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 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Knocking on the door, Graham knew that this time things would be very different. This wasn’t going to be a regular session. This has the possibility to take that step over the Rubicon which for many months he’d dreamed of, but also feared. 
 
      
 
    When Graham first visited her, he was still in complete denial about what lay deep down in his psyche. All that the twenty-five-year-old door-to-door salesman could be sure of was that he found crossdressing exciting. The feeling of looking beautiful was one that gave him a real buzz.  
 
      
 
    It had all started with an innocent night out where his mates all dressed up as women. No-one thought much of it, but Graham remembered that his privates were erect most of the evening. That night when he pleasured himself, the cum that spurted out came out like a rocket.  
 
      
 
    Afterwards Graham felt an incredible amount of shame and guilt, but a few days later he found himself dressing up in the same clothes and doing the same thing again. It was intoxicating, a rush, a thrill but it was always terribly short-lived. Those moments after he’d released were the worst of all. This happened on and off for over a year before he decided to find a local dominatrix who specialised in crossdressing and set up a session.  
 
      
 
    Following an initial chat, Mistress Penny had become his once a month treat to himself. All she would do was help him to pick out clothes and do his make-up. They would just sit around and chat like two friends.  
 
      
 
    The sensation of wearing women’s clothing had started to become something less than it had previous been. It had become normality, but that is when she started to inject the idea of submission as well as the crossdressing to their sessions. This was when the real journey into the deeps of Graham’s soul really began. 
 
      
 
    Ever since that moment, his perversions had become deeper and more psychological. It wasn’t just a case of dressing up and knocking one out. Nor was it about becoming the hottest piece of ass that Mistress Penny could make him to be. It was about that sense of submission and the feeling of being subordinate to a superior woman.  
 
      
 
    Mistress Penny had been supporting him along the way and his evolution had been slow progress due mainly to financial issues. One session a month isn’t a lot but that was all Graham could afford.  
 
      
 
    For the past few months she had been bringing up the notion of doing the deed with a real man, thus finalising the journey to becoming a woman. Graham had always baulked. The feeling of her strap-on both in his mouth and up his backside still didn’t sit right with him.  
 
      
 
    Every time she made him do it, Graham felt like he was just going through the motions. The joy and the fervour weren’t there and instead he would just do as she instructed like he was running on autopilot.  
 
      
 
    Every night after their sessions since the strap-on training began, he wondered whether this was the right thing to do. He was spending £200 a month for a two-hour session and sometimes he wasn’t sure what the whole point was. Rather than coming away feeling a sense of joy and fulfilment, he would come often come away with more answers than questions. Yet each month Graham would go back and go through the whole thing again. It was like a tick that he couldn’t free himself of. 
 
      
 
    The idea of sucking dick or even getting fucked didn’t fill him with dread nor fear however. Each time Mistress Penny had brought it up he’d instinctively said no but would ponder it in those quiet moments when laying in bed at night. A couple of times when she’d fucked him up in front of a mirror, the reflection was something that gave him a fleeting sense of gratification.  
 
      
 
    Yes, this was all good and seeing a smoking hot woman getting taken from behind was perfectly reasonable, even if he was that smoking hot piece of ass himself. These moments played on his mind and Graham kept managing to push them away however each month, they seemed to linger for longer spells post his visit. 
 
      
 
    When he approached Mistress Penny about this, she immediately had a wicked smile on her face. It was like Graham wasn’t the first man she’d ever come across in this position and the writing was on the wall. 
 
      
 
    ‘Oh Graham, you are just starting to understand that you aren’t a straight man or even if you are, part of your brain is wired very differently. It is like you have two very distinct personalities. One male and the other a straight female. You aren’t the first or the last to go through this but remember I’m here to help you along your journey to personal contentment.’ 
 
      
 
    Those words didn’t just roll of the tongue and into Graham’s ear, it was like they exploded like fireworks. The words ‘straight female’ were the two that lit up his insides as he tried to comprehend what it was that Mistress Penny was saying. 
 
      
 
    ‘You look confused Graham, but it isn’t really that surprising. I mean, you must have known. You aren’t gay because you don’t like men but when you are all dressed up and slathered in make-up, you think about cock. I know you do. I’ve seen several men just like you over the years and they’ve always ended up on their knees with a hard dick either down their throat or up their ass. Most of the time they don’t do it just the once,’ she added with a twinkle in her eye.   
 
      
 
    The realisation that she was right dawned on Graham almost immediately, but the bombshell had still yet to sink in.  
 
      
 
    ‘It is only for brief moments that I think about cock and then after it becomes clear that it sexually arouses me, my mind kicks in and reminds me that I’m straight and like women,’ Graham stuttered out. 
 
      
 
    ‘Oh, that is normal,’ Mistress Penny retorted. ‘Like I said, you are not gay, but there is something in your mind that when you are dressed up in women’s clothing has a real desire to please men. This is how it expresses itself for a desire to take cock. Now I bet it has slowly been coming into your mind more and more over the past few months hasn’t it?’ 
 
      
 
    Graham nodded. 
 
      
 
    ‘Standard,’ Mistress Penny said in a chilled tone. ‘Men like you need loosening up, not just physically but also emotionally. The moment that seed is planted it will start to grow. You can’t stop it anymore than I can stop having the compulsion to open the minds of sissy men like you.’ 
 
      
 
    It was like Mistress Penny had a direct line to his emotions. The idea of ever serving a cock had never entered his head until he started his crossdressing sessions however, slowly they had been beginning to creep into his mind. For a while they had been very brief forays into what it would be like. It was hard to imagine doing such a thing for Graham even after sucking a strap-on dick. That seemed harmless and unappealing but just the very thought of doing it to a man and then getting a creamy reward for his hard work down his throat gave him very mixed feelings. 
 
      
 
    The satisfaction of working hard and getting spunk was weirdly a turn-on. Graham couldn’t understand why because he’d never even tasted his own, let alone that of another man. He’d had woman suck him dry and had even momentarily wondered what it was they enjoyed about it. The whole idea of being on your knees in front of a man to get what he’d read is a very disgusting liquid squirted down your throat seemed abhorrent, yet increasingly it was turning him on. As much as he tried to push those feelings out of his mind, the more he knew they were there to stay.  
 
      
 
    One thing Graham knew was that as much as he was starting to fantasise about doing such a thing, reality was a whole different kettle of fish and actually going through with it made him feel faint.  
 
      
 
    ‘Graham, today we’ll just dress you up and talk about everything, instead of anything sexual, how does that sound?’ 
 
      
 
    With a sense of relief as his brain was running at a mile a minute, Graham exhaled and nodded his appreciation as the two of them went to her boudoir to pick out some clothes for him to wear. 
 
      
 
    ‘Now considering we are starting to get the sense that you are ready to become a proper woman but are still in fact a girl sexually, I think today you should be dressed up in a school girls’ uniform, what do you reckon?’ 
 
      
 
    Before Graham could even answer, Mistress Penny had picked it up off the rail and held it against his body. 
 
      
 
    ‘Yes, I can see you as a little sexually frustrated schoolgirl, now hurry up and take off those ugly boy clothes. It is bad enough that you don’t shave your body.’ 
 
      
 
    Mistress Penny had once more very much gone from friend and confidante to her more professional self. Stern yet gentle as she cajoled Graham into doing what she required.  
 
      
 
    Without any hint of resistance, Graham undressed and stood before his Mistress in his birthday suit as he had once a month for nearly two years. This time instead of picking and choosing his outfit, he was told that he was to wear this uniform. Again, it wasn’t something he’d ever really thought about, but it soon became clear what her plans for him were. 
 
      
 
    A pair of plain cotton knickers were drawn up his legs followed by a black pencil skirt. A simple white blouse and school tie were added before a blonde wig was placed upon his head. Looking at himself in the mirror, Graham could see quite evidentially that he was just a man in drag but after half an hour of masterful make-up, if it wasn’t for that body hair he could easily have passed for a young woman.  
 
      
 
    Smiling to herself, Mistress Penny walked to a drawer and picked out something. Graham wasn’t sure what it was but saw her scribble something down on it. A few moments later she strolled over to him, peeled off a sticker and stuck it on his blouse. 
 
      
 
    Upon looking down he could see it was a name sticker detailing that his name was Mercy and that he was a pupil as Mistress Penny’s Finishing School for Wayward Girls. 
 
      
 
    ‘What is this?’ Graham asked somewhat quizzically.  
 
      
 
    ‘This is your name sticker so anyone who sees you knows exactly who you are. Most school kids have to show school ID, and this is yours.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘But I’m not a school girl,’ Graham protested. 
 
      
 
    ‘Go and look in the mirror and tell me what you see,’ Mistress Penny snapped back. 
 
      
 
     With a sense of indigence, Graham went over to the mirror and noticed the reflection was of a school girl. He couldn’t deny it but still he felt incredibly conflicted about being referred to as such.  
 
      
 
    ‘See I told you, now come over here and tell Mistress Penny all about your sweet sissy fantasies that are bubbling up inside of you.’ 
 
      
 
    Walking back over to the chair, Graham told in a big breath and decided that he should be honest with himself and his Mistress. 
 
      
 
    ‘I suppose you are right,’ Graham said as he started to spill the beans, ‘for a few months now I’ve started to daydream about sucking a cock, heck even once in a while about being taken from behind. I always look so whoreish in my fantasies. It is like part of me wants to pimp myself out and be used by men. Whenever I feel like this I try to stop but I can feel my cock get so hard. Sometimes I have to jump out of bed and toss myself off but whenever I do that, a wave of guilt and shame ride over me. How could such perversions turn me on? I ask myself. When this happens, I tend to want to stop but a day or two later the thoughts pop up again and it just goes around and around in a circle. I don’t want to suck a dick but sometimes I think that I do.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Oh Mercy, you aren’t the first nor are you the last to feel such things. I know it must feel like such a big thing, but it truly isn’t. You daydream about giving blowjobs as girl and not a guy. When dressed up you should want to please men. That is normal. You are making it a far bigger deal than it really is. Your biggest problem is you lose that sexual horn once you have a release. This is why we need to address that issue.’ 
 
      
 
    Graham was taken aback, not just that he had been called Mercy but about the idea of addressing the issue of losing his horn, what did Mistress Penny mean by that? 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    As he pondered this and looked blankly at her, she had already got up to pick up something from one of her drawers. 
 
      
 
    ‘This Mercy is a chastity tube. You lock it around your penis and then suddenly you aren’t able to ejaculate anymore. It is rather uncomfortable, but it will keep your horn up and soon you’ll be willing to do anything in the hope of getting a release. That is when we find out just how much you want to make your fantasy a reality.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘But what if I don’t want to,’ Graham tried to ask before getting swiftly cut off. 
 
      
 
    ‘You won’t know until you try. Now you are the seventeenth girl who has worn a school uniform in front of me with a name sticker saying they are a pupil at Mistress Penny’s Finishing School for Wayward Girls. Of the previous sixteen, only one didn’t at least suck a cock. The majority have had both their oral and anal skills tested by a real man. I think you have it in you to open up and at least explore the possibility that you are a very bad girl who would love to get some dick. What do you think Mercy?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Why do you keep calling me Mercy, I’m Graham.’ 
 
      
 
    Mistress Penny laughed and told him to go and look in the mirror again. 
 
      
 
    ‘Does that look like a Graham to you, no you are a little school girl and I think Mercy is a beautiful name. You’ll always be called that by me and anyone who ever sees you dressed up as a school girl.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Other people might see me?’ Graham yelled with a hint of fear in his voice. 
 
      
 
    ‘Oh Mercy of course, I don’t have a real cock therefore if you are going to suck or take one up the bum, then you’ll be seen by a real man. Isn’t that obvious?’  
 
      
 
    The reality of what he was hearing was starting to hit home for Graham. He could see himself in the mirror and all he saw was a pretty good-looking school girl, not a man in his mid-twenties. That in itself brought his dick to life but hearing that someone may very well see him like this was an overbearing realisation. 
 
      
 
    Unable to really speak, Graham just sat there dumbstruck listening to what Mistress Penny had to say. 
 
      
 
    ‘I know that little sissy school girls like you often chicken out, even if I set up the opportunity to suck a cock so that is why I locked the chastity device on you. It won’t be forever, and you can always say no. I will never force you to do anything that you don’t want to do, remember that Mercy. However, I also know from experience exactly what makes people like you tick and trust me, after a few days of having your penis locked up, you’ll be begging to be freed and be willing to show me how far you are willing to go to get that freedom.’ 
 
      
 
    One thing Graham knew was that he’d always been able to slow things down or completely stop things with Mistress Penny. They had tried some hard spanking and he’d never liked it. Once he had told her, they never did it again. That gave him a sense of comfort that even if he allowed her to lock that chastity tube around his private parts, he would still be able to say no a few days down the line. 
 
      
 
    ‘What if we tried it, just for a week and then if I don’t like it then you can free me?’ Graham asked. 
 
      
 
    ‘Of course, Mercy, if I lock it up before you go. Remember if you really want out then I’ll always unlock you, but you must be honest with yourself. This is all for your own benefit. Wouldn’t it be better if you knew exactly what you wanted sexually?’ 
 
      
 
    Graham knew she was right but was still trying to come to terms with the revelation that there was a straight woman inside of him trying to get out. He’d known for a long time that he wasn’t normal and there was something rather different about him. It wasn’t until the past few months that he’d started to understand just how complex everything inside of him was. 
 
      
 
    For the rest of their session, the two of them just spoke about what is was like being a woman. Graham had no idea how different things were for women, of course he’d heard of periods but had no idea just how much they changed a woman’s moods and how it often wasn’t even their fault. Mistress Penny also told him in great detail how much fun sucking cock was and that orgasming as a woman was ten times better than what men get.  
 
      
 
    At the end of their regular session, Mistress Penny locked Graham’s penis into the chastity tube as agreed but promptly shocked him by getting her phone out and taking a quick picture of him dressed up as a school girl. 
 
      
 
    ‘Why did you do that?’ Graham enquired. 
 
      
 
    ‘I’ll be sending you this picture every day to remind you of how you looked today. I suspect it will keep you rather excited even though you’ll be unable to do anything about it,’ she said with a sense of power emanating from her voice. 
 
      
 
    Getting changed back into his regular clothes, Graham’s head was spinning but all he could think of was at least giving it a chance. A week wasn’t a long time at all and if it wasn’t for him then he’d get freed and would be able to move on with his life. 
 
      
 
    Once he got home, all he could do was play with the plastic tube and stare at his locked-up private parts. It had only been an hour since they were free but unlike his usual sessions with Mistress Penny, he was unable to come home and play with himself. The frustration was already coursing through his veins.  
 
      
 
    To take his mind off things, he made dinner and watched a bit of TV but by the time he went up to bed, his mind was still fixated on not only the chastity tube but also the idea of actually sucking a cock. 
 
      
 
    Thinking back to how he looked when dressed up as a school girl, had he been a man and saw someone like that, he’d have been desperate to be sucked off by her. That in itself was a tough thing to admit and he admitted to himself that even if he knew it was a man, he’d still want to be blown. Graham just couldn’t believe just how good he’d looked as a girl, as Mercy. His todger was desperately trying to spring out of its plastic prison and that night, sleep did not come easy for the twenty-five-year-old. 
 
      
 
    The next morning saw Mistress Penny send over a picture of him as Mercy. Graham quickly zoomed in and viewed how he’d looked closely and was still in awe of just how sexy he felt. Crossdressing had often made him feel better about himself, but it hadn’t been a huge sexual thing. Today however it felt as though all he could think about was sex and not between him as a woman, with him being the woman. 
 
      
 
    Work over the next few days was tough as his mind tried to endlessly wander into fits of lust. It wasn’t like he was seeing men and wanted to drop to his knees or even seeing sexy women and wanting to get on with them. Instead all he could think about was him as Mercy and sucking a cock. Graham wasn’t sure he wanted to see a man in front of him but knew that the physical sensation of being on his knees and taking a dick orally was keeping him horny as hell.  
 
      
 
    Every morning Mistress Penny sent him the same picture to remind him of what he could be. Each time he felt like he was slipping that little bit closer into actually letting loose and allowing himself to submit to the fantasy that was building up inside of him. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Finally, the seven days were up, and Graham was a mess. All he could think about was sex and being able to toss himself off. He wasn’t sure what he wanted to do next, but one thing Graham was sure of was that he was closer than ever before to admitting what he was. Mistress Penny texted that she was expecting him up at 7PM and wanted to know if she should have a man lined up to help with his fantasy. 
 
      
 
    ‘I’m not sure Mistress Penny but I know I’m horny as hell.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Well that is good to hear, I’ll see you at 7. Don’t be late!’ she replied. 
 
      
 
    That day at work seemed to drag. No-one seemed to be buying his merchandise but part of him didn’t care. That night at the very least his cock would be free from its seven-day stay at the most cramped prison in town. By the time he’d finished his rounds, it was already half five, so it was a quick dash home for a shower and some clean clothes before setting off for Mistress Penny’s. 
 
      
 
    Walking towards that door was usually a sense of great eagerness and joy. This evening he found himself filled with an unerring feeling of dread and self-doubt. Yet turning around and going home wasn’t an option. Stepping into her place this time would show himself exactly what he was. If that turned out to be something he would struggle living with then so be it. The time had come to know once and for all what made him tick. 
 
      
 
    Swiftly after knocking, Mistress Penny answered and instructed him to go to her boudoir immediately and get changed into the school uniform that he’d worn previously. There was no hello or how are you. It was very much down to business. This caught Graham a bit by surprise but like he was in a trance, instructions were followed without a hint of disquiet. 
 
      
 
    Picking up the blouse, he saw his name sticker was still in place and tried to think of himself as Mercy. For two years he’d been crossdressing in front of Mistress Penny, but she’d never called him a girl’s name. Plenty of pet names but never something that actually stuck. This was still quite an adjustment for Graham, but he told himself that until that chastity device was off, he would see himself as a she. 
 
      
 
    The rest of the uniform was quickly put on and Mistress Penny came in and quickly started applying a rather thick coat of make-up to his face. This wasn’t abnormal, but things seemed to be far more cold and clinical today instead of the usual warm relationship that Mercy thought the two of them had. 
 
      
 
    ‘There,’ Mistress Penny stated, ‘now Mercy is ready for her first night without Graham to weigh her down. What do you think, happy with the look?’ 
 
      
 
    Mercy walked over to the mirror and was immensely pleased with what she saw. It was just as she had remembered and all she could think of was cock. Whether that was Graham’s being emptied or someone unloading into her. Just seeing that sexy school girl with a thick layer of trampish make-up caked upon her face made her sexually stimulated.  
 
      
 
    Before turning to thank Mistress Penny for the look, Mercy was beaten to the punch. 
 
      
 
    ‘I sometimes even impress myself, but you have the added bonus of not being terribly manly anyway. You don’t have ripped muscles and your whole demeanour is that of a beta male at best. Now are you ready for your first blowjob babe?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Wait, I thought I’d made myself clear that I wasn’t sure if I wanted to go through with that just yet,’ Mercy replied with a sense of desperation. 
 
      
 
    ‘Look at you, if you didn’t want it deep down in your bones then we wouldn’t have got this far. Still I haven’t confirmed to your John tonight, that is what we call them in your world, that you are open for business. I’m about to text him, what should I say?’ 
 
      
 
    Mercy kept looking over at Mistress Penny and then glancing over to see her reflection in the mirror. Tugging at her penis all she knew was that something had to break tonight. The horn had built up inside of her and was just bursting at the seem to come out.  
 
      
 
    ‘I don’t want to see who it is Mistress Penny,’ Mercy said with a sense of shame, ‘but I’ll go through with it.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Good girl, if that is your biggest concern I’m sure we can put a blindfold on you. Actually, that is quite a wonderful idea as it will heighten all your senses.’ 
 
      
 
    With that, Mistress Penny sent the text message and within a minute she got a reply that he’d be round in fifteen minutes. 
 
      
 
    ‘Now Mercy, I know that this is your first time, but you have to understand that your John is paying £20 for this blowjob so you’d better ensure that he has a good time. No biting and no resistance. You are only new, so a bit of choking is to be expected but anything more will be a turn off. Do you understand?’ 
 
      
 
    Nodding, Mercy started to get the feeling that this fantasy was fast becoming a reality. It was like she was on this rollercoaster and before she got to the end, she had no choice but to go down the scary part of the ride. There was no turning back and even if a faint voice at the back of her mind seemed to be yelling for it all to stop, the point of no return had already been passed. 
 
      
 
    ‘Be a good girl Mercy and come and kneel down here for me.’ 
 
      
 
    Mercy walked over to where Mistress Penny had instructed her and could see that it was side on in front of her throne. 
 
      
 
    ‘I’ll be watching from there with an immense sense of pride. I do so love it when sissy girls find their way. Now I’m going to put this blindfold on you and from that moment onwards, you are not to move to say a thing unless directly instructed to do so, do you understand?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress Penny,’ Mercy replied. 
 
      
 
    At that moment all light dissipated as the blindfold was placed in front of Mercy’s eyes and within an instant, her other senses seemed to kick up a notch. The sound of Mistress Penny’s feet clicking on the hard floor was very distinctive. The sense of breathing down the blindfolded schoolgirl’s neck made her hair follicles stand to attention. Even her nose sprung into life as the scent of burning candles drifted across the room. 
 
      
 
    All Mercy could do was wait and wonder what might happen next. Her inner voice was eerily calm.  
 
      
 
    Mercy wasn’t sure if she was just resigned to her fate or whether in fact the excitement had built up to such a degree that bliss was taking over. With each breath that went in and out of her lungs, she was one moment nearer finding out just what it was like to be a real girl. 
 
      
 
    Then suddenly a knock at the door was heard and Mistress Penny clearly left the room. The sound of her heels got quieter with every step and it was go time. That fear that Mercy had been keeping down seemed to surge to the fore.  
 
      
 
    Now everything was real. In a matter of moments and man would see her kneeling on a floor, dressed as a school girl and blindfolded, waiting to be used sexually. All manner of emotions seemed to have broken the dam. Keeping a lid on everything took every ounce of strength that Mercy had inside of her. Then she heard footsteps, not just those of Mistress Penny’s but of another person. 
 
      
 
    ‘Here we go Richard, my newest girl for you. Her name is Mercy and as per usual, this is her first time. I would say be gentle, but you know that the girls rarely like it that way. What do you think?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Well Penny, usually they look like a man in drag but this one, apart from a bit of body hair I can see on her arms, looks very feminine, probably the hottest one you’ve had me break in.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘I thought you’d like, she’s been on quite the journey as its taken her two years to accept her place and tonight is the night when she becomes the latest cock sucking school girl to graduate from my place. Now you know the drill, I’m going to watch and if she does anything untoward, I’ll swiftly punish her.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘As per usual Pen, I hope this one likes it rough, the way you’ve made her up makes me think she isn’t one of those prissy girls, this one is eager to please a man for a few quid.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘I think she might be one of my best, but we’ll find out over the next two nights won’t we?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Two nights?’ Mercy screamed inside of her head and she couldn’t help but twitch. 
 
      
 
    ‘Oh bless, she doesn’t know the usual way to break in a girl is for oral one night and anal the next,’ Richard said with a hint of an evil laugh. 
 
      
 
    ‘Well we’ll see how she does tonight. You never know she might be like that frigid Briony we had a few months back that just cried all night after her first time and never came back. I doubt it though. The moment she left after that first session, I knew where things would end up and here we are.’ 
 
      
 
    The two of them laughed as Mercy squirmed. 
 
   


  
 




Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    Everything seemed to go silent for a few moments before Mercy felt a gentle touch on the back of her neck guiding her forwards. 
 
      
 
    ‘Now then Mercy, time to take Richard’s dick, open wide honeypie.’ 
 
      
 
    Opening her mouth instinctively, the first thing Mercy noticed was the smell that infiltrated her nostrils. A musky scent seemed to fill the air and that straight away made the new girl feel slightly nauseous. Before being able to react to that however, she felt the tip of his dick on the outskirts of her mouth. It was a truly strange sensation as even though it was similar to Mistress Penny’s rubber cock that she’d sucked on several times, this felt warm and the smell was overpowering. 
 
      
 
    ‘Now be a good girl and just open wide and let Richard’s cock sit in your mouth for a few seconds,’ her john told her in no uncertain terms. 
 
      
 
    As the penis seemed to grow into her mouth, Mercy tried to rapidly shift her breathing to out of and into her nose. Her heart was beating out of her chest but one sensation that wasn’t found in her was repulsion. Part of her was sure that once everything started, she would want to runaway but despite the toxic smell and the weird feeling of having a penis touching the back of her throat, everything seemed serene. 
 
      
 
    Richard withdrew his dick and commented that it was rare for a new girl not to choke the first time. This made Mercy blush and Mistress Penny applauded and yelled out that she was doing very well. 
 
      
 
    ‘Now use your right hand girl, and as I put my cock in your mouth, stroke the cock hard. Work up into a rhythm with me and take your cues from my speed.’ 
 
      
 
    Mercy reached up and found Richard’s dick and loosely clasped her hand around it. As he pushed forward she tightened her grip and started stroking. A slight moan came from his mouth and as he pulled out, she loosened her grip. 
 
      
 
    ‘Pen, it is like she’s a pro, did you teach her all this?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘No Richard, she is just a natural. She is going to be a great cocksucker.’ 
 
      
 
    All Mercy could do was follow instructions and allow Richard to take the lead. This was her first time and being blindfolded didn’t help her one jot. Still, she seemed to be getting the gist of it and everyone seemed to be happy with her work so far.  
 
      
 
    Richard started to pick up the pace and Mercy responded in kind. Every time the tip slammed against the back of her throat, she wanted to gag but managed to keep it from showing. With every motion, her brain seemed to empty of all thoughts except how to empty her man’s balls. At the start there was this feeling of apprehension about what might happen but now it was just a quest to complete the job.  
 
      
 
    Time was standing still, and nothing seemed to be happening. Richard’s dick felt hard and seemed to be all slimy as Mercy’s saliva was starting to coat it nicely, making it easier to slide into her mouth. It was becoming animalistic in that no emotions seemed to be happening, it was just a case of him finishing the job and for her to take it. 
 
      
 
    In and out went his cock and the smell didn’t get any better but Mercy was slowly becoming more used to the feeling of having a red-hot penis banging her throat and making her jaw ache. 
 
      
 
    Then without warning his cock started to twitch. Mercy knew what they meant and started to prepare herself for her first taste of cum. Before she could even adjust though, the first jet sprayed across her face before Richard ploughed his cock into her mouth and the rest shot down her throat.  
 
      
 
    Mercy felt used and the taste was atrocious. Yet despite a compelling urge to spit, something told her that wasn’t what she was meant to do. After a few seconds of his load sitting on her tongue, she made the conscious decision to swallow it all up and stick her tongue out to show Richard and Mistress Penny. 
 
      
 
    ‘Well done Mercy,’ Mistress Penny screamed from her throne, ‘you are a natural. Swallowing is a big part of being a good sissy girl and I’d hoped you’d instinctively know what to do. You’ve made me such a proud Mistress.’ 
 
      
 
    Hearing those words made Mercy feel a great deal of pride. Sitting there on her knees with a blindfold on and the aftertaste of jizz coating her throat, the fact that pride was the dominant emotion was something that seemed surreal. 
 
      
 
    ‘Now Mercy, you’ve done very well tonight and maybe you’ll be seeing Richard again sooner than you think but for now, please kiss his cock goodbye and thank him for the salty treat that he provided. 
 
      
 
    It was like autopilot when Mercy leaned forward and found Richard’s cock still there, albeit far smaller. 
 
      
 
    ‘Thank you, Richard, for allowing me to suck your cock,’ Mercy said in a playful tone. 
 
      
 
    ‘Anytime Mercy, I hope I’ll be seeing you very soon,’ Richard responded. 
 
      
 
    With that all Mercy could hear was his pants being pulled up, a belt buckle tightened and him walking away before the front door opened and slammed shut. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Penny pulled off the blindfold and Mercy took a few seconds to adjust to the light.  
 
      
 
    ‘Well you sure seemed to enjoy that Mercy, what do you think about losing your anal virginity tomorrow night?’ Mistress Penny asked with a sense of mischief. 
 
      
 
    ‘I don’t know, isn’t that a huge step? I’m not sure I’m ready for it,’ Mercy responded. 
 
      
 
    ‘Get up and go and look at yourself in the mirror again.’ 
 
      
 
    This seemed to be a recurring theme. Whenever Mercy wasn’t sure what to do next she would see her reflection and let herself go that little bit more. 
 
      
 
    ‘You know what you see, I know what you see. Staring back is a school girl whose ready to be taken by a big man and made into a woman, aren’t I right Mercy?’ 
 
      
 
    Mercy succumbed to the realisation that is exactly what she was. Sucking on a cock hadn’t been a pleasant experience, not by a long chalk but it wasn’t bad and that moment where the cum hit her face and throat had made her feel alive. It was like the ultimate act of submission, to allow another man to use her made Mercy feel exuberant. She knew that the next step would happen and once more, it was obvious to both her and Mistress Penny that it was what she longed for. 
 
      
 
    ‘Good girl, now between your oral and anal virginities being taken I always do something very special. Please get up and follow me.’ 
 
      
 
    Mistress Penny walked towards the door and Mercy got up from admiring herself in the mirror and followed without saying a word. The two of them walked down two flights of stairs into what looked like a basement. At the back, there was a small room with a bed, toilet and TV inside. 
 
      
 
    ‘Go inside Mercy,’ Mistress Penny instructed. 
 
      
 
    Doing as asked, Mercy walked in and heard the door being slammed shut behind her.  
 
      
 
    ‘You’ll stay in this jail cell for twenty-four hours. I need you to think long and hard about whether you want to go the next step. Therefore, I want to be able to keep my eye on you. I’ll be back with food and water periodically but please make yourself feel at home.’ 
 
      
 
    Before Mercy could raise her voice to question what was happening, Mistress Penny had already walked away and shut the second door to the basement. She couldn’t understand why she would do this but a couple of minutes later, the TV sprung into life and all it played was videos of girls wearing the same school girls’ outfit as she was losing their anal virginity. It was like it was an attempt to brainwash her into seeing how normal it was. 
 
      
 
    Mercy was absolutely shattered as well as confused but the images of sissy girls like her being taken from behind was mesmerising. The man in the video seemed to be the same one each time and it quickly became obvious that this was Richard. The two of them must have an understanding where Mistress Penny brings him fresh new meat to break in. It was a fabulous business plan and Mercy was just the little pawn in it. 
 
      
 
    Eventually Mercy caved into the heavy eyelids and fell asleep on the stained mattress. Once she woke in the morning, a tray of food had been pushed through a hole in the door along with a couple of bottles of water and a note. After chugging plenty of water, she read the letter. 
 
      
 
    ‘Good morning Mercy, I hope you are enjoying being my prisoner for the night. Just think of it as a little reward for being a good girl. I know part of you is wondering just why you are here. Try not to think too hard and enjoy the show that is playing on the TV. That can be you tonight or any other night. If you like what you see, then I have big plans for you girl. Now eat up and remember to watch the TV constantly. I’ll be back later for your evening’s work.’ 
 
      
 
    It was now becoming apparent that Mistress Penny had a few sissy girls like her that she would rent out to men. Nothing else seemed to make sense. The only thing that Mercy couldn’t understand was why the need to keep her locked up overnight. She wasn’t going anywhere. Still, that was a question for another day and she settled down to eat her meal and watch the looped videos of other sissy school girls being taken from behind. 
 
      
 
    As she ate, Mercy seemed to become a bit drowsy and felt that the TV was talking to her subliminally. It seemed to be telling her how good cock was and how being a whore was a great life. She tried to shake this feeling off but with every new scene, those feelings seemed to get deeper and more encased in her soul. 
 
      
 
    It had been an eye-opener sucking a cock, but it wasn’t something she wanted to do all the time, or was it? Mercy couldn’t understand why she was even contemplating such a thing. Graham was still very much a part of her and being Mercy was just a part of him surely? There is no way that she wanted to eradicate him completely. 
 
      
 
    The day was slow and with nothing to do bar watch the same looped video again and again, Mercy seemed to find herself overwhelmed with the thoughts of submission. Food had been pushed through the door a couple of times, which were eagerly lapped up. Then the door opened, and Mistress Penny stood there with a big smile on her face. 
 
      
 
    ‘Ready or not, time to become a woman Mercy,’ she said as she stepped into the makeshift jail cell. 
 
      
 
    By now Mercy’s resistance had been severely weakened and all she could do was to follow her Mistress back up the stairs and into the main portion of the house. 
 
      
 
    ‘Now you still have a choice girl, I can call Richard off, unlock you and you can be on your way or would you like to have happen to you what all the other girls had done to them in the videos you’ve watched non-stop since late last night?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Don’t call him off,’ Mercy said with a sense of panic. 
 
      
 
    ‘I thought as much, now follow me.’


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    Mercy made her way back upstairs to where she’d sucked Richard off the night before. This time Mistress Penny told her to get down on all fours and await his arrival. 
 
      
 
    No blindfold was put on today, but the mystery had all been taken away anyway having seen the video. She knew what Richard looked like, a slightly overweight balding man in his mid-to-late forties. It wasn’t anyone she knew and that was the main thing. One thing she did notice was that she’d been placed facing the mirror so that she’d be able to see the whole thing unfold. 
 
      
 
    Those few minutes crouching there on all fours awaiting the inevitable were the longest that she’d ever experienced. With every breath she inhaled, it felt like an age before that air came back out of her lungs.  
 
      
 
    She was trying to work out if she’d been brainwashed or even drugged but by this point, it didn’t matter. Getting fucked for real was something she had a compelling desire to do and this was going to be the best chance. 
 
      
 
    The familiar knock at the door left Mercy in no doubt what was about to go down. When Mistress Penny and Richard walked back into the room it seemed like déjà vu, only this time Mercy would get to see the whole thing. 
 
      
 
    ‘Richard you know the drill, Mercy is ready for her deflowering. I hope you both enjoy.’ 
 
      
 
    With that Mistress Penny walked over to a concealed camcorder and pressed the record button before retiring to her throne. 
 
      
 
    It didn’t take Richard long to strip and walk up behind Mercy. Chills were flooding through her. Looking up to the mirror, she could see him walking towards her but instead of watching him, all she wanted to do was stare at her own reflection. There was still a streak of very dried cum on her cheek from the night before and her make-up was all smudged. Had she walked past a girl like this in the street, then Mercy would’ve been repulsed. Yet here she was ready, already cum-stained and awaiting the next round.  
 
      
 
    Mistress Penny walked over and got some lube out and started to insert one of her fingers up Mercy’s backside. This was always how she got her girls ready and this would be no exception.  
 
      
 
    Already Mercy felt herself pressing backwards on to Mistress Penny’s fingers. This seemed to bring out a wry smile in her Mistress as she quickly got a second finger inside. Within five minutes all four fingers were working their way in and out of Mercy’s back passage quite easily.  
 
      
 
    At this point, Mistress Penny wiped her hands, looked at Richard and just said that she was ready. 
 
      
 
    This was the ultimate point of no return but there was zero appetite to even mount ant sort of resistance. This is what Mercy wanted. Richard slid on a condom, showed it to Mercy and asked her if she was ready. 
 
      
 
    ‘Are you ready for this sissy girl?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Oh yes Sir,’ Mercy responded. 
 
      
 
    ‘Do you want me to fuck your sissy hole girl?’  
 
      
 
    ‘Oh yes Sir,’ Mercy said in an excited tone.   
 
      
 
    The anticipation of a real man’s hot throbbing member entering Mercy’s anus had been brewing for nearly twenty-four hours. Ever since being locked in that makeshift jail cell overnight and watching other people just like her losing their anal virginity, this had been all she could think of. Part of her wondered whether she truly had been brainwashed or drugged because for months this had just been morbid curiosity, but it had morphed into this unquenchable thirst to feel a real dick inside of her.  
 
      
 
    Richard got into position and all Mercy could do was watch the scene unfold in front of her in the mirror. It was like she was starring in her very own porno movie. Part of her didn’t feel as if this was real and that it was just a video she was watching. Moments later when the cock first started to ease into her, it soon snapped her back to reality but in a good way. 
 
      
 
    It felt different to when Mistress Penny’s strap-on had first entered her back passage. That time it felt like she was being violated with a cold piece of rubber. This time the overwhelming sense emanating through her brain was that of lust and wonderment. 
 
      
 
    That first real deflowering had started and staring at her reflection, with a man starting to bury himself, implant himself, embed himself deep inside of this anal virgin, it just felt like everything was right with the world. 
 
      
 
    Those first few moments of sheer unabated ecstasy were starting to subside and by the time Mercy felt Richard’s cock thrust into her for the fifth or sixth time, she remembered that it took two to tango and that to get the most out of this, being a still living doll wasn’t the best plan of action. 
 
      
 
    With that in mind, Mercy started to moan and groan and play her part. She remembered watching those videos that had been playing incessantly on a loop and those girls who seemed like they were enjoying themselves more, were those who were very much active participants in the act. 
 
      
 
    Recalling those moving pictures, Mercy started to arch her back and roll back and forth with the moments of Richard’s cock. Like the night before where she instinctively found the right rhythm with her mouth, this time it was with her anus. Within a couple of minutes, the two of them had synced up nicely and were putting on quite the show.  
 
      
 
    Mistress Penny was watching from her throne once more and Mercy could see that she was more than entertained. Sitting back, she had her fingers rubbing against her pussy as the latex-clad vixen was clearly getting off on seeing yet another of her sissies getting put to good use. This gave Mercy a great feeling of satisfaction, but this wasn’t the time to think about that. Richard was starting to go through the gears and what had once been a gentle bang against her insides had developed into a jackhammer as with each second it seemed as though more of his cock was starting to bury into her. 
 
      
 
    Richard himself was beginning to hiss words like, ‘nasty slut’ and ‘filthy whore’ but they weren’t making a dent into what Mercy was thinking. This had become instinctive and maybe that is how it should be. Thought and planning don’t go into the actual primal act of sex. She was going to be the recipient and it was time to make that penis blow its load. 
 
      
 
    Mercy and Richard were now both worked up into a complete lather. The school girl could feel her blouse dosed in sweat as though she’d been for a very vigorous workout at the gym but the sound of Richard’s breath rapidly increasing gave Mercy the heads up that he was about to cum.  
 
      
 
    Trying not to tense up or clench her anus, Mercy longed for that feeling of finally having her backside used to empty a cock. When the moment came, it was as much a feeling of pride as it was a relief. The pain had started to grow significantly and as Richard spurted his cum out into the condom before pulling out, a sense of rawness down below enveloped Mercy. 
 
      
 
    Passing the condom to Mistress Penny who promptly poured it out all over Mercy’s wig and face, Richard chortled as he simply got dressed and walked out the door. Once more he’d just gotten what he wanted and used the sissy girl. Mercy had no idea if he’d paid anything like the previous night but that didn’t really concern her at this juncture. All she wanted to do was collapse on the floor and start to recover and understand what had just happened. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Penny brought her a drink and told her to sit up. 
 
      
 
    ‘Well, what did you think of it? It sure looked like you were enjoying yourself. I had to constantly remind myself that this was your first time, you looked like a natural out there.’ 
 
      
 
    Taking big sips out of her water bottle, Mercy tried to conjure up some sort of response. 
 
      
 
    ‘I didn’t feel I was enjoying it and then I just felt this feeling of belonging rush over me, like this is what I was meant to be doing all along.’  
 
      
 
    ‘Oh Mercy, you are certainly one of my star pupils. Now you just relax there and get your breath back, I’ll be back in a few minutes to check up on you.’ 
 
      
 
    With that Mistress Penny left the room and Mercy just lay there in a pool of sweat with cum starting to cool on her face. Glancing over to the mirror, the reflection of a cum-stained school girl excited her greatly. She was positive that if this chastity tube wasn’t locked on then she’d be erect as all hell. Maybe Mistress Penny knew what she was doing all along. 
 
      
 
    Mercy then felt all drowsy and fell asleep. A couple of hours later she woke up in the same position with Mistress Penny sitting quietly and patiently on her throne. 
 
      
 
    ‘It is time to go home and back to the real world Mercy, are you ready to become Graham again?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘No,’ Mercy responded without even thinking. 
 
      
 
    This made Mistress Penny chuckle. 
 
      
 
    ‘I doubt you want to be Mercy full-time, that is just the sexual lust talking. I bet you if I unlock your penis, you’ll have cracked one off and be in denial about what went down over the past two nights for quite some time. It is only normal.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘But I don’t want to feel that way,’ Mercy responded with a tear forming in her eye. 
 
      
 
    ‘Well I’ll tell you what then, we’ll keep you locked up and if you still want to be Mercy then next weekend I’m sure I could find some cocks for you. With the show you put on tonight, you’d make more having sissy sex than whatever it is you make with your regular job.’ 
 
      
 
    Despite the whole idea of going through all this was to get out of this chastity tube, Mercy readily agreed to Mistress Penny’s suggestion.  
 
      
 
    ‘Can I ask you one thing though Mistress and I don’t mind what the answer is, I just want the truth,’ Mercy asked. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Penny indicated that she may. 
 
      
 
    ‘Did you drug me or something because I’m sure I felt more willing to take Richard’s dick in my ass after whatever it was you fed me.’ 
 
      
 
    Smiling Mistress Penny shook her head. 
 
      
 
    ‘Oh no Mercy, I kept you in the jail cell so I could keep an eye on you. Had you shown any indication that you were regretting your first oral session or worried about losing your anal virginity, I’d have cancelled tonight and we’d have had a long chat about it. The videos were there to keep you horny but any sign that you weren’t up for this and I’d have saved you from yourself. I’ve seen too many sissies in your position question themselves. You though Mercy never even seemed to hesitate that this is what you wanted, and I think your performance tonight showed this.’ 
 
      
 
    This response shocked Mercy but made her feel all the more cared for. She’d been questioning whether Mistress Penny really wanted the best for her but now it become clear than her wellbeing was at the very top of her priorities. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Penny told her to drive home in her cum-stained uniform and not to shower until the morning.  
 
      
 
    Walking back to her car, Mercy knew that she’d been rented out for the first time but she sure as hell knew it wouldn’t be for the last. 
 
      
 
      
 
    If you have enjoyed this bundle of sissy books then please consider leaving a review so that others may discover this book. 
 
      
 
    For those interested in reading more from Allyson Medway then please read below for titles and synopses from some of her other books available for sale on Amazon. 
 
      
 
    You can keep up to date with any news and new releases at http://www.sissystories.co.uk and follow on Twitter @AllysonMedway 
 
      
 
    If you spot any errors, corrections or have any feedback in general then please drop me an e-mail at allyson@sissystories.co.uk 
 
      
 
   
  
 



Initiation to the Game 
 
    Henry was always happier when he was dressed up and living his life as Sophie. For years he’d wondered how he could live as a woman full-time but it was always one step too far.

Then one night he bumped into a transvestite called Megan at a club who had made her kink, her living. Taking Sophie under her wing, she instinctively knew that deep down, a sissy prostitute was eager to break the shackles of a drab male life.

Megan had to be sure that Sophie was ready for such a drastic lifestyle change. So she decided to setup an extreme first night for Sophie to ensure her new partner could handle it. This story is all about her first night working and became her Initiation to the Game…

This 5,200 word story covers crossdressing, sissy and prostitution themes and is intended for adult audiences only. 
 
    You can buy/read the story by clicking here 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



First Time Sissy Maid - A Descent into Total Submission 
 
    Growing up with strong and dominant female role models, Winston knew no different but to defer to women. When one day he finds out that his new next door neighbour works as a professional dominatrix, his mind is consumed by the thought of submitting to her and wearing women’s clothing.

She quickly spots his weakness and encourages him to explore his crossdressing dreams. Little did Winston know that she had plans for him to join her stable of sissy girls working the area to fund her lavish lifestyle.

Before he knew what was going he, Winston finds himself submitting not only to his new Mistress but also to a man, who was paying her for his time…and services.

This 10,000 word story concentrates on sissy submission and crossdressing themes and is intended for adult audiences only. 
 
      
 
    You can buy/read the story by clicking here


 
   
  
 



Sissy Boy Humiliation…and loving it! 
 
      
 
    Liam had been a closet crossdresser ever since his teenage years but it wasn’t until Camille walked into his life that he truly embraced his private fetish. 

As the relationship got deeper, his bisexual partner could clearly tell that it wasn’t just a fantasy to dress up as a woman, he wanted a far more deeper and intimate experience.

Luckily for him, Camille had an idea that would see him push his boundaries and become engulfed in sissy humiliation. What happened next was beyond his wildest fantasies and for the first time he truly understood what made him tick.

This 5,500 word story surrounds sissy humiliation and submission themes. It is a work of fiction and is intended for adult audiences only. 
 
      
 
    You can buy/read this story by clicking here


 
   
  
 



First Time T-Girl Adventure 
 
      
 
    When Ezra struck up a friendship with a new girl at his acting group, little did he know the truth behind her or what their relationship would morph into.

Flirting ensued and then he found out about a big surprise she had hiding in between her legs. Rather than being put off, all it did was engross him all the more. 

Brooklyn could see just was Ezra needed and allowed her dominant side to takeover to help him discover just how submissive he was.

This 8.5k word story is a work of erotic fiction involving consenting adults only. It contains scenes of female domination and D/s relations. 
 
      
 
    You can buy/read the story by clicking here


 
   
  
 



From Chastity to FemDom Cuckold: Trying to save a Marriage 
 
      
 
    When Calvin managed to tie down the girl of his dreams, he thought that life couldn't get any better. She may have been a good time girl but his belief was that once he put a ring on it, those days would be in the rear view mirror

He couldn't have been more wrong however. His lack of fire or imagination in the bedroom led to his wife stepping in and telling him he had to do things her way if the marriage was to be saved.

Some of the things she wanted him to try repulsed him but his love for her was strong. For that reason he agreed to try some of her fantasies, little did Calvin know that his wife had way more plans for him than he could have ever fathomed.

This 11,500 word story involves female domination, chastity and cuckold scenes. 
 
      
 
    You can buy/read the story by clicking here


 
   
  
 



Dixie Becomes the Sissy Maid 
 
      
 
    After years of searching for a partner who understood his desire to crossdress, Dexter finds Poppy who doesn’t just understand but is willing to play an active role in helping him find his female side.

Quickly they establish a hierarchy in the bedroom where Poppy blossoms in a dominant role. It doesn’t take long for her to ascertain that Dexter is extremely submissive.

Having enjoyed the delights of both Dexter and his femme persona Dixie, Poppy thinks it is time for Dixie to come out from the shadows. 

Once out in the open, all bets are off about just how far Poppy can push Dixie down the road of ultimate submission…

Coming in at just over 10,500 words, this story explores sissy maid, humiliation and submissive themes. 
 
      
 
    You can buy/read this book by clicking here 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



Candy’s First Craigslist Encounter 
 
      
 
    Terry had been leading a double life for most of his time on this Earth. To most people he was a regular guy with a doting wife. One person knew that he was different and as she continued to push the boundaries, a cover was blown. Life would never be the same again.

In an attempt to make something of his two world’s colliding, Terry decided to fully embrace his female persona he’d named Candy. At the time it wasn’t clear just how far things would go but buoyed by the support of another in a similar position, the wheels were set in motion. 

Momentum is tough to stop as he would find out. In a seedy hotel room one Friday evening, it was clear where everything was heading and that Candy was very much part of his personality.

This 7,500 word story tackles the journey from a sissy’s fantasy and seeing it all the way to a very steamy reality. 
 
      
 
    You can buy/read this story by clicking here 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



Biker Gang Alpha turned Biker Girl Bimbo 
 
      
 
    Getting out and having a good time with the ladies was all Darren lived for. Every summer he’d join his dad’s biker gang and hit up all the hot spots along the British coast line.

Worried that his son was going to end up lonely like he had, Darren’s father took it upon himself to intervene and try to mend his offspring’s wayward ways.

At the end of his tether, he turns to witchcraft to teach his son a lesson. It leaves Darren’s mind in tact but his body was not his any more and he’d find out first hand just what life was like for women.

Instead of fixing the problem, it creates many more as things don’t go exactly as planned… 
 
      
 
    You can buy/read this story by clicking here


 
   
  
 



Caught Crossdressing by the Neighbour 
 
      
 
    Julian had dabbled in crossdressing but only in private. He was too scared that any public exposure would lead to ridicule amongst his university friends. His fantasies though were starting to become ever deeper and darker.

With his parents away for a week, it was the perfect chance to really go to town and explore his crossdressing habit. What he didn’t bank on was that someone would discover his little secret.

Instead of being shamed, his neighbour took him under her wing and allowed Julian to fully experience what it was to be a young girl. The only question is did she understand where his limits were…?

This 15,000 word short story explores crossdressing, feminization, humiliation and first time gay themes. 
 
      
 
    You can buy/read this story by clicking here 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



A very public day locked in a Sissy Maid’s Uniform 
 
      
 
    Under the tutelage of Mistress Jasmine, Noah has been slowly going the road of submission and sissification. 

When he decides he wants to up the ante and be seen in public wearing his Sissy Maid’s uniform, it starts a chain of events that leads to several life changing experiences.

Scared of bottling it like he has done in the past, he gives Mistress Jasmine all the ammunition she needs to ensure he goes through with his fantasy. The big question is does it live up to the reality of living and working as a Sissy Maid?

This story is just over 10,000 words, which that follows one man’s journey from curious about crossdressing all the way through to becoming a fully fledged Sissy Maid in Brighton. 
 
      
 
    You can buy/read this story by clicking here 
 
   
  
 



Transgender Fantasy Turned Reality 
 
      
 
    Eli was a very confused young man. Unable to be honest with himself, he continued to live a lie and pretended he was straight despite his love of transgendered women.

One of those he’d had a relationship with offered him the chance to finally find out exactly what he was looking for from a partner. It would involve being her live in sissy as she expanded her dominatrix business, The opportunity was one that wouldn’t come around again and Eli felt like he needed to fully immerse himself in a world where he wouldn’t feel judged to find himself.

Packing up his bags and moving north away from his friends and family, Eli looked forward to being under the ownership of Mistress Leah. The one thing he didn’t know was what was in it for her, something he’d only find out in time…

This 16,000 novella explores transgender, crossdressing and sissifiction themes. 
 
      
 
    You can buy/read this story by clicking here 
 
   
  
 



Sissy Slut School: Where Fantasy meets Reality 
 
      
 
    After yet another unsuccessful date, Gary hits the alcohol and retreats into his happy place. This leads him to another night of dressing up as a woman. Instead of just doing this privately, the beer lowers his inhibitions, leading him to go one step further.

Once he wakes up he finds that he’s potentially exposed himself online. The fear is real but the rush is nearly as intense. Before his brain clicks into gear about the potential pit falls, he finds himself signing up to enrol in a Sissy Slut School halfway across the country. 

Gary does this without fully realising what that would entail. Is he really ready for everything the Mistresses are going to throw at him along with his class mates?

A 23,000 word novella about Gary and his adventures at the Sissy Slut School where his fantasy does indeed become reality. The only question is does the reality live up to his fantasy? 
 
      
 
    You can buy/read this story by clicking here 
 
      
 
   
  
 



Hunted: Moon Creek 
 
      
 
    Alan’s life was coming apart at the seems. Having lost his well-paid job, he spiralled out of control not knowing what to do next. His marriage to his college sweetheart was becoming evermore of a loveless sham and his own sense of self-worth had all but disappeared.

Then one day his wife told him about a TV show that was about to launch, Hunted: Moon Creek. The premise was simple, all he had to do was escape capture from the local police force for a month and not only would he win a share of $100,000 but also they would offer all those who won a job on the force.

One thing troubled him though and that was if he was captured, he would spend the rest of the month doing time in a real prison. It was the ultimate gamble with his freedom.

With a supportive wife by his side, it gave him every opportunity to be successful. The woman who he’d been married to for over 20 years had a plan that she felt was foolproof. It would require a lot of faith but also send Alan on a journey of self-discovery and new experiences.

This 27,000 word psychological thriller novella follows his journey on the run along with finding out all about the people who help and hinder him along the way... 
 
      
 
    You can buy/read this story by clicking here 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



Locked up by Lust: A first time Lesbian Romance Prison Fiction Story 
 
      
 
    Being beautiful and popular was the dream of any young woman going through high school. Instead of enjoying the attention from all her classmates however, Donna struggled finding happiness and always wondered if there was something wrong with her.

After getting a full ride to study at UCLA, Donna was determined to take up the opportunity to meet people from all different walks of life. She left her small town in the deep south looking for adventure and to find herself. 

What Donna could never have imagined is what was out there that truly made her happy and that was being told what to do by other women.

This is a 13,000 word short story that includes lesbian themes and steamy hot prison scenes. 
 
      
 
    You can buy/read this story by clicking here 
 
   
  
 



Feminized into a Sissy by his crush 
 
      
 
    Simon has a crush on the woman who delivers his post. Instead of plucking up the courage to just ask her out, he develops an elaborate plot to show her his true crossdressing self in the hopes that she’ll reciprocate his strange advance.

Instead of it working and asking her out on a date, Simon finds himself at the mercy of a woman who knows exactly what she wants and it isn’t being wined and dined in any convention manner.

A 12,500 word short story about feminization and how with just a little bit of encouragement, someone’s eyes can be opened to a world that they had never even contemplated before. 
 
      
 
    You can buy/read this story by clicking here 
 
      
 
   
  
 



Sissy Secretary Payback: An Alpha Male Gets Feminized 
 
      
 
    Steven had it all. The good job, the high income, the fast car and the beautiful home. He did it all in a manner that meant he didn’t care much about anyone else or how he treated women.

When his secretary stands up to him though, Steven realises that to escape police charges he would have to give over control. Swiftly she makes sure he understands that the way he treated women who worked for him wasn’t on, by transforming him into her very own Sissy Secretary. In doing so, Steven finds out just what it is like to live as a woman in a male dominated world.

The problem he has though is that his former secretary doesn’t seem to be all that she first appeared and maybe him becoming a better man isn’t her primary objective.

This 18,000 word novella follows Steven’s adventure from alpha male to being a menial wage worker under the iron like grip of his former employee. Does Steven learn the error of his ways or does he learn to embrace and love his new position? 
 
      
 
    You can buy/read this story by clicking here 
 
      
 
   
  
 



The Sissy Bride and her Transgender Groom: A Sissy Wedding Story 
 
      
 
    Keeping his crossdressing private was important to Jerry as he had no idea how it would play out in his community. Seeing his employee Gemma walking down the aisle though led him to be full of jealousy. He wanted all eyes upon him for once. 

Luckily for him someone would walk into his life that would help him discover that he could have such a special day. It had everything he ever wanted, a chance to dress as a woman and to have a proper wedding day how he dreamt of it.

The only problem was if he was to be a sissy bride, someone had to be the groom. Would they would want all the perks of a wedding day…and a wedding night?

Jerry would discover all that and more as his adventures turn from fantasy to a very real reality in this 11,000 word short story. 
 
      
 
    You can buy/read this story by clicking here 
 
      
 
   
  
 



Mistress Kamila Takes Control: Sissy Slave's first time in the Pillory Stocks 
 
      
 
    Gabriel becomes entranced by Mistress Kamila as she takes him down the road of sissification. The latex catsuit wearing woman of his dreams trains him up to become one of her best girls.

The one thing she does let her slaves control though is how they go about losing their sissy virginity. Gabriel chooses to lose his in the Pillory. Mistress Kamila sets him up for a wild night of passion.

A hot and steamy in your face 11,000 word short story that details Gabriel’s transition from regular man to sissy slave to a very dominant and powerful Mistress. 
 
      
 
    You can buy/read this story by clicking here 
 
      
 
   
  
 



Carl's Arrest Fantasy Gets All Too Real 
 
      
 
    Carl and Karen have an extremely spicy private life and are always trying to explore new ways to give them their next thrill. 

One day Carl tells his wife about how he’s always liked the idea of being arrested as a woman and spending a couple of days locked up. Karen’s eyes light up and before he can stop her, Carl finds himself on the streets waiting for a police van to come around the corner and take him to jail.

Crossdressing adventure as Carl faces up to the reality of his situation but Karen has one or two surprises in store… 
 
      
 
    You can buy/read this story by clicking here 
 
      
 
   
  
 



Sissy Maid at a sleazy motel 
 
      
 
    Johnny is offered the chance to fully fulfil his sissy crossdressing fantasies by his good friend Gloria. Little does Johnny know that she has big plans for him that involve far more than he could ever have bargained for.

After spending a day working as a real life chambermaid in a very low budget motel, he finds out what working at a place like this really entails.

A first person sissy maid short story about how a throw away confession can lead someone to a world that they could only dream about…or maybe it is a nightmare…

This story continues with a sequel Sissy Maid joined by Female Slave at a sleazy motel which is out now in the Kindle Store. 
 
      
 
    You can buy/read this story by clicking here 
 
      
 
   
  
 



Sissy Maid joined by Female Slave at a sleazy motel 
 
      
 
    Johnny had been turned into Olivia by his good friend Gloria and put to work in a sleazy motel on the edge of town. 

When Gloria saw what Olivia had to go through, she felt an overwhelming dose of jealously. This led to her deciding to join in with the fun and games. The two of them embark on a new life working as Maids at this motel who offer very special extra services. 

This 15,000 word short story revolves around gay and lesbian submission themes. It follows both Gloria and Olivia as they get used to their new surroundings, coupled with the demands of a very strict boss…

Sissy Maid joined by Female Slave at a sleazy motel builds on the characters and story in Sissy Maid at a sleazy motel. That title is available in the Kindle store but this book can be read as a standalone story. 
 
      
 
    You can buy/read this story by clicking here 
 
      
 
   
  
 



From Crossdresser to the Cosplay Café: A Crossdressing Journey 
 
      
 
    When one of David’s university housemates comes home early from class only to find him cleaning the kitchen wearing a French Maid’s uniform, he is confronted with the realisation his crossdressing secret is no longer just that. 

With trepidation he allows himself to be helped along in his journey down the road of wearing women's clothing. With support and love, he finds a happiness that he's been longing for along with way. 

An uplifting first person short story about how David finds acceptance amongst his friends but also how he manages to keep both his male and female personas flourishing. We follow his growth from shy crossdresser into confident maid and into the big wide world as a happy adult, just one with two very distinct lives...

This book is suitable for everyone who is interested in understanding how having interest in wearing women's clothing is perfectly normal and acceptable in the world today. It is also one for those who enjoy the idea of wearing a French Maid's uniform in public. 
 
      
 
    You buy buy/read this story by clicking here 
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