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Chapter One

“Wow, that smells delicious, Ethan. What is it?” Jon asked me as I set the plates, spoons, forks, and knives on the table. We’d been close friends since rooming together in college.

“Lasagna, you’re favorite! I probably made too much of it. So you better have an appetite,” I said, gushing like a love-sick schoolgirl.

That same love-sick schoolgirl admired Jon’s muscular upper body, bulging biceps, defined triceps, and sculpted pecs. Lustfully and secretly, I desired to touch and feel every inch of my good friend’s body. Jon doesn’t know about my desire to be with him or even men; maybe he suspects, but he doesn’t know. No one knew about my secret. Though I have sexual desires for women, they aren’t your every day urges.

Except for the cross-dressing burlesque performances I produced in college, I’d never been dressed as a girl in public. The only time I went femme was in the privacy of my home, and I’d never pursued my wild sexual hunger, except when I watched porn and jacked off. That was the extent of my sex life.

I considered telling Jon about my desires; unlike me, he was open-minded; my Christian upbringing left me with too many hang-ups. He might not want me sexually like I desired him, but he might accept my kinky tastes.

If things hadn’t changed in the eight years since our college days and after thoroughly inspecting Jon’s body, I suspect they hadn’t. Jon ran two to five miles daily, pumped iron another three times a week at the gym, and always had a scam. I called them scams. Jon called them business opportunities.

“Holy shit, do I ever. I ran five miles today, worked out at the gym, and had a great business meeting. Did I tell you I’m investing… well might be investing in this new dating service: The Ultimate Fantasy. It’s not really a dating service; really, it’s a specialty service for elite, wealthy, and influential men and women. They provide their clients with the ultimate sexual experience for a substantial fee.”

There was Jon’s new scam. The next step was his sales pitch, where he was going to try and get me to put some of the money I used to have that I don’t have anymore into this new thing. Frankly, I wished I’d listened to Jon more often. Because Jon was drowning in equity from his investments where I was ten grand in the whole and two grand away from being out in the street.

My good friend was everything I wasn’t; physically, he was, oh my God, a hunk of a man. While I had such a petite, slight figure, which in a sense was good because when I dressed as a woman, I looked damn good. Emotionally, he had a great sense of humor, intelligence, and a street sense that catapulted him to success. I was technically more intelligent than Jon, IQ-wise, anyway. But I didn’t have his street smarts or predatory attitude and behavior. My submissive nature and constant worrying and obsessing over the tiniest of decisions failed me repeatedly in business and life.

Betrayed and hurt that Jon made the trip from New York to pitch his new scam and hit me up for money, I attempted to hide the disappointment in my voice. “Dating service, huh? There are about a million of them; they’re a waste of time if you ask me. Fake profiles, liars, flakes, and freaks. I gave up on all that bullshit long ago.”

Jon sat and poured two glasses of wine and continued. “How would you meet someone?”

Karma, my cat, jumped up on the table and surveyed the table. She meowed at Jon, plopped her ass on the table, and stared at Jon as if he’d intruded into her territory. Which I’m sure, according to her, he had. I pat Karma on the head and said. “I gave up on meeting someone. She’s the love of my life.”

“Seriously? You’ve become a crazy cat lady? Ethan, you never get laid, do you? Just like in college. I always wondered about you; you seemed to enjoy Vivacious Spirits way too much.”

Vivacious Spirits was our college’s theatrical theater. I produced, directed, and starred in cross-dressing burlesque shows through Vivacious Spirits. Doing those performances was the most gratifying experience of my college years. In my senior year, after three years of top-rated and successful plays featuring cross-dressers, I considered dropping out and becoming an actor.

Dad had other plans for me; he pushed me into business. “I just spent one hundred and fifty grand on your fucking business degree, and you’re going to do what? Go to Hollywood and what? Act? No fucking way!”

He wanted me to be like him, a wealthy, successful businessman. I tried, I really did, but my mind always thought of acting and playing an action hero. In these extravagant fantasies, I was always the leading lady and not the leading man.

Ten years later, I’m about to go broke, and Jon’s investment company has taken him to multi-millionaire status.

After pulling the steamy hot plate of lasagna from the oven, I set the sharp-smelling lasagna on the table. I spooned a portion out for Jon, then one for me. I sat and dug in. I looked at Jon while I chewed lasagna, then after swallowing, I said. “You find a new woman every week, no trouble. Me, I have trouble with it. Just finding someone to spend time with and date is hard enough.” I cut another portion of the lasagna with my fork and savored the creamy taste.

Jon did likewise, although the portion that entered his mouth was larger. He chewed, swallowed, and pointed his fork at me. “Mmm, delicious. You were always a good cook; you’ll make someone a good wife someday.” He chuckled. “But, let me ask you, do you ever get laid, man? Maybe you should try this service; they guarantee success.”

“Have you?” I asked.

“Me? Hell no. I have no trouble in the love department. Unfortunately, you do. Here’s the thing: this is a new algorithm that guarantees success. You go in for an interview, pay the fee, and get the best sexual experience of a lifetime. They claim to be able to dig deep into a person’s mind and create a fantasy come true. Listen, I’m not asking for money; I just want someone to check it out before I buy it. Then I’m going to take it national, maybe even globally. Ethan, this is an opportunity of a lifetime.” Jon shoveled another mouthful of lasagna into his mouth.

As he did, I asked. “So, why don’t you try it?”

“I want someone that… well, is having trouble getting laid to try it out, and I couldn’t think of anyone better to ask than you. Sorry, buddy.”

“So, that’s why you came here to Chicago? Because I can’t get laid?”

“No, the main office is here, and… hey, I figured since you were here, why not stop in on my old friend Ethan. You don’t have to, Ethan. But they guarantee success, and you could use some sex in your life. This service takes only exclusive clients, so you’d have to act a little. You always were good at acting, anyway. From my initial intel, the guys and gals using the service here in the Chicago area are paying upwards of fifty grand to fulfill their ultimate sexual fantasies.”

“Fifty fucking thousand dollars? Why not just use a call girl? And why are they selling?” I asked as I sipped my wine.

“They aren’t looking for your normal vanilla relationship, and their clientele is people that want and need complete discretion. They only work off referrals. So, I didn’t hear about The Ultimate Fantasy till a client gave me their card. Technically, they’re not selling. You remember Ginger Starr?”

“Yeah, intelligent lady. Didn’t she become a prosecutor or something?”

“Yeah, right here in Chicago, and she’s willing to start an investigation on The Ultimate Fantasy if I give her a stake in the company. They use actors, really high-priced call girls and guys, so she’ll start a very public and embarrassing investigation if they refuse to sell.”

“And she gets a stake in the company? What do I get? Why not just buy it? Why do you need me to help? Why not just ask one of their clients if it works?”

“Every client signs a non-disclosure agreement, from what I heard, under the threat of disclosing the details of their fantasies if the process is revealed. So, I need you to sign up and let me know two things: One, does it work, and two, how does it work.”

“So, you’ll pay?” I said.

Jon polished off the first piece of lasagna. He spooned another helping onto his plate, wasting no time swallowing another spoonful. “Yep, I’ll splurge for the fifty grand. You get laid, and I’ll even offer you a one percent stake if you go through with it.”

I figured maybe it was time to listen to Jon, though I had my doubts that they could identify what I fantasized about. I’d been hiding my true nature from everyone and myself for most of my life. “Ten grand. I want ten grand for doing this.”

Jon reached under the table, set his briefcase on the table, popped open the clasps, and pulled out an envelope. Tossed it on the table. “That’s ten grand, precisely what it’ll take to keep your business above water.”

It was damn unfair that Jon was rich and I wasn’t. But I had to admit Jon always did his research; the fucker knew I was ready to go under. I grabbed the envelope, and Jon’s hand held mine. My heart beat harder and faster as my cock tingled with desire. “Take that envelope, and you go through the entire process wherever it leads you. Do we have a deal?”

I nodded.

Jon tightened his grip on my hand. “You go through the entire process, wherever it leads. Understand.”

“Yes, of course.” I was curious if their software or algorithm could determine the fantasies I truly desired and what freaky passions I had buried and locked in my subconscious.


Chapter Two

A week later, Jon called me with the details. He’d paid my fee, and I was to go to an address near the navy pier. I knew the address well; if they could afford the rent here, they were indeed monetarily successful, and with an address like they have, they have to have their own connections and high-priced attorneys. So, I wondered if they’d ever succumb to Jon’s pressure tactics.

I parked my car in the basement garage of the high-rise tower, entered the elevator, pressed floor thirteen, and leaned back against the wall.

My cock hardened as I drifted into one of my fantasies. I was in the same parking garage I’d just left dressed in a tight black pencil skirt, a white blouse, and a business blazer. I considered my flat tire. From behind me, the echo of footsteps crossed the cement floor. In my fantasy, I’d just worked a late night, it was midnight, and the garage was nearly empty.

I rummaged through my purse, pulling out my keychain, which had a small can of pepper spray. I grabbed it, ready to neutralize any potential criminal activity.

I turned.

It was Jon, but Jon wasn’t dressed in professional attire. He was dressed in all black. His form-fitting sweater revealed every muscle; hanging limply down the right side of his tight leather pants was his enormous cock. I couldn’t take my eyes off it.

Jon laughed and looked at the flat tire. “Seems you’re having trouble; maybe we make a trade. I’m having a little bit of trouble myself.” He grabbed his cock suggestively.

I gripped tighter on my pepper spray and said. “What trouble are you having? I’m warning you I’ll scream or pepper spray you if you try anything.”

Jon said, “I don’t think you will. I think you want it.” He unzipped his pants, pulled out his cock, and started stroking it. Then he grabbed me by my arms as I let go of my key chain. He turned me around, pinned me against the car’s hood, and forced my face down onto it.

I’d had this fantasy with Jon taking me in so many different scenarios over the years that it was ridiculous. In college, I’d fantasized about waking up with Jon’s cock in my ass, slamming my ass into oblivion.

This time, Jon kicked my legs apart, though I fought and struggled in my fantasy. I wanted his cock in my ass more than anything. Jon spread my legs apart, holding me down with his powerful arm. He grabbed my ass and inserted a finger roughly inside with his other hand.

In this fantasy, Jon was the security guard at the main door during the day. I saw him every morning when I entered, and I turned him down for a date whenever he asked.

“Please don’t, please stop,” I said in my fantasy, though I enjoyed every minute deep down.

Jon pushed harder on my back and began finger fucking me. “Stay down. I know you want me. I’ve seen how you look at me. Admiring and lusting after my arms, chest, and cock when you come to work. You think you’re better than me, bitch?”

His finger entered my ass deeper and deeper. His motion was harder, faster, and with an intensity that made my cock hard.

He grabbed my cock, and stroked it. “You got a cock, huh? Well, that doesn’t matter. I’m still going to fill your ass with my cock and cum.”

He released the pressure on my back to rip my panties off. A trembling and impatient hand grabbed my ankle. His long slender fingers clenched my ankle and lifted my right leg up onto the hood of the car. He drove his hips into my ass, his throbbing, iron-hard cock rubbing between my ass cheeks.

I tried to lower my leg, but Jon pushed it back up. “I know you want me. I’ve known you wanted me since college. Now, you are going to get me, all of me. Got that, Ethan. Too chicken shit to pursue your fantasies, so now you’ll get what you want.”

It was the same daydream I’d had so many times before. I struggled, fought, and tried to get away, but, in reality, I wanted Jon to penetrate my ass.

Jon released the pressure, placed the head of his cock into the opening of my ass, and thrust forward. His cock entered my ass quickly.

I said. “Please fuck me. I’ve always wanted you, Jon, fuck me, use me, and tear my ass up.”

Jon wasted no time and thrust forward, driving his cock into my ass. Jon thrust his hips forward, forcing his cock deep into my ass. In and out, his thick cock pounding my ass made my asshole quiver. I squeezed my cavity tighter around his cock, wanting his cum in me. I knew the elevator was about to stop, so I had to finish my daydream quickly.

Jon’s hands wrapped around my hips and pulled me tight, the length of his cock penetrating deep into my ass. His groan echoed through the parking garage. He shuddered, sending his cum deep into my ass.

The elevator dinged, and realizing I had a raging hard-on, I quickly adjusted my hard cock. I filled my mind with thoughts of baseball, a game I hated, and my cock slowly softened. But, I could feel the stickiness of my already drying precum in my jockey shorts.


Chapter Three

The door opened, and I walked down the hall to the office labeled The Ultimate Fantasy. I opened the door and entered a lavish, sprawling waiting area. On the walls were expensive erotic paintings and metal and marble statues of nude male and female figures in various acts of sex. In front of me was a long reception desk with two female and two male employees, all four professionally dressed in business attire.

One female smiled and greeted me. “Ethan?”

I stepped up to the front desk and said. “Yes, I’m Ethan.”

“We’ve been expecting you; My name is Freda, and I’ll be your intake counselor. Let’s get started. Follow me.”

We walked down a long hallway, past numerous plain doors. At the end of the hallway, we entered a small office. It had a single couch and two soft chairs with matching brown pillows. On the far wall was a window with the blinds closed shut, the lighting was soft and comfortable, and the room was decorated with warm colors.

Freda pointed to one of the chairs and said. “Have a seat, Ethan.”

I sat, and Freda followed, sitting in the other chair. She grabbed an I-pad from the table next to her chair, swiped, punched, and typed until she reached the screen she needed.

She looked up from her screen and looked at me, her blue eyes wide and glowing. “We’re pleased to have you here and are committed to providing you with a sexual adventure you’ll never forget. We hope you’ll return for future experiences, of course. We have a small client list, and Ethan, let me explain. We don’t take everyone, and if we feel we cannot meet your needs, we will refund your fee. In your case, to the anonymous friend gifting you our service, that is only if we deem that your fantasy is something we cannot accommodate.”

Worried I’d lose the money Jon had given me I’d already spent to keep my business afloat for another month, I asked. “What would… uh, do that?”

Freda leaned forward and gently grasped my hand, “Let’s cross that bridge when we come to it.”

“I’m going to explain the procedure here, then we’ll take you to Aphrodite. That’s what we call our AI, then she does the rest. We at The Ultimate Fantasy believe that the world has gotten too knotted up in work and protocol. Our clients want not just sex; they want a sexual adventure. They don’t want it on the newspaper’s front pages, their private areas published on social media, or their careers ruined because they like kinky sex.”

Freda’s gaze was laser-focused, and her hands were obsessively expressive as she spoke. “We dive into a person’s inner psyche and identify the ultimate sexual experience for our busy clientele. We do this with the help of Aphrodite. In our process’s next step, we hook you up to Aphrodite. Aphrodite monitors all your emotional and sexual responses and reactions as she shows you a series of images and videos. She shows you these images while monitoring your responses and determines your ultimate experience. After she’s done, we match you with one or, in some cases, more than one of our performers. We, with Aphrodite’s guidance, create your scenario.”

“It usually takes a couple weeks, then we arrange your scenario. So, before we go to the next step, we must complete a few housekeeping issues: waivers, insurance, background information, and….oh, you know, business stuff.”

Freda took me through the forms, a non-disclosure agreement, and a waiver to not hold them liable for any physical or emotional damages because of my scenario.

Then Freda guided me to a large plain white room; in the middle was a machine that resembled an MRI machine.

Freda asked me to strip, which I did, and handed me a pair of metallic underwear to wear, which she said would monitor the reaction of my cock. I was given a sedative which Freda said was similar to a truth serum.

When I woke, I was groggy and had no remembrance of anything. I dressed and was taken to the penthouse on the fiftieth floor. The expansive office had large windows with an impressive view of the city. In the middle of the room was a large desk with a professional-looking woman seated behind it, flanked by two chairs.

Freda directed me to sit and introduced me to the woman behind the desk. “This is Zera.” Freda left.

“These are fascinating results, Ethan. We ran a background check, including your internet history. Interesting.”

Worried that my secret was out, I said. “What? That is an invasion of my privacy?”

“You signed the agreement, Ethan. Don’t worry. We will not disclose anything we learned. And with your desires, your latent and unfulfilled desire to be a woman, and our need to have a girl like yourself on our staff, we wish to offer you a proposal.”

“Proposal?”

“Yes, a proposal. You’re a terrible businessman Ethan. But as I can see from your past, you’re an excellent actor. You always enjoyed doing the cross-dressing burlesque. From your porn history, you want some of the peculiar experiences we require. We need a performer here on staff to perform for some of our more kinky clientele.”

“Listen, maybe you searched for the wrong computer.”

“No, we didn’t. Blowjob porn, amateur cross-dressing, cross-dresser fucked, feminization, strap-on queen, forced feminization, sissy maid training, sissy cross-dresser… all prominent search terms in your history. Listen, I’m not here to judge; we don’t care. We can pay you handsomely to do the things you desire.”

“How much?”

“Our performers take home half of what we charge our clientele. So, for fifty thousand, you take home twenty-five thousand. Since it would be your first time for many of these things, we have a client ready and waiting for a girl like you, who is paying a substantial amount of money. And if you receive a four-star or above rating from her, you’ll be offered a permanent position here on staff.”

I was sold not by the money but when she called me a ‘girl like you.’ “How much?”

“We’re charging her eighty-thousand dollars. She’s been waiting five months, and if you agree, you’ll need to start today.”

“I don’t understand. What would I be doing? So, you’re saying I’ll make forty thousand dollars for a night?”

Zera laughed and shook her head. “Oh, my no. Our service is a little more involved than that. You will be spending two weeks fulfilling our client’s fantasies.”

I shook my head, “I don’t know about this. I thought I was here to fulfill my own sexual desires or something like that. What would I be doing for her?”

“Ethan, you’d be killing two birds with one stone. You’d be fulfilling her desires, and you’d be fulfilling your own latent desires. Fantasies you only think about when you masturbate. Don’t forget, Ethan, if you receive four stars or above, we retain you as one of our performers. Think of it, upwards of twenty thousand dollars per session, most last a week, some two. Some of our performers work twenty weeks out of the year and make half a million a year. Many of our clients ask for their performers’ back and tip generously. They are busy, powerful, wealthy, and want complete discretion, and Ethan, you know how to keep a secret. That’s why we’re offering you this position. We don’t have much time; either you accept our offer, or we refund the money, and then you have to figure out how to repay Jon for the money you already spent.”

My heart raced, and it felt like a small animal was running laps in my stomach. “How do you know about Jon?”

Zera laughed. “Did Jon actually believe we wouldn’t figure out what he was planning? We have the most exclusive, wealthiest, and most influential clients worldwide. We protect them, and Jon is small potatoes. So, Ethan, your choice here is simple: go broke, have your house foreclosed on, and move back in with your parents. Or accept my offer. Ethan, nothing you will do over the next two weeks isn’t anything you don’t wish to do. You just haven’t dared to admit who you really are.”

Zera turned, then pushed an I-pad toward me. Pointed and said, “Sign here and let’s get started.”

I signed, wondering what I hadn’t dared to do.


Chapter Four

Zera made a call on her smartphone. “Ethan is ready; let Mrs. Abbott know we have a match. Let’s get our team together. We have a transformation to accomplish.”

Zera grabbed my arm and whisked me out of the office, down the hall, into the elevator, down to floor thirteen, and into a spacious room that seemed to combine a beauty salon, a health spa, and a costume room.

A tall blonde woman entered, followed by a short Asian woman and what I can only describe as a slender, feminine guy.

The twink introduced himself as Elle and instructed me to strip and get up on a massage table.

“What? Listen, I’m not sure what you will do, but….”

Elle turned toward Zera, hands on hips, with a frustrated look.

“Ethan, you signed on, and this is it. We are preparing you for your performance. Elle here will make your skin smooth, soft, and sensual. We are going to turn you into the woman of your dreams.”

I wanted to protest, yet I wanted an excuse to be a woman again. The burlesque shows had given me a reason in college, but I haven’t had one since then.

I stripped and laid down on the table. Elle went to work, waxing, stripping, and shaving the hair off every inch of my body. Including my asshole, to which he paid particular attention to detail, stopping periodically to rub his hand on the areas of my body he’d just worked on. I admit I was aroused; I kept my legs reasonably smooth, but having super smooth, super soft skin like when I put on a performance in college was fantastic. Then he rubbed what he said was a special cream that would make my skin smooth and inhibit hair growth over every inch of my body. He informed me I was to keep my skin smooth and apply it daily if I expected to continue as an independent contractor for The Ultimate Fantasy.

When Elle was done, the tall blonde who introduced herself as Helen went to work on my face. Her blue eyes glowed with intensity as she applied lotion, primer, and foundation; then, she did my eyes and lips. She kept licking her lips and saying, “Damn, you’re going to look: damn good girl.” She positioned a long, curly blonde wig for the grand finale on my head.

As Helen worked, I felt a lightness in my chest and was impatient to see the final result. What would I look like? I recalled the feelings I got when I did a stage performance of Vivacious Spirits in college, admiring how well I could pass as a woman. This was a dream come true, and I would get paid to do it.

When complete, Helen stepped back and looked at me. “Damn, you look good, girl. Holy shit, I’m jealous.”

She grabbed my hand and guided me to a mirror. I couldn’t believe the transformation; I was hot, and my cock was hard as a rock. Helen glanced down at my cock, and grinned.

Helen led me to the Asian woman who introduced herself as Aki. Aki took my measurements, ignored my hard-on, and disappeared into another room. When she returned, she had a black maid’s outfit. First, she handed me the panties, and I slid them up around my swollen cock. Then the sheer black thigh-high stockings with a shiny satin bow on top. Aki handed me a corset, which I slid around my waist, tightened, and as I was ready to tie it, Aki shook her head and said, “Tighter.”

I did as instructed, I knew how to tighten a corset, but it had been a while since college. I pulled each string up tighter on the back of the corset until Aki gave me the okay sign with her finger and thumb.

Then it was the lacy bra and the short, fluffy black maid’s outfit. It had a rounded neck and came to about my mid-thigh. As I slid it on, it was an incredible feeling. I knew the form-fitting tightness of the outfit highlighted my now very feminine curves. Then a pair of five-inch stiletto heels with an ankle strap, but the ankle strap had a lock and a key. There was no mention of what to do with it, so I left it dangling.

Zera returned and led me to a waiting limo. Walking in heels is like riding a bike; you never forget. I arrived at a mansion about an hour later. On the ride, Zera briefed me again about my role. I was to never utter a word about what I did with Mrs. Abbott and fulfill her every desire on my duties for the next two weeks.

I protested. “Listen, there are some things I have no desire….”

Zera held up her hand. “Mrs. Abbott also went through Aphrodite’s process; you and she are matched. You will be doing nothing you don’t want to do.”

I wanted to respond. I didn’t know what I wanted to do but figured I was in too deep now. The limo dropped me off in front of a cluster of small buildings that appeared to be staff quarters, sheds, and maintenance buildings. A sharply dressed Hispanic woman greeted me and escorted me into one of the staff quarters, a small cottage with three rooms: a kitchen, a small bathroom, and another room that served as a bedroom and living room.

Sitting in a chair was a curvaceous fifty-something woman dressed in a tight, black pencil skirt. Her legs were shapely, and even sitting, I could tell she had gorgeous hips. Her eyes were black, and I could see a deep intelligence in them. Her eyes meandered over my body, and she said. “I’m Mrs. Abbott, Mistress, or Ma’am to you. Turn around.”

I hesitated and looked around for Zera, but the limo had pulled away. The woman that greeted me stood in the doorway with a large gym bag grasped in her hand.

“I said, turn around, let me see you. And when you turn around, do it like a girl. Do it, sexy.”

I turned, grabbing the edges of my frilly, black short maid’s skirt.

I stopped, facing Mrs. Abbott. She smiled. “Very nice.”

Mrs. Abbott told me to remove my panties which I did. I was surprised at how easily I relented to her every command, enjoying it.

With the panties off, my cock got rip-roaring hard. It throbbed and bounced against the silky fabric of the skirt. I’d been so nervous I hadn’t recognized how good the material of the black thigh-high stockings felt on my smooth legs.

“That’s a nice cock, a little small for my likes. Not much use to me, and we can’t have you running around with a raging hard-on, now, can we?”

“I’m sorry. I’m just so excited. Maybe if I jack off or something.”

“Or something? What do you think you’re going to fuck me, and what about adding a Ma’am to your answer.”

“I’m sorry….uh Ma’am. I’m…I’m…this is my first time. Uh…Ma’am.”

“Better, good girl. Now come over here. Stand in front of me.” She pointed to a spot in front of her. I stood. My hard cock was bouncing and dripping. I tugged at the hem of my skirt. My heart thumped wildly.

Mrs. Abbott licked her sensuous plump red lips, her eyes locked on my cock. She leaned forward and licked the tip of my cock. Her tongue trailed around the edges of my throbbing head. I groaned. She opened her mouth and swallowed my cock, quickly taking the entire length in her mouth. She bobbed back and forth, seemingly enthused for me to reach orgasm quickly.

I could feel I was getting close. I moaned and instinctively reached up and grabbed Mrs. Abbott behind the head.

She pulled out, stood up, roughly grabbed my cock, twisted, and let go, sending me to my knees. “This is mine, you understand, bitch?”

I nodded.

Mrs. Abbott said. “Ms. Hernandez, bring me my bag of goodies.”

Ms. Hernandez, the woman still standing at the doorway waiting, dropped the soft leather black bag next to me. “Ice water.” Mrs. Abbott demanded of Ms. Hernadez.

“Stand up, slut.”

I stood on my wobbly knees. “I don’t know what I did, Mrs. Abbott.”

“Ma’am….Ma’am.”

“I’m sorry, Ma’am.”

Mrs. Abbott pulled a small bottle of lube out of the bag, dribbled some in her hand, and stroked my cock. Viciously fast and hard. I groaned, and in no time, I was back to where I was just moments ago, on the verge of an orgasm. She stopped, grabbed my cock, and twisted. Then she repeated the process three more times, and each time it took less time for me to reach the edge of an orgasm.

Then to Ms. Hernadez, she said. “Ice water.”

She grabbed my still-hard cock and dunked it into the ice water. My hard-on disappeared in no time. Then she reached down, my limp cock still in her hand, and pulled out what appeared to be a costly pink chastity cage. With expert hands, she slid it on, locked it, and my cock disappeared.

She grabbed me under the chin, roughly at first, then lovingly. She kissed me, her tongue probing my mouth. She stepped back after a minute of tongue fucking me and said. “Ms. Hernandez will go over your duties here.”

Then Mrs. Abbott left. 


Chapter Five

Ms. Hernandez’s jaw set, well-manicured brow furrowed, and in a steady voice said. “Mrs. Abbott’s rules for the next two weeks are simple. So, pay attention because any deviation or failure to comply will incur punishment.”

“What? I don’t understand?”

“That brings us to rule number one, which you have just broken. You must never speak unless spoken to. That includes me, the other staff, and most importantly, Mrs. Abbott. Anything you need to respond to for the rest of your time here can be responded to with a nod and a curtsey. Show me how you curtsey; I know from your performance days in college you know this.”

I nodded, grabbed the hem of my skirt, dropped in the best curtsey, and looked at Ms. Hernandez, waiting for an acknowledgment of my perfection.

Ms. Hernandez clapped. “Perfect, sissy.”

“Now we come to rule two: Never look any staff in the eyes, especially Mrs. Abbott.”

I nodded and curtsied, keeping my eyes down.

“Next, you will never cum, unless given permission. Because Mrs. Abbott demands her privacy: Because of the nature of her business and her desire for privacy, we are prohibited from having sexual relationships unless Mrs. Abbott approves. Mrs. Abbott likes to reward her staff for loyalty and good work. She provides us with pleasure, and since most of us have similar kinks to Mrs. Abbott’s, you are our reward and enjoyment for the next two weeks. In addition to your duties as a maid, I have here.”

Ms. Hernandez handed me several sheets of paper and continued.

“When one of us uses you, or you are pleasing Mistress Abbott, you will enjoy it! You will moan, whine and scream like a slut. If any of us feels you are not enjoying your duties, either domestic or sexual, you will be punished.”

As I listened to the authority in Ms. Hernadez’s voice, I could feel my cock striving for a hard-on. Did I really just get aroused for thinking I might be punished for not following or acting right during a sexual act or domestic duties? A thought ran through my mind that I couldn’t believe: I considered breaking lots of rules.

“Mistress Abbott carries out all the punishment and can be very imaginative. She wants you to break the rules; believe me, she loves coming up with unusual punishments.”

I didn’t look at Ms. Hernadez but gazed at the door, wondering if I should just leave. Yet, as strange as it sounded to anger Mrs. Abbott, I wanted to stay, curious about what punishments she’d come up with.

Ms. Hernandez turned and followed my gaze toward the door. “Did you read your non-disclosure agreement carefully?”

Maybe, it was a Freudian slip: I’d just been thinking about breaking the rules. So, I did. I looked into Ms. Hernandez’s eyes, making my first mistake. “Uh… yes, I did.”  

“That was your first infraction, and I’ll inform Mistress Abbott of your disobedience. Last rule, you will always be feminine in dress, look, and action while you are here. You will carry a makeup bag with you, keep your makeup flawless, and keep your body smooth and soft. You will walk, talk and act girly always. We have many visitors here, influential, powerful people. Some may want you, but some will not. So be careful to not reveal what’s truly under that skirt. The cock cage was specifically designed for you and will remain hidden under any dress we want you to wear. Should the fact that you have a cock under that dress be uncovered by the wrong person and you embarrass Mrs. Abbott, life will not go well for you. So, if you are around powerful, horny men that flirt or tease you, you will be the slut you are and submit to them, but make sure you only use your mouth. Your ass is reserved for me, Mrs. Abbott, and the staff.”

I nodded and curtsied.

“Oh, and one more final rule, after which you will start your first assignment. You will always remain dressed in your maid’s outfit unless given other instructions. In the morning, I advise getting up early. There will always be a clean outfit ready for you. So, like I said, get up early, shower, dress, and don’t forget to shave smooth and apply your makeup.”

Ms. Hernandez walked toward me, dropped to a knee, and locked my high heels. She removed the key, labeled it, and put it on a ring with my cock cage key. On the key ring, there were perhaps ten or fifteen other keys.

“Follow me. It’s time for you to perform your cleaning duties.”


Chapter Six

Ms. Hernandez led me to the next cabin, pointed to a spray bottle and rags on the kitchen table, and said. “This is Tyrese’s cabin; clean the floors for him before he gets off his shift. He works day security here at the mansion.”

“With what?” I said.

“Second infraction, Mistress Abbott will not like this disobedience. Your only response is a curtsey and a nod.”

I nodded, grabbed the hem of my short maid’s outfit, and dipped. I grabbed the spray bottle and rag. From the smell, it contained a type of hardwood floor cleaner. I dropped to my knees, and as I leaned forward to wipe the floors, I realized my ass was exposed, and Ms. Hernandez admired it.

I spent the subsequent hour spraying and wiping every inch of the floors in the cozy cottage. When done, I stood and wondered what was next.

A towering, rugged, black man entered. He had a shiny, shaved head, a serious hard look on his face like he’d been in the military once. His combat boots squeaked as he walked across the hardwood floor, depositing dirt and mud as he walked.

Ms. Hernadez pointed at the now dirty floor. “What the hell are you doing? I thought you said the floor was clean. Why aren’t you cleaning up?”

Frustrated, I said. “I just did.”

Ms. Hernandez said, “Did I ask you to speak? Oh my, that was your third infraction. Mistress Abbott will not be pleased with you. Get your ass on the floor and start scrubbing, and why don’t you take off those panties.”

I exhaled loudly before I removed my panties, forgetting to nod and curtsey. I snatched the bottle from the kitchen table again and the rag and began cleaning up Tyrese’s mess.

“Is that an attitude? Stand up! You forgot to curtsey.”

I stood, nodded, and curtseyed.

Tyrese was stripping. I returned to my task but wanted to continue watching Tyrese strip, wondering what was under his black security uniform. I worked my way back across the floor. When I finished, I stood, and Tyrese was standing naked. He was a muscular guy, not an ounce of fat. His chest was large, chiseled, and defined. His biceps were huge and powerful, and his triceps were bulging and solid. Dangling between his legs was a metallic chasity device caging his cock.

Ms. Hernandez sifted through her key chain. She stepped forward when she found the right key and dropped to a knee in front of Tyrese. “How long has it been, Tyrese?”

In a deep, commanding voice, Tyrese said, “Three months.”

“This is your reward for being loyal.” Ms. Hernandez pointed at me. “Turn around for Tyrese, slut.”

I obeyed.

Mrs. Abbott returned. “I understand you have been disobedient, slut?”

“I’m sorry. Mrs. Abbott, Ma’am, but I just cleaned the floor, and this guy walked across it messing it up.”

Mrs. Abbott turned to Tyrese and said. “Shower up. She’ll be ready for you when you return.”

Tyrese left the room, and Mrs. Abbott turned to me and said. “Turn around, grab your ankles.”

I did as I was told, hoping maybe she’d fuck me in the ass with a dildo or something. All was silent except for the water from the shower in the next room until I heard a sharp crack of something on her hand; I realized that it wouldn’t be what I’d hoped.

Mrs. Abbott lifted the hem of my skirt up, exposing my ass even more. She said. “Didn’t Ms. Hernandez explain the rules to you?”

“Yes, Ma’am. I… I…”

“She explained that violations will require me to punish you?”

“Yes, Ma’am. Uh, she did.”

“Good, you will count out each strike, and after each strike, you will say. ‘I will obey all rules.’ If you mess up, we start at one again, understand.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

She didn’t wait. The first strike slapped against my ass, and the crack echoed through the small cottage. I nearly fell over from surprise. The sting was intense and hot, yet I strangely enjoyed it. Lost in thought, I almost forgot to say what I was required. “One, I will obey all rules.” Though she didn’t instruct me to say, Ma’am, I did. “Ma’am.”

She continued with the punishment until I had hit ten. I only had to start over once. My ass was stinging and burning with pleasurable pain.

Mrs. Abbott instructed me to stand, and I glanced ever so briefly at Mrs. Abbott. She had a broad smile, eyes sparkled, and a ruddy complexion.

Mrs. Abbott said nothing, but she turned toward Ms. Hernandez, snapped her fingers, and held her right hand out palm up as if waiting for something. Ms. Hernandez rummaged through the gym bag and pulled out a gag. It was black and had a small black penis on the end. As Mrs. Abbott stepped forward, I realized that this was for me.

Mrs. Abbott said. “Turn around. Open your mouth.”

I complied. As I did, I could feel my cock tingle. Mrs. Abbott lifted my wig and pulled the gag around my neck. I relented and swallowed it; feeling the cock in my mouth was intense and made me hornier than I already was.

She pointed to the bed, “Lay down.”

With drool running down the side of my mouth, I laid down gently on my tender and burning ass. Mrs. Abbott grabbed my legs, lifted them into the air, and tied my thighs together with a length of pink rope. Then she commanded me to put my hands through my legs and bound them artfully together. Then she did the same with my ankles.

The shower cut off; I turned my head and watched Tyrese approach his long hard cock swaying between his legs.

Mrs. Abbott patted Tyrese on his ass and said. “She’s yours for the night.”


Chapter Seven

Mrs. Abbott and Ms. Hernadez left, and Tyrese wasted no time. He grabbed a bottle of lube on the nightstand and rubbed some into my ass. With his strong hands and arms, he pulled me to the edge of the bed.

A finger probed the opening of my tight ass. I’d never had a cock in it, ever. Though I’d fantasized about it hundreds, maybe thousands of times, I’d never had a cock in it. Tyrese’s finger disappeared into my ass, and I let out a mumble: “Oh my God, that feels good.” That is if the gag hadn’t muffled everything into an unintelligible garble.

As Tyrese’s finger explored and loosened my ass, I wondered if I could take his cock. Did I have a choice? I was glad he was using his finger, “Ahhhhhh,” I said as another finger joined the first. Drool flowed freely down my chin, and some poured into my eyes. When his third finger entered my ass, his thrusts were less gentle and became hurried. His hand was wreaking havoc on my ass.

I moaned and convulsed as I moved my hips in rhythm with his fingers. Trying to force them deeper into my ass.

Tyrese stood over me, looked down at me, and said. “I think your ready for this dick. Are you?”

I nodded, drool running down my cheeks and chin. I said, “Please, please fuck me.” But with the gag, I’m not sure what Tyrese understood.

“Yeah, I understand.” He grabbed my ankles, lifted me and slid a pillow under my lower back, straddled me, and teasingly slid his big black cock between my tender ass cheeks. I wanted him. I wanted his cock in my ass, so as best as I could manage, I tried to force his cock into my asshole.

Tyrese laughed. “My, we’re a nasty little slut, aren’t we? No hurry, we got all night.”

Then I thought, am I going to be tied up all night? Surely that can’t be?

As I thought about it, Tyrese’s hips thrust forward, and his cock penetrated my ass, maybe an inch. My entire body shuddered, and my tightly bound hands tried to stop his cock from going deeper. But Tyrese was on a mission to destroy my ass, and he kept pressure until my ass loosened and relinquished to his demands.

I moaned again.

Tyrese pulled back, then slammed his hips into my ass, driving his cock balls deep into my ass. Back out, then back in. I was defenseless, tied up, and with my mouth gagged, I couldn’t protest even if I wanted to. And I didn’t. I found this totally enjoyable, giving up all control. Ruthlessly, he fucked me, plowing in again and again. His sweat dripped from his brow onto my legs, and his eyes were focused on my face. He licked his lips, and his breath and pace quickened as he neared orgasm.

He pulled his cock out and hung it above my face as he jacked off. He stroked his cock maybe three or four times before he shivered, then exploded. He aimed his cock to cover my face with gooey, meaty-smelling cum.

He lay down next to me when he was done and fell asleep. I listened to the clock ticking on the wall and Tyrese’s gentle breath as he slept.

My face, a combination of drool and cum was a tacky, gooey mess. I could feel my ass tingling, and underneath my ass was a sticky mess from the lube that had dribbled out. I tried to fall asleep, but it was hard. I strained and found my predicament relaxing, as I had only one task to focus on making it through the night, pleasing Mrs. Abbott and Tyrese.

After maybe two or three hours, Tyrese woke, stood up, and walked to the bathroom. He coughed; the gentle trickle of his piss hitting sounded louder than it probably was, then the water gurgled as he flushed. He returned. Stood over me and inspected my hands and feet. He asked me tenderly, “Have any tingling in your feet? Shake your head, if no.”

I shook my head.

“Any numbness?”

I shook my head.

“Good, want some more dick?”

I nodded enthusiastically.

Tyrese quickly and, like he owned me, entered my ass again. He got into a rhythm soon, in and out, in and out. My heart raced, and saliva, which I had under control, started up again, mixing with the dried cum on my face creating a gummy mess.

Tyrese’s cock thrusts harder and deeper into my ass, and Tyrese’s groans of pleasure proved addictive and exciting.

Tyrese said. “You want me to stop, babe?”

Calling me babe was arousing, and I did not want him to stop. I wanted him to use me all night long. So, I shook my head with enthusiasm.

Tyrese worked his way into a rhythm, fast, furious, pumping back and forth. This intense destruction of my ass was oddly delightful, and the tip of my caged cock tingled and dripped precum. I moaned with a sincerity I’d never expected to have tied up, totally at the disposal of this man I barely knew and getting my ass used and destroyed.

Tyrese’s sweaty hands grabbed my hips and held them in place as his cock penetrated balls deep into my ass. Tyrese moaned long and deep, and his cock throbbed wildly before warm sperm was injected deep inside me.

Tyrese pulled his cock out, and his warm cum slid down my ass cheeks and around my balls. Tyrese fell asleep again.

In the morning, Ms. Hernadez woke me up, untied me, and scolded me for not looking feminine in appearance. My face was a mess; the dried cum ruined my meticulously done makeup, and my wig was askew.

She ordered me to my cottage to get cleaned up and ready for day two. I hoped it would be as enjoyable as day one.
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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.
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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 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 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.

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.


Keeping Up With

Phoebe Pearl

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

Want to get in touch with me

Email me at:

phoebepearlerotica@yahoo.com

Follow Phoebe Pearl on Facebook.




OEBPS/image_rsrc150.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc14Z.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




