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Introduction




The story is stand-alone. You can enjoy it without reading the first short story in the series: Lost In The Hood. But I hope you enjoy this one enough to try the first in the series. 





Chapter One

A warm summer breeze sucked up a handful of newspapers and leaflets buried in a dark corner of the alley. With the flyers in its grip, the wind created a miniature tornado for a fleeting moment, then dropped them. Rap music thumped from the nightclub. I took a deep breath and was reminded of the foul odor surrounding me.

I laughed.

Despite being in the most degrading places, I not only had public sex in this humiliating spot but was aroused enough to shoot my load.

I considered my situation: to please Jada, the woman blackmailing me for cross-dressing, I had to earn four hundred eighty dollars hooking.

Before I had just finished my first … What? Experience? Job?

I laughed again as I recalled a commercial for the Army or Navy. This wasn’t just a job. It was an adventure.

Though I made a grand total of twenty dollars, I wasn’t disappointed that I chose to peddle my ass for the weekend. I’d enjoyed the encounter, and, in doing such a humiliating sexual act, I was unleashing the real me.

I still had to make four hundred eighty more dollars, though. But how was I going to accomplish that? I was a mess: warm cum dried on my face and thigh from my just-ended sexual encounter. I glanced down at my expensive black pantyhose, destroyed from kneeling on the rough and grossly littered alley pavement.

I must confess, however, that Jada had only to gently nudge me into this humiliating situation because, truth is told, I’d constantly fantasized about being used like a whore. I'm not sure why I craved being humiliated and degraded, but I did.

What could be more humiliating than being fucked, cummed on, and left: lost in the hood.

The cross street at the alley’s entrance was busy.  Unfortunately, there was only one way - straight ahead and into a public road where cars and pedestrians passed frequently.

What then?

Jada demanded, which I submitted to, all too willingly: That I hand over my ID, phone, and my gym bag. Which had makeup and my guy clothes.

The only money I had was the twenty-dollar bill I’d just earned for getting my ass ruined. If I could find a store, I could buy some stuff, but I would have to enter with dried cum on my face, ripped hose, and looking like… I laughed. I looked like a cheap whore.

I turned the hotel room key over in my hand. Jada said everything I needed for the weekend would be in this room. I assumed it meant makeup and clothes.

But where was it, and where was I?

Across the street, I noticed a pay phone and considered calling my fiancee, coming clean with her, and begging for not only a ride but forgiveness. I decided quickly that maybe, maybe, and that’s a really slim maybe, she might pick me up. But my wedding next weekend would be a thing of the past. Unless, for some reason, she understood why I had so much desire to cross-dress, which was one thing. But, cross-dressing, then sucking cock and getting my ass fucked in an alley? For twenty bucks. No way!

I considered the conversation. “I did it for you, honey. I knew it would hurt you to find out I enjoyed cross-dressing. “

“So, you decided to go to the worst area of town and get fucked in the ass. Look at you. You look like you've just finished a porn movie.”

“No, I was blackmailed into doing it. I have been cross-dressing since before we met, and I intended on stopping after this weekend. I swear I planned to purge all my clothes and sex toys. But, this woman, Jada, taped me cross-dressing and… and forced me to hook for her.”

“Sex toys? What kind of sick, fucking, pervert are you? Walk home. Or maybe you can share your booty and get a ride. I don’t ever want to see you again.”

If I intended to marry, I had to keep my secret a secret and make five hundred dollars before Sunday. I loved my fiancee and had no intention of losing her. As dire a predicament, I was in, I had enjoyed every minute of the excitement and humiliation.

What kind of sicko was I?

Damn it, why did I have to dress up one last time? Why didn’t I just hang up my skirts and toss my sex toys like I planned instead of one last wild weekend?

Another thought popped into my mind, I could call one of my cross-dresser friends I was supposed to meet at the club. Ask for their help. No, that wouldn’t work because all their numbers were on my damn cellphone, which Jada took, and I don’t memorize people’s numbers anymore. Who did?

Besides, Jada said she’d be watching, and if I wasn’t “earning,” she would release the tapes of me secretly dressing as a woman, fucking myself with my dildoes,  in what I thought was the safety and secrecy of the corporate gym.

Maybe there was another possibility. In my recent sexual encounter, some guy came out of the door behind me, jacked me off, and then stuck his cock in my mouth. I’m pretty sure the door he came out of was a nightclub because even through the thick concrete walls, I could hear the music blasting. The least he could do was to let me get his cum cleaned off my face.


Chapter Two

I banged on the backdoor as hard as my 148 pounds allowed. After half a minute of continuous hammering, the door creaked open. A cool breeze from the air conditioner touched my face, and the thump of rap music filled my ears.

Standing before me was a tall, slender college-aged black man - probably a cook or kitchen worker.  He wiped his hands on the white apron wrapped around his waist.  His eyes roamed my body from toes to head, then back down, and his fat lips parted before he smiled. “My, my… you look like you had one hell of a good time.”

As I regarded him, I realized I wouldn't be able to recognize what the guy that jacked me off looked like. It was the most anonymous sex I’d ever had and… and I must admit, totally fucking lewd.

As I relived the experience: my cock rose under my skirt.  I tried to speak, to ask for help getting cleaned up, but all I could manage to spit out was, “I… I….”

“Guess, You’d be wanting to get cleaned up, huh?” He said in a soft, concerned tone. Then he glanced down at my crotch; I hadn’t tucked, so my rigid cock created a bulge. He rubbed his chin, “Maybe you need some more of this, huh?” He grabbed his crotch and lifted it.

I nodded. Then, stuck my hand in my panties, pushed my cock back, and begged, "Please, I’ll do anything. Just let me get cleaned up.” As I said those words, I realized that I would do anything. Damn it, I decided silently. I had to think like a cheap whore, not a slut. Not that the money mattered to me, I was enjoying myself so much if I'd actually pay to experience this night again.

“Least I can do, I suppose. Since half of the cum drying on your face is mine. Can’t let the boss know, 'cause she’ll kill both of us. So get in here.”

I stepped inside. My anonymous sex partner closed the door; the loud thumping music got louder. Two other cooks or kitchen workers were in the small, compact kitchen. One behind a griddle flipped burgers, glanced at me, and then laughed. “This the sissy slut you got head from?”

The other one, doing finishing touches on another order, said. “Looks like she’s had quite the time, Henry.”

Henry said, “Ignore them. There’s a bathroom over there. Give me a minute. I’ll grab some makeup… you’re one of Jada’s girls, huh? Fat Tony always brings the new ones here.”

The cook behind the grill, a short, fat, black guy with a scrubby beard, said. “And you always get your taste, don’t you, Henry?”

I glanced at Henry again, he was tall yet slender, smooth, clean face, and I considered that if he were all dolled up. He’d make a gorgeous girl.

“Come on, you can get cleaned up back here.” The bathroom was small but clean. It had a small sink, a mirror, a toilet, and a super small shower.

Henry closed the door. “Go ahead and get yourself cleaned up. Ain’t no one going to bother you here. I’ll be right back with everything you need. If you want to call someone and… well, and go home, that’s cool. I’ll let you use my phone.”

He closed the door. I stripped and showered, dried with a mildly damp towel, then washed my face and neatly folded a washcloth on top of the toilet.

I stood uncomfortably naked for five minutes before Henry handed me a small gym bag and a change of clothes. “There’s makeup, deodorant, perfume, and a change of clothes. Oh, and Jada wanted me to remind you, five hundred dollars by Sunday midnight, or she releases the video and tells your fiancee.” He laughed.

I snatched the clothes and gym bag out of his hands and said. “Fuck you!”

I opened the gym bag. On top of the stuff was a note and a smartphone. 

The message said: “You can back out now if you want. Maybe, your fiancee will be into the stuff you do. Oh, I added one more video to my collection. There’s a security camera in the back, and what a popular amateur porn video it will make. You’re going to be a star, Jennifer.”

The smartphone had a video on the screen paused, with an image of me, on my knees sucking Fat Tony’s thick cock.

I didn't need to watch it. I knew what I’d done. My legs weakened, and I bent down over the toilet, ready to puke.  But, my other head responded in a fashion I found strange. The humiliation disappeared, and lust scurried into my cock, bursting out a raging hard-on.

I removed the smartphone and checked out the rest of the bag. Everything I needed was here to redo my look and get me back on the streets. There was no way I was going home. I was having too much fun.

On my clean, cum free face, I applied lotion from a small bottle. I put dark eyeshadow on my lids and highlighted my entire eye in black, extra slutty. If I was going to be a cheap whore, I would have to look the part. After checking my eyes, I decided more black eyeliner and mascara were needed. Once satisfied, I did the rest of my face and then my lips in the reddest of red.

I slid into the black lace thong, tucking my cock tight. I slid on the garter belt, the thigh-high stockings, the bra and A-sized inserts, the tight leather mini skirt, and the tight black blouse. To finish things off, I sprayed the essential areas with a dose of perfume: wrists, neck, and a couple shots to the crotch. 

I double-checked my look. Damn, I looked great. But, if I was to make it through this weekend, swallowing cum would have to be my go-to choice. No more money shots. I didn't have the option they do in porn videos. I can’t say cut, get cleaned up, and do a retake. 

I wished there was a way to leave the nightclub without going past the kitchen, but there wasn’t. So, I stepped out of the bathroom and reentered the kitchen.

All three employees whooped and cat-called as I entered the kitchen. Unexpectedly all tension evaporated from my body, I couldn’t come up with a verbal response, but I considered how much fun it would be to suck these three off. 

Damn it, Jennifer, I told myself: start thinking like a businesswoman. At least if I wanted to meet Jada’s goal.  I brooded over what my life would be like if I didn’t meet Jada’s goal of “earning” five hundred dollars on the street for only two or three seconds. Then my mind drifted to something more pleasurable as I imagined sucking cock, getting fucked endlessly, and being used like a piece of meat for the next two days. As I did,  my heart pumped a titanic wave of adrenaline into my bloodstream. It seemed to head right toward my cock.


Chapter Three

I held my head high and stepped into the nightclub. The waitresses were dressed in skimpy, tight orange shorts and white t-shirts with The RagDoll Club emblazoned across the front of their gargantuan tits in matching orange lettering. To my right was a long bar stretching across the entire back wall. There were clusters of primarily black guys hanging out and girls gossiping and giggling in other corners. The lighting was dim, and the guy who’d just fucked the shit out of me sat at a table ten feet from me. Next to him sat Jada, the woman blackmailing me.

Jada patted the seat next to her, motioning for me to sit. The fat guy grinned devilishly.

I slid through the crowd and sat. I couldn't look at either Jada or the fat guy. So, I focused on an ashtray in the middle of the table.

Jada said, “Cheap whore lesson one: Don't let them cum on your face. Swallow it, let them cum on or in your ass…  anywhere but on that sexy face.” She grabbed me tenderly by the chin and lifted my chin. “This is Fat Tony. He enjoys my ladies. I’m told you are a fantastic cock sucker.” Jada licks her lips and adds. “And that ass, Oooo, la, la, he says, is tight and fuckable.”

Fat Tony grabbed my thigh, squeezed tenderly, and said. “That was fantastic, Jennifer. God, it was great. In appreciation of your efforts, I will help you out.” Fat Tony pointed across the room. “See that guy over there.”

In the direction he pointed, there were fifty guys. Frustrated, I said, “Who?”

He laughed. “I suppose that’s a little vague. Over there, sitting with his back to us. Big head, broad shoulders, and black suit coat.”

“I think so.”

“He has a special request. He’s willing to pay you fifty dollars to fulfill a particular kinky fantasy. Or you can go home and marry your rich bitch and live happily ever after.”

I turned and glanced at Jada. “What about all the videos, and….” 

Jada put a flash drive on the table.  

I reached for the flash drive.“Can I have the videos back?”

Jada pulled the flash drive back. “I’ll consider it after this weekend. All your kinky videos are on here. There are no copies. After Sunday, if you meet my goals, it’ll be your choice. Live a humdrum life with your stodgy wife or an exciting life as one of my sissies. Or you can go now, we’ll get you home, and you can tell your wife what you want. We’ll give you a day to explain why you are doing the things you are doing on these videos. Maybe, she’ll be into it, maybe not. Maybe she loves you enough to accept you for who you are, or she dumps you. There are other fish in the sea. I’ve seen your porn history, Jennifer, and being humiliated is… all this is your dream come true. So, which is it?”

I stood and walked to the table and sat next to the guy Fat Tony pointed out.


Chapter Four

The sharply dressed businessman wasted no time. He whispered his request in my ear. A waitress arrived, smiled, and asked me if I wanted anything to drink. I shook my head no.

“It’s on me.” He said in a deep, commanding voice.

“How about a bottle of 2014 Cabernet Sauvignon,” I told the waitress.  

The businessman’s head jerked back, and his mouth dropped open. “You know your wine.”

“Too expensive for you?”

“No, not, especially if you fulfill our fantasy.” He turned and looked toward the bar.

I turned and said. “Which one?”

A provocatively dressed woman lifted her champagne glass. I nodded. The businessman gently stroked the inside of my wrist with his powerful hands  - he didn’t tell me his name because he wanted it to be anonymous.  

I gazed into his eyes. They were greedily drinking me in with a deep-rooted desire to fulfill a fantasy, a very kinky fantasy.

We engaged in small talk until the wine and glass arrived. The waitress poured me a drink, and I swirled the glass around, sniffed, and sipped. “So, you want to do that here?”

“Yes.” He leaned toward me and gave me a hard, commanding kiss.

I wondered why such a dominant male would want to do the things he described.

“Please.” He said. “I'd pay you more. I can afford it. But Fat Tony said fifty was all you get this time.”

“Please. Please, and sit over there. So, my wife can watch.” His voice changed from powerful and dominating to more of a begging.

I nodded. I stood and sat back down on the other side of the table. The businessman’s wife watched every move. “Okay. Money, first.” I’d learned my lesson from Fat Tony’s ass pounding in the alley outback.

He reached into his wallet and slipped a fifty into my hands. He turned, looked at his wife, and nodded.

I recalled his request and played along. “Suck my cock, slut.”

He said. “I’m going to kneel in front of you, worship you like the Goddess you are. I’ll suck your cock until you cum in my mouth, right here in front of everyone.”

I tensed and wondered if I could cum.

My eyes fluttered closed, and I said. “I’m not sure how I will hide my reactions.” 

“I hope you can’t. It’ll please my wife more.”

He ducked under the table. His hands glided up my thighs,  pushed them open, exhaled deeply, and his warm breath on my cock hinted at what was to come. The music thumped, and people talked and laughed.

Next to me, a couple sat. The DJ changed songs, and during a short gap in the loud blaring, I distinctly heard the woman tell her man, “That guy just went down on her. Why can’t you.”

The man turned his shoulders and glanced at me. The woman turned him to the front, and they tried not to watch. But, out of the corner of my eye, I knew they were. 

I sipped my wine and wondered if anyone else had seen him duck under the table? At least three people were about to watch me get my cock sucked, the couple in the booth beside mine and the businessman’s wife. I lifted my gaze. The businessman’s wife intently focused on me.

Under the table, my panties and hose dropped to my ankles, then slid off. A  light warm breeze caressed my exposed cock: the businessman’s warm breath. My cock stirred. Blood flooded into my cock as the businessman’s long, thick tongue flicked on the head of my flaccid cock. He lifted my legs onto his shoulders, and I’m glad I practiced yoga. Otherwise, holding this position would be impossible. His tongue strolled over the tip of my cock, down my shaft, over my balls, and then dived into my ass. I grabbed the corner of the table and glanced around.

Was I being watched?

I glanced toward his wife. She played with her wedding ring, spinning it around her finger.

The couple sitting next to me was no longer engaged in flirtatious behavior. But secretly, at least trying to be clandestine about their desires to watch.

His tongue feasted upon my ass as his hand massaged my cock. My thighs tightened around his head. I kicked the leg of one of the tables, rocking the expensive bottle of wine. I tried to grab it, but it tipped over and spilled onto the floor. Making a mess. I hoped the waitresses were too busy to notice.

His tongue returned to my now swollen, throbbing, and dripping cock. Then his lips nibbled it right before he swallowed it. I couldn’t believe in this most public of places that I was about to orgasm. Though, part of me wanted nothing more than everyone watching me spasm and cum.

He bobbed his head back and forth, taking every inch of my cock. One finger entered my ass. He savagely finger fucked me. Then two fingers entered, then three, as I edged toward  cumming in this man’s mouth.

I grabbed the napkin under the businessman’s beer and shoved it in my mouth.

Another pause in the music allowed me to hear the woman, facing me at the table, giving her man a play-by-play. “She’s going to cum. She stuck a napkin in her mouth.”

The guy tried to turn, but she grabbed him and said. “No, don’t look.”

I’m close. My ass tightened, my thighs tensed, my hands gripped the corner of the table, and I exploded.

My body relaxed. The businessman swiftly and surprisingly slid my hose and panties around my ankles with nimble fingers. Then he returned to his seat with a small stream of my cum draining out of his mouth. His wife sauntered across the crowded nightclub and sat. She grabbed him under the chin, kissed him, and as she did, she sucked out every drop of my cum he’d held in his mouth.

I pulled up my hose and panties, tucked my cock tightly back in, stood, and scanned the room for the exit. Hoping it was in the opposite direction as the couple that had watched me get my cock sucked, although I suspected that the woman believed my pussy just got licked to orgasm. There was one exit, and I had to pass by the voyeurs.

This wasn’t my night.


Chapter Five

As I passed the couple, the woman stood and grabbed me gently, yet commandingly by the arm and whispered. “Can we buy you a drink?”

I glanced toward the table where Fat Tony and Jada sat; they were gone. I figured, what the hell? I needed a break anyway.

I sat uncomfortably, wondering if I should tell them I’m a man? Or that I’m a working girl?

From the tidbits of their conversation, I suspected they expected to have invited a woman to their table.

“What do you want to drink, dear? I’d say we could bring over that expensive bottle of wine.” She pointed, laughed, and leaned her head into my shoulder, giving me a girl hug. Her red lips parted. “But looks like you had a little spill. Oh, by the way, that was the raunchiest, dirtiest, nastiest sex…. Oh my, I’m being rude. I’m Amelia, and my bitc….”

The man grabbed her arm and shot her an angry glare.

Amelia lifted his hand and said. “My boyfriend's name is Lucas.”

Amelia had beautiful caramel skin, was very thin, had chestnut brown eyes, her jaw was softly shaped, and her makeup was flawless.

Lucas had a small shaved head atop a clean-shaven and soft face and seemed terribly accommodating to his girlfriend.

I glanced toward the exit again. “I think I have to go.”

The businessman and his wife are partying as if nothing happened; a waitress arrived and cleaned up the table and the spilled drink and wine bottle.

“Oh, come on, I wanted Lucas to do the same thing to me. But he’s chicken….” Amelia clucks like a chicken, flapping her arms too.

“How was it? Did he lick the juices out of your pussy? Come on, tell me?”

“I think you’re a little mistaken about who I am.”

Lucas, his voice rising in pitch over each letter as he spoke. “She’s a dude. Like you….”

Amelia smacked Lucas on the back of the head. “What? What did you just say? My driver’s license says otherwise.”

“Nothing, Ma’am.” Lucas grabbed his beer bottle and began peeling the label off.

Amelia returned her attention to me and jumped back as her eyes roamed my body, then settled on my crotch. “No way. Damn, girl, you look positively titillating. Lickable. Fuckable and damn, girl, you’re simply scrumptious.” Amelia licked her lips sensually. 

She glanced at the couple next to us. Then she leaned into my ear and said. “He sucked your cock? Then she ate your cum out of her man’s mouth? Oh, damn, that’s even nastier.”

Feeling good about her compliment. “Thank you. I think I enjoy dressing as a woman more than a man.”

She caressed my thigh. “I’ve been trying to get Lucas here to spice up our love life. But he’s so stodgy and unexciting.”

Lucas’s shoulders drooped. He rubbed the back of his neck and avoided making eye contact.  “Not sure how we can get any spicier, and damn it, Amelia, we don't even know her, and guess what? She’s a working girl.”

“Is that right, hun? You a working girl?”

I nodded. I’m unsure why, but I trusted Amelia. So, I confided to Amelia my entire night. How Fat Tony picked me up at my corner, fucked my ass; how the kitchen worker caught us, jacked me off, and shot his load in my face.

“Damn, you’re a dirty girl. Have to say, I’m into dirty, nasty girls like you. Tell you what come home with us. I can’t give you the four hundred dollars you're short. But, you spend the night with me and loser over here. He’ll give you two hundred. That’s all Lucas has left in his pocket.”

Lucas said. “Hey, I worked two days of OT to take you out for a fun night. Like you demanded, I’m not handing it over to this… this cheap whore..”

Amelia reached under the table, grabbed Lucas’s cock, and twisted. She bit his ear sensually and whispered something as she continued to squeeze his cock. Lucas kept his eyes down, and after Amelia was finished, he said. “Yes, Ma’am.”

I considered this quite strange and considered getting up and leaving. But, two hundred dollars would get me halfway to my goal and off the street for the night.

Lucas reluctantly handed me his last two hundred in a combination of five’s, ten’s, and twenty’s. I counted it, learning my lesson from Fat Tony.


Chapter Six

Amelia walked me to Lucas’s car, her arm wrapped around me, ignoring Lucas. Lucas drove. Amelia and I sat in the backseat and chatted. Amelia's house wasn’t far. It was down a single-lane street with faded pavement markings.

It was late when we arrived at Amelia’s small home. Next door, there was a wild party, the music thumped, and men and scantily dressed women danced in the front yard, spilling out from the propped open front door.

Lucas opened the rickety white gate and held it as Amelia and I entered their front yard. A blast of pot wafted past my nose from next door as three shirtless black men hooted at Amelia and me.

Lucas opened the front door, and we stepped into their tiny home.

Amelia said, “Get her a drink, bitch, while I get ready.”

Lucas kept his eyes focused on the ground said. “Yes, Ma’am.”

Amelia disappeared down the hall into a room.

Lucas asked me what I wanted.

I said. “Wine, please. Red, if you have it.”

Lucas retreated into the kitchen, returning with a cheap plastic tumbler of red wine. He offered me a seat on an old but clean sofa. I fell into it and sipped the cheap wine.

Lucas said, “I try to please her… Ummmm, sexually. But, she’s a… a… so demanding and some of the things she wants me to do. Well, they aren’t manly. But I love her. I haven’t been able to do some of them.”

I understood about doing things for the ones we love and knew what Amelia expected of her man and me. I wondered if I'd be able to do them. But, since I’d been paid to do a job, I guess there was no choice.

We sat quietly, and I drained my drink. Lucas got me another. After a long silent wait, Amelia returned dressed in a tight black leather skirt and sexy thigh-high stiletto boots with six-inch heels. The shiny boots accentuated her seductive hips, muscular thighs, and long, toned model-perfect legs. 

I canvassed her gorgeous figure, and I couldn’t help but notice the unmistakable bulge of a cock underneath her tight leather skirt.  What seemed to be a colossal cock, and as I watched it grow, my fantasies about taking a big, black cock in my ass seemed unrealistic. How the hell was I going to take that monster in my ass. I thought about heading for the door with a sour taste in my mouth on shaky knees. That thing would ruin my weekend; my ass would be sore and tender.

But, damn, I wanted it.

A leather paddle was in Amelia's left hand, and a pair of black handcuffs was dangling from the other hand on the end of one of her long slender fingers.

“Well, ladies, shall we get to it. Come here, bitch!” Amelia pointed to a spot at her feet.

Lucas trodded over to the spot Amelia commanded him to be at. She dropped to her knees and swiftly unzipped his pants. Roughly she yanked his pants and underwear to the floor, revealing a steel chastity cage.

“Damn,” I said as I stared at the sinister device. Amelia smacked it three times. “Well, bitch. What about the rest.” Referring to his shirt and suit coat. Lucas removed the suitcoat, then fumbled with his shirt before finally removing it.

Amelia discussed any limits I had. I assumed that she and Lucas had already covered between them. I told her what there was no way I was doing no matter how much money.

“I can live with that,” Amelia responded.

We headed to her bedroom, which looked more like a playroom than a bedroom.

Amelia sat in an oversized, high-backed chair, like a Queen’s throne, and commanded.“Kneel before me bitch.”

Lucas knelt, making sure his face looked toward the ground.

Amelia said, “Show me some respect while you're down there. Make love to my boots.”

She crossed her gorgeous legs; her right boot was under Lucas’s nose. Amelia glanced at me and smiled. “Just hang tight and watch, for now.”

Lucas closed his eyes and lingered, licking his lips. He leaned forward, bringing his lips to Amelia’s boots. He kissed them gently just above her ankle. He licked, kissed, and caressed the leather boots with his tongue and lips, starting at the toe, around her heel, and up the entire length to her thigh. Then back down. Back up.

Amelia watched every sensual kiss with a satisfied smile. She called me over with a wag of her finger. “Stand here. Let him worship you too.”

I stood next to Amelia, and she linked our arms together. “Well, bitch. Are you going to worship my friend?”

Lucas repositioned himself. His tongue and lips went to work. He kissed and licked the heel of my stilettos, ankle, calf, thigh, and then back down. When he was back to my ankle, I had a raging hard-on.

Amelia said, “Isn’t he so obedient, and yet he wouldn’t go down on me in the bar. So tonight, me and you make sure he understands who the boss is.”

Lucas stopped, looked up at me, then Amelia, and said. “I’m sorry, Mistress. But there were so many people from my work there tonight. I… I… couldn’t. She’s just a whore, and that dude….”

“Shut up.” Amelia lifted her boot and adjusted it so that the bottom of it showed. She pointed, “Clean it up.”

Lucas nodded. “I just couldn’t do it. I thought we were going out to dance, have some drinks, and….”

Lucas’s tongue began cleaning up the bottom of Amelia’s boot. She turned to me and said. “Did I tell him to shut up?”

I nodded.

Amelia placed her boot on the floor, lifted Lucas’s chin, and slapped him. She guided Lucas to a standing position, then bit his lips playfully.

She turned to me and said. “We like it rough. You’re down for that, right?”

I’d never done anything like I’d seen so far, but my little head nodded in approval, telling me to press on.

Amelia grabbed the cuffs, pointed to Lucas, and said. “Put them on him.”

I took the cuffs from Amelia. Lucas put his hands behind his back and waited obediently for what was about to come. I clicked the cuffs on one hand and then the other.

Amelia pointed. “Look at his cock, Jenn. He loves it. He’s dripping.”

I stood next to Amelia; indeed, he was dripping a steady stream of precum. “He loves sucking cock too. But tonight, you’ll suck my cock while he watches. But first.” Amelia grabbed the leather paddle and pointed to a leather table. It had leather restraints on each of the legs and looked quite delectable. I found myself fantasizing about being the one restrained on it. But I was getting paid to do something a little different.

Lucas stumbled to it, bent over, and lifted his ass.

Amelia handed me the paddle. “Three whacks, then you can worship my cock, while this little slut watches and drips.”

Amelia held the paddle out; I hesitated. “I don’t know.”

“Go on, he deserves it for disobeying me. I wanted him to go down on me in the bar, and he refused. So, either he takes his punishment, or….” Amelia smiled. “You do.”

I grabbed the paddle from her hand and walked toward Lucas, fiddling with the paddle. I stared at Lucas’s muscular ass for a minute, wondering if I should do this. Did he want me to spank his ass?

Lucas answered my question when he said. “Please punish me, Mistress. Please. I was a bad boy. I’m sorry.”

I cracked his ass timidly.

Amelia said, “What the hell was that? That wasn’t punishment? Let me be clear, you've already got our two hundred. But, if you don’t please me… which means punishing this bitch for his disobedience and… I don’t know this, Jada. But everyone in the hood knows Fat Tony. I can make sure this Jada person knows you didn’t earn and… So, either punish this slut, or take it yourself.” 

Damn it, I thought, why did I have to tell her the whole story. I lifted the paddle, aimed, and smacked. It was a heavy blow and filled the room with what I found to be a yummy melody of leather connecting to flesh, and the high-pitched yelp Lucas let out. His ass, hips, and back squirmed.

“Another… make it two more, just like that one. Since the first really didn’t count.”

I aimed and struck Lucas’s ass two more times. The crack of leather reverberating through the room and Lucas’s yelps made Amelia smile. She stepped in front of Lucas, lifted his head, crouched down, and scrutinized his reaction. “Are you going to obey next time?”

Lucas squirmed. Apparently, my smacks had stung his ass efficiently. His dark skin made it hard to detect the pinkness I'd caused, but it was there.

Lucas said. “I’m sorry, Mistress Amelia. But, there were three people from work there and….”

“Wrong answer. Three more, Jennifer.”

I obeyed. More willingly this time.

Crack. Lucas’s ass wiggled. He yelped.

Crack. The metal cage between Lucas’s legs dangled between his legs as his body shook.  He yelped louder.

Crack. I felt my anxieties of the night and, with my predicament, flutter away. He begged me for forgiveness.

Crack. I enjoyed it. Lucas promised to obey.

Amelia laughed. I turned toward her. Amelia’s head jerked back, her eyes bulging. “My. My. Did you enjoy that?”

I nodded.


Chapter Seven

“Now, we are going to start the main event.” Amelia grabbed a shiny red ball gag from a drawer that, when she opened it, I could see was overflowing with various sex toys. Before Amelia slid it between Lucas's lips, she lifted her skirt, slid down her panties, and taunted Lucas with her big black cock. She put it in front of his lips. Lucas opened his mouth as Amelia pulled it back. Then she slapped his face with her heavy, hard cock, first on the left cheek, then the right. “Good boys get my cock, and bad boys get to watch.”

“Please, Mistress. Please let me suck it.”

Amelia laughed as she slid the ball gag into his lips and buckled it behind his neck. “You had your chance.”

Lucas mumbled and begged as Amelia commanded me to get down on my knees before her. I obeyed happily. Her cock was gorgeous, and I wanted it. Where I knelt, Lucas had a front-seat view of our activities.

He squirmed.

“That looks uncomfortable.” Amelia uncuffed his hands from behind his back and strapped his wrists and ankles to the leather table he was under.

She stood over me.

Amelia was close to six feet tall as I glanced past her thick and throbbing cock. She trailed a finger down her chin and toward her tits, never breaking eye contact with me. She slipped the leather top over her head and revealed a succulent pair of small yet magnificent tits. “Well, get busy!”

With enthusiasm, I grabbed her cock. It was three times as big as my hand.

I stroked her magnificent pulsating cock as Amelia watched intently. I opened my mouth, and Amelia pushed her hips forward. Before I swallowed her enormous cock, she warned me, “Take it slowly. No gagging, no teeth, or I punish you. I demand that my cock suckers be first-rate.”

I parted my lips and licked the tip of her fat mushroom head. “That’s what I like. Good girl.”

My cock hardened at hearing her words of encouragement. My tongue made love to her cock for a couple minutes. Up and down the shaft, licking her balls, then back up, circling around her head. I spat on her cock, three of four times.

Amelia said to Lucas. “Oh my, she’s worth every penny.”

Lucas squirmed forward, trying desperately to get his own mouth around Amelia’s cock. When he couldn’t, he mumbled something.

Amelia laughed. “You had your chance, bitch.” Amelia grabbed me by the back of my head and said. “No, swallow it.”

I opened my mouth, and Amelia thrust her cock into my mouth. Even though it was in my mouth, no more than an inch, it strained my jaw. She was not only lengthy but thick. 

“More,” Amelia demanded.

I pressed forward, taking another inch.

“More.”

I fought back a gag, then swallowed another inch. Drool started running down the sides of my mouth.

“More.”

I focused on taking more of it as my eyes started watering. Amelia's cock was fucking huge. Determined to take it all, I swallowed more and more until the tip of her cock pressed against the back of my throat.

I gagged momentarily, looked up, and was surprised to find that my lips were nearly pressed against her hard, toned stomach. Her cock had disappeared. Amelia gazed down at me with a satisfied look on her face.

I tried to pull out, but Amelia held the back of my head as I struggled for breath. She said, “Through the nose, girl. Through the nose.”

Her head tilted back, and she groaned with pleasure. “Now, get ready to earn your money, and do not gag or rub your teeth on my cock.”

Amelia pulled her hips back, then thrust her cock back into my mouth. Back out, Back in. Back out, Back in. She fucked my mouth slowly at first, letting me get used to her girth and length. Her gentle thrusts sped up as time passed until she ravaged my mouth and throat. Her movements were meant to degrade and humiliate me, and I was enjoying it.

My cock throbbed. I reached down, pulled it free from my panties, and stroked it as Amelia continued to destroy my throat with her cock.

She held the back of my head as she slid in, then pulled back out.

Then she stopped and said, “Stand up.” I did as I was told. “Take off that skirt, blouse, and panties.”

I did as told. I was standing naked except for my pantyhose and garter belt uncomfortably, with a throbbing cock bouncing up and down, left and right. Dripping precum.

Amelia removed Lucas’s ball gag. Then she stepped behind him, grabbed a bottle of lube, and lubed up his ass. Then without any permission, she forced her cock balls deep into his ass.

Lucas moaned pleasurably and said. “Thank you, Mistress.”

Amelia said. “Fuck his mouth. Fuck it like I just fucked yours. But do not cum. Not yet.”

I positioned myself in front of Lucas. He opened his mouth submissively and swallowed my cock quickly. I thrust forward as Amelia pounded his ass.

I was close to cumming, but heeded Amelia’s warning, so I controlled myself. Amelia reached forward, grabbed my hand, and pulled me toward her. We kissed passionately, with my cock buried in Lucas’s throat and Amelia's ass buried in his ass.

God, I wanted to cum. Amelia broke our kiss, grabbed Lucas’s hips, and invaded his ass with her cock again. In and out, both of us ravaged Lucas until Amelia stopped and commanded me to fuck Lucas.

I entered his ass with no trouble because Amelia's fat cock had gaped the submissive male’s ass. Then Amelia stood behind me. I could feel her stoop down as she repositioned several times. She pushed gently forward when her cock was positioned between my butt cheeks.

This was amazing. I was going to cum. I can’t believe I was getting paid to do this?

Amelia rotated her hips as she pushed the tip of her cock into my ass. I struggled to keep my cock in Lucas’s ass but found it incredibly exciting to be fucking an ass and have my ass fucked. 

Amelia’s cock wasn’t in more than an inch when I clenched Lucas’s hips tightly, proclaiming to half the neighborhood my pleasure with a wail of delight, and exploded into Luca’s ass.

My cock softened, and my ass tightened and became tender. Un daunted by my situation Amelia pushed my head down onto Lucas's back and thrust forward.

My cum drizzled down Lucas’s thighs.

Amelia continued to pressure her cock into my tender ass. My cock flopped out of Lucas’s ass.

I groaned and tried to stop Amelia’s efforts with my hand. “God, it’s so big. I don’t know….”

Amelia leaned forward and said. “You’re such a good girl. Just relax. Let me fuck that nice sweet tight little ass.” At the sound of her sensual voice, my ass loosened, and Amelia's cock slid in. 

She grabbed me by the hips and fucked me gently. Then she stopped balls deep and reached around, stroking my soft, tender cock. There was no way I was getting another hard-on tonight.

Back to fucking me. Then stopping and stroking my cock.

She stopped, pulled out, and walked over to face Lucas. Jacked off for a minute or two and exploded in his face. 

Amelia smiled at me. “Are you hungry?”

I glanced at Lucas.

Amelia smiled again. “I think I’ll leave him there for a bit longer. What would you like to eat? I’ll cook you something while you get cleaned up. Then I can take you to your hotel room.”

Amelia headed for the door, and I followed, picking up my clothes on the way. Walking down the hall, I couldn't help but notice her gorgeous ass. She pointed out the bathroom and continued down the hall. “I’ll cook up some eggs and bacon. Take your time.”

From the room we just came from, I could Lucas yelling, begging loudly would describe it better.”Please let me cum. Please!”

Before entering the bathroom, I asked. “How long has it been. Uh, for him?”

“Three weeks. If he’d have sucked me off, I’d have let him. But, alas, he disobeyed.”

I cleaned up, ate breakfast, and Amelia dropped me off at my hotel room. Before I left, she gave me a big hug and said. “Good luck.”

When I entered my hotel room, the clock told me it was five in the morning. There were multiple locks on the door, the furniture was mismatched, and the television was chained to the wall. From next door, the squeak, creak, and banging of what sounded like a headboard or a head against the paper-thin walls in harmony with screams of ecstasy.

Exhausted, my ass aching, my throat sore, I collapsed in the double-sized bed. Though I had a place to sleep for the day, I was still: Lost In The Hood.
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Lost In The Hood The Series


Jordan Jones is a software developer with a secret. He likes to crossdress and fantasizes about wild kinky sex - public sex, humiliation, and being treated like a whore. For the most part, he can control his wild kinky sexual urges. But, dressing as Jennifer, his cross-dressing persona, he's been unable to control. He's getting married next week to a wealthy woman he loves, adores, and is his best friend. So, this is his last weekend as a bachelor, and he plans to dress as Jennifer. This is the last time he vows.
His crossdresser friends, whom he plans on meeting later Friday night - doubt it. That is, as soon as he finishes the project he's working on. He transforms into Jennifer in the company gym, which he thinks is safe to dress in due to his software skills. He controls entry. Or so he thinks.
Jada, an ex-con, hacker, and a private investigator hired by his wife to check up on Jordan, override's Jordan's hack and catches him crossdressing. Jada blackmails him into being one of her prostitutes, or she'll not send a good report to his future wife.
Jennifer finds herself lost in the hood, fulfilling her wild kinky fantasies.

Sissy Crossdresser Lost In The Hood - Book 1: Sissy Crossdresser, Forced Crossdressing, Caught Crossdressing, Public Sex, Humiliation


Jordan Jones is a software developer with a secret. He likes to crossdress and fantasizes about wild kinky sex - public sex, humiliation, and being treated like a whore. For the most part, he can control his wild kinky sexual urges. But, dressing as Jennifer, his cross-dressing persona, he's been unable to control. He's getting married next week to a wealthy woman he loves, adores, and is his best friend. So, this is his last weekend as a bachelor, and he plans to dress as Jennifer. This is the last time he vows.
His crossdresser friends, whom he plans on meeting later Friday night - doubt it. That is, as soon as he finishes the project he's working on. He transforms into Jennifer in the company gym, which he thinks is safe to dress in due to his software skills. He controls entry. Or so he thinks.
Jada, an ex-con, hacker, and a private investigator hired by his wife to check up on Jordan, override's Jordan's hack and catches him cross-dressing. Jada blackmails him into being one of her prostitutes, or she'll not send a good report to his future wife.
Jennifer finds herself lost in the hood, fulfilling her wild kinky fantasies.
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Sissy Maid Training (The Ultimate Fantasy Book 1)

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

A Sissy's Special Punishment: Forced Crossdressing, Femdom, First Time Feminization

Jake Barlowe has just won a high-profile case for the wealthiest man in the world. He should be happy, but he isn’t. He hates his client, Sebastian Oliver. He hates how he destroyed Oliver’s accuser’s reputation again. But his job as an attorney is to defend his clients, even scum like Oliver. After a night of drinking with Oliver, Barlowe leaves the party drunk and drives home. With two DUIs under his belt, he can ill afford another one, which would be a felony and possibly send him to prison.
On his way home, he’s pulled over by Sheriff Avery, the sister of the woman Oliver harassed and the woman he embarrassed on the witness stand. Sheriff Avery has a special punishment lined up for Barlowe, or he can accept the more traditional and legal penalty for driving drunk, a year in jail.
For starters, Sheriff Avery dresses Barlowe up as a naughty schoolgirl and forces her to perform community service on two of the prisoners in her jail. But his special sissy punishment isn’t over. It’s just beginning. Follow Barlowe’s new life as Kandy, as Monica Avery and her sister Sheriff Avery teach Barlowe how to be a good sissy and serve their kinky desires.

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

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

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.

In this book, Asher lives increasingly as Ashley, and Mistress Joyce's sexual tasks become more complex and sexually charged. Asher's father has one mission for Asher to complete, and his name goes on the will: buy The Dirty Secret, the strip club Mistress Joyce manages.
Ashley hopes she will have time to find a way to buy The Dirty Secret without Mistress's knowledge. But she must complete Mistress Joyce's training. Which requires Asher to live as Ashley and report to the Grainger Real Estate Office dressed as Ashley. Ashley hopes her day will go on as it usually would, as before, only dressed as a woman. Unfortunately, Ashley has to prove herself as a good slut, complicating her efforts to secure her fortune.

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.

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

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

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

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

The Honeymoon Surprise: Transgender Erotica 

Howie is on the verge of marrying Abbey, the girl of his dreams. But, he’s got some concerns about her past. Abbey’s hiding something, but neither the family attorney, Josh, nor Howie knows how big the surprise is. Abbey refuses to have sex with Howie until there married. So, Howie waited, thinking it was virtuous.
Howie waited patiently because he loved Abbey and enjoyed her friendship. It was a long wait, but that wait was finally over. Now, in a secluded beachfront cottage, Howie gets down to business.

On their first night alone, Howie discovers the one thing Abbey forgot to mention, and Abbey has a big honeymoon surprise for him. It’s something other girls don’t have—and it’s much bigger than the one Howie has between his legs.

He can’t divorce her: Divorce would require the family attorney to cease paying his trust fund stipend and after Abbey raises more money than Howie for his run for mayor and his non-profit. Abbey demands sex, and in ways Howie never imagined. Howie submits to her kinky desires because he does love her, and other than the surprise between her legs, she is the perfect wife,
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