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Chapter One

I made it through weekend one of three weekends of intensive study under the strict supervision of Mrs. Bourbon. Mrs. Bourbon returned me to my university on Sunday night. Luke, Mrs. Bourbon’s son, my best friend and college roommate, greeted me at the door. “So? How’d you like it?”

In a raised, harsh voice, “What? Like what? What do you mean? Like? I mean, it was…. Your mind is always in the gutter.” Why did I say that? How could Luke know that I’d been at his family estate and that his mother had started feminizing me? Did he know? How could he?

Luke’s eyes narrowed. “What’s up with you? I’m just asking how your weekend was. How did you like our estate? Did you learn any tricks of the trade?”

“Tricks of the trade? What do you mean?”

I wanted to cuss him out but remained silent as thoughts raced through my mind. Why was I learning the tricks of being a sissy, submitting to humiliation and degradation? Sucking cock? Dressing and training to pass as a girl? Why did your mother blackmail me into becoming a sissy? Because you won’t jack off!

I glared at Luke. Luke glared back. My thoughts raced.

Is that what you’re alluding to? How could you know? How could you know your mother forced me to shave every inch of hair from my body until I felt like an animal without fur? Did you know that your mother had blackmailed me into becoming a sissy? A sissy for you, Luke.

After countless hours spent walking in stilettos, your Mom watched every step, how I shimmied my hips, shook my ass, and swung my arms. How deep I spoke and what words came out. And trained me to suck cock with a dildo?

Dressing and passing as a girl? Is that what you’re alluding to? Walking like a woman for hours with a butt plug up my ass, every failure to meet her high standards of femininity was met with harsh punishment. How many times had she smacked my ass with her riding crop?

“Fuck you!” I said.

“Listen here, you fucking idiot! My mother graciously offered you the opportunity to learn from her as an apprentice this weekend, yet you dare to get shitty with me? Do you not understand who she is? A best-selling author! And what’s with those smooth arms of yours? Are you turning fag? Or what? I don’t want a fag in my room.”

“No. Fuck no! I’m not a fag. It’s for cheerleading. You know… keeps us cooler.” I was being paranoid. How could he know? “Sorry, Luke. She’s a slave driver. She kept me writing every minute. I’m exhausted. And your house is great. You know, wow. And yeah, I learned lots of stuff.”

My still-tingling and throbbing butt cheeks reminded me I’d learned to walk, talk, sit, and dress like a woman, or I suffered the consequences. Not much writing. None, actually. The tender walls of my ass reminded me of the hour-long sessions with the fucking machine. My cock itched from being locked up for two days now. How the hell was I supposed to go the rest of the week?

“I’m going to bed. Goodnight.” I wasn’t lying about being exhausted because I fell asleep when my head hit the pillow.


Chapter Two

I got up early. Showered. Shaving every inch of my body as Mrs. Bourbon demanded. I texted her. “What should I wear?”

“The pink thong, pink thigh highs, and bra.” She added, “Enjoy your classes.”

After double-checking the bathroom door and ensuring I had locked it, I rummaged through the backpack Mrs. Bourbon provided me. I slid into the thong, letting the soft fabric settle over my caged cock. Glancing at the mirror, I adjusted the waistband, turned left, then right.

“You are one sexy thing,” I said to myself.

I spun around, checking out my ass. The single pink strip splitting my ass cheeks matched the color of the meaty flesh of my ass—the color care of hundreds of lashes from Mrs. Bourbon’s riding crop. I hope I do better with weekend number two.

With one leg on the toilet, I slipped the pink thigh highs over my aching, tight calves. Sore from hours of walking, sitting, and standing like a lady. High heels were fucking hell on one’s legs. Then came the bra.

Luke was up and rummaging around in the next room. I told myself, open the door, Liam, step out of the bathroom, and tell Luke the truth. “Luke, I’m a sissy and want nothing but to care for your needs. Use me. Use my mouth. Use my ass. It’s not pussy, but no one has to know. It’ll be our little secret.”

After wiping away the condensation from the mirror, I scrutinized my appearance. Mrs. Bourbon had plucked my eyebrows into a lovely feminine arch. I turned left and then right. My cheekbones were prominent and feminine. Damn, I wished I could put makeup on.

“Luke,” I whispered in the mirror. “Your suffering. Let me help. Alphas, like you should have someone like me to take care of your needs—all of them. Let me help. I’ll suck your cock, every day. I’ll clean the apartment for you, run your errands, and do your laundry. Let me be your slave. I can look like a girl.”

The sissy hypnosis Mrs. Bourbon forced me to listen to, day and night over the weekend, reminded me of my purpose in life, cock. Even before the intensive training, I craved cock. Now… I wasn’t sure I would make it through the week without trying cock. Possible scenario’s of how I could offer my mouth to someone, anyone, flooded my mind.

Luke pounding on the bathroom door snapped me back to the present. “Come on! What are you doing shaving your legs? What are you, a girl? You’ve been in there for an hour.”

The answer that came seemed natural. I whispered, not loud enough for him to hear. “Yes, I’m your girl if you want me.”

How the hell did I get myself into this, you might ask?

Last weekend, during family day Mrs. Bourbon was intent on spying on her son. She was concerned about Luke failing all his classes at our all-male university. Mistakenly she entered my room instead of Luke’s and blundered across my journal, getting an eyeful of fantasies of sucking cock, crossdressing, and questioning my sexuality.

The devious bitch hatched a plan on the spur of the moment. It sounded simple. Feminize and pimp me out to Luke and get his grades back where they should be.

So over the next three weekends, I’d stay at the Bourbon estate, getting sissified for Luke. Then she planned on pimping me out to Luke and The Relief Club. The theory was that with Luke’s sexual tension gone, his grades and performance on the football field improved.

Ignoring Luke, I slipped my pants, shirt, socks, and shoes on. I grabbed my backpack, opened the door, and entered the common room. I faced Luke, my pulse pounding in my ear.

What was I doing? How was I going to hide my activities?

I slid my hands into my pockets. The hard plastic of my cock cage reminded me that my cock was no longer mine. I glanced at the door, the floor, the ceiling, anywhere but into Luke’s eyes. Wondering how the hell I was going to make it five days wearing feminine undergarments and not get caught.

How the fuck was I going to make it five days without jacking off? I missed jacking off.

Luke scrutinized me. “You look different. It’s not just your arms. It’s your eyes. Something’s different.”

Thinking on my feet, “Oh yeah… It’s like this stage play we’re doing. I had to, you know, get stage ready.”

Luke scratched his head, giving me a yeah, sure, look, and stepped past me into the shower. He stopped and sniffed the air. “What’s that I smell? Have you had a girl in here?”

“No. You got to get a hold of yourself. Jack off or something. You got pussy on the brain.”

“Yeah, I suppose. It smells like girly shit in here.”

“Nope, you’re imagining things,” I said. I snatched my textbooks and dashed to class, my feet pounding against the ground.


Chapter Three

As I wandered through campus, I couldn’t stop thinking about how unbelievably titillating it felt to wear women’s attire. With each step I took, the elegant sensation of feminine fabric sliding over my legs and ass, and chest was amplified. The pink thong felt like a caress against me. Its sheer fabric was barely there, so luscious and electrifying that I could hardly stand it. The tight leggings gripping my thighs sent shivers up and down my spine. As I passed people, my heart raced as if I had just stolen something forbidden. The dirtiness of my secret under my men’s clothes made me feel more alive than ever before. I wandered around campus for an hour, my body thrumming with arousal.

Finally, it was time for my first class. I arrived and sat. Two jocks, friends of Luke’s and members of The Relief Club, two rows over, stared at me. Laughing. Whispering between them. The Relief Club was a secret club formed by Luke to figure out a way to sneak some pussy, or a willing mouth to service the horny jocks of their super secret club.

What’s their problem? Do they know I’m wearing a cock cage? Wearing women’s clothes underneath? How could they know? I checked, ensuring my shirt covered the waistband of my thong. I tried ignoring them. But they kept looking my way and chuckling.

What was their problem?

I glanced down at my pants leg, ensuring the pink lace thigh highs weren’t showing. Everything is good there.

They laughed, bringing in two more members of The Relief Club.

What the hell? An undesirable itch developed across the back of my neck, and the thudding in my ears matched my increased heart rate.

What was the problem? Did someone find out about my weekend with Mrs. Bourbon? That I’d been feminized. Turned into a sissy slut? That I’d be available for their use soon.

Then I realized. I crossed my feet at the ankles and sat in the most effeminate, endearing, and dignified way, just as Mrs. Bourbon had trained me. My toes and knees formed a perfectly straight line. Damned if I wasn’t sitting like a woman. Even worse, there was a noticeable stain on my crotch. My cock had sprung a leak while walking.

Panicked, I stood, covered my crotch with my books, and headed for the bathroom. There were two guys in the restroom, their backs to me cocks in hand, staring at the wall. There was a urinal empty, but both stalls were being used. I froze, the sissy hypnosis taunting me with what I should be doing. “Suck their cocks. Get down on your knees, sissy. That’s your purpose in life.”

I stepped to the urinal, unzipped my pants, and fumbled for the little guy. How the hell was I going to pee? With my cage on, sitting was the only way to do it.

I zipped back up, receiving a glare from the guy taking a leak next to me. “Got to sit down, I realized.”

Bouncing on my legs, the female underwear under my clothes reshaping me second by second into a cumslut, taunting me to suck cock. “Go ahead, sissy. Offer your mouth.”

Finally, a stall opened up. I stepped in and dropped my pants and thong. Sat. I jammed a wad of toilet paper between my lacey thong, soaked wet with pre-cum, and the plastic cock cage. I rubbed as much pre-cum off the front of the thong as I could.

How the hell was I going to make it through the week? Would Mrs. Bourbon release me on the weekend? Let me jack off?

I suffered through the day’s classes, Not hearing what my instructors said. Instead, I could only hear the sissy hypnosis taunting me with my purpose: Cock. Cock. Cock.

I returned to our dormitory apartment. Luke was at football practice. My usual routine would have been to jack off, but Mrs. Bourbon’s cock cage denied me that pleasure. I took two cold showers.

After the second one, I stood naked and studied the device, trying to figure out how to slide my cock out. No fucking way that thing was coming off without ripping flesh with it. It was on, and the intimidating prison was coming off only with Mrs. Bourbon’s key.

I texted Mrs. Bourbon. I begged. Please, no more girly underwear in class. I told her about my issue with pre-cum. She had me take a picture of my soaking wet panties and responded with a smiley face.

My usual routine for the night was to sit in the common room and read. But reading was impossible. I could only think of how horny I was. Half of it was Mrs. Bourbon had denied me my typical three-four times daily routine of jacking off. The other half was that wearing women’s clothes was too sensual to take my mind off anything but how good they felt. Worse, as outlandish as it sounded, this humiliating experience only increased the sexual tension.


Chapter Four

Luke returned from practice. He stripped. His muscles were straining against his smooth skin, tight across his chest and stomach. The sweat from the day’s workout glistened on him, and the cotton fabric of his underwear clung to the meat of his cock. My cheeks burned with desire. My mind ached with clashing thoughts.

Do I tell him? Do I ignore the desire raging inside me? My desire to please. Do I ignore the overwhelming hunger to suck cock?

He adjusted his cock. Complained about not having a woman. That’s all I heard, day in and day out—an annoying drone of how bad his life was without women. I wanted to tell him to masturbate and go to sleep, but I knew his answer: Men don’t jack off—gays jerk off. Men don’t.

Luke ranted. I drifted into fantasy. In my dream, I dropped to my knees. I offered to worship his cock. Luke rants in the real world. Questions flooded my mind, mixed with a desire to take a risk. Drop to my knees. Beg Luke to let me please him. Take the chance and change your life forever, I thought. Fear my urges will be refused surged through me. Luke paced as he ranted. I couldn’t take my eyes off his cock.

Dare I risk it? Could I do it? Would I like it?

A searing urge to sacrifice my body to him. Let him use me as a Lord would use a loyal subject. I was overwhelmed yet terrified of what it would mean if I made my offer, and he refused.

My mind raced. Am I gay, or is this a mere passing fantasy? What would he do if I kneeled and said, “Luke, listen, no one has to know. I’ll take care of you.”

Would he think I am crazy? Would he report me? Tell everyone what a faggot I am?

Luke paced back and forth. “I don’t know what I’m going to do, Liam. Hey, I heard you spent the weekend at our estate. Mom’s a great writer… you’ll learn a lot from her. How was it? Like, what did she have you doing?”

We had this conversation yesterday. He needed to release some cum. Or did he gain some inside information?

Do I tell him that his mother forced me to walk back and forth in high heels, teaching me how to swing my hips with an unimaginably effective sissy hypnosis audio playing in my ears? Telling me I have one purpose in life: Sucking cock. You know, Luke, what’s crazy is that your mother seemed to be an expert in feminization.

Tell him the training smashed the fake male front I’d erected, filling me with lust to be a woman. A hunger for cock. The hypnosis reminded me of my purpose: Fall to your knees, sissy. Do what you’re created for. Suck cock. No! I can’t. Not yet.

Luke resumed complaint mode. Grumbling about the lack of women, and paced as I drifted back into my fantasy.

My fantasy unfolded as Luke raged on. I dropped to my knees, staring at his massive cock, the head the size of a plum, the thick shaft hard and throbbing. Luke, in my fantasy, doesn’t care I’m a guy. His cock hardens with approval and appreciation for what I’m about to do. I stare at his big, massive, wide cock throbbing inches from my lips. His head was pink and swollen, and the thick blue veins pulsed with every beat of his heart. I grab it, wanting nothing more than to feel it in my mouth, suck it, and surround it with my wet lips.

Luke paced and griped. In real life, my eyes lingered over his body, face, and dark, piercing, sexy eyes. I wanted him, his cock, more than anything else. But I was terrified he’d turn me down if I took my fantasy to reality. I’d be humiliated and expelled for violating the school’s integrity policy.

Just wait, I told myself. Wait till the dance at the end of the month. Wait until my feminization was complete, and I could fool Luke. The desire had become too great. Like an addict going through withdrawals, I wanted to touch, feel, hold, and stroke his cock. I wanted to feel his cock’s weight, how hard it was, and worse, I couldn’t get the sissy hypnosis from my mind: You love cock.

Luke ranted as I drifted back into fantasy. In my dream, Luke, without prompting, dropped his shorts, pointed to the floor, and said. “Get down on your knees and worship it.”

I complied, fell to my knees, opened my mouth, and flicked my tongue over his thick mushroom head. Luke grabbed me behind the head, making me feel like a slut, forcing me to take him deeper, thrusting his throbbing, pink head passed my lips. When his hardness slipped past my lips, I could taste his flesh hot with desire. His shaft hit the back of my throat before I could argue.

﻿ “What the fuck are you staring at?” His voice boomed in a loud, vicious tone. I’d zoned out, oblivious that I’d been gawking directly at his cock.

What could I say? How would I ever explain this?

My heart raced, and I shuddered with fear. Do I take this opportunity and reveal my intentions? Of what? That his mother was feminizing me so that I could relieve his tension. It’s for you, Luke. It’s always been about you. Ever since I moved in with you, let me help you. Help you refocus your mind.

The room spun. Time stopped. Stunned and unable to find words, my heart raced as Luke’s eyes bore into me, demanding an explanation. I wanted to say something but what? How do I explain my fascination with his body? I came up with what sounded reasonable enough. “What the fuck, buddy, your minds in the gutter. You need to get laid.” I said, lowering my gaze from his groin, ashamed of what I’d done.

He looked at me momentarily before smiling, amusement twinkling in his eyes. “Yeah, I guess your right.” In a sarcastic tone, filled with mischief. “Things would be easier if we were gay, or at least you were.”

Shivers run down my spine. Do it, I thought. Just tell him. But I blew it. “Sorry, can’t help you.”


Chapter Five

My second weekend of feminization training was almost unbearable. My ass was always stuffed with a cruel butt plug that wouldn’t let me escape the torment—my caged cock felt crushed, unable to get hard as a man should. Somewhere along the way, I realized that was the purpose of my training, to deny me any thought or desire to be masculine.

I had to adhere to her strict rules of walking, sitting, talking, and every move, every action had to be feminine, or I suffered the consequences of a punishing spanking. I squirmed beneath each stroke of her riding crop that beat any thought I had that I was still male. I just wanted it all to end, but I enjoyed it. I enjoyed sacrificing my body to her.

It was a grueling torture. My flesh quivered each time I inserted a larger and larger butt plug up my ass, with every move meticulously monitored and judged by Mrs. Bourbon. The vicious spankings seemed to work because they became less frequent. While it gripped me with pain, the sting, humiliation, and constant training gave me a strange sense of pleasure as I accepted my fate. I was a sissy and loved it.

Mrs. Bourbon had crafted the plan meticulously. In disguise, sissified, feminized, I would show up at the dance on family night as the elegant Miss Albrecht. My mission was to charm each of the eight members of The Relief Club until I had drawn them away from their families and friends to some hidden place where I would surrender my body for their pleasure. There was no turning back now.

Friday and the night of the dance were finally here. Mrs. Bourbon picked me up, looking unnerved as she drove, her hands trembling on the steering wheel. Underneath her breath, she muttered, “I never expected it to be this way. I should have known better than to think our time together would be anything but wasted on Luke—an utter waste of something so sweet. No worries, though. I think Luke can have you during the week, but you’ll be mine on the weekends.”

I didn’t answer. How was I going to answer? She seemed satisfied with my silence because the rest of the two-hour trip went by in silence.

We took the long, winding drive through her lavish estate to reach the cottage in the back. A beautiful evening gown was laid out for me: elegant and sophisticated. The hem of the dress flared loose and wide, allowing the guys easy access to my ass. That was if nothing went wrong. Next to the dress was a collection of Mrs. Bourbon’s exquisite jewelry, black lace panties, thigh-high stockings, garter belt, matching bra, and corset.

I stared. What if someone figured out who I was? What if’s flooded my mind. What if these horny guys didn’t respect my wish for my nonexistent pussy to remain chaste and pure? What if things got carried away? What if rear entry repulsed them? What if I walked in and everyone knew I was a guy?

What if… What if….

Fear festered. And yet, I wanted to try. Nauseous. My chest burned with anxiety, I said. “I can’t… This will not work! They’ll want a pussy, not a stinky ass!”

“It’s going to work, I assure you. These guys will not care where they stick their penis. They won’t question it. Sit. Time to get ready.”

I squirmed as Mrs. Bourbon grabbed fistfuls of my hair, her fingers weaving together an intricate masterpiece. I could feel the tension in my stomach as the transformation progressed until each strand was pinned into a tight, sophisticated bun at the crown of my head.

Finished with my hair, she opened the primer. Put some on her fingers. The twinkle in her eye was unmistakably pride. Pride of ownership. The pride one might get after breathing life into a worn-down piece of furniture. As she spread the primer on my face, the force in her eyes suggested I was nothing more than a toy. But a prized toy. A child’s favorite toy. But there was no doubt in her face that she could use or loan me out as she pleased. It should have worried me. But it turned me on more.

Foundation came next, running her fingers laden with liquid foundation over my face, starting at my neck and working her way up. Slowly I was becoming Ms. Albrecht. Blush and eye makeup would make me look like a different person. A trio of light brown shadows across both eyelids, turning my eyes into deep pools of sophistication and sensuality. Then blush over my cheeks. Then lipstick and a soft pink lip gloss added to the look. I was stunned by how beautiful I looked when she stepped back, beaming with satisfaction. When done, she’d transformed me into something even more beautiful than I thought possible.

A delicious shudder shot through me when I slid into the panties. It was like invisible fingers tickled my balls and skin around my groin. Soon The Relief Club would slip the back end aside for entry into my ass. Or would they have me take them off? Or rip them off?

I slid into the thigh-highs. No doubt as to my purpose in life. Cock. I was a cock whore. A cumslut. And ready for use. Any hungry, horny, desperate studs could use me.

I put on my bra and slipped the inserts in. My worries drifted away. The glimmering jewels adorning my neck and wrists and the sweet perfume scent filled the air. It all felt like a dream come true, almost too good to be real.

I enjoyed being Ms. Albrecht. Luke would be pleased. A tingle below informed me how badly I wanted his cock in my mouth. How badly I wanted to taste his cum. Let him fill me up. Let the entire Relief Club fill me up with their seed. Breed me.

Finally, we were ready to go. We left arms intertwined—two women on a mission to have an unforgettable night. Mine would be more memorable than hers. Tonight would be a test of Mrs. Bourbon’s feminization program. I’d be doing all the work from here on in.

On the long drive back to the university, worry filtered back in. There were too many ways the night could fall apart. Would everyone recognize me? Would I be escorted to the headmaster’s office, in my evening gown, to be shown my expulsion papers?

Sensing my fear, Mrs. Bourbon gave me a pep talk. “You are beautiful, sexy, and a great cock sucker. A true sissy. I am proud to own you.”

What did she say? Own me?

She smiled warmly. “Yes. Own you. You are my sissy, now.”

I felt comfortable, and as humiliating as the statement was, it felt right.

Then her expression changed. Her words shifted from love and acceptance to a heated demand for perfection. “Tonight, you must show them what a slut you are while maintaining your dignity and sophistication as a woman until the right moment. Show no fear! My life depends on you! If you fail. I fail. Luke fails. You are not only beautiful, but you are a cumslut. Don’t be ashamed of it. Sex is the most persuasive power in the universe. You have it! You can take a man’s cock up your ass, down your throat, and please them. Your ass and mouth are your tools of the trade. You are feminine, so you shouldn’t be nervous but eager. This is your chance to start a new life. As a cumslut. My sissy. Mine to use.”

Her words triggered the hundreds of hours of sissy hypnosis she had forced me to listen to. I am a cumslut. A sissy whore.

Her domineering personality produced an intensity that both excited and terrified me. I felt pride in the challenge yet was crippled by fear of failing. With one last deep breath, I nodded. A thought came to me. One that had lingered since I met her. I turned and said. “How do you know so much about feminization?”

Mrs. Bourbon flashed her knowing smile and said, “It’s something I have been doing for a long time. I’ve always been different.”

Her eyes lit up with an inner fire that captivated me. I knew at that moment this was no ordinary woman. Shifting slightly, Mrs. Bourbon continued to explain, “Femininity comes from within. Some men are Alpha, like Luke. Others are Beta’s and need help discovering who they truly are and embracing it fully—embracing their submissive nature. Embracing the need for their… huh, shall we say special talents. Cross-dressing should not be seen as a costume but as an expression of who you are inside, so do not be afraid to take risks and be creative when expressing your femininity. Your sexuality. Your submissiveness.”

Mrs. Bourbon spoke passionately, “Femininity isn’t something you can buy online. It comes from within—a force that drives betas to explore their deepest desires and embrace their true nature. For some men, this means taking charge. But for others, it’s about unleashing their submissive side—exploring their sexual talents shamelessly! So fuck your inhibitions and take risks! Experiment with lust and passion like never!”


Chapter Six

When we entered, they announced us. “Mrs. Bourbon and her protégé, Ms. Albrecht.”

As I stood in the entryway, looking out at the crowd, Mrs. Bourbon’s words hit home like a lightning bolt, and suddenly everything seemed so much clearer. Femininity was more than just clothes and makeup. It was about discovering and owning my true self fearlessly beneath the surface.

I felt bolstered by her words and the strength they gave me as I walked out into the ballroom with an air of confidence that I had never known before. All eyes were on me, and I couldn’t help but feel proud that I had taken this step out of my comfort zone.

Mrs. Bourbon whispered, “Go. Introduce yourself. The rest is up to you. You know what failure means for both of us.”

Mrs. Bourbon grabbed my hands and stared into my eyes, “You look wonderful, dear. Now go get them.”

The Relief Club were standing at the edge of the dance floor, their hungry eyes scanning the crowd for willing girls. They all glanced in my direction. Suddenly I felt energized, alive like never, and could see and feel everything.

Sixteen eyes turned in my direction, made deep and prolonged eye contact, and explored my body. I sensed their urgent need to touch me, explore my body, bend me over, and explore forbidden acts.

The music played, and couples danced around the room as if caught in a magical trance. Although my heart pounded in anticipation, I moved confidently around the dance floor, with each step feeling more natural than the last one until finally, I was floating in perfect harmony with my femininity. I no longer feel intimidated or awkward but empowered.

Do I wait for them to approach me? A slut wouldn’t. I glanced around at the room, monitors and chaperones everywhere. No. I’m not the slut yet. I’m Ms. Albrecht. My heart pounded as I headed for the drink table, grabbed a glass of coke, and sipped as sensually as possible, glancing and making eye contact with Luke.

I hoped Luke would be the one to greet me. The eye game lasted for twenty minutes before Luke slowly walked through the crowd toward me. My wish was granted when Luke stepped forward and offered his hand, which I warmly accepted.

He smiled and said, “My name is Luke. It’s a pleasure to meet you. May I have a dance?” His voice was so smooth and comforting, almost hypnotic. I relaxed.

I smiled, nodded coyly, and held his hand. Luke held my hand tenderly and looked into my eyes. My world dimmed around the edges, his gaze mad with lust, with burning desire. But it wasn’t for me. It was for Ms. Albrecht. I averted his gaze, feeling guilty for deceiving him. Luke guided me to the dance floor as a gentleman would.

The music was soft, slow, and conservative. Luke gripped my hand, and we swayed. He looked me in the eye and said. “Ms. Albrecht, it’s a pleasure to meet you. You know my good friend, Liam, said he would be here. I don’t see him.”

“Why would you be worried about Liam when you have me here?”

“No reason.”

We danced to two songs making small talk. I glanced once or twice at Mrs. Bourbon and the other mothers of The Relief Club. They seemed impatient.

Out of the blue, Luke reached around and grabbed my ass. With a handful of my ass, he whispered in my ear. “You look good, Liam.”

“This is highly inappropriate, young man. I am from….” My response rose in a shrill surprise as my face warmed with shame.

“No need to deny who you are, Liam. It’s not that you don’t look the part. You look good, damn good. I’d never have suspected your Liam if I hadn’t been tipped off. I can’t believe my luck. You look so good and tasty. Let’s not spoil my mother’s charade. The Relief Club worked out a few details without you two. Follow that gentleman over there.”


Chapter Seven

Luke’s finger stretched out, pointing to a man standing nearby. George was overweight, almost round, and had a broad face. He wore an ill-fitting suit with a shirt straining to stay tucked in. “He’ll take you to your first-period classroom so you can remember this night every morning. For his silence, you will have to… shall we say buy it.”

“How?” That was all I could say.

“Let’s not worry about that now. Tonight we initiate you into the club as our slut. I own you now.”

“Own me?” Could two people own me?

“Oh yeah. Think what the headmaster would say. Or your parents? Or the rest of the school? At first, I must admit it repulsed me when I saw my mom’s pictures of you. Liam’s got a dick. Under this… you have a cock. But as I read your journal and everything she did to you. I realized… your cock is locked up and really… useless. Why not. Oh, Liam, oh… I’m sorry, Ms. Albrecht. You are going to pay for deceiving me. Or trying to.”

What could I do? I let go of Luke’s hand and followed George out of the dance hall.

Once in the hallway, he said. “You know the deal. You’re going to… you know…” He nervously glanced down at the growing bulge in his pants. It wasn’t huge, and he seemed unsettled by his size. He pulled me into the staircase. Stopped. “The room’s for the club. So, do it here, Liam.”

“Liam? I’m…”

“I know who you are. Luke told me. You will be very popular around here for the next four years. Get down on your knees and suck it. You’d better take care of it or… I’ll tell. Tell the school what you’ve done.”

“I don’t look like a girl?” That’s what I was worried about. Not sucking a cock in the stairwell of my school, or what would happen: Expulsion? Shame? Humiliation? If they caught us. But did I look good? Was I passable?

George grabbed my chin. “Honey, if I didn’t know who you were, Liam, I wouldn’t have guessed. I can’t believe you’re… Liam, a guy. I… I… wouldn’t or couldn’t let you do it… you know, suck my cock if you didn’t look this good. So… no more talk. Down. Suck it.”

Feeling good, I said. “Of course I will,” I glanced down at the bulge in his pants.

“Well, what are you waiting for, faggot. Take care of it.”

“Of course.” What other purpose did I have in life?

“You thought nobody would know who you were, that your secret would stay safe. But Luke told me. I know, and I won’t forget. Get down on your knees. Four years of humiliation, ridicule, and suffering are ahead of you. Suck it. Now!”

I remained standing, clinging to my charade. Maybe a little roleplay will add to the intensity. “Listen, I’m Ms. Albrecht, and Mrs. Bourbon will be highly upset at this shameful treatment.”

George seemed to enjoy it and played along. “Get down on your knees, Daddy’s girl.” He shoved a fat finger into my mouth. “I’ll show you what we do to little rich girls like you. Get my cock out and accept your fate. Four years of sucking our cocks, await you. Do it! Now!”

My legs shook as I collapsed on the staircase. My hands trembled as I worked the buckle of his belt. George watched me with eyes that glowed, licking a smile filled with sinful lust. My heart raced as I worked it open. When I finally undid it. I grabbed the zipper and, in one motion, opened up his pants. My hand momentarily fumbled around with his shorts, surprised at how small he was. Keeping with my role, I gave him a playful smirk. “My Daddy would disapprove of such behavior. He’d spank me something terrible. Please don’t tell anyone.”

George winked, smiled cockily, and said. “If you swallow my load, this will be our little secret. Otherwise…”

Then he grabbed my head. Understanding what came next, I opened my mouth to him. Before he could plunge his cock down my throat, I flattened my tongue and glided it under the tip of his cock. As I had been trained.

George hesitated, his breath ragged as I ran circles around his mushroom head with my tongue. I spat on it, making as much noise as possible. This drove George wild. “Oh fuck, Liam. I might have to have you stop by my room occasionally.”

“Mmmm. I’d take your cock anytime. It’s so big.” That was a lie. But it set him off because his cock stood at attention even more than before. I continued massaging the hot, throbbing flesh with my tongue worshipping his cock, proving that I was a devout disciple. Something inside me stirred as I heard his moans increase. I felt good, like this was my purpose and that as dirty and nasty as it sounded, I wanted to be a good slut. So with his cock in my mouth, I looked up, my lips wrapped around his erection, and bobbed three or four times.

I said, “Oh, George, you’re so big.”

George lost control and forced his manhood into my mouth, jackhammering his cock deep into my throat. His motions race toward release. I gagged several times and grabbed his fat ass cheeks, encouraging him to face fuck me faster and harder.

When his balls tightened, I knew he was close, so I cradled his balls, bracing myself for what would come. He slammed his cock into my mouth, driving deeper than before, face fucking me. I choked once or twice as his hips slapped into my cheeks. My choking and discomfort edge him closer, so I hammed it up, making myself gag more, and protest more. At least as much as possible with a cock in my mouth.

Three more hard, vicious, dominating thrusts filled with his lust, power, and need before he shot a heavy stream of warm, sticky cum down my throat.

He stepped back, laughed, zipped back up, and said, “That should do it for now. You better keep quiet, or there will be worse consequences next time. Let’s go.”

He turned to head up the stairs, then turned back. “Liam, do you think you could stop by room, you know, every once in a while? Maybe play some video games… and you know.”

I smiled. I had one convert.


Chapter Eight

We climbed the broad, oak staircase. George’s hot, creamy seed slowly slid down my throat, coating my stomach with his cum. I never felt so right, so perfect. Once in the classroom, George locked the solid wooden door and rearranged the desks so the teacher’s massive desk was in the middle. A makeshift piece of fucking furniture.

“Strip, then have a seat. The others will be here shortly.”

“Strip? This is such a nice dress and, see….” Without shame, I turned and lifted my skirt, exposing my ass. “Easy access.”

“Look, slut. You’re here to do as we say. You’re here to please us. You’re ours to use as we, please. So, get your fucking dress off!”

He reached out and stuck his fat thumb into my mouth. “Oh, baby, those lips and your throat are so sweet and tender! I wish we had time to go for round two, but… Strip.”

This was humiliating. It was making me feel like a piece of meat. Standing here, about to take on the eight members of The Relief Club, should have repulsed me, but every inch of flesh on my body ignited with a burning desire to be used by everyone that desired my ass and mouth.

My hands shook, my heart hammered in my chest, and I’m sure my eyes had a frantic look. Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea. I glanced toward the door.

George’s tone softened, seeming to sense my fear. “Honey, you’re better than any girl I’ve been with. You’re sexy. Damn, sexy. Please strip. Let me see you. I’ve never in my life had a better blowjob from a sexier woman.”

That he thought of me as a woman made me feel better. However, I wondered if the women who’d sucked him off was a short list.

“I got to go. I’m sorry. Sorry, but no.”

George said. “Don’t even think about arguing with me. Take off the dress! Strip and put your ass on the desk. We’ll be testing you… shall we say out tonight? This isn’t a debate. It’s an order. We own you now. So. Strip and take a seat. Now.”

Fucking crazy as it sounds, I liked it. Being commanded and owned so with trembling fingers, piece by piece, I removed all the exquisite jewelry, the shimmering diamonds, and glistening emeralds Mrs. Bourbon had loaned me. I was feeling disappointed only being able to wear them for such a short time. After slipping out of my dress, George’s ravenous eyes fucked me in his mind. George licked his lips and rubbed his cock through his pants. I stood shivering in the cold air in my lingerie, showing my bare skin to George’s stare. He inspected me from head to toe, scouring my legs, ass, and face while he rubbed his swelling cock.

He smacked his lips and said, “Damn girl, you look good. Leave the underwear on. It adds to the aura. Sit and wait.” I nodded slowly, feeling my heart race, anticipating what was to come. The air was thick with tension and excitement as I waited.

George left, leaving me alone. I awkwardly walked to the center of the room and sat on the desk, feet dangling, my back straight, and eyes glued to the floor. After ten minutes of shaking in the too-cold room, I heard muffled laughter from outside. The Relief Club had arrived. They entered.


Chapter Nine

I recognized the members of the Relief Club, all jocks, all tall, hard, and sleek muscles wild with lust. All the testosterone in the room seared my flesh with its raw, primal animal magnetism. I couldn’t believe it, but I felt powerless to say no. To deny these studs, what I offered was sacrilege.

Luke said. “Look what we have here, guys. Our salvation has arrived. This is Liam, and he has agreed to be our slut.”

I stood. What else was I supposed to do? Humiliated, reduced to nothing but a piece of meat, a toy for these guys.

“Liam?” Several of the guys said.

“No fucking way. She looks…”

Liam grabbed the front of my panties and pulled the fabric aside, exposing my chastity cage. All eyes focused on the little pink device.

“What the fuck? They locked his fucking cock up. Liam? A dude, Luke? This is your answer.”

“Yeah, a dude, Luke?” Another of the jocks said.

Another said. “This is what you brought us here for?”

“Look at him. Turn around, Liam.” Luke said. “Think about it, all the sex we can handle. Right here in the dorm. We can have him dress up anytime we want, and no one will be the wiser.”

“I’m…” I tried to come up with an explanation to continue the deception. My body, my legs, my face, my arms, my ass, and my shoulders were all feminine, but the little pink cage between my legs offered no hope of fooling anyone.

“Luke, maybe this has gone too far, and I should leave.” I grabbed my dress and headed for the door.

Luke grabbed my arm, stopping me. “Don’t think so. You’re our bitch, now, Liam. That is if we all agree to it. Turn around.”

I turned around, modeling all my assets, using all the feminine techniques I’d learned. I quivered, my hands clenched into fists as each man stepped forward. My cock throbbed with desire, caged inside its plastic prison. I wanted this. I wanted each of them to sign off on me becoming their slut.

“See how he looks like a girl with his cock locked up? Feel him.” Luke ran his hands along my thigh, down my calf, before skimming back up the length of my body until he reached my behind. I shuddered at his touch, every gentle caress on every inch of my skin, every contour and dip of his rough hands against my soft flesh.

One by one, the guys circled me, their eyes roving over me like hunters stalking prey. They filled me with an uneasy mix of fear, excitement, and feeling violated, making my skin crawl. Yet part of me couldn’t help but be thrilled by their attention.

The Relief Club members laughed as they closed in around me. One by one, hands roamed my body, careful to stay clear of my caged cock. Sometimes, four or five hands at a time. Most hands spent their time on the softness, tenderness, roundness, and fullness of my ass. One after another, they squeezed my butt cheeks and smacked them playfully and not so playful.

When the first hand touched my ass, I wanted nothing more than to run, hide and return to my reading, writing nasty things in my journal and masturbating. This was all too real. But something held me there, keeping me rooted in place.

I felt torn between fear and anticipation. Some of them were gentle, caressing my skin and whispering words of adoration as they touched and explored my body, always careful to steer clear of my cock. Others were far from tender, roughly squeezing and pinching my flesh without regard for my discomfort, leaving me gasping and begging for mercy.

“Fuck, he.. feels so soft.”

“Looks like a woman.”

“George said he gives the best head.”

“Tonight we fuck the ass, all of us.”

“Yeah, we stretch it out.”

“Breed her.”

“Mark her as ours.”

Luke said. “Maybe from now on, we refer to Liam as her. Our cumslut our toy, for the next four years. The Relief Club’s personal property is courtesy of our mothers. Yeah, that’s right, guys. Our mothers arranged this for us. But once a week will not cut it. We’ll worry about that later. Tonight we initiate this little slut to our club. Mark her as our own with our seed.”

They all nodded. Fingers tugged at zippers, shirts and suitcoats were removed. All were standing in nothing but their underwear. I stared at eight erections straining against cotton briefs, boxer shorts, and even one cock hanging halfway out of a skimpy man’s thong.

“Turn around. Put your hands on the desk,” Luke said.

I took a deep breath, feeling a chill run down my spine as I turned and placed my hand’s palm down on the desk. Someone kicked my legs apart, not satisfied with my position. “Lube. Please.” I said.

“I’m not putting my finger in it.” One guy said.

Luke handed me the lube. I squirted and rubbed some in my crack. After taking another deep breath, I said. “I’m yours, fellas. Use me like a slut.”

Luke grabbed my panties and ripped them off. Then with the shreds, blindfolded me. The initiation started slowly, and thankfully I’d had some pretty good anal training, so things loosened up quickly. Each guy seemed to take more and more of my masculinity as the night went on. Some were gentle and tentative, whispering words of encouragement and pleasure into my ear as they thrust inside me. Others were raw and demanding, not caring about how deep and hard their cocks penetrated my ass.

One pounded me so hard, fast, and intently that I screamed. That was when cotton briefs were used to muffle my cries for mercy. With each new cock I felt conflicted. On the one hand, I want this all to stop, yet I want it never to end. To get fucked for hours until the birds start their morning song. I wanted The Relief Club to open the door and put out a sign. Free use club and announce at the dance there was an ass for all.

One after the other, they split me open, stretched beyond what I thought was possible. Cum filled my ass, and with each thrust, some of it squirted out, dribbling down my inner thighs, caking and branding me with their seed. Each of their erections filled me, stripping away my manhood. Each time one of them shot his load, it branded me as theirs. Their slut. Thier toy. Their property.

I rotated my hips around each of their cocks, making slow circles, not wanting to be a dead, unpassionate fuck. My intensity encouraged them. They rode my ass with the passion of a beast mounting a female in heat.

Luke was last. He made sure I knew it was him. He forced his way in so intensely that I fought for control of my body against his unrelenting grip.

Luke was rough, thrusting into me with such intensity that I gasped and begged for mercy, my cries muffled by the gag in my mouth. When it was almost over, I thought I couldn’t take anymore. I could tell Luke was close.

I said, encouraging him, “Give it to me. Fill me with your cum. I want you, Luke. I’m yours. Your slut. Your fuck toy, fill me up.”

Luke pulled his cock out and forced me to my knees. “Got a better idea. Open your mouth.”


Chapter Ten

I opened my mouth and closed my eyes, knowing what was coming.

“No. Leave them open and look at me. Look me in the eye and watch me paint your face.”

Luke jerked off his huge cock. As I watched each stroke, I said. “Give it to me. I want you to cum on my face. I’m your dirty slut. Cum on me.”

My dirty, nasty talk seemed to arouse two Relief Club. They circled me, cocks in hand, jacking off. I was about to be a bukkake whore. Luke wasn’t the first to shoot his load. A linebacker, all muscled jock, twitched and, pointing his cock at my face, splattered it with cum. It was like warm, sticky honey coating my face. It wasn’t as pleasant for me as I thought it would be. But seeing the pleasure in the guys turned me on. One stepped back, and another took his place in the circle.

Once things got going again, five jocks were standing around me, jerking off. Cocks surrounded me. At first, I sat there with my eyes open, mouth open and ready, and arms behind my back. The Relief Club moaned. Some jerked off furiously. Others gently stroked their cocks. All of them stared at me.

I couldn’t just sit there, so I moved around the circle, taking each cock one by one in my mouth. One cock after the other, I licked each tip. Garnering moans of pleasure from each. With my hands, I grabbed two cocks as the cock in my mouth drove deep. Taking it as deep as I could before moving on to the next cock.

I took each jock’s throbbing cock in my mouth and gave them some time with my tongue. This made all of them even hornier, especially Luke. I leaned my head back, and then one by one, everyone came on me, blanketing my face and hair and filling my mouth with their warm, sticky, milky cum. The cum that landed in my mouth, I was careful not to swallow until all were done.

Bathing in their cum I felt like a mess of cum-soaked flesh. Drying cum sealed my eyes shut. Finally, when they were done with me, they all stepped away and gathered around me to admire their handiwork. They all agreed that I had been a good slut and had passed their initiation successfully.

They wore my body out from the experience, and my makeup was a runny, ruined mess. But I felt a strange pride knowing that these men deemed me worthy. As they congratulated each other, I felt drained yet strangely exhilarated.

Luke stepped up to me once more. He looked at me and said, “From now on, you will answer to us only. You will perform whatever task we assign you without question or hesitation. You are now our cumslut.” He paused for a moment before continuing. “Is this what you want?”

“More than anything,” I said.

“Now get dressed and leave.”

I gathered the tattered remnants of clothing from the floor. Ache seared through my body, but I couldn’t deny the wildfire of delight that burned through me. A sensation of pure satisfaction, unlike anything I had ever experienced.

I hastily dressed with a cum-soaked face. I texted Mrs. Bourbon. “It’s done. I need help.”

Mrs. Bourbon arrived soon after, fixed my face, wrapped me in her arms, and escorted me to her car. Mrs. Bourbon hugged me and said. “You’ll spend the rest of the weekend at my estate. I have a surprise for my sissy girl.”

Feeling secure, I laid my head on her shoulder, wondering what my surprise would be.




The End
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Mrs. Bourbon sets out to feminize me.
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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.
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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.
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Taylor is very effeminate, but his domineering wife, Harper, likes it that way.
Harper discovers Taylor Taylor's obsession with cross-dressing and decides to spice up their boring sex life.
Harper demands that Taylor crossdress for her, become her sissy, and wear a cock cage giving her the control she desires.
Harper learns about Femdom as she plans an exotic vacation.
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Eli has another secret. He is obsessed with women's underwear, wearing them, and being feminized. But he can't fulfill his desires. He lives with three macho brothers, his mother, and his father. He's too scared to order panties online or purchase them in a store, fearing his secret desire to crossdress gets out.

One day, Ms. Stratford asks Eli to feed her cat and water her plants while she's gone for the weekend. Eli agrees. This is his chance to wear women's clothes and Ms. Stratford's panties.

Ms. Stratford catches him cross-dressing and forces him to perform sexually on a public site. Things get hotter when one of her friends comes over. Eli preforms well earning not only accolades from the viewers, but several hundred dollars in tips.
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Jake Barlowe has just won a high-profile case for the wealthiest man in the world. He should be happy, but he isn’t. He hates his client, Sebastian Oliver. He hates how he destroyed Oliver’s accuser’s reputation again. But his job as an attorney is to defend his clients, even scum like Oliver. After a night of drinking with Oliver, Barlowe leaves the party drunk and drives home. With two DUIs under his belt, he can ill afford another one, which would be a felony and possibly send him to prison.
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