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Mistress Patricia stood over me as I knelt on the short coffee table on my hands and knees. My hands gripped the edge closest to her and my ass was inches from the back edge. The wood surface was padded with a gymnasium mat been cut to size, so my knees didn’t hurt. She didn’t want her academy trainees to suffer needlessly.

I had manicured and painted my fingernails to perfection. My long, iron-curled hair and makeup were also stunning. I would be spanked if I wasn’t as beautiful as I could make myself. A lacy bra held size-D silicone breast forms glued to my chest with stage makeup adhesive. My matching panties were stuffed in my mouth at the moment.

My six-inch cock throbbed painfully in my pink plastic chastity cage. It still amazed me that dressing up as a girl made me so hard.
“You make a very sexy slut, Jason,” she said. She lifted my chin with her gloved finger, bringing my timid eyes to her forceful gaze. My defiance was beaten out. “Tell me, Jason. Would you like to be a full-fledged sissy slut?” She pulled the panties from my mouth.
I knew she expected the truth. Helpless tears leaked from my eyes because part of me wanted to say yes, but it went against everything I ever learned as a man. I’d left Salt Lake City for Hollywood to escape religion, not to do anything like this! Why did it excite me? Why was the precum dripping freely from my cock cage?
“No, Mistress. Please no!”
“You say no, but your clitty says ‘yes, yes, yes!’” she smirked. “I cannot help that, Mistress!” I whined.
“I know you can’t, my darling boy. So I will help you.” She turned to the person assisting her, a tall, shapely “shemale”—it was what she liked to be called—and said, “Be ready to feed her, Zee.”
She’d begun calling me “my darling boy” a few days into my slave training at her academy, probably because it was some sort of kink of hers. There was something vaguely familiar about Patricia, but maybe it was because we shared something in common: she told me she’d also fled an oppressive religious community. 
I heard the snap of a plastic cap and the tiny liquid gush of the lube she had used on me this whole week. She coated her long, rubbergloved finger in front of me and then moved around to the back of the table. I fought to suppress a groan of pleasure as she circled my asshole and got it ready to accept her probing digit.
Her oh-so-delicious, wiggling, thrusting finger!
Soon it would be two fingers. Then three. She had worked me up to three fingers before. There was a huge black dildo on a nearby table. Would this be the time..?
“Oh, God!” I gasped as she thrust in a finger. No pain, all pleasure.
“It feels good, doesn’t it?” she demanded.
“Yes, Mistress!” I moaned.
“You want to be filled up, don’t you?”
Something broke in me. “Oh, please. Oh please!”
She pulled her finger free and strode over to the table, picked up the dildo. “Beg for this, Jason! Beg for it explicitly. You know the words.”
“Please fuck my boy pussy, Mistress! Turn me into your slut!” My eyes glazed with both shame and sexual hunger.
She smiled slyly. “I have something better.” She sat the dildo down and patted my head fondly. “Come in Ben,” she said loudly.
In the mirrors on the wall I saw Officer Ben Marcus stride in naked with his big cock fully erect. He was Hollywood handsome, six-six and built like an athlete. Not long ago he’d rescued me from the scary part of East Hollywood. I had liked him immediately—and even more after he hooked me up with Zee’s adult bookstore.
“Hello, Jessica,” he husked. I realized he was talking to me.
Patricia squatted to look directly into my eyes with a loving gaze. “I’ve had a feeling about you since we first met. Ben will have the honor of turning you into a true sissy.” She handed the lube to Ben, then called over her shoulder. “Come in here, girls! It’s time!”
Zee took her place in front of me, half-naked and her black cock fully erect in her panties. She took it out and milked a clear drop of fluid from the tip. With a huge, white smile set in broad, lovely red lips, she wiped it onto her finger and brought it down to my tongue, which I stuck out of my mouth with anyone telling me to. 
I can’t wait to get fucked in my mouth and my ass!
The impulsive thought went off like a small explosion between my ears and it suddenly felt like reality was a shell around me that had just cracked open and drained away in every direction. In the mirror I saw a very pretty nineteen-year-old boy in makeup and sexy lingerie waiting eagerly on hands and knees to take cocks in his mouth and ass. I was so excited I could barely breathe. If only my cock were freed.
When the rest of my classmates from Mistress’ sissy academy sashayed in and formed a circle around me, I knew this would be the best day of my life! If I was real good, Mistress would let me cum… * * *

I wasn’t surprised Jason didn’t recognize me from Salt Lake City. My name wasn’t Patricia then. I’d been his dad’s second wife, barely ten years older than Jason when I was married off for money. Religious bullshit. For whatever it was worth I was his other “mom” from when he was ten to thirteen, but my main duties in that travesty marriage were babysitter, cook, maid and cocksleeve to Daddy.

Thanks to the internet I had learned a lot about the world before my closet-drunk dad pulled me out of college for the “marriage” to Jason’s father. I could see the boy wasn’t manly and potentially might be gay or a sissy. I knew he beat off thinking about me because I found a snapshot of me under his bed. I’d guessed he was a sissy.

Eventually I said “fuck you” to that life and fled to Los Angeles where I joined the police department. My college credits helped me rise to the rank of sergeant in five years, much of it in Vice. LA was the perfect place to explore and hone my sexual desires. I got a side job as a dominatrix because I was born to do that kind of work!

I found out that Jason had run off to LA because his dad tracked me down and called me in desperation. He begged me to find Jason and send him back. I said I’d keep an eye out but wouldn’t promise anything. I immediately got my underlings looking for my “son.” But no way would I return him to Utah to have his spirit broken.

One of my fellow detectives found him. The boy was so broke he’d moved in with squatters in a deserted house in sleazy East Hollywood. The place was just off Santa Monica Blvd. where shemale prostitutes sold themselves to men in cars late at night. That was when I sent in one of my most trusted officers, Ben, to get him out of there.

I had arranged a place for Jason to stay and work, among people who could start chipping away at those inhibitions our hometown had beaten into him. The bookstore, its owner and her assistant would get him a head start. Then I could go to work

When Ben had confirmed he had my stepson safe and sound, I’d decided I wouldn’t immediately tell him who I was. I had much sexier plans for him, starting with how I planned to meet him.

I’d been relieved and amused when Jason later told me everything.
* * * 

Officer Ben Clark made me ride in the back of his patrol car, the cage where criminals go. He said it would be good to get perspective on what’s in store if I do something bad.

“Be thankful I’m not giving you the full experience with cuffs and a trip to the station. I would’ve had to take you in if your ‘roommates’ hadn’t dropped the wallet after they ripped you off.”

“I’m going to kick his ass,” I’d said toughly. Like I really could… 

Ben laughed, clearly I was no fighter. “You’re cute when you’re mad, Jason,” he said. “Forget about him. Just don’t end up like him.”
As he drove me up toward what I learned was the unfashionable end of Hollywood Blvd he told me everything I should avoid: selling drugs or taking them, robbing people or stealing, or being a prostitute.
“A street prostitute, anyway,” he added. “It’s the most dangerous and the easiest to get arrested from. The money isn’t very good either.” “How could I be a prostitute?” I protested.
He shot me a genuinely amused smile. “Now I know you’re from Utah. Look, Jason, you’ve heard of gay people? Bisexuals?” He waited for me to nod. “Well a very cute boy like you would be in high demand. The last boy hustler I arrested makes $400 an hour.”
“Four hundred..?” I gasped. For a long moment I was intrigued, thrilled. Then I was disgusted by it. “I couldn’t do that! I like girls!”
“So does my snitch Robin. Almost as much as he loves dick.” 
He was talking about bisexuals. I’d heard of them even in Mormon Central, that they were just as sinful as the gays. “I… I don’t like talking about this.” But part of me was intrigued.
Ben stopped his squad car in the back parking lot of a “book store” with a big storefront on a sleazy block of Hollywood Blvd. Several times I had walked or been driven past Zee’s Adult World. Of course I had an idea of what was in there: dirty movies, dirty books, sex toys and probably something nastier.
“Wait here a minute,” Ben said. “I need to talk to Zee first.”
“Who exactly is he? Or she?”
“You’ll see.” He said it with a knowing smile, then got out of his squad car and entered the shop through the back door.
Two minutes later, a sexpot girl walked out… no, it was a guy dressed as a girl and made up like a street hooker. He was about thirty and had such girly features he might be mistaken for one… at night.
“Well, well, well,” he said in a nasal but very feminine voice. “You must have done something very naughty!” he winked. “A least I hope you did. Maybe do it with me next time? I love being bad too!” With that he pivoted away on his four-inch high heels with natural ease. “Looking good there, Robin,” I heard Ben say to him.
As Ben walked back to the squad car he happily leered at Robin’s sweet, round bottom switching back and forth as he sashayed to a new BMW in the parking lot.
That … pervert drives a car that expensive?!
“Cute, huh?” Ben remarked as he opened the back door. “Give me your hands.” He produced a keyring and singled out a tiny, silver key.
He took me by the hand and led me into the store. The smell hit me first: pine-scented cleaner and sperm! I didn’t have long to be shocked by this, because the next thing I noticed was a thick jumble of men’s grunts and women’s moans and tawdry music.
Porno movies.
We were through the long back corridor and through rows and rows of porno videos racks, rubber dicks, whips and cuffs and paddles, books and magazines, wicked see-thru lingerie and devices I could not even begin to imagine what they were for.
“So this is Jason?” husked a sultry voice. She stepped out from behind the counter: six-foot-four and black, with large breasts in danger of spilling from her corset top. Hers was a broad, exotic face so beautiful I forgot to breathe for a moment. She grinned at me with white teeth that she licked briefly. “I’m Zee, honey. This is my place.”
“Hi,” I muttered, embarrassed that I was blushing. 
So much of her breasts were visible and her long, shapely legs went from her high heel pumps to the mini mini-skirt that almost showed her panty crotch. I forced myself not to look down there.
“Don’t be shy,” she coaxed, “I won’t bite…”
She is about to say “unless you ask,” I bet. Everyone here is so—

Ben firmly took my shoulder and guided me over to Zee. I had to look up into eyes eight inches above mine. Despite her enchanting face and body and sexy makeup, her smile radiated such warmth and kindness. I felt better knowing she wanted me to feel welcome.

“So I hear you need a job and a place to stay,” she said easily. “Yes, Ma’am.”
“You graduate high school? Hold a job more than a few weeks?” “Yes to both. I worked at a church thrift store. Cashier, Ma’am.” “You don’t have to keep calling me ‘Ma’am’, Jason.” She nodded

toward the ceiling. “There’s an apartment upstairs. One of my other kids lives there, works nights. Cherie is transitioning.” She studied me. “You aren’t phobic are you?”

I thought I knew what she meant but gave her a blank look. She rolled her eyes. “Do you have a problem with gays or trans?” “N-no, Ma—no, Zee.”
“Good. I need someone to help cleaning, stocking, work behind the

counter eventually. Ten bucks an hour plus free rent.” 

I couldn’t help stepping in and embracing her. Her big, warm body felt so comforting. “Thank you, Ma’am!” I squealed. 
With this offer she solved all my problems. I wanted to hug Ben, too. I loved the crush of her big, soft breasts and wasn’t in any hurry to step away, especially when she returned my hug.
She stepped back, suddenly serious. “You’re not going to fuck me over are you? Quit after a few days or steal something?”
“No! I promise, no.”
She stared for a long moment then cracked a reassuring smile. “Where’s all your stuff?”
“It’s in my shop,” Ben said and went out the back.
“His shop?” I wondered.
“His police car. You’ll learn.” Zee explained. She went behind the counter and dialed a cell phone. “Sorry to wake you, baby. I need you down here a couple minutes. You’ll see.”
She excused herself to attend a businessman-looking guy at the counter. I let myself look through the video shelves. I was mystified and also turned on to see all the different stuff: big tits, big butts, girls with girls, black-on white, and … oh God—shemales! I stared at them.
The musical jingle of the cash register coincided with a door closing in the hallway and a pretty … girl? in a silk robe approaching us. Then I saw she was a he, like that Robin in the lot, only younger and even prettier. She-he went to Zee, who led him back to me.
“Jason, this is Cherie. She works here too. You’ll share the apartment with her.”
She? Her? I guess I better be polite.
“Pleased to meet you, Cherie,” I said.
“Such good manners,” she said. “Right back at you, baby.”
“Here’s your things,” Ben announced. “I have to leave.”
As I went to say goodbye to Ben I saw Zee speaking quietly to Cherie, and the young—transvestite?—started smiling.
As Ben left, Cherie glided back to the hallway and beckoned me to follow. “Zee says to get you settled in. When I do my shift tonight you can watch and help. Best way to learn the job.”
“She” entered a door with an Authorized Only sign and locked it behind us. She led me up the steps into a narrow hallway with two doors. With a wink over her shoulder she sashayed to one of the doors. “C’mon, baby,” she giggled. “Home sweet home!”
It was a tidy, large one-bedroom. It had a small living room with a six-foot couch and a medium-sized TV, a kitchenette, and a large bedroom. There was a King-sized bed, velvet curtains, a big dresser, a huge closet and a few high-back chairs. Curiously there were mirrors on the walls and … one over the bed!
I hefted the gym bag. “Where should I put this?”
“I’ll make you some drawer space after I get more sleep.”
I sat on the sofa. “I’m tired too. Can I get a pillow?”
“Don’t be a silly goose,” she said. “The bed is huge. And a lot more comfy. Come see for yourself.”
She stripped off her robe and draped it over a high back chair just inside the bedroom. She wore only black lace panties and a matching bra. The bulge in her panties wasn’t small. I was transfixed by her shapely ass in girl’s underwear grinding over to the bed.
She turned at the bed and looked at me. “Coming, baby?”
That’s when I realized there were actual breasts in her bra. I nearly forgot to breathe. Not wanting to seem unfriendly I followed over to the opposite side of the bed. I then realized how stupid it would look to get in bed with all my clothes on, so I stripped to my panties. I didn’t think she’d make fun of me since she also wore girl’s underwear.
“Cute,” she said as she got under the covers. “But we can do a lot better for you. I know a boutique down by Cahuenga, get you some proper panties and some even sexier stuff.”
“I… I don’t normally wear…” I fumbled as I got under the sheets. “See all my clothes were dirty, and—”
“You don’t gotta explain, hun.” She turned on her side to face me.
She was so beautiful and sweet. For a moment I forgot she was really a boy… and those breasts! What really blew my mind was how much she looked like me. We had a similar, delicate build and equally androgynous features, although she was far more girlish.
“Thank you. I’m just so… new to everything.”
“I heard,” she smiled. “Anything you want to ask me?”
“You have breasts. Is it that the ‘transgender’ thing?”
“Very good. It’s from female hormones. I just love everything they do for me. See… it used to just be about the clothes, getting pretty. But then I realized I was meant to be a girl.” She smiled wistfully at me. “Thank heavens for Zee. She’s been so supportive and helpful.”
“She does seem very motherly,” I said.
Cherie looked at me with a flash of surprise and then amusement. “Yes, she is all that, but that’s not what… she’s one of us—I mean, she’s transgender but she prefers “shemale.”
I couldn’t help my gasp. “Zee is a man?!”
Cherie sat up in bed, no longer sleepy. “If she’s a man then so is Kim Kardashian. Zee said she always knew she was a girl inside. When she was younger she wanted the full operation but now she loves being what she is. Which is not a man!” She chuckled. “I’m personally very grateful she still has that big clit of hers. Oh, god am I!”
She has sex with Zee! God Almighty what kind of people…
Cherie gave me a conspiratorial look. “Want to see one the videos she made?” Without asking she slid from the bed and glided to a table across from the foot of the bed. There was a big flat-screen TV. She selected a DVD and put the disc into a player. What a sexy ass of hers!
“This is one of my favorites,” she confided.
Soon we both sat up under the covers and watched Zee, a few years younger but just as sexy, stark naked on a white leather sofa with her shapely legs spread apart. Her large breasts were sweaty and nipples rigid with excitement. But what took my breath away was her cock erect in her stroking fist. It was so big, easily ten inches.
“Eleven inches,” Cherie husked in my ears. “The feel of it in me…”
My cock had never been this hard. It strained against Amber’s cotton panties. And too late did I realize it was clearly outlined under the thin blanket covering us. I snuck a peek at Cherie who looked right at it. I blushed deep red and looked away, mortified.
“Hey. Hey, baby,” she soothed. “Don’t feel bad. Look.” She peeled the bedclothes back to reveal the rigid cock in her own panties. “Zee has the same effect on me. See?”
She pushed down the hem so it caught under her balls. Her cock was two inches longer than my six, and there was a bead of precum oozing out. Casually she took it between her fingers and stroked it while giving me a naughty smile. A whimper of need escaped my lips.
“Do you want to show me yours?” she asked. “I’d really like it.”
With trembling fingers I pulled it out. I wanted to stroke it but fear overcame my horniness. “I don’t know what to do,” I moaned softly.
“May I?” she asked, reaching out.
I nodded tightly and was glad I did. Her woman-soft hand encircled my penis, making me whimper loudly. She cooed in appreciation and gently stroked it, treating it and me as if we were both fragile. She took her own cock in her left hand and masturbated us both. The look she gave me was so friendly yet hungry at the same time.
“I’m afraid I can’t help myself,” she announced.
With that she bent forward and slowly took my manhood into her hot, wet mouth. I groaned loudly at the sensation and the exquisite knot building in my groin and the pressure in my balls. I had never been so excited in my life. I couldn’t think straight. But I knew one thing.
“I’m going… I’m going to…”
She briefly pulled free. “Cum in my mouth, darling,” she coaxed. “I want to taste my new roomie so much!”
She engulfed my cock, sucking and licking. I moaned as the pressure built and then exploded through my dick into the warm sheath of her sexy mouth. I’d cum dozens of times before, but that was pond ripple next to the tidal wave of pleasure Cherie just gave me.
She finished sucking up every last drop and sat up beside me on the headboard, looking down into my dazed eyes. She grinned as her large tongue licked her lips and cleaned her teeth. She blew a kiss.
I found my hand reaching for her hard dick. I don’t know if I could suck it but part of me wanted to in the worst way. At the very least I wanted to feel her tool pulsing in my hand. Deep down I knew once I felt it I wouldn’t be able to stop myself from blowing her.
She slid her feet under the covers, moving her cock out of reach. “Later, baby,” she said. “I really need to sleep for work tonight and you should too, okay?”
I actually pouted as she pulled the covers back over us, but vowed to do whatever she wanted. I reflected on the enormity of what had just happened. I was a virgin up to this point —this was the very first sex I’d ever had with anyone. And it was with another man!
No. Not a man. Not exactly a woman—not like any woman you ever met—but there’s nothing manly about her. Except that big…

“Come here, darling,” she murmured as she scooted next to me. “I… just a second.” She sat up unclasped her bra, tossed it over the foot of the bed, and lay back down on her side. “Now c’mere.”

Her breasts were small but they were definitely breasts. Cherie became even more securely a she in my mind. I lay on my side facing her and let her come to me, her arms encircling me, our faces nose to nose on the pillow. We smiled at each other like lovers sharing a special secret. And in each other’s arms we fell fast asleep.

I never slept so well in my entire life, holding her close. It was near twilight when I woke. The aroma of cooking tomato sauce and spices filled the room. I lay there and reflected on sex we’d had. Not only had I no guilt, it was still exciting. I wanted more!
I heard my new roommate and lover was humming as she cooked. Briefly I thought about dressing but decided modesty was ridiculous after what she and I had shared. Besides, I didn’t want to offend.
I stepped into the living room and see her working in the kitchen in white see-thru panties and bra, and moved easily in four-inch pumps. God, her ass was awesome! I wanted to bury my face in it!
You’re a pervert too, now. Oh well…
“Smells good,” I said softly, not wanting to startle her. Strangely, my voice seemed to find a higher, perhaps girlish tone. It was as if she was already starting to rub off on me.
She looked over her shoulder, smiling. “Hope you like pasta.”
I walked over toward Cherie, no longer self-conscious about the panties I wore or the swelling of my cock at the sight of her. I eased my arms around her, my crotch pressing into her ass, and kissed the cheek she turned toward me. “I like you, Cherie.”

I might even love you already, Cherie .
“I like you too, Jason,” she smiled and kissed me back. As I eased my hands down her waist toward her panties, she said, “Why don’t you go into that drawer left of the sink and set the table?”
“Maybe after dinner?” I asked hopefully.
“Maybe,” she replied, amused and delighted.
Only half a day with her and already I’m feeling both domestic and incredibly horny. If I’d only known I’d been missing out on all this for so long. I tossed sweet glances at her as I set out the silverware.
Soon there were two plates heaped with steaming spaghetti. As I went to the fridge for the parmesan cheese, she asked if it was okay to call me “Jay” instead of “Jason.”
“Jason sounds like a big dumb jock. You’re sweeter than that.”
“Anything you want… baby,” I said, mooning.
At 7:45, fifteen minutes before Cherie’s shift, we descended into the shop. Cherie looked so sexy in a micro-mini that showed off her bulge, a see-thru top and heels. Her makeup was slutty and hair styled high. She’d be giving me boners all night long just looking at her.
Cleaning the booths, bringing out new items when things sold out, helping behind the counter, and ringing up a few sales—Cherie said someday soon I’d be doing it—were part of what she taught me. She was pleased I already knew cash registers.
When it got slow between eleven and one, my lover handed me a fistful of tokens and said I should go into the booths and watch a little of every kind of porno. It was important I lose my hang-ups as well as learn all the store had to offer. I was expected to be knowledgeable.
“By the way, baby,” she winked. “Don’t jack off. That’s an order.” She said it with such authority it gave me shivers.
At 4:00 a.m. we closed up the shop. I’d had a boner most of the time. Somehow even wiping cum off the seats and floors of the porno booths excited me. Was possible to be turned on by degradation? Or perhaps it was the raw sex energy all pent up in one place.
We locked up, killed the lights, and climbed the stairs up to our apartment. My dick was so hard I was afraid I would cum the moment she touched it. Having seen all that sex—man on woman, woman on woman, Barely Legal, plus-sized women, MILFs, blowjobs, anal, S&M, transvestites in every kind of sex and so many shemales fucking and sucking—I was ready to explode!
“So what about all those videos?” she asked as she stripped.
“I never even imagined most of it but it made me so… I’m so hard, Cherie. I want you so bad!”
She stood close. “Did you like the trans stuff? The shemales?”
“Oh, God yes!”
A significant pause. “Jay-Jay… would you like me to dress you up, do your makeup all sexy like mine?”
It thrilled me but then brought a pang of fear. If I did that I’d lose myself somehow. I bit my lip. “Maybe later?” I begged.
She was disappointed but contained it well with a quick smile. “Well let’s see what we can do about these blue balls of yours!”
She stripped me bare-ass, revealing my rigid, pulsing cock. She knelt in front of me, her own erection tenting her panties. I just knew within a minute of her touching it I’d cum again.
“I got just the thing for you from the shop,” she announced.
She reached into her panties for a thick, black rubber ring, perfectly smooth and round like a machinery gasket. She tugged it down my cock and pulled my balls through it. It fit tightly around my stuff.
“It’s a cockring,” she announced. “We’ll get that quick trigger of yours under control yet.”
She plunged her mouth over my rod and took me all the way in. By some miracle she didn’t gag even though I could feel my helmetshaped head pushing into her throat. Her delicate hands and edgy, red fingernails grasped my asscheeks and pressed me even more into her face. She coughed a little and then pulled back, then off me.
She grinned up into my eyes. “You’re in for it now, baby.”
Cherie sat me on the edge of the bed, feet spread wide while she knelt between them. What came next was a deep, hard face-fucking that she controlled. She took me into her throat repeatedly, sucking like she was trying to coax out my sperm.
“Oh… Ohhhhhh…” I moaned. “I have to cum! Why can’t I cum?”
She pulled away and jacked me off vigorously, building the ache in my loins. I was as scared as I was thrilled by the look of animal desire and wickedness in her expression. She owned my dick!
“It’s the cockring. I can build up to an orgasm like you never had. And when you do…” she slowed my jacking off to a gentle tug and looked at me earnestly. “You’re falling in love with me aren’t you?”
I whimpered again. The look on my face told her everything.
“Remember how you said, ‘anything you want’ to me?”
I nodded weakly, remembering the impassioned moment. Now I realized how it could be interpreted. I should have been scared by what it could lead to but the idea excited me greatly.
“I could make you crossdress for me,” she mused, “but I want you to beg for that when you’re ready. You saw BDSM videos so you know what Master or Mistress and slave are about, right Jay-Jay?”
“Oh my God!” Now I was faint. With excitement.
She stood and pulled out her hard cock. “You know what to do.”
My heart skipped a beat. Only inches from my mouth, it oozed a clear drop. Instinctively, I licked it. The flavor, so sharp-sweet, filled my head and made me hungry. I opened wide and sucked her in.
Her sigh made me giddy. Cherie’s girldick was so big and warm and smooth between my lips, pulsing softly with her heartbeat. The meaty flesh filled my mouth and I greedily sucked on it for a moment. Then I remembered she had bobbed her head, so I went up and down.
“Oh that feels so good, baby. She cooed. Suck your mama’s big, hard dick… Ooh! Careful with the teeth, hon. Mmmm, yeah like that!”
I sort of left my body as I sucked hungrily—not any dick but a transgirl’s dick—like this was what I was meant to do. The salty-sweet thick fluid dribbling out made me more excited. I couldn’t wait until she shot a big load of cum into my mouth so I could taste her!
Cherie stepped back, making me whine in frustration. “Let’s get on the bed, babydoll. I’ll show you how we sixty-nine!”
It was much more exciting with her cock in my mouth and mine in hers. Her sucking sent avalanches of pleasure into my groin, but that rubber ring trapped my orgasm like an overflowing dam. 
I whimpered my need to cum around her cock, but I couldn’t imagine pulling my mouth away from her hard tranny tool. I was born to suck cock—Cherie’s cock—and maybe others?—and now that I knew it nothing would make me stop.
She alternated hard then soft, fast to slow, sucking to licking. Then she stopped. “Do you really want to cum right now?”
“Mmm-hmmm! Mmmm-hmmm!”
“Then you’re going to save my big clit for later.” There was a new lascivious mischief in her eyes. “Sit on the edge of the bed with your legs spread and lie on your back.”
Reluctantly I pulled off of her and assumed the position. I lay there on my back waiting for..? Her hands cupped behind my knees, lifting my bottom off the bed and draping my legs over her shoulders. Her hands cupped my buttcheeks and spread them. Then I felt her warm, panting breath on my asshole.
“Oh, Cherie…” I groaned loudly from the eager, hot, moist pressure of her tongue on my asshole. It was now the newest great pleasure ever. I had seen it in videos tonight. How sexy-nasty!
“Oh, I love you, Mistress!” I gasped, miming a femme-dom video.
She burrowed her tongue against my anal sphincter for a minute longer. I felt those muscles loosen up. “I know you do, baby. Scoot back six inches. And keep your knees up.”
I heard a sucking sound and watched her wet her finger in her mouth. My next groan would have been heard by the whole store had it not been closed. The insistent pressure of her slippery fingertip circling and massaging my asshole told me what was coming next!
She thrust a finger up my willing asshole and took my cock into her throat. With each passing minute a volcanic eruption built in my nuts. Her raping finger and sucking mouth made my pent-up orgasm so excruciating my whimpers grew louder.
I’m getting fucked! My asshole is getting fucked!

“Look at me, baby,” she cooed and took me back in her mouth. 

I propped up on my elbows to see something sexier than anything the porno booth had to offer, because she was real and I adored her. My lust grew from her blowjob and finger-fucking. I knew her sissy cock had to be rock hard by now. Part of me had to know what it felt like if she fucked me with it!

“You’ve suffered enough,” she announced. 

With her free hand she slid the ring from under my nuts and took me back into her throat. She gagged but kept at it. Being penetrated while I got a deep-throat blowjob shoved me over the edge. A bolus of erotic lava burst loose from my balls and clenching prostate, erupting into her ravenous mouth.

“Oh God! Ohgodohgodohgod!” I squealed, bucking my hips during my seismic orgasm. I adored her eyes gazing at mine the whole time.
A moment later she hovered over me, on hands and knees, and leaned in to kiss me. There was a lot of cum on her lips. I didn’t care. I licked it up. I loved the flavor of my own cum—no I’d never tried it because good Mormon boys hardly ever jack off—so I eagerly pushed my tongue into her mouth and savored the taste, drank every bit she saved for me. I slept soundly in her arms that night.

A week later I knew the store well enough run to it by myself. Zee was pleased because now she could keep it open around the clock. She ran it from ten to six, Cherie from six to two a.m., and I ran it from two until Zee came in. Nearly all the customers on my shift went right into the booths. I must have cleaned up a pint of semen some nights.

All that time I kept waiting for Zee to make a play for me, but she either respected what Cherie and I had, or maybe she wasn’t into me. Part of my wanted to feel that monster cock and to make love with a black person, but Cherie was all I really needed.

Cherie honored my need to take it slowly: never more than two fingers or her cock inside me. I was afraid becoming a perverted boyslut—or even a trans like Cherie. Sure, she’s the sexiest, most perfect girlfriend I could imagine, even with her dick. Yet I didn’t want to risk jumping off that ledge of my hidden desires.

You’re lying to yourself, Jay-Jay!
True, I was intrigued by the sissies, shemales, the BDSMers and even a few men who come into the store… and of course the ones in the videos, but... maybe someday I’d work up the nerve.
Three days into my solo shifts, at 4:00 a.m. in the morning, an orgy evolved in the video booths. Ten patrons came in within minutes of each other: five studly men, Robin and two other sissies, and two stunning shemales in hiked-up miniskirts with huge panty bulges.
The loud moans and grunts came down the corridor. Zee said to not hassle those discreetly having sex in the cubicles but not to let anything get too out of hand. Finally the action got so loud I had a boner from listening and imagining. I wanted to see so bad!
In strutted a tall, beautiful domina in leather boots, a mid-thigh leather skirt, an open-top corset with a leather bra covering and supporting D-cup breasts and exotic makeup. Those bottle-green eyes could probably make me do anything! Oddly, there was something familiar about her. She terrified and excited me at the same time.
“What’s your name, puss?” she asked. “I haven’t seen you before.” “Ju-Jays… Jay-Jay,” I fumbled. “My name is Jay-Jay. I’m new.”
“You certainly are, pussykins,” her expression toyed with me. She brought her face close. “Got slick panties on under that fancy pajama outfit? I kind of hope so. I love cute boys who dress up.”
Cherie and I had the same build and shared clothes. She suggested the tight-fitting black silk PJ and flat sandals to get customers extra turned on. This woman made me fluttery with desire and nerves, exciting me that she might try to make me do something.
How did she guess Cherie suggested I wear satin panties? “You’ll love the feel of the two fabrics sliiiiiding over each other!”
She picked up on my wonder. “Sissies have a certain look and a vibe, even when they’re not dressed. I can spot one a mile away.”
I opened my mouth to insist I wasn’t one, but panties and girl’s pajamas were far from standard manly dress. And I’d be lying to say I didn’t love the feel of Cherie’s clothes and the erections they gave me. “What can I do for you tonight, Ma’am?”
She leaned in close. “You will call me Mistress. Mistress Patricia.”
“Yes, Mistress Patricia.” My groin tingled from her dominance.
“Someone’s having fun back there,” she said, nodding toward the black curtains.
“I suppose I should go break it up,” I exhaled, resigned.
“Why? They’re just doing what comes natural.”
“I’m supposed to. My boss says it’s illegal or something.”
She waved her hand casually. “Who’s getting hurt? And besides…” She winked. “There’s nobody around. I’ll never tell.” She leaned forward over the counter, exposing even more of her massive, firm breasts. She looked me in the eyes, amused. She was flirting. “Would it make you happy if I left them alone… Mistress?” “What’d make me happy is you… letting yourself indulge.”
I immediately protested I couldn’t—I’d get in trouble—I didn’t like that kind of thing… and why would that make her happy?
“Because my job is to make sure people get what they deserve. Even outside of work I help them get it anyway I can.”
“You’re a dominatrix, right? I’ve seen videos. How..? What…?”
Another dismissive wave of the hand. “Videos never tell the whole story, kid. But many of my clients come to help get past their sex hangups, their fears.” She caressed my cheek. “I know what you want.”
The look in her eyes was so intense, I found myself locking the front door and following her into the corridor. The sight was surreal: all of those men, sissies and shemales, nude or in fetish wear, either fucking against the wall or in open booths. 
What surprised me most was a door at the far end. I’d heard it was a storage room. Patricia led me down to the mystery door. Half of the ten patrons were in there or hanging by the door and looking in. When she and I got there, everyone stood aside for us.
There was a bed in the middle of the small spare room, stripped down to the fitted sheet. The shemales were on top of it and engaged in a passionate sixty-nine. My cock went fully erect. I whimpered.
“Take off your clothes, Jay-Jay,” Patricia ordered kindly.
Even the shemales watched me as I stripped, still sucking away on each other. Soon I felt hands stroking my naked body, which trembled with nerves and intense excitement. The strong, rough hands of men and the softer hands of the sissies—all of them gently ran over my skin while their voices said how beautiful I was!
“Join them on the bed,” Mistress Patricia told me.
The gorgeous transsexuals rolled apart and created a spot for me. “I’m Melanie,” said the golden-skinned, blonde Latina. “I’m Tallie. What’s yours?” the white, redheaded trans asked. “Jay-Jay,” I breathed. I lay on my back looking up at her.
Melanie guided my hand to her cock. “Stroke it, Jay-Jay.” Then she bent over and kissed me deeply. I sucked on her tongue in my mouth while I fondled her throbbing dick in my right hand. The weight on the bed shifted and then my left hand was led to Tallie’s cock.
“Put a cockring on Jay-Jay and blow him, Robin,” Patricia ordered.
I floated in a sea of sex. The shemales French-kissed me while I jacked them off. The cute sissy Robin had my cock down her throat, while other hands caressed my body. My balls swelled with desire.
I smelled Patricia’s perfume right before I heard her husk in my ear, asking if I’d ever sucked a man’s cock.
“No, Mistress,” I admitted between kisses. I knew what she wanted me to say… and right then I meant it. “But I want to!”
I knelt at the foot of the bed so Robin could keep sucking me off. A man straddled her and held his cock inches from my lips. I looked at the long, thick, tool with its head so purple with blood. A man’s dick!
I was used to blowing Cherie and drinking her cum, and I loved it. If this had been one of the shemales or even Robin’s cock I wouldn’t have hesitated. But this was a man’s tool and I was a guy. The “F” word lilted in my brain. And then I said fuck it—I wanted his dick!
I took him into my mouth and sucked eagerly. He groaned what a good slut I was. His strong hands stroked my head. His tool felt firmer, stronger in my mouth than Cherie, and its flavor was so wild.
I was so excited, I’d have shot my load had it not been for the cockring. Then a second man stood next to Robin and stuck his tool in my face. A third guy stepped in on Robin’s other side. I alternated sucking the three cocks, stroking the ones not in my mouth. I was on fire with lust and hungry for cum!
When they were ready to cum I lay back on the bed, and my cock was freed from the ring. I urgently beat my aching boner while all the men, Robin and her friends beat off over me. The shemales had thanked Patricia and left while I was still sucking the three dicks.
“I’m going to cum, Mistress!” I whined.
“Open your mouth and catch it!” she ordered. “Everybody, do what you need to cum on her face. Let’s give this sissy what she wants!”
I was so horny and close to spurting, it took a minute to register that she called me a sissy and a “she.” And it made me even more excited. My naked, sweaty body was splayed out on the stripped bed, the men and sissies jerking their boners at me. It was the sexiest moment of my life, and Patricia could have talked me into anything.
I cried out as the miniature detonation radiated from my groin and through my cock shaft, splattering a fat load all over my parted lips and protruding tongue. I panted as wave after wave of ecstasy coursed my body, weeping from the joy flowing from my intense pleasure.
My own orgasm began to trigger the men. Their loads arced through the air and splashed onto my chest, neck and face… and into my hungry mouth. As each man climaxed he left the room. Soon only Robin hadn’t jizzed. Her two sissy friends remained.
“Straddle Jay’s chest and fuck her mouth,” Patricia commanded.
“Yes, Mistress Patricia,” Robin said.
“I’ll be back in a minute,” the stunning dominatrix said.
I felt so sexy lying there with cum all over my face and sucking this cute sissy’s dick while her friends looked on and casually stroked their cocks. I’d left Utah a normal guy only a month ago. Now I was changing faster than I would have ever expected.
“You’ll make such a pretty girl, Jay,” Robin said after a few minutes. She was admiring me but she also looked a bit… sad?
“Is everything okay?” I asked around her cock.
She bit her lip sadly. “It will be. I… never mind.”
I was pondering her statement when I heard hard-soled shoes beating the linoleum toward the sex room. It was five LAPD officers in uniform, and I wasn’t surprised it was the men who’d cum all over me, including those whose cocks I’d just sucked ten minutes ago.
“It’s nothing personal,” Robin apologized.
She climbed off my face, picked up her clothes and shoes, and strolled mostly naked from the orgy room. The cops didn’t even look at her or her friends, much less try to stop them. I shook my head at knowing I had been set up.
“Stand up, honey,” said the blond hunk who’d the first to feed his cock to me—Ray. “You’re under arrest for prostitution, lewd behavior, indecent exposure, and disorderly conduct.”
“Please let me get dressed!”
He handcuffed me fully naked. The cum dripped from my face as I stood there and waited while the cops and ogled me. Finally, Patricia returned… in uniform—she wore sergeant’s stripes.
“I take it my men have explained the charges to you?”
“Why are you doing this to me?” I wept.
“Believe it or not, I’m doing you a favor. You can’t see it yet, but I’m saving you years of repressing your desires, bad choices, drug addiction, and the misery of life as a street whore.”
“I don’t want to do those things!”
“You won’t be able to help yourself. I know sissies and shemales, and I am certain of you… for reasons you’ll soon know. Give yourself over to me. I’ll give you a life beyond your wildest dreams.”
“And if I don’t?”
“You’ll find what happens to a pretty young boy in jail.” She tilted my chin up with her black-gloved finger and looked into my eyes. “You’ve never been fucked, have you?” She saw she was right.
“Jail isn’t where you want to lose your cherry,” said Ray. He was a blond and buff, and tan like a surfer. I still wanted him!
“Do we have a deal?” Patricia asked.
“Yes, Mistress.”
“Clean her up, book her for 647-B and put her in a holding cell.” She got out a phone and dialed. “Zee. Patricia,” she began. “Sorry for waking you. Jason is coming with me. I’ll make it up to you. I’ll have Cherie close up the store.”

Jail was an experience too awful to recount. But at least they put me in a cell by myself. No inmates got a shot at me. 

Patricia collected me from the Hollywood police station and drove me to a house in the hills overlooking the boulevard. At first I was puzzled how even a police sergeant could afford a home that nice, then I saw the professional dungeon in her basement.

I knelt naked on the carpeted dungeon floor, my knees spread wide apart, and my head was bowed as I looked at her feet in patent leather pumps. My face still stung from the slaps.

She first slapped me for not calling her “Mistress” and then again for looking into her gaze. I was also slapped for talking. I now needed to ask permission to speak. She wouldn’t entertain any questions.

“Your photo and prints are on file. If you try to run away, I can tack on any charge I want. You don’t want to go to prison do you?”
I was afraid to say anything. Tears welled up in my eyes.
“You have permission to answer my questions,” she said kindly.
“No, Mistress, I don’t,” I wept, afraid of her power over me.
“You may look at me,” she soothed.
I was relieved to see her gentle smile. “The jailhouse booking is insurance you won’t run. Some sissies have a harder time accepting reality than others.” She chuckled when I raised my hand. “You may speak,” she said, “as long as it isn’t a question.”
“I don’t think I’m a sissy, Mistress. I don’t want to be like Robin or Cherie. I think I love Cherie but that’s all.”
“We’ll see. Come along,” she said. She led me back upstairs.
She ran a bath with oils and salts in a huge, luxurious marble tub and put me into it. My cock was on the verge of stiffening but my worry kept me from getting a boner. She handed me a pink razor.
“Shave everything below your eyes, except your pubes,” she said.
As I made my body totally smooth she explained I would do this every day until I had “graduated.” She didn’t elaborate when that was or what it meant. She said that when I was ready I would start body waxing so I didn’t have to shave any more. 
After I had toweled my body dry she handed me sheer pink panties with lace trim. To my horror, my dick instantly got hard. With delight on her face she teased the head through the fabric.
“You claim you’re a not sissy but your clitty says otherwise.” She firmly grabbed my cockhead. “This is now your clitty. You may call it only that for now. Understand, sissy Jason?”
“Yes, Mistress,” I blushed.
I followed her into her dungeon where she sat in a throne-chair and commanded me to kneel in front of her. She now wore a short black skirt, a merry widow that pushed up her breasts, and leather pumps.
“You may look at me,” she prompted. 
As I looked up she spread her feet wide to offer a direct look up her skirt. She wore no panties. Her pouty vaginal lips parted to reveal her moist pink inner labia. My cock started throbbing. I whimpered.
I want to lick that juicy puss… for hours and hours!
“I love bisexual sissies,” she said. “Take a good look. My pussy is a reward you must earn. For now I will teach you submission.” She stuck her foot straight out. “Spit shine my shoes with your tongue. Every square inch. And then suck the heel like it’s Cherie’s cock.”
For ten minutes I came to know and love the taste of leather and the sublime excitement of humiliation, especially sucking on those heels. Then she said it was time for dessert and kicked off those shoes.
“Suck my toes, Jason. Do well and I will reward you.”
Patiently she talked me through proper oral foot worship: bathing her entire feet with my tongue, licking between the toes and then sucking those dainty toes with my tongue with the same gentleness as I sucked Cherie’s cock. I was rock hard the whole time.
She pulled her foot away and commanded me to kneel. I immediately assumed the pose she taught me. She removed her skirt and stood with her pussy in my face. The smell made me even hornier. So did knowing that the first pussy I would taste would be as a slave.
“You want to lick my pussy, don’t you?” she cooed.
“Yes, Mistress!” I whined.
“You’re a long way from earning that, Jason. Lick this instead.”
She turned, spread her feet, and bent forward to open the flower of her asshole to my face. In a way it was even more beautiful than her pussy. The dark-pink pucker tucked in the triangle of flesh in her anal cleft and the faint whiff of her backdoor scent made me so horny. 
I was crazy with lust despite how dirty it was to lick her asshole! How nasty I was to want to do that! My old religious inhibitions tried to protest this was wrong—all of it—but most of me didn’t care about that. I wanted to be a nasty slut, a boy slut. Or maybe even a—
“Don’t think,” she coaxed. “Just let yourself do it!”
It was all I needed to hear. Nothing could have stopped me from shoving my tongue onto her butthole and begin licking. Soon I was French-kissing it like I would Cherie’s mouth, really trying to shove my tongue up there. I wanted to taste the ass of this powerful, sexy woman with this total power over me. I decided I would do anything she asked, and that turned me on even more!
But not being a sissy! That would be too much!
I slammed the voice down, not willing to let it spoil how much I loved making love to my Mistress’ anal hole.

* * * 

When my stepson shoved his tongue up my ass, that’s when I knew I’d been right. His tented panties made him a fetishist, how he sucked cock proved him a sissy, and his rim-job proclaimed him a sissy slave.

“Him?” No longer. But you have to break her in slowly. 

“Oh Jason,” I sighed. “I love it when a slave surrenders so easily. I can tell you are going to love what I have in store for you.”
He whimpered in his surrender. I knew from experience that when a submissive tries this hard to tongue-fuck your asshole, they are yours to play with, to mold into your vision for them.
As I stepped away, I was gratified to at his whine of frustration. “You’ll have plenty of opportunities to worship my bottom, my sweet slave.” I sat on a chair on the vinyl tile section of my dungeon where I did wet-play. I pointed at the floor in front of me. “Kneel!”
“Yes, Mistress!” he said and ran over to comply.
I was delighted at how natural he looked in that position with his tented panties. “Take out your clitty and jack off,” I said sweetly. “Catch every drop in your free hand. And look me in the eyes.”
The first time I make a sub masturbate for me, the eyes reveal all. When Jason—soon to be “Jessica”—wrapped his delicate hand around his stiff six inches, I knew I’d been right all along. I’d known he was a potential sissy when he’d been a high school freshman.
The helpless need in his eyes as he jacked off told me that his denial about being a sissy was just his repressive upbringing poisoning his spirit. My son was a desperate, sex-hungry, submissive sissy who gladly ate pussy and asshole, and eagerly sucked cock. Soon he’d take endless dick—and my fist—up his sissy cunt.
“I’m cumming, Mistress!” he groaned.
“Catch it, baby! Fill your hand for Mom—for Mistress!” That was close. He’ll know soon enough but it must be perfect!
It delighted me to see him pump his sissy cream into his hand and lap it up without hesitation. I was proud of him. So many repressed subs and sissies aren’t as enthusiastic, but Jason-Jessica was ready.
After he’d cleaned his hand I stood over him. Unable to help myself I bent down and kissed his lips, lingering just enough to get a light buzz from it. He was affected far more deeply, looking in wonder.
“Are you ready for your first sissy lesson, Jason?”
“Yes, Mistress,” he said eagerly. Then an uncertain look. “I…”
“Something to add, sissy?”
He looked down, blushing. “You—Mistress said no questions.”
I was pleased he caught his lapse. “You may ask.”
“Must I be called ‘Jason’, Mistress?”
“You want a girl name?” I asked, pleased. “You’ll have to earn it, Jason. After all your lessons and tests, maybe then.”
I headed over to the sissy section of my dungeon. On deep shag carpet there was a vanity set up with all manner of cosmetics, a chest of sissy costumes, and shelves of both wigs and footwear galore. “We will start with makeup lessons. Hurry up, little sissy!”

* * * 

That night I slept near-naked in a cage with pillows and warm blankets. I wore only bra, panties and high heels. I stayed hard much of the time. I ate from a dog dish on the floor; I couldn’t use my hands.

The next morning I had a bath with oils and bubbles and shaved my body and face fully smooth—except for my pubes. 
At noon I knelt in see-thru panties in the foyer with orders to open the door when it rang. I wanted to protest, horrified a mailman or some normal person would see me, but part of me was excited at the prospect of humiliation. A deeper fantasy had Mistress making me give head to a FedEx guy or something. That made my boner throb!
I began to consider that maybe I was a sissy deep down.
Precisely at noon the door rang. To my surprise, seven very pretty girls—sissies—all waited in a line at the door. All were dressed as sluts in short skirts, tight or low-cut blouses, high heels and made-up beautifully. As they filed in, each moved with feminine grace and sexiness. Most of them had breasts! Falsies, I guessed.
Each of the lovely sissies gave me a knowing smile as they passed by. I closed the door, too stunned to take my eyes off them. Without being told they filed down to the dungeon. Mistress gestured for me to follow them. Not wanting to seem awkward I did my best to sashay and carry myself like them.
“Kneel in the center,” Mistress said as she followed me downstairs.
I wondered what she meant until I saw that the sissies stood in a circle on the dungeon floor, stripping to their underwear. They wore identical, expensive lingerie—like a uniform: white sheer bra, panties and garterbelts holding up stockings, and black patent leather pumps.
I felt even more naked wearing only panties as I knelt in the center of the loose circle. From the sheer panties I saw some were hung like me, average, and several were up to ten inches. Then I was shocked to see half of them had real breasts! Their nipples were hard!
“Girls, this is Jason,” Mistress Patricia said. “He is new to us. You know what that means.”
As if on cue all of them flopped out their cocks—their clitties—and stroked themselves erect. They stood in order: from the largest to the smallest cock. All were circumcised, smooth and pretty, like if some women naturally had cocks. Their balls were hairless.
“Tell Jason your names,” Mistress ordered.
“I’m Mindy,” said a brunette who had the smallest dick.
“My name is Priss,” said the next girl, who was slightly bigger.
Jenny — Roberta — Susie …
Then came the last two girls who looked like twins, both about twenty-five, naturally blonde, and had ten-inch cocks. “Claire,” said the next to last with a wicked smile. “Carrie,” said the last, winking.
My cock started hardening in my panties, knowing what was next.
“Go to Mindy and suck her cock until I say to stop,” Mistress said
She sweetly beamed down on me as I knelt in front of her. She had tiny but real breasts under her see-thru bra. Her feminine hand held out a cock only a little smaller than mine.
“Oh you’re beautiful,” I muttered before I took the twentyish gurl into my mouth. Sucking a pretty sissy’s dick with six others and a beautiful older woman watching—it was sublime. I became lost in it.
“Three minutes,” I heard Mistress say. “Can you cum, Mindy?”
Only three minutes? How could anything so hot last only—
“Yes, Mistress Patricia,” came her angel’s voice.
“Jason, open your mouth. One minute, Mindy.”
The young sissy furiously stroked her cock, trying so hard to cum. I wondered if being allowed to orgasm was some sort of privilege. “Time!” Mistress called.
With a cry of frustration she released her boner immediately. “Perhaps next time,” Mistress said kindly. “Jason, suck off Priss!”
Over the next fifteen minutes I gave a loving blowjob to each of the sissies except the twins. Only Mindy couldn’t cum. They others gave me sweet, thick spurts within the three minutes. I wondered if they were so pent up it was easier to cum quickly. 
Claire and Carrie were ready. Their ten-inch tools were on the slender side but still so hot. I fantasized of them fucking me. They grinned predatorily and moved so they could hold their cocks together. I was able to fit both cockheads in my mouth at once. Mostly I just alternated between the two. Then they both stood back.
“Sissy sex lesson number one,” Mistress announced. “Deep throat.”
Carrie knelt in front of Claire and said, “Watch me.” She tilted her head just so, took a deep breath and slowly slid her—sister?!—deep into her mouth until her lips pressed to her pubic mound.
In between soft moans and groans, Claire described what her twin—“my sister,” she mischievously—was doing with her tongue, her lips and throat. Then Claire suddenly couldn’t speak for her gasping. Carrie’s throat muscles were milking her sissy sister’s cock!
Claire pulled her cock from her sister’s mouth and stuck in front of mine. The long, glistening tool and its purple head dripped with thick, ropy saliva from the back of Carrie’s throat. “Your turn,” she grinned.
Carrie turned and lovingly guided Claire’s boner to my lips. In a sweet voice she taught me how to take a cock into the back of my throat without gagging. Soon I had her “sister” moaning. I was proud.
“Good, Jason,” Patricia cooed. “You will be a very sexy sissy.”
After the twins had both cum in my mouth, Mistress Patricia produced a pink plastic contraption. “This is a chastity cage,” she said. “It’s discomfort controls your erections and you can’t jack off. Your sissy cock belongs to me. Now come here so I can put it on you.”
She locked it around the base of my clitty like a cockring. It was cool nestled inside my panties. It made me feel owned and powerless and demasculinized. Mistress Patricia owned my dick!
Now that the newcomer ritual had finished, the group broke up for sissy lessons. The group I was put in was for newer girls. Like grad students for their professor, Carrie and Claire taught the groups. We learned new makeup skills and how to do a lot with very little.
As the sissies left for the day, I felt so conflicted. As excited as this had sometimes been, ever since I met Cherie and Zee, I had doubts.
Do I really want to do this—to be this… this wicked, sinful thing?

* * * 

I recognized the look right away: Doubt. His Mormon upbringing and typical young male inhibitions were finally rebelling. He stood at a border between his safe, ordinary life and a garden of unimaginable, exquisite pleasures.

“I’m not a sissy,” he said. “Mistress,” he added. “Those… girls, they’re so perfect. Even if I wanted to be like them…”
I would get him past this. “Okay, Jason,” I said kindly. “Stand up.”
A minute later his cock was free of the cage and we stood eye-toeye. I expected him to ask permission to change from the panties, bra and heels he still wore. Then I saw he was half-hard in them. 
“You’ve been a good sport. I should do something nice for you… my darling boy,” I said. I add that last bit on impulse.
“Really?” he said, wide-eyed and dopey.
I knelt in front of him and looked up into his eyes as I pulled out his throbbing sissypole. I maintained eye contact as I took it into my mouth. He whimpered and groaned as I went down on him.
I’m sucking my son’s hard cock!
It wasn’t biologically or even legally true—not any longer—but the thought made my pussy juice. I also knew that being caged and the rest of his kinky day would make him cum too quickly. If I was to keep my hold on him, it would be through sex.
I stopped the blowjob. He moaned in frustration.
“You’re going to shoot your load soon, Jason. Once you do that I’ll drive you back to Zee and that will be it. Or…” I teased the head of his cock and watched him shudder. “Or I can give you sexual pleasure you never had in your life, if you just stay tonight.”
“What do I have to do?” my former son asked.

* * * 

I can still taste her lips, her sweet breath, her tongue in my mouth! Though she promised I would be released the moment I asked, it still felt a little unnerving to be fully naked and have my ankles and wrists bound in the padded leather bondage chair. It was tilted back like an easy chair and it left my cock and asshole fully exposed. Then she explained what “toys” she would use on me.

“I believe you’re familiar with this,” she said. 

She produced a thick, black cockring. I shivered as she slid it over my half-hard clitty and fitted it in place. She smiled as I became fully erect. Then she held up two pads that looked like heart monitor leads, the kind that stick to your chest.

“These are hooked to a special electro-stimulator that will make your nipples feel like they’re being played with. There’s even a suction feel to one of the settings. I use this on myself.”

They felt cool to the touch when she stuck them to my nipples. She touched a button on a small console with numerous controls. There was a brief flash of pain and then my nipples tickled in a very erotic way. My dick got a little bit harder.

She held up a metallic-plastic cylinder size of a one-liter bottle. “This fits on your cock. It simulates the vaginal squeezing of a woman who can control those muscles… or a deep-throat blowjob.”

“Oh, Mistress…” I moaned, a bit scared. 

“Trust me, my darling boy. I’ll take good care of you.” She brought up a new sex toy. “I’m so excited about this one.”
It was big and made of black rubber with a hole in the end of it. It looked like a buttplug with hoses and wires on the other end. They formed a bundle and went to a machine the size of a large suitcase.
“This cost a few grand and it’s worth every penny. I bought it as a birthday present for myself, but I also share it with special lovers,” she said. “Like many buttplug toys it vibrates, but it also expands and thrusts, it has the same electro-stim as your nipple probes, and a powerful pump that rapidly fills you with fluid and then pumps it out.” She shivered. “It feels like you’re getting fucked by a liquid cock.”
“Oh god,” I gasped.
“I filled it with warm diluted wine, so you’ll get a buzz.”
She carefully slipped the nine-inch-long, thick toy up my ass. Oh fuck, it felt good! Last came virtual reality goggles with earbuds, the kind that played porn so realistic you felt like a participant.
“These aren’t standard VR,” she said as she fitted the comfortable goggles in place. “They have little forehead electrodes that feed sensations that go along with the sights and sounds. You’ll see.”
The images and sounds started immediately: a beautiful sissy my age with silicone breasts stroking her cock and being joined by another like her and them doing a sixty-nine blowjob. Their soft cries and moans, the sounds in the room… and the smell of their sex and candles burning by the bed! It was like I was there. The electrodes were feeding sensations into my brain.
I barely heard my own groan over the soundtrack as Patricia’s hot mouth closed over my cock once again. If I hadn’t been fully hard before then I was now. Then the high-tech buttplug began vibrating and throbbing, and little prickles of electricity made my asshole and anal meat even hungrier for a serious fucking—even though I’d never had one before. My balls ached for release in the cockring.
Now the movie changed into pure VR, and I had become the first sissy I saw in the video. I saw me getting blown and sucking the other sissy’s dick. I felt her cock sliding through my lips and filling my mouth and going into my throat! I could taste her precum!
Distantly I felt Patricia’s mouth pull off me and something warm and slippery and squishy slide over my straining boner. It had to be the auto-sucker! Within seconds it brought exquisite pleasure to my dick that maybe no mouth or pussy or asshole ever could!
A filling sensation came as the warm wine was gushing into me, making my sissy-pussy strain. Just when I started to cramp from the fullness it reversed the flow and sucked the fluid out just as quickly. The ache in my groin tripled. I had to cum real bad!
The sissy that was me in the VR was now being mounted by a black guy with a monster cock. Every sensation headed toward peak intensity. My need to cum was excruciating. I begged for release.
The VR video drained away, replaced by pleasant, drifting pastel colors. The wine mixture flooded back into my ass with the force of a thrusting monster dick, the vibration and tingling continued. The deep suction action of my cock and electrified nipples did too.
I thought I would pass out from pleasure, then the colors in my VR swirled and spin. It drew my attention like a big magnet. I was still aware of the fucking and sucking sensations, but now I was getting sleepy—no, I was in a daze. I could not think.
Then came a multitude of soft feminine voices in the earbuds, all honey and urgent and compelling. All seducing me, “You want to be a girl. You’re a slutty girl who loves cock. Who needs it. You want to be a sissy slut to your Mistress!” All of them repeated this and other stuff again and again. They overlapped each other as the swirling colors unraveled my mind in threads so these new thoughts could be woven in. And I smelled the heady odor of exotic, burning incense.
Sandalwood…
I woke the next morning in her bed, sleeping next to her. I was sucking her nipple in my dream, and I woke up actually sucking her nipple. I looked up and saw her gazing on me fondly, almost motherly. For a moment she again seemed so familiar.
“Good morning, my darling boy,” she said. 
She pressed her lips softly to mine before I could answer and then she got out of bed. She went to the dresser and returned with fresh sheer panties in one hand and boy’s boxer underpants in the other.
“Choose,” she said.
I barely remembered the high tech sex or the VR, but something made me get out of bed, kneel in front of her, and select the panties. “Please let me wear these, Mistress,” I urged.
“I’m so happy, baby. We’ll continue your training today. But you needn’t choose just yet. We will call it submissive training for now. And you don’t have to become a sissy when it’s all done.”
The sissy lessons continued with the others. The sissy twin “sisters” instructed me in makeup, hair-styling, manicure and pedicure and how to dress. They taught me to move and pose like a woman, to shake my hips and ass when I walked. And the sex lessons—lots of those! And how to take a spanking, a flogging, a caning—submissive training.
When the week was finished I could give an intense sexual massage or a therapeutic one. I could take an eleven-inch dildo into my throat without gagging, and take three of her fingers up my ass and a medium-sized buttplug. She said the bigger toys would come later, along with actual cocks in my boy-pussy. But only if I asked for them.
That Friday night I slept fitfully at the foot of her bed wearing a see-thru babydoll nightie, panties and bra, again plagued with doubt. As much as I detested backwards religion, part of it still had a hold on me. A man wouldn’t want this. It was wrong. She had this big “graduation” thing planned for tomorrow and I didn’t want to disappoint her, but when it was done I’d tell her I was all through! * * *

I had waited so long for this day. What made it more exciting was knowing that she—my stepson Jason, that is—would protest being a sissy, didn’t want to be, and wanted to go back to being a man. There would be future VR sessions—she’d beg for them once she learned how they’d make her a better sissy—but that first session would take over just from burning sandalwood incense. Like many other conditioned responses, it could be triggered.

Everybody I needed was here to help fully transform my innocent Mormon stepson, into a slutty, cock-loving, subservient sissy suitable for pleasing men, women, sissies and shemales. And oh would she when I finished erasing the final traces of manhood.

I stood over Jason as he knelt on his hands and knees on the short coffee table in my living room. He gripped the edge closest to me and his knees were inches from the back edge. He was about to get the fucking that would turn him into a she.

In his lacy bra were size-D silicone breast forms glued to his chest with stage makeup adhesive. The matching panties were stuffed in his mouth, and his pink plastic chastity cage dripped with precum.

“You could be a very beautiful sissy slut, Jason,” I said. I pulled the panties from his mouth and lifted his chin with my black latex-gloved finger, bringing his timid gaze to my triumphant eyes. “Tell me, Jason darling. Would you like to be a full-fledged sissy slut?”

“No, Mistress. Please no!”
“You say not, but your clitty says ‘yes, yes, yes!’ ” I smirked. “I cannot help that, Mistress!” he whimpered.
“I know you can’t, my darling boy. And so we will all do you a

favor.” I turned to Zee and told her to be ready to feed him that massive cock of hers. I then asked my sissy academy class to gather closely. The more witnesses, the greater the impression—and the greater the impact when I made the truth known!

I coated my black latex-covered finger with lube and circled his sweet little asshole with it. He moaned deeply as his sphincter relaxed to accept my probing digit. It slid in so easily.

“You want to be filled up, don’t you?”
“Yes, Mistress!” he moaned. “Oh, please. Oh please!”
I called in Ben. From the day he picked up Jason from the squat,

he’d waited for this moment. I patted my son’s head as Ben entered, naked and his ten inches was fully erect. Hollywood handsome and built like a football player, he was a man who knew how to fuck!

“Hello, Jessica,” he husked. Jason realized he was talking to him. “Do you mean me?” Jason whimpered in lust… knowing his fate. “Who else, baby?” he soothed. “I know you want this.” “Ben will have the honor of turning you into a true sissy,” I told

her—Jessica—my sissy stepson. “Jessica.” 

I watched my “son” look in the mirror: a sexy young sissy in makeup and lingerie waiting eagerly, doggy-style, to take cocks in her mouth and ass. I could barely wait for the moment of truth.

When the rest of her classmates from my sissy academy had formed a circle around her, I told Ben and Zee to fill “our Jessica” up with cock and turn her into a hopeless, slutty sissy. It was then I lit up twin sticks of sandalwood incense to trigger the VR hypnosis.

Be a good, eager slut, my darling. Be who you were meant to be!
* * * 

There was a familiar scent. I was seized by a helpless desire to be a girl and an intense hunger for cock. I wanted to be pretty, attract lots of men and get fucked by them! I wanted to go out in public in slut-wear, for Mistress to show me off, to bring me to men to fuck and suck!

“I’m ready! I’m ready, my Mistress!” 

I eagerly sucked in Zee’s black cock and took it all the way into my throat without gagging. I was so grateful to this shemale beauty for the job and making me Cherie’s lover. I had to drink her load! It was only her cock that kept me from screaming, “Fuck me daddy!” as Ben’s large tool slipped up deep inside me!

“Look at that slut!” crowed a familiar voice— Cherie! “I guess she really is a natural sissy after all. I can’t wait my turn!”
I am a girl—Jessica! I’m a slutty girl who loves you!
Around Zee’s cock I moaned, “Your Jessica loves you, Cherie!”
I loved my new name and I loved knowing I would be a sissy, a permanent sissy. I realized the VR hypnosis must have helped me to this. I would beg Mistress to do that to me again and again to make me her most helpless sissy slut ever.
I moaned like a nympho-slut while Zee and Ben spit-roasted me. I wanted them never to stop. I was so caught up in the pleasure and elation of surrender I barely felt a firm female hand unlock my chastity cage. But then the cool rush of air and my clitty getting instantly hard made me realize Mistress had freed me.
“Cherie, bring that chair over here,” Mistress Patricia said. “Zee?”
Zee pulled out of my sucking mouth with a trail of thick saliva stretching long strand from my lips to her cockhead. She stood back as a tall stool was placed in front of me… at mouth-level. I watched as Patricia slid out of her panties and got on the stool.
My dominant’s pussy was literally in my face. By lowering my head I could lick and suck her pussy from asshole to her clit. I knew better than to take liberties. Only when I was told to… I moaned softly as Ben kept fucking me. I felt my precum flowing down my boner.
“Do you like what you see, Jessica?” she asked.
“Oh God yes, Mistress. I love it! And I love you!”
“Do you know why I called you ‘my darling boy’ before?” she asked lightly. “It’s been five years but don’t you remember?”
Oh fuck! It can’t be! “Ruth?” I whimpered.
My dad’s second wife smiled at me so gently. “Call me ‘Mommy.’”
“Oh, Mommy!” I moaned. “I can’t believe it! You’re so beautiful!”
“So are you, Jessica. My sissy daughter. And I love you too.”
“I love you so much, Mommy!” I wept. “I’ll do anything for you!”
She pulled off her black latex gloves and stroked her pussy lips with her finger. They were so moist and fragrant with her musky scent. She wiped her finger on my lips. It tasted so sweet.
“Even if it’s taboo?” she simpered.
I cried happy tears as I realized how much I had changed, how much she had freed me. I wanted to lick her sweet pussy, to worship it and her asshole! I started fantasizing other kinky things for her to make me do! But for now…
“I don’t care if it is, Mistress!”
“Beg for it, Jessica. And call me ‘Mommy,’ darling.”
“Please let me lick your cunt, Mommy! Let your sissy eat you out!” “Such a sweet sissy girl,” my mom said. “Lick your mother’s cunt.”
The first pussy I ever tasted in my life and it was my mom’s! Even though she wasn’t my real mom, why let reality get in the way of the hottest fucking fantasy I ever had in my young sissy life? The creamy folds of Mom’s snatch were dank and sweet. My tongue traced from her hard rosebud clit to the steaming hole of her vagina
“That’s a sweet girl,” she said. “Mommy thinks you’re going to be her favorite pussy-licker ever. Cherie, put a cockring on her and give her a really good blowjob. She’s going to be busy for a while.”
I licked my dominatrix mom’s pussy. My new daddy, Ben, fucked my slutty sissy cunt, and my sister Cherie gave me a blowjob… this must be heaven! And all the while Mistress Mommy told me all about my new life as her sissy daughter and slave.
“Oh yes, you will be my slave,” she sighed and I lapped hungrily and her dripping labia and drank the juices flowing from her cunt hole. “You’ll work in my dungeon, assist me in sessions and the sissy academy, and keep my house sparkling clean the whole time. I will teach you to cook so you can prepare meals for Ben and me.”
Ben fondly stroked my butt as he fucked it. “And I expect you will call me ‘Daddy.’ Won’t you, Jessica?”
“Oh yes, Daddy!” I enthused between licks of Mom’s pussy.
“I have several VR hypnosis programs for you,” she said. “They are specific to being a BDSM bottom. And there’s one to train you to love cock like an addiction. As a Vice officer I often meet very rich men who love a sweet feminine sissy for fucking and sucking.”
I stopped licking Mom’s pussy and looked into her intense gaze, eyes that owned me. A shiver pass through me as giddy excitement made me swoon. “Mommy, do you mean..?”
“You are going to make me a fortune. Now keep licking Mommy’s pussy like a good little sissy daughter.”
Cherie unmouthed my cock. “Please don’t forget about me, Mistress! I want to be a whore too!”
“That can be arranged,” Mom said. “My girl and you could do double dates. Now keep sucking!” As an afterthought she added, “Don’t worry, Zee. I can staff your store from academy graduates.”
I was going to get to be with Cherie too!
With contentment and excitement I ate my mother’s pussy while Ben fucked my horny ass, and my shemale and sissy friends waited for their turn. I was a sissy slave to Mom at her sissy academy in Hollywood, and I loved my life like no other girl ever had!

The End § 

Sister’s Sissy Cheerleader

Miles and I were in my bedroom, smoking some killer skunk weed and doing shots, thrilled to be only weeks from high school graduation. We were both super-buzzed and bored, and kind of aroused from watching porn. As close buddies for three years we’d gotten horny and loaded enough in these situations to jack off together—and jack each other off several times—but we never took it farther than that.

Tonight we’d been browsing shemale porn. It was my newest thing, and I decided to show him my secret. I reached into the drawer beside my bed all pulled out Diana’s panties. My stepsister was two years younger, and she had taken to wearing sexy women’s underwear.

“Jamie, whoa!” Miles said. “Where did you get those?” “My sister’s hamper.” I removed my shorts and slipped them over my boner. They felt so fucking sexy rubbing on my cock. Then I stripped them off and held them out. “You should feel these!”
Lust and distrust warred on his handsome-pretty face. I could tell he really wanted to. I had gotten so horny from the porn that I yearned to give into a fantasy I’d had for a while. He took them from me and felt the fabric. He was getting horny too.
“Remember the game Truth-or-Dare?” I asked. “Look, it’s just us here. What would it hurt? It’s just… fun. Our thing. It doesn’t have to go anywhere.” I smiled reassuringly. “It’ll be exciting. Trust me!”
“I don’t know, man,” he said. “I like you a lot, but I’m not a fag.”
“I’m not talking about going gay, Miles! Just some kinky fun!”
I explained we’d flip a coin and whoever lost had to be the girl. The “loser” would put on the panties and give head to the other one until he came. Swallowing was optional. So was anything else.
For some reason he said yes to it. I ended up “losing” and wearing the panties and slipping my mouth over my best friend’s outrageously hard cock. Miles came within a minute and I swallowed without a thought. We were both so horny and high that afterward we just lay nude and smoked together. No dramatic scenes or running away.
By graduation we’d done this a couple times a week. Diana’s panties had long been returned, and I’d bought us two sexy pairs. We’d decided against fucking, but we got into kissing the last few times: deep, tongue-thrusting kisses that shared the taste of cum. 
Soon after that, Miles went away. His stepsister Helen—best friends with Diana—made sexual advances.. Rather that rat her out, he left early for school two time zones away. Deep down, I was relieved. Though our game was my idea, I had begun to love it too much.
For long after, fucking Miles as a sissy was my deepest fantasy.
Three years later I still lived at home, in my junior year in college. Diana was a freshman. The big news was Miles came home from college, graduating early. We had a drunken reunion that night. The next I saw him was a month later, tapping at my bedroom window.
At first I didn’t recognize him because it was “Millie” at my window. For some reason I let him into my room. He shocked me with the tale of his sister Helen’s blackmail. She forced-feminized him, become lovers with him, and was discovered by her father, Mike—his stepdad—who took advantage of the situation.
[The story of “Breaking in Bro” from T-Girl Tales #2.]

“Millie” told me his mom was fine with whatever he wanted to do; she wanted whatever made her husband, son and stepdaughter happy. So when Miles’ stepdad started passing his sissy stepson around at his poker parties, everybody was happy—especially Miles.

Miles—sorry, “Millie”—was more than just happy. He-she or whatever was thrilled to be a sissy lover and slave to his stepsister and stepfather—a sexual playtoy and more. Now he wanted back with me.

“I don’t know if I can do that again,” I said.
“Why not, Jamie?” he purred. “We had so much fun.”
“Not like this! And I eventually felt bad about it.”
“You shouldn’t. If you only knew what you’re missing…” “I admit it was sometimes fun after we smoked down and played

Truth-or-Dare with Diana’s dirty panties from the laundry.” “Yeah,” Millie grinned. “I want that again.”
“Well it’s not the same now. You come over all dressed up like

this, the game is pointless. And that will only be the beginning.” “It doesn’t have to—”
“I know you want more. I can’t do it!”
“Shhhh… Shhhh,” my sissy best friend soothed. “I’ll make you feel

better with some deep throat. I’ve gotten a lot of practice at Dad’s poker parties. And Helen’s football jocks.” 

I was powerless to protest as he knelt in front of me and pulled down my underwear. I shuddered at the sensation of my cock sliding into his throat. I tried to surrender to those feelings and not think of anything else. Truthfully, part of me was perversely attracted to the strange creature he had turned into. The mental images of him having so much wild and bizarre sex made my balls ache.

But this would be the last time. So I let him suck me off. Close to emptying my balls into his sissy mouth, I steeled myself to tell my buddy I needed some time apart. Sooner or later I knew he would ask me to fuck him or for him to fuck me.

I would never let myself become like him! 

Two months later Diana and I sat at the breakfast table. She and I had similar features, both tallish and slender with light-brown hair. Often we were confused as true siblings, though I’d have felt like a total perv if that were the case. Diana had large, lovely 38-C breasts and an ass that gave me a boner every time she wore a bikini.

“Mom and Dad said to say goodbye, sleepyhead,” she said, smiling at me. “They’ll be home Sunday night. You and Millie have plans?”
“Miles and I are taking some time off,” I remarked. “Wanna spend our Friday together?” I really did love my sister.
“You mean Millie, don’t you?” she chuckled.
“You can call him whatever you want. I just…” I shook my head. “C’mon lets have some fun together. It’s Friday!”
“Some other time, Jamie. I have some girls coming for a sleepover, and I have to get the place and myself ready for them.”
Now I was interested. She hadn’t had a girlfriends sleepover in years. I supposed she was taking advantage of our parents’ absence.
“Oh,” I said offhandedly. “Which girls?”
“There’s Chandler and Shanna and Neesha and Maria… and Helen, of course.” She grinned when she said that last name. I assumed that Helen—her best friend since junior high—told her all about the nasty and perverted things she made her brother “Millie” do.

I‘d love to hear them tell stories about that! Or would I..? My sister’s sex friends fascinated me. I’d regularly jacked off to fantasies about what they wore at those parties—panties and bras and little see-thru nothings—and what they did. When I started watching porn and saw lesbian action, I brought that into those fantasies.
Since my fling with Miles I had wondered if my sister and her friends did the same. Maybe they did girl-on-girl massages—fully nude massages!—experiments in lesbo pussy eating, deep kissing, dildos, spanking even… My dick was rock hard now. I wanted to see!
Nine hours later, 6:00 p.m. sharp, they began arriving within minutes of each other. Chandler and Shanna showed up first. They were former high school cheerleaders and both blonde, big-breasted and had delicious asses. They were also stepsisters. Diana and the sisters had been some of the most popular girls in high school.
Neesha arrived next. I was a senior—Diana a sophomore—when Neesha started her junior year as a transfer student. She had been one of two black cheerleaders at the school and so athletic she could do all the routines even with her 40-DD tits and bubble butt. I had always dreamt of burying my face in it. 
Next came Maria. She was sexy enough to be a cheerleader but was not interested in that at all. The Mexican girl had light brown skin, long, glossy-black hair, the face of a fashion model and more curves than a mountain highway. Her big breasts rode high and perky.
Helen showed up last. Ever since she feminized her brother, the hot, petite blonde had changed. Millie said she’d become a celebrity among my sister’s friends, probably because she confessed what she did to him. They thought she was hot stuff for doing something so radical.
Helen also had never been a cheerleader. In public she disdained them as boytoys, but her closest friends knew it wasn’t that simple. In truth she was very close to these special gals, mostly because they were far more sophisticated than other cheerleaders.
Soon they’d retired to her bedroom with bags of clinking bottles, plus Helen with her big gym bag. Hot underwear I hoped! I would soon see, because when Diana went out to score some tequila—she knew a cashier who’d sell liquor to hot twenty-year-olds—I hid a webcam in her bedroom. 
The camera was trained on her big bed. Maybe I’d see them naked or having sex! I was ambivalent, even if she wasn’t my biological sister. Part of me felt like a bit of a pervert for wanting to see her naked and maybe grinding pussy with her friends, but I couldn’t help it.
I only listened at first, keeping the video off so they wouldn’t see the little light when it switched on. I listened to them talk and smoke pot and drink shots, waiting for them to get drunk and high enough they wouldn’t notice the camera. I’d hid it very well because I knew the consequences of getting caught would be disastrous.
Finally they sounded rowdy enough to switch on. I gasped at the sight: they all wore just bra and panties—skimpy designer stuff that showed more than it concealed—except for Helen who wore only the skimpiest thong. She kept eyeing my sister with sly grins. Would she?!
Then Helen whispered in Diana’s ear and my sister giggled. Diana looked at her best friend and nodded. Oh fuck!
“Let’s take a picture!” Helen suggested. “All nude!”
“I’ll need another couple shots to do that,” Maria laughed. “But let’s try a few topless!”
“Are we going to take a big selfie?” Diana asked. “I don’t have a stick. I could ask my brother…”
“To take the picture?” Helen barked a laugh. “He’d wear out his dick jerking off afterward!” She licked her lips. “I’d kind of like that.”
“No!” Diana protested laughing. “To borrow his selfie stick.”
“Why don’t you just take some from over there?” Helen said. “We’ll do some poses, taking off our tops and stuff, and you go crazy with the camera,” Helen said. “Then we’ll figure out a group shot!”
I was disappointed when my sister hopped off the bed with her phone. She was out of webcam range, so I couldn’t see if she was taking off her top or not. I quit caring about that when the other girls started posing. Helen kissed Neesha’s neck and slid off her bra.
“That’s perfect!” Diana said off-camera. “Slide it off slowly.”
Neesha’s bare breasts were sweet brown and huge with thick, erect nipples. I’d earlier slid on panties I’d stolen from Diana to enhance my viewing. I was now fully erect in the rose-colored silk that still smelled faintly of her pussy. I took out my cock and started jacking off.
There was an electronic click just behind me. I turned and froze with my boner in my fist at the sight of my sister aiming her phone at me. There was another click and she chuckled behind the lens.
“That was perfect! I got your boner, the panties and you spying on the girls in my room.” Her eyes gleamed with dominance. “So that’s where those went! I couldn’t find them when I washed my lingerie earlier today.” She waited a moment. “Nothing to say?”
What was there to say? An apology after being totally caught in the act? To beg her not show anyone out of the kindness of her heart? Then I realized if I wanted to ask anything it was—
“I figured you’d try something like this, Jamie,” she smirked. “And it wasn’t hard to find when I guessed what you’d most want to see. Some college girl lesbo action on my bed? Your own sister naked?!”
“What do you want?” I sighed in defeat.
She looked at me almost kindly. “I think it’s really what you want.”
Diana led me into her bedroom wearing only her panties which bulged with my erection that hadn’t gone down. They were all topless, the most perfect tits ever on display, and they all looked at me with big, eager smiles. It’s like they already had a plan for me.
“He needs a good buzz,” Helen said. “It will make the first part a lot easier on him if he’s more pliable.” She walked up to me and cupped my boner through the panties. “I know your secret.”
“Wh-what secret is that?” I whined. But I could guess. Miles told.
Soon I had downed three shots of $50-a-liter tequila and as many deep hits of $900 an ounce weed. My head spun a bit but I was lucid.
They all led me to her bathroom where waxing strips had been set up. I was grateful to have sparse chest, leg and arm hair; it would have hurt much worse if I’d been really hairy. My buzz made it more tolerable too. Under Helen’s guidance I stood naked in front of the mirror and close-shaved with baby oil until no trace of a beard was left. I was smooth as a girl!
And my cock was still fully hard.
“Back when Millie was a boy, she and Jamie used to take turns, dressing in panties and cocksucking,” Helen told everyone. “Millie said he chickened out, doesn’t want to play sissy any longer.” She winked knowingly. “From the sight of that raging boy-clit, I think Jamie is having a change of heart.”
I blushed deeply at having our—my—shameful secret revealed. “Jamie!” Neesha said. “It’s both a boy and a girl name.” “I think he should have a real girly name,” Diana said.
“You might have to change pronouns,” Helen said. “Your brother might end up being your sister, like Millie. Any ideas for a name?”
“Let’s ask her!” Maria chimed in. The sweet Latina’s nipples were hard as she stepped up and pressed her large tits into my back. She reached around and teased my throbbing cock. “What girl name would you like for yourself, sissy?” she asked.
“Ashly,” I said automatically, thinking of the porn star. She was girl-next-door beautiful and as sexy a woman as I could imagine.
Diana kissed me deeply for a moment and then smiled brightly. “Ashly it is, big sister!” She turned to her friends. “Makeover!”
As soft but firm feminine hands guided me to my sister’s vanity, part of my daze began to break. The initial shock of being caught, outnumbered by the women, and my high had all got me through everything up to this point. Now a part of me wanted to rebel.
You’re naked in front of your sister and her friends! Now they want to put makeup on you and probably a wig and sexy clothes. Then who knows what they’ll make you do!
Miles and I never did makeup before Helen transformed him. He knew better than to suggest it last time. He knew I wasn’t a sissy or a fag. How come these girls don’t see that? But deep down part of me fantasized maybe they’d let me have sex with them if…
If you let them take away your manhood? Miles’ sister “pegs” him. You want these girls—maybe your sister!—to fuck you in the ass?!!! Stand up for yourself! … Who are you kidding? Those pictures…

As the girls worked on my makeup, I knew I was fucked. If I tried to refuse, Diana would post those pictures of me on every subReddit and social media service I ever used. Meekly submitting like a BDSM submissive would keep it private. I hoped.

After fifteen minutes I was astonished what the girls did. Mine was the face of every porn starlet I ever jacked off over. I looked like…
“Damn, that’s good work, girls,” Diana said. “She looks like an Ashly.” She grinned at Helen. “Let’s get her ready to be Ashly!”
From Helen’s gym bag, they dressed me in an expensive, frilly pink Merry Widow with garter straps that left my cock and ass exposed. The matching panties had the crotch cut out to provide access to my cock and asshole. They strapped me into a matching bra and fed silicone breast forms into the cups. Finally, pink fishnet stockings!
“Come to the mirror,” Diana commanded.
She stood by a full-length dressing mirror and beckoned me with a huge grin. I went meekly and gasped at the sight. Save for my boyish haircut, I looked like a fuckable slut… with a raging boner.
Why is it so hard?! I don’t want this to turn me on!
“Rock hard,” Helen smugly observed. “I knew it.”
From the bag they pulled a big, bleached blonde wig and firmly clipped it to my own hair. Finally they put me into stripper’s four-inch platform sandals, also pink. Now the image in the mirror made me ragingly horny. Deep down I looked forward to whatever they—
Helen opened my sister’s bedroom door and said, “She’s ready.”
In strolled Miles—Millie, she really is a Millie!—dressed identically to me with one exception: she had real breasts. They were D-cups that rode high and nearly spilled out of her bra cups. She saw me staring. “Daddy bought me these tits,” Millie purred.
Weak with shock and desire I wavered in my platforms. Diana and Helen caught me and helped me to my knees while Millie explained.
“My stepdad makes good money pimping me at his poker games. Now I’m whoring,” she said. “I could have gone back to college as Millie, but being a sissy is all I want to do! And when Mike asked if I wanted to be a real shemale I kissed him!”
She got breast implants a week after our last visit. A month later, she started doing outcall prostitution to Beverly Hills, Bel-Air, Brentwood and every other exclusive zip code within a half-hour drive. And she would shoot her first shemale porno next week.
Millie looked so beautiful and desirable. How could I not lust after her? I had loved her as my closest buddy but this was so much better. The reflection of us in the mirror, two gorgeous, sexy sissies, filled me with deep desire and sudden acceptance. I was like her.
She stood over me, her hard cock inches from my face I told her how beautiful and sexy she was. She said she loved me. 
“I love you too, Millie,” I sighed. I bit my lip. “May I..?”
She touched her cock to my lips. In front of my sister and all of her friends, I took my shemale buddy’s cock into my mouth and began sucking her off with all the pent-up passion I must have always had, without and shame at all.
“Oh God, that is hot!” Neesha said. “Your own brother!”
“Not anymore, I think,” Helen said. “Are you okay, Diana?”
“There’s no one word to describe how I feel. Delighted. Thrilled. Affectionate,” my sister said. “I feel like… in helping Ashly find herself, well I guess I am finding myself too.”
“Does anyone else think it’s funny he put the camera in here to see some lesbian action and he became the lesbian action… so to speak?” Chandler said.
“We should respect her new gender,” her stepsister Shanna said. “If she really wants to be Ashly.”
My sister, naked save for panties, took a knee next to me as I gave my best friend a passionate blowjob. “Do you, big brother?” Diana asked. “Would you rather be my big sister, Ashly?”
I pulled off Millie’s cock and looked at Diana with such love and gratitude. “Yes, Diana,” I sighed with happiness. “I do.”
My sister put her lips to mine and we kissed deeply, our tongues dancing playfully as our sublimated passion burst to the surface. All of her friends sighed deeply at the sight of our taboo kiss.
“Well fuck it then,” I heard Chandler say. “If they can do it in the open… Come to me baby.”
The blonde stepsisters crushed their topless bodies together and kissed like longtime lovers. They sank to the carpet in a feverish lesbian sixty-nine, forgetting all about the rest of us.
Helen produced a ten-inch dildo on a harness and handed it to Diana. “I did Millie. It’s only right you turn Ashly into a proper sissy.”
For a moment I couldn’t breathe. Then I looked at my sister with pleading eyes. “Fuck me, little sister. Turn me into your Ashly.”
I got low on my hands and knees on the foot of the bed, my asshole at fucking level. Diana swirled a lube-covered fingertip around my virgin asshole while Millie stood by and massaged my lower back and my ass, encouraging me to relax. I was so eager to get pegged by my hot sister, I sort of relaxed on my own.
“Oh fuck, Sis!” I moaned as her finger eased into me. “Oh I love you. Fuck your big sister’s ass!”
Before long she had three fingers up in me, and I begged for more. Helen helped Diana slip into the strap-on harness. Millie smiled at me and stroked her erection. I had never been so ready for anything!
The room smoldered with sex: the blonde stepsisters moaning as they scissored their pussies together, and Neesha and Maria side by side stroking each other’s pubic mounds through their panties.
Diana stood by the side of the bed, the monster dildo jutting from her hips and gleaming with lube. “Ready Ashly?”
“Fuck me, Diana! Turn me into your sissy slut!” I looked up at Millie. “And yours too, darling.”
Millie coached me how to loosen while my sister slowly pushed the dildo up my ass until her soft hips rested against my ass. Neesha, Maria and Helen gasped in delight.
“Feed her your cock, big sister,” Helen ordered Millie. “Rotisserie this horny slut and give her your cum!”
I opened my mouth wide as Millie knelt in front of me and took her shemale cock into my mouth. I sucked on her passionately.
I was on fire with lust from the sensations and the dizzying thrill of getting pegged by my sister and giving a blowjob my best friend while my sister’s sexy friends looked on.
I looked lovingly into Millie’s eyes as I sucked her turgid cock, grateful for her love. I would make up for lost time and suck her every day and let her fuck me. I shivered at the thought of turning tricks with her, doing porn scenes with her! I loved being a sissy slut, and I no longer cared if Diana posted those photos. Now I wanted her to!
Helen got on her knees next to me and smiled like I was just as much her sissy as Diana’s. She kissed my cheek. “Time you learned how much fun a sissy girl can have.” 
Helen threaded a cockring around my boner and the ache in my groin doubled. My cock turned electric. Then my sister’s best friend got under me and deep-throated my dick! She mewled with lust.
I cried out in ecstasy around Millie’s cock as a tidal wave built up in my nuts. It felt like I was going to shoot my load into my buddy’s sister’s mouth when I realized that I couldn’t. I lost track of time in the haze and my own helpless cries and moans.
Then Helen stopped sucking me off. “I own your cock right now. You will know sweet erotic torment and release like you never imagined. You will know the joys that Millie does. All of them!”
It was a signal: both Millie and Diana pulled out of my holes.
“Get her on the bed,” Helen said, taking charge.
I lay in the middle of the bed, sweating and quaking with erotic need. Then my sweet Diana, my beautiful, sexy sister got up and stripped off her panties. Her pussy lips were so beautiful!
I could scarcely believe what happened next. Diana knelt between my spread legs, bowed down, took my almost painfully hard cock in her hand and planted a big wet kiss on the head. She looked at me with such affection and desire and said, “I love you, big brother-sister.”
“I love you too… Mistress,” I whimpered. I just said it, no thinking.
She took my cock into her mouth and I cried out with equal passion and shame. She was my sister, step or not, and she’s sucking my cock like a sex-starved slut! And then I couldn’t think because the cockring held back the climax, which grew like a tidal wave.
“Millie and I do this every day!” Helen husked. “Incest is best!”
I looked all around and everyone was playing with her clit, their eyes hot with avarice and lust, enflamed by this taboo sexual act unfolding in front of them. Diana didn’t seem to care at all. She was so hungry for my cock!
“Sis?” I whispered. “Are you sure this is right?”
She straightened and looked down at me so fondly and full of open desire. “I’m your sister, Ashly. Don’t you trust me?”
“I… I guess I do,” I admitted. “I’m just a little afraid.”
“No need to fear love. And it is love,” she said. “Don’t fear this.”
Then she raised her hips, guided my cock and plunged me into her juicy, clenching pussy. I almost screamed in ecstasy. The feel of Diana’s hot, wet cunt squeezing my cock drove me to new levels sexual overload. I couldn’t cum and so the wave grew bigger.
“Have you ever eaten pussy, Ashly?” Diana asked.
“I… I want to,” I faltered, so dizzy with desire speaking was hard.
“Me first!” Helen giggled.
She straddled my face and lowered her pink labia to my lips. It smelled of sweet wild milk and musk, and when I stuck my tongue into the dripping folds of her pussy flesh, it tasted like heaven. Helen’s soft little moans and cries inflamed me. This my new purpose in life.
I can’t wait to lick my sister’s pussy!
Helen came after only a few minutes of my cunt-licking combined with her fingers urgently circling her clit. She dismounted and Chandler shoved her pussy in my face. Her sister followed next.
Finally was only Neesha left. “I’m not in the mood for my pussy getting licked,” she declared. “So you can eat my asshole, sissy.”
Neesha’s generous, creamy-smooth black ass had a deep anal cleft and a tender, pink triangle of skin of anal pucker. Her asshole was large and pretty, inviting—the gateway to her deep anal chute and her funky, dank taste. Her most intimate area: her yummy asshole!
I licked her whole crack and then burrowed my tongue into her anal flesh, licking hard at her holy hole. I hoped it would loosen enough to shove my tongue up and taste her!
Neesha groaned deeply, “Oh, yeah! Eat my asshole, sissy bitch!”
Her ass loosened and my tongue slipped up in her, a bittersweet and musky taste that made me float even higher in the kinky erotic clouds I’d floated in since my sister started riding my cock.
Diana orgasmed after Neesha got off my face. I felt my sister’s cuntal flesh grip my cock and the gush of pussy juices. Her cries of passion and sweet abandon made me feel ten feet tall. I made my sister cum! We mouthed “I love you” to each other.
She maintained eye contact as she pulled off my full stiff rod with an audible “plop” sound. It fell to my tummy, still throbbing from the pent-up orgasm—a terminus of thousands of nerve endings shrieking with pleasure but my balls unable to deliver release.
As Diana scooted up my chest, her gleaming-wet, engorged pussy got closer and closer. It stole my breath away, knowing I was about to eat my stepsister’s pussy. My joy and love overwhelmed me as she straddled my face.
When I stuck my tongue into my sister’s moist labia, she gasped in pleasure and made the desperate noises of a second orgasm not far away. Diana’s pussy tasted different from the other girl’s, a bit more milky and sweet. I wanted to taste it every day from now on!
Two minutes later Diana again cried out in orgasm yet, her firm body shuddering and convulsing with pleasure. She and I kissed and cuddled while we shared our joy to have what we now did, and pledged that nothing would ever come between us.
“I… I’ll be your slave if you want,” I said, biting my lip with need.
She propped up on an elbow. “That has possibilities,” she said. “But right now we’re still making you a girl.”
“There’s more?” I marveled.
“Diana,” Helen said, “you own her cock. Wanna let her cum?”
“Yes and I have just the idea. Millie, come here please!”
Helen kissed me with a deep tongue. “I’m proud of you, Ashly. We’re all going to have so much fun from now on, won’t we?”
“Oh yes, Mistress Helen,” I said in a girly voice.
“Mistress, huh?” she grinned. “Exciting. But let’s deal with your backed up jizz. So. Who do you want to drink your load?”
“Me!” Millie squealed, falling to her knees and rubbing my cock. “I’ve drunk your cum before but never with you as a sissy.”
Diana went to her knees on my other side and gives me a French kiss. “What about your sister? I want your cum too, Ashly!”
Helen got between my spread legs and popped the cockring. “I think Ashly should cum in her sister’s mouth and she should share it with Helen… and Ashly!”
I never knew the depths of lust and longing until I saw my hot, sweet younger sister between my legs, her mouth over the head of my painfully hard cock and looking into my eyes. Such sexual brazenness and affection. I was swept away with my love and desire for this hot young woman. I smiled gratefully as my eyes misted up.
“I love you Sis!” I cried as her mouth closed around my boner.
I lasted all of fifteen seconds before I spurted. My balls pumped with each heartbeat—a massive load into Diana’s mouth. She pulled back and parted her lips to show I’d filled up to her teeth. 
The sight of Diana with my cum in her mouth made me want to be her slut forever! I’d be a whore and star in porn and buy expensive gifts for Diana. I’d forever worship my sister’s pussy and asshole!
My cock stirred as I watched Diana and my best friend kiss and share my cum between them. Their tongues and lips were coated with thick, white cum as they licked, kissed and transferred my load between their mouths until they finally swallowed it all. Then they both came to me for a three-way kiss and shared the flavor with me.
“Fuck, that’s the sexiest thing I ever saw!” Chandler said. She smiled wickedly. “Got an extra dildo and harness? My sister and I want to spit-roast your slut, Diana.”
Helen held up her hands. “They’ll be time for all that later: the entire weekend, girls. But Ashly is not fully a sissy. Not yet.” She turned to Diana and said something, then got out her phone.
Half an hour later the girls had fully redone my makeup. I wore my sister’s designer bra and garterbelt; my fishnet stockings were replaced with seamed hose. I wore no panties, so my hard cock jutted out of the impossibly short cheerleader costume skirt. A sheer, bare-midriff cheerleader top, stripper platforms and my sister’s old pom-poms created the finishing touches. I was a sissy cheerleader!
I knelt on the wooden floor in our parents’ living room. Diana’s bedroom was too small to accommodate all of us and the eight football jocks that Helen had invited over. The sofa was covered with towels.
“It’s true some of the girls here weren’t cheerleaders, but most of us were,” Diana said. “It’s only fair my new sister should be an honorary cheerleader. And that means she has to fuck all of you jocks to make up for lost time!” She turned to me. “I had most of them back in high school. Now give your best sissy hello to Ted, Jake, Mike, Rafe, Tommy, Matt, Joe and Sam.”
I felt faint as I stood, curtsied and said, “Hi guys. Please fuck me!”
The hunkiest of them, a six-foot-six blonde surfer with muscles on his muscles turned to Helen, “Do we just jump in, Helen?”
My best friend’s sister grinned at me. “Grab her and fuck her silly, Sam. Since you and Rafe have the biggest dicks it would loosen her up for pulling the train.”
Rafe stepped beside him. He was an equally big, strong black guy.
“Guys, this is her first time with real cock,” Diana said, “so start her slowly. She was just my brother only two hours ago.”
Rafe stepped up to my sister and gathered her in his powerful black arms and deep kissed her. “Baby, you know how well I can slowfuck a bitch. I’ll take good care of you big brother.”
“Sister,” I said automatically. I was still processing that my sister had fucked him and most of these other studs.
Rafe stripped off his designer warmups. He was nude beneath and his stiffening tool was a foot long. He took his cock in hand and smiled at me. “You’ll be a sister after you take this, sissy bitch.”
Sam stripped off his jeans and boxers in short order. He left on a half-T that went down to his nipples and showed off rippling abs. His cock wasn’t quite as long as Rafe’s but it was big enough! “Let’s get this in your mouth, honey. Distract you from big, bad Rafe!”
They picked me up like a bag of groceries and bent me over the back of the sofa. My asshole was still slippery from my sister’s dildo, so a little spit made the head of Rafe’s tool easily slip through my sissyhole. He fondly stroked my head like a pet.
“You just breathe deep and don’t fight it and you’ll feel me all the way up inside your fine ass,” he soothed. “Feed her first, Sam.”
Sam’s cock smelled and tasted nothing like Millie’s. It had a more pungent and wild taste. His precum flowed freely. I took him back into my throat and was grateful for the time Millie and I practiced on a long dildo. I closed my eyes and blissfully sucked his dick.
I was so lost in sucking Sam’s cock, I forgot about Rafe’s big black snake until it pushed deeply into my anal meat. I shuddered from being so full of cock. I groaned in ecstasy as I gave Sam an eager blowjob.
I was blown away by what was happening on the sofa right next to us. Millie lay on her back and Helen rode her sissy sister’s hard cock like a cowgirl. Diana knelt over Millie’s face and lowered her snatch to my buddy’s mouth. Diana kissed Helen like love-starved lesbian sluts while they both rode Millie.
Diana, I hope you see me taking these big dicks for you!
My whimpers and cries grew as the pair of jocks established a rhythm of fucking my mouth and my sissy-pussy. I was consumed by their raging boners. I prayed they’d pump me full of jizz.
Sometime later in the dull haze of incest lust and the two studs double-penetrating me, I sensed a disturbance on the sofa. Moments later I gasped as a mouth engulfed my throbbing cock.
“Millie, you little slut!” Helen chortled. “You’re going to fry her brain with too much stimulation.”

She must have gotten off both of our sisters already… 

“Good,” Millie said, pausing my blowjob. “What’s more fun that a mindless sissy slut who loves sex as much as life?”
“Mmmmmm,” I moaned in agreement with a cock in my mouth.
“I think it’s true sissy love. Suck my sister’s clitty,” Diana said.
I don’t know how long those jocks rotisseried me—fifteen minutes or half an hour—but Millie kept pacing my blowjob, backing off when she sensed I was about to cum. It’s like she was waiting for…
“How’s it going, Sam?” Rafe asked.
“I been coasting, waiting on you. I want to pump my load into this sweet little jizz-bucket at the same time as you.”
“Then let’s fill this bitch up!”
Huffing and puffing the men picked up the pace, jackhammering into me. I was so into Sam’s cock I didn’t even gag when it plunged into my throat. Their groaning and grunt told me that soon…
“I’m cumming in you, bitch!” Rafe growled and rammed it deep.
Sam gasped a second later. I gurgled with delight feeling the black stud’s cum pumping deep up my ass while Sam filled my mouth. Soon after, Millie coaxed another load out of my straining balls. She and I shared my jizz along with Sam’s musky spunk.
I heard Helen ask, “What do you think, Di? Should Millie eat that creampie out of her ass?”
Diana giggled. “I think we should let them filled her up. Then they can share that huge creampie!”
“That’s why I love you, baby!”
“Ted and Jake, you’re up!” Diana said. “Fill her hungry holes!”
More! More dick! I want it so bad!

Two hours later the men had fully emptied themselves into me. All watched breathlessly as I squatted over Millie’s mouth and a couple ounces of cum flowed from my well-fucked asshole and onto her tongue. Our mouths met to share the hot, sticky, nasty load. Yummy!

As the men got ready to leave, Rafe turned to my sister with a questioning look on his face. Diana smiled and nodded. I lay on the sofa beach towels just about senseless, sweaty and covered in cum from where some of the guys decided to shoot a load on me. The taste of the anal creampie I shared with Millie was still deep in my head.

“What’s that all about?” Maria asked my stepsister.
“Rafe’s throwing his brother a two-day long bachelor party with lots of alcohol, strippers, hookers, and a slutty sissy for the guys who want variety.” She chuckled. “In that cheerleader outfit.”
I was lightheaded at the prospect. Then I smelled her perfume and I looked up into her eyes. I sighed with joy and she kissed me and slipped in her tongue. We kissed like true romantic lovers.
She broke the kiss. “You don’t mind doing that do you?”
“I am your sissy slave, Mistress,” I said, meaning every word. “How can I mind it? I want to do whatever I must to please you.”
She kissed me again. “Just so you know, you’ll be moving into my room, my bed when Rafe is done with you.”
I was troubled for the first time. “What about our parents?”
“Dad is a regular at Mike’s poker parties. He loves sissies and shemales. He fucks Millie all the time.” She winked at me. “Daddy’s known about you for a long time, just waiting for you to go full sissy. You think he’s hot, right?”
“He’s my dad!” I protested.
“Stepdad. And I’m your stepsister. Sure didn’t slow you down!” Fucking my sister and my dad! Oh my god…
Somehow I started getting hard again. “It’s so perverted!” “Lord, I know,” my sister agreed happily. “We’re so lucky! Right?”
I let the shape of my new home life play through my head: sleeping with my sister and having all kinds of sex with her all the time. Being summoned to Dad’s bedroom or office, and maybe being brought to Mike’s poker parties to get pimped out as well.
“Fuck yes, we’re lucky!” I declared.
“Good!” she exclaimed. “Let’s get back to the girls.” She called out, “Chandler and Shanna, your turn to spit-roast this slut!”

It’s six months later. I got identical breast implants to Millie’s and she and I regularly turn tricks. Sometimes we do sissy-lesbian shows for our johns. I shoot at least four pornos a month. During day to day I am the sissy maid. I love Diana ordering me around.

My sister takes being my dominant very seriously, always coming up with new kinks for me. Last week I went shopping in a mini-skirt, sheer panties and a large remote control buttplug. Today we’re at Bloomingdales. There’s a hunky, black security guard I will give a blowjob in a changing room. Diana will film it all for my porn site.

I am a sissy slave named Ashly. I belong to my sister. And I love it!
The End § 

Teacher’s Girly Pet

It was early June and I sat outside the vice principal’s office, waiting to learn if I’d be allowed to graduate high school. I was very worried: Dad threatened to send me to a military academy if I got expelled. Yes, I was eighteen and technically free but I didn’t have a job or real money saved up. I had to do what Dad wanted, like it or not.

I’d been in the boy’s locker room toilet stalls, changing out of my Phys Ed uniform. I changed in a stall because I wore panties. I long fought my compulsion. I’d thrown away $100 worth of panties, at least, not including all the panties I stole from clotheslines in our San Antonio neighborhood. Now I fantasized about bras. I couldn’t help it!

I had my pants off and my cock was plumping the lacy black panties I had stolen yesterday. That’s when the stall door suddenly pulled open, and there were Danny Martin, Chris Platt, Tomas Rios and Randy Moran. They were all the Varsity football team players and popular studs on campus. Randy had a little vial of white powder in his hand. Cocaine probably.

“Oh, no!” I gasped.
“Jesus—Reed!” exclaimed Danny Martin.
For a moment I was frozen with fear and shame, then I grabbed for my

blue jeans. Tomas, who was called “Red” for his hair, was faster and snatched them away. He was the team punter and the least muscled but also the most handsome. I’d jacked off thinking about him and felt guilty after.

“What the hell is all of this?” he asked.
“Hell, he’s a sissy faggot,” Chris said. “I heard about them. Queers.” 

“Hey wait a fucking minute,” Danny said. “I seen them panties on Stacy when I fucked her last weekend. Then Tuesday she was bitching how some freak stole them from her mama’s clothesline.” He waded into the stall and bodily turned me around. “Yep, there’s them little hearts on the backside.” He turned me back with a nasty grin. “So you’re a thief and a pervert. I’m not too surprised. I always thought you was a puss.”

“Yeah, well look at him,” Randy said. “Long hair. Girly face. I bet a blowjob from him would feel as good as a girl’s. Probably better. These sissies put their heart into sucking cock. Just put makeup on him and…”

Fuck, dude!” Chris groaned. “You ain’t queer too, are ya?” Randy was a defensive lineman and bigger than all of them. He looked down into Chris’ eyes. “First thing, dude—fuck no. Second, when a man gets head from a sissy, it’s the sissy that’s fag, not the man.” He spoke quietly into Chris’ ear. “Course, you wanna go outside and discuss it…”
“No man, I’m cool. It’s all cool.”
“Men! What are you all still doing here?” boomed a voice. 
My testicles shriveled and my half-hard boner went completely limp. It was Mr. Sternwood, the head Phys Ed teacher. Randy quickly shoved the coke vial into his pants as the teacher approached.
“You won’t believe this, Coach,” Tomas said. “Or maybe you will...”
When Mr. Sternwood saw me he started laughing. They all did.

I sat by Mrs. Leale’s secretary. Leale was about my stepmom’s age of thirty-five and pretty, with a good body under her expensive suits. Most students were scared of her. She never raised her voice and still created low-level terror with an icy demeanor that meant you’re fucked. And as the coach said as he brought me up here, she could technically call the police! Her secretary answered the phone and told me, “You may go in now.” Mrs. Leale sat behind her desk, still on the phone with the young, pretty

secretary who’d sent me in. “You’re a good girl, Chandler. You may go home now.” She hung up and looked at me. “Have a seat, Travis.” She pointed at the lone, wooden, straight-back chair directly in front of her desk and opened a manila folder.

“It’s five o’clock, Mrs. Leale,” I said apologetically. “My dad…” 

“I called him to say you’ll be late,” she said, “I didn’t yet tell him you might be expelled for sexual misconduct. You’re wearing stolen panties?”
I was scared of Dad sending me to military school. They’d cut off my beautiful long hair I’d spent two years growing. My stepmom separated from him a year ago, so she couldn’t defend me. Tears filled my eyes.
“Please, Mrs. Leale, I don’t know why I do it! I buy panties and then I feel bad and throw them away, and then… it’s not my fault! There must be something you can do to help me. I’ll do anything you tell me to if you can make all this go away!”
She looked at me for a long moment, and then nodded. She got out of the chair and circled me, making me so aware of her presence. At five-ten she had plenty of that, especially in that expensive navy blue suit. 
“I think maybe yes… if you agree to cooperate fully.” She shook a cigarette loose from a pack in her desk drawer and lit it up like a movie star. “Psychology was my double-major in college. I kept up with my studies, including hypnotism.” She put a finger under my chin and tilted my gaze to hers. “I think I can help you with your problem.”
“Yes, please! Let’s start as soon as… when can we start?”
“Right now. You’re coming home to my therapy room.”
“Therapy Room.” The words both worried and excited me.
We drove there in her new BMW convertible. I figured assistant vice principals must earn a lot. That impression grew when we arrived at an eight bedroom, two-story home in Forest Crest, a very expensive zip code.
She served me tea in her living room. I hesitated at first because of the odd odor. She explained it was a relaxing herbal tea and made sure I drank every drop. Then she led me downstairs to her basement. 
There was a little room—it looked small with the black curtains around three sides—with a padded high-back chair in the middle of it and a table with expensive VR goggles with earbuds.
“Have a seat, darling,” she cooed, patting the chair.
She gently fit the goggles over my eyes and eased in the earbuds, patting my hand and telling me to relax. “Everything will be lovely,” she said. Then I heard the click of a switch.
I was flying along a coastal highway, and I started to swoop, veering diagonally sideways and toward the cliff face. I flew into a cave. Walls of rock started to spin until I sped into a spiral that never stopped and never bottomed out. I became dizzy and couldn’t move or barely think. Then I heard a compelling, sexy female voice in my ears.
“You love to wear panties. You want to wear them all the time. You love bras. You wish you had breasts so a bra would look good on you. You secretly wish you were a girl. You would give anything, do anything to be a girl. You love cock! You want to suck them and get fucked by them. When you hear the voice of any Mistress say, ‘Do it, sissy slave,’ you won’t be able you help yourself. You will have to do it. You will want to do it. ‘Do it, sissy slave.’ Remember it. Whatever Mistress tells you, you want to do it… You love to wear panties. You want to wear them all the time. You love bras. You wish you had breasts…”
It repeated over and over. I lost track of time. At one point it ordered me to repeat back everything, and I did. Perfectly. And then it all went dark.
“Wake up, sissy,” said the sexy female voice from far away. It was so familiar! It was… the voice in spiral tunnel. It excited me.
I was still in the chair when I came to. I wore a pair of white transparent panties and my dick was hard in them. My legs had white, gartered hose and my feet were strapped into shiny white platform stripper sandals. 
As my head cleared I saw that the curtains that made the room seem tiny had all been pulled back. It was big, at least forty-by-thirty, and filled with S&M kind of stuff: bondage crosses and furniture meant for spreading you wide open. And there were racks and shelves with whips and paddles and canes and massive dildos and buttplugs and much I didn’t recognize.
A cute, young woman looked down at me. It was Chandler, Mrs. Leale’s secretary. Lovely boobs spilled out of her designed bra cups, and her matching panties… had a huge cock in them! She looked back over her shoulder. “She’s still groggy, Mistress,” she reported.
“Jog her attention, Chandler,” said Mrs. Leale. “Moderately.”
The beautiful girl with a dick slapped me sharply but not hard enough to turn my head. I wondered what kind of twisted game was going on here. Mrs. Leale sat nearby on a fine, white leather sofa next to a voluptuous masked woman in a skimpy, black leather bikini.
And then it hit me. “Why am I dressed in…”
You love to wear panties. You want to wear them all the time…
Mrs. Leale pushed herself up and off the sofa in one effortless motion and glided over to me in a leather bustier that displayed her large, gorgeous breasts and held up black seamed stockings that went into knee-high black leather boots. She wore a leather motorcycle cap and carried a riding crop.
“Hello, Kaitlin,” she said, looking down at me. “That is your new name. Everyone knows you wish to be a girl, that you’d do anything to be one.”
You wish you had breasts…. You secretly wish you were a girl. You would give anything, do anything to be a girl.
“Why can’t I remember what just happened?” I moaned.
“Because you have cock on your mind, darling,” she chuckled.
You love cock! You want to suck them and get fucked by them.
“Stand up, Kaitlin,” she ordered and pointed to a mirror. Take a look.”
I shakily got to my feet, still dizzy from hypnosis and whatever she put into my tea. The dominant teacher escorted me to a full length mirror. One look and I gasped at how much of a girl’s face I had. Somebody had applied gorgeous makeup while I was asleep and styled my long hair into a sexy ‘do. I also wore a bra that matched the panties, but the diaphanous cups only showed my flat male chest and disappointing nipples.
You wish you had breasts so a bra would look good on you.
“Why do I feel this way?” I whined to Mrs. Leale. “I have so many thoughts in my head, so many… wants.”
“Because you are a sissy, Kaitlin. You’ve always felt this way, but your scared self is afraid and society tells you it’s wrong.” She smiled wryly. “You’ve fantasized about a bra before, haven’t you?” She winked. “You’ve had fantasies of sucking cock and getting fucked by men… haven’t you?”
My deep blush told her all she needed to know. She kissed my cheek tenderly and helped me to my knees in front of the mirror. She held my head with soft hands and directed it so I looked squarely into my sexy girl’s face and saw how beautiful I was.
“This is who you’re meant to be, Kaitlin. And I’m meant to be your teacher, your guide, and your Mistress.” She kissed me lightly on the lips. I was as excited as I was scared by this fantasy come true.
“Now comes for the difficult part. You must cross over to a new way of thinking, of feeling. The hypnosis itself won’t be enough. We must destroy your concept of Travis, to erase that inhibited boy and turn you into that sissy slut you ache to become.” She took my hair firmly in her hand. “Your Mistress is going to break you, darling. Now turn to face the room.”
Chandler brought in eight girls—sissies as sexy as porn stars, some very well-hung. All wore the sexiest lingerie I ever saw. All had real breasts, from smallish to huge tits. They knelt flanking both sides of the leather sofa, watching Mistress and me on my knees facing them.
“These are our girls. Most are former students like you, identified as sissies and trained thoroughly. Now they live and work here.”
“Work how… Mistress?” I asked.
She gestured broadly. “They do housekeeping, laundry and cooking when they’re not doing webcam shows. We have six bedrooms and two bathrooms wired for streaming. Up to ten dollars a minute based on what the customers want to see. Mostly sissy lesbian scenes.” She grinned at my dazed look. “We can’t afford all this with what the school pays.”
“We?” I wondered aloud. It didn’t sound like she meant Chandler only.
“Honey! I’m home!” crowed a familiar voice from the door.
“Mr. Ayres!” I gasped. It was my math teacher. He was handsome and had a buff body from sports. Oh the fantasies I had of him…
“Jake, just in time,” Mistress Leale said. “Do you have our guests?”
With a wink he swept into the dungeon with Coach Sternwood, Danny Martin, Chris Platt, Tomas Rios and Randy Moran. And holding Danny’s hand was his girlfriend, cheerleader Stacy Sykes. She leered right at me with a wicked smile. For a moment I couldn’t breathe I was so ashamed.
“So everybody knows each other from school,” Mistress said. She indicated the masked dominatrix. “Madam X there is an old friend of mine. She wants to watch for a while. She’s a local, hence the mask.”
Jake Ayres indicated nearby chairs. “Gents, have a seat over here. Stacy, I believe you have business with this naughty sissy.”
“I sure do,” she sneered. She glided over to me wearing her cheerleader outfit. The skirt was hiked higher than normal. She wore the panties I stole. She raised the skirt to fully reveal her crotch. “Remember these?”
I could see her vaginal lips pressing into the fabric and I got fully hard. “Stacy, I’m so, so sorry… Please don’t—”
She slapped me just hard enough to shut me up. “Mrs. Leale told me all about your little kink. I think it’s hysterical.”
“She told all of us,” Tomas said. “So much makes sense now.”
Stacy stripped off the panties and placed them so the crotch was on my nose and my eyes saw through the leg holes. I smelled her pussy and the tangy whiff of her asshole. My humiliation grew with my throbbing boner.
She raised her skirt high to display her pussy, spreading the lips for me. “See this? Every one of those boys had this at one time or another. According to Janet, pussy isn’t for sissies. Not unless they’ve been very good. But you have been very bad.”
She pulled off the skirt entirely, spread her legs and bent forward with her hands on her knees. Those perfect butt cheeks spread wide open to reveal the maddeningly cute triangle of her anal pucker. “Lick it. Good!”
My eyes filled with tears. It was bad enough to be asked to do such a degrading thing. But in front of everyone—people I knew from school for years? And all these sissies kneeling there with hot, moist eyes and licking their lips in anticipation? I begged Mrs. Leale to make it stop.
Mistress smiled at me. “Do it, sissy slave,” she ordered. It triggered a memory. “You can’t help yourself. You want to. Do it, sissy slave. You will do anything Mistress Stacy tells you do to. Lick her asshole! Now!”
I pulled Stacy’s panties aside and stuck my tongue in there. The earthy flavor of her ass made me unable to help myself: licking and making love to her anus. As she gyrated I realized she was fingering her clit, so excited was she. After a few minutes she orgasmed, her breath shuddering. Soon she recovered and pushed my head away. She turned to face me.
“Hope you liked the taste of my ass,” she smirked. “Now look at my pussy.” Her labia were engorged with blood, the pink of her slit glistened. “I know what. Let’s clear your tastebuds.” She squatted in front of me. “Bring your mouth here.”
“You better not spill a drop,” Mistress Leale threatened.
“I’ll help him, Mrs. Leale,” Danny said. He grabbed my long hair and held my head right in front of his girlfriend’s open pussy. “Drink, fag!”
Her stream was hot and sweet-salty. I guzzled her pee and felt it warming my tummy. My cock was painfully hard despite my humiliation. Or maybe because of it. After I drank the last drops—Stacy pulled away before I could lick her labia clean—that’s when I saw Chandler holding a webcam on an extension cord and pointing it at me.
“Ten dollars a minute,” she confided. “You’re our newest sissy camgirl star, sweet little Kaitlin.”
I should have been mortified but I had just crossed a line, drinking her pee. I smiled, winked, and licked my lips for the camera. The sissies started applauding first, followed by everyone else except for Chandler.
The sexy shemale secretary looked into the webcam and winked. “The next stream is in ten minutes, and it’s going to be titled ‘Mommy’s Sissy.’”
The applause at my humiliation slowly died down except for the mystery woman who got up from the sofa slow-clapping. She walked right up to me and looked down. Then she pulled of her mask. 
“Mom!” I almost screamed.
I’d seen photos of my stepmom, Cece, as a cheerleader years ago. She was still that sexy. Her tiny leather bikini accentuated her hourglass figure, large breasts and the most perfect ass I ever fantasized of when I jacked off. To my shock, Mistress came over and gave her a big lesbian kiss.
“Cece and I were roommates in college. Turns out she and I like a lot of the same things,” Mistress Leale said.
“Like being dominant,” my mom said. She winked. “And training sissies like you.” She shivered deliciously. “I waited years for this!”
“Mom, please no!” I whimpered. I was suddenly overwhelmed.
“Kiss Mommy’s feet,” my mom said.
“Do it, sissy slave,” Mistress ordered. “Do anything Mommy tells you!”
The hypno took over and my lips found Mom’s boots. I kissed and licked them until they shined with my saliva. I heard cocks being stroked on the sofa. In the background I heard typing at a computer keyboard.
“We’re ready, Mistress,” Chandler said. “After the last show, a hundred guys are buying in at ten dollars a minute to see a mommy-sissy show.”
My mom picked up her mask and one of the sissies handed a mask to Mistress Leale. The vice principal turned to the guys and explained the camera would avoid their faces, but if they were worried they could also wear a mask or even skip being in the video and fuck me later.
“This is where we make you a proper girl,” Mom said, “and we’ll cash in on you losing your cherry to these guys.” She wiggled her fingers. “Actually, you’re losing your cherry to me first.”
Mistress Leale lowered a device on four plastic-coated steel cables from the ceiling. I recognized it from S&M porn: it was a thick, flexible leather sheet called a sling. She positioned it in the shape of a chair, with ankle cuffs at the far end to restrain my feet and wrist cuffs at the top.
The house sissies helped seat me reclined in the chair. My legs and arms were secured and my ass rested on the edge of the leather, allowing easy access to my asshole and my cock. I looked up into my stepmom’s eyes behind the mask. Her mouth grinned just below where the exotic mask ended. Oh god my cock was so fucking hard!!!
“We’re Live!” Chandler announced, moving in with the webcam.
“It’ll be okay,” she said. “Mommy loves you.” Her eyes gleamed.
I bit my lip, so filled with kinky desire. “I love you too, Mommy.”
She held out her hand and one of the large-breasted sissies—implants for sure—stepped up a big white jar filled with some kind of sex lubricant. The sissy was Latina and only her large, rock-hard cock was proof she was not a regular girl. She grinned at me with whore-red lips.
My mom dipped her finger into the lube. Chandler’s webcam went from my mom to her finger in the jar to my wondrous face as her finger smeared my ready and willing asshole. My mom was going to finger-fuck me!
“Beg for it, sissy son,” she snapped.
“Oh please, fuck me, Mommy,” I whimpered.
I sighed as her slippery digit circled my anus, and I moaned as it slipped easily up my asshole. I kept calling her “Mommy” and thanking her for this. I groaned even deeper and she added a second finger. My cock began to freely leak precum.
“Would you like a cockring for her, Ma’am?” the Latina asked.
“Thank you but no, Lupe. If she cums from this, so much the better.”
When she added a third finger I gasped with pleasure as the warm glow in my balls began to tighten into a knot that would become an orgasm. After a minute she pulled back and blew a kiss at me and mouthed, “I love you.” Then she used her free hand to scoop up a cup of lube to coat her hand and her wrist and forearm.
Oh my god..!
Her thumb and fingers were halfway into me when it started to sting. She told me to breathe into it, to relax, and then to bear down on her fingers like I was trying to push them out. Right when I did that her whole hand slid all the way past my asshole. I looked lovingly up into her eyes.
“Oh, Mommy! I feel so full! Oh! Oh! It hurts a little but so good!”
“Mommy wants you to feel good baby. And she wants you to know she owns you now! You are Mommy’s hot sissy slut!”
I wept with erotic joy as Mom’s hand gently pistoned deeper and deeper up into me. I gasped in bright ecstasy as her hand grazed my prostate and made a glut of precum squirt onto my belly. I waited to explode in orgasm.
“Oh god, Mommy, I love you! Fuck me so good Mommy!”
“Lupe, remove my top,” my stepmom said.
The Latina sexpot untied the bra straps around her neck and back and whisked it away. 38-D breasts hung there right near my face. My mom leaned forward and dangled her breasts onto my face as she pushed her hand further up into me. Then she pushed a nipple into my panting lips.
“Suck Mommy’s tits, baby!”
I was dizzy with passion for this woman who’d been my mom for years, and thrilled by the sexual precipice I’d been led to. I sucked her nipple into my mouth like I was nursing from her. I moaned my love for her. I knew I would gladly do anything she said to make her happy! Anything! “Cock!” she called out next.
While Lupe brought a dildo and harness from the sex toy shelf, my mom slowly eased her hand out of my anal meat. The sensation of release and draining almost made me cum. She let Lupe strap the harness onto her as she finished pulling her fist out of me.
As she pulled her fingertips out, Mom looked into my eyes. “I’ve never been prouder of you, darling.”
Then my mom lowered her mouth to mine and we sucked each other’s tongues. She wasn’t my birth mom, but it was still so naughty! I didn’t have to do any of this, but I wanted Mom to peg my sissy asshole… and let me eat her pussy and her asshole and let her pee on me and in my mouth, and climb onto my cock… I wanted to fuck my mom!
She must have seen the truth in my eyes, because she promised, “We’ll do it all, baby. Mommy wants to do everything with you!” She coated the dildo with lube from my ass. “What I want is to make you my personal slut. You’ll be a sissy sex star and make us all lots of money!”
The dildo was almost a foot and a half long and as thick as a cucumber. She slipped the tip into my asshole and slowly, steadily pushed it all the way into my ass. The feeling of being possessed was so very strong.
“Cocksucking lesson number one,” she announced. “Girls…”
As if they’d been pre-directed all of the sissies lined up to the left of my head and flopped out their cocks. The smallest, six inches—belonging to a cute, frail blonde sissy—slipped into my willing mouth while my mom slow-fucked me with that monster dildo. 
A couple minutes later the cute blonde pulled out of my mouth. “I’m Stacy.” She flicked her gaze toward the cheerleader. “No relation. And I’m so glad you’re here!” She winked. “I’ll cum in your mouth next time!”
The next girl stepped up. Another white girl, a redhead with a tan: Nell. Her cock was a little longer and just as erect. She told me over and over what a sexy bitch I was and how she was going to fuck my ass in her room and then make me go down on her, on webcam.
I sucked each of them off without them jizzing. Then Mom aimed my cock at my mouth and jerked me off while she battered my prostate with the dildo. I orgasmed so hard I screamed. It splattered all over my lips and nose and my tongue. Chandler caught everything on camera.
Mom pulled out of my asshole. “She’s all yours, Jake.”
My favorite math teacher—my favorite teacher ever—stood over me stark naked. Joy filled my expression as I looked up at this man I’d had nasty fantasies about for two years. His hard nine inches oozed precum.
“Even before I knew you were a sissy I wanted you,” he said.
“I love you, Mr. Ayres,” I breathed.
“Master,” he said. “You’’ call me ‘Master’ from now on.”
“Yes, Master!” I whined. “I love you, Master!”
He wiped cum away from my lips with his big hand and kissed me roughly, raping my mouth with his tongue. I wished my arms were free so I could hug him but I was so excited by being tied up like this. Then he got between my shackled legs and fed his cock into my sissy cunt. 
“Do you like that I’m the first man to take your cherry?” he said.
“Yes, Master! More than anyone!”
He fucked me hard and deep with a passion that almost scared me. His dick wasn’t as big as Mom’s fist or that dildo, but it was a man’s dick and it was his! Despite my hard cum only minutes ago, I was erect once again. He seized my wrists and used the steel cables to support himself as he rutted me like a beast and kissed me passionately.
Ten minutes later he shot his load into my open, willing mouth. “Oh fuck that was worth the wait!” he hollered to the jocks. “Gents, you’re free to fuck our little bitch any way you want!”
After that it became a blur. I was semi-conscious of Chandler filming me getting fucked in my mouth and ass—by Coach, the football studs, and every sissy. Later on, Mistress Leale parked her asshole on my licking tongue while Lupe fucked my ass. Only Chandler didn’t get me.
Coach, the jocks and Stacy left. The sissies went upstairs to do webcam shows. Janet and Mr. Ayres retired to their bedroom. Mom, Chandler, and I smiled at each other. I had cum all over my hair, face and body.
“We have a shower area down here for watersports scenes,” Mom said, “but we can do better than that.”
They wrapped me in a towel and bundled me up to a large bedroom with a big, fancy bathroom. The tub was big enough for three. I marveled at the king bed and the mirrors as we went through.
Chandler ran the bathwater while Mom stripped completely. So fucking beautiful! As Chandler started to undress, I realized she was several years older than me. Mom took me into the bath with her.
“The bedroom. In here. So wonderful,” I said as my sexy mom wet a washcloth and lovingly dabbed the jizz from my face.
“It’s ours. Chandler and me,” Mom offered. “You know when I separated from your dad a year ago? I’ve been here the whole time with Chandler. After all she is—was—my step-nephew. My niece, now.”
“I love you Aunt Cece!” the lovely shemale said and stripped off her panties. Her cock was as big as Mr. Ayres!
“Baby, it’s your new bedroom now, with Chandler and me,” Mom said. “Unless you’d like to go back to your old life at your dad’s?”
I shook my head so earnestly she giggled. Then she closed her mouth over mine, oh so wetly. Mommy and I kissed over a minute.
My mother, my cousin and I bathed together in the oily water like lesbian lovers, washing and kissing and caressing. Their mouths and hands soothed me and made me love them even more. I was finally home.
After we dried off Mom had me sit on the foot of the king-sized bed and then straddled me. My eyes glazed and my sissy cock got fully hard when I watched Mom’s pussy lips part, all pink and glistening.
“Oh, Mommy!” I cried in ecstasy when she lowered her hot, wet cunt onto my cock and I slid all the way inside of her.
I had cum so many times in the dungeon I wouldn’t cum again for a long time. Up and down she bounced, her lovely tits jiggling and her face filled with erotic joy. I was a sissy slut, fucking my sexpot mother while my hot shemale cousin stood by and stroked her tranny tool. 
I gestured for Chandler to stand next to me. She figured it out and smiled. I turned my head and wrapped my lips around her throbbing meat and sucked in all her precum. Mom kissed my face while I sucked my cousin’s cock and waited for her hot, sticky jizz to fill my mouth.
Out of the corner of my eye I saw Mr. Ayres and Mistress enter, both naked. I couldn’t wait to suck Mr. Ayres’ dick—Master!—for the first time. And I couldn’t wait to eat out my mom’s hot, fragrant pussy!
And to think I was worried this would be a bad day…

The End § 

White Sissy Slaves

“Dad, admit it. We’re lost,” I told Daniel, my stepdad.
He and I rumbled down a narrow dirt road. We were in the eastern 

Congo—the DRC—a three-day drive through lush, impenetrable jungle. A former hippie, Dad was a nurse and medical volunteer. I was along to
help, partly because a judge sentenced me to charity work for stealing $600 
of very expensive lingerie and women’s shoes. Because I was eighteen, I
was able to keep the arrest details from my parents.
Africa! I should have done community service back in Las Vegas… The DRC needed aid workers due to decades of civil war, corruption in
government and the military, and all of the bandits and organized criminal
gangs that control just the sort of area we were in.
“I don’t think so, Chris,” he said. “We left the N-4 road a half hour ago
and we should be…” He trailed off as I waved the directions.
“Hello! It says the turnoff to the camp is only ten minutes from N-4.” He stopped the Jeep and studied the map. He pursed his lips as he
concentrated—it looked feminine. But then much of him did. Ever since
Mom married him two years ago, I was struck by how pretty his face was
and how sleek his body. Not to mention his long, hippie ponytail hair. In a way I was glad to be all the way out in the middle of nowhere. My
arrest was a wake-up call. What began with jacking off wearing Mom’s
panties and then later her bra and then discarded pantyhose… it turned into
a big collection of lingerie, wigs, makeup, sex toys and fetish wear of my 
own. Twice I went into an adult store in drag and gave a blowjob to a
stranger in a video booth. A few times I fantasized about my stepdad! I really needed this break from all that. I vowed to throw away my stash
in the back of my closet when we returned home. However, I liked my long 
hair enough to keep it; it was down to my shoulders by now. It also seemed
good to use these nine weeks to finally get to know my new father. It
would be my first real, quality time with Daniel.
“I see what you mean,” he said. “We need to turn around and go back.” I looked doubtfully at the heavy jungle all around us. The “road” was a
narrow double-track of half-muddy earth created by truck and jeep tires
going in both directions. There was absolutely no place to turn around here.
“Let’s look a little further ahead, Dan,” I suggested. “It has to widen out.” He gave me a fond look and said, “You can call me ‘Dad,’ you know.”
Then he shifted the jeep into gear and took us forward.
Five minutes and at least a mile later I said, “Maybe I was wrong. Let’s 
just try up ahead. It looks a little wider up there. I’ll get out and spot you.” Of course we got stuck right away. Not even the winch on the front of
the jeep was strong enough to pull us out. Stepdad Dan suggested we pull
all of our bags and supplies out and try it again; by lightening the load it
would allow him to drive it out. I noticed that he insisted on handling the
large, black footlocker all by himself.
What’s in there he’s so worried about?
We were still trying to free our jeep when a big, brand new Hummer
and an army-style truck came from the opposite direction. Our first thought
was that we were saved. Then the driver of the Hummer got out. He wore
neatly pressed jungle cammo, expensive leather boots, an Indiana Jones
style fedora, and a .44 magnum pistol. Ten black men got out of both
vehicles, all dressed in guerilla uniforms and heavily armed.
“Oh fuck,” Dad muttered. “Anton Demini.”
Dan hadn’t wanted me on this trip at first. He’d told me about the
guerilla fighting, the wanton violence, and the criminal lords like this very 
man. Demini was Oxford educated, and he paid off the government and the
rebels to not interfere with his trade in weapons and slaves. 
“Let me do all the talking,” my dad urged.
The official language in the DRC was French. I spoke just enough to
get by, but Dan was fluent. Furthermore this wasn’t his first trip on one of
these medical missions, so he knew what to say.
“English or Americans?” Anton asked in a big, boisterous voice. He was six-foot-six and built like an NFL football player. His skin was
very dark and flawless and his brown eyes bright with intelligence. His 
cammo clung to powerful muscles. His crotch swelled with a large bulge, 
the stuff of my forbidden fantasies. Plus he was truly handsome. “A-Americans,” Dad stammered in French. “Can you help us?” His men laughed like my stepdad just told the best joke ever. “What do I get out of it?” Anton grinned. He chuckled as Dan looked 
faint. “Let’s leave that for a minute. Who are you and why are you here?” “I am Daniel Carusa. I am a nurse with Medical Alliance.” “So you must know Dr. Susan Annason.”
“She… she’s my boss,” Dan said.
“Is she? Well,” Anton chuckled, “I have heard interesting rumors about
her.” He turned to his men and said in French, “Open their things.” He 
gestured to all the bags and boxes we’d unloaded.
When one of them approached the mysterious footlocker, Dan started to
go to it and changed his mind. A huge grin split Anton’s face as he
gestured for the locker to be brought over. My stepfather’s face was full of 
dread and embarrassment. I wondered what could possibly…
“Please,” Dan muttered. He lowered his head. “There’s no need…” Anton pulled a ten-inch knife off his belt and gently raised Dad’s head
with the flat of the blade under his chin. He looked into his eyes. “Open it.” Tears ran from Dad’s eyes. “You can’t do this. We’re Americans.” Without taking his gaze off Dan, Anton said, “Strip the boy.” Three of his men, all at least ten inches taller, surrounded me. Two of
them took my shoulders but I didn’t have it in me to resist. I was dazed by
our situation and the mortification that Dan was about to learn my secret
along with all of these criminal brutes. I blushed bright red.
“Okay,” Dad said. “I’ll do it. But leave him alone.”
“It will happen anyway,” Anton explained, sheathing the knife. “But
from your boy’s reaction, now I must see. What’s his name?” “It’s Chris,” my stepdad said. “Let him go, you can do anything to me.” My cock went fully erect, partly from the lusty look in Anton’s eyes
and his men around me. They saw me and Dad as sex objects. But my
boner mostly came from knowing I was about to be exposed. I had left all
my crossdressing things back home, save for several pairs of lacy satin
panties I couldn’t bear to leave behind. I wore the sexiest today: transparent
pink tanga panties with white ruffled trim.
“Strip for us, Chris,” he said. “If that’s the right name for you.” I never took off my clothes so fast, tearing a few buttons in my haste. 
When I went to take off my panties, Anton ordered me to keep them on. 
My erection tented the panties and leaked precum. 
Dad was surprised and then fascinated by my nylon-trapped boner.
Anton pushed him to his knees where he opened the trunk. Inside was a
collection of lingerie, sexy footwear, makeup, sex toys and BDSM gear.
Now I was shocked and fascinated. Dad blushed and avoided my gaze. “I knew it,” Anton said with great satisfaction. “You may now strip.” “How could you possibly know?” my dad said, defeated as he stood. 
Slowly he began unbuttoning his shirt.
Anton yanked my stepdad’s shirt wide open, sending buttons flying to 
reveal a lacy designer bra. “I know everything about everyone in my
territory. Your Dr. Annason is dominant female who enjoys submissive
sissies. As do I.” He winked. “Besides, a man as pretty as you... I would be
surprised if you weren’t a sissy.”
Of course, Dad wore panties too. Anton cut off his pants with the knife
so they could never be worn again. He said a sissy like him should not
waste time with men’s clothes. Then he picked a bra out of Dad’s trunk for
me to wear. I didn’t argue. Soon Dad and I stood together on that dark
jungle road, nude save for panties and bra, feeling the mud squish between
our toes, and surrounded by grinning, horny, black men.

* * * 

“How do you like my car, Danielle?” Anton asked me.
“It’s a very nice car,” I said. I automatically used my girl voice. The crime lord had one of his men drive the brand-new Hummer while

my son and I sat on either side of him on the back seat. His men spent all of twenty seconds getting our jeep unstuck. Now all three vehicles were going back down the road from where Anton and his men came.

“How long have you been a sissy?” he asked conversationally. “Since I was Chris’ age.”
“You mean Christina,” Anton chuckled deeply. He turned to my son.

“Your ‘father’ did not know this about you, did she?”
“I am just as surprised about him.”
“You will call her ‘Danielle’ and she!” he ordered.
“But…” I started to protest.
He seized our cocks through our panties hard enough to hurt. “I will

explain this once. Life is cheap here and being Americans will not save you. I—Anton—am the law out here. Your only hope is to keep me happy, to learn your place, and to obey without hesitation. I will rip these off and feed them to the pigs, if you displease me enough. Understood?”

“Yes, sir!” Chris wailed.
“One more error and you will learn some of the ways I can punish.” He let go our cocks and grabbed me by my hair. “It won’t be an S&M game. There is no safe-word as your kind says.” He let my hair go.
I’d been a sissy long enough, trained by enough women and men, to be a pleasing girl. In my most effeminate, sultry voice I called him “Master” and said I would anything he wanted if only he let Christina go.
“You will do that anyway, white sissy.” It was his widest grin yet.
We rode mostly in silence. Christina moaned as Anton teased her cock through her panties. I wondered how I missed the signs of Christina. Had we known each other’s sissy secret, would we have..?
We arrived at a huge camp carved out of thick jungle. Armed guards patrolled the fencing. We passed a large colonial house and into the center of the compound and mostly primitive huts. In the back section there were jeeps and trucks, and military type Quonset huts—like an army base.
We pulled in front of a group of huts: a large one the size of a small home and two cottage-sized ones. Thirty beautiful, barefoot, collared black girls ran out to greet him. They were from my age—thirty—to Christina’s. Their collars were snug, knotted leather thongs around their necks.

They’re all sissies and shemales!
They all knelt around him except for the eldest and most beautiful, a very dark, mid-thirties beauty with pornstar breasts, an hourglass figure and an ass so round and pleasingly big I wanted to kiss it for hours. Her collar was a gold band. Unlike the others, she wore makeup and flat expensive sandals. While their bikinis were crude leather or rough cloth, hers was gold lamé. It was stretched out, filled with a cock that…
It must be at least ten inches!
“Marie, mon cherie,” Anton said and then deep-kissed her.
While Christina and I stood there, Anton explained in French so all could understand. We weren’t ransomable so we’d be force-transitioned as sluts in his harem. Our main purpose would be to entertain the men, sexually, and we’d be the bottom slaves in the harem, subservient to all the others. And we would work. His eyes said he had other plans too.
“Marie is top girl here,” he said. “Please her well.”
Marie sized us up with a lusty grin on her lovely black face. For Christina’s sake I dropped and kissed Marie’s feet. My sissy son copied me and did the same. Murmurs of approval encouraged me. I decided to go for broke and find out more if possible. It hoped I’d make a better impression and show Christina the protocol for a properly trained slave. I said it slowly in French so she could follow.
“May a girl be permitted to ask a question, Master?” I asked. 
A good slave knows she is barely a person and does not use first-person pronouns. She asks permission to speak and says “Master” or “Mistress.”
“Anton, I believe we have a trained slave,” Cherie said in English. 
“That will make your task easier,” he replied, then switched to French and gave me permission to ask.
“Danielle assumes she and Christina will be available to the men for sex. Does our master mean anything else by entertain?”
“Sometimes the men just enjoy a good show. Like right now.” Our Master whistled loudly, then turned to Marie. “To the circle with them.”
Marie barked to the harem, “Au cercle avec eux,” repeating his order.
Eight of the biggest shemales and sissies carried us to a ten-foot, lush grass circle as manicured as any golf putting green but far softer. All of the harem and two dozen men gathered at the border of the circle, expectant.
Oh my god! Does he want us to fuck in front of everybody?!
I got to my knees and faced him, my eyes locked on his feet. “Please no, Master!” I gasped. “He—Christina is my… we’re family… it is forbidden in every religion in the world!”
Actually, I didn’t know where religions stood on stepcest—and if I were really honest I’d admit that I’d jacked off to fantasies of being lovers with Chris—but what kind of father would I be if—
“You may look at me, Danielle,” he said kindly. When I timidly raised my eyes he continued. “You are thinking what father would do that? But you are no longer a father. You are a sissy slave and you will be trained to have no inhibitions. And I do not give a fuck about religion.” He looked down and grinned at the sight of my cock poking hard in my panties.
I felt awful. By eliminating my ability to hide behind morals, the barriers around my fantasies of lesbian sissy sex with my stepson began to collapse one by one. As it became certain it would happen, my mind turned toward anticipation. It became so clear how easy it would be to reach out, and what a pretty, sexy sissy Christina made…
Look how hard her cock is right now. Like yours is.
“I do not think I will have to order you, Danielle,” he chuckled. “Daddy…” my sissy son whimpered.
“Your slut Danielle begs leniency for what Christina said!” The words leapt forth before I had a chance to look down, so I saw his slow grin and felt a lot better. In fact, Christina saying “Daddy” excited him.
Chris—Christina—and I knelt facing each other six inches apart in the center of the grass circle. Already our cockheads poked out of our sissy panties. I faced my effeminate son and spoke quietly.
“Can you do this, Christ…tina?”
“I kind of fantasized you coming into my bedroom sometimes,” she whispered. “But I don’t know… and all these people!”
“We don’t have a choice, baby,” I said. “And we have to make it sexy, like a porno. If we don’t…”
Anton couldn’t hear us but he grew impatient at the delay. “If you two don’t fuck, I have fifty men who will be happy to fuck you both, one after the other,” Anton said coolly. As if he’d be satisfied with either.
“Just go for it,” I whispered. “Relax.” I kissed him hard and slid my tongue into my stepson’s sweet mouth. I reached into his lacy panties and encircled his half-hard cock with my hand. He went fully erect.
“Ohhhhhh, Daddy!” he groaned… in French. Chris seemed to grasp the more we turned them on, the safer we’d be.
“Je t’aime chéri!” I cried in my girl voice. I love you, baby!
As the cheers and catcalls rose like a gust of wind, I pulled his panties down, leaned forward and took his cock all the way into the back of my mouth without gagging. As I’d hoped, the erotic urge bypassed his guilt and he began moaning and stroking my hair. I was amazed by his growing passion. And mine. I was so fucking horny for—
—your stepson. Your son.

I cursed out that part of my mind intent on making me hate myself. There was no need. We weren’t related. And I had only been in the position of parent barely two years, right before he turned seventeen. And besides, we didn’t have any choice. I had to reject that awful voice.

This is Christina, a horny lesbian sissy that you didn’t know you had been living with. You care about her and want her. You love each other. You can do that and survive and not have to feel bad about it.

“I love you, Danielle,” she sighed. It sounded like she really meant it. 

Now I felt a lot better. She said it so deliberately and between us. As if she understood my guilt and didn’t want me to feel the needless shame that would make our slavery far more unpleasant. It also felt like she was also saying she was just as attracted to me—beyond roles and labels.

“Oh, I love how you suck my cock, Daddy!” she moaned loudly in French, performing for the big crowd around us.
Christina lay on her side so we could sixty-nine. She took my cock in her mouth without hesitation. I started sucking her dick again, her sweet, slender barely-legal dick. I was on fire with lust. Every time she called me “Daddy” I felt hornier and nastier. Her cocksucking was so eager.
I wonder who she’s practiced on? A buddy from school? Buddies?
I lay my sissy daughter on her back and lifted behind her knees, raising her sweet pink-brown pucker to my saliva-covered lips and my hungry, insatiable tongue. When I shoved my tongue against her sissyhole I was so turned on by the taste, her whimpers—and all of the eyes on us and cocks being stroked—I stopped caring about “moral” judgments!
“Oh shove your tongue up my asshole, Daddy!” Christina whined, fully getting into it. Her voice said she no longer cared either. Then she groaned deeply as my dripping, hard tongue shoved up into her. 
I had pulled my mouth away and was touching my spit-slick cock to her twitching boi cunt when I heard a phone ring. It was Anton’s satellite phone. He said for me to wait while he answered it.
Anton hung up and sighed. “We will do this later,” he announced. “Marie, they’re all yours.” To me he said, “She is your Mistress. Obey her completely.” Then he left.
Our new Mistress made us crawl behind her, one hundred feet on our hands and knees, into the largest hut. The slowly dispersing crowd watched with delight and offered both degrading and praising comments. 
The large hut had interior walls, a few rooms, and windows. A swamp cooler made the temperature pleasant. It was a dorm with twenty militarystyle bunk beds and four double beds interspersed between them. Most of the other sissies and shemales, especially the older ones, lay down in their bunks. The younger ones watched us eagerly.
“Normally I would give you each a long fucking with this,” Marie said, flopping out eleven thick, ebony inches, “but we must prepare lunch for the men, so you will both just kiss it for now. On the tip. Together.”
No sooner had we began kissing then the hot, yellow stream started. I knew better than to pull away, and when I felt Christina start to move I grabbed the back of her head. Of course, Marie ordered us to drink. As my sissy daughter and I opened wide and began swallowing, our audience giggled. To prove myself, I smiled as I guzzled it down.
“Very good, sissy slaves,” she said. “Lick each other’s faces clean.”
As my tongue licked Marie’s golden drops from Christina’s chin I saw she had a throbbing erection. Degradation from a woman turned her on as much as it did me. Indeed, I saw her smiling at me as we cleaned each other’s faces. My sissy stepson murmured with pleasure.
“Very good,” Marie said. “You may stop.” She turned away and spread her legs, then used her hands to fully part her asscheeks. “Christina! Lick!”
“Oh, thank you, Mistress!” my slutty stepdaughter breathed.
Her ass was perfectly round with a deep cleft from the small of her back down to that brown-pink triangle of anal pucker that was as kissable as her face. I was envious of Christina as she stuck out her tongue and shoved it into her tantalizing asshole.
“Oh, so eager,” Marie groaned. “You girls will not need much breaking of inhibitions. That is good. We will have fun. You have passed the test, little one. Daddy next!” She chuckled.
The sight of the stunning black shemale’s asshole was breathtaking up close. It wasn’t fully puckered, so Christina’s worshipping must have loosened it up some. I hoped to work my tongue into her ass. It would make a good impression, and I really wanted to taste her taboo hole.
“Oh, Mistress,” I breathed and then planted my lips on her anal entry. 
It was loose and my tongue need only a few swirls around her anus until it was able to push up inside. Anyone who’s never felt the sublime ecstasy of total surrender and self-degradation to a dominatrix or a master cannot understand how much I loved the taste of her ass.
Marie shuddered and pulled away. She looked down at me, impressed. “I will have to keep my eye on you, nasty slut!”
She led us into a small salon with tables set up for waxing, electrolysis and other beauty treatments. There was also a small bathroom set into the wall next to a moderate walk-in closet. She pointed at the bathroom and ordered us to shower together. 
“And quickly,” she added. “No jacking off, blowjobs or fucking. For now.” She grinned. “You crossed the incest line; it’ll be easy next time.”
The water was lukewarm, perfect for the ninety-nine degrees of the day. It felt good on my sweaty, naked body. And it looked great on Christina’s slender, soft skin. Her erection was still at full attention.
“How could I have not seen it?” I said quietly as I washed my sissy stepson’s back. “I can usually spot a sister sissy so easily after all these years. I’m around you two years and not once…”
The beautiful eighteen-year-old kissed me briefly, just enough tongue to make my cock tingle. “Too close to home, maybe?” she asked. “I’d didn’t know about you either.” She teased my cock. “Probably just as well. Would have complicated our home life.”
“You sissy sluts better hurry up in there!” Mistress Marie chided.
My sissy stepson and I leapt out of the shower dripping wet. Marie was as impatient as she was pleased as she handed us towels. “I wish I had the time to properly fuck you sluts right now.” She smacked our asses playfully and winked. She pointed at the closest waxing table. “Lean against it.”
I glanced over my shoulder and saw her fill two intramuscular syringes from a vial of oily fluid. She swabbed my buttcheek and injected me.
Estrogen!
“You’ll get shots every other week. Master demands full feminization for his slaves,” Marie explained, “especially the sissies being made ready for sale at auction. It pays for this room and much more.”
Excitement tickled my tummy. My deepest sissy fantasies had a Mistress or a Master making me medically transition. My marriage had made that impossible. But now I didn’t have any choice. Christina’s gasp of pain worried me until I saw her joy from the injection.
Then it registered: sissies being made ready for sale. Would we—
Marie called out the door, “Bitches to wax!”
Soon tiny yelps of pain filled the salon room, mostly Christina’s. Four gorgeous, well-hung black shemales cold-waxed my son and me, tearing away our body and facial hair. Fortunately I’d had most of my beard removed years ago, and Christina had little more than peach fuzz. She was born to this. The wax soon made our limbs and chests hairless.
Next they massaged us with a light, oily lotion of some kind. It smelled of pungent herbs and some kind of minty medicine. It tingled and burned a little. I loved the feeling of their soft, strong black hands on my body now stripped fully smooth. My skin felt warm and sensual. Such amazing, sensual hands—I wanted all of them to fuck me.
They’re all so beautiful and such big dicks! I want… I want…
I yelped as Marie slapped me. “Pay attention, slut! You are both lucky not to need electrolysis. This salve will prevent infection and help kill the hair over time. You must avoid heat for a few hours so you can’t work in the kitchen until tonight.” She grinned. “So you will serve today.”
It turned out she meant serve lunch to one-hundred men: Anton’s soldiers, craftsmen and other workers. I stood in front of a big pot of delicious-smelling stew and ladled it out into their aluminum mess kits. Christina poured from pitchers of some sort of beer-like beverage. The men leered as they accepted the food and drink, and went off to eat it.
Marie made sure they had plenty to look at. Two harem shemales did our makeup like we were a couple of strippers trying too hard and dressed us in bra, panties, garter belt and fishnet stockings, and stripper platforms. It was all sheer so everyone could easily see our cocks.
“Dan—ielle, I’m so embarrassed.” My stepson murmured. “My cock is so hard and everyone can see it. They’re all so big and strong. I wonder…”
“We’ll talk later, darling,” I told her.
I wondered the same. Most of my sex with men had been dressed up as a girl in a BDSM situation, usually a pro dungeon or a dominatrix’s home, but always with the safeguards and limits of that scene. Out here… if they ran a train on this, all we could do was to try to relax and enjoy.
All of those big black cocks! One after another, in my mouth and ass!
It made a great fantasy, but after the fifth guy in my ass or my mouth I’d want it to stop and it wouldn’t. I should have feared for us, but that wouldn’t change a thing and only make it worse. Best to just surrender and relax and try to enjoy it as best we could—if that ever happened.
“Sissies being made ready for sale…” Please no! Not us!

* * * 

Dad and I didn’t get raped at lunch or after. I was as relieved as I was disappointed. I’d only had sex about ten times: men I’d met online—one a senior in my high school!—and those guys I blew in a porno booth. But they were all nice, clean, average-dicked white guys. I was so curious about these black men, shemales and sissies! Black cocks!

We returned to the main slave girl hut where we ate the same food as the men with our sister slaves. It was strange being the only white faces in the nearly one hundred fifty in the camp, but in a way it was also sort of erotic. We were sissies and slaves and so very obvious. Many of the younger black sissies looked at us with fascination.

I want to suck their cocks and let them fuck me!
The rest of the first day was spent… evaluating us I suppose. Four of the younger black sissies watched while Mistress Marie sat in a canvas chair and directed us. She wanted to see how well we presented ourselves.
“Master Anton has a reputation,” Marie explained, “for having the prettiest, the most feminine and sexually skilled slaves. They earn high prices.” Her eyes gleamed. “You two being white will make you even more valuable. You will bring a fortune at auction.”
I had been doing my best sashay, copying Danielle’s flawless glide. The bottom dropped out of my stomach and I crumpled to the floor. I heard my stepdad ask permission to go to me and Marie give it. Moments later they knelt beside me and helped me sit up. I was still in a daze.
Being told I was Anton’s slave and subservient to all had sounded kind of sexy earlier. I’d had plenty of sissy fantasies about being a sex slave, to men or women, but I’d never thought it through until now. I was just a piece of sexy property to be bought or sold or… I started crying.
“What’s the matter, baby?” Dad asked. Sissy dad.
“I—we’re going to be sold!” I wept. “I’m afraid.”
Our Mistress looked at me kindly. “Look at me, little one.”
I got on my knees and wiped my eyes.
“Your sheltered upbringing didn’t prepare you for this. Slavery is in past, something white people did to our people a long time ago?”
I sniffled and nodded.
“I am a slave,” she husked. “All of your sisters here are slaves. Do our lives seem so terrible to you?” She looked at the sixteen black sissies and shemales kneeling close by. “Tell our white sister. Aneeka, you first.”
She was about my age, small, even shorter than me, with slender arms, shapely legs and developing breasts. So was so beautiful that I only knew she was a sissy because of what looked like eight slender inches in her purple panties. She smiled at me so sincerely and the truth was in her eyes when she said she loved her life as a sissy slave.
They all told a similar story: Anton was a strict but fair Master who never punished his girls unfairly or mistreated them. They loved living as girls and they totally loved the sex—with the men and each other.
I felt a little better, but one doubt remained. Two really. “What if some terrible person bought me and he decided to maim or kill me for fun?”
“Do you know how much you’ll be worth?” Marie asked. “Only a very rich man or woman would be able to afford you. They would not do such a thing. You and your ‘mom’ will be trained as domestic and pleasure slaves. You’ll live in mansions and on yachts.”
Now I felt a lot better. But still. “I don’t want to leave Danielle!”
“Anton plans to sell you together: father-son sissy slaves. Or maybe as shemales. He might transition you if you show potential.” She stroked my face with her big, soft hand. “Do you feel better now?”
“Yes, Mistress,” I said. “Thank you, Mistress.” A tear of gratitude fell.
“Aneeka, Felice, Eena, Tawny,” she said. “Show your white sister how pleasant life can be for a sissy slave. You may use my bed.”
They were the youngest of the harem and the smallest cock among them was a little longer than my six inches. I shuddered with delicious anticipation. They took me to the only one of the four beds with posters, each with a leather cuff attached to a chain and laid me down.
I hope they chain me up, I hope they…
They stripped and encircled me. Large-breasted Tawny immediately took me all the way into her mouth. Light-skinned Eena began sucking my toes like miniature cocks, a delight I never felt before. Felice sucked my nipples and licked my chest and belly. Aneeka soul-kissed me, sucked on my tongue, and told me what a hot sissy I would be. Oh sweet heaven to be engulfed by such beautiful black faces and bodies!
They changed positions over and over. I slipped into a haze of ecstasy where a tongue or a cock on an asshole was in my lips, where tongues and cocks went up my asshole, where lips and tongues explored my entire body. I began to whine, feeling my upcoming orgasm. Aneeka was sucking my cock and released it when she realized I was getting close.
“Christina is ready to cum, Mistress,” she said.
The exquisite shemale grinned. “Fuck her mouth, Aneeka. Tawny, pound her pussy until she spurts. Felice, catch it in your hand.”
Tawny lifted my legs until my sissyhole was level with her thick, throbbing nine inches. She smiled so sexily and promised me I would cum from her cock. Aneeka propped a pillow behind my head and straddled my chest. I opened wide.
I groaned as Tawny pushed all the way into me. She was as thick as my biggest dildo and almost as long. I looked up into Aneeka’s sweet smile and sucked her cock into the back of my mouth. Felice and Eena guided my hands to their hard cocks, slippery with pre-cum.
As I sucked the black sissy’s cock I saw past her to where my stepdad was on his slutty knees, talking Marie’s huge cock most of the way down! Seeing my sissy stepdad sucking a huge black shemale cock halfway down his throat—hearing his helpless, slutty whimpers—I could no longer think of Dan or Dad or he. Danielle was now she and her.
She’s a total slut, a sissy cocksucker and dick sleeve! And… I want to suck her dick! I want her to fuck me in front of the world! I want to be her!
The sensation of Tawny’s big tool pounding past my prostate built up an eruption in my balls, a volcano of sperm. I sucked Aneeka and jacked off two more cocks. And from nowhere came more mouths sucking on my toes and hands caressing my swelling nuts. 
“Oh! Oh!” I cried around Aneeka’s pulsing tool.
Felice’s hand cupped my purple cockhead and the other stroked my prostate fluid slick shaft, milking me toward my coming orgasm.
“May I finish her, pretty please, Mistress?” my sissy mother said.
“Perverted slut!” Marie crowed. “Tawny, make room. This sissy’s mommy will catch her cum and share it with her.”
When Danielle—Dad!—closed her mouth around my dick it lit my fuse. Tawny’s cock forced out more precum until I felt my balls ready to explode. Aneeka pulled away revealing my stepdad’s mouth sucking hard on my straining sissy cock. And that was all it took.
“Daddeeee!” I wailed as I pumped a huge load into her sissy mouth.
My sissy cunt throbbed in ecstasy and the knot in my groin exploded into waves of pleasure rippling throughout my body. Then my sissy mom pulled away from my cock and brought her mouth full of cum to mine.
When our sticky lips met, I opened to accept the huge load. Mom’s tongue followed the gooey white mess into my mouth and toyed with mine as we swapped the jizz between us until we drank it all down.
“I love you, Christina,” she said.
We kissed as our black sisters watched and commented how sexy and sweet and naughty we were. In my hazy passion I would have let Danielle fuck me on the steps of my old high school in front of everybody.

* * * 

Marie let us share a low bunk, understanding my teenager’s need to absorb the last day. Christina needed to be prepared. What was more on my teenager’s mind was my clinic boss, Dr. Annason.

“It’s true,” I admitted. “She and I have been BDSM lovers for years. On my volunteer trips here, I usually stay at her villa in Beni. At night we play our little Mistress-sissy roles. Of course she’s my boss during the day.”

“That’s why you brought the trunk.”
“I hoped to turn you loose on pay-per-view at the hotel while I visited her at night. She’s a rich and a kinky woman but she’s also been providing free medical care out here for years.”
“Does Mom know about… Danielle?” she asked.
“Not all the details. I tried to tell her before we married but…”
Her mom said we’d “work it out” after our wedding, that she had been taught since girlhood to “please” her husband. But the first time I’d worn panties in front of her—two months into the marriage—she flipped out. 
“We haven’t had sex since. By then I had come to love you as a son, so I stayed. She and I put up a front but we have our own separate lives.”
“You haven’t had sex in two years?” she wondered.
“Not with her. But I have a very active life in the trans swinger and BDSM communities. That’s where I met Dr. Annason.”
“Mom doesn’t accept you for who you are,” she said despondently. Her sweet face screwed up into agony. “Nobody will accept us after… after…” 
The guilt of stepcest was coming to roost. I remembered what it was like discovering dark kink when I was not much older than her. In the throes and afterglow of edgy sex I never gave it a thought. Only afterward did my naysayer voice accuse me of being a pervert.
I cupped her cheek and told her not to worry what anybody thought. Only what she and I thought of each other mattered. I told her I loved her even more than I loved her mother or Dr. Annason, whether she was my son or my daughter or whatever she wanted to be. I wouldn’t judge. “Do you mean that, Daddy?” she said. “Or should I say Mommy?” “Whatever you want to call me, baby.”
That seemed to satisfy her and so she tucked her sweet face into my hairless chest and held me close, and let her eyes droop shut. Sometime later she fell asleep and partly turned away on the crowded bunk bed.
I dreamt of my sissy daughter and me on our honeymoon.
Early the next morning, I was seized out of bed by an irritated Anton with an equally cross Marie behind him. I didn’t see my sissy stepson anywhere in sight and guessed she’d been caught doing something. 
Trying to escape was what it turned out to be.
Anton was strong enough to throw me over his shoulder, naked save for panties and bra, and carry me to the circle of grass. Christina already knelt there, her lingerie torn and scratches on her body. He dumped me none to gently next to her. I got to my knees and put my arms around her.
“Silly American sissy!” Anton spouted. “If you weren’t so valuable as slave flesh I would have let the forest do you in. Do you know what’s out there? Wild boars, packs of hyenas, cobras and black mambas! And bandits who would show you the ugliest side of slavery!”
“I-I’m sorry,” Christina wept.
“No, but you will be!” Then at me. “I hold you personally responsible! She is your daughter and you have failed in your duty.” He turned to one of his men. “Assemble the available men. And bring the punishment furniture. These two need a lasting lesson.”
“Punishment furniture?”
A padded bondage horse was carried to the center of the grass circle. Leather wrist and ankle cuffs were attached to the four legs. An armless wooden chair was placed in the circle close by the bondage horse.
Two shemales so securely tied me on the horse I could barely move at all. My asshole was spread wide open for easy access. A special attachment kept my head propped up for oral sex. Fifty men began stripping nude.
Mouth-fucking. Throat-fucking with those long dicks. God help me…
Anton steered my sissy stepson over to me. “If lash marks wouldn’t diminish your value, I’d whip you both bloody,” Anton said. “You did this to him, Christina. Reflect on that. The most cock-hungry sluts beg for mercy after the tenth man.” He pointed at the chair. “My dick will be all the way up in you, and it won’t be any sexier for you than for Daddy.”
“Your worthless slut Danielle begs to plead for her child!” I whined.
“Denied!” he snapped. “Nothing either of you say will change what’s going to happen, except to make it worse. Do you understand?”
“Yes, Master,” I said.
The restraint headgear kept me from turning my head to see my baby’s reaction, but I heard the defeat in her voice. “Yes, Master,” she sniffled.
“Put your ass in Dad’s face,” Anton said. “She will lube you for me.”
I thought of his massive cock. Her asshole would need as much spit as I could give. Yet when my Christina’s cheeks parted and I saw that dark triangle of her anus, I went blank. I forgot about Anton fucking her and the train I was about to pull or how wicked it was to want to lick my sissy stepson’s anal orifice. All I could think was…
I want to eat that young sissy asshole!
I became lost in the sharp, dank flavor of her tender ass and her lewd whimpers and moans of pleasure. I licked her asshole thoroughly and deeply shoved my tongue all the way up in her, fucking her with it. I no longer cared about stepcest or “sin” or anything like that. French-kissing her girlish, young butt was my reason for living right then.
Christina whined in frustration when Anton pulled her away. “Enough. If you love your Mommy, lube her asshole as good as you can.”
Her sweet, young face pressed into my asscheeks, her tongue mashed against my boi pussy. My boner got painfully hard trapped under my belly. Rimming her lasted only a minute but it went on and on in my lusty mind.
Anton sat in the wooden chair and said, “Marie, get in and position the mirror so Danielle can see her sissy take on a real dick!”
In Marie’s hand mirror I watched my Christina lick and suck his black boner sloppy. She squatted on the chair and lowered herself onto his fourteen inches. I knew how painfully full a huge cock can feel. When Marie tied her with a leather cockring, I knew her punishment would also be orgasm denial. That could be torture if he fucked her for long.
Anton was so strong he encircled her waist and moved her up and down on his cock. Her cries of pleasure became more and more intense. Then they turned into sounds of distress. Soon she started crying, but he didn’t let up. He kept deep-fucking her, going way deep inside. Then Marie silenced my sissy daughter’s cries with her cock.
I opened my mouth to beg mercy for her when one of his men stepped up. He was six-foot-six and strong. Grinning, he stuck his ten inches into my mouth. He began fucking my face like it was a pussy or an asshole.
“Suck me good, little white sissy,” he groaned.
Whoever designed the brace locking my head in place knew their stuff. Deep-throat fellatio is much easier with your lips lined up at an angle to where your mouth enters your throat. This device held me there perfectly. So when this man’s dick pushed into my throat, it was easier to take it. Susan Annason had trained me two years ago to take a dick down my throat, so I had experience. Just breathe on his out-strokes…

But that was with big dildos and a few men. None of them had dicks as big as these. And never dozens in a row. How am I going to—?
“Oh!” I cried as a huge black boner invaded my asshole.
I pushed down on my rectal muscles and it opened me up. His big tool stung for a minute and then the giddy friction took over. I moaned like a whore around the dick fucking my mouth. I heard Christina cry and whimper—with pleasure now—muffled by Marie’s big shemale cockflesh. It turned me on that we were the only white faces, and we were both double-penetrated by big African cocks.
White sissy slaves!
My sissy stepson’s moans and whimpers faded away until I heard only the splooshing sounds of my mouth and asshole getting fucked. I smelled their sweat and maleness. And I tasted all that precum. Being filled up with hard, black dicks—sliding in and out, deep into my throat and my rectal muscles—it consumed me. I was a sissy fucktoy being owned by the steady thrust of African cocks pounding into me.
After a while I heard deep grunting behind me. His slow, steady fucking of my sissy cunt turned into hard, fast jabs as he got ready to shoot his load. Then he spurted his burning spunk deep in my ass. I groaned in relief as he pulled it out with an audible plop sound. For a second I felt cool air in my asshole and then some of the jizz started leaking out.
Oh fuck that felt good! Just give me a minute to—
The stud in my mouth pulled out, got behind me, and just shoved it up my ass. Then it dawned on me I wouldn’t get a break—one by one I’d take maybe thirty cocks up my ass. How long before I quit enjoying it, before I’m just a hole being fucked and cum into? Helplessness started to set in: no matter how much I begged, I’d continue to get fucked.
A new guy fed me his boner. At nine inches it seemed smaller in comparison to the last guy. I tried to bring my lips and tongue into play, hoping he’d rest his cockhead in my mouth, but he just fucked my mouth and throat. He only lasted five minutes until he jacked off onto my face. Then a new man took over for him. 
The guy fucking my ass started slamming into my ass until he came, deep spurts up inside me. I felt a short bit of relief as his thick, long tool plopped out. And then the next man rammed into me. That’s when I knew that fucking could be true punishment and I started crying. My tears didn’t even slow down the dicks raping my mouth and asshole.
For well over an hour, a blur of cocks relentlessly pumped my mouth and my ass. I was filled up and invaded and squirted full of cum. A lot of them had jacked off waiting their turn and blew their load up my ass in two or three minutes. Half of my blowjobs ended up with semen in my mouth. The others jacked off and shot it all over my face.
In the background I heard Christina whimpering and weeping again. The pleasure had again turned into pain: the punishing fullness of Anton’s massive cock, and the leather tie keeping her balls blue. 
Orgasm denial is true punishment.

* * * 

Please let Anton cum so he’ll stop! Please oh please oh please … Getting fucked by a big dick was one of my oldest fantasies. Tawny’s thick nine had been heaven; now I was halfway to hell. My biggest dildo was few inches shorter than Anton’s cock and thinner. I was a helpless sissy slave being punished with a black cock as long as my forearm. 
The first time he shoved all the way in, I gasped in pain. It felt good for a while, then I began crying from being stuffed. Just as big a punishment was the leather cockring that kept me rock hard and trapped my orgasm in my balls. It ached and throbbed so intensely it hurt.
The saving grace of Marie fucking my mouth was it made the other pain less. She fed me from the side so I could watch Dad getting doublepenetrated by thick, ebony cock. It was as scary as it was perversely sexy, because no way I could take what they did to… Her—my sissy mommy!
I lost track of time but it felt like my fucking went on for hours. Marie blasted her jizz in my mouth about halfway through, so she started teasing my trapped cock with her tongue and mouth. The monster case of blue balls truly was torture. Thankfully I started going a bit numb.
Danielle finished pulling her train. Marie removed the head brace and the restraints. She told my sissy stepdad to kneel before our Master. With semen slowly oozing down her face and neck and chest, and with creampie leaking out of her violated asshole, she wobbled getting off the bondage horse and knelt in front of Anton.
She looks like she was beaten: dazed and numb and hurting. My fault…
By now my feet were on the ground and the pain of fullness was gone. I fucked Anton’s massive pole with my ass, panting like a slut in heat in a state of sexual bliss. My “punishment” had become intense pleasure, except for one thing: my cock was angry red and purple, straining to explode but unable to because of the knotted cord. It drove me crazy!
“See how eager your sissy is, Danielle!” Anton smirked. “If she could make me climax I would take off the cord and let her cum, but…” He patted my head. “Climb off, slut. Your daddy will take care of you now. Kneel facing her. Close.”
I took my knees in front of my exhausted sissy mom, my face filled with regret and lust. “I’m so sorry, Mommy Danielle.”
“Clean her face with your tongue,” Anton ordered me.
I licked Danielle’s face and neck for two minutes until her skin was slick only from my saliva. She began to quietly whimper as she regained her strength and wits. I saved her lips for last. My heart swelled when she opened her mouth and weakly met my tongue with hers. Our kiss grew passionate, raising a murmur from all.
“Christina seems cured of her inhibitions,” Anton said. “Let’s see how much so. Lie on your back and open your mouth. Danielle, your sissy is hungry. Let her eat the mess dripping out of your asshole. And suck her dick while you’re kneeling over her.”
It sounded so nasty, but now I knew better than to disobey.
My stepdad’s asshole gaped wide from thirty dicks that pounded it for over an hour. Already the thick white jizz was dripping out. I caught it in my mouth and was thrilled by the thick, tangy, musky taste of so much cum mixed with her ass juices. The anal creampie quickly filled my mouth. I gulped it down and licked at her asshole as I kept eating it. 
I’m a nasty-ass sissy slut!
The feel of my new stepmom’s mouth on my cock made me even hornier. The primitive ring kept up the intense pressure in my balls and the ache in my groin. My cock almost felt raw, it was so sensitive to Danielle’s lips and tongue. I didn’t know it was possible to be this horny! I moaned in my lust and need for release.
“Time to let the baby sissy cum,” Anton said a few minutes into our perverted sixty-nine. “Mommy, on your hands and knees. Christina, fuck your sissy mom. Marie—her cockring, when I say.”
Danielle had recovered. She looked over her shoulder as she waited on all fours. Her eyes met mine and she winked. So much lust and desire! Her knees spread wide and her anal orifice revealed itself. I had just been licking it and now I was going to fuck it in front of everybody.
My sissy mommy’s asshole!
A hundred grinning, leering, horny black faces watched as I got back between her legs and slid my excruciatingly hard dick into her sloppy sissy cunt. Danielle and I both moaned deeply as the tip of my seven-inch clit pushed all the way in. It was still gooey from her gangbang.
“Fuck me, baby! Fuck Daddy!” Danielle urged.
I jackhammered into her, no longer caring about “incest” or who was watching or anything else. Mommy was a sexy slut with a cock and so was I, and we loved each other in every way we could!
“Oh god I can’t stand it anymore!” I wailed as my balls churned.
“Give Danielle a facial, baby girl,” Anton said. “Free her, Marie!”
Danielle got to her knees, mouth wide open. I desperately jacked off at those slutty lips. Marie cut away the leather. I spurted nearly an ounce of cum into Mommy’s mouth and on her face. I screamed with pleasure as I shot my load into her lovely, sexy mouth.
Both of us sticky with cum, we lay there on the grass and cuddled and kissed, declaring our love to each other over and over.
I had found my true mommy in my sissy stepdad.
Over the next month, Danielle and I assimilated into Anton’s little kingdom. We cleaned, laundered, worked in the kitchen, and served food. We wore the primitive panties, bra, collar and sandals of the other sissies. I proudly showed off my body, sashaying my sissy ass as I went around the compound. The catcalls and whistles were music to my ears.
At night, my stepdad and I served with the black sissies when Anton designated up to thirty men to receive our sexual favors. Sometimes we became centerpieces of orgies in the harem hut. However Danielle and I were forbidden more than kissing and cuddling. We were both frustrated by our unsatiated lust now that Anton had shattered our inhibitions.
Danielle was a far more accomplished girl than me, but she attended the same classes I took for feminine movement, hair and makeup, voice, sexual technique, exotic dancing—stripping—and everything else.
Plus those wonderful hormone shots!
I could already feel the changes to my skin and muscles. I couldn’t wait until my breasts started growing! Every night I jacked off thinking of Danielle and me fucking and sucking, and of her turning me into her slave and making me do degrading things just to please her.

* * * 

For some reason Christina and I stopped getting hormone shots after the first month. I puzzled about this until one early morning, just before dawn, we were put into rough cotton dresses and loaded into Anton’s Hummer with Marie and two of his guards. Anton reassured us that we were only going into Beni for the day.

We pulled in front of some sort of medical clinic, a relatively modern one. When we were herded into an operating room I knew why our hormones were stopped and why missed dinner last night. Then a nurse carried in Maxlux breast implant containers from the next room.

I smiled at Christina to relax her. “Darling, I think our dreams are about to come true!” Then I explained why we were there. 

She ran to Anton and threw her arms around him. Then she remembered her position as his slave and dropped to her knees and started kissing his feet. He grinned widely and picked her up by her underarms, lifted her to his lips and deep-kissed her. Then he set her down, pointed to the adjoining shower-bathroom and swatted her butt. “Scrub well, slut.”

I wonder who would perform the surgery and asked Anton. “Only the best for my girls,” he assured. “Now go sit over there.” I was permitted to stay with my sissy daughter while the nurse and

another assistant prepped her for the surgery. I held her hand when she got on the table and they started the anesthesia. Once she was out, Marie and the guards took me out to the waiting room.

Two hours later, I visited Christina in the recovery room and saw she was doing well—and thrilled to have big breasts now. Then I was taken in to shower and be prepped. For some reason the surgeon waited until I was fully under anesthesia before entering the room. How odd…

In the ensuing weeks we wore a binder that helped seat the implants into position and did post-op care. Soon the binders were gone and Christina ran around without a top as much as possible, enjoying her new “toys” by showing them off. She encouraged the men to tit-fuck her at every opportunity. I was just as thrilled. I’d long dreamed of getting breast implants but it had been impossible. Until now.

I was puzzled but grateful that none of the other slaves were resentful that we were given implants. Only half of the black shemales, Marie included, had them. When I asked her she said the other girls knew my stepdaughter and I were being prepared for auction for rich buyers who wanted the sexiest white slaves possible.

Auction! Oh fuck, I hope they don’t separate us! 

A week later they started to arrive: eight buyers in expensive clothing and jewelry. Seven were men in luxury suits or spotless military uniforms. And there was a woman in a white burka made out of the most expensive silk. It was a full burka that hid her face and everything else. It was a hot day; she had to be sweltering in there.

All of the guests were seated in fancy chairs were set up around the grassy circle. Most of camp gathered around behind the chairs. Anton led us to the center of the circle. We both wore designer lingerie.

At first we sashayed around the circle, engaging each buyer until a boom box signaled our striptease routine. We sexily shed our lingerie and finished the dance with theatrical bows. The guests applauded.

“As I mentioned before, they are father and son,” Anton boasted. “They have no inhibitions or shame, as you are about to see. Fuck for us!”
My sissy daughter and I sank to our knees in the lush grass and wrapped our arms around each other and melted into a deep French kiss. My hands found her new D-cup breasts and squeezed them and toyed with her nipples. She moaned into my mouth and reached for mine.
Her eyes shining with actual lust, she broke the kiss and begged, “I want to suck your dick, Daddy!”
I stood right in front of Christina, my fully erect tool in her face. She took me in hand and fed my cockhead into her mouth. Then with only a few licks and head bobs, she took my seven inches all the way into her throat without gagging and aggressively went down on me.
I heard the impressed murmur of the male buyers, but I was too horny to give them much thought. My son—step or not—had transitioned into a big-titted shemale slut beyond my wildest dreams. And we were about to fuck for the first time in over a month!
“It is time,” Anton said. “Fuck your shemale son, Danielle.”
Christina pulled off my cock and looked up at me full of joy. “Fuck me, Daddy,” she cooed like a girl. “Fuck your baby!”
There was a sudden inrush of breath from a hundred-fifty onlookers, all of them excited by the kinky display of incest they were seeing. I was glad I never revealed that Christina was only my stepson. Not only did it make this scene so much hotter, it had to increase our sale price!
“Head down, ass up, honey,” I commanded.
She took the position and shuddered after I knelt and spread her lovely cheeks to expose her sweet, twitching anus. I burrowed my face in there. Her moans sweetly caressed my ears as I tongue-fucked her butthole. I heard numerous cocks jacking off.
“I can’t stand it any longer! Fuck me, Daddy!”
I pulled my face away from rimming her. For a moment I was in thrall to sight of her sexy little shemale pussy. I knew I wouldn’t be able to hold out for long. The thrill of incest and the tightness of her fuck tunnel would make me cum within minutes.
I turned to Marie. “I need a cockring, Mistress,” I begged.
Marie immediately produced a new, black silicone ring from her bra and put it on me. Now I could really fuck her! I looked down into her eyes.
“I love you, Daddy,” she said loud enough for everyone to hear.
I firmly grabbed her long hair and pulled her up on her feet. She shivered from my dominance and a thrill rippled through the crowd. Their excitement grew as I cupped her asscheeks and pulled her lips to mine for a long, deep tongue-kiss. She mewled with passion into my mouth.
“Daddy is going to fuck you,” I said. I spun her around. “Spread ‘em.”
“Oh please, oh please yes, Daddy!” she moaned, parting her feet wide.
I crouched and guided my slick cock into her honey hole. She gasped as my cock pushed all the way into—my stepson’s asshole! I groaned as her anal meat clenched me. I took her waist in my hands and lifted her feet six inches off the ground so I could fuck her deeply. With both arms she reached back around my neck to help support her weight.
I started pounding into her. Hard. I loved how her big, new tits flopped with each thrust, and how her back felt pressing against my own boobs. Her gasps and groans intensified the harder I fucked her. I held her waist with one arm and snaked my free hand down to encircle and stroke her boner. Each thrust squeezed a little most seminal fluid onto my clutching hand.
Christina was so horny, she shot a large jet of jizz only two minutes later. In the worst way, I wanted to lie on the grass beside my stepson and feel cum from a hundred cocks shoot all over me!
It was time to complete my baby’s degradation and prove what sexynasty slaves we were. As I guided her to her knees with her hair, she gave me such a loving, trusting look of passionate desire, I wanted to give her a lover’s kiss right them. It would have to wait. We had one more act of sexual theater to do for them.
“I love you, Daddy,” she moaned as she knelt there and gazed up at me past my rock hard dick, glistening with my spit and anal juices.
“Clean your ass off my cock… son!” I ordered.
“Yes Daddy, yes!” she wept with desire.
Out of the corner of my eye I saw the woman in the burka gesture to Marie. I waited for whatever was to come, eager as I was to continue our sexual theater. After a brief conversation Marie went to Anton and passed along what she heard. He nodded.
“It is more proper that you are ‘Mommy’ and Christina ‘daughter.’” “Suck Mommy’s cock clean, my sexy daughter!”
“Oh Mommy!” she sighed and took my dick in her mouth, fresh from deep up her ass. She sucked it like she couldn’t get enough of it.
I was painfully hard from the cockring. I was never so much in need of release. “Oh baby, I need to cum!” I cried in ecstasy. “Mommy wants to cum all over your face and lick it off!”
“Cut the ring off!” Anton said.
Immediately the pressure was released and the orgasmic explosion started—huge, thick spurts of jizz that splattered on my stepdaughter’s forehead, cheeks, nose, lips and chin.
“Oh, Mommy!” she gasped, pinching her nipples.
When I’d jerked the last drops onto her extended tongue, I fell to my knees and lapped my own cum off her face. I shared it with her and started licking again. Some of the cum got on my face, so she licked it clean. After several minutes, we’d licked each other clean.
While our audience applauded, I lowered Christina to grass and made tender love like this was our wedding bed, oblivious to everyone present. No matter what happened to us, as long as we could stay together and make sweet love we’d be happy wherever we ended up.
“Bidding starts at $50,000,” I heard Anton announce while my daughter and I hugged and caressed and French-kissed. Then he laughed. “There will be time for that later, sluts. On your feet.”
Christina and I stood there in only garter belts and stockings and listened to the bidding, nervous yet excited. It got up to $120,000 in a bidding war between an Arab in pricey suit and a French general. Marie asked if anyone cared to bid one-twenty-five and waited. It had looked like the Arab was going to get us when the Burka Woman held up two fingers. “You’re bidding $200,000?” Marie asked.
The woman nodded. A minute later we were sold. Anton ordered us to follow Marie back to his house for the collaring ceremony.
Well, this is it…
Christina and I were frequent visitors to Anton’s small colonial house. The furniture was pricey and elegant, especially the king-sized canopy bed where Christina or I or both of us served him and usually Marie—an hour or two of fucking—and sometimes slept overnight with them.
I realized we were curiosities to them, as they were to us. I loved the look and feel of their black flesh on my white skin, their black cocks fucking my eager holes: lazily, furiously, lovingly… and I could tell they felt the same. They loved that we wanted to be their slaves!
One recent night, Christina and I had walked naked back to the harem from his house, with cum leaking out of our assholes and dripping from our lips. My daughter had said somebody could offer her a million dollars and she’d never leave here.
“I love what I’ve become and what I do,” she’d said. “Maybe I am a slave here, but I’ve never felt more free.”
I had smiled and squeezed her hand in agreement.
Now we knelt fully nude on his living room carpet in front on the sofa. The woman in the burka sat there and looked upon us. I was sad we’d have to leave Anton and Marie and everyone here. I felt sorry for Christina too.
Per proper slave protocol, my stepdaughter and I looked down at the rug and waited for our new owner to lock slave collars on us. I heard the rustle of fabric and became aware of the woman standing over us. She had removed her burka because I saw black, patent leather, high-heel boots in front of us… thigh-high boots!
“You may look at me, Daniel. And Chris,” said Dr. Susan Annason. I looked up sharply. “Susan!”
She slapped me. “Slaves should know better, Danielle. Try again.” My eyes sheened with joy. “How may I serve you, Mistress?” “How may I serve my Mistress?” my daughter said, still looking down.
“You may look too, Christina,” she said. She bent down and kissed my baby’s forehead. “I haven’t seen you since your senior year.”
“May your girl speak, Mistress?” Christina asked.
“You’ve taught her well,” Susan told me. “You may speak, Christina.”
“I have never been happier in my life… but I am very confused.”
“My clinic is only twelve miles from here. Anton provides us protection. I provide medical care for his people and other favors—like your boob jobs,” she smiled. “Danielle, you are free to speak too.”
I grinned and mouthed “thank you” at her. Then I wondered, “What’s going to happen to us, Mistress?”
I regarded her in awe as she unzipped the shiny leather corset to reveal her firm, bountiful 42DD breasts with nipple rings. She wore no panties so all that was left was those dominatrix boots of hers I loved so much. 
“I need dedicated nurses who’ll always be here,” she said. “And…” She took an open steel slave collar from Marie and secured it around my neck. “I want my favorite slave and her daughter all to myself.” 
Anton cleared his throat. “Susan…”
“Well, mostly to myself. You may spend a few nights a week right here.” Then she collared my stepdaughter.
“Thank you, Mistress!” Christina chirped. She threw her arms around our Mistress’ leg and hugged it. “I love you, Mistress! Your slave girl loves you so much and she will do anything you say!”
Mistress Susan exhaled giddily. “Oh fuck, am I going to have fun with you two. Follow me.”
She led Anton, Marie and us back to Anton’s master bedroom. Tawny and Felice waited by two leather horses facing the bed. They strapped us onto the horses, while Susan joined Anton and Marie in bed.
“One other arrangement I have with Anton,” Susan said. 
Marie and Anton rotisseried my red-haired, thirty-six year old mistress. Seeing how much she loved cock, I knew Christina and I would provide the same service to her when she wasn’t pegging us!
“Tawny,” called Anton, “go get our guests.”
“Our guests?”
He explained as he fucked our Mistress’ pussy. “You were always to be Susan’s. The auction was a show to make it exciting for you. Our guests are actually your first johns. You two will earn us all a lot of money.”
As if on cue, the seven “bidders” filed into the room and stripped. Tawny and Felice fed us their cocks while the men lined up to fuck my daughter and me. We moaned in delight as their cocks slid in.
Even though I’d cum several times today, I was fully erect once again. The bondage horses had been angled so Christina and I could watch each other suck cock and get fucked. We shared loving gazes.
Briefly I thought about my wife—Christina’s mom—and the letter I’d write telling her the house, all of my money, everything was hers… except for my beloved Christina. 
She was mine forever and ever: my sexy shemale daughter!

§ If you enjoyed this book, please consider giving it a positive review on Amazon to help other readers find Crystal’s books. Your review is an important part of the literary process.
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