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A Note From Pheobe Pearl 




I didn’t plan it, but as I wrote my stories certain characters made their way from one story to another. This tale of forced crossdressing and public sex followed what I’ve noticed is a developing pattern. 

I introduced Intercourse County and Anna in the short story: A Sissy's Special Punishment. 

I didn’t plan on making my stories into series or developing the stories and characters to the point where I could combine them into full-length erotica novellas or novels when I began writing and publishing erotica.  But that is the case. So, I hope you enjoyed this story to come back for more. 

I' d love it if you would consider leaving me feedback. 


Chapter One

After Slade had satisfied all my kinky, nasty sexual acts I so enjoyed, he spent the night. It was that way most nights except when he spent the night at Intercourse County Firehouse # 7. After sex, we cuddled, and Slade and I discussed taking our play sessions to a new level. Slade expressed interest in serving me full-time, moving in, and becoming my sissy cross-dressing slave.

I refused heartily. Slade begged fabulously. I mean, he begged, just how I liked him to supplicate himself: on his knees, hands above his head, kissing, licking, and worshipping my feet; still, I refused.

Before accepting him as my sissy, he’d have to publicly acknowledge the cock I had between my legs - which he has not only avoided but denied. I had an idea how he would come clean publicly about the piece of meat I had between my legs. That’s why I planned to show up tonight at the fire station, and Slade was displeased. Even so, he’d reluctantly agreed to it. He needed, I’m sure, to be my slut. I gave him no choice, either agree to public humiliation or move on.

Not only would my plan show the world that his girlfriend had a cock, but it would also punish and humiliate him for bragging to his friends that he’d been fucking me silly. His friends would know after tonight that our relationship wasn’t him fucking me stupid, but the other way around. After tonight, I’d discover if Slade was my new full-time sissy slut or if I’d have to find another prospect.

I wasn’t forcing Slade to tell everyone that he was my sissy. But I wasn’t going to help him hide that I had a cock any longer, either.  I didn’t mind people thinking that I had a pussy, since I’d legally gone through the process, and except for the cock between my legs, I was all woman.

I’d never considered bottom surgery since I enjoyed dominating men and women, and a cock between my legs seemed like a job requirement. What mattered was that my driver’s license said: Avyanna Callahan, which meant strong, powerful, beautiful woman. Everyone called me Anna. Slade, after tonight, that is, if he passed my final test, would call me Ma’am or Mistress.

He slid the pink frilly panties on first, tucking his horse cock. His eyes begged me to reconsider. I responded sternly, “You want to be my sissy, then wear them.”

Here at my house, I demanded he dressed as a sissy slut, but never before had I required him to take our roleplaying outside the home. If he wanted to be my full-time slut it would be necessary.

“Yes, ma’am,” Slade said but glared at me. For now, I’d allow it. After tonight, no more.

“I’ll be dropping by around eleven, so make sure you shave your body at the fire station before then, understand, slave.”

Slade didn’t respond. He slid his fireman’s pants, shirt, and boots. Then he turned and headed for the door. I followed, and as he grabbed for the front door handle, I stopped him. “I’ll drive you today.”

Slade crossed his arms, curled his lips, and said. “No way. How am I going to get home?”

I didn’t slap his face yet. We weren’t there yet, but after tonight, if he showed up at my door, then, well, things would be different.

I nodded. “After tonight, that attitude, the sassiness, will no longer be tolerated and punished. That is if you wish to be my sissy. Do you wish to be my sissy?”

Slade’s lips pressed together as he pulled at his left ear. He was conflicted about what was coming, I could tell. He loved being my sissy, dressing in girly clothes, and serving me sexually, but taking things a step further and becoming my full-time domestic servant, doing chores  I’d demand him to do around the house if he moved in full-time. He just wasn’t sure. Slade rubbed his hands together and nodded. “Yes, I do. I don’t know why, but I love serving you….”

I didn’t let him finish. I dropped my pajama bottoms and guided him to his knees. After his lips engulfed my swollen cock, Slade’s head bobbed at a breakneck speed between my legs. He had to be to his shift in half an hour, so he needed me to cum quickly. I pinched my nipples and caressed my twelve thousand dollar breast implants. Damned if they weren’t worth every penny. Wanting to show them off,  I grabbed Slade’s right hand and guided it to my tits. Slade complied. He was such a good cock-sucker that I shot my load down his throat in under three minutes.


Chapter Two

I waited till all twelve firemen on duty had tucked themselves in and dozed off. When I arrived, I stripped and slid into my perspective sissy slave’s bunk, ensuring my aroused, aching cock slid between his smooth, toned ass cheeks.  

Slade woke up, shocked. He whispered harshly, “What… are you doing? I thought we agreed. Uh…. Mistress. ” I yanked down his sweatpants and the pink panties I requested him to wear and slid my cock between his butt cheeks. He clenched his butt cheeks together, forbidding my entry. Then his neck craned, making sure no one had seen me slide into his bunk.

“Are you ashamed of me, slave?” There was no doubt that we both enjoyed kinky sex, and I loved our playtime together, but I wanted more. I suspected Slade did too. Slade loved cock, getting his ass pounded, and serving me, but he just couldn’t admit it publicly. I needed public acknowledgment after all the shame and embarrassment I'd gone through in my life.  Tonight, he would have to choose: Secrecy or me.

Slade attempted to respond but only babbled something unintelligible, managing only to shake his head after surveying the bunk area for the third time.

I grabbed Slade under the chin. “Suck my cock, slave. Prove it. It’s time to prove your obedience, commitment, and desire to please me - your Mistress. Are you my slut?”

“Yes, Mistress.” Slade tried turning his head, making sure none of his buddies watched, but I held firmly onto his chin. His eyes strained in their sockets, trying to inspect the bunkhouse.

“Why are you looking for approval from your friends, slave? Am I not your world? ”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Like Dale Carnegie’s advice in his best-selling book, it was essential to get my sluts, to say yes and get their heads into what we were doing. “Do you wish to be my slave, my slut, to please me?”

“Yes, I do.”

I gazed into his eyes. His eyes were blinking rapidly, and he couldn’t make eye contact with me. He wasn’t ready. “What will you do for me, Slade?”

Slade's eyes flitted around the room. He swallowed and managed, “Anything, Mistress.” I saw unwavering contact. He wanted this, and he would do anything I wanted. 

“Then prove it, slave, strip and suck my cock.”

Slade started stripping.

“No, out of bed and strip. I want to watch.”

Slade swallowed. It was a hard, pronounced swallow. He stalled, turning his head and making sure no one watched. Yet, he had a wide grin, and his whiskey-brown eyes sparkled. Like me, he enjoyed the thrill of public sex.

Slade slid his sweatpants and panties down. I said, “No, take the sweatpants off first, then the t-shirt, but leave the panties on till I tell you to take them off.”

“But, Anna… Anna, please.” he stuttered.

“Anna?” I said, making sure it was loud but not too loud.

Slade responded in a hushed tone. “Mistress, please.”

“I’ll leave if you wish, Slade. The new guy may want to serve me since you don’t.”

Slade obeyed, removing his sweatpants and t-shirt, and he stood uncomfortably wearing just the pink panties. His mammoth cock throbbed against the silky fabric. The rest of him was… well, quite feminine. His horse cock hung between two slender, smooth legs. His legs were attached to a petite feminine body, and a gentle face was attached to his womanly figure. Slade and I had discussed his cross-dressing and me turning him into my sissy slave many times. Tonight was the first step. 

“Take them off,” I said.

The pink panties slid past his cock, exposing the only part of him that would be recognizable as male - at least when I completed his sissy transformation. I realized that Slade’s cock was now my thick, swollen, throbbing living sex toy.

I lifted the blanket, and Slade slid into bed. I glided the blanket back over Slade’s head as he worshipped my cock. His tongue, in rapid circular motions, explored the mushroom head of my cock. He licked and kissed my cock down the entire length. Then he swallowed my left ball, then my right, just as I’d trained him.

Slade’s lips wrapped around my inflamed cock. I moaned, not too loud. Just loud enough to make Slade nervous. Half the dozen men in similar bunks surrounding us at the fire station were his close friends. At the moment, any of Slade’s friends, except Nathan, might believe that he was going down on my pussy - none of them knew I had a surprise between my legs. For now, this was fine. Soon, I would push his limits and expose my cock. I wanted no wiggle room for Slade to be able to twist tonight's erotic encounter or perhaps even brag that he’d been with a woman - one with a pussy, anyway. That wouldn’t be humiliating enough for me.  

He swallowed my cock again - his only purpose in life.  I lifted my hips, driving my cock deep into his throat, trying my best to get him to choke.

He didn’t.  “Good boy,” I said.

Slade’s mouth returned to his duty, swallowing my inflamed cock. Then retreating, and swallowing,  and retreating again. As my slave devoured my cock, my heart thumped against my chest, and my pulse raced as my eyes wandered about the room - public sex was thrilling. 

Slade stopped sucking my cock and licked my balls as he stroked it.  Intoxicated in power and control over Slade, my cock squirted a healthy dose of precum. Slade lapped it up quickly.

“Good boy,” I said, experiencing a sudden increase in body temperature as I considered how humiliating and degrading this would be to my slut once I pushed things a little more. I enjoyed, even more, the knowledge that Slade loved being humiliated and degraded as much as I loved putting him into humiliating situations. 

I gripped the back of Slade’s head and threaded my hands into his hair. Holding his head where it should be, worshipping my cock.

Slade gagged as my cock hit the back of his throat. His gag echoed throughout the bunkhouse. Slade’s affected. He tried pulling his head off my cock. I was having none of that bullshit, so I held his head firmly, keeping him to the task.

Wanting his cock in my ass and longing for a more public display of who was in Slade’s bed. I’ve heard the stories, and there was no doubt that it wouldn’t be the first time a fireman had company in his cot, but, it might be the first time they had the honor of watching a gorgeous transgender woman riding a cock like a savage beast.

I guided him onto his back and mounted him like a horse. With a cock like the one he had between his legs, he might just have been the result of some genetic experiment - half man, half horse.

I threw the blanket off, exposing my naked form to all. Slade moaned, and so did I as I slid his cock into my ass. I stroked my cock, providing one hell of a view for all the firefighters at the station, a front-seat picture of all my equipment - my swollen cock  and twelve-thousand-dollar tits.  I was breathing heavily now, and so was Slade. Slade tried to stay quiet. Me, I tried to make as much noise as possible. 

As I ride him, goosebumps run up my spine. Slade reached up, grabbed each of my swollen and stinging nipples, and twisted them viciously - I’ve trained him well. 

Slade, lost in the throws of passion, had lost all concern for who watched. I wasn't nervous when I rechecked the room; I hoped someone secretly spied on our sex.

Disappointed, I rode Slade’s cock harder, straining the springs. I rechecked the room. A gob of saliva stuck in my throat as I caught sight of the new guy, a rookie I’d met at a firefighter’s party, watching us.


Chapter Three

When I first met the rookie, his handsome face and delectable smile filled me with lust. Sure, I loved Slade. Slade would be an obedient slave once I'd finished his sissy training, and I know Slade wanted nothing more than to please and serve me. But, there was no way I was a monogamous gal. Something about the new guy told me he was my type of guy.

I can’t see the beautiful face of the rookie, but I can make out his shadow. And as I’m riding Slade, jacking off, I turned my head, squinted, and damn I’m sure he’s jerking off. I focused my hearing and could hear short, lust-filled pants.

My hand stroked my shaft maddeningly, and I’m entirely astride Slade, and there was no way the rookie. What the hell was his name? Jake or Justin couldn’t see the outline of my cock.  I arched my back, balanced myself with my palms on Slade’s cot, lifted my hips, and dropped down again. I bounced hungrily up and down as my cock flopped and banged against my defined stomach.

I’m wild with passion. The bed creaked, and I moaned.  Slade tried to cover my mouth with his hand. I slapped it away and moaned even louder. The rookie heard, and the rookie’s blanket dropped away, revealing a supple, trim, and defined body. The rookie’s forearm throttled up and down, driving the two fingers gripping his tiny cock.

We made eye contact. The rookie turned his head.  Embarrassment because I’d busted him jacking off or because of his uselessly tiny cock, or both. Slade was quiet, but no doubt every firefighter in this room could hear me as I bounced up and down in a frenzy,  traumatizing the cheap bed springs.

It is that knowledge that every firefighter in the place heard and watched me riding a cock that put me on the edge of an orgasm. It must have had the same effect on Slade because he shook uncontrollably beneath me, his legs spasmed, and warm hot juices filled my ass. I’d take up the fact that he’d cum before me at a later time, but for now, I grabbed my cock, stroking it passionately.

I turned my head and watched the rookie stroking his tiny cock. I spat in my hand, getting lubed up and stroked harder and faster. The rookie shuddered and came. Then disappeared under the covers as I released a massive load onto Slade’s rippled stomach. 

I slid off Slade, and we spooned. I whispered into his ear. “Invite the rookie… Justin to dinner Friday?”

“Jake… his name is Jake. You want me to invite Jake to dinner?”

“Yes, Friday night.”

Slade sighed reluctantly said. “Yes… Ma’am…”

“As a matter of fact, why don’t you invite all of them.”

Slade sighed.

“Do you want to please your Mistress, slave?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Slade worked a twenty-four-hour shift, then had forty-eight hours off. I informed him before I left that if he wished to be my slut, my sissy slave, he’d have to spend his forty-eight hours off at my place. Probably, move in. We’d cross that path when he proved his worth.

After half an hour of cuddling with Slade,  I got up, ensuring I was naked when I stood and my cock was in full view. I dressed slowly and noticed two of Slade’s buddies checking me out. I tucked my cock into my panties, making sure they saw it. One of Slade’s buddies turned his back on me, pretending to be asleep. The other one, Nathan, not only didn’t turn, but he shifted toward me and said. “Nice show, honey.”

I finished dressing, and as I walked passed him, I bent down over his bunk and whispered in his ear. “Come by my place tomorrow.”

I slid my hand under his blanket as Slade watched jealously and grabbed his cock. I nodded approvingly and said. “Nice.”


Chapter Four

The next day after his tour of duty, Slade arrived at my residence. Casually, he leaned forward, kissed my cheek, and said. “Hello. That, that, all that last night was wild. Everyone’s talking about it.”

I stepped back and slapped Slade. “Things have changed, slave. Do you wish to take things to a new level? Do you want to give yourself entirely to me? Do you wish to be my sissy slut?”

Slade dropped his eyes. “Yes, Mistress. I do. I do so badly. I’m not sure why. But I do. I want you to turn me into a sissy slut, dress me like a girl, and….”

“Strip, slave. As we discussed, you will be naked or dressed as a sissy in my house. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Slade reached for his shirt and lifted it over his head. He stepped out of his shoes and removed his socks. Then unbuckled his pants, dropped them, and stepped out of them. He then slid his panties down and stepped out of them. His cock was rock hard.

“That won't do from now on….” Pointing at his cock. I retreated into the bedroom, leaving Slade standing uncomfortably naked in the foyer. I returned with a metal cock cage designed for sissies so that no bulge showed when wearing tight dresses.

Slade took a deep breath. We’d discussed this day many times. “Do you want to make your Mistress happy? To serve her? To obey her?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Then put this on.” I handed Slade the chastity cage. “Lock it.” I dangled the lock and key in my finger. “ Then give me the key.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Slade fumbled with getting his cock caged for at least fifteen minutes. When confined, I handed him the lock and the key. Slade locked it and gave me the key as his posture relaxed. He closed his eyes and tipped his head back. When he dropped his head, he had a satisfied smile.

We’d discussed that he’d never look me in the eye and the punishment for breaking the rule. He complied.

“Mistress, may I ask a question?”

Pleased that he’d listened to my rules, I said. “Good, slave. You may ask one question.”

“Do I have to wear this to work? Sometimes, well, we shower together. The showers are single, but someone might see… well.” He glanced down at his caged cock.

“You will wear it until I tell you to take it off. Is that clear slave?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Are you smooth, like I asked?”

“Mistress, I… I… wasn’t able to this morning.”

“Go shave. Shave every inch of that body. Especially that tight little ass. Then meet me in the bedroom. I have a surprise for you.”

Keeping his head down, his caged cock dangling between his legs, Slade disappeared down the hall and into the shower. 

I headed for the bedroom and unpackaged the black sissy maid outfit I'd purchased for him. I laid out the black dress with a fitted lace bodice, ruffled trimmed peasant top, and ruffled feathered skirt. I set the two pink bows next to the cosplay wig with two innocent blonde ponytails. Next, I laid the black panties with sissy slave written in pink on the ass and the thigh-high white stockings with a cute pink bow. Then, in the last package, I removed a pair of black stiletto heels with a strap, another lock, and a corset.

Slade entered the bedroom with short jerky movements. He kept his eyes down and bit his lip nervously.

“Turn around.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Slade turned around clumsily.

“Like a girl, like a girl, slut.”

Slade tried it again. This time more gracefully.

“Bend over, grab your butt cheeks, and spread them.”

“I shaved my ass, Mistress.”

I smacked Slade’s ass. “Did you get permission to speak?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Then keep your mouth shut unless I put my cock in it.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I put my finger in his ass, feeling for stray hairs or stubble. Then I ran my hand down his leg, calf, ankles, and up. “Stand up. Turn around.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I ran my hand over his face, jaw, down his neck, and over his chest and tight abs. He’d done an excellent job.

I handed him the white stockings. “Be careful, and don’t rip them.”

Slade sat on the edge of the bed and carefully slid them on. Next were the black panties, followed by the corset and the dress, finishing with the wig and pink bows. The final piece of the puzzle was the heels, which I locked. Then I transformed his face into a beautiful woman.


Chapter Five

I handed him his list of cleaning duties, headed for the living room, plopped down in my favorite chair, and binged watched my favorite show.

As Slade gathered the tools to clean the bathroom, I reclined in my favorite chair, the bell to call him for anything else I needed sitting on the table next to my chair. You can’t binge-watch without a drink, can you? So, I rang the bell.

Slade stumbled down the hall, stopping and catching his balance on the hallway walls several times. He stood in front of me, curtsied, as we’d agreed. “Yes, Mistress.”

“I need a drink. Coke with ice and don't spill a drop. Oh my, Slade just won't do, will it? You are now, Samantha. Now run along.” Slade was officially my sissy crossdresser maid and, of course, sissy slut.

Samantha stumbled into the kitchen as I returned to my show. Drink in hand, she wobbled, teetered, swayed on her stiletto heels, and nearly made it to me without spilling. Another foot and she’d have made it. Half the glass spilled onto the hardwood floor before Samantha regained her balance. Samantha handed me the half-full glass and said. “I'm sorry, Mistress. I’ll clean it up.”

After setting the glass on the table, under a coaster, I said. “This is unacceptable. Did I not tell you to practice walking on heels?”

“Yes, Mistress. But, I….”

“Have we agreed on the punishment for any failure in your domestic duties?”

“Yes, Mistress.” Without asking, Samantha lowered her eyes submissively and said, “I deserve punishment, Mistress.”

Samantha cleaned up the mess, then headed for the bedroom, stumbling once on her heels, returning with my hairbrush - the agreed-upon tool for minor infractions. She removed her panties and assumed the position on my knees. I raised the brush, somewhat glad Samantha had spilled the drink. I so much enjoyed spanking.

Crack. Samantha squirmed and said. “One”

Crack, harder this time. Samantha yelped as her feet lifted. “Two.”

Crack, even harder. “Three.”

Crack. “Four.”

Crack. Samantha’s ass cheeks were a soft shade of pink. “Five.”

By ten, Samantha was whimpering and squirming.

Her ass was a bright red at twenty, and she had tears in her eyes. Samantha stood, and so did I. I hugged her, pulling her close; I whispered in her ear tenderly. “Such a good girl. Now, get me another drink, and be careful.”

Samantha returned with another coke, walking steadier on her heels, then returned to her cleaning duties. After finishing each room, she did as instructed and requested me to inspect her work. I found something wrong with each room and punished her as much as it pained me. By the time she’d completed her daily chores, there was a bright red tattoo on each of her ass cheeks. 


Chapter Six




The doorbell rang, and as instructed, Samantha hustled to answer it. “Well, who is it, Samantha?”

Samantha turned toward me and wrinkled her brow. “It’s Nathan.”

“Well, invite him in.”

Nathan entered and surveyed my living room nervously. “I… I... you invited me last night. I wasn’t sure. I…I ….”

Remaining seated, I invited him to sit on the couch. “Would you like a drink? My domestic servant, Samantha, would be glad to get you anything you want.”

Nathan bit his lip, and his hand nervously rubbed the front of his pants as he studied Samantha. “Have any beer?”

“Of course,” I answered. “Samantha, get our guest a beer and hurry.”

Samantha turned and headed for the kitchen. I stopped her. “Are you forgetting something?”

Samantha turned, curtsied, and said. “Yes, Mistress.”

Nathan watched Samantha walk down the hall and said. “I wanted you to know that I’ve never been with a trans girl before, and I thought that was… last night that was, so… so fucking erotic.”

Once Samantha was out of earshot, Nathan dropped the act. I'd met Nathan several times, and he’d agreed to help me break Samantha in. Especially after I heard that Samantha or Slade was bragging - guy bragging - how he'd been fucking me silly. So, with Nathan’s help, I would humiliate my newfound sissy even more than I did last night. Samantha returned with a beer in her hand, handing it to Nathan.

I said to Nathan.  “You like my servant? Never had a trans girl, huh?”

“No, I’ve always fantasized about it, and yeah, she’s cute.” Nathan grabbed Samantha gently by the wrist, then sensually rubbed it. “So, she’s your domestic servant? What does that mean?”

Nathan knew exactly what a domestic servant did, what that meant, and what he was here to do.

“Well, Samantha, come over here and sit down,” I said, pointing to my feet. Samatha had a grimaced, pained look because she knew what her duties would be and what would be expected of her domestically - like cleaning my home, cooking my meals, and such. She knew that I expected her to perform them exceptionally and to please me sexually in any manner I wanted. Satisfying me sexually might also include pleasing my guests intimately. She knelt uncomfortably at my feet. No doubt her ass still stung from her first day of sissy training.

“So Nathan, did you enjoy the show last night?”

“Oh wow, Anna, did I ever. You got some gorgeous tits.”

“Yes, well, thank you. Did you like my other part?” I glanced down at my crotch.

Nathan smiled. “Yeah, actually, I did. So, is your domestic servant a guy?”

“Slut. My slut.” I corrected.

“Your slut. Okay. Is she a guy too?”

“Stand up slut, lift your skirt and drop your panties.”

Samantha stood but rubbed the back of her neck and bounced on her feet. “Mistress, I… I…”

“Do you wish to please me, slut? Are you being disobedient? Deliberately disobedient?”

“No, Mistress.” Samantha turned her head, dropped her panties to her knees, and lifted her skirt, revealing her metal cage. 

“Damn, you locked up her, his cock?”

“Of course, is there any other way to treat a sissy? She’s an excellent cock sucker. Do you want some head while you’re here?”

Nathan grinned, his blue eyes sparkling. “Oh man, you had me so worked up after last night. What about Slade? He knows about this?”

“No worries about Slade. This is the new Slade. I call him Samantha now. Why don’t you get naked, and Samantha will take care of you?”

As Nathan stripped, I stood behind Samantha and whispered in her ear. “Last night, you came before me, so today I cum first, and you don’t cum at all. A little bird told me you’ve been bragging about your prowess and how you're fucking me silly. That isn’t entirely true, is it slut?”

Samantha stiffened, clenched her hands into fists, and had an intense, cold stare directed at Nathan. Samantha realized she’d been betrayed, and I’m sure she had an idea of what would come.

Nathan fell into the sofa, his arms open and his legs open as well. Between his legs was a nice-sized throbbing cock. “Take off your panties, bend over, present your ass to me and put your hands on Nathan’s legs.”

Samantha stared at Nathan. As I stripped, I said. “Move the coffee table out of your way, slut.”

Samantha slid the table out of her way and placed her palms on Nathan’s muscular thighs. Samantha stared at Nathan’s cock, as it eagerly throbbed.

“Nathan, I want you to treat her like she is yours. Like she is your property. Use her.” Nathan grabbed Samantha behind the neck and guided her head down. Samantha turned her head just as her lips were over Nathan’s swollen cock. So, I smacked her red ass. It wasn’t a hard blow. I didn’t need to strike it too hard. There was no doubt that it was still tender.

I kneeled next to Samantha and whispered in her ear. “This is now your purpose. Do you wish to be my slut?”

“Yes, Mistress. More than anything. I do, but Nathan  is my… my….”

“Your what? Best friend?”

Samantha nodded.

“As your best friend, Nathan will watch over you for me while you’re at work; recommend any punishment for you if needed. There will be no more bragging about your manly prowess because you are now my slut. And he has my permission to stop by the house and use you as he sees fit when I’m at work. He wants you to be a good sissy. So, I guess the choice is yours. Do you wish to please your Mistress, or are you going to disappoint me?”

I got my answer when Samantha’s tongue started exploring Nathan’s cock. Slowly and steadily, sliding up and down Nathan’s throbbing cock. Samantha’s lips parted, and slipped Nathan’s cock between her lips. Samantha bobbed up and down and only gagged once. She was a trooper for the most part.

I stepped behind her, grabbed her caged cock, and flicked it. A generous amount of precum dribbled out. I leaned into her ear and said. “Now you will experience what you said you were doing to me: I will tear your ass up.”

Nathan gripped Samantha’s neck tighter and pulled her mouth down until his cock was no doubt tickling her throat; tears streamed out of her left eye. I lubed up my finger, probed her ass, and as I did, Samantha moaned and pushed her hips back into my finger like a greedy little slut. I rotated, explored, and loosened her ass with one finger, then two, and when I had three fingers inserted, my efforts became more intense.

I finger fucked her as Nathan fucked her mouth. My slut’s waist gyrated around my fingers, and she wobbled on her heels as I thrust deeper into her ass. I laughed, then slapped her ass.

My slut’s ass shuddered, but she kept her mouth to the task. After all, her purpose in life was sucking cock. I pulled my fingers out and lubed my cock and my slut’s hole. As I put the tip of my cock into the opening of her hole, my slut’s hips swung hungrily back and forth, trying to devour my cock. In doing so, the tip of my cock slowly entered her sissy hole without me doing anything. My slut pushed back, and the tip of my cock slipped past her tight butt cheek muscles. I moaned in ecstasy as my cock disappeared into Samantha's delectable ass.

Nathan gripped the back of my slut’s neck tighter and said. “Oh, my god, that feels incredible.” He lifted his hips and forced his cock deep into Samantha’s throat. She gagged slightly, not enough for me to punish her.

My nipples tingled. They were rock hard and wanted abuse. I ignored their pleading and grabbed my slut by the hips and pushed. Samantha moaned something, but with a cock stuffed down her throat, it was hard to tell what she said. I pulled out and thrust back in gently. I was giving her ass time to loosen a little more. Because what was coming was going to be an all-out adulterated ass-pounding.

With her ass loosened up, I gripped her hips firmly. Then pulled back on her hips ruggedly until my cock was balls deep inside, roughly letting the walls of her hole loosen. When I  pulled my cock out, Nathan clutched her head and drove his hips upward, forcing his cock deep into her throat. Then he dropped his powerful hips and raised them, frantically raising and lowering again and again. Driving his cock lustfully into her throat.

After sensing that Samantha’s ass was sufficiently loosened to get the shit fucked out of her. I drove my cock into her ass with dominance, ensuring my hips connected with her red, tender ass. Samantha moaned as her feet rose and her back arched. I pulled back out and penetrated her sissy hole. In and out, I plundered her ass.

Then both Nathan and I stopped.

“Please, don’t stop. Please use me like the….” Samantha never finished her response as I hammered my cock into her ass, and Nathan shoved his cock back into her mouth. 

Nathan unloaded first. He gripped my slut’s neck tightly, his legs spasmed, his head flung back against the sofa, and he exploded. From my view, I could see dribbles of cum draining from the corner of Samantha’s mouth.

Nathan relaxed and said. “Damn, that was good.”

Knowing my slut, had pleased Nathan so well at my request sent me over the edge. I gripped her hips and assaulted her ass with my cock, then shivered and burst in pleasure.

I pulled my cock out, lifted Samantha into my arms, and hugged her for a few moments whispering in her ear. “You were wonderful, Samantha. You have pleased me greatly.” Then I released her.

Samantha looked into my eyes. She had an inward gaze as she absently toyed with her caged cock. Knowing what she wanted, I said. “Friday, maybe. Maybe Friday. Why don’t you make us something to eat? We’re famished.”


Chapter Seven

Samantha slid her panties over her tender ass and raw, sensitive, and longing cock. “What would you like, Mistress?”

“There’s a frozen pizza in the oven. Heat the pizza up, bring my guest another beer, and bring me another diet coke.”

Samantha curtsied and headed for the kitchen. Nathan and I chit-chatted for half an hour as Samantha prepared our snack. On a silver tray, she carried the pizza, the beer, and my coke. She walked steadily, head up, and didn’t stumble on her heels once - my discipline earlier had an effect.

Samantha laid the cut pizza on the coffee table,  handed the beer gracefully to Nathan, and set the coke on the table to my right. Samantha curtsied and stood to my right as Nathan, and I polished off the pizza. As we ate, we talked about Samantha and her training.

“So, you want me to keep an eye on her at the firehouse?”

“Yes.” I grabbed my slut by her caged cock, and twisted it gently. “What are the other firefighters at the station saying about our little performance last night?”

“I thought it was hot, but I’m a little more open-minded. Some are wondering about Slade… uh, Samantha. We all heard everything. So, they all know that Slade’s pretty much your bitch. Jake, well, he’s a little sissy slut, anyway. John, Brian, and Greg are curious about you and are coming on Friday. Honestly, they want to do a unicorn, you know. Try it. Most of the other guys are probably not coming Friday.”

“Snap a picture of Samantha, show it around, and say she’s a slut, and pretty much will do all of them. Tell them, a whole’s a whole. Assholes feel just like pussy holes, right?”

“Yeah, pretty much. But the smell takes a little getting used to.” Nathan pulled out his smartphone and snapped a few pictures. We chatted some more, small talk. After Nathan finished his beer, he developed another hard-on. 

“Interesting,” I said.

“To be honest, Anna, I’ve been dreaming about you riding my cock since last night.”

“Yeah? Well, let's head to the bedroom.”

I had Nathan lay down on the bed, then said. “My slut will loosen up my ass a little first. But, first…” I headed to my stash of toys, returning with a remote-controlled, vibrating butt plug. “Bend over slut. You will beg me to let you out of the cage and cum before I unlock it.”

With no need to lube it up too much, her ass gaping from the ass-pounding just an hour before. It slid right in. I turned it on, and Samatha’s face developed a vacant gaze as her arms hung powerlessly at her sides. Yet, her cheeks grew lightly pink with pleasure, and a relaxed smile crossed her face.

From having trained other sissies before, I knew this look, a combination of powerlessness yet pleasure in the knowledge that she had no control over any of her decisions. I was her Mistress and would determine what she did and when.

I bent over the bed, grabbed Nathan’s cock, and said to Samantha. “Loosen up my ass with your tongue, slut.”

As I swallowed Nathan’s cock, Samantha’s tongue slurped my ass, and Nathan moaned. Her tongue probing my ass was electrifying. The sensation of her tongue in my ass and the knowledge that my slut was doing everything I asked of her made my cock throb. As her mouth gasped for air between my butt cheeks and her tongue diligently explored my ass, I wanted to share my obedient slut with everyone. Show her off.

Nathan grabbed the back of my head, but I lifted his hand away. I said, “I’m the driver, always. Just lay back and let me do the work. Understand?”

I didn’t expect or demand his response. But, he said, “Yes, Ma’am.”

I sucked Nathan’s cock and drove my hips back as I reached behind and pulled on Samantha’s head, burying it deeper, smothering her face between my ass. Nathan moaned, and Samantha’s face fidgeted as I clenched my ass together.

I stood and straddled Nathan. I grabbed his hands and lifted them over his head, pinning them on the bed. “Slut, guide my cock into his ass.”

Samantha grabbed my cock, and with a bird’s eye view of my ass and Nathan’s cock guided it between his ass cheeks. I turned up the remote control butt plug setting to high. Samantha moaned as my ass swallowed Nathan’s cock. I anchored Nathan’s hand firmly above his head and dropped my hips, engulfing his cock.

“Get up here.” Samantha scurried to a position where her head rested on Nathan’s stomach. “Watch.”

Samantha's head hovered between my legs as I got into a rhythm. Her legs squirmed and shuddered as the butt plug tingled her ass. I danced on Nathan’s cock. My hips gyrated, bouncing and rotating around his cock. Nathan’s face had an expectant look on it. He wanted to cum in my ass, and he was already close. So, I slowed. I wasn’t ready yet.

I released Nathan’s hands and got into a doggie position. I guided Samantha's face to be right below my cock and told Nathan. “Fuck me, but keep your hands behind your back.”

Nathan rose and complied. “Get his cock in my ass, slut.”

Samantha below me guided Nathan’s cock into my ass. Hungrily his hips slapped my ass as his cock entered my ass.

I moaned. “Oh yeah. My tits. My tits.”

Samantha's trembling fingers pinched the nipples of my tits as her lips engulfed my cock. I said. “I give you permission to fuck my ass, Nathan.”

Nathan wasted no time as he began to pump my ass. Gently, tentatively at first. “Go on, fuck it. Like you mean it.”

Nathan obeyed and began pumping fast. Faster and faster, entering and retreating eagerly into my ass as Samantha sucked my cock, twisted, and pinched my nipples. This wasn’t going to take long.

My heart beat like a drum, and my nipples ached pleasurably and throbbed in rhythm with my beating heart. Samantha’s lips enveloped my cock, and her mouth continued to swallow and release my throbbing cock as Nathan’s cock slammed into my ass, pressuring my prostrate pleasantly.

“Oh, my fucking God!” I yelled as I shuddered and released a gallon of cum into my slut’s mouth. I could tell Nathan was close. I pulled away from them both. Samantha’s mouth was full of my cum, some dripping from the edges of her mouth.  I pointed to Nathan’s cock. “Finish him off.”

Samantha, like the obedient slut she was, went down on Nathan quickly. Swallowing his cock energetically. Nathan grabbed her behind the head and drove his hips up, forcing his cock deep into his throat. Nathan moaned, shook, and filled her mouth with warm, sticky cum.

I offered Nathan my bathroom to clean up and ordered my slut to draw a warm bath and wash him down. Samantha disappeared into the bathroom, and as the water ran for the shower, I chatted with Nathan.

Samatha returned after fifteen minutes, bowed her head, curtsied, and said. “Everything is ready, Mistress.”


Chapter Eight

“Let me inspect it.” I headed for the bathroom and put my finger in the deep, large freestanding bathtub, testing the warmth. It was good. She’d laid a towel out, some of her man soap she’d used before, which she no longer needed.

Nathan climbed into the tub and laid back.

Samantha lathered up a sponge and started with Nathan’s feet. She was rubbing and cleaning as the refreshing smell filled my nostrils. Samantha massaged the soap into his foot, calf, and thigh, then let it drop back into the tub before lifting his right leg.  She followed the same procedure.

“Are your forgetting something?” I pointed at Nathan’s now growing erection.

“Damn, Anna. I'm a horny bastard, but I’m not sure I can do it again.”

Samantha's mouth fell open as her eyes bulged, and she said to Nathan in her man voice. “No way, I'm jacking you off, fucker.”

Even though her ass was tender and undeniably aching, I couldn't let this disobedience pass. I had to punish her disobedience. Pleasing my guests was a necessary duty. After apologizing to Nathan, I informed him I'd be right back.

I grabbed Samantha under the chin and said. “When I return, your hand better be stroking that cock off, or this will worsen.”

In the kitchen, I grabbed a piece of ginger root and peeled it until it was in the shape of a butt plug. When I returned, Nathan’s head was tipped upward, and it leaned on the edge of the tub, an unrestrained smile on his face as Samantha stroked his half-inflamed cock. Her hand slapped against the water's surface, making tiny waves, trying her hardest to create a full erection.

“Had a change of mind, huh slut. But that doesn’t change the need for an attitude adjustment. Present your ass to me.”

Reluctantly, Samantha stood and lifted her ass. “Did I say stop jacking Nathan off?” Uncomfortably she returned to her efforts. I suspected it would take some time and effort to get Nathan to cum, since he’d already done so two times.

Samatha returned to stroking Nathan’s cock. Nathan pointed to the ginger root I'd shaped into a butt plug and asked me. “What’s that?”

“It’s a piece of ginger root. They call it figging. I’ll put it in her ass because she’s been so fucking sassy; she’ll get the message to obey my commands next time.”

“Can I see?”

“Sure, turn around slut.”

Samantha turned around, showing Nathan her red ass, as Nathan took up stroking his cock on his own. “Holy shit, that’s red?”

I pulled the still vibrating butt plug out of Samantha’s ass and inserted the ginger root. “Jack him off now, slut!”

Samantha returned to her assigned task, which even her momentary refusal, unfortunately for her, was unacceptable. Samantha jacked off Nathan, her hand slapping the water’s surface as the ginger oils slowly mingled with the tissue of her ass.

Samantha bounced on her feet as the ginger root began its work.  I slapped her ass, a gentle smack. But with her ass already red and stinging, I'm sure it achieved my goal. She clenched her butt cheeks together, making the sensation of the ginger root more intense. Her gaze darted, and she stopped stroking Nathan’s cock. So, I smacked her again, a little firmer, but still, it was only a gentle smack.

She shifted her hips and legs and continued bouncing on her heels. The root was seeping into her ass. She panted, and I knew the experience had gone from mild tingling to a burning sensation. 

Nathan, like me, was a little sadistic bastard. So I knew that when his cock hardened fully within Samantha’s hand, he was enjoying Samantha’s hobbling and facial expressions.

I knelt next to Samantha and whispered in her ear. “I’m going to smack you again. Will you ever be sassy again?”

Samantha clenched her teeth as the ginger burned her ass. But, like a good obedient slut, she stroked Nathan’s cock. She expelled a grunt, then a pained hiss before she said. “No, Mistress.”

After I smacked her ass again, I could tell she’d clenched her butt cheeks and that the ginger root was doing its duty as her skin flushed, her sweat streamed freely, and she shuffled on her heels uncomfortably. I suspected that the burning sensation in her ass was too much when she pulled her hand away from Nathan’s cock. I smacked her ass again, and she returned quickly to her duty.

Nathan pulled Samantha's hand away and stroked his cock. The sadistic bastard enjoyed watching her discomfort as much as I did in giving it to her. I smacked her gently but firmly to give Nathan a show he’d remember. I couldn’t see Samantha’s facial reaction, but Nathan developed a wide satisfied grin, and his cheeks flushed.

As Nathan approached orgasm, he said. “Spank her, spank her.”

I complied. Samantha cringed, groaned, and bounced her feet each time I smacked her ass.

Nathan said as he masturbated. “Oh God, that’s hot.”

Nathan’s body spasmed as he shot his load into the air. There wasn’t much cum, because he’d already shot his load two times now. But it was intense nonetheless.

Knowing Samatha was probably pretty worn out from her day, I allowed her alone time in her room. Her only task was to turn down my bed at my bedtime.

Nathan left. I watched my show till ten and headed for my bed, hoping Samatha had done her duties and prepared my bed. She had.

I slept well that night. When I woke for work, Samatha was dressed in her maid’s outfit, making my breakfast.

She turned from the frying pan that had three strips of sizzling bacon. The sweet odor of coffee told me she had followed my instructions. She curtsied and said. “Good morning, Mistress.” Then poured a cup of coffee, spooned two spoonfuls of sugar, and set it down on the kitchen bar.

I wrapped my arms around her waist as she turned the bacon, kissed her neck, and said lovingly.  “You look beautiful this morning.” Samantha had done a fantastic job on her makeup and looked astonishing.

She flipped the bacon. I turned her toward me, hugged her tightly, and said. “You were wonderful yesterday. How’s your ass.”

She turned and bent over. “No… No… Samatha, everything is lovely this morning. No discipline is necessary. I was concerned, that’s all.”

Samantha nodded, took in a deep cleansing breath in, and said. “I liked it. I want to do this full-time, Mistress. I want nothing more than to be your servant and serve you, domestically and sexually. In any way you desire.”

I kissed my new slave sensually, lovingly on the lips. “We’ll start moving you next week.”




The End
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The HoneyMoon Surprise

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

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

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

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.

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.

Town Slut: Forced Crossdressing, Feminization, Sissy Crossdresser, Sissy Training, (Book 3 - Sissy Slave Training)

Town Slut is the third book in my series: Sissy Slave Training.
Asher Grainger, born into wealth and privilege, is the sole heir to a multi-million dollar fortune and desperately tries to please his father. Asher's father dislikes his son, referring to him as a momma's boy, a sissy, and refuses to put him in the will unless he can prove himself as a stud and a ruthless businessman. Asher succeeds in making tons of money for his father. But, his true nature, wanting to be a sissy, prevents him from having any luck with women.
He sneaks into Joyce Johnson's rental home and gets caught trying on her underwear. Things change for the better because his father believes that Asher is getting laid, but the truth is that Asher has become Joyce's sissy slut.
Under the threat of revealing his true nature to Asher's father, Joyce turns Asher into Ashley.

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

Sissy Maid Training (The Ultimate Fantasy Book 1) 

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

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

ohn'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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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.  

  Follow Me:

FaceBook

Twitter

Instagram

Want to get in touch with me

Email me at:

phoebepearlerotica@yahoo.com
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