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Introduction





Scared Straight is the second story in my series: Feminized By My Evil Stepmom.  




In the first book: 




Jaxon moves back home after disappearing for four years. While gone his father remarried. Jaxon is always angry and getting into fights. Navy Kim his stepmom, has reached her breaking point. The line is drawn, no more arguments, or they'll not only not help with college, but Jaxon will be out on his ass.  




Jaxon gets into another fight and is arrested.  




Navy agrees not to throw him out if he agrees to her anger management program. The anger management program requires him to allow Navy to femininize him. After all, girls don't fight.  




Consider reading the first book in the series: Feminized By My Evil Step Mom.


Chapter 1




The judge shook his head, scowled at me, and said. "Mr. Auger, I'll see you in a month." He paused and took a deep breath. "Before I release you to complete your stepmom's anger management program, I want you to consider where you're heading, young man. Nowhere. The road you're traveling and the anger you've bottled up will lead you straight to jail. Think hard. Think about what you want to do, where you want to go, and what you want to do with your life."             

He paused, giving me a moment to think. I knew what I wanted. I wanted to kick the crap out of my stepmom, but I didn't. As much as I hated her, I'd never been happier since my wicked stepmom had feminized me. I thought about it some more in that long, silent moment. I wanted nothing more than to be a sissy—a sissy cross-dressing slut. But then again, maybe jail wouldn't be so bad. I recalled watching a porn movie devoted to prison sex. Yep, perhaps jail wouldn't be so bad. All the cock I could handle.                                           

The judge rubbed his uncompromising chin, shook his head, and said. "You're twenty-four: have no goals or purpose in life. You live with your stepmom and don't help around the house or with the bills, yet you're still angry. The one thing your stepmom asked of you was to stop getting into fights, yet you continued. If it hadn't been for your stepmom's and the young man you injured testimony, you'd be on your way to three years behind bars. Navy has convinced me today that you're getting into fights because of your uncontrolled rage. I don't care how you do it, with her anger management program or her scared straight program. It needs to stop. Now. One more fight, one more whisper of trouble... I don't care what it is, jaywalking, spitting on the street, or a parking violation, and all this anger management talk will cease, and you will go to jail. I hope this is a wake-up call for you."             

The judge pointed at Owen. The asshole who got me into all this. I glanced at Owen, a fucking bandage still wrapped around his head after a month. My eyes drifted to his groin. Deep down, I wanted to thank him  in the way my stepmom trained me to be a good girl. Good girls, please their men, Navy drilled into me.             

My stomach clenched, and my chest tightened as anger flooded my mind. I missed my girl clothes and makeup. I focused on the silky panties under my dress pants as the internal clamor of rage slipped away.                              

The judge continued. "The testimony of this poor young man who, after a month, is still recovering from injuries you inflicted, and your stepmom's statement has given you a second chance. And from what I've witnessed today, your anger is still unchecked."                                         

Rage bubbled to the surface. I interrupted the judge yet again. "He's a fucking thug. You all are treating him like an upstanding citizen. I am the..."                           

The judge raised his voice. "Keep your mouth shut, Mr. Jaxon Auger. You continue to demonstrate the need for Ms. Kim's anger management program. I believe your stepmom when she says her program is the only thing that will save you. I suggest you sit down, keep your mouth shut, and consider that this could have been more serious for Owen and you. You owe Owen some gratitude for testifying today on your behalf."             

I turned and glanced at Owen. He winked at me. His eyes, full of pure need and desire, told me what kind of gratitude he expected. The sissy hypnosis audio my stepmom made me listen to night and day hinted that I had the skills to provide him with the appreciation he might like. After all, I was now a sissy cock sucking whore.              

The judge continued. "That he asked the court to show mercy weighed heavily on my decision to suspend the charges for now. I hate to have to send you to jail. But fail to complete your stepmom's anger management and scared straight programs, and that's where you're going. Unfortunately, I suspect three years behind bars will do nothing but enrage you more. But you'll leave me no choice. Follow her programs to the letter."                           

I mumbled. "I don't believe this shit. She's wicked, and her anger management program involves turning me into a girl." I had no idea what this scared straight program entailed. Deep down, though, I wanted to stand up, slide under the judge's bench, lift his robe, and thank him as good girls do for not sentencing me to jail. I loved sucking cock.               

The judge glared at me and pointed with his gavel. "Do you have something to say to this court, Mr. Auger?"             

What was I going to say? That over the last month, my stepmom had turned me into a sissy? In anger, I blurted it out. "She's turning me into a girl."             

The judge waited, then continued. "Enough of this talk. Perhaps you need to listen to your stepmom, and if you wish to avoid a lengthy stretch in prison, complete her anger management program. Then and only then will I drop the charges. Ms. Kim, I'm curious about your scared straight program. Please fill me in on the details at a later date. I might be interested in sending other troubled young men to you to... uh, to deal with. But young man, one more whisper of trouble, and off you go." 

The judge continued to point at me. "I agreed to this diversion program because Ms. Kim is a well-respected Psychiatrist. That she is willing to take the time and effort away from her thriving practice to deal with you is extraordinary. I hope you appreciate her. That is all. See you in a month."                           

That was it, another month of being my wicked stepmother, Navy Kim's sissy maid. She'd stabbed me in the back, the fucking evil bitch. She'd lied to my attorney, the judge, and the DA about the anger﻿ management program. I suppose, in a sense, it was good because, for now, at least, it got me out of the assault charges.              

How did this all happen?

The fucking asshole Owen Thomas and his thug buddies were hanging out on his porch, drinking beer, when I walked past. Like always, they taunted me, calling me a sissy, sissy faggot, and bullshit like that. Usually, they don't even come off the porch, too busy drinking and smoking weed. This time Owen, a skinny black thug with tattoos covering most of his body, decided to come down off his perch. He pushed me around and tried to pull my pants down to show everyone I had a pussy; it was apparent to him that I had a cunt because I had no balls. In a rage, I turned and tackled him. He tripped over the curb, fell back, and cracked his head. We were both charged with assault, but the DA dropped Owen's charges.                           

 I turned and glanced at my wicked fucking stepmom. She had a satisfied grin. The fucking bitch winked at me. Owen smiled, too, a knowing grin. He glanced at Navy, winked, and then winked at me.              

I laughed. When Owen testified about the fight, he made it sound like I was the aggressor. I wasn't. He called me a sissy, pushed me, and tried to pants me and show everyone that I had a pussy, not a cock. "I don't know what got over him. He just attacked me." Owen said on the brink of fake tears.              

I rose halfway, but my lawyer grabbed my arm, holding me down. "Liar!" I said.

My lawyer whispered, "Sit. And keep your mouth shut. Unless you think you'd enjoy prison."

I whispered in my lawyer's ear. "He started it. That's not how it happened."

The judge said. "I suggest you listen to your lawyer's advice, young man. Another outburst like that, and I'll hold you in contempt."

I sat and focused on the pink thong my stepmom made me wear. I took a deep breath concentrating on how good the silky material felt on my soft, smooth feminine skin, and calmness took over.  

Owen glanced at me. Our eyes locked. He had an all-knowing grin like he knew something I didn't.

The judge said, "Continue, Owen."

Owen said. "He tackled me. I was walking home from work, and he tackled me out of nowhere. And I hit my head on the concrete, busting my head open. I still have trouble walking. I'm dizzy all the time and struggle to keep my balance. That's why I use this cane, your honor. But I don't want to ruin Jaxon's life or send him to prison. We were good friends once. Maybe this anger management program is just the right thing for him."

Yeah, we were good friends once before Owen became a gangbanger. Owen didn't work; I did. Or until my stepmom got me fired so I could be her sissy maid full-time. Owen working, yeah, right, unless selling drugs and pimping was work. Owen talked for another ten minutes, piling one lie on another. Then my stepmom took the stand.

My stepmom took her oath. I doubted she'd be telling the whole truth and nothing but the truth. Because her anger management program involved feminizing me, forcing me to be her sissy maid, and making me do all the things good girls do. Being a good girl, according to Navy, meant doing dirty nasty sexual stuff for men. Being a good girl meant wearing a chastity device to keep me from perverting the sanctity of her house by masturbating. "Good girls control their urges," Navy had said.

"Ms. Kim." The prosecutor said. "Jaxon, your stepson entered this program you designed particularly for him, right? Tell us what it entails."

My wicked fucking stepmom smiled at me. "Jaxon is good..." She paused. She wanted to say good girl, but that would reveal her anger management program for what it was, feminizing me, turning me into her sissy. "He's a good man, your honor. He's just a little confused. I offer structure and discipline and teach him what he wants in life."

"Liar!" I said. But she wasn't. Because what I wanted in life was to be a sissy. A sissy girl. "She's turning me into a girl!" The truth was that I enjoyed being a girl, dressing up as a girl, and I'd never been happier and calmer under Navy's control. Being a sissy made the anger disappear. 

The judge said. "Young man. You are now in contempt."

My stepmom started to cry. It was an act. The woman had no feelings. She was a psychotic bitch. She gathered herself, "Your honor, perhaps... I have a program I'm developing—sort of a scared straight type thing."

She took a deep breath and continued. "As you know, I counsel ex-felons as they reenter society; perhaps under my guidance, Jaxon might benefit from some time with them. Get some real-world experience on what prison life is like. Scare him straight, as the saying goes. Maybe even some community service too."

The judge nodded and rubbed his chin. "Okay, I'll agree to it."

I stood again. This time, I did it faster than my attorney's arm could grab me. "Your honor? This is ridiculous."              

 "What did I tell you about one more outburst? Thirty days in jail."

Navy stood. "Please, your honor. I will teach him respect and how to keep his mouth shut. Please. Let me try."              

The judge breathed heavily and said, "Okay, but one more outburst, and there will be no more talk about an anger management program. I've heard and seen enough. Young man, six more months of anger management. See you in thirty days. Ms. Kim, I will give you great leeway in dealing with Jaxon. Jaxon, you will not be leaving the state. I want you to consider Ms. Kim, your stepmom, as your probation officer. One word from her, and you got straight to jail."

I considered pulling down my pants and showing the judge my caged cock, the frilly pink panties I had on, and ripping off my suitcoat and shirt to reveal the matching pink bra. But my devious stepmom would spin it, somehow. Then I'd be in more trouble, which I didn't need.

My lawyer ignored me when the judge dismissed us for the next case and walked right to my wicked stepmom. He shook her hand.

We left the courtroom. The thong had developed into an uncomfortable wedgy, and the cockcage reminded me who was in control. On the one hand, I was disappointed that I had another six months of my stepmom's anger management program. On the other hand, I liked being a sissy, dressing as a girl, and... as much as I hated to admit it, I found being humiliated arousing. And Navy had a knack for finding creative ways to humiliate me.


Chapter 2




We entered the elevator, and Navy pressed G3. She smelled of flowers and summer days. She hissed softly: was it pleasure or disappointment? She fidgeted with her blouse buttons, unbuttoned two, and fanned herself. My eyes settled on her round and firm breasts. The swell of her breasts tempted me; it seemed she wanted me to make a move and grab her tits to prove I was still a man. Pleasure pulsed in my veins, especially my cock, which would be a raging erection if it weren't locked up.                      

Navy caught me peeking at her tits. The tits she put on display in the first place. "You dirty pig!" She buttoned her blouse back up. "Are you undressing me with your eyes? Having dirty thoughts about what you're going to do to me? I bet you want to play with yourself, huh? Or put your nasty little thing in my pussy?"             

"No. I wasn't looking at you. I don't want to put my cock in your pussy. No!"             

"Oh, so my tits aren't good enough for you? Or are you a faggot? A  sissy faggot?"             

I hated being called a faggot, a sissy faggot. The anger in me boiled. She was teasing me again. She did that a lot over the last month. That's why I kept getting into fights in the first place. Everyone makes fun of my feminine, slender physique. My androgynous voice and my feminine mannerisms. I wanted to grab her, slam her against the elevator, turn her around, rip her panties off, and shove my cock into her pussy. But I couldn't. It was caged. And truth be told, I was and wanted to be nothing more than a sissy.              

I wanted to answer her. Should I tell her, she had nice tits. Then what? She'd spin it. No matter what my answer was, she'd spin it.              

She said. "We have lots of work to do, it seems. Wait till I get you home, dirty girl."               

I liked it when she called me a dirty girl. It felt right. Why? I don't know.              

She said. "Interrupting the judge today. Those outbursts of hostility are not how good girls act. I suppose you need some more instruction on being a good girl."               

I couldn't take any more of these lies. "You and Owen lied. Lied out of your asses. Why didn't you tell the judge you feminized me, turning me into a sissy."              

It wasn't that Owen and my stepmom lied that caused the outbursts. It was more the lie I was telling myself. I didn't want the anger management program to end. I wanted to be feminized. The anger I displayed publically was an internal conflict within me. Navy was right, but I wasn't ready to admit it. At least not yet. "You stabbed me in the back. Why? Why are you doing this to me?"                           

Navy didn't answer. The elevator dinged, the door opened, and she entered the garage. With her short, lean legs, she sauntered toward her car. Her heels clicked and echoed in the nearly empty garage. I followed behind her, staring at her sexy round ass.             

Navy opened the car door and said, "Get in, dirty girl."

As we settled back into our relationship, hidden from the public. I felt my anger tumble away. I enjoyed being called a dirty girl and wondered what devious punishment Navy would devise. We drove home in silence. When we got home, I knew what Navy expected. I peeled off my guy clothes, showered, and did my makeup.              

I'd gotten exceptional at applying my makeup, and as I prepped my face, the anger melted, happiness settled in as I curled my lashes, and a feeling of weightlessness took over when the red wig settled on my head.

I started dressing in the required sissy maid outfit when Navy showed up with a bag from the local adult store. "Remain naked, dirty girl. You need to learn when to speak and when not to speak."             

"What? You act all nice and sweet in court, but at home, you're all bitch."              

Navy shook her head. "That mouth of yours, dirty girl. Stand here." She pointed to a spot right before her.             

I did as she requested, mumbling what she would have described as attitude.              

"Open your mouth."

 I opened my mouth.

 She fished in the bag and pulled out a gag. The pink gag had a three-inch pink cock attached to the end of it. "Look at this tiny thing. It's about the same size as your pathetic little thing. Might as well be a sissy with a cock like yours. Open. Open wide. Take your punishment, dirty girl. Take it like a man."             

Navy laughed. "I guess that's impossible, as your not a man, are you?"             

"No way! What kind of bullshit is this?" After my protest, I opened my mouth, ready to accept her punishment. What choice did I have? Either take her punishment or go to jail. I considered jail, all those men craving my mouth, my ass, and... as bad as jail sounded, it sounded like fun. Navy pushed the plastic cock into my mouth and wrapped the pink leather strap behind my neck.              

Immediately the gag created a visceral and powerful sense in me of who was in charge here, and it wasn't me. I wanted to protest, as I always did, but the gag served as a silencer of my typical response, backtalk. I started to drool.

Navy said, "Now that's what a good girl should be doing? Keeping quiet. So, have anything to say for yourself?"             

I tried answering.

"What? I'm sorry. I asked you a question, young lady. I expect an answer. What do you have to say for yourself?"             

I mumbled again. The only thing that came out was a steady stream of saliva running down my chin and neck. It slithered down my chest, and some even settled into my belly button.              

Navy stripped naked. "I do so like being naked. Do you enjoy it? You dirty little pervert? Do you want to lick my pussy, or do you wish you had a pussy like me?"             

I mumbled again. Truth be told, I think I wanted a pussy like hers more than I wanted to lick it.             

"Perhaps we need training in respect. I ask a question, and you answer it."               

I mumbled. "I can't, you fucking bitch." The plastic cock rubbing against my tongue created an intense tingling in my cock, and Navy's power over me only added to the feelings of arousal.              

"Do your chores naked today. Later this week, you will get your chance at my scared straight program. I don't know if anything will turn you straight, you dirty little faggot." She laughed at her little joke. "By then, we will have dealt with your attitude."             

She turned, bent over, and grabbed her toes, stretching, showing me her gorgeous brown ass and wet, thick pussy lips. I couldn't get my eyes off her warm, moist slit. I'd never had pussy before, never once. I wondered what it would feel like to have my cock wrapped in her warm, wet pussy as my cock strained against its cage. Then I wondered what it would feel like to have a thick, long shaft invading my pussy. I'd been fucked in the ass, but would it feel different getting fucked in the pussy?             

Navy pulled her head closer to her ankles, exposing more of her pussy. "Oh my, I got so tight sitting in court today."             

She stopped stretching and turned before I could get my eyes away from her pussy. "Were you lusting after me? What have I told you about being a pervert? Girls aren't perverted. Get dressed and get to your duties."             

 My cock ached for some Milf pussy. I wasn't even sure if I wanted pussy anymore. I did my chores. The gag made me feel like a commodity to be used. I wouldn't admit it, but being an object, allowed me to settle into the moment and forget about my anger.             

While doing my chores, struggling with the drool and the cock gagging me, I considered grabbing the squeaky toy, squeezing it, indicating I needed to be set free. But I wasn't going to give Navy the satisfaction of besting me. I finished my chores and reported to Navy.

Navy inspected each of my completed tasks. She made me scrub the toilet several more times. She removed the gag and released me for the night when satisfied. I headed to my room. 


Chapter 3




My room was just as it had been when I left for court this morning, except for two items. My fucking wicked stepmom had set up my bedroom so that her sissy hypnosis played constantly, and all feeds came from her bedroom. So there was no way for me to turn it off or control the volume. Playing was a new type of sissy hypnosis, telling me repeatedly that I was a big black cock whore. On the big screen TV was a porn video. Black cocks flashed on the screen. Bouncing. Dripping and throbbing. Images of sexy girls taking black cock up their ass, sucking thick black cock flashed between subliminal messages. Suck cock. You love black cock.

In the middle of the floor was a sex machine. It looked like a saddle with a giant black dildo attached to it. I ignored it. Or I tried.              

I sat down at my desk and grabbed my acceptance letter to college. I would have been so close if I hadn't gotten in a fight—my stepmom and Dad were all-in for paying my tuition, room, and board. Dad was gone for eight months on a tour of duty in the Navy.  All I had to do was not get into a fight. I crumbled up the acceptance letter. The judge had strictly forbidden me from leaving the state.                

I read the note attached to the black plastic cock. "I suggest you get used to taking it up the ass, bad girl. Later this week, you will be useful to the black community. The only use you have. My new fucked straight program."             

I showered and fell into bed said. "No fucking way."

I rolled over and put the pillow over my head. I couldn't take my thoughts away from the big black cock. Shame and desire lingered in my groin. Shame that I was having thoughts of black thugs taking me repeatedly. Shame that my fantasies of getting used like a whore and riding the machine thrilled me.              

Then the shame dissipated, and a burning desire for a big black cock took over. The passion turned into a craving, which turned into a raw need. I bolted out of bed, lubed up the rubber cock, and straddled it. Pretending it was real, and I was perched over a black thug with ripped muscles and tattoos covering his body. I wiggled my hips, taking the rubber monster deeper and deeper, fantasizing about my community service, wondering what Navy had in store for me.              

I gasped as the invading thickness stretching me slowly turned from pain into pleasure. There was a pinch, and then my hips dropped. I was close to taking the entire ten-inch shaft. The sissy hypnosis played on, telling me I was a big black cock whore and a sissy faggot. The porn played on girls getting pounded senselessly by big black cock. I wanted to be one of those girls and get my ass ruined by a big black cock.               

 I watched a closeup of a skinny white girl's ass swallowing the entire length and girth of a ten-inch cock. Holy shit, I thought. As I lifted, wiggled, and struggled with taking all of the plastic cock I thought, if she can do it, I can. The black cock pulled out of her tiny tight ass, and her ass gaped. I raised and dropped, raised and lowered, taking more and more, wanting to gape my ass. Wanting to take all of this plastic cock. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn't get the last three inches.             

Faking a deep male voice, I said. "Take it bitch. Take my black cock, bitch. Take it whore."             

In a feminine voice, I said. "Oh, Daddy, fuck me. I'm your whore. Please fuck me. Fuck me harder. Oh, Daddy, you're so big. Be gentle."             

I drove my hips down harder. Back to my male voice, "That's it bitch. Ride Daddy's cock. Show me how bad you want my big black cock. You fucking slut. Take it. Take it all."             

Back to my sissy voice. "I can't. It's so big, Daddy. It hurts."

Back to my Daddy's voice. "Take it all, Whore."

Then with a satisfactory sigh, my ass loosened, and my thighs settled onto the machine. I had taken it all and no longer felt like a man. I was a bitch.             

With every inch of it impaling me, I hit the switch. The first powerful thrust took me by surprise, spoiling my pleasure. As the machine hummed, I felt stretched and hot, and with each thrust upward, the machine seemed to be saying: You are no longer a man but a woman—a dirty fucking slut.                

The machine surged in my ass with fury. The rubber cock was ruthless, plowing into me, driving deep. I thrust my hips into it like I would a real cock, gyrating and grinding on top of the machine, hoping I get to ride a real black cock for my community service. I reached down, hoping to relieve my tension by masturbating, but the plastic prison that caged the only part of me that was still male reminded me who was in control. It wasn't mine to play with, as it had been before. My shaft was Navy's.              

After riding the rubber shaft for an eternity, I was lost in fantasies about black thugs using me one after another and the need to explode built inside me. My balls tightened, and I blew my load into the air.              

I pulled my tender ass off the rubber cock, and fell asleep. My sleep was filled with dreams of being a big black cock whore.              


Chapter 4




In the morning, I woke, showered, and shaved. I was smooth. I applied my makeup and dressed in my maid's outfit. I prepared breakfast just as Navy desired. She arrived dressed in her typical work outfit, black pencil skirt, black suitcoat, and white blouse. She sat.              

I curtsied as she had trained me and poured her coffee. She spat it out and said, "This coffee is cold."             

I grabbed the cup and took a sip myself. I nearly burned my tongue. "What the fuck, Navy? It's piping hot."             

Navy glared at me. "I see you haven't learned your lesson about  when to speak and when not to."             

She left the kitchen and returned with the gag. I wanted to say no, and argue, but in truth, I wanted it on.  As crazy as it sounds, I liked being an object and being used.               

I opened my mouth. The tiny plastic cock slid in, tempting my tongue with the small soft mushroom head. She strapped it.              

"I have a full day; ensure your chores are done. Understood? You may take the gag off every hour for five minutes."               

I mumbled my answer. If my words were intelligible, she would have heard, "You fucking bitch!"              

She smiled, finished her breakfast, and headed out. Alone, I started my chores. But the sex machine called my name. "Ride me whore." I started and finished the living room, then the dining room, while the sex machine screamed. "Come on, go for a ride. You know you want it, slut."             

The big black cock hypnosis that played all night nagged at me: Suck big black cock; get down on your knees, and worship a big black cock. I couldn't help myself. I bolted up the stairs and opened the door to my room. The machine was gone. On the floor, a note: "Only with my permission. Get back to work."             

My entire body burned with not only anger but a searing passion. My pulse quickened with what, a month ago, was a forbidden longing to get fucked in the ass. To be some guy's bitch, to surrender my manhood to a cock, to an alpha male. A tempting shudder started in my cock and shot through my body, settling in my pussy, my sissy pussy. I needed cock, to be violated, taken, and used like an object. Like a slut. I suffered. Drool from my gag steadily streamed down my chin, soaking the frilly white neckline of my sissy maid outfit. I considered taking the gag off, but I wouldn't give Navy the satisfaction.               

As I continued my chores, I thought about my community service and what this scared straight program might entail. What did she have in mind? Serving the black community.              

My mind drifted into fantasies of gangbangs, sucking big black cocks, blowbangs, and my gaping ass. I pictured it opened up, pulsating, throbbing from the destruction, after being used for hours. Sticky, milky cum squirting out each time my hole tightened, then loosened.              

 When Navy returned eight hours later, I was done with my chores and more compliant than ever. I dropped to my knees at her arrival, head down and doing my best in the gag to plant kisses on her feet.              

Navy laughed. "Did you miss your toy? Or me?"

I mumbled. "Both." I did miss Navy. As much as I hated to admit it, I did. I missed the toy but craved a real cock. A big black cock.              

"Stand up, dirty girl. Have you learned your lesson about back-talking yet?"                

I stood. Nodded.

"That is good. No more back-talk?" She glided behind me and removed the gag.               

She grabbed the frilly neckline of my sissy maid outfit and said, "Look what you've done. You've ruined it with your nasty drool. What do you have to say for yourself?"             

I wanted to argue. But the thought of being in a gag for another eight hours made me pause. I considered my response and said, "I'm sorry for being a bad girl."             

"I'm sure you are. But that's not good enough. Strip."

My first instinct was to argue, to remind her my maid's outfit was soaked with drool because she had made me wear a gag. I didn't. I stripped. Navy left and returned with a black leather paddle, bare-assed naked.               

 Smacking the paddle, she pointed to the coffee table. "Lie on your back and grab your ankles." I did as told, forcing myself to keep my mouth shut.              

I waited.

Navy said. "Do you know why you are being punished?"

"No," I said. Realizing that was the wrong answer, I said. "I was a dirty girl. A bad, naughty girl."             

"Yes, you were. You ruined your maid outfit with all your nasty secretions. You were thinking of spying on me naked, weren't you? Undressing me with your dirty thoughts? Weren't you? Dirty nasty girl."             

Navy straddled my face, putting her wet, swollen pussy lips teasingly close.              

"I wasn't. I was thinking of cock. Anyway, you are the one that made me wear the gag!"             

That was the wrong thing to say.

She returned to my feet, grabbed my ankles, and pushed back, lifting my butt further and putting me in a most embarrassing position. The first crack connected with the lower part of my left ass cheek and reverberated through the room; it stung. Wasting no time, she battered my ass nine more times. She paused. Then she focused on my right cheek and then back to the left. Back to the right. Back to the left.              

It seemed like time had stopped. My flesh felt like it was ready to melt off my body. Each stroke grew harder and more severe. I'd lost track of the number of smacks. I squirmed, complained, and even screamed for her to stop.              

By the time she was finished, my ass burned and throbbed. Navy guided me to a mirror and turned me around. My ass was a bright red. 

"Shower and go to your room; think about that mouth of yours."


Chapter 5




I'd fantasized before about getting spanked; this wasn't that kind of spanking. From now on, every time I considered talking back or making a smart assed comment, I'd think of this spanking. For the next three nights, I slept on my stomach. Occasionally, I rolled over in my sleep; I woke up immediately.              

My routine remained the same. I showered and shaved smoothly, like always. Put my sissy maid outfit on like regular. But instead of me making Navy breakfast before doing my chores, she made me my breakfast.             

Each morning Navy hugged me and said, "Good morning, good girl. Sit, and I'll cook you breakfast this morning. Sit."              

She pulled out the kitchen chair for me but spread uncooked rice kernels on the seat before I sat. "Take off your panties, sit."             

I wanted to argue. Talk back. Tell her what a fucking wicked bitch she was. I knew what sitting on the hard rice kernels would feel like on my tender ass. That's what she wanted. For me to argue. I pulled my panties down and stepped out of them. I settled onto the chair. It felt like a thousand needles of fire burning my tender ass cheeks.               

Navy lectured me each morning as she made breakfast. "I hope you learned your lesson. Girls, don't talk back. They are nice and sweet and courteous. Soon, you'll be a good girl, and all that internal rage will disappear. Don't you see it? Are you not thankful for my discipline?"             

My ass was so fucking sore I kept repositioning myself, lifting one cheek, giving me some relief from the rice kernels. Then the other.             

Navy seeing my fidgeting, said, "Sit up straight. Good girls sit still. Watch your posture." Navy said as she placed my breakfast plate on the table. "Eat."             

Navy sat and ate her breakfast as I ate mine. "Saturday, you participate in the scared straight program I've designed especially for you."             

That was all she said. After finishing breakfast and drinking her coffee, she stood and left.              

When Saturday arrived, I showered smoothly, dressed in my maid outfit, and went on to do my chores. My ass felt better. So I was ready to go. At noon, Navy interrupted my duties and said, "Let's go."               

We got in the car and drove. I checked and rechecked my makeup in the mirror. I adjusted my skirt and pantyhose a hundred times, wanting to look good. After half an hour's drive, we arrived at a fitness center. Inside, ten beefed-up black guys grunted and groaned in between metallic clangs of barbells. I drew the smell of sweat and masculinity into my nose.              

All eyes focused on me. I took a deep breath, imagined a string pulling the top of my head, put my weight on my right leg, and bent the left, striking a pose as Navy had trained me.             

Navy left and returned with a cleaning cart. "Get busy! Get my friend's place cleaned up. Wipe the sweat off the machines, clean the bathrooms, and ensure you're a good girl. Good girls don't spread their legs."             

She left. I thought my community service would be... well, like sucking cock. ﻿I wondered if she had arranged with all of them to fuck me? Or was I supposed to be a good girl? What had she said? Good girls don't spread their legs, but all previous instructions from her were that good girls please their men. Oh, fuck, another mind fuck.              

My mind slipped into a fantasy. I thought about the thousands of porn videos I'd watched about blowbangs and imagined being on my knees surrounded by horny, muscular alpha males sucking off every guy here. Getting my face plastered with gallons of sticky cum after sucking off one after another. A delicious bolt of pleasure originating in my cock shot through me at the thought.            

I returned to the present, my mind filled with shame for considering taking ten guys. What had I become? Yet, I wanted it. Then confusion settled in. What was I supposed to do here? Clean?              

I scanned the towels all over the floor. Was I just supposed to clean? What had Navy said? Good girls don't spread their legs?              

Everything she had done before this was to get me to spread my legs and open my mouth to take cock. The sissy hypnosis, repeatedly playingly all day and night, tempting me, pushing me. Now what? Am I just supposed to clean? I was disappointed.                

"Get busy!" I turned. A tall, black male with a warrior's hard, muscled body stood, hands on hips.              

I considered arguing and back talking, but the painful spanking and torturous days in a gag were still fresh. I grabbed my cart, pushed, picked up towels, and wiped down weight machines as I walked.              

I took a page from Navy's book and teased these guys a little. Well, maybe a lot. I bent over, giving a black stud on a stairclimber, his skin gleaming with sweat and rippling muscles, a full view of my ass. Pleasure pulsed in my veins. I wanted him to look, to grow an urgent need to fuck my ass, or to force me to my knees and ram his cock down my throat.

He stepped off the machine, tossed the towel at me, and moved on to weight lifting. Surprise drained the blood from my face as I considered his actions. Was I not passable? I thought I looked good, and my ass looked as fuckable as any girl's ass. What the hell?             

I stopped what I was doing, found a mirror, and checked my look. The tight corset under the maid's uniform gave me an hourglass figure. My makeup was flawless, and my eyes and lips gave me a sexy feminine appearance.              

What was the problem? 

I ensured no one watched as I lifted my skirt, checking my ass out. It was round and full. Still a bit pink from my punishment, but barely noticeable.             

I returned to work, an amused smile playing across my lips. Lust and desire to have a cock up my ass and another in my throat. The images seared my mind with wild sexual fantasies. I could think of nothing else but cock.              

But everyone ignored me. God damn it. Why did she send me here? To clean? I cleaned the bathroom, picked up towels, filled water bottles, and wiped down machines for several hours.              

An animal hunger for cock burned in my mind; I was a bitch in heat. My ache for cock pounding inside me could not be denied; I had to have it. One way or another. I'd beg if I had to. My lips thirsted for a black cock filling my throat with cum. All reason left me; only a madness of need for cock left.              

A tall black guy with an imposing, muscular body that radiated raw power and alpha male rage bench-pressed. He drove the weights up, panting, his biceps flexing. Down. Up. I'd beg him to fuck me if I had to. I dropped to my knees in front of him but chickened out. I grabbed my spray bottle and started wiping the bench feet from him.              

From my position, I had a clear view of muscled thighs. His legs were spread, and his loose shorts gave me a nice view of his soft cock straining the white jock strap he had on.              

Behind me, a guy said, "Holy shit, Book, this bitch is checking your junk out." I stood, ready to deny it. He pinched my ass. "She's been teasing us all afternoon. What the fuck, cunt. Never had a big black cock? Is that it?"             

"What? No... I was just." All reason had long since gone from my mind. I had only one desire, cock. Mad, that no one paid any attention to me. I said, "No, I never had one. From what I can see, nothing special about them."               

The guy bench pressing dropped the weights and sat up. "Yeah, that right, cunt? Nothing special, huh? Maybe it's time to learn how special they are?"

Still angry with these guys for ignoring me. "Oh yeah? As I said doesn't look like anything special. I have work to do." I kicked myself for not getting on my knees and begging for their cocks. I hoped I didn't just blow it, blow my chance of getting used like a whore.              


Chapter 6




I grabbed my cart, pushed, and looked around the gym. There were only three guys left. The guy bench-pressing his friend called Book stopped my cart with his hand. "Nothing special, huh?" Book glanced at his friend. "Your right, Jackson. She's been prancing around all day, shaking that sexy ass of hers, teasing us. Interrupting our workouts."             

I pushed harder on my cart, trying to escape Book's grip. His biceps tightened, and he had a predatory, primal look on his face. He grabbed my hand, peeled it from my cart, and put his solid body against mine. I put my hands on the developed muscles of his chest, trying to hold him back. He pushed me back. Back until my back was against a wall, then he grabbed my shoulders and pushed me down.              

I was where I wanted to be, so I grabbed the waistband of his shorts and pulled them down. I looked up. There was a raging need in his eyes mixed with pure sex and power.              

My gaze dropped to the white jock strap. Underneath his cock strained the fabric. "I want your cock, so fucking bad." My hands shook, anxious to taste and take him in my mouth. His cock grew, aching for release. I grabbed the jockstrap and pulled it down. His cock popped out of the jock strap. It was so fucking big and intimidating. The length wasn't what made it so intimidating; it was the thickness and the bend in the middle.             

"Well, cunt. Take it; then I'm going to destroy your pussy."  

I'd been worried all day about not being passable, but now I was worried that I had been. Because this guy expected to fuck a warm, juicy pussy after I sucked him off.              

What do I do now?

Fluid leaked from the tip of his cock as he stepped out of his shorts and jock strap. I made a fist around his shaft and moved back and forth as he pulled his shirt over his head. I glanced up again; his stomach was sculpted. His eyes told the story; I was his. He would use me as he saw fit, but how will I explain my cock?              

There was no time; Book grabbed me behind my neck and pulled me into his cock. I closed my eyes.              

Book said, "Open your eyes, cunt." He held the tip of his throbbing, dripping cock at my chin. He didn't have to tell me what to do next. I opened my mouth, and willingly, with so much need, I wrapped the tip of his cock around my lips and sucked.              

Jackson knelt and lifted my skirt, and said, "Let's have a look at that pussy, shall we."              

A small burst of Book's cum shot into my mouth, and I swallowed it, loving the salty taste, just as Jackson grabbed the plastic cage.             

He yanked his hand back. "It's a dude, Book. A fucking dude. His fucking cock is locked up, too."             

Book grabbed my head more firmly, forcing my throat wider and wider as I took him deeper. It was not only the thickness of his cock that was choking me but the bend.              

Book laughed, drove his cock deep into my throat, and held it there. He held it there, laughed, and said. "Like prison, but this white boy faggot looks better than the bitches in prison, huh Jackson. Maybe we can develop our own scared straight program." He laughed. "I don't think there's an ounce of straight in this sissy faggot. Is there Jaxon?"                           

How the hell did he know my name? Navy. My fucking stepmom had set this up. Scared straight is what she called it.              

Book said. "We will fuck you so hard and long; you'll never want cock again. Scared straight."              

Book laughed and held up his hand for Jackson. They high-fived.  

Jackson laughed. He yelled across the gym at the only other guy left. "Hey Frank, help us out here. We are going to fuck the shit out of a sissy faggot bitch. Been here all day teasing us, acting all like a girl. Let's fuck the male out of him."             

Book said. "Maybe we'll fuck him so hard; we'll fuck the faggot out of him. Scared straight."             

They both laughed.

Book returned to face-fucking me, guiding his cock into and out of my mouth with his hand. His breathing became labored and ragged. I loved hearing it because it told me I was a good slut.              

Then he pulled out, grabbed me by the throat, and lifted me. He pushed me toward a bench. Jackson stripped, and Frank joined in and stripped. Both had huge fucking cocks.              

Book said. "Strip, faggot."

I slipped from my sissy maid outfit and removed my panties, exposing my cock caged in a pink plastic prison.             

Book guided me down and pulled my head back. My hands were behind my back, and I bent uncomfortably as he straddled my face. I was theirs to do as they wished. He rubbed his massive cock a few times and shoved it in my mouth.              

Book said, "Lick my balls, faggot."

His heavy ball sack hung over my head. I went to work on it, sucking and licking his sweaty balls. Jackson and Frank stood on both sides of me, stroking, watching the action.               

Jackson grabbed a bench, slid it over, and patted the seat. "Get up here, faggot, on your knees."              

I obeyed. He grabbed my thighs and spread them apart. Frank and Book stood at my face, stroking their cocks. Frank said, "Let me get some of that mouth."             

Jackson pushed down on the middle of my back and lined his cock up, spitting several times, wetting my asshole up. His thick head hit my tight hole, and I gasped at the invading thickness as he tried to force it in.

"Please, some lube," I begged.

Jackson smacked my ass. "No lube in prison, bitch. Now loosen that ass up." He pushed harder, not giving a damn how it hurt.              

I grabbed the base of Frank's cock, and as his cock filled my mouth, I stroked it. As I sucked, his hips drove into my face, driving his cock upward in a thick curve of power. I slid my hand up and down his shaft as he fucked my face.              

Jackson pushed, wiggled, and rammed his cock with primal fierceness. Pain shot through me as his cock stretched and invaded my ass. After a couple of minutes, there was a twinge of pain. My ass stretched open, allowing Jackson's meat to slide into me, making me his bitch, his whore. Their whore, to be used as they wanted.             

Jackson's hips slapped against my ass cheeks as his cock invaded my ass.              

I screamed. "Fuck me! Take me! Fuck me!" The friction of his cock ravaging my ass made every nerve in my body tingle.              

"Harder!" I screamed.

Jackson complied. He grabbed my hips and drove forward. His cock was ruthless, going deeper and deeper with each stroke. I met his strokes eagerly, driving my hips back, filled with passion to be used like a whore.            

I stroked Frank's cock. Frank grabbed my head and positioned my mouth back over his cock, driving it into my mouth.              

After what felt like hours, my ass got tender. I tried to pull away from Jackson's destruction. He grabbed my hips, smacked my ass, and pulled me back. "Where you going, whore. Get back here. I'm not done with it yet."             

My ass jiggled each time his hips connected. Then Frank and Jackson switched. Frank pounded my ass for a while. Then they rotated again. Book at my face, Frank in my ass, and Jackson stroking his massive cock, watching. They changed several more times; I begged them to cum.              

I craved their semen. I wanted it inside me, both holes. The fucking stopped. They positioned me on my knees, surrounded by their cocks. I worshipped each of their organs, one after the other. I was a good whore, serving their needs.              

God, I wanted to cum. This was the worst torture of all, that aching need in my cock to cum. One after the other, I sucked, worshipped, licked, and took their full-body thrusts, forcing me to deep-throat their huge shafts.              

Frank was first. With a hungry groan of male pleasure, his cock pulsed in my mouth, and his semen shot into my throat. As his cum slithered down my throat, it was Jackson's turn. I wrapped my lips around his shaft, and he immediately unleashed his satisfaction inside me. Jackson stepped away, giving Book his turn on my mouth. My throat was sore and filled with cum. Book's release was more of an eruption, violent and intense, leaving me gagging and fighting for breath.              

Leaving me there, nearly naked, they left and showered. I dressed and returned to cleaning. I'd never felt so much soreness in my ass.


Chapter 7




When Navy picked me up, I waddled; my ass was worn out, and my legs were shakily exhausted.              

Navy smiled at me after I closed the door. "My, you are flushed. Have you been a good girl?"             

I tried to answer, but because of the abuse it had taken, my throat was sore and hoarse from the abuse. I just nodded.              

"That's good. I'm glad. Did you enjoy my scared straight program? I designed it just for you, so you'd see what prison life would have in store for you."               

I nodded. I didn't want to go to prison, not because of the sexual abuse that I might have to endure. That part almost tempted me to commit a crime. I wanted to avoid jail because I wanted to dress as a woman.              

So far, I'd only dressed in a maid's outfit. It was sexy, but I wanted something sexier. Maybe even a little more revealing. I wanted to go out, maybe dance, and eat like on a date.              

I took a deep breath and asked. "Navy. I've worked hard over the last month. I've done all you asked. Can I wear maybe something else? Maybe like something sexier, like other than this maid outfit. Maybe go out, and you know, like on a date."             

Navy smiled at me. "I agree. It's time for you to go out on a date. You are ready."             

When we got home, I ran up to my room. I wondered, anxious, just what Navy would cook up next. I was eager to find out, and I hoped she would keep her word and let me go out as a woman—a woman and not a sissy maid.             

I fell asleep blissfully, dreaming of dancing, romancing, and meeting people dressed in a short sexy club dress, showing off my newfound femininity.




The End...

For Now...
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Feminized By My Evil Stepmom

Jaxon has always been angry and gets into a jam where he needs his stepmom's help.
Navy, his stepmother, a notoriously wicked woman, has a plan. His anger is because, internally, he wants to be a woman.
She puts him into her anger management program: A feminization program.

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

Jaxon gets into another fight and is arrested.
His stepmother believes girls don't fight and are easier to raise.
Navy, Jaxon's wicked stepmom, agrees to an anger management program suggested by Jaxon's attorney to get the assault charges dropped.
Jaxon enters her anger management program, which is heavy on feminization.
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A Sissy's Diary - Book One (Sissy Slave Training 1) 

When Asher gets caught in Joyce’s bedroom, one of his renters wearing her lingerie, he’s sure his life is over, and if and when his father finds out, he’ll be written out of the will. He didn’t expect her to force him to play along with her feminization fantasy and turn him into her perfect sissy cuckold.

Asher, fearful of losing his inheritance at first, reluctantly agrees. But, soon, his secret desire to be a sissy crossdresser, which he has controlled and hid from everyone, takes hold, and he submits to Joyce’s every erotic desire. Then, Asher becomes Ashley, begins his sissy transformation, and becomes Joyce's. Will his new role as Joyce’s sissy ruin his inheritance? Will his secret sissy desires cost him everything?

Explore a world of crossdressing, first-time, feminization, and discipline in Book 1 of A SISSY's DIARY Series – from erotica author Phoebe Pearl.

A Sissy's Special Punishment: Forced Crossdressing, Femdom, First Time Feminization 

ake Barlowe has just won a high-profile case for the wealthiest man in the world. He should be happy, but he isn’t. He hates his client, Sebastian Oliver. He hates how he destroyed Oliver’s accuser’s reputation again. But his job as an attorney is to defend his clients, even scum like Oliver. After a night of drinking with Oliver, Barlowe leaves the party drunk and drives home. With two DUIs under his belt, he can ill afford another one, which would be a felony and possibly send him to prison.
On his way home, he’s pulled over by Sheriff Avery, the sister of the woman Oliver harassed and the woman he embarrassed on the witness stand. Sheriff Avery has a special punishment lined up for Barlowe, or he can accept the more traditional and legal penalty for driving drunk, a year in jail.
For starters, Sheriff Avery dresses Barlowe up as a naughty schoolgirl and forces her to perform community service on two of the prisoners in her jail. But his special sissy punishment isn’t over. It’s just beginning. Follow Barlowe’s new life as Kandy, as Monica Avery and her sister Sheriff Avery teach Barlowe how to be a good sissy and serve their kinky desires.

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

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

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

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

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

Tricked Into Crossdressing: Tricked Into Crossdressing, Forced Crossdressing, Daddy Roleplay, Sissy Crossdresser

Harry and his coworkers had a plan for Myles: Tricked Into Crossdressing.
Myles hates these road trips. He can't crossdress.
So he plays along and ends up in some hot Daddy roleplay dressed as a schoolgirl.

My Sissy Cuckold Husband: Reluctant Feminization, Forced Feminization, Sissy Crossdresser, Femdom, Cuckold 

Taylor is very effeminate, but his domineering wife, Harper, likes it that way.
Harper discovers Taylor Taylor's obsession with cross-dressing and decides to spice up their boring sex life.
Harper demands that Taylor crossdress for her, become her sissy, and wear a cock cage giving her the control she desires.
Harper learns about Femdom as she plans an exotic vacation.
Taylor reluctantly allows Harper to crossdress him and go out for a night on the town.
They meet up with three guys, and the night of wild, kinky sex transforms their dull relationship into something that would work in a porn movie.

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

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