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MOTHER-IN-LAW’S PET

FM / Femdom / Sissy / Crossdressing / BDSM / Taboo / Verbal Humiliation / Paddling / Masturbation / Cum Eating

“What the hell is this, Jeremy?!” Susan’s shrill voice cut through the silence of the bedroom, her tone dripping with a mix of disgust and disbelief. She stood there, one hand clutching a frilly pink negligee, the other holding up a glossy porn magazine featuring a lingerie-clad woman in a provocative pose.

Jeremy froze in the doorway, his stomach dropping to his feet. His mouth went dry, and his heart hammered in his chest like a trapped bird. She found it. His secret box, the one he’d hidden so carefully in the back of the closet, the one that held everything he’d never dared to share with Avery—or anyone, for that matter.

“I… I can explain,” Jeremy stammered, his voice barely above a whisper.

He took a step forward, but Susan held up a hand, stopping him in his tracks.

“Oh, I’m sure you can,” Susan sneered, her lips curling into a wicked smile. She dropped the negligee onto the bed and picked up a pair of lacy panties, letting them dangle from her fingers like they were evidence in a crime scene. “But let’s hear it, Jeremy. Why does my son-in-law have a box full of women’s lingerie, porn, and… what is this?” She pulled out a leather paddle, her eyebrows arching in mock surprise. “My, my, aren’t you full of surprises?”

Jeremy’s face burned with humiliation. He couldn’t bring himself to meet her gaze, his eyes darting around the room as if he might find some escape route. But there was none. He’d been caught, and there was no way out of this.

“Please,” he whispered, his voice trembling. “Don’t tell Avery.”

Susan let out a short, humorless laugh. “Don’t tell Avery? Oh, Jeremy, you really think I’m just going to keep this little secret for you? After everything you’ve already put my daughter through? Losing your job, barely contributing to the household, and now this?” She shook the panties in his direction, her eyes narrowing. “You’re a disgrace.”

Jeremy felt tears pricking at the corners of his eyes. He wanted to disappear, to sink into the floor and never have to face this moment. But Susan wasn’t done.

“I think you owe me an explanation,” she said, her voice low and dangerous. She sat down on the edge of the bed, crossing her legs with an air of superiority. “Start talking, Jeremy. And don’t even think about lying to me.”

—

Earlier that afternoon, Jeremy had been dreading the trip to the airport. Susan’s visits were always… difficult. She was the kind of woman who could make you feel like you were five years old again with just a single look. And now, with him being out of work, he knew she’d be even more insufferable than usual.

“My mother’s flight lands in an hour,” Avery had said that morning, her tone casual as she sipped her coffee. “You’ll pick her up, right?”

“Of course,” Jeremy had replied, forcing a smile. He didn’t have the heart to tell her how much he hated playing chauffeur to her judgmental mother. But he’d do anything for Avery—even if it meant enduring Susan’s snide comments and condescending attitude.

When he arrived at the airport, Susan was already waiting at the curb, her designer suitcase at her feet. She looked as put-together as ever, her long blonde hair perfectly styled, her makeup flawless. She was tall and slender, with an air of elegance that made Jeremy feel painfully average in comparison.

“Jeremy,” she said, her voice cool as she slid into the passenger seat. “How… nice to see you.”

“Hi, Susan,” he replied, trying to keep his tone neutral. He could already feel the tension in the air, thick and heavy.

The car ride was silent for the most part, but it didn’t take long for Susan to break it. “So, how’s the job search going?” she asked, her tone light but with an edge to it that made Jeremy’s stomach churn.

“It’s… uh, it’s good,” he lied, gripping the steering wheel tighter. Of course, she was bringing up his unemployment. Although he’d sent out many applications, he hadn’t gotten any interviews, but the last thing he wanted was to admit he was a failure to Susan.

“Mmm,” she hummed, not looking at him. “And how are the finances? You’re not letting my daughter shoulder all the burden, are you?”

Jeremy’s jaw tightened. “No, Susan. We’re fine.”

She didn’t respond, but the silence was worse than any words she could have said. He could feel her judgment radiating from the passenger seat, and it made his skin crawl.

When they got back to the house, Avery was still at work, and Jeremy had hoped to retreat to the safety of the garage or the TV room to avoid Susan’s incessant meddling. But that was wishful thinking.

She immediately set to work “organizing” the house, rearranging furniture, straightening picture frames, and reorganizing cabinets. Jeremy tried to stay out of her way, but it was impossible. Every time he turned around, she was there, critiquing something else.

“Honestly, Jeremy,” she said, holding up a chipped coffee mug, “how do you expect to impress anyone when you can’t even keep a decent set of dishes?”

He bit his tongue, refusing to engage. But then he heard the scream.

—

“You’re a crossdresser,” Susan said now, her voice flat as she stared at Jeremy from the bed. It wasn’t a question.

Jeremy swallowed hard, his throat tight. “I… yes,” he admitted finally, his voice barely audible.

Susan’s expression didn’t change. She was calm, calculating, and it terrified him. “And does Avery know about this little… hobby of yours?”

“No,” Jeremy whispered, his eyes filling with tears. “Please, Susan. Don’t tell her. I’ll… I’ll do anything.”

Susan’s lips curved into a slow, predatory smile. “Anything, you say?” She stood up, moving closer to him, her heels clicking against the hardwood floor. “Alright, Jeremy. Here’s what’s going to happen. You’re going to prove to me just how serious you are about keeping this little secret of yours. And if you do everything I say, maybe—just maybe—I won’t tell my daughter about her husband’s… interesting taste in clothing.”

Jeremy’s heart was pounding now, his mind racing. He didn’t know what she was going to ask of him, but he already knew he wouldn’t be able to say no.

“Go on,” she said, gesturing to the box. “Put something on. I want to see just how far you’re willing to go.”

Jeremy hesitated for a moment, but then he reached into the box, pulling out the pink negligee. His hands were shaking as he slipped it on over his clothes, the soft fabric clinging to his body in a way that made him feel both exposed and strangely exhilarated.

Susan circled him, her eyes raking over his body with a mixture of amusement and disdain. “Well, well,” she said, her voice dripping with mockery. “Aren’t you just the perfect little sissy?”

Jeremy’s face burned with shame, but he didn’t say anything. He couldn’t. He was trapped, and he knew it.

Susan picked up the paddle from the box, running her fingers along the black leather. “Bend over the bed,” she commanded, her voice cold and authoritative.

Jeremy hesitated, but only for a moment. Then he did as he was told, his heart racing as he leaned over the edge of the bed, his hands gripping the sheets tightly.

The first slap came down hard, the sting making him gasp. “This is for lying to my daughter,” Susan said, her voice sharp.

The second slap was even harder, and Jeremy bit down on his lip to keep from crying out. “And this is for being such a pathetic excuse for a man.”

By the third slap, Jeremy’s body was trembling, but he couldn’t deny the growing arousal that was building inside him. It was humiliating, but it was there, and it was undeniable.

Susan noticed it too. “Oh, my,” she said, her tone mocking. “Looks like the little sissy likes it.” She ran the leather paddle along his back, making him shiver. “Go ahead, Jeremy. Touch yourself. Let’s see just how much of a slut you really are.”

Jeremy hesitated, but then he reached down, his hand trembling as he wrapped it around his cock. It was small, just like Susan had said, and it only made him feel more exposed.

“That’s it,” Susan purred, watching him with an amused smirk. “Show me just how pathetic you are.”

Jeremy’s strokes were quick and desperate, his breath coming in shallow gasps as he tried to ignore the humiliation burning through him. But it was impossible. He could feel Susan’s eyes on him, could hear her mocking laughter, and it only made him more aroused.

When he finally came, it was with a soft gasp, his cum splattering onto the floor beneath him. It wasn’t much, but it was enough to make Susan laugh.

“That’s all you’ve got?” she taunted, her voice full of disdain. “No wonder Avery’s never satisfied.”

Jeremy’s face burned with shame, but he didn’t say anything. He just stayed bent over the bed, his body trembling as he waited for her next command.

“Clean it up,” Susan said, her voice cold. “You’re not leaving a mess in my daughter’s house.”

Jeremy hesitated, but then he slowly got down on his hands and knees, his face burning with humiliation as he leaned down to lick up his own cum.

When he was done, Susan stepped back, her expression unreadable. “Good boy,” she said, her tone softening just a little. “Now, here’s what’s going to happen. You’re going to be my little sissy pet. You’ll do everything I say, and you’ll keep this little secret of yours. But if you ever step out of line…” She leaned in close, her voice dropping to a whisper. “I’ll tell Avery everything.”

Jeremy nodded, his heart pounding in his chest. He didn’t have a choice. He was trapped, and he knew it.

Just then, they heard the front door open, followed by Avery’s voice calling out, “I’m home!”

Jeremy’s eyes widened in panic, and he quickly scrambled to pull off the negligee, shoving it back into the box along with everything else. Susan watched him with an amused smirk, her arms crossed over her chest.

“Better hurry, Jeremy,” she said, her voice teasing. “Wouldn’t want Avery to catch her husband being such a little slut, now would we?”

—

Jeremy barely had time to compose himself before Avery walked into the bedroom, her face lighting up when she saw her mother. “Mom! You’re here!”

“Hello, sweetheart,” Susan said, her tone warm and affectionate—a stark contrast to the icy coldness she’d shown Jeremy just moments before.

Jeremy stood there, his heart still racing, his face flushed with a mixture of shame and arousal. He knew this wasn’t over. Not by a long shot. But for now, he had no choice but to play along.

THE COLLEGE STUDENT’S SECRET

FM / Femdom / Sissy / Crossdressing / Blackmail / Foot Worship / Masturbation

Robby sat at the back of the lecture hall, his slender fingers nervously tapping against the edge of his notebook. The room was alive with the hum of conversation, but Robby felt utterly isolated. His soft features and quiet demeanor had always made him the target of whispers. Is he gay? they’d ask, though Robby wasn’t. Not that there was anything wrong with it, but the assumption stung, especially when he knew the truth—he was attracted to women. He just… didn’t fit the mold of what people expected.

Beneath his loose-fitting jeans and hoodie, he wore a secret: a pair of silky lavender panties. They were delicate, with a small bow at the front that made him feel… good. Safe. He’d discovered the thrill of crossdressing a few years ago, and it had become his private escape. But today, as he sat there, he couldn’t shake the gnawing fear that someone, anyone, might find out.

The professor droned on about postmodern literature, but Robby’s mind was elsewhere. He was lost in a swirl of self-doubt and longing when a soft voice snapped him back to reality.

“Hey.”

He turned, startled, and found himself face-to-face with Lacey. She was stunning—long, dark hair framed her sharp cheekbones, and her piercing green eyes seemed to see straight through him. Robby’s breath caught in his throat.

“Hi,” he managed, his voice barely above a whisper.

Lacey smiled, a mischievous glint in her eye. “You’re Robby, right? From the study group?”

He nodded, though he didn’t remember her being in the group. Maybe he’d just been too shy to notice.

“I was thinking,” she continued, leaning in slightly, “you seem like the kind of guy who could use some fun. Want to hang out after class?”

Robby’s heart skipped a beat. Was this real? She was beautiful, confident—everything he wasn’t. And yet, she was asking him to hang out. He nodded again, too stunned to form words.

“Great,” she said, standing. “Meet me outside the building after class.”

The next hour was a blur. Robby couldn’t focus on the lecture, his mind racing with possibilities. What did she see in him? Was this some kind of joke? But he couldn’t ignore the thrill of being noticed, even if it was just for a moment.

When class finally ended, Robby hurried outside, his hands shoved deep in his pockets. Lacey was waiting by the steps, her smile as radiant as ever.

“Ready?” she asked, looping her arm through his before he could answer.

They walked across campus, Lacey chatting casually about her classes and the latest campus gossip. Robby barely managed to keep up, his nerves getting the better of him. Everything about her was intoxicating—the way she moved, the way she spoke, even the way she smelled.

Before he knew it, they were at her dorm. She led him inside, the room cozy and dimly lit. Robby hesitated at the threshold, but Lacey tugged him in, closing the door behind them.

“So,” she said, turning to face him, “you’re kind of cute, you know that?”

Robby felt his cheeks burn. “I—uh, thanks.”

She stepped closer, her eyes locked on his. “I’ve been watching you in class. You’re so… different. I like that.”

Before he could respond, she leaned in, her lips brushing against his. Robby froze, his mind going blank. He’d never been kissed before, and the sensation was overwhelming. Her lips were soft, her breath warm against his skin.

But just as quickly as it started, she pulled back, a sly smile playing on her lips. “You’re even cuter when you’re nervous.”

Robby’s heart was pounding now, his body caught between desire and panic. Lacey’s hands slid down his chest, her fingers deftly unbuttoning his jeans.

He suddenly remembered the lavender panties. His eyes widened, and he instinctively reached for her hands. “Wait,” he stammered, his voice trembling. “I—I don’t think—”

But it was too late. Lacey pulled down his jeans, revealing the women’s lingerie he’d been so careful to conceal. Her eyes lit up with delight, and she let out a laugh—sharp and unapologetic.

“Oh my God,” she said, her voice laced with amusement. “Robby, are you serious? Do you always wear these?”

Humiliation burned through him, his face turning crimson. He wanted to disappear, to crawl into a hole and never come out. But Lacey wasn’t done.

“You know,” she said, her tone almost playful, “if you want to be a girl, I can help you with that.”

Robby’s stomach churned. “I—I don’t—”

She cut him off, pulling him over to her closet. She rummaged through it for a moment before pulling out a frilly lingerie set—a matching bra and panties, complete with garters and stockings. She thrust it into his hands.

“Put it on,” she commanded, her voice firm.

Robby hesitated, his hands trembling. “I can’t—”

“Oh, you can,” she interrupted, her eyes narrowing. “Unless you want everyone on campus to know about your… little secret.”

The threat was enough to send a jolt of fear through him. He nodded, his throat tight, and began to change. The lingerie was soft against his skin, the straps of the garters snug around his thighs. He felt exposed, vulnerable, but there was something else—something he couldn’t quite name.

Lacey watched him, her expression unreadable. When he was done, she stepped forward, a tube of lipstick in her hand.

“Close your eyes,” she instructed.

He obeyed, feeling the cool glide of the lipstick against his lips. She added blush, eyeshadow, mascara—each stroke of the brush making him feel more and more like someone else. When she finally handed him a mirror, he almost didn’t recognize himself.

The reflection staring back at him was undeniably feminine. His features, softened by the makeup, looked delicate, almost beautiful. A strange warmth spread through him—a mix of shame and… something else. Something he didn’t want to admit.

“See?” Lacey said, her voice dripping with mockery. “You make a pretty girl, Robby. Maybe even prettier than me.”

He didn’t respond, his heart racing.

Lacey stepped back, crossing her arms. “Now, get on the floor.”

He hesitated, but the look in her eyes left no room for argument. He knelt, the cool floor biting into his knees.

“Kiss my feet,” she commanded, lifting one foot toward him.

Robby’s stomach churned, but he leaned forward, pressing his lips to the top of her foot. The taste of her skin was strange, but the act itself—the submission—sent a jolt of arousal through him.

“Good boy,” she purred, her voice full of condescension. “Now, take out your little dick and jerk it.”

His hands trembled as he reached into the panties, pulling out his cock. It was already hard, throbbing with a mixture of humiliation and desire. He began to stroke it, his eyes locked on Lacey.

She sat on the edge of her bed, lifting her skirt to reveal her bare pussy. Her fingers slide over her clit, her eyes never leaving his.

Lacey continued to touch herself, spreading her legs wide to let Robby see everything he was missing. Her fingers dipped inside her pussy.

“Look at you,” she taunted, her voice dripping with cruelty. “Pathetic. You’ll never be inside a woman. Not with that little thing.”

Her words cut through him, but they only made him harder. He stroked faster, his breath coming in shallow gasps.

“Cum for me, sissy,” she demanded, her fingers moving faster. “Cum like the pathetic little girl you are.”

Robby’s body tensed, his orgasm building. He could feel it coming—the release, the humiliation, the strange pleasure of it all. And then, with a desperate moan, he came, his cum spilling onto the floor.

Lacey smirked, leaning back on the bed. “From now on, you’re my sissy pet. Got it?”

Robby nodded, his chest heaving. He felt… something. Something he couldn’t quite name. But it wasn’t fear. It wasn’t shame.

It was… anticipation.

A FIRST TIME SISSY

FM / Femdom / Crossdressing / Sissy / Sex Work / Virgin / Small Penis / Cunnilingus / Blow Job / Prostate Massage

“Kyle, sweetie, you’re trembling,” Belinda purred, her voice dripping with amusement as her long, manicured nails traced the edge of the lace bra she’d just handed him. “You don’t have to be afraid. This is your awakening.”

Kyle’s heart pounded in his chest, his small cock twitching in his boxers as he stared at the delicate lingerie in his hands. “I… I don’t think I can do this,” he stammered, his voice cracking like a teenager’s. But even as he said it, he couldn’t tear his eyes away from the soft lace, the way it shimmered under the dim bedroom light.

Belinda laughed, a low, throaty sound that made Kyle’s cheeks burn. “Oh, sweetheart, you already are doing it. Look at you.” She gestured to the bulge in his pants, her lips curving into a knowing smirk. “You’re excited. Admit it. You want to be pretty, don’t you?”

Kyle’s breath hitched. He couldn’t deny it. The thought of slipping into the lingerie, of becoming something else, something soft and delicate and feminine—it sent a thrill through him that he couldn’t explain.

He’d come here to prove his manhood, to lose his virginity, to finally feel like one of the guys. But now, standing in Belinda’s opulent bedroom, surrounded by wigs and makeup and silky fabrics, he felt something else entirely. Something he didn’t want to name.

—

It had started, as so many things do, with a desperate decision. Kyle had always been different. While the other boys in his dorm were out drinking, playing sports, and hooking up with girls, Kyle preferred to stay in, sketching in his notebook or listening to classical music. He’d been called every name in the book—sissy, wimp, pussy—and each one had cut deeper than the last. He hated how small his dick was, how it barely filled his boxers. He hated how he couldn’t stand up for himself, how he’d always been the one to back down, to apologize, to take the blame.

He’d decided, finally, that he needed to do something about it. He needed to become a man. And what better way to do that than by losing his virginity? He’d found an escort service online, something discreet and upscale, and booked an appointment with a woman named Belinda. She’d sounded confident, experienced, the kind of woman who could guide him through this.

When he arrived at her house, he’d been struck by how luxurious it was—a sprawling mansion with gleaming marble floors and chandeliers that sparkled like diamonds. Belinda herself was even more impressive, tall and statuesque, with long, dark hair and a smile that made Kyle feel like he was the only person in the world.

But when she’d led him upstairs to her bedroom, everything had changed.

—

“Here,” Belinda said now, breaking into Kyle’s thoughts as she handed him a pair of lace panties. “Put these on first. Let’s see what we’re working with.”

Kyle’s hands shook as he took the panties. They were so soft, so delicate, so feminine. His cock twitched again, and he let out a shaky breath. “I… I don’t know if I can,” he whispered.

Belinda’s eyes softened, just for a moment. “Kyle, honey, it’s okay to be scared. But you’re here, aren’t you? You came to me because you wanted to change something. And I’m going to help you. But first, you need to trust me.”

Kyle swallowed hard. His heart was racing, his palms sweaty, but there was something about the way she looked at him, something warm and reassuring, that made him nod. Slowly, hesitantly, he began to undress.

When he was down to his boxers, Belinda let out a low whistle. “Well, aren’t you just darling?” she teased, her eyes flicking to the small bulge in his underwear. “You’re going to look so pretty in this lingerie, sweetheart.”

Kyle’s face burned, but he couldn’t stop the small flicker of pride that sparked in his chest. He slid the panties on, the lace soft against his skin, and then the bra. He felt ridiculous, exposed, but also… excited. His cock strained against the lace, and he couldn’t help but look down at himself, at the way the fabric hugged his body.

Belinda stepped back, appraising him with a satisfied smile. “Perfect. Now, let’s do something about that face.”

She led him to a makeup chair, where she began to work her magic. Kyle had never worn makeup before, but he found himself strangely entranced by the process. The way the brush felt against his skin, the way the colors transformed his face. When Belinda was done, she turned him toward the mirror.

Kyle gasped. “That’s… me?” he whispered, staring at the reflection of a woman staring back at him. His eyes were larger, his lips fuller, his cheekbones more pronounced. The blonde wig Belinda had placed on his head completed the illusion. He looked… beautiful.

Belinda’s hands rested on his shoulders as she leaned in close, her breath warm against his ear. “You see, Kyle? This is who you really are. A soft, delicate, beautiful girl. You don’t have to fight it anymore.”

Kyle’s breath hitched. He wanted to argue, to deny it, but he couldn’t. The way his heart raced, the way his cock throbbed in his lace panties—it all felt… right. He reached up, touching the blonde curls of the wig, and for the first time in his life, he felt like he was seeing himself.

Belinda’s hands slid down his shoulders, her touch soft but firm. “Come on, sweetheart. Let’s get you to the bed.”

Kyle followed her, his heart pounding in his chest. He didn’t know what to expect, but he knew he couldn’t stop now. Belinda lay down on the bed, spreading her legs, and Kyle’s mouth went dry at the sight of her.

“Go on, sweetie,” she purred. “Show me what a good girl you can be.”

Kyle moved closer, positioning himself between Belinda’s legs. She slowly guided his head towards her pussy. Kyle started licking her clit, gently at first. As his confidence grew, his tongue moved faster, making Belinda let out a moan. He was doing it—he was actually pleasing a woman.

Belinda’s thighs gripped Kyle’s head as she climaxed. Her juices flowed into his mouth, tasting so delightful. Kyle eagerly lapped up Belinda’s nectar.

“Such a good girl,” Belinda whispered. “I’m gonna show you how two women make love.”

Belinda got up from the bed. She started pulling down Kyle’s panties, exposing his small cock. She pushed him to the bed, straddling him, her wetness grinding against his small cock. Kyle let out a moan that sounded surprisingly feminine.

Belinda slid down, her lips teasing the tip of Kyle’s cock. Her tongue slowly slid down the shaft, making Kyle quiver. He begged for more, but Belinda told him to be patient.

He felt her finger circling his asshole. His cock got even harder as he realized what was coming. Belinda slowly slid a finger into Kyle’s ass as she sucked on his cock. Her finger probed deeper, her head bobbing up and down faster. Finally, Belinda pushed Kyle over the edge. He gripped the sheets as he filled her mouth with cum.

Belinda swallowed, smiling at Kyle. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?”

“It was… amazing,” Kyle admitted, still reeling from the intensity of his orgasm.

But the reality soon settled in. He wasn’t a man, and he would never be one. This attempt to lose his virginity had made Kyle realize that it was his destiny to be a sissy.

Belinda put her arm around Kyle. “You can come back, any time. Just give me a call.”

“Oh… it’s just gonna be a one time thing,” Kyle replied, trying to convince himself. But deep down, he knew it was a lie.

As Kyle walked out the door, he knew he would see Belinda again. He couldn’t wait to try on more of her sexy outfits, and see how much he could feminize.

A TRIP TO THE GENDER CLINIC

FM / Femdom / Crossdressing / Sissy / Transgender / Medical / BDSM / Spanking / Pegging / Chastity

“Bend over the desk, Jared. Now.”

The command was sharp, laced with a calm authority that sent a shiver down his spine. Jared hesitated for a moment, his heart pounding so loudly he was sure Dr. Clare Wheeler could hear it. The air in the office felt thick, charged with something he couldn’t quite name. He glanced at the gleaming mahogany desk, then back at the woman standing before him, her hazel eyes locked onto his with an intensity that made his knees weak.

Dr. Clare Wheeler was a vision of power and elegance. Her long dark hair cascaded over her shoulders, framing a face that was both strikingly beautiful and unnervingly commanding. Her white lab coat was pristine, buttoned up to her neck, but the black pencil skirt and stiletto heels beneath it added a subtle sensuality that made Jared’s stomach twist in knots. She held herself with the confidence of someone who knew exactly how to get what she wanted.

Jared swallowed hard, his hands trembling as he placed them on the edge of the desk. He bent over slowly, his body tense with anticipation. The frilly pink lingerie he wore—a gift from Dr. Wheeler—felt impossibly delicate against his skin, a stark contrast to the raw, exposed vulnerability he felt in this moment. The stockings clung to his legs, the garter belt digging slightly into his hips, and the panties… well, they were about to be pulled down.

—

The journey to this moment had started weeks ago, though Jared could hardly believe it now. He’d been sitting in his cramped apartment, surrounded by the remnants of another secret crossdressing session. The stockings, the heels, the silky lingerie—they were all there, scattered across the floor like evidence of a crime.

He’d been masturbating, as he often did when he wore the clothes, but this time was different. This time, the guilt had been overwhelming, a heavy weight pressing down on his chest. He’d stared at his reflection in the mirror, his face flushed, his body trembling.

What’s wrong with me? he’d thought, the question echoing in his mind like a mantra. Am I… transgender?

The idea had terrified him—not because he was afraid of being trans, but because he didn’t know what it meant for him. He’d spent hours researching online, reading forums and articles, trying to make sense of the feelings that had been bubbling up inside him for as long as he could remember.

Eventually, he stumbled across the website for the gender clinic—a mysterious, no-frills operation that promised affordable counseling for individuals questioning their gender identity. The testimonials were sparse, but they were positive enough to convince him to book an appointment.

The clinic itself had been… unsettling. Located in a nondescript office building on the outskirts of town, it lacked the sterile professionalism of a typical medical facility. The waiting room was dimly lit, the furniture old and worn. Jared sat there for what felt like an eternity, his leg bouncing nervously as he debated whether to stay or bolt.

But then the door opened, and Dr. Clare Wheeler stepped out.

From the moment he’d laid eyes on her, Jared had been transfixed. She was beautiful, yes, but it was more than that. It was the way she carried herself—with an air of confidence and control that made him feel like putty in her hands.

She’d led him into her office, her heels clicking against the linoleum floor, and gestured for him to sit.

“So, Jared,” she’d said, her voice smooth and measured. “What brings you here today?”

He’d hesitated, his words catching in his throat. But she’d waited patiently, her hazel eyes fixed on him with unwavering intensity.

“I think… I might be transgender,” he’d finally admitted, the words tumbling out in a rush.

Rather than reacting with surprise or judgment, Dr. Wheeler simply nodded, as if this was exactly what she’d expected.

“I see,” she’d said, leaning back in her chair. “Well, let’s start with a makeover, shall we? See how you feel.”

He was stunned, but he agreed. Why wouldn’t he? This was what he’d wanted, wasn’t it?

She’d handed him the lingerie—a delicate, frilly set that made him blush just to hold it—and left him to change in the adjoining bathroom. When he’d emerged, she’d taken her time applying makeup to his face, her touch gentle but firm. The wig had been the final touch, transforming him into a version of himself he’d only ever dreamed of.

“You look beautiful,” she said, handing him a mirror.

And he did. For the first time in his life, Jared had felt… right.

But that was just the beginning.

—

Now, Jared was bending over Claire’s desk, his ass high in the air. The frilly lingerie clung to his body, making him feel exposed. He heard the click of her heels as she stepped closer, the sound echoing in the otherwise silent room. Her hand rested on the small of his back, warm and firm.

“Good boy,” she purred, her voice low and smooth. “Now, count for me.”

Before he could respond, the first spank landed hard against his ass, the sharp sting radiating through his body. Jared gasped, his fingers gripping the edge of the desk so tightly his knuckles turned white.

“One,” he choked out, his voice trembling.

Another spank, harder this time. “Two!”

The rhythmic sound of her hand meeting his skin filled the room, each strike sending a wave of pain and pleasure that made Jared’s head spin. By the time he reached ten, his body was flushed, his breathing ragged.

Dr. Wheeler’s fingers hooked into the waistband of his panties, pulling them down in one swift motion. Jared felt the cool air against his exposed skin, and his face burned with embarrassment—and something else. Something hotter, darker.

He heard the soft clink of metal against glass and glanced over his shoulder to see her holding a large, gleaming dildo. It was thicker than anything he’d ever considered, and the sight of it made his stomach flip.

“Relax, Jared,” she said, her tone soothing yet firm. “This is part of your training. If you want to become a woman, you’ll need to learn to take it like one.”

Her words sent a thrill through him, a mixture of fear and desire that made his head swim. He closed his eyes, focusing on the sound of her voice as she positioned the dildo against his entrance.

The first push was slow, deliberate, giving him time to adjust. Jared winced, his body tightening around the unfamiliar intrusion. But as she continued, steadily pressing deeper, the discomfort began to melt away, replaced by a strange, intoxicating pleasure.

“That’s it,” she murmured, her hand resting on his hip to keep him steady. “You’re doing so well, Jared. Just let go.”

And he did. By the time she was fully inside him, Jared’s body was trembling, every nerve alight with sensation. She moved the dildo with a practiced rhythm, each thrust sending waves of pleasure coursing through him. His hands clawed at the desk, his breath coming in short, frantic gasps.

“Look at you,” she said, her voice dripping with approval. “Such a good girl.”

The words hit him like a lightning bolt, igniting something deep inside him. He came suddenly, violently, his body convulsing as waves of ecstasy washed over him.

When it was over, he collapsed against the desk, his legs shaking too much to support him. Dr. Wheeler stepped back, a satisfied smile on her lips as she set the dildo aside.

“How do you feel?” she asked, her tone soft but still laced with that same commanding edge.

Jared hesitated, his mind still reeling from what had just happened. He looked at her, then down at himself—at the lingerie, the stockings, the exposed vulnerability of his body.

“I feel… great,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper.

She nodded, her expression approving. “Good, because you have a long journey ahead of you.”

“Now,” Dr. Wheeler said, pulling him back to the present, “let’s talk about your next steps.”

Jared’s heart skipped a beat. “Next steps?”

She reached into the drawer of her desk and pulled out a small, metallic device. The sight of it made Jared’s stomach tighten with a mixture of fear and excitement.

“A chastity cage,” she explained, holding it up for him to see. “Since you’re a woman now, you won’t be needing this anymore.”

She gestured to his groin, and Jared’s face flushed with embarrassment. But at the same time, the idea sent a thrill through him.

“I’ll hold the key,” she continued, her tone leaving no room for argument. “We’ll remove it only during your appointments, to help you get used to not having a penis.”

Jared nodded, his mind still spinning. It made sense, he realized. If he was going to become a woman, he needed to let go of the parts of himself that didn’t fit.

“Okay,” he said, his voice trembling.

She smiled, a glint of something unreadable in her eyes. “Good girl.”

As he left the clinic later that day, Jared felt a strange mix of emotions—nervousness, excitement, and a deep, unshakable trust in Dr. Clare Wheeler.

MAID DUTY

FMM / Femdom / Cuckold / BDSM / Crossdressing / Sissy / Voyeurism / Small Penis Humiliation / PIV Sex / Creampie / Cunnilingus / Cum Eating / Chastity

The sound of the toothbrush scrubbing against the tile floor was rhythmic, almost hypnotic. Brandon’s knees ached, but he didn’t dare stop. Leah had been clear: “No shortcuts, no breaks. Clean the floor until it shines.”

His hands moved mechanically, the bristles of the toothbrush scraping away at a stubborn stain. The kitchen was silent except for the soft swish of his movements and the occasional hum of the refrigerator.

Then, the front door opened.

Brandon froze, his body tensing as he heard voices. Leah’s laugh, crisp and commanding, echoed through the house. And then there was another voice—deep, confident, male. Brandon’s stomach twisted. He knew who it was. Maverick. Leah’s lover. He’d been coming around more and more often lately, making Brandon’s inadequacies feel all the more glaring.

“Keep your eyes down,” Leah’s voice cut through the air like a whip as she entered the kitchen.

Brandon obeyed immediately, his gaze fixed on the tile beneath him. He could feel their presence, though. Leah’s heels clicked sharply against the floor, and Maverick’s heavy boots followed.

“Oh, look at him,” Maverick chuckled, his voice dripping with amusement. “Still scrubbing like a good little housewife, huh?”

Brandon’s face burned, but he didn’t dare look up. He knew the rules. No eye contact. No speaking unless spoken to. Leah’s dominance was absolute, and Maverick’s presence only reinforced that hierarchy.

“Brandon,” Leah said, her tone light but laced with authority. “I have a little game for you. Stand up.”

He hesitated for just a second before obeying, his back stiff as he rose to his feet. His eyes stayed down, though he could see Leah’s legs in his peripheral vision—toned, smooth, and clad in sheer stockings. She stepped closer, her presence overwhelming, and placed something in his hands.

“Put this on,” she said, her voice carrying a note of amusement.

Brandon looked down. It was a frilly French maid’s uniform—complete with a lace-trimmed apron, a short black skirt, and a headband with a small white bow. His heart sank, but he didn’t argue. He couldn’t. Instead, he nodded silently and began to undress, his movements slow and deliberate.

Leah watched him with a smirk, her arms crossed as Maverick leaned against the counter, clearly enjoying the show. “Hurry up, sissy,” Leah taunted. “We don’t have all day.”

The word stung, but Brandon forced himself to focus on the task at hand. He stepped into the skirt, pulled on the apron, and adjusted the headband. The fabric felt strange against his skin, the skirt far too short and the apron far too revealing. He stood there, his cheeks burning, as Leah circled him, inspecting her handiwork.

“Perfect,” she said, her tone mocking. “Don’t you think, Maverick?”

Maverick let out a low laugh. “Oh, absolutely. A real work of art.”

Brandon’s humiliation was palpable, but he didn’t move. He couldn’t. His submission to Leah was absolute, and he knew better than to protest. Leah’s eyes gleamed with satisfaction as she stepped back, her hands moving to the hem of her dress. In one fluid motion, she pulled it over her head, leaving her standing in nothing but her lingerie.

Maverick’s breath hitched, and Brandon could feel the tension in the room shift. Leah was stunning—unapologetically beautiful, her body exuding confidence and power. She walked over to the kitchen table, her hips swaying, and leaned against it, her eyes locking with Maverick’s.

“Come here, Maverick,” she purred, her voice thick with invitation.

Maverick didn’t need to be told twice. He moved toward her with a predatory grace, his hands immediately finding her waist as he pulled her into a deep, hungry kiss. Brandon watched, his stomach churning with a mixture of jealousy and arousal. He shouldn’t have been turned on—this was his wife, after all—but the sight of her with another man, the way she gave herself so freely, stirred something deep within him.

Leah’s moans filled the kitchen as Maverick’s hands roamed her body, his lips trailing down her neck. She reached back, unclasping her bra and letting it fall away, her breasts exposed and inviting. Maverick’s mouth found her nipple, and Leah’s head tilted back, a soft gasp escaping her lips.

“Look at her,” Leah said suddenly, her eyes locking with Brandon’s. “This is what a real man looks like, Brandon. This is what I need.”

Brandon’s throat tightened, but he nodded, his eyes glued to the scene before him. Leah’s hands moved to Maverick’s belt, undoing it with practiced ease. His pants pooled at his feet, and he stepped out of them, his cock already hard and straining against his boxers. Leah smirked as she pulled them down, revealing his impressive size.

“See that, Brandon?” she said, her voice dripping with condescension. “That’s what a woman deserves. Not that pathetic little thing you call a cock.”

Brandon’s face burned, but he didn’t argue. He couldn’t. Instead, he watched as Maverick lifted Leah onto the kitchen table, spreading her legs wide. There was no preamble, no hesitation. Maverick slid into her with a deep, guttural groan, and Leah’s back arched as she cried out in pleasure.

The sound of their coupling filled the kitchen—Leah’s moans, Maverick’s grunts, the rhythmic slap of skin against skin. Brandon stood there, his body trembling as he watched his wife being taken by another man. It was humiliating, degrading, and yet—God help him—he was unbearably aroused.

Leah’s eyes met Brandon’s again, her lips curling into a wicked smile. “You’re just a sissy maid, Brandon. Nothing more. Look at you—watching your wife get fucked by a real man. Pathetic.”

Maverick’s thrusts grew more intense, and Leah’s moans turned into screams as she clawed at his back. She was close—Brandon could tell by the way her body tensed, the way her breath hitched. Maverick wasn’t far behind, his pace faltering as he neared the edge.

“Cum inside me,” Leah demanded, her voice shaking with need. “Fill me up.”

Maverick obeyed, his body shuddering as he spilled himself deep inside her. Leah cried out, her nails digging into his skin as her own orgasm washed over her. For a moment, the kitchen was filled with the sounds of their shared ecstasy, and then silence fell.

Maverick pulled out, his breathing heavy as he stepped back. Leah lay on the table, her chest rising and falling as she recovered. Her eyes found Brandon again, and she smirked.

“Maid,” she said, her voice soft but commanding. “Clean me up.”

Brandon’s heart raced as he approached, his hands trembling. Leah spread her legs wider, the evidence of Maverick’s release dripping from her. Brandon hesitated, but only for a moment. He leaned in, his tongue flicking out to taste her.

“Taste it,” Leah said, her voice low. “Taste what a real man feels like.”

Brandon obeyed, his tongue working between her folds as Maverick watched, his chest still heaving. Leah’s moans began again, soft at first but growing louder as Brandon continued. His humiliation was complete, but he couldn’t deny the spark of arousal that surged through him with every stroke of his tongue.

Leah’s hand tangled in his hair, pulling him closer as her hips rolled against his face. “That’s it, sissy,” she moaned. “Clean me up. Prove to me that you’re good for something.”

Her orgasm hit fast, her body trembling as she cried out. Brandon kept working, desperate to please her, desperate to prove himself. When she finally pushed him away, he sat back on his heels, his lips glistening.

Leah sat up, her eyes glinting with satisfaction. “Good boy,” she said, her tone almost mocking. Then, she reached over to the counter, grabbing something that made Brandon’s stomach twist. A chastity cage.

“Now,” she said, her smile turning predatory. “Let’s make sure you don’t get any ideas.”

Brandon’s heart pounded as she approached, the cage in hand. He wanted to protest, to beg her not to do it, but he couldn’t. Instead, he nodded, his body trembling as she secured the device around him. The cold metal was a harsh reminder of his place—submissive, controlled, humiliated.

Leah locked it in place, the click of the key echoing in the silent kitchen. “Good,” she said, her voice firm. “You won’t be needing this anymore.”

With that, she stepped back, grabbing her dress and pulling it back on. Maverick was already dressed, his expression smug as he watched Brandon squirm. Leah walked over to him, placing a hand on his chest.

“Ready to go, Maverick?” she asked, her voice light.

“Always,” he replied, his grin widening.

Leah glanced back at Brandon, her expression unreadable. “Keep scrubbing, maid. We’ll be back later.”

And with that, they were gone, leaving Brandon alone in the kitchen, the sound of the toothbrush against the tile floor once again the only noise in the house.

A SISSY’S REALIZATION

FM / Femdom / Sex Work / Crossdressing / Sissy / Kissing / Nipple Play / Pegging

“Two hundred dollars,” Bebe said, her voice firm but not unkind, as she stood in the doorway of Chuck’s apartment. “And I’ll stay for one hour. That’s my rate.”

Chuck, his broad shoulders tense, nodded quickly. He reached into his pocket, pulled out the cash, and handed it over. His hands trembled slightly, betraying the nerves he was trying to hide. “Thank you,” he muttered, his deep voice almost a whisper.

Bebe stepped inside, her heels clicking against the hardwood floor. She glanced around the apartment, taking in the masculine decor—the weight bench in the corner, the posters of action movies on the walls. Her eyes lingered on the open closet door, where a flash of lace and silk peeked out from beneath a pile of T-shirts.

“So,” she said, turning back to him. “What’s this about? You said you wanted to explore something.”

Chuck hesitated, his cheeks flushing. “I… I like to crossdress,” he admitted, his voice thick with both shame and excitement. “I’ve been doing it for a while. But lately… I’ve been fantasizing about being a woman. I mean, really being one.”

Bebe raised an eyebrow, her expression unreadable. She crossed her arms and leaned against the wall. “You’re not a woman,” she said bluntly. “But I can help you pretend for the evening. If that’s what you want.”

Chuck swallowed hard, his heart pounding. “Yes. Please.”

Bebe nodded. “Alright, then. Show me what you’ve got.”

—

Chuck had been nervous all day. He’d spent hours preparing for this moment, cleaning his apartment, laying out his favorite lingerie, and practicing his makeup application in the mirror. He’d even bought a new wig—a sleek, brunette bob that he thought would make him look more feminine.

But now, standing in front of Bebe, he felt exposed. Vulnerable. He led her to the bedroom, where his collection of lingerie was laid out on the bed like an offering. Bebe picked up a pair of sheer black panties, holding them up to the light.

“You’ve got good taste,” she remarked, her tone almost approving. “But let’s see what you look like in it.”

Chuck’s hands shook as he undressed, stripping off his T-shirt and jeans to reveal the boxer briefs he wore underneath. Bebe watched him with a detached curiosity, her arms crossed. When he was down to his underwear, she gestured to the lingerie.

“Put it on,” she said.

Chuck obeyed, slipping into the panties first. The fabric felt smooth against his skin, and he couldn’t suppress a shiver of pleasure. Next came the bra, which he struggled to fasten with his large, muscular hands. Bebe stepped forward to help him, her fingers brushing against his back as she secured the clasps.

“Now the makeup,” she said, handing him a compact mirror.

Chuck sat at his vanity, his heart racing as he began to apply the foundation, blush, and eyeliner. He’d been practicing for weeks, but he still felt clumsy, his hands unsteady. When he finished, he turned to Bebe, his face half-hidden beneath a thick layer of makeup.

Bebe sighed, shaking her head. “You look like a clown,” she said bluntly.

Chuck’s heart sank. He’d been so proud of his efforts, but now he felt foolish.

“Wash it off,” Bebe instructed. “And let me handle this.”

Chuck obeyed, scrubbing his face clean with a makeup wipe. When he returned, Bebe was rummaging through his collection of cosmetics, pulling out a few select products.

“Sit,” she said, gesturing to the chair.

Chuck sat down, his breath catching as Bebe began to apply the foundation with a light, expert touch. She blended it seamlessly into his skin, smoothing out the rough edges of his masculine features. Next came the contour, which she applied with precision, sculpting his cheekbones and jawline to create a more feminine shape.

“Eyes closed,” she instructed, and Chuck obeyed, feeling the soft brush of the eyeshadow brush against his lids.

When she was done, she stepped back, surveying her work. “Better,” she said.

Chuck turned to the mirror, his breath catching in his throat. The man staring back at him was almost unrecognizable. With the natural-looking makeup, his features looked softer, more delicate.

“Now, the lingerie,” Bebe said, reaching for a black lace bra and panties set. “And this.”

She held up a waist-trainer corset, its satin fabric gleaming in the light. Chuck’s eyes widened. He’d never worn it before, and the thought of it made his heart race.

Bebe helped him into the corset, pulling the laces tight until his waist was cinched into an hourglass shape. Chuck gasped at the sensation, his breath coming in short, shallow pants.

“Good,” Bebe said, stepping back to admire her handiwork. “Now the wig.”

She picked up the brunette bob, smoothing it out before placing it on Chuck’s head. She adjusted it carefully, tucking a few stray hairs behind his ears.

“There,” she said, stepping back. “Take a look.”

Chuck turned to the mirror, his heart pounding. The reflection staring back at him was almost feminine—his broad shoulders and muscular arms the only remnants of his masculinity. He felt a rush of excitement, his dick twitching in the tight confines of his panties.

Bebe noticed his arousal, a smirk playing on her lips. “You like what you see?”

Chuck nodded, his breath coming in short, shallow pants. “Yes,” he whispered.

Bebe stepped closer, her eyes dark with intent. “Good. Because I’m going to show you how women make love.”

She reached behind her back, unhooking her bra and letting it fall to the floor. Her breasts spilled out, full and round, and Chuck’s mouth went dry. Bebe grabbed his hand, pulling him toward the bed.

They climbed onto the mattress, and Bebe leaned in, her lips brushing against his. The kiss was soft at first, but it quickly deepened, Bebe’s tongue sliding into Chuck’s mouth. He moaned, his hands trembling as they reached for her.

Bebe pulled away, her lips curling into a smirk. “Not yet,” she said, pushing him back onto the bed.

She straddled him, her hands sliding up his chest to cup his breasts through the bra. Chuck gasped, his hips bucking as she pinched his nipples through the fabric.

“Feel good?” she teased, her voice low and husky.

Chuck nodded, his breath coming in short, shallow pants.

Bebe grinned, slipping her hands under the bra to free Chuck’s nipples. She leaned down, taking one into her mouth and sucking gently. Chuck moaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she teased him.

When she was done with his nipples, Bebe moved lower, her hands sliding down his body to the waistband of his panties. She hooked her fingers under the fabric, pulling them down to reveal his hard, throbbing cock.

Chuck gasped, his hips bucking as Bebe’s fingers wrapped around his shaft. She stroked him slowly, her thumb brushing over the sensitive head.

“Do you want more?” she whispered, her breath hot against his skin.

Chuck nodded, his voice caught in his throat.

Bebe grinned, reaching into her bag and pulling out a strap-on dildo. Chuck’s eyes widened, his heart racing as she fastened it around her hips.

“Turn over,” she instructed, her voice firm.

Chuck obeyed, his hands trembling as he got onto his hands and knees. Bebe knelt behind him, her hands sliding over his ass.

“Relax,” she whispered, spreading his cheeks.

Chuck gasped as he felt the cold touch of lube against his hole. Bebe’s fingers pressed inside, stretching him gently.

“Are you ready?” she asked, her voice low and husky.

Chuck nodded, his breath coming in short, shallow pants.

Bebe positioned the dildo at his entrance, pressing forward slowly. Chuck gasped, his hands clenching the sheets as she pushed inside.

“Oh God,” he moaned, his hips rocking back to meet her thrusts.

Bebe grabbed his hips, fucking him hard and fast. Chuck’s moans filled the room, his dick throbbing with need.

“You like that, don’t you?” Bebe teased, her voice thick with satisfaction.

“Yes,” Chuck gasped, his vision blurring as pleasure built inside him.

Bebe reached around, her hand stroking his cock in time with her thrusts. Chuck cried out, his orgasm crashing over him as he came, shooting cum all over the bed.

Bebe pulled out, grinning as she admired her handiwork. “Good boy,” she said, patting his ass.

Chuck collapsed onto the bed, his body trembling with aftershocks. He felt… different. Lighter. Freer.

Bebe got dressed, her movements brisk and efficient. When she was ready, she turned to Chuck, her expression unreadable.

“Same time next week?” she asked, her voice casual.

Chuck nodded, his heart racing. “Yes,” he whispered.

Bebe nodded, grabbing her bag and heading for the door. “See you then,” she said, before disappearing into the night.

Chuck lay on the bed, his body still tingling with pleasure. He realized something then, something that made his heart race.

He wasn’t a woman. He was a sissy.

A HUSBAND’S SHAME REVEALED

FFM / Femdom / Crossdressing / Sissy / BDSM / Verbal Humiliation / High Heels / Foot Worship / Spanking / Cunnilingus / Masturbation

“Oh my God, Jerry!” Amelia gasped, her hand flying to her mouth as she stood frozen in the doorway.

Sharon, right behind her, let out a burst of laughter that echoed through the room.

Jerry froze, his heart hammering in his chest. He was sprawled on the bed, Amelia’s lacy black lingerie clinging to his body, the straps of the matching garter belt digging into his thighs. His face was smeared with lipstick and eyeshadow, a clumsy attempt at feminization that now felt ridiculous under their stares. His cock, still half-hard, twitched in the open air as he scrambled to cover himself with the bedsheet.

“What the hell is this?” Amelia demanded, stepping further into the room. Her voice was sharp, but there was a flicker of something else in her eyes—curiosity? Amusement? Jerry couldn’t tell. He couldn’t think.

Sharon’s laughter only grew louder. “Oh my God, Jerry, did you raid her dresser? Look at you!” She pointed at him, her nails painted a bright red that matched her stiletto heels. “You’re a total sissy!”

Jerry’s face burned. He opened his mouth to stammer something—an apology, an excuse, anything—but no words came out.

Amelia crossed her arms, her gaze raking over him. “You’re wearing my lingerie,” she said slowly, as though she couldn’t quite believe it. “My lingerie. And my makeup?”

Jerry couldn’t meet her eyes. He stared at the floor, his hands clutching the sheet like it was a lifeline. He wanted to disappear, to melt into the bed, to rewind the last hour and pretend this had never happened.

But then Amelia’s voice cut through the silence again, softer this time. “Jerry… do you… like this?”

He looked up at her, his heart in his throat. She wasn’t yelling anymore. She wasn’t laughing. She was just… watching him, waiting.

“I… I don’t know,” he managed to whisper. “I just… I’ve always wanted to… to try it. To feel pretty. To feel… feminine."

Sharon let out another laugh, but this time it was quieter, almost thoughtful. “Well, you definitely look feminine,” she teased.

Amelia stepped closer to the bed, her heels clicking against the hardwood. “Jerry,” she said, her voice low and commanding now. “If you want to dress like a sissy, then you’re going to act like one. Do you understand?”

Jerry swallowed hard. His whole body was trembling, but there was a heat building in his stomach, a thrill that he couldn’t ignore. “Yes,” he whispered.

Amelia tilted her head, her lips curling into a smile. “Good. Then get on your knees.”

Jerry hesitated for a moment, his mind racing. But then he slid off the bed, the sheet falling away as he knelt on the floor. The cool air kissed his skin, and he shivered—not from the cold, but from the anticipation.

Amelia turned to Sharon. “Let’s see if he’s serious.”

Sharon smirked and stepped forward, her heels clicking ominously. She looked down at Jerry, her red-painted lips twisting into a cruel grin. “Kiss my feet, sissy.”

Jerry’s heart pounded, but he didn’t hesitate. He leaned forward, his lips brushing the toe of her stiletto. It was cold and smooth against his mouth, and the metallic taste of the shoe made his stomach flip.

Sharon let out a low chuckle. “Not bad. But let’s see how you handle this.” She pressed her heel against his chest, the sharp point digging into his skin.

Jerry winced, but he didn’t pull away.

Amelia watched, her arms still crossed, her expression unreadable. “Open your mouth, Jerry.”

Jerry obeyed, his lips parting. Sharon grinned and slid the heel between his teeth, the coldness pressing against his tongue. “Suck on it, sissy,” she commanded.

Jerry’s cheeks burned, but he did as he was told. He sucked on the heel, the taste of plastic filling his mouth as Sharon’s laughter rang in his ears.

Amelia stepped forward, her hand resting on Jerry’s shoulder. “You’re doing so well, Jerry,” she purred. “But I think you need a little more discipline.”

She reached for the hairbrush on the dresser, her fingers curling around the handle. “Bend over the bed.”

Jerry’s eyes widened, but he didn’t argue. He stood, his legs shaky, and bent over the edge of the bed. The cool sheets pressed against his bare chest, and he closed his eyes, his breath coming in short, shallow gasps.

The first smack of the hairbrush was sharp and sudden, the pain radiating through his ass. Jerry gasped, his fingers clutching the sheets.

“One,” Amelia counted, her voice calm.

The second smack came quickly, the sting even sharper than the first. Jerry whimpered, his cock twitching against the bed.

“Two.”

Smack.

“Three.”

Smack.

“Four.”

Jerry’s body was trembling now, his ass burning, but there was a heat building inside him, a twisted pleasure that he couldn’t ignore.

Amelia set the hairbrush aside and ran her hand over Jerry’s reddened cheeks. “Good boy,” she murmured. “I think you’ve earned a reward.”

She climbed onto the bed, spreading her legs. “Come here, Jerry. Eat my pussy.”

Jerry’s heart raced as he crawled onto the bed, his hands trembling as he positioned himself between Amelia’s legs. Her scent filled his nose, sweet and musky, and he could already see the glistening wetness between her thighs.

He leaned in, his tongue flicking against her clit. Amelia let out a soft moan, her hand tangling in his hair. “That’s it, Jerry. Show me what a good sissy you are.”

Jerry’s tongue moved faster, lapping at her pussy as Amelia’s moans grew louder. She tightened her grip on his hair, guiding him, and he could feel her thighs trembling around him.

Amelia’s other hand reached down, wrapping around his cock. “Stroke yourself, Jerry,” she whispered.

Jerry obeyed, his hand moving in time with his tongue. The pleasure was overwhelming, the heat building in his stomach as he licked and stroked, his whole body trembling with need.

Amelia’s moans turned into a cry as she came, her pussy pulsing against his tongue. Jerry felt her juices flood his mouth, and he swallowed eagerly, his own orgasm building.

“Cum for me, Jerry,” Amelia gasped.

And he did. His cock twitched in his hand, a small, pathetic spurt of cum landing on the bed.

Amelia leaned back, her chest heaving, a satisfied smile on her face. “You’re such a good sissy,” she murmured.

Sharon, who had been watching silently from the doorway, smirked. “Looks like Jerry’s got a new hobby,” she said, her voice dripping with amusement.

Amelia laughed, standing and smoothing her skirt. “Let’s give him some time to… recover,” she said, winking at Jerry.

The two women left the room, their laughter echoing down the hall.

Jerry lay on the bed, his chest heaving, his body still trembling. He stared at the ceiling, his mind racing. He could still taste Amelia on his tongue, still feel the sting of the hairbrush on his ass.

And as he lay there, a small, satisfied smile spread across his face. He was a sissy. And he liked it.

Amelia and Sharon’s voices faded as they walked down the hallway, their heels clicking against the hardwood.

“We should do this more often,” Sharon said, her tone playful.

Amelia laughed. “Oh, we definitely will. Jerry’s got a lot to learn.”

Jerry closed his eyes, his heart still racing. He couldn’t wait to learn whatever they wanted to teach him.

“Hey, Jerry!” Sharon’s voice called from the hallway. “Next time, I’m picking out your outfit!”

Jerry’s cheeks burned, but he couldn’t help the thrill that shot through him.

He was ready—ready to embrace his new role, ready to be the sissy they wanted him to be. And as he lay there, his body still humming with pleasure, he knew one thing for certain: This was just the beginning.

A SISSY SECRETARY

FM / Femdom / Sissy / Crossdressing / Verbal Humiliation / Spanking / Masturbation / Cum Eating / Chastity

Miles adjusted his tie in the mirror of the men’s restroom, his fingers trembling slightly. The soft brush of lace against his skin was a constant reminder of his secret, one he tried to bury under the crisp lines of his suit. The thong hugged his hips snugly, and the bra straps dug gently into his shoulders. He’d chosen stockings today, the nylon smooth against his legs. It was risky, but the thrill of it made his heart race. He inhaled deeply, smoothed his hair, and stepped out into the office.

The office was quiet, most of the employees already gone for lunch. Miles walked briskly to his desk, passing by the glass walls of Sasha Powers’ office. He didn’t dare look inside. Sasha was formidable—older, confident, and always impeccably dressed. Her presence commanded the room, and Miles often found himself both intimidated and inexplicably drawn to her. He settled at his desk, trying to focus on the paperwork in front of him.

“Miles,” her voice cut through the silence like a whip. He froze, his pen hovering over the document. “In my office. Now.”

His stomach lurched. She couldn’t know. There’s no way. He stood slowly, tugging at his suit jacket to make sure it covered the waistband of his thong. He walked to her office, his steps measured, his heart pounding in his chest. The door was open, and Sasha was seated behind her desk, her sharp eyes fixed on him.

“Close the door,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

He obeyed, the soft click of the latch sounding unnaturally loud in the quiet room. He turned to face her, his hands clasped in front of him. “Yes, Ms. Powers?”

She leaned back in her chair, her gaze traveling up and down his body with a precision that made him feel exposed. “Miles,” she began, her voice low and deliberate, “do you care to explain why you’re wearing women’s lingerie under your suit?”

His breath hitched. He’d been careful. So careful. “I—I don’t know what you mean,” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Oh, I think you do,” she said, a sly smile playing on her lips. “You were bending over earlier. Your pants… slipped. I saw the lace. Do you think this is appropriate attire for the workplace?”

Miles felt his face burn. He couldn’t meet her eyes. “I—I’m sorry, Ms. Powers. It won’t happen again.”

“Oh, it will,” she said, standing. She walked around the desk, her heels clicking against the floor. She stopped in front of him, close enough that he could smell her perfume—something expensive and intoxicating. “Because you like it, don’t you? You like the risk. The thrill of being caught.”

He swallowed hard, his throat dry. “I—”

“Don’t lie to me,” she interrupted, her voice sharp. “I know you, Miles. Better than you know yourself. And I think it’s time we addressed this little… problem of yours.”

He felt a shiver run down his spine. “What do you mean?”

She tilted her head, her eyes narrowing. “Strip.”

The word hit him like a punch to the gut. “W-what?”

“You heard me,” she said, her voice firm. “Take off your suit. Let’s see what you’re hiding.”

Miles hesitated, his mind racing. His job, his reputation—everything was on the line. But there was something else, too. A dangerous, undeniable arousal that twisted in his gut. Slowly, he reached for his tie, loosening it with trembling fingers. He unbuttoned his shirt, revealing the lacy bra beneath. He slipped it off, letting it fall to the floor. Next came his pants, pooling at his feet, exposing the thong and the stockings.

Sasha’s eyes raked over him, her expression unreadable. “Well, well,” she said, circling him like a predator. “Look at you. A little sissy, parading around in lace and silk. Do you have any idea how inappropriate this is?”

He shook his head, his face burning with shame. But there was something else too—a perverse pride in being seen, in being exposed. “I—I’m sorry,” he whispered.

“Sorry isn’t enough,” she said, stopping behind him. “Bend over my desk.”

Miles’ heart raced. “Wh-what?”

“You heard me,” she snapped. “Bend. Over. The. Desk.”

He hesitated for a moment before complying, leaning over the polished surface, his hands gripping the edge. He felt the cool air on his exposed skin, the vulnerability making him shiver.

Sasha’s hand came down hard on his ass, the sharp sting making him yelp. Again. And again. Each slap sent a jolt of pain through him, but also a rush of heat. His cock hardened, straining against the lace of his thong. He bit his lip to keep from moaning, but a small whimper escaped.

“Pathetic,” Sasha said, her voice dripping with disdain. “Getting hard from a little spanking. You really are a sissy, aren’t you?”

He didn’t answer, his face buried in his arms.

“Stand up,” she commanded.

He did as he was told, his legs shaky. She faced him, her eyes boring into his. “Jerk off.”

His breath caught. “What?”

“You heard me,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument. “Show me what a pathetic little sissy you are.”

His hands trembled as he reached for the waistband of his thong, pulling it down just enough to free his erect cock. He began to stroke himself, his movements slow and uncertain.

“Faster,” she ordered.

He obeyed, his hand moving more quickly. The friction was intense, the humiliation even more so. His breath came in short gasps, his hips bucking involuntarily.

“That’s it,” she said, her voice low and mocking. “Let me see you cum, you little sissy.”

He couldn’t hold back any longer. With a choked moan, he came, his release spilling onto the floor. He stood there, panting, his skin flushed, his body trembling.

Sasha’s lips curled into a smirk. “Now clean it up.”

He blinked, his mind struggling to process her words. “S-seriously?”

“You heard me,” she said, her voice cold. “On your hands and knees. Lick it up.”

He hesitated, but the look in her eyes left no room for argument. Slowly, he dropped to the floor, his face burning with shame. He leaned down, his tongue darting out to clean his own mess. The taste was bitter, but the humiliation was almost unbearable. Almost.

“Good boy,” she said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. She walked back to her desk, pulling something from a drawer. Miles looked up to see her holding a small metal device—a chastity cage.

His eyes widened. “No, please—”

“No arguments,” she said, her tone final. She knelt in front of him, locking the cage around his cock.

The cold metal was a stark contrast to the heat of his body, the tightness a constant reminder of her control.

“Now,” she said, standing again. “You can get dressed. And remember, Miles—from now on, your orgasms belong to me.”

Miles walked out of Sasha’s office feeling different. Someone had finally seen him for who he truly was—a sissy. Although he was still filled with shame, it was a relief that he no longer had to hide his desires at work. And he couldn’t wait for his next encounter with Sasha.

A SISSY PAY PIG

FM / Femdom / Findom / Sissy / Crossdressing / Rimming / Pegging

Milton stared at his reflection in the polished mahogany mirror of his vast, empty mansion. The chandelier above him cast a soft glow on his face, highlighting the faint circles under his eyes. He sighed, running a hand through his thinning hair. Money couldn’t buy happiness—he’d learned that the hard way. He had everything a man could want: luxury cars, priceless art, a sprawling estate. But none of it filled the void. He was lonely. And worse, he was… inadequate.

He’d never been the kind of man women flocked to. He wasn’t tall, wasn’t muscular, and his confidence? Nonexistent. Dates were rare, and when they did happen, they ended in awkward handshakes and ghosted texts. He’d tried everything: Match, Tinder, even a high-end dating service. Nothing worked. Until tonight.

He opened his phone, scrolling to the dating app he’d installed just a week ago. His thumb hovered over the profile of the woman who’d caught his eye. Donatella. Her name was as captivating as her photo. She was stunning—long, dark hair cascading over her shoulders, olive skin glowing in the soft light of her selfie, and a smile that seemed to promise secrets Milton could only dream of. With a deep breath, he messaged her.

“Would you like to come over tonight?” he typed, his heart pounding. He expected silence, or maybe a polite decline. But within minutes, she replied.

“I’ll be there.”

And just like that, Milton’s evening took a turn he never saw coming.

—

When Donatella arrived, Milton’s breath hitched. She was even more beautiful in person, her curves hugged by a sleek black dress that screamed confidence. Her heels clicked against the marble floor of his foyer as she stepped inside, her perfume enveloping him like a spell.

“Welcome,” Milton said, his voice barely above a whisper. He felt small next to her, like a child meeting a queen.

Donatella smiled, her crimson lips curving into a knowing smirk. “Nice place,” she said, her voice smooth and low.

She walked past him, her hips swaying with every step, and made her way to the living room. Milton followed, his palms sweaty, his mind racing.

They sat on the plush leather couch, and Milton tried to make small talk. But Donatella wasn’t interested in the weather or his job. Her eyes locked onto his, and before he could say another word, she leaned in and kissed him.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was hungry, dominant, and Milton felt himself melting into it. His hands trembled as they hesitantly touched her waist, but Donatella took control, her fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer. When she finally pulled away, Milton was breathless, his heart pounding in his chest.

“Let’s play a game,” Donatella said, her voice dripping with mischief.

“A… a game?” Milton stammered.

She nodded, her dark eyes gleaming. “A game that’s mutually beneficial. Do you trust me?”

Milton hesitated, but the way she looked at him—like she could see straight into his soul—made him nod. “I trust you.”

“Good.” Donatella stood up, towering over him. “Strip. Now.”

Milton’s cheeks flushed. “I… what?”

“You heard me,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument. “Take off your clothes. All of them.”

His hands shook as he fumbled with the buttons of his shirt. Donatella watched him with an unreadable expression, her arms crossed over her chest. When he finally stood naked before her, his small cock stiffening despite his humiliation, Donatella let out a low laugh.

“Oh, Milton,” she said, her laughter tinged with something dark and alluring. “You’re even more adorable than I thought.”

He wanted to disappear, but the way she looked at him—like he was hers, like she owned him—made his arousal spike. Donatella reached into her bag and pulled out a bundle of lace and silk. She tossed it at him, and it unfurled into a set of bright pink lingerie.

“Put it on,” she commanded.

Milton’s stomach churned, but he couldn’t resist. He slipped the panties on first, the lace soft against his skin. Next came the bra, which he struggled to fasten, his fingers clumsy with nerves. When he was fully dressed, Donatella stepped closer, her eyes raking over him.

“You make a beautiful sissy,” she purred, her fingers tracing the lace on his chest. Milton shivered, his cock twitching in the tight confines of the panties. “From now on, you’re my sissy pet. You’ll do exactly as I say. Understand?”

Milton nodded, his throat dry. He’d never felt so humiliated, so exposed. But he’d also never been so aroused. Donatella’s dominance awakened something in him—a part of himself he’d tried to bury.

“Good boy,” she whispered, turning around and bending over the couch. She lifted her dress, revealing her firm, round ass. “Now, eat.”

Milton hesitated for only a moment before dropping to his knees. He pressed his face against her, his tongue darting out to lick her asshole. Donatella let out a moan, her fingers gripping the couch cushions.

“That’s it,” she said, her voice breathless. “Such a good sissy.”

His tongue worked eagerly, spurred on by her praise. When she finally pulled away, Milton’s face was wet, his heart racing. Donatella turned to him, her eyes blazing with desire.

“Now, lie down,” she ordered.

Milton obeyed, his body trembling as he lay back on the couch. Donatella reached into her bag again and produced a strap-on dildo, its size making Milton’s eyes widen. She fastened it around her hips, the latex gleaming in the light.

She positioned herself between his legs, her fingers gripping his hips. “Relax,” she said, though her tone was more command than comfort. “This is going to feel so good.”

Milton’s breath hitched as she pushed the tip of the dildo against his entrance. He’d never done this before, never even considered it. But as she slowly slid inside, stretching him, filling him, he let out a moan he didn’t know he was capable of.

Donatella grinned, her hips moving in a steady rhythm. “How does it feel, sissy?” she taunted, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “To be fucked like a woman?”

Milton couldn’t answer. He was too lost in the sensation, in the way she filled him, commanded him. When he came, his body convulsing, he cried out, his cum staining the lace of his panties. Donatella pulled away, removing the strap-on and setting it aside.

She leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “You’re mine now,” she whispered. “And I expect to be paid for my services.”

Milton’s eyes widened. “P-paid?”

“Five thousand dollars,” she said, her tone leaving no room for negotiation. “And don’t even think about saying no. Unless you want your little secret to get out.”

Milton’s stomach dropped, but he didn’t hesitate. He unlocked his safe, his hands trembling as he counted out the cash. Donatella took it with a smile, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction.

“I’ll be back soon,” she said, her lips brushing against his cheek. “And next time, it’ll cost you double.”

As she walked out the door, Milton stood there, his body still tingling, his mind reeling. He’d never felt so humiliated, so… alive. He looked down at the lace clinging to his body, and for the first time in his life, he felt a strange sense of clarity. This was who he was. This was his destiny.

ANDREW’S REDEMPTION

FMMM / Femdom / Sissy / Crossdressing / BDSM / Bisexual / Whipping / Masturbation / MM Blowjob / CIM

“On your knees, Andrew. Now.”

The sharp crack of the whip sliced through the air, and Andrew’s body flinched instinctively. His heart pounded in his chest as he dropped to the floor, the silky fabric of the frilly lingerie he wore brushing against his thighs. He could feel the heat of humiliation flooding his cheeks, but beneath it, there was something else—something he couldn’t quite name.

“Beg for forgiveness,” Dr. Natalie Martin commanded, her voice dripping with authority.

Andrew swallowed hard, his throat dry. “I—I’m sorry,” he stammered, his voice trembling.

“Louder,” Natalie snapped, the whip cracking again, this time grazing his shoulder.

“I’m sorry for being a cheater!” he shouted, his voice echoing in the room.

Beside him, Zack and Everett were also on their knees, their faces flushed with a mix of shame and arousal. Andrew glanced at them briefly, his eyes widening as he saw Zack’s hand slowly creeping toward Everett’s thigh.

“That’s it,” Natalie purred, circling them like a predator. “You all think you’re such big men, don’t you? Cheating on your wives, thinking you could get away with it. But now? Now you’re mine.”

Andrew’s breath hitched as he felt the cool tip of Natalie’s acrylic fingernail under his chin, forcing him to look up at her. Natalie’s icy blue eyes bore into his, and for a moment, he forgot how to breathe.

“Do you like this, Andrew?” she taunted, her lips curling into a cruel smile. “Do you like being dressed up like a little sissy, begging for forgiveness?”

He opened his mouth to protest, to deny it, but the words caught in his throat. Because the truth was, he did feel something—something he couldn’t ignore. The humiliation, the vulnerability, the way his heart raced with every crack of the whip—it was intoxicating.

“I… I don’t know,” he whispered, his voice barely audible.

Natalie chuckled, a low, throaty sound that sent shivers down his spine. “Oh, you’re going to love what’s next.”

—

It had started so differently.

When Megan had first suggested the weekend workshop, Andrew had been hesitant. A workshop for unfaithful husbands? It sounded like some kind of punishment, and he wasn’t sure he was ready to face that. But he’d wanted to fix things with Megan, to prove that he was serious about their marriage. So he’d agreed.

The location had been… unexpected. Nestled in a secluded area surrounded by trees and rolling hills, the building looked more like a retreat center than a place for therapy. Megan had dropped him off with a quick kiss and a whispered, “Good luck,” leaving him standing there with his duffel bag, feeling out of place.

Inside, the building was sparse but functional. A large room with couches arranged in a circle for group sessions, a dormitory with bunk beds, and a few offices for the staff. Andrew had been one of the first to arrive, and he’d spent the first hour awkwardly sipping coffee and avoiding eye contact with the other men.

Zack had been the first to break the silence. “So… you here for the workshop too?”

Andrew had nodded, forcing a smile. “Yeah. My wife… thought it would be a good idea.”

“Mine too,” Zack had said, his voice tinged with bitterness. “Everett’s in the same boat.”

Everett had simply grunted in agreement, his arms crossed over his chest.

When Dr. Natalie Martin finally arrived, the atmosphere in the room shifted instantly. She was tall, with sharp features and an air of authority that commanded attention. Her icy gaze had swept over the three of them, and Andrew had felt a sudden chill run down his spine.

“Welcome, gentlemen,” she’d said, her voice cool and measured. “This weekend, we’re going to explore what it means to truly understand your wives. To see things from their perspective. And to pay for your mistakes.”

Andrew had exchanged uneasy glances with Zack and Everett, but none of them had dared to argue.

The first shock had come when Natalie produced the lingerie.

“Put these on,” she’d instructed, holding out three frilly, silky outfits.

Andrew’s jaw had dropped. “Wait, what? You can’t be serious.”

“Oh, I’m very serious,” Natalie had replied, her lips curling into a sly smile. “If you’re serious about fixing your marriage, you’ll do as I say.”

“This… this isn’t what I signed up for,” Everett meekly protested.

Natalie stepped closer to him. “Your wife, Emma, has already signed divorce papers. In fact, All of your wives have signed them,” she said, holding up a stack of forms. “If you men are successful, your wives have given me permission to destroy these documents and send you home. But if I must give an unfavorable report back to your wives, your marriage will be terminated.”

Andrew’s stomach twisted. Megan was contemplating divorce? He had no idea that his marriage was in so much trouble.

He looked at the other guys, and they looked just as surprised.

Reluctantly, Andrew had taken the lingerie, his hands trembling as he held the delicate fabric. The other men had hesitated too, but eventually, they’d all complied, retreating to the dormitory to change.

Looking at himself in the mirror, Andrew had barely recognized the man staring back at him. The lace hugged his body in ways he’d never imagined, the ruffles brushing against his skin. He’d felt ridiculous—humiliated—but there was also a strange thrill coursing through him, a sense of surrender that sent his heart racing.

When they’d returned to the group room, Natalie had looked them over with a satisfied smirk.

“Well, well,” she’d said, her voice dripping with amusement. “Look at you three. Such pretty little sissies.”

The humiliation had been almost unbearable, but Andrew had gritted his teeth and endured it. For Megan. For their marriage.

But now, as he knelt on the floor, Natalie’s whip grazing his skin and Zack and Everett’s hands wandering closer to each other, he realized it was more than that.

“Stroke yourself, Andrew,” Natalie commanded, her voice sharp and unyielding.

His hands trembled as he reached for his cock, the silky fabric of the panties doing little to hide his arousal.

“That’s it,” Natalie purred, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “Everett, get over here. It’s time you learned your place.”

Everett hesitated, his eyes wide with uncertainty, but Natalie’s whip cracked again, and he moved without thinking.

“Suck him,” she ordered, her voice cold and commanding.

Andrew’s breath hitched as Everett’s lips closed around his cock, the warmth and wetness sending a jolt of pleasure through his body.

“Swallow it,” Natalie said, her voice dripping with malice.

And as Andrew came, his body trembling with release, he realized that this—this surrender, this humiliation—was something he needed. Something he craved.

Natalie’s laughter echoed in the room, dark and triumphant.

“Who knew you’d enjoy your punishment so much?” she taunted, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction.

Andrew couldn’t answer. All he could do was kneel there, his body buzzing with a strange, intoxicating mix of shame and ecstasy.

And then, as Natalie’s whip cracked once more, he heard her whisper, “Welcome to your redemption, Andrew.”

A SISSY EXPOSED

FMM / Femdom / Cuckold / Bisexual / Crossdressing / Sissy / Verbal Humiliation / MM Blow Job / PIV Sex / Cunnilingus / Cum Eating

The key turned in the lock, but Albert was too lost in the moment to hear it. The silk of Nancy’s black lingerie clung to his skin like a second layer, the lace of the bra digging just slightly into his chest as he adjusted the straps.

The panties were a snug fit, hugging his hips in a way that made him feel delicate, feminine. His hands trembled as he reached for the tube of lipstick, carefully applying the deep red shade to his lips, the color stark against his pale skin. The mirror reflected his transformation—his face softened with foundation, his lashes darkened with mascara, his cheeks flushed with blush. He looked… different. Beautiful, even.

Albert’s heart raced as he slid his hand down his thigh, the sheer pantyhose smooth against his fingertips. He gasped as his fingers brushed against the fabric of the panties, already damp with his arousal. He leaned back against the bed, his breath quickening as he began to touch himself, imagining what it would feel like to be a woman, to be wanted, to be desired. His other hand reached for the bottle of Nancy’s perfume, spritzing it into the air and inhaling deeply. The scent was intoxicating, and it only heightened his pleasure.

But then, the sound of laughter snapped him out of his reverie.

Albert froze, his hand stilled mid-stroke as the bedroom door swung open. Nancy stood in the doorway, her eyes wide with a mix of shock and amusement. Beside her was a man Albert had never seen before—tall, broad-shouldered, with a smirk that made Albert’s stomach churn with shame.

“Well, well, what do we have here?” Nancy said, her voice dripping with mockery. She stepped into the room, her heels clicking against the hardwood floor, her arms crossed over her chest. “I knew my lingerie was getting stretched out, but I didn’t think it was because my husband was wearing it.”

Albert scrambled to cover himself, his face burning with humiliation. He grabbed a pillow, holding it against his chest as if it could somehow shield him from their penetrating stares. “N-Nancy, I can explain,” he stammered, his voice trembling.

“Save it, Albert,” Nancy said, rolling her eyes. She turned to the man beside her, her lips curling into a wicked smile. “Samuel, meet my sissy husband.”

Samuel chuckled, his deep voice sending a shiver down Albert’s spine. “Nice outfit,” he said, his eyes raking over Albert’s body with a mix of disdain and amusement. “I didn’t know you had it in you.”

Albert’s heart pounded in his chest as he struggled to find the words to defend himself, but the truth was there, plain as day. Nancy had caught him in the act, and there was no denying it. His secret was out, and the shame was overwhelming.

“You’ve been wearing my clothes, haven’t you?” Nancy asked, stepping closer to the bed. She reached out, grabbing the strap of the lingerie Albert was wearing and tugging it slightly, exposing more of his chest. “Tearing my stockings, using my makeup… I should have known it was you.”

Albert swallowed hard, his throat dry as he looked up at her, his eyes pleading for mercy. “I’m sorry,” he whispered, his voice barely audible.

“Sorry?” Nancy repeated, her tone sharp. “You’re sorry? Albert, you’ve been lying to me for who knows how long. You’ve been sneaking around, wearing my things, pretending to be someone you’re not. Do you really think an apology is going to fix this?”

Albert’s heart sank as he realized the gravity of his actions. He had betrayed her trust, and there was no going back.

“But you know what?” Nancy said, her voice softening as she stepped closer to him. She knelt down beside the bed, her face just inches from his. “Maybe this is a good thing. Maybe this is exactly what we needed.”

Albert’s eyes widened as he searched her face for any hint of understanding, but all he saw was cold determination.

“You want to be a woman so badly?” Nancy asked, her voice low, almost a whisper. “Fine. You can be my sissy. My cuckold.”

Albert’s breath caught in his throat as Nancy reached out, running her fingers along his cheek. “You’ve never pleased me as a husband, Albert. You’re too soft, too weak. But maybe you can be useful in other ways.”

Albert’s mind raced as he tried to process her words, but before he could respond, Nancy stood up, turning to Samuel. “Show him what a real man looks like,” she said, her voice commanding.

Samuel smirked as he unzipped his pants, revealing the thick length of his cock. Albert’s eyes widened as he stared at it, a mixture of fear and arousal coursing through him.

“Go on,” Nancy said, her voice firm. “Get on your knees and suck his cock. If you want to be a woman so badly, then act like one.”

Albert hesitated for a moment, but then something inside him snapped. The shame, the humiliation, it all merged into a strange, twisted desire. He slid off the bed, his knees hitting the floor as he crawled toward Samuel.

Samuel’s cock was inches from his face, the scent of musk filling his nostrils. Albert’s hands trembled as he reached out, wrapping his fingers around the base of Samuel’s shaft. He hesitated for just a moment, and then, with a deep breath, he leaned forward, taking the tip of Samuel’s cock into his mouth.

The taste was salty and unfamiliar, but it only fueled Albert’s arousal. He began to bob his head up and down, his lips sliding along Samuel’s length, his tongue swirling around the tip. Samuel groaned, his hand tangling in Albert’s hair as he thrust into his mouth, pushing himself deeper.

Nancy watched with a satisfied smirk, her hands resting on her hips. “Good,” she said, her voice tight. “But don’t let him finish yet. I want my turn.”

Albert pulled back, his lips wet with saliva, his eyes glazed over with a mix of shame and desire.

Nancy grabbed his chin, forcing him to look up at her. “You’re mine now,” she said, her voice low and commanding. “You do as I say, when I say it. Understand?”

Albert nodded, his heart pounding in his chest as he watched Nancy strip off her clothes, revealing her naked body. She lay back on the bed, her legs spread wide, her fingers already working between her thighs.

“Samuel,” she purred, her voice dripping with lust. “Fuck me.”

Samuel didn’t need to be told twice. He climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between Nancy’s legs as he pushed himself inside her. Albert could only watch as Samuel began to thrust into her, the sound of their bodies slapping together filling the room.

Nancy moaned, her back arching as Samuel fucked her with a deep, steady rhythm. “Oh yes,” she gasped, her voice breathless. “I’m gonna cum.”

Samuel’s pace quickened, his breaths coming in short, sharp gasps as he neared his climax. “I’m close,” he growled, his grip tightening on Nancy’s hips.

“Cum inside me,” Nancy said, her voice tight with pleasure.

With a final thrust, Samuel came, his cock pulsing as he spilled himself inside her. Albert watched, his own arousal reaching its peak as Nancy’s body shuddered with her own orgasm. Samuel pulled back, his semen oozing from Nancy’s stretched pussy.

“Albert,” Nancy said, her voice soft as she reached out to him. “Lick me clean.”

Albert hesitated for just a moment, and then, with a deep breath, he leaned forward, his tongue lapping at the sticky mess between her legs. The taste was bitter and salty, but it only fueled his desire. He could feel the heat of Samuel’s cum mixing with Nancy’s juices, and it drove him wild.

As he continued to lick her clean, Nancy reached out, running her fingers through his hair. “You’re mine now,” she whispered, her voice firm. “You’re my sissy. My cuckold. And you’ll do as I say.”

Albert nodded, his heart pounding in his chest as he realized the truth. He liked this. He liked being her sissy. He liked being submissive, being degraded. He liked everything about it.

“Good,” Nancy said, a satisfied smile spreading across her face. “Now, let’s see how well you can serve us.”

SISSY SERVICE FOR WIFE’S LOVER

FMM / Femdom / BDSM / Sissy / Crossdressing / Verbal Humiliation / Bisexual / Voyeurism / PIV Sex / Blow Job / CIM

Gene lounged on the couch, the faint hum of the television blending into the background. He was deep in the throes of relaxation, his mind adrift in a sea of mundane thoughts, when Michelle’s voice cut through the quietness like a whip. “Gene, come here.” Her tone was firm, commanding, and it sent a shiver down his spine. He knew that tone. It was the one she used when she had something special planned.

He hesitated for a moment, his heart skipping a beat. “Coming,” he replied, his voice tinged with nervous excitement.

He rose from the couch, his bare feet padding softly against the hardwood floor as he made his way to the bedroom. The door was slightly ajar, and he pushed it open, finding Michelle standing by the bed, a sly smile playing on her lips. In her hand, she held something delicate and lacy—a set of lingerie.

“Put this on,” she said, tossing the lingerie onto the bed.

Gene’s eyes widened as he took in the frilly bra and panties. They were feminine, to say the least, with soft pink lace and little bows adorning the edges. His cheeks flushed with embarrassment, but deep down, something stirred within him. A part of him wanted to protest, to tell her he couldn’t possibly wear something so girly, but the look in her eyes told him there was no room for argument.

“Michelle, I—” he stammered.

But she cut him off with a sharp glare. “Now, Gene. Don’t make me repeat myself.”

Gene swallowed hard, his hands trembling slightly as he picked up the lingerie. He turned away from her, his face burning with humiliation as he peeled off his clothes and slipped into the delicate garments. The fabric felt foreign against his skin, the lace tickling him in places he wasn’t used to. He caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror and his breath hitched. He looked feminine, almost unrecognizable. The sight sent a jolt of arousal through him, though he tried to suppress it.

“Good,” Michelle said, her voice laced with approval. She stepped closer, running a finger along the edge of the bra. “You look pretty, Gene. Like a proper little sissy.”

Gene’s heart raced, his body reacting to her words in ways he couldn’t fully understand. He felt a mix of shame and excitement, his arousal growing with every passing second. Just as Michelle was about to say something else, a knock on the door interrupted the moment.

“Stay here,” she ordered, her tone leaving no room for disobedience.

She left the bedroom, and Gene stood awkwardly in the middle of the room, the lingerie clinging to his body. He could hear voices downstairs—a man’s voice, low and confident. His stomach twisted with unease, but there was also a strange thrill bubbling beneath the surface.

Michelle returned moments later, her arm looped through that of a tall, muscular man. He was handsome, with chiseled features and an air of dominance that made Gene feel even smaller than he already did.

“Gene, this is Paul,” Michelle said, her voice smooth and calm. “He’s been giving me all the pleasure you’ve been unable to provide.”

Gene’s breath caught in his throat, his cheeks burning hotter than ever.

Paul looked him up and down, a smirk playing on his lips. “So, this is the little sissy, huh?” he said, his voice dripping with amusement. “Michelle wasn’t kidding.”

Michelle stepped closer to Gene, her eyes locking with his. “You’ve always known you’re not enough for me, haven’t you, Gene?” she said, her tone almost mocking. “Your little cock could never satisfy me the way Paul does.”

Gene’s knees felt weak, his body betraying him as arousal surged through him. He hated the way her words made him feel—seen, exposed, worthless. But he also loved it. The humiliation was intoxicating, and he couldn’t tear his eyes away as Michelle turned to Paul, her hands trailing down his chest.

Paul’s response was immediate. He cupped Michelle’s face, pulling her into a deep, passionate kiss. Gene’s breath hitched as he watched, his heart pounding in his chest. Paul’s hands roamed over Michelle’s body, unbuttoning her blouse and slipping it off her shoulders. Gene’s eyes were glued to the scene, his body trembling with a mix of jealousy and arousal.

Michelle moaned softly as Paul’s lips moved to her neck, his hands undoing her bra and freeing her breasts. Gene’s mouth went dry as he watched Paul take one of her nipples into his mouth, sucking and teasing it with his tongue. Michelle’s hands tangled in Paul’s hair, her head thrown back in pleasure.

“Do you see what a real man can do, Gene?” Michelle gasped, her voice breathless. “This is what I need. This is what you can’t give me.”

Gene’s cock strained against the lacy panties, his arousal undeniable. He couldn’t tear his eyes away as Paul’s hands slid down Michelle’s body, unbuttoning her pants and slipping them down her legs. She stepped out of them, standing before him in nothing but a pair of black lace panties. Paul’s fingers hooked into the waistband, pulling them down and exposing her pussy.

Paul wasted no time. He dropped to his knees, his tongue diving between her folds. Michelle’s moans filled the room, her hands gripping his shoulders as he devoured her. Gene’s breath came in shallow gasps, his body on fire as he watched his wife being pleasured by another man.

After a few minutes, Paul rose to his feet, his cock already hard and ready. He pushed Michelle onto the bed, spreading her legs wide. Gene’s heart raced as Paul positioned himself between her thighs, his cock pressing against her entrance.

“Watch closely, Gene,” Michelle said, her voice low and commanding. “This is what it means to be a real man.”

And with that, Paul thrust into her, his cock filling her completely. Michelle cried out in pleasure, her nails digging into Paul’s back as he began to fuck her. Gene’s eyes were glued to the sight before him, his arousal reaching new heights. Every thrust, every moan, every gasp sent waves of pleasure coursing through him.

Michelle’s orgasm came quickly, her body trembling as she screamed out Paul’s name. Paul didn’t stop, his thrusts growing harder and faster as he chased his own release. Finally, with a groan, he pulled out, his cock glistening with Michelle’s juices.

“Gene,” Michelle said, her voice soft but commanding. “Clean him up.”

Gene’s heart skipped a beat, his body moving on its own as he dropped to his knees before Paul. The taste of Michelle’s juices on Paul’s cock was intoxicating, and Gene took him into his mouth, savoring every moment. He felt feminine, submissive, and he loved it.

Paul’s hand tangled in Gene’s hair, guiding his head as he thrust into his mouth. “Good little sissy,” Paul groaned, his hips bucking as he neared his release.

Gene’s eyes fluttered closed as Paul came, his cum flooding Gene’s mouth. Michelle’s voice broke through the haze. “Swallow it, Gene. Be a good boy.”

And he did, swallowing every last drop. Paul stepped back, zipping up his pants as Michelle rose from the bed. She leaned down, pressing a kiss to Gene’s forehead. “You did well, my little sissy.”

As they left the room, Gene remained on his knees, his body humming with arousal. He felt owned, submissive, and he couldn’t wait for more.

CAUGHT CROSSDRESSING BY HIS NEIGHBOR

FM / Femdom / Crossdressing / Sissy / Verbal Humiliation / Small Penis Humiliation / Blackmail / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation

“What’s this, Mac?” Annemarie’s voice was sharp, her tone laced with a mix of amusement and disbelief.

She held up the blonde wig, its synthetic strands catching the dim light of Mac’s apartment. “Were you playing dress-up or something?”

Mac’s heart pounded in his chest, his face flushing a deep shade of crimson. He stood frozen in the doorway, the roll of toilet paper clutched tightly in his hand. His mind raced, trying to conjure up an excuse, any excuse, that would explain away the evidence of his secret. But nothing came.

“I… uh…” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper.

Annemarie tilted her head, her piercing eyes scanning his face. She leaned forward, her lips curling into a knowing smirk. “Wait a minute… is that makeup? Oh my God, Mac, were you crossdressing?”

—

It had started as a normal evening, or at least as normal as they ever were for Mac. He was alone in his apartment, the hum of the city outside barely audible through the thick walls. He had been a bachelor his entire life, content with his routines and his solitude. But tonight, like so many nights before, the familiar itch had returned—an itch that could only be scratched by indulging in his secret.

Mac had always been a manly man, the kind of guy who worked with his hands and enjoyed a cold beer at the end of a long day. But beneath that rugged exterior was a part of him he had never dared to share with anyone: he loved to dress in women’s clothes. It wasn’t about the clothes themselves, not really. It was about the way they made him feel—soft, delicate, feminine.

He had been careful over the years, keeping his collection of lingerie and makeup hidden away in a locked box under his bed. But tonight, he decided to go all out. He had started with the bra, a lacy black number that hugged his chest in ways that sent shivers down his spine. Next came the thong panties, the silky fabric sliding up his legs with a tantalizing whisper. He had slipped on the nylon stockings, the sheer material clinging to his skin like a second layer of sensuality. The high heels came next, their stilettos clicking against the hardwood floor as he walked to the mirror.

Then, the pièce de résistance: the blonde wig. He had spent hours perfecting his look, applying just enough makeup to accentuate his features without going overboard. And now, standing in front of the mirror, he felt beautiful.

He had turned on his computer, the soft glow of the screen illuminating the room as he settled into his chair. He started browsing through his favorite porn site, his hand moving rhythmically over his cock as he lost himself in the fantasies playing out before him.

He was close, so close, when the knock at the door shattered his concentration.

“Shit,” he muttered under his breath, his heart skipping a beat. Who could it be?

He crept to the door, peering through the peephole to see his neighbor, Annemarie, standing on the other side. She was breathtaking, as always, her long dark hair cascading over her shoulders, her tight jeans hugging her curves in all the right places. Mac had always had a crush on her, though he had never dared to do anything about it.

He tried to be quiet, hoping she would go away, but he clumsily knocked over a lamp, the crash echoing through the apartment.

“Mac? Are you okay in there?” Her voice was laced with concern, but there was no mistaking the hint of curiosity in her tone.

Panic set in. He quickly wiped the makeup off his face, tossing the wig onto the sofa and hiding it beneath a pillow. He threw on a T-shirt and jeans over the lingerie, his hands trembling as he rushed to open the door.

“Hey, Annemarie,” he said, forcing a smile. “What’s up?”

“Uh… hi, Mac,” she replied, her eyes narrowing slightly as she took in his disheveled appearance. “I was wondering if I could borrow a roll of toilet paper. I’ve run out.”

“Sure, no problem,” he said, his voice unnaturally high-pitched. “I’ll go grab it.”

He hurried to the bathroom, his mind racing as he tried to steady his breathing. He had returned moments later, the toilet paper in hand, only to find Annemarie sitting on the couch, the wig in her lap.

—

And now, here they were.

“So,” Annemarie said, her smirk widening as she twirled the wig around her finger. “You’re a crossdresser, huh? Who would have thought?”

Mac felt like he was going to pass out. His knees wobbled, his palms slick with sweat. This can’t be happening, he thought. This just can’t be happening.

“Annemarie, please,” he begged, his voice trembling. “You can’t tell anyone. Please.”

She leaned back on the couch, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “Oh, I won’t tell anyone… if you do exactly as I say.”

Mac’s heart skipped a beat. “W-what do you mean?”

She stood up, walking over to him with a predatory grace. “Take off your clothes,” she commanded, her voice firm.

He hesitated, his breath catching in his throat. “But—”

“Now,” she snapped, her eyes flashing with authority.

With trembling hands, he began to undress, peeling off the T-shirt and jeans to reveal the lacy bra and thong beneath. Annemarie let out a low whistle, her eyes raking over his body with a mixture of amusement and something else—something that sent a shiver down Mac’s spine.

“Oh my God, Mac,” she said, her laughter ringing through the room. “You’re such a sissy. Look at you, all dressed up like a little slut.”

He felt a surge of shame wash over him, but beneath that shame was something else—something hotter, something darker. He was humiliated, but he was also aroused.

“Now, jerk off for me,” Annemarie commanded, her voice dripping with authority.

Mac hesitated for a moment, his hand hovering over his cock. But then, unable to resist, he began to stroke himself, his eyes locked on hers.

She watched him with a wicked grin, her eyes gleaming with delight. “Look at that tiny little dick,” she taunted, her voice tinged with mockery. “You’re such a pathetic little sissy, Mac. I bet you’re loving this, aren’t you?”

He was. God, he was.

“Cum for me,” she ordered, her voice low and commanding.

And he did, his release spilling out in a pitiful dribble.

Annemarie laughed, the sound reverberating through the room. “Wow, Mac. That’s it? That’s all you’ve got? You really are a sissy.”

Mac felt a mixture of shame and exhilaration coursing through him. “Please, Annemarie,” he begged, his voice trembling. “Please don’t tell anyone.”

She crossed her arms over her chest, her smirk widening. “Fine. I won’t tell anyone… if you agree to be my little sissy pet.”

Mac’s heart raced. “W-what do you mean?”

“You’ll do everything I say,” she explained, her eyes glinting with mischief. “And I mean everything. You’ll be my little plaything, Mac. My little sissy.”

He hesitated, his mind spinning. But beneath the fear and shame, there was a part of him that wanted this. For the first time in his life, he was able to be himself around someone. And, if he was honest with himself, he liked it.

“Okay,” he whispered, his voice barely audible.

Annemarie’s grin widened. “Good boy,” she purred, stepping closer to him. “Now kneel.”

And Mac did, his knees hitting the floor as he looked up at her with a mixture of fear and excitement.

He knew this was just the beginning.

MAC’S HUMILIATION CONTINUES

FM / Femdom / Crossdressing / Sissy / Verbal Humiliation / Cunnilingus / Strap-on / Pegging

Mac fumbled with his keys at the door, the weight of the workday still heavy on his shoulders. The faint scent of lavender hit him as he stepped inside, and his stomach dropped. He knew that smell. It wasn’t his.

Annemarie was already there, seated on his couch like she owned the place. Her legs were crossed, one foot bouncing lazily in the air. She wore a tight black crop top and denim shorts that hugged her curves in all the right ways. Her red lips curved into a wicked smile as she watched him freeze in the doorway.

“You’re late,” she purred, her voice dripping with mock disappointment. “I was starting to think you’d forgotten our little playtime.”

Mac’s heart raced. He hadn’t forgotten. How could he? The memory of their last encounter had been burned into his mind, both thrilling and terrifying. He glanced at the large black bag on the floor beside her, its contents a mystery he wasn’t sure he was ready to uncover.

“I—I didn’t know you’d be here,” Mac stammered, closing the door behind him.

Annemarie raised an eyebrow. “Oh, sweetie, you didn’t think I’d let you off that easy, did you? We’re just getting started.” She patted the spot next to her on the couch. “Sit.”

Mac obeyed, his body moving on autopilot. He could feel her eyes on him, studying him, and it made his skin crawl—though not entirely in a bad way. There was something about the way she looked at him, like she could see right through him, that excited him as much as it unnerved him.

“You’ve been a good boy, haven’t you?” she asked, her tone teasing.

“Yes, Annemarie,” Mac replied, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Good. You know what happens when you’re good, right?” She leaned in closer, her breath warm against his ear. “You get rewarded.”

Mac’s pulse quickened. He didn’t dare speak, afraid he might say the wrong thing.

Annemarie reached for the black bag and unzipped it with deliberate slowness. She pulled out a frilly pink outfit—a dress with matching panties and a lace-trimmed bra—and held it up for him to see.

“This,” she said, her voice laced with mischief, “is for you. I think it’ll suit you perfectly.”

Mac’s eyes widened. The outfit was undeniably feminine, the kind of thing he’d only ever dreamed of wearing. His cock twitched in his pants, a mixture of shame and desire flooding his senses.

“Go on,” Annemarie urged, handing him the clothes. “Put it on. I want to see my little sissy all dolled up.”

Mac hesitated, but only for a moment. He took the outfit and retreated to the bathroom, his hands trembling as he undressed. The bra was tricky, but he managed to fasten it, the lace soft against his skin. The panties were next, snug around his hips. Finally, he slipped the dress over his head, the fabric swishing around his thighs as he moved.

When he stepped back into the living room, Annemarie clapped her hands together in delight. “Oh, Mac, you look adorable!”

Mac’s face burned, but he couldn’t deny the thrill that shot through him at her words.

“Now, let’s make you even prettier,” Annemarie said, pulling out a makeup bag.

She patted the couch again, and Mac sat down, feeling more vulnerable than ever.

She started with foundation, her fingers gentle as she smoothed it over his skin. Then came the eyeliner, the mascara, the blush. With each stroke of the brush, Mac felt himself slipping further into this new persona, this version of himself that he’d kept hidden for so long.

When she was done, she held up a mirror for him to see. The reflection staring back at him was unmistakably feminine—or at least, as feminine as he could get. Mac’s breath caught in his throat.

“There,” Annemarie said, clearly pleased with her work. “Now, you’re ready.”

“Ready for what?” Mac asked, though he already had a pretty good idea.

Annemarie stood and began to undress, her movements slow and deliberate. She peeled off her crop top, revealing her small, perky breasts. Her shorts came next, leaving her in nothing but a pair of black lace panties. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband and slid them down her legs, stepping out of them with a little flourish.

“Ready for this,” she said, spreading her legs on the couch and leaning back. “Come here, Mac.”

Mac hesitated, but Annemarie’s gaze was unwavering. He moved closer, his heart pounding in his chest.

“On your knees,” she commanded.

Mac obeyed, dropping to his knees in front of her. The scent of her arousal filled his nostrils, intoxicating and irresistible.

“Show me how much you love this,” she said, running a hand through his hair. “Show me what a good little sissy you are.”

Mac leaned in, his lips brushing against her folds. He hesitated for just a moment before diving in, his tongue working its way up and down her slit.

“That’s it,” Annemarie moaned, her fingers tightening in his hair. “Just like that.”

Mac’s tongue found her clit, circling it with increasing speed. Annemarie’s moans grew louder, her hips bucking against his face.

“Yes, Mac, yes!” she cried, her body tensing as she reached her climax.

Her juices gushed into his mouth, and he swallowed eagerly, desperate to please her. When she finally pushed him away, Mac was breathless, his cock straining against the fabric of his panties.

“Good boy,” Annemarie purred, running a hand over his cheek. “But we’re not done yet.”

She reached for the black bag again, pulling out a strap-on dildo. Mac’s eyes widened as she fastened it around her waist.

“Bend over the couch,” she ordered, her voice firm.

Mac hesitated, his heart racing.

“Do it,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Mac obeyed, bending over the couch and presenting himself to her. He could feel her hands on his hips, positioning him.

“You like being my sissy, don’t you?” she asked, her voice low and teasing.

“Yes,” Mac admitted, his voice trembling.

“Do you want to be fucked like a woman?”

The words sent a shiver down Mac’s spine. “Yes,” he whispered.

“Good girl,” Annemarie said, and then she pushed into him, the dildo sliding deep inside his ass.

Mac cried out, a mixture of pain and pleasure coursing through him. Annemarie began to move, thrusting in and out at a steady pace.

“You’re such a pretty sissy,” she said, her hands gripping his hips tightly. “You were made for this.”

Mac could feel himself getting closer and closer to the edge, the sensations overwhelming. When he finally came, it was with a cry of pleasure, his body shaking with the intensity of it.

Annemarie pulled out, her breathing heavy. She reached into the bag and tossed him a towel.

“Clean yourself up,” she said, her voice calm but firm.

Mac did as he was told, his mind still reeling from the experience. Annemarie began to dress, her movements slow and deliberate.

“I’ll see you soon, Mac,” she said, her smile teasing as she headed for the door.

Mac watched her go, a mixture of relief and anticipation flooding his senses. He wondered what else she had in store for him—and if he’d survive it.

OTHER BOOKS BY BRANDI MOORE
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