stretch. “I love to teach size queen’s lessons.”

I gripped the bedspread and pulled it into a tangled mess. I rose on my toes, an instinct.

Zane swatted my ass. “Get back here. How bad do you want it, slut?”

“Bad….” My muscles relaxed, and Zane slipped in. When his cock made it balls deep, it was like an explosion inside me. My insides seemed to quiver. Not with pain but pleasure. Zane slowly pulled out. Then, slowly back in. Slowly, at first, but each penetration went deeper, faster, and harder.

Then, the ride began. Zane’s cock seared into my sissy hole, ravishing me, branding me as his.

“Oh, my god…. You are so fucking big.”

Zane pounded away, asserting his claim on my ass, my sissy hole. This went on for…. I don’t know how long. Not forty seconds, that’s for sure. I lost track of time as he rammed his cock deep into my ass, brutal and greedy.

“Touch yourself. I’m close.” Zane gripped my hips as he became more relentless, ramming into me with a frenzy, his hips slapping against my ass.

I grabbed my cock, so hard, wet, and ready. Stroked, ready to explode. Zane pulled hard on my hips for one final thrust. He howled and burst into me with the power of a hurricane.

That was my queue. I tensed, my heart thumping wildly, and shot my load.

Zane stepped back, fell onto the bed, and grabbed me, pulling me into him. His cock straight up in the air, still twitching. I snuggled into my knight, finding pleasure in his arms.


Chapter Seven

Zane used me three more times that night. He was right about one thing: I wasn’t running home. In the morning, he was the perfect gentleman. A true knight. He made me breakfast and bathed me as if I were his queen. Honestly, I didn’t want to leave. Instead, I wanted to stay with my knight, serve him sexually, and let him serve me breakfast in the morning.

Zane took me home after spending the day fucking. He dropped me off at my house. I opted to keep my slave outfit on and walked passed my nosy neighbors, walking just like I had been fucked raw all night…. and all day. Which I had. I was proud. It was the most pleasurable discomfort I’d ever experienced.

We planned to allow my legs and ass to recover enough so that next Saturday, I could go for another long run to Rebel Bail Bonds so my knight in shining armor could rescue me again.

The End





My GirlFriends Secret Agenda


Chapter One

“I’m sorry, sir, but your card has been reported stolen. Do you have some identification?” The desk clerk, with a slender toned body, at 5’10” or 11”, was an inch or two taller than me. She dressed conservatively yet stylishly in a grey suit that hugged her boyish curves. Her long blonde hair was tucked into a neat bun. She had soft blue eyes that, a moment ago, were filled with compassion. Now, they were flooded with suspicion. Her hand moved toward the phone.

“Stolen? It’s my credit card. Why would I report it...” I mumbled, “Fucking cunt…”

“I’m sorry, sir. What did you call me?”

“Nothing. I was talking about my girlfriend or rather ex-girlfriend now.”

Liv, my ex-girlfriend, as of five hours ago, wasn’t content with stealing my plane ticket home, taking all my cash and my credit cards, and leaving me stranded in Amsterdam. But she went all in and fucked me over completely.

For what? Because I caught her cheating? Or because I refused to join in? I should’ve been the one that ripped her off and left her stranded.

Liv should be calling on my phone, begging me for forgiveness if she hadn’t stolen my phone, too! I looked into the woman’s eyes. They still had an ounce or two of compassion in them. Maybe she’ll help me out.

How? I can’t pay our two weeks stay here, the two hundred dollar drink and food tab, let alone another night. I turned around and looked at the six angry customers waiting for me to finish.

What were they thinking of me and my troubles? “Fucking idiot.” “Probably can’t get it up.” “Girlfriend cheating on you, huh serves you right.” “If you had a cock between your legs instead of that little sissy clitty.”

That’s why I haven’t been able to get it up over the last two weeks. During our first two weeks in Europe, everything worked fine. But since checking in here, Liv has been referring to my cock as sissy clitty, flirting with men, and insisting we watch BBC porn and cuckold porn. The guys in her choice of porn all were dressed as sissies, and their cocks were locked up in plastic pink cages. Liv had a fetish, it seemed, for guys dressed in little schoolgirl outfits looking nothing like men anymore. How’s a guy supposed to get it up after his girlfriend spends all day telling you how much she’d like to have a big cock instead of your sissy clitty.

Whispering, I said. “Listen, my girlfriend ditched me. She ran off with another guy. I’m unsure why, but she took my cash, credit cards… and wallet. And passport! She even took that! So, I don’t have any identification. This is all I have. Why did she report it stolen? I don’t know. So don’t ask! She took my plane ticket home, too!”

The woman shook her head. “I’m sorry to tell you. It seems she didn’t pay the bill when she left.” She looked at me with an appraising eye. “Why would she dump you like that anyway? What did you do to her?”

Why do women always assume the man is at fault? That it was the man who was unfaithful? “I didn’t do anything. I went to the store for her and returned four hours later…. she was….”

Do I tell this woman the truth? Would it make things worse? Instead of joining in on her sucking cock, I stormed off, filled with rage. I wasn’t satisfied with just storming off. On my way out the door, I screamed out every rotten name I could think of. “Bitch.” “Tramp.” “Whore.”

Why shouldn’t I be mad?

Liv sent me out to buy some stuff on a list. Four hours later, I returned with four bags of stuff, two bags filled with intimates. Panties. Bras. Lingerie. Pantyhose and, you know, girly stuff. The two-piece schoolgirl uniform with the short white top would show all of Liv’s toned stomach, and the super short plaid mini skirt would show off her gorgeous legs if it had been intended for her. It wasn’t. It was intended for me. The skirt was… I mean fucking short, short, short. Half my ass was going to be on display. The white thigh-highs would look sexy…

Like I said, I thought the stuff was for her, and I was in for a wild night.

Was I in for a surprise? When I returned, ready for a passionate night of love-making. The shock of my life waited. Liv was kneeling. A six-foot-four black guy chiseled to perfection, towering over her. They were on the balcony, and his coal-black skin, sweaty from Liv’s endeavors, shimmered in the moonlight.

More alarming, returning from my wild goose chase, I glanced up and laughed at the shadows of a man and woman. The woman is kneeling, her head bobbing back and forth, sucking dick. When I opened the door to the hotel lobby, I laughed and mumbled to myself. ”Amsterdam is a wild place. These people aren’t as hung up sexually as Americans.”

I entered the bedroom of our suite. It took seconds to concede it was Liv on the balcony.

Did she purposely time her blowjob and the location so I’d see her?

What humiliated me most about the incident wasn’t that my girlfriend was giving head to a stranger. That was humiliating. What was worse, I’d begged her to suck my dick for three years. But every time she looked at my hard dick, she grimaced and turned her head in disgust. I figured she had a thing against oral sex. But it was apparent she didn’t hate sucking dick because she was going to town on one nice big thick cock at midnight, on the balcony of our eleventh-floor hotel room for all of Amsterdam to see.


Chapter Two

I stared in disbelief. How the hell do cocks grow so big? Liv’s lover’s cock was massive. The European’s cock was thicker than my forearm. Fury rushed into my veins as I stood there, feeling powerless. Liv wasn’t just giving head. She was worshiping his enormous cock, which dwarfed my little white dick.

What’s she doing? She had to know I had entered because I called out when I arrived. I thought it strange when she responded. “We’re in here.”

There she was, licking his balls without hiding her actions. I’m not sure, but I think she got more enthusiastic when I entered. Flaunting her cock sucking skills. That realization that my girlfriend, who refused to give me a blowjob, was a highly skilled cocksucker was emasculating.

My jaw dropped along with the packages as I watched Liv twist her head, wrapping one hand around his enormous erection.

Damn, she’s good.

She used a healthy dose of precum lubricating his… holy shit, massive throbbing cock. She stroked it. Then ran laps with her silky, skillful tongue around his thick tip. She indulged herself with his head for a time. She turned and looked at me, his cock in her hand, her tongue flicking teasingly on his cock. She smiled.

That’s when I got hard for the first time in two weeks.

Holding my gaze, she ran her tongue along the underside of his cock. The stranger glanced at me and winked. Liv licked his cock, balls, and tip like this man’s cock was a drug, and she was hooked on cock like an addict would be hooked on a drug.

Liv pulled her lips off his cock long enough to say. “Clive, this is my sissy boyfriend,” Clive said nothing. But the smug satisfaction smeared across his face said it all. “I’m going to fuck your girl. You’re going to watch it.”

Filled with rage and humiliation, I wanted to fight. Show Liv that I was a man to be respected. Not a sissy. Clenching my fists, I said. “Get your hands off her.”

He laughed. He had no interest in fighting. He had everything he wanted.

Liv said. “I’ve prepared for this moment, sissy. The clothes in the bag are yours. Go shave, smooth, and then come back and put on your new clothes. Then I’m going to feminize you. Do it now, sissy. Or leave…” Liv laughed when she saw the tentpole under my pants. “I was right. That’s why you can’t get it up anymore. You’re a faggot. A sissy faggot.”

After affirming that I got a hard-on from watching my girlfriend cheat on me, I turned, leaving my wallet right where I’d left it on the table near the door. I walked around Amsterdam, feeling sorry for myself until early morning. When the sun popped up from the horizon, I stumbled back to our room in shock and utter humiliation, feeling betrayed and used by the person I loved and trusted for so long.

Liv was gone. I headed for the bedroom. I curled up and cried, ready to get home and put Liv behind me. A knock on the door woke me up. It was the assistant manager informing me it was past checkout time.

So, here I am at the counter, with no wallet, passport, cash, credit card, or identification, and all alone.

Nothing else to do, I said. “Just give me a couple of hours to call a friend or my family and get this straightened out.”

The desk clerk nodded, clearly happy to get rid of me. She added. “It is best you not leave the hotel until this bill is paid, sir. And you have cleared up why you have a stolen credit card in your possession.”

I headed for the lobby. It was wide and arched. The ceiling seemed a thousand feet high, filled with men, and the female waitresses and hostesses were all dressed in skimpy, short skirts showing their gorgeous legs. The skirts were so short when they bent over their pink panties, and lovely tight asses were displayed.

The lobby, for the most part, is quiet and peaceful. The only sound I hear is coffee cups clinking and people talking hushedly. I fell into a chair that was comfortable and soft. Something life hadn’t been for me over the last eight hours.

What was I going to do? What had I done to her? I thought she loved me.

Even if Liv hadn’t taken my smartphone, calling anyone would have been a waste of time. She’d no doubt spun an elaborate tale of last night’s activities, and the blame wouldn’t fall on her. After two hours of sitting, thinking, and coming no closer to a solution, an effeminate-looking man in a sharp suit with the hotel’s name on the jacket approached me. “Good morning. My name is Elias. I own this establishment. My desk manager tells me you’re having some issues?”

“Yes, my card was reported stolen. I think maybe my girl...” Was she my girlfriend anymore? “The only card I have left was reported stolen by mistake, and I’m sort of well. My phone, clothes, identification, passport, and plane ticket were all stolen.”

Elias put his hand on his chin and said. “Wow! You’ve had a very stressful night. Was your stuff stolen here? We have cameras everywhere. Perhaps we can find the culprit. I have friends in the police department. Perhaps we can find the perpetrator and return your belongings.”

I shook my head. “No. I know who did it. It was my girlfriend. Well, ex-girlfriend.” For some reason, I felt drawn to this man, safe even. So I told him the story, hoping he might pity me, let me stay the night, and allow me to pay my bill when I got home if I got home.


Chapter Three

As I told Elias, the manager, and owner of the Luxury Hotel, the story, leaving out that I got an erection for the first time in two weeks watching my girlfriend suck a big black cock. He listened, seeming willing to help. As the tale unwound, I also left out that she forced me to buy my sissy clothes for something she had planned. I didn’t know the lingerie was for me, nor did I tell him I got hard picking the stuff out.

As he listened, he nodded his head.

Please give me one night. Maybe the embassy can help—just one more night to get my head together.

I watched his face and wondered what he was thinking. What would he say? “That’s horrible. She wanted you to suck the guy’s cock? What man would do that?”

Maybe, feeling sorry for having such a bitch of a girlfriend, he’ll offer to help. My imagination ran wild as I imagined the next words coming out of his mouth. “Jessie, I’ll buy your plane ticket. I will help you out. I have a friend at the embassy. Stay here on the house till you get a new passport. Send me a check when you get home. You seem like an honest guy.”

I am. But honesty had nothing to do with my financial situation. So, the check wasn’t coming anytime soon. We’d saved all year for this vacation. My credit cards were maxed out, and I had tuition.

I finished my story and took a breath, feeling better getting it out.

Elias lowered himself gracefully and crossed one leg over the other with the precision of a ballerina. He tucked his feet to the side and then folded his hands delicately on his lap. He looked poised and elegant with an air of femininity. Elias probably would look and feel very comfortable in a dress.

He leaned forward and placed a hand on my knee, fingers curling around it reassuringly. “There’s always a solution,” he murmured in a voice like silk, his words carrying the weight of wisdom.

I fought back tears, incapable of seeing any way out of the situation Liv put me in. By now, she would have spread her version of the truth far and wide. My family would never believe me if I called for help. Instead, they’d only shout, “Serves you right, asshole!” I didn’t want to give up, but I couldn’t find a solution that wouldn’t get me into deeper trouble.

“Perhaps a trade is in order.”

“Trade?”

He said, “Yes, I’m currently short-staffed. You could come and work for me, and in exchange, I will happily offer you one of our maid’s rooms. Our hostesses make a good wage, and tips are excellent. If you decide to…. well, we can do that part of the job later. Do you think you’d be able to handle it? Would you...like to join my team of beautiful girls?”

Did he say girls?

“Girl?”

Elias batted his long, feminine lashes and shifted his legs, smiling flirtatiously and seductively. “Honey, you could be rolling in dough,” he purred. “Enough to fly home in style and have cash left over for something extra. Maybe even a whole semester’s worth of tuition.”

“Girl?”

“Girl, you act surprised. I saw your girlfriend at one of our seminars. It’s okay to be a sissy here.”

“I am not! A sissy. You’re crazy.”

“Jessie, I’m surprised you and your girlfriend. What was her name?”

“Liv, and she isn’t my girlfriend anymore.”

Elias smiled sympathetically. “Ah yes, I am sorry,” he said apologetically. “But it’s well known that we cater to a specific clientele. Those who enjoy crossdressing, cuckolding, feminization, and sissies. My hotel is well known for it.”

He paused, waiting for me to respond, but I remained silent, still trying to process this new information.

After a brief silence, he continued. “I cannot believe you didn’t see it in the brochure.”

I stared at Elias in shock, my face a mask of disbelief. “Are you telling me all your staff are crossdressers, cuckolds, and sissies?” I asked, finally finding my voice. I shook my head slowly in disbelief as the truth dawned on me.

Of course! Liv wanted me to be her sissy cuckold. She’d hinted at it.

“No matter,” Elias said softly, interrupting my thoughts. “All our maids, waitresses, staff, and other services are provided by men who like dressing up. Our guests are people that enjoy the company of sissies. Or crossdressers wanting to escape, dress in a safe place.” His words hung between us like a heavy curtain waiting to be drawn back.

“They’re men?” I croaked incredulously as tears welled up in my eyes.

Why yes,” he replied quietly with an understanding smile. “So what’s it going to be? You can join my team, live comfortably, or take your chances with the law.”

I gulped, the noose tightening around my neck. There were no good options. I had almost resigned myself to my fate when a thought occurred to me.

I slowly nodded and said: “What choice do I have?”

Elias said. “Jail. Or accept my offer.”

“Okay, I’ll do it.”

Elias smiled with approval. He rose from his seat. “Good. Follow me, and we’ll get your contract drawn up. The training will begin immediately.”

Elias rose and headed for a door that said. Manager.


Chapter Four

We entered Elias’s office. He sat behind his desk and offered me a seat. His tone changed from pleasing to stern. “I warn you, Jessie. This isn’t charity. If you weren’t sissy material, then you’d be on your way to jail. Straight to jail without passing go and collecting two hundred dollars. I have the highest standards. Being a sissy here is a privilege. My girls are either the finest sissies in the world or will be. If you listen and take in all of our intense training, you’ll be a sissy in no time and go home with a backpack full of cash. Heed Mistress Sayyida’s instruction, and you’ll become highly successful in a week or two. Think of this as an investment. Normally, the feminization process takes six weeks. So, you’re sissy training will be intense. As I said, this is not charity. I expect the best from my girls. Join the ranks of the greatest sissies on the planet, or fail and go straight to jail.”

“I just want to get home. Sleep in my bed. Forget about this trip.”

He steepled his finger under his chin. “Yes. I’m sure you do. Unfortunately, you have no choice. You had a choice with your girlfriend. One black cock, and you’d have been on your way home. Instead, well, you must choose. Be a sissy, fuck and suck cock, quite a few more than one, I warn you, or go to jail. I’m sure you’ll be able to clear up all the troubles in time in jail. But… Well. I think you’ll enjoy the new you.” He waved out his office window into the lobby. “Look around you. All these gorgeous gals once were men.”

I glanced out the window at the sissies dressed in maid’s outfits in frilly, pretty pink and black dresses. Short skirts adorned with sheer lace ruffles, revealing asses, legs, and feminine shoulders. Damn, their legs were gorgeous. Irresistibly sexy. Long. Smooth. There’s a hint of submission in how they serve the guests coffee, wait on them, and…. When one of the three male guests sitting at a table reached under the waitress’s skirt and grabbed her ass, I knew what I’d be doing.

“Once? Aren’t they? I’m not sure I follow.” I glanced at Elias and said. “There’s no way I can look that good.”

Elias smiled and said. “If you couldn’t, the cops would already be here. So, sign the contract. Minimum time here is four months.”

“Four? I have college.”

“That you can’t pay for. Too bad you didn’t accept your girlfriend’s offer. One cock. You wouldn’t be in this predicament. You might as well take a semester off. Learn something worthwhile. By the way, sissies… aren’t men anymore. Feminization is part of the process.”

“I don’t follow?”

“You will. First, the contract.”

“Contract?”

“Of course. Do you think I’m going to pay you without a contract?” Elias handed me the contract. “Let me paraphrase. This legally binding document outlines your obligations and responsibilities as my Sissy. I’ll give you the short and sweet, but read it if necessary. You must be available to serve sexually at all times, dress in feminine clothing, and remain in a female identity. All expenses will be covered by me, including clothing and supplies for the feminization process. In return, you will receive payment for services rendered.”

He paused. “Remember, as you read, rule one is the most important regulation here at my hotel. All are important, but never forget rule one: you exist for the sexual pleasure of men. Rule two: Your body is not yours. It is my property to do with as I please. Rule three: You will always show respect towards me, Mistress Sayyida, and any client we send your way. Finally, rule four: There will be consequences if you fail to follow these rules or meet expectations.”

I read. There it was. Plain as day. The Sissy exists for the pleasure of men.

“What? What the hell does that mean?”

Elias said. “The contract means what it says. Please read and sign, or I call the police. You can sort your troubles out with them.”

I lowered my eyes and returned to the contract. Elias must have it memorized because as I read, he stated what I was reading word for word. “Your body will be trained to serve men, satisfying their hard cocks orally, anally, and with your dainty little sissy hands. Once trained, your purpose will be to serve the hotel’s clients. To be used by them at any time of day or night.”

“So…” I said.

Elias interrupted. “So, once you have passed our sissy certification….”

“I have to be certified?”

“Of course. As I said, we have high standards here. Finish and sign, and we’ll get you checked into the staff quarters. Or…”

“I know. I know.”

As I read, Elias said. “You shall always obey Elias and Mistress Sayyida, the guests.”

“Mistress Sayyida?”

“Yes, she will do the training. I oversee the hotel. Now, back to the legal stuff. You shall be responsive to their sexual needs. You shall not question or refuse any sexual act. Not just accept all requests but eagerly attend to every dirty, nasty, kinky desire our guests have. Never challenge or deny any sexual request unless hotel rules forbid that act. There shall be no limit to the number of sexual partners you service at once, in one night, or any specific period.”

“What does this mean?” I held my finger over the portion of the contract.

“You will sometimes be asked to service more than one man. You will do it. Some nights are busy, and you will have to go from one man to another. Then on to a woman and back to a man. Your ass will be sore, your throat will be tender, and your jaw will ache.”

“I don’t…”

“Jessie, sign, or I have no choice but to turn you in. Being a sissy here is not easy. But fulfilling.”

I gasped as my eyes raced over the text, and Elias talked. “The sissy slut will offer her body for the guest’s pleasure, completely at their disposal to do with whatever brings them ecstasy. No part of her will be off-limits, and she must give herself without hesitation or objection, even if it means taking their sperm in the vilest places imaginable. She should never flinch or show signs of revulsion, no matter how depraved and degrading the act may be. Her sole purpose is to fulfill every sexual fantasy they crave, nothing more. The sissy slut will perform as a prostitute for the hotel along with her other duties as a sissy maid, hostess, waitress, and of course slut.”

Elias said. “Oh, one last thing the sissy slut is not permitted to orgasm while on-premises or get an erection unless released by myself or Mistress Sayyida. So a cock cage is required.”

“Cock cage? I’m not sure I can sign this. Or do this.”

Elias said. “The contract means what it says. Read and sign, or like I’ve stated a hundred times, I call the police. You can sort your troubles out with them.”

I signed.

Once I had signed the contract, Elias informed me that I would now have to undergo sissy certification with Mistress Sayyida. This ensured I could perform all required duties and provide the highest service to the clients.


Chapter Five

Elias took me to Mistress Sayyida’s chambers in the basement A.K.A. The Sissy Training Room. Elias opened the door.

What was I getting into? What was behind that door? Why didn’t I do what Liv wanted? One cock. One big fat black cock, and I’d still be with my girlfriend on my way back to the States. Why didn’t I? Because I’m not gay!

I stepped inside. Elias closed the door leaving me alone with who I assumed was Mistress Sayyida. She stood her back to me. She was tall, dressed in a long-sleeved black body-hugging body suit. Her long, muscular legs were wrapped in thigh-high black lace silk stockings. Right above muscular brown thighs was a mouth-watering ass split in two by the shiny material of the bodysuit.

She turned gracefully on her six-inch stiletto heels. She crossed her arms and appraised me. She was dark-skinned, I guessed maybe of Middle Eastern descent or Indian. I waited for her to speak, feeling like an inanimate object. Feeling every ounce of dignity had been peeled away from me. As she soaked in my body, studying it in those brief seconds, there was no doubt I was her property to do as she pleased.

Her face was expressionless yet intimidating. Her heels clicked on the concrete floor as she approached me. She circled me several times. Slowly. Intimidatingly slowly, smacking her riding crop in her hand.

Her calm, commanding voice pierced the veil of my manhood. “You belong to this hotel now—to me. To Elias. To the guests. My first task is to teach you obedience. Every demand I make, you will obey without hesitation or objection. You will serve as a sissy maid when asked and a sissy slut at other times. So, in our short time together before we release you to the floor. You will learn how to dress as a woman. Walk, talk, and present as a woman.”

She put the end of the riding crop under my chin and lifted.

“If you perform to our high standards, are loyal, and submit to every command without question, rewards may be in order. If not…”

She glanced to a corner of the room. There’s a cage with thick black metal bars. Next to it is a wooden cross with leather straps for the wrists and ankles.

She said. “This one’s for punishment and training. There are others throughout the hotel for play. What playroom is complete without it.”  

I gulped. “There are others? What’s the cage for?”

“No concern at the moment. Strip. Now.”

My clothes, except my underwear, were off in a flash, and Mistress Sayyida eyed my movements. My cock tented beneath the fabric of my underwear, begging for attention. I immediately covered it with my hand, embarrassed by its size and desire for her.

Or was it being treated like a slut? Was I enjoying this?

Smacking her riding crop in her palm, she said. “The underwear, slut! Now! And put your hands to your side.” She laughed. “You do like the idea of being owned, don’t you? Being a slut? Being…. Why the hell didn’t you do it for Liv?”

“You know Liv?”

“Oh yes, she was in one of my seminars. No matter now. You’re mine now. Mine to mold. And don’t argue or deny it. You like it. Don’t you? Cock don’t lie as words do.”

I hesitated. Not sure what to do.

Why hadn’t I just sucked cock like Liv wanted? Why? Because I’m not gay, that’s why! Or I don’t think I am. I feel I will be gay in less than a week, whether I like it or not.

“Is this necessary? I mean, can’t I keep my underwear on.”

“Look at your underwear. Did you read your contract? Sign it?”

“Yes!”

“What did it say?”

I shook my head.

“You will present as a woman at all times. Do you think women wear underwear like that? Do they have hairy legs? Hairy arms? Hairy chest.”

I glanced down. There was hair, but it was barely visible. I shimmied out of my underwear but cupped my hard cock.

“Move your hands, slut. That you are hard is of no concern to me for now. Enjoy it. It’ll be your last for a very long time.”

I gulped, then put my hands to my side, my cock throbbing perfectly with my racing heart. She circled me like a predator, inspecting every inch of my body, clicking her tongue as her finger ran along my chest and stomach before moving lower down my body. She beckoned me to turn around, then continued studying my form from behind.

Finished with her inspection, she crossed her arms and spoke sternly. “You have a very feminine body. No wonder your girlfriend wanted to feminize you. You should have taken her up on her offer. I suspect that sweet little ass of yours will get more attention here than with her. No matter.”

“This is not what I want. I’m doing it only because… well, because I have to. Liv left me here. Took my wallet. My passport. My credit cards. Reported the only one I had left stolen.”

She smiled. Then with one swift motion smacked my cock. I dropped to my knees. “Then, if you don’t want to be a sissy slut. Why do you have a hard-on? Stand up.”

I did as she turned away and gestured for me to follow her across the room. We stopped at an extensive wardrobe full of dresses, makeup, lingerie, and accessories of all colors, shapes, and sizes. Sitting on the table were the two bags of clothes I had bought for Liv. What were they doing here?

“This is your new wardrobe.” Mistress Sayyida said. “You will dress as I command you whenever necessary.” She paused for a moment before continuing. “Do you understand what I’m telling you?”

I nodded timidly in response—my throat dries with fear. So, I can’t speak, even if I have something to say.

Mistress said, “First, we clean up that hairy body. Once smooth, keep it smooth.” She pointed to an open shower like a gym shower. “Shave every hair off that body. Go.”

Mistress Sayyida pulled up a chair, sat, and waited. “Well, get to it.”

I headed for the shower and turned it on. While waiting for it to warm up, I peeked at my throbbing cock, then glanced at Mistress Sayyida, watching me intently.

There wasn’t a lot of hair on my effeminate body, so shaving would be easy. I grabbed the pink can of flowery-scented shaving cream and spread it across my face, working the razor along my jawline. Once finished, I moved on to my chest and stomach. My legs were a bit trickier but soon felt smooth and soft. Forgetting Mistress Sayyida was watching, I ran my hands over my chest, down my stomach, and, bending over, ran them down my legs and over my freshly shaved ass. It felt right. My cock swelled even more.

What the hell is wrong with me?

When I finished shaving, Mistress Sayyida gestured for me to come closer so she could inspect my body. She ran her fingers over my chin, jawline, and upper and lower lip. Slowly her hand trailed down my chest, stomach around my back, and over my ass. She grabbed one cheek, caressing it for a moment. “Very nice girly ass, Jessie. Very nice, indeed. Plump. Squishy. Very fuckable.”

“Listen. Maybe this is… I’m not ready to… I’m not gay or anything.”

Mistress smacked my ass. “What is your purpose? Rule one! What is it?”

Too nervous to answer. I shook my head.

“Rule one: You exist for the sexual pleasure of men.”

“Bend over. Grab your ankles. Maybe some motivation, and you’ll never forget again.”

I obeyed.

Not sure why? Did I like it? Or was it her commanding personality? Or was I scared of going to jail? In any case, I bent over before I knew what was going on and grabbed my ankles. The air conditioner kicked in, blowing a breeze across my exposed ass. “Now slave. You will count out each strike to ten. Then, recite rule number one. So….”

She smacked my ass with her open hand and said. “One. I exist for the sexual pleasure of men. Try it.”

My ass stung. I said. “One. I exist for the sexual pleasure of men.”

“Good. Never forget again. Understood.”

Smack. “One. I exist for the sexual pleasure of men.”

Smack. Smack. Smack.

By four, my ass was quivering. This wasn’t playtime. By eight, I’d never forget rule one. By nine, I wanted to call Liv and tell her I’d suck any cock she wanted.

“Ten. I exist for the sexual pleasure of men.”

I stood, my ass stinging, and what was embarrassing was that I still had a hard-on.

Mistress Sayyida laughed while looking at my cock. “Now, we need to take care of that. A sissy slut is not permitted to orgasm while on-premises or get an erection unless released by myself, so a cock cage is required.”


Chapter Six

Leaving me naked, cock hard and throbbing, shivering, my ass stinging and red, Mistress Sayyida turned, walked toward the door, her heels clicking, opened it, and left.

Was this it? What was the last thing Elias had said? What had the contract said?

“A sissy slut is not permitted to orgasm while on-premises or get an erection unless released by myself or Mistress Sayyida. So a cock cage is required.”

Shit. This was it. I was going to get locked up. I knew what that meant because Liv had forced me to watch porn with caged cuckolds at the hotel. So, I knew what was coming. Maybe I should, well, you know, take care of myself one last time. My cock throbbed, dribbled some precum, and despite what had just happened, I was horny as hell.

But what if Mistress Sayyida caught me? What punishment was in store for me?

The words rang in my mind. “The sissy slut is not permitted to orgasm while on-premises or get an erection unless given permission by Mistress Sayyida, so a cock cage is required.”

Damn it. I’m horny. What’s it going to hurt? She won’t know, will she?

I waited. Paced. My cock throbbing. Bouncing. Swinging from side to side. What should I do? Put my clothes back on and run? But go where? Or jack off. Relieve myself before I get locked up. How long does she plan on keeping me caged?

Fuck! There was no way out of this. I paced. And I walked eventually, stopping at what would be my new wardrobe. I checked out all the female clothes. I ran my hand over the maid’s outfit, the short skirt, the low-cut top, and how it would hug my body. The lingerie was the same. Black lacy panties and matching bras. It seemed so strange that I would wear this for someone else’s pleasure.

I imagined what I’d looked like in the maid’s uniform with my cock caged in a little pink chastity device. In minutes, Mistress Sayyida was coming back to put me into a chastity device to ensure I could not get aroused or ejaculate without permission—a flash of fear and excitement surged through me at being locked in such a way. There was no turning back.

As if Liv was here with me, I said. “I’m sorry, Liv, I’ll be your sissy. Please take me back.” But Liv was gone, and I was entirely under the control of Mistress Sayyida.

My mind swirled with thoughts of submission and obedience as my hand traced along the skin of my throbbing cock. Do I dare stroke it? One last time? A few moments passed before the reality sunk in. If caught, Mistress Sayyida would severely punish me. Of that, I was sure. I took a deep breath and steeled myself for whatever I would experience from a side of sex I never knew existed. I wasn’t ready. Please, Liv, come back. I’ll do as you command. Wash your clothes. Clean our apartment. Suck your bull’s cock. Find bulls for you. Anything, get me out of here.

I grazed over the silky panties, the black lace thigh highs, and the stiletto heels. Their silky smoothness calls out for me to put them on. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. I grabbed the panties, ready to slip them on, when the click of heels on the floor outside told me Mistress was returning. I tossed the panties toward the table. My aim was off. They tumbled to the floor. I bent down to pick them up as I turned toward the door. It was too late. I stood, trying to look innocent.

Mistress Sayyida entered with eight sissy maids in tow, lining up in a straight row, heads bowed. As if this had been rehearsed, they lifted their skirts and removed their panties. Everyone had a caged cock: pink, short, and when Mistress released each from their prisons. Their cocks sprang to life. My heart pounded as I realized this was what fate had in store for me.

Mistress Sayyida stepped forward. “As I said and the contract clearly states, caged cocks are required for all sissies who wish to remain on-premises.” She glanced at my still throbbing cock. “I want you to understand that violating the no erections or orgasms policy will be punished.”

She waved her hand. “These sissy have been good girls. So they will be rewarded with the opportunity to pleasure themselves and serve simultaneously.” She pointed to a pink bondage table resembling a wild exam table. Maybe a gynecologist might use it. “Lay down over there.”

“What are you going to do? I don’t have to... like suck their cocks, or anything, do I?”

Mistress laughed. “No, you are going to get acquainted with cum.”

I stared at the table, wondering what she meant. She smiled and said. “As a reward for being good sissies, they will pleasure themselves and cum all over you.”

“What? I mean... what about me?”

“Oh, you are going to get all you can handle. Then we cage you, dress you, and begin your feminization.” She glanced at the wardrobe. Smiled. The panties I had admired were lying on the floor instead of the table. “I see you have been exploring your femininity already.” She glanced at my cock, a drop of precum hanging from the tip. “And liked it.”


Chapter Seven

I lay down on the table. What choice did I have? As Mistress secured my wrists, I glanced at the door, hoping Liv would barge in and rescue me.

Liv said. “What are you doing to my boyfriend? He’s mine to use and abuse. Get away from him.”

Liv didn’t come to my rescue. Mistress lifted my legs, splayed wide like I was about to give birth, and strapped them securely. One by one, she squirted a dabble of lube on each of the sissies’ cock’s and told them to masturbate while she attached a device to my cock, turned it on, and, oh my fucking god. My pulse quickened as this device was sucking the cum out of me. It was the most incredible sensation I’d ever had, a blowjob extraordinaire.

She grabbed a curved black dildo from the table, lubed it up, then rubbed some lube between my ass cheeks. The sissies surrounded me, rubbing their sissy clitty’s.

“No! No! Please! Why are you doing this to me?”

She twisted, turned, and pushed the curved black anal probe between my cheeks. As she pushed, she recited the contract I had signed word for word. “Your body will be trained to serve men, satisfying their hard cocks orally, anally, and with your dainty little sissy hands. Once trained, your purpose will be to serve the hotel’s clients. To be used by them at any time of day or night. We are beginning the anal training. That’s why I am doing this to you. You are here because you refused to be your girlfriend’s cuckold. So… loosen up. It’s too tight to be useful to anything but a sissy’s cock.”

She pushed. Twisted. Five sissies surrounded me. One was jacking off between my legs. One was on either side of my head. I turned left. The sissy had two fingers on her little cock, stroking it back and forth. I turned right. The sissy to my right was jacking off. Her cock wasn’t much bigger, three inches rock hard at best, about the size of mine. Looking at it, I understood why Liv never wanted to suck my cock. Why she wanted me to be her sissy cuckold.

Over my stomach, on either side, two more sissies jacked off. I gasped in shock as the probe inched further into my ass. It felt so wrong and yet so good at the same time.

Mistress Sayyida kept pushing pain lancing through me. I gasped as the invading thickness inched forward. She pushed another inch, paused, twisted, and pushed again. The milking machine moved steadily, sucking on my swollen cock. Then, with a final thrust, the plug was inside me, pressuring my prostrate.

She grabbed a little black remote from the table and clicked it on. Immediately, I felt my whole body shake uncontrollably as wave after wave of pleasure rushed through me. She smiled at me devilishly before saying, “This is the beginning of your anal training.”

I moaned in pleasure as she increased the intensity, my muscles clenching around it. Something strange happened. I begged for more. “Oh yeah! Faster.”

At that moment, Mistress Sayyida said. “Sissies, you may cum.”

Those words added even more passion to an exceptionally intense experience. The sissy to the right of my face bucked, groaned, and shot a massive amount of cum all over my face. The warm semen dripped down my cheek before pooling around my closed mouth. Soaking my lips with cum.

Mistress Sayyida said, “Open and accept your duty as a sissy.”

I opened my mouth, cum slipped past my lips and into my mouth as the sissy to the left shot her load. Her aim was perfect, filling my mouth with salty cum. Most of the warm seed found its way into my throat. The rest of it coated my cheeks and eyelashes and filled my nostrils with the musky scent of cum, supplying me with the most intense sensation of arousal I’d ever experienced.

Two more sissies took their places to the left and right of my head as the sissy between my legs soaked my ass with cum. I gritted my teeth, trying to fight back what was happening between my legs. I was close. The cum on my face, sliding down my throat, was… pleasurable. I can’t cum now. I fought back the release I so craved.

My balls tightened as two sissies coated my belly with cum. My body tensed as the anal probe vibrated, thrust, and massaged my prostate. I gasped in surprise as my legs shuddered, and I exploded—a hot blast of what might be my last orgasm for… who knows how long.

I was done, spent, and ready to relax, but the machine didn’t slow down and kept stroking my now sensitive cock.

“Please stop it. Please.”

“Oh no, sissy. Not yet.”

More sticky semen splattered against my face, chest, and stomach. The sensations of the vibrating anal probe, the milking machine on my sensitive cock, and the cum drying all over my stomach, ass, and face were too much for me. I screamed. “Please stop it. Please. I’ll do anything.”

Mistress Sayyida wiped down each sissy’s cock one by one and returned their cocks to their little pink prisons. Once everyone was returned to normal, she said. “Tell me, rule one. Make me believe that it is your only desire in life.”

My cock had softened after my first orgasm, but it was slowly swelling again at the constant attention paid to it. The plug in my ass was pressuring my prostrate. It wasn’t painful in the least. But satisfying. I wanted to leave it there. I wondered what a cock would feel like. Stretching my ass, pounding me senseless.

Over and over, I screamed. “I exist for the sexual pleasure of men,” I repeated it five or six times before it evolved into something I didn’t know existed. “I want to be used by men. Lots of men. I love the feel of cum on my body. My face. I love the taste of it. The smell. I want cock in my ass. My mouth. Please give me more cum. More.”

I was twitching, struggling against the restraints, screaming like a woman. Begging for more cum.

Misstress Sayyida laughed, turned off the milking machine, removed the device from my cock, and stood back, admiring her work. She smiled at me knowingly before un-cuffing me from the table and helping me up gently. She then presented me with my little pink cage.

“Do you wish that you’d listened to your girlfriend? What was her name?”

Why didn’t I do what Liv wanted?

“Liv. Yes. I do. I’d suck the crap out of that guy’s cock if I could do it all over.”


Chapter Eight

She handed me the cock cage and explained how to put it on. “Put it on. Then we get you dolled up for the next stage.”

The fear of knowing that I would have no control over my sexual pleasure filled my heart with dread, but also a strange feeling of anticipation like whatever happened next would be worth it…

As she instructed, I lubed up my balls and shaft, then around the plastic ring, and slid the ring over my cock. One at a time, I slid my balls through the ring. By the time I got my balls in, my cock was getting erect again. Mistress Sayyida was prepared with some ice-cold water. Then came the cage. Then, the key.

When finished, I looked up at Mistress Sayyida for approval. She nodded. She told me to shower again and gestured toward a chair in front of her vanity table. “Then sit down.”

A sissy named Kate entered and began my makeup. I sat quietly, oddly excited about the transformation, wondering if Liv would have done this if I had agreed to suck her bull’s cock?

While she worked, I drifted into a fantasy, replaying last night’s events. This time, I opened up the bags of women’s clothes I had just purchased. I did as told, shaved and dressed eagerly, then dropped and sucked Liv’s bull off.

As I fantasized about how I’d suck a ten-inch cock, brushes, fingers, and sponges dabbed makeup over my face. Kate’s fingers fluttered around my eyelids as Liv’s bull’s cock stretched my throat. As the mascara was applied to each lash, the bull’s cock destroyed my mouth as Liv watched her hand working furiously over her clit.

Why hadn’t I just swallowed my pride and obeyed Liv?

When done, Kate sat back and looked at her work, smiling. I felt like a princess that was getting ready for her coronation. My eyes were lined with bold colors against my pale skin. My lips were boldly painted red, bringing out the subtle curves of my lips that now seemed made for sucking cock.

Mistress Sayyida said, “Now all you need is your outfit!”

She dropped two bags that looked exactly like the two bags of stuff I had bought for Liv. She unloaded the haul. There it was, the schoolgirl outfit Liv requested I buy. What was this crap? I dressed, though, scared of what disobedience would bring. When everything was finally in place, Mistress Sayyida smiled approvingly.

She put a pink collar and leash on me. The collar in white glittering capital letters informed everyone I was a SISSY. Shame at being so humiliated and emasculated fought with the growing desire to be used, cummed on again, and I wanted to show Liv I’d be hers. If she’d just let me try again.

She pulled me into the elevator, up into the hotel lobby. In the lobby, I stared at the small crowd walking about. They stared back. Lips were licked. Eyes popped out of heads. I was hot. I felt a surge of confidence, mingled with the shame of being pulled by a leash through such a public forum. But Elias said that his hotel catered to this crowd.

Everyone stared at me. Mistress Sayyida pulled out a smartphone. My smartphone. She glanced around the room. Finding what she was looking for, she pointed to three guys sitting. “Over there. Walk.“

I swung my hips as sexually as possible, feasting on my new persona. I arrived at the table and stood wondering what was next. Mistress Sayyida let go of my leash and stepped back. She pointed the phone at me and said. “Tell them who you are and why you are here.”

I thought it would not be easy, but the words flowed freely. “I am a pretty sissy. I love dressing as a woman. I love sucking cock, or I think I will once I find one. I’m here to serve men in any way they desire. I am a slut.”

Mistress Sayyida said. “Lift your skirt and show everyone your cage.”

I did as told. She zoomed in. She paraded me around more, filming me walking and talking to strangers. Then she handed me what I thought was my phone. “Send the video to Liv. Beg her to give you a second chance.”

It was easy. I hit send. The video was long, so it took time to load. She pulled me into the elevator and back to the same hotel room on the eleventh floor where Liv had ditched me. Inside, she instructed me to kneel.

Moments later, Liv and a tall black stud entered the room. She walked right past me without so much a glance, but the man paused to take me in with an intrigued expression before heading to the bedroom. Then, I realized who he was: it was Liv’s bull from last night. Liv returned, grabbed my leash, pulled me up, and guided me into the bedroom where the black guy was stripping.

Liv said. “Are you mine or the hotel’s?”

I looked hesitantly at Liv and then at the man, now completely nude and his cock fully erect. My pulse raced with what just twenty-four hours ago was a forbidden longing, but now was all I wanted.

“I’m yours, Liv,” I said firmly, determined not to back down from my commitment. “Please take me back.”

“Then do your duty,” she commanded.

I had never tasted a man before, but wanted him in my mouth. I was mad to prove my obedience to Liv. That I would be her sissy, I would be her cuckold. Do as she wished with no more argument. As if she sensed my apprehension, Liv leaned in close and breathed against my ear, her seductive words of encouragement washing over me like a wave. “Suck him off and give me control over your key. Then you are mine.”

My chest tightened. I took a deep breath, allowing the arousal to flow through me. I locked eyes with the stranger, Liv’s bull, before slowly lowering myself. My hand wrapped tightly around his cock, steadying myself as my tongue lapped against the sensitive skin from base to tip.

I trembled as the heat of the man’s swollen cock radiated into my tongue. Worshipping his big black cock, I closed my eyes and tried to steady my breathing.

Liv dropped to her knee. “This is an honor to suck my bull’s cock. Do good.”

I dove in and opened my mouth to accept the man’s stiff shaft between my lips. My tongue swirled around the head. Before I opened my mouth as wide as possible, I savored his moans of pleasure as his head passed my lips. When his head entered my mouth, I was thrilled at the thought of being able to pleasure a man for the first time.

When I pulled out, licked his head, and swallowed again, I obeyed only my lust to make him cum. I forced myself to take the man’s cock deeper into my mouth, determined to prove to Liv I’d be a good cocksucker for her. So I shook off the gag as his cock hit the back of my throat.

My mouth eagerly explored his manhood, bobbing up and down, grabbing his balls, licking his shaft, and spitting on it to keep it slick. Then he took over and thrust deeper into my throat, pumping his hips. Forcing his cock even deeper than I had gone. I gagged and put my hands on his hips.

Liv smacked my hands away. “Take it or go back to the hotel.”

I clasped my hands behind my back as his groans grew louder and more desperate. He pulled out and slapped my face with his cock. As he slapped one cheek and moved to the other, my tongue explored the length of the man’s shaft, savoring every swell and bulge. I followed its contours with a deliciously careful pace. His moans grew more pronounced as he took hold of the back of my head and plunged again and again deep into my mouth. I stifled my gasps as his vicious, dominating thrusts pounded my throat. A wave of ecstasy rippled outwards throughout my body as the assertiveness of his pace grew faster and harder, forcing me into submission and emasculating me with every thrust.

Finally, he climaxed. I felt a sense of accomplishment as his cum shot down my throat, coating my stomach with the warm seed of a real man. He pulled out, wiped his cock on my face, and headed for the shower.

Liv looked at me and smiled.

I said cum running out of my mouth, down my chin. “Did I do good! Did I? I’m sorry. I want to be your slut. Your sissy. Please take me back.”

Liv smiled. “You did great! Get your cock key and the contract. Kneel before me and hand them to me. You will be mine and must complete the contract and the training.”

Mistress Sayyida handed me the key and the contract tucked in her thigh highs. I knelt before Liv, bowed my head, and gave her my cock cage key. “I am your slut.”

The End


Feminized Into a Porn Star


Chapter One

In my wildest dreams, I never thought I'd be standing here, heart racing, cuddling Ms. Stratford's silky smooth panties. As I cradled the sensuous fabric, I wanted nothing more than to peel my clothes off and put on a pair. I'd only fantasized about wearing panties, but I've never had the guts or the opportunity to wear a pair, at least not yet. This was a golden opportunity.

My hands were shaking, my cock swelling in my pants, that little voice we all have begged me. "Eli, sissy's like you need panties on. Go on, who'll know? Your Mom and brothers are next door. Ms. Stratford is five hundred miles away; you're all alone. Please do it. It'll feel so good on your hips, caressing your pathetic little cock."

That thought was the first step toward losing my masculinity in front of two hundred or more people, becoming an amateur porn star, and releasing the girl who desperately wanted out.

It seemed like an innocent act. Maybe even a manly deed when I put them to my nose and inhaled, trying to catch any lingering scent of my fantasy woman, Ms. Stratford.

Ms. Stratford is our neighbor and an English professor at the local community college I attended. Ms. Stratford, the ultimate MILF, was fit and toned, about my height and weight, unmarried, and innocent, or so everyone thought. She had no boyfriend or one that called on her; I knew because I spied on her constantly.

Her single-story house in our quiet upper-middle-class neighborhood was feet from my bedroom window. I heard nothing of interest; I listened and watched for any signs of competition. There didn't seem to be any, but who knew? I had a secret. Maybe Ms. Stratford did, too.

Like a machine, Ms. Stratford left at the same time every morning, day-in, day-out. I signed up for afternoon classes so that I could watch her leave her house in tight yoga pants outlining her toned bottom at exactly seven AM. Her sports bra firmly gripped her succulent tits. Her bare nipples were always swollen and perky. Funny, lately, I'd wished I had a pair of tits like hers, an ass like hers. If I did, I sure wouldn't be a virgin. I'd be fucking, and sucking every cock I could get my hands on. But I'm a guy, at least in the name.

I stripped and locked my bedroom door minutes before seven to watch her warmup for her daily five-mile run. I loved being naked, being exposed, being watched. I wanted to open my blinds and stand naked, my cock in my hand and show Ms. Stratford how much I loved her.

I set the alarm on my phone for six thirty, stripped so I'd be ready. Like my fantasy, I had a routine. I was a machine, day-in-day-out. The best way to cum right when she stretched was to start jacking off three minutes forty-nine seconds before seven.

I had a good collection of pictures of her in various poses on my phone to get me started. These got me hard and right to the brink of an orgasm. It kept me occupied before the main event. The timing was crucial to shoot my load right when she bent over, showing me her ass when she did her toe touches, my favorite position.

When she bent over to touch her toes, her ass always faced me; it was too much. My cock throbbed in my hand, staring at her sweet ass swaying before me. It was as if she knew what I was doing in my bedroom, a mere ten feet away, and wanted to put on a show. I wanted to put on a show, dress in girly clothes, and dance for her.

She bent over and grabbed her ankles, thrusting her ass out at me, daring me to let go of my cock. Run outside and bang her right there in the driveway. How could she know a twenty-one-year-old pervert was frantically stroking his cock, hoping he'd shoot his load before she started her run. I wanted to masturbate in front of her, let her watch.

She'd never go for something so kinky. She was super conservative, or so I heard. She didn't even date, or so everyone thought. Rumor had it that Ms. Stratford was a virgin, a real ball buster. As I did every day, I came and waited for the second show, imagining what a forty-three-year-old virgin's house might look like inside.

That's my routine. My first orgasm was when she ran. The second go-round was when she left for class in her tight black pencil skirt, white blouse, and black pumps. As her hips swayed, I tried to imagine what color panties she wore under her tight dress. When she slid into her car, I hoped to glimpse her panties when she lifted her long, slender, toned legs. All I got was a pleasant view of her delicious thighs. But no panty shot, ever.

One day last week, while mowing the yard, Ms. Stratford approached me, smiling. My first thought was that she'd busted me. How I'd explain my perverse habit was all I could think of as her enticing hips swayed.

I considered the conversation. "You fucking perverted little virgin. You've been spying on me, nasty boy."

But when she stood before me, hands on hips, her intoxicating beauty delighted me with possibilities. As I waited for her to humiliate me for being a pervert, the thought of being humiliated caused a sudden surge of blood that pulsed through my veins, down to my cock, causing one hell of a hard-on. I had to position my arousal between her and the mower handle, so she'd not notice the little tent pole in my shorts.

Instead, the unthinkable happened. Ms. Stratford asked me if I wanted to water her plants, feed her cat, and ensure everything was safe and sound while she ran the Boston Marathon. She'd be gone for a few days. Now, her frequent road trips made sense; she was a runner and ran marathons.

I couldn't have been happier.


Chapter Two

I did as instructed on the first day, keeping as far away from her bedroom as possible. It wasn't easy. Even though the bedroom had no plants, and the cat hung out in the living room. The compulsion to slip into her bedroom was almost too much. To enter, open her dresser drawers and glance at her panties. Just a glimpse was all I wanted. Who'd know? What kind did she wear? Thongs? I couldn't picture Ms. Stratford in thongs; probably, she wore those unflattering white briefs and bloomers. But what if she didn't? Maybe she had a secret life, like me.

The next day I couldn't help myself and violated the sanctity of my duties and entered her bedroom. Her bedroom was immaculate, with a large queen-sized four-poster bed. There was a desk, two dressers, a vanity table, a door to a closet, and a bathroom. Laid out on the bed was a single pair of panties. Pink. It was so out of place. Why was it there? It was almost as if it had been placed there. It was positioned so efficiently I didn't want to disturb it because I'd never get it back in the same position.

Instead, I headed for the dresser against the back wall. The first drawer was of no interest to me, so I closed it and tried the second. The second drawer was filled with a king's ransom, panties, and bras of all shapes and types. They weren't virgin MILF panties, big bulky white briefs. Most were thongs, V-strings, and sexy garters. The bras were lacy, soft, and pretty.

Four months ago, I familiarized myself with female underwear after starting my kinky journey—a perverted adventure into all things female, especially women's intimates. After admiring women's intimates on several online stores, I considered ordering a package, maybe two. But living with two studly brothers and one that spent weekends at home, all I needed was for them to open my parcel before I got to it or, worse, catch me prancing around my room in girls' underwear.

My second option was discarded just as quickly, going to the store and buying a pair or two. What if someone from school or the neighborhood caught me? Or a friend of one of my brothers. If one of Mom's friends caught me, she'd have a heart attack, and Dad would toss me out on my ass.

I stared at the cherished contents for an eternity, wondering what they might feel like. Not just in my hands but on my hips, snuggling my cock. Powerless to resist the charm of the panties, before I knew it, I found myself naked, standing in front of the mirror, admiring my delicate features and smooth complexion. I'd always been teased about my looks, which were more feminine than I wanted them to be.

I had no luck with the ladies. It wasn't that they didn't like me. They did, but as a friend, not the way they wanted my older brothers, especially Mason. Mason, the star quarterback of the university in town, was the lady's man. Even my two younger brothers did well with the ladies. I'm pretty sure Dad did, too, at least in the long distant past. A family of studs naturally muscular and macho.

Somedays, I wondered if Mom had an affair and got pregnant. But as I reflected upon my appearance, the angular curve of my feminine jaw, long graceful neck, full bottom lip, and delicate nose were Mom's features. Mom was a beauty queen once; I guess I got her looks. Maybe I could be a beauty queen someday.

Why not? I had no luck with the ladies.

Girls didn't go for me like they did my brothers, which gave my brothers an excuse to tease me, like everyone else, except for Ms. Stratford. Ms. Stratford was always pleasant to me.

As I stared at my naked body, my cock quivered for its only lover, my hand. Any hope of getting it on with Ms. Stratford was out of the question if she ever caught or found out I was naked in her bedroom, contemplating putting her intimates on, or that I'd been masturbating secretly, taking pictures from my bedroom window for the last three years.

As I fantasized about what would happen between Ms. Stratford and me, my cock dribbled some precum. Like a man possessed, in a daze, I pulled out a pink pair of panties, holding them in my hand, thinking back to the porn video that gave me the idea to consider slipping into them. A very nasty act. That video put me on the path to a strange fetish, nagging at me night and day. Today, it was about to go from fantasy to reality.

Before I watched that video that day, my fantasies were normal, I think. Guy fucks girl, type stuff. Then, one day, I pulled up a crossdresser video. This twink was dressed in girls' clothes, and except for his massive dick, he'd have fooled me about his gender. The degree of effort this femboy put into transforming herself astonished me. I remember watching that video and thinking about how I could, with some effort, look as good as he did. I decided that day that I'd look that good someday. I just needed some practice doing makeup and a place to do it. I would get there somehow.

But how?

Another thing that came to me that day as I watched the sissy crossdresser suck cock was that as I jacked off, I fantasized about being the sissy faggot down on her knees, sucking cock, and not getting my cock sucked. After I came, I realized that even when I watched straight porn, my orgasm exploded more intensely when I imagined myself being the girl, sucking cock, or getting fucked. Being the guy, getting his cock serviced just didn't do it for me.

After watching that video, when I spied on Ms. Stratford, that was the first day I daydreamed about what Ms. Stratford's panties might feel like on me. On several occasions, I even considered sliding into her open bedroom window and stealing a pair. Her runs lasted between forty-eight minutes and fifty-nine minutes. After that day, wearing her panties or any female underwear became an unquenchable obsession, which would only be fulfilled by wearing female clothes, and here was my chance.

My cock was rock hard as I held the pink thong. What do I do now? I lifted them to my face and inhaled what I hoped would be a lingering scent of Ms. Stratford's arousal. Did her pussy get wet? Or was she a ball-breaker, as everyone said?

What I got was the herbal scent of laundry detergent. I was disappointed. There wasn't an ounce of disappointment when I wrapped the fabric around my cock that usually covered Ms. Stratford's shaved pussy. I'm not sure why I thought her pussy was shaved, but if it wasn't, it was trimmed. No way this tiny silky material would cover a full bush. With the luxurious fabric cradling my tiny cock, I stroked the little guy, fantasizing about what kind of sex Ms. Stratford liked.

Did she even like sex? Rumor had it she didn't even like sex. Or she was a lesbian. I imagined her coming home early, catching me in her panties, and stripping down to her underwear without saying a word. As my fantasy ran wild, I snatched another pair of panties out of the drawer, a light blue, frilly pair. I stroked my cock with them wrapped around my cock and imagined her in them, standing before me, her tongue dipping between her full plump lips. Her tits under her lacy light blue bra swelled with each lustful breath.

Her shapely hips...

The unthinkable happened. I tried to stop it from happening. I strained with every ounce of my mind and body to fight the oncoming rush that built inside me.

It was useless; I shot my load and coated her panties with semen. The force behind the explosion blew like a hurricane, and half of it shot into the drawer filled with panties.

Oh my god!

I grabbed handfuls of panties one after the other, sifting through the neatly folded intimates. I had a handful of cum soaked panties, surprised at my expression of lust and perversion. I dressed, stuffed the soiled panties in my pocket, down my pants, and left.

I realized how idiotic my plan had been when I reached our front door. Semen had soaked through my jeans, the tops of my panties were sticking out of my pockets, and under my jeans, it looked like I had a giant cock in my pants. I ran up the stairs to the bathroom, praying no one caught me. When at the bathroom door, hoping no one was using it, I entered, showered, wrapped the soiled panties in a towel, and stuffed them under my mattress.

Safe for now, I went to class, spent and pleasured, my legs feeling like jelly. I heard not a word from every single class. When I got home, exhausted and pleased, I fell asleep dreaming of the soiled panties under my bed.


Chapter Three

The next day, I got up, missing my regular morning routine: watching Ms. Stratford's stretching, then running. I couldn't wait for her to come home. I didn't have a class that day, so I had nothing to do but homework, study, and fantasize. Instead of doing what I was supposed to, I spent it dreaming of the panties under my bed. They called out to me, lighting my body with a burning, urgent need to wear them.

Hours passed, staring into my books opened and getting nothing accomplished. I could only think about Ms. Stratford dressed in her killer MILF outfit. I opened my phone three times, pulled a pair of panties from under my bed, and jacked off to my photos of her. Each time adding another load of cum to the already-soaked panties leaving me satisfied for only a half hour or so. Then, back to obsessing about Ms. Stratford.

An epiphany happened; Ms. Stratford was obsessive-compulsive; anyone who took her class knew this. Oh my god, she'd miss the panties under my mattress.

How many were under my bed?

Six?

Seven?

The cum had dried, probably stained them permanently, and four had an additional deposit I made today. I couldn't just put them back soiled, stained with my cum. I had to wash and return them. But how to do it safely? What would my explanation be if Mom caught me tossing panties into the wash?

After Mom discovered the panties and realized the little things weren't hers. Mom wore big white underwear. I looked on several occasions. But I never had the guts to try them on.

I said. "There, my girlfriends, Mom." But I had no girlfriend, and Mom was very privy to all the teasing my brothers laid down on me. So, it was an unbelievable lie.

Knowing Mom, she'd scrutinize the panties soiled with cum. She might call it my perverted secretion, dried and staining the fabric.

Then what?

I had to get them to Ms. Stratford's house, wash them, and return them to where I'd gotten them. So, I stuffed all of them in my pocket and down my pants, a bulge clearly showing.

Mom was downstairs cleaning the living room, which I had to pass through to reach the only viable exit. I could go out the backdoor, but she'd hear me and call out, suspecting one of her boys was up to no good. There was only one viable option: put them on.

I stripped and slid the soft fabric over my hips. I put a thong on first, wanting the thin material to split my ass cheeks, barely covering my butthole. I realized how good women's panties felt on me. They felt right like I was born to be a girl. What was even freakier was that the dried cum felt right too. One after the other, I put on eight pairs of panties, dried cum plastered on them.

I walked past Mom.

She said, "Goodbye. You going to feed Ms. Stratford's cat?"

"Yeah, I'll be back in a while."

"I'm proud of you, son. You're such a good boy."

She wouldn't think so if she knew what I was wearing or what I had done to Ms. Stratford's underwear. I left with my mom, not suspecting her son was wearing the next-door neighbor's panties he'd stolen and that he was about to take things a step further, moving closer to becoming at least a part-time girl.

When I got to Ms. Stratford's front door, my cock was hard. I opened the door, fed the cat, watered the pants, and headed for the laundry room. I stripped, holding the panties over the sizeable empty washing machine tub; I decided it might be better to wash them by hand. I had an idea; since I'm here, why not try on some of Ms. Stratford's other things? I'd already had four orgasms today, so the accident from yesterday was unlikely to happen.

I'd wear her clothes, wash her panties while I wore a sexy tight black pencil skirt like Ms. Stratford, and then go home. No jacking off this time. Just wear her clothes, walk around the house like I was Ms. Stratford, all sexy. Maybe even some pantyhose.

Yes, I'd wash the soiled panties, be a girl for the day, and go home. I walked toward the bedroom, naked, free from prying eyes at last. Free to walk like a girl, swinging my hips. In the bedroom, I slid into a matching bra and panty.

God, it felt good.

I stood in front of the mirror, pinching my nipples. As I teased my nipples, they hardened along with my cock. I massaged my male chest, imagining they were tits, big ripe mounds of flesh in Ms. Stratford's tender hands.

My cock throbbed, and my painfully stiff cock oozed precum. Fantasizing my hand was Ms. Stratford's, my hand acting as hers might; I slowly trailed down my smooth, firm stomach and made a fist around my shaft through the panties. I began to move back and forth. More fluid leaked out of the tip.

I stopped. I can't cum, not yet. I wanted to be a girl for the day. I breathed, fought the urge to cum again, and opened the closet door.

Her wardrobe, white blouses, black pencil skirts, and black high heels were lined up and spaced perfectly. On the floor, a clear plastic container contained a variety of sex toys. I stifled a hungry groan and turned around in Ms. Startford's bra and panty. The tiny throbbing tent had soaked the light blue panties with precum. I had another pair of panties to wash now.

I grabbed the box, walked to the desk, put it down, and opened it. There were several dildos, vibrators, butt plugs, and smaller devices.

My pulse raced with forbidden longing. A longing that would put me on a new path. A path to becoming a sissy crossdresser. I'd never experienced anything up my ass; here was my chance. I couldn't pass it up. I'd take one of the butt plugs and ram it up my ass.

I'd experimented a couple of times playing with my butthole, so I knew it would feel good. Through experimentation, I discovered massaging my hole created an explosive orgasm, more so than even when I watched Ms. Stratford. With the panties on and these newfound toys, I couldn't help myself.


Chapter Four

In the box was a small tube of lube. I bent over and pulled the fabric covering my pink butthole to the side, wanting to keep my cock nestled in the front of the thong. It felt so good. I squirted a little on my finger and rubbed my butthole. Tenderly at first, coating it, loosening it for the grand finale, when I violated my ass for the first time.

My ass was tight, so I had to do lots of work and add several more lube drops before my first finger slid past my tight muscles. I pushed and pulled until I got in a good rhythm. Then two fingers, three fingers were fucking my ass. It was time.

As I finger fucked my ass, I considered where Ms. Stratford had put these toys. Had they been in her pussy? In her ass? The images of her straddling one of these dildos flooded my mind. I fucked my ass harder and faster as I pulled them out one at a time. I skimmed through the container of sex toys, examining each keeping my other hand busy violating my ass.

There was a long glass dildo that looked too intimidating for the first time. Oh my god, though, I thought as I kissed the dildo, smelled it, licked it, hoping for any lingering scent of Ms. Stratford's pussy. Was it in her pussy? Or another woman? Or her ass?

The next one was a dildo with a handle, which was at least ten inches long and thick. My mind drifted to Ms. Stratford with her legs propped up, her hands gripping the handle, ramming it viciously in her pussy. Moaning. Gyrating and screaming my name. "Eli, fuck me, Eli, with your big fucking cock."

That didn't do it for me. So, my fantasy switched gears. I was bent over the bed, her strong hands holding me down and shoving the dildo into my ass.

My fingers continued to grind my manhood down as I screamed in the best feminine voice I could manage. "Ms. Stratford, make me your bitch."

In Ms. Stratford's voice, I said and moaned. "I'm going to make you forget your name tonight, sissy. What I have planned for you, you will scream and beg for hours for me to turn you into a sissy. Only if you do exactly as I say."

My cock throbbed as I grabbed a dildo at least thirteen inches long with a big thick mushroom head on both ends. What the hell was she doing with this? I couldn't even imagine it, so I chose a black one about six inches long but with an intimidating curve.

After lubing up the thick plastic mushroom head and adding more lube to my hole, I bent over, put the cock in my hole, and braced myself with my other hand on the desk. I was staring right into the screen of Ms. Stratford's laptop.

As I pushed the dildo into my ass, my pulse for this taboo act quickened—the first push hurt. I grimaced but pushed on.

My lust overtook me as I twisted, pushed, and probed deeper. I said, "I wore these panties just for you, Ms. Stratford. I want to be your little fucktoy. I want you to fuck me so hard I can't walk home."

The rigid plastic shaft inched further into my ass. Even though this was the smallest dildo in her collection, it felt impossibly huge. My ass cheeks clenched. I needed a break.

I said, mimicking Ms. Stratford's voice, "I'm going to make you my bitch today, Eli. Take it as a slut should. Loosen up. Take it. You were made for my pleasure." I smacked my ass, nearly planting my face on the desk.

In Ms. Straford's voice, I said. "Open those legs. Let me into what's mine."

I replied in my best girly voice. "Make me your bitch, Ms. Stratford."

I fought back the pain that lanced through me, wanting to be Ms. Stratford's bitch, and pushed the cock further into my ass. I gasped as the invading thickness filled me up further.

Then, no more than a moment of final pain, and it was done. I reached around; I'd impaled the dildo in my ass. Nothing but the balls of the dildo was outside. I gripped the cock, pulled it out, and shoved it back in. I fucked myself, taking no pity on my virgin ass.

I wanted to cum, but I wanted to cum looking at Ms. Stratford's pictures. I stopped violating my ass and walked to my pants, where my cell phone was, with the dildo still impaled in my ass. Walking with it up my ass forced me to take small, feminine steps and swing my hips like a girl.

I grabbed my phone and opened up to my pictures of Ms. Stratford. I set the phone on the desk and bent over. But they were small. I had an idea. I plugged the phone into a cord connected to her laptop and hit the return key, hoping Ms. Stratford didn't password-protect her computer. She didn't. I returned to ravaging my ass as the screen turned on.

When the screen came to life, what popped up was not what I expected. On the screen were numerous shots from inside Ms. Stratford's home—two in the living room, one in the kitchen, and one in the garage.

Then the screen changed, and four shots of the bedroom appeared. One from behind me, displaying my ass, impaled with a dildo, with a light blue thong resting on my hips. At first, it didn't register who might be watching me and that the images might have been recorded, a very embarrassing video of me. Caught up in the heat of the moment, I admired my ass and how good I looked in the thong and how sexy my ass looked with a dildo up it.

Two more shots from each side showed me bent over the desk, a tiny tent protruding from my spread-eagle position. The last one was a reverse image taken from the laptop camera. I'd forgotten why I'd turned on the laptop, and excitedly I returned to fucking myself. As the dildo ravaged my ass, I zoomed in on my ass. I watched as my butt cheeks quivered and trembled with each thrust. I focused on my face, flushed, eyes wide and full of desire.

Unable to control my urge to cum, I grabbed my cock. Then I stopped. What if this was recorded? I stood and closed the laptop on the verge of one of the most tremendous orgasms I'd ever experienced. I headed for my pants, grabbing them just as my phone rang. Damn, mom was probably wondering where I was.

But it wasn't. It was Ms. Stratford. I composed myself and answered. "Hello."

"Eli, you're out of breath. How's the cat? My plants? Any problems?"

Still out of breath, I said. "Yes. The cat's doing good."

"That's good, Eli. I was enjoying the show; please finish."

"What? I mean, what do you mean?"

"I mean, turn on the laptop so you can see what I see, you dirty little pervert."

My cock swelled and throbbed as I sprinkled another healthy dose of precum on her panties. "Ms. Stratford, I'm not sure I know--"

"Eli, right now. Open the laptop, bend over like you were before, and fuck your sissy ass. Now!"

"Ms. Stratford, this is highly inappropriate. I'm sorry, I'll clean your panties. I'm unsure what came over me, but you want me to do what?"

"Inappropriate? And sneaking into my bedroom, soiling my panties with your filthy cum, and taking nasty pictures of me is appropriate? Finish. That's what I want you to do. Then you are mine, faggot. Mine to play with. You wanted to be my fucktoy, so you'll get your wish. Now, bend over and fuck your ass with that dildo until I tell you to stop. You wanted to get fucked so hard that you can't walk home, huh?"


Chapter Five

What choice did I have? Even if I had a choice, I didn't want one. I opened the laptop, and instead of a screen showing the house, it was Ms. Stratford on the screen dressed in a black leather military-style hat. A black leather mini dress highlighting her lovely toned legs with a leather halter exposing half of her gorgeous tits. In her right hand was a black riding crop.

My image of the innocent, virgin MILF was shattered. "Ms. Stratford. I uh... uh."

I stood, my cock hammering in rhythm with my racing heartbeat. She was gorgeous; she was my dream come true.

"I trusted you to care for my cat, and what have you been doing? Get back to the show now. You are going to pay dearly."

"Ms. Stratford, I'm sorry. But you can't tell me what to do."

"You'd better do something, or every kid in school will hear about this; I'll post the video. Maybe have a little chat with your mother. Your mother will understand this as the biggest violation of a girl's privacy. How could you, you dirty little boy? Boy? Maybe the girl is a better descriptor of who you are. One way or another, you are in trouble and will pay. My way or another way."

"Wait! That's not fair. You can't take pictures of me without my knowledge."

"What about the dirty pictures you took of me, my ass, jacking off to them daily."

"You know?"

"Oh yes, dirty little girl. So, what about it? Are you going to finish what you started? Or will I release some nasty, perverted videos of a little sissy girl fucking herself with a dildo, prancing around in panties? Oh, and look at that cock. What a pathetic thing it is. Tiny and worthless to any woman. How would you like everyone in town, at school to see that little cock. You'll never get laid. Maybe you don't want to fuck someone but rather get fucked. Is that right faggot?"

"No, I'm not a faggot. I just... I don't know what came over me. And by the way, you're the one with all these kinky toys."

"Oh, what a little brave man. Maybe you're not such a sissy after all. Do you at least know how to eat pussy?"

I lied. "Oh yeah, I can make any girl cum. I'm an expert."

"Is that right? Okay."

Ms. Stratford said. "I'll call you right back. Wait, there, sissy."

"I'm not a sissy or a faggot. I didn't like taking that up my ass." I said, realizing Ms. Stratford had hung up. But her image was still on the laptop, talking on the phone.

Minutes later, my phone rang, and I answered. "My friend is on her way. You make her cum with your tongue, or she fucks you with her strapon. Or you can go home, and I will release the videos. Or make her cum, with your tongue, and I keep the videos secret, and you go home without getting fucked with a strapon. These are my conditions, and I'll keep your videos secret. Just between us two girls."

I was out of options. What choice was there but to obey whatever fucked up thing Ms. Stratford wanted from me.

Ms. Stratford wasn't done with me. Her friend would be here in an hour, so she had me shave. Not just shaving my face but my entire body. I was not just shaving but shaving on camera. One of her toy dolls was a camera; as I shaved my legs, chest, and arms, someone watched my every move. It didn't take long. My body was pretty twink in the first place. When done, she had me stand in front of the laptop camera for inspection.

"You look nice. Now spread those ass cheeks, and make sure your sissy hole is nice and smooth."

I bent over, grabbed my cheeks, and spread.

Ka-ching. Ka-ching. Came from the laptop.

"What was that?" I said, bent over, displaying my sissy hole.

"Never mind, sissy. Now, the skirt, that's all we have time for."

She told me where to find my dress. In the second dresser was a collection of sissy clothes. She wanted me in a pink dress, flared circle skirt, and a ruffled trimmed top. Once on, I looked like a sexy little peasant girl.

Ka-ching. Ka-ching.

Over the speaker of the laptop, a deep male voice said. "Can't wait for the main event, Cyan." I assumed Cyan was Ms. Stratford's first name.

Ka-ching.

Ka-ching.

"Put him in a blonde wig with ponytails, Cyan."

"Look at that little cock. "

Ka-ching.

Ms. Stratford said. "Now, the wig. We have a request from one of your admirers. Grab the one with the ponytails."

"Ms. Stratford, what are you doing? What's all this about."

"You're a star, Eli. You've earned forty dollars in tips so far. It's a great site. Amateurs perform, and voyeurs watch, tip, and jack off. You can appreciate that since you've been watching me and playing with your pathetic cock."

At first, I was scared to death, having people watch me being humiliated and... emasculated. But then, suddenly, I felt liberated. People were watching me, accepting me for who I wanted to be: a girl. I felt a feeling of arousal and an adrenaline rush, not just for being in girls' clothes, but for the taboo act of publicizing something private.

Ka-ching.

"Yeah, humiliate the sissy, Cyan."

I situated the wig over my head, and even though I had no makeup, I didn't look half bad as a female. Maybe from a distance, I might not be recognizable as male.

As I admired myself, forgetting I was on a public site, another woman walked in. She wore a long vanilla coat, which she removed immediately, revealing something substantially more intimidating—a glossy black mini-dress. She dropped a backpack on the floor. She shimmied out of her black panties and climbed on the bed. She leaned back against the headboard.

"Sissy, call me Ma'am. It seems we have a challenge for you, sissy. Make me cum, or I'll break in your sissy ass. Now, up on the bed, lay down on your back. Cyan, are all our viewers getting a good shot of sissy?"

Ms. Stratford said. "Oh yes. We are up to two hundred viewers now. Everyone having a good time?"

I felt a connection with the people that were watching. I didn't just want to be watched. No, I wanted to put on a good show for them. I wanted tips, not just for money's sake, but for fun, the thrill, and the adrenaline rush.

Ka-ching.

Ka-ching.

Ma'am said. "Lay down on the bed." Then she straddled my face and said. "Go on, sissy, make me cum, or you get fucked. And I'm selecting the biggest, thickest dildo to fuck you with."

Ms. Stratford said. "How about we let our viewers decide."

Ka-ching. Ka-ching.

Ms. Stratford said. "We have it. Make our viewers happy with your pussy licking skills, and you are free."

The other woman dropped her hips, putting her ripe, sweet-smelling lips in my face.

"Fuck." My cock swelled in my panties as her pussy fell onto my face. Smothered, I started licking her pussy. As I licked the folds of her pussy, and what I think was her clit, a tiny hard bud of flesh, I realized I didn't know the first thing about pussy. I licked without direction, aimlessly, as the woman above me laughed. I listened for a ka-ching, telling me I was doing good. There was only silence.

It took just a minute for the woman above me to stand. She shook her head. "Time's up."

"Wait. I just started." Though I protested, a part of me wanted her to fuck me. Make me her bitch.

She walked to the laptop, stood before it, and said. "What say I tap this sissy's ass. She's awful at eating pussy. I can't take it. What say I make her my bitch. Hey, Cyan, you have the video of this faggot fucking his ass from earlier. What did she say?"

"I'm not performing live. No way. This ends now." My cock, though, told a different story. Because as I thought about two hundred people about to watch me get butt fucked, I oozed more precum.

Ms. Stratford said. "That she wanted to be my bitch. She wanted to get fucked so hard she couldn't walk home."

Then the video replayed on the site as I fucked myself with a dildo. "I'm going to make you my bitch today, Eli. Take it as a slut should. Loosen up. Take it." I smacked my ass, nearly planting my face on the desk.

I replied in my best girly voice. "Make me your bitch, Ms. Stratford."

Then I said. "I wore these panties just for you, Ms. Stratford. I want to be your little fucktoy. I want you to fuck me hard so I can't walk home."

Ms. Stratford said to the voyeurs. "Shall we make him our fucktoy?"

A variety of tones and genders said. "Fuck her."

Ka-ching.

"Breed that ass."

Ka-ching.

"Make him your bitch."

Ka-ching.

"She's already loose."

Ka-ching.

A woman's voice, not Ms. Stratford's, from the laptop said. "This faggot has a small cock and can't even eat pussy. What's he good for?"

A male said. "Taking cock!"

Another woman said. "Spank that ass!"

Ma'am rummaged through her bag, pulled out a harness, pulled it up around her waist, and then pulled out a dildo, a fucking huge dildo.


Chapter Seven

I held up my hands. "I don't know. I've never done anything like this before, and that's too big. It's going to hurt."

Ma'am smiled, attached it to the harness, and rubbed lube on it. "What did this sissy faggot say?"

A chorus of voices emanated from the laptop. "I want you to fuck me so hard that I can't walk home."

Ma'am adjusted the position of the laptop camera toward the bed and said. "Grab the headboard, sissy; let me see that ass."

Several voices from the laptop said. "That ass is making me crazy. Bend her over and make her take every inch of it."

Ma'am laughed. "Oh, I will. I plan to."

I felt the bed bounce as Ma'am got on it. I gasped slightly as her fingers lifted my skirt and pulled my thong to the side. I turned back; the laptop was zeroed in on my ass. I wanted to be a movie star. Not just a movie star but a porn star and show everyone my face.

Ma'am said. "Look at this sissy wanting to be a porn star." She lifted my hips and moved me so that my face was on display when I turned my head to the right.

Ma'am was looking down at my asshole on the laptop screen, joy on her face. I smiled and wiggled my ass as Ma'am's fingers entered my ass, teasing and caressing the entrance.

Wanting to put on a good show, I said. "Fuck me like you own me. I'm yours. Spank my ass. Take it. Take me. I can't wait."

Ka-ching. Ka-ching. My cock throbbed.

Ma'am smacked my ass.

I said. "I'm a dirty whore. Fuck me."

She giggled and said. "I like watching your little pink hole pucker."

Ka-ching.

I felt a cold, slick sensation in my ass. Ma'am smacked my ass. "Hold the panties aside, 'cause I'm going to fuck you into submission, slut."

Ka-ching.

Knowing that people were watching me made this even more exciting.

Ma'am said. "If you take it like a real girl, then maybe we keep all this our little secret."

"Okay." But a part of me wanted to release the whole episode.

Ma'am said. "I understand your ass is a virgin. You're going to lose it. Then you'll have earned the right to dress up like a slut. You want that?"

"Yes. I want it." I said.

Ka-ching. Ka-ching. I'd be rich and a pornstar.

The tip of her fake cock pressed gently against my sissy hole. I turned toward the camera and grimaced. By now, not only did I want to get fucked silly, but I wanted everyone to know that I did.

But I played along with what now was roleplay. "If I do this for you, Ma'am, you won't tell anyone what a sissy I am. Please."

Ma'am slapped both ass cheeks several times and said. "You have my word. Relax that ass, sissy, because here it comes."

Then she pushed forward. The tip of the monster was too much. I clenched and cried out. "Oh fuck." I pulled away.

Ma'am smacked my ass again, grabbed my hips, and pulled me back toward her. "Relax that ass, girl." She pushed the cock up further into my asshole.

I screamed this time. "Oh... fuck." I wasn't playing for the camera. My eyes tightened, and my teeth clenched. "Careful, please go slowly. Not so fast."

"You want to be a slut? You wanted someone to make you their bitch. You wanted it, so get used to it. This is how real girls do it. Guys don't like to waste time; they get their cock hard and drive it in."

Ma'am continued to thrust her hips forward. She laughed as my asshole swallowed more of her cock. As her cock slipped further into me, it burned a little. Ached a lot, then just like earlier, something popped, and I felt her hips slap my ass cheeks. My ass had swallowed the entire cock. She stopped, her strapon buried in my ass. Having her cock buried in my ass was rearranging my guts. The pressure on my prostrate put pressure on my cock. I wanted her to fuck me senseless, fuck me into submission, and orgasm.

I turned toward the laptop, opened my eyes, and smiled. One of the voyeurs from the site said. "Damn, look at that ass, those hips. She's got curves like a girl."

I wanted to put on a good show, so I told everyone what I wanted. "I want to be fucked senseless."

Ka-ching.

Ma'am pulled out and then squirted a bit more lube into my hole. Then she pushed her cock back in, it slid in a bit easier, but my ass was still tight. She pulled out and pushed back in.

In and out.

Ka-ching. Ka-ching.

People enjoyed watching me get fucked, which made the arousal even more intense. My sissy hole started to adapt to the fucking. But she was going slowly. Then she grabbed my hips, pulled me back, and thrust deep. She worked herself into a rhythm. That rhythm could only be described as a hate-fucking. Hard. Fast. Furious.

As she fucked me, people watched and commented. It was humiliating, humiliating to be fucked by a stranger, with two hundred or more strangers watching my ass get violated. I wondered if this counted as sex and if I could say I was no longer a virgin.

Ma'am grabbed my cock and stroked it as she fucked my ass. She yanked it aggressively and laughed. "Your little sissy clitty is bigger than mine." She pulled it back until it brushed against her plastic cock as it ravished my ass.

As she pounded away, my ass lost the ache and the burning, and each stroke felt like heaven. Like really good. Like a hot, steamy shower after a long day at school. As she hammered my ass, a strange tickling in my cock began. Each time her cock hit my prostrate, that tickle increased.

Her movements were so intense my cock bounced back and forth, and precum dripped.

"Fuck, this feels good," I yelled.

Ma'am smacked my ass and said. "Sounds like our little sissy is going to have a sissygasm today."

She pulled out, held her cock in the opening to my ass, and said." Beg, sissy."

"Please don't stop. Please," I said.

I'm not sure what was more humiliating. That she made me beg, that she was forcing me into submission, taking my manhood, or that I was enjoying this. Every moment. Every inch.

Ka-ching.

"Make her cum."

Ka-ching.

"Nail, that sissy."

Ka-ching.

"Put her on her back."

Ka-ching.

"Don't let her cum. She's here to please the cock."

Ka-ching.

"Sissy isn't supposed to cum."

Ka-ching.

She pushed her plastic cock deep into me and ground it inside my ass. The grinding was the best move so far. It massaged my insides, and I would never have believed I could cum without direct tension on my cock. But I came hard inside the panties. The orgasm was intense; my toes clenched, and every muscle spasmed. My ass involuntarily clenched around her cock.

She pulled out and turned me around so my ass was facing the laptop camera. I strained my head so that I could watch my ass gape. I was totally out of my control. Ma'am smacked my ass until it turned red.

She said. "You're such a slut."

"What a pathetic excuse for a man."

Ka-ching.

"That's a sissy if I have ever seen one."

Ka-ching.

The words coming from strangers humiliated me, but on the other hand, they excited me and committed me to be a girl. Take my desire to dress, learn about makeup, and have more fun.

I stood, walked to the laptop, and checked the screen. I made a note of the site and my tips. I'd made four hundred and sixty-eight dollars for my performance.

I was meant to be a sissy cross-dresser porn star. I had a feeling this wouldn't be my only performance. But I'd look perfect for the next one, with makeup and all 

The End


Feminized To Pay The Rent


Chapter One

When I got home from work, I scribbled out my rent check with every intention of putting it in Ms. Martinez, my landlady's hands. I waited two hours, the clock ticking, every click torture. As the minutes, my impatience grew. I paced, wishing time would speed up, images of what I could be doing flooding my mind. I tried; I tried to stay focused on nothing but paying my rent. But the waiting was driving me crazy. I'm a responsible man, for the most part. I'm a tenured psychology professor at a major university. I shouldn't be doing the things I'm doing. I shouldn't be two months behind on my rent, and for damn sure, I shouldn't be spending all my money on some stripper. But I couldn't get my thoughts off of where and who got me behind on the rent in the first place. As I paced, I kept repeating I'm not going to The Kiss and Ride. I waited and waited, repeating over and over: Do not go to Kiss and Ride.

Damn it, I could be waiting all night, and I'm hungry. Ms. Martinez was a special effects makeup artist for television and movies, so she often worked late. I'd seen her work and credits; she performed miracles, using makeup and prosthetics to transform actors' and actresses' appearances. In her last film, I couldn't even recognize the award-winning actress.

Trying to buy time for my late rent payment, I buttered her up and got her to talk about her unusual trade. The two-hour tour made me believe she could transform anyone into anything, using makeup, latex, and molds, mixed with her wild imagination and creativity.

Tired of waiting, my stomach rumbling, I decided buying a few things from the grocery store wouldn't hurt. No strip club! No buying drinks for my gal, Kitty. Kitty wasn't my gal. I hoped one day she'd be mine. Or with Kitty, it was more likely I'd be hers. Someday, but I'd never get her sitting at home. No! I have to pay my rent.

My mind drifted off to what she was doing right now, shaking her ass on stage, sitting, laughing, and doing lap dances for horny married men. I understood her; she needed me there. Damn it!

My stomach rumbled; I opened my fridge for the twenty-thousandth time, looking for something to eat. No magic had been performed; it was as empty as it was an hour ago. I left, intending to return immediately after picking up a few things. Setting my spending at fifty dollars, any more, and I'd be short on rent.

Coming right home wasn't what happened. I got to the store, bought dinner, and on my way back home, that urge to see Kitty overwhelmed me.

What kind of idiot am I? When I got home, I was broke, the birds were singing, and Ms. Martinez was at her front window waiting for me. With no money left in my bank account, I drove by several times, trying to devise a plan.

What do I do? Hand her the check? It would buy some time, a week at most. But then I'd have more money problems. Not only the rent but food and a shit ton of bank fees to cover. Why the hell had I spent my fucking entire paycheck at the Kiss and Ride strip club. God damn it! I was only there for four fucking hours. Where did it all go?

Why does it matter? I'm a grown man, right? What did I do? Who cares if I get my jollies at looking at half-naked women? Talking to Kitty. Someone might care if they knew I get my jollies from wishing I was one of the women on stage, shaking my booty in a skimpy g-string. With nice perky tits like Kitty.

I'm a respectable college professor. I work hard. I have tenure. Why should it matter? I... I paid my bills... but I guess I don't. At least this month, and well, last month too.

I had twelve hundred dollars when I left. Enough for the back rent and this month's rent. Where did it all go? I didn't get laid or even get a blowjob. Normal guy desires. No, not me. Jacob Gay didn't want either; I enjoyed... well, what I wanted was something a little kinkier.

When I left, I had every intention of picking up a few things from the grocery store, returning, and paying my rent. But my compulsion to see Kitty, hear her voice was too much.

When I passed Kiss and Ride, I figured I could afford one beer—no lap dances—no getting suckered into tipping. I had no idea Ms. Martinez was going to be late. Sometimes, she worked till the early morning; I'd seen her drive into the driveway when I was heading out to class.

No more than one beer; as I walked toward the front door of the Kiss and Ride, I repeated my all too familiar mantra, "Do not buy any drinks."

One drink and go home; at all costs, avoid buying Kitty a drink. Her drinks were expensive, but hearing her tell me what she'd do to me. How she'd turn me into her bitch, feminize me, and make me do all kinds of dirty nasty things was too much.

Kitty wasn't her real name. It sounded sweet and innocent. Kitty, I'm sure, though I'm sure... at least that's what I'd been told wasn't. I loved her or what she'd do to me.

When I entered, I took less than eight minutes to break my vow. I bought... How many drinks for Kitty before I knew it? Just one drink for Kitty. What could it hurt? But, each of her drinks cost me a hundred dollars. How many did she have? I tried to remember, but my mind was a little foggy from the five, or was it six drinks I'd had? I'm not even sure how many I had.

One thing I know for sure, I kept buying drinks one after the other because I loved talking to her. What did we talk about? Mostly, girl stuff. I liked hearing about what it felt like to be on stage, naked, except for a G-string. What it felt like to have a hundred guys staring at you, hitting on you, and craving your affections. What it's like to be a girl.

Kitty laughed and said. "Are you a sissy, professor?"

"Uh... no... I'm a professor, and it's part of a research project I'm involved in." I never admitted to Kitty I wanted to be feminized. That I wanted to crossdress. My excuse for asking was always: "I'm a psychology professor researching sexual kinks."

Damn it, I loved talking to her, so I had to buy her another drink. When the glass was empty, she got up and left. So, I bought another and another. Though she seemed to enjoy talking with me, and her answers to my inquiries seemed genuine once the glass was empty, she left. Why did I keep returning?

She told me I was her type of man. So, that got my hopes up. I hoped someday... Or was she lying? The more I thought about it, she was suckering me into spending my money. Damn it, I'm not good at figuring women out or getting laid.


Chapter Two

So here I am, two in the morning, broke and doing laps around the block, waiting for Ms. Martinez to go to bed. On my first pass, her lights were on, and her curtains parted, revealing her shadow in the window. What the hell is she up at two in the morning for? Waiting to pounce on her sissy professor who's delinquent on his rent.

Wanting to avoid an incident this late, I parked down the road far enough away so she couldn't see my car and close enough so that I could see her window and wait. I waited and waited. And watched her part the curtains, close, and part them again. She was waiting for me to walk up the long sidewalk so she could pounce like a predator demanding her rent.

As I sat in my car, my throbbing cock, begged me not to wait any longer. "Get inside, slip on Kitty's panties, dance around like Kitty, and relieve the tension."

Damn, I love Kitty; she had a wow factor. Not just her body. But that was part of it. But the confidence she exuded dancing onstage, peeling off her bikini top with her small "A" cup titties and slender, tight body, and her commanding personality. Many men found that unattractive. It turned me on.

Finally, Ms. Martinez gave up, and her lights went out after one last peek. I waited another five minutes and adjusted my cock, tucking it so my hard-on wasn't so obvious. Not that it would be that obvious anyway because my cock's tiny. Not sure what I was worried about; no one was around at this hour, but I was still nervous.

I dashed across the street and hid behind a tree, ensuring Ms. Martinez wasn't pulling a fast one. Ran behind another tree. How the hell was I supposed to keep this up for another month?

How could I get suckered into this?

I got to my door, reached into my pocket, pulled my keys out, dropped them, picked them up, and inserted them in the door. Ms. Martinez's door opened, and she said. "You owe me rent, Mr. Gay."

"Oh, Ms. Martinez. It's late. Why don't we take care of this in the morning? It's late."

"I smell the beer on you! I can smell that tramp you spend all your money on too. You are going to pay me my rent—this weekend. Since you enjoy spending all your time and money at that place, I have an idea. Go ahead and get a good night's sleep. I'll wake you up when I'm ready for you. You are going to get my rent money, one way or another. You are not only going to pay my rent, but you're going to help me with a special effects project I've been working on. It's for a movie that I've been asked to do. I'm unsure I can pull it off and want to try a few things out. But not sure if I can, like I said. So you're going to help me. I'll wake you. Or you can move the fuck out. No more excuses."

She glanced at my groin. Her lower lip curled, and her sexy nose wrinkled as her hand darted toward my groin. Was she going to hit me for having a hard-on? She grabbed Kitty's pink panties, half in and half out of my right front pocket, and shoved them in my face. "You like wearing panties? You're going to get your chance Saturday night. What are you doing with these anyway?"

"Nothing... I... I... I don't even know how it got there. Maybe this stripper gave it to me as a trophy. I had a little fun with her." That was a lie. So was me telling her I wasn't going to wear them. If she hadn't stopped me, I'd be inside now, naked with the panties on, pulling up a porn video and rubbing my cock through Kitty's sexy pink panties that cost me two hundred dollars.

She laughed and said. "Oh, you are so my kind of guy."

With the panties in her hand, Ms. Martinez slammed her door, ruining my evening.

What was I going to do? What was her idea?

Nothing better to do, and needing to relieve stress, I headed straight to my bedroom and stripped. Under my bed, I had several pairs more of Kitty's panties from my previous trips to the Kiss and Ride. I picked a tiny black thong—lacey and oh-so-delicate; after sliding it on, I bit my lip and closed my eyes. Imagining Kitty had ordered me to wear them. Chills snaked up my spine as the soft material cradled my cock and balls. I spread my legs. Not like a man, but a woman readying her snatch for a nice big cock.

I massaged my stomach and slowly glided my fingers down to my cock and caressed the silky tent pole. The panties were already wet, soaked with my excitement. I stroked my impassioned cock through the luxuriously soft panties imagining it was Kitty's small delicate hand doing the dirty work. It took seconds until I shot my load. I fell asleep in no time.


Chapter Three

I slept well, forgetting about my money issues. What could be better than to be so close to Kitty? I got up, showered, and while making breakfast, there was a knock on the door. I knew who it was. I thought about avoiding her, but maybe she'd go easy on me again.

Ms. Martinez stood at my door, one hand on her hips, tapping her toes, and dangling the panties in her other hand. "You are going to earn back that money. My money. So, follow me, or leave."

"Listen, you can't just throw me out. You have to file a civil suit. I know my rights."

I couldn't believe it when she grabbed my earlobe, twisted it, and whisked me away. "Listen, sissy, come with me."

That she called me sissy surprised me. I was shocked that she seemed to know who I was, never having revealed my secret fantasies to anyone.

Maintaining her grip on my ear, she pulled me out the front door, across our shared porch, into her home, through the living room and kitchen, out the backdoor, and into her theatrical studio.

Ms. Martinez's backyard studio was filled with theatrical makeup and special effects products: blend sticks, fake prosthetics, liquid latex, and glues and pastes.

Wasting no time, Ms. Martinez examined every inch of my body, undressing me as she studied. I felt like a piece of meat, causing my cock to ache. Throb. Pulse with a deep need for more humiliation.

She nodded and said. "You know, I think this is going to work. Mr Gay. I can't believe how sexy and girly your body is. It's going to make my job much easier. With a little work... If this doesn't work for you, it won't work for the movie they want me to do. It's an independent film about the transformation of a guy, a transgender journey. They want me to transform this effeminate actor into a girl on film. There's a nude scene, and I don't want to say I can do it if I can't... Strip... right now. This is going to be a dream come true. I'd always wanted to test, well... call it a full feminization. A total feminization. A complete body transformation. Not only do I get to see if I can pull it off, but I also get my rent money. And humiliate you, you fucking idiot! What kind of idiot spends their entire check on a stripper?"

I muttered, "Uh..." Trying to figure out what to say and how to answer that.

Ms. Martinez said. "Don't answer that dumb ass."

Shame choked me. Not just because I'd spent my rent money but because I was self-conscious about revealing my tiny cock to Ms. Martinez. The last time a woman, a hooker, saw my cock. Yes, I paid a hooker to have sex with me. Well, she saw my cock and fucking laughed. It was a waste of two hundred dollars because I was so embarrassed I hastily dressed and left.

I swallowed hard and felt the urge to run. Not just next door but out of town, maybe out of state. Since I'd always been a little submissive, I had my shirt off and unbuckled my pants before I knew it.

Ms. Martinez said, "Hurry up! There's a bag of razors in the bathroom and shaving cream. Get busy. That money you spent was mine, and you'll earn it back. I will have my money by Monday. Now go."

I slipped out of my pants as I wondered how I got into this situation. Ms. Martiniez scowled, crossed her arms, and said. "The underwear, too; quit playing around." Ms. Martinez dropped, grabbed my underwear, and yanked them down.

"Go!"


Chapter Four

Feeling powerless to do anything but go along, I sprinted toward the bathroom, my little Johnson flip-flopping around. In the bathroom, fully erect, I turned on the shower, stepped inside, and started shaving my legs.

Ms. Martinez arrived soon after. She laughed. "No wonder you waste so much money on girls and don't get laid. That fucking cock."

"What! I'll have you know..." I didn't bother to finish. Honestly, this was turning me on. There was only one thing for me to do, obey. She watched me shave my legs, arms, ass, and face. After I'd finished, she ran her hands over every place I shaved, ensuring I was smooth.

She said. "If you're going to make money this weekend, you've got to be smooth." She pointed behind my thighs. "Here." She smacked my ass. "And here."

She said. "Bend over. Grab your ankles."

I found myself obeying and even getting aroused by her humiliating direction. She grabbed my ass cheeks and pulled them apart, stuck her finger inside. "It's hairy. Shave it. No stubble. If this works, not only will I get my rent money, but one fucking big movie contract."

I wondered what was going to happen if it didn't. "What if it doesn't?"

She laughed. "You get your ass kicked and... I turn down the offer, and you move out."

Once she was satisfied, she led me back to her studio. "Stand here, arms at your side."

She dropped to her knees and grabbed my cock. Her hands were so soft and comfortable. Animal hunger took over. I grinned at her.

She said. "You aren't getting a hand job, faggot."

Ms. Martinez measured, took pictures of my body, measured more, mixed some bottles of products, put them on my body, and mixed and molded more. Like a mad scientist, pinching her lips together while mumbling short, strong sentences like: "This is going to work." "Yeah." "Never done this before." "Might be my greatest work." With several flasks of mixed products ready, she disappeared into a closet and returned with what looked like a silicone breastplate—two little silicone titties protruding from the front.

What the hell does she have planned for me?

She demanded. "Put it on."

I stared at her, wondering where it went.

Seeing my confusion, she grabbed a clear liquid in a bottle and slathered some sticky solution on my chest and along my neckline. Then dropped the breastplate on my chest, securing it firmly. Having tits felt good, but what was her plan?

She dropped to her knees, glancing at my shriveled ball sack and minuscule member. A cock so small one hooker informed me her girlfriend's clit was bigger, but she sucked me off, even able to take my balls with one gulp.

She slapped my legs apart, measured, ran back to her closet, and produced a silicone pantie thingy. When she returned, she said, "I made this wondering if it would work. Luckily your skin tone matches. Please put it on. The colors are a little off, but it'll work. Your cock, if you can call it that, goes in the tube." She pointed to a flesh-colored tube.

I slipped my cock into it and let it settle on my hips. It was hot and a little uncomfortable, but when I glanced down, I had a pussy. Indeed the color was a little off, and the seams were visible. They were visible on the breastplate, but not as much.

Ms. Martinez stepped back, admiring her work. From my angle, it looked like I had a camel toe. With one of her flesh-colored solutions, she'd made it to match my skin tone exactly; she smoothed the edges where the breastplate met my skin. Once satisfied, she continued her work on my fake tits by blending the edges with makeup. Then she went to work on my silicone pussy.

All this took a long, uncomfortable four hours. Every so often, she'd step back, check her work, mix some more magic potion, and then back at it. After she was done, I glanced in the mirror, and I'll be damned if I didn't look at my face. I looked like a small-waisted girl with A-cups. My cock leaked a little. But, holy shit, I looked like a naked girl, a boyishly slender girl from the neck down.

She tossed a pair of panties at me. She checked the time. "Put them on. We have to hurry. You have to make at least a grand tonight."

I slid the panties on and said. "How the hell am I going to do that?"

"What? What do you think? You spent all my rent on your perverted habits at that strip club. So, tonight, you earn it back. I'm going to be there watching, too, checking my work. If you pass this test, then I'm movie-ready. Then I know the transformation is possible on film. Do you know how much they'll pay me to do this? Too much. It's never been done before."

Worried, I said. "What happens if someone notices? I mean, there are going to be some pissed-off guys. I... I... I can't do this."

Yet, I wanted to try. I glanced at the mirror again. Damn, I looked good. Ms. Martinez's expertise had blurred the edges; if I stepped closer toward the mirror, it was the only time I could tell. But I had to look real close. With the bright lights, the half-drunk men, would they notice? Maybe not. But if they did, fuck, I hated to think of what would happen? I'd had little doubt an ass-kicking was in the cards, or maybe I'd even get arrested. A night in jail, looking like this, might not be a pleasant experience.

She tossed me a pair of white net thigh-high stockings with cute bows on top. I'd only worn panties before, but I always dreamed about a complete feminization and makeover like this. This was more than I had in mind—more than I ever thought possible. Ms. Martinez put a super short neon silver skirt in my hand. I slid it on, and Ms. Martinez zipped up the back. Then she gave me a super sexy crisscross lace-up sling crop top.

I asked. "Do I need a bra?"

She laughed. "Those silicon babies aren't going anywhere. Feel them."

I grabbed my fake titties, caressed the silicone, stepped back again with a handful of rubber, and studied them. Indeed, they were seamless. She'd managed to blend the edges right into my skin. They looked real and felt natural. Satisfied, I slipped on the top.

She had me sit down and did my makeup in about twenty minutes—a classic hooker look: blue eyes shadow, mascara, and contour. With expert hands, she did my nails and toenails. She sifted through a closet and handed me a wild-looking wig. It was super curly, red, and nearly an afro. She appraised her work. She stepped behind me, cupped my ass, and returned to the front. She studied the edges where the breastplate met my skin and touched up one spot she didn't like. After she was satisfied with my tits, she lifted my skirt and rechecked my pussy, again touching up a portion that wasn't up to her expectations. She stepped back, her fingers holding her chin, and nodded.

"You're done. No, wait, one more thing." She handed me a pair of dark, mirrored, round shades. I looked sexy as hell. "Let's go time for work."

"What happens if I have to pee?"

Ms. Martinez rubbed her chin and said. "I never thought about that. Guess I'm glad I tried it out on you. I'll have to... maybe put a hole in it. Perhaps in the tube... For tonight, hold it." Then, she guided me to the mirror. "Look at yourself. Tell me you're not ready. You owe me."

I didn't look good; I looked fucking incredible. I grabbed my tits and turned to the side. There was no seam at all; they looked real. I cupped my ass, moved in closer, and turned my face both ways. The makeup was flawless and perfect. Ms. Martinez spritzed me with a bottle of perfume that said, "Horny slut."

Ms. Martinez handed me a pair of chunky white pleaser pumps with a gladiator strap. "You'll find it easier to walk and dance in these. The chunky heels... we don't have time to teach you how to walk."

She smacked my ass and said. "You had better earn tonight. Oh my, we need a name for you. A good stripper name."

"Domino," I said.

"I like it. Let's go."


Chapter Five

As we drove, Ms. Martinez talked non-stop. I'm unsure if she was complimenting me on my appearance or patting herself on the back. "Don't worry about your voice, Mr. Gay... or Domino. It's not feminine, but it's not masculine. Androgynous. Don't worry about your walk either; it's somewhat feminine. I hope you know how to dance, though. And my work, oh, I can't believe how good it turned out. I'm a genius."

When we pulled into the parking lot, the lot was filled with cars, a reassuring sign. Or a prophecy of doom.

I slid out of the car, feeling great; she'd convinced me of one thing even though she never directly complimented me on my feminine appearance: I could pull off looking like a woman. Honestly, her plan would have been dead on arrival if I wasn't sort of an effeminate guy in the first place. But could I make a thousand dollars?

Two guys walked past. I wilted into myself, feeling self-conscious. Why did I agree to this? Or did I? I didn't agree to it, as much as I had no choice.

I said, "I can't."

One of the guys whistled. The other said. "Love the hair, sexy. Hey, how about a lapdance later."

Ms. Martinez said. "See! I'm going to be famous. That was an easy test, though. The real test will come when you peel your top off and dance."

I stopped. Dead in my tracks. "I can't do this. This isn't going to work. If I do it, and it doesn't work."

"You can and you will. Tell you what, if it doesn't work, I'll consider your efforts work. I'll pay you for modeling work in the amount of the rent you owe me."

"Okay. What if it does? Do I get to keep the money? If I make any."

"Don't push it, sissy."

She grabbed my arms and ushered me into the club. At the door, Ms. Martinez nodded at the bouncer, and he let us in with no issues. They had to have known each other; later, I learned he was an actor, and they'd met on a movie set.

Ms. Martinez led me to the bar after greeting a woman, another actress. Ms. Martinez pointed to me and said. "Domino is a good friend of mine, and she is here for the stripper opening."

The woman smirked and said. "Yeah? Think you can handle it?"

I said. "I need the cash. Quickly."

The woman said. "Don't we all. I'm Candy, the manager. It's not as easy as it sounds. But, Okay, for Georgia, I'll give you a shot. Let's go; I'll give you the grand tour."

Ms. Martinez sat right beneath the stage as Candy led me to the stage. "You make five hundred dollars for tonight, plus tips, drinks, and lap dances. House takes fifty percent of those. Cash tips you keep. That five hundred includes three trips to the stage. Follow me."

I followed.

She pointed down a long hall with doors on either side, and I knew this part of the bar well. "You do lap dances down there—one hundred dollars per. We get half; cash tips are yours. Sex is discouraged. But lock the door if you need to." She winked. I wasn't having sex. There were some logistical issues. Giving head might work; oh fuck, what the hell was I thinking? And doing? This isn't going to work. How could I have agreed to this?

We walked down a hall with mirrors on both sides. I checked myself out again; damn, I looked good and felt good watching my tits jiggle and shake as I walked. Feeling them sway, bounce, and jostle was the most incredibly erotic feeling. What a glorious feeling! My cock fought against the fake pussy, unable to express its pleasure within the confines of its masqueraded pussy.

She led me to the dressing room and opened the door. Several scantily dressed women, tall, short, and with extravagant makeup. My eyes locked on Kitty, naked, my dream girl. Kitty's nipples were hard and perfect and created a tingling in my tucked cock. The dancers swerved, touched up makeup, and switched into outfits that weren't much.

Candy introduced me to Kitty, and Kitty gave me a bored smirk. "New girl, huh? I'm up next. You're after me, so watch and learn. Strip and put these on." She handed me a skimpy bikini top and a G-string. This would be the ultimate test of Georgia's special effects skills. I'd succeed, get thrown out on my ass, or... fuck, if no one can tell, I'd have to strip on stage. In front of... well over fifty, drunk horny guys.

Feeling like I was going to puke, I stripped, hands shaking and tingling, worried someone would notice a seam of my breastplate or on the fleshy silicone panties that looked and felt surprisingly like a pussy. Everyone was busy with their preparations, and no one noticed. If they had looked at me, would anyone have noticed? Even getting this far, I had to acknowledge that Ms. Martinez was a special effects genius. I saw one of her movies where she slowly turned a young actress into an elderly woman, indeed a work of art.

Once I was ready, standing in nothing but a G-string, a bikini top, and my platform, pleaser heels, Kitty led me down a hall. My tits jiggled, and my exposed ass clenched and relaxed as I walked. I could feel every shift, every jiggle of my flesh. Standing behind the stage, Kitty said, "Watch and learn."


Chapter Six

I'd watched Kitty perform before and knew and practiced every move in her repertoire; suddenly, watching this time took on a new significance. Could I do it? I might. How many times had I bought a pair of her panties and danced around like her in my home? I could do it, I think, but as I glanced into the crowd of fifty or more guys. My emotions fought against each other; some expressed exhilaration; deep down, I'm an exhibitionist.

And others screamed in fear! Are you crazy? You're a dude. No one's going to be fooled by this scam. And yet, no one would have believed that the twenty-six-year-old award-winning academy actress Ms. Martinez transformed was not an old lady.

A few women, including Ms. Martinez, were in the crowd, watching and waiting. Was she more worried about her rent money or her female transformation using special effects makeup?

The music thumped, blasted, and lights flashed as Kitty did her routine. When she was done, applause rocked the bar, and Kitty picked up dollars flung onto the stage. I was up next. Would anyone notice my male ass? I checked out my ass; it looked as good as some girls here. My confidence increased. But what about the breasts?

My legs shook the music quieted momentarily in anticipation of the next act. The announcer said, "Gentleman, give a Kiss and Ride greeting to our newest dancer, Domino."

I stumbled onto the stage, overwhelmed by the cheers, the noise, the music, and the competing feelings of fear and exhilaration. Still not used to my heels, I trudged forward. Unladylike. I forced myself to swing my hips and arms and shake my ass. It was bright. I could barely see who was in the crowd. Georgia was up front, and... I'll be damned, Kitty was sitting right next to her. I recovered and looked over the crowd.

A chubby guy winked and smiled at me. I had my first fan. I closed my eyes and pretended I was home alone, in Kitty's panties prancing around. I opened my eyes, right above my new lover, kneeling against the wood, my bare stomach inches from his face. Can he tell I'm a guy?

He placed a twenty dollar bill skillfully in the waistband of my thong. I bent forward and jiggled my silicone breasts near him. He leaned into my tits teasingly; I pulled away, turned, and undid the tiny string holding my bikini top up.

This was it. Even without makeup, I had a feminine appearance, but when I let go of the bikini top, it would be a testament to Georgia's FX abilities. I let go of the string, slid off the bikini, turned, and rubbed my fake tits.

There were several whistles and hoots. Someone yelled. "Nice tits." Another screamed. "Take it off."

I twisted around the pole, fuck I couldn't believe I was doing this. I danced, twirled, strutted, and shook my ass like a girl. I felt like a girl. Bills landed on the stage. This was great, being the source of such passion, desire, and lust for all these strange men staring at me, fantasizing about fucking me. I was closing in on my last few moments on stage, bending over, pushing my ass into the gold pole. Rubbing my ass into the pole like I was riding a big cock. Teasing and flirting with the pole and the horny men in the crowd.

To my pleasure and surprise, the crowd roared in approval, and dollar bills flew onto the stage. Leaving the stage, I made sure to shake my ass, the one genuine part of me, as I picked up my tips.


Chapter Seven

I returned to the dressing room, feeling good. Proud even. I'd taken in nearly two hundred dollars. Add that to the five hundred for dancing, and I was in the clear. I couldn't wait for my next performance.

Kitty waited for me in the dressing room, nothing but contempt and disdain on her face. Had I done something wrong, broken the rules? Or was she jealous of the new girl's success?

"He's a fucking pervert, ladies!" Kitty pointed at me.

"What? He?" They all turned and stared. They were trying to see what had Kitty so concerned. I saw no indication that they believed her.

She pointed and glared at me. "I know you've got a cock under there. This perv paid some movie bigwig special effects artist to turn him into a woman."

I blushed. But, I'll be damned if the little fucker between my legs didn't stiffen. Or tried like hell to get hard. Georgia's efforts kept it hidden.

I said. "You're crazy."

I decided to go before things got bad. I'd have to figure something else out for the rent. I headed for the door, but Kitty stepped in front of it before I could get my hands on it. She dropped to a knee before me and yanked my G-string down. Then twisted, pulled, and wrenched at Georgia's silicone pussy, ripping free the latex and some of my skin, making me feel like I'd just been through a Brazilian wax on steroids. With my little throbbing cock revealed and naked except for Georgia's fake tits, white thigh-high stockings, and heels, I'll be damned, but I got an erection.

Four strippers screamed in unison. "You trying to steal our money, asshole?"

"No... I just..."

"You like being a woman? Is that it?"

What was I going to say? "Yes," I said before I had a chance to think.

Kitty stood, locked the door, and said. "We're going to teach you a lesson pervert. Dance!"

"What?" I said.

Kitty said. "Dance." One of the girls hit her boom box, and hip-hop filled the room. I shook my hips, my cock swinging to and fro, up and down. Dribbling precum.

The girls chanted. "Domino. Oh, you ho, Domino. Go, Domino."

I swung my hips and strutted back and forth in the tiny dressing room. Girls smacked my ass playfully and not so playfully.

Then Kitty said. "Hey girls, let's show this girl what being a girl is all about. Hey, what say you, girls?"

My cock dribbled more precum. I was getting humiliated and very much into it.

One of the girls said, "But you tore off her pussy; what are we going to do?"

The rest of the girls chanted. "In the ass, fuck her in the ass."

"No!" I screamed. But my cock betrayed me when it swelled more.

Kitty pulled out a long, squishy dildo from her bag and a harness. "Well, ladies, what say you?"

"Yeah." The cheers went out.

Kitty slid into the harness with the dildo attached. How many times had I fantasized about this moment? Now it was here.

Kitty said, "Get on your knees."

I dropped, my cock pulsing, dripping wet sticky fluid from its swollen tip. Kitty inched forward and pushed the dildo on my lower lip, then slapped my cheeks. "So you want to come in here and take our business? You're going to pay for it."

Kitty grabbed my chin.

I exhaled. What do I do? I wanted this more than the money, more than paying my rent. I wanted Kitty to dominate me. So, I said it. "Kitty, use me."

Laughs around the room. Kitty said. "Oh, I will. I will. Open up and taste what being a woman is all about."

I opened my mouth, allowing the head of the cock to enter. Kitty inched her cock forward as I moaned and my cock throbbed. Bobbing my head up and down, I tried my best to suck her dildo. Back and forth, I bobbed my head with my red lips tightly wrapped around her plastic cock.

"You like sucking my cock, baby?" Kitty asked. Surrounding me, the girls were chanting and throwing twenties on the floor under me. I grabbed my cock, and stroked it as Kitty fucked my mouth.

After several hard minutes, Kitty stopped. "Get on your hands and knees."

I obeyed.

Kitty licked her finger and gently massaged my asshole, slowly, rubbing, gradually and ever so gently increasing the pressure on my virgin hole. I moaned.

Kitty said. "This hole is tight; anybody got some lube."

There was some laughter in the room, and not long after, a sticky coolness spread inside my tight hole.

Crack. Smack. Kitty smacked my ass several times with increasing intensity. It stung by the time she was finished.

Kitty said. "Are you ready for the main event, slut."

I couldn't answer. Drool ran freely out of the corner of my mouth; my cock was aching for release.

The finger slipped inside. It felt excruciating and yet good. Kitty pushed, wiggled, and probed until the tip of her finger hit my prostrate. Then two, then three fingers ravaged my ass.

Crack.

"I asked you a question."

I screamed. "Yes. I want it, Kitty. I spent thousands of dollars on you for this moment. Please fuck me!"

Kitty laughed. "Well... well, I knew you were my kind of girl. Spread your cheeks."

I gripped both sides of my butt cheeks and pulled them apart as the cold, squishy tip of her cock pressed into the gap I'd created, inching forward.

"Ohhhhhh.... shiiiiiiiiit." Being on my hands and knees was great, with Kitty at her place and the crowd watching, cheering, and humiliating me. Slowly the cock inched inside me. Inch by inch. I gasped as the invading cock crawled further into my virgin hole. Pain overwhelmed me as my ass stretched, then there was a pinch, and it was done. I felt Kitty's boyish hips on my ass, and the pain was gone. Each thrust increased my arousal as Kitty invaded and retreated from my sissy hole. Kitty pulled out and pushed back in for an eternity.

Kitty thrusts into me from behind me, gripping my hips when she pulls me tighter and closer with each invasion. "Good girl. Take it all. Is this what you've been wanting?"

"Oh, yes. I like it. I like it. I love it. Getting my ass fucked."

Kitty reached around the front, grabbed my cock, and stroked it. My balls tightened. Sensing my impending orgasm, Kitty rammed her dildo full force into my prostrate one last time. That force on my prostrate forced every drop of cum down my shaft and out of the tip of my cock. The orgasm was the most intense and pleasurable experience I'd ever had.

Kitty let me stand after fucking my tender ass for another five minutes. The room erupted in applause. I blushed.

Kitty said. "Get dressed; the show must go on. You're back on stage in half an hour."

I smiled. "I can't wait."

Ms. Martinez returned with her magic bag of goodies to get me ready for my next show. After getting me ready, she ripped every dollar bill from my grasp, counted them, and said. "You got three hundred to go."

Maybe a lap dance or two. The money no longer mattered. I was having the time of my life. I'd do lap dances, give blowjobs, or whatever, not out of fear of paying rent but because I realized how much fun I was having.




The End
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