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Caught in the Act

Sissy Family Slave Book 1



J.J. Cummings



 ‘God you look so fucking hot, babe’



Austin can’t stop the note that comes from his mouth; an overly effeminate titter. The phone sits on its long side, the person on the other end watching intently as he rolls his feet in the thigh-high dark stockings. Pink frills of the mercilessly short school girl shirt barely hide his leaking sissy cock — already hardening between his legs. 



“Thank you.” He says. The sound of it surprises even him; voice stability training was working off. Soon he’ll be able to keep a high pitched voice even while he’s doing more ‘intense’ training. 



Maybe then he’ll finally be able to set up that meeting with Samuel. 



 ‘I missed you, been slaving away at a new job.’  Samuel groans, leaning back. His dreads are wrapped into a tail that makes a weird wig on the computer chair. Austin stifles a chuckle. 



“Sounds rough. Wish I was there.” Austin says, drawing a painted nail across his lower lip. 



Samuel’s chuckle comes from deep in his chest.  ‘Why babe? 

 What would you do for me?’



Austin bounces up and down on the bed. He’s been waiting weeks to show this off. “How about I show you?” 

 

Samuel’s voice deepens.  ‘Oh, yeah do that.’



He gets up. Would Samuel like his surprise? Hell, Austin isn’t even sure where the other man is right now. Would it be safe? 



No, he needs this. His asshole is practically already twitching. 



The surprise sits there in the closet; he’s used it so many times now that just looking at it is enough to make his cock strain against his new panties. 



His father, Micheal and his brother, Tony, had been out the day he finally got his hands on one. One day he’d been at home, bored and picking away at college coursework that he didn’t care to be bothered with when they’d announced they’d be gone for the rest of the day. 



He saw the chance and took it; put on the baggiest sweat jacket and biggest pair of shades he had and hoped no one would catch him when he ran to the half-assed, ghetto sex toy shop on the other side of town. Mold warred against the walls and the cashier wore a green mohawk and so many metal piercings that it was hard to tell if he had a face. Austin was nineteen, but they never bothered to ask for ID. 



The whore in him said to get the biggest toy; to get his ass used to the constant pounding of brutal, merciless dick. 



The sensible part of him screamed not to risk his asshole falling out from a twelve-inch toy. Better to not risk being discovered by his brother and father with a ruined asshole. 



Sensibility won out (barely) and he got a six incher instead. 



Still bigger than the average dick size, but not something that would leave him gaping. 

 

If the pictures on the dating site he first saw Samuel on are real, it’s much smaller than he is. The weight of it is almost too much, solid and strong in his hands. 



It takes a lot of power to go through the day knowing its there, waiting for him to lube up and bounce on and not being able to with his family already suspicious of him. 



Austin takes a deep breath before he lays flat on the bed and lifts his legs into the air. Weeks of practice to get this thin and flexible. A rough no-fast food, no sugary treat diet that, if he hadn’t been so persistently wanting of the sissy lifestyle, he hadn’t have bothered with. 



But he saw Samuel — a seven-foot-tall black man looking for a little white sissy slave on the Internet. One sight of his cock on that dating website and he just sort of knew what had to be done. 



Two and a half months later, he’s finally gotten together and bravery—and skill to do just that. 



His shoulder-length orange hair is like a halo against his head. Frills and pink pool around his hips, framing lacy white, bumpy panties and a smooth, white ass. 



Takes a lot of work to shave clear and smooth for this. It’s worth it to hear Samuel hiss a  ‘yes’ — and the tell-tale sound of a lowering zipper. 



His hands draw little curves and trails against his hips before grabbing either of his ass cheeks and splaying himself out. He can feel his asshole open just the littlest bit, and his panties not quite covering the space. 



 ‘Fuck slut, you’ve been working  hard  for me haven’t you?’



“Yes, daddy,” Austin whispers. More out of habit than fear or lust; Micheal and Tony aren’t around today; they’ve headed out to do whatever it is they do when they aren’t home. 



Austin really isn’t on ‘good terms’ with them. 



“How big is it?” 



“It’s six inches long, three and a half around.” Austin bites his lip. 



 ‘Oof. Not big enough to match up to me.’



Oh, God. He can see it now; he and Samuel meeting up in some shit awful cheap, hole in the wall motel. Those big black hands play with his little skirt, graze against his stretched open plugged asshole between the gaps of fishnet stockings. 



They go to a room towards the back where everyone fucks, some cheap booze and a little bottle of lube. He lies there, preps his asshole for a six-incher and Samuel pulls out that freakish nine-inch thing and tears his ass in two. 



Fuck, he needs this thing in him now. 



Austin drags the panties off, not caring how ‘sexy’ he looks. 

His ass is already lubed, prepped and prepared. His cock has been aching for an hour from when Micheal and Tony announced he’d be alone in the house for the rest of the day. He’d played with himself to get ready and they delayed for whatever god-awful reason. 



But he’s alone now, alone with the cock of his dreams already stroking itself for him. He draws his soft finger pad against the relaxed, slick ring of muscle. The other hand aims the toy at his asshole. He looks directly at the phone as he pushes the dildo into himself by the base. His ass immediately swallows up the toy, offers no resistance. 

 

Austin isn’t sure whether the gasp is him or Samuel, but he doesn’t care. What matters is his little sissy ass is finally full. His legs bend at the knee as he rocks the toy deeper and deeper with every hypnotizing push. The panties stretch between his knees. His toes curl in the stocking feet. Most of all his sissy cock is leaking a line of pre against his lower stomach. Hardly two inches long. Perfect! A tiny cock on a tiny sissy. 



It’s so big. He wants so much more cock. The nights he spent yearning for a big dick to come in and fill him up. So many fantasies of a man breaking in, tying up his brother and father and then seeing how little and weak Austin was in comparison. 



Finding his features cute, his hips slim, his voice  just high pitched enough. 



Unable to help himself the burglar would push Austin onto his hand and knees, tear his cock free and use him as a wife. Leave him stuffed full of one—no,  two cream pies. He’d give him one, walk out and then decide he hadn’t had enough of that once virgin, now used ass. 



He needs that, screw the slow pace—the toy is shoved all the way in. It finds his prostate and he yelps. Austin’s eyes curl back into his head. The thick head of it, that rough bump just does it for him. 



He pulls it back out slow—Samuel’s low hiss makes him dream of having it shoved it all in him. His big black daddy would plunder all of that ass that would squeeze around him so fucking hard. Then pull out slow, just to feel the needy suction. 



Austin cock twitches as the thick head pulls and pulls at his hole. He teases it. Opens it up. Wishes it was a real black man pounding away at his hole, ignoring his bouncing, needy, dripping sissy cock. 



 ‘Faster, wreck yourself, imagine I’m there.’



God, he was already doing that. His hand speeds up. Austin’s head presses harder against the lavender bedspread. It’s so good, feeling that taut line in his ass that could snap at any moment and drive him mad. His orgasm is building and building and he wants, so, so, bad to have a real cock in him. 



A real man and muscle and dick and sweat pushing up against his barely five-foot tall body, shoving him down against the bed, destroying his needy asshole until its gaped open and full of man milk. Make Austin his fucking whore. Use that asshole until he’s completely broken, barely able to stay upright on his knees for more cock. Then even more after  that--





“Fuck—” The noise tears itself from his throat and he chokes on it as he bends forward. Body spasming as he finds his release. 



He shoves the toy in and out roughly, hands shaking and wanting so badly to stop but loving it so much, loving how his ass tightens around and practically sucks the dick back in. Like his asshole is hungry. 



Hell, it probably is. 



His micro-penis spurts lines of cum onto his neck and face, he sees stars. Samuel’s grunting is constant, fills the room between snickers and little sounds Austin can’t bring himself to care for. 

Samuel’s half-stuttered moan fills the room and it’s music to Austin’s ears. 



His cock stops cumming, over-sensitivity takes over and the energy drains from his body. He slumps against the bed, used and exhausted. At least he’s satisfied for now. 



The sound of tired, post-sex moans fill the room. It’s as close and Austin’s ever gotten to the real thing. Where nervousness rested in his belly is now a sense of want and wonder. 



Samuel liked that so much he masturbated right along with him. Austin blushes as he pulls his panties back on, grabs a washcloth from one of his bed’s side stables to clean himself with. 

Probably not much time before Micheal and Tony come back. 



‘That was good.’ Samuel laughs. 



“Yeah.” Austin’s head is full of clouds and fluffy stuff. “I’m sorry if you weren’t expecting it, I should’ve asked.” 



 ‘Oh no, this is the best surprise anyone’s ever given me.’



Austin wishes he could kiss the smile in that man’s voice. 



“Maybe one day we’ll meet up?” 



 ‘Definitely. I’m planning on it.’



“Oh!” The want was mutual. Austin hopes he doesn’t look too tired out. 



What was Samuel planning? A date or a rough fuck in the back of a motel somewhere? 



What did it matter? As long as he gets to meet him…



His throat constricts on a rough swallow. 



“That sounds great.” 



 ‘Yeah,’  Samuel yawns. ‘Shit job, but the pays fucking incredible.’



“Maybe one day you’ll come home from your shit job to find me doing this again.” 



 ‘Oh god, I hope so.’



“You look tired though.” 



 ‘I  am  tired.’ Samuel leans back in his chair, rubbing his hair. 



“Want me to let you go?” 



 ‘No, never. But I do have to go.’



“Okay, I’m sorry.” 



 ‘Not your fault babe.’



Austin couldn’t figure out why but he was still sorry. “I have nothing else to do for the day, but I should go.” 



 ‘Yeah.’



“Yeah—” 



Pushing hang up would…hurt. 



 ‘Yeah—oh, wait Austin!’



“Yes?” 



 ‘Study. Get those grades up so you don’t have to work a shit job like me.’



Austin giggles. “I’ll be fine silly head, you go get some rest.” 



 ‘Alright, bye.’



“Bye.” Austin’s finger hesitates on the ‘hang up’ button, but he presses it anyway. 



Austins not sure if true love can blossom from just a dick pic and some horny video chats, but there’s something sweeter than normal there. After all, they’ve been doing this for months and this is the first time they’ve ever done anything like that. 



He wasn’t just more accepting than Micheal and Tony, he was more communicable than family. 



Neither of them wants to be the last one to talk on a video chat. Austin sure as shit doesn’t have any friends at school. Or the part-time job he works for extra cash to buy sissy supplies. His moms in the fucking wind and god help him if he’s going to try and repair the fucked up relationship he has with his remaining family now. 



A pressure pushes against his eyes and his throat tightens. 

Tears threaten to spill, he swipes at his face prematurely. Anything to just ride that personable high that Samuel gave him. 



He plugs his phone in, pays no mind to the creaking open of his door. 



Tony’s the first to speak. “So little bro, mind explaining yourself?” 
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