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Chapter 1

It was no surprise when Navy walked into the house, my Dad two steps behind. My stepmom wasted no time. "Up to your room, young man. Now."

I looked to my father for the support I knew I wouldn't get. Things were good between Dad and me before Dad married Navy. My stepmom, a shrink, turned my Dad into her little puppy dog.

He said. "Son, go to your room, so your stepmom and I can talk."

Dad married Navy while I was on my European adventure. I graduated high school, packed nothing but a backpack, and traveled. Four years later, I showed up, and Dad, a senior Chief Petty officer, was married to Navy.

Kind of crazy that Dad's in the Navy, my stepmom's name is Navy, and her parents named her Navy because her father was an admiral in the Navy. Even crazier was Dad said he married her after Mom passed away because her name was Navy. Her sexy, brown ass and succulent tits, I'm sure, had something to do with him falling for her.

I'd always been angry and getting into fights. Like the one I got into today, I didn't start them. Like the one today, I was the one that got my ass kicked. Today was different, though; I got arrested.

"This is bullshit! Owen started the fight. He called me a sissy. Everyone saw it. He hit me first; all I was trying to do when I tackled him was to keep from getting the shit beat out of me. I was defending myself and didn't mean for him to get hurt. He hit his head when he fell. Can't I defend myself? So what, I got to stand there and get my ass kicked? I have a right to defend myself."

"Dad?" I glanced at my Dad imploring him to intervene.

"Go to your room, son. This is getting to be a weekly occurrence for you. Listen to your stepmom. Go now."

"It wasn't my fault they took Owen to the hospital. Look at me." I was a mess.

Navy pointed to the stairs. "What have I said about that language, young man? Not in my house." I wanted to remind her it wasn't her house. It was Dad's.

"The police arrested me but I swear I didn't start it. It was Owen. I hate being called a sissy. I hate it. Every one of the witnesses said Owen started it, but the fucking cops arrested me anyway."

"Jaxon. Did I not tell you to watch your language?" My stepmom said.

I turned, ran upstairs, and fell into my bed. Navy was yelling at my father. Dad's tone was calm and more measured as it always was. What the hell did he see in her? She was sexy, that was for sure. But she constantly complained: about the house, Dad being gone for extended periods and leaving her alone with me, and the food. But, her biggest complaint was me.

I tiptoed downstairs and put my ear on the door to the den. "The boy has no respect for me. He's rude, disrespectful, and always getting into fights. Girls don't fight. I wished I'd married someone who had a girl. Girls are easier to raise, more respectful."

There it was, her favorite complaint about me, girls don't fight. Girls... blah... blah blah...

Dad laughed. "What are you going to do turn him into a girl?"

Navy said. "I should. I think he'd like it!"

"Crazy fucking bitch!" I mumbled, then ran back upstairs.

I sat at my desk and dropped my head into my hands. I picked up my acceptance letter to college. Mom died when I was a sophomore in high school; without her around, high school was miserable. To get away, get my head together after graduating, I took four years off to travel.

I thought it was, but when I came home to find Dad married to this bitch. Things inside me boiled up again. Dad let me back in on the stipulation I'd work, which I did, and go to college. I was older than most applicants, but I got into the state college. 

I regretted coming back. But a few more months and I was gone for good. Did Navy mean it when she said, "Any more fights, and we'll not be helping you with your college."

I had saved a good chunk of change since graduating and received a partial scholarship. But I was counting on their help.

Then I considered my arrest. Would a conviction like this impact my admission? Fuck! I called a lawyer and made an appointment, hoping I wouldn't have to pay the lawyer's fees from my meager college funds.

After making an appointment, I lay down, trying to sleep. I'd be worried sick about the meeting for the next two days.

I was nearly asleep when Navy tapped a couple of times on my door and entered without waiting for my approval.

She sat on my bed and said, "Your Dad wants me to help you financially with your attorney and college. He's shipping out tomorrow for eight months. So, it will be just me and you, young man. So that you know, I didn't want to help you. I wanted to kick you out. This fighting is boys' stuff; like I've told your father, a girl would never be in fights or have taken off after high school to become a bum. Your father and I were doing good before you dropped back into our life. I have agreed to help you, but there are some conditions. You must agree to respect my wishes and make the changes to your lifestyle I plan on making, and our checkbook is open to you. Otherwise, one phone call from me and your Dad has agreed to send you packing without any college help."

What was I going to do? Without their help, college was dead in the water. Then what? I didn't have a choice, so I agreed.


Chapter 2

Two days later, I worked the early shift and had an appointment at my attorney's office late afternoon. So it was going to be a long day. I begged for two hours off work to meet with my attorney.

I chatted with him, and he reviewed the facts and said. "It shouldn't be an issue, but my fee is two thousand dollars—one suggestion. Suppose you entered an anger management program and had a psychologist testify that you are working on your anger issues. The DA may drop the charges."

I told him my stepmom was a shrink. He said it might work. He placed a call to the DA. Then he called my stepmom and explained the situation. Then he had me wait in the waiting area. Two hours later, he called me back in.

He said. "The DA has agreed to drop the charges if you agree to the anger management program your stepmom has designed for you. You're a lucky guy that your stepmom is willing to help. If your first month goes well, then the charges will be suspended. I would follow your stepmom's program to the letter."  He stood, shook my hand and I left wondering what this program would entail.

What choice did I have?

I handed his assistant my debit card and sighed. I'd have to listen to Navy. Do as she asked. How hard could it be for the next month? I drove home, repeating to myself repeatedly, "It's only for a month."

Navy was sitting in the living room when I entered. "Your father's gone. It's just you and me. He left this for you." Navy handed me a letter.

I opened it and read. "Jaxon, listen to Navy. Do as she asks, and we'll help you with all your college expenses. Otherwise, one phone call from her and I have no choice but to ask you to leave. I'm sorry, son, but the anger and fighting must stop. I'll see you in eight months."

I sighed. "Anything else?"

"I've changed your room and updated your wardrobe for the new you. I think your anger is from an internal conflict with who you're trying to be and who you are."

I turned, mumbling every cuss word I knew as I stomped up the stairs. I entered my room, or what used to be my room. The changes were drastic. My heavy metal posters were gone and replaced with a collection of K-pop bands. That my stepmom was Korean might have had something to do with it. Next to the K-pop band was a poster that said: Sissy. It was pink, and that was when I noticed the pink trim on my white walls.

On the opposite wall several other posters. One said I love to wear panties. Pictured was a collection of pink panties. Right above my desk was a picture of a frilly pink maid's uniform with writing on it. "Maid to serve."

This was too much. I hit play on my Bluetooth player, figuring I'd disappear into some heavy metal. What played was something called Sissygasm, a mind-control audio hypnosis.

Fuck.

It'd been a long day, so I didn't want to confront the bitch until I showered. I headed for the bathroom and turned on the shower, letting it warm up while I stripped. I closed the curtain and reached for my body wash, but it wasn't there. The only thing left was girly stuff. With nothing else to do, I showered, and when I was done, I smelled flowery, like a girl.

I dropped my clothes into the laundry basket, wrapped a towel around my waist, and headed to my room. I opened my dresser drawer. What the fuck? All my underwear was gone, replaced with pink girl's panties. I opened every drawer, all girl's stuff. I checked my closet; there was a collection of dresses, blouses, skirts, and nothing else.

I turned around. My stepmom stood at the door. "Time for a little chat about the rules around here."

"What the hell, Navy? You can't do this to me. I'll tell Dad. I grabbed my phone."

Navy said. "Do we need to call the DA and tell him you refused to clean up around here? You were sassy and rude and refused to follow my anger management program. You know what? The DA and your father are going to believe me and not you. Listen, Jax, this is nothing you don't want. I saw the pictures on your phone."

I knew what pictures she'd talked about. Photos of me cross-dressing. I'd experimented while traveling and found I enjoyed it. But I stopped doing it because I was too embarrassed. I resisted the urge, not wanting Dad to think poorly of me. "What? I locked them. How did, did you."

"Jax, you are different. I am here to help you. But, you must obey my every command, or you'll not only not go to college, but you'll be out on your ass. Maybe you can sell it to make a living."

The fucking bitch laughed. She thought this was funny. 

What choice did I have? Though I was angry, I fantasized about the feeling of panties cradling my cock. The feel of a corset cinching my waist made my figure sexy and girly, and the soft, tight caress of pantyhose on my legs. I didn't notice, but Navy did when the front of my towel bulged outward.

"Were you thinking of pussy? Or being dressed up like my sissy."

It didn't register when she said, my sissy. I figured out what could go wrong. I'd dress up like a girl; truthfully, that's what I wanted. For four months, and move out. When I was away at college, I could live my life the way I wanted. "Okay, Navy. You win."

"You're going to look like a girl, not like this." In the photo, I was dressed in girl's clothes, but my arms, legs, and chest were hairy. I looked ridiculous without makeup, the stubble of a beard on my face.


Chapter 3

Navy yanked the towel off. My cock throbbed. I felt uncomfortable standing naked with a hard-on. "No wonder you're so angry. That pathetic excuse for manhood would make any man angry inside. Oh well. Let me see you. Turn around."

"No." I covered my cock. "I want my clothes back. How am I going to work? I have no clothes? How am I going to do anything? I can't leave the house dressed in girl's clothes. I'll look ridiculous."

"Oh, your clothes are in the basement, locked in a closet, and I have the key. You'll need to earn them. Oh, I contacted your boss, you'll be working for me. He's an old friend of mine. So that you know, that's how you got the job in the first place. With my help. And you never said thank you, did you? A girl would have. Yes, from now on, you will be working here until we have dealt with your anger issues. You will no longer need to go out as a man."

I didn't hear what she said. I said. "I have two days off. I work on Sunday morning."

"You don't listen, Jaxon. You are no longer employed at your old job. You work for me now."

"I'll call Dad. I'll call the police. I'm not doing this."

"Go ahead. Call the police. Make sure you call the DA too. Then pack your bags and leave. As I said, you are no longer employed. If you don't accept my offer, you don't go to college and go straight to jail. I hear they treat sissy's like you real good there."

"This is wrong. I won't." But yet I did. Despite the humiliation and powerlessness I felt, my cock was still hard. Hard, throbbing, and dripping my man juice out of the tip.

Navy glanced down at my hands, covering my raging erection. "Come on, Jax, admit it, you like this. Your cock is hard as a rock. Go with my plans for you, and your anger will disappear. I promise."

"Okay. I will." I'm not sure why I did, but I did. My stepmom was hot as fuck. Maybe I'd lose my virginity with her. Just play along; once I'm enrolled and gone, this will be all behind me. Four months till college. One month to get free and clear from the assault charges. Just play along. Just play along, I told myself.

"You can't look like a girl, all hairy like you are. So go back to the shower and shave. Shave every strand of hair off your body."

I glanced down at my legs, then my chest and arms. "Can I leave the hair on my arms?"

"Everything or I call your father. Then I call the DA. Then you can pack your shit and get out. I don't do things half-assed."

Navy didn't. I headed for the bathroom. Navy followed. I turned the shower on and waited uncomfortably while the water warmed. Navy stood, hands clasped in front of her, waiting.

I said. "What are you going to watch? Inspect?"

She nodded. "I am. From this point on, your activities here will be monitored until you are no longer angry."

I stood covering my hard-on until the water was hot. I stepped inside, grabbed the girl's razor and girly shaving cream, lathered my legs up, and shaved. When done, Navy ran her hand over my legs, and my now aching arousal bounced. She ignored it.

"Hit this area again. It needs to be smooth." She pointed to the back of my thighs.

This went on for half an hour. Every inch of my body was smooth and free of any stubble.

"The asshole must be smooth too."

"What? My ass is smooth." I ran my hand over my butt cheeks. Not only were they smooth, but I liked them being smooth. My ass was well-rounded and plump, and I forced the thought out of my mind. Then it popped back; my ass was fuckable.

Navy smacked my ass and said. "Your asshole. Your asshole must be smooth. Just in case."

"In case of what? What are you planning? Listen, I'm not gay or anything."

"Are you sure? That porn you were watching last month... and you were jacking off. I didn't tell your father about that. As I promised, I kept our secret."

I'd been watching cuckold videos when Navy stormed into my locked bedroom. Navy caught me cock in hand, jacking off to a dominant woman who feminized her man, and then she pimped him out. "Wait, you're not planning to..."

"What I plan to do is turn you into a girl. Once you experience being a girl, I believe the anger you are struggling with will disappear. Shave your asshole, Jax. Or leave and deal with your anger on your own."

I bent over, placed the razor into my butthole, and gently shaved it. When done. Navy said. "Bend over, spread your cheeks."

"What if I say no? What are you going to do?"

"Jax, as I said. I've told your Dad this too. I wish I married someone with girls. I'm tired of the fighting, disrespect, and playing with your penis under my roof. You will learn how to be a girl, or you will leave. Oh, if you stay, you agree to accept my forms of punishment."

I bent over, spread my ass cheeks, and to my amazement, when Navy's finger probed my ass, my cock was delighted. Instinctively I grabbed it and started stroking.

Navy removed her finger and said. "Get your hand off your cock. You disgusting little pig. You will only play with it when I say."


Chapter 4

Navy rummaged under my bed and pulled out two plain cardboard boxes. She opened both boxes and pulled out two plastic cock cages. "Girls can control their urges. You will learn how to control your urges. I want you to put one of these on, then hand me the key."

I glanced down at my still-hard cock. It was embarrassing and humiliating. I glanced at Navy. She was calm. As if she'd done this before. "What? Is this necessary? How am I going to get it on?"

"Yes, being that all this humiliation has gotten you so hard. I suppose that it will be necessary for you to have an orgasm."

Navy unbuttoned the top button of her blouse. Then the second, and then the third. "I know you've been watching me, Jaxon."

"What... you are one crazy bitch." I knew what she meant. I drilled a peephole into the room next to mine, Navy's workout room. Navy had a strange, kinky habit of working out in the nude. She'd start with yoga, naked yoga.

She finished with the blouse, slid it over her shoulders, and let it fall. She put her hands on her hips and said, "Well, by now, you'd be spanking your cock, waiting for me to take off my skirt. Am I right?"

"I... I... Don't know what you're talking about."

Navy removed the K-pop poster. Behind it was a tiny peephole giving me a nice view of Navy's workout room. She quickly removed the rest of her clothes and put her eye into the peephole. I couldn't take my eyes off her brown, toned bottom.

"Look, something is waiting for you there. I thought maybe this time I could watch you."

Navy turned. Her meaty pussy lips glistened wet with desire. "I want you to take a look."

"This is ridiculous. I'm calling Dad. This is... is..." I wanted to say wrong. But that this situation was so nasty and perverted only made it more exciting for me. Besides, I was curious as to what was in the room.

I shuffled over to the peephole. No sense hiding my activities now. Navy knew. But how long had she known? Why did she keep stripping and doing naked yoga if she knew? Running three miles on the exercise machine, her firm tits bouncing.

I put my eye to the hole and in the middle of the room was a plastic blowup doll.

I gasped. I turned. "What do you expect me to do? Fuck that?"

"Yes, I do, and I'm going to masturbate while you do. Just like you did while I was working out."

"You're a freak! What kind of woman are you? You knew I was watching, yet you continued to perform?"

"Go do it, and get your cock in your cage." She handed me the cage. "Or maybe this is all too much for you. I'll unlock your clothes, and you can pack them and leave."

What was crazy? I didn't want to leave. I decided I was going to perform for her.

I left and entered the workout room. I stared at the blowup doll. Then glanced at the peephole. I never realized how obvious it was that there was an eye in the hole. I took a deep breath and lay on top of the doll. I put my cock into the doll's pussy, and fucked.

I'd never had pussy, so I had no idea if it felt like a real pussy. I pumped in and out, keeping my eyes on the blinking eye in the hole. It took me two minutes to cum. After depositing my cum in the doll, I turned to the peephole and shouted, "Satisfied?"

There was no eye in the hole. But behind me, Navy said, "No, not yet. We can't leave your cum in the doll, now, can we?"

"What? You can't be serious? I'm not gay. I'm not eating cum. No. I draw the line here."

Navy smacked her left palm with a nasty-looking black, studded paddle. Still naked, she said. "Technically, if you're a girl. Which you are now, as far as I'm concerned. Eating cum is what a good girl does. For her man."

Her argument was flawed. "What are you going to do with that?"

"This, my dear young girl, is for bad girls. Are you going to be a good girl and eat your man's cum, or a bad girl and accept the punishment?"

I didn't answer. I'd always wondered what cum tasted like. I lifted the doll's legs and put my tongue on the doll's rubbery cunt. I pushed my tongue into the gooey rubber pussy, and licked up all my cum.

"Put on your cage, young lady. You have chores to accomplish. You'll need to be dressed for the part."


Chapter 5

Navy stood at the door, smacking her black studded paddle in her hand. "Well, get that cage on, young lady." She tossed the box at me.

I picked up the box, opened it, and pulled out the cage. I read the directions, lubed up my cock, and slipped the plastic ring around my testicles. I rushed to the next stage because I felt my cock getting hard.

Navy hurried me also. "You better hurry." She smacked her paddle in her hand. "I might have to provide some extra help in getting you soft again. Nothing like a stingy, red ass to lose your excitement. But, then again, a bad girl like you might enjoy it. Maybe we should find out."

"No... I got it." I locked it and held the key in my hand.

With her paddle, Navy pointed to the floor. "Kneel before me, and tell me you're going to be my good little girl from now on. Tell me how badly you want to be a girl."

I dropped to my knees, staring up into Navy's stern, black eyes. In the confines of the plastic cage, I felt my cock struggle and push against its prison. I'd be stiff as a board if it weren't for the cage. I took a deep breath and said what Navy wanted. "I want to be a girl. I promise I'll be a good little girl."

"Hand me your key. If you wish to back out, now is the time. You can. But if you want my help, this is your only option. Deep down, Jaxon, you want this. I wouldn't be doing it if I didn't believe it was true. I know a sissy when I see one."

What did she mean by knowing a sissy when she saw one? I handed her the key. On the one hand, thinking I had to do this to get where I wanted to go, out of here. On the other hand, I wanted to stay. Maybe go to the local college and be Navy's sissy bitch.

Navy accepted my key and guided me to her bedroom. She pulled out a box wrapped in a pink bow. She opened it and pulled out a black maid's outfit. She laid the maid's outfit on the bed, which included panties, a bra, a corset, hose, heels, and gloves.

I slid on the panties and felt good for the first time since I moved back home. I hadn't realized how much I missed having my cock cradled in the frilly material of woman's panties. Then she had me put on the hose. It was incredible. I'd never worn pantyhose with my legs shaved. The feeling was even more intense, being smooth. Then the bra. I had no tits, but somehow being in the bra made me feel like a woman. I was happy. But I wasn't going to admit it.

"Okay, but I'm out of here when college starts."

Navy smacked my ass with her paddle. "You'll need to learn to talk to me if you're going to be a good little girl."

"Okay... okay..." I said. My left butt cheek stung.

Navy sat me down at her vanity table and went to work. "You'll be expected to present as a female from now on. I'm going to get you ready for the first three days. When you are not doing housework, I expect you'll watch the makeup videos I sent to your email. There are other learning materials too. How to give good head. Make sure that you are listening to your music too."

Her hands glided over my face as she applied various products explaining each's use. At first, I thought I'd look ridiculous when all was done, but once everything was together, I was stunned. I couldn't believe how good I looked. I loved my look. I loved myself.

Navy opened another package, pulled out a wig, fluffed it, and put it on my head. The new me was, fuck, I was ravishing, and I wanted to be ravished. Somehow the secret passion I'd been hiding from myself and everyone else to suck cock, take cock up my ass, and serve bubbled up. I was a sissy but not ready to admit it.

"Okay, I'll be your maid for now. But I'm out of here in four months."

Navy laughed. "She handed me several sheets of paper. This is your contract. Read it sign and return it to me. Then either leave or get busy with your chores." Navy had me dress in the maid's outfit and left.

I read the sissy maid contract. My duties were broken into areas. Hygiene: I was to present as a woman at all times. To present as a male, I had to earn that right. My cock was to be caged unless Navy permitted my release. Then it was broken into areas: kitchen, bathroom, bedroom, and the last item on the list was guest entertainment.

I took a deep breath and signed. I returned it to Navy and started in the kitchen.


Chapter 6

I had never seen the kitchen so dirty. It was like Navy had dirtied every dish while I was out. I turned on the water and sighed as adrenaline rushed through my body. I always hated cleaning the kitchen, doing dishes, and doing anything around the house. But now, dressed in this outfit made it exciting.

Behind me, Navy said, "I want every dish sparkling. Then I want you to clean the bathroom."

I washed the dishes. Navy inspected them. Naked. The fucking woman was naked. Was she taunting me? My cock did its best to get hard but was restrained by this fucking cage. I re-cleaned the dishes Navy didn't like and realized I was panting and sweating. I'm unsure if it was from doing the dishes or more from Navy walking around the kitchen naked. Back and forth, like a sexy naked drill sergeant. She was smacking her paddle in her hand.

I asked her, "Why are you naked?" I tried not to look at her ripe, firm body.

"Oh, Jax, I thought you liked watching me naked. Don't you like my body? Are you saying I'm ugly? Fat? Look at me!"

I kept my head in the sink, doing my dishes.

"If you don't like this body, then you must like men. Good girls like men, don't they and you're a good girl. Aren't you?"

I didn't answer.

"Answer me, sissy. Bad girls don't answer. Good girls do. Which are you?"

"I'm a good girl." I turned. My eyes were down, trying my best not to look at her shaved pussy.

Her hand rubbed her pussy lips. "Look at it. Look at my pussy. Tell me it's the nicest pussy you've ever seen. Beg me to worship it. Beg me, and I might let you."

I lifted my eyes and stared at it. It looked yummy. She rubbed her pussy, back and forth. My cock begged for release. My chest fluttered, my heart pounded, and my hands and tongue ached with a desire to touch her pussy.

I licked my lips.

Navy spread her legs, inserted a finger into the dampness between her legs, and groaned. She said as she fingered herself. "You want me, don't you, Jax? Do you want to lick it? You want to put that pathetic cock in my pussy, don't you?"

I did. "I... I... I do. I have been jacking off, watching you workout, wanting you."

Just like that, she stopped. Smacked me in the face. "Good girls want cock. Not pussy. Good girls do their chores and don't screw off while they are supposed to be working. You are a bad girl."

Then she grabbed a plate and rubbed her hand over her pussy until it was soaked with her wetness. Then she lifted my skirt, coaxed several drops of precum out of it, and rubbed it on the same plate."Clean it with your tongue."

Navy had a sexy satisfied grin on her face. I licked up the juices and couldn't decide what I liked more, my precum or her pussy juices.

"Clean the bathroom, do the rest of your chores, and then meet me in the living room."

I cleaned the bathroom and finished everything else on my list of duties, making sure everything was spotless. Then I headed downstairs, my cock aching with desire. Navy was seated in the recliner flipping through channels on the television. She stood naked, making my cock ache even more than it was. She snapped a couple of pictures of me with her smartphone.

She said, "You're done. Oh, here." She handed me a collection of metal butt plugs. "Start wearing these during the day. Good girls can take big cocks. Dismissed."

Then she handed me a collection of dildos ranging in size and thickness. "Practice makes perfect. Good girls know how to suck cock. Go now."

I turned and headed to my room. The sissy hypnosis audio was playing, telling me what a cocksucker I was. I stripped and ran to my dresser, expecting to slide into sweatpants and a t-shirt. I only found lingerie. I slid on a frilly pink chemise and the matching thong.

I dropped into bed, my cock throbbing. I closed my eyes and could only think about sucking cock. I'd had the opportunity often during my European adventure but always backed off. A sudden rush of warmth spread from my groin through my body. It was like the dildoes were calling me. Instinctively, my hand went to my cock. It was beyond sensitive, and it had only been a day. Not even a whole day. How long did she plan on keeping me in this?

The sissy hypnosis told me over and over how much I loved sucking cock. Give in, sissy. Give in to your true nature.

I couldn't take it. I got up, grabbed the smallest dildo, and licked the head. It was rubbery but felt right. Give in to your nature, sissy. The audio compelled me. I opened my mouth, pushed the dildo in, and choked. I tried again and again. The audio telling me sucking cock was right.

Suck cock. Suck cock. Suck cock, sissy faggot. You know you're a sissy faggot.

Finally, I got the rubber cock into my mouth. It felt right, pressuring the back of my throat. In and out, I fucked my mouth until it was sore. I wanted to cum, so bad. It was late at night when I fell asleep. Satisfied that I knew who I was, a cock sucker. Dissatisfied that I couldn't cum.

In the morning, I would beg Navy to let me cum.


Chapter 7

In the morning, while I made Navy breakfast, I begged to cum. I mean, I begged. I got down on my hands and knees and begged. Navy laughed. She paraded around naked again. It wasn't so bad she was naked, but she flaunted her sexy body. Doing things like pinching her nipples, bending over right in front of me, shaking her ass, and rubbing her pussy. Teasing me.

She made me do my chores with a butt plug in my ass—day in and day out over the first week. My routine was the same, duties and more tasks, with Navy constantly sexually teasing me. Each day after I ﻿finished, I headed to my room fucked my mouth with my dildo.

The only thing that changed for week two was that the audio changed, imploring me to fuck my ass. Over and over, it played. You want cock up your ass, sissy.

A good sissy takes cock up their ass. Take it up, your ass faggot. Your ass was made for cock.

So, during the second week, I did just that. I lubed up a dildo with my spit sucking on it, then fucked myself with it. My cock ached like I couldn't believe it. I wanted to cum. Day in and day out for four weeks, I begged to cum. I did my chores and sucked on my dildoes and fucked my ass with them.

On Friday of the fourth week, Navy wasn't naked as usual. She said, "Let's go."

I followed her, in my maid's uniform, to the car. She drove. I sat in the passenger seat.

She said. "You have done a wonderful job in training. Training your ass and mouth, you'll be one great cocksucker. Today we find out. Good girls, suck cock. Good girls, please, men. Remember that."

As she said it, the sissy hypnosis in my mind replayed.  "You love sucking cock. Your purpose in life is sucking cock. You are a sissy. Suck cock."

I was so fucking horny. I wanted to cum so badly that I'd do anything for Navy. "Can I cum? Please. Please. It's been a month. I swear my balls are going to fucking explode."

"If you are a good girl today, well, maybe."

Thirty minutes later, Navy pulled into the garage of a large home in an exclusive neighborhood. We got out. She dropped to her knee, lifted my skirt, pulled my panties down, and unlocked my cage. Every ounce of tension was released from my body. I wanted to hug Navy.

She stood and told me to remove the chastity device. I did as told. My hands shook as I removed the plastic prison. In no time, I had the restraint off, and my cock swelled. I pulled my panties back up. I thought I might have an orgasm, tucking my cock into my panties.

Navy handed me a little blue pill. "Take it."

I held out my hand. She dropped the pill. I said. "Navy, please, I'll be hard for a year."

"All that begging to cum, and whining about being locked in a cage will haunt you today. You don't have to, Jax. You can go back to being the guy who hates himself or complete the process of becoming a good girl. You've been doing so well. And all that anger you felt before seems to be gone, am I right? Monday is your court appearance. Make it through the weekend, and your little problem with the law will be over."

I grabbed the pill and shoveled it into my mouth but didn't answer. She was right, but I didn't want to admit it. Navy rummaged in her purse and pulled out a single die. She handed it to me and said, "Roll it."

I laughed. "What for?"

"Roll it. The die will determine how many times you must cum tonight before we go home. You've been spanking your cock, watching me work out, desecrating my home, and begging me to cum for four weeks. Today you get to cum. Roll the die."

I rolled it. Three white dots came up on the red background of the die.

She said, "Three times. That ought to satisfy you for a few weeks."

Navy opened the door, and we walked into a fancy kitchen. Another maid was preparing a snack tray, drinks, and dinner.

Navy said, "Why don't you two girls get acquainted while I get the lady of the house?" Navy left.

The maid said. "Hello, Mistress is having two of her Bulls over. Help me get everything ready."

The maid's eyes were bright. Her makeup was flawless. She turned, handed me a package of crackers, and pointed to a snack tray. She walked behind me to get something out of the refrigerator and brushed against my hard cock.

She said, "How long?"

"What? I know it's not big, but it's enough."

She tenderly grasped my hand, brushing her cock on my ass. "Hun, how long have you been locked up?" She grabbed my cock. "Blue pill?"

When she grabbed my cock, a tingling started in my cock, and surged through my body, creating goosebumps. I gasped as my mouth fell open. I composed myself as the maid stroked. "Oh, sorry, four weeks. And yes, she made me take one. Fuck I'm so fucking horny."

She removed her hand and returned to preparing the snack tray. "This your first party? There wild and, well, fun."

As we finished up with the snacks, the doorbell rang, and the maid took a deep breath, straightened her skirt, and told me, "The guests are here."

She grabbed me by the hand and guided me into the living room. Navy was there, along with another female dressed in a tight black PVC catsuit. There were two athletic men, not much older than me.

Navy said, "Gentleman, enjoy my good girl. I'll be back later to pick her up." Navy brushed past me, whispered in my ear, and patted my ass. "Make sure you are a good girl."

The woman said to me, "I'm Mistress. You are my good girl tonight. Do as told, and you will reap the rewards. Now get our guest's drink orders."

Mistress pointed to the guy to the right. "This is Lincoln, one of my Bulls."

Lincoln was a marvelous specimen of a man. He had a powerful body, lean, and under his skin-tight t-shirt, his chiseled triceps and corded biceps were obvious. The well-developed muscles of his chest strained the fabric of his shirt. I'm sure he's wearing no underwear because running down the side of his muscular thigh was a long, thick cock.

I gasped.

Lincoln laughed.

Everyone did.

Lincoln grabbed his cock, lifted it, and said, "I hope you're ready for us, sissy. We're going to have our way with you. Enjoy all your holes; make you a good girl."

Mistress said, "After dinner. Gentleman. Sissy." Mistress pointed to the other guy. "My other Bull is Oliver."

I turned my attention to Oliver. Oliver was shorter and athletic instead of muscular. He was more handsome than rugged looking like Lincoln. He had a beautiful face with an expectant look on it. He licked his lips.

His ebony eyes glazed with need and roamed my body. "Damn, girl, you look good." He fell into a chair and said, "Let's get this party started, shall we?"

Lincoln and Mistress sat. I stood, eyes down, as Navy had trained me and took Lincoln's order. Rum and coke. Oliver ordered a scotch on the rocks. As Oliver ordered, he reached under my skirt and teased my cock. I wanted to blow my load right there.

Mistress said, "You do not have permission to cum. Do not do it. The consequences will be severe."

I fought it back. My balls were ready to burst with a month of cum, cockteasing, and humiliation built up inside them. He stroked my rock-hard cock. He laughed while he continued to edge me. "I love watching Mistress punish her sissies. Cum. Come on." 

Thankfully he let me go. I got the drinks, shaking and spilling rum, coke, and scotch on the bar counter.

Mistress said, "What are you doing, sissy spilling my booze. Are you a bad girl?"

I hadn't been punished yet, but I didn't want to be a bad girl. "I'm sorry, Mistress." I steadied my hands and handed the drinks to the guests.

The guests drank. I refilled drinks and listened as the guys and Mistress mainly talked about what they would do to me. "Spitroast." "Strapon." "Blowjob." "Cumslut." "Sissy." Were all words used frequently.

Then dinner came. Mistress said, "Strip."

I said, "What? I... I..."

She glared at me. "Strip. Put this on."

She handed me a pink crotchless teddy, a matching pair of thigh-high stockings, and a pair of pink stiletto heels. Everyone watched me as I stripped and commented about my pathetically small cock, my sexy ass that they all planned on using, and my sweet, succulent mouth that was going to get destroyed and filled with cum.

When dressed, my cock stuck out from the crotchless teddy. As I served dinner, it wiggled, bounced, and the slightest breeze had me on the edge of an orgasm. As I set each guest's dinner in front of them, each edged me, making my torture worse.

Mistress's maid said to me."Don't cum until you have permission. The consequences are severe."

Somehow I managed not to shoot a gallon of cum into a guest's lap, and dinner was over. I cleaned up the table and washed the dishes.

I returned to the living room. "Gentlemen, a hand for Navy's sissy. What a lovely job you have done. Take a bow."

The men clapped. It felt great to be complimented. I bowed.


Chapter 8

Both men stood and said. "Now it's time for dessert."

Mistress stood, grabbed me, spun me around, and pushed my head down. She said, "Do you understand your role here?"

The way she grabbed me and spoke: firmly, powerfully, and demanding, sent waves of arousal through my body. This was no longer about just doing as Navy wanted. I wasn't fighting or hating it. I was no longer going through Navy's training to get away, get into college, get my assault charges dropped, and live my life the way I wanted. At this moment, bent over with Mistress rubbing her pussy over my ass cheeks, I knew who I was.

I said, "I do. Yes, I do, and I want to be a good girl. For you, for everyone."

I didn't want to disobey. I wanted to please all of them: Lincoln, Oliver, Mistress, and most importantly, I wanted to please Navy. I wanted to be a good girl for her. I realized my satisfaction came from pleasing others. Right now, it would come from pleasing these alpha males and Mistress.

Mistress patted my ass and said. "That's what I like to hear. Let's go."

She grabbed my hand and guided me through the kitchen and down into the basement. It was apparent Mistress was into some pretty kinky sex. There were all types of stuff: ropes, sex furniture, whips, paddles, and a wide assortment of dildoes, butt plugs, gags, and things I had no idea what they were.

Mistress said. "Stand there."

I stood, hands at my sides, my cock throbbing as Mistress, Lincoln, and Oliver stared at me. Lincoln, his fingers rubbing his chin, said. "How do we take this ripe slut. Crab tie? Bent over the chair?"

Mistress grabbed some rope off the wall. "Yeah, I like it. Oliver, bent over the chair okay for you?"

Oliver nodded.

While Oliver and Lincoln stripped, Mistress expertly wrapped the rope around my midsection, then had me lay down on the chair. She tied my ankles with a section of the rope extending from my waist. This pulled my ankles up off the floor. She tied my thighs just above the knee to the chair legs. Then she tied my arms above the elbows to the chair's front legs. Then tied my wrists together.

As her hands worked, Mistress's maid dropped to her knees, grabbed Lincoln's cock, and stroked it as she spat on Oliver's cock. Then she switched cocks. Alternating between spitting, kissing, and licking on one and stroking the other, alternating between worshipping one with her mouth, tongue, and lips and masturbating the other with her hand. The men were gentle and restrained with Mistress's maid. I felt what was coming my way wouldn't be so peaceful.

After half an hour, I was done. My merchandise, my ass, was entirely on display. My cock throbbed uncomfortably against the leather of the chair.

Lincoln stood in front of me, hands on hips, his cold, hungry eyes marveling at my compromised position. His fingertips skated across his fully aroused organ. Then they tightened around his throbbing shaft. He stroked it, still admiring me.

He glanced at Mistress. "I could stroke my cock, all night looking at a sissy all tied up completely at my disposal. It's so sexy."

Mistress said as she stepped into a harness. "I agree, but what a waste of a nice sexy ass."

After the biting crack, my heart skipped a beat, and I cried out in surprise. Behind me, Oliver said, "And it is a nice ass. Get over here, sissy, and get this ass loosened up."

He smacked my ass four more times. "Nothing like fucking a nice red ass. I hear you've been a bad girl. Nagging Navy to let you free. To cum. That you felt you were being treated unfairly."

"No. Well, I've been locked in this ca--"

Smack. Crack. "Ouch."

Two hands grabbed each of my butt cheeks and spread them apart. The hot flesh of the sissy's tongue lathered my asshole with spit. With passion, her tongue twisted, searched, and swirled in my sissy pussy.

"Oh my fucking god!" I screamed. "It feels so good!"

Oliver said. "What feels good, sissy. My hand spanking your ass." Crack. Sting. Yelp. Crack. Burn—another scream of passion.

I said. Out of breath, I was panting and gulping in the air. "Both. Both. This is... " Crack. Crack.

The pleasant warmth in my center was becoming more of a burning pain, but it still felt good. I hated to admit that I enjoyed the stinging, but I did. I not only wanted to be a good girl and do all the nasty things these guys expected of me. I wanted to be a bad girl and get punished—sweet erotic punishment.  

Oliver spanked my ass. Then he stopped so Mistress's sissy could take over, teasing my pussy. Lincoln continued to stroke his cock watching how I helplessly accepted the spanking. When Oliver smacked my ass, my ass wiggled, and my face contorted as each strike found its mark on the soft flesh of my ass. When sissy's tongue buried into my ass, my face glowed, beaming with ecstasy as her tongue pillaged my hole. This went on for what felt like an eternity.

My cock would be on the edge of an orgasm when sissy made love to my asshole, and then I'd lose it when Oliver smacked my ass. 

Tired of stroking his cock, Lincoln put a pillow on the floor and knelt on it. His aching erection bounced and dripped in front of my face. I tried to reach it, but the restraints prevented me. I lurched forward and stuck my tongue out, but Lincoln kept my prize out of reach.

Lincoln said, "Open wide, bitch. This is all for you. I'm told you've been practicing on rubber cocks. Now it's time for the real thing. Let's see how well your mouth works."

I opened wide, thirsting for his flesh. My heart thumped widely as I stared helplessly at Lincoln's swollen cock. Mistress's sissy pulled her tongue out of my man's pussy. I waited for the next smack, my butt cheeks clenched.

When Lincoln rammed his thick rod into my mouth, I closed my lips around his fat shaft. Sucking on a dildo was fun, but it had become very mechanical and... and, well, boring. Dildoes are cold. Lincoln's flesh felt like it was searing my tongue with desire. Lincold thrust his hips forward, driving his eager flesh into my throat.

When it hit my throat, I grimaced. He pulled out. Then he forced it back in. In and out, with intense force, he face-fucked me. I forgot about my stinging ass. I forgot about what had been going on at the southern front, my ass.

Lincoln's unyielding assault on my mouth continued, and drool slipped out of the sides of my mouth, creating a wet spot on the floor. Then it happened; the head of a cock parted my butt cheeks. It wiggled and wormed for a second, then my ass loosened, and Mistress's strapon slid in.

Lincoln continued his assault on my mouth. I loved feeling his sizzling flesh as it passed over my tongue. I loved feeling his tender meat as it passed over my lips. I loved the taste of his gooey precum. I loved the helpless feeling I got from being restrained.

I had gone from being a passive participant to a cocksucking whore. As best as I could, I tried to take in as much of him as possible. As a strapon penetrated my ass, I took six, seven, and eight inches of Lincoln's cock.

I felt a soft, small hand on my hips. Mistress behind me was penetrating my ass with her strap-on. She gripped my hips firmly and pulled back. The pleasure of feeling her strapon was too much.

Lincoln pulled his cock out, giving me a moment. I closed my mouth, groaned, and screamed. While stroking his cock he grabbed me under the chin and stared into my eyes.

I felt a sense of weightlessness. The tingling in my groin surged through my entire body as I felt like I was being carried away. Being used like a slut, and giving away all control seemed to create a higher state of being in me, and it was then that I realized my anger was gone.

As far as it would go, I pushed my ass back, desiring as much of Mistress's strapon as I could get. Lincoln continued to stroke his cock. His large balls swung back and forth. His face contorted, and a stream of cum shot through the air, plastering my face with his warm, sticky cum. 

Mistress continued to smack my ass with her hips. Every inch of skin on my body fluttered with arousal, seared with the heat of passion. The sticky cum on my face reminded me I was a slut.  A cumslut, to be used by everyone.

Oliver stepped in front of me. He grabbed my chin, lined his cock up between my lips, and slid his head along my quivering lips. He forced his cock forward. I parted my lips, allowing entry into my tender throat.

He glanced down at me, a smile on his face. "How's that feel, slut?"

I mumbled. "It's the greatest."

Mistress continued to fuck me from behind. Smacking my tender, stinging ass as she destroyed what was left of my masculinity. I struggled to breathe with a cock in my mouth and a rubber cock pounding my ass. Mistress had both of her soft, delicate hands on my hips. She was going at it.

With Mistress in my ass and Oliver in my throat, the unthinkable happened. I came. My entire body contorted, and a flood of cum splattered my thighs. My body relaxed, and my ass became tender. But Mistress didn't stop.

"Oh fuck. Please stop. I need a break." I tried to put my hands back and slow her hips down. But the ropes prevented me. I considered using my safe word. But if I did, would it embarrass Navy? Would she feel ashamed that she'd pimped me out and I didn't or wasn't a good girl? I wanted to be a good girl for her.  

"Oh my, look what we have here. A hands-free orgasm. Think I'm going  to stop?"

Oliver fucked my mouth even harder. The little blue pill took effect, and my cock hardened again almost immediately.

Mistress grabbed my tender cock, and stroked it. "She's got a hard-on again already. What a little slut you are."

She stopped fucking me. An appreciated rest. She kissed me tenderly on the neck and whispered in my ear. "You've been a good girl. I'll tell Navy what a good girl you've been."

Mistress's brief break was appreciated, but it didn't last long. She went to work on my ass again. I settled into bliss as both returned to using my mouth and ass. Time stopped. After what felt like an eternity, Oliver shot his load. Gooey, salty cum slid down my throat.

Mistress stopped. Untied me. Guided me to the bathroom. Mistress's sissy drew a steaming bath. I soaked for an hour as Mistress's maid cleaned me off and stroked my cock until I came. Number two.

When done, I was Jax again. No makeup. Clean. And I wanted more. Navy picked me up. I got into her car, naked, my maid outfit in my hand and my cock sticking straight up.


Chapter 9

Navy said. "I'm told you were a good girl." Navy glanced at my groin.  "Look at you hard, horny, and wanting more."

Indeed not only was my cock hard, but precum oozed out of my head.

Navy backed the car out of the garage in silence into the twilight and started down the road. Though dark, I felt uncomfortable about being naked in the car.

"So tell me, did you enjoy yourself? Did you have fun? Why don't you jack off like you've been nagging me for a month? Go on! There's lube in the glove box, and tell me about your adventure."

"Navy... I um."

"Do it. You've been begging me to cum for four weeks. Since you moved in, you've been jacking off under my roof like a nasty little boy. Are you ashamed to do it in my car? You know you want to play with your pathetic little cock. Go on. How often have you shot a load out of that pathetic little cock while spying on me? Now you don't want to? Do it, sissy faggot! Do it! How many times have you cum tonight?"

I had forgotten all about Navy's goal. I didn't think she was serious. "Twice. Are you serious? Three times?"

"Oh, yes." She punched in our address. Put the car into drive. "You have ten minutes to shoot your load. Or punishment will be our first task when we arrive." She set a timer to ten minutes, attached it to the phone holder anchored to the windshield, and turned it toward me.

"Ten minutes?" It was enough time. I'd always been a quick cummer, but in the car. I was naked. And though it was dark, I was still in public.

Navy hit the gas, and the car lurched forward. "Well, get busy."

"You're crazy."

"Better get busy. Nagging me. Day in and day out to cum for four weeks, I've had to listen to you."

"What? You were walking around the house naked, rubbing your pussy, shaking your ass, and tempting me. Those tapes you made me listen to were torture. What did you expect me to do? Yeah, I wanted to cum." I glanced at the timer. I had nine minutes left. "What if I don't cum? What if I say it's over."

"You may. But from what I heard, you enjoyed yourself. Are you not happier? Less angry?"

I was happy. Satisfied with who I'd become. I wanted this. I reached into the glovebox, pulled out the tiny tube of lube, and squirted some into my right hand. 

"No, left hand. Use your left hand."

I laughed. "What? This is insane. Why my left hand? What difference does it make?"

Navy leaned over and glanced at the timer. "You have eight minutes left."

I squirted lube into my left hand and stroked. As I rubbed, I realized why she'd had me use my left hand. It was uncomfortable and challenging to get the proper pressure on my cock. I'd been jacking off with my right hand for years, developing a skill to make myself cum. As the timer ticked down, I wondered if I'd be able to get the correct pressure. When I used my right hand, I could move it fast and furious, creating just the right amount of tension and speed. My left hand didn't want to do as told.

Navy said. "What's wrong? Having a little trouble? Maybe you should have thought about that when you were spying on me. You little pervert."

I said, struggling with my left hand to get the correct grip my cock needed to cum. "Come on. You enjoyed it. You knew I was watching, and you performed for me."

Navy laughed. The timer ticked down. I struggled to cum. I wanted to cum. I was just about there, even with my left hand, when we stopped at a red light. I looked out my window. A guy in a semi glanced down at me, naked, stroking my cock. I pulled my hand away and pretended nothing had happened.

"What's wrong? Don't you like someone spying on you? Spying on you, stroking your little cock?"

I was ashamed, on the one hand. But I was aroused on the other. I enjoyed being watched. My cock throbbed. The guy in the truck made a  gesture like he was jacking off with his hand and blew me a kiss. I waited till the light changed and returned to my act of self-pleasure.

I had one minute and thirty seconds. I went at it frantically. We pulled into our driveway. The garage door opened, and we pulled into the garage. The timer beeped. I continued to stroke, and seconds later, my legs twitched, and I slid down so that most of my orgasm landed on my chest.

Panting, proud of myself, I said. "I made it."

Navy said as she opened the door. "You missed it by three seconds. Doesn't count. Let's go."

"What? What are you saying? It doesn't count? What does that mean?"

"It means you owe me three orgasms, you pathetic excuse for a man. Get out."  


Chapter 10

I got out of the car, naked, and almost immediately, my cock swelled. Part of the reason I got hard right away again was, I'm sure, because of the little blue pill I had to take. The other part of it, and I hated to admit it was that I was enjoying the humiliation, being used for someone else's pleasure, and the thrill of not knowing what was about to take place. Then I realized I was no longer angry. Navy's anger management program had worked.

I followed Navy into the house. As I walked, the anal soreness from the ass destruction I'd endured was like getting a tattoo. It hurt. But I loved it, knowing why it hurt. A reminder of who I was.

We entered the kitchen Navy said, "Go to the living room."

I did as commanded. I waited. Head down. Hands clasped at my lap. My cock throbbing. Navy entered, dragging a chair behind her. She stripped, sat on the chair, and patted her lap. "Come here."

I shuffled forward. Navy grabbed my hard, tender cock and lubed it up. Then she lubed up her inner thighs.

What the hell was she doing?

"On my lap, put that pathetic excuse for a cock between my thighs. When I make a demand, follow it. You owe me three orgasms, dirty little slut."

Hearing her call me a dirty little slut made my cock throb. I positioned myself on her lap and slid my cock between her thighs. She tightened her moist, soft thighs. Then she smacked my ass.

"When I give you an assignment, I expect it to be carried out. I will spank you until you cum. Now hump my thighs."

"Fuck Navy. I've had an orgasm three times tonight. It's going to take me all night."

She smacked my ass. "If it takes all night. It takes all night. But if it does, you'll be standing for a month. Hump my leg."

I lifted my thighs and pumped in and out. Each time I lifted my ass, Navy smacked it. My ass stung, but with each crack of her hand, it stimulated my cock too. It sent a delightful warmth and vibration through my groin. The sound, the crack, was a delight to my ears. I wondered why pain felt so good. I'd been a runner all my life, and getting spanked was like the runner's high one gets after pushing through the first mile, fighting through the pain.

I humped her thighs. She smacked my ass. I loved being in her control. With each smack, I edged closer to orgasm. I couldn't believe it when I shot my load.

Navy said. "Good girl. Now clean up your mess." She pointed to my fourth orgasm for the night drying on her thighs and the floor. I cleaned up her thighs first, savoring the feeling of her supple flesh on my tongue. Then I cleaned up the floor.

I showered, and Navy put my cage back on. When my head hit the pillow, I fell asleep immediately. The next day I put my Maid's outfit on and did my chores.

When Monday came, Navy opened the closet in the basement with my guy's clothes. I wanted to stay dressed as a female, but that might not go over well with the judge. Under my clothes, I wore a pair of frilly pink panties and a matching bra.

It was exhilarating to be in the courtroom with all the people, wearing my panties underneath. It gave me confidence and calm I hadn't felt in years, if ever.

Navy walked me to the table my lawyer sat at when my case came up. My lawyer and the DA stood.

My attorney said, "My client has been dealing with anger issues and entered an intensive month-long anger management program. He has completed it, and the results are astounding. The DA agreed to drop the charges if he dealt with his anger issues."

The DA called my stepmom to the stand. "Mrs. Auger. Has Jaxon completed your program to your satisfaction?"

"Yes. He has made phenomenal progress. But I feel like he needs some more work. Perhaps another six months, and I feel his anger will be gone."

My mouth dropped open. Another six months? That wasn't our agreement. The DA turned toward me. Then the judge. "Your honor, I'll agree. I'll suspend charging the defendant, but he must complete the entire program for me to drop the charges. When I hear testimony that it has been completed, I will drop the charges."

The judge looked at me and said, "Jaxon, do you agree to another six months in this anger management program."

What choice did I have? My stepmother was indeed wicked. But, as I said, "Yes." My cock fought against the confines of the cock cage, thinking of all the dirty, nasty things she'd have me do.




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

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

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


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.

Sissy Slave Training - Book 2: Sissy Training, Sissy Crossdresser, Forced Crossdressing, Femdom

Mistress Joyce begins her sissy slave training with Asher, sexually servicing Tiffany, a well-endowed transgender woman that once worked as a stripper at The Dirty Secret - the club Mistress Joyce manages.

While accepting his role as a sissy and enjoying his new persona as Ashley. Asher must keep it a secret from his nosey father or risk losing his fortune. He's managed to convince his father to write him into the will. But he must complete one more task, buy The Dirty Secret.

After breaking Asher in with Tiffany, Mistress Joyce transforms Asher into Ashley, her sissy slave, with a night of serving drinks at The Dirty Secret, followed by a wild sexual encounter.

Town Slut: Forced Crossdressing, Feminization, Sissy Crossdresser, Sissy Training, (Book 3 - Sissy Slave Training)

Town Slut is the third book in my series: Sissy Slave Training.
Asher Grainger, born into wealth and privilege, is the sole heir to a multi-million dollar fortune and desperately tries to please his father. Asher's father dislikes his son, referring to him as a momma's boy, a sissy, and refuses to put him in the will unless he can prove himself as a stud and a ruthless businessman. Asher succeeds in making tons of money for his father. But, his true nature, wanting to be a sissy, prevents him from having any luck with women.
He sneaks into Joyce Johnson's rental home and gets caught trying on her underwear. Things change for the better because his father believes that Asher is getting laid, but the truth is that Asher has become Joyce's sissy slut.
Under the threat of revealing his true nature to Asher's father, Joyce turns Asher into Ashley.





















Keeping Up With Phoebe Pearl







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

Follow Me:

Facebook

Instagram
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