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Introduction




"Passion ignites into a taboo dagger of submission, cutting through all barriers to exact justice."

Tom is a junior struggling to balance journalism school, rent, and his inner demons. One day, while working as a janitor at his Pulitzer Prize-winning idolâ€™s office, Ms. Sanchez offers Tom a chance to use his writing skills and go undercover for a big story. The catch? He must completely shed his masculinity and enter Miss Gigiâ€™s sissy training center.

Undergoing intense training at Miss Gigiâ€™s Sissy Training Center, Mistress Gigi and her sissies transform Tom into Ivy Li. Tomâ€™s masculinity fights the MTF transformation, but his reluctance fades as the sissy training progresses.

Once trained in the art of being a sissy French maid, Ivy sets out to take down a corrupt politician and his dangerous criminal network. But as the lines between truth and desire blur, will Ivy be able to stay focused on her mission? Or will her newfound sissy desires consume her?

As she navigates this dangerous game of pleasure, submission, and danger, one thing is sure: like her idol, Ms. Sanchez, Ivy Li will stop at nothing to get the scoop and expose the truth, even if it means sacrificing her masculinity.
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Chapter One

I sat on the red barstool of my favorite bar, The Mighty Lady Outpost. I never figured out why George named it The Mighty Lady Outpost; he said it was top-secret, eyes only. George, the owner, is a heavy-set fifty-something guy with grey hair that clashes with his perpetually tanned skin. Everyone liked George, probably because he’s always warm and friendly. When he wasn’t chatting, George watched TV. Seeing me, he asked, “The usual, Tom?”

“No, how about a glass of Champagne? I’m celebrating.” I said.

“Sure…. Celebrating, huh? Finally, lose your virginity? About time, you’re what? Twenty-one? Guess our little talk helped, uh?”

I’m like all of George’s regulars. We bared our souls, shared our problems, and, in drunken stupors, shared things we would never reveal to anyone else. My cross to bear was I was still a virgin at twenty-one. The night I bared my soul, most of it anyway, he sermonized for hours on how to find, get, and please a woman. As he lectured, I filled his register with what little money I had in my wallet. He filled my mind with what I considered to be bullshit and my belly with the cheapest beer on tap.

I smiled. “I guess you could say that.” George had some excellent tips. But for the woman that I served, they were useless and played no role in me getting my anal cherry popped. Still, by male standards, I was a virgin. By sissy standards, which I now consider myself, I was a whore.

As I waited for my celebratory drink, I studied my reflection, the delicate feminine features I never realized I had until Ms. Sanchez made me an offer I couldn’t refuse. When she made her offer, it would not only test my commitment to becoming a top-notch investigative journalist like her but also my grip on my masculinity.

That night, four months ago, she asked, “Do you have what it takes? To sacrifice everything, to commit your heart and soul to the truth.”

What I didn’t know from her pep talk was that I would have to surrender every shred of masculinity. “Do you have what it takes, Tom?” She implored. “Will you do what it takes to uncover the truth? Because this is your chance to become a first-class investigative journalist like me.” Before telling me what I’d have to do to go undercover, she asked, “Are you willing to do whatever it costs to uncover the truth?”

I melted. I admit it. My answer was simple, “I’ll do whatever it takes to uncover the truth. Just give me the chance.” The words spewed out of my mouth with no idea what I’d just committed myself to. She set her trap, and I’d soon be on my way to becoming Ivy Li.

My drink arrived, and George turned up the news. I sipped my Champagne, bubbles dancing on my tongue. “Just hours ago, the Governor of New York, Lavonne Stevenson, was arraigned on corruption, bribery, and….”

As Governor Stevenson is arraigned in court, his trophy wife smirked. It was sly and cunning, hinting at secrets and mischief. I knew her secret and understood why she had a devilish grin. I checked my smartphone. In an hour, I had an appointment with Justine Stevenson; she demanded punctuality, and delay would invite severe repercussions and severe punishment. I consider being late. I enjoyed being punished. Humiliated.

While infiltrating the Governor’s inner circle to uncover the rampant corruption within our state government, I discovered more about myself than I ever expected. Going undercover, I found more than corruption but some fascinating truths about myself: The surprising pleasure I got from embracing my femininity. The bottom line is that I enjoyed being a girl and was glad beyond belief that Ms. Sanchez tricked me into crossdressing.

Before that day, I’d never considered it. Or I did, and I never admitted it to anyone or myself. But there is no doubt in my mind she tricked me into doing something I’d never considered before I stepped into the halls of Mistress Gigi’s Sissy University. Mistress Gigi gave me intensive training to look, act, and feel like a woman and a maid.

I read her website the night before I entered training. I couldn’t believe men wanted and even paid for sissy training and how many men coming to her school had previous experiences sneaking or stealing panties or secretly wearing panties under their clothes. I’d never had that desire. I’d never secretly dreamed of dressing as a woman. But I would become one, and now sitting here without the confines of my cock cage, panties, hose, bra, and makeup, I feel insecure, naked, and incomplete.

I know what you’re thinking: it was my choice. It was, but it wasn’t. What choice did I have? I could have said no. But then what? Remain a wannabe journalist, or sacrifice my manhood for the scoop of a lifetime. What would you have done? If offered an opportunity to write an award-winning article? It seemed like just a simple thing. Would you have remained an unknown? A loser? Poor and broke with no prospects for the future? Or do something that could propel your career to new levels and dress up as a girl?

I didn’t want to be a broke loser, a struggling college student working nights as a janitor, weekends at a five-star restaurant, a wannabe journalist, and dreaming about joining the ranks of the big leagues—like Dolores Sanchez. I wanted to do it. I only had to allow myself to be feminized.

Who would know?

That night, Ms. Sanchez gave me a choice, and I chose. It was an easy decision because I was tired of being a loser, cleaning her floors, sneaking into her office late at night, and wishing I was her. To refuse her offer, I’d remain a loser, a broke college student; all I had to do was shed my masculinity until I had the proof she needed to run with her article. I’d be doing so much good in bringing down a corrupt politician and putting a significant scumbag of a drug dealer behind bars.

I took another sip of my Champagne, listening as my story unraveled. “…. written by an unknown investigative reporter Ivy Li…”

I savored my celebratory drink, knowing I was Ivy Li.

“…She risked her life….” It wasn’t until that moment that I realized how dangerous the mission was. Getting caught, indeed, would have cost me more than my virginity, but it was worth it in more ways than one.

“Who is Ivy Li?” The pretty newswoman said.

The story went on. I didn’t need to hear the rest. I broke it. I wrote it. I investigated it. I did what I had to.


Chapter Two

Let me start from the beginning four months ago, the night I made my choice to become Ivy Li: sissy slut, sissy maid, award-winning journalist.

Like every weeknight, I was busy cleaning the offices of the Daily Inside. I’d have taken any job, but I was lucky to land a job with my favorite online magazine, working for Dolores Sanchez, the Pulitzer Prize award-winning investigative journalist, the editor-in-chief, and founder of the controversial online magazine.

I needed the job. Despite my stellar grades in high school, college tuition at the best school for journalism in the country and rent in New York City were daunting, and the few scholarships I received weren’t nearly enough. My parents couldn’t afford to pitch in, so I was on my own if I wanted to fulfill my dream of being an investigative journalist like my idol, Dolores Sanchez—the best journalist of our time.

I get hard when I clean her office and stare at her awards, the pictures of her with politicians, movie stars, and the movers and shakers of the world in the quest for truth. There’s a framed article on her wall I’ve read like a thousand times. The words that stand out are: ‘ruthlessly pursues the truth.’ ‘Will do anything to find the truth.’

I’d commit to do anything to pursue the truth if I ever got the chance. That night, Ms. Sanchez would allow me to prove how ruthlessly I’d seek the truth. But not in a million years would I have ever thought that being feminized would be a job requirement. That night, I had to decide whether to be like my idol and do anything to uncover the truth or remain a loser.

As usual, Ms. Sanchez was the first in and the last to leave. But that night, she was later than usual. As I watched her work, I longed to talk to her, to tell her she was my hero, and to show her a sample of my writing. Sometimes, I waited for her to leave her office with a story I’d written tucked in my back pocket, ready to approach her and say, “Ms. Sanchez, I’m a big fan. I hoped maybe you could give me a chance. I’ll do anything. I’ll go undercover to expose corruption or the activities of a criminal organization.” Little did I know what doing anything would entail.

I imagined how it would go down. I’d pull the article out of my back pocket, crumbled up like a piece of trash, hand it to her, and say, “I want to experience the thrill of covering a war. I’ll go or do anything.” Never in a million years would I have thought I’d be dressed up as a French maid, working undercover. Or I’d have to…well, I’m getting ahead of myself here.

As I watched her, I wondered, will that day ever come? Will my dream remain a fantasy? Will I ever get to prove my worth as a writer and expose corruption, or the activities of a criminal organization, or covering a war? I hoped, someday.

That night, Ms. Sanchez appeared stressed, worried, and tortured as she talked on the phone. I could tell something was wrong. I watched her vacuuming the same spot for fifteen minutes. If she looked up, I’d have looked like an idiot or a pervert, I’m not sure which.

As I waited for her to leave so I could sit in her chair, the anxiety of my financial struggles bubbled to the surface. My rent was overdue, and next semester’s tuition loomed large over me like a giant black cloud. I’m worn out working two jobs, this one and my other part-time weekend job as a server at a prestigious five-star restaurant. I liked waiting tables because I saw more of Ms. Sanchez and mingled with the elite. Her table buzzed with important-looking people. She didn’t notice me. Nor did anyone. I was a small fish in a big pond—a server, a janitor, nothing more. I needed her to see me, notice me, and then what?

Just ask her to read one of my fake articles, always waiting for the right moment, burning a hole in my back pocket. What an idiot I am. If she even reads it. Did I expect her to jump for joy and say to me, “Oh my, this is great! I’m hiring you right here and now. Oh, and will you go undercover for me? I have another great idea. Why don’t you quit your insignificant life and write a column for The Daily Inside.”

If that all sounds terrible, even worse, my sex life consisted of jacking off in her chair after she left. That’s why I’m waiting. I’m hard watching her. Waiting.


Chapter Three

I pushed the vacuum back and forth, watching my idol as she stood, walked, and talked to someone on her phone. Back and forth, she paced, worry on her face. Then she fell into her chair and put her head in her hands. The dim light of her computer screen illuminates her silhouette. She fidgeted with her hands. Then she stood, walked to the door, glanced down the hall, looked through me toward the elevator, bit her lip, and ran a hand through her long jet-black hair. Who was she waiting for? A confidential informant? Or some big-wig politician to beg her not to print a story?

The tension in her body is visible. She checked her watch, then turned back around and shut the door. With a determined stride, she returned to pacing back and forth.

I wondered what it would be like to fight for justice as she sat back down. She leaned back in her leather chair, her hands clasped. What’s she worried about? Maybe I can offer to help? But what can a nobody like me do? I’ll do anything for her; if I could have read the future, I’d have known how far she’d test that in minutes. I turned off my vacuum and locked the handle, running through what I’d say, “Ms. Sanchez, I’m a big fan…I’m a journalism student at….”

I didn’t hear her coming, but a lady stormed past me, practically knocking me over. She turned after she passed me and said, “Watch it, idiot.” She went completely still. “It can’t be possible. You look like…well, not exactly. Holy shit. Wait here. Don’t leave.”

She took off down the hallway and entered Ms. Sanchez’s office, pointing at me. They talked. Ms. Sanchez looked disappointed about something but smiled while maintaining eye contact with me. She waved for me to come.

What do I do? Do I take this opportunity to let her see the story burning a hole in my back pocket? Or keep my mouth shut and see what she wants. Maybe I forgot to clean something last night. Oh shit, maybe she found out I’d been jacking off in her office. Perhaps the woman that stormed past me was security and… Shit…. Shit… shit, she’s going to fire me. I took a deep breath and shuffled down the hall. How embarrassing. How humiliating, and yet my cock remained hard. Did that mean being humiliated turned me on?

I couldn’t help myself when I entered the office, gushing out the speech I’d practiced a hundred times. “I’m a big fan of your work. True journalism. Uncovering the truth. That’s what I want most out of my life. I have this article I wrote.” With a shaky hand, I pulled out the article and straightened it. “It’s a little crumbled. But I’m….” I glanced at the framed interview she did for The Times I’d read a thousand times sucking up to her. I added, “I’ll ruthlessly pursue the truth. And I’ll do anything to find the truth.”

They both laughed. The woman who nearly ran me over shut the door.

Ms. Sanchez walked to her desk, fell into her chair, and asked, “So you’re willing to do whatever it costs to discover the truth? Are you ready to prove that?”

“Yes! I am.” At that point, I had no fucking idea what she had in mind or how far she would ask me to go to uncover the truth.


Chapter Four

I’m waiting for her to tell me what I must do to prove my dedication to becoming a first-rate investigative journalist. My determination and eagerness to prove myself drove me forward at that point. She studied me, her piercing gaze making me feel like she was undressing me. The rude woman who’d nearly knocked me over said, “It’s not a perfect match, but I’ll be damned. They look a lot alike.”

“He’s a guy, Grace. A fucking guy. How can this work? You know, the lecherous bastard. He might…Lorna was prepared to do anything she needed to get close to…Even if-” Ms. Sanchez glanced at me. “What’s your name?”

“Tom. I’m Tom. I’m a big fan—”

“Listen, Dotty, I know this, well, lady. She feminizes men. Most of them pay for the pleasure….” The woman who nearly knocked me over said.

I spoke up. “What? Wait, a minute. Feminize? I’m no freak.”

Grace ignored me. “Dotty Lorna Nguyen passed all her background checks and was cleared to serve as the governor’s maid. Her ID and her paperwork are done. Her security clearance is done. It was all set until she broke her leg.”

“She doesn’t have to start work—” Ms. Sanchez said.

Grace interrupted, “Compound fracture. It’s going to take six months before she can walk again. Listen, like I said. I did this piece on a dominatrix that—”

I interrupted. “Woah! I’m here. I’m not doing anything kinky!”

Ignoring me, the rude bitch said. “Listen, this is it. Lorna will do anything to get to the truth. You know what that could mean. This is not ideal. If someone doesn’t show up to work as the governor’s maid in two weeks, we’ll never get the proof. The entire series of articles is toast, you know it, and so do I. The Governor and the Justice Department will eat us alive without further proof. This is the only way.”

“Listen, what are you talking about?” I said.

Ms. Sanchez said, “Shut up. Let me think. So, if he gets caught….”

The rude ass woman said, “You heard him. He wants to be an investigative journalist, then let him. But he’s got to be feminized. Look at him.” She pulled a folder from her briefcase and dropped it on the desk. “Look at Lorna, then look at him. A little makeup and some training on how to act like a girl, and we’re in business.”

“Wait, a second. I’m not dressing up like a girl. No way! What if, what if someone you know?”

Ms. Sanchez opened the folder, pulled out an ID, and held it up, comparing my face to the face on the ID I assumed was Lorna’s. Later, I discovered how good AI was. “Damn. You’re right.” She stood and walked to the article I quoted. “What did you say? I’ll ruthlessly pursue the truth. And I’ll do anything to find the truth.”

“But? As a woman? Maybe I could get a job as a butler or something.”

The rude woman shook her head, “Lorna’s been vetted, and besides, you know the Governor. He’s nervous, and we went to great lengths to get Lorna a fake, well, fake everything and infiltrate the Governor’s mansion as a maid. She was prepared for all it took. We just need a tape, picture, or other documents proving the Governor is helping ‘Horse Cock’ Gionata.”

“Wow! Wait a second. Did you say Horse Cock?” Horse Cock Gionata was the biggest dealer of fentanyl in the country and ruthless, and his nickname said it all about what hung between his legs.

“Dotty, we do this, or we kill the story.”

Ms. Sanchez nodded. “Okay, what did you say your name was?”

“Tom.”

“Tom, this is it. Your chance. You look like, or could look like, Lorna. Lorna Nguyen. Lorna and I have been working on a story,” Ms. Sanchez said, leaning closer and sharing her secret. The look of deception on her face was like a carefully crafted mask hiding something. What were her true intentions? She was hiding something, but what? Why? “A story that could expose some of the most corrupt people in our city. And bring down Gionata.”

My heart skipped a beat at the mention of corruption, a story I wanted to be a part of, but undercover as a maid, dressed as a girl? That’s ridiculous.

Ms. Sanchez continued. “I have evidence. But it does not make a case that’s what Lorna volunteered to do, but she was in a car accident last night. We need you to go undercover in the Governor’s mansion instead of Lorna. Get close to him. Find the nail that will put a hammer in his coffin.”

“How am I supposed to do that? As a Maid. I’m a guy.” I furrowed my brows, trying to understand where this was leading.

“That’s where Mistress Gigi comes in.” The woman who nearly ran me over said with a sly smile.

Ms. Sanchez looked at me one more time. “Say yes, or go back to your vacuum cleaner.”

“Okay, so I don’t understand. You expect me to what?”

“Do what it takes to uncover the truth.”

“I’m not a freak.”

“Okay, Goodbye Tom.”

“No! I’ll do it. I’ll do it.”


Chapter Five

That was all it took. The next day, I stood in front of a long, low apartment house in the village. It looked like a fortress; the windows were all boarded up, and out front was a simple sign that said, Welcome.

I knocked on the door and dropped my backpack filled with my clothes. A woman, no, maybe a man, who looked surprisingly like a woman, dressed in a frilly pink outfit, like little bo peep or some shit like that. “Hello, I’m Sissy Betty, and you must be Tom. Welcome.”

“Listen, I’m not gay. I’m doing this to…. Well, I’m an investigative journalist and-”

“Please come in. Follow me. Let me take your bag. You’ll not be needing that.”

“What? Ms. Sanchez told me I’d be here for two weeks and-”

“We will provide all clothes.” Sissy Betty took my bag. I followed Sissy Betty down a long hall, my heart pounding. I considered turning around and going home. But then what? Go back to my life? Go back to being a janitor? I’d consented to do this only if I could write the article. Ms. Sanchez agreed if it met her standards. We walked and walked until we came to a door, a pink door.

“Wait here. Mistress Gigi wants a word before you enter.”

I waited for what felt like an hour. Then, behind me, the clack of heels resonates through the hall. I wanted to turn around, but I was afraid. I know it sounds stupid, but I was.

Behind me, a commanding sultry voice said, “Hello, Sissy. Ms. Sanchez told me about you. I have accepted this challenge because I owe Ms. Sanchez. Like I said, I have high standards, so you will be required to go through all sissy training and pass. There will be no laxness. I’ve been privy to where you’re going-”

“Wait, a minute. That’s a secret.” I worried if too many people knew when I arrived, they’d be lying in wait, ready to exact street justice.

“No worries, sissy, you can trust me. You’d be surprised men come from all social and economic statuses and pay through the nose to go through my training. So, I know how to be discreet.”

I stared straight at the pink door, goosebumps running over my skin. Next to the door was a large wicker basket. Above the basket was a sign that said, “Leave Your Masculinity Here.” Was I going to do this? What was I committing to?

“Well, turn around, sissy.”

I turned around and fidgeted with my hands, tugging at my T-shirt. I looked up at a goddess draped in leather; the mere presence of her towering over me made me shudder. Her piercing gaze was like the crack of a whip, striking fear and desire. In her right hand was a pink collar that said Sissy on it in glittering letters.

“Listen, I’m not what you think.”

“Shut up. You’re a virgin at twenty-one, and you think you‘re not a sissy?”

“Who told you that? That I’m a virgin?”

“Before you enter, we need to get one thing straight. I have high standards here, so you meet them or fail and leave. Don’t care about your story. Your career. Taking down crooked politicians or drug lords. No sissy of mine-”

Something about her words, the way she gave me no option, stirred deep down inside my groin, and I’d never have believed it, but I got hard. She stopped and glanced down. Staring at the tent pole in my pants.

I tried to recover some of my dignity, “I’m not a sissy.”

Mistress Gigi laughed. “That swelling tells me you are. You don’t think you are, but I know a sissy when I see one. Sissies get hard when their mistress speaks to them. I wouldn’t take you if you weren’t. So, here are the rules. Strip. Put your clothes in the basket next to you. Put the collar on and enter. Or leave the way you came.”

She spun on her heels and returned the way she came. What was I going to do? My God, my cock was hard. It was more than an erection. It was a raging hardon, and I was dripping precum. Why was this happening? I was doing this to propel my journalism career forward, not because I wanted to become a sissy. But my cock told a different story.

I turned toward the exit, thought, and turned back. I needed this. This was an opportunity of a lifetime. I removed my shirt. Dropped it in the basket. Then my shoes. Then my pants and standing in my underwear, my cock standing straight up, a wet spot on my white jockey shorts, I slipped them off. I slid the collar around my neck, struggling to get it latched.

I stood there naked, my cock hard, wondering not only what awaited me behind the pink door but why the hell was I getting aroused. I turned the handle and entered. I’m surrounded by pink. Pink walls. A pink sofa. Pink carpet. Pink everything.

I stood naked. Waiting as the pink clock ticked away. I stared at the neon screen that flashed sissy mantras. One said: I came here to learn how to be a cute, sexy slut. Slut? What had I gotten myself into? But as I read it, something hit home because my cock twitched. The next mantra stated I wanted to learn how to look sexy in a skirt. Further on, it said, I want to learn how to get fucked as a woman.

Five minutes passed. Fucked as a woman? What does that have to do with my assignment, and yet? There was a truth to it. No, I can’t do this. I turned, grabbed the pink door handle, and considered leaving, but then what?

I stood and waited. Read the neon screen that scrolled through mantras. I want to learn how to cook, clean and do chores like a good sissy maid and expect nothing in return except a man’s cum.

What?

Ten minutes passed. Fifteen more minutes.

Then Mistress Gigi entered.


Chapter Six

She took one look at me, her eyes locked on my twitching erection, and broke out laughing. “I think you’re going to uncover much more truth than you expected.”

I tried focusing on something else, like how far behind I was on my bills, and not how turned on I was being naked, with a pink collar that told everyone I was a sissy wrapped tightly around my neck and that I had so quickly submitted to this woman’s will. “Hey, I’m standing here naked. Your tits are hanging out, and what do you expect? I’m a man. Men get aroused by a nice pair of tits.” I said, trying to regain an inch or two of the masculinity slipping away. “And how about some clothes? It’s cold.”

She sighed. She cupped her breasts. “You mean these babies? They’re nice. Would you like to touch them?”

I nodded.

She smiled and grabbed my chin. “If you earn it. In the meantime, I agree clothes would be appropriate. First, to wear our clothes, the clothes of a sissy maid, you must be smooth.”

I knew what I was supposed to do. I understood I was here to fool everyone that I was Lorna Nguyen. But when she put sissy in front of the maid, it was like my training would be dirtier and nastier than learning how to pass as a woman and a maid.

She stepped forward, her fingers tracing the curves of my body, searching for any stray strand of hair that I assumed I’d have to remove. I had little. I’m smooth, mostly. Her touch implied her power over me and that my submission was not an option. My cheeks flushed, and my body tensed as she ran her hand down my chest.

“Just a little here.” She tugged on the few strands between my flat breasts.

I fidgeted, reaching out to grab something, anything. Mistress Gigi dropped to a knee, staring right at my cock, standing tall and proud, veins throbbing underneath the tight, brown skin of my flesh. She flicked her tongue across the tip of my cock.

“Fuck.” I said, as I nearly blew my load right then and there. I’d never had a woman touch it before.

Grinning, she said, “Look at that pathetic little thing, all swollen, red, and begging for attention.”

She teased my cock with her tongue as she inspected my legs. “So smooth, long-” She flicked her tongue across the head of my cock. “Just like a girl’s.”

“Oh, fuck.”

Mistress Gigi stood, stepped behind me, and playfully smacked my ass. “Grab your cheeks and spread them.”

“What? What are you going to do? I agreed to learn how to be a woman, not learn how to be gay.”

She laughed. “Oh, honey. If we turn you into a girl taking cock up your ass, well, it’s not an act of being gay, is it? It’s your sissy hole and will need to be used to get what you want.” She put her hand in the middle of my back and pushed. I tried fighting back, fighting this humiliating position, but it was as if she’d cast a spell over me.

Once bent over, my ass on display, every muscle in my body tightens and quivers, anticipating what? Her touch? Her hands smacking my ass? What? She could do anything to me in this position of unconditional surrender. I grabbed my calves, then my thighs, and then my ankles, back to my thighs. I’m tense, awaiting what will come next. Was she going to spank me? I almost wanted her to smack my ass. But I’m afraid I might like it. Being in such a vulnerable, submissive position, I should fight back and run for the door, but I’m aroused at having my ass in the air, exposed to anything she wishes to do to it.

My hands moved toward my ass, then I hesitated. I was no longer thinking about helping my journalism career but what it would feel like to have Mistress Gigi’s finger in my ass submitting to her will.

The crack of her hand against my flesh, my ass, echoes through the room. She smacked until the arousing rhythm and waves of pleasure through my body became a sting, then a burning. I objected, but I didn’t stand up. Run for the door, I took it. Took it as if I deserved it. I did. How was this possible?

When she stopped, she left behind a warm, tingling sensation in the shape of her hand. She’d done this before, I could tell. “When I tell my sissy to do something. Do it.”

My response was instinctual, the male bravado that my father had drummed into my mind. Men don’t bend over for women; spreading my ass cheeks in this position and getting something stuck in my ass violated society’s code of ethics. Men run the show. When I surrendered that first inch of my manhood and grabbed my butt cheeks, spreading my ass for her inspection, my mind filled with images of the accolades I’d get for bringing down a corrupt politician. Yet, when Mistress Gigi began rummaging around where no man should be violated, I longed for her to dig deeper.

“Stand up.”

I stood, surrendering to her will.

As she watched my cock, twitch left and right and dribble precum, she laughed, reached down, and clutched my cock. My head fell back, sure she would relieve the tension that had been building. I figured I’d get a hand job from all this humiliation.

As she stroked my cock, she said, “We have to build up the tension. Men that are denied orgasms are more submissive and….”

Every stroke brings a jolt of pleasure, building me towards satisfaction. Inching me closer. Closer. Each of her strokes inched me toward a release I desperately needed.

“Oh fuck. Thank you!”

She laughed. Stroked.

“Oh, shit, I’m close. I’m close…”

Mistress Gigi pulled her hand away, squeezed my balls, and I shot my load painfully, and fuck, something was missing. She laughed. There’s a puddle of cum on the floor. There was no pleasure. No relief. No relaxation that a normal orgasm brings. It was like the time my mother tried barging into my room when I was jacking off watching my favorite porn video. I’m just as horny as I was before. I shot my load and got no joy from it.

“That my little sissy is a ruined orgasm.” She said with a satisfied smirk. The glimmer in her eyes was all power and control. This was no accident. She intended to deny me pleasure and ruin my orgasm. Why? Then the reality of the situation hit me; I’d given up all control when I entered her sissy training center.

“Well?” She said, holding her cum soaked hand in my face and looking down at the gooey mess on the floor. “You don’t expect me to clean it up, do you?”

I glanced around the room, looking for a towel or washcloth, finding none I asked for. “With what?”

A devilish grin filled her face, and at that moment, I understood. “You want me to lick it up?”

“Yes. As I told Ms. Sanchez, I will make no accommodations for you. This is sissy training. I suspect you will enjoy it as much as or more than writing. So, start with the floor. Or you can leave. It is your choice. I’m not forcing you to do anything.”

I was at her mercy. I could leave, but then, who would I be? Go back to being a nobody? My eyes lowered, and I dropped to my knees, experiencing total surrender to Mistress Gigi. I opened my mouth, stuck out my tongue, and lapped up my gooey cum, and as I lapped up my cum, I got hard again. Was it the cum? Or her power over me? A force so intense that I’d humiliate myself to the point of eating my cum. Cum, by the way, was the product of a ruined orgasm. How humiliating! To lick up my cum, I got no pleasure from, and being on my knees with Mistress Gigi standing above me, losing control, turned me on to no end. I got hard again.

After I had the floor cleaned to her satisfaction, I sucked my cum off her fingers and hand, getting lost in the act. Forgetting about my money troubles, my desire to be an award-winning author, and that it only took half an hour for her to deprive me of my manhood.

“There’s a shower through that door.” She pointed to a door on my left. “Go wash off. All the required items are there. Shave. Don’t come back this way. There’ll be another door; go through that one, and we’ll get you dolled up.”

She turned and left.


Chapter Seven

Like every other room I’d entered, the sissy training center adorned the bathroom in pink. The fluffy pink rug in front of the bathtub called out to me to lay naked and sink into its warmth and comfort. The sweet, delicate scent of girly products blends to create a soothing and feminine aura. I melted. I’m not sure why. I shouldn’t like this; I should suffer through every minute of becoming a female. I reminded myself that becoming a sissy maid was just an assignment. Then I go back to being Tom.

There’s an envelope wrapped in a pink bow on the large vanity table with a matching pink stool in front of a large mirror. The note in effeminate swirls said, Sissy. Next to the envelope was a pink bell. I picked up the note and read. “This is your first step. Shave. Make sure you get all hairs off your body. Use the lotion after showering. Then, ring the pink bell.”

So, I showered, shaved, and rubbed the lotion over my body. After massaging the cream onto my body, my skin came alive. I ran my hand over my flesh; it’s cool, creamy, and silky smooth, and the strangest thing popped into my mind. I felt comfortable in my skin for the first time in my life; I rang the bell, and almost immediately, another sissy in pink entered.

With an effeminate gesture, she said, “I’m Sissy Ginger, and oh my, you’re a cutie. So I have the picture we’re supposed to use to make over your face. My, you look like her, honey.” She patted the vanity chair, I sat, and she went to work. “We are restricted for time, so I’ll do your makeup the first couple of times, providing you with instructions along the way.”

She went to work explaining each step as she went. When done, I’ll be damned, but I was a dead ringer for Lorna Nguyen. I’m stunning. The makeup accentuated my high cheekbones, and how she’d done my eyeshadow made my almond-shaped eyes look mysterious and alluring. As I scrutinized my reflection, the feminine me, I got hard again. Rock hard, and the ruined orgasm I had only made my need for release greater.

Sissy Ginger glanced down at my erection, smiled, and said, “Enjoy your last erection for a few weeks.”

“What? What do you mean? They’re not giving me some sort of drug, are they? Salt Peter or something?”

“Oh, heavens no. You’ll get to where you’ll feel naked without it on.”

“It? What is it.”

“You’ll see, let’s step next door and get you in your uniform. You will be required to be in your maid’s outfit all day. I hear you’re going to the governor’s mansion; I hate that asshole. I hope you take him down. Anyway….”

She opened the door, and guess what? We stepped into another pink room. This one was a dressing room. Mistress Gigi entered with a little pink device and a glass of ice water right on cue as if she’d been watching. She shook her head while looking at my aching erection. “What a horny little devil you are. Being horny is good, but showing it in such a manly fashion is not acceptable. Oh, no, we can’t have that in any sissy of mine. Time to put that part of you under control.”

I held up my hands, “Wait a minute! What are you planning to do?” I’m not sure it mattered. Despite my verbal protests, I was putty in her hands, willing to do almost anything. As I considered it, I considered how willing I was to accept this assignment. Would I have taken it if a male journalist or anyone else besides Ms. Sanchez had asked me to dress up? Was I her bitch too? Now that I think about it, I was her bitch even before I met her.

“This little device-” She dangled a pink plastic cage. “-will assure your submission to whoever has the key and expedite your training, and denying you pleasure will bless you with submission to do anything to get to the governor.”

“Listen. I’m not sure. This isn’t what I thought.”

She dropped to a knee, grabbed my cock, and said, holding the glass of ice water in her hand. “Ms. Sanchez told me to remind you if you were feeling a little nervous or were considering backing out. This is what it takes. To be a journalist, an investigative journalist, to go undercover. Ms. Sanchez will hold the key and unlock your little cock for you when and if you complete your mission and you write an article for her. Prove how far you’ll go for a story.”

I closed my eyes, gulped, and nodded. Mistress Gigi dunked my tortured flesh into the glass. Chills run up my spine, and my cock immediately softens. In no time, I’m locked up. Mistress Gigi soaked in my body, dangling the key. I can tell she’s someone who enjoys her job. “I’m giving this key to Ms. Sanchez. She wants you when you succeed, she’ll unlock you.” She winked and left.

Another Sissy entered, joining Sissy Ginger, and they went to work. First came a corset. They explained how I could put it on myself. The underwear is black, see-through, and ruffled. They feel so soft and good. I realized that if I’d not been caged, I’d have a rip-roaring boner right now. They helped me slide into the black and white maid outfit. The collar and cuffs make me look puritanical, submissive, and obedient. The skirt is short, showing off my slender legs, and now I see them in a different life there: sexy legs. Legs men are going to be drooling over them. Why am I even feeling proud of that?

When I bent over to slide into the black fishnet stockings, I realized how easy it would be for my ass to be exposed in this short skirt. Knowing that someone would find my ass wrapped in frilly silk desirable turned me on. I struggle into high heels, finishing my outfit with a lace headpiece. I’m guided to the mirror because walking in these heels is difficult.


Chapter Eight

It doesn’t take me long to realize this will not be easy. My first task is to practice walking. I figured, how hard could it be? Put one foot in front of the other? No problem, right?

Sissy Gina said, “Heel to toe, gorilla!”

“Okay. Okay.”

“Small, slow, small steps; swing those hips, girl!”

That feels good. Surprisingly good, swinging my hips. Oh my, as I take small steps and sway my hips, I’m almost wishing I had a lovely tight dress on.

“Good. Keep going.” Under the tutelage of Sissy Gina, I walked back and forth for two hours before lunch. Then, after cleaning up the lunch dishes, Sissy Gina guided me to a large bedroom, where she instructed me on the proper way to make a bed, dust, fold clothes, and vacuum. It was hard as hell in heels, and doing all this in a short maid’s skirt and soft, frilly panties made me horny as hell. Being a janitor wasn’t much different from this, drudgery and monotonous, but cleaning in a sexy maid’s outfit made the struggle of the tasks exhilarating. Almost a sexual act, like foreplay especially bending over, exposing my ass. When I felt the cool air hit my exposed ass, the twitching of my aching and denied flesh locked tight between my thighs was almost too much.

Sissy Gina reprimanded me time and time again, “Girls don’t bend over. Sluts do.”

I’m not sure where all these strange new thoughts come from or why, but I considered what it would be like to be a slut. I thought about being at the Governor’s mansion cleaning, bent over, maybe straightening the sheets, or picking up some of the Governor’s clothes. He walked into the room, grabbed my panties, yanked them down to my ankles, and pushed me down onto the bed. As I protested, the jangle of his belt, the whisper of the fabric against his skin, and his heavy breathing filled the air. I squirm, but that’s only an act.

Sissy Gina snapped me out of my fantasy. “Only use the slut method when you want to attract the attention of a male.”

Yep. The slut method might come in handy.

After cleaning the room to her satisfaction, Sissy Gina messed it up again, then again, then again. By the time it was dinner time, I’d cleaned the bedroom several times. We stopped at the door to a strange room as we headed to dinner. My gaze bounced back and forth between the wall with four holes in it, the mirrored wall across from it, which had several sizes of dildoes stuck to it, and the four fucking machines.

Sissy Gina said, “This room is a required part of our training. Not yours. This is the place to come if you want to learn the subtle art of pleasing a man. Feel free to practice the subtle art of seduction if you so desire.”

I couldn’t speak. My mouth dropped open as my pulse quickened with what should have been a taboo craving for me. To do what no real man should do: submit to another man. Yet, the thought was there. I wanted to say no. No fucking way. I’m ashamed I even considered it. Later, I’d realize how much I enjoyed pleasing and submitting my body for use. For now, I justified my desire as necessary for the assignment, but I knew then who I was.

Sissy Gina seeing the excitement in my eyes, “Mistress Gigi makes the glory holes available for our training at specific times. You may check out the schedule on the door. Since your training schedule doesn’t include pleasing a man training, I suppose if you wanted, you could, if you so desired to, try them out in your free time. Come, sissy, we don’t want to be late for dinner.”

We ate dinner. Sissy Gina guided me to my room, which was right next door to the taboo training room. I’m unsure how they referred to it, but that’s the only way I could describe it. My room is, of course, pink and tiny, with enough room for a small cot and a television that popped on when we entered. Immediately a porn video came on, but it was unlike any porn video I’d ever watched. The screen flashed in rapid-fire sequences. All of them showed a sexy woman sucking a cock. There’s wild, thumping, sensual music playing, and occasionally, Mistress Gigi would chime in and say, “You are a cock sucking whore.”

I looked for the remote. How the hell am I going to sleep with that on? I can’t imagine sleeping through the loud, pounding club music.

Mistress Gigi’s sultry yet commanding voice chimes in, “Suck cock. Just do it. Drop to your knees. Be a sissy slut.”

“Sorry, it works on a schedule. It turns on when you enter and doesn’t turn off until morning.” Sissy Gina added as she shut the door. “See you in the morning.”


Chapter Nine

I lay down. The video played. I closed my eyes and buried my head in the pillow. But with the volume preset to blaring, the constant barrage of Misstress Gigi taunting me to do what sissy sluts do filtered through. Digging into my mind. Prying. Looking for any sign of acceptance. “Give in to your true nature, and suck cock.” I smothered my head into the pink pillow to drown out the sound.

Still, like a siren’s call, Mistress Gigi’s demands implored me to do what before was an impermissible act for a man: suck cock. Even the thought of it would have been so taboo. It was so humiliating; I’d never cross the line. But the driving music drove the words deep into my mind, finding what they were looking for, something I had never thought was there. A hidden urge. A craving. I opened my eyes and watched flashing scenes of big cocks wrapped in swollen lips on happy faces. It looked so fun, sucking cock. They were enjoying themselves. The cocksuckers. Maybe I’d like it if I tried it. What does cock taste like? What does it feel like to have flesh stretching my mouth?

A flash to a scene of creamy white fluid splattering a girl’s face. Drenching her with pleasure. I squeezed my eyes shut. I can’t watch it anymore. But I want to see more. I want to watch. I imagined the warm, creamy discharge seeping into every crevice of my skin, dripping down my cheeks, drying my eyelids shut, and trickling into the corners of my mouth. This can’t be. What am I? A cock sucker? Gay? A sissy? Submissive? A slut?

No. I’m not. I’m not gay. This is just an assignment. Nothing more, nothing less.

I’m not feeling these things. I’d never suck cock. Never. I stood on my bed and looked for a way to turn it down or off. The knobs are gone.

I lay on my bed, propped my pillow against the wall, and slipped into the spell of the video. As I watch, I’m excited and want to feel a man’s strong, mighty hand behind my neck, forcing his hot, hungry flesh between my lips. Wanting him to drive his hips forward, making me take his cock. Wanting him to satisfy his ferocious appetite with my mouth, my lips, and my throat. I wanted a man, any man, to force his eager, rigid shaft deep into my mouth until I felt soft flesh pressing against the back of my throat. I lift my skirt, slide my hand into my panties, and am greeted with disappointment.

I play with the cold, smooth metallic lock, wondering if Ms. Sanchez has the key yet. Is she wearing it? Is it on a necklace around her neck? Is she thinking of me right now? Is she proud of me because I’ve gone the extra mile to help her bring down a corrupt politician? Or is she repulsed by my submission?

I find I’m turned on, knowing she controls my pleasure, that I’m hers now. I massage the warm plastic encasing my cock, imagining her praise when I tell her how I sacrificed my ass, my mouth, and my masculinity for her.

“Such a good girl you are.” Ms. Sanchez whispers to me as the sissy hypno pulls me in further. I drifted further into sissyland and realized how easy it had been. How much easier it would be to turn me into a slut. A cock sucking whore. Why has it been so easy? I’d seen how magicians hypnotized people into believing they were birds or other animals. Am I merely suffering from a magician’s trick? Or is this Sissy hypnosis video that effective? Or did it simply locate what was already there and drag it to the surface?


Chapter Ten

I couldn’t take it any longer. I jumped out of bed, opened the door, and glanced down the hallway. Ten feet from me, I could settle the chaos in my mind and figure out my true desires. If having cock shoved down my mouth was genuinely what I wanted, I could find out, or was all this just a sacrifice I was making as part of my assignment? All I had to do was take twenty steps, open the door, and try out one of these kinky toys. They’re not the real deal. They won’t feel like real flesh, hot, juicy, and throbbing with desire, but it would settle the confusion in my mind.

I wonder what it’s like to have a cock grow inside my mouth, blood pumping through its veins. Maybe I should try it. If it’s part of the job to get close to the governor, I’ll do it. It’s only what being a journalist does, uncovering the truth. Like my mentor, I’ll do whatever it takes to find the truth, even if I don’t like it. But what if I do?

What had Mistress Gigi said just hours ago? “I think you’re going to uncover much more truth than you expected.” What better way to determine if being a sissy was who I was than experimenting for the public good?

I inched down the hall, back against the wall, not wanting to get caught slipping from an unlucky straight guy to an experienced sissy slut. “Suck cock. You know you want it, sissy.” The video had already scarred my mind with wild, kinky thoughts. Or were they already there, and I’d been repressing them?

At the door, I grabbed the handle, wondering if I could be an exceptional investigative journalist and a sissy? I turned the knob, hoping I’d be alone in the room. Hoping I could try the toys out in secret. Just see for myself. No one would have to know. I opened the door as I thought about what excuse I’d use if there were another sissy practicing the fine art of cock sucking.

With the door opened, I listened. I hear no moaning, slurping, or gagging. Convinced I’m alone, I step into the doorway. The room’s dark. I turn on the light and enter. I’m alone with toys calling me. “Come on, sissy. Play with us. You know you want to. We’re not real cock, but once you get a taste. You’ll want more.”

I close the door and turn the lock, wondering how I’ll explain being here if someone knocks. My eyes fix on the plastic cocks stuck to the wall-to-wall mirror.

Okay, this is just research.

I dropped to my knees in front of the smallest dildo. I must have activated a motion sensor because an AI-generated image of Mistress Gigi appeared. “Hello, cumslut. Are you an apprentice or a professional cocksucker? Please select your desired guidance.”

The screen offered me two options. After selecting the apprentice button, Mistress Gigi’s avatar said, “Follow along.”

A cock appeared on the screen. I stared at it. I studied the big, thick head throbbing in front of me.

“Do you want to suck cock like a porn star?” The video paused. “I didn’t hear your response cum slut.”

“Yes. I do I want to suck cock like a porn star.” I say the words with more enthusiasm than I expected, and down below, my cock tries to break free.

“Do you want men standing in line waiting to use your mouth?”

Strange question. But what popped into my mind was a porn video I had watched about a hundred times, a hundred-guy blowbang, and damned if when I watched, I wasn’t fantasizing that I was the girl. “Yes. Yes. Hell, why not? I want them wrapped around the building, waiting for my mouth.”

“Do you want to have the power to bring men to toe-curling, back-arching, mind-blowing orgasms?”

I imagined being able to milk a cock of its treasure just by the flick of my tongue and said, “Yes!”

“Then let’s begin. Cumslut by submitting your mouth and your throat and following my instructions on the surface, it will seem that you are losing control, but in reality, if you learn how to suck cock you are in control. You are the master. Lots of girls and boys try it. But few master it. The key to being a world-class cocksucker is enthusiasm. Love what will be your true purpose in life, and you will be among the few, the proud that can truly give good head. If you don’t love sucking cock, you’ll never be good at it. Do you love sucking cock?”

“Yes.” I’ve never been so pumped about anything in my life. I’ll learn, and the governor will spill all his secret connections. I lined my head up with the smallest dildo, waiting for the avatar to instruct me on how to proceed. God, I wanted this.

“Oh, my.” Mistress Gigi’s avatar said, “We have someone wanting to use our Gloryhole. I’ve notified them you are in training, and they will sacrifice their flesh for your practice. Are you willing?”


Chapter Eleven

I turned to see a flaccid white cock hanging loosely through the Gloryhole.

I hesitated. The avatar said, “Do not worry, slut, it will be completely anonymous. You know you want it. I will guide you. Go. Kneel before your purpose in life.”

I did. A screen above the glory hole comes to life, and a prompt says follow along. The scent that emanates smells like me. I sniffed my shoulder, the same scent coming from my body. Strange. Perhaps I’m smelling myself. I stare at the flesh, exhale, and even my slight warm breath brings it to life. Following the screen, I wrap my hand around the still limp flesh. It’s warm. The soft skin tenses and pulses as I stroke. It fills my palm as I massaged it and spit on the head as instructed. It grows. It’s warm, pulsating, and feels incredibly inviting against my palm. The scent surrounding it is unbelievably arousing, filling my senses with a mixture of lust and submission.

I watched, stroked, and spit, following my instructions above the glory hole. I’m waiting for the screen to flash and instruct me to open my mouth. But I wait patiently, doing as I'm told, enjoying relinquishing control, even to a video. Behind the paper-thin wall, I hear the groans of whomever I’m pleasing. I’m eagerly awaiting what comes next. I want to open my mouth and dive in. My knees twitch, eagerly expecting what’s up next on my agenda.

Finally, the words I’ve been waiting for, “Suck it,” I’m filled with desire, and so is the man on the other side of the wall. I glance at the screen and follow along, wrapping my lips around the head of my anonymous hookup’s cock, taking it as deep inside my mouth as I can. He tastes like jasmine, and it’s sweet, what one might expect a girl’s cock might taste like if they had one. I love it.

“Oh, yeah!” The effeminate voice screamed.

In no time, my mouth is filled to the brim with his massive member. I suck on it greedily, wanting all of him inside me. Following along with the girl in the video, every third or fourth time, I flick my tongue across my subjects’ flesh. I’m turned on beyond belief by this sensation, by the power I feel in pleasing him. I want more; I want everything he offers. I pull away from his cock, and a moment later, he spurts his warm and sticky jism all over my face.

I can’t believe I just sucked a cock. Ashamed and embarrassed, I bolt upright, run across the room, and open the door; the wet, sticky sensation of cum on my face is shameful. As I dart down the hall to my room, it feels like someone threw a gob of extra thick lotion on my face. I opened my door and fell back against the door. The sensation of cum plastered on my face was highly erotic and stimulating, like I’d been adorned with a badge of honor for my cock sucking skills. Yet I’m ashamed.

After washing my face, I fell asleep.


Chapter Twelve

The following day, Sissy Gina woke me, waited for me to shower, did my makeup, and did our morning chores before breakfast. At breakfast, everyone seemed to be amused and whispered secretly among themselves.

Did they know? Oh, my God. I wanted to hide, and I was glad when breakfast was over. I spent the rest of the day learning to walk, talk, clean, and act like a woman. That night I made my appearance in the sissy room and sucked another cock. Each day of the week went the same, and as the days wore on, I grew more comfortable with makeup, surprised at how good I was at it. By the second week, the ache for pleasure shifted from my sissy clitty, to my ass and nipples. So by the second week, not only was I sucking cock but riding the fucking machines on my secret nightly excursions.

Of course, the machines seemed to trigger Misstress Gigi’s avatar, and I was given instructions on how to take cock like a sissy. My first night, it took forever just to get the dildo in my ass. It was more pain than pleasure, but Mistress Gigi’s avatar encouraged me to try again. By the third night of my second week, I rode the machine like an animal. Like an addict waiting for her next fix, that’s all I thought about during the day. When a cock popped up in the Gloryhole, I dove in, strung out for my cum fix.

I sucked cock and mounted my joyride. I got this weird, strange, warm tension inside me. I wanted to ride and ride. But my duties as a maid were tiring, and I couldn’t lose focus on why I was here. I was here for Ms. Sanchez. I was here to learn to be a maid to bring down a corrupt politician, Not to have a sissygasm.

I walked and talked surprisingly like a woman and enjoyed myself as my graduation approached. Even my voice was feminine. Most importantly, my cock sucking techniques were first-rate, developing the most critical skill: enthusiasm. I loved sucking cock.

Finally, I graduated.

At the ceremony, Mistress Gigi handed me my diploma, and as I walked out the door, twelve sissies lined up to say their goodbyes. I gave the first in line a feminine hug and kissed each of her cheeks. She kissed my cheek and whispered, “Thank you for your attention. Your lips were wonderful.”

Before I stepped down the line, I glanced curiously into her eyes. She winked. Strange. I stepped to the next sissy in line. Repeated the process. “Your lips were divine.”

What the hell was she talking about?

Move. Hug. Kiss. “I needed the relief, thank you.”

Move. Hug. Kiss “You certainly have enthusiasm.”

What?

Move. Hug. Kiss. “I’m sorry I came so quickly. You’ll understand when you get out of your cage.”

Then it hit me, who the anonymous cocks belonged to. I’d sucked off every sissy in the sissy training center.

Move. Hug. Kiss. “Was my cum warm splattered all over your face pleasing for you?”

I repeated the process until I’d run down the line. Mistress Gigi was the last in line; she handed me my diploma and smiled. “You uncovered much more truth than you expected, didn’t you?”

I nodded and curtsied as Misstress Gigi trained me.


Chapter Thirteen

I arrived at the Governor’s mansion, checked in as Ivy Li, and was guided to my quarters, nervous about my assignment. I was excited, though, too, knowing Ms. Sanchez held not only the key to me ever having an orgasm again, at least as a man. But she also held the key to my future as an investigative journalist. All I had to do to unlock both was to find the evidence she needed, and that evidence would be here. After settling into my maid’s quarter, the head of security and the household wasted no time handing me my list of duties. Looking at the list, it took little thought to realize I’d have little time for anything but cleaning.

I did not want to call attention to myself, so I adhered strictly to my schedule. No deviation. Just work. I didn’t look for evidence of the governor’s crimes or deviate from my schedule, making sure my secret remained that way. It wasn’t hard; everyone ignored the staff. I put on the show of a lifetime, figuring it’d be in the first week or two if they were looking for a reason not to trust me.

My mornings began by preparing the Governor’s coffee and laying out his clothes for the day. Once he was ready, I would bring him his morning brew at the dining room table, accompanied by a freshly cooked breakfast from the chef. When he departed for the statehouse and his office, I tidied up the bedroom, dusted, vacuumed, and cleaned the upstairs, downstairs, and the governor’s home office to complete my daily cleaning tasks.

Ms. Sanchez felt his home office would offer me my best chance to find evidence. She instructed me to keep an eye out for anything related to HC. I combed through documents and files daily; though the laptop offered my best hope without the password, I was out of luck.

During my job as a maid and my secret duty to uncover the truth, I did my best to focus on my task, bringing down a corrupt politician and a very evil man, but my mind wandered. Wandered to other desires. My new cravings, the new sissy urges, only increased as time passed, and the overwhelming need for the pressure of a hungry, raging erection driving into the back of my throat. Closing in at a close second was my yearning for something to plow deep into my ass. It would be safe to say that my new sissy cravings challenged my focus.

The itch was getting out of control. So much so that when I brought the Governor’s breakfast to him each morning, I found myself tempted to slip away with his banana and indulge in my kinky needs.

Day in and day out, I cleaned the bedroom when he left for the office, and Justine, his trophy wife, left for her job. Day in and day out, I cleaned his office at home. Each day that passed, my concentration faltered because even the opportunity to jack off and relieve the building of sexual tension had been denied me.

By the end of the second week, doubts gnawed at me. There was no evidence of any wrongdoing, no hint of illegal activity. I continued my duties as a maid and dutifully served breakfast to the Governor and his wife, Justine. My eyes lingered on the governor’s crotch when I placed the governor’s breakfast plate in front of him, and my thoughts strayed. How big was his cock? Could I use my newfound cock sucking skills as a weapon? Tempt him with my mouth or offer myself to him in ways that would squeeze a confession out of him? How far was I willing to go for the sake of justice? Could I break him with just the sheer power of my lips?

Each night, denied the use of what was once the center of male pleasure, I played with my nipples and fingered my ass, suffering with a burning desire for satisfaction. While playing with my nipples and ass, the only pleasure centers available to me, I imagined how things might go, “Oh God, Ivy, your lips are so divine, so good… I’ll do anything for you. Oh God, you’re the best cocksucker I ever had. What do you want?”

“If you want a blowjob, sir, just speak into the microphone and confess your crimes,”

As I sucked his cock, the governor confessed. “After my business failed, I had only one choice: to stay afloat, make a deal with the devil, and assist in the distribution of drugs.” I laughed myself to sleep. How naïve I was to think that this would be that easy.

By the third week, I had uncovered nothing resembling corruption. Ms. Sanchez was breathing down my throat. Now what? How was I supposed to gather the evidence? Suck him off until he confesses?

The next day, as I cleaned the master bedroom, I imagined ‘Horse Cock’ once the fixer for the mob spilling his guts as I swallowed his massive flesh. “I killed forty people.”

As I straightened the bedsheets, I imagined the interview Horse Cock might do with one of the news shows after his conviction based on my story. In his prison cell, the interviewer asked, “Why did you confess? After all these years?”

“Ivy is the best cocksucker in the world, and I would have done anything for those lips to be wrapped around my cock.”

“So you confessed to crimes you know would put you behind bars for life, all to….”

“Yes! I confessed so she’d wrap her sexy lips around my cock. You don’t know. You can never know. I wish she were here right now.”

I finished cleaning. Maybe I could get into the laptop. Where would he hide the password if he forgot it? I searched the governor’s dresser, the desk in the bedroom, the closet and turned up nothing. Not a single clue.

So, I rummaged through Justine’s dresser, looking for a clue, and I was a little curious about what she wore. The trophy wife. The submissive doll always doting and serving all her husband's needs. In the third drawer, under magazines and folders, I didn’t find a clue to help in my quest to bring the governor down, but I discovered a collection of toys, very kinky toys. Toys of a dominatrix.


Chapter Fourteen

I picked up an incredibly thick and long plastic cock. The suppressed need overwhelmed me. My nipples swelled, so sensitive since I’d been denied the use of the flesh between my legs. It was like a need awakened in them. They ached to be pinched. Licked. Played with. It was like my cock no longer existed. Then my sissy hole spoke up loud and clear. “Do not deny my need any longer.”

I responded with reason, “I can’t. I can’t risk getting caught. What if someone comes home? Or checks on me. What happens then? They fire me. I’m embarrassed. Can I?”

My sissy hole refused to accept my fears. She wanted what was long overdue a cock, even a plastic one. “No one’s here, faggot. No one ever checks on you. The cooks in the kitchen. The other maid is downstairs cleaning. You’re the only other one here. Bend over. Please give it to me. I want it. I need it. You do, too. Just bend over, spread those cheeks, and take it.”

I’d read about sissygasm and was already at the first step. A fullness inside. A need. After checking down the hall, I inched the door shut and dropped my panties.

Then, pull them back up. I can’t. If this gets out, it will ruin Ms. Sanchez. Shame her. Embarrassed her if it gets out that she hired a sissy to spy on the governor. It could destroy her magazine. Her career.

But my sissy cravings refused to be denied any longer. “No one will know. What are you? You’re a slut. What do sluts do? Justine’s gone. The governor’s gone. It won’t hurt. I need it.”

I shimmy out of my maid panties, lift my skirt, and bend over, ready to take the cock-

“What the hell are you doing?” It’s Justine.

I stand. Lower my skirt and turn to face my employer. The panties are visible on the floor. Visible with a nice big wet stain on the front.

“I. I.”

“Lift that skirt,” Justine said.

What could I do? I obeyed. I enjoyed serving, so I found it arousing to show her the little pink cage encasing my cock.

“You’re a guy? What kind of pervert are you?”

“I….” I glanced at the collection of toys overflowing from the six-inch deep drawer.

“I….” It seemed Justine had explaining to do, too.

We stared at each other for several minutes. Then, like I was her priest, Justine confessed. “I’ve always wanted the chance to feel what it was like to have a big, fucking cock. I’ve been the trophy wife for years. Before that, I was someone’s trophy girlfriend. I want to…” She rummaged through the drawer and pulled out a leather harness. “I want to find out how the other side lives.”

She unzipped her skirt and let it fall. “I asked Lavonne, but he wasn’t into it. Why should a man get all the power, the control?”

She slid out of her panties, the moistness between her legs obvious.

“Taking a man. Fucking his ass, to me, is the ultimate control. I want that. The feeling of dominance. So if you want to keep your job.” She slipped the harness over her hips and attached the dildo.

“Lay down, bitch.”

“What? Listen, this is not what it seems like. I’m not a maid. I’m an investigative journalist-” The story spilled out.

“So you want proof. First, you’re going to let me pound that sissy ass of yours. Understand. On your back. Legs in the air.”

I obeyed. What choice did I have? Honestly, I didn’t want one. I’m not sure if after she used my sissy hole, she’d call security or help me. Or we’d go on like nothing had happened. Maybe this would be a daily routine.

Justine kneeled, put my ankles on her chest, and aligned her cock with my sissy pussy. “I wanted my husband to do this. To pussify his ass. Turn it into my hole to use. I’m tired of being his bitch. Being the….” She grabbed my ankles and pushed them back toward my head as she worked her way in. I cringed as her cock stretched me. “That’s it. That’s what I want to see. Beg for it slut. Beg for it.”

It wasn’t an act when I let out my pleas. “Oh god, fuck me. Fuck me hard. I’ll do anything.”

Halfway inside me, she stopped her assault on my ass. I wiggled my ass, trying to maneuver her all the way inside me.

“That’s it, sissy. Beg for it. Come on, show me how bad you want it. I want you to be my submissive little bitch, instead of me being someone else’s.”

She reached under my hips and lifted; in this position, she can control me in any way she pleases. She was in total control, and I loved it. After several minutes of tender thrusts and wiggling, she exerted her dominance.

As her hips thrust forward, she stared down at me. Her gaze could cut through steel, a piercing and powerful stare that demanded submission and respect. I let go. Let her use me. I wasn’t worried about anything but letting her do what she wanted.

I could tell with each powerful thrust she was taking out years of sexual frustration. The slap of flesh on flesh created a sensual energy that seared my skin. And inside me, tension builds each time her cock slams into my sissy G-spot. It’s incredible. She was feeling it, too. Her pussy had to be sopping wet because I could feel her warmth drizzling down my inner thigh and pooling around my sissy hole.

She hammered her dildo into me, “You like being my bitch?”

“Oh, fuck yeah.” My body tightened, trembling, ready to pop.

We stared at each other. Her eyes burned with the intensity, knowing I was hers. She let go with a final barrage of dominance as my body trembled under her powerful thrusts, quivering as she asserted her power, dominance, and control over me. Then something happened I‘d never experienced before. It was the most intense and pleasurable experience of my life. My hot, sticky liquid coated my stomach, coming in waves for both of us. It wasn’t a male orgasm; pleasure radiated through my body as I shot not once but twice. The massive amount of cum on my stomach tickles as it dries. Having cum in such a submissive position was arousing because of how degrading it was. How humiliating to be taken like a slut. But I can’t deny how satisfying the entire experience was.

Justine pulled her cock out after the most intense experience of my life. She stood over me, hands on hips, her dildo glistening with her juices and mine. “Clean it up.”

As I slobbered over her cock. She talked. “I can’t live without this. So, I’m asking Lavonne again to be my bitch. If he refuses, you get your evidence. If he agrees to be my bitch, you leave. I can’t have anyone hurting my property. Understand.”

I nodded as I liked up the remnants of her pleasure.


Chapter Fifteen

Since I’m sitting in the bar, watching the news break, you can guess which way that last night went. Lavonne, the governor, to her to fuck off. So, I got my proof. More than I ever imagined. I told Justine I was disappointed I didn’t get to suck cock. She smiled and said, “Oh, don’t worry slut. I’ve got plans for that mouth of yours.”

It turns out that there was never a Lorna Nguyen; Ms. Sanchez tricked me into crossdressing. Ms. Sanchez truly goes to any lengths to get her story.

Like Mistress Gigi said, “I think you’re going to uncover much more truth than you expected.”

Justine and I met in the strangest circumstances, but tonight, I become hers. We are a match made in heaven.
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