
        
            
                
            
        


Feminized and Used by my Step-Mother: Caught, Locked, and Used

by Vanessa Lockridge




“Aaron, we need to talk about this.”

The panties dangled from her hand, pinched between two fingers like some kind of lab specimen. Just seeing them made my stomach drop. High-waisted and vintage style, they were a beautiful expanse of red silk and black lace embroidery. A line of ruffles ran in thick lines across the rear, and a pretty, floppy bow sat on the waistband at the front.

They were my favorite of hers. And she knew exactly what I was doing with them.

She doesn’t know anything. Don’t admit anything and you’ll be safe.

“About — about what, Jane?”

She raised her slender eyebrows. “Are you sure that’s what you want to ask me?”

“I — I don’t understand,” I stammered, feigning my ignorance but not my anxiety. “Are those… yours?”

Her brow furrowed and her lips tightened. I was desperate to stand up and leave, but that would make me look even more guilty. 

“Don’t play dumb with me,” she said, her voice high and irritated. “I know what you’ve been doing with my underwear.”

“Why would I want to do anything with my step-mother’s underwear?”

“Because they’re beautiful?” she asked, her tone verging on sarcastic. She took a breath and steadied herself, shoulders relaxing. “And you love my beautiful things.”

“I —“

She cut me off with a raised hand, dropping the panties onto the table between us. “I’ve been cleaning stains off of my satin panties ever since you came back from school, Aaron,” she said, sliding them across the table. “And I don’t make sticky messes in them when I wear them.”

Sure enough, there was a dark stain across the front, near the middle of the soft, red satin. Exactly where I had wrapped them around my cock yesterday afternoon.

“I don’t put them on!” I objected. Technically the truth — I had always drawn the line there.

“But you’re aching to, aren’t you.”

A chill ran down my back and butterflies erupted in my stomach. There was no way she was saying what I thought she was saying, right?

“Jane — No — I don’t —“

“I have other pretty things you could wear, dear,” she said, her voice low and conspiratorial. There was an eerie smirk on her face now. “Lovely, silky things. Wouldn’t you like that?”

“Why would I want to wear any of your lingerie?”

“Because you’re the kind of boy who knows the word ‘lingerie.’”

“So I like a woman in lace. That’s not weird!”

“Neither is being curious, dear,” she said, the smirk softening into a smile. “And I know just how curious you are. Wouldn’t you like me to answer all your burning questions?”

“I think I can find out on my own.”

“But I have so much experience to share with you.”

Exactly what kind of experience did she have?

“What are you — Is there something —“

“I noticed you have a special affection for this lovely red pair. I must have cleaned the a dozen times.”

She hoisted them in the air again, letting them dangle from her perfectly-manicured fingers, bright red and glossy. Just like her lips. Why was I noticing her lips now? And why were my pants suddenly so tight?

“They’re very pretty,” I said slowly and cautiously. If I let her think I’m interested, I could get out of this.

But I was definitely not interested.

“They’re part of a set, you know,” she said. “Would you like to see the rest?”

“You’re not — is this a trick?” My voice was tinted with horrible, transparent excitement. My stomach clenched as I watched the smile widen on her face. It wasn’t smug or even satisfied — it was victorious. 

“No, darling,” she said softly, pushing the panties across the table towards me. “I know all about how exciting panties can be. And I want to teach you everything I know.”

—

“Strip.”

A simple command, spoken so confidently that I almost didn’t realize what I was doing. It was embarrassing to stand in front of my step-mother like that, naked and hard. We both knew why I was so excited, but I covered myself with my hand anyway. Her gaze slid up and down my body as she appraised me.

“If you’re going to be properly dressed, you need stockings,” she said, opening the slender top drawer of her dresser. “And I insist that you are properly dressed.”

The same drawer I had spent many afternoons exploring, foolishly thinking I was leaving no trace. She removed a pair of gossamer black stockings with a tall band of lace at the top. The same pair I had looked at so fondly every time I’d raided her panty drawer before.

Now I was finally getting to wear them.

She rolled each stocking into a soft donut and left me to roll them up my legs. I gasped as I dipped my toe into them, each a delicious, silken embrace. They stroked my skin as I tugged them into place, snapping them sweetly around my thigh.

“Just think,” she said as she withdrew an arching, red satin garter belt from the drawer. “You don’t have to hide this from me anymore, Aaron. You can wear your pretty panties whenever you want, and I can play with you too.”

“I’d rather not, Jane,” I said as she slipped around behind me. “I — I promise not to touch any of your stuff ever again.”

“You and I know both know you can’t keep that promise, dear. Just look at how exciting this all is for you!” For an instant, her fingers wrapped around my quivering cock. I sucked air in between my teeth.

“Oh!” I moaned. Then her hand was gone and the red satin garter belt was being pulled into place around my waist.

“Besides,” she whispered, her lips almost touching my ear. “I like seeing you in panties. It’s such a turn-on to know you’ll be wearing them around the house. A wonderful little secret, just between you and me.”

“Around the house?” I whimpered.

“Only lace and satin for you now, dear.” I could hear her lips curl back into a smile. “So when I want you, you’ll already be nice and pretty for me.”

I shuddered and felt butterflies erupt in my stomach.

Jane luxuriated in clipping them to my stockings. When she finished, she extended her hand for me to stand. As I did, the garter belt stretched the stockings up my legs and I let out a high, squealing gasp of pleasure. My cock, frame by the straps and satin of the belt, was furiously hard. As she circled around in front of me, Jane bit her lip and stared at it.

“Now isn’t that beautiful.”

She sank to her knees in front of me, and for an instant, I thought she might take me into her mouth. It was almost disappointing when she didn’t — but if she had, I might have burst right there. Instead, she pulled the panties up my stocking-glazed legs. The lace trim brushed against them, and I had to bite my lip to stop myself moaning again.

“I’m going to keep you in these all the time,” Jane said with a broad grin as she went back to the dresser. “Doesn’t that sound lovely?”

The panties were so high-waisted that my twitching cock was little more than a soft outline at the front. As I squirmed, they slid across the underside in a long, electric stroke. My garter belt tugged at my stockings as I breathed. It was sensual overload, my skin alive with pleasure.

“I can’t,” I said weakly.

“Of course you can,” Jane said, returning to me one final time. She wrapped the red satin bra around my chest. Tiny straps tied in pretty bows on my shoulders ran down to sheer black lace cups that brushed against my nipples. A large satin rosette sat in the center, ribbons trailing down from the middle. “I insist upon it. As long as you’re in my house, Aaron, you’ll follow my rules.”

She put a hand on my chin and twisted my head around, holding me in place while she kissed me. My moan was muted by her soft red lips. Her tongue pushed its way into my mouth while her hand pushed its way to my panties. I was desperate for her touch, but she gave me nothing but than teasing strokes at the front. But when I slipped my own hand into the lacy waistband, she grabbed my wrist and yanked it away.

“When you’re in pretty panties, you don’t get to play with that,” she said. “That’s not how you cum anymore.”

“It’s not?” My heart was fluttering.

“No, dear,” she said calmly, pulling off her shirt and unzipping the side of her skirt. “Haven’t you made enough messes from touching yourself in my panties?”

My stomach twisted in on itself. I wanted to drop my eyes to the floor, but before I could, she shimmied out of her skirt. Something thick and black sprang forwards. It had a soft, smooth head that gave way to a long shaft. A shaft in a harness.

A strap-on harness.

Has she been wearing that the whole time?

“Sissy girls like you don’t cum from their clitties.” She stepped out of her skirt and towards me, eyes flashing. Her grin was bright and predatory as she rounded on me. 

“Sissies like you cum from being fucked.”

—

“Your ass looks so good in satin like this,” Jane breathed. “Why did I wait so long to dress you up?”

I moaned as her fingers dug underneath the waistband. She had made me stand in front of her dresser, waist bent and arms resting on top. The lingerie drawer was pulled open, full of slippery satins and sheer silks and ruffled lace. If she hadn’t been standing behind me — if I couldn’t feel the tip of the shaft brush against my thigh as she moved — the drawer would have been distracting.

But I was focused on something else.

“Here comes stepmommy’s big, hard cock.” My toes curled in my stockings. The tip pressed between my cheeks, thick and hard and cool. I let out a tight, shuddering gasp that made Jane giggle behind me. “Don’t worry, sweetie. Every girl is nervous her first time.”

She had pulled my panties down just far enough to expose my rear. My cock was still shrouded by the slippery satin, my legs still wrapped in nylons. I was all dressed up for her, bent over for her, letting her fuck me. I shouldn’t have let any of this happen, but as much as I told myself that I’d had no choice, I knew the truth.

This is exactly what I wanted.

“Go slow,” I said.

“I’ll be gentle,” Jane said, pushing gently forwards. “Until you beg me to fuck you harder.”

My mouth fell open as the strap-op parted my cheeks. Jane moved it forwards carefully, the thick head spreading me open. My breathing slowed to sharp, ragged gasps, fingernails digging into the wood of the dresser. There was no pain, only a pleasure that built deep in my belly before spreading slowly out through my arms and legs. 

“How does your first cock feel, Anna?”

“Anna?” I managed, the name sweet on my tongue.

“You’re my pretty sissy girl, now.”

Finally, her hips brushed against my rear. Her cock felt enormous, like it was going to split me down the middle. My body tensed and relaxed around it, even the tiniest of her movements magnified into stomach-twisting pleasure inside of me. I realized I was standing on my tip-toes and slowly let myself back down onto my heels. As Jane’s cock shifted inside of me, it ground against a spot inside of me, just behind my cock.

“Oh, oh — oh fuck —“ I stammered, clamoring at the dresser.

“That’s your sissy spot,” Jane said from behind me, rocking her hips forwards and back, gliding her cock over it. “With enough practice, you’ll be able to make your little cummies just from being touched there.”

She pulled all the back and I groaned at the sudden change in sensation. She stopped with the tip just inside of me, paused, then drove it back inside. Her pace was quickly building, her thrusts slowly becoming faster and rougher. I had to brace myself against the dresser to keep from falling over.

“I’m going to fuck all the cum out of you,” Jane grunted from behind me. “And when we’re done, you’ll never wear boy’s underwear again.”

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned as her cock slid in and out of me. “Yes, Jane, yes!”

“You’re my pretty plaything now,” she continued, wrapping her hands around my waist and pulling me to her. “I’m going to fuck you whenever I want you.”

“Fuck me harder, Jane!”

“Good girl,” she crowed. “Fuck, I love watching you bounce on my big, hard cock!”

“Right there!” I squealed as her cock bumped against my sissy spot again. “Oh, fuck, Jane, please! Right there!”

“Do you want to cum, Anna?”

“Yes! Yes!”

“Beg me.”

“Oh, fuck, please, please stepmommy, please let me cum. I’m so close!”

“Do you want to touch your little clitty, dear?”

“Yes,” I moaned, eyebrows arching. Her cock pressed hard against me, mine quivering in my panties. “Please, I’m so hard.”

“Leave it in your panties,” she purred. “Good girls can cum just from being fucked. Don’t you want to be my good girl?”

That was all she had to ask. The building pressure suddenly gave way and I exploded in my panties. Jane’s cock pumped in and out of me, every drive forcing more cum out of my clit. I shuddered, legs shaking so hard I was worried I was going to fall over, my head dropping down between my elbows so I was staring at the lingerie packed into her dresser drawer.

I’m going to be dressed in that, I thought as I erupted into the satin. So she can use me like this again.

When I finally finished, my panties soaked with more cum than I had ever pumped into them before, I pushed them to the ground. With trembling legs, I stepped out and staggered to the bed, chest heaving. Jane came and sat next to me, her fingers slithering over my stockings before finding my clit. To my surprise, it started to harden at just the barest of her touches.

“This clitty belongs to me, now, Anna,” she said softly, looking me in the eye, cock still standing proudly between her legs. “Don’t let me find you touching it without permission, do you understand?”

There was a fire behind her eyes that thrilled me as much as it terrified me.

“Because if you can’t control yourself, I’ll have to do it for you.”
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