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Feminized By My Wicked StepMom




Book One: 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.




Book Two: Scared Straight: Feminized By My Evil Stepmom: Forced Feminization, Sissy Maid Training, Sissy Crossdresser, Reluctant Feminization





Jaxon goes to court for his first appearance after getting arrested for assault. Jaxon’s stepmom Navy testifies that he has made significant progress controlling his anger. What she leaves out is that her anger management program involves feminizing Jaxon. Jaxon, though won’t admit how much he enjoys being feminized.

Jaxon is sentenced to another six months of “anger management.” His sentencing includes a new program Navy has designed: Scared Straight.

Jaxon’s feminization continues, and Navy’s indoctrination into what a good girl should and should not do.

This book includes forced feminization, sissy maid training, spanking, group sex, interracial sex, humiliation, and sissy crossdressing.


Chapter One




During my initial sentencing hearing, my stepmom testified her scared straight program could change my life by motivating me to control my anger. Yesterday, I completed it. It didn't have the intended results; I wasn't scared straight.

What was scared straight?

It wasn't talking to ex-cons and learning about the challenges of prison life. No, Navy took her program to the extreme, as she does with everything. Scared straight was getting gangbanged by three ex-cons with huge black cocks. Fucked prison style, as the convicts joked. No lube, no warm-up, just fucked silly.

It didn't "scare me straight." I liked it. Honestly, I could handle getting fucked like a piece of meat every day, getting used like a fuckdoll, and fucked rough.

If I learned anything, I liked dressing up as a girl. So, I would avoid jail at all costs—no girl's clothes in prison.

Of course, she didn't tell the DA or the judge the whole story about her anger management or her scared straight program, the wicked, sadistic bitch. I should be appreciative; she kept me from serving three to five.

How did I get to this point?

The old saying sticks and stones will break your bones, but names will never hurt you, didn't apply that day. Names hurt, at least the words Owen used.

I walked past Owen's house, as I did every day after work. Like every other day, he called me a sissy, a faggot, etc. Everyone did. Those words hurt two months ago.

Back then, I didn't know what I do now, that I loved sucking cock, dressing as a woman, getting plowed in the ass, and being submissive. It took Navy, my stepmom, to feminize me to help me realize who I was. I hate my stepmom, but she did provide the incentive to do what I'd always fantasized about, being a sissy.

That day, I tried to ignore Owen. I swear I did. I had lots to lose. And lots of motivation to control my anger. Navy and Dad warned me about getting into fights. I'm not sure why I got into them in the first place; I lost them all. My fighting skills only proved what a sissy I was.

Navy warned me one more fight, and I'd be out on my ass—no help for college and no more free room and board. It wasn't registering in my mind that day. Instead, as I walked past Owen's house, I fantasized about cross-dressing. A secret that Navy knew about but never revealed before that day.




From his porch, Owen yelled, "Hey, sissy? What have you got under those pants? Bet not a cock."

I picked up my pace and focused on returning home, not replying with obscenities, my usual reaction. College was my dream, if not just to get out of this shit-hole of a town.

Owen was stoned or drunk, or both. He caught up to me and tried to pull my pants down to show everyone I had a pussy and not a cock. I reacted and tackled him. It was a sissy move. But it caught him off guard. It was a one-in-a-million hit. He stumbled, tripped, hit his head on the curb, and lost consciousness briefly. He might have kicked my ass if he hadn't been out cold. If he'd kicked my ass, I might not have been charged with assault. Looking back, I'm glad all of it happened. I liked being a sissy, though maybe not under my sadistic stepmom's control.

When the cops arrived, Owen regained consciousness. His head was bleeding, and I'm sure to the cops I was the one that started it. Even so, the cops arrested us both, with Owen bleeding like hell from the cut on his head. Days later, the DA dropped Owen's charges but charged me with assault.

Navy worked it out with the district attorney to suspend the charges if I entered her anger management program. You'd think she was a good woman, full of kindness. She isn't; she's just wicked. Her anger management program was nothing more than feminizing me. 




The other thing about her so-called anger management program was that I realized what a sadistic woman she was. She enjoyed torturing me.

"Girls are better. Girls don't fight. Raising girls is easier. Girls this. Girls that." Navy told my Dad over and over. Now she's getting her wish.

How did she turn me into a girl?

Her anger management program, as she called it, involved a strictly evil and sadistic routine. Dressing like a girl was my favorite part, and the sex she'd arranged for me was even better. The rest of it was cruel. But I liked it.

Being Navy's sissy felt good, and my anger dissipated, but I wanted to take things to another level. So, on our way home from Navy's so-called scared straight program, I asked her to allow me to go out to dinner or dance dressed as a girl. I looked good.

Each day, after doing my makeup, I looked more feminine. Over the last two months of my stepmom's anger management program, I'd read and watched all the feminine videos, magazines, and books Navy required: girly magazines, hundreds of makeup videos, style magazines, and cross-dressing books.

At first, I missed my video games and television shows, but a feeling of pride took over as I got good at applying makeup. Pride and joy, I loved the new me. Some days, I stood before the mirror admiring the new me, a girl. A pretty girl.




I'd learned how to accentuate my doe-eyes with eye shadow. With blush, highlighter, and contour, my curved jawline and high cheekbones made me almost indistinguishable from a real woman. Once the red lipstick went on my full, plump lips, I was all woman, very passable. I was proud of something for the first time.

Thinking of my gangbang and going out dressed, I showered and shaved smoothly as was required. I did my makeup. When I glanced in the mirror, I hated to admit it, but the internal anger I'd always felt was gone—Navy's anger management program worked.

After admiring my face for twenty minutes, fantasizing about my night on the town, I realized I'd be late for my sissy maid duties. Hastily I put on my maid's outfit. Once dressed, I double-checked my look. Navy was not only strict but wicked, not just wicked but sadistic. One thing out of place, and she'd punish me.

Satisfied, I headed downstairs and started Navy's breakfast. On the kitchen table was a shoe box.

A note on the shoe box: You have done great, sissy. For your efforts, I have bought you a new pair of heels. Wearing these will help you toward your goal of going out on the town.

Excited, I opened the box—a pair of beautiful pink pumps. The heel was gold, six inches, and stiletto style. The back of the shoe had a gold vine. I couldn't wait to put them on. I took off the black pumps I had on, sat, and placed my sore ass on the seat, reminding me of the abuse my sissy hole had taken last night.

I didn't care. I wanted to go out on the town, so I struggled to get my foot in the shoe. This can't be? Navy was always spot on getting my sizes right. I loved the shoes, so I pushed, pulled, and wedged until I got my feet in both stiletto heels.

I stood and walked. The small sizes forced me to walk in the exaggerated style of a bimbo sexpot in a B movie. I liked it. I cleared my mind of all thoughts except getting used.

I finished Navy's breakfast with the standard: coffee, piping hot, with two creams and one sugar. Two scrambled eggs, not runny, and one piece of toast. Timing its completion so that the coffee arrived in front of her seconds after she sat. After half her cup of coffee reached her stomach, I placed the food platter before her. The curtsy was the most critical part of the morning.

When I curtsied, my sore ass, tired legs, and the too-tight shoes caused my curtsy to be a little off.

Navy said. "You forgot how to curtsy? Do you not appreciate all I have done for you? I guess you learned nothing last night, did you? Maybe you want to go to prison? Spend some time getting fucked in the ass? Maybe you're just a faggot. I do all this for you, and you show no appreciation?"

Navy laughed for half a minute, then said. "My little sissy girl wants to go to jail and get fucked daily by thick black thugs. Is that what you're telling me by not showing me respect?" 

I wondered if she was right. Would I enjoy prison life? Maybe it would be a break after two months of Navy's hell.

I adjusted my position and remained in a curtsy. I thought about how the thugs had fucked me silly. Part of my sadistic stepmom's new scared straight program. Fucked silly meant fucked silly prison style. No lube, just spit and three big black cocks ravaging my sissy white ass like it was theirs. Though my ass was sore, it felt good to have a gentle reminder of who I was, a sissy slut.

Was she right? Maybe three years behind bars, getting my sissy hole stretched wouldn't be so bad. I'd be appreciated it, and my services might be in great demand.

God, I loved it, being hate-fucked.

What was wrong with me?

I considered my response as my sore ass throbbed, and the too-small heels pinched my feet.

I grimaced. "I want to go out. Being dressed as a girl makes me happy. I deserve a reward for my progress."

I took a long breath and said. "Please."

Navy's mouth fell open, and with a skeptical glare, she said. "Is something wrong? Do you not appreciate all I have done for you? And you feel you deserve to go out on the town? Have some fun!"


Chapter Two




After Navy picked me up from my scared straight program, I asked her if I could wear something besides the sissy maid outfit. I'd gone two months serving her, cleaning for her.

As a woman, I wanted to expand my horizons and go out in public. Wearing a sexy outfit was a long-suppressed dream of mine. Instead of doing housework in my maid outfit, I wanted to explore my feminine side in a more public setting. With all the practice and more practice perfecting my makeup techniques and my effeminate features, I'd become passable. Or at least I thought so. Except for the flesh between my legs, I know I could pass.

"Yes, Ma'am. I've done well and followed your anger management program to the letter, and... you always wished Dad had a girl for you to raise. Damn it, Navy, I've cleaned, listened to all your sissy hypnosis tapes, sucked on dildos, shoved them up my ass, and got gangbanged by three thugs. I deserve a reward."Navy dropped her fork, still full of eggs. She finished chewing the mouthful of food and swallowed it, sipped her coffee, then dabbed her mouth with a napkin. She nodded, stood, and walked toward me.

She grabbed my chin and turned my face to the right and left. "Yes, you have accomplished much. So, you want to go out? Out on the town as a woman?" She laughed. 

"You think you're a girl now? Are you devoted to your transformation? In your desire to become a good sissy boi?"I nodded. "Yes, I am. I want nothing more. I admit you were right all along, and forcing me to be feminine has curbed my anger. But I want more than to clean the house and listen to tapes."

"What about Owen? The young man, you injured? He's suffering because of your anger. Suffering, did you see him in court?"

"Hell, he's faking it."

At my sentencing hearing, Owen showed up with a bandage wrapped around his head and hobbling with a cane.

"Tell you what, I'll leave it up to Owen. Call it community service. He can take you out if he thinks you deserve to go out on the town. I'll leave you in his hands for the next few days."

Navy grabbed her phone and stepped away as I cleaned the dishes spotless as required.

She returned several minutes later and said. "I've instructed Owen on properly caring for my little sissy boi. He'll be here in twenty minutes."

Navy dropped to a knee, lifted my skirt, yanked my sissy panties down, unlocked and removed my pink chastity device. 

Free at last, I should have felt relief, even happiness. But I felt exposed and uncomfortable. After slipping my panties back on and straightening my maid's outfit, I missed my cage. It didn't feel right.

After eating, on the floor as Navy required, Owen arrived. Navy handed him the pink cock cage, and he escorted me out the front door into his black range rover with tinted windows. Rap music with a deep bass blasted inside.

Owen smiled and gave me a bold, sweeping gaze. "I was right. You are a sissy. Aren't you? Admit it!" He dangled the cock cage in front of my eyes. "Look at this nasty device. God damn, how big is your dick? It can't be that big. Mine would never fit in this thing. Look at you all dressed up like a girl. Damn, I'd never recognized you if your stepmom hadn't told me who you were."

Owen reached over and grabbed my knee. I smacked it away.

He laughed. "Your mine now, sissy better get used to it. You better like it."

What was I going to say? I loved being a sissy, being feminized but admitting it to Owen wasn't going to happen.

"I dress like this because my stepmom is a wicked sadistic bitch, and I'm only going along to get out of jail. I'm not doing anything with you. Get used to that."

Owen put his range rover in reverse, turned, and backed out of the driveway, "By the end of the day, you're going to admit to me you are a sissy. Thanks to your stepmom, I have some good ideas. You'll beg to suck on my cock. You'll beg for it, sissy."

Anger and hate choked me for several minutes. Slowly though, anger turned into a lust scorching my brain. I could think of nothing but all the dirty nasty things Owen might have me do.

My gaze wandered over Owen's body; he had a sleek, robust build. His arm was covered in a full sleeve tattoo from wrist to shoulder. And he had a persistent predatory grin. My attention dropped to his groin; I imagined how big his cock was and how it would feel in my mouth.

I got lost in a fantasy of Owen forcing me to my knees, his throbbing, thick head dripping precum before my eyes. The hole in the middle of his thick mushroom head was like the all-seeing eye calling me, taunting me to open my mouth and do my duty as a cumslut.

Apparently, throughout my fantasy, my eyes never left his groin, so Owen caught me staring. He grabbed his crotch and said. "You want this already, sissy?"

The world dimmed around the edges as I realized not only had I been staring at his crotch, but my lips were parted sensually, and I was licking my lips, displaying my raw need for his flesh openly.

He laughed. "Go ahead and deny it, sissy. I know. You know that you want my meat in your mouth. In your sissy ass. I'm not giving it to you unless you beg for it. Yep, faggot, you got to beg for it. Admit to me you are the sissy I thought you were."

I recovered. "You're mistaken, asshole. I just..." There was no explanation for why my eyes were locked on his crotch. And why my cock was now hard. I lifted my right ass cheek and crossed my legs so Owen couldn't see my arousal.

"You'll beg before the day's over. Trust me. You'll be on your knees begging for this cock. Oh, by the way, it's ten inches thick, every sissy faggot's dream. The first task of the day, you'll show me your sissy clitty."

I didn't answer. My face heated, hating myself for loving his words, loving the humiliation and the possibility of a very sinful day.

We pulled up at his house, where all this started two months ago.


Chapter Three




Owen pulled into his driveway and got out. I hesitated on the porch, which had the usual suspects. Two women, probably his hookers, dressed for the part. Three black guys with no shirts and tattoos all over their beefed-up bodies.

The cat calls began immediately, and all three guys simultaneously grabbed his groin, lifted it, and hooted at me as if it had been practiced.

They all said. "Hey babe, want some big black cock?"

I did. I took a deep breath. I wanted to get out and strut my stuff, but not in this silly maid's outfit.

I glanced at the two girls, an Asian gal who had on a strapless, tiger print, V-neck mini dress, looking sexy as fuck. Her long slender arms rested on top of her sleek hips. She stood brown thigh against brown thigh, her long, smooth legs sensually touching at the knees. A pose I hadn't perfected yet. I wanted to leave the car and ask her to show me that pose.

She smiled and winked at me. That was enough. I opened the door and walked to the door where Owen waited. The too-small shoes forced me to take super-small steps, petite, sexy steps.

I walked passed the thugs. They hooted, and one grabbed my ass. I enjoyed it and didn't hide my pleasure.

Owen said, "Get in here."

Once inside, Owen closed the door. He slid several empty beer cans and crumbs of pretzels, popcorn, and chips from the sofa, then fell into it.

He said, "Stand there." Pointing to a spot before him.

I said. "Listen. I don't know what you have planned. But I'm not doing it. Take me home."

That's what I said. What I wanted was to convince Owen to take me out. Have the Asian gal help me get dressed, maybe borrow one of her dresses.

"Yeah, right. First things first." Owen stood, opened the door, and said. "Get in here, Ava and Luna."

The two girls entered. Owen introduced Luna first, the Asian gal. Then Ava, a tall, slender black woman, wearing super tight jean shorts. She had a trim stomach, full-figure hips, and a pair of plump, squeezable tits.

Owen returned to the sofa and patted the seats to his right and left. "Join me here, ladies. I want your opinion on something."

Ava and Luna sat.

"Take off your panties, sissy. Show us what you got."

I fought back a blush before I answered Owen. "No way. I'm not sure what Navy told you about my purpose here. But, I'm not showing you what I got."

Owen laughed. "Are you ashamed of your junk? I'm not."

Shame choked me. My cock was small, and to put it on display for these girls would be too much. Not only that but to give in to Owen and show that my cock was small, just as he'd teased me about. Fuck, that's why I got into this mess in the first place.

I said. "No."

"What? Well, there are two options here. One, you pull your panties down, lift your skirt and show us that I was right that you got a pussy, or I call Navy and..."

"Fuck you, Owen."

Owen said. "Luna, pull his panties down."

Luna stood and walked toward me.

Owen said. "Maybe Navy decides that you need some time behind bars. I know a few... shall we say friends of mine that might want a little white sissy faggot like you. Make your time a little more fun."

A delicious shudder shot through me at the thought of it.

Owen must have read my mind because he said. "Maybe that's not a good threat. How about this, you do as I ask, everything I ask, and I'll have Luna dress you and take you out for a night on the town."

Luna was now on her knees in front of me. She glanced at me, "I'd love to take you out for a girls' night, honey. Get you all dressed up."

Her soft hands traced the contours of my inner thighs, searing my flesh as her fingers ran up my thighs, then my hips. She slid two fingers under the waistband of my panties. But did nothing else.

"Well, what is it, sissy? Go out? Or go home. Go home and face Navy's consequences."

I knew what the consequences would be. At the very least Navy would spank me. It wasn't an erotic spanking. It was more for discipline.

"Okay." I glanced down at Luna and whispered, hoping Owen wouldn't hear. "Please don't laugh."

Luna slid my panties down, and my cock hardened immediately. Luna got them to my ankles and prompted me to step out of them. I did.

Luna returned to the couch. Under the flared maid's skirt, my erection was still hidden.

Owen said, "Lift it, faggot. Let's see that cunt."

My cock throbbed as I grabbed the hem of my skirt. I blushed, hating myself for loving this humiliating experience. I lifted the skirt.

The girls laughed. It wasn't a chuckle; it was rip-roaring laughter.

Owen said. "I knew it. You got a pussy. A little sissy clitty. What are you going to do with that!"

Ava smacked Owen on the arm. "Hey, I got this john loves to be fucked on the ass. Let me do this faggot."

Owen grabbed his chin and rubbed it while thinking.

I dropped the hem of my skirt, hiding my sissy clitty. "No way. I'm not a faggot, Owen. I don't like that kind of stuff." In reality, I wanted her mounting me, filling me up, her ample tits rubbing into my back as her plastic cock pummeled my ass.

"No?" Owen said. "You'll do as I want, sissy. Lift that skirt, or I'll send you home, and unless you complete this portion of your anger management program, you go straight to jail."

What had Navy told Owen? She was sadistic as hell, using Owen for more torture. Even as I hated her, my cock throbbed at the excitement of this humiliating experience, showing these girls my pathetic sissy cock.

Owen laughed. "Guess you can't go straight to jail because you're a sissy faggot. Not a straight bone in you."

He gathered himself. "Lift the skirt. Ava, please get me a marker, er, the pink one in the kitchen drawer. Get your strap on too."

"What? No way! Were you listening to me? I'm not letting her fuck me." I put up a good act or thought I did. Used to taking orders, I'd lifted my skirt without even noticing that I'd done it.

Ava stood and pranced to the kitchen, singing, and dancing. "I'm going to tap a sissy white boi ass."

She returned with a pink marker.

Owen said. "Make a heart around his, or sorry her sissy clit. Then write, sissy clitty, above it."

"What? This is ridiculous." I said as my cock throbbed at the humiliation of this strange experience.

Luna pointed and said. "Oh my god, look at the little sissy. He likes it. He likes to be called names. You like being humiliated, sissy?"

"No." Shame choked me, but not because they were effectively questioning my manhood. No shame bloomed because I liked it. What was wrong with me?

Though lies spewed from my mouth, my cock was like a lie detector. Because as Ava drew a pink heart around my throbbing cock, a healthy dose of precum leaked.

Ava smacked my little cock. "Hey, sissy. You got your nasty sissy faggot juices all over my hand. Lick it off."

Ava put her hand in my face. She turned to Owen and said. 'Watch this. The true sign of a sissy faggot."

I opened my mouth, pushed my tongue out, and lapped my precum.

They all laughed.

Owen said. "I knew it. You're a fucking faggot. A sissy faggot with a sissy pussy. Tell me you are! Admit it."

"No! Listen, you got me into this mess by teasing me. I'm not a faggot. Navy's a sadistic, wicked bitch. This is all part of her desire to get even with me. She hated it when I moved back in and wants me out of my home! That's all."

After graduating from high school, I packed a bag and left. I backpacked through Europe for four years, never calling home or talking to my Dad. Then, I popped back in out of the blue, and Dad was married to Navy. When Navy met me for the first time, I could tell she hated me.

Owen said. "No, you're a sissy, Jaxon. A sissy faggot. Admit it, or Ava's going to prove it. Get your strap on, hun." Hearing my real name for the first time in two months made me uncomfortable. I never realized how much I liked being called simply sissy.


Chapter Four




Ava left.

Owen said. "So, I hear you want a night on the town dressed as a woman, huh, sissy? What kind of a man wants to go out dressed as a woman? But a sissy. A sissy faggot. "

"I'm not a sissy, Owen. How many fucking times do I have to tell you that? No, hell no. Why would I want to do that? I'm not a girl."

Owen laughed. "Look at your crotch. Look in the mirror. You're made up like a girl, have a wig, and a pretty little maid's outfit. You're a girl."

I glanced down at the pink heart surrounding my pulsating sissy clitty identified above with perfect penmanship. "I'm not uh, er, excited. I don't like all this."

Luna laughed. "Now honey, your cock's the smallest, cutest little thing I've ever seen, but if that isn't excitement, well, I don't know cocks, and I know cocks, hun. You love this."

I lowered my skirt.

"Loving this? What choice do I have? Owen set me up. He's not using a cane now, but if you'd seen his performance in court, the neckbrace, and the cane. He's in this with my stepmom. They're forcing me to dress like this and have dirty sex and stuff. They're both sadistic as hell."

Owen laughed. "Lift that skirt back up. Be proud of your sissy clitty. Bend over, grab your ankles, sissy. You're going to take it up the ass with me watching."

Luna said. "Hey, Owen, I've got an idea. If he cums without touching his cock, let me get him all dolled up. And let me take him for a night on the town. With me." She winked. Then said. "You know, with me."

Owen rubbed his chin and thought about it for a few minutes. Then with the sneakiest smile I'd ever seen, he said. "Sounds interesting. Show him what it's like to be a real woman. Okay, I'm down. But no touchy, touch with hands, sissy. Hands-free. Only a real sissy would cum with a big black dildo up his ass, getting fucked silly. Yep, you cum with a dildo up your ass. You're a sissy."

"Yeah, Luna, you're my girl. He gets what he wants, and I get what I want for this sissy faggot to admit what he is. Not walking around all badass. I get revenge for making me look bad in front of the crew. Yeah, I like it. This sissy gets his night on the town."

"No fucking way. I told you I don't like taking it up the ass, and I'm not a faggot." As I thought about Ava pounding my ass with a strap-on, my cock oozed a healthy dose of precum.

Owen laughed. "Yeah, right. You're lying to yourself, sissy."

Luna added. "Cocks don't lie."

"Tell you what. You don't like my challenge. You clean this house up. Then you go home. No going out with Luna."

"Oh, by the way, you're supposed to maintain that heart and sissy clitty around your... whatever is between your legs for a month. Navy said to tell you it's a reminder of who you are and why you're here. "

Fuck! Navy and Owen were in all this together. The sadistic bitch. Was she in on it from the beginning? Did Owen taunt me to get me into a fight so Navy could have an excuse to throw me out?

I glanced around. There were discarded red plastic cups lying everywhere, beer cans and bottles were strewn about, trash was all over, and the house looked like it hadn't been cleaned for months before the remnants of the party. This would take me days to clean, not hours. I didn't want to go home. I wanted to go out with Luna. I wondered where she'd take me to a dance club. A restaurant? Or both.

"I'm not doing either. I'm leaving; take me home." I said the words but wanted nothing more than for Ava to fuck me with her strap-on.

Luna smacked Owen on the shoulder. "Show him what a real cock looks like. A man's cock."

Owen said. "You want to see a real cock, sissy? We can compare them?"

"I said, Take me home. This is outrageous. I'll walk home; I don't care. I'm not doing this." I dropped my skirt and headed for the door.

"Hey, go ahead and walk home. I'll keep these." Owen dangled my panties. "Have fun walking through this part of town dressed like that. Hey, maybe you get what you want."

I headed for the door, feeling the cool draft on my throbbing cock, realizing my skirt was so short that my cock would be exposed at the slightest breeze. It sounded exciting to walk home exposed, but getting fucked might be fun.

But I didn't want to get shot, so I stopped with my hand on the door. I turned and said. "You leave me no choice. That's why I'm doing this. Not because I like it or anything."

Owen stood and stepped out of his pants and underwear. I moaned at the mouthwatering sight of his thick long, still, soft cock. I tried to take it back when I realized my moan was noticeable. "I'm tired, that's all. It wasn't because I liked your dick or anything."

Owen pointed to a spot in front of him. "Come over here, sissy, and make it hard."

"Fuck no! No way. I think you've got me wrong. I... I'm not a cocksucker. I've never sucked cock before anyway; I wouldn't know what to do." That was a lie. Sucking cock had become my second nature, a combination of sucking on dildos and cock.

"That's not what I hear. I heard you were all down for sucking big black cock last night."

"I don't know what you heard. But it's a lie!"

Owen started masturbating, and he grew harder as his hands stroked his massive cock. "I said, come over here, sissy. Let's compare cocks. Stand here, next to me, and Luna will compare cocks."

"Fuck, I know yours is bigger, Owen. Fuck okay, I admit it. What more do you want?"

"Get over here. Luna will suck us both off and give us her opinion on which of us she wants."

Luna said, "I know already which one I'd choose."

I wasn't interested in the who's got the biggest dick of them all, but I was interested in having Luna's swollen lips, made for giving head around my cock. I might shoot my load down her throat.

I stood next to Owen.

Owen said, "Lift the skirt and show us that pathetic excuse of a cock."

I lifted it. I glanced down at my little clitty, then at Owen's, swallowed in Luna's petite manicured hands.

Luna said as her hands aggressively stroked his manhood in a slow, steady motion. "Oh my, it's so big and hard. I can't even fit my hands around it. Now let me try the sissies."

Luna grabbed my dick with two fingers and stroked my cock three times, pulling her hand free. "Fuck, the sissy's about to make a penis colada all over my hand. Owen, please don't make me play with that little thing again. I got a reputation to maintain."

Owen laughed and said. "Guess we got our answer. He's been locked up for a month. How do you do it, sissy? Go a month with no orgasm."

"That's it; I don't have to take this humiliation any longer." The words came out of my mouth, but I loved every minute. I turned and headed for the door again.

Ava returned and said. "Oh, no. You stay, sissy."


Chapter Five




Ava returned and dropped the leather harness on the coffee table and the black plastic stallion, which she intended to invade my ass next to it. My cock throbbed and dribbled more precum.

Ava peeled off her blouse and bra. "Lift the skirt, sissy. I want to see that little sissy clitty."

Used to taking orders, I complied.

Owen laughed again, pointing at my little sissy lie detector throbbing and dribbling precum. "Look at it. That's a sissy clitty all excited about getting fucked."

I dropped the hem of my skirt and said, trying to act macho. "No, fuck you! I'm excited about Ava's tits. Damn girl, nice tits." Though I said the words, my attention was on the black dildo on the table and how that fucking rubber stallion would feel inside my ass.

Ava shimmied her well-rounded hips, dropping her tight jean shorts down her toned legs, and kicked them across the room, showing me a nice meaty pussy.

Rubbing her pussy lips and licking her lips, Ava said, "I know you don't want my pussy, sissy." Ava grabbed the harness, shimmied into it, and attached the black plastic stallion.

She said, "I know what you want. Now bend over, sissy, let Ava taste that ass."

I was disturbed by the raw power of my attraction for her. Maybe my interest was more for the plastic stallion hanging between her legs. Ava rummaged around the room, under a chair cushion, under the sofa, and on the fireplace mantel. She mumbled as she looked for something. "I had it here, I know. I used it last night. Where the fuck is it?"

Flipping over an empty pizza box, she bent over, displaying her mouth-watering ass cheeks. Just beyond her ass cheeks was her pussy slippery slick wet with heat, glistening, and swollen. Ava turned around with a bottle of lube in her hand and noticed where my attention was.

Ava chuckled. Then lubed up what would become another notch in the loss of my manhood. "You ain't getting none of this pussy, sissy."

Ava strolled toward me, then guided me to a low-back kitchen chair. "Put your knees on the chair. Grab the back of it."

Surprised at how easily I gave in to her request, I put my knees on the chair, grabbed on tight, and spread my legs.

Ava lifted the hem of my skirt and slapped my ass teasingly. She said. "Damn, look at that ass, Owen."

Enjoying the tingling her hand created on my ass, I pushed my ass back toward her, wanting her cock in my sissy hole, losing all shame and surrendering what tiny manhood I had left. The cool, slippery feeling of lube in my fuck hole caused every inch of my body to lite up with a burning, craving lust to be possessed. To be used like a slut, a whore.

Ava was gentle, not like the thugs the night before. A single impatient finger slowly probed my sissy hole. She gently applied pressure, wiggling and stretching my sore sissy hole. One finger slipped past in seconds, then two, then three.

Ava smacked my ass as her fingers fucked me. "That ain't no virgin ass, Owen. Get over here and use this sissy's mouth."

Ava grabbed my hips and straddled my ass, putting the tip of her rubber stallion in my sissy hole as Owen stood cock in hand, in front of me.

Owen slapped my left cheek, then my right cheek, his cock swelling with each slap. Owen spanked my face with his growing erection as Ava wiggled, pushed, wiggled, thrust, pulled back, and muscled her strapon into my ass. The thick head of the dildo stretched the muscles of my sissy hole, my breath was ragged, and I gripped the seat so tightly I feared I might pull the fabric off the wood. Then came relief after a slight pinch; her hips hit my ass cheeks.

She was in, and at that moment, Owen's cock grew into a swollen masterpiece. It was beautiful. The all-knowing eye in the middle of his thick helmet called to me: open that mouth, sissy, and take it. The scent of his manhood was meaty, and he had a cagey look on his face.

I didn't want to prove to him what I was or what he wanted me to be; still, I flicked my tongue before I knew what I was doing. For a brief second, I was drenched in ecstasy, pure joy at having felt his inflamed flesh. Owen pulled his cock up, just out of my reach. My tongue remained extended, flicking in the air, begging for another taste.

Ava pulled out, slammed back in, and wrapped her hand around my belly, pushing her fleshy pair into my back. My sissy clitty dribbled precum. "Tell me this ass is mine, sissy. Tell me what a sissy you are."

Owen said. "Tell her, sissy, and you get my cock." Owen held his cock back just out of reach of my flicking tongue, but on his face was a yearning desire to let my mouth do its duty and milk an orgasm out of him.

This was heaven. Ava wiggled her hips, gently massaging my prostrate with her strapon as Owen teased me. Ava pulled out and slammed my ass again. In and out she went. At first, it felt like I'd had to pee as each stroke hit my prostrate. But slowly, that feeling disappeared, and it felt like my stomach was on fire. A warm, pleasant fire.

"Tell me, sissy, admit it." Owen placed his cock on my lips. "I know you want it."

His hard head twitched as he slid his cock between my lips. Just as I was about to swallow his meat, he pulled it back, waiting for my affirmation of who I was, a sissy. A sissy faggot that wants nothing more than cock. I licked my lips and smiled at him but didn't say the words he wanted to hear.

Ava continued pounding my ass, and as each thrust touched me prostrate, the tension in my cock slowly built toward a release. I was already close.

I knew it. I'd cum and get my night on the town. I wanted her to continue, let that tension build and grow. With each thrust, I got closer. Each time she ravaged my ass, I got closer and closer to shooting my sissy load.

Owen slapped my face. "Tell me, sissy."

Ava reached around and grabbed my throbbing, aching cock. She laughed and said. "This faggot's close to getting off, Owen."

"Not yet. Not till he begs for it."

Ava pulled her strapon out and positioned it right in the entrance to my sissy hole. Then slapped my ass. "Beg for it, sissy."

I couldn't take it. I wanted her cock. "Please. Please fuck me."

Owen said. "Not good enough. Tell me you're a sissy."

I needed it. I needed her cock in my ass. My heart pounded, and I could feel my balls tighten and throb. I was close to a hands-free orgasm. I reached down and grabbed my cock. Ava grabbed my hand and returned it to the seat.

"No, sissy. Tell Owen what you are and beg for our cocks."

I couldn't take it. "I am a sissy. I'm a sissy faggot, and I love cock. Fuck me. Let me suck your cock, please, Owen. I'll do anything for that gorgeous piece of flesh in my mouth. Fuck my face. I want to be your fuck slut. I need your cock."

Owen laughed. "Holy shit. More."

I blurted out a string of pleas. "Please. Fuck me harder. Pound me hard! Fuck me like an animal! Please let me suck your dick, Owen."

Owen pushed his cock between my lips, into my mouth, and continued his pressure until I gagged. Ava gripped my hips and plunged back in, plunging into my prostrate.

I looked up at Owen with a loving and pleased look. His cock felt hot and twitched as I rolled my tongue around his head. Owen grabbed me behind the head, rammed his hips forward, and pushed his cock deep into my mouth. I gagged when his head struck my throat, and Owen pulled out. I didn't want to stop, so I licked, spit, and spit some more on his head. Between the licks and spits, I said, "Paint my face with your cum. I want to be your cumslut, Owen."

Lick.

Spit.

The tip was getting hotter, and precum drizzled from Owen's thick throbbing mushroom head.

Behind me, Ava continued to vandalize my ass. She wasn't just fucking me hard; she was plundering my manhood. Even so, her violation was pure pleasure. When Ava's hips spanked my ass, the smack of her sweaty flesh on my flesh made an erotic thump. When her dildo pulled out, and her hard rough strokes continued, nothing entered my mind except, "Oh my fucking god, this feels so good."

I tried not to be too loud but couldn't hold back my passion. I made noises, grunts, groans, and moans I never thought I could make. Sucking on Owen's cock like a whore, and getting fucked in the ass like an animal was so dirty and kinky.

Ava pulled back on my hips, pausing for a teasing moment before plunging her rubber cock deep into my ass, then dancing with her hips. Owen pulled his cock out of my mouth and teasingly held it on my lips.

I screamed. "Oh fuck, right, there."

Ava, her cock buried deep in my ass, stopped fucking me, holding my hips back and pressing her cock deeper into my ass. "Beg, sissy."

"Please. Don't stop fucking me like that." Then I had to tell what I did last night. "I fucked all those big black cocks last night. I admit it. I'm a sissy slut!"

Ava grabbed my hips and then said. "You're going to like how this feels." She leaned in and whispered in my ear. "This is such a nice little sissy ass. The sissy's close to cumming."

Owen knelt, grabbed my cock, and twisted. "Don't cum until I do. So get busy."

On the brink of an earth-shattering orgasm, I was forced back from the edge. "Okay. Okay."

Owen shoved his cock back into my mouth. Then he started face-fucking me again. Owen said. "Look at me, whore."

I looked at him helplessly, with tear-dripped lashes and runny mascara. There was pure need and desire in my eyes. An appetite for his cum, a willingness to be his slut.

Owen laughed. "I knew you were a worthless dirty cumwhore. The only thing your mouth is good for is catching cum."

Ava pulled out, then plunged back in deeper than I thought possible.

I screamed. "Make me your bitch! Slap my ass. I've been such a dirty girl."

Ava complied.

Slap.

Then she drove her dildo even deeper.

Smack.

Back out.

In and out.

Smack.

Crack.

Owen fucked my face. I could feel the tension in his cock, the throbbing, the precum sliding down my throat. He was close, and so was I. I no longer fought or tried to hide my sissy tendencies.

Ava smacked my ass several more times. The heat on my ass cheeks was intense. She slapped me again and said. "That red handprint on your ass is mine marking you as my bitch."

Owen shivered, pulled his cock out, and shot his load on my face. The warm, milky cum coated my cheeks and my eyelashes and slowly streamed down into my lips. I lapped up what I could as Owen pulled away.

I wasn't done yet. Ava continued to invade my sissy hole. Free from the disruption of Owen's cock, I met her strokes eagerly, fueled by a desire to cum. Ava's weight was on me, her tits pressing into my back as she ruthlessly plowed into me.

My balls tightened, and my cock throbbed as I closed in on that pinnacle of ecstasy, an orgasm. I yelled. "My ass belongs to you, Ava. It's yours whenever you want it!"

Ava smacked my ass again. "Come on slut, shoot your sissy load. Show us what a faggot you are. Cock up your ass. A woman was riding you like a bitch."

My pulsing cock raced to an orgasm, the need to come, the sheer desire to release my load, was too much. I couldn't hold it back any longer. Every muscle of my body tightened, my heart pumping hot blood through my veins as I exploded with a hot blast of semen.

Then my body relaxed, and my ass became tender. But Ava refused to give me a break. The pleasure of her cock invading me just moments ago was replaced with a stabbing pain. Ava continued her ride, unlike any other I've experienced, for another five minutes, though it felt like an eternity.

She pulled out and smacked my ass as I fell on the floor, exhausted.

Luna stood over me, hands on hips, smiling. "Let's get you cleaned up. Then we go out on the town."


Chapter Six




Luna helped me up and escorted me into the bedroom. She turned on the shower, and I hopped in, washing my cum covered face first. Reluctantly though, because I liked it there. I shaved again, wanting to be smooth and sexy for our night out on the town.

Luna sat me down and did my makeup. When done, I was a little uncomfortable; I looked like a cheap whore. She tucked my cock and balls up tight.

"I don't know, Luna. This is..."

Luna ignored me, went to her closet, and pulled out a black faux leather dress. There wasn't much to it. It was collared at the neckline with neck and side cutouts running down the side to ensure all eyes were on me. After sliding into it, all my nervousness disappeared.

I turned left, then right, and turned around. The skirt was so short the bottom quarter of my ass cheeks was visible. But, oh my, did they look good. I admired my ass for a minute. I walked forward, then back.

"Damn, I look good. Where are we going?" I said, excitement in my voice.

Luna smiled. "Oh, Navy has chosen an extraordinary night for you."

I hesitated. "My stepmom? Where are we going?"

Luna smiled. "You earned a night on the town." She grabbed my hand and pulled me along. Owen whistled as I walked passed. Luna led me out the front door, and all the guys whistled and hooted. I shook my ass, knowing that half my ass was exposed.

Luna led me to a small foreign vehicle. She opened the door for me, and I slid in. She smiled at me and handed me a blindfold. "It's a surprise. Put it on."

I put the blindfold over my eyes, imagining where I'd spend the night—a nightclub. God, I thought about all the attention I'd be getting, shaking my ass, guys staring at me. Maybe a restaurant. Suddenly I felt a little uncomfortable. We drove for ten minutes, then stopped.

"Okay, sissy, you can get out of the car, hun. When you're out of the car, then take off your blindfold. Oh, here's your purse. I'll park the car and be right back."

She put the purse in my hand; I hesitated but grabbed the door handle, pulled, and slid my legs out of the car. Careful to keep my legs together. I stepped out on the pavement and removed my blindfold. Luna sped off down the street and disappeared into the distance.

I was in the red-light district. Across the street were two strip clubs, a porn shop, and an adult book store, and walking up and down the street were hookers. A phone rang in my purse. I opened the bag and pulled out the phone.

"Hello."

"Why hello, my little sissy girl." It was Navy, my stepmom. "So, being my maid isn't good enough for you, huh? All I've done for you, and you want to go out on the town. Well, you got it. Your sissy assignment for the rest of the night is to walk around the neighborhood until I decide to pick you up."

"Navy, how long am I supposed to stay here? This is... fuck I look like a hooker." I rummaged through my purse, looking for a credit card or some cash for a taxi. Besides the phone, the bag had some makeup, lube, and rubbers. That was it. No ID. No money. Nothing else.

"Stay there until I call you and pick you up, or a sexy little thing like you should be able to get a ride on her own." Navy laughed. "You wanted a night on the town, so you get it."

She hung up. I got my night on the town. The sadistic bitch.
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