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Chapter One

My best friend Luke stormed out of his bedroom, yanking me from the book. “Fuck Liam! This is bullshit! I can’t take it anymore. I can’t. I’m so fucking horny. I can’t think. I can’t sleep. I can’t do anything.”

He paced, flapping his arms in the air, ranting. “We’re stuck here at this sausage fest of a university, paying through our noses for what? I’m going to fucking explode if I have to go four more years without pussy. Or a nice sweet mouth to suck my cock.”

My response was always the same, lots of silence and a gentle reminder. “Like me, Luke, I think your parents are paying. Why don’t you just… you know…” 

I caught myself before I said the most profane word in Luke’s vocabulary. Masturbation. Next in line was jacking off or taking care of oneself.

Luke swiveled his head toward me. “What? Are you kidding me? Do it myself? No way! I’m not playing with my cock, queers do that, and I’m not gay. Do you do it?”

“Hell, no.” Knowing better than to admit I jacked off four or five times a day. It was hard keeping my activities secret in our dormitory apartment, given there was no doors on our bedrooms, and we shared a bathroom. But I managed. 

A man’s got to do what a man’s got to do. 

Right?

“How the hell do you concentrate?” Luke didn’t wait for my answer continuing his rant. “I could kill my father. It’s all because of him. The fucking bastard forced me to come here instead of one of the countless colleges I could have gone to. Colleges with hot, horny, and loose girls, just waiting for my big piece of meat.”

Luke grabbed his crotch. “Look at this thing. You know how big it is?”

I shook my head and said. “No! I’m not interested.” That was a lie. I’d seen his flaccid cock several times while peeking through the keyhole of the bathroom, stroking my cock as Luke stripped. Flaccid, his cock was big, so I can only imagine how big it got when it’s hard.

“I measured eleven inches, well above average—a superior tool on the quintessential male. I shouldn’t be here. Being here denies all those tight, juicy, willing pussies my cock.”

Luke pointed at me. “Liam, mark my words. I’ll figure something out.”

He shook his head violently. “I can’t believe my Dad forced me to come here, with all the schools that offered me a football scholarship. What’s the difference if I piss my education away at some normal university chasing girls, drinking beer, and enjoying life instead of… Liam, what kind of school forbids girls? No girls to look at, no girls to impress, no girls fuck! We can’t even fucking leave campus to find action. Fucking curfew!”

“They’ve got family day every month, I’ve heard…”

“You’ve heard about the father that snuck a hooker in? Or the guy that talked one of the girls into giving him head? Or… The guy that conned one of the student’s sisters into giving him head? He got his ass kicked and then got expelled for violating the school’s moral code. Yeah, there are lots of stories. I’ve heard them, too. We all have. But those stories are bullshit. Total bullshit. Guys that never had any pussy talking shit, talking crap to prove to everyone what studs they are. Family day, yeah, right, and the dance afterward, there are chaperones everywhere. Mothers no what kind of horny we are and watch their daughters like hawks. If we get to talk to one, a girl, it’s for some sick old-fashioned marriage arrangement. They seriously reprimand you for hitting on one… get caught a second time with an inappropriate advance, and then the pricks expel you, and then… My Dad wouldn’t pay a dime for my school after that. No, I’m fucked and not getting fucked for four more years unless the Relief Club can figure something out.”

Luke and I are both stuck here suffering, but Luke’s misery differs from mine in that Luke suffers because there aren’t girls here. I suffered because of the uncertainty of my sexuality. That indecision weighed heavily upon me in the cramped quarters of our small dormitory apartment, filled with bulky, athletic jocks who constantly came and went. My stomach twisted into knots each time Luke’s jock buddies came around, flexing their muscles.

Not only was our source of suffering different, but we were opposites physically and personality-wise. My body was slender and smooth with soft, delicate effeminate features. Luke’s frame was the polar opposite of mine, masculine, chiseled to perfection from hours at the gym.

Luke radiated power, a primal strength, and oozed masculinity. On the other hand, no matter how hard I tried to be more masculine, I only exuded femininity. 

Luke’s passionate and driven, while I’m more calm, discerning, nurturing, and always wanting to please, serve, and help to a fault. Whatever my sexuality, gay, straight, bisexual, I’d do anything to help Luke if only he’d ask. 

Anything.


Chapter Two

I said. “I wish I had a solution.” I meant every word. I had a solution, but Luke would never go for it. As I said, I’m submissive to a fault and always looking for ways to help ease the pain of others. My tone implied I was joking, but I meant it when I said. “I suppose I could… suck your cock?”

Luke laughed. “Yeah, that’d make everything better. I know! What were my parents thinking when they sent me here? Fuck Liam, come on! Is this all-male college worth it?”

The all-star football player groaned, returned to pacing, and continued his rant. “You know what my Dad said when I complained? He smirked like he’d sent me here to fuck with me. The squirrely little bastard. I swear to God. I’m not his. I swear I think Mom had an affair.”

Luke grabbed his smartphone and pulled up a picture. Showed it to me. There was no doubt there was zero resemblance. Luke’s Dad was… effeminate looking. Luke was an alpha male.

Luke said. “Then he told me. He said it with a smirk like he’d gotten over on me. Son, all this will be worth it when you graduate. You can write your ticket in life. Just get through these four years, and every female within a hundred miles will beg you to fuck her. Liam, damn it, I might burst before then. What good is it being an all-star football player when there are no cheerleaders to show off to? No offense, you’re a good cheerleader, but... I miss the short skirts and nice asses of the high school cheerleaders. I can’t take it here. I swear to God, Liam, I’m so desperate and horny. I swear I’m ready to take you up on your offer.”

“Don’t get any ideas, Luke,” I kicked myself for saying those words and not dropping to my knees, crawling across the floor, grabbing the hem of his underwear, pulling them down, and… No! I’m not gay! At least, I don’t think that I am. But… I wanted to help. I’d never offer, but I’d open my mouth for Luke if he asked. Yet, he just asked, and I missed my opportunity.

“Don’t worry, buddy, though you’d be better at being a girl than a guy. I’m not into guys. I can’t believe Dad sent me to this fucking school with no girls to fuck! No girls, period. These mother-fuckers don’t let us leave to go to town to blow off some steam. How ironic that he sent me here to focus on my studies, and yet I’m failing most of my classes and not playing up to my ability on the field. Damn it. I’ve got to get laid, or… I’ve only been here six months and am already on probation for my grades.”

Luke scoffed in disgust. “Yeah, I can meet a girl. Meet a girl from a school where they might as well be nuns. Dance with twenty chaperones for every girl. If I’m lucky, I’ll hold her hand. Our monthly dances are like one of those old-fashioned Southern dances where everyone stands around and pretends to have a good time. The girls are from the all-girls religious college downstate. The rest are sisters of my friends, and no way I’m doing anything with them. I’d get my ass kicked. Besides, none of the girls coming here are giving anything up. And even if you find one that might let you feel her up, there are more monitors than students. Everyone’s watching for any violation of the integrity policy. I can’t get kicked out.”

Luke continued to pace back and forth, his semi-hard cock shifting under his underwear. “Man, I got to figure something out. I’m calling a meeting of the club! There’s got to be a way to get a girl in here. Bribe a guard, a teacher, a hall monitor, something’s got to give, or I’m going to explode. So will most of the club! I can’t survive.”

Luke stormed back to his bedroom. Unlike Luke, I didn’t mind the lack of girls at school. I don’t have the same charm and confidence as Luke, and I am not as outgoing or social. I’m content with my books and focusing on my studies rather than fretting about girls. And... well, maybe I don’t mind about the girls because I didn’t miss them.

Now let me tell you about the infamous Relief Club. The Relief Club’s goal was to get a girl or girls into the school. Past the gate guards and the hall monitors, both of whom patrolled the halls night and day, looking for violations of the school’s strict code of behavior. They did not pay the monitors they were snitches recruited from the ranks of the student body.

Half an hour later, Luke, fully dressed, stepped back into the common area. “When they do a bed check, tell them I’m sick with the flu or something. But keep the hall monitors out of my room. The Relief Club is meeting tonight. We’re going to find a solution.”


Chapter Three

The family day arrived, and as usual, I didn’t go. I stayed in my room doing my normal thing, enjoying the time alone, writing erotic short stories in my journal, jacked off, and headed to the cafeteria for lunch. When I returned, Mrs. Bourbon stood in the common room, my journal in her hand.

Mrs. Bourbon, Luke’s mother, was the ultimate MILF. She had a stunningly slender frame, a noble face, and delicate feminine features. Her skin was fair, and her hair was in a neat bun decorated with expensive pearls.

I said, forgetting my manners. “That’s mine! My private journal! What were you doing snooping in my room?”

“Mr. Wessex, I assure you, when I came here, I had no interest in you or your affairs. My sole concern was for my son and his future. I think you know, as I do, at least from what you’ve written in your journal, his difficulties with his academic achievements are because of his necessity for sex.”

What had she read? Had she read my thoughts on what I’d like to do with his cock? “I’m not sure I know what you’re talking about.”

Mrs. Bourbon shook her head. “Don’t deny it! My proof is here.” She tapped the journal with a long delicate finger, perfectly manicured and painted red. “Your journal is detailed, Mr. Wessex. Interesting writing, but I wonder if your father, mother, or the school headmaster would fancy having such pornographic prose at this school. Surely this is an infraction of school policy.”

“Mrs. Bourbon... I... Please don’t tell. I’m just, you know, writing. My dream is to become a writer someday. So, you know you have to...” 

What could I say? I had to write about Luke's cock? Write about how badly I wanted to taste cock, sperm or how I fantasized about crossdressing? Better to keep my mouth shut.

Mrs. Bourbon scrutinized me intently as I wondered where this conversation was going.

“Mr. Wessex, we have a problem. My son is failing every course, and his performance on the field is average,” she said, her voice laced with worry. “He’s capable of so much more.”

She paused momentarily before continuing, “I told my husband that some men need... shall we say need sexual satisfaction to function properly and excel in life. He sent him here without my knowledge or approval while I vacationed in Europe. It was a blunder for me to leave and not supervise Luke’s college. For my husband's decision, he’s paying. I’m sure it was because I’d been denying him sex, but that’s no matter. Luke needs sexual release consistently. Alpha males need it, need sex always, and like all alphas, they have this thing about masturbating. Unlike you and all the other beta’s of the world that can’t keep their hands off their cocks.”

Words failed me, and I had no idea what to say.

“As I read your journal, an idea came to mind. It’ll take a little training, but Mr. Wessex, when complete, you will be able to provide Luke with what he needs.”

Heat settled on my cheeks as I tried to understand what she was implying. Was she suggesting I provide the sexual release Luke needed?

“What, you want me to suck his cock?” I laughed. “You think Luke’s going to let me suck his cock? He’d probably masturbate before that.”

“Yes, and no. I know Luke’s not gay. I’ve considered other options, Mr. Wessex. Hiring a hooker, a professional to sneak into the school and help. But, the Bourbon estate is one of the wealthiest in the world, and… I fear that blackmail may become an issue. Then I entered the wrong room and read your journal.”

Mrs. Bourbon continued, clearly not expecting a response from me. “Anyway, Luke,” she said. “performs excellently when he has tamed his sexual impulses, like all alphas.”

Her gaze shifted back to me, and her eyes seemed less intense for the first time since we began our conversation. “Mr. Wessex,” Mrs. Bourbon said slowly, “I want you to give my son the satisfaction he needs. But with certain stipulations.”

My heart raced as I tried to comprehend the implications of her request. Was she asking me to have sex with her son? I repeated it. “You’re seriously mistaken if you think Luke will let a guy suck his cock.”

Mrs. Bourbon nodded and said, “Exactly the problem, Mr. Wessex, is that he’ll never go for a guy. So… you will need to be feminized. I’ve discussed this with other mothers… who have similar concerns about their sons. So, the answer is to feminize you, and once we have you feminized to our satisfaction, you will provide your services to the entire Relief Club. None of us can afford for our sons to fail. From what I have read in your journal, being feminized and providing sexual services to men, being used like a slut will be a dream come true.”

My mind raced as I tried to make sense of Mrs. Bourbon’s request. Had Mrs. Bourbon lost her mind? No, this wasn’t real. Her mind had snapped completely. It was pretty plain and straightforward, yet it didn’t seem real. Did she expect me to pretend to be a woman and seduce her son into sex? This was unbelievable! Feminized, she said it like she knew what it was and how to do it.

“No way, with all due respect, Mrs. Bourbon. Please leave. And give me back my journal.”

Mrs. Bourbon opened my journal, unleashing a wave of terror as she read. “The battle inside me rages on: Do I like pussy or cock? I’ll never know until I try both.”

She held the book open in her hand. Her direct, overpowering gaze unsettled me. I could think of no response.

“Mr. Wessex, the expectation is that you get my son’s grades and performance on the football field back to where they should be with our little conspiracy, and I’m willing to offer you the other half of the answers you seek.”

She paused. Was he saying what I thought she was saying? Was she offering me her pussy?

“Or… I turn this over to the headmaster, your parents… or perhaps I leave portions for your fellow students to read.”

“You’re blackmailing me?”

She repeated herself in a lower, calmer, almost motherly voice. “If you wish to consider it as blackmail, then I guess I could consider it blackmail. Or you could consider it an opportunity to unravel your mind’s mysteries.”

She ran her hand over her slender hips, down her long luscious leg, grabbed the hem of her skirt, and slowly pulled it until her panties showed.

“I’ve read your entries. The inner struggle that rages in your mind. Do I want pussy? Cock? Are you fantasizing about how good these thigh-highs would feel on your legs, or are you wondering how tasty my pussy is? Mr. Wessex, this is an opportunity of a lifetime. Because when all is said and done, you’ll have tried all three. You’ll get cock. You’ll be drowning in cock. And you’ll get to feel and relish the luxury of female attire. Should you succeed, and Luke’s grades are all A’s, then you’ll get to taste the pussy of the wealthiest woman in America. I know the battle rages within you, but let me help. This is the answer to not only my problem but yours.”

I couldn’t believe what was happening before my eyes. Mrs. Bourbon stuck her finger in her pussy, and as she massaged her lips, she said. “This is yours after you have saved my Luke. To accomplish this, you will need the ultimate training in femininity, and I love feminizing men. I offer my training to you every weekend outside of school, all supervised by me.”

I regretted my honesty but had to wrap my mind around this. “You’re going to let me fuck you?”

“Perhaps. But I suspect after reading your innermost thoughts and desires, you might not want it after you have tasted cock. In any case, you have no choice but to agree. So, I will arrange with the headmaster time away from school under my supervision for weekly training sessions. Our plan, my plan, requires that Luke or anyone else never know you’re a guy.”

She ran her hand through her hair, allowing her fingers to trail sensually toward her small perky breasts. “I will see you next weekend. I’ll hang on to your journal.”

She spun on her heels and left.


Chapter Four

Surprisingly, the headmaster called me to his office late Friday afternoon. Mrs. Bourbon sat straight-faced and dressed in her typical sophisticated style.

The headmaster said, “Have a seat Mr. Wessex, sir. This is a most unusual request. But being that the Bourbons are among the most upstanding members of the community and are our number one benefactor, I trust that Mrs. Bourbon’s influence will only further develop your character as a gentleman the world desires and needs. Mrs. Bourbon heard of your desire to be a writer from her son, Luke, and has offered an apprenticeship. Mr. Wessex, among Mrs. Bourbon’s talents, is her prose, with two best-selling novels under her belt... As Mrs. Bourbon’s assistant for the weekends, I believe this opportunity should provide you with some insight...”

The headmaster droned on, boring both of us to death. After both of us were on the brink of sleep, the headmaster said. “Is this acceptable to you?”

I nodded, and off we went. We arrived at a secluded cabin at the back of the Bourbon estate two hours later. The light scent of new paint was in the air. The smell was pleasant and sweet, making the room feel cozy and comfortable. The walls were pink and adorned with posters of… I did a double-take. Cock. Everywhere. Sexy girls in frilly pink dresses, with captions like Sissy and Release Your Inner Nature.

In the far corner was an intimidating machine with what appeared to be a piston, and on the end was a rubber cock. Laid out on the kitchen table was an assortment of sex toys and aides, and… my focus landed on three or four gruesome-looking devices that, although I wasn’t entirely sure of their purpose, I was reasonably confident they were to lock my cock up.

Mrs. Bourbon said. “These are your accommodations. Strip.”

Surprised at her forthrightness, words failed me momentarily. After staring at her speechless for several moments, I said. “What?”

“What? Don’t play stupid with me, Mr. Wessex. You know why you are here. Now strip. Get naked.”

I couldn’t think. My thoughts were fuzzy about what I agreed to. Was this it? What was I expecting?

“Mrs. Bourbon, maybe you should take me back. This is highly inappropriate, and though I have questioned my sexuality, maybe….” Those words sputtered out of my mouth, but I wanted to stay feeling an allure toward the devices I’d never used or known the names for.

Then, Mrs. Wessex unzipped the back of her dress, easing it down to her hips. Then she shimmied her hips, lifted one long gorgeous leg, then the other, and stepped out of the dress, pooling it under her stunning black stiletto heels. The act was the most graceful, sensuous act I’d ever seen. Then she tugged her bra straps to her elbows, teasingly hiding her tits. Then in a swift, carefree action, the bra came off. She hid her breasts with one arm, and with the other, she dangled the bra. I poured over every inch of her body. My gaze halted on her long, creamy white legs wrapped in black lace thigh-highs. The straps of the black garter belt cradled her thighs, and strangely I wasn’t fantasizing about running my hands over her legs, having them wrapped around my waist while I drove my cock into her pussy, but wondering what it would feel like to wear the suggestive garments.

“The human body is not something to be ashamed of, Mr. Wessex. Well, what are you waiting for? We have three weekends to prepare you to dupe Luke and the entire campus with our little charade, so we have little time to prepare. Get control of your modesty, and strip. Let me see what I’m working with.”

The calm on her face disappeared and twisted with hostility as she stared at me, still unmoving, still refusing to comply. When she spoke, her voice dripped with viciousness. “This is what you agreed to. Strip, or I will turn over your filthy journal to the headmaster and your parents, and maybe I’ll add something extra about how you were caught snooping through my belongings! After I so graciously offered to assist you with your writing career. Oh, Mrs. Wessex, I am sorry to inform you of this. I tried to get past it. When I found your son sifting through my underwear, naked, his little willy in his hand, masturbating and saying unpleasant things about me…. While he… oh my God! It was disgusting.”

“No! I’ll do it.” I said. No amount of protesting would make a difference. She was a pillar of the community, and I… well, wasn’t. But… still… strip? Just like that?

What choice was there? I felt comforted because Mrs. Bourbon was well on her way to being naked. My face flushed with warmth as I unbuttoned my shirt. The sound of the buttons clinking as I undid each one and the fabric shifting against my skin filled the uncomfortable silence in the cottage. I sucked in an audible breath, and a surge of embarrassing heat rose up my spine and up the back of my neck as I stepped out of my pants. Standing in only my boxers, Mrs. Bourbon’s eyes bore into me, and my cock swelled. I wasn’t fully hard, halfway at best. I was too nervous, embarrassed, and humiliated to get hard.

She turned her back to me, slipped her bra back on, then shimmied into her dress. “Get those boxers off, quickly.”

I stepped out of them, fighting the itch growing down there. I cupped my hand over my cock. Mrs. Bourbon seemed unimpressed. She grabbed an item off the table, stood before me, and dropped to her knees. Was this it? Was she going to suck me off? My first blowjob.

I let my hands drop. Nervousness and worry caused my cock to shrink. Her soft, long fingers grabbed my flaccid cock. After lifting my balls, she ran her hand over my ball sack and my entire groin area. Then down my legs, up my stomach, around my back and arms. “You are very smooth, Mr. Wessex… girly smooth, almost. That’s good. But you’ll need a little work on your legs. Here.” She ran her hands over my calves and the backs of my legs.

She grabbed a handful of the tiny patch of hair between my nipples. “And here.”

She returned to her knees and, without warning, slipped my cock into a ring, rubbed a little lube over my balls, and slipped the ring down over my balls. Then slid my cock into a pink tube and connected the two. Then a tiny lock went on. All this was done with proficiency like this was a tradecraft she knew well. I wondered who she’d practiced on to be so efficient. But as my mind sought an explanation, nothing came to mind. “Mr. Wessex, part of our charade will require you to be submissive to a fault.”

With my cock locked uncomfortably up, she stood, grabbed my journal, and held it up. “You masturbate three to four times daily or more. No wonder your grades are at the top of your class. You never allow that tension to build up. To feminize you to where you will be the submissive tramp I need… Luke and The Relief Club need…. We. I will have to deny you that privilege.”

My mouth wanted to move, and my tongue wanted to form words but remained soundless with shame. Standing here, naked with my cock under the complete control of Mrs. Bourbon, was humiliating, yet for the first time since arriving, blood headed straight for my cock, only to be sent back by the tightness of the cock cage.

“Very well. To the showers. This routine I expect to be carried out daily. Text me every day with updates.”

She grabbed my cock wrapped in its plastic cage, like a leash, and pulled me along toward the shower. After turning the shower on while it warmed, she handed me my tools of the trade: A pink razor, girly shaving cream, a bottle of lavender, and rose hip-scented body wash.

With the steam pouring out of the shower, she pointed and said. “Get to work.”

I stepped inside and closed the curtain. Mrs. Bourbon grabbed the curtain and said. “Leave it open.”

I removed the hair from my face first which wasn’t more than a few soft whiskers. Then my legs, arms, and chest. She had one more task for me. “Ass.”

“What?”

“You expect Luke to fuck a hairy pussy?”

I bent over, grabbed one cheek, and swiped my ass tenderly. Surely my ass wasn’t hairy, but the razor had several tiny hairs. I swiped three more times until the razor had no stray hairs. Once smooth to Mrs. Bourbon’s satisfaction, she had me dry off and said. "Time for makeup.”


Chapter  Five

She explained the process and made clear nothing short of perfection was required. “You must learn the process, as weekly sessions with Luke and The Relief Club will be necessary. First, primer.”

“Weekly? How the hell am I supposed to do that?”

The liquid was sticky and made my face feel tight. “My problem. Yours is to be a good fuck.”

She grabbed a bottle of skin-toned solution and showed it to me. “Then, use foundation to smooth out any imperfections in your complexion. Not too much you’re not a whore. You are, but I don’t want you to look like one. You’re going to be playing the role of a sweet innocent young lady from one of the wealthiest families in the country. In addition, to get you into the college weekly, you will have to pretend to be working on your thesis. You’ll be studying the positive impact of all male universities. My foundation is paying for it and contributing substantially to the university.”

Mrs. Bourbon had gone to alot of trouble to pull this off, but I had doubts. “I don’t know how I’ll pull this off,” I said.

“Luckily for us, your face is quite feminine, and overall you’re an effeminate male, so you don’t need a lot of work.”

She took a deep breath and mumbled. “So, sweet… succulent. I might have to add you to my…little harem.”

“What?” Did she say harem, I thought?

Mrs. Bourbon dabbed the liquid foundation on my face. “No matter. Your only focus should be getting Luke’s grades to A’s. That’s it. I’ll give you a month to get his grades back where they should be. If you fail, then… Well, life will not be pleasant for you. You’ll need to practice this. So pay attention. Luke will need sex more than once a month, so you will have to provide service weekly. As I said, the arrangements have been made… no concern of yours now. For now… just a subtle pink blush, highlighting the contours of your cheeks.”

“We should highlight your eyes. Maybe a shimmery champagne eyeshadow blended over your lids, giving you an enchanting twinkle, cosmopolitan and not over the top.”

She sifted through her makeup case and said. “I think dusty rose lipstick enhances the curve of your lips. My, you are feminine. You’re destined to be a woman.”

“Panties, garter belt, and stockings.” She handed me a pair of panties, stockings, and a garter. I slid into all three, having to ask how to put on the garter.

“Now for your dress. First, the corset to create a nice tight waist.” Corset in hand, she stepped behind me, wrapped it around my waist, and pulled. She waited, letting my core settle in, then pulled some more. She then tied it.

Mrs. Bourbon pulled out a charming evening gown and matching high heels. Once I had them on, I stood, nearly falling over. This would not be easy.

She snatched the riding crop from the kitchen table and pointed it at me. “Remember,” she said, her voice stern and commanding, “you must always walk and talk like a lady. The slightest hint of impropriety and someone will notice. You fail… need I remind you of the consequences?”

I shook my head.

“Good. Only shed the etiquette when you’re alone with the club.”

“What? Club? I’m… not sure.”

“Yes, the entire club. Like we discussed, sissy… I’ve spoken to the other mothers, who all agree their alpha sons need relief. I don’t tolerate failure, and the last time a father hired a hooker, I’d heard the guy was still paying the blackmail the tramp demanded. Not only is she getting money from the father, but from the son…. Who’s now running for state senator. I wish to avoid that. Since I have you by the balls…. Well, that doesn’t worry me. ”

“You’re pimping me out? Why me?” I protested but knew what I’d written, and so did Mrs. Bourbon—my fantasy about taking on the entire Relief Club.

“Because you have an effeminate body, you are in a position where you will have to keep your mouth shut. And… you are a sissy deep down; you don’t know it yet. I couldn’t believe my luck when I skimmed through your journal.”

“Skimmed? Spied, you mean?”

“I read the nasty things you wrote. You and I know you’ll enjoy this little experience, so despite your protestations, you are doing what you want. Am I right?”

A mouthwatering shudder raced through my body at being a girl. “No. That’s unnecessary. I know what I wrote. And no… I’m not enjoying this.” That was a lie.

“Good. You must learn to move with grace and speak with elegance. Remember that your goal is to go unnoticed.” She gave a speech and instilled a sense of propriety, describing the importance of walking and talking like a lady and, above all, not standing out. She warned me that any attention I drew could be ruinous.

“Failure will not be an option. So, this training program will have positive and negative reinforcing stimulus over the next three weeks.” She lifted the riding crop before setting it back on the table. “This is negative.”

She turned on the large screen TV on the wall, typed in a few commands on the laptop, and hit play. A video appeared instructing me on how to walk gracefully. Then she slipped two earbuds into my ears and hit play on a smartphone sitting on the table. My ears filled with hypnotic music, laced with a soft female voice telling me repeatedly how much I loved sucking cock. You’re a cumslut faggot, and all sissies love cock. Love cock. Love cock.

She said. “Practice. I’ll be back in an hour. Oh shit! I almost forgot.”

She grabbed the tiniest plastic rubber butt plug, put on a pair of blue plastic surgeon’s gloves, and rubbed lube over them. Then said. “Bend over.”

“What? Listen... I’m not gay! Why are you making me listen to this stuff? The stuff I wrote in my diary doesn’t mean I’m gay. I read somewhere that all males question their sexuality. I am not gay!” It seemed the right thing to do to deny what I believed was true.

“If you’re not, then after the next three weekends, you will be, Mr. Wessex. But deep down, I think you don’t believe your bullshit. I read every word you wrote about how you fight the urge to keep your eyes away from the jocks when they’re hanging out in your room. Those are not thoughts of questioning, but those are thoughts of a sissy. I’m doing you a favor. Luke gets his mind back, free from the burdens of a build-up of sperm in his body, and you realize your true nature. Now, sissy, bend the fuck over. I am in charge here.”

I wanted to argue and tell her again that I wasn’t gay. But deep down, I knew she was right. Like the sissy hypnosis filling my head, I craved cock. I bent over without prompting and grabbed my ankles, bracing myself for my first anal penetration.

Mrs. Bourbon slipped my panties to the side. “We’ll start with the smallest one, training your ass gradually, and besides, having this nasty device up there will help you walk like a girl. It’ll remind you who you are and your purpose in life.”

I gasped; pain stabbed at the entrance to my asshole. Mrs. Bourbon wiggled and pushed, wormed, wiggled it further and further. Blasting in my ears was the domineering woman telling me how much I loved and needed cock. My cock tingled, throbbed, and seemed to be begging, pleading to be let free.

She paused momentarily, giving me a break. She then returned to her exploration of my crack. She eased it in and back out, then slipped it back in. The plug, barely two inches long, made me consider Luke’s cock. I wondered how I would take it if I had trouble accepting this skinny plastic thing.

I let go of my ankles and grabbed her hand. “Please wait... don’t go any further. I can’t do it. There’s no way I can take a cock. It’s too big.”

Sensing my fear, Mrs. Bourbon said. “I understand. That’s why we’re starting the process now. By the time of the dance, you will be ready to take anything up that sexy little ass of yours. Now bend over, sissy.”

She returned to humiliating my hole. Pushing, wiggling, and pulling, then after what seemed like an hour, there was a pinch, and it slid in, pressing against my prostate. Mrs. Bourbon slid my panties back, smacked my ass playfully, and said. “Practice, keep that in your ass. Walk. I’ll be back in an hour.”

My legs were trembling, my skin burning from the friction of the plug against the walls of my ass. My ankles bent stiffly as I swayed back and forth, the plug wedged between my ass cheeks as my hips struggled to move gracefully, my body tense and awkward. I shuffled back and forth, the audio in my ear repeatedly reminding me that my only purpose in life was: Cock, sucking cock, worshipping cock, cock, cock cock. Over and over, reminding me why I was here. Between the plug in my ass and the high heels, I stumbled too many times walking in my heels and struggled to keep my balance steady. The video continuously played scenes of women walking seductively and confidently. I watched, studied, and mimicked for the hour as I walked back and forth, my movements becoming more graceful with each minute of practice.

When Mrs. Bourbon returned, I felt proud.


Chapter Six

Mrs. Bourbon grabbed the riding crop, sat, placed the leather instrument of punishment on her thighs, snapped her fingers, and said. “Well, get at it. Strut your stuff.”

I straightened my posture, took a deep breath, and walked. I paced from one end of the tiny cottage to the other. As I did, the first thing I noticed was the friction of the plug in my ass was no longer uncomfortable but arousing. The T-bar end applied pressure to my balls, stimulating my caged cock, and increasing my arousal. 

Back and forth, I walked passed Mrs. Bourbon, focusing on the instruction I received from the video. I ensured my posture was correct, my shoulders rolled back, and I imagined a string running up and down my spine, head up. Keeping my legs together was a challenge. The butt plug kept slipping out, forcing me to clench my ass cheeks, increasing my arousal. 

I turned gracefully and glared at Mrs. Bourbon. My cock ached. How would I make it a month with my cock locked up without relief? Was that her plan? The dance and family day was at the end of the month. I can’t do it.

“Swing your hips more. Mr. Wessex.”

“Okay.” I swung my hips more, and the butt plug slipped out. I reached around and pushed it back in.

“What the hell was that? Ladies don’t pick their ass?”

“You’re making me wear this thing up my ass. It falls out.”

“Walk. Clench your cheeks.” Mrs. Bourbon adjusted the hem of her dress, watching with boredom.

Worried I didn’t please her, I swayed my hips even more. Which forced me to clench my ass cheeks more. The butt plug as I walked provoked blissful sensations in my stomach, and a strange tingle in my cock developed. 

I stopped walking, panting, sweat streaming down my face. “I have to take a break.”

She said. “Bend over, grab your ankles.” Mrs. Bourbon stood gripping the long, slender intimidating device. She smacked her hand with the black leather tip that flexed with the motion of the whip.

“Why? I did well? Right? I swung my hips and didn’t even stumble in my heels.”

One more time, Mrs. Bourbon smacked the crop against her hand. “You swing your arms like a gorilla. You need more work.” She pointed the tip of the crop toward the ground and repeated. “We need to get you into the head of your role. You will be Ms. Albrecht, a young lady from a prominent family, working on her thesis and my protégé. So from now on, I will refer to you as Ms. Albrecht.”

“No way. There’s no way… no, this isn’t going to work. No way I’ll fool everyone, maybe no one. And even if I get into the damned school… Where the hell am I…. Going to have sex? What do you expect me to take on the entire Relief Club? One by one? All at once? Your plan is doomed, and what if I get caught?”

“Then, I’m as doomed as you! So, you better get your shit together. Bend over. This will not be pleasant, but it is necessary. If I fail, I assure you I will destroy you. Ms. Albrecht, let’s help each other here. I can’t have just any cunt do this. I assure you, I’d do it if there were another option. But… I have to get Luke’s grade’s up, or they will expel him.”

I complied. What choice was there? I wanted to help Luke, and if this were the only way, then I would have to take whatever punishment Mrs. Bourbon dished out.

Mrs. Bourbon lifted my skirt and yanked my panties down. The first crack of the riding crop struck the tender flesh of my ass, reverberating in the air and echoing around the room. My ass stung intensely, and this was only the first smack of what would be how many?

As I waited for another smack on my ass, there was a tattoo of burning pain, feeling like a red hot piece of burning coal. Though it’s unpleasant, deep down, I cherish the fierce tingle. The sound was deafening when the next one came, but most probably wasn’t as loud as I imagined. It did, however, multiply the pain from the first blow.

Another crack on my right cheek. The sound reverberated off the walls like thunder in a storm. Another shot back on the left cheek this time, then the sting of the crop on my right cheek. Undoubtedly, I had better pay attention to avoid further punishment.

More blows as the sting sends a robust electric current up through my spine when it contacts the skin of my right cheek. After four more strikes, every muscle tenses up. When she finished my punishment, she sat in her chair and told me to pull my panties back up. Shockwaves shoot through my body as the soft fabric settles on the tender, throbbing meat of my ass.

I returned to walking, focusing not only on my hips but also on my arms and how I held my head. Mrs. Bourbon smiled at me approvingly. “Outstanding work. Let’s make the next hour a bit more complicated.”

She grabbed a larger butt plug and squirted lube over the intimidating object. I was overwhelmed by how large the new plug was compared to what I had just been wearing. It looked twice the size! Mrs. Bourbon didn’t seem concerned while she rubbed lube on the instrument of pleasure and pain without comment.

What had I gotten myself into? I glanced at the door. Should I leave? Tell the headmaster that this wasn’t for me. I missed my weekends at school. 

Mrs. Bourbon sensing my thoughts, reminded me. “I have your journal, and remember, Ms. Albrecht fuck this up, and everyone will know your perverted thoughts.”

“Mine? What about yours? How do you even know about all this stuff? Huh?” Indeed she seemed well-versed in feminization.

She handed me the butt plug. “Put it in.” As soon as the words left her lips, I knew that this was going to be yet another step in my journey toward being able to take any cock without fear or hesitation. With less struggle than before, I slid it in my ass.

The rest of my day went the same—an hour of practice, then a larger butt plug. Once I had my walk down, we began training on sitting, eating, talking, and even laughing like a lady.

Mrs. Bourbon was very pleased with my progress, and I was proud even though my ass stung. It felt strange to dress like a girl with a plastic device up my ass, yet I felt fabulous.


Chapter Seven

My legs were like jelly, my ass was raw, and my voice was hoarse when seven o’clock came.

Mrs. Bourbon said. “I’m pleased with your progress. I hadn’t expected to get this far in feminizing you. You are a natural, Ms. Albrecht. We have one more task for the night.” Her gaze settled in on the fucking machine.

“Oh no! No… come on, can’t you give me a break?”

“A break? My son is most important to me, Ms. Albrecht. You will not be getting a break from me. Ms. Albrecht, this charade will require you to take on multiple men for who knows how long, so… this is necessary. Now, lay down, ass in the air, and brace yourself.”

“What happens if I say no?”

“A call to the headmaster, your parents….”

“Okay…”

Mrs. Bourbon set up the machine, plugged it in, and attached a dildo about the size of the last butt plug I’d used. Pretty thick and pretty long. She set it up facing the big screen television and pulled up some porn, gangbang porn. She squirted some lube onto the dildo, worked it around every inch of the cock, then handed me the lube. “Better get some in there.”

I did.

“Get down, face the screen. Line your ass up with the cock.”

I did. I lined my ass up with the dildo letting the tip inch into my loose hole.

“Now, work your ass into it. Get it in fucking whore.”

That she called me a whore, encouraged me. I shimmied my hips and pushed back until I felt it slip in, losing myself in the audio of the porn and the enticing sights of a cumslut sucking on a cock, while both her hands stroked two other guys off.

Then she turned it on, and the machine began thrusting. Driving the cock into me, pulling out and back in again. It fucked me relentlessly. In and out, driving deep into my ass, steadily stretching me out, pounding my prostrate. Mrs. Bourbon handed me the remote and left.

In and out, the machine worked my ass. Never once did I consider turning it off. Getting fucked in the ass was the most enjoyable experience ever. I tilted my hips slightly so the dildo would slide into me easier, then turned up the pace. As the video progressed, the woman went from a blowbang to a spitroast over the sofa. Me, I turned the dial up more.

The machine was stretching me out, ramming my ass harder and harder. But still, I increased the intensity enjoying the pounding. The machine fucked me and fucked me. Then something strange happened. It snuck up on me, catching me completely by surprise. First, my legs shook, my back arched, and I screamed in pleasure as a gallon of cum splattered on the floor.

I turned the machine off.

Mrs. Bourbon returned soon after. “Clean it up.” She said, pointing to my cum on the floor.

I dropped to my knees and licked it up willingly. Mrs. Bourbon removed my cage and allowed me to shower. Then back in my cage, into sexy lingerie, I slept better that night than I’d ever had.

The second day was just as demanding. We focused on table manners, like training on holding a fork, speaking, making my voice sound more feminine, walking, sitting, and of course, there was more punishment. But toward the end of Sunday, she seemed pleased with my progress.

“You go back to your campus tonight. I expect you to wear women’s underthings throughout the week.”

“No problem. Can you unlock this cage, so I can get it off before returning to school?”

Mrs. Bourbon laughed. “Oh no, my dear young fellow. You will remain caged. I want you to understand what Luke is going through because he refuses to masturbate. Besides, you had your pleasure. Amazing, isn’t it that you can achieve orgasm without touching your cock. That is a true sign of a sissy faggot. Further denying you pleasure through your penis will force your body to shift its focus to the backdoor, shall we say?”

“You can’t be serious? How long do you expect me to wear this?”

“Until Luke and his friend’s cum level has returned to normal. Then I will allow your pleasure. However, as you have realized you don’t need physical contact.”

What choice did I have? Honestly, I’d do anything to get my lips around Luke’s cock.


Chapter Eight

My first weekend of feminization training came and went. Mrs. Bourbon, pleased, said, “You’re a natural.” The second weekend of feminization training was similar: lots of walking, talking, and training on the rules of etiquette.

When she dropped me back at school for my second week, she said, “Next weekend is your final lesson. You learn the art of seduction.”

My third week in chastity passed, and I was back at the Bourbon estate. The morning was spent practicing my makeup techniques, walking, and talking, and amazingly I made it through the entire morning without one crack of her riding crop.

After a light lunch, Mrs. Bourbon took me to a five-star hotel, dressed like a girl, handed me a key card to a room, and sent me on my way. “Remember, there is to be no mention of who paid for this training. Mention that the Bourbons are involved, and I will destroy your life. Good luck, Ms. Albrecht. I will leave you alone to learn the art of seduction. I expect Luke and his Relief Club to be pleased with your performance, every aspect.”

I entered the penthouse suit, and my instructor in the art of seduction stood in a tight-fitting leather corset dress and thigh-high boots. She dyed her hair a blazing red, and her eyes were dark and sultry. Her curves could melt any man, and her lips were a bright, seductive scarlet.

I dropped off my bag of clothes and headed for her. “I’m… I realized I had no first name. My name is Grace.” I said, not wanting or unsure of what I could or couldn’t divulge.

“Yes, I’m sure.” She said.

Her perfume lingered in the air, an exotic scent that carried hints of musk and jasmine. There was something else in the air. Her indefinable but alluring dominance made me want to follow her wherever she went.

The woman thrust out her hand. “My name’s Lola,” she said, her voice sly and calculating. “Well, I’m getting paid good money to train you to show you how to suck cock. Take a real cock. I was told you’d obey every command I give and that I’d get five hundred up front, five hundred more when you’re ready, and a grand when you were a good cocksucker.”

She ran her eyes over my feminized body with cynical disdain before continuing. “So, you’re a dude, huh? Not bad. Not bad at all. Turn around and show me your ass. I want to see if it’s worth my time. It sounded weird, but hey, five hundred to show and five hundred more when ready. You look pretty good for a guy. I’d never have known it.”

I stood, unmoving. I’d never felt this good before, proud I’d have fooled this… obvious professional.

Lola snapped her fingers. “Come on… Turn around. Let’s see that ass.”

I turned around using all the feminine skills I’d learned over the previous two weekends. Lola grabbed a handful of my ass, squeezed it, smacked it, and then ran her hand down my hips, over my dress, and grabbed my ankle. She ran her hand up my calve, up my thigh under my skirt, and brushed up against my cock cage.

“Damn, guess you are a guy. From the leaky tip, I guess you’d been in that for a few. How long?”

“Three weeks,” I said. “But I’ve had four hands-free orgasms.” I kicked myself for telling this woman that—a strange thing to be proud of.

“Damn. Well, let’s get busy. Strip.”

 I unzipped my dress and slipped out of it. Underneath I was wearing black lacy panties, a matching black bra with breast inserts, a corset, and black thigh-high stockings, and between my legs was a pink chastity cage.

Lola smiled and nodded. “Nice, very nice, Ms. Grace, might as well go for broke, take off the panties, the bra… everything.”

This was humiliating. I had gotten to enjoy my new clothes. “Listen, why can’t I wear them? They make me feel, well, good.”

Lola dropped to a knee right in front of me, grabbed the waistband of my panties, and yanked them down before I could even react. “Take everything off. Now!”

I obeyed. Standing before her, completely nude, except for my little pink cock cage, shame spread across my cheeks. My mouth moved, trying to say anything, but nothing came out.

She ran her hands all over my body, from head to toe and everywhere in between, examining every inch of me. Finally, she stopped and cupped my face with one hand while resting the other on my hip.

“Your training starts now,” she said firmly yet softly enough that it sent shivers down my spine. “From here on out, you will do everything I say without hesitation or complaint. I’m told you’ve been training your ass with butt plugs.”

I nodded.


Chapter Nine

“Okay. First things first. Giving good head. Wait here.” Lola turned. She grabbed a large black bag and pulled out an intimidating-looking dildo.

“Giving good head. Get over here and get down on your knees.”

I obeyed. My cock had sprung a leak.

“Eagerness is key. You must enjoy what you’re doing, or at least make him believe you are enjoying it. Make noise, slurp, moan, and talk. Tell him his cock is the biggest thing you’ve ever seen.”

I remained immobile, staring at the giant rubber cock.

“Well? Try it.”

All my desires flooded out at that moment. I wasn’t acting when I said, “God, that’s big… so fucking big. That’s so big I want it in my mouth, my ass… I want you to cum all over me, fuck me like a slut.”

“Wow! Are you sure you’ve never done this before?”

Lola gave me a lesson on the anatomy of a penis, pointing out the spots to lick. “Kiss it just under the ridge, the frenulum, the base, stroke it, lick it rhythmically, making an upward motion.”

I obeyed and kissed the plastic cock. Though it was plastic, I felt right. and at that moment knew I was gay, or at least bisexual. Feeling the ridge on my tongue was too much. Without prompting, I grabbed it, and the colossal dildo filled my hand. I spit on it and slid my hand up and down the length before my tongue glided over the most sensitive of spots, or I thought would be. I’d never had a blowjob or given one, so I wondered was sucking cock instinctual?

Then without prompting, I parted my lips and moved closer to the dildo. I closed my eyes and pretended it was Luke’s. My mouth worshipped the cock. It was as if my mouth was meant for a cock. My tongue glided over the plastic, but it was Luke’s throbbing flesh in my mind. The cock slipped passed my lips, and as I swallowed the cock, I bobbed my head up and down, taking the cock deeper and deeper into my mouth. Lola moaned, grabbed my head, and pulled me forward until I choked.

I sucked, licked, choked, and slurped, forgetting it was plastic, I said. “Give me your seed. Plaster my face with your dirty cum.”

Lola laughed. There was a knock at the door. “Ahh… now for the fun part.”

Lola turned, walked toward the door, opened it, and stood beside it as a line of guys entered. With everyone in the room, I counted eight. Lola closed the door. “Gentleman, thank you for your assistance.”

Lola turned to me, my mouth agape, wondering what was next. The group stripped as I wondered did she expect me to suck all their cocks?

“Well, do something useful, fucking slut, and suck their cocks.”

They all looked at me, their cocks swelling. Lola grabbed the guy with what appeared to be the smallest cock, a short fat guy. “Start here, then work your way up.”

Strangely, I was fucking turned on. I gulped, stepped forward, and dropped to my knees. He grabbed my chin willingly. I parted my lips, waiting for the inevitable. He shoved his throbbing cock into my mouth. I was nervous but decided this was it. This was the final lesson before the real deal. I decided if I could do this. If I could please all these guys, then The Relief Club would be easy work.

He moaned. As his fat hips slapped against my cheeks, his cock grew more inside my mouth. I noticed the other guys were growing hardons from the corner of my eye. Holy shit, am I doing this? Am I going to suck all these guys off?

One of the guys, a tall black guy, stepped next to me, his cock big, swollen, and thick. He stroked it as guy one face fucked me. He said, “Sissy, you are ours tonight—all of us.”

Another pair of hands grabbed my hips and pulled me back so I was on all fours. A sizeable throbbing head hit my hole and wormed into my crack. A cool fluid hit my hole as the guy at my face continued to destroy my mouth. The cock behind me slipped in, filling me up quickly. I realized my training over the last two weekends hadn’t been wasted time.

He moaned once he was balls deep. This seemed to set the guy at my mouth over the edge because he pulled out, stroked his cock, and tilted his head back. Remembering my training, I said. “Paint my face with your seed, Daddy.”

That was enough. The guy shot a thick, powerful stream of cum onto my face. The sticky, gooey strands of cum dangled from my chin as the guy behind me increased his intensity. Cum on my face was simply spectacular. It made me feel like a slut, and like I’d done my job as a slut.

I screamed, “Fuck me like an animal. I’m yours….” He plowed into me as another guy stepped up and rammed his cock down my throat. This one was longer and thicker. I choked. Gagged and struggled.

The guy behind me pulled his cock out and splattered cum all over my ass, and I gasped when another thick head teased my hole. Rubbing, but not entering. Then he pushed and filled my hole, inch by painful inch. He pushed, paused, and pushed again. Then pulled out, pushed back in, and rotated his hips, stretching my hole. I craved the sensation of cock in my mouth and one in my ass.

The guy face-fucking me came, shooting his load down my throat. Three down, five to go. Another stepped up, treated me like nothing but a toy to be used, and entered my mouth.

The fucking I was taking from behind was intense, even more so than the fucking machine. The pain was intense, but I sensed on the horizon was a pleasure so intense and pleasurable I’d want nothing else in life than to be fucked all night, to be used. My body tightened in anticipation and fear as my once-tight asshole stretched wider.

He pulled out. Was he done? I didn’t want it to stop. He teased my hole and said. “Beg slut. Beg for my cock.”

I tried. But the cock pounding my mouth senselessly prevented anything but a grabbled mess. The guy at my mouth stopped and pulled his cock out.

Taking the opportunity, I said. “Please. Fuck. Me.”

He plunged back into me, impaling me with his cock, showing no mercy. It was big, so thick, and it felt so fucking good destroying my ass that the muscles in my ass clenched, tightening around his cock. A surge of pleasure shot through my body like lightning as I felt him thrust deep inside me, then he gripped my hips, shook violently, and a gallon of cum filled my ass, just as the guy jacking off coated my face with more sticky cum. .

I was pounded mercilessly, hips grinding into my ass and mouth for an eternity. Cum dripped out of my ass as one guy exited and another entered. I bobbed up and down, hungrily devouring one cock after another. I became like the fucking machine I’d experienced relentlessly, gliding forward, swallowing the cock in my mouth, pushing back, and taking the cock in my ass deeper. Cum and saliva drooled out of my mouth, creating a river of fluid down my chin, down my neck.

Lola placed her makeup mirror in front of my face, showing me what a dirty mess I’d become. My mascara was running, and my eyelids, cheeks, and lips were covered in thick cum. I didn’t want it to end. I slurped one after another and realized I’d lost count and could swear at least some had come back for seconds.

Soaked in sweat, cum, and shaky legs, I remembered thinking I never wanted this to end, that I could take this all night long, as I rocked back and forth between two thick cocks.

I can’t remember how many loads I’d taken that night. But when they all left, I was drained, tender, raw, and dried, and according to Lola, I’d passed my final exam.

After Lola left, I showered, cleaned up, and dressed in guy mode. I waited out front on shaky legs for Mrs. Bourbon. 

Mrs. Bourbon returned me to school and said. “You are ready. You can pass as the most sophisticated, cosmopolitan of ladies when necessary and fuck like a cheap whore when needed. I’ll pick you up Friday for the dance.”

I entered the university proud, and excited for the weekends activities realizing how far I'd come. She was right, I could pass as a woman of the highest moral standards and shed that skin at the snap of a finger and turn into the sluttiest of sluts. 

As I walked toward my room, I think I enjoyed being a slut more. 

The End 
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Tricked Into Crossdressing: Feminized Straight To Gay 

I knew I should’ve left my boss’s wife alone, but it seemed like a good idea at the time. Her nice firm behind begging to be used.

Four months later, I’m on the verge of bankruptcy. My house and car are going to be repossessed, and I’m getting harassed by bill collectors. Finding a job shouldn’t be a problem; I’m one of the best copywriters in the state. There’s only one job offer, but it requires a commitment that requires humiliating lifestyle changes.

My new boss asked me to be a girl, not only dress like one but do all the sexual things a girl would do. I take on my male-to-female transformation not for fun but to save my life. I thought I was straight as they come, but after a day at my new job, I’m pretty sure I’ve switched teams.

Demoted To Sissy Cuckold: Sissygasm

Book Four of The Series: Demoted To Sissy Cuckold Sissygasm

Sissy Carter returns to work after being subjected to two days of intense orgasm denial and edging and needs relief desperately. He struggles at work, the chastity devices on his desk taunting him with what will happen. Soon he'll be locked up, with no choice but to wait for Mistress's Ella permission. He wonders where he can relieve himself.

Mistress Ella has another very sadistic, challenging, and very public sissy assignment for him.

Sissy Carter gets reliefs relief, his first Sissygasm, but it happens in a very public, humiliating way.

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

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

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

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

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.

Demoted To Sissy Cuckold: Sissy Maid Duties: becoming a sissy maid, forced sissy maid, dressing the sissy maid

Book Three of the series: Demoted To Sissy Cuckold picks up where Book Two, Clean Up Duty, Left off.
Carter and Ella return home from a sex-filled and role-changing weekend. Carter is on his way to becoming the sissy cuckold he secretly dreamed of, and Ella is settling into her desire to feminize Carter.

Ella wastes no time when the arrive home. She begins her home study SissyBootCamp course. Humiliating and nibbling down on Carter's manhood, turning him into the sissy she desires. Ella trains her new sissy on his new duties as a sissy maid. While feminizing Carter, she edges him all day, denying him a release.

Carter refuses to stop backtalking and begging for an orgasm, so Ella has devised a special punishment for him. Will Carter survive the weekend?

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.



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.

Tricked Into Crossdressing: Tricked Into Crossdressing, Forced Crossdressing, Daddy Roleplay, Sissy Crossdresser

Harry and his coworkers had a plan for Myles: Tricked Into Crossdressing.
Myles hates these road trips. He can't crossdress.
So he plays along and ends up in some hot Daddy roleplay dressed as a schoolgirl.

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

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.

Forbidden Feminization: A Forced Feminization Short Story By A Sissy's Marine Brother-In-Law

We both had the same motto: Looking for a few good men.

My Marine brother-in-law forced me not only to crossdress but serve my country. Serving my country meant serving the Marines.

It only took a gentle nudge to get me feminized and a little help from one of his female platoon sergeants. She transformed me from an insecure, effeminate man into a beautiful female. But there'd be a price for my female-to-male transformation. It was a small price to pay to be a woman for a night. But that night turned out to be a very long, intense night filled with taboo sex.

If you love female-to-male transformations, forced and reluctant crossdressing, strap-on sex, sissy humiliation, and group sex, then you'll love Forbidden Transformation.


About The Author

Phoebe Pearl

[image: ]

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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