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Chapter One

The living room rocked with the pregame party. Empty beer cans were scattered across the coffee table, while a half-full bottle of tequila rested among a variety of snacks and a pizza box containing a single lonely slice. Laughter, mostly from my brother and his jock friends, filled the room.

The news played. A story about Dad’s decision to close several of his women’s clothing stores, citing competition from online stores. The reporter asks, “What will you be doing with the merchandise, Mr. Rayburn?”

“It’ll be a long process, but I’ll be converting the store near the college into an online warehouse of sorts. So we will not be having any clearance sale.”

I sat hunched on the corner of the couch, nursing a warm soda, while Vernon, Burt, and Hank took turns launching crumpled pieces of paper into an overflowing trash can, accompanied by raucous laughter and exaggerated jeers.

“Good thing you’re not playing tonight, Hank.”

Hank stood and, like he was gripping a bat, swung. “Baseball is my cup of tea. Can’t wait for baseball season.”

They chatted about the upcoming baseball season. Bragging about all the games they were going to win. A trip to the championship. Macho bullshit like that. I didn’t want to listen to it, but I was glad they weren’t ribbing me for my virginity anymore.

Vern couldn’t let it rest, though. “Hey, Johnny boy, you got any yet? You gonna be a priest?”

Hank added, “Nun more like it.”

The trio cracked up.

“Shut up,” I mumbled. I just wanted them to leave. Go to the game and let me have some peace for a change.

Burt not wanting to be left out of the fun said, “C’mon, Johnny, scared of cooties? Or just holding out for that special someone? Maybe you want a guy?”

Hank and Burt erupted in laughter, but Vern fumed. The rumors about his effeminate freshman brother living with him spread like wildfire throughout the campus.

Vern stood and paced. He pointed at me, “You need to get some pussy, brother. Maybe we find you a girl. A slut that’ll polish that knob of yours. Do you a favor, huh? Maybe people’ll stop talking.”

My stomach twisted. “I’m good, thanks.”

Hank, teasing Vernon more than me, said, “Maybe Johnny’s waiting for Mr. Right instead of Miss Right, huh?”

The jocks attention shifted back to their drinking games. I slipped into my bedroom, which was downstairs right next to the party room, and locked the door. I dug out my secret bag of goodies. I pull out the pink, silky cheeky briefs I stole from one of Dad’s women’s department stores. Hey, whatever you think of me, I’m not a thief. I steal because I have no choice. I mean, I do. But I don’t. Technically, it’s not stealing since I’m heir to at least a portion of the empire.

Immediately, the desire to feel them wrapped around my hips grows. Outside my bedroom, I hear Vernon, the all-star, the ultimate jock and man about town and his crew of idiots trash talking, guzzling beer and making stupid challenges. Which one of the three amigos can do the most pushups? Dumb shit like that.

Just go. As I wait for the three amigos to leave me alone so I can slip into something a little more effeminate, I pull out another mini skirt I swiped from, yep; you guessed it, Dad’s store. It gives me some satisfaction that I’m wearing things Dad hates, or would if he knew. Besides, Vernon controls all the money Dad sends, and I don’t have a job yet, and the fucking urge is too great.

Come on, Vernon, leave. During my senior year of high school, I’d sneak away and get dressed up, all the while thinking things would be different when I went to college. That once away from home, at college, it would give me the freedom to explore the side of myself that living at home never allowed, but it seems Dad had other plans. He gave Vernon specific orders: make a man out of me. Whatever the fuck that is. I’m two months into my first year of college, and already I’m ready to bail. I love college, but living with Macho Camacho and his dumb-ass roommates was pure hell.

Time seemed to freeze, as my knee bounced. My cock throbbed thinking about the free time I’d have. To do what I wanted. Express the femboy in me. To prance around like a girl.

“Chug. Chug. Chug.” The three amigos chant.

“Oh, come on, leave already,” I say as I my cock throbs drawn to the silky lace of the panties like a divining rod.

Outside, Macho Camacho moans about his little brother: “He’s got to pump some iron or something. People are talking about us. Fucking us. We’ve got to do something, guys, or he’s going to spoil our reps.”

“Yeah. No offense, Vern. He’s a good guy, but he’s so sissy.”

The conversation, like I can’t hear them, goes on; I often wonder if Mom got fed up with Dad and had an affair with a short, feminine guy because I look nothing like my brother. Vern and my father are both over six feet tall, have naturally broad shoulders women love, strong jawlines, and perpetual one-day beard growth. Me, I’m smooth, I mean, I barely have peach fuzz. Honestly, I look more like my mother. Like me, she’s petite, maybe five four. To be honest, I’d rather look like her, anyway. I have no desire to be a jock. But I’m stuck.

The banging on the door vibrates it. “Put your cock back in your pants Johnny.”

“I’m studying.”

Vern says, “Open up or… Or… Or… Fucking Johnny open the door. I’ll break it down. Now. Things are going to change around here.”

“Go away. I have homework.”

“Now, Johnny, or I swear to god, you won’t get a penny of our allowance.”

I throw everything back in the bag, stash it in the closet, readjust my erection, and open the door. Burt shoves a shot glass in my face.

“Drink.”

I figure the faster I get them out of my hair, the better. I slam it down. Burt fills it again from the bottle of tequila. “Again.”

“Nah.”

Macho Camacho rolls his eyes. “Now. You man up tonight. Or no allowance. I’m tired of people talking about my sissy brother.”

“Okay.” I take a small sip.

“Jesus. Dude. Not like a girl.”

I do my best not to puke when I drain the rest.

Vern steps into my room, “What’s that smell? Perfume? Jesus, Johnny quit buying girly shit.”

He doesn’t know I swiped it from Dad’s store.

“Dude, if you’re going to live here, you’ve got to man up! Why are you buying perfume?”

“I bought it for a girlfriend.” The lies come easily for me; to admit the truth was tantamount to starvation.

“Girlfriend. Huh?”

Then Vern outlined his plan for me. “You are getting laid tonight.”

I’m standing in a sea of testosterone, drunk out of my mind, just wanting this all to be over. The crowd steams and shifts, shuddering with drunk sex-craved men and women. We pick our way toward the gate. Bumping shoulders as the three amigos bark out where the parties are after our team wins. Despite the crowd pressing us together physically, I hover at the edge of our group. I’m the outsider.

Vern wraps his arm around my shoulder and says, “Glad to have you along.” Though the words spew from his mouth, I can tell in his eyes he’s already regretting being seen with his femboy brother. After a minute, the truth comes out. “Better not embarrass me with any sissy stuff today I got a rep to uphold. Truth be told, I didn’t want you renting with me, Dad insisted. So act….” His eyes run over my petite femboy body. I can see the look in his eyes, how the hell are we from the same stock?

Hank wiggles his eyebrows at me, cups his hand, and fakes like he got shoved. He falls forward and latches onto the gorgeous girl’s ass standing in front of us. Vern and Burt crack up. High five as the young lady stares straight ahead.

“Your turn, Johnny,” Hank says to me. “Time to make you a man.”

“Nah.”

Macho Camacho rolls his eyes I see his opinion on taking me along in them: “God, I have to put up with this sissy.”

He nudges me, cocks his head, conveying his thoughts, “Come on don’t embarrass me.” There it is. Again. Maybe the three shots had affected me because I wanted to please him, or was it four? No, I had five shots. No six. Holy crap I lost track.

However many I had, I wanted to be like him. Prove I’m not a sissy. So I grab a handful of the woman’s ass standing in front of me. Inspired by my brother, the tequila, my fingers dig into her plump flesh. It’s so soft. Funny, I wish I were her, standing in a sea of men grabbing my ass. Lusting over me. But I’m not.

The woman spins around. She’s wearing oversized mirrored aviator glasses. She’s got a bad ass look on her face and she’s taller than me at least six inches taller, like five feet ten, maybe taller, with an athletic build. She’s not in college, I suspect. I don’t let go. The three amigos break out laughing.


Chapter Two

I wake up in my bed, feeling stiff and nauseous from a night fueled by alcohol. The world tilts and spins around me, and my head pounds from the worst hangover imaginable. I sit up in my bed, trying to recall what happened last night. I remember grabbing that woman’s ass and then… The last thing I remember clearly is grabbing the woman’s ass. Then black.

I scour my aching head for an answer, fragments parade through my mind. I see myself strutting around like a peacock, playing the role of alpha male, barking out crude jokes about my supposed bedroom talents, trying to convince everyone that I’m a “real man.”

I recall Vern, Burt, and Hank’s laughter. That I remember. I have flashes of their faces red with drunken elation. But elation did not inspire the flashes of memory I got from the women.

The woman pops back into my memory, the tall one from the stadium. Where else did we meet? A party? No. She wasn’t at the party. Where had I seen her again? Vague recollections of her, grimacing in disgust. I recall a conversation, but I don’t remember where it occurred. Flashes of our conversation flitter in and out of my mind. “I’ll get show you, asshole.” “Show you how it feels to be a woman.”

Were they inventions of my mind? Or reality. I recall doubling down on her, trying to prove my masculinity, intent of proving to Vern I was… What? Worthy?

Where did our next exchange take place? It wasn’t at the party. Where did I meet her? I vaguely recall walking home. Or did I grab a ride-share?

I hop in the shower, and as the warm water cascades over, fleeting images of her flicker in my mind. Tall. Blonde. Wearing oversized aviator glasses. Who was she? She wasn’t a college student. Older. More sophisticated. Tougher.

I hop out of the shower, the soothing warmth has done little to cool the hangover, so I go back to bed, glad I have no class. I dream of the tall blonde feminizing me.


Chapter Three

I had that urge to dress. I couldn’t explain it to you unless you’re a femboy. It’s an unquenchable thirst. It’s as if I’m caught in a gravitational pull stronger than any addiction—it commands you, a crack addict has more control over their habit than a femboy over his desire to be sheathed in sexy clothes.

“Control it,” you might say. Please. Spare me. It’s probably easier to command fire not to burn than to keep away from panties. Short skirts. Mascara. Stockings.

I had an idea. It was a bold one, but it might just work. The store Dad just closed was still stocked, and it was a specialty store. All women’s clothes. And it was within walking distance of the campus. I could let loose. Try on clothes all night. All day if I wanted.

I ran through my plan a hundred times and had every detail honed to perfection. First stop, home, where I borrowed the keys from Dad’s key ring, and, with the alarm code when Vernon left for the game, I dressed in a black hoodie and pants and slipped into the alleyway behind the building, my cock already throbbing.

I made my way to the women’s merchandise. Fate is on my side, I think, standing in front of rows upon rows of panties. Thongs. Cheeky styles. Hipsters. Boy shorts. It’s a dream come true. I can’t wait anymore. I pick out a pair. A lacey pink thong, so caught up in the moment of bliss that I didn’t hear the footsteps.

“Freeze.”

I turned to see a light in my eyes.

“You.”

The way she says it, it’s like she knows me. That’s not good.


Chapter Four

What do I say? Do I tell her I’m the owner’s son? But then what? I can picture myself sitting in handcuffs at the police station as the cops call my Dad. “Mr. Rayburn. Uh, this is a delicate matter. But we caught your son breaking into the store you closed.”

“What? Why would he do that?”

“According to the security guard, he was stealing panties….”

The tough ass looking woman, says, “Well… well, this is a pleasant surprise. Karma for sure.”

“Do I know you?”

The light drifts to the wall. I hear footsteps. I wonder if I should just make a dash for it, but before I can get my legs to move, the fluorescents flicker on. I see the woman from the stadium and somewhere else. She’s in the uniform now, but the effect is the same: tall, imposing, her blonde hair pulled back so tight it could slice glass. Her oversized aviator glasses give her a badass look. She dressed in a black uniform, the leather belt around her hips had a gun, handcuffs, a radio, and other gadgets.

“You don’t remember?”

“Yeah sure.” I’m missing a lot of what happened that night. I know I grabbed her ass at the stadium and I’m pretty sure we met somewhere else and I’m even more sure I made a bigger ass out of myself. I’m busted, and with nowhere to turn, I do my best to act tough. Not sure why? “Nice ass.”

“Panties? You broke in here to steal panties?”

I drop the panties I have in my hand like they’re on fire. “Hell no.”

“No matter. Here’s how this goes.” She reaches for her radio. Then she stops. Looks me up and down. I can see the wheels turning in her mind. “I call the cops, you end up in a holding cell all night or…” She picked up the panties I had in my hand. Dangles them in front of my face. “Impressive choice.”

I search my mind for a plausible answer. An answer that wasn’t the truth. “It was a dare. A college hazing for my fraternity.”

“Don’t tell me. You have to wear them out.”

I don’t answer.

The guard twirls the panties in her fingers.

She fixes me with a look so direct I feel my soul step back from the blast. “Should we call the police?”

“No, please. Anything.”

“I see you don’t want that, so maybe I have a better dare for you.”

She unbuttoned the pocket on her blouse, a blouse that is stretched to the limit by a pair of magnificent tits. Out of her pocket comes a phone. I inch toward the door when her eyes shift from me. “Don’t move. I’m not done with you. You go to jail, or you agree to my dare. My hazing into the world of women.”

She dials her phone. Sets it on the display table where all the panties are, and as the phone rings, she grabs my arm, slaps one end of her silver handcuffs on my wrist, then steps behind me, and in a practiced move, I’m handcuffed.

The phone rings several more times as she searches my pockets, and when she gets to the front two, we both realize I’m still sporting an erection. She yanks her hand out as a female voice answers.

“Alexa. What’s up? You’re going to miss the game tonight.”

“Guess who I just busted breaking into the old Rathburn Department store.”

“No idea.”

“The pig from last week’s game.”

“Oh fuck. Put him behind bars.”

“I got a better idea.”

She explained her plan and as she did, my cock stiffened even more. Her friend, whose name I’m not sure of, tried to talk her out of it. “Take him to jail. Lock the perv up. Alexa, if he talks. I mean, you’re a lawyer. Or will be. That’s crazy. It could ruin your life. Think, dear.”

They talked back and forth for several minutes before Alexa ended the call. Alexa looked at me. “This is the deal. I’m going to feminize you, all the stuff’s here I need. I’m going to turn you into the sluttiest sissy the world has ever known…”

It was too good to be true. Alexa planned on feminizing me, makeup the whole nine yards, turning me into a slut then dropping me off at the game and making me go through all the crap women have to endure. How exciting.

Alexa’s eyes narrow, her lips curling into a predatory smile as she envisions me draped in delicate lace and silk. Was this happening? Am I dreaming?

I can see her picturing her handiwork, and as she envisions me feminized, something shifts in the air. Before I saw anger and a burning desire for vengeance. The shift is subtle, but it’s there. It’s almost as if she’s attracted to effeminate men. This is new. Most of the girls I have met like… well, fancy guys like Vern. They look at me with disdain. That’s not the way this woman looked at me.

She removes her glasses, and in her sparkling blue eyes, I see an unmistakable hunger. Was she getting aroused at humiliating me? I watch, mesmerized, as her tongue wets her lower lip, the gesture both deliberate and tantalizing. Was I imagining her arousal? And the way she’s standing, hands on hips. Feet planted wide. So dominating. Damn she’s hot.

She shakes her head and snaps out of her dreamlike state. “Then I’m going to throw you to the wolves…. Drop you off at the game and see how you like all the catcalls, the leering stares, and let you drown in the humiliation. You’ll see—”

Her eyes fell to my crotch. I’m erect. This seems to anger her that my arousal was spoiling her scheme for vengeance. Not wanting her to alter her feminization plans, I play the part. “No! No way am I dressing up like a girl. Not doing it. Shoot me. Do whatever.”

We went back and forth for a few minutes, and my fake fight seemed to convince her that I wasn’t enjoying myself.

“Okay. Your choice.” She seemed disappointed. Not that she wouldn’t get vengeance and a chance to humiliate me, but that… Well, there was something else. Maybe a spark. Was she attracted to me? Not sure. She grabbed her radio, placed it to her lips, and said, “I’ll call the cops and let them deal with you.”

“No. Okay. Okay, I’ll do it.”

She took off the handcuffs and said with authority that turned me on to no end. “Strip.”


Chapter Five

I start with my hoodie. Let it drop. “Listen, can’t you let me go?” Playing the part, in truth, I didn’t want her to let me go. I can’t wait to get to the stadium. The only thing I’m worried about is that she doesn’t make me look pretty. Off comes my t-shirt.

“Holy fuck.” Her eyes greedily drink in the view. “You don’t have a hair on your body.” She mumbles something. I swear she said, “Just the way I like ‘em.”

“What?”

“Not sure why you think you’re so studly, running your mouth like you do. You should be some…” She bites her tongue. “The pants.”

I fidget with the belt. “I… This is crazy.”

“You ain’t got a hair on you. You shave? Wow… That’s…” Her words drift off, and her anger dissipates again, like… she likes what she sees. And that’s way different from anything I have encountered, mostly.

Reading her thoughts, or what most people think I say, “No! Hell no. I like pussy.” In truth, I wasn’t sure. “I bet I can do things to you. I mean, I’m experienced with…” As I tugged my pants down, I nodded at her crotch. “I could please you.”

“Oh, yeah.” She grabbed her crotch. “You think you could handle what I’ve got? Perhaps we can negotiate a different arrangement. That is after we get you all dressed up.”

I kick off my pants and shoes, then, in a swift motion, I take off my underwear. I cup my cock in my hands doing my best to keep it soft.

“Don’t be ashamed, let’s see what you got.”

I put my hands at my side.

She takes her nightstick out and pushes it up into my balls. “Not bad.” She sucks her lower lip into her mouth as her eyes gleam with a sadistic thrill, and she’s got this look. A look of pure, unfiltered arousal. It hits me that she is enjoying herself.

The room shrinks around me as she circles me, her nightstick running over my body. “Damn your smooth. Your skin shimmers. Do you use lotion? What kind of guy uses lotion?” The tone in her voice suggests that she finds my soft, feminine skin appealing, which runs counter to my prior experience with both women and men.

“I…. Uhhh.”

“This is going to be easier than I thought. The guys at the stadium are going to be hitting on you left and right. You’re a pretty thing.” She licks her lips again, like she likes guys like me. “Let’s get started.”

“Wait here. I’m going to get all the things we need.”

She spins and heads somewhere. I turn my head, and when I do I notice she’s devouring my ass. I consider that not only will I get my way tonight by getting to dress up, but I just might lose my virginity if I play my cards right.


Chapter Six

Alexa returns with several bags. She drops them. “Pick ‘em up, we’re going to the employee lounge, so I can sit down and enjoy this.”

“Naked?”

“Yeah, why not? That way.” She points with the flashlight beam. “Go.”

I follow the trail the flashlight leaves as my cock swings left and right. I’m so incredibly horny right now, it’s insane. As I walk, I couldn’t have planned how well things have gone. Then it hits me, what if she gets me all dressed up and then calls the cops? What then? I imagine myself in a cell full of crazy, horny drunk men, dressed like what? What’s in the bag? Did she pick out slutty clothes? Or like a business outfit.

A few minutes later, we were in the dark lounge. Alexa turns on the lights and falls onto a couch. “Stand in the middle of the room.” She tosses a lacey thong at me. It hits my chest and drops to the floor. “Try them on.”

My face burns, but my hands move without my permission. I step into the panties, dragging them up over my thighs. They fit perfectly, hugging my hips, but there’s nowhere for my cock to hide, and Alexa’s eyes lock onto it. She laughs, genuinely this time, and it’s almost worse than the silence.

She nods with approval, “Now that’s a nice sight,” she says. “Now we’re getting somewhere.”

I stand there, exposed, and Alexa’s face softens just a fraction. She picks up her phone, points the camera at me, and snaps a photo. “For the file,” she says.

I want to die. But what I want more is for her to keep looking at me, to keep stripping me down until there’s nothing left to hide. And from the way she licks her lips, slow and savoring, I think she wants it, too.

I stand fidgeting, waiting for the next step.

“That’s ruining the look.” She rummaged through the bag and tossed a roll of medical tape. “Tuck it. The boys have to hit on you, not make fun of you, or I’ll not enjoy it.”

With her instructions, which seemed to show she knew what she was doing, I tucked my cock up tight. I put the thong back on. The front remained smooth.

“That’s better.” She snapped another picture. “Turn around.”

I obeyed.

“Okay, face me again.”

Alexa swipes her screen, studying the pictures with approval, a sadistic look on her face. “Better than I imagined.”

She tosses white knee-high socks at me. “Put them on. It’ll go easier on you if you look like a girl.”

The stockings slide on easily.

“You’ve done this before.”

“No, fuck no. I watched my mom do it.” That confession didn’t help my case any, so I remained silent when she tossed the long-sleeved crop top at me. I’m shaking so badly I can’t even get my arms through the sleeves. So Alexa helps.

Alexa gives me the once over, kneels to adjust the stockings, her face so close to my thighs that I nearly collapse. My cock lurches, but it’s unnoticeable under the tuck job.

Alexa does my makeup. I have a very effeminate face, so a few swipes of mascara. Eye shadow. Lipstick and I’m done.

“Pretty,” she says, and there’s hunger in her words. She dumps the last bag on the floor. There are three skirts there. One that will give me an innocent schoolgirl vibe, but maybe too daring for the crowd at the game. The other was a more casual, chic style, and the last was a super-short, plain black pleated skirt.

We both stare at the pile for a few minutes, then she lifts my chin with one manicured finger. “I could have security haul you out of here,” she says, low and measured. “Just like that. Let them see what a pretty little thief you are. You think your friends would laugh, or would they just pretend they don’t know you?”

I shake my head, too numb to speak.

“Or,” she continues… “Damn your pretty. I like pretty girls. You know, I wanted vengeance because I thought you were the typical macho guy. But now that I see you. How pretty you are…. I want you for myself.”

Then it happens, Alexa leans in and kisses me. The kiss, my first. Ever. I know that’s like crazy, but women were never attracted to me, nor I to them. Well, not in a sexual way. I wanted to be them, not with them. That kiss is deep and possessive, and by the time she pulls away, I’ve forgotten what it was I should fight against.

“That’s nice. Maybe we make another deal.”

I can’t move. Her lips cover mine, and her fingers lace into my hair, and I’m falling into her. She pulls away slowly, as if she’s teasing my very breath from my lungs.

“Okay.” That was all I managed.


Chapter Seven

Alexa stepped back as raw, wild need passed between us. Or was I imagining it? She pulls me in close again, like she owns me, and she does. The back of her hand glides across my cheek. “I like girls like you.”

I want to say you told me that, but I thought better of it. Wondering if she was mocking me.

With a smirk, she looks into my eyes and says, “You said you could handle what’s between my thighs, right?”

Fuck I thought, I’m going to taste pussy for the first time. “Oh yeah. I can. I swear it’ll be good for you.”

“Oh, huh? How about we make a new deal?”

“Okay,” was all I could manage.

“You make me cum with your mouth and all is forgiven.”

“Oh fuck. Okay.”

Alexa placed her hands on my shoulders and pushed me down. I don’t fight it. “Good girl,” she says.

I’m on my knees, wondering what comes next. Staring at her crotch. I wonder if she’s got a hairy pussy. My hands shake, do I wait for her? Or press forward?

“Look at me.”

I take my eyes of her pussy, look up.

“Now don’t forget our deal. You please me, or we call the police. And I can fuck you if I want.”

I paused for a moment. Did I hear that right? Fuck me? Then it hit me, maybe she’s a dominatrix, and she talking about fucking me with a strapon. But since there aren’t any sex toys here in Dad’s store, I figure I’m safe. But I can’t answer. Hell, I don’t know what to do.

“Which will it be?” She runs her tongue along the edge of her teeth, eyes glittering. “One call, and it’s over. Or you surrender and let me make you mine.”

I open my mouth, but no words come. The weight of shame, fear, and something darker—something thrilling-pins me in place.

“Say it,” she commands.

I whisper, “Yours.”

She grins. “You ever done this before?”

What do I say? If I tell her I’ve never had pussy before will she balk on her agreement and call the cops.

She forces my gaze up, makes me hold it as she snaps a photo. The carpet prickled my skin. Then she unzips her pants and rummages around, tugging and twisting and out pops a cock.

She snaps a photo, catching my shock. “Open. Fulfill your agreement.”

The shame is bottomless, but so is the hunger.


Chapter Eight

To say I’m surprised is an understatement as I stare at a beautiful piece of flesh. I glance up. I can barely see her face, obscured by the two heaving, plump mounds of flesh.

“Oh, fuck.”

“What did you say?”

“Oh fuck.”

“No, before. Your promise?”

“I said I could handle whatever you had between your thighs. But….”

I’m shocked, but I’m slightly jealous. One at her tits, there gorgeous. Two, that she lives as a woman.

“Stand.”

I stood, and Alexa claimed my mouth with a savage kiss, as she grabbed my hand and placed it on her growing flesh.

She teased my lips with hers and said, “Stroke it like it’s yours, baby girl.”

I stroked her cock as she devoured my mouth with her lips, tongue and teeth. Her cock grew to life in my hand as a bit of fluid leaked from the tip which I used as lubrication.

“Oh, fuck that’s it, baby.”

As I stroke, with her tongue deep in my mouth, she unbuttons her blouse. When she had her blouse halfway unbuttoned, she pushed me back and slipped each shoulder out of the blouse. I watched in amazement as she removed her gun belt, dropped it to the floor, and tugged the straps of her bra to her elbows. Stopped teasing me. Then her bra came off. My eyes settled on her succulent breasts.

She stepped forward, grabbed me behind the head, and pulled me into her breasts. “Now I’m going to teach you how I like it. Take the left one in your mouth, while your hand returns to it’s duty on my cock.”

I suckled one, then the other as my hand stroked her cock. I couldn’t believe this, the best of both worlds.

“Oh, fuck that’s it.”

I slid my hand up and down her shaft, which had to be, fuck eight inches or better.

“Slow down.”

“That’s it.”

She pushed me back and unbuckled her pants, dropped them, and shimmied out of them. I stood in awe, my cock straining against the medical tape. She was more gorgeous than I had imagined, standing there naked, two twin peaks, two hard nipples, and one long shaft erect between her legs.

“Oh, fuck.” I didn’t know what to do.

“Now you are going to honor your pledge. On your knees.”

I dropped. For a moment, all I could do was stare at it. I wasn’t turned off. Not by a long shot. But I wanted more than anything to make her happy. To please her.

She pressed her cock against my lips. “First time?”

I nod.

“You’re going to remember this every time you wear pretty things.”

I wasn’t sure what to expect. The way she’d been so dominating, so in control, so demanding, I guess I expected pain, or at least roughness. The way I treated her, I guess I deserved it, but she was gentle.

Then she stopped. Grabbed me under the armpits and lifted me; she was strong. She stepped back. Regret in her tone, she said, “I’m sorry. I got carried away. I was so mad. I’m so ashamed. I like girls like you. But not this way.”

It was then that I took over, for a moment anyway. I dropped to my knees and grabbed her cock and said, “You are the woman of my dreams. Don’t stop. Use me. I think this is what I’ve wanted forever.”

She smiled. Put a hand behind my head and slowly, with measured pressure, guided her shecock into my open mouth. I gagged. She pulled out, held her cock in front of my face. God, she was a goddess.

“Good girl. You look beautiful like this, on your knees. Now, try it again: breathe through your nose. Let your tongue relax. Take me deeper.”

“Oh, fuck I have wanted no one more in my life.”

Alexa’s hips inched forward, rocking gently as she pressed herself deeper into my mouth. I focused on one thing: pleasing her.

“That’s it,” she coaxed, running her fingers through my hair, “show me how much you want this.”

I take her deeper, surrendering inch by inch until she fills my mouth with her shecock. The sight of her breasts, bold and perfect and so utterly feminine, drives me to the edge of madness and then pulls me back again. I moan and beg for her to go deeper in a low and needy voice, and so far beyond shame that nothing else exists. Her cock pulses against my tongue. So warm. So big. I’m bubbling with excitement, overwhelmed by the thrill of it all. Everything about her hypnotizes me, from her body to the way she uses me, like I’m nothing more than a toy. She moves faster, the rhythm of her hips growing urgent, and I melt into it, choking and gasping and begging without words. Every thrust is a new surrender, and I relax further, losing myself and loving it.

As she drives her hips harder and faster into my face, her breasts jiggle and slap against each other. God, it’s so wild. So mesmerizing. The jiggle, the bounce, the entire titillating show, overwhelming and explosive.

Her breathing grew ragged. I could tell she was close. I loved being on my knees. Being used. But only for her. I craved her like a drug. I let her use me, desperate for the white juice waiting inside.

Then she stopped. Her breathing ragged. A river of sweat parted her breasts and slipped down her toned belly. “You like that, don’t you?”

“Fuck… I never thought. I never… I… I…” I wanted to say I love you. But…

“Stand.”

I obeyed. She dropped to her knees, with gentleness eased my panties down, and then looked up at me. “Might sting.” Then she removed the medical tape freeing my cock. Once free, she took it in her mouth. Once I was hard, she guided me to the sofa, put me down on my back, lifted my legs in the air.

“Hold them. Tonight I pop your cherry, girl.”

“Oh fuck.”

She rummaged around in her shiny black gun belt and pulled out a tiny bottle of lube. She smiled as she squirted some on in my hole, “Never leave home without it.”

I laughed.

She laughed.

She squirted some on her shaft, stroked her cock, making it nice and slippery.

“I want you to cum with my cock in your ass.”

“Oh, fuck.”

She straddled me, lined up and wiggled and wormed, I gasped at the invading thickness, but my cock throbbed with need.

“Oh, fuck.”

She eased into me, then eased out for a few minutes stroking my cock as she went. Every push forward was a reminder of how little control I had. Every thrust was a reminder of how little I wanted.

“Oh fuck, I want you. I want you to do this to me every night.”

“Oh, baby.”

She leaned in closer, kissed me, still thrusting into me, squeezing my cock. This was who I was. Nothing had felt so right. I screamed. A porn star scream as her hand and cock worked it’s magic. Her hips jerked erratically as we slurped and shared each other’s mouths.

“Together,” she grunted, “Are you close?”

“Oh fuck, oh fuck.”

I spurted my seed all over my stomach as a flood of warmth filled my ass. I struggled to breathe. Cum, It’s everywhere. On my belly. On my chest. In my ass. I can’t escape it.

I look up at her, desperate, licking my lips. “Please,” I say, not even sure what I’m asking for. Maybe for it to be over, maybe for it never to end.

Done. And all sweaty, sticky, and satiated with pleasure, she let me collapse into her lap. We sat there for a long time. How long, I’m not sure. But eventually we dressed.

When we parted, both of us were a little embarrassed.

I said, “I hope we meet again.”

But I wasn’t sure.


Epilogue
Our First Anniversary


"Are you ready, girl?” Alexa called out, her voice bursting with excitement as she stood at the doorway.

“Just about.”
I turned to face the mirror. My reflection stopped me dead in my tracks. I fluffed my pixie cut, thinking, never in a million years would I have thought that going out dressed like this would become a regular occurrence. But it is, living with Alexa. After we met. Strange way to put that night, but after that night, Alexa and I started dating. Yep dating. Real dates with me dressed as I wanted. Femboy style. Unlike anyone I ever met or been exposed to, she encouraged me to express myself.
On one date, not the first date, but the first one I didn’t sneak out of the house. Dress in the back of my car. Or some bar bathroom stall. But the night I walked right past Macho Camacho and my two jock roommates. They didn’t recognize me and we're hooting and hollering like the assholes they are. When they figured out that a guy had turned them on so much, it was too much for them. So when I got back that night, everything I owned had been tossed out in the front yard, with nowhere to go. Alexa took me in, and well… The rest of the year was the best I have ever had.
A wave of content washed over me as I adjusted the hem of the high-waisted denim shorts. I straighten the straps of the pastel pink crop top. Then pulled up the thigh-high white stockings and bent over to tie the laces of my pink high-top sneakers.
“Nice ass. Later, after the game, I might have to make use of it.”
“It’s all yours.”
The night we met, we didn’t go to the game, as Alexa had planned. Now, attending college games is a thrill for both of us. We both hate sports. It’s the sexual energy of the crowd, the pulse of excitement, the swirl of bodies pressing together in the chaos of celebration, that’s why we go. I love standing next to Alexa, feeling her presence so commanding, so protective against the chaos.
Her looks draw stares, and sometimes the more brazen guys will try to grab her ass or make a crude pass foolishly, like I did. She’s got a dominant side to her. Touching without permission is a big no-no. When it’s me they hit on, that’s a different story. It excites her when men look at me with hungry eyes. She revels in it. It turns her on. It’s like foreplay, and later, maybe at halftime, she’ll take that arousal out on me.
That’s our thing. It sounds so good.


THE END
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Sissy Used By A Thug: Femboy Gay MM

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.

Sissy Used by Thugs II: Femboy Gay MM

A white femboy, Kevin, works as a Correctional Treatment Specialist at a federal prison. He provides therapeutic services to inmates, focusing on gang members and helping them prepare for re-entry into society. At home, Kevin explores his feminine side by dressing as a girl and indulging in fantasies of being used by multiple men. He becomes fascinated with the idea of sissy chastity, believing it could help him feel more feminine and submissive. One weekend, he orders a pink chastity cage and, after some hesitation, locks himself in, committing to remain locked for thirty days, even while at work. The constant awareness of the cage makes him feel more delicate and reinforces his desire to embrace his sissy side.

Sissy Used by Thug III: Femboy First Time Gay MM

Jay lives a life of deception, trapped in the role of a traditional stockbroker. To the outside world, he embodies success, but he feels empty, as if playing a part in a grand play. Though he wears expensive suits and dates women, he considers himself a virgin because he has never experienced the thrill he longs for. His true self, a femboy, remains untouched and hidden. He fantasizes about being degraded and dominated by a thug. He grapples with the fear and excitement of embracing his authentic identity, dreaming of liberation and shedding his inhibitions.

In recent months, he has embraced his femboy persona, at least on weekends. He loves wearing slutty clothes and styling his pixie cut, but he still hides this side from others. Unsure of what he truly wants, he signs up for a gay hookup site and posts a revealing picture. He dyes his hair pink, wears a tiny schoolgirl skirt and a bralette, and imagines men fantasizing about his body. The response is immediate and overwhelming. Nude pics and aggressive messages flood in, leaving him thrilled and confused. He wonders how to choose, but knows he wants an alpha male, a man who will dominate and use him.

The Story Of A Sissy - First Time Crossdressing: Femboy Gay MM

John's secret sissy femboy life is just that secret! He dresses at home secretly. What he wants, what he craves, is to have fun with a group of horny guys. John loves being Nympha. He loves being girly, being a femboy, but he's never done anything sexual dressed as Nympha. So, from other femboys, he heard that a hotel called The Long Shaft is a great place to pursue his kinky and nasty fantasies. So, that's what he does: he rents a room and dresses, but it takes him ten Saturday nights to leave his hotel room.

When Nympha garners the courage to go out in public for the first time, she gets more than she bargains for. She meets a man, they drink, and things get wild on the way back to his room. Things get even wilder when three football players catch the two finishing their act of public sex.

Feminized: By My Best Friends Mom

Never in my life would I have imagined that I’d be in a position to fulfill some of my most secret desires. Never would I have imagined that the catalyst for fulfilling my kinkiest fantasy would be my best friend's Mom, Mrs. Bourbon, the richest woman in America.

Luke, My roommate had a particularly strange problem. He refused to masturbate. Six months into our four years at the strict all-male university, he’s failing every class, and struggling on the football field. He needs sexual release.

I’d offer to help, but he’d never allow another guy to take care of his needs. The strangest thing happens, Mrs. Bourbon finds my journal and devises a plan to help her son clear his mind. It’s crazy. It requires pulling off the con of a lifetime and requires me to not only pass as a sophisticated female but perform sexually like a slut.

Mrs. Bourbon sets out to feminize me.

My Best Friend, My Girl: Loving Feminization By My Best Friend (Feminized Book 3)

I had felt the need to change before I could remember. I wanted to dress in ways that would make me feel comfortable and like myself. But at the same time, guilt and fear weighed heavily on me. I longed to be who I truly was, yet something held me back from making choices that were true to my inner voice.

When I caught Angela, my fiancée, with my boss, I ran to see an old friend: Claude. We loved writing and had similar views, but we didn't share that we both enjoyed cross-dressing--though Claude suspected. I never admitted it.

I wasn't sure what I was expecting when I stumbled upon Claude, now Claudette, at my old hangout. We had taken different paths in life. However, I was initially intimidated and scared that she knew all the mistakes I had made in the past. I could not help but feel an odd sense of comfort as Claudette welcomed me into their home. I began my journey of finding my feminine side with Claudette's guidance - something both frightening and exciting for me, but the uncertainty of where this would lead left me conflicted.

This story includes Loving Feminization, Feminization by a trans girl, feminization by a best friend, and strap-on sex.

Sissy Crossdresser Lost In The Hood - Book 1: Sissy Crossdresser, Forced Crossdressing, Caught Crossdressing, Public Sex, Humiliation

Jordan Jones is a software developer with a secret. He likes to crossdress and fantasizes about wild kinky sex - public sex, humiliation, and being treated like a whore. For the most part, he can control his wild kinky sexual urges. But, dressing as Jennifer, his cross-dressing persona, he's been unable to control. He's getting married next week to a wealthy woman he loves, adores, and is his best friend. So, this is his last weekend as a bachelor, and he plans to dress as Jennifer. This is the last time he vows.
His crossdresser friends, whom he plans on meeting later Friday night - doubt it. That is, as soon as he finishes the project he's working on. He transforms into Jennifer in the company gym, which he thinks is safe to dress in due to his software skills. He controls entry. Or so he thinks.
Jada, an ex-con, hacker, and a private investigator hired by his wife to check up on Jordan, override's Jordan's hack and catches him crossdressing. Jada blackmails him into being one of her prostitutes, or she'll not send a good report to his future wife.
Jennifer finds herself lost in the hood, fulfilling her wild kinky fantasies.

A Sissy's Diary: Caught Crossdressing (Sissy Slave Training Book 1)

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

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

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

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

Jake Barlowe has just won a high-profile case for the wealthiest man in the world. He should be happy, but he isn’t. He hates his client, Sebastian Oliver. He hates how he destroyed Oliver’s accuser’s reputation again. But his job as an attorney is to defend his clients, even scum like Oliver. After a night of drinking with Oliver, Barlowe leaves the party drunk and drives home. With two DUIs under his belt, he can ill afford another one, which would be a felony and possibly send him to prison.

On his way home, he’s pulled over by Sheriff Avery, the sister of the woman Oliver harassed and the woman he embarrassed on the witness stand. Sheriff Avery has a special punishment lined up for Barlowe, or he can accept the more traditional and legal penalty for driving drunk, a year in jail.

For starters, Sheriff Avery dresses Barlowe up as a naughty schoolgirl and forces her to perform community service on two of the prisoners in her jail. But his special sissy punishment isn’t over. It’s just beginning. Follow Barlowe’s new life as Kandy, as Monica Avery and her sister Sheriff Avery teach Barlowe how to be a good sissy and serve their kinky desires.

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

Jaxon clenched his fists as he stepped out of the police car and into the cold, harsh light of the station. Another fight, another arrest. His stepmother's voice echoed in his head, preaching about how girls don't fight and are easier to raise. Navy, his wicked stepmom, had agreed to an anger management program suggested by Jaxon's attorney to get the assault charges dropped. Reluctantly, Jaxon entered the program, not knowing what to expect.

As he entered the program, Jaxon was met with a heavy emphasis on feminization—from the pink walls and flowery decor to the gentle, soothing voices of the brainwashing. It was like being dropped into a completely foreign and uncomfortable world where his masculinity was constantly under attack. But as he progressed further into the program, he found he liked being a sissy.
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