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Chapter One

Tonight, my crossdressing pays off.

Saturday night after Saturday night, I toiled away at perfecting my makeup techniques, clothing style, and how to walk, talk, and act feminine. Maybe more like a slut. I’m not too interested in being a sophisticated woman; I enjoy being a slut, at least in private.

I studied, researched, and practiced being passable. Since I started dabbling with crossdressing, I’ve wanted to go out in public dressed but never had the guts.

Tonight, my plan is simple. Find Jessica, investigate her, and confront her if I find evidence of her infidelity. And since I’ve rehearsed every trick, I need the world to believe I’m female. I’m all set. It’s like an undercover operation. Tonight, there are no excuses for not going out in the world. I’m prepared. I’m passable. Jessica will have no idea it’s me, Angel, the cop if I’m standing beside her. She and her boyfriend. Or lover. Or the guy tapping her ass will never know who I am.

Pangs of fear and anger flutter in my belly as the warmth of the steaming shower calms my nerves and settles my rage. It’ll only do so much, though. I have to know if Jessica is cheating. Maybe then and only then will I free what wrecks my sanity.

Carefully, the razor glides over my soft skin, removing the stubble from my long, effeminate legs. I’ve worked hard to get them there. After getting my legs smooth, I swipe my ass crack twice. I’m not planning on having sex. I’m not attracted to men. I’m straight as they come despite being a crossdresser. I crossdress because it’s exciting and sexually exhilarating, and when dolled up, the stress of my job vanishes.

Before tonight when I dressed, I did nothing except dress up, watch some porn, maybe, and just savor the pleasure of being a slut for a night. Being a slut or pretending to be a whore relaxes me, relieving my work stress. You wouldn’t believe I’m a cop when I’m all dolled up.

When out on patrol, I think about the sexy things I enjoy wearing, how I look and feel in tight, silky panties caressing my ass, cradling my balls, and the tight slutty dresses I own clinging to my hips…. All my tension drifts away. I can deal with the animals of the world.

My experimentation pays off tonight. Tonight, I know for sure. I’ve heard rumors. But the thought dawned on me when I heard Jessica was cheating. Why not find out for sure?

Tonight, the hours of staring in the mirror, video-taping my walk, talking, and even stripping to become passable will pay dividends. I’m passable, and others think so, too. I’m popular on social media. I’ve shared hundreds of photos in various modes of dress, receiving rave reviews. So I’m confident Angel the slut looks not just sexy but like a sex-starved whore.

I wonder, though, about my admirer’s motivations. When I interact with primarily male fans, I do so as Angel, the horny slut. So, like all guys, they’re out for an easy lay, so are they telling me I’m sexy because they want a blowjob? Stick their peckers in my ass, or wrap their lips around my shecock.

Another strange thing about being Angel the slut…. Never in a million years would I get hard thinking about cock or a dick in my ass. But when I am fully into slut mode, I can’t stop thinking about cock.

My cock tingles.

Angel, the cop, loves pussy. When I am in slut mode and dolled up, it’s like the floodgates open to some hidden freak, and instead of being a straight, macho guy, I change into a horny nymphomaniac slut that wants cock in her mouth. Cock in her ass. Cum on her face. Cum in her ass. Cum in her mouth. Cum sprayed all over her body. But I never act on those urges.

After I’m smooth, I step out of the shower and stand naked in front of the mirror. My long blonde hair frames my face. I tie it in a tight bun at work, growing it long to get my look down. I’m picky. Wigs just didn’t cut it anymore.

I run my hand over my face and shoulders, down my slender, effeminate torso and legs, and over my firm, plump ass. I turn left, then right, admiring my flawless, sensual skin made for sharing. It should be smooth. I’ve spent a fortune filling my medicine cabinet with expensive feminine hygiene products. When Jessica spends the night, I have to hide them all and lock all my girly stuff in a closet.

I lean into the mirror, making sure my eyes aren’t puffy, then gaze into my sparkling blue eyes. I’m ready. Even without makeup, I’m passable if I style my hair right. It’s time to step out of my comfort zone, go to the bar where Jessica claims to be, and watch what she does. Confront her, maybe the guy.

I’ll just have to keep Angel the slut in check. Because the whore in me flourishes when I’m dressed. Maybe that’s why I’m scared to leave the confines of my home; being out in public, surrounded by horny men lusting after my body, perhaps I step over that line that keeps me straight.

No…. No way I’m sucking cock. Fantasizing about something and doing it are two different things. I have more self-control than to suck a guy’s cock just because I’m dressed in girl’s clothes. I love fucking my girlfriend, feeling the warmth of her pussy around my cock. Touching her skin, kissing her lips, holding her…. That’s why I’m so angry. I thought we had something going.

Perched in front of my lighted vanity mirror, I transform myself. I worry because when Angel the slut takes over…. It’s like Dr. Jekyll and Ms. Hyde: I lose control. I dab on primer and foundation and move on to my eyes. I chose a silver metallic palette, my favorite, which gives me a dark and mysterious look. The final touches are tons of mascara, which lengthens and adds lushness to my eyelashes. When done, I’m ready to party and play.

“No. Angel. Tonight has only one purpose. Find out what Jessica does on ladies’ night. That’s it.” I say to myself. This is not a night to party or play.

I outline my lips with deep red lipstick, and my cock swells. I admire my gorgeous face. What a shame I’m not gay. Or if I had a pussy. God, what fun I’d have tonight. I pucker my lips, blow myself a kiss and say, “They made those lips for cock, slut.”

Calling myself a slut, causes my cock to throb and swell even more. I’ll have to jack off before I go out. Otherwise, I’ll give myself away in the tight, short club dress I purchased.

I move on to my hair, teasing it to create volume and curling it in loose waves. I jack off twice and tuck my cock up tightly, slide into a corset, sexy black panties, black thigh-high stockings, and a matching garter belt. I wiggle into a super tight mini latex club dress that hugs the slender contours of my effeminate figure. The last step was six-inch stilettos, which gave me the legs up to my ass look. One more look in the mirror, and I’m more than pleased.

I’m not wasting time tonight. I hurry to my backdoor, open my garage door with the remote, and take a shaky step outside. I turn right; my neighbor’s having a party. Dance music blares, voices, and laughter from twenty bare-chested, testosterone-filled college guys and an equal number of scantily dressed women.

Some are dancing, and others are laughing, drinking, and flirting. I stop. Taking in the scene, I could set the party on fire, or so I think. I find my neighbor, who knows well that there’s only a male living here. Will he tell Jessica a strange woman left my house? Fuck her; she’s cheating on me; I might as well give her a taste of her own medicine.

Perhaps he thinks I hired a hooker or a call girl. I look like one. That turns me on, and my cock strains against the tuck tape. I roll my shoulders back and whisper, “I’m doing this.”

My heels click against the sidewalk in a determined march; I sway my hips seductively and gracefully, a dance of temptation. Cool gusts of wind find my nearly naked ass pressed against my barely there dress, sending shudders of arousal through me. My movement screams unbridled lust, my body oozing sexuality, which causes several catcalls from the neighbors.

“Come on over, babe. Join the party.”

Those words don’t offend me but cause a strange stirring in the flesh, tightly taped and tucked. I slide into my car and back out, heading for one place Jessica frequents.


Chapter Two

I step into the nightclub; the music thuds around me. I head for the dance floor, the music’s bass like an earthquake. Girls sway, swing, and dance seductively, like my skirt, their skirts barely reaching past their thighs, while tight tops cling to tits I wish I had. I check the women out, not for any sexual purpose, which would be expected of me—but hoping, wondering if I can enter the competition. Am I good enough? Sexy enough?

I glide through the orgy of gyrating bodies, pressing against men and women, my skirt clinging to my hips, my ass barely covered, and every sexual nerve in my body light up, creating a hunger for what was, until tonight, forbidden, cock. Musky cologne and sweat fill my nostrils as my heart races with surprise when a hand grabs my ass. I stop momentarily, wanting to dance, grind my ass into a stranger’s crotch.

No! Get control, Angel. I have a purpose here. Find Jessica, keep the slut in control, Angel.

I make it to the bar, a tall, tattooed bartender greets me, and I say,” What do you have on tap.”

The bartender, a young guy in his early thirties, greedily drinks in the view before him. I flip my hair, run my hand down my neck, and gently touch his hand.

What the hell am I doing? Flirting. I can’t help it. Angel, the slut takes over. I changed my order to something more gender appropriate, “How about a Cosmopolitan.”

An unseen sexual force pulls us together. His intense eyes invite me silently to do something nasty. I want nothing more than to do whatever freaky, nasty act his eyes are trying to ask of me. I’m pulled into a fantasy that the slut wants, stripping off his tight black t-shirt and running my hands over his muscular arms decorated with tattoos. The slut’s hands glide over the stubble of his neatly trimmed beard.

There’s a whisper of danger in his overpowering presence. As a cop, I know badasses like him; they use their women. Use them like toys. Throw them out like garbage, but Angel the slut wants him, anyway. The slut wants to be used.

His lips curve in a slight smile that says, “You want my cock don’t you slut.”

My breath hitches. Sparks fly as the thought of being called a slut and used as one hit me. Shit, I’m a cop. Focus on your task, Angel.

“Coming up, darling.” Hearing him say darling skates down my spine into my cock. I know how close we are; suddenly, all I can focus on is him. We’re so close his breath fans my skin. The faint scent of his cologne wraps around me, smothering me. I’m drunk with the possibility of getting laid. God, I want his cock in me. What the hell? I’m not gay! Why am I attracted to this guy? I. Am. Not. Gay.

The slut laughs, “Oh, tonight you are.”

Something shifts. Angel, the slut is no longer a fantasy or role play I do in the privacy of my home. In secret, where no one can interact with her. The slut’s alive. More than alive, she drives Angel, the cop, deeper down. The slut wants more time than a few hours every Saturday night. She wants a man. She wants cock. She expects to be a slut tonight, and Angel, the cop, is along for the ride. Nothing’s stopping her. I won’t be able to control the slut I created. She says, “This will be more than just one night.”

My cheeks warm as I imagine the bartender’s cock in my mouth and ass. I lick my lips, hoping he won’t notice. He steps back, makes my drink, and watches me intently. The slut’s happy to have male attention directed at her. The slut checks out the tight black jeans hugging his thick cock so inviting and delicious. Guilt overwhelms what’s left of the cop.

The slut licks her lips, ensuring the bartender knows she’s fantasizing about his cock pounding her ass.

He places my glass in front of me, and his lips curve into a smile and wink. I gulp. My heart thumps against my chest, and my cock swells. He frowns when another customer requests his help. I sip my drink.

With a hand on my shoulder, I spin around. Standing behind me was a man I recognized—a man I served a warrant on. He was tall and muscular, with a thick black beard that framed his strong jawline. His chiseled, muscular chest, arms, and torso stretched the black t-shirt chiseled from years of working out, primarily in prison. I glance into his eyes hard with the street. His street sense drills into me. It’s as if he knows I was the cop who busted him for invading his home during an intimate act with one of his many girlfriends in the middle of the night.

My heart races as I recall his naked body when I arrested him only a few months before. It was work, then. Now, in his presence—the power of his presence overwhelms me. The slut wants to drop to her knees, and serve his Big black cock, apologize for the cop’s intrusion.

He lowers his voice and, in a soft, stern, seductive tone, says, “Never seen you here before, honey. I’m Nicky Barnes.”

His eyes dance over my body, committing acts of seduction. The heat radiates from his body as he steps closer and takes my hand. He smiles—a knowing smirk that tells me he sees right through my façade—and then leans down to whisper in my ear, “I think you know why you’re here tonight...”


Chapter Three

“All alone, dressed like that?” His gaze travels from the tips of my high-heeled shoes to the vee of my low-cut dress. His eyes undress me, conjuring up images of forbidden acts that tingle my skin. The slut wants him.

She tells the cop, “You looked at his cock that night, cop. When he was standing there naked, his arms in the air. You stared at his massive black cock, wanting it. As the need to have it spread from your core to your cock, you had to fight back an erection. You weren’t worried about arresting him. Your gun pointed at him, his arms raised in surrender. Lurking in your gaze was an ache with raw lust. I know it. He knew it when your eyes trailed down and beheld the most glorious sight, his big black cock. You surrendered to your fate, my fate, and we became a big black cock slut that night. Don’t forget what the porn you watch every Saturday night, pleasing yourself over and over with fantasies of thug cock.”

His gaze is intense. The slut’s right. I want to touch him. Drop to my knees and worship his thug cock. I’ve watched hundreds of BBC porn videos since then, and even the porn stars are no match for this thugs cock.

He is so close to me that my hands seem drawn to him like a magnet. They shake, holding back. He smiles. Takes my chin in his hands. My breath catches. They’re mischief in his eyes. He leans in closer, whispering in my ear. “Want some big black cock, honey.”

He glances at the backroom, where the bathrooms and the alley are both known for the sex that occurs there. I follow his gaze. Then, at the packed nightclub, trying to locate Jessica.

He wraps his hand around mine, “You know you want it. Don’t be shy. Once you taste my cock, you’ll want nothing else.”

The slut wants cock, not pussy. Cock in her mouth, cock in her ass. The slut says to me, “I’m getting some cock tonight. Don’t stop me.”

The thought crosses my mind, I have a cock. What’s this thug going to do to me when he discovers the meat between my legs? Holy shit, what about the criminal case against him? I’ll be suspended and fired if anyone finds out. What about Jessica?

The slut doesn’t care. She wants this thug cock in her ass. In her mouth. It’s my fault. I let the slut free when I shimmied into this seductive club dress. Slid on my thigh-high stockings. My cock swells. The tuck tape and the tucking gaff keep it from getting stiff. A shiver runs through me as I nod.

He leads me toward the club’s backroom, a place for public sex. It’s dark and mysterious, filled with opportunities to fulfill the darkest, nastiest fantasy. One the slut wants. The cop, though, wants to go home. The music is loud and pulsing; it’s a sexual beat reverberating around us like an invitation to engage in something more than just conversation.

“No!” The cop says. Turn and run for the door, Angel. This isn’t good. Vice has raided this place dozens of times. Holy shit, what if they raid it tonight? Bust me? A cop. Dressed like a slut. Getting fired will be the best thing that could come out of that.

Hand in hand, we walk down the long, dark hallway. Soft moans and giggles surround us. A hand slides up a thigh; a skirt whips most of the way up a leg; a head bobs on an erection; two men grope a blonde. The distinct scent of sex surrounds me, musky and sweet.

What am I doing?

Nicky settles in behind me, gliding my skirt over my hips, exposing my ass halved by the tiny black fabric of my thong. Eyes stare at me. I’m not embarrassed. The slut loves it. Loves the attention. The whistles. The smacks on my ass.

His arms wrap around my waist, then he pushes me into the wall, pressing his hips into my ass. He explores my curves, sending pleasure through my body. As his hands move toward my groin and the growing bulge, I say, “No!”

The slut wants it. But even the slut knows the danger of this man finding out I’m male. His lips nuzzle my neck. I grab his hands at my stomach; they struggle to keep him from moving lower. His immense bulge, stiff and throbbing, drives into my ass as he takes control.

The slut wants it. The thug wants it. I want to live through the night. Because as his hand inches closer to my cock, I know what he will do. It involves bruises and broken bones; The slut cares not.

“Please,” I say.

“Please, what? Fuck you. Let you worship my cock. Right here. Beg.” His hand overpowers mine and reaches the juncture between my thighs and lifts. He freezes. I felt faint, feverish. What’s going to happen now?

I expected him to recoil in disgust, the swollen flesh stabbing my ass to soften, but his cock throbs, and he grabs my hips pulling me hard into his thug cock. The slut was on fire now; she squirmed and wiggled until his cock aligned between her butt cheeks.

He leans in and whispers, “Nothing like sissy ass. Don’t find many looking as good as you.”


Chapter Four

My breaths came in staggered gasps as I tried to make sense of my surroundings. The hallway walls are cold and damp, and passionate moans surround us. Nicky’s hands run up my thighs, and he rips the fabric of my panties away like tissue paper.

The act should concern me, produce fear, or even panic, but it creates a horniness I’ve never felt before. My heart races; I’m going to faint. Right there in the dark hallway, surrounded by moans, pants, and gentle slaps of flesh on flesh, he ripped my panties off. He reaches around, struggles a bit with the tuck tape but frees my cock. He lifts my skirt. I’m exposed. I’m trembling.

I’m standing there, vulnerable, my entire body trembling. His fingers fumble with his belt buckle. He drops his pants to the floor and presses against me, his hot breath on my neck. Surrounding us, the air is thick with the scent of sexual desire as his hands run up and down my back; my heart races faster, and his grip tightens around me; there’s no turning back now.

He presses his cock between my ass cheeks. The slut submits willingly. I try to fight her. I should push him away, but my resistance crumbles as he grinds against me. This is so wrong but oh so right. I want him to fill me with his seed.

“Oh, fuck. Oh Fuck. Fuck.” I push my ass back, begging him to take me. To breed the slut. Fill me with his thug seed.

His hands grip my hips; he kicks my ankles wider and pins me against the wall. My pleas to be used echo off the walls.

Every muscle in my body tense up, bracing for what’s coming. Is he going to ram his cock into my tight ass? Oh fuck. That’s going to hurt. I bite my lip, wanting to resist, but I don’t have the strength to fight him. Nor do I want to. I want him to take me. I don’t want a choice.

Will he force his big black cock into my ass? Splitting me in two.

“Oh, God,” I say.

He licks his finger and slides it in, not slowly or easily. He pushes deeper, loosening my tense ass muscles. He takes my hand and places it against his hardened shaft. I pull away.

I grimace. He pushes. He retakes my hand and guides me to his throbbing cock; I wrap my hand around his erection, amazed at his thickness. I slide up and down his shaft as his finger ravages my ass.

“Oh, fuck.” I say as my ass tightens around his finger—a reflex.

His voice turns to steel as he barks out, “Relax. That ass is made for nothing but thug cock. I can spot a big black cock slut from a mile away.” He adds a second finger and pushes, daring me to fight back. “Sit back and take it. That ass is only here for a real thug’s cock.”

That does it. I loosen up, allowing a third finger.

Nicky says, “Oh, you’re a dirty little whore, aren’t you? Dirty and nasty slut. You get off on the rough stuff, don’t you? Getting pinned against a wall in a hallway full of strangers?”

After several minutes of work with three fingers, a fourth finger joins the party in my ass. His hands are big, and his fingers are thick, but I’m sure his cock is wider even than four fingers. The sensation of half his hand inside me puts pressure on the base of my spine, up to my stomach, and every part of me came alive with a pleasure so intense I screamed.

I arch my back, wanting more, wanting his hand deeper. The surrounding sounds drift away as Nicky pulls his hand out, spins me around, and pushes me to my knees.

He stares down at me. “You’re my dirty cocksucking whore, aren’t you? Get my cock nice and wet and slippery for when I pound your sissy ass.”

I lean forward with my tongue extended, licking the length of his shaft and tasting his flavor. Precum leaks from his tip; I lap it up and let the warm, sweet stream slide down my throat.

He grabs a handful of hair and holds my head back. My tongue extends, my mouth wide, trying to reach his cock. “Are you my greedy, cock hungry slut.”

My breathing is heavy, loud, and my cock bounces, drips precum. “Yes.”

“Open those lips.”

I do.

His huge, thick head spreads my lips. Slowly, he inches forward with each thrust of his hips. I moan. My cock throbs. I reach down and grab it, stroking my inflamed flesh.

Nicky says, “Get your hand away. You’re here for my pleasure, not yours, slut.”

I remove my hand with pleasure. He plunges deeper and deeper into my mouth. I gag several times. My breathing becomes ragged and labored as he fucks my face. Drool slides out of my mouth, tears streaming, but his grip only tightens. Then he stops. Pulls out slowly until only the thick, swollen head remains in my mouth.

“Open your mouth. Now. Loosen that throat because you are going to take it all.”

I open as wide as I can go. So wide my jaw cracks. I wait, prepare for every inch. He moans when I swirl my tongue around his head, teasing him with gentle licks. Then, without warning, he grips my head and plunges deep.

I gag.

“Take it, slut.”

He pulls out and bucks forward, pushing deeper into my throat. I gag. His head buried in my throat, intensely uncomfortable, yet pleasurable. He remains still, breathing heavily from the moment's intensity. Then his cock throbs, twitches, and he shoots his load down my throat. Most of it makes it down, but some spills out of my mouth and runs down my chin., With no break, he pulls me up, turns me around, and pushes my face into the wall.

His breath is hot in my ear as he murmurs, “Not done yet. My cock is nice and slippery with your spit and my cum. Now I take that ass.”

He positions my body and his so his cock is between my ass cheeks. It’s semi-hard, growing harder. I surrender when he grips my wrists in one hand, holding them above my head. He eases himself inside me, growing hard again as he enters my tight ass.

“Oh, fuck!” I say as pain and pleasure fight each other for top billing. My vision blurs. He inches deeper. Stars pop.

He forces his big black cock deeper, pushing me past any limits I thought I had. I grimace and tighten my eyes. More stars explode.

He pulls out slowly. Plunges back in deeper this time. I swear to God, I’m going to die. I try to free my hands, to slow him down. But he tightens his grip.

Then he stops. Pulls out. “Beg for my cock, bitch. Beg, or I walk away.”

Right now, I should grab what’s left of my panties and run for the door. But I don’t. “Fuck me like you own me,“ comes out.

He complies with my request. Once he’s back in me, he fucks me faster, pushing deeper fucking me harder than I thought I could take. Tears well up in my eyes again as he tugs on my hair, pulling my head back uncomfortably. I’m a ragdoll in his hands, thrusting into me, slamming his pelvis against mine. He lets go of my hands, and they drop to my side.

“Keep them up there, slut.”

I obey. He grips my hips, yanks my hair, his big black cock filling me, riding me like a beast. The music fades away. I’m nowhere as his hard, primal thrusts stretch me wider than I thought possible. His body tenses and his grip tightens around my hips as one last violent thrust leaves me quivering in anticipation for what will come next. Then he releases his cum into me. It’s a violent, savage release, like the thug he is.

He offers no praise. Ko kiss. No phone number. He pulls his pants back up, turns, and leaves. Head down, I slide through the dark hallway, gripping the remnants of my panties to the emergency exit. I push open the door, no alarms sound, and run to my car. I start my engine and head home. Knowing that the slut will want more nights like tonight. I don’t care if Jessica cheats on me as long as I get my Saturday nights to be the slut. 




The End
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Billy panicked when he saw his belongings piled up on the porch. His girlfriend kicked him out after learning of his termination from work for inappropriately touching a coworker and his nasty habit of leaving his stuff in women's panties. Feeling defeated, Billy went to his stepmom, Dotty, for help.

Dotty, a powerful and prosperous businesswoman, refuses to take her stepson Billy in when he shows up at her doorstep—caught crossdressing by one of her workers, she wants no part of his perverse habit.

After thinking about it, Dotty agrees to take him in. But there are conditions and a sissy maid contract to sign. Since he can’t control his habit, Dotty decides putting it to work for her is the only option. She offers him a place to stay if, in return, he works for her maid service - dressing in outlandish outfits like French maids or cheerleaders that she supplied. Billy will learn. But training for her business will be required. She comes to another decision: Billy will pay for the women he wronged, and they will participate in his humiliation—feminization revenge.

The first book in the series A StepMom’s Taboo Lust includes: Feminized as Punishment, Feminized By Stepmom, Feminizing My Stepmom, Femdom, Forced Feminization By StepMom, Chastity, Sissy Chastity, Caught Crossdressing, Humiliation.

My Sissy Cuckold Husband - Book Two: Sissy Cuckold Husband, Sissy, Forced Feminization, Humiliation, Femdom

Brook and Josie's marriage is good, but their sex life is lacking.
Josie discovers by accident she's interested in cuckolding.
Brook is reluctant at first.
But with cuckold training, he takes to being Josie's sissy cuckold.
He serves her domestically and sexually.
Josie finds her first Bull and has the time of her life.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Tricked Into Crossdressing - A Lesson In How To Be A Woman: Forced Feminization, Caught Crossdressing, Forced Cuckold, Sissification

Patty, Clover, and Raya are sorority sisters living life after college. The fun, wild times of college and men passed them by, and the reality of day-to-day living set in. Because of their experiences with shallow men, unfulfilling sex, and a deep need to get even, they have an opportunity to teach a dirty pig a lesson about what it’s like to be a woman.

Danny Phoenix’s wife dumps him after she catches him crossdressing in her clothes. He wants her back and yet wants to experience being a woman.

After witnessing the very public breakup of Danny and his wife at a restaurant, the three girls set out to teach Danny a lesson. Not only in what it takes to present as a woman but what it is like to experience sex with men. They develop a scheme to trick Danny into crossdressing, then pimp him out. Danny is a willing participant in their plan.

This book contains forced feminization, sissification, cuckolding, Male on male sex, reluctant crossdressing, caught crossdressing, small penis humiliation, forced bisexual sex and group sex.

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.

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.

Lazy Slob To Sissy Cuckold Maid: Sissy Cuckold, Sissy Cuckold Husband, Sissy Cuckold Maid


Lily is tired of her lazy, sloppy husband. She has a plan. Turn him into her Sissy Cuckold Maid.
Mason is initially reluctant, but he settles into being a sissy cuckold husband.
Mason serves not only Lily's domestic needs as a sissy cuckold but her sexual needs too.

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.


About The Author

P{hoebe Pearl

[image: ]

I am a passionate writer and fell in love with writing erotica. I’m passionate about creating stories and characters with transgender women, sissyfication, sissy maids, sissy cuckold husbands and boyfriends, and the dominant men and women who love them for who they are. 
My stories start from experiences, things I wish might have happened, or desires I never dared to express. I start there, then tweak, twist, and season it with some of my active, wild, and kinky imagination, and you have a story. 
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