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Chapter One  

I hopped into the family car, greeting my Mom and sisters, Josie and Eve, who were already sitting in the backseat. Eve beamed a smile at Brandon, her husband, the Marine just back from an overseas tour of duty. We drove off towards the old red-brick church for Sunday services; after that, it would be off to the prayer meeting where Mom would give me my weekly allowance—as long as I abided by her strict rules of morality.

Did she care if I drank, smoked, did drugs, or fornicated with loose women? Nope. Or she didn’t care to check. She’d up my allowance if I fornicated with women of dubious morality. What did I do that was so wrong, so sinful that she couldn’t let me live under the same roof as her? She said my compulsion was so wicked that she had to banish me from the family compound. What was so evil and sinful that her only son had to leave?

I’m a cross-dresser and had no plan to quit, especially living alone. However, I’d have to keep my sinful habit a secret until I got a job that paid my bills without Mom’s help. Then I’d cut ties with her and live my own life.

Josie’s gaze avoided mine, and Eve had a scowl on her face that made me feel like I was no longer welcome in the family. But Mom looked at me with such intensity and love, as if she could will my life on a different path. She wanted to believe what she offered was the right path for me, but I knew I could never become the man she wanted me to be—a macho figure like Brandon—even if it were what I wanted.

Brandon, home from his tour of duty overseas, shined red, white, and blue in his Marine dress uniform. I slid into the empty seat beside him and glanced at his uniform. The scarlet piped mandarin collar, his sky blue trousers with a blood red stripe running down the leg. The gold and red insignia of a sergeant and the four rows of medals gave him a mystique. It did not impress me.

He took an audible intake of air, grabbed his crotch, and adjusted his package. Then swallowed before he said. “Levi, nice to see you again.” Brandon glanced at me, up and down. He glowed with desire, and a basic wild need passed between us like he imagined me dressed in women’s clothes. Me, I imagined my mouth wrapped around his cock, my other sin. I liked cock, not pussy. I’m pretty sure I’m gay, a gay cross-dresser who loved men in uniform—mmmm... scrumptious. I chuckled; what a way to serve my country.

The moment I slid into the car, everyone’s eyes felt like daggers. I knew what they were all thinking: I should be ashamed of my immoral choices. But Brandon looked at me differently; his gaze wanted to search for secrets and answers deep within me. It seemed almost as if he wanted to possess me, and I wasn’t unsure who wanted it more, Brandon or myself. He seemed to want to know more about the secrets hidden inside me. Like he wanted me, wanted to feminize me.

Or was I imagining things?

Mom broke up the powerful force passing between Brandon and me by handing me the envelope with my check. Early? Maybe she feels I’m not breaking my vow. Or she feels guilty for throwing her son out of the house. Or is she worried I’ll taint Brandon’s straightness with my perversions? Does she even know what I’m thinking? Did the almighty open my mind and let her peak at my naughty thoughts?

My mother’s wealthy and strict background made her a firm believer in ‘tough love,’ the allowance she gave me came with various conditions. Especially one in particular, no cross-dressing. As I looked into her piercing eyes, I could see the disappointment forming; they wondered if I was controlling my urges.

I stared at the envelope, my right hand on the door handle, ready to bail. The speech I’d practiced a hundred times was there. Right there on the tip of my tongue. “Mom, I’m sorry. I can’t help myself. I love...”

I love cock? Do I say it? How did I know I loved cock? I’ve never had cock, or pussy, so how do I know. Mom, I love dressing in women’s clothes.
I didn’t say a word. How could I? My job barely covered the rent. I had a car payment and food. I’d wait. Take her money and make sure she never finds out about my activities. Find a better-paying job, leave this trap in hell, and live as I wanted.

I couldn’t let her find out. “Thanks, Mom.”

I grabbed the envelope. Which I only received if I attended church every Sunday, attended the prayer group, and the counseling for what Mom referred to as my “perversion.”

We arrived at church after driving twenty minutes in uncomfortable silence.
In the atrium, greeters passed out information pamphlets and a service schedule. Everything was shiny and polished. Soft background gospel music played as we all took our seats. As the parishioners greeted each other, Brandon, who’d made sure he’d taken a seat next to me, turned toward me, parted his legs seductively, ran his hand slowly up his thigh, and said. “Levi, I hear you’re a confused young man.”

I glanced around. I disgusted the parishioners, but with his potty mouth, this jarhead didn’t seem to bother anyone. “Confused? About what?” I wasn’t confused at all; my rich. Mom was my sisters were, but I wasn’t.

My sister’s clothes fascinated me since... well, forever. Women always looked so put together, while men looked frumpy dressed in drab clothing. I loved how women dressed and the choices available to them, the style and grace. Men’s clothing choices were different, dull, boring, and lacked the sexuality of women’s clothes. I wanted what women had.

“Listen, Levi; I have the answer. Maybe you should join the Marines. It’ll make a man of you.” Brandon said while licking his lips.

That was my problem, according to my Mom. I wasn’t man enough—too much influence from girls. I had five sisters; my older sisters had moved on and married successful men. And all were submissive doting wives. I’d visited their homes and was jealous, not of the men. But my sisters. I’d wanted nothing more than to make dinner, dote over my man, and... I wondered what my sisters’ love lives were like.

I glanced at Eve and wondered what she was doing with Brandon.
My mind drifted into a fantasy of what I’d do with Brandon, but my thoughts were immediately cut off by Mom’s voice ringing in my head. “You sick, dirty, boy.”

That’s why Mom said I needed live independently. Her way of throwing me out; she secured me a place to live, a costly one-bedroom apartment. She said, “When you work through your sinful ways, son, you will be welcome home.”

Then I got a sermon on some shit about being tested, proving myself, and all that crap. She finished with, “Find a woman, not be one.”

At first, I was happy and ecstatic. But, as parishioners stopped by with food, words of encouragement, and sermons, always snooping around for any signs of my sins. I felt trapped and thought I might explode.

I sighed. What do I say to my brother-in-law?

“Fuck you” was on the tip of my tongue. Then the lecture I wanted to give my mother and my two holier-than-thou sisters. “Being a killer is alright, huh? Is that what you’re telling me? But dressing up in girl’s clothes was a sin too horrible even to let one’s flesh and blood live under her roof.”

Instead, I said. “I’ll look into it.”

Brandon continued. “Maybe I set you up to chat with a female Marine on the post.” He laughed. “Maybe she can teach you how to be a man. There’s one... oh man, is she a real ball-buster. Meaner and tougher than any guy I know.”

“Uh...” I glanced around again. Brandon put his arm around me and pulled me close. But it wasn’t a brotherly hug. Then he whispered in my ear. “So, you enjoy dressing as a girl?”

I looked around; no one was looking at us. How could they not see? Everyone chatted with their neighbor, listening to the choir or reading the flyers. How do I answer that? My gaze dropped to his crotch. He had a hard-on. I didn’t look away in disgust but studied the bulge as I ached, needing to touch him between his legs and grab the lump that seemed to be only growing. He leaned into my ear, his hot breath fast and audible, “You know they say an asshole is tighter and better than pussy.”

Was he tempting me? Had Mother put him up to this to test me?

Our conversation ended when the pastor started his sermon. I tried to focus on something else besides what Brandon had said. At first, I focused on the pastor telling us all the world’s sinful ways, but I wasn’t interested. My gaze drifted over the crowd. A woman two rows up from me, off to the right, caught my attention, dressed modestly yet elegantly. I couldn’t stop looking at her, even though it made me feel like a voyeur. The sleeves of her white blouse were sheer, she had a ruffled neckline, and the fabric was a light blue chiffon. Dangling earrings traced their way down to her shoulders. Her cocoa-colored hair hung in loose curls to her breasts. Her skirt is a long and flowing swing skirt. I was jealous.

I wanted to tell Mom all my fantasies about dressing like a girl didn’t just revolve around thongs, panties, and “dirty underthings,” as she referred to them. Most of them were, to be honest. Even if I’d been born a girl, I’d still be a sinner in my Mom’s eyes because of my desire to dress sexy and my out-of-control taboo sexual urges.

Ignoring the sermon about sin, and sinners, I imagined myself in that dress. Then, like always, I imagined myself in something tighter, sexier. For damn sure, I wouldn’t be going out looking as good as she does to church—a night on the town in a sexy, short little black dress was my cup of tea.

With the service over, we headed for the prayer group. We all held hands and bowed our heads. I wondered what everyone was praying for. As my mind drifted into a very kinky fantasy, I worried the man upstairs would strike me with lightning. I chuckled. Mom on my right glared at me from the corner of her eye. Brandon was on my left, his palms sweating as a single finger trailed circles in my palm.

Was he hitting on me?

Since a lightning bolt hadn’t struck me or I hadn’t spontaneously combusted, I figured my kinky fantasy was all right with the guy upstairs.
There was no way Mom could know about the thoughts running around in my mind, or could she?

“Mom, I’m my own man!” I laughed at the thought. Was I my own man or my own woman? If she ever learned how my perverse habit had developed while living alone. I’d for sure be in trouble. My heart raced as I contemplated the consequences of my actions. What if I got caught? Jail? I ran through the scenarios, and each filled me with dread. As much as I didn’t want to, I knew what must be done. I needed to find a job, which meant entering a world scarier than the one I was running from.

After dropping Mom and my sisters off, Brandon took me home. Before I got out of the car, he said. “Maybe we could hang out sometime. With the guys, you know. There’s a club I go to all the time. It’s called Club Mania. Lots of girls there.”

He grabbed my thigh. I glanced down at his hand. What was he doing?
My heart raced like a runaway train as I said, “Yeah, sure.” A battle between man and woman raged in my soul’s depths.

I needed a friend to share my secrets with and talk about makeup, fashion, and everything girl stuff. If I didn’t find someone soon, it doomed me to live a life I didn’t want. The thought sent me into an abyss of sheer terror where feminine urges and male packaging collided in an epic clash for control over my future.

For now, I couldn’t get caught cross-dressing again. Not yet.


Chapter Two




I hated walking fifteen miles a day at my job. After four days, I was exhausted; I only wanted to go home and rest. But Thursday nights meant washing day for the girls across the hall, and they always left something behind—a pair of panties, a bra, pantyhose, and, if I was fortunate, a piece of lingerie. It took perfect timing to indulge in my secret desire with no one knowing.

But sometimes, I wished it would be different. To get caught, to let everyone know what I craved and longed for deep down. Yet even as I thought this, I knew it wasn’t possible—it was better if things remained on the down low.

I prepared so that when I got home, I could rush upstairs and grab my basket full of dirty laundry. First, I checked down the hall. Mrs. Drew was nowhere to be seen. There were eight single-bedroom apartments in my section of the complex. My next-door neighbor Mrs. Drew reported every move and behavior to my Mom. She barely left her apartment except to go to church or check on me. So, I had to be careful or get a better job.

I’d been looking, but with the tight labor market, a better-paying job wasn’t on the horizon. Once I got a better-paying job, I was out of the bullshit counseling and my mother’s bullshit rules. Until then, I’d be hiding my secret passion.

Two young girls, maybe twenty at most, a little younger than me, rented the apartment across from me. They went to the veterinarian college across the street from my apartment complex. The complex had a contract with the school. The students paid the college for room and board, and the school paid the complex for their rooms. Sometimes, there were four students in a tiny one-bedroom apartment, which was good for me because, all too frequently, they left panties behind. So they did not miss them when I snatched a pair from the dryer or washer.

The other apartment on my floor had been empty for two months, maybe a little longer. I hoped a girl would move in, a slender, sexy female—one with a similar build as mine.

A middle-aged woman, maybe late thirties or early forties, stepped off the staircase holding a round basket. A basket of neatly folded laundry with several pairs of panties on top dangled from one hand, and a slight smile graced her lips as if she had just seen something funny.

She fumbled with her keys, struggling to open the door to the once-unoccupied apartment with a basket under one arm. A gentleman would have rushed to assist her, yet all I could do was stare at the pink thong on top of the perfectly folded clothes: sharp corners, centered collars—they were perfectly folded.

This gorgeous woman wore tight, bright yellow yoga shorts; the bright color made her long, tanned, muscular legs stand out. I should have gotten complicated from how her skin shimmered, as soft and silky as satin, and should have been thinking about how badly I wanted to fuck her, normal raging macho hormones, which all men seem to be born with, except me. I should have seen the opportunity and rushed to help her. But I didn’t; I fantasized about how good the thong’s thin fabric would feel up my ass crack.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her, not from the swell of her perky breasts or the way her tight yellow yoga shorts molded around her curves like a second skin. Not me. Not Levi Franklin. I’d been staring at the panties perched atop her laundry basket, so innocent and delicate that it had taken my breath away.

We made eye contact. I repositioned my basket to cover my arousal as quickly as I could. But she caught the barely visible bulge. Her face pinched, her eyes narrowed, and her jaw clenched with disgust. She opened the door, dropped her basket inside, then slammed it shut.

Well, that went well.

I rushed downstairs, praying to God to fulfill my perverted desire. “Please, God, let there be a panty left behind. Please. Please. I swear I’ll not jack off in them ever again if this woman left a pair of her panties behind.” I’m sure God knew how much I was lying because I’d made the same promise hundreds of times before.

The laundry room was small, with enough room for the washer and dryer and one person to squeeze inside. I opened the washer and saw a hint of pink between the washer and dryer. I glanced down, and there it was—a sexy pink thong. I raised my head, put my hands together in prayer, and said. “Thank you, God.”

I’m not sure why God cared. I suppose it was a habit growing up in a religious home. That wasn’t important now. What was important was who’s panties these were—and not getting caught. Mrs. Drew was watching, I’m sure. Since I needed Mom’s help to pay my rent because my warehouse job barely covered it, I think she rented such an expensive apartment because it forced me to accept her help. Or did she feel guilty about throwing me out? Either way, I needed Mom’s support. Without it, I’d be homeless. So, I put up with her requirements and her bullshit. If I ever got caught again. Or she found out about my secret...

As I reached for the panties, I wondered about Brandon’s behavior in church on Sunday. Was he hitting on me? Was he tricking me? I wouldn’t put it passed him or Mom.

I strained my arm to reach the naughty panties until I surrendered and raced up the stairs. I snatched up a broom and, with its length, fished out the pink thong, my cock throbbing with excitement to feel such delicate fabric cradling it. My heart beating frantically, I wondered who owned them, praying that this prize was the new tenants who had moved in only days ago. The panties were too tiny for the two Vet tech students across the hall from me; both wore more conservative underwear. I’d checked and worn them. But the vet tech’s underwear was better than my guy’s, but not what I craved.

I’d take them back to my apartment, put them on, and walk around naked with just the panties while waiting for my wash to finish. Sometimes, I’d find pantyhose and bras or strike gold when one resident left behind a negligee. Of course, I “borrowed it” and paraded around my apartment, pretending I was a girl.

I could hear my mother’s voice as I pranced around my apartment. “You dirty little boy.” When I soiled them with my dirty, nasty cum, I washed and folded them. I never returned panties soiled with my semen until I washed them. No way. If I fouled them badly, I’d throw them away or keep them.

I picked up the lacy, delicate lingerie and held them to my nose. The fabric was soft and smooth to the touch, unlike any I’d ever felt before. I realized this must be her lingerie; she had just left. As I inhaled, the lingering scent and unmistakable aroma of sex filled my nostrils. A heady mix of musk and heat made my heart race with longing. For a moment, I wondered if I should feel embarrassed for having smelled something so intimate, but then again, I had never been this close to a real, live pussy before. The thought sent shivers down my spine as I reveled in the new sensations coursing through my body.

I was never privy to the real deal—the sex of a woman or a man. I won’t admit it to the guys in the warehouse; I tell stories about make-believe exploits to appease my guy friends at work. Most of the exploits are right out of the porn I watched, or I tell stories of imagined scenarios where I’m the girl, merely transposing my fantasies to one where I’m the guy.

I’m not sure I’d like pussy because when I masturbate, I like the feel of my cock. I might be gay. Because when I touch it... My mother called it the dirty, nasty thing between men’s legs; I imagine my nasty, unclean thing as another guy’s cock.

When I watch porn, I’m not thinking of being the guy but the girl. And looking at cock mostly and not pussy. If I ever admire the feminine form, it’s because that’s how I want to look.

I slid the silky panties into my loose shorts, ensuring they went under my underwear, touching my cock. Then I loaded the washer with my clothes, turned it on, opened the door to the laundry room, and stepped out into the hallway outside my apartment. As soon as I turned from the hall into my kitchen, I ran headfirst into the new neighbor who was coming around the corner toward me. 



Chapter Three

Her lips curled into a sneer as she glared at me with icy eyes. Her hatred was so palpable I could feel it in the surrounding air. She stood her ground with an arrogance that assured me she wouldn’t back down for anyone, especially not me. As I submitted and stepped aside to let her pass, I swore I felt the chill of her disdain run down my spine. I quickly hurried away, feeling her hateful gaze burning into my back.

My heart raced as I dashed up the stairs, my mind consumed with thoughts of what I was about to do. I fumbled with the keys, desperately trying to open the door before it was too late. Once inside, I hastily pulled off my clothes, dropping them into a pile on the tattered couch. I slid my cock between my legs, creating a smooth look in the front. I hobbled into my bedroom, which had a mattress, a worn-out dresser, and a full-length mirror. I stood in front of the mirror, imagining myself wearing a bra and panties, wondering what I’d look like, completely feminized.

The musky scent of sex and my cum filled the air. Cum stains from lying on the carpet, my legs splayed above my head as I fantasized about sex as a girl were all over the floor. My mouth opened with short raspy breath; I admired my smooth, flawless skin. Since moving in by myself, I adopted the habit of shaving daily, loving the silky, sensual feeling. Admiring my body for a time, wishing, hoping that someday I’d look even more like a girl. I didn’t have curves, but with a corset and makeup, my slender frame and face were...

Mother interrupted my fantasy, scolding me. “What are you doing, you little pervert? Men do not wear panties! And even if you were a woman, a respectable god-fearing woman would never pervert herself in such nasty things. Are you a dirty boy?”

“No, ma’am,” I said.

But I had every intention of putting them on. I slid the new prize up my legs, shimming my hips, until the waistband settled around my hips. I let my little cock loose so that it could savor the silky softness. Grabbing the hem of the thong and pulling it up, up, up, and until the stiff material wedged deep in my ass.

I turned, gripped my butt cheeks, squeezed, and caressed them. The cleave of my butt beckoned me to pull the thong’s fabric further into it. I grabbed the waistband and pulled the material further into my hole. Savoring the pressure, wishing it was something thicker and longer.

I sashayed into my kitchen, where the air was thick and heavy with sexual tension. I pulled a meal out of the freezer and popped it in the microwave, though I felt like a 1950s housewife cooking for her lover. With every movement of my hips, my breathing became more labored as I imagined myself getting down on my knees to greet my husband at the door, offering my lips up to him for his pleasure.

As the timer hit the halfway point, my cock was stiff and throbbing against the satiny fabric in rhythm with my furiously beating heart. As I waited for dinner, my mind drifted into a new fantasy. A dirtier and nastier illusion. I’m waiting for my lover, on my knees, for him to enter, unzip his pants, and use my mouth.

I needed a visual aid to help me feel my thoughts, so I grabbed a banana. I hated bananas, but they were great for pretending I was sucking cock. It was the best I could do. If only I had a dildo! Or a real cock. But how could I get a dildo without going into an adult store? With my luck, there’d be a group of parishioners preaching to the perverted sinners like me when I came out of the den of inequity, my package in hand. I touched my cock through the panties, savoring the sticky wetness of my pre-cum. Who would let me suck their cock? Would I get struck by a bolt of lightning for even asking? I dropped to my knees and opened my mouth to take my yellow cock. My mother chastised me for my naughtiness. “You dirty little boy.”

Something felt out of place just as the curved, hard yellow fruit hit my quivering lips. Like a pressure, the pressure of another in the room. I turned, and the new neighbor stood in the doorway, my keys in her hand, staring at me with her pink thong wedged into my ass. My tiny cock was at attention, a big wet stain on the front of her underthings, mouth agape, ready to suck a large yellow piece of fruit. In too much of a hurry to try out my new prize, I’d left the keys in the door.

She gave a soft gasp of surprise. Then she sighed, not a sigh of disgust, but I swear it was one of unashamed pleasure. What do I say? Do I beg? Do I plead? Do I demand an apology for entering my apartment?

She made the first move. She closed the door gently. “Maybe we ought to keep this private.”

I nodded.

“Well, this is embarrassing. I was going to apologize for treating you so... well, rudely. I’m in the Marines, and I had a bad day. The guys are always acting so macho. I guess I figured all guys are like Marines, and...” She broke out laughing. “I see they’re not.”

“I... I... I...” I couldn’t think of what to say. How do I explain this?

“Yes. That explains why you’re wearing my panties. Well, what are we going to do about this?”

“You’re in the Marines? Are you by any chance... or do you know Brandon.” I said.

Joyce laughed. “I’m going to guess you’re Brandon’s brother-in-law?”

I nodded.

“Well, now. I’m guessing you don’t want me to tell anyone about this little incident?”

I nodded. How could things get any worse? I was, standing naked, wearing nothing but a pink thong. The pink thong I stole from the woman standing in front of me.

“What are you going to do? I mean about this. I... I...”

Joyce laughed. “I guess I solved the case of the missing panties, huh?”

“Let me put something on. I’m sorry for stealing your panties. I...” I turned toward my bedroom.

Joyce said. “Now, I understand you’re in a pickle here. I could tell your brother. He’d tell your mother. Then what? From what I hear...”

I turned so fast that I lost my balance. “No... please. Don’t.” Drifting into one of my femdom fantasies revolving around just this type of incident. How many times had I practiced this moment? Hundreds? My cock recalled them as it swelled earnestly. Did she it?

Her gaze dropped to my groin. “Uh... that’s interesting. Not enormous, like I like them, but interesting.”

I returned to my knees and made my offers. “I’ll clean your apartment, wash your car, do your wash.”

She laughed. “Maybe we’ll keep you away from temptation and keep you away from my wash. I might not have any panties after you’re done.” She laughed again and focused on the stain on her panties. “They’ll be dirtier after you do the wash. But all your suggestions are good ways to keep my mouth shut. Those work. But I want something else.”

I laughed, too, and blushed a little. She seemed cool. “Name it. I’ll do it. And maybe skip the wash.”

“Name it? Is it that easy?”

I knew I had to keep this a secret from my family, and although I said I would do anything for her? What was her name?

She answered my question. “I’m Cleo, by the way. I’d shake your hand, but... It looks a little sticky.”

I glanced at the palm of my right hand, wet with my juices.

“I’m Levi. I swear I’ll do anything.”

I didn’t realize how much of a burden it would be. My stomach churned nervously as I thought about the consequences of my rash words. My naivety was about to be tested. I never imagined. 
 


Chapter Four

Cleo turned and strode out the door without saying a word. Was she going to call my brother-in-law? Rat me out? As I stood waiting, naked, I could hear the conversation. “Hey Brandon, guess what? You’re little perverted brother-in-law stole a pair of my panties. Since I saw him in the laundry right after me, I thought maybe our wash got mixed up, and the pervert was so excited after taking my panties that he left his keys in the door. I knocked, but with no answer, I entered, and the little fucking sissy was on his knees, in my panties, a skimpy little pink thong. And guess what, the real laugh comes… the horny little bastard had a banana in his mouth.”

Should I lock the door? Call up Brandon and beg? Offer him the same deal? Not knowing what to do, I waited, naked, until Cleo returned with an armful of clothes, her eyes gleaming with slyness. Wasting no time, she poured two glasses of red wine as my inhibitions slipped away.

After sipping her wine and studying my nakedness, my transformation began. We played dress-up, but it was more than just putting on pretty clothes; she was in complete control, manipulating me as if I were her doll. Her dominance over me was intoxicating, and I welcomed every moment.

She made me stand at attention as she ran her hands over my body. When my cock throbbed or swelled, she smacked it. “They’ll be none of that.”

“I’m sorry,” I said.

A bra came first. It was pink and matched the soft, lacy, and revealing panties. She stuffed some tissue in the cups, giving me two peaks. After I slid on two thigh-high stockings, pink as well, so soft, my cock leaked pre-cum. 
Cleo shook her head. Then I slid on one dress after another and paraded around for a while in one, and then she’d tear off downstairs and grab another and more lingerie. I’d change and walk around in total bliss.

Cleo tutored me on walking in heels. Which she said would be necessary to pull off our little stunt. We played and chatted for hours. Did I mention I liked Cleo?

We’d agreed next Friday night was the night. I told her I had no money for girls’ stuff. Cleo said no worries, she’d get it for me. When she left, she said. “No more stealing women’s panties, huh?” She returned a few minutes later. In her hand was a food container. “Here, no more bananas for dinner. See you Friday.”

I opened the Tupperware container, and underneath a layer of bananas was a big fat rubber cock, and a bottle of lube, which I expected I might run out of before Friday.

A note on it said, “Get some practice. See you Friday.”

I laughed. But I think she was serious. I pulled out the plastic cock, and touched it, wondering if it felt as natural as it looked. I put my lips to it. It felt pretty good, but was this how cock felt. Not knowing how to suck a cock I looked it up on the Internet. Holy shit, a whole website on how to give good head. I was in heaven!

First tip. Practice. Practice. Practice. So I started with tip one: lick, especially under the head. I ran my tongue around the dildo’s head while reading. The top of the tongue is best. Good to know. Don’t forget the balls. I tried.

As I licked, my cock got hard. I laid on my back, put my legs over my head, and tried to reach my cock with my mouth. If I had a ten-inch cock, I’d be sucking on my cock. Instead, I opened my mouth and started moving the shaft in and out as I jacked off. I gritted my teeth as the oncoming orgasm approached. Good thing it was a rubber cock. I grabbed my balls, cradling them, a bit of advice I never knew about, just as I came. I shot my load, covering my face with my sticky jism. I’d have to remember the squeezing-the-ball trick if I ever got a chance at the real thing because the power and amount of cum were scrumptious.

I passed out dreaming of Friday and cock.


Chapter Five

Cleo decided we would do my transformation in her apartment. I didn’t argue because I realized my feminization wasn’t in my control; I was along for the ride. Excited, I arrived a half hour early and knocked again and again. Harder each time, not caring about my noise or if it disturbed any other tenants. There was no answer. God damn it! Had she tricked me? Was she telling my mother right now? Telling her all the sick, perverted things I’d been doing, with bananas, and now a dildo?

I sighed. What happened?

Disappointed and worried she had set me up, I turned and headed for my apartment when I heard Cleo. “Where the hell are you going? Help me with this stuff.”

It seemed like an eternity, back and forth from the car to the house. She’d done so much for me; I couldn’t help but be grateful. When her car was empty, and everything was in her bedroom, she asked me if I was excited. I was, and I wasn’t. This was my dream come true, a total makeover, complete feminization, and a night out on the town. However, I couldn’t shake the feeling of dread that had snuck its way into my heart.

Worry set in. Fear that when I walked into the nightclub, everyone’s heads would turn in my direction, not to check out the sexy babe, but the perverted faggot dressed in a dress. Shaking my head, I said. “This will not work. There’s no way.”

At first, her voice was warm and welcoming, like a friend offering help to another. But today, her voice was cold and commanding. It was clear I had no choice but to comply. “So, you want to back out? Should I tell your mother what her little sinner is doing? Or that nosey old bitch, Mrs. Drew? Solve her mystery of who’s stealing all the panties.”

She shook her head as she studied my body, “Strip, recruit. Now!”

I grabbed the bottom of my t-shirt, lifted it over my head, and said, not realizing the implications of what she’d said. “I’m excited about going out dressed as a woman. That’s for sure. But... everyone’s going to know I’m a guy.”

“Well, like I said, maybe you aren’t a complete waste of space. The Marines can’t even make a man out of you. It’s clear to me... No... Levi, the Marines, your Mom, and the guy upstairs shouldn’t be worried about making a man out of you, but a woman the world can use.”

It didn’t sink in. What did she mean? A woman they can use? Cleo wasted no time after I stripped. A flush of shameful red heat spread across my cheeks. Cleo stared at me, more surprised than embarrassed.

“Marines are used to seeing guys naked,” she nodded, held her chin, and said. “You’ve got a feminine body; the guys will be pleased.”

“What?” I said.

Ignoring my question, she dug through one of the shopping bags and handed me a pink razor and a can of girly shaving cream. I had to ask. “Are the pink one’s different? I mean, from the men’s?”

“No, but it’ll get you in the feminine frame of mind.”

I took a blade and pulled it across my skin, sharply shaving away the minimal hair I had on my body. Every razor stroke reminded me I was on my way to feminization. I scrubbed every inch with a firm exfoliating brush, relishing the pain as my skin came alive with sensation. I dried off and headed back to the bedroom. Cleo smiled, and her eyes widened in excitement when I stood before her, completely naked ready for my feminization to continue. My cock swelled; I was not ashamed to be exposed.

“Now, don’t get all excited.” She dropped to her knees in front of me, ran her hand over my legs, butt, stomach, chest, and arms, then ran over my butt cheeks.

“Damn, your smooth, girl.”

Hearing her call me girl, I felt bigger, taller, and stronger emotionally. I felt like I could conquer the world as a girl. Without my fucking mother and her stupid fucking morality. Then her earlier words registered: “Levi, the Marines, your Mom, and the guy upstairs shouldn’t be worried about making a man out of you, but a woman the world can use.”

Use? How?

Before I could protest or ask for an explanation, Cleo handed me a pink and white bottle of moisturizer. I dribbled a little in my hand and smelled it. It had a magnificent rose scent, a little buttery too. Savoring the process, I rubbed it into my skin.

Cleo smiled. “You’re enjoying yourself, aren’t you?”

“Oh, yeah. I can’t wait to go out.” I said.

Cleo dug out a cherry pink corset from her bag. “Turn around; let’s put some curves on you.”

Cleo wrapped the corset around my waist, situated it right, and pulled. The corset was steel-boned and felt tight but right. She had me put on a cherry-pink bra with a little pocket for inserts. She handed me two breast inserts; they weren’t big, maybe “A” Or “B.” cups. My heart raced. She brought out a gauze tube clipped a bit off.

“What’s that?” I said.

“A drag queen gave me some advice on how to tuck. You’re going to be in a super-tight dress for tonight’s performance. So we can’t have any bulges giving us away before it’s time. Here. Put it on your cock. Then the tape goes over the tube, pull the tape back over your balls, and nice and tight.”

I did. There was a little pressure, but I had a smooth front when done. The tape was skin color, so it almost looked like a pussy without the lips.

Rushing to obey Cleo’s commands, I felt a shiver as I slipped on the tight cherry-pink thong that hugged my body though my tucked penis missed the soft sensual embrace of silk. Next came the pink thigh highs that settled around my legs, held tight by an elastic strip at the top. Just when I thought I was done, Cleo ordered me to fasten a garter belt atop the thigh highs, adding an extra layer of sensuality to my outfit. My pulse quickened with a forbidden longing to complete the transformation from boy to girl.

Cleo guided me to a mirror. As I admired my look, Cleo put her hand on her chin. Damn, I looked good. Even in this half-naked mode, without makeup, I was.... passable. Or did my hopes of being passable force the conclusion to satisfy my ego? I wanted to back out, leave, return to my apartment, and call my mother. “Mom, I’ve been a sinner; I want to come home. I’ll never dress as a woman again.”

Cleo gave me no time. “Turn around.”

I did; I was a good Marine. Twisting my neck, I checked out my ass and pulled the pink thong further into the cavity between my plump ass cheeks. Grabbing a handful of smooth, soft flesh, I said. “Damn, I got a nice ass.”

“Hoorah! Every macho jarhead is going to want a piece of that ass. The Marines will enjoy having a plaything, a toy, to release their tensions. Hoorah! This is going to work, I think. Oh my God, I’m having so much fun. Are you?”

“I can’t believe this is happening. I’m having the time of my life. Even if we don’t go out...”

Cleo said. “I wasn’t sure of the size; picking a size can be tricky. But, the platoon all pitched in, so I got four pairs.”

“Platoon? Uh... what do you mean? Platoon?”

“Shut up, recruit. I got high-heeled sandals; they’re a little easier to balance. Same type but different sizes. Try them on. I’ll get the makeup set up.”

I hoped everything would fit, that the makeup looked good on me, and I wouldn’t look like a kid playing dress-up in my mother’s clothes. So far, I felt sexy. I slid the sandals on, open-toed, with a leather buckle that wrapped around my ankle. Rather than a spike, the heel was square. I was glad when I put the first pair on because I struggled with balance but got the hang of it after several minutes of prancing back and forth; the sensation of the smooth, soft leather on the top of my feet and around my ankles made me feel feminine—the thin nylon fabric layer felt like silk on my legs and bottom. Even the waistband of the thong seemed to fit my hips. I felt a tingling in my loins that I didn’t know was possible.

Cleo yelled at me. “Let’s go. We got to get at it. Marines are waiting.”

I sat, and Cleo went to work. Cleo squirted a healthy dose of floral-scented moisturizer on her palm, rubbed her hands together, and rubbed it on my face. Then came primer, followed by foundation, and she went on to my eyes. The pallet was purplish shadows. Her hands worked their magic on my face for half an hour. Before the wig went over my head, Cleo had me slither into a tight, short pink dress that clung to my hips and ass. I glanced in the mirror. In my life, I’d never felt so good or looked so fucking good, but I realized the pink would stand out like a sore thumb.

Cleo said. “Hoorah! Damn, girl, you look good. Practice walking, talking, and sitting while I get ready.”


Chapter Six

We left an hour later, in a rideshare, two ladies out for a night on the town. My excitement was drowning in my nervousness. We arrived at the nightclub and got out of the rideshare. I was in awe of the club; I’d never seen such a fantastic array of people. Black, brown, white, Asian, tall, short, fat and thin, tall and beautiful, young and all, all filling the air with energy, sexual energy, and a need to be seen and play. The nightclub was part warehouse, part run-down factory, and dive on the outside. Above the door was a faded sign, “Club Mania.”

The door was metal and rattled as I pushed it open. The bouncer waved us in at the door and patted my ass as I walked past. I was proud I got the attention, or was this something he felt entitled to? But if he thought I was a guy, would he have patted my ass?

Music thumped so loud I could feel the beat. The club was dimly lit with soft and multicolored lights. The loud music provided an excuse for people to pump, grind, and dance. The lights flashed over people with their arms raised in the air. The smell of sweat, booze, and perfume lingered in the air.

Inside, Cleo slid into Marine gibberish. Like we were on a combat mission. We were. “Your primary target is Brandon. Shake that booty. You don’t have to do anything to show him what a sexy little thing I made of you.”

At home, I thought every eye would be on me, with my tight skirt clinging to my ass, feeling like two round squishy Nerf balls ready to be squeezed. I’m hoping someone squeezes them. Takes a handful. But looking around, I realize I’m just another thirsty body in this sea of lust.

Luckily, the surge of the crowd planted me just feet away from the rowdy, horny Marines. Right behind me, they’re yelling, acting pretty crazy. There was a group of eight, maybe ten. They had the typical Marine haircut. Typical Marine macho attitude.

How did I agree to this, and what was I thinking? What was in store for me?

A barstool opens up as if by magic or fate. I slid into it and ordered my first drink. First drink ever. “Sex on the beach.” I spun on the barstool, my gaze scanning the room. Guys occupy every corner, tall, short, lean, and muscular. My mouth watered as I envisioned what it would feel like to have one of them or all their hard, masculine energy held up against me.

But I’m trapped in this prison of tight bandages and tuck tape, and no matter how much my traitorous body aches to be touched, there is no escape. My cock throbs with anticipation, and my skin crawls in pure desire. The drink arrives, and it tastes nothing like alcohol, so it goes down easy. After two sips, I was braver and swung around and found Brandon.

Brandon checked his phone, then craned his neck searching the crowd. He found me and took an interest. We made eye contact, and he took that as an invitation. He peeled off from the group of Marines and approached me. His short blonde hair and thick muscular arms stretched the fabric of his tight black t-shirt. Brandon wasted no time; his hand fell to my thigh, and long powerful fingers massaged my inner thigh.

I closed my eyes. His fingers danced up my inner thigh, closing in on my secret. I opened my eyes and stared into his coal-black, eager eyes. But eager for what? Pussy?

“Please,” I said.

“The Marines can make a man out of a boy or a real woman out of you. Have you been practicing? Cause we expect the best out of our men and our women.”

“Practicing?” The reality of what Cleo had done was coming into the light. 
I guided his hand around my waist to a safer place. He accepted my direction but ended his journey with a handful of my ass. Expertly he slid forward, parted my legs, and glided in, rubbing his hard cock against my groin. Does he feel it? The little nub of a cock I have.

I glanced around. Was anyone watching? Does anyone care that a man is dry-humping me? Everywhere I look, people are swinging, gyrating, and swaying to the heavy beat of the music. I wanted to dance, dance like I was possessed.

I leaned and whispered into Brandon’s ear. “I want to dance.”

I couldn’t believe I said it. Was I possessed? Had I turned into a tramp? Or was I always a tramp? Then I realized this was my sister’s husband. Not only am I a sinner for dressing as a woman, but I’d be an adulterous whore for violating my sister’s marriage.

Perhaps sensing my fear, he smiled, grabbed my hand, and guided me through the crowd. We wove through the crowd, his hand clenching mine. We walked down a hall, past couples making out, talking, and smoking. We turned down another long hall and walked till we got to some stairs. He led me up the stairs, pulled out his keys, and opened the door to a second-floor private room.


Chapter Seven

My brother-in-law flicked a switch, and thunderous, primal music blasted. The scent of roasted meats and baked bread scintillated my senses on tables set with white damask tablecloths, polished silverware, and sparkling crystal glasses next to bottles of beer and liquor of every variety. Someone was planning a party. My eyes stopped on the bottle of lube, a bowl of flavored condoms, a blindfold, and various other sexual aids; I realized I was not only invited but was the main event.

Brandon put his hands on my hips and started swaying his. “Loosen up; time to make a woman out of you. Or you can leave and stop this nonsense of trying to be a woman.”

Loosen up? This is the asshole that less than a week ago was full in on calling me out as a sinner and ... “I’m... I’m...” What was I going to say?

He laughed, spun me around, pulled me in tighter, and ground his hips into my ass. “It’s okay. You don’t want to be a man, so be a woman for the corp. Assholes are even better than pussy; tighter, warmer, and... so, loosen up. This will be a night you’ll never forget.”

A sudden surge of energy ran through my body as I moved in rhythm to the sexually explicit and pounding music. I swayed my hips, letting go for the first time, embracing the irresistible pleasure that flooded my veins. Was it the Sex on the Beach intensifying my desire? Or was it a deep craving from within me, begging to be unleashed?

I turned and looked up into his eyes and got lost in those dark pools. I wanted to give myself to this alpha male on steroids’, throw myself at him, and let him ravish me. But, I realized the implications; I was throwing myself at him and how many others?

My inhibitions evaporated as I felt a ravenous hunger for debauchery, a desire to be used and abused as a wanton slut. I welcomed the chance to be whatever any man desired, an empty vessel of pleasure to satisfy their every whim.

With a shaky hand, I ran my fingers across the stubble on his tightly shaved head and pulled back so that he could see how much I wanted him. I glanced down at the thick, so masculine bulge in his pants. His hand returned to my hips, pulling me in close, swaying his hips to the rhythm of the music. I matched the beat and his movements, grinding in a sexually charged dance. My cock dampens the tuck tape.

Brandon turns me around, pulls my ass into his swelling cock, and grinds until his cock is as hard as steel. He lifted my arms, grabbed a leather restraint hanging from the ceiling, and wrapped the padded leather straps around my wrists, securing me tightly. I don’t argue; my submissive nature takes over.

Brandon kicked my ankles apart and said. “Your choice right now. Continue, and we’ll fuck every ounce of man out of you, make you wail like a bitch in heat, cry, and beg for more cock. Or leave, be a man. Hoorah!”

I stiffened as I looked out into the crowd through the floor-to-ceiling window. Could they see me? Standing here, legs splayed, arms secured above my head, a piece of flesh ready to be flayed by... by cock?

My mind was still trying to decide my next action; my body already knew. I arched my back, pressing my hips and ass up against his alpha male meat. In one smooth, practiced move, he inched my skirt up over my ass and kicked my legs apart further as I looked down on the orgy of sexual tension.

“Man or woman?” Then he pointed at the crowd. “A woman for all of them.” His finger pointed at the other Marines, all glancing up at my location.

I turned. “Can they see?”

“Nope. One-way mirror. I need an answer, recruit. Man or woman. Man, I release you, and you go home and be a man. Or...”

I realized what this night had been for, and I wanted nothing more than to get fucked by these guys, taken by the Marines. He grabbed my hips and pulled me back. Then he nudged my feet apart even further. He waited, nibbled on my ear, kissed my neck, grabbed my panties, and made shreds of my thong with powerful arms in one fluid motion. Ripping my panties off is an act of power and control that sends a ripple of submission through my body. Hunger to be used, bred, taken by... oh my God, I thought. What had Cleo said? Platoon? How many are in a platoon?

I glanced at the table; it was a feast for... Oh shit! What the hell was I doing?

With my ass exposed, I froze as The Marines in the crowd stood. Brandon nibbled at my ear and slid his hand around to my stomach. “Do you want me to stop?”

I couldn’t speak. This was a dream come true. I shook my head. From here, he wasted no time. He grabbed my crotch. “Marines have no use for what’s under here, so we’ll leave it tucked.”

All my inhibitions evaporated like steam into thin air, succumbing to the overwhelming urge to be used for the pleasure of others. To be nothing more than a slutty plaything, destined to be degraded and used at the behest of whatever man entered this room.

I nodded, too excited, too horny, too nervous to speak. I didn’t care because I was going to be a toy, a toy for the Marine’s pleasure tonight.

My cock tried to swell, but the tuck tape denied my sissy cock any pleasure. This night was not about my joy or my needs, but the Marines about to use me like a toy. His tongue thrust into my ear like his cock would be in my ass, hard, powerful thrusts. He grabbed one of my butt cheeks. I squealed and tried to move away. I’d had no one else touch me like this before, so it scared me; it excited me and worried me. I’d like this too much and want more.

His hand inched toward my crack giving him access to my hole. He chuckled and swiftly unbuttoned the top button of his trousers, slithered them off his hips and down his legs until the hems of his pants brushed the tops of his shoes. After stepping out of his shoes and pants, his raw hard flesh pressed into my ass. He rammed his finger into my mouth. Willingly, like I had no other purpose in life, I sucked on it while pushing my ass back into his cock. It was hard as steel, craving the crack of my ass. I arched my back even more and shuddered.

“Good girl.”

I sucked on one finger, then two.

“Get plenty of spit on it.”

Then he pulled his hand away and circled my tight little hole with his spit-soaked fingers. There was no denying him; with my hands restrained above my head, staring down at the crowd, my legs splayed, I situated my ass so he had easy access when he was ready. With the help of my spit, he worked a single finger in.

“Oh, my God!” I said. Having never fucked before, fear drowned out the excitement that shook my knees.

I heard the door open as more guys entered; their voices, a cacophony of alpha male hoots and catcalls having their prey restrained, ready for use, reverberated off the naked walls sending chills up and down my spine. The sound of their pleasure, belts jingling, the soft swish of pants and shirts being removed, the tinkle of ice in glasses, and the swoosh of beer bottles being opened pushed me over the edge.

They were in no hurry, as I realized I was about to have a very long, wild night. My cock dribbled pre-cum. Heavy footsteps trample across the floor until, one by one; they stop before me, admiring their prize, their toy. They sipped their drinks and munched on freshly made sandwiches, watching the action. My gaze wanders over the meat between their legs from right to left. Big, Holy shit, a BBC, I chuckled, at number three, a tiny little thing on a beast of a man.

Brandon said, “That’s tiny. We’ll let him in second, or the rest of us will have you so loosened up he won’t feel anything.”

“Fuck you, Brandon,” Tiny said.

Four and five were average-sized. Six was going to be a real challenge.

Brandon said. “Like I said, we’re going to fuck you till you beg us to stop. Then we’re going to fuck you some more.”

Tiny left and returned with a blindfold, covering my eyes. With no vision, all my other senses surged with input. The intensity of Brandon’s fingers working deeper and faster into my ass made me realize this would be a long night. My ass slowly relaxed and loosened up enough to allow three fingers in. Then came the main event.

Brandon removed his hand; moments later, a slender plastic tube wiggled into my ass. I cringed. A cold, sticky solution soothes deep in me; it’s lube. Brandon wastes no time and shoves his monster alpha cock between my ass cheeks and pressures my hole as the other Marines pull up chairs, drink in hand, and watch. My cock throbbed and pulsed, a useless appendage hidden under the restricting tape.

Brandon gripped my hips. I bit my lips at the pain as he forced his cock into my ass. Brandon pushed, wiggled, and pulled; the pressure against my ass muscles was too much, it hurt, but I wanted nothing more than for those muscles to loosen and allow this invader entry.

He kept at it until there was a pop, and his cock slid in. This was great! Feeling him in me, taking me. I trembled, the leather restraints holding me up. Then he stopped. He whispered in my ear. “If this gets to be too much, tell me, and it all stops. But you repent and be a man. No more wanting to be a woman bullshit.”

What came out of my mouth surprised me. “Are you going to fuck me or talk? Maybe... you’re worn out already?”

Brandon unleashed a fury on my ass that made me regret taunting him. After a minute, I wanted to put my hands on Brandon’s hips and slow him down, but I was immobile, vulnerable, and merely along for the ride. I wanted him. I wanted to be used, used so badly.

He stopped again. “You want cock, baby? You want my cock, honey.”

“Yes! Please use me. Fuck me!” I yelled it. Loud and full of desire.

I heard a round of “Hoorahs.” Brandon picked up the pace as hungry sounds from my admiring audience watched my ass receive its deserved abuse.

The walls of my ass, tense and tired, pinched Brandon’s cock. “Oh shit, that feels good.”

Then he unleashed a fury on my ass like he was storming a beach. With each bump of his hips against mine, I moaned louder and louder. His pace and force increased. He used me without regard for my needs; I had become nothing more than a toy. His toy. His toy to use as he wanted. Thankfully, my ass loosened more and more with each thrust.

He plowed my ass for an eternity before he said. “Oh, God, I’m going to cum.”

Seconds later, Brandon unleashed his load into me. He didn’t stop, though; he continued to fuck my tender ass, his warm cum spurt out of my ass and slid down my inner thigh. I’m dripping with sweat, my legs are weak, and I might have dropped if I hadn’t been restrained.

Brandon pulled out. “Who’s next?”

I hear a deep, booming voice, “Me... you fucking assholes are going to stretch her out.”

There’s laughter, the patter of bare feet on the floor, and then a cock enters my ass with none of the tension I went through with Brandon. Though the pressure in my ass is less, the fury of “Tiny’s” pounding is more intense. His muscular hips and thighs hit my ass angrily as if he were taking his resentment for having a little cock out on me. As Tiny fucks me, Brandon’s cum slithers down my inner thigh, slowly drying. In what seemed like an hour, he shoots.

Silence ensued. Then chat, the clink of ice, the swoosh of beer bottles being opened, the clink of plates, and the heavy much of food being eaten. My ass throbbed, cum dried on my thighs, and I should have appreciated the break, but I wanted more.

I turn my head left and right, trying to hear what they’re saying, but I make out just faint whispers. Damn it, who’s next, I think. I want more. This silence goes on for an eternity.

Am I supposed to beg? I don’t beg. “What the fuck? Are you guys tired already?”

The hovering silence had me squirming in my restraints, desperate for the next man to take me. Then I silently begged for another who would finally cum inside me. And then I got my wish as another cock slipped inside my ass cum, and sweat served as lubrication. The next cock is bigger and thicker than Brandon’s or Tiny’s. He took his time exploring my depths and every contour of my ass before thrusting slower than they did before. He hit all the right spots and filled me with pleasure as his movements grew faster and harder, telling me you’re mine, and I don’t give a fuck if it hurts. It doesn’t; the intensity is incredible.

I lost track of time; my ass became so wide and loose that I felt a breeze inside my stomach. I explored the sensation, pushing back against him with each thrust to milk as much pleasure out of this experience as possible.

“Ahhh!” I screamed out as I got closer and closer to orgasm, but then it faded. I needed to touch it once, and I’d have the orgasm of the century. But they cared not about me; the audience gathered around me cared only for their pleasure.

Just when I thought it was over, another began, then another. Each time harder and faster. With vision blocked, I got to where I could feel the pulse of cock within me as each one after the other released his hot cum deep. I lost track of time and the number of times I got fucked. But each time before they pulled out, their bodies shuddered with pleasure. Then another followed suit until he, too, screamed out in blissful ecstasy, spent and drained of energy and cum.

I screamed, whooped, babbled gibberish, pleaded for more, and then pleaded for them to stop. When they did, I insisted they use me more. Until we were all spent and drained of all energy and cum. My legs had become so shaky that dried cum covered every inch of my inner leg, from my ankle to my ass.

It seemed to be over, finally, when Cleo whispered in my ear. “Just one more test.”

A squishy tip was my first thought. But it wasn’t a tip but a disturbingly sizeable bulbous head more like a lawn tool. Cleo lowered her hips, running the length and girth up and down my thigh. Then she assailed my thigh, taunting me with the size and girth. This dildo was huge, fucking huge. With the size of it, I was not only going to get fucked, but I would... it seemed to have to deep throat it too. On shaky legs panting heavily, I drifted into a blissful fog.

Even though my ass gaped, Cleo had to inch, wiggle and worm her cock inside me. Once deep inside me, Cleo whisked the tuck tape free, releasing my aching cock. This woman harassed my ass with her massive cock for a long time before she wrapped a soft, slender hand around my erection, coaxing me to an orgasm that wouldn’t take much effort. I shot my load after three strokes, the dildo creating an orgasm of such intensity that it sprayed my seed, I’m sure, three feet away.

Then it was over.

As everyone dressed, they murmured compliments about my performance. After releasing me and removing my blindfold, they left without another word. Leaving me drenched in cum, the floor stained with cum proof of my efforts at serving my country and the corp.

I left, feeling right. Slept soundly, called Mom in the morning, and said two simple words. “Fuck you.”

I’m unsure what was in store besides lots of cross-dressing and cock.




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

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

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

Carter refuses to stop backtalking and begging for an orgasm, so Ella has devised a special punishment for him. Will Carter survive the weekend?
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This is a continuation of Book One: Demoted to Sissy Cuckold Husband.
Carter and Ella pick up where they left off from.

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

Mistress Ella is enjoying her newfound skin. She loves dominating her husband, and as the night progresses, her inner sadistic and demanding tendencies bubble to the surface. Her new sissy begins to learn that disobedience and total subservience will be the only option for him
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Mr. Gay, a tenured college psychology professor, pretends he's conducting a study on sexual kinks, specifically about crossdressing and feminization. He acts like he's interviewing a stripper and dominatrix at a local bar. In reality, he's too scared to take the first step toward his secret desires to be feminized and crossdress. To talk to Kitty, he has to buy her drinks at the bar, and this causes him to get behind on his rent.

Fed up with his delinquent rent, Ms. Martinez, his landlady, and a highly skilled special effects and makeup artist, plans to get her rent money and transform Mr. Gay into a woman.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Feminized By My Wicked Stepmom: The Reward: Forced Feminization, Feminized By Stepmom, Strap on sex

Book four, the last book of the series picks up where book three ended.

Jaxon, now simply Sissy, complained, begged, and pleaded with his stepmom for a night on the town. Dressed as a girl, of course. Navy has him complete some community service first, then has him dropped off for a night on the town.

Sissy removes her blindfold and finds she's in a very unsavory location. She has a choice: one of two strip clubs, a porn shop, and an adult store.

Sissy heads to the Pink Paradise, a strip club. She puts into practice all the tasks and assignments of her feminization program and is amazed at the results.

When Navy shows up Sissy, Jaxon is offered a reward for completing her feminization program. She gives him a choice of one of two options. Make love to her, or she will dominate him.

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

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

A Night On The Town: Feminized By My Sadistic Stepmom: Forced Crossdressing, Sissy Maid Training, Small Penis Humiliation, Strapon Sex (Feminized By My Wicked Stepmom Book 3)


Jaxon's stepmom feminized him and forced him to be her sissy maid. Jaxon has done all she's asked and finds he enjoys being feminized. So, after completing her scared straight program, Jaxon asks for a night on the town dressed as a woman. He's come a long way in his feminization program and is passable.
Navy agrees, but there's a twist.

Her wicked, sadistic nature provides Jaxon with a night he'll never forget.

Feminized Into A Porn Star: Caught Crossdressing, Forced Feminization, Forced To Crossdress, Sissy Crossdresser Humiliation, Exhibitionist

Eli has a very perverted habit. He strips naked and watches his neighbor, Ms. Stratford, as she stretches for her morning run. He does a little more than watch; he takes photos of her in compromising positions and masturbates each morning. Ms. Stratford is the ultimate Milf.

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.

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


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


Keeping Up With Phoebe Pearl 

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

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




Follow Me: 

Facebook 

Amazon Author Page 

Instagram 

Tumblr
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