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Chapter One

Despite his effeminate features: soft, round, heart-shaped face and a slender, slight body, Todd’s friends and co-workers assumed Todd was a proud bachelor and the typical alpha male. Todd was far from being an alpha male. His diversionary tactics were deliberate; he wanted everyone to think he was a proud bachelor and a dominant alpha male. He accomplished this by telling extravagant tales of made-up sexual exploits with women. It worked because Todd was a great storyteller. So, the guys at work worshipped him as they listened to his fantastic stories of sexual escapades.

Todd, in his thirty-two years of life, has had few sexual experiences. Todd’s sexual exploits were limited to his hand, porn, women’s panties, pantyhose, and dildos.

Since his teen years, he hated his delicate feminine body, pretty heart-shaped face, and long slender, elegant fingers. He’d explored his feminine side in college, even dressing as a woman on many occasions. Though he played the role of a sissy slut in private, he never pursued his fantasies beyond just dressing in secret. He was too scared to pursue them publicly. He hoped that someday a woman or a man would force him to do what he didn’t dare pursue on his own. Until then, Todd would keep up a front and tell people he got what he wanted, sexually, and accomplished it without much effort.

If Fat Tony or his boss – Old Man Shultz, found out about his sissy slut tendencies - he hated to think of the consequences.    

At work, his fellow brokers spent their days worrying about meeting quotas and keeping their jobs. Todd walked around gossiping, reliving his made-up exploits or flirting with the female brokers rather than making actual sales. Many female employees complained about Todd, his grabbing ass, making sexual innuendoes, and other inappropriate advances at work. But Old Man Shultz, the firm’s founder, squashed the complaints.

Everyone put up with Todd and Old Man Shultz. Old Man Shultz was a lady’s man, not a fake like Todd. On many a day, while the rest of the brokers labored away, Todd disappeared into Shultz’s office for the day. Todd shared his fabricated tales, and Shultz showed videos of his real-life encounters.

While watching Shultz’s videos involving bondage, humiliation, and submission, Todd fantasized about being one of Shultz’s sluts. All dressed in sexy girly clothes and sucking on Shultz’s fat, short cock.  


Chapter Two

On Todd’s yearly vacation, he secretly dressed in women’s clothes, watched porn, jacked off, and did little else. However, when he returned, he planned on sharing made-up sexual exploits with the married, unfulfilled, unhappy guys at work.

Todd stepped into his cubicle. He didn’t waste any time, poked his head over his booth, and asked his neighbor John, “What the hell’s going on around here?”

John held up his finger and pointed to the headset around his head.

Wanting to find out what was different at the firm, Todd walked down the hall and stopped at Joyce’s cubicle. Joyce was busy, too, trying to make a sale, “The price….” She said.

He placed his hands on her desk, leaned into her neck, and smelled her perfume. Todd was thinking not about how good the fragrance smelled on her but how good it might smell on him.

Joyce said into the headset, “Hold on one moment, sir.” Then to Todd, she said. “Get away, Todd. Some of us have to work for a living.”

Todd embraced Joyce’s hand, and their gaze met. Todd’s gaze dropped to Joyce’s thick, full and red lips. His grip on her hand grew possessive and intense. Joyce cringed, pulled her hand back, and leaned back in her chair.

Todd noticed two of his fellow associates watching the exchange. So Todd hammed it up. “How about you meet me later for a drink. I can tell you about my trip to The Bahamas, and maybe we can hit The Juice Joint. I know you want it, want Todd’s love tool again.”

Todd grabbed his crotch and yanked it upwards. “You enjoyed it the first time. Maybe, I’ll show you the pictures again? Mmmmm, so nice.”

Joyce scanned the office, “Fuck you, Todd. You tell everyone what a stud you are, and they believe you, but I know the truth. Your cock isn’t big enough to make a squirrel’s cunt happy. I don’t know what you put in my drink… that night. But, stay away from me. I’m warning you.”

Todd looked around the office. She was right about his cock. Todd had been a little too drunk that night and confessed his fantasy about wanting to be turned into a sissy by a dominant female. Joyce didn’t laugh; she played along. She got Todd to pull his cock out in her car, then laughed and threatened to tell everyone about his tiny cock and true nature.

So, the next day, a Saturday, Todd asked Joyce to meet her for another drink, and when she did, he slipped one of Old Man Shultz’s special pills, drugging Joyce. Beating her to the punch, he showed everyone in the office the nude images of Joyce tied up in Shultz's private dungeon and in all sorts of kinky positions. He didn’t fuck her or touch her other than to remove her clothes and position her, but he bragged that he had and had a fantastic evening of sexual pleasure.

Then he said, “Oh come on, Joyce, admit you had a great time. You had a great time and don’t want to admit it. Are you going to tell Shultz again? When you complained the last time, what did he do? Not a God Damn thing! Tell you what, if you go out with me, even just for a drink or share another night with me, I’ll talk to Fat Tony about lowering the Vig on your debt.”

Joyce let out a long, hard sigh and said. “Fuck you, asshole. I got one more payment, then I’m done paying off that mess. I’ve been going to Gambler’s Anonymous and haven’t gambled in a year. Oh, by the way, you might want to do some actual work for a change. Old Man Shultz kicked the bucket while you were gone. His daughter took over, and she doesn’t play. Things are different around here now, Todd. Very different.”

Todd’s mind raced, trying to remember. Shultz didn’t talk much about family, but he was sure what he’d said when he did. “Fuck you, Joyce. Shultz had a son, not a daughter. I knew the man. He hadn’t talked to his son for decades.”  

Joyce smiled.

Todd left, and along the way, he asked several people about Shultz. All confirmed what Joyce had said, Shultz died and left the brokerage to his daughter.

Todd fell into his chair in his cubicle and thought about the consequences. There was no way he could lose this job. Todd was in gambling debt up to his ass to Fat Tony. Fat Tony was his only client at the firm. Through an arrangement with Shultz, Todd bought and sold commodities – gold and diamonds – laundering money for Fat Tony’s illicit gambling dens and whorehouses. This arrangement kept Fat Tony from calling in Todd’s gambling debt, kept Shultz from firing Todd, and kept the law from prosecuting Todd.

Todd’s cell phone rang; the caller ID said, Shultz. If Old Man Shultz was dead, who had his phone. Todd answered, and a female voice said, “Mr. Guseppi, I need to see you in my office now.”

Todd said, “Who is this? And why do you have Mr. Shultz’s number?”

A woman responded, “This is Ms. Shultz, your new boss. I’ll be waiting in my father’s office, now my office. So, may I suggest you run.”

Todd didn’t run, but he walked faster than he ever had. Todd took the elevator from the salesfloor to the top floor where Shultz’s office was. He exited the elevator, speed-walked down the long hall, and opened the door to Shultz’s office.


Chapter Three

Shultz’s secretary, Anna, had been another woman in the office to discover Todd’s secret obsession. One day when Old Man Shulz was out sick, Todd spent the day hanging out in his office. He disappeared into Shultz’s bathroom and pulled the frilly pink panties he had worn under his pants. As a matter of fact, today, he had on the exact same pair. He didn’t always wear the pink ones. He had a drawer full of women’s panties and thongs of all different colors and materials. The day Anna busted him, thinking he was alone, he yanked down his panties and pantyhose and watched porn on his smartphone. He thought he’d locked the office, but he hadn’t. That was a mistake.

Anna thinking Shultz was out, opened the gender-neutral bathroom to take a leak and found Todd exposed with his frilly pink panties and pantyhose down around his ankles, jacking off his tiny cock with two fingers to sissy crossdresser porn. Todd fantasized about being caught and having a woman turn him into his bitch, so he played the part.

Unfortunately, Anna wasn’t into it, nor was she buying into Todd’s charms. So he used Old Man’s Shultz’s brew of untraceable date rape drugs and repeated what he had done to Joyce.

Todd entered, feeling uncomfortable for the first time since he’d destroyed her reputation. Anna’s face flushed initially, but then a broad smile filled her face. “Go on in, Todd. I hope you choose option B. But, any choice will be good for me.”

Todd entered.

A middle-aged woman in a tight, black pencil skirt gazed out the plate glass window. She was tall, slender, with long, wavy red hair and a firm, round ass. Todd wanted to maintain his cover story of being an alpha male, so Todd decided he’d turn on the good old charm. Said, “Hey, there, sexy! Nice ass.”

Ms. Shultz turned without responding and sat in the black high-back leather chair that cost Old Man Shultz a fortune. She sat, opened a folder, sighed, and scrutinized it, flipping through the pages one after the other. Then she stopped and sneered at Todd. She took a deep breath and said. “My father was a misogynist prick, and now he’s dead. I own this firm now, my name is Ms. Shultz, and things will be different.”

Ms. Shultz continued. “According to this, you haven’t done anything in eight years. Not one sale; it seems the only thing you’ve done is harass and grope the female employees of this firm, many of whom have quit. Fourteen complaints were filed against you for sexual harassment, two of your accusers filed complaints with the police, and….”

Todd stood, placed his hands on her desk, leaned toward her, and said, “What I do or did for your father made more money for him than anybody here. The money I made has kept this firm alive and flush with cash, so you might want to talk with Fat Tony.”

Ms. Shultz snickered and said, “Oh, I’ve talked with Fat Tony, and all the work you did is now done by Joyce. You have two choices, Todd - option A. I fire you, you don’t make your payments to Fat Tony, and…not sure how well he’ll take it. The police bring charges against you because Fat Tony’s connections in law enforcement mysteriously disappear.”

He’d never considered what would happen if Old Man Shultz died. Todd’s stomach felt heavy, and yet he was strangely aroused. He longed, hoping this was the woman who’d turn his fantasies into reality.

After a long silent pause, Todd asked, “What’s option B.”

Ms. Shultz blue eyes glowed as she filled a glass with scotch from a decanter on the desk. She opened Shultz’s upper right desk drawer, pulled a small metal box out, and set it on the desk. Then patted it. “You know what’s in here, bitch?”

Todd stuttered, “Not sure what you’re talking about?”

“That’s not sure what you’re talking about, Mistress.” Ms. Shultz said.

Todd grappled momentarily with what he was hearing. Could this be true? He’d been hoping to find a woman like this, to say what she was saying. A woman that would force him to do the dirty nasty things he’d dreamed about doing but couldn’t bring himself to do on his own.

He couldn’t bring himself to do it. The moment was here, and he couldn’t do it. He stood and said. “Listen, I don’t know who you think you are. But I’m out of here. I’ll talk with Fat Tony. He’ll set you straight.”

Ms. Shultz, in a commanding voice, said. “Sit down, slut.”

Why he complied, Todd wasn’t sure. But he did. She opened the box, dropped a pill into the drink, and, in a bubbly tone, said, “Drink it, bitch, and then we all have some fun.”  

Todd recognized the pill. He knew what it would do to him. It would make him highly suggestible to any thoughts put into his mind. So he said, “I don’t understand.”

Ms. Shultz slid the drink toward Todd. “Why they are from my father’s private stash. And you will understand what’s in store for you. I will turn you into my bitch, and pimp you out. As long as you behave, you’ll keep your job here. So, Option B is an extraordinary job opportunity. So, drink up, or you can take your chances with Fat Tony and the law. Wonder what all those guys will do to you in jail?”

Todd drank up.


Chapter Four

Todd woke with a shock and a banging headache. His vision was blurry, and he had a good idea of where he was but wasn’t sure. For sure, he wasn’t in the office anymore.

Standing over him was Ms. Shultz. “Good morning, sleepy head. I was wondering if you’d ever wake up.”

Ms. Shultz looked sexy as fuck. She wore a skin-tight black PVC bodysuit highlighting her shapely, slightly boyish figure. Her hands were covered with black PVC gloves, and her long red hair was tied tight into a ponytail and dangled down the left side of her face. Her lips were bright red.

Todd sat up; something was different. Todd was dressed in women’s clothes and not much of that.

“Stand up, bitch.” Ms. Shultz said.

“Listen, I’m not….” Todd said. But he stood. Why he wasn’t sure. But, deep down, he knew who he was, and this was it. This was who he was supposed to be.

Ms. Shultz slid a full-sized mirror in front of Todd. “You are now Tiffany, my bitch.”

Todd glanced at himself in the mirror; he had on a long blonde wig. The makeup was simply exquisite: bright red lips, his eyes were done to make him look like a whore. He admired his feminine figure, long slender arms, and legs, the frilly pink lingerie set, the super confining corset, combined with the suggestive makeup job, and Todd was Tiffany. He was amazed, and it felt good.

Todd, no, Tiffany ran her hands down her body. On her long, dainty hands were long bright red fingernails that matched his lipstick. Dangling from her ears were square earrings that said, Sissy. Around Tiffany’s neck was a tight pink collar with a tiny bell.

Ms. Shultz pointed to her feet and said, “Kneel before me.”

Tiffany walked obediently toward her as the bell on the pink choker jingled after each step. When he faced Ms. Shultz, he knelt, surprised and relieved that this was happening. Finally, he’d met the woman of his dreams – dominant and uncompromising. 

Ms. Shultz smiled, pulled out her smartphone, and played a video showing Todd’s transformation into Tiffany. The process was completed by Anna, Joyce, and Ms. Shultz.

Ms. Shultz lifted her right black stiletto heel and jammed the toe into his cock. Tiffany cringed, and it was then that she realized her tiny cock was caged in a pink chastity cage.

Todd regarded his caged cock and wondered what else they’d done to him; he knew he’d do whatever they asked on this unique drug. The video ended, though.

Ms. Shultz said, “You are now Tiffany, and I, unlike you, want you to be fully aware of what you’re doing when we use you. So, you now have two options. The first option I let you leave, dressed as you are, and you walk out of the building dressed as you are. If you haven’t guessed, we are in my Dad’s little basement playhouse.” Ms. Shultz waved her hand like a model.

Tiffany studied the walls that were covered with BDSM gear he recognized: spreader bars, leather cuffs, handcuffs, leashes, and collars of all varieties, paddles, other spanking gear, gags, rope, and various other types of restraints strewn hanging from the walls and strewn about the room.

Ms. Shultz had a wide sexy stance, hands on her hips. She had a pleased expression. “I release the video of you getting dressed to all. Or two, you become Tiffany, my little sissy slut.”

Tiffany wanted this more than anything, but instead of saying yes, she said. “What the fuck do you think you’re doing? I’m leaving and not dressed like this. Where are my clothes? And when I talk to Fat Tony, there is no way he will trust anyone else with his business. I’m not interested in you perverse little games.”

Ms. Shultz smiled, lifted her hand, and slapped him. She dangled the key to his cock cage on a necklace around her neck.

“Think hard about what you’re about to do, Tiffany. This key unlocks that cage.” She kicked him in the crotch.

Tiffany grimaced and dropped to her knees, clutching her groin. Tiffany’s agape mouth drooled on Ms. Shultz’s shiny black pumps.

Ms. Shultz said. “You dirty slut, soiled my shoes, clean them up. I’m not letting you off that easy; I know what you want, even if you don’t. You’ll spend this week learning respect and obedience.”

Tiffany’s heart and stomach fluttered, and she shivered with a desire to be used.

Ms. Shultz lifted Tiffany’s head with her toe and said. “Look at me, slut.”

Tiffany complied with the demand. She couldn’t think about anything but sexual release, the pleasure she’d get from doing what she was told.

Ms. Shultz repeated, “I said, look at me slut.”

Tiffany gazed up at her. Once Tiffany’s head was facing her, Ms. Shultz raised her hand again and slapped Tiffany. Then Ms. Shultz kneeled, grabbed his caged cock, and twisted mercilessly. “You will learn to be obedient this week or suffer. Now how do you choose?”

Tiffany knew there was no choice, and she didn’t want one. “I choose option two.”

Ms. Shultz twisted his cock even harder; if that was possible, Tiffany cringed. Though it hurt, it was also intensely gratifying, and an overwhelming desire to please her in any way she desired overcame him. Then Ms. Shultz asked. “What are you?”

Tiffany stuttered. “I don’t understand? I told you what you wanted to hear?”

Ms. Shultz said, “Stand up, grab your ankles.”

A sudden flush of warmth originating in her cock radiated outward through her entire body. She stood, turned, and grabbed her ankles. With her ass facing Ms. Shultz, she shivered with desire, an intense need for a cock or a strap-on to plunge into her ass. Silence ensued for what seemed like an hour but was probably half a minute. Tiffany heard something crack against the PVC of Ms. Shultz’s hand.

“Now slut, we begin.” Ms. Shultz grabbed the edges of her panties and yanked them down. Tiffany’s cock swelled with blood, but the cage restricted it from growing into a full-fledged hardon.

“Now, what are you, slut.” A loud crack occurred, Tiffany whined and flinched, and her left cheek tingled with what should have been a pain. But she felt curiously satisfied.

“I… I... don’t.” Tiffany said.

Three more cracks of whatever instrument she was using occurred. “You are my slut. Now answer correctly.”

Tiffany wondered why she’d not told her the proper answer in the first place. Did she enjoy punishing her?

“I am your slut.”

Three more vicious cracks on her ass. “What? I am your slut, Mistress, is the correct answer.”

Tiffany’s mind emptied of all concerns and worries, except to please his Mistress. “I am your slut, Mistress. I am your slut, Mistress.”

Then Tiffany let out a response that surprised her. “I want nothing more than to be your slut, Mistress. I will do whatever you ask, anything. I want to be owned, punished for the disrespect I….”

Ms. Shultz smacked Tiffany’s ass ten, maybe fifteen more times. She said, “Speak when spoken to, slut.”

Tiffany trembled with pain and pleasure. “Yes, Mistress.”

More time passed in silence. “Stand, slut, and turn toward me.”

Tiffany stood and turned toward her. A gag with a tiny black cock in the center was dangling from her hand. She didn’t wait for permission; she shoved it into Tiffany’s mouth. She turned Tiffany around, clasping it behind her. Immediately Tiffany started to drool and gag.

“Stand there slut; I’m going to break that ass in.”

Ms. Shultz peeled her gloves off, unzipped her PVC suit in the front, and stepped out of it. She was wearing matching black leather panties and a bra. Her tits were small but firm and gorgeous. She unclasped her bra and dropped it. Her tits didn’t fall an inch; they were that firm. As she stepped out of her leather panties, a cock sprung up out of it.

“Yes, slut, you were right in that Daddy never had a daughter - at least to begin with.”


Chapter Five

This humiliating experience was teasing out the suppressed sexual fantasies he’d had since college. Tiffany’s tiny cock wanted to express its pleasure at this new predicament. But couldn’t.

“This week, Tiffany, you will not learn how to respect women in the ordinary sense. You will learn to respect women, as a sissy, as their slave. You are going to learn how to serve, please and obey. Not only my every command and desire but Anna’s and Joyce’s. By week’s end, you will be nothing other than our toy, our servant. We will use you as we please, and you will enjoy it. What better lesson to start with than to get your ass fucked by me.”

Tiffany glared at Ms. Shultz with cold, hard, flinty eyes. Still trying to fight her true nature and desire. Ms. Shultz slapped her across the face. “Don’t you dare look me in the eyes, eyes down.”

Tiffany complied, drool running out of her lips and down her chin. Ms. Shultz grabbed a bottle of lubricant and drizzled some on her cock. She rubbed it over her entire dick with perfectly manicured fingers, ensuring every inch of it was coated.

Ms. Shultz smiled wide and said, “I could have done it while you were drugged. You would have complied with anything, but this will be more fun. I knew you’d enjoy it. Tiffany, you’ve been lying to everyone about who you truly are. You are a sissy, a slut, and were born to be used. Now your ass will be filled with a cock, something you’ve been craving since you were a teenager.”  

Ms. Shultz turned and strutted to the wall. Between her legs, Tiffany noticed her cock dangling left and right. She pulled a spreader bar from a hook and returned. She dropped to her knees and set the bar on the floor. Grabbed Tiffany’s caged cock and twisted. “Who are you?”

Tiffany cringed and said. “I am your slut, Mistress.” He was glad to not have forgotten to say, Mistress.

Pleased, Ms. Shultz said. “Perfect, slut.”

Ms. Shultz attached the spreader bar to his left, then his right ankle, locking each. Tiffany struggled to maintain her balance in her high heels.

Not pleased with her struggles, Ms. Shultz pushed Tiffany’s head down and spanked her ass several times. “A good sissy knows how to walk in heels, stay straight.”

Tiffany refocused her efforts and managed to gain her balance, wanting so much to please her. All other thoughts and desires were released from her mind; there was one purpose now, please her.

Ms. Shultz guided Tiffany to a rope hanging from the ceiling, with two leather cuffs attached to the end. She buckled both her wrists and disappeared behind Tiffany.

Even with just the head of Ms. Shultz’s cock penetrating his ass, Tiffany gasped into the gag. Though she’d played with dildos before, this was a feeling she’d never felt before. Tiffany was entirely within her control; with her hands and legs restrained, Ms. Shultz could do what she wanted.

Slowly, Ms. Shultz applied more pressure as Tiffany felt it slide in. Tiffany groaned as her hole tightened against Ms. Shultz’s thrust. Tiffany tried to pull away, but Ms. Shultz grabbed her hips and pulled back. “Loosen that ass up, slut. Relax, this is going to be a long night. An even longer week.”

Ms. Shultz reached between Tiffany’s legs and twisted her caged cock. “Listen, bitch. You are the woman in this little game we’re playing. If you want to be a good girl, take it, loosen up and take my cock like a good girl. Or I will punish you.”

Ms. Shultz twisted Tiffany’s cock hatefully. Then released it, and Tiffany breathed a sigh of relief. Then Ms. Shultz pulled her cock out of Tiffany’s ass, and silence ensued for what seemed like an hour but was probably only half a minute. Then she returned, and from behind Tiffany, Ms. Shultz displayed a black, studded paddle.

She wasted no time smacking her ass. With each crisp stroke, Tiffany’s ass quivered and tingled. Finally, the punishment stopped, and Ms. Shultz’s cock entered Tiffany’s hole. She wasn’t gentle about it. But entered roughly as if she owned Tiffany’s ass. Tiffany took a deep breath and relaxed, wanting to avoid more pain, or did she? But, even more, she wanted to please  Mistress.

Tiffany tried her best, but her hole tightened as Ms. Shultz drove deeper into Tiffany’s ass. Taking her cock was easier this time. Tiffany took a deep breath, relaxed, and felt her cock slide in.

Ms. Shultz leaned forward, kissed Tiffany lovingly on the neck, and said. “Good girl, much better. Now, for the real test.”

Tiffany, in all her life, had never felt so good as she had when she heard those words – good girl.

Tiffany felt her body start to sweat as Ms. Shultz pulled back and forced her cock back in – her cock plunging deeper into his hole than the initial thrust. Ms. Shultz repositioned herself and grabbed Tiffany’s shoulders. She pushed her cock balls deep into Tiffany’s ass with a forceful thrust. Tiffany’s eyes rolled back, and she tried to scream, but through the gag, she only managed to drool more.

Tiffany was no longer moaning in pain. But pleasure as the shock of what was all the way in her ass struck her. Her ass spasmed as Ms. Shultz began what could only be described as destroying her ass. Her toes curled, and the plastic cage clicked on her stomach, smacking her thigh after each thrust. Tiffany tried pulling away from the thrusts each time, but Ms. Shultz kept her hips back. Tiffany could tell that her cock wanted to get hard, and she wanted to cum – so bad. Precum dripped uncontrollably from Tiffany’s caged and tiny cock as the pounding continued furiously.

Ms. Shultz stopped, pulled her cock out, and laughed. “You’re enjoying yourself, aren’t you, sissy. Tell me how much you are. How much do you want it? Or I release you, and you go home.”

This was Tiffany’s chance. All she had to do was say I want to go home, and she’d be out of here. But she didn’t. She remained silent.

Ms. Shultz removed the gag and then stepped in front of Tiffany. “Unless you beg for it and prove what a sissy you are, I will release you, and you go home. Prove to me what a sissy you are.”

Tiffany felt humiliated. But it felt good. It seemed as if the more she humiliated her, the more she liked it. Tiffany surprised herself when she said. “Please, Mistress, I want your cock; I want to be your slut. Fuck me.”

Ms. Shultz thrust her cock into her ass once again. It slid in easily, in Tiffany’s now stretched-out ass. The pain and pleasure of her cock inside Tiffany sent a shiver of ecstasy in her ass. Then it shot out of her hole and traveled through the rest of her body like a bolt of lightning. Tiffany’s legs shivered, and her shoulders ached from being restrained, but she didn’t want to complain. It was pleasing Mistress, she could tell.

Tiffany urged Ms. Shultz on. “Harder, Mistress, harder.”

Ms. Shultz complied and harshly destroyed her ass. Punishing her g-spot with each thrust. Then it stopped; Tiffany should have been relieved from the break. But wanted it begging Mistress.” Please, don’t stop. I like your cock in me, please, Mistress.”

Ms. Shultz released Tiffany’s hands, undid the spreader bar, and pushed Tiffany to her knees. “Now you are going to suck my cock, and taste your ass juices.”

Tiffany surprised herself at how quickly she dove in. She wrapped her long, slender fingers around Ms. Shultz’s rod - it was terrific. As Tiffany caressed Mistress’s cock, each vein throbbed under her touch. She tried to remember what the girls did in the porn videos she’d studied, wanting to please Mistress. Tiffany considered the change in her thoughts. She now considered Ms. Shultz as Mistress. Tiffany realized what this meant; she was owned and enjoyed it.

Mistress said. “Look at me, sissy.”

Tiffany wondered if she should obey. In doing so, she would disobey Mistress’s previous command not to look into her eyes.

Would she be punished?

As she considered what to do, she focused on her ass. The burning sensation from the spanking lingered, and she decided she wanted more pain. Tiffany realized she enjoyed the punishment and the pain.

Tiffany gazed up at Mistress, opening her mouth as she did, wrapping her lips around Mistress’s cock - hoping more punishment was coming. Tiffany held the cock in her hand, then parted her lips, swallowing her cock, and as she bobbed up and down, Mistress’s thick head stretched her mouth.

Mistress grabbed Tiffany’s head and pulled her deeper. Tiffany tried her best not to gag, but as Mistress’s thick head pushed against the back of her throat. She gagged.

Mistress said. “Stay calm and breath.”

She struggled to remain calm and relaxed as Mistress forced her cock deeper into Tiffany’s throat. Tiffany gagged, and Mistress pulled her cock out. Then said. “Open that mouth, sissy.”

Tiffany complied, and Mistress rammed her cock into Tiffany’s mouth. Tiffany couldn’t take anymore. Tiffany pulled her mouth away and gagged.

Mistress said. “Guess we have some work to do. Lay face down on the bed, over there. Keep your eyes forward.” Mistress pointed.

Tiffany complied and focused on the wall before her, scared to look back. Mistress disappeared, and when she returned, she locked leather cuffs around each ankle, then her wrists, and the final act was to tie her ankles to her wrists. She was hogtied.

Mistress laughed. “You’ll not be pulling away from me now, will you slut.”

Mistress stood before Tiffany, her long, throbbing cock before her face. Mistress pushed it against her lips, and Tiffany knew there was no way she could fight it. Submissively she opened her mouth, focusing on not gagging. Once Mistress’s head was between her lips, Mistress slowly worked it back and forth. “Now, slut, you will not choke. You will please me and swallow my cock. Understand.”

Tiffany said. “Yes, Mistress.” Tiffany wanted nothing more than to please her Mistress, to swallow the cock and not gag.

Mistress forced the entire length into Tiffany’s mouth. She fought back the gag reflex and relaxed. Mistress held it all the way in, balls deep. Tiffany’s eyes watered, and drool flowed freely out of the side of her mouth, but she didn’t gag. She felt proud. She was a good slut.

After what seemed like an hour but was probably only two or three minutes, Mistress pulled her cock out and said. “Good girl. See, you can take a cock. This week, you will learn how to take cock in that throat of yours, even bigger than mine. ”

She wasted no time and returned her cock into Tiffany’s mouth. Her pace was relentless as she pumped her cock into and out of Tiffany’s mouth. The restraints were tight and uncomfortable initially, but as Tiffany settled into them, it was comforting. As Mistress’s cock ravaged her mouth and the restraints restricted her movement, Tiffany let go and fell into a state of bliss. It was like a trance.

Mistress held Tiffany’s head steady. She thrust deeply, her entire body spasmed, and she cried in ecstasy. Then she shot a gallon of cum down Tiffany’s throat.

Tiffany tried to swallow it all, but much of it dribbled down the side of her mouth.

Mistress grabbed Tiffany by the chin, lifted her head, and gazed into her eyes. Mistress had a blissful smile on her face. She said. “This is lesson one. Soon you will learn who you are. Enjoy the rest of your day, sissy. Think about who you are, what you have done, and how you can serve me. I’m going to shower and get cleaned up. Then maybe I’ll come back and set you free. See you soon, or maybe not so soon.”

Mistress strutted away, then disappeared from Tiffany’s view. Tiffany’s mind raced as she wondered how long she’d be restrained. As she considered her situation, she was surprisingly satisfied with it. Pleased that she’d made her Mistress cum.  Tiffany was in for a hard ride; she had a feeling. But was determined to prove herself a good sissy. She relaxed and allowed a state of bliss to settle in.  
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Alpha Male To Sissy

Robert Johnson is an alpha male. A hard-working, successful business and corporate attorney. His client list comprises some of the world's wealthiest and most famous business clients. He works hard and plays hard, especially with women. His wife knows full well that he cheats on her. So do most of his clients, and as far as they are concerned, it's okay. It's part of being an alpha male.
His clients ignore his infidelities because he saves them millions. Betty ignores them because she was raised to believe the man is the final word in the house and that divorce is a sin.

A Siissy's Diary

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 Stroy 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.
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Join Phoebe Pearl’s mailing list

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

I’ve started a newsletter to let all my readers know when I’m releasing a new title, offering a discount, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE! Signing up only takes a few minutes. I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with a single click.

Click Here to sign up for Phoebe Pearl’s Mailing List Now
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Email me at:

phoebepearlerotica@yahoo.com
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