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Chapter One

I put the blindfold over my eyes, imagining where I'd spend the night—a nightclub, maybe? 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."

Luna, the girl who made me up. Makeup, a sexy little dress, luckily, we were the same size and a sexy pair of six-inch stiletto heels. She put a 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.

What do I do? I looked down the street, one way, then the other. The highway on-ramp was about a mile away. In between here and there was a whole lot of nothing. A car drove by, and a guy in a business suit slowed. The passenger side window slid down as he checked me out. He passed me by. I should have been grateful, but I was mad.

"Not good enough for you, asshole,"  I whispered, then flipped him the bird.

He drove down the block, did a U-turn, and picked up a short, slender hooker with a shiny pink mini skirt and a short halter top, shaking her ass with the help of platform pleaser pumps.

I dug the phone out of my purse and called Navy. Navy answered on the third ring. "How's my pretty little girl doing?"

"This is too much, Navy. How could you do this? I mean, I demand you pick me up! Now. You tricked me." My blood boiled, and anger turned my vision red.

Navy laughed. The wicked bitch. "I see your anger is back. If you wish, you can drop out of my anger management program and take the prison term you would get without it."

"Damn it, Navy. This is too much. You fucking wicked bitch! You set me up."

Navy laughed. "You're enjoying yourself, aren't you? Enjoying my suffering." A car stopped, and an older, beefy white guy rolled down his window and said to me. "Looking for a date, sexy?"

I said to Navy. "Listen to where you left me off. There are hookers all over, porn shops, and strip clubs. What am I supposed to do here? Hook? What if I get picked up for hooking? How's that going to look? You're a wicked fucking bitch. Why are you doing this to me?"

"You begged, pleaded with me for a night on the town. I merely gave it to you. All I did for you, and you're still unsatisfied? I made cleaning the house fun..."

"Fun? Getting gangbanged by thugs?"

"Deny, you enjoyed it?"

I couldn't because I did. This was going nowhere.

"I'll call you when I'm ready to pick you up, you ungrateful sissy. Maybe show your appreciation instead of begging me for more."

"How am I supposed to do that?

She hung up. Show my appreciation? What did that mean? I cleaned for her and followed all her rules while she humiliated me. But yet, my anger was gone. Anger got me into this predicament in the first place.

I took a deep breath and thought about what was wrong with this. I'm a sexy girl or look like one. No, I am a sexy girl, and damn it. I love being a girl. The sex. Has been fantastic. I would never have found out about how much I love sucking cock. If it hadn't been for Nay's feminization program. I'd have lived angry, too chicken to take the plunge. To dress as a woman. Learning how to walk, talk, and all the other stuff Navy forced me into.

I knew how to flirt with guys. I had perfected the art of strutting my stuff, shaking my booty, and getting my ass used. What else do I need? I'm going to have fun tonight. That's all there is to it.

Another car stopped. The guy asked me if I wanted a date. I shook my head. The guy called me a fucking bitch, drove down the road, and picked up another gal.

Yep, I was going to have fun, one way or the other. I just had to be careful. I passed as a girl, but my guy equipment was still there, tiny and caged in a pink chastity device.

I took a couple of deep breaths. After I straightened my skirt, I focused on how good the silky panties felt on my ass, cradling my caged cock. How my thigh-high hose caressed my smooth, soft legs. How the tight dress cuddle my silky smooth hips and ass.

Every nerve in my body flushed with desire and the need for pleasure. A cool breeze swept between my legs, tickling my balls and ass. My caged cock pulsed, protesting its confinement. It felt weird, but on the other hand, it felt right, being caged. I realized that I didn't want it out.

I rummaged in my purse and admired my long, red nails. I pulled out a mirror and checked my look. 

My hair was perfect. It glowed in the moonlight. My makeup was a little over the top. And yet, I was gorgeous, sexually inviting, sexually charged, and irresistible. Maybe, I could have my night out despite where I'd ended up. That'd piss off Navy.

I put the mirror back in the bag and walked across the street.  


Chapter Two

I wondered where my first stop would be. The porn shop, Spanky's Closet? The adult theater, Tease Me? Or one of the strip clubs: Pink Paradise and Cabaret Gentleman's Club.

Which one?

I consider how much attention a single lady attracts in these places. Did I want attention? Honestly, I craved it. But do I desire the amount of scrutiny I'd garner in any of these places? I had to be careful about every move I made. Suddenly, I realized the sissy training my wicked stepmom had put me through might pay off. The hate I felt for her suddenly felt out of place.

Was this a test? A test of my ability to act and behave as a woman?

 I'd be a girl or as close to one as I could get. If I could pass here in a place with drunk, horny men slobbering all over me, I could pass anywhere.

I could do anything. Except reveal the little piece of flesh dangling between my legs. Then again, maybe I should be proud of it. I was, after all, a male and looked as good or better than any woman. It sounded arrogant, but it was the truth.

I rolled back my shoulders and imagined a string going through my head, a book balanced on top like my wicked stepmom made me practice. I sucked in my tight, firm stomach. I took my first step. Then another. Two more followed, swinging my arms loosely back and forth, swiveling my hips from side to side. I focused on walking heel to toe as my stepmom had taught me.

In my mind, as I strutted across the street, my wicked stepmom, Navy, stood, crop in hand, saying over and over. "Shoulder, hips, heels."

Once across the street, I headed for The Pink Paradise. Why I chose it, I'm not sure. It seemed to call me. As I approached, I kept "The Walk," imagining myself as a man magnet. Attracting every ounce of attention, they had. Picturing a hundred cocks rising to attention just at the sight of me. 

I wanted all the attention I could attract. I felt in control and relaxed. Damn, was I happy? I'd never felt this together before. Damn, it. I had my stepmom's feminization/anger management program to thank for it.

I grabbed the door handle, sucked in a deep breath, and entered. The bouncer, wearing a suitcoat over a black t-shirt, had a hard muscular body, big broad shoulders, and a severe square jaw greeted me with a nod. His eyes lit up and did a grand tour over my body, caressing me with lusty invisible fingers.

I straightened my back and leaned on one leg. I popped my hip, emphasizing the curves created by the corset cinching my waist. For emphasis, I placed a hand on my hips.

He said. "You're fucking sexy."

I smiled and grabbed his arm tenderly, arched my back with total confidence. "Aren't you going to be a gentleman and get a lady a table?"

"Uh, yeah. Follow me, uh miss... I'm Greg. What's your name?"

I almost said, sissy. Then I thought, then figured why not. That's all my stepmom called me. I smiled and said. "Sissy." I paused and added. "Sissy Sloane."

"Right this way. Would you like a table near the dance floor or in the back?"

"Oh, why not. As close to the dance floor as possible." I grabbed his bicep, letting him lead me as I returned to "The Walk." The walk that men would find irresistible. I felt every eye was on me instead of the stripper gyrating with only a g-string on stage. Feeling in touch with my body and in control for the first time.

He pulled out my chair. I crossed my legs at the knees and tucked my mini skirt under my thighs, and glided into the seat. I wrapped my foot around the back of my ankle. I pulled out my makeup mirror, checking my look, fluffing my wig teasingly. I was ready.

A scantily dressed waitress arrived, "What'll you have, hun? That's a gorgeous dress. Where did you get it?"

I didn't know. So, I said. "Oh, it was a gift from a friend."

She laughed. "I like those kinds of friends."

"What'll it be?"

I had no money. "Give me a minute."

She smiled, winked, and nodded while grinning. "That's the way to do it. Let these horny bastards buy the drinks. I'll be back with your first drink. In about three minutes and thirty seconds."

She waved her hand like a model. Indeed, I had attracted a good amount of attention. Some glances were obvious. A guy tipped his glass. Another stared at me like I was a piece of meat to be used. Others were less obvious, subtle glances. Two guys tapped each other's arms, turning their heads secretly.

Prideful when I realized my sexy waitress didn't recognize me as a guy. Her admiration created a sense of ... well, pride. I bounced my heels. Toe pointed out as sexily as possible, Checking out the room.

Most eyes were back on the stage, watching a tall blonde with huge firm tits grinding against the shiny gold pole center stage. What if I had tits like hers? I could. They had to be silicone. They were too big, too firm to be anything but. So I could if I wanted. I just needed the money.

God, I wanted them. I wanted someone to squeeze my tits—just one squeeze.

She twirled around the pole, her long firm legs glistening in the strobe lights. My legs were as good as hers. She spread her legs, displaying her crotch, the pussy lips creating a nice camel toe. What I could do with a real pussy was my first thought. Then I considered what her pussy would feel like wrapped around my cock. That thought faded quickly. I simply no longer had the urge to fuck.

Did I ever have it?  

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw an older gentleman with a lean physique. He had a predatory face, primal, like a hunter—a hunter stalking his prey, which at the moment was me.

I smiled. But didn't look at him. I acted like I was uninterested, but I was. Very much so. He called a waitress, peeled off a hundred from a thick wad of bills, and handed it to her.

A few minutes later, my waitress, who said she'd be coming back soon, said, "I told you. What'll you have, hun."

"Uh..." I wasn't sure.

"Gregor's paying for it. He's the owner—a big spender. My instructions are to get you anything you want. Anything. So what'll you have?"

I cocked my head. "Uh, rum and coke?"

"Sure."

My rum and coke arrived, and I took a long sip. Savoring the attention I was getting. Quick, sneaky glances, long, blatant cloth-removing stares, and I will fuck the hell out of you glares. I finished my rum and coke.

Gregor stood, picked up his drink, and walked toward me. He sat. "I have a proposal for you." He didn't waste time. 

I couldn't help myself. I started to undress him in my mind, ripping the buttons off his silk shirt. In heat like a bitch, aggressively removing his belt, fumbling with his button, and pulling his pants down as I dropped to my knees. His cock, which I imagined to be a throbbing mouthful, was just as eager for my mouth as my mouth was keen for him.

I glanced at his crotch as I licked my lips sensually and obviously.

He smiled and touched my chin tenderly. "I have a request for you and a demand for you. First, the demand. Navy tells me you are one great maid. So, a car will pick you up after Navy completes your journey. Probably this Saturday. My wife, like Navy, has certain perversions, and she's tired of my affairs with the help. She's always wanted a girl like you to help her around the house. So, you will be there. You'll be going to college. I heard you plan on being a lawyer. I'll be paying for it, of course."  The request, the gentleman there..." Gregor pointed to the back of the room, directly behind me. "... wishes to spend time with you in our Champagne Room."

I glanced to the back of the room, following his finger. It was the fucking judge. The judge who'd sentenced me to my stepmom's anger management program. To her scared straight program. The judge who'd threatened to send me to jail for five years for assault and battery. If I had any more trouble with the law. It is the end.

"I'm flattered, and thank you for the drinks. But I'm not that kind of girl."

"Oh, I think you are. The judge told me. So has Navy. I think it's one of those requests that you can't refuse. Plus, you'll earn four hundred dollars."

Gregor lifted his glass to the judge.

"I haven't agreed to any of this." However, it sounded exactly what I wanted. College. Becoming a lawyer. But would I be a male lawyer or a female lawyer? Maybe I'd get tits out of the deal. A pussy?

"I'm not sure I need your permission. It has been arranged. You'll continue your feminization program, of course. But we can discuss that when you begin your new life this weekend. Tonight, you spend time with the judge."

Thinking I didn't want to get ripped off, I said. "Money first."

Once the money hit my hand, I'd do whatever the judge wished. He wasn't bad looking. Maybe a little overweight. But he was clean-shaven, with a dignified haircut. I hoped he had a nice, thick cock. Since he knew who I was, I wouldn't have to hide my cock or cage.  Maybe he'd blow his load in ten seconds flat, an easy four hundred dollars.

Gregor pulled out a roll of hundreds, peeled four out, and handed them to me. "Next Saturday. I'll have the dress my wife wants you in sent over. Please my wife, and you please me. Please me, and you please Navy. Displease me or Navy, and punishment follows. Navy, as you know, is quite sadistic in her punishments. So am I. So is Victoria, my wife."

I nodded. Navy was highly sadistic. Yet, I enjoyed every one of her sadistic and cruel punishments. Others, not so much. But I was here, having the time of my life because of her. Maybe Gregor's wife was a good lady. She sounded nice. Perhaps I'd make a friend.


Chapter Three

The judge stood and walked to an entrance guarded by a muscle-bound bouncer dressed in a black t-shirt and suitcoat. I stood and headed for the door the judge entered.

On my way, a guy patted my ass, another grabbed it like it was his to grasp, some whistled, and others hooted catcalls and obscenities. Even the aggressive invasion of my ass inspired me. It inspired me to be a good slut, to let men or women use me like a piece of meat. I wanted nothing more. I enjoyed it. I loved it.  

When I got to the door, the bouncer opened it. I stepped into a dark hallway lit with soft red lights.

The bouncer whispered.  "The red room." He pointed and said. "It's the first door on the left, around the corner."

I took a deep breath, then headed down the hall. I was not focusing on my walk but on what awaited me. Was the judge going to fuck me? Make me suck his cock? Was it a big cock?

He was an older man, maybe early sixties. Oh fuck, it would take me an hour of sucking on soft flesh to get him hard. But for four hundred dollars, that was a good night's work, a challenge. With the four hundred dollars, I could call a rideshare or taxi, have a nice dinner, go out and dance, flirt, and play—a night on the town, like I intended when I left home earlier today.

Fuck Navy.

I'd show her!

I turned the corner. Thought back to all my sissy training with dildos and cocks. At the door, I listened and heard nothing. What was he going to want me to do? There was little I didn't want to do. I wanted to try it all, but there were a few things on my list of no's. Navy had covered those no-nos. But was the judge aware?

I turned the handle, pushed the door open, and stepped inside. The room was dimly lit. The judge had his back turned toward me, removing his shirt. In the middle of the room, two chairs, right next to each other. On one chair were a pink, frilly negligee, pink hose, and a blonde wig with ponytails.

The judge slipped his pants down. I picked up the negligee. Was I supposed to put this on? It was way too big. I'd look terrible in it. I focused on the judge. His bare ass was showing. His pants are down around his ankles. He grabbed the waistband of a pink thong and slid it back up, situating it around his hips.

My mouth dropped open. What the fuck? Was the judge wearing panties? The judge stepped out of his pants, turned, and I swear to God, under the tiny fabric of the thong was a cock cage. A pink chastity device. Like the one, I had on. Surrounding his cock was a heart in some magic marker. Above the heart was writing, but I couldn't see what it said.

The judge said nothing. He walked toward the chairs, eyes down, smartphone in hand. He set the phone down and slipped into the negligee, hose, and wig. He sat.

He kept his eyes submissively down, an embarrassed gaze to the floor. He called someone. "I'm ready, Mommy. We're at the Pink Paradise."

"Mommy? What's going on here?" I said.

The judge turned toward me and said. "I see you're adjusting well to Navy's feminization program. You look good, better than me. I'm jealous."

I stood, hands on hips. "Navy? Navy's your... your Mommy?"

"Oh yes. I love it. But I wish I could look like you. I love the feeling of women's clothes, but I look ridiculous. I'm supposed to lose weight. But... I haven't been able to."

"So, Navy's coming here?"

"Oh yes. She told me to watch you after Luna dropped you off. She wanted me to tell her where you went and call her when you got inside."

"What's she going to do? I mean to us?"

"I don't know; she's one wicked, sadistic Mommy."  The judge's long pink tongue trailed over his thin lips. "That's why I love her."

He drifted off into a fantasy. "Oh, I almost forgot." The judge got down on his knees in front of me. He grabbed the hem of my skirt. 

I smacked his hand away. "What are you doing?"

The judge looked sad. Maybe a little scared. "Please, I was told to get you out of your cage and warm you up. If I don't... It won't be good for me."

 "You what? How are you going to do that?" I gripped the hem of my skirt.

The judge showed me the key attached to a necklace dangling around his neck. "Navy gave me your key. I'm supposed to get you warmed up for her."

"What? What does that mean?"

"It means you have completed your sissy training. Tonight you claim your reward. Fulfill your fantasy."

I let go of the hem of my skirt. The judge lifted it with trembling hands and slid down my panties.

Fulfill my fantasy? What was my dream?

Ever since I moved back home, the first time I saw Navy, my Stepmom, I had a secret desire for her. I remember that day as my mind traveled south over her curves. Her brown skin. Her body was petite, but there was fierceness about how she was built.  

Since that day, Navy teased me with her body, denying me my passion through my sissy training, but tonight I got it. Is that what he meant? Do I get to taste her pussy, live out a taboo fantasy, and fuck my stepmom? Was that what she had in mind? Was I being presumptuous? Would she tease me, taunt me with promises of sexual release only to deny me?

No doubt that was one of her tricks. But I had to at least hope. No doubt, though, there'd be a catch. A sadistic catch. I'm sure I'd have to earn it. And yet did I want it?

As the judge unlocked my cage, I felt naked. Exposed. I wanted the cage back on. As the judge lifted my cock tenderly and sucked on it. I tried to get passed his manly chin, his puckered lips, and that a guy was sucking my cock.

I'm not sure why that should matter. I had no problem sucking a guy's cock, but this seemed wrong. My cock should have sprung to life immediately, but it remained soft.

I drifted into a fantasy about Navy. I wanted her, I realized. Or did I? The judge licked my cock. I glanced down at his ugly, smooth face in a little girl's ponytail and lost my hard-on. I looked away. My cock was small, and the judge's mouth was big. But still, it felt like I was sticking my dick into a pencil sharpener.

I said. "Ouch, watch the teeth."

"Sorry. I'll try to do better."

Here was a man of power in a cock cage my stepmom put on him. Or so I assumed. Sucking my cock because she, Mommy, commanded him to do it. This was strange.

The judge improved as time passed, but I couldn't get hard. 

As his mouth sucked my sissy clitty I drifted into a fantasy of the first time I saw Navy naked. The first time I came fantasizing about her. Her workout room was next to mine. I drilled a tiny peephole in the wall. Stripped. And watched her enter the room.  

She locked the door and stripped. She turned toward me and unbuttoned her blouse. Slowly, one button at a time. Then she turned around. My hand stroked my lubed cock frantically.

As my fantasy progressed, my cock hardened in the judge's mouth. My head fell back, as in my mind, Navy tugged the straps to her bra. I tried to imagine the judge's lips as Navy's wrapped around my cock, a taboo act.

My cock swelled more as the judge bobbed his head, and my fantasy progressed. Navy's bra fell away, revealing two ripe, succulent mounds. God, I wanted to taste them for the first time. I wanted to suckle them like a child suckled her mother's tit. Another competing fantasy swirled around in my mind. I wanted tits like hers. I wanted Navy's pouty lips sucking my nipples, squeezing my scrumptious ten-thousand dollar silicon mounds into any shape she wished.

I wanted her. I wanted, no, I deserved my reward. Navy tweaked her nipples before shimming her jeans to her thighs. The judge was getting better. And I had forgotten the lips were a guy's lips. The mouth my dick was in wasn't a sixty-year-old man's but my sexy MILF Stepmom's.

The door opened. It was Navy.

.


Chapter Four

"Well, look it here. My two little sissy bitches are having a good time."  Navy had a large blue bag in her hand. She dropped it. 

I smiled.

The judge's mouth continued to work my cock. He'd managed to swallow not only my little sissy clitty but also my balls. From the sounds of his moans and groans, he was having a grand old time.

The judge stopped sucking my cock, and turned his head long enough to brag like a schoolgirl to her mommy. "I did as you said. Mommy. I'm sucking cock. I'm deep-throating it."             

Navy giggled. "I'm not sure my little sissy's dick could get back that far. I'm not sure you could even refer to it as a cock. Sissy clitty might be a better description. Why don't you sit, sissy."

The judge rose. Quickly. As if Navy's words ignited a blazing fire in his ass. He sat. I remained standing. My cock was throbbing, hard, and ready.

What was next? A spanking? More humiliation? Maybe she'd bring in every guy in the place and let them use me. The thought of it sent waves of pleasure into my cock. A stream of clear white fluid slipped out of my dickhead.

I bounced from leg to leg, waiting to see what my sadistic stepmom had in store for me. Navy stared at me. I stared back. Not in spoken words, but my thoughts shot back. "I can take anything you can throw my way."

Indeed I could. I would. I wanted it.

Honestly, without any doubt in my mind, I enjoyed being a sissy, a slave, and being owned. I loved the sexual challenges, and I loved being a girl. Not just a girl, a sissy. A sissy slut that craved the demands of a dominant.

Navy smiled, walked to me, grabbed my chin, and traced her delicate finger over my lower lip. It was an act that told me I was still hers. She kissed me. My stepmom had kissed me. It wasn't a tender peck—a brief peck to exchange love, respect, and maybe even motherly love.

It was a cruel kiss, devouring any will, desire, or thought I had that I'd gain control. It was perverted. Dirty. Nasty.

As her tongue lingered in my mouth. Probing. Flicking and tempting my tongue to respond. She moved her hand over my neck, turned her head, and pressed harder into my lips.

Then her hand trailed down my neck. She gripped my neck and squeezed, cutting off most of my airflow—a brief demonstration of her power. After half a minute, she let go. Her hand lingered on my neck before sliding down to my shoulder. Her tongue begged my tongue into action. I couldn't. No way.

It never seemed wrong. Or it didn't seem bad that my stepmom had feminized me. After all, I wasn't being forced into anything. I wanted it. All the sissy challenges and the sissy assignments didn't seem misguided. The humiliation of taking other guys one after another didn't seem as improper as this.

Her hand passed my belly and hovered right about my throbbing cock. Oh my God, my stepmom is going to grab my dick.

Then what?

Would I get to fuck her?

Four months ago, the thought would have sent waves of excitement through me. What better pleasure than to fuck the hell out of a sexy MILF, my stepmom.

Would she suck my cock?

God, I thought how great that would be. Her on her knees, her thick red lips parting, as she looked up at me.

My cock throbbed. Then I felt uncomfortable. Exposed. Like I was naked in a stadium filled with a hundred thousand screaming, drunk men.

Why?

I was still dressed. Then I realized what the discomfort was from. I was free from the confines of my cock cage. I missed it. I wanted back in my cage. I didn't want my cock out. I didn't even like the useless piece of flesh.              

Her right hand massaged the flesh above my cock. Then Navy smacked my face. "We're not related, sissy. This is what I want. I know this is what you want. You dirty little pervert. Do you think I didn't know you were watching me through your little peephole? Did you enjoy the show?"

I nodded. Even if she let my cock enter her pussy, or she sucked my cock, she was in control.

"Good. This is your reward for completing your sissy training. I command you to enjoy it."

Her lips pressed against mine. Her tongue parted my lips, returning to raping my mouth. This time, I let go. My tongue danced with hers. Her hand gripped my cock. I tasted her mouth for the first time as my tongue slipped into it.                            

Our tongues played, danced, and teased. I took a deep breath, wondering what was next. Should I take over? Force her to her knees, bend her over, and fuck her pussy? It didn't seem right. I didn't want it. Once, yes. No more. I realized I didn't even like or want to play with my cock anymore. I want to be fucked in the ass, suck cock, and please.

Navy stroked my cock gently. Tenderly, with love as our kisses became more passionate, more perverted. As she tugged at my cock, I pulled my hips back.

Navy pulled her head back and gazed into my eyes. She let go of my cock. She had a relaxed smile on her face and maintained intense eye contact. "I couldn't be more proud of you. Isn't this great?"

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. Was she proud of me?

In the year since I'd returned from my European vacation. Not once had she said a kind word to me. I wanted to tell her every fucking wicked, sadistic thing she'd put me through since she started feminizing me was horrible. She should be the one with a jail sentence hanging over her head. The sissy training, the sissy assignments, wearing a cock cage for weeks. Her teasing me, making me fuck other guys and suck cock. It was all horrible and humiliating.

But that wouldn't be true. I enjoyed it. All the crazy shit did one thing, one thing that I needed. It made me realize I didn't want my cock, and I got more pleasure from getting fucked in the ass. If she hadn't feminized me and forced me to shift my pleasure centers from my cock to my ass, I'd still be an angry young man.

I said. "It is. May I ask what my reward is?"

Navy smiled. "Well, you can have my pussy. If you want. You might enjoy it. I won't. That little cock. I won't even feel it. I suspect that you want something else for your reward."

Navy grabbed my sissy clitty. She stroked it. I didn't like it, and I should. Here was a gorgeous woman I'd fantasized about for a year, and I was trying to back away from her affectation. I realized I wasn't even thinking of my cock as a cock anymore, either. But a sissy clitty.

"One of the side effects of feminization is you lose the desire you once got from your cock. This is normal. Girls don't have cocks; they have clits, and holes." Navy cupped my ass and slid her hand closer and closer to my sissy hole.

I was mesmerized, maddened with lust and desire. Every muscle twitched, and every inch of my flesh lit up with a burning need for her to dominate me. Posses me.

Navy said. "Or I can ravage you. Take you like the filthy slut you are."

I said. "Please use me... uh... er. I'll do anything. Anything for you. I'll do whatever you want... uh... er. Mommy. Uh... mommy. You look very pretty."

Calling her Mommy was thrilling. A dirty taboo, perverted thrill. My cock throbbed, and I swear my sissy hole twitched with a desire to have her in me. I wanted not her pussy, but a dildo driven by her hips to ravage my sissy hole.

Navy, Mommy now unzipped her bag of goodies, filled with sadistic and wicked-looking toys. She would make me prove my pledge: "I'll do anything you want."

I realized I wanted to prove it to her too.


Chapter Five

Navy said to the judge. "Remove the leash and collar, prospective sissy. Put the collar around my little sissy here."

"Prospective, but you said?" Whined the judge.

Navy smacked the judge's cheek. "Yes. Prospective. I haven't agreed to turn you into a girl yet. Do you think you can be as beautiful as my sissy here?"

The judge fumbled around in the bag. Pulled out a leash and a collar, stepped behind me, lifted the back of my wig, and attached the collar. He then hooked the leash to the front.

By the time I was leashed, I was panting; my face flushed with passion. My ass, now the center of my need, begged for an intrusion. I was no longer a man. On the outside, sure. But inside, I was all female.

Navy grabbed the leash and tugged at it. She walked me around the room like I was on display.

 She said. "Look at how she walks. So feminine. So graceful and in heels. Six-inch stiletto heels. She doesn't trip. Stumble. Her head is up, back is straight. Female."

The judge said. "I can do it, Mommy. I can."

He stood and tried walking gracefully by my side: night and day. I realized how far I'd come. My steps were graceful and sexy. I swung my hips naturally, with style and sexiness. The judge walked like a gorilla.

The judge seemed to notice the difference. "I'll practice."

Navy said. "Oh, you will."

Navy yanked the leash, stopping me in my tracks. She grabbed my ass, then slipped a finger into my ass crack. She smacked my ass. Grabbed my balls, twisted, pulled, and beat them uncomfortably.

I gasped. Squirmed. 

Navy cupped my ass. "Do you wish to claim your reward?"

I nodded. My breath ragged as Mommy squeezed my balls harder.

"What?" She dug her fingernails into my butt cheek. The other hand twisted my balls. Then another tug.

I cringed.

"Yes, Mommy. I want my reward. Please, Use me. Make me your sissy."

Mommy spanked me twice.

"What a slutty girl. You're so turned on."

Mommy grabbed the judge's chin. "How about you, faggot. Are you taking all this in?"

"Yes. I want you to use me too. I want a reward too."

Navy smacked the judge again. "Oh, there's a way to go. Sit and watch."

The judge repositioned his chair so that he was facing me. His cock was still caged. So, there was nothing for him to do but watch.

Mommy tugged my leash and situated me so my hands were on the back of the chair, my knees on the chair, and my ass fully exposed. Ready for her use. Mommy lifted my skirt and rubbed my ass. I thrust my ass toward her, begging her to take me. To use me.

Mommy bent over and nuzzled her wet, warm tongue onto my neck. She playfully nibbled up to my ear lobe while smacking my ass. The combination of pleasure and pain simultaneously was an incredibly erotic experience.

Mommy nibbled on my ear lobe, now hot, burning with desire, like every inch of my skin. Mommy removed her hand from my ass and pushed two fingers into my mouth. I sucked on them as she fingerfucked me.

Mommy unzipped the back of my skirt, then tore it off my body.  She smacked my ass harder this time. 

Navy kneeled next to me and grabbed my chin. She kissed me, driving her tongue into my mouth.

"I love you, Mommy. I'll do anything for you."

Mommy stared down at me. She didn't know what to say. All the time I'd known her, she was never at a loss for words. This was new. 

Finally, she said. "I love you too. You'll get to prove that statement soon."

"The flogger, sissy."

The judge stood, fumbled in the bag, then pulled out a flogger with a pearly white handle—a pretty handle holding the intimidating black leather straps. The judge handed it to Mommy. I braced myself. She proceeded to whip my thighs and buttocks.

I whimpered.

Smack.

Smack.

Then crack.

I gasped.

I was gripping the seat so hard my knuckles turned white.

After several more smacks, I moaned. "Please."

Mommy said. "Did my sissy lie? Did you not say you wanted me to use you? That you would do anything for me?"

"Yes, Mommy. But it hurts. Stings."

"So you won't do anything for me?"

I took a long deep breath. "Continue, please."

Mommy returned to abusing my ass. When she finally put the flogger down, my ass felt wet and swollen. Mommy massaged my ass tenderly. She applied what smelled like aloe.

Mommy snapped her fingers. "The strapon."

The judge stood, drool dribbling out of the sides of his mouth. Was he enjoying watching me get spanked or fantasizing about being spanked himself?

The judge rummaged around and handed Mommy a harness and a strange-looking device. It was like a double penis. One end was at least eight inches long and straight. The other end was curved at a strange angle like it was more for a pussy.

Mommy lubed both ends and worked the curve end into her pussy, then smiled. She handed me a remote control. "You get to control my pleasure, sissy."

I grabbed the remote. It had slow, medium, and fast.

Mommy smiled. That evil, wicked smile I'd grown used to and loved. She said. "I'm going to use that ass."

I took a breath, gripped the chair, and waited. Mommy put the head of the dildo against my tight little sissy hole. She teased the head around my hole, slowly pushing it in.

I pushed my hips back. Wanting it. Wanting her to fuck me hard. I wanted to have a hands-free orgasm.

Mommy laughed and pulled the cock back. "My, what a dirty, eager slut I made of you. Are you glad I feminized you? Beg for it, slut"

"Yes. Please fuck me. Please fuck my ass. Please. Use me! "

I panted. Sweat poured down my forehead, stinging my eyes. I wanted Mommy in me.

Mommy positioned the tip back in my sissy hole and grabbed my hips. My ass tightened as I waited. I took a big gulp of air. Mommy pulled on my hips and thrust. Then waited, as my sissy pussy loosened. Then she pulled out. I wanted it back, so I edged my ass back.

"Please fuck me. Hard. Fuck me hard."

Mommy obliged.

She thrust forward while pulling back on my hips and pounded my ass. Faster and faster with each thrust. Her hot pussy juices slid down my inner thigh. She was getting off on this too. I realized then that I had control of the other end of the dildo. The part in her pussy. I turned it too low.              

Mommy's hands tightened on my hips. She moaned but continued to rape my ass. Pounding me, moaning from the pleasure she derived from not only using her sissy's ass but from the dildo in her pussy.

As the pounding became more vicious and intense, my toes curled, and I turned the speed of her dildo to medium.

Mommy screamed. "Oh, fucking shit. That's good."

Mommy stopped.

I pleaded. "Please. Please. Don't stop."

Mommy left the dildo in my ass and stepped in front of me. She rubbed her juicy MILF pussy in my face. "You made me cum, sissy. Such a good girl. Do you wish me to continue?"

"Yes. Please. I'm close. So, close. I want a sissygasm."

Mommy returned to her duties, violating my rear. She pounded me senseless for several minutes. Mommy reached around and grabbed my cock at just the right moment. She tugged it three times as I writhed from the best fucking orgasm I'd ever had.

We cleaned up. Mommy dropped the judge off, and we went home.


Chapter Six

The next day Mommy made me breakfast. That had never happened before. She asked about my ass.

Then we chatted. Talked. Like we never had before. Like two girls, or a Mommy and her daughter might. We chatted about makeup. I realized I knew more than I thought. I could talk intelligently about the best and worst foundations. Primer. Eyeshadow. I'd even learned how to bake my makeup so it didn't come off during passionate sexual encounters.

Mommy was impressed.

Mommy grasped my hand, massaged it lovingly, and said. "You are my little girl now. From here on, it's your choice. As Gregor indicated, I have arranged a place for you to stay."

"I don't want to go, Mommy. I want to stay here. Serve you."

"It wouldn't be the same. Your father's retiring and will return in a week."

She lowered her eyes, embarrassed. "He doesn't know of my kinks." She shook her head. "He would disapprove. You can stay here, but we'll have to return to how things were. Or... "

"Please. I can't go back. I love being a girl. I like being a slut, a sissy. A bad girl."

Mommy stood led me to the basement and unlocked all my guy clothes, old heavy metal posters, and video games. All my old stuff.

"You may have it back if you want. Redo your room as it was before and stay here. I'll certainly pay for your college now. Or... Remember when you said you'd do anything for me."

I nodded. I was worried.

"Gregor's wife needs a girl like you. She has kinky interests as I do."

Mommy touched my cheeks tenderly. I didn't want to leave. I was getting used to being used by her. I liked it. No, I loved it. "I don't want to leave. I want to stay here with you. I love you."

"I know. But I'll come to visit. You'll come to love Victoria, too. You'll be going to college too. She'll pay for everything, room, and board, in exchange for your special skills and duties. It wouldn't be right for you to be here when your father returns."

I nodded. It didn't bother me that I was being given to another. I knew Mommy wouldn't put me into any situation that wasn't best for me. 

"College?"

"Yes, as a matter of fact, Victoria is a professor there. It'll be expected that you will get good grades. Victoria will be a good Mommy and punish you if you fail to achieve your goals."

I almost wanted to fail. At least an exam or two. "When do I leave?"

That night I stared at my old stuff: the heavy metal posters, the t-shirts, jeans, and video games. I bagged them and threw most of the old things into the trash. I kept a few basic clothes, men's stuff. I wasn't sure when school started if I could go as a girl. I wanted to, but I wasn't sure if it would work out.

I  glanced around the room. The room I grew up in, and the room I became a girl. When the car arrived to pick me up, I wasn't sad, angry, or fearful; I was happy. Happy to be a sissy slut and to be with a woman who wanted me for who I was.






The End
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