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Chapter One

Panic set in as the two women at the helm of the Femdom Justice and Rehabilitation Program I’ve been forced to participate in turned toward me. They were seconds away from locking me in for the night. Shut inside Kink Addiction, the adult superstore I tried to rob just hours ago. Of all the places I could have robbed, I had to steal from a crazy dominatrix. Worse, instead of heading for the door, cash in hand, leaving with at least twenty thousand dollars in cash, jewelry, and gold, I stripped naked and tried on a pair of sissy panties. Getting caught with everything she owned was terrible. Getting busted with all her valuables and naked, wearing only sissy faggot panties, was worse. But having a hard-on with fag clothes on was simply alarming.

I’m dressed in a sissy pink, silly, frilly getup. What’s even worse, she won’t let me leave. Sure, I can go. But the fucking bitch locked my cock up in some cage. So, I leave, and how the hell do I get it off? If I walk out that door, and she turns in the video of me stripping naked, slipping on the sissy panties I removed from a mannequin, how embarrassing… The footage included me stealing every penny she had. That was illegal, and jail’s scary. But going to jail with those animals, knowing I’d been caught because I stopped to try on fag clothes? Not good. Not good at all.

Mistress Ginger and Mabel smirked. Mistress Ginger said. “Enjoy yourself, slave. Get acquainted with all the toys we’re going to have….” Mistress Ginger licked her lips. “So much fun with.”

Mabel added. “I’m going to fuck you over like you fucked me over.” She laughed. “Or, turn yourself in, confess to all, and accept the law’s justice.”

Mistress Ginger said. “Or accept ours.” Mistress Ginger handed me a smartphone. “Keep this on you at all times. In case I need you.”

That was it. I had a choice. Mistress Ginger technically hadn’t forced me into her feminization program. Like I said, I can turn myself in and go to jail. Or complete her Femdom Justice and Rehabilitation Program.

The door shut and locked.

What had I gotten myself into?

Of all the places I could have robbed, I had to pick the one with a fucking dominatrix.

What am I supposed to do all night dressed like this?

All pink, in a…. What had she called it? A petticoat. A frilly pink dress barely covering my ass. A seductive blouse a sissy fag would wear, pink pantyhose, and this garter and corset. The garter felt… well, desirable. And the stockings, too. Honestly, the entire outfit made me horny. But that even sucked because I can’t get hard. Can’t jack off. I lifted the petticoat, pulled the front of the sissy pouch panties down, and glanced at the metal cage Chucky’s jawbreaker was locked in.

Yes, I named my cock. It used to be a jawbreaker. I mean, when the girls got their mouths wrapped around it, their jaws cracked. Mabel’s jaw cracked when she sucked me off after I fed her a line of shit. After I fucked her, I stole the safe combination, the alarm code and made a cast of the key. Damn it, this was supposed to have been a walk-in and walk-out job. Easy money. But I fucked it up. What the hell was I thinking?

“Fuck!” I had to get out of here.

The first step toward escaping these two crazy fucking cunts was getting this fucking cock cage off. That might be hard since Mistress Ginger, the fucking dominitrix cunt locked the only phone with the app in the safe.

I try squeezing my balls out of it. Oh, that hurts. This thing wasn’t coming off without taking flesh. I had to get free. “Suck it up, Chucky,” I twisted. Pulled. No luck trying to pull it free without crushing my balls. I needed them. I hoped anyway. There didn’t seem to be a lock to pick because Bluetooth controlled it. It looked secure. Too secure.

Crack the safe and disappear. That was my only hope.

I lingered on my way to the office, checking out the outlandish sex toys. The shelves and walls are lined with them. Some I had a name for, others I could only guess. Some excited me. Others horrified me. Was she planning on using them on me? My ass? Holy shit, no way.

The riding crop I’d already experienced. She’d tied me up with the leather straps hanging from the ceiling. It was arousing. The riding crop didn’t look like it could hurt you, but my ass still tingled from Mistress Ginger’s smacks.

Why am I calling her Mistress Ginger?

I glanced at the toys.

What did she plan on having me do? What was this crazy bitch going to use on me?

The cool air tickled my barely-covered ass. It’s hard not to think about the pantyhose’s soft caress, the satin material’s kiss on my ass, and the tight corset squeezing my waist. My mind betrayed my masculinity when my cock tingled.

Worried, I was turning into a fag. I repeated as I walked. “I’m not gay.” Even as I said the words, dressed as a female, had its appeal. I’ll be damned, but I was getting hornier thinking about being dressed in fag clothes, nonetheless. Thank the gods for the cage. Because if I had to look down at my rock-hard cock dressed in this sissy outfit, it would be too much.

I stopped at a display of rubber toys on tables, hanging from pegs and displays, dildos of all colors and sizes, butt plugs of various lengths and widths, and devices that were…. scary.

I mean, for a guy that’s not gay, anyway. Someone likes this shit, but me. No way. However, when I picked up a harness with a dildo attached to it, my mind betrayed my straightness again when I drifted into a fantasy.

Mistress Ginger was naked, her heavy tits hanging low, her wide, luscious hips wrapped in a leather harness. Attached to the harness and covering what no doubt was a gorgeous shaved cunt was a long, floppy dildo looking amazingly like a cock.

Mistress Ginger said. “Bend over, grab your ankles slut. Let me have that ass, and you get to eat my pussy.”

Betrayed again, I bend over and spread my ass cheeks for her.

I smacked my head, forcing myself out of the fantasy. “Get it together, Chucky.”

After tossing the strap-on, I stopped at the exhibit that got me into all this trouble. The nude neutered male mannequin stripped of the frilly pink panties I now wore. Thinking back, that pouch felt good nestling my cock. But with this fucking cage on, I’m deprived of that pleasure.

Why am I wishing to have my cock free and feel the silky fabric rubbing against it, and why didn’t I leave with thousands of dollars of cash, jewels, and gold? Why did I have to strip naked?

Why? Because that fucking bitch pissed me off. I got hard watching her leave in her tight PVC skirt and corset top with her tits hanging out, jiggling. That’s why. Those big fucking tits shaking, her ass…

Fucking bitch!

Ten feet from the office door, I stopped to look at the BDSM gear: floggers, paddles, whips, riding crops, and canes. I grabbed them one by one. Each had a slight weight, but when I smacked my ass with each, some stung, some hurt more than a sting.

Behind me, I swear I heard a voice. “Do you like what you see?” I turn. No one was there. My mind is playing tricks. Maybe jail isn’t so bad. I glanced at the phone. Just call the cops, Chucky.

But how the fuck am I going to explain being dressed up like a sissy? Mr. Police Officer, she made me. She had a gun pointed at me. What was I supposed to do?

After Mr. Policeman got control of his laughter, he said, “So… she overpowered you and dressed you in… that sissy outfit. How’d she get that thing on your dick? Did she hold you down? Drug you?”

I can’t turn myself in. Tomorrow I jump her. Just survive the night, Chucky.

I consider what I might have to endure if I don’t get out of this. There she was, Mistress Ginger. Her dark eyes filled with passion as she swayed closer and pressed her body against mine, her hands roaming my feminine curves as if she owned me. Her fingertips grazed my nipples. I moaned. Mistress Ginger leaned in and kissed me deeply, her tongue exploring my mouth with intensity as if my pleasure was of no concern. She pulled away. I gasped for breath, my body aching for more of her touch.

What is her lure?

Whatever it is, Mistress Ginger is intoxicating. I’m powerless and under her spell when she touches or kisses me. Case in point, I could have easily overpowered her, grabbed the gun, and taken control. But I didn’t.

What did I do?

I surrendered completely. Let Mabel dress me up like a fucking little sissy bitch, and I swore an oath. “I, Chucky Desmond, agree to any rehabilitation, justice, and punishment Mistress Ginger deems necessary. I will remain locked in chastity until Mistress Ginger sees fit to release me. I will clean Kinky Addiction, dress, and serve whomever Mistress Ginger wants.”


Chapter Two

Why on Earth would I swear to such a thing? To serve and obey?

Why? Because of the fucking cunt. Mistress Ginger pushes all the right buttons, and I’m captivated by her. Her scent, touch, and presence. My body quivers as I think of being submissive to her every want and need drunk in the new me.

“No! No! No!” I smacked my head. Again and again. “I’m not a sissy. No! No!”

Yet, Mistress Ginger’s power and dominance are undeniable, and when she touches me, I want to drop to my knees and submit to her complete control, even if it means dressing up like a sissy queer.

What the hell was wrong with me?

My mind drifts back into a fantasy of what might be. “Are you ready to play?” she whispered, her voice dripping with power. “Are you ready to be my little plaything? To accept your fate? Slut.” Mistress Ginger purred, running her fingers down my cheek.

My heart raced. Something inside me wanted to please her, to give in to the pleasure and accept any punishment she deemed necessary.

I glanced at the dungeon. Mistress Ginger led me to a set of chains hanging from the ceiling and attached them to my wrists, pulling them up until I was only on my tiptoes. Mabel joins in as I struggle to keep my feet on the floor. She forced the ball gag into my mouth, stepped behind me, and fastened it around my neck. Part of me feels exposed and vulnerable. Yet there’s heat building between my legs that shouldn’t be there.

“Stop this, Chucky!” I yelled. But I drift back into a fantasy. It’s too powerful. Mistress Ginger’s in front of me, her eyes dark with desire.

“Let’s see how much you can take,” she whispered before bringing the leather whip down hard on my back.

I picked up the whip. I cracked it in the air. Damn, this wasn’t a toy. This fucking thing would hurt. Fear shot through me as I wondered how long I might be here.

“Until I know you will not steal again.” She’d said.

I cracked the whip again. I glanced at the door. Maybe jail’s not so bad. No. I beg tomorrow. Beg. Tell her I’ll never steal again. Do whatever she wants. Just get the hell out of this insane asylum. Or… my only hope is to get into the safe tonight. Get this cage off, find something to wear, and get home.

I returned my journey to the safe. In the dim light of the adult bookstore are rows and rows of DVDs and magazines adorned with suggestive titles and lurid covers. Interspersed among the media were shelves stocked with latex lingerie, body-safe sex toys, and lubricants designed to heighten every sensation. The section on lingerie caused me to pause. Rows and rows of different styles and colors are available. When I ran my hands over the satiny fabric, something strange happened. I don’t think of some cunt dressed in these clothes, lying on the bed waiting for Chucky’s jawbreaker to pound her pussy. An image of me in these clothes drifted into my mind.

“No!” I said out loud.

I stopped at a display of DVDs with explicit titles picking one with an image of a guy dressed in a frilly pink outfit. It’s a guy because his cock is exposed. Or rather, the malicious-looking pink device securing his cock is visible. There’s a woman on the cover too. She’s got a riding crop and was smacking his inner thigh. “No!” I yelled again when my cock attempted to get hard. But the cage prevented that.

What’s wrong with you, Chucky?

I have to get out of this cock cage. Get out of these clothes and fuck a woman before I turn into a sissy. I’ll even pay for pussy if I have to. I head for the office with no more dawdling. Immediately upon entering, I passed a laser beam. Good thing she didn’t set the alarm. I drop in front of the safe and put my ear to the cold steel. It’s an older model, so cracking it will be easy. Grabbing a glass from her desk, I placed it on the tumbler and turned. A jolt of electricity started in my cock, down my legs, curling my toes and up my spine. I pull my hand away, fall onto my back, grab my cock, and as I cringe in pain, the phone rings. It stopped after about ten rings. It must have been a short circuit in the lock. All the more reason to open the safe and get out of here. I return to my safecracking, and again I’m hit with a shock in my cock. The phone rings.

This time I answered it. It’s Mistress Ginger. “You have two choices, sissy. Accept all the terms and conditions of my Femdom Justice and Rehabilitation Program. Or turn yourself into the law.”

I searched for the camera I knew was there. When I located it, I flipped her off and mouthed, “Fucking bitch!”

Her response was a more intense jolt to my groin than the one I received for my attempts at safecracking. Even after I dropped to my knees, the shock continued for what felt like an hour. Guess she lied, there had to be more than one phone, or she lied about it being in the safe. Not sure which.

The cell phone rang again, and I answered. “What?”

“What, Mistress, is the correct response.”

After shuddering back to my feet, I flip her off again, and I’m hit with another toe-curling jolt. Lying on the floor, clutching my balls, and in a shaky voice, I said, “Mistress. I. Am. Sorry.”

“That’s better. I have a relaxing evening set up for you in the apartment upstairs. I reward my slaves for their obedience.”

After considering the consequences if I responded with. “I’m not your fucking slave, cunt.” I decided tomorrow I jump her. I’m no one’s slave.


Chapter Three

After walking through the store, I trudged up the stairs, feeling weary. It had been a long night. I checked out the kitchen, well-stocked, the living room, and then into the bedroom.

The bedroom looked like a teenage girl’s bed decked out in pink, with all kinds of teddy bears and girly stuff. On the wall, above the mattress, was a poster of a sissy guy dressed like me in pink. Above the guy was text that said, The Ultimate Sissy. A pink bench was in front of the largest television I’d ever seen. On the front legs were ankle restraints, and underneath was a long white dildo attached to some machine. A very nasty-looking machine. The dildo was pointed to a hole in the bench about where my asshole would be positioned.

How the hell was I supposed to relax in this?

Block it out of your mind, Chucky, watch some television, maybe a movie, catch up on sports, and reclaim some of the masculinity I’d lost over the last three or four hours. But, this was… I scanned the posters with girly-looking guys dressed like me with captions like Suck cock. Serve Your Mistress.

Block it out. Grab the remote and watch some sports. Under the remote was a note. “I have a playlist set up, especially for you. Watch and enjoy. In the drawer of the dresser are some visual aids. Use. There’s no need to wait till morning to get the ball rolling. Time is money.”

The note continued on the back of the sticky note. Before reading, I stood and said. “Oh, fuck.” Wondering if she was watching, I searched for the camera. Sure as shit, there it was. The bitch was watching.

I turned the note over. “I expect compliance. You understand the consequences. Hit play and follow the instructions.”

I hit play. The television flickered to life, revealing Mistress Ginger. Her voice was soothing, yet there was no doubt that a sinister tone was underneath the calm. Flashing across the screen intermittently, sissies adorned in frilly dresses, and makeup, their caged pink cocks bouncing, dripping, and legs spread, waiting for cock. My heart skipped a beat when the realization hit that she’d done this before.

I watched obediently as the sissies opened wide, sucking on cocks, all while looking so submissive and innocent. It was a strange sight, both captivating and unsettling. My sissy training had begun.

Video Mistress Ginger said. “Hello, Sissy, Welcome to Phase One. Training your Mouth. When instructed, grab the required visual aid from the drawer in the dresser behind you. Pause the video now, open the drawer, and become familiar with your new purpose in life. Oh, and don’t forget, sit down and relax.”

Relax? Seriously on that? There was a wire attached to the device with a knob attached. I turned it on, and the dildo thrust upward. After turning the knob up, the dildo surged to an intensity that would split me in two. No way. I’ll watch, but I’m not sitting on that bench. Nothing is going up my ass.

I hit pause. In the drawer was a collection of dildos large, small, thick, and slender, and two of them were simply scary.

With the dildo the video requested in hand, I returned and hit play. “First, you have requested this training. You have paid me well for it. So, before we proceed.”

My cell phone rang. I answered. Getting one’s cock shocked isn’t pleasant.

“Yes, Mistress.” Surprisingly it hurt less calling her Mistress. It even seemed right.

“Understand our agreement, sissy. My video was designed for those sissies that pay me. For you, conditions are different. So, if you wish to be released from my training, we shall…”

“No! You can’t do that.” After taking several calming breaths. I considered if prison might be better. No. I get through the night. Then in the morning, I knock her out. Turn the tables on her.

I ate crow and said. “I want your training, Mistress.” Surprisingly calling her Mistress, well, I liked it—the idea of serving her.

“I expect by morning you to be prepared. Remember, you won’t know when I’m watching. Have a seat. Make sure you’re sitting for the video.”

“Sitting in that thing? And prepared for what?”

She hung up. I stared at the bench for several long minutes. Tenderly I placed my ass on the bench and hit play.

Mistress Ginger popped back up and said. ”My dear sissy. Society expects us all to fulfill our roles. Men are expected to be dominant. Women are submissive. Men dress like men, and women like women. The media deprives us of our liberty and our inner desires unconsciously.”

My hands shook.

“You have always wanted to dress like a woman, right? You have always wanted to serve. To please, a dominant woman. Sissy hypnosis will eradicate any subconscious thoughts and feelings you have of being male and dominant and replace them with submissive, female thoughts. You are entering Mistress Ginger’s Feminization program because you know who you are. Sissy hypno is the first phase of your feminization. It will inspire and encourage you to embrace your new role. You will learn to serve and submit through repetitive suggestions and visual stimuli. The first step, emasculate you. Wipe away every ounce of masculinity and replace it with sissy. When instructed, use the visual aides, and follow along with the prompts.”

There was a pause. A picture of a small white dildo, maybe six inches, that looked too much like a cock flashed on the screen. A caption said. “Pause. Get your first visual aid.”

“Fuck” I said. I hit pause.

My fingers tremble, holding the dildo in my hand, feeling oddly ashamed. I placed it in my lap and hit play. My cock throbbed.

No! I’m not gay!

“This is your first visual aid, sissy. Have you ever sucked a cock? Realize that your purpose now in life is cocksucking. One of them, anyway. We’ll cover the other purposes in a later lesson. You must, as a sissy, be able to take men’s cock’s in both of your sissy holes.”


Chapter Four

Mistress Ginger’s image disappeared, hypnotic music erupted from the speakers, and images of cock, sexy women sucking cock, and barely visible text popped on and off the screen. “Cock.” “Suck Cock.”

This went on for several minutes, then Mistress Ginger returned. “Practice makes perfect.” My face heated. I shook my head.

“Let me show you what to do.” She said as the screen split. Mistress Ginger on the right side guided me through how to properly suck a cock. On the left side, a nice-looking young lady with big red lips, mouth open staring at a huge fucking cock. The angle was such that I could see her luscious tits and the top of her shaved pussy.

“What are you looking at, sissy? Her tits? Or the cock?” The video asked.

“Fuck.” My eyes were locked on the monstrously thick, veined cock. Its shape and size are both fascinating and repellent. My heart raced as a voice in my head screamed. “Turn away, Chucky. Don’t look! You’re not a faggot!” But I can’t. There’s a strange allure to cock. Not because of the video but somehow, somewhere deep down, I want to part my lips and….

No! No! No!

But no matter how much I tell myself to look away. I can’t. My gaze was fixed on it, held by a powerful hypnotic force that kept me transfixed against my will. Staring at cock, the big mushroom head, the way it pulsed and throbbed, beckoning the sexy lips of the pretty little obedient and submissive girl, I am that girl. No. I’m a guy. I’m a man.

The video said. “Open your mouth, sissy.”

Before I knew it, the plastic tip of the cock was on my lips, and my mouth opened, eagerly quivering to suck it. Ready to submit to cock. I threw the dildo across the room. Stood and faced the camera. “Fuck you. I won’t. I’m not. I’m not gay. No!” I’m not sure if I was trying to convince Mistress Ginger I’m not gay or myself.

The screen went black. Then it flashed several times, then a close-up of my feminized face—red lips. She’d been taping me. My eyelashes are black with tons of mascara, black eyeliner, and my cheeks are rosy. I’m all girl. The video showed the rubber cock inching toward my eager red lips. There’s no disgust on my face. I’m lit up with a burning, urgent need to swallow it. That face was not a face sickened by the act of giving head. My body had betrayed my masculinity again.

I sat down—wondering if I had lost my manhood already. So soon. With so little fight. Was it that easy? I was on my way to becoming a sissy. No, I didn’t want to suck cock. I feared the pain that would shoot through my groin if I didn’t obey.

After picking up the dildo, I hit play. The sexy thing kissed the tip of the cock in the video, and so did I. Text flashed on the screen. Big red bold letters. You want cock. Cock. Cock.

When she licked the head of his dick, so did I. The woman kneeling slowly and seductively took his rock-solid cock into her mouth, her tongue twisting up its length as it pulsed with arousal.

I had to look away, though I desperately wanted to watch. After a minute, I gave in and watched the woman bobbing her head up and down, licking and sucking passionately. He moaned in delight. So did I.

The sexy little cunt kept at it. Taking his cock into her mouth, then her tongue caressed it softly. I couldn’t look away, no matter how hard I tried. Not because I hate watching a girl give head. But the more I watch, the more I want to be the girl, not the guy.

I did likewise as the girl moved her head up and down on the man’s penis. Pushing the cock deeper into my mouth. Each time I gag less. Swallow more.

When she pulled the cock out and kissed the tip. So did I. When she licked the entire length. So did I. When she gripped it tightly between her teeth. So did I. Her enthusiasm rubbed off on me every time the cock disappeared into her mouth. The deeper the dildo went down my throat, the more my manhood slipped away. Slowly, I accepted my role to please and serve without hesitation or complaint.

I tried. I tried to resist the brainwashing. But struggled to hold on to the man I once was. After twenty minutes, I knew transformation was inevitable. What sealed my fate was when my cock started dripping precum and throbbing, begging to get hard. Soon, my strong alpha male personality would be replaced by femininity dripping off every inch of my body, always covered in pink.

Video after video played. One started with five shadows of men down a long dark alley. On her knees was a girl. “You’ll do anything for cock. Anything for cum. You’ll look for it in alleys. Gloryholes. Where you work. In the woods. In cars. You’ll go anywhere and do anything for cock.” Mistress Ginger said.

The video zoomed in to a girl on her knees, surrounded by five guys. “Suck cock, whore. Suck all their cocks. Do your duty cumwhore and make them cum.”

The girl went to work. She was grabbing two, swallowing one, and rotating back and forth. The music was hypnotic, and Mistress Ginger said. “You’ll do anything for cum.”

I sucked, licked, and deep-throated my plastic cock as the video progressed. My cock fought against the cage. It shouldn’t be. There was nothing here that should get me hard, but it did. My cock ached. My throat ached. My jaw ached. Drool had washed much of my makeup off my chin. My red lipstick was spread over the dildo. Tears smeared my mascara.

Finally, the screen went blank, and I was left alone in the darkness of Mistress Ginger’s apartment. I lay down on the sissy bed. Thinking. An hour passed as I contemplated my options. Either accept this punishment or face the law and likely go to jail.

Neither option seemed appealing, but as I considered it, the strangest thing happened. I couldn’t get cock out of my mind. Licking cock. Sucking cock. What does cock tastes like? I wanted to feel the heat, the ridges, and the pulse of a real cock. Real flesh in my mouth. Hot. Throbbing. Wet with cum and need. I could find out what cock felt like in jail. But here, it seemed much more fun. I fell asleep with images of cock resigning to this Femdom Justice and Rehabilitation Program.


Chapter Five

A sharp rap on the bedroom door and a stern voice woke me. “Time to get up!”

Mabel stood at the door with another set of girly clothes. This time it appeared to be some maid’s outfit. “Holy shit, you look a mess: strip and shower. Make sure you’re smooth. This is your sissy debut outfit. Let’s get you ready, then come downstairs for breakfast with Mistress Ginger. Go over your first day.”

I was still groggy. Mabel laid out my sissy outfit. I followed her to the shower. Washed off, shaved, and dried off.

Mabel watched me dry off. When I was dried off, she grabbed my caged cock, and flicked it. “Horny?”

“No!”

“You looked pretty horny last night. I watched every minute of it. You’re going to be a good cocksucker faggot.”

“I’m not a faggot. You know why I’m doing this.”

“Could have fooled me. The way you were going at that dildo. You get your chance for real cock today.”

“What? No way. That’s where I draw the line.”

Mabel laughed. “Bend over.” She grabbed a bottle of lube.

“What?”

“We got to start training that ass too. Bend over. Or don’t. Maybe we’ll turn over the video of you sucking a dildo for hours. Let me tell you you’re not hating it.”

Jump her. Run. But… Maybe this won’t be so bad—one more day. Figure out how to get this cage off. “Okay. Okay.”

I turned around, bent over, grabbed my ass cheeks, and spread them.

Mabel laughed. “My, you are eager.” Cool, slimy lube slid down my crack, and then an excruciating pain hit my tight ass muscles.

“What the hell is that?”

Mabel put a slender, short, two-inches-at-best butt plug in my face. “This is for starters.”

She pushed, pulled back, and twisted until my ass loosened enough to let it slide in. It was more pressure than pain.

As Mabel applied my makeup, the cold metal of the butt plug gradually stretched the tight walls of my ass. The entire process was a reminder my manhood was being peeled away layer by layer.

Stand up, Chucky. Now! Grab her. Force her to open the safe. It’s easy. You’re the man. Why are you taking this shit?

As Mabel continued my feminization, I slipped into a fantasy. In it, I leap to my feet, muscles quivering with tension. My hands clamped around her throat. Through my enraged teeth, I was angered at the humiliating night I’d been forced to endure. I said. “Open the safe cunt, now! Or suffer the consequences.”

My grip tightened. Fear spread over her face. She pleaded as I had just hours ago. I was begging not to be feminized. The intense urge to be violent slipped away, replaced with a willingness to be feminized.

Why?

Because I missed the girl as I looked at the blank canvas of my male face. Mabel’s hands worked as she explained that in Mistress Ginger’s presence, absolute obedience, complete respect, no back-talking or questioning her orders was allowed, and above all else, to enjoy my feminization journey enthusiastically.

The foundation covered the uneven patches in my complexion, and mascara enlarged my eyes. A bright hot pink was painted on my lips, and deep plum blush contoured my cheeks. With each layer of makeup added, I became more beautiful, less like myself.

The pressure of the cruel steel butt plug inside me stirred up mixed feelings. On the one hand, it made me feel powerless. A bitch. Mistress Ginger’s bitch. And that feeling appealed to me.

But then rage bubbled to the surface. My fists clenched, and my breathing grew rapid. I could overpower both of them quickly. Hold them hostage, until Mistress Ginger released my cock and returned my clothing.

What was stopping me? What’s holding you back? What’s holding me back from fighting?

Mabel said. “Done.”

I glanced in the mirror at the new feminized version of me. A voice urged me to make them pay. Pay for humiliating me. Yet, I wanted to stay, my curiosity piqued by the thought of tasting cock. Why not? I didn’t look like a man anymore. I don’t look like Chucky. I looked like a girl. I was a woman now. And…. and… and as I look at myself in the mirror, I’m satisfied with what was looking back at me. Even if I sucked my best friend’s cock he’d never know it was me.

Was it the hours of sissy hypnosis I’d been forced to watch? Or did I like being a girl?

The reflection of the new me, the feminized me, stared back at me in the mirror. I couldn’t help but stare, transfixed by how my face had a sweetness, a grace I had never seen before.

It was equal parts strange and thrilling. And yet, fighting back was still there, lurking within me. Though shrinking in strength. Even as I admired myself in the mirror, I felt torn between who I used to be and who I could become. A million questions swirled around in my head: Who am I? What do I want? Where do I belong?

The answers seemed out of reach, just beyond my grasp. But for now, I could only stand there and gaze at the reflection staring back at me—a stranger. A very sexy stranger.

Mabel smiled. “You look beautiful, my sweet,” she said, standing and stretching her back. She gestured for me to turn and face her directly. “Now, before we dress you. Remember that Mistress Ginger, your patroness, always expects absolute obedience from you. No back-talking or questioning her orders. And above all else, you must enjoy your feminization journey. With enthusiasm.”

“Yeah, you said that, bitch”

Mabel slapped my face. “That’s what I’m talking about.”

I lowered my eyes. “Yes, ma’am.” My cheeks burned with embarrassment, and from the smack, it wasn’t a gentle slap. I had been expecting this treatment from Mistress Ginger but not Mabel. A week ago, when I stole the key to the store, she was on her knees serving me. An unfamiliar thrill ran through me as the tables turned.

“Now I have to fix your makeup. Don’t worry,” she said kindly, reassuringly placing her hands on my shoulders. “You’re going to be amazing. Just trust me and do what Mistress Ginger says. You’ll love the new you.”

I nodded nervously and glanced at myself once more in the mirror. I had gone from an ugly man with a big dick and a mouthful of bullshit into something…beautiful. Something that even I couldn’t believe. Mabel smacked my bare ass playfully. “Now we can get started on your wardrobe!”

She grabbed my caged cock, and walked. Like a dog on a leash, I had no choice but to follow her to where my sissy maid outfit was laid out. In a week, my world had been turned completely around. A week ago, I was grabbing this cunt’s ass, leading her around, and now I was being led around.

In the bedroom, staring at my reflection, Mabel began dressing me in the maid’s outfit. The tight black dress with frilly white trim, black fishnet stockings, garter belt, and a corset that felt constricting yet gave me sexy, girly curves. She tied my hair in an old-fashioned bun and nestled it under the matching frilly cap. And then, she finished off the look with a pair of black stiletto heels and lace gloves. Even though I felt trapped by the outfit, there was something strangely liberating about it. I looked sexy but wasn’t sure what I was dressing for.


Chapter Six

Mabel led me back downstairs to the store. Mistress Ginger greeted us both, and something strange stirred inside me, something exotic and exciting—the anticipation of what was to come next.

Mistress Ginger’s eyes devoured every inch of my body. My heart raced with intensity as an unfamiliar stirring happened in my groin. It was an exhilarating unstoppable force pushing into sissyhood.

Mabel asked Mistress Ginger for her opinion on my outfit. Mistress Ginger smiled approvingly. “Very nice. Yes, very nice. Stand still, slut.”

She scrutinized me slowly, sensually, like a greedy lioness assessing her next meal. My body tingled with arousal as I stood in the sissy maid’s outfit, feeling exposed and vulnerable.

Mistress Ginger ran her fingers over my face, down to my neck. Her hands stopped for a beat, then journeyed down to my waist and passed it. She dropped to her knee. My eyes fell, taking in the top of her tits pressed against each other care of the tight PVC corset top. I wanted to touch them and cup them in my hand. Play with her large brown nipples, the tops of which I could see from my angle.

Her hand reached under my skirt, pulled the front of my sissy panties down, and grabbed my caged cock. She caught me staring at her tits before I could look away.

She stood, and our faces were mere inches apart. “You like my titties? Want to play with them?”

Do I tell her the truth? Lie?

Why I shook my head, I don’t know.

“Ahhh, you are a faggot then. Do you want cock? You are such a lovely little thing,” she slid her hands under my skirt again, slipped under my panties, and said. “By now, your desire to cum has to be overwhelming. After another week, you’ll be putty in my hands.”

“Week?”

Mistress Ginger slapped my face. “A week, Mistress. Or keep your mouth shut.”

I nodded and was hungry for her approval. When at last, she stopped playing with my caged cock was when I surrendered to her dominance fully and completely. She released me from her trance-like gaze and took a step back. “Now it is time for you to learn how to be the perfect sissy maid…”

Mabel wasted no time and began teaching me how to walk in heels gracefully, emphasizing the importance of good posture and the “sway” that comes from a confident stride. The butt plug in my ass rubbed against my tight clenched cheeks, giving an added thrill. With each trip to the door and back, my posture straightened as she lectured me on the importance of having confidence while wearing heels. The butt plug, now two sizes larger, pressured my tight ass and added a sensation that gave me a wicked thrill as it shifted with every step.

I was embarrassed by how uncoordinated I was and that I was getting pleasure from the pressure in my ass. I quickly improved. After an hour of practice and going up another size in buttplug, I was sashaying like a slut in my sissy maid’s outfit.

Then off to my duties, working diligently to ensure that the bondage and sex toy displays sparkled, the bathrooms were pristine, and Mistress Ginger’s coffee was served precisely to her liking.

My next task was the hardest. I was to clean each of the dildos. As my fingers made contact with a dildo, I ached to have it inside of me, to feel its ridges running along my tongue, and how it would feel to have a real flesh-and-blood man filling my ass with his cock. My mind raced with deviant thoughts. All the while, Mistress Ginger watched with a satisfied smirk. As the morning progressed, I enjoyed my new role as a sissy maid.

Then the moment of truth came. Before opening the door, Mistress Ginger put a black leather collar around my neck that said “Property of Mistress Ginger.” She forced me to stand at the door and curtsey as each guest entered. Around my neck was a sign. “Sissy Slut here for your pleasure. Ask before touching.” It was humiliating, yet a strange thrill overcame me when a man or woman’s gaze found me attractive.

Over the next few hours, I watched Mistress Ginger serve customers. She seemed to have an innate knack for understanding their desires, offering them various pieces of bondage gear, and giving advice on which might best suit their needs.

After an hour, a man with a big, imposing frame and eyes seemed to pierce me. His greasy hair hung from his face like matted webs of fur. He wore an ill-fitting suit and looked out of place like a wild beast let loose in a civilized space. His whiskers were more bristles than hair, and his eyes were like boiled eggs. He nodded once at her and then ran his fingers over a few pieces of bondage gear that covered a table. His finger pranced over a blindfold, then danced like a marionette over the Wall Mounted Cross. A small moan escaped my lips as Mistress Ginger beckoned me with her finger.

Mistress Ginger introduced me as “Chloe” – my new name. “The Wall mounted Cross is an excellent restraint. It gives you the power to taunt your sub’s body with your hands, mouth, or sex toys. Chloe here is already plugged, loose, and willing to let you try it out before you purchase. Isn’t that right, Chloe?”

I swallowed hard and nodded.

His voice was gruff and thick, like a rockslide, heavy and deep. He laughed a rumbling chuckle like thunder caught in between his teeth. His breathing was a growl that echoed throughout the room. “Limits? I see she’s yours. What are her limits?”

“No bruises. Cuts. Blood otherwise, she’s all yours.”

He nodded. “It’s expensive.”

“Yes, but well worth it. Crosses are great for impact, sensation, and other power play! Your sluts open legs will give you better access to stimulate her genitals or fuck her ass. Not to mention, it’ll look incredible in your dungeon. If you want Chloe to try it out, I’ll remove her cage for you.”


Chapter Seven

The man nodded. “I’d like to try it out and a few other toys, if you don’t mind.”

Mistress Ginger said. “Of course. There’s a private room in the back. It’s one hundred dollars an hour.”

I understood why there was so much money in her safe. He paid for two hours, hooked a leash onto my collar, and instructed me to follow him as he led me around the store, occasionally stopping to inspect different sex toys. Humiliated, emasculated because ten other people were in the store watching. He was comfortable giving orders, and something about that made me more eager to comply. To submit.

What was happening to me?

It had only been a day. I was dressed like a sissy fag maid, a collar proclaiming I was the property of Mistress Ginger being led around by some strange man. He inspects toy after toy before moving on to the next one, and as we move from shelf to shelf, I find I enjoy being humiliated.

At one point, the man stopped before a wall of whips and floggers. He ran his hand along them before selecting one and facing me. Holding the flogger up to my face, he asked if I knew what it was for. I nodded nervously, not wanting to appear too eager yet feeling strangely aroused by the prospect of being disciplined again.

I wanted to ask what he planned for me but didn’t feel brave enough to. Instead, I remained silent and watched. He seemed to settle on a few items: an inflatable anal plug, a blindfold, a feather tickler, and a ball stretcher. Mistress Ginger rang them up and bagged them. Then she smiled at me and gave him an approving nod before returning her attention to me.

The man led me into the dimly lit private room. He closed the door behind me.

Run! Chucky, run. Maybe tell this man what I’d been through, held against my will.

He sensed my reluctance, produced a contract from his pocket, and told me I’d be his without any restrictions or rules if I agreed to sign it.

“If I don’t sign?”

“Then we don’t play. It’s sir to you.”

Here it was the moment of truth. Surprisingly, looking at the bulge in his pants, the toys, and feeling my cock tingle, the thought of being his submissive plaything didn’t seem so bad. I signed.

“Turn around. Hands-on the cross.”

I obeyed without hesitation. He restrained my hands. He then proceeded to slide my panties down to my ankles.

“Step out of them.”

I did. I was standing there, my ass bare, my ankles struggling in my stiletto heels. I heard a click. The stranger reached between my legs and slipped off my cage. Immediately my cock sprung to life, hard and throbbing.

Why was I getting hard? About to be turned into a slut.

He unclipped my thigh highs from the garter and rolled them down. Exploring my smooth legs as he went. Shivers ran up and down my spine. Being powerless and vulnerable aroused me. My cock bounced. Hit the wall in front of me.

I tried watching as his strong hands continued to roam over my body, every inch of me. The man’s hands roamed my body. He stopped, unbuttoned, and removed his shirt. He touched my face, my arms, my chest. He grabbed my legs and ankles, pinched my thighs, and his hands tickled my skin, teasing me.

His calloused hands were rough, the kind of hands that had been in plenty of fights and had won. His fingers ran through my hair and down my neck. His touch was unwelcome, unwanted. I squirmed as his touch grew rougher and more insistent. But I was powerless. His touch was like a bad trip coursing through my veins, making me feel sick because a fat, hairy man was touching me, and I was dripping precum, completely powerless. I’m strangely aroused.

Please make me suck your cock. Suck cock. Please, your master. Be a good sissy. The damned hypnosis took over every thought.

He grabbed my cock, not gently like a girl. Roughly. He pulled down on it like he was milking a cow. “That’s a big cock you got there, sissy?” He laughed when my cock dripped precum. “Oh my, the little sissy likes being tied up, huh?”

He fumbled with his belt, unzipped his zipper, dropped his pants, leaned in close, and shoved his cock between my ass cheeks. His hot breath on my neck flooded my senses with a deep and hungry desire. His fat tongue flicked out and dove into my ear. He paused for a breath. Then took one hand and grabbed my cock. He stroked it and slapped it several times.

“Now, sissy, and when you respond, respond to me like a sissy slut. Beg to be fucked. I heard you need to cum. I was going to spank you and try out a few toys, but I’ve always wanted to break in an ass. Beg for it, and I give it to you. Let me fuck you, and I’ll let you cum.”

My cock throbbed. I didn’t care if I came. My body trembled.

What do I do? Beg? Beg for cock?

Repulsed, feeling his throbbing cock sliding between my cheeks, I squirmed.

“Oh, honey. You know you want it.”

He stepped back and smacked my ass. “Stand still. You signed. So you’re mine. Get fucked or…” He ran the flogger across my cheeks.

My cock pulsed like a beating drum as I realized I wanted it. I wanted to be used. I wanted to be filled, branded, and marked as his. Desperate to become the slut I know I am meant to be. I knew that in a moment, I’d be screaming for him to take control and fill me with his seed until I was nothing but his.

“Please, Daddy. Fuck me. I want it. I’m a slut. Brand my ass. Fill my ass with your seed. Mark me as yours.”

Did I just beg for a man to fuck me? Did I beg for a man to take me? To fill me with his seed and mark me as his own?

It seemed so forbidden, yet my heart raced in anticipation of the pleasure of being fucked in the ass. Yet, I wanted him to leave me alone, too. The thought of giving in scared and thrilled me all at once. My heart raced, and my skin tingled. I begged more. “Please, Daddy. I’ll submit to all of your desires. Own me. Show me the power of your passion.”

Can I do this? Can I give in to something so primal? Is my ass loose enough?

Being so vulnerable, unable to move, and about to be penetrated by a man was terrifying. But it was also stimulating, too. With every breath, the desire grew inside me until he pressed his body against mine and shoved his cock between my legs. The weight of his body pressed against mine gave me a sexual thrill. With each breath, the desire for him to plunge inside me intensified.

“Fuck me, please!”

He pulled the butt plug out, slathered lube into my ass, and continued to tease, sliding his cock between my thighs, and his teeth nibbled at my ear. I pushed my ass back, wanting his cock. My ass was loose from hours of a butt plug, but when he drove his cock into my hole, my ass tightened, making every thrust of his cock a struggle. Pain hit me. But I wanted it in me, deep in me. So, I begged him to go deeper instead of pushing him away.

I screamed. “Fuck me harder.”

I was dizzy as he pulled and shoved his cock back in. My desperate cries filled the room as I begged him for more. His cock drove deeper into me as I relaxed. His hips are now in a rhythm pushing me further and further toward the brink of insanity. He forced himself deeper with each thrust, driving me insane with pleasure. He pounded me viciously with his rock-hard cock. I felt like my body would explode from the sheer intensity of it as he ravished me with wild abandon, claiming my body as his.

In and out. My head spun. My cock swung back and forth. Up and down. Hitting my stomach, leaving traces of precum on my stomach, thighs, and the wall in front of me.

As rough as things were, I begged him to go deeper. Faster. Harder. My pleas echoed in the room as an orgasm built up inside me. My cries grew louder and more desperate each time he slammed his stiff cock into my ass.

When I was about to explode, he changed his rhythm. Slower and gentler. He teased me by going shallow, then deep again, giving me a moment to catch my breath before continuing his punishing pace. My body quaked with pleasure and pain as his relentless thrusts drove me closer and closer toward a much-needed release. I was being ripped apart from the inside out. My cock flopped back and forth painfully now. I could feel my precum spray on my inner thigh as it flopped. Still, there was no thought but the need to please him. To be a good slut. A good whore. To take it.

My body convulsed as I felt him swell deep within me, his hips grinding against mine with a fierceness. His hold on my hips tightened when he unleashed a rough howl, and his hot seed filled me with warmth.

With his cock embedded deep inside me. He wrapped his hand around my cock. Three intense strokes, and I was overcome with the most exquisite ecstasy as I shot my load all over my thighs, marking the wall with my seed. Every ounce of strength was gone from my body, and I slumped against the restraints that held me up.

When the door closed, Mistress Ginger entered minutes after. She undid the restraints and wiped my cock clean. She removed the collar declaring me hers and put the cock cage in my hand.

“If you wish to continue, put the cage back on, lock it and the collar. Then get back to work.”

Ten minutes later, I stood at the entrance, my collar on, my cock cage locked, greeting customers.

The End

Coming soon.... Book Three 


Femdom Justice and Rehabilitation Program

Femdom Justice : Forced Femdom Feminization


It should have been an easy job. In and out. I’ve never served time or convicted because I’m a professional. But something about watching the owner of the largest Adult store in the country: Kink Addiction, excited me. When I passed a mannequin displaying sissy clothes, I had an idea. Leave a little surprise behind.

Naked except for a pair of sissy panties, stroking my erection, the owner returned and caught me red-handed, or maybe cock in hand would be a better portrayal. Forgetting about the backpack full of cash, jewels, and other valuables, the broken door, and that I’m in her store, I can think of nothing to say, but I’m not gay.

She doesn’t believe me. She doesn’t believe me and decides that I have a choice. Go to jail dressed like a sissy or enter her rehabilitation and community service program.

I agree. What choice did I have? I didn’t know how much of my manhood I would have to give up to rehabilitate. I’m forced to enter Mistress Ginger’s feminization program or go to jail.


Books By This Author

Feminized: By My Best Friends Mom

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

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

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

Mrs. Bourbon sets out to feminize me.

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

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

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

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

Scared Straight: Feminized By My Evil Stepmom: Forced Feminization, Sissy Maid Training, Sissy Crossdresser, Reluctant Feminization (Feminized By My Wicked Stepmom Book 2)

Jaxon goes to court for his first appearance after getting arrested for assault. Jaxon’s stepmom Navy testifies that he has made significant progress controlling his anger. What she leaves out is that her anger management program involves feminizing Jaxon. Jaxon, though won’t admit how much he enjoys being feminized.
Jaxon is sentenced to another six months of “anger management.” His sentencing includes a new program Navy has designed: Scared Straight.
Jaxon’s feminization continues, and Navy’s indoctrination into what a good girl should and should not do.
This book includes forced feminization, sissy maid training, spanking, group sex, interracial sex, humiliation, and sissy crossdressing.

A Sissy's Diary - Book One (Sissy Slave Training 1)

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Sissy Training - Lesson One : Femdom Sissy Feminization, Crossdressing, Humiliation (Ms. Shultz Book 1)

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

Lazy Slob To Sissy Cuckold Maid: Sissy Cuckold, Sissy Cuckold Husband, Sissy Cuckold Maid


Lily is tired of her lazy, sloppy husband. She has a plan. Turn him into her Sissy Cuckold Maid.
Mason is initially reluctant, but he settles into being a sissy cuckold husband.
Mason serves not only Lily's domestic needs as a sissy cuckold but her sexual needs too.

The Story Of A Sissy - First Time Crossdressing: Sissy Slut Passed Around 


John's secret sissy crossdresser life is just that secret! He dresses at home secretly, watches porn and masturbates. What he wants, what he craves, is to have fun with a group of horny guys. John loves being Nympha. He loves being girly, but he's never done anything sexual dressed as Nympha. So, from other crossdressers, he heard that a hotel called The Long Shaft is a great place to pursue his kinky and nasty fantasies. So, that's what he does, he rents a room and dresses, but it takes him ten Saturday nights to step out of his hotel room.
When Nympha garners the courage to go out in public for the first time, she gets more than she bargains for. She meets a man, they have a drink, and on the way back to his room, things get wild. Things get even wilder when three football players catch the two finishing their act of public sex.
The night doesn't end there when Nympha is passed around by four football players and the Daddy type she'd met previously.

Sissy Maid Training (The Ultimate Fantasy Book 1)

Since they roomed together in college, Ethan and Jon have been close friends. However, Ethan never told Jon about his secret fantasies and desires to crossdress. Nor does Jon know that Ethan is sexually attracted to him.
Jon travels to Chicago to inquire about his latest potential business investment. He visits Ethan in Chicago and proposes that Ethan try out the service: The Ultimate Fantasy.
Ethan can’t refuse. The ten grand Jon offers Ethan, Ethan needs to keep his business afloat, and Jon only wants Ethan to try out a super-secret and elite sexual fantasy service. The Ultimate Fantasy claims to be able to use artificial intelligence to determine a person’s deepest sexual fantasy and use actors and performers to create the Ultimate Fantasy.
After the initial intake, Ethan is offered a job to be one of the performers and be a sissy maid for two weeks, fulfilling the fantasy of a wealthy MILF.
How can he refuse?


Keeping Up With Phoebe Pearl










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

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

Follow Me: 

Facebook 

Amazon Author Page 

Instagram 

Tumblr
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I am a passionate writer and fell in love with writing erotica. I’m passionate about creating stories and characters with transgender women, sissyfication, sissy maids, sissy cuckold husbands and boyfriends, and the dominant men and women who love them for who they are. 
My stories start from experiences, things I wish might have happened, or desires I never dared to express. I start there, then tweak, twist, and season it with some of my active, wild, and kinky imagination, and you have a story. 
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