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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.


Epilogue

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
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Sissy Used By A Thug: BBC For Crossdresser 

Angel is a cop. Angel crossdresses in secret. Angel only dresses privately, at home, and in slutty, revealing clothes. Pretending to be a slut relieves the stress of the streets. Saturday night is Angel the sluts night, when Jessica, his girlfriend, goes out for a girl’s night out. He has never gone out publicly until he hears a rumor about Jessica.

Angel decides to do some undercover work. He dresses as slutty as possible because his destination is a nightclub known to cater to sluts, whores, loose women, thugs, and gangsters. He knows vice has raided the club numerous times for reports of public sex in the backrooms, bathrooms, hallways, and alleys.

The slut who takes over when Angel crossdresses is happy, ready to strut her stuff. Angel just wants to find his girlfriend. The slut in Angel takes over and can’t resist a trip to the backroom with a thug.

Sissy Used BY Thug is a First Time Crossdressing Story that includes: Straight to gay crossdressers, Crossdresser Public Sex, BBC For Crossdresser, Thug For Crossdresser, and Sissy Used By Thug.

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

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

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

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

My Sissy Cuckold Husband - Book Two: Sissy Cuckold Husband, Sissy, Forced Feminization, Humiliation, Femdom

Brook and Josie's marriage is good, but their sex life is lacking.
Josie discovers by accident she's interested in cuckolding.
Brook is reluctant at first.
But with cuckold training, he takes to being Josie's sissy cuckold.
He serves her domestically and sexually.
Josie finds her first Bull and has the time of her life.

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

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

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

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

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

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

This book contains forced feminization, sissification, cuckolding, Male on male sex, reluctant crossdressing, caught crossdressing, small penis humiliation, forced bisexual sex and group sex.

A Sissy's Diary 

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

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

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

Clean Up Duty: Demoted To Sissy Cuckold: sissy for wife, sissy cuckold cleanup, sissy cuckold husband, bi-curious husband

This is a continuation of Book One: Demoted to Sissy Cuckold Husband.
Carter and Ella pick up where they left off from.

Ella, Carter's Mistress and wife, give Carter his first sissy assignment. He must complete it, go home, sit in the car, or do anything but watch her have sex with her bull. It sounds easy, but as he learns, Mistress is devious, sadistic, and demanding. She wants total obedience. Can Carter complete his task? Will he get his wish and watch his wife have interracial sex?

Mistress Ella is enjoying her newfound skin. She loves dominating her husband, and as the night progresses, her inner sadistic and demanding tendencies bubble to the surface. Her new sissy begins to learn that disobedience and total subservience will be the only option for him

The Honeymoon Surprise: Transgender Erotica

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

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

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

Sissy Training - Lesson One : Femdom Sissy Feminization, Crossdressing, Humiliation

odd has tried to keep his sissy crossdressing fantasies and desires secret. Though he works for a legitimate brokerage, his only client is a criminal. Todd launders money for a criminal enterprise that runs illegal gambling houses and whorehouses. If his boss, a self-described lady's man, or the criminal overlord found out about Todd's secret, it wouldn't be good. Not only would he lose his job, but the substantial gambling debt he'd accumulated would be immediately due. Fat Tony, the owner of the illegal establishments, might even decide to end Todd's life.
When Todd's boss dies and leaves the brokerage to a daughter - a transgender Domme Todd's dreams come true. He's forced into sissy training and servitude and becomes Tiffany.
This book is lesson one in what will be a series of lessons for Todd or Tiffany.

My Girlfriend's Secret Agenda: A Forced Feminization Story

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

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

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


Keeping Up With Phoebe Pearl







Thank you for choosing one of my books to read. Nothing is more gratifying than knowing someone has read and enjoyed my book enough to titillate their inner desires. 

I love to write, especially erotica, so I’m in the process of writing another. If you weren’t aware, you could read all my books if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited. I’m a subscriber and love it! If you aren’t subscribed, I recommend it.    

Follow Me: 

Facebook 

Amazon Author Page 

Instagram 

Tumblr

Sign up For my  Newsletter
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Phoebe Pearl


I am a passionate writer and fell in love with writing erotica. I’m passionate about creating stories and characters with transgender women, sissyfication, sissy maids, sissy cuckold husbands and boyfriends, and the dominant men and women who love them for who they are. 

My stories start from experiences, things I wish might have happened, or desires I never dared to express. I start there, then tweak, twist, and season it with some of my active, wild, and kinky imagination, and you have a story. 
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