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Practice Girl

I was a virgin and a boy, so getting caught was fucking hellish.

At least, that’s what I thought at the time. It was my bitch of a stepsister who dropped me in it. To be honest, she isn’t really a bitch. We met as teenagers when my mum and her dad started a relationship that led to marriage. There wasn’t much we could do but accept the change to our situation. It got us living in the same house and Sandy and I tolerated each other as much as anything else. We certainly weren’t what you would call close.

The truth of the matter was she had every right to be pissed off when she caught me. I mean, I was wearing her panties.

Not that I had any choice in the matter. That’s how I rationalized it to myself, anyway. I couldn’t exactly go out and buy myself a pair. That would have been excruciatingly embarrassing and I wasn’t going to put myself through that torment. The only other woman in my life at the time was my mother. It would have been way, way, way too fucking weird to take a pair of hers.

That left Sandy’s underwear drawer as my only option.

I remember the exact moment the fetish came alive although it wasn’t anything to do with my stepsister or her underwear drawer. It was one of those adolescent moments that comes out of nowhere and, for some reason, ignites an infatuation that infects the brain to the point where it’s all you can think about.

I didn’t even know the name of the girl who sparked it. She just happened to be in the right place at the right time. The right place and time for me, that was. I’m not sure if she viewed it the same way. She was obviously as late getting to college for afternoon classes as I was and it was only the two of us in the street approaching the large entrance gates.

On an otherwise calm day, the gust of wind came out of nowhere and it gave her no chance to get a hand onto the back of her short, pleated skirt before it was whipped up around her waist. The perfect sight of pink panties stretched across a pert, bubble butt brought me to a standstill and I couldn’t pull my eyes from her as she gainfully struggled to shove the material back down.

She finally managed it, but not before I’d been given an eyeful of her delectable derriere. In truth, her pretty curves weren’t what got me excited. Every other boy I knew would definitely have been focused on what was below the silky, pink material.

It was the panties themselves that became my kink in that moment. The little bow on the waistband was the sexiest thing I’d ever seen and I can still visualize it whenever I want to by simply closing my eyes. It brought on an erection almost in an instant and I felt the embarrassment of becoming so easily aroused when the girl got her skirt back in place.

She’d glanced over her shoulder and must have known I’d seen. The way she hurried on to stride through the college gates was a sign of how mortified the unexpected flash of her panties had made her. I got moving again, but ended up walking past the gates. My mind definitely wasn’t on lectures and I knew I wouldn’t be able to rid myself of a raging hardon without masturbating. The urge to do it was almost overwhelming and I’d held my jacket shut to cover the bulge in my jeans as I hurried home.

“Hey,” I shouted when I walked in the house.

As expected, there was no response and I rushed up the stairs to leave my bag and coat in my bedroom before making my way to the bathroom. After locking the door, I ripped off my clothes and started stroking my hard cock before I even got inside the shower cubicle. I switched on the water and adjusted the temperature before moving under the warm cascade. Tilting my face up to it, I closed my eyes and those pink panties were there in my mind right away.

“Shit,” I cursed under my breath when I eventually looked down at the way my erection jutted out from my groin.

Reaching to the corner shelf, I picked up the bottle of shower gel and popped the cap. Pouring some of the thick, blue liquid into my right hand, I returned the bottle to the shelf then slapped my left hand against the tiles as I leaned forward.

My breathing was already ragged and grew all the more so when I wrapped my slippery fingers around my erection. White lather covered the full length in seconds as I started stroking and the slick feeling of it brought my excitement to a high in almost no time. It made me clench my buttocks as I stopped playing to let the feeling subside.

As soon as it did, I started stroking again and the game of pleasuring myself to the edge then backing off to keep things going carried on and on until it was too much to bear. I was thinking about that cute little bow on those pretty, pink panties all the time and my libido was on fire. An obsession was ignited to fever pitch in those seconds of frantic masturbation, but little did I know what it was going to get me.

At that precise moment it was indescribable pleasure and the edging came to an end when I pushed myself too far. There was finally no backing off and I clenched my buttocks as the growing tension in my groin finally exploded to a climax. A gasping growl spilled from my lips as a thick jet of cum blasted against the tiles in front of me.

I slid my hand all the way to the base of my jerking cock to press hard against my groin as more strong spurts of cum plastered the wall with sticky white until my balls emptied. The end of the release got me stroking again to enjoy the last few seconds of hot, pulsing pleasure, but my knees almost buckled when the rush of afterglow flooded my veins.

Letting go of my erection, I slapped both hands on the wall. There was no steadying myself though and it was all I could do to remain upright. The trembling wouldn’t stop, so I closed my eyes tightly as I sucked in heavy breaths and tried to recover some composure.

I eventually opened my eyes to the sight of white streaks on the dark green tiles and my lips tightened together as the guilty embarrassment kicked in. I cursed myself under my breath and shook my head as I pulled my gaze from cum-splashed tiles. Reaching for the showerhead, I brought it down from its mount to wash the wall clean and made sure everything went down the plughole. The idea of someone finding my cum decorating the shower cubicle made my cringe.

“Fucking idiot,” I muttered as I made sure every last globule of white was washed away before putting the showerhead back in place.

I then had a quick wash before switching off the water. Sliding the cubicle door open, I got a towel from the wall bar and dried myself before wrapping it around my waist. I picked up my clothes from the floor then let myself out of the bathroom to go to my bedroom. When I got there, I threw myself down on the bed and closed my eyes.

It was a mistake.

Thoughts of the girl’s skirt billowing up to reveal the pretty underwear filled my mind yet again. Up to that point in my life, masturbating once was usually enough to rid my head of dirty thoughts. Not on this occasion, however. It was only a short while before the towel rose under the pressure of my cock coming back to life and I berated myself for being so weak.

There was no taking my thoughts from the pink panties though and less than fifteen minutes after shooting a load in the shower, I was fully erect again. I put my hand on the bulge in the towel to push it down, but couldn’t will the hardness away.

That’s when the notion flitted through my head.

“Don’t you fucking dare,” I muttered as I rolled on my belly and tried to get my mind on something else.

The idea of sneaking into Sandy’s room wouldn’t die away though. I tried fighting the urge, I really did. Going into her bedroom would be the stupidest thing I’d ever done in my life. My cock didn’t agree with what my brain was telling it, however, and the throbbing grew fiercer as the impulse became all I could think about.

Rolling onto my back again, I looked at the alarm clock on the bedside table and saw it was almost two in the afternoon. It would likely be three hours or more before anyone else showed their face. On a normal day, I usually got home from college first at just after four. Sandy had finished college the year before and was now working, so typically made an appearance around five thirty then my mum and stepdad arrived sometime after that.

“Don’t you do it,” I warned myself again, but knowing I would likely have around three hours undisturbed in the house meant I didn’t listen to myself.

Moving to the side of the bed, I got up and left my room straight away. Nerves kicked in as I walked along the hallway and they brought me to a stop outside Sandy’s bedroom. The urge to go inside was too strong to resist though and I turned the handle to ease the door open.

“Just look,” I muttered as I stepped in the room.

The chest of drawers seemed the logical place for my stepsister to store her underwear and I found I was right when I opened the second drawer down. Suddenly, my heartbeat was racing like crazy and the towel bulged out as I stared. I stuck with my warning to just look for all of five seconds. The pink panties I took out didn’t have a bow on them, but the cotton material felt wonderful to touch and the incessant throb of hot blood stiffened my cock even more.

The thought that came in my head felt weird, but it didn’t stop me and I brought the panties up to my face. It was the scent of fabric softener that came to me, so I dropped my hand down again. The panties stayed firmly in my grasp as I looked at the others in the drawer.

“Put them back, Francis,” I told myself.

There was no doing it though and I ignored the sensible side of my brain yet again. The very thought of what I was contemplating made my pulse quicken further and I gave in to temptation. Loosening the knot at my hip made the towel hang down off my hard cock and it stopped me in my tracks for a second. The debate in my head of whether I should go on was quickly cast aside and I grabbed at the material to make it fall to the floor before leaning forward to get in position.

I pulled on the waistband of the panties to stretch them out and it allowed me to get my feet in them. As I straightened up, I pulled the cotton material higher and held my breath when I got it in place against my stiff shaft. A shudder rippled through me and I needed to see. It made me walk across to the mirror on the wardrobe door.

A snigger spilled from my lips when I set eyes on the way the head of my erection stuck up above the waistband of the pretty underwear, but the sound died away quickly. It wasn’t amusement I was feeling. The breath caught in my throat when I grabbed hold through the soft, pink material. I really wanted to get my full length under it, but still had the presence of mind to know that if I forced the head below the panties I might stain them with pre-cum.

There was a chance it would be noticed and that would drop me in a world of grief. It was the last thing I needed, but the hint of movement I caught in the mirror brought a burst of panic and the realization that trouble had found me. I spun around to a picture of me being taken. My gaze flitted to the towel on the floor before coming back to Sandy as I desperately used my hands to cover myself up.

“You’re supposed to be at work,” I blurted out.

“Day off,” Sandy replied as she stepped into the room.

“I fucking shouted when I came in,” I bleated in a despairing voice. “Why didn’t…”

“Had my earphones in,” Sandy interrupted to bring my whining to an end.

There was no knowing if she was telling the truth although it didn’t really matter one way or the other now. I braced myself for the explosion of anger, but it didn’t materialize. What did was even worse. The sly grin on my stepsister’s face set my nerves on edge and I almost jumped when she walked in the bedroom then slammed the door shut.

“I’m sorry…, I’m really sorry,” I mumbled.

“Yeah, I just fucking saw how sorry you were,” Sandy replied and the sound of her mocking snigger filled me with dread. “I got a nice picture of it.”

Her words made me cringe, but I couldn’t get out a response as my brain scrambled. I was deep in the shit and my panic went through the roof when Sandy carried on speaking.

“You’re mum is going to be so disappointed when she sees that her perfect son is actually a depraved little deviant.”

“Ah, come on, Sandy,” I wailed in a voice that even sounded pathetic to me. “You can’t do…”

“But your mum’s dismay is the least of your concerns,” Sandy cut in harshly to end my entreaty before she went on with a comment that chilled my blood. “My dad is going to rip your fucking balls off and feed them to you when he sees this picture.”

“Sandy, please,” I let out in an anguished voice. “I’ve never done this before.”

“Liar,” she accused.

“Seriously,” I went on. “This is the first…”

“Well that makes it all fucking hunky dory then,” she spat out, but the sly smile returned to her lips again.

A silence stretched out that left me quaking and I had to fill it.

“Please, I’ll do anything you want. Just don’t tell…”

“Then move your hands away,” she said to end my words again.

I screwed up my face as I looked down at the way I was covering my groin. The shock of her walking in the room had taken some of the power from my erection, but the throb of arousal hadn’t subsided entirely.

“I can’t,” I whined.

“Fine,” she barked and lifted her hand. “Do you want your mum or my dad to see the picture first?”

“Ah, fucking hell,” I almost sobbed as I rocked my head back.

“Well?” Sandy snapped as she brandished her phone.

She had me well and truly by the bollocks and it appeared she wasn’t about to let me off the hook, so I did the only thing I could think off.

“I’ll take them off and put them back,” I said.

“Don’t you fucking dare,” she barked. “Do you think I want them after you’ve had your dirty dick in them? Just move your hands out of the way or I send this pretty picture.”

There was no choice. We stared at each other for a second before I meekly let my hands fall away from covering my crotch.

“Filthy pervert,” Sandy let out, but the words weren’t said angrily.

I chanced a look and saw the way she was staring at me. It seemed my stepsister might have her very own kinks and I suddenly wondered what my stupidity had got me into. I wished I’d stayed on my bed and just masturbated again, but it was too late for that. Before I knew what was happening, Sandy was standing right before me.

“Well, well,” she said. “You’ve been hiding a secret in your pants.”

I froze when she reached out, but the brushing touch of her fingertips grazing up my cock through the soft material of the panties had an instant effect and the hot-blooded surge of arousal brought me solidly erect.

“Fucking degenerate,” she said. “Have you been watching stepsister porn or something?”

There was no missing the hint of excitement in her voice, but it didn’t exactly fill me with hope that things were about to turn out well for me.

“No,” I bleated. “I saw…”

I realized what I was about to say and stopped myself, but the mistake was made and I heard Sandy’s harsh laugh before she spat out more words.

“If I find out you’ve been fucking spying on me, I’m going to…”

“No,” I cut in to stop her. “I haven’t been, honestly.”

“So, what did you see?”

My lips tightened together and I couldn’t hold her gaze, so looked down. It only brought my attention to the way my hard cock stuck out of the panties and I cringed.

“Well?” Sandy insisted.

She lifted her phone when I said nothing and my heart pounded as her fingers swiped across the screen. I couldn’t take it and the alarm showed in my voice.

“OK, OK.”

She finished what she was doing and turned the phone to show the picture of me on it.

“You piss me off one more time and I’ll fucking hit send,” she threatened. “Do you understand?”

“Yeah,” I said forlornly.

“What did you see?”

My chest puffed out when I sucked in a deep breath. I let the air back out to start telling the story of the girl’s skirt blowing up and heard the sniggering when I finished.

“Fucking nearest you’ve ever been to a girl’s ass,” Sandy mocked.

The truth of the words stained my cheeks red. My virginity was something I was desperate to lose, but I couldn’t even find a girlfriend and dreams of my first sex were just that…, dreams. I instinctively stepped back when Sandy reached out again and my ass bumped against the open underwear drawer.

“What other ones did you try on?” she demanded.

“I swear this is the only pair,” I told her.

There was no backing off when she stretched out a hand and I shuddered as her fingertips trailed along my erection through the silky material.

“Bigger than any of my boyfriends,” she muttered.

It made me glance up, but her gaze was firmly fixed on my groin. I’d never really seen her as anything other than a pain in the ass I had to live with and knew she probably viewed me in the same way. The incessant twitch of my cock as her fingers trailed up and down came to an end when she suddenly thrust her hand forward to grab my balls. Pain flared as she squeezed hard and my mouth opened wide in a pained groan as my body buckled. My gaze went to hers and the amusement on her face slowly melted away.

“Listen here, dickhead,” she hissed. “You ever come in my fucking bedroom again and touch my underwear then you can guarantee your mother will be getting a lovely image of her darling son.”

She held up her phone to my face as she squeezed harder and my features contorted as I stared at the picture of me in her panties.

“Do you understand?” she barked.

“Yes, fuck yes,” I let out in a pained voice.

My eyes met hers and it was clear she was enjoying being in control. Her grip tightened further around my balls to make them ache and my breath came out in harsh gasps until she finally let go. A shudder rippled through me when her fingers trailed along my stiff length again before she backed off.

“Lie down,” she ordered.

I’d been expecting her to tell me to fuck off, so the confusion showed on my face as my brain failed to comprehend the words. The sound of a derisive laugh made me squirm.

“Typical guy,” Sandy said. “Dick gets hard and your brain turns to fucking mush.”

“Shut up,” I muttered as the embarrassment of the moment intensified.

“OK, let’s send this picture,” she went on as she turned away.

“Jesus, I’ll do it, I’ll do it,” I spluttered.

She turned back and tapped the phone against her cheek as she watched me drop to my knees then lie down on the floor.

“Spread your legs,” she told me as she stepped closer.

It was fucking hellish being under her control, but there was no choice. She could drop me in it with one swipe of a finger and seemed to be relishing the power she had over me. I parted my legs and tensed when she stepped in between to loom over me. Her foot stretched out and I squirmed when her toes teased my balls through the silky, pink material. It made my hard cock jerk hard against the panties as the pulsing rush of arousal took hold.

“Go on then,” she said.

“Come on, Sandy,” I whined. “This isn’t funny.”

Her voice was jeering as she imitated my last words, but the tone became harsher when she went on.

“What, and you think stealing my panties is normal you fucking weirdo?”

“I wasn’t going to steal…”

“Bullshit,” she interjected. “A girl’s skirt blows up to show you panties for the first time in your life and suddenly you’re in my bedroom wearing a pair of mine with a massive hardon. I know what you were going to do, so show me.”

I wriggled around as her toes rubbed against my testicles. It left me torn between wanting more and the urge to get the hell out of the room. Not that it was my choice to make. She brandished the phone to make it clear who was in charge.

“Come on,” she urged and pulled her foot back. “Ease those panties down a little.”

My eyes opened wide as I stared up at her. I was more excited than ever before in my life as I reached for the underwear to ease the waistband off my cock then rolled the pink material down my legs a little. Sandy got her foot back between my thighs and her toes slipped under my naked balls to lift them up. It sent a hot rush of pleasure through my body.

There was suddenly no stopping myself as I grabbed hold of my erection to masturbate. I took a look to see the way my stepsister’s gaze was fixed on my groin as she continued to tease the underside of my balls with her toes, but I couldn’t keep watching. Closing my eyes, I stroked harder as the familiar rush of pleasure came alive.

There was no getting to the edge then backing off like I’d done in the shower. I was far too excited for that and my back slowly arched up from the floor as my buttocks clenched. My body stretched out as the pressure grew too strong to hold back and I let out a grunt as a sticky string of cum erupted over my belly and chest.

I slumped to the floor as the pulsing pleasure of the release filled my veins and the world became those pumping jets of thick white that drained my balls of another load. My mouth opened wide as Sandy’s foot pressed harder against me and the shuddering delight of the strong release kept going until I finally lay still. The sound of a mocking laugh filled my ears and my eyes snapped open to the sight of another picture being taken.

“Hmm…,” Sandy mused as she stared at it. “This one is prettier. I might send it to your mum.”

“No, please,” I blurted out as the panic returned. “I gave you what you wanted.”

She said nothing as she stepped out from between my legs and walked across to the door. Opening it, she set her gaze on me and the meaning was clear. The weakness in my legs didn’t stop me for scrambling to my feet and I started to push the panties down.

“Keep them,” she snapped. “I don’t fucking want them now.”

Another mocking laugh preceded me walking across the room to grab the towel. I used it to cover myself up as I headed for the door and kept my head bowed to avoid the gaze on me. Nothing else was said until I stepped out into the hallway.

“Oops…, finger slipped,” Sandy let out and laughed.

I spun around to see her holding the phone up, but couldn’t see the screen. It meant I didn’t know if she was winding me up or not about sending the picture.

“Please tell me you didn’t…,” I started, but wasn’t given the chance to finish

The door being slammed in my face made me wince. All I could do was stare as rising panic made me want to throw up. My mum and stepdad would get home in a few hours. It would only be then that I’d find out if my life really was about to become a nightmare.

***

The sound of knuckles rapping on wood came to me.

It made my blood freeze and I remained motionless as I stared across the bedroom. I’d heard the front door of the house opening not long before to signal that either my mother or stepdad had arrived home from work and I’d been on edge ever since.

The moment I’d feared was upon me and I wanted to shout out to ask who was there, but couldn’t get myself to do it. In truth, I didn’t really want to know. A deeper dread washed over me when another knock sounded out. There was no way I could ignore it. I steeled myself for the anger that might be about to come my way as I got up from the bed and walked across the room.

My hand trembled as I reached out to grasp the handle and I held my breath as I opened the door. The relief of seeing Sandy standing in the hallway gave way to a growing panic when I saw the sly smile on her face again.

“Did you wet your fucking pants, dickhead?” she asked quietly and let out a sniggering laugh.

It was clear she’d timed things to make me think whoever just got home had come to my room. I wanted to curse her, but was in no position to piss her off and remained silent. A frown creased my brow she held out her hand.

“What is it?” I asked when I saw the piece of paper.

“You’re evening adventure,” she replied. “Take it.”

“This isn’t fucking funny,” I muttered, but did as she told me and looked at the paper to see an address.

“Be there at eight,” she instructed.

The creases deepened on my brow as I looked up to catch her gaze.

“Whose address is it?” I asked.

“Amber Jackson.”

The laugh I let out was dismissive and my disbelief at what she was telling me showed in my voice.

“Yeah, sure it is.”

“You know who she is then?” Sandy asked and the sly smile I was coming to hate played on her lips again.

“Of course,” I replied. “Everyone in the college knows who Amber Jackson is.”

“Jacked off to her pretty face and body, have you?” Sandy taunted.

“No,” I muttered, but the flush of color that spread across my cheeks showed the true answer and my stepsister knew.

That was hardly surprising. Amber was the head cheerleader for the college football team and there probably wasn’t a male student who hadn’t fantasized about her at one time or another. Her long, blonde hair, gorgeous face and deliciously curvy figure had given me plenty of boners. I could be one hundred percent sure I wasn’t alone in that. She probably attracted more fans to the game than the football.

“Just be at her house by eight,” Sandy said to cut into my thoughts.

I stared at her and the suspicious expression on my face made her laugh. It brought more heat to my cheeks.

“I don’t believe you,” I said.

“I don’t care,” Sandy replied. “Just fucking be there on time if you don’t want mummy dearest being shocked by a picture of her baby wearing pink panties and cum.”

She turned away, but I still wasn’t convinced she was being serious.

“This is really her address,” I blurted out and saw her turn back to look at me.

“Uh-huh,” she replied.

“And…, she wants to see me?”

Sandy’s contemptuous laugh unsettled me more than ever and I couldn’t take my gaze from her as she went on.

“Oh, she’s already seen you. In fact, she thought you were very fetching in the pink panties.”

My jaw dropped and I remembered the moment I’d walked out of Sandy’s bedroom that afternoon. I hadn’t been sure at the time if the finger slipping comment was a wind up. In all honesty, I still wasn’t completely sure what to think. If what she was now telling me was true though, she really had sent the picture. The image of me in pink panties hadn’t gone to my mum or stepdad, however. It was now in the hands of a college cheerleader and my heart sank.

“Ah, fucking hell,” I whined. “You’ve ruined my life. It’ll be around college before I get there tomorrow.”

“Relax,” Sandy said and laughed. “She promised to keep it to herself if you give her what she wants.”

I brought a hand up to cover my eyes. An infatuation had been born earlier that day and I wished it hadn’t. A simple gust of wind had led to where I now was and the situation was completely spiraling out of control. There seemed little choice but to ride it out.

“What does she want?” I asked when I dropped my hand away from my face.

“Not for me to say,” Sandy answered and turned away from me again.

“Please,” I implored.

My stepsister didn’t listen this time and all I could do was watch as she walked away from me. It was only when she went inside her bedroom that I stepped back in my room and closed the door. I looked at the piece of paper in my hand and couldn’t shake off the feeling that I was being set up.

“Shit,” I muttered as I walked over to the bed and threw myself down on it.

I really didn’t want to visit the address. At the same time, the chance it might get me a meeting with Amber Jackson made me desperate to go. I couldn’t begin to imagine what she wanted with a nerd like me though. The athletic specimens of the football team were more her type. 

Thoughts tumbled through my mind at breakneck speed to leave my head spinning and another curse spilled from my lips as I continued to debate what to do. The truth was I didn’t have a choice. If Sandy followed through on her threat to send the picture to one of our parents, my life wouldn’t be worth living. There was no knowing if she would, but I wasn’t sure I wanted to risk it.

“Fuck,” I cursed as I forced my face into a pillow and tried not to panic.

***

The shrill ring made me jump in the darkness and my fumbling attempts to get my phone out of my pocket made me scowl. When I managed it, I swiped my finger across the screen to stop the noise without even looking at who was calling and glanced around as I brought the handset to my ear.

“Almost eight o’clock, dickhead,” Sandy said.

The sound of her voice made me cringe and I sucked in a long, deep breath.

“I know…, I fucking know,” I spat out. “It may come as a surprise to you, but I can tell the time.”

A mocking snigger came down the line to make my jaw tighten as the annoyance welled up. I hadn’t expected to speak to my stepsister again, but the sudden hope she might be about to tell me the whole thing was a wind up came in my head.

“What do you want?” I asked.

“Where are you?”

“Where you bloody told me to be,” I said in a snarky voice, which got me the sound of another mocking snigger in my ear before my stepsister went on talking.

“You can see the house?”

I lifted my free hand to wipe it across my mouth as I surveyed my surroundings. The dim glow of streetlights illuminated the scene, but I wasn’t sure which house number 42 was.

“Well, I can see houses,” I replied. “I just got to the end of the street.”

“Fucking hell,” Sandy exclaimed. “Get along in front of the house and I’ll phone you back in a couple of minutes.”

“But…”

The line went dead to stop my words and I let out a curse as I pulled the phone from my ear. A glance at my watch showed it was nearly eight o’clock. I still wasn’t convinced I was about to meet Amber Jackson, but I got moving. My phone rang again just as I got to the house I was supposed to be visiting. This time I looked at the screen and saw it was my stepsister’s number.

“What?” I asked when I answered the call.

“Do you see her?” Sandy asked. “She’s at her bedroom window.”

I was on the opposite side of the street from the house I was supposed to visit and in the shadow of a large hedge, so wasn’t sure I could be seen. The light in the upstairs window illuminated the girl standing at it and there was no mistaking the gorgeous face I stared at.

“Amber Jackson,” I murmured as I kept my eyes on her, but was snapped out of the reverie by the words that came down the line.

“Good luck,” Sandy mocked. “You’re going to fucking need it.”

“What do you…”

The line went dead again before I got the whole question out. I was already nervous, but the comment freaked me out. The instructions Sandy gave me were no wind up though. I was looking at Amber Jackson, the cheerleader masturbation dream of probably every guy at college.

Her gaze flitted around and it was clear the dark shadow of the hedge meant she couldn’t see me until I stepped forward. The smile that spread across her face made my pulse quicken and her beckoning gesture got me crossing the street.

When I looked up to the window again, she was gone from it. I could only assume she was coming to meet me at the door and it opened before I reached it. The sight of Amber in a pink camisole top and short, white skirt shredded my nerves and the smile she aimed at me left me spellbound. It felt like a dream, but I knew it wasn’t when she grabbed my wrist.

“Come in,” she said and pulled me across the threshold.

I had no clue what the fuck I’d got myself into, but I was in heaven. The fresh scent of perfume came to me when Amber closed the door then moved past me. Her grip tightened on my wrist to pull me after her and I forced myself not to look down at her smooth, tanned thighs.

“I’m taking a friend up, mum,” Amber shouted.

“Who is it?” a voice came back.

“Sandy Daniels’ stepbrother,” Amber replied. “His name is Francis. He’s offered to help me with some college coursework.”

The lie tripped off her tongue easily and seemed to be accepted because Amber’s mum said no more. I stayed quiet as I was led towards the staircase. When we got to it, I glanced back. The hallway was empty and the temptation was too great to resist.

My gaze went to the hem of the short skirt as we started to climb. It swung gently to give a glimpse below and I felt my libido kicking in yet again. The last thing I wanted was to get erect and I fought against the swell of hot blood. There was no taking my eyes from the pretty sight of tanned legs as we climbed the steps. It was only when we reached the top that I averted my gaze for fear of being caught.

Amber tugged on my wrist to lead me along to a door and pulled me through. It got me in the bedroom of the hottest cheerleader at my college. The fucking bedroom! I could barely believe what was happening as the door slammed shut.

“Sit…, sit,” Amber said and let go of my wrist to point to the bed.

I stood nervously as she walked away from me and it was only when she glanced back that I moved. Walking over to the bed, I perched myself on the very edge of it as Amber stepped in front of a full length mirror. I crossed my legs then uncrossed them as I snuck glances in her direction and found it impossible to stop fidgeting.

She ran her fingers through her blonde hair as she stared at herself in the mirror then slid her hands down the back of her skirt. Next, she adjusted the thin straps of the camisole top and I saw her lips pouting.

“Is it pretty?” she asked.

My eyes narrowed as I gazed across the room. I half expected her to berate me for staring so openly, but she didn’t seem to mind.

“Umm…, is what pretty?” I asked.

She turned away from her reflection to look across the room and put her hands on her hips. I felt the flush of heat on my face and dropped my gaze.

“My outfit, you idiot,” she said and let out a provocative laugh. “Do you think it’s pretty?”

“Oh, yeah, it’s gorgeous,” I replied.

“Well, look at it,” she said.

The dreamlike feeling came over me again. I was practically being told to ogle a hot cheerleader in a skimpy outfit. There was no way I was missing the chance and let my gaze roam over the tight top and short skirt. They put Amber’s curvy figure on display perfectly and I was suddenly struggling to fight off a growing erection. It made me squirm as I crossed my legs again.

“That’s what Brent does,” Amber said in a sniggering voice as she stepped towards me.

I didn’t need to ask what the comment meant. It was obvious her boyfriend failed to keep himself under control in her presence although that was hardly surprising.

“He’s a dirty bastard,” she went on and laughed as she grabbed the hem of her skirt to flick it up. “Fucking loves it when I tease him like that.”

Her actions stunned me. They also showed me the third pair of pink panties I’d seen that day. I struggled manfully to retain some composure, but failed miserably and could feel the throbbing pulse of arousal bringing me fully erect yet again.

“So, you like my outfit?” Amber said and took another step closer to me.

I kept my gaze on her skirt in the hope she would tease me with another flash of her panties. It didn’t happen though, so I answered her question.

“Yes.”

“You’re a little bit taller than me,” she mused when she got right in front of me. It was her gaze roaming over me now as I sat stiffly, but her attention returned to my face when she went on speaking. “It should fit you though.”

It took a second for the words to register in my brain, but even then I didn’t understand them.

“Say what?” I exclaimed and heard the giggle.

“Sandy didn’t tell you?” Amber went on.

I screwed up my face as I glanced at her.

“She just told me to be here at eight,” I admitted.

“You know she sent me the picture of you, right?” Amber went on as she dropped to her knees.

It put the hottest girl in college inches from me and it seemed surreal. The fact that she’d seen the picture brought me out in a hot flush and I nervously wiped the sweat from my forehead.

“She did mention it,” I mumbled and the urge to fidget made me uncross my legs.

“It’s so fucking hot,” Amber said and reached out to settle her hands on my knees before I could cross my legs again.

I really didn’t understand what was going on and blurted out the question before I could stop myself.

“Where exactly are you going with this?”

“I fucking love it when boys are dirty bastards,” she said and squeezed my knees. “A bad trait of mine I guess, but I knew you were the person I was looking for when I saw the picture.”

It didn’t really answer my question and I remained just as confused about what she actually wanted from me.

“I don’t know what you mean,” I said.

“I have a secret,” Amber replied.

I froze when she leaned forward. It made her hands slide up my legs to rest on the top of my thighs and put her head right beside mine, so her lips were practically pressing on my ear. The touch of her fingertips was so close to my groin and the sweet scent of her perfume surrounded me. My heartbeat pounded in my chest and the excitement threatened to overwhelm me when I heard her whispered words.

There was a wicked smile on her face when she moved back and I felt the disappointment of her hands returning to my knees. My chest puffed out as I sucked in heavy breaths and I couldn’t quite believe my luck at what was happening. I was a fucking nerd. The sort of boy a cheerleader wouldn’t give the time of day, yet here I was in Amber’s bedroom being told intimate secrets.

“Do you think I’m a bad girl?” she asked and let out a cheeky laugh as the smile widened on her face.

“No,” I blurted out. “But…, why are you telling me?”

“Because of my dickhead boyfriend,” she replied. “Well, him and his cousin. Darren is in town for a few weeks and Brent spilled the beans about what he and I have been getting up to.”

“Jesus,” I muttered.

“Yeah, I wasn’t exactly happy about it,” Amber went on and shrugged her shoulders. “I told Brent to keep secret that I get hot for anal sex and give it to him, but he and his cousin are close.”

Her demeanor didn’t suggest she was really pissed off about Darren being told. What she was telling me still didn’t really explain why I was sitting in her bedroom, so I came right out and asked.

“What’s all this got to do with me?”

“Darren wants to try,” Amber said and laughed.

“You mean you’re going to let him…”

“Fuck no,” Amber cut in and laughed. “He’s getting fuck all from me, but Brent asked for my help to…, you know.”

“He wants you to find a girl?” I asked.

“He wants me to find someone,” Amber replied and winked.

The hair stood up on the back of my neck when I caught on to what her meaning was. My jaw dropped open as I stared at her and suddenly I wished I wasn’t there.

“No way,” I muttered. “I’m not…”

“I’ll dress you up pretty,” she said.

Her comment about the clothes she wore fitting me suddenly made sense and I started to panic, but didn’t get the chance to say anything when she went on.

“I knew you were dirty when I saw the picture.”

“I’m a fucking boy,” I spluttered. “It’ll hardly go unnoticed by Darren.”

“What the fuck does that matter,” Amber said. “It’s not like he wants pussy. He wants a tighter hole.”

“Get one of your friends to do it,” I blurted out.

“That would mean fessing up to what I’ve been doing with Brent,” Amber pointed out. “I don’t want rumors circulating about me in college.”

“You just confessed it to me.”

“Yeah, but you’re not going to tell anyone, are you?” she said. “Not while I have that picture. You wouldn’t want that getting out.”

“Ah, fucking hell,” I muttered and repeated myself. “I’m a boy.”

“Won’t matter to Darren,” Amber said. “From what Brent’s told me, he’ll take any opportunity that comes his way and I’m going to give him one.”

I squeezed my eyes shut and let out a curse at the realization I’d really dropped myself in it big time. My stepsister had taken advantage and it looked like Amber wanted to do the same. The excitement of knowing she enjoyed anal sex with her boyfriend melted away at the idea I might be trying it for myself and it would be my asshole getting ravaged.

That I was in the situation was my own fault, but that didn’t make it any easier to accept. I recalled Sandy mockingly wishing me good luck before she hung up our last call. She’d known what I was going to be asked to do. Well, I was being more than asked. What was happening verged on blackmail.

“Please, for me,” Amber said and smiled as she got to her feet. “I’ll let you wear the whole outfit.”

The fact that I was effectively being coerced to give her what she wanted fled my mind in an instant when I saw her hands slip under the hem of the short skirt. The white material kept her covered, but there was no doubt what she was doing and I watched in amazement as she pulled her pink panties down her legs then stepped out of them.

“When I say all of the outfit, I mean everything,” she went on and held the pretty underwear out to me. “I know you’ll like them. The picture made that all too clear. Don’t you want to wear them?”

My gaze shot up to hers and she nodded to show I should take what she held. I still reached out tentatively and expected the panties to be snatched away, but they weren’t and I was allowed to grab them. The breath caught in my throat as I brushed my fingertips across the soft material.

“You can probably smell my pussy on them,” Amber said and let out a wicked laugh.

The dirty words brought back the rush of excitement, as well as the memory of lifting Sandy’s underwear to my face. That only got me the smell of fabric softener. This was going to give me a lot more.

“Are you serious?” I asked.

“Told you I like boys being dirty,” she said.

It gave me the permission to bring the panties to my nose and my cock throbbed when I took in the scent.

“Are you a virgin?” Amber asked.

The question made me grimace and red flushed darker on my cheeks when I nodded my head.

“Ever had a blowjob?” Amber went on.

I slowly pulled the panties from my face as I stared at her.

“No,” I said. “I’ve never done anything?”

“That’s not what Sandy said,” Amber teased. “The story she told me was you shot a big fat load all over yourself.”

“She made me.”

“Yeah, well she’s a kinky bitch,” Amber said. “I’ll make sure you get a lot more if you promise to give me what I want and we can’t have a big, hard cock spoiling the line of those panties when you’re wearing them. We’ll have to get rid of it before you put them on.”

She dropped to her knees again and my gaze went to the hem of her skirt in the hope I might get a flash of pussy. It didn’t happen, but there was no ridding myself of the idea it might before I left the room.

“I called Brent to tell him what I was planning,” she said. “He passed the details on to his cousin and Darren’s all for it. If you go along with it, I’ll get rid of your hardon before I dress you up. That stay’s between us though. If either of them asks any questions, you tell them you jacked off.”

I brought the panties back to my face to get more of the scent and listened as Amber went on talking.

“My mum works late tomorrow, so be here at around four. I’ll get you all dressed up pretty before Darren gets his first taste of anal…, with his practice girl.”

My tongue slid around my lips as I stared at her pretty face. Things like this weren’t supposed to happen to boys like me. At least that’s what I thought, but suddenly I was on the verge of my first real sexual experience. Well, if I didn’t count what happened with Sandy that afternoon.”

“And you’ll…,” I blurted out and left the comment hanging in the hair.

Amber made a show of wetting her lips before bringing her hand up to her mouth. Her tongue darted against the inside of her cheek to make it bulge out as she mimicked a blowjob. It sealed the deal for me and I nodded my head. She let out a cheeky laugh as she grabbed the panties from my hand and got to her feet.

I realized the meeting was over when she walked to the door. The disappointment welled up, but not for long. I’d be back in her bedroom the following day and it was going to get me something special. It wasn’t only a blowjob though, but I forced what would come after it from my mind as I got to my feet.

“Four o’clock,” Amber said when I got to her and motioned her head towards my groin. “And don’t let my mum see that when you’re leaving.”

I looked down at the massive bulge in my jeans and more heat flushed onto my cheeks as I grabbed the sides of my jacket to pull them together.

“See you, practice girl,” Amber said and opened the door.

My gaze dropped to the short skirt. I wasn’t going to get a flash of pussy now, so put the idea out of my head as I walked out of the door and hurried down the stairs to leave the house.

***

I didn’t shout when I got home from college.

I’d learned my lesson the previous day and checked every room downstairs to make sure Sandy wasn’t around before heading up to the first floor of the house. Not that I intended to go in my stepsister’s room again. There was no need for that. My mind was on other things.

Well, on one thing to be honest. Amber Jackson.

I had a quick shower then checked the time to see it was just after three. Ditching a whole afternoon of classes two days in a row had seemed like a bad idea, so I’d forced myself to go to the earlier ones. I couldn’t really focus my mind on what the lecturers were teaching, however. I found myself drifting off into fantasies about Amber all too frequently and was glad when I finally sneaked out of the back gate of the college to bring my day of studies to a premature end.

I was on the verge of a lot more than fantasies, but it wouldn’t only be Amber I met that afternoon. The idea of being dressed up in the outfit she’d revealed the day before excited me, as did the prospect of the first blowjob of my life. Whether I actually got it was another thing altogether. I’d come to the conclusion that the offer might have simply been enticement to get me to agree to what she wanted.

Not that it was needed. The indecent picture she had of me and the threat that it might circulate around the college was a more pertinent reason as to why I needed to go ahead with the arrangement. It was more than that, however, and I couldn’t pretend otherwise. I really, really wanted to find out how far Amber would actually go and what she might give me. The idea of what would happen after that, when she had me prettily sissified as a practice girl, didn’t appeal quite so much although there would likely be no getting out of it.

“Shit,” I muttered as I tried to clear the thought of being used out of my head.

I was amazed at where an unexpected gust of wind the day before had led me, but my virginity was on the cusp of being well and truly popped. There had been no taming my cock all day and I’d been hiding an erection for much of it. As far as I was aware, it hadn’t been noticed at college and I prepared myself to hide it again as I got ready to leave home. There wasn’t much point in worrying about what I wore. The clothes probably wouldn’t be on me for long when I got to Amber’s home and the thought of that made my cock throb all the more.

“Dickhead,” I berated myself as I threw on a t-shirt and pair of jeans.

My erection stubbornly refused to die away and there was no missing the stiff outline when I looked in the mirror. I went to get the jacket I’d worn to college and closed the zipper, so the material covered my groin.

There was no point in hanging around, so I got going. It meant I reached the corner of the street where Sandy had called me the previous evening at twenty minutes to four. I debated whether to wait a while, but didn’t really want to get caught loitering in broad daylight. Walking along to Amber’s home, I went to the door and rang the bell. It was a few seconds before I heard movement from inside and, suddenly, she was there before me again.

“Hey, you’re early,” she said and laughed. “Couldn’t wait, huh?”

I simply shrugged my shoulder and she grabbed my wrist to pull me inside. She looked along the hallway, but there was no one else in sight and her hand came to my groin when she returned her attention to me.

“Fucking knew you would be solid,” she said in a hushed voice and put a finger of her free hand to her lips to show I should be quiet.

Her touch was all too fleeting and I felt the disappointment of it pulling away. She grabbed my wrist again to lead me along the hallway and put a finger to her lips once more when she stopped outside a room. I watched as she popped her head around the door and heard the words.

“It’s him,” she said. “I’ll get him ready. Wait until I call before you come up.”

“Yeah, sure,” a voice replied.

I could only guess it was her boyfriend, Brent, speaking and the sudden burst of nerves crushed me. My pulse was already racing, but it went off the charts when my wrist was grabbed again. I resisted the tug for a second or two, but Amber was insistent and pulled harder to get me moving.

My gaze settled on the way tight, denim shorts stretched across her rounded cheeks as I followed her up the stairs. She pulled me into her bedroom as she’d done the day before. This time she didn’t walk away when she closed the door. Instead, she shoved me against it, unzipped my jacket and groped my erection through my jeans as she leaned closer. I closed my eyes when I felt her breath on the side of my head and a shiver of delight rippled down my spine when her lips touched my ear.

“Remember what I told you,” she whispered as she continued to grope my hard cock. “What happens in this room between you and me stays in this room.”

“Yeah,” I agreed. “I won’t say anything.”

Her lips slid across my cheek then brushed softly against my mouth, but her hand slipped lower and I winced when her fingers grabbed at my balls through the denim. It reminded me of Sandy doing a similar thing to me the day before and I clamped my mouth shut to hold in the pained groan that threatened to come out.

“I fucking mean it,” Amber hissed through gritted teeth. “No boasting to your nerdy little friends about what you got from me.”

“I understand,” I gasped in a strained voice. “I promise I won’t say anything.”

“Good boy,” she said when she loosened her grip. “Or should I say good girl.”

Her hand slid back up and I shuddered when her palm pressed against the outline of my erection again. I heard the giggle and I opened my eyes to a perfect smile on a gorgeous face.

“Definitely a good boy,” she teased and leaned forward to peck her lips on mine.

I was in the middle of a dirty dream like I couldn’t believe and obediently followed when she grabbed my wrist to lead me across to the dressing table. It was her who sat down on the stool in front of it. She pulled me right in front of her and looked up when she spoke.

“Take off the jacket.”

She watched as I did it then grabbed at my t-shirt to push it up. I was in heaven as she leaned forward to nuzzle her lips against my exposed midriff. It made my erection strain for release from my jeans and I knew it was going to happen when she loosened the button and zipper.

I followed the instructions she gave me until I was standing completely naked before her. My breathing grew heavier as her gaze roamed over me and my muscles tensed when she reached out to press her palm against my belly.

“Not much curves,” she said as she ran her hand to my hip. “But your slim figure will look pretty in the outfit.”

I was barely listening to what she said. My entire focus was on the touch of her hand on my naked hip. It felt electric and a strong rush of hot blood made me tremble. All I wanted was Amber’s fingers curled around my throbbing erection and a whimper spilled from my lips when she grabbed hold. The embarrassment of the sound coming out was made worse by the giggle it elicited, but I didn’t care.

“You fucking virgin boys get so hard,” she said as she squeezed tightly. “You’d ruin my panties if I put them on you now.”

I looked down to the sight of slender fingers gently caressing along my stiff length. It was heaven and I could feel the mounting excitement already taking me towards the point where I’d lose it completely. I clenched my buttocks tightly as I sucked in heavy breaths in an attempt to cool my ardor before it all got too much for me.

“Isn’t going to take long, is it?” Amber teased me when she looked up.

“No,” I replied.

“The first time is a bomb,” she joked before leaning in.

She tilted her head to the side and brushed her blonde hair behind her ear. I knew it was done to let me watch as she flicked out her tongue to slide it around the little opening on the tip of my cock.

The fierce throbbing it brought on made her giggle and it was clear she was relishing having me under her control. Her fingers slid right down to the base of my shaft and clasped tightly around it. She pressed her lips against the tip and I watched in amazement as they slowly slid over the head. Her tongue got working again to swirl around slick skin and my legs juddered.

“Fuck,” I gasped as the pleasure gripped hold to shake me.

Another giggle sounded out when Amber backed off and her gaze came to mine when she teased her tongue around the glistening head on my cock again.

“Are you ready, practice girl?” she asked before letting spit dribble out.

All I could do was nod when her hand came up to work the lubrication in and my body tensed when she slid her lips over the tip on my erection again. They clamped in place just below the head and she started to apply the pressure by stroking her fingers up and down.

She held the eye contact and it was the best moment of my life, but I was fighting off the urge to let the pleasure overwhelm me right away. My head tilted back as she quickened the pace of her hand and got her tongue swirling again. The trembling of my legs worsened when her hand came to a stop clamped around the base of my shaft.

I looked down to a mass of blonde hair bobbing as Amber started to give me the blowjob she’d promised and my legs threatened to crumble as the hot burn of pleasure lit up every inch of my body. It made me put my hand on her head, but she said nothing about it and I tangled my fingers in her pretty blonde tresses as she upped the pace.

She made the head of my cock slide across her slippery inner cheek to take it almost to the back of her throat and it left me desperately fighting off the compulsion to fill her mouth with cum. I mean, I wanted to do it. I wanted to do it more than anything, but not so quickly and I tried to hold back the growing pressure in my balls to enjoy her lips sliding along my erect length until it became impossible.

“Can’t hold it,” I gasped.

The expectation that she’d bring her mouth up to the head of my cock disappeared in a second when she pulled her fingers from around the base and pushed her mouth down. Her nose was practically buried in my pubes and she glanced up as my excitement peaked. My hips bucked as I let loose and her eyes blinked as a streaming spurt of cum erupted down her throat.

She still didn’t pull back and I reveled in a moment that was better than I could have ever imagined. My gaze stayed on her as she let me unload more spurts of my hot seed down her throat and her eyes seemed to roll back until she finally yanked her head up. A hoarse giggle spilled from her lips along with a dribble of com. I watched the thick white roll towards her chin until she brought a hand up and caught the sticky trickle on the end of her finger.

My eyes opened wide as she sucked it clean and the pop of noise when she pulled her finger from between her lips was the sexiest thing I’d ever heard. She reached out to stroke touches along my still throbbing erection and looked up to catch my gaze.

“You’re not a blowjob virgin anymore,” she teased and winked.

Her gaze dropped down to the way she was sliding her fingers along my erection, but she let go when it began to soften.

“OK,” she said when she got to her feet. “You’ve had your fun, let’s get you looking pretty.”

She made me sit down on the stool and I stared at myself in the dressing table mirror. The smile wouldn’t leave my face when she moved behind me and put her hands on my shoulders.

“Ready?” she asked.

I wasn’t, but didn’t admit it and simply nodded my head. She took a couple of tissues from a box on the dressing table and used them to wipe the sheen of sweat from my forehead and cheeks. All I could think about was the blowjob I just got and my gaze continually flitted to Amber’s pretty face.

She ignored me though to concentrate on what she was doing as she applied eye liner in a winged style then darkened my lashes with mascara. After a short pause, she used blusher to highlight my cheekbones and the look was finished with some lip gloss to give me a wet-mouthed appearance.

“Oh fuck, he’s going to love that,” Amber said as she stared in the mirror. “He’ll be hard before you get your mouth on him.”

“What?” I blurted out.

My surprise was greeted with a snigger.

“I just showed you what to do,” she said. “You’ve got to get his cock wet for what he’s going to give you.”

“Ah, fucking hell,” I muttered, but the throb of arousal returned and I closed my eyes as my body betrayed me.

I’d tried to pretend to myself that I didn’t want the encounter with Darren, but the unbidden twitch of my cock told otherwise. I remembered being made to perform for Sandy the day before. I’d done it barely fifteen minutes after I masturbated in the shower. It seemed that an unexpected flash of panties in front of the college had really set my libido alight to give me an obsession and I grimaced when Amber’s chin settled on my shoulder.

“Virgin boys are so fucking insatiable,” she teased and pressed her palm on my naked chest. “Can’t keep it under control, can you?”

I caught her gaze in the mirror. There was no way she could miss the heavy pounding of my heartbeat and a smirk played on her lips as she slowly trailed her hand lower. It made me rock my head back to break the eye contact when her fingers curled around my cock.

“You’re so into this,” she went on. “But then…, I knew that when I saw the picture Sandy sent.”

I closed my eyes as her lips nuzzled against my ear and her whispered words ignited my arousal.

“Your big, hard cock pressing against the soft material on those pretty pink panties…, you fucking love it, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I gasped as her fingers began stroking to bring me fully erect again.

“Mmm…, such a bad boy,” Amber said. “Let’s give you a taste of what you’re about to get.”

“What do you…”

It was as far as I got before she let go and ordered me to my feet. I watched in astonishment as the hottest girl in my college dropped to her knees before me when I got up. She grabbed hold of my erection with her right hand and brought the middle finger of her left hand to her mouth.

I was transfixed as I watched her brush her fingertip seductively along her slightly parted lips before taking it between them. She held my gaze as she sucked on it to get it soaked and I realized she wasn’t only putting on a naughty show when she pulled her finger from her mouth.

“Spread your legs,” she said.

I wasn’t given much choice in the matter when she forced her hand in between my thighs. The slippery caress of her fingertip sliding to my asshole made me rise up on my tiptoes and the clenching pulse of my sphincter muscles felt so good. I knew what was coming, so tightened my lips to stifle a groan when the pressure increased.

“Always wanted to do this,” Amber said and there was no missing the excitement in her voice.

“Doesn’t Brent let…”

“Oh, fuck no,” Amber said and giggled. “Boys aren’t supposed to be penetrated is what he always tells me, fucking prick that he can be sometimes. You’d think he’d let me do it considering what I give him, but I’ve never managed to convince him.”

The trembling of my legs was worse than before as I felt the slipperiness of the spit helping her fingertip ease past the tight clenching of my asshole. My body buckled as a flood of pleasure I wasn’t expecting hit hard.

Amber’s grip tightened around my erection as she eased her finger inch by inch deeper in my asshole. It brought on involuntary muscle spasms that left me gasping for breath and I couldn’t hold in the groan.

“Shut up,” Amber hissed and giggled. “Doesn’t it feel good?”

“Yes,” I gasped.

“And it’s only a finger,” she went on. “Wait until you feel a cock filling you up.”

“Shit,” I muttered and gritted my teeth as her stiff, lubricated finger began to slow stroke into my asshole.

I got more when she leaned forward and it was me who brushed Amber’s hair back this time. She didn’t say a word, so I held her blonde locks out of the way to watch as she teased the head of my cock with fast, flickering licks. It felt unbelievable and I eased my hips forward. She let out a gasping giggle, but gave me what I wanted by taking my erection between her lips.

The bobbing of her head started straight away, but there was no headlong rush towards a climax this time. It was less than fifteen minutes since my balls emptied and it gave me more of a chance to enjoy the blowjob this time. That it came with a finger stroking into my asshole was dirty and Amber forced the touch deep over and again as she continued to suck on my cock.

Her head finally came up, so she could catch a breath and I stared down at the way her tongue slid around the strings of spit hanging from her lips. She glanced up to see me watching and smirked.

“Come on, practice girl,” she said and fucked her finger knuckle-deep in my tight hole. “We need to get rid of this hardon if you want to wear my panties.”

She held my gaze as she got her hand working to stroke up and down my throbbing length and she quickened the pace until I was edging another orgasm. It made my buttocks clench and I groaned as my muscles pulsed around the penetration of her finger. She immediately began stroking it into my asshole again and ducked her head to take my erection back in her mouth.

The feel of her soft lips pleasuring me was too much. I tried to hold back to enjoy the blowjob for as long as I could, but she worked her lips lower with each bob of her head until the tip brushed against the back of her throat. It was too much and set me off. My hips jerked hard as I flooded her mouth with more cum and the strong spasms of my asshole around her finger felt unreal.

It made the release every bit as strong as the first and Amber kept her mouth wrapped around my jerking cock as my balls drained of another load. My knees buckled when the rush of trembling afterglow hit hard and I dropped down on the stool.

She leaned forward to kiss me and there was nothing I could do to stop her sticky tongue sliding into my mouth. I could taste myself on it and let the kiss linger until Amber finally pulled back.

“We’re going to have some fucking fun together,” she said and laughed when she stood up. “Clean your cock. It’s time for you to get dressed.”

I watched as she walked away from me, but eventually turned and grabbed a couple of tissues from the box on the dressing table to clean the head of my erection. The pulsing throb of arousal was still there and I sucked in deep breaths as I tried to rid myself of it.

“Stand up,” Amber said when she returned to me.

When I did so, she put down what she was holding on the stool then flicked her fingers at my cock.

“Fuck me, does it ever calm down,” she joked and laughed.

“Not around you,” I replied.

“Don’t let Brent hear that,” she said. “He’ll fucking massacre you if he finds out what we did.”

“Jesus,” I muttered and tried to clear the idea of Brent hunting me down from my mind.

Amber grabbed the short white skirt and knelt down to hold it for me. When I stepped into it, she pulled it up into place around my waist and secured the button. My cock still hadn’t calmed down and she sniggered as she looked at the way it bulged out the material.

“You’re supposed to be a fucking girl,” she said and flicked her fingers at the bulge.

“I can’t help it,” I replied.

“Think about something that’s not sexy,” she went on and grabbed the top and panties from the seat. “Sit.”

I did so and the panties were dropped in my lap.

“Hold up your hands,” she instructed.

I did so and watched in the mirror as the top was eased over my arms and head then pulled into place. Amber adjusted the straps on my shoulders then slid her hands down to my chest.

“It’s padded,” she said as she squeezed the material. “So it looks like you’ve got little titties. Darren will like that.”

She giggled as she continued to grope, but she finally let go and reached to the handle of a small side cabinet in the dressing table. I let out a curse when I saw what she brought out.

“It’s a nice finishing touch,” she said when she moved behind me.

All I could do was watch as she put the blonde wig on me and worked it properly into place. She brushed the ends of the shoulder length tresses forward, so they curled around my throat and upper chest. She then played with the fringe to get it the way she wanted.

“Fucking hell,” she said when she finished and let out a sniggering laugh. “Do you want to be on the cheerleader team?”

My eyes opened wide as I stared in the mirror. The makeup and blonde hair made me almost unrecognizable to myself and I couldn’t pull my eyes from my reflection until Amber spoke again.

“Give me the panties.”

I grabbed them from my lap to hand them over and was told to get up. Amber squatted down when I did so and held the underwear for me to step into. She pulled it up my legs and felt my cock was now soft as she worked the pink panties into place.

“Remember what I taught you,” she said when she straightened up. “I want a good show.”

“You’re going to watch?” I asked.

“Fuck, yeah,” she said and winked. “Brent and I wouldn’t miss this for the world and Darren’s all for it.”

“What about me?” I asked.

“Suck it up, practice girl,” she answered and winked. “I’ve given you enough. It’s time for you to show what a good little sissy you are.”

She turned to walk across the room and my nerves flared towards panic. I wanted to yell for her to stop, but the attempt stuck in my throat and all I could do was stare helplessly when she opened the door. There was smirk on her face when she glanced back at me.

“Hey, Brent,” she shouted. “Come on up.”

***

“Shit, shit, shit,” I muttered as I stumbled backwards across the room.

The sound of footsteps hurrying up the stairs made my heart skip a beat. The flash of anxiety was laced with excitement though and I came to a stop when I bumped into the wall.

“Relax,” Amber said as she stared at me. “You know you’re going to like it.”

She brought a hand up to brush her pinkie across her lips and all I could think about was the way she’d fingered me. I could tell her mind was on the same thing as we stared at each other and the spell wasn’t broken until the two boys arrived at the bedroom door. Amber rocked her head back to avoid the kiss Brent tried to give her. She clapped a hand over his mouth when he persisted and he eventually gave up.

“No fucking way,” he let out when he looked towards me. “I want to fuck him myself.”

His cheeky comment got him an elbow in the guts and the grunt he let out turned to a gasping laugh.

“I’m just joking,” he said.

“Watch your fucking mouth,” Amber replied. “I dressed him up for Darren. We just watch, remember. No touching.”

She gazed across the room and I knew the sly smile on her face was for my benefit only. It felt conspiratorial. We both knew she’d touched. She’d touched all she wanted when we were alone in the room and I hoped she’d do the same again at some point. That was for another time, if it ever happened, and I watched as she reached in the pocket of her denim shorts. She brought out a pack of gum and offered it to Darren and Brent, but they shook their heads to refuse.

Her eyes fixed on me again as she unwrapped a piece and popped it in her mouth. We both knew why she was doing it and I suddenly realized why she’d stopped Brent’s kiss. She didn’t want him tasting cum in her mouth and was obviously hoping the minty flavor would do the job of covering it.

“Isn’t he pretty?” she said.

I looked at Darren and saw the wide smile on his face. It showed how much he was looking forward to his first experience of anal. The fact I was a boy dressed up as a girl didn’t seem to bother him at all and that came through in his voice.

“Yeah, you wouldn’t even know he was a fucking boy.”

My pulse quickened when the door closed and I knew there would be no escape for me. Not that I wanted to. I glanced down to see a bulge in Darren’s jeans and remembered Amber’s comment about him being hard before I got my mouth on him. It was true and the sight of it brought home what was about to happen.

“Well?” Brent let out as he slipped an arm around Amber’s waist. “Two jocks, one pretty cheerleader and a practice girl…, let’s get this fucking party started.”

I watched as he led his girlfriend to the chair in the corner of the room. He sat down and Amber let out a giggling shriek when she was pulled onto his lap. She squirmed around on his obviously hard cock and I was spellbound. Her legs parted and Brent let a hand slide down until it was almost casually draped between her spread thighs.

“Sit on the bed,” Amber said.

It took a few seconds for it to register in my brain that the order was aimed at me. It made my nerves spike and I was all too aware of the gazes of the other three now firmly fixed on me. Beads of sweat broke out on my forehead as I stayed rooted to the spot.

“Come on, practice girl,” Amber urged. “Don’t let me down when I dressed you up pretty.”

Her words sparked me to action and I moved across the room on shaky legs. Being the center of attention wasn’t what I was used to. There was no doubt that’s exactly what I was when I came to a stop at the bottom of the bed. I sat down and my gaze fixed on Amber again. Brent’s other hand was now groping her breasts through her t-shirt and her hips rolled to grind her bottom on the hardness of his erection.

It was only when I caught the movement out of the corner of my eye that I turned my attention to Darren. I got a close up view of how tall and athletic he was when he stopped right in front of me. My gaze fixed on the bulge in his jeans. It was right there in front of my face, but I couldn’t get myself to act.

“Don’t be shy,” he said and reached out to grab my wrist.

I let him pull my hand to his crotch and was suddenly in the same position Amber had been only a short time before. Then it had been her groping my hard cock through denim. Now it was me doing that very thing to Darren and it shocked me how much I liked it. I’d never really questioned my sexuality before, but it was suddenly uppermost in my mind.

My preference was for girls. I knew that. If I had to choose one of the other three people in the room to be with, it would be Amber every time. It wasn’t my choice though. I had been turned into a submissive sissy boy for a muscular jock and I could feel just how much he wanted what was happening.

“Get it out,” Amber urged.

I glanced across the room to see the way she had her legs draped over the arms of the chair. It spread her legs obscenely wide. The zipper of her denim shorts had been pulled down and Brent’s fingers were already through the gap. I could see a hint of white panties and the little groans of pleasure she let out showed she was enjoying her boyfriend’s intimate touch.

“Forget about them,” Darren said as he put a hand on my cheek to bring my attention back to him.

I could feel the fierce pulse of his arousal as I continued to grope his erection through his jeans, but eventually fumbled with the button and zipper at his crotch to get them loosened. The grip of excitement tightened, but I felt so out of my depth it verged on scary.

My breath came out heavily as I grabbed hold of the denim to drag it down and it showed that Darren was wearing nothing under it. The shock of being confronted by an erection that was hard for me gave way to fascination as I stared at the little droplet of pre-cum that bubbled up.

Darren’s hand settled on my head and I instinctively resisted his attempt to pull me in. My resolve crumbled in an instant when the pressure increased and I closed my eyes when my lips pressed on the tip. It wet them with the pre-cum and the taste filled my mouth.

“He’s a good little sissy,” Amber joked and let out a laugh. “Or should I say bad?”

It was clear she was enjoying the show and I opened my eyes to glance across the room. Our gazes locked together for a second before Darren’s grip tightened on the back of my neck to make me give more. A puff of breath spilled from my lips as I parted them to take the head of his erection in my mouth.

All I could do was copy what Amber had showed me not long before, so I clamped my lips tightly onto hard flesh just below the head and wrapped my fingers around a thick erection to start stroking. At the same time, I teased slick skin with my tongue and knew Darren was enjoying what I was giving him.

“Fuck, yeah,” he growled.

A glance up showed his head rocked back as I carried on working my fingers along his erect length. His legs started to tremble as mine had when Amber’s mouth was on me and I copied her actions again. Sliding my fingers to the base of Darren’s erection, I gripped tightly and parted my lips to let spit spill out. I watched the way it rolled down over bulging veins and the rush of excitement took my breath.

I got my fingers working again to spread the lubrication along his length and the pressure on the back of my head grew stronger. It made me slide my lips lower and I felt the gag reflex kicking in. Suddenly, my mouth was flooded with saliva and it soaked Darren’s length as I started to bob my head.

“Where did he fucking learn to blow a cock like that?” Brent let out and laughed.

His comment brought a hot flush of red to my cheeks and I recalled Amber’s warning that her boyfriend would massacre me if he found out what we’d done. She let out a laugh as she spoke.

“Fuck knows, but he must have had a good teacher.”

The cheeky comment made me snort, but I pushed my mouth down to make myself gag and Darren’s loud groans of pleasure filled the room. I gasped for breath when I forced against the pressure on the back of my neck to lift my head. A glance across the room showed Brent and Amber kissing deeply and I brought my attention back to the bubbly strings of white that stretched between my glossy lips and the slick head of a thick cock.

“Get it wetter,” Darren urged.

I gave in to his encouragement and worked my lips over the head of his cock again. More spit coated his length as I gave a sloppy blowjob and I used my hand to spread it all the way down to the base. My lips slid lower as I tried to take more until I started to gag again. It brought out heavy, rasping breaths when I pulled my head up, but I settled my lips on the tip of Darren’s stiff shaft to let even more spit roll down his manhood.

The sound of his groans filled the room as my fingers raced along his length and it was him who pulled my hand away. I backed off and watched as he grabbed at his t-shirt to take it off. He then kicked away his jeans and stepped forward.

I was already trying to clamber all the way onto the bed when he fell on me. His weight came down as he straddled my chest and my gaze fixed on the throbbing movement of his erection as I was trapped on the bed. He grabbed at my wrists to pin them down and his face came right above mine. There was no way I could hold the inquisitive gaze on me and I closed my eyes.

“For fuck’s sake, Amber,” Darren let out after a second or two of silence. “You really made him pretty.”

There was no response and I wanted to look to see what Amber and Brent were getting up to now, but couldn’t bring myself to do it. The kiss came out of the blue and the unexpectedness of it meant it was too late to turn my head away. Darren seemed unconcerned that I’d been sucking his cock only seconds before. If anything, I’d swear it excited him all the more and there was no stopping his tongue wriggling into my mouth.

The deep, French kiss turned me on and I didn’t care that it was from a boy. In that moment, I wanted it more than anything and pushed my head up as Darren’s lips crushed onto mine. I opened my eyes when it ended to see him staring at me and his intense gaze made me shudder.

A second of silence in the room ended when he let go of my wrists and rose to his knees. He shuffled down my body then grabbed at my hips to turn me over. His hand clapped down on the pink material of the panties when he dragged the short skirt up and the pain of the spank ripped through my body.

I forced my head down in the covers to stifle the sound of my cry when Darren’s hand landed on my ass again. My body tensed as the hot agony erupted before I started to squirm uncontrollably. The shouted encouragement of Amber and Darren got me spanked again before hands slid under my hips to pull my ass up in the air.

It left me on all fours, but I dropped my head down to bury my face in the covers as fingers ripped at the pink panties to drag them down my thighs. Spasms made my muscles quiver as groping touches sank into my buttocks and I could feel the way they were being spread. It gave Darren the sight of what he wanted and he got right behind to grind his hard cock between my butt cheeks, so I could feel the throb of it on my clenched asshole.

Whimpering moans threatened to spill from my lips as I found myself getting turned on for the rough treatment of a jock taking what he wanted from me. The slipperiness of his cock made it slide easily against my skin and my fingers clawed at the bedding as I was forced forward by his muscled midriff crushing against me.

“Do him, Darren,” Brent yelled.

I turned my head to look across to the corner of the room. It got me the sight of Amber writhing on Brent’s fingers. Her denim shorts were partially pulled down now and her panties were eased to the side to show she was being fingered by her boyfriend. She was still sitting on his lap and squirming around on his hard cock.

“Fuck,” I gasped when Darren moved back and spanked my ass again.

The sting of pain flooded my veins and I grimaced as I rubbed my face against the covers.

“Show me,” Darren ordered.

He grabbed at my right hand to bring it to my ass and I sank my fingers in my cheek to pull on it. The slippery tip of his erection settled against my asshole right away and I closed my eyes tightly as his forceful efforts started to spread my tight ring. I remembered Amber’s spit-coated finger sliding in, but what I was getting now was something more.

My head reared up as the flare of painful penetration came with a burning pleasure that took my breath. I could feel the throbbing pulse of hard cock as the head slipped all the way inside to violate my asshole. It made my sphincter pop all the way open and there was no holding back Darren. He grabbed my hips to pull himself onto me and it was the sound of his groans which filled the room as he drove every hard inch of his cock into the tight softness.

His hand spanked on my butt again and the pulsing contractions of my muscles made them ripple around his erection. He obviously liked the sensation as much as me because he began spanking me harder until my gasping shouts of protest ended the punishment.

“Oh fuck,” Darren said as he grabbed my hips again to grind against me. “It feels so good.”

“Told you,” Brent replied. “You’ll be fucking addicted now.”

Darren leaned forward to press his weight down on me and I needed to brace myself as his mouth brushed against my ear.

“Do you fucking like it you little sissy slut?” he growled.

There was no point in me lying. I was pushing back against him to show how much I wanted the anal sex.

“Yes,” I groaned.

He licked my ear to make me shiver and his hands clamped onto my shoulders as he straightened up. The encouragement of Amber and Brent grew louder. They wanted a show and got it when Darren began to fuck me. His thrusts grew more forceful as he took his pleasure from the tight, virgin asshole of a sissy slut and I kept my face pressed down on the bed to stifle my groans as I was ravaged.

It was the only way to describe what happened to me in those moments. My body was Darren’s to use and he took full advantage. The onslaught grew all the more aggressive until hard cock pounded into me in a frenzy. I stretched my hands forward and pressed them down on the bed to try and hold myself in place as a muscled body crashed against my ass time and time again.

The shouts of the two others in the room grew louder still as they were given an anal sex show that only came to an end when Darren couldn’t hold himself back. His hammering thrusts became even more frantic as his balls tightened up to his groin and his back arched when he fucked his cock deep in my asshole the final time.

I felt the rigid quiver of hard flesh inside me when another spank made my asshole grip tightly to set Darren off. His hips bucked against me as the pent up pressure was released in a streaming spurt of his hot seed. The sound of his groan was despairing as the bliss flooded his veins and his grip tightened on my body to pull me back as his cock jerked out another gushing burst of thick, pearly cum.

My body shook as I was held in place to take everything from heavy balls and the shock was there again at just how much I wanted it. The arousal gave me a semi-erect cock as I was used like the sissy boy I’d been dressed up to be and there was no catching a breath until the juddering convulsions of Darren’s body finally came to an end.

He slumped forward and his weight forced me to collapse down on the bed, with his erection still buried inside my asshole. It let me feel the dying throbs of lust as his excitement melted away and he finally rolled to the side when his cock softened.

“Fucking hell,” he groaned and let out a laugh when he looked across the room. “You were right about asshole.”

“Dirty bastard,” Brent threw back.

I took a glance to see the way he and Amber were staring at me. A hot trickle of cum spilled from my gaping asshole as it slowly closed up and I could feel it sliding across my inner thighs.

“We have to fucking get him here again,” Amber said.

My gaze locked with hers and I knew she didn’t only want me back for another show of anal sex. She’d found a dirty boy she wanted to have some fun with herself. I’d thought getting caught by my stepsister the day before was a disaster, but it turned out to be the best thing that ever happened to me and I could only guess at the kinky things I’d be made to do when I was back in Amber’s bedroom again.


Being Bimbofied

It happened when I was drunk.

Then again, isn’t that so often the case when you do something fucking crazy. It wasn’t even my idea and I stared in gorgeous blue eyes as I tried to get my head around what I’d just been asked.

“Pretty please,” Jenny implored and let out one of those mischievously seductive giggles that always made the hair stand up on the back of my neck.

It was a sure sign of her intent to be naughty and I wanted her so bad in that moment…, so fucking bad. I thought we’d be all over each other from the moment we walked in the door of her apartment, but things weren’t exactly working out as I had hoped.

Our arrival at her home started off with a bang after I’d slammed the front door shut. The passion flared when we came together in the hallway right away, but my gorgeous girlfriend broke off the kiss all too quickly for my liking and I’d dropped my gaze to the way her short, pleated skirt swung as she led me in the direction of the bedroom.

She’d downed just as many drinks as I had that evening, so was likely feeling the effects of the alcohol every bit as much as me. That’s probably what caused her kink to bubble up from the dark recesses of her mind when we got in the bedroom. We’d been going out for more than three months and she certainly hadn’t revealed it before. Mind you, we’d never had such an alcohol-fueled night out before.

My lips tightened together as I continued to gaze in her gorgeous eyes and I wanted her more than ever when she smiled at me. It made her so, so beautiful. I leaned forward to try and kiss her, but she skipped back a step to keep a gap between us. It was obvious the request she’d just made was playing on her mind and the words tumbled out of my mouth.

“Why the hell do you want to make up my face?”

She shrugged her shoulders and giggled again.

“I don’t know,” she said. “You’re a pretty boy, Simon Caldwell, and it just came to me.”

“Really?” I let out in a skeptical voice and moved forward again with the intention of kissing her.

I thought sex was the reason she invited me back to her apartment. It usually was. There was every chance we’d still make love, but she’d obviously given herself an idea for some unusual foreplay on this occasion. Her hand came up to my chest as I advanced on her.

“Pretty please,” she repeated while she held me at bay.

I grabbed her hand and tried to pull it down to my crotch to show how hard I already was for her. Being drunk never affected my performance with Jenny. I’d started getting hard before we even got out of the taxi and was now fully erect. She resisted my efforts for a few seconds before letting me lead her hand to the stiff outline of my erection.

“Mmm,” she let out as she groped me.

The sound of that husky murmur at the back of her throat sent a shiver trickling down my spine and I closed my eyes to enjoy her fondling touch. It got rougher to make my legs weaken and it seemed as if I’d got her mind on sex.

“Do you want to slide this big, hard cock in my tight little cunt?” she growled as she kept groping.

Jenny’s dirty mouth when she got horny was one of the things I loved about her and I opened my eyes to see the wicked smile on her face. She knew what she was doing.

“Oh god, yes,” I answered, but the disappointment sprang up when she pulled her hand away.

“Then you better give me what I fucking want,” she retorted and grabbed my wrist.

“I don’t want to wear makeup,” I protested and resisted as she tried to pull me across the room.

I knew I sounded petulant, but the truth was I didn’t want to be made up. While I generally jumped at the chance to try something new when it came to sex, being feminized wasn’t something I’d ever considered. In all honesty the idea sounded ridiculous to me and I had no idea how far things would carry on if I gave in.

What I really wanted at that moment was to throw Jenny down on the bed and fuck her brains out. I’d come into the apartment hoping our alcohol-lowered inhibitions would turn things raunchier than ever before. Having my face prettified wasn’t the sort of kinkiness I was interested in though.

“Come on,” she urged and pulled harder to get me moving. “It’ll be fun.”

I reached out my free hand to get it under her short skirt and she didn’t stop me groping her bubble butt until we got to the dressing table.

“You can grope all you want when I’m finished,” she said and grabbed my hand to pull it out from under her skirt. “I’ll let you use me like a little fuck doll.”

There was that dirty mouth again. It set my pulse racing like crazy. I wanted what she offered, but knew what it would take to get it. That was made all too obvious when she patted her hand on the stool in front of the dressing table, but I hesitated. She grabbed hold of her pleated skirt to flip it up, so she could flash her panties at me.

“I shaved for you tonight,” she said in a teasing voice then patted the seat again. “Just give me what I’m asking for if you want to get your mouth on my bare, smooth skin before sinking that big, hard dick balls-deep in my tight pussy.”

“Jesus,” I murmured as I stared at her. “You’ve got such a dirty mouth.”

“Only because I know you like it,” she shot back and reached out to press her hand on my crotch.

She really knew how to push my buttons. My erection was throbbing fiercely before she even touched and I heard the throaty laugh as she held her palm against it.

“My, my,” she said. “Someone’s got it up.”

I tightened my buttocks to shove my crotch forward, but she didn’t give me the chance to hump against her palm.

“Nuh-uh,” she said when she pulled her hand away and waggled a finger. “You give me what I want first, hot boy.”

She reached out to loosen the top button of my shirt and I stood compliantly while she worked her way down to undo them all. Grabbing hold of the material, she pulled it out from where it was tucked into my pants before speaking.

“Take it off.”

She was already loosening my pants before I started to remove my shirt and the material was being yanked down my legs as I bared my torso.

“Kick of your shoes,” she instructed then waited for me to do so before pulling my pants down to my ankles.

The hope came in my mind that she would forget all about the makeup game after she got me naked. For a second or two I thought she might. Her fingers curled around my erection when she pulled my underwear down and I heard that sexy growl in the back of her throat again. The feel of her touch slowly gliding up and down my length made my legs tremble, but the disappointment hit when she pulled her hand away.

“Sit,” she said and slapped her palm down on the stool to emphasize her instruction.

I rocked my head back for a second, but there was no real debate. Jenny was the one in control of the situation and she knew it. If I wanted pussy, I would have to play along with her game.

“OK,” I said and dropped down on the stool.

It got me a sight of myself in the mirror, but my attention didn’t stay on my reflection for long. Jenny dropped down to her knees in front of me and settled her hands on my legs to ease them apart. It allowed her to shuffle in between and this time she let me kiss her when I leaned forward.

I got my fingers tangled in her blonde tresses to hold her in the kiss, but my attention was really focused on the way her hands trailed up my thighs. One of them cupped my balls to hold them, while the other wrapped around my cock to stroke it. I suddenly couldn’t catch a breath and it was me who pulled out of the kiss.

“Fuck,” I gasped.

“Does that feel good, honey?” she teased me.

The caressing touch of her fingers sliding up and down my erection was so good and I closed my eyes to delight in a perfect moment. It was another one that ended all too quickly though and I let out a groan of disappointment when she pulled her hand away. I tightened my grip in her hair to try and pull her to another kiss, but she was having none of it.

“Let go,” she said as she resisted my attempts. “You can kiss wherever you want when I’m finished.”

“Are you sure you can do this when you’re drunk?” I asked when I released my grip.

“I have plenty of experience of doing it,” she shot back before turning to face the dressing table.

I grabbed at her top to pull it up and she lifted her arms to let me take it from her. She didn’t protest when I brushed her blonde hair aside to expose the nape of her neck and I took my opportunity. The scent of her perfume filled my nostrils when I brushed my lips on her pale skin. It made my cock throb harder still and the urge to fuck her was almost overwhelming.

She pretty much ignored my kisses as she concentrated on what she was doing and a heavy shrug of her shoulders knocked me back when she was ready. I looked at the makeup lined up on the dressing table.

“Do we really have to do this?” I whined.

There was a smile on Jenny’s face when she turned to face me again. Her hands settling on my legs pushed them wider apart.

“Yes, we do,” she said and laughed. “Now shut up.”

She raised her hand and I stared at the small box she held. It was opened to reveal the palette of colors inside and Jenny pouted her lips as she contemplated which to use.

“A little brown should bring out the beauty of those pretty green eyes,” she said.

“Fucking hell,” I muttered when her gaze came to me and a wide smile spread across her face.

“Close your eyes, hot boy,” she said. “Here we go.”

I stared at her for a few seconds more before giving in to what she wanted. Suddenly, I was her sissy boy as she used the color to contour my eyelids. It was the fucking strangest thing. I began to relax as she worked and couldn’t resist tilting my head to the side to look past her at my reflection when she finished.

“Look who’s getting interested,” she teased and laughed.

I felt the flush of heat on my face as I pulled my gaze from the mirror, but didn’t respond to the cheeky comment. Before I knew it, Jenny had a black eyeliner pencil in her hand and was giving me more directions.

There was no need for me to close my eyes this time and I caught glimpses of myself in the mirror as dark lines were applied to fully encircle them. A little wing was added at the outer corner before Jenny moved on to thickening my lashes with mascara.

“You’re a fucking weirdo,” I teased her when she moved back to admire her work.

“Takes one to know one,” she retorted before reaching out her free hand to caress her fingers around my erection.

There was no pretending I wasn’t getting more excited by what was happening, but the only thing that passed between us was Jenny’s knowing smile. She could feel the pulsing throb of my arousal as she squeezed tighter.

When she let go of my cock, she carried on making up my face with blusher to highlight my cheek bones. All I could do was sit still as she worked and my gaze never left her pretty blue eyes. They looked deep in mine when she held a tube of lipstick in front of me and twisted it to make the stick of vivid pink rise up.

“This color is going to look pretty on my skin,” she teased as she made me pout my lips, so she could turn them pink.

Suddenly, my mind was filled with thoughts of kissing all over her naked body. It made me reach out to pull her bra down when she moved back.

“Not now,” she squealed, but my libido was on fire and I didn’t let her stop me this time.

I forced my head forward to plant a kiss on her breast. When I pulled my mouth from her, I saw the pink mark left on her skin and it was thrilling. She reached up to brush her fingers across it and smiled.

“Bad sissy,” she teased me. “Now you need to pucker up again.”

She grabbed my hair with her free hand to hold me in place while she refreshed the lipstick on my lips.

“No more kissing until I say,” she told me when she finished.

“But groping is allowed,” I shot back and reached out to cup her breasts.

She loosened the clasp to pull her bra off and I only let go when she got to her feet. Moving around me, she put her hands on my shoulders and we both stared at my reflection in the mirror.

“You’re finished, right?” I said after a few seconds and tried to get up.

The pressure increased on my shoulders to hold me down on the stool and I let out a frustrated groan.

“Just one more thing for the moment,” she told me. “Stay sitting, pretty boy.”

I reluctantly did so when she pulled her hands away. She stepped to the side and leaned down to open a small cabinet in the dressing table. What she brought out made me groan again, but she was behind me and putting the wig on my head before I could stop her. The straight, dark locks hung down over my shoulders and I barely recognized the face I stared at in the mirror. Jenny worked to get the look just the way she wanted then brushed her fingers across the dark fringe.

“Fucking perfect,” she said and put her hands on my shoulders again.

“Why am I completely naked and you’re not?” I asked when our eyes met in the mirror.

It got me when I wanted when she stepped back. I swiveled around on the stool to watch as she loosened her skirt to let it slide down her legs. She kicked it away before slipping her thumbs under the waistband of her panties. The breath caught in my throat and my eyes never left the sight of her wiggling hips as she slowly rolled the material down. It caught between her thighs, so she parted them to drag her panties down to her ankles and stepped out of them.

“See how excited you get me,” she said and used her fingers to stretch out the blue material in front of my face.

There was no missing the dark patch on it and she laughed as she shoved it against my nose. My eyes fixed on shaved skin while I took in her scent and I asked the question on my mind.

“Can I kiss?”

“Not yet,” she said and dropped down to her knees.

She slipped her wet panties over my rigidly erect cock and dragged them down to the base to leave them hanging there. She then put her hands on my knees to spread them. Her tongue slid around her lips as she shuffled forward and I knew what I was about to get. Reaching out, she pulled the dark hair of the wig partly across my face and a smile played on her lips as we stared at each other.

“Blowing a sissy,” she joked and grabbed hold of my cock with her free hand.

We were suddenly getting to what I wanted and I shuddered as her fingers caressed along my stiff shaft. It made my buttocks clench tightly and my breathing grew ragged as Jenny leaned in. The touch of her lips on the tip of my cock made my legs shake and the way she looked up at me brought out a hunger for her I didn’t want to control.

“Fuck,” I gasped as she squeezed her fingers around the base of my cock.

“Is one little girl too much for you,” she teased as she continued to nuzzle her lips against the rounded tip of my cock.

I said nothing. All I wanted to do was watch as I waited for the moment I craved. I finally got it when Jenny slid her lips over the head of my cock to take it into the soft warmth of her mouth. My buttocks clenched tighter when her lips clamped in place. She glanced up to catch my gaze again as she got her fingers moving and the stroking made my hips judder.

“Fuck,” I groaned as a flood of pleasure raced through my veins and I closed my eyes for a second to relish the moment.

I was watching again when Jenny worked her lips slowly back to the tip of my erection to let spit dribble out. She kept stroking to spread the lubrication along my length. It made the handjob silkier and I rocked my head back.

“Does that feel fucking good, sissy boy?” she asked in a teasing voice.

I looked down at her wicked expression and she held the eye contact as she leaned in again. It was clear she loved what she’d done to my face. She made that sexy growling sound in the back of her throat when her lips pressed against the head of my cock and it drove me fucking wild. I grabbed at her shoulder to try and pull her up, but she didn’t let me.

Her mouth slid over the head of my cock once more and I was a slave to it. She moved her hand down to grip her fingers around my balls. I knew what it would get me and stopped trying to pull her up. The delicious caress of her lips began to stroke along my cock, with each slow bob of her head pushing her mouth lower.

“Oh fuck, yes,” I gasped.

I could feel my excitement rising and clenched my muscles to try and keep myself under control. Jenny gurgled when the tip of my erection brushed against the back of her throat. It didn’t stop her though. She pulled her mouth up to the tip and took in a deep breath before forcing her lips lower again.

My cock slid down her throat to make her gag, but she waggled her head to force herself past the instinctive reflex and I tried to ease my hips up. Her grip tightened around my balls as her lips closed in on them and she didn’t stop until her nose was buried in my pubes. The sound of her gagging grew louder and spit spilled out of her mouth to run down onto my balls.

My groans got louder as I relished every second of the deep throat. Jenny’s eyes came to mine again and I could see them watering when she finally slid her mouth back up to the tip of my cock. There was no respite when her fingers curled around my shaft again and the stroking grew more frantic as she built the moment towards a high.

“Fuck, you’ll make me cum,” I gasped.

My warning only got her lips sliding over the head of my cock again. Her tongue worked around it as the pace of the stroking quickened until I was desperately trying to hold back. I grabbed at her shoulder to try and pull her off, but it only spurred her on to start bobbing her head. Her hand kept working and it was too much.

I squirmed around on the stool as it stared down at a blonde mass of hair. It was all I could see as her hand and mouth worked together to take me right to the very edge. There was nothing I could do to stop the inevitable and I buried my fingers in golden locks as the growing tension in my groin stiffened my muscles.

There was no holding back the release. I was too far gone and my thighs started to spasm as I gave another warning, but that only made Jenny force her mouth down to my balls again. Suddenly, every hard inch of my cock was surrounded by the soft, wet warmth as I lost control.

My hips bucked up as the hot burn of pleasure sent a gushing spurt of cum down my girlfriend’s throat. It didn’t make her pull back and she held the deep throat as I gave her every last drop from my balls. The aching delight of the release flooded my veins. Each jerk of my hips unleashed another thick stream of white and it wasn’t until my climax came to an end that Jenny pulled her head up.

“Fucking hell,” I gasped as I stared at her.

She wiped the back of her wrist slowly across her lips as we stared at each other and I was so in love.

“See what playing my games gets you,” she said in a hoarse voice and giggled.

“I wanted us to have sex,” I blurted out.

“What makes you think we won’t,” she replied and grabbed hold of my erection.

The stroking touches weren’t going to keep me hard though and the power slowly drained away. She let go of my cock when it softened and I grabbed her hair to try and pull her to me.

“Not yet,” she said and refused me the kiss I wanted. “We don’t want that pretty lipstick messed up yet.”

“When will it get messed up then?” I asked.

A smile played on her glistening lips as she brushed her fingers across them. Our inhibitions were certainly lowered by the alcohol. There was no doubt about that, but the answer I got from my girlfriend was as far from what I expected as I could imagine. My eyes opened wide when the words came out of the pretty mouth that had just sucked my cock and swallowed my cum.

“Ever had a threesome?”

***

The sound of the doorbell made Jenny’s head pop up and I let out a pained gasp when her fingers gripped too tightly around my balls. It was barely thirty minutes since she made me cum, but I’d already regained my power. Oh fuck, had I. The surging arousal filled my veins stronger than before. It was like a drug and my erection stood proudly. She’d made sure of that and I watched the way she slowly slid her tongue around her wet lips.

“Look at you, sissy boy,” she teased me and lifted a finger to mimic sucking on a cock for a second before brushing touches across her wet lips. “Are you ready for some fun?”

I didn’t really know how to answer. My feminine appearance was about to be revealed to someone I didn’t even know and it wasn’t something I wanted. When I stepped through the front door of the apartment earlier that evening, I’d expected to fuck my girlfriend. Instead, I’d let her talk me into being bimbofied as her sissy boy.

The wig and makeup I wore meant I barely recognized myself in the mirror and there was no doubt Jenny was intent on having more fun when she pulled her panties from where they hung around my hard cock again. She held them out to me and my gaze flitted between the blue material and the cheeky expression on her face a few times before I spoke.

“Fuck right off.”

“Come on now,” she encouraged and sniggered. “You promised me you would.”

That was true. I had said I would wear them. Then again, I wasn’t sure the second blowjob would have been forthcoming if I’d refused her request, so I’d told her what she wanted to hear. It was now time for me to pay up and I was staring at the pretty underwear when the doorbell rang again.

“Hurry up,” she said.

My face screwed up into a grimace as I lifted my gaze to hers.

“It’ll be worth it,” she said and winked.

My lips tightened together, but I gave in yet again. It was getting to be a habit that evening. Standing up, I stepped into the panties and let them be pulled up into place. They were too small for me and Jenny giggled as she crammed my erection under the material.

“See, isn’t that pretty,” she said and patted my cock.

The tight material trapped my throbbing shaft against my crotch, but the stiff outline was all too obviously on show. Jenny brushed her fingertips along it before getting up to walk across the bedroom.

“You’re answering the door like that?” I said. “What if it’s not your friend?”

She looked down at her nakedness before returning her attention to me.

“Then someone’s about to get a nice fucking surprise,” she said and walked out of the bedroom.

I could hear her laughter as she moved along the hallway. The evening was teaching me a lot about my girlfriend and I wasn’t sure I’d be able to keep up with her. I’d known she was naughty from the first time we made love, but didn’t realize quite how kinky she was. My pulse quickened when I heard the door opening. It closed seconds after and the sound of voices came to me.

“Fuck,” I cursed as my apprehension spiked.

I sat down on the stool, crossed my legs and settled my hands on my lap. It was hardly dignified to be dolled up and wearing nothing but a pair of my girlfriend’s panties. I couldn’t believe what I’d got myself into, but it was definitely too late to get out of it.

“Don’t ever drink so much again,” I muttered as I looked across the room.

I didn’t even realize I was holding my breath until it came back out in a rush when I saw the door opening. It got me a vision that I could scarcely believe. The girl with Jenny had the most beautiful chocolate brown-colored skin and there was plenty of it on show. Her denim shorts were tight and revealed the gorgeous curve of her hips. A cut-off t-shirt exposed her taut midriff and I couldn’t stop my gaze roaming over her.

“Remember me?” Jenny said and cheekily waved a hand to get my attention on her.

She was being pulled close by the hand around her waist and didn’t seem to mind at all. My gaze flitted to the smile on her face before returning to her friend.

“I think our bimbofied beauty likes you,” Jenny went on.

“He is pretty,” the girl said.

Our eyes met and I realized I didn’t even know her name. The smile on her face was every bit as gorgeous as Jenny’s and the twinkle in her dark brown eyes showed she was enjoying the moment.

“What do we call him?” she asked.

“You know his name,” Jenny replied. “It’s Simon.”

“That’s his boy name. He’s a girl now and needs a sissy name.”

“Simone,” Jenny replied and laughed as she looked at me to finish the introductions. “This is my good friend, Daisy.”

My gaze flitted between two beautiful faces and I could feel the jerking spasms of my erection as I pressed my hand on it to hold it down.

“I think he’s already having some black on blonde fantasies,” Daisy joked.

My gaze followed her hand sliding up the side of my girlfriend’s naked body to cup a breast. The contrast of dark fingers squeezing smooth, pale flesh excited me and I watched intently as the groping continued for a few seconds.

“Daisy is shaved too,” Jenny said as she stared at me. “Do you want to see?”

I was slack-jawed and all I could manage was a nod. Jenny pulled the hand away from her breast, so she could move behind her friend.

“Lift your hands,” she ordered.

Daisy dropped the bag she held and I watched as she raised her hands above her head. I couldn’t bring myself to meet her gaze, but she stared directly at me as the t-shirt was pull from her. She dropped her hands down by her side as the clasp on her bra was loosened and did nothing to stop her bra falling away from her pert breasts when the straps were knocked from her shoulders.

“He likes them,” Jenny said as she slid her hands around her friend’s body.

A quiet curse spilled from my lips as I watched pale hands cup chocolate-brown breasts now. They were small, but perfectly formed and the darkness of the areola stood out. Daisy let out a gasp as thumbs brushed across her nipples. It made her bring her hands up to cover Jenny’s, but she made no effort to pull them away.

“Aren’t they pretty?” Jenny said.

I knew the question was aimed at me, but didn’t lift my gaze to my girlfriend’s face when I answered.

“Yes.”

I was all too conscious of the insistent throb of my erection as I kept my hand pressed down on it. Jenny’s thumb’s continued to flick across dark nipples and I was almost salivating at the thought of sucking on them. Whether I actually got to do that was another matter altogether.

The groping continued for a few seconds more before Jenny’s hands slid down across a taut belly. Daisy’s breathing became noticeably more ragged and she seemed unable to stand still as the buttons of her shorts were loosened. The denim was eased down over her hips to reveal a thong and my eyes latched onto the scrap of red material that kept her covered up.

Jenny dropped down to her knees, so she could push the denim shorts to slender ankles. It was the first time I’d noticed the peep-toe, heeled sandals Daisy wore. They revealed red-painted toenails that almost matched the color of the underwear and my tongue played on the corner of my mouth as I stared at them.

“I’ll keep them on for you,” Daisy said and giggled.

My gaze shot up to hers and she winked. A flush of heat erupted on my cheeks as I dropped my gaze back down to see her step out of the denim shorts. When Jenny straightened up, she pressed her cheek against a dark hip and slipped her fingers under the waistband of the red underwear.

“Have you ever seen two girls together?” she asked.

This time I did look at her.

“No,” I replied.

“Simone is such an innocent sissy boy,” Daisy teased me. “I like that.”

“He won’t be so innocent when we’ve finished with him,” Jenny countered and laughed.

“Ain’t that the truth,” Daisy replied.

She brought her hands up to cup her breasts, but I didn’t look. My gaze stayed locked on the thong as the wait went on and I knew it was being stretched out deliberately to build the anticipation. When Jenny finally acted, she slowly rolled the red material down to reveal silky, black, shaved skin. She let out a laugh as she swept fingertips across it and I knew the rest of the night was going to be something special.

“You better watch out,” Daisy said in a teasing voice. “Your little sissy likes me.”

“Yeah, but he loves me,” Jenny replied and laughed as she pulled the thong down shapely legs.

She waited until Daisy stepped out of it before bringing it to her face. The breath caught in my throat as I watched my girlfriend enjoying the scent of another woman. It was so dirty to see and I loved it.

“Pervert,” Daisy said.

I wasn’t sure if the cheeky insult was aimed at me or my girlfriend and didn’t really care either way. If the game playing out was anything to go by, we were all perverts. Jenny kept the panties pressed to her face as she stood up, but finally pulled them away.

“Do you want to wear these?” she asked me and held the underwear out.

“No,” I replied.

“He’s a good liar,” Daisy joked.

“You talk too much,” Jenny said.

She grabbed hold of short, dark hair and suddenly I was staring at the sight of my girlfriend kissing another woman. Both were naked and their bodies pressed tightly together as their hands began to roam.

“Fucking hell,” I let out under my breath.

It was like a scene from a porn movie and I couldn’t tear my gaze from it. They really seemed into each other and there was no missing the flare of passion that occurred between them. I should have been jealous that someone else was kissing my girlfriend. It wasn’t what I felt though.

The urge to get my cock out of the panties I wore was one I resisted, but the impulse to masturbate grew stronger by the second as I continued to watch. I held my breath when the kiss ended. Both women looked at me, but the expressions on their faces gave no indication of where things were going. I knew I was about to find out when I heard Jenny speak.

“Show him what you’re going to fuck me with.”

“You didn’t tell him?” Daisy asked.

“Nope,” Jenny replied. “I dressed him up, sucked him off to empty his balls then gave him another blowjob to get him hard again.”

“And now he’s a slutty sissy for us to use,” Daisy said and reached down to pick up the bag she’d brought with her.

She unzipped it to slip a hand inside and my nerves flared when I saw what she brought out.

“I knew you’d bring the big one,” Jenny said before curling her fingers around the thick, black dildo.

“It is your favorite,” Daisy shot back and dropped the bag.

Jenny squealed when a hand spanked on her ass. It made her skip forward and I saw the red handprint on her ass when she turned to face her friend.

“Bitch,” she complained.

“You know you fucking love it,” Daisy replied and laughed.

It was all too obvious that what was happening wasn’t a new experience for them. They’d clearly enjoyed being together before. What I didn’t know was whether anyone else had been involved, but I wasn’t about to ask. I’d gone with the flow all evening and there seemed no point in changing that now.

I looked past Jenny to see Daisy leaning forward and felt the lump in my throat. She stepped into the straps then pulled them up her legs to get them in position around her waist and thighs. Tightening them in place let the strap-on dildo jut out from her groin.

“Shit,” I muttered as I stared at a dirty sight I never expected to see in my life.

Circling her fingers around the thick toy, Daisy made a show of stroking it. I didn’t even register Jenny dropping to her knees as I watched the unbelievable performance of a beautiful black girl being kinky. She wore nothing but the pretty heeled sandals and the strap-on. It made the situation seem even more like a porn movie now.

“You’re a dirty bitch,” Jenny said.

“Uh-huh,” Daisy agreed when she stepped forward. “So, let’s get this baby wet for use.”

She continued to move forward and it was only when she stepped past my girlfriend that her gaze fixed on me. The back of my legs pressed against the side of the bed as I squirmed, but there was no escape. Suddenly, Daisy was there right in front of me. It should have been a dream to have her naked body so close, but my attention was fixed on the dildo. I’d expected to watch Jenny sucking on it, but that’s not what the two girls planned to do.

I flinched when Daisy reached out to brush her fingers through the silky locks of the black wig I wore. She then gripped my chin to tilt my head up and I held my breath as we stared at each other. The intense moment was finally broken by her voice.

“He is gorgeous as a sissy boy.”

“Told you,” Jenny said as she shuffled across the floor on her knees to get next to us. “His cock was so hard for me making him pretty. I couldn’t resist sucking him off and gave him a deep-throat to let him shoot down my throat.”

“Slut,” Daisy teased and laughed.

Jenny reached out to grab my hand, so she could pull it from my lap. It revealed how hard I was below the panties. I tried to shake off my girlfriend’s grip, but she didn’t let me. Daisy’s fingers tangled in the dark wig again and I felt the tug pulling me forward. My instinct was to resist as my gaze fixed on the thickness of the toy.

“Please,” Jenny said.

My gaze shot to hers and I wanted to groan. Her encouragement had got me bimbofied and dressed up in nothing more than her wet panties. She was now trying to get me to blow a dildo. I continued to resist until she leaned forward to whisper in my ear.

“Ah, for fuck’s sake,” I groaned in a loud voice.

The two girls laughed as my efforts crumbled.

“Sissy boy Simone wants his black on blonde,” Daisy said.

She got one of her hands to the back of my head and the fingers of the other wrapped around the dildo. The rounded head spanked on my lips and I closed my eyes as the toy continued to slap against my mouth. The sound of instructions made me look at my girlfriend.

“Spit on it,” Jenny urged. “It needs to be really wet.”

“You heard her,” Daisy said and clamped her hand tighter onto the nape of my neck as she pressed the thick head of the black dildo on my lips.

My chest heaved as I tried to inhale. Jenny released her grip on my wrist and I realized why when her hand dropped onto my lap. She groped my cock through the silky material of her panties, but her gaze remained fixed on my face.

“Do it,” she urged and I heard the giggling excitement in her voice.

It infected Daisy and she joined in the chorus of encouragement as she forced the tip of the dildo onto my mouth. My gaze flitted between watching faces before I gave them what they wanted and let saliva dribble from between my lips.

“That’s it sissy boy,” Daisy mocked as she slid her fingers up to the white bubbles and began to stroke them along the toy. “Keep it coming.”

My cock throbbed as Jenny’s fingers groped it, but my gaze was on the dirty sight of dark fingers spreading the lubrication along the thick shaft of the dildo. Jenny’s whispered words tumbled through my mind and I was suddenly desperate to watch what she’d offered. It made me let more spit dribble out, but it wasn’t enough for Daisy.

Her grip tightened on the back of my head and there was no resisting when she thrust her hips forward. It fucked the lifelike dildo between my lips and I looked up to see the excitement on her face. She was intent on fucking my mouth to soak the dildo and another thrust drove the tip of the toy to the back of my throat.

Releasing her grip on it, she got both her hands to the back of my head as I struggled. She was the one taking control, however. Her thrusts grew more vigorous to make me gag and my mouth filled with spit as I was used as her sissy fuck toy. Her grip tightened to hold me in place as she threw herself forward.

Jenny pulled the panties down to get her fingers around my erection as she urged her friend on to be rougher. It was clear seeing me being made to almost choke on the big, black dildo was turning her on and the pace of her hand quickened as she continued to stroke my cock.

Daisy’s legs shook as she carried on thrusting. Spit began to spill out of the corner of my mouth as I was made to take the dildo over and again until she finally backed off. Strings of bubbly saliva stretched from my lips to the head of the toy and I took in gasping breaths as she got a hand back to the toy to work the lubrication in.

“I’ve got a bigger cock than you,” she taunted.

I glanced up to see she was watching the way my throbbing shaft was being stroked. It made me think of Jenny’s whispered words in my ear and I couldn’t resist.

“Are you going to show me what you can do with it?” I challenged and saw the smirk on Daisy’s face when her gaze came to mine.

“You want me to destroy her tight cunt?” she asked.

Another girl who talked dirty excited me even more and I nodded my head.

“You better lie down on the bed then,” Daisy went on.

I didn’t need to be told twice. My erection pulled free of Jenny’s grasp as I scrambled backwards to lie down.

“No,” Daisy said. “Lie with your head at the edge of the bed. It’ll get you the best view.”

I squirmed around to do as she told me. Before I knew it, Jenny was over me and I looked up at her face. A smile spread across it as she leaned down, but the dildo came in between our lips before they met. I watched as she let saliva spill over her bottom lip to add more lubrication to the black shaft.

“Isn’t it pretty,” she said.

I couldn’t get an answer out as I stared at her tongue playing on the dildo, but the question popped into my head and I let it out.

“You’ve used it before?”

The only response I got was a wink, but it confirmed my thinking that it probably wasn’t Daisy and Jenny’s first time together.

“Kiss your sissy boy,” Daisy said when she moved back to pull the dildo out of the way.

Jenny looked down at the pink lipstick now smeared around her boyfriend’s mouth. It brought the image of the thick dildo fucking between his lips to mind and it was all she could think about when she leaned down. She got her hand on cock and could feel the pulsing throb of excitement running through it as the kiss lingered.

“Enough,” Daisy said.

Jenny squealed when her hair was grabbed to pull her head up.

“Turn around,” Daisy ordered.

There was no complaint from Jenny and I watched in amazement as she turned around to straddle my head, so her pussy was right above my face. The spank on her naked ass brought out another squeal and the sound of it thrilled me. I never knew my girlfriend was into it, but she pushed her ass back towards the dark hand punishing her.

At that moment I was nothing more than a voyeur. Daisy’s hands latched onto pale hips as she moved forward and I was treated to the sight of the thick dildo sliding in between my girlfriend’s ass cheeks. It was clear Jenny liked it by the way she started to roll her hips to grind against the slippery length.

“Yeah, she fucking loves it,” Daisy said before spanking her hand on ass again.

The sound of it reverberated around the room and I groaned when I felt the blue panties being shoved down my thighs. It was followed by a kiss on my erection. I glanced down my body to watch Jenny’s tongue start playing on my hard flesh, but my gaze quickly came back to the sight above my face.

“Isn’t that pretty?” Daisy said when she moved back and stroked her fingers along the slippery dildo.

I looked up to see her staring down at me, but said nothing. Jenny grabbed hold of my hard cock to make it stand straight up from my crotch and I shuddered when her lips slid over the head to take it in her mouth. It gave me a third blowjob of the evening, but there was no way I was about to finish in my girlfriend’s mouth again. I wanted to fuck her pussy and was sure I’d get the chance.

My breathing grew ragged as I watched Daisy’s fingers slide to the base of the thick toy, so she could guide the tip to my girlfriend’s slick opening. I lifted my head to get an even closer look and my eyes opened wide as I watched Jenny’s pussy being obscenely stretched by the girth of the toy.

She kept her mouth wrapped around my cock and it muffled her loud groan. I felt the vibrations of it playing on my hard flesh and it sent shivers down my spine. Daisy spanked ass again before clamping her hands onto the sides of Jenny’s naked body then easing her hips forward.

“Fucking hell,” I let out as I watched the thick toy making tight pussy gape.

Daisy’s movements were slow as she buried the full length of the big dildo in my girlfriend’s pussy. Suddenly, I wanted to do more than watch. I raised my head further to plant a kiss on Jenny’s pussy mound then looked at the pretty pink mark I’d left on her skin.

“More,” Daisy said.

I gave in immediately and thrust my head up to kiss on naked skin again as the dildo slowly came back out until only the thick head was stretching pussy open. It made me drop my head back down to the bed and I lifted a hand to brush my fingers across Jenny’s clitoris as the toy fucked into her cunt again.

She started to bob her head to work her lips along my erection and my buttocks clenched to lift up from the bed as tension filled my body. I let my fingertips trail along the thick length of the dildo as it came out again then held them in place as Daisy fucked the toy back in pussy.

“Lick her clit,” she ordered in a gasping voice as she dug her fingers harder into flesh to hold on.

The clapping sound of her belly slapping against naked ass filled the room when she drew her hips back then threw herself forward again. Jenny’s free hand came back, so she could dig her fingers into the soft flesh at the top of her pussy mound and it made her clitoris pop out of its hood. My tongue was on it straight away. I licked on the erect bud as I got a perfect close up view of the big, black strap-on ravaging pussy.

Jenny let out muffled groans as she kept working her lips along my erection. Harder thrusts started to crash against her butt to knock her forward, but she didn’t stop the blowjob. I got my lips around her clitoris to suck on it as the action grew ever more frantic. My face was a matter of inches away from a huge dildo being pounded into my girlfriend’s wet cunt by a gorgeous black girl and it was the dirtiest thing I’d ever seen.

There was no taking my eyes from the way the thickness of the toy spread swollen pussy lips open. It made me suck harder on clitoris until I was desperate for a breath. I dropped my head down and inhaled heavy gasps, but never once looked away from the sight above my face. Jenny got fingers to her clitoris to punish it as she pushed her ass back to meet the hammering thrusts and I was sure she would be taken all the way until she pulled her mouth off my hard cock.

“Now,” she gasped. “I want it now.”

I watched Daisy thrust forward hard one final time to bury every inch of the dildo in my girlfriend’s pussy. The grinding movement of her hips as she dug her fingers harder into flesh lasted only a few seconds before she backed off to withdraw the toy.

“Get up and fuck me,” Jenny groaned.

I was trying to scramble out from under her before she even finished speaking. She crawled forward a little to allow me to get on my knees behind her, but hands grasped onto my hips from behind before I got the chance to fuck my hard cock in pussy. I froze as the dildo was trapped in the crease of my ass and blurted out the words, without even thinking.

“No fucking way.”

Daisy let out a laugh as she forced the thick length between my taut cheeks.

“Only way you get cunt, sissy boy,” she said.

“For fuck’s sake, come on,” I protested.

I saw Jenny look over her shoulder towards me and the smile on her face showed she was in on the game.

“You got it wet for me,” she said. “And now I got it wet for you.”

“But…”

“Only way you get cunt,” Jenny interrupted to echo Daisy’s words.

“Fuck,” I cursed.

My cock throbbed as the arousal surged through my veins. I was aching to fuck my girlfriend more than ever before and get the release I craved, but knew what it would take for that to happen.

“I’ll be gentle,” Daisy growled in a sniggering voice.

Her hand clapped hard on my ass to make me wince. Her actions were a sign that she was keen to give my asshole the pounding my girlfriend’s pussy just took and it sent a shudder through me. The dream of a threesome wasn’t working out like I hoped and I let out a grunt of pain when Daisy spanked me again. The stinging ache made my muscles stiffen.

“Fuck…, fuck,” I cursed through gritted teeth.

“That’s what we want to do,” Daisy mocked.

I glanced back to see the wicked smile on her face, but couldn’t hold the eye contact when her fingernails sank into my buttocks.

“I’ll get this pretty hole nice and wet for you,” she said as she spread my cheeks.

She humped against me only once before backing off, so she could bend down. The swirling touch of her tongue on my asshole sent shivers of pleasure racing along my spine. I leaned down over Jenny and it trapped my erection against her ass.

“Feels good, doesn’t it,” she said as she pushed back to grind against me.

I didn’t give an answer as the touch rimming around my asshole brought more pleasure to my shaking body. The licking made my erection throb relentlessly and I wanted it inside pussy.

“OK,” I let out in a gasping voice.

Daisy moved back a little and pursed her lips to let spit dribble across my twitching asshole. Her fingers spread the lubrication into my skin as she straightened up and the brushing touches felt glorious. Her hand finally pulled away, so she could grab the dildo and she settled the tip in place on my virgin hole.

“Ah, fuck…, fuck,” I gasped as tension gripped hold of me like never before.

“Just fucking relax, sissy boy,” Daisy urged.

The instinct to pull away filled my head, but I couldn’t. I was trapped between two dominant girls that wanted to use me.

Daisy sank the fingers of her free hand into my flesh to spread my buttocks further apart and the pulsing resistance of my asshole grew stronger when I felt the pressure increasing. The touch on my erection made me flinch and I looked down to the sight of Jenny’s hand grabbing hold. My breathing quickened as she led the tip to her pussy, but all she did was stroke it along her swollen lips.

I grabbed her buttocks to spread them and it gave me a better view, but she held onto my erection tightly just below the head and denied me the chance to fuck her. The pulsing contractions of my muscles became intense as the slippery head of the dildo began to stretch my asshole open.

My breathing quickened as anxieties flared. That I was letting myself be used so easily felt sordid. It shouldn’t have been how the night went, but I was bent over and being submissive to a dominant girl intent on fucking my asshole. I really was a sissy boy. My head rocked back and I could feel the slipperiness helping to make the toy slip a little deeper.

The clenching resistance began to melt away as Daisy forced her hips forward and I let out a cry when I felt my asshole gape. Suddenly, her hands came to my hips and I could hear her excited, gasping murmuring as she made the toy slide deeper still. Her nails sank into my flesh to bring pain to the pleasure and all I could think was that I was her sissy bitch.

I felt her body press against mine. It showed that she’d made me take every thick inch of the toy and I heard her laugh when she clapped a hand on my buttock. The stinging agony made my asshole grip around the penetration and it sent a river of delicious pleasure through my veins. It felt shameful that I liked being pegged, but there was no pretending otherwise and it didn’t go unnoticed.

“Oh shit, Jenny,” Daisy gasped. “Your sissy boy loves me fucking him.”

She clapped a hand on my ass again and I let out a groan as my asshole pulsed around the shaft of the dildo.

“I know,” Jenny replied and squeezed her fingers even tighter around my erection “I can feel it.”

The flexing of my muscles became more intense when Daisy started to hump against me and the way Jenny stroked the tip of my cock along her pussy lips began to drive me crazy.

“Let me fuck you,” I begged.

“Make him wait,” Daisy said and laughed.

“Come on,” I cried out as I tried to shove my hips forward.

Daisy’s hands latched onto them to pull me back. I felt the agony of her fingernails piercing into my flesh again and the torment of being denied what I hungered for was almost unbearable. The tension gripped hold of me when she slowly eased her hips back. I’d just been given a graphic demonstration of how much she enjoyed pounding the dildo into a tight hole, but it was my asshole that was about to be ravaged now.

Jenny slid her hand down my shaft a little and it let me slip the head of my cock between her pussy lips. I was desperate for more and got it when she let go.

“Now,” she shouted.

The hold on my hips tightened and a hard thrust fucked the full length of the dildo back in my asshole. Daisy’s body crashing against my ass shoved me forward and I let out a gasping groan when my erection slid all the way inside Jenny’s wet pussy. I wanted to thrust again, but the pressure from behind trapped me in place between the two girls and I knew what was coming when a hand pulled away from my hip.

“Please, no,” I implored, but it did me no good.

The hard clap of Daisy’s hand landed on my ass to make me buck forward and I let out a cry as the stinging pain erupted. The impulsive spasms of my muscles made my asshole clench tightly around the shaft of the toy, as well as making my cock throb fiercely in pussy.

“Fuck…, do it again,” Jenny yelled.

I wanted to shout no, but knew I’d be wasting my time and was immediately engulfed in the sharp, piercing agony of another spank. My body stiffened as the pain heightened for a few excruciating seconds before beginning to dull. There was no respite though when Daisy’s hand landed again.

Jenny pushed back to grind against me as Daisy shoved her hips forward to hold the big strap-on deep in my asshole. It left me shaken as I was used and the punishment continued. The slapping sound of the spanks tormenting my ass filled the room and the shouts of both girls encouraged them to be rougher with me.

I felt Jenny’s hand cupping my balls and the massaging touch made me crave a release more than ever. Her grip held me in place when Daisy pulled back and I braced myself for the thrust that crashed against my butt.

“Please…, let go,” I begged her as I grabbed Jenny’s hips.

She was in no mood to give me what I wanted though. She tightened her grip to hold me in place as my asshole was ravaged by a dirty girl. Daisy’s pounding thrusts fucked the dildo into my tight, virgin hole harder and faster until I was begging for her to stop. It only made her give me more and she held my hips tightly as she threw herself forward over and again.

The sound of her excited groans surrounded us as she powered forward to make the base of the strap-on rub against her pussy and clitoris and it was clear she was taking her own pleasure from the kinky pegging game.

My chance to chase what I wanted for myself finally came when she buried the dildo all the way inside and started to grind against me. Jenny released her grip on my balls and I slid my hands higher to take hold of the sides of her body. It was me who started to thrust now and Daisy let me. She kept the toy buried in my asshole as I unleashed a hungry lust on my girlfriend.

It didn’t take long for me to be edging a climax and I slowed down to hold myself there. The way my asshole pulsed around the dildo made my erection swell harder than ever and the fierce throbbing set my body alight as I continued to deep-stroke into wet pussy.

Daisy suddenly pushed forward hard and started to grind furiously against my ass. It held my cock inside cunt as she worked herself to an orgasm and the squealing sound of her groan showed she’d got there. Her grip on my hips loosened as her shuddering body slumped down over me.

I started to thrust immediately, but I had no desire to hold myself at the edge of a climax when I reached it again. Jenny shoved her butt back to meet my slamming thrusts and it was too much. My body stiffened as the tension peaked in a moment of delicious still that broke to a gushing stream of cum.

The way my asshole gripped around the thick toy made the release all the more potent and my hips bucked hard as I flooded my girlfriend’s pussy with hot spurts of thick white seed. Each one rattled my body and I listened to the sound of Jenny’s squealing groans.

She got her fingers to her clitoris to pummel it until the sensation became too much for her. I felt her body stiffen as I continued to empty my balls in her and I knew the moment she lost control. She pushed back hard to hold my cock deep and her squealing groans rang out as she gave herself to the orgasm completely. Her body convulsed as the hot pleasure swept through her and I reveled in a moment of sheer bliss.

It left me exhausted, but I forced my hips forward as the climax hit a high to squeeze every last bit of pleasure I could from it. When the moment passed, the relaxation hit hard to make me slump forward and I sucked in gasping breaths to fill my lungs with air.

Daisy straightened up to pull her hips back and I groaned when she fucked the dildo into my quivering asshole again. I was too breathless to protest. The bucking of her body went on for another few thrusts before she pulled the toy out and threw herself down on the bed.

Jenny shoved her ass back, but I resisted her efforts to make me withdraw and left my throbbing erection inside until the power drained from it. She bumped harder against my groin to break our bodies apart and dropped onto the covers beside Daisy. I sat down to watch as they kissed and shook my head.

“Bitches,” I said and saw the kiss end.

“Get used to it, sissy boy,” Daisy replied as she took hold of the dildo to stroke her fingers along its slippery length. “When you get dressed up as Simone, we’re going to use you like the dirty little slut that we know you want to be.”

“Won’t happen again,” I muttered as I reached up to pull off the wig.

I knew I was lying though. My eyes never left the black on blonde action going on in front of me. Watching them together was a thrill, but I was sure it would only happen when I let myself be transformed from Simon to Simone. It meant there was every chance I would succumb to the encouragement of my girlfriend and become her sissy boy again.


Bimboy Blacked

The sound of someone entering the apartment made Scott look up from the magazine he’d been reading and the calm of a quiet afternoon was shot to pieces when the door slammed shut. It sent a ripple of anxiety through him. His voice faltered as he called out his sister’s name.

“Pau…, Pauline.”

There was no response and the sudden sense of unrest turned to full-blown panic when he saw the person who stormed into the kitchen.

“You dirty fucking pervert,” Sasha accused in an angry voice.

The chair was knocked to the floor when Scott leapt to his feet and he almost tripped over it as he tried to back away. He managed to steady himself, but there was no escape. Sasha came around the table before he could get his wits about him. A shove in the chest crashed him against the wall and he cringed when fingers circled around his neck.

“I don’t under…”

It was as far as he got before Sasha’s grip tightened to choke off his words.

“You dirty fucking pervert,” she repeated in a harsh voice. “Have fun jacking off with my knickers, did you?”

“I didn’t,” Scott let out in a strangled gasp of air.

“Oh, wait, don’t tell me,” Sasha mocked. “It’s your sister who’s been going through my underwear drawer. Do me a favor!”

Scott felt the eruption of shameful heat on his face and knew his tormentor wouldn’t miss the bright flush of color. There would be no passing it off as the choke hold reddening his cheeks, but the blind terror of a situation spiraling completely out of control made him try denying the accusation again in a strained voice.

“I really don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“OK,” Sasha snapped when she released her grip on his neck. “I’ll ask Pauline when she comes…”

“No,” Scott interrupted as his panic intensified. “Please, don’t do that.”

“Why?” Sasha spat out. “You’ve told me it wasn’t you, so it must be her going through my panties and bras. I sure as hell didn’t expect that when she offered to let me stay here for a few weeks.”

Scott lifted a hand to his neck as he watched Sasha move back around the table to head for the kitchen door. He knew he couldn’t let her speak to Pauline. It would bring everything out in the open and the humiliation would be unbearable as his world crashed down around him in spectacular fashion.

“Wait,” he called.

Sasha came to a stop and turned around. There was no way he could hold her gaze as she glared at him and he sucked in a deep breath when he looked down to the floor.

“Well?” she barked after a few seconds of silence.

Scott kept staring at his feet and his voice was barely audible when he spoke.

“I only looked.”

“What?” Sasha demanded as she took a step back towards him.

Scott wrung his hands together as he raised his voice.

“I said I only looked.”

He could see the disbelieving expression on Sasha’s face and it made him speak again.

“I promise…, I only looked at them.”

“Do you think I’m a fucking idiot,” she spat out. “Filthy little deviants like you only want girl’s panties for one thing.”

Scott rocked his head back to bang it against the wall. He was in trouble and knew the only way out of it was honesty. That didn’t particularly sit well with him though. If he confessed the truth, he wasn’t sure Sasha would keep it quiet. His secret would be out, but he really didn’t see any other way. If he tried bullshitting her, he’d more than likely drop himself further in the shit. Sucking in a deep breath, he finally lifted his gaze to look across the room.

“I am a…, well, a pervert I guess,” he said. “But not in the way you think.”

“What do you mean?” Sasha queried brusquely.

“You have to promise me you won’t tell Pauline or anyone else for that matter.”

“I’m not promising you a goddamn thing,” she retorted. “You’ve got two choices here, dickhead. Explain what you’re talking about right now or you can do it in front of your sister when she comes home.”

Scott let out a despairing groan and put his hands over his eyes. He’d really been given no choice at all. His family finding out his secret would be too much to cope with, so he was desperate not to let it happen. He sucked in a deep breath through his nose then let it back out through his mouth as he prepared himself to say the words and they came out in a rush.

“I think about wearing them?”

He saw the disbelieving expression return to Sasha’s face, but shrugged his shoulders as he carried on talking.

“You’re the first person I ever told.”

“Well whoop-de-fucking-doo, aren’t I the lucky one,” she said mockingly.

Some of the anger seemed to have faded from her demeanor though and Scott was sure he detected a hint of curiosity in her voice, so went on.

“I kind of have these fantasies.”

“About jacking off with a girl’s panties,” Sasha said. “That’s not exactly…”

“No, I told you,” Scott whined and his voice became ever more sheepish. “Not doing that. It’s more about, well…, making myself pretty.”

The blush of heat burned on his face now and he felt the prickle of sweat on his brow. He’d often thought about confessing to someone. Sasha didn’t exactly top the list of people he’d imagined himself coming out to, but his hand had been forced.

“Fucking hell,” she said as she moved to the side of the table. “You’re a bimboy.”

“A what?” Scott asked and frowned.

“Christ all mighty,” Sasha let out in a sarcastic voice. “You don’t even know what you are. Do you know what a bimbo is?”

“Well…, yeah, I guess so,” Scott replied and it dawned on him what the phrase Sasha had used meant.

“You’re the male equivalent of a bimbo,” she went on to spell it out for him. “A naïve little brainless fucker that wants to dress up pretty, pretty for a man. Pauline is going to love this one when she hears about it.”

“Please, you can’t tell her,” Scott implored.

“Have you been looking at her panties too?” Sasha said and sniggered.

“No,” Scott exclaimed. “Fucking hell, she’s my sister.”

“So what?” Sasha taunted. “Perverts like you are into all kinds of weird shit.”

“How do you know?” he challenged.

He dropped his gaze when he saw the blaze of anger flash across Sasha’s face again. The last thing he could afford to do was piss her off and make her mad at him. He’d just confessed to something that could blow up in his face if she let the cat out of the bag.

“Sorry,” he muttered.

“Yeah, you fucking better be sorry,” Sasha warned. “If you mess me about, your pathetic little story will be the talk of your family and friends. How would you like that?”

“I wouldn’t,” Scott admitted meekly. “I’m just not into weird shit like my sister’s panties.”

“So you thought you’d fuck about with my mine instead,” Sasha said.

The anger seemed to have completely drained from her voice now and there was no missing a hint of amusement. He wasn’t about to take any chances though and apologized again.

“Sorry.”

There was silence for a few seconds and his gaze shot up when he heard the words.

“Follow me.”

He remained rooted to the spot as he watched Sasha cross the room towards the door. She stopped when she got there and looked back.

“Move,” she snapped.

Scott didn’t know what the hell was going on, but he was in no position to refuse. If he wanted his confession to remain between only the two of them, he’d need to do whatever Sasha told him. Even then, there was no guarantee she wouldn’t blab it to someone. She walked out of the kitchen door when she saw him following and led the way towards the room she was using while she stayed at the apartment.

“This isn’t good,” Scott let out under his breath when he saw her step into the bedroom.

There was no choice but to follow though and he saw her come to a stop at a chest of drawers.

“Come on, be a good little bimboy,” she said and slapped a hand against the side of her thigh like she was calling a pet.

The humiliation hit Scott hard, but he sucked in a deep breath and trotted across the room to stand beside her. She opened the top drawer to reveal her underwear.

“Which ones did you take out?” she demanded.

“I told you, I only…”

“Look, dickhead,” Sasha barked to interrupt. “You lie to me one more bloody time and this ends right now and you can guarantee that I’ll be having words with your sister when she comes home. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” Scott answered meekly.

“How the fuck do you think I knew someone had been in this drawer,” she went on scornfully. “I noticed the panties had been moved around and that left me with three choices. Your sister did it, you did it or my panties have suddenly developed magical fucking powers and can move themselves. I went with the most obvious choice, so I’ll ask again…, which ones did you take out?”

Scott rocked his head back. He thought he’d been careful, but he’d got excited when he took the pink pair out and couldn’t quite remember where he got them from when he was done looking at them. A sigh spilled from his lips, but he wasn’t about to lie again.

“The pink ones,” he mumbled.

He frowned as he watched Sasha search through her underwear until she found the pink panties.

“These ones?” she asked and held them out.

Scott nodded his head as he stared at them.

“Well,” Sasha said after a few seconds of awkward silence.

“Umm…, well what?” Scott asked.

“Put them on,” Sasha told him.

“Huh?” he let out in a confused voice. “Did you not just almost throttle me in the kitchen because you thought I was using your panties?”

“That’s different,” Sasha said and smirked. “When I did that, I thought you were a nasty pervert using my panties to jack yourself off. That’s creepy shit.”

“What…, and now you know that’s not the case you want me to wear them?”

“Yeah,” Sasha said and laughed. “Now that I know you’re a little sissy bimboy with girlie fantasies of dressing up pretty, I want to see it.”

“No way,” Scott said as he took a step back. “I can’t do this.”

“Do you think you have a choice?” Sasha asked and swung the panties almost in front of his face.

It made him bring his hands up to cover his eyes. Sasha had him by the balls and it seemed she wasn’t about to let go. He wanted to run out of the room, but knew he couldn’t. If he didn’t do what she wanted, his confession would be revealed. He lowered his hands to look at her.

“Please promise you won’t say anything about this,” he said.

“We’ll see,” she replied and thrust the pink panties at him.

Scott closed his eyes again, but opened them quickly when her obviously feigned cough got his attention. He reached out to take the panties. Despite the bizarre nature of the situation, he felt the flutter of excitement when he touched the silky, pink material. It brought back memories of the erection he got when he came in the room before. That was the last thing he needed now, so he sucked in a deep breath to try and keep himself calm.

“Hurry up,” Sasha said as she moved across to the bed and threw herself down on it.

“Can I go along to my room and…”

“No you bloody cannot,” she cut in. “You’re going to do it right here.”

“Jesus,” Scott muttered under his breath.

He was suddenly so far out of his depth it was scary. His fantasies were always about dressing up in lacy, pink underwear and pretty clothes, but it wasn’t a girl he wanted to do it for. Sasha had guessed right about him. He did want to dress up pretty for a man.

The situation he found himself in wasn’t exactly how he’d imagined coming out, but there was little choice other than to do as he was told. He moved to the side of the bed to put the panties down and started to unbuckle his belt.

“T-shirt first,” Sasha ordered and the note of excitement was there to hear in her voice

In a matter of minutes, she’d gone from a screaming banshee that pinned him against a wall by his neck to a blackmailing bitch who was forcing him to do her bidding. Scott had no idea what to make of it, but gave in to the order and grabbed his t-shirt to pull it over his head. He then continued unbuckling his belt before loosening his jeans.

The rush of humiliation hit hard as he pushed the denim down, but there was an undercurrent of excitement to it that he couldn’t shake off. It threatened to bring his cock erect and he desperately fought against that happening. He straightened up when he kicked the jeans away then picked up the panties from the bed and started to turn around.

“Don’t be shy now,” Sasha said. “You keep facing me, bimboy.”

“Come on,” Scott whined, but saw her lift a hand to waggle her forefinger at him.

She then scrambled around to lie on her belly and settled her chin on her hands to watch the show. Scott cursed under his breath, but turned back to face the bed. He was all too aware of the intense gaze on him, but closed his eyes to block the sight of it as he slipped his thumbs under the sides of his boxer shorts to push them down.

His breathing grew ragged as he kicked them aside and he needed to open his eyes, so he could get the pink panties in place to step in them. There was no containing the rush of hot blood as his dirty dream came to life and he felt the movement of his cock as he pulled the underwear up into place.

He straightened up and desperately sucked in deep breaths, but there was no fighting off the arousal as he lived out a fantasy. Well, part of a fantasy anyway. He was dressed up in pink panties, but it was a girl staring open-eyed at him when he looked.

“That’s so fucking dirty,” Sasha said and the excitement was there to hear in her voice again.

Her change in attitude was confusing to Scott, but she seemed to be enjoying the moment they were sharing every bit as much as him. She pushed herself up, moved to sit at the bottom of the bed and let out a laugh before she spoke again.

“You’re going to ruin my fucking panties.”

“You told me to put them on,” he protested.

“Did I tell you to get a boner?” Sasha mocked.

“Look, I did what you asked,” Scott said. “Can I go now?”

“Oh no,” Sasha replied. “You’ll go when I tell you and not before…, understand?”

Scott rubbed a hand over his eyes, but he was stuck where he was and unsure of what to expect next.

“Come closer,” Sasha ordered and leaned forward.”

“You were right about me,” Scott said. “I’m not interested in girls.”

“Don’t flatter yourself,” Sasha snapped. “I’m not fucking interested in little prissy boys like you.”

“Then why do you want me to move closer?”

“Because it looks like you might have something I am interested in,” Sasha said.

“Give me a break here,” Scott whined. “You’ve had your fun and made a complete asshole of me for your amusement. Just let…”

“STEP…, CLOSER,” Sasha spat out.

Scott cringed. He was losing the fight to keep the hot-blooded pulse of arousal from having a real effect and could feel his cock beginning to strain against the silky material. That just made him think all the more about the fact he was wearing pink panties and the twitching movement grew stronger.

He really wasn’t interested in girls, but was all too aware of what Sasha was interested in. Her eyes were fixed on his groin and it was clear she liked what she saw. Scott knew a touch, even if it was from a girl, would push him over the edge and there would be no stopping his erection springing fully to life. Walking away wasn’t an option though, so he gritted his teeth and stepped forward.

“Look at your boy all tucked up nice and snuggly in pink panties,” Sasha mocked. “It looks so pretty.”

Scott sucked in gasping breaths as he looked down to Sasha’s hand reaching out, but he instinctively stepped back before she could touch.

“Fucking hell,” she complained.

“I don’t want this,” Scott said although it wasn’t completely true. The pulse of excitement was growing stronger and he liked the feel of it more than he cared to admit.

“Yeah, well, I didn’t want you going through my underwear drawer, dickhead,” Sasha retorted.

“I said I was sorry.”

“Oh, excuse me,” Sasha replied in a derisive voice. “That makes everything alright then.”

Scott screwed up his face, but said nothing in reply.

“Have you actually been with a man?” she asked.

“Well…, no,” he replied.

“I can get it for you,” Sasha went on.

Scott’s eyes narrowed. He was sure she was fucking with him for more amusement and the suspicion showed in his voice.

“What do you mean?”

“What I said,” Sasha replied. “I can get your dirty bimboy dream for you.”

“Liar,” he blurted out.

“If that’s what you think, get out of my panties and fuck off then.”

Scott remained motionless as he stared at her. His curiosity was piqued, but it wasn’t all that made him stay where he was. There was still a fear that walking out would piss off Sasha and she wouldn’t keep her mouth shut.

“How would you do it?” he finally asked.

“I have secrets too,” Sasha said. “Not that I’m going to tell you any of them, but suffice to say my past has led to me coming across a few people that aren’t exactly conventional.”

Scott’s eyes narrowed again. Her words sounded fantastical and he wasn’t sure whether to believe her or not. He remembered her comment about little perverts being into all sorts of weird shit and wondered if it was just a throwaway line or whether she’d actually been involved in something that gave her first hand knowledge of kinky perversions. It made him keep the conversation going.

“People like who?”

“Oh, so now you’re interested,” she said. “Step forward and I’ll tell you, but no fucking questions.”

“Why should I believe you?”

“Jesus, do you not understand plain English, dickhead. I said no questions and why the hell would I lie?”

“To get me to do what you want.”

“Fuck me, you sure have the brain of a bimboy,” she spat out in a dismissive tone. “I can already do that, without having to lie to you. All it takes is a threat to reveal your secret and you’ll let me do anything I want to you. Keep up will you.”

Scott screwed up his face. What she said was correct. She had him well and truly by the balls already and there really was no need for her to lie.

“Step forward,” Sasha ordered in her normal voice then repeated the words in a deeper growl. “See, close your eyes and you can pretend I’m a man.”

The stupid comment made her crack up and Scott shook his head as he was surrounded by the sound of her laughter. His curiosity was growing though. The idea Sasha might really be able to get him the fantasy he wanted made him take a step forward to get right in front of her.

Her laughter died away as she set her gaze on his crotch and this time he braced himself not to move when she reached out. A shudder rippled through him when he felt the touch brush along his cock through the panties and suddenly there was no fighting off the pulse of arousal.

He looked down to the sight of the pink material bulging out as his erection strained against it and the head popped out the top of the waistband as the caress of fingers along his length brought him fully erect.

“Look at you,” Sasha said as she leaned closer.

Scott gasped as she forced her hand between his thighs to grip his balls through the pink material. The ripple of panic came alive when she squeezed, but she didn’t inflict any pain and he rocked his head back as the pleasure of the massaging touch flared.

“Not as big as the man I can get you with,” she said as she stared at his stiff shaft.

Scott knew he wasn’t supposed to ask questions, but couldn’t help himself.

“How do you know him?”

He saw her gaze come up and thought she was about to berate him, but his compliance to her demands seemed to have mellowed her mood and she answered.

“I told you my secrets will stay secret,” she said. “But this guy is a darling and he’ll love it if I give you to him.”

“He’s got a big cock?”

“Don’t all black men?” Sasha asked and laughed.

Scott groaned when she let go of his balls and slipped a finger further between his thighs to press it on his asshole through the thin material of the panties.

“This little virgin hole will get ravaged by him if I set something up,” she said and pressed harder.

The clenching pulse of his muscles made Scott’s legs weaken and his mouth opened wide as the pleasure intensified. He shuddered when the hand pulled from between his thighs and he looked down to a kiss on the head of his cock.

“You give me what I want and I’ll make sure he knows about you,” Sasha said.

She backed off to trail her fingertips all the way down from tip to balls then back up again. Grabbing the panties, she pulled them down to Scott’s ankles to make him step out of them then wrapped the pink material around her hand. He knew what was about to happen and his breath came out in ragged gasps when her underwear-clad grip circled around his erection.

Her free hand latched onto his hip to make him turn, so he wasn’t facing directly towards her and the feel of the silky material gliding along his stiff shaft as she stroked was all that suddenly mattered. He closed his eyes and rocked his head back as the growing pressure made his muscles contract. Putting his hands on his hips, he arched his back to push his groin forward and it made his cock jut out as the rhythm of the stroking quickened.

“Yeah, come on you dirty little sissy boy,” Sasha growled through gritted teeth. “Show me what you’ve got.”

Scott was a slave to the touch and closed his eyes tightly as quivering spasms started to make his legs shake. His breathing quickened as his balls tightened up to his groin and he knew it was already getting too much for him. The pulsing of his muscles made his buttocks clench and he let out a desperate groan as the hot swell of pleasure became overwhelming.

“Can’t hold it,” he groaned, but it only made Sasha stroke quicker still and his body buckled as a strong convulsion ripped through him.

A long, spurting string of cum erupted from the tip of his cock and he heard Sasha’s giggling glee as she slid her fingers right to the base to press them against his balls. It made his erection jut out as the sticky blasts of thick white continued to erupt and the rush of burning ecstasy left him struggling to stay upright as his knees almost buckled.

The release finally began to die away and the strong, pulsing spasms of his groin muscles slowly faded. His chest heaved as he sucked in air and he looked down to the sight of the last dribbles of white coming out.

“Fuck,” he gasped when Sasha stroked up to the tip and cleaned away the cum with the pink panties.

She pulled them from her hand and held them out.

“I don’t want these now,” she said.

Scott grabbed them then bent down to pick up his clothes.

“You better clean this place up,” Sasha said as she looked at the cum stains splashed across the wooden floor. “You really don’t want your sister finding it and the story coming out.”

She laughed as she walked to the door, but stopped when she heard the question.

“Will you really set me up with your friend?” Scott asked.

She looked back and there was a wicked smile on her face.

“Oh yeah,” she said. “Write your phone number for me before you leave the room and I’ll let you know.”

Scott watched as she left the room and a smile slowly spread across his face. It faded when he looked down to the cum on the floor, but he was quick to get down and clean it away with his t-shirt.

He moved to the bedside cabinet and opened it. A search found him what he wanted and he wrote his number on the small pad of paper, ripped off the page to leave it where Sasha would easily find it then walked out of the room.

***

Scott knew it was Sasha when the call came.

The rush of anxiety was almost crippling as he stared at the number on the screen of his phone. He didn’t recognize it, which was what made him a hundred percent sure it was her and thoughts tumbled through his mind at breakneck speed.

He’d walked out of the bedroom after leaving his number to experience a maelstrom of conflicting emotions. That started with sheer, mind-numbing panic. The idea of his secret being revealed was something he couldn’t bear and the first meeting with his sister, Pauline, after the unexpected encounter with Sasha was a nightmare.

The expectation that Pauline would demand he explain himself slowly died away when she was her normal sense and he felt the relief that she didn’t know about his bimboy fetish. It took a few days for the concerns that Sasha might tell all to disappear completely, but it seemed she hadn’t said a word about what happened. At least, nothing had been revealed to his sister.

Suddenly, it was hope he started to experience that Sasha would actually follow through on the offer she made. Dressing up pretty to be used by a black man was suddenly the only fantasy on his mind. He’d washed the pink panties and taken to wearing them every night when he was alone in his bedroom.

It got him hard every time and he’d been masturbating like crazy. It felt so good, but was also hellish because he was desperate to move on from dirty dreams and his hand. He wanted the fantasy for real and Sasha was the one who could arrange it for him. Well, he hoped she could. The anticipation that she would slowly faded away to resignation that nothing would happen as the days passed. He started to think that she’d been bullshitting him about setting something up and tried to put the idea of it behind him.

As he stared at the number on the screen of his ringing phone the hope rushed back that his bimboy fantasies might be on the verge of coming true and it made his hand shake. He sucked in a deep breath before swiping his thumb across the screen and lifting the phone to his ear. It got him the sound of the voice he expected to hear straight away.

“Bring the pink panties,” Sasha said.

“Fuck,” he let out in a harsh gasp. “You really set something up?”

“Told you I would,” she said. “I let Darius know all about your tight little virgin hole and dirty fetish. He’s very keen for you to visit him.”

“Right now?”

“This very evening, bimboy,” Sasha said and laughed. “Do you know the Oyster Pearl Bar?”

“Yeah, it’s on Diamond Street,” Scott said.

“Then get your ass here,” she went on. “And don’t you fucking forget those pretty pink panties. You’ll be needing them.”

The line disconnected and Scott stood with the phone still pressed to his ear for a few seconds before finally lowering his hand.

“Fuck…, fuck,” he cursed through gritted teeth as the burst of anxious euphoria hit hard.

He couldn’t gather his thoughts at first and simply paced back and forth across his bedroom. When he finally forced himself to stop, he sat down on the side of the bed and leaned forward to put his head in his hands.

“This is what you want,” he muttered after a few seconds and immediately got back to his feet.

He was suddenly moving with a purpose. Walking to the wardrobe, he opened it up to get a pair of trainers and a jacket. He put them on before reaching to the top shelf and shifting a few items aside to get to where he kept the panties hidden.

Touching on the silky material brought the familiar surge of excitement, but he quickly stuffed the underwear in his jacket pocket and tried to keep himself calm. It was easier said than done considering the thoughts flashing through his mind. He worked hard to clear them away and waited until he got himself completely under control before leaving his bedroom.

“I’m heading out,” he shouted as he passed by the lounge.

“Have fun,” Pauline shouted back.

The remark made a smile spread across Scott’s face, but it didn’t stay there long as he left the apartment and headed for the stairs. When he got out of the building, he went to the bus stop at the end of the street and caught a ride into town. He got off at the stop nearest Diamond Street then hurriedly walked the rest of the way.

His pace slowed when he caught sight of the Oyster Pearl Bar and he was all too aware of the nerves making his pulse race. He could almost feel the vein throbbing in his forehead as doubts began to flood his mind. The idea that Sasha might be toying with him for her own amusement filled his mind and he started to fear she wouldn’t even be in the bar. He came to a stop on the darkened street outside the place to look in through the large window. It took him a few seconds to locate her, but he finally saw her sitting alone at a table.

“Well, at least she’s here,” he let out under his breath as he continued to stare.

That didn’t mean she wasn’t playing with him and he couldn’t clear the doubts from his mind. There was no point in coming this far only to walk away though. He inhaled deeply a couple of times and flexed his fingers to try and rid himself of the anxiousness. Not that it worked, but he finally moved to the door and stepped inside. A glance towards Sasha revealed she’d already noticed him and the smile widened on her face as he approached.

“Have you been avoiding me at the apartment?” she asked and laughed.

“What…, no, I haven’t,” he replied. “I’ve just been, well, busy.”

They both knew it was a lie. He’d been desperate to keep out of her way in the first few days after their encounter and had carried that on by keeping a low profile whenever they were in at the same time.

He really didn’t want a repeat of what they shared and was also nervous that Sasha would play games around Pauline. That would risk his secret being revealed and he decided it was better all round to keep out of the way. Not that he wanted to do that now as he stared at her.

“Bottle of beer for me,” she said to bring a moment of awkward silence to an end.

Scott nodded his head before turning away to head for the serving counter. He caught the attention of the barman right away, ordered two beers and paid for them when they were served. When he got his change, he put it in his jacket pocket and his fingers touched on the panties. It brought a flush of heat to his face and he quickly picked up the drinks to return to the table.

He wasn’t thanked when he put the bottle in front of Sasha. Not that he really expected it and he said nothing when he sat on a chair. She picked up the beer to take a swig and the smile returned to her face when she put it down again.

“Been jacking off much?” she asked and sniggered.

Scott grimaced, but didn’t answer the question. He looked around, but there was no one close enough to have heard the comment. A silence stretched out for a few seconds before she spoke again.

“Did you bring them?”

Reaching in his pocket, Scott took hold of the panties and pulled them out a little to show the pink material.

“You’ll need this too,” Sasha said.

He watched as she reached under her jacket and saw the flash of pink when she brought something out.

“Take it,” she said when she put her hand below the table.

Scott didn’t really have much choice and reached out. He realized what it was as soon as he took it and let out a quiet curse. The idea that somebody might be watching made him glance around again, but no one was paying them any attention as he slipped the pink bra that matched the panties in his pocket.

“Tell Margot and Gretel you have to wear them,” Sasha said.

“I thought I was meeting someone called Darius.”

“He’s not going to dress you, dickhead,” Sasha replied and shook her head. “Margot and Gretel will get you prettified for your date. Just fucking tell them you want to wear my pink panties and bra. The rest of your outfit will be up to them.”

“Do I have to pay for this?”

“You normally would and Darius doesn’t come cheap,” Sasha said. “There are plenty of little sissy boys that love what he can give them, but I called in a favor to get you this one on the house. After that it’s up to you.”

Scott picked up his beer to take a drink as he stared across the table. He wasn’t sure he should ask the question at the forefront of his mind, but went ahead to do so when he put the bottle down.

“Why are you helping me?”

“Why not,” Sasha replied and shrugged her shoulders.

Scott suspected it was the only answer he was going to get and decided it would be smart not to press the matter. He waited a second or two before asking another question.

“Did you tell anyone about…, well, you know?”

Sasha eyed him as she took a drink, but she eventually pulled the bottle from her lips.

“Still worried about your kinky fetish coming out to the world?” she asked.

Scott shrugged his shoulders, but knew he was wasting his time trying to act nonchalant. Sasha already knew how desperate he was to keep things under wraps and he couldn’t hold her piercing gaze. Her laugh only heightened his nerves, but he felt a slight sense of relief when she finally spoke.

“Don’t get your pink fucking panties in a twist, bimboy. The only people who know are you, me and the people you’re about to meet.

“Thanks,” he said.

“Just remember,” Sasha went on. “You owe me now. If I come looking for something in return you better make sure you bust a gut trying to help me.”

“Sure, sure, anything you want,” Scott agreed and guessed it might be an explanation of why she’d set something up for him.

It still didn’t make all that much sense because he wasn’t sure what help he could give, but he wasn’t about to delve any deeper into her motivation and lifted his beer to take another drink.

“So…, what do I do?” he asked when he put the bottle on the table.

“Relax and drink your beer,” Sasha told him. “I’ll take you along when you’re finished.”

“Is it far from here?” Scott asked in an animated voice and leaned forward.

“Look at you getting all worked up,” she mocked. “How often have you been wearing my pink panties since our little game…, every day? Dirty little pervert.”

Scott knew the flush of heat on his cheeks would color them. It gave Sasha her answer and he dropped his gaze when he heard her sarcastic laugh.

“Oh boy, you have got it so fucking bad for this, you dickhead,” she taunted.

He wanted to tell her to get to fuck, but didn’t want to risk pissing her off. She was giving him what he wanted, so he did what she’d told him and lifted his beer to drink it. He finished as quickly as he could, but was then forced to wait and it was torture.

Sasha was in no hurry and there was no doubt she was taking her time to make him squirm. He looked at her every time she lifted the beer to her lips, but the little sips she took stretched out the wait until he wanted to shout at her to hurry up. When she finished, she put the empty bottle down and caught his gaze.

“Got your pink panties ready?” she asked and smirked before getting to her feet.

Scott quickly followed suit and was led across to the door of the bar. They stepped outside and he repeated the question he’d asked not long before.

“Is it far from here?”

“Just around the corner, bimboy,” she told him. “Get yourself ready.”

***

The short walk ended in front of an apartment building.

“Is this it?” Scott asked.

“No, we’ve come so far already I thought you might need a fucking rest,” Sasha answered scornfully and shook her head.

“Alright,” Scott let out in a whiny voice. “I was only asking.”

“Let’s go,” she told him and walked towards the entrance.

“Are you coming in with me?” he asked.

He saw her gaze settle on him and moved before he was hit with another sarcastic remark. Sasha headed for the elevators when they got inside and Scott looked around as he followed. The lobby area was empty. It looked neat and tidy, but was nothing particularly special.

Not that he really had any clue what to expect. He was in uncharted territory and simply following obediently in Sasha’s footsteps. She came to a halt when she reached the elevator and he did the same to watch as the wall button was pushed. He couldn’t get himself to stay still and his fidgeting didn’t go unnoticed.

“Getting antsy there, bimboy?” Sasha asked in a mocking tone.

Scott tightened her lips together as he held in the comeback he wanted to let out. There was no point in antagonizing Sasha, so he stayed silent and forced himself to remain motionless until the ping of the elevator arriving rang out. When the doors opened, he followed her inside and saw the button for floor eight being lit up.

“Almost there,” she said when they started ascending.

Scott watched the digital display indicating the floor numbers they passed by. The elevator came to a stop when the eight was showing and the doors slid open. He was getting jitterier by the second as his pulse quickened and he couldn’t get his mind to settle as he followed out to the hallway then along to a door.

“You ready?” Sasha asked.

“Are you coming inside?” he replied.

“Wouldn’t miss this for the world,” she told him with a grin and reached out to ring the doorbell.

“Shit,” Scott cursed under his breath as he started to fidget again.

The sound of the door opening brought his movements to an end and he held his breath. The sight that greeted him was the last thing he expected and he couldn’t keep the surprise from his expression.

“Sasha,” the woman who answered the door said and spread her arms wide.

“Hey, Gretel,” Sasha replied and stepped forward into a hug, which came to an end quickly. “This is him.”

“Well, bring him in…, bring him in,” Gretel said and turned away.

Sasha motioned for Scott to go inside first and followed when he did so. She closed the door then moved past to lead the way and it got them along to a bedroom.

“Margot,” she yelled and ran across the room to hug another woman.

Scott stood awkwardly by the door as he observed the scene unfolding in front of him and wasn’t sure quite what to make of it. Margot and Gretel were probably in their late fifties or early sixties and looked so prim and proper he could barely believe it.

Their grey hair was styled into tight buns on top of their heads and the grey color had a bluish tinge to it. Both wore horn-rimmed glasses, which gave them a slightly severe, almost matronly appearance although the heavy makeup on their faces didn’t exactly match up to that image. Well, not in Scott’s mind anyway.

Their tight blouses looked identical in style although Gretel’s was pastel yellow, while Margot’s was deep purple. The hem of the dark, A-line skirts they wore sat just below the knee, with the material hugging their slim hips and thighs to the point where it looked like it would impede their movements when they walked. Both wore black high heels. A perfectly straight, dark line running up the back of their legs was a sign that sheer nylon might be stockings.

It was altogether an unsettling sight for Scott. The two matronly ladies looked like they should be in a tea shop, sipping Earl Grey from porcelain cups and making polite small talk. Either that or working behind the counter in a library. They were certainly the last thing he expected to see when the door of the apartment opened.

“So, what do you think of him?”

The sound of Sasha’s voice cut through his ruminations and he tensed when he became aware of the three women turning their attention to him.

“Cute face,” Gretel said as she cast an appraising eye over him.

“And his slim build is pretty,” Margot added. “I think you were right. Darius will like him.”

“Well, once we’re finished with him,” Gretel went on.

“Can’t wait to see that,” Sasha said as she moved to the sofa against the wall and threw herself down on it. Her gaze latched onto Scott as she went on talking. “Show them the underwear.”

His lips tightened together as the humiliation welled up, but he slipped a hand in his pocket to pull out the pink bra and panties. The breath caught in his throat as the two older women approached him, but it came back out in a rush when Margot’s hand smacked on his ass.

“Didn’t your mother teach you not to steal panties?” she asked.

“I didn’t steal them,” he protested and pointed at Sasha. “She gave them to me.”

“Yeah, only after the filthy little deviant sneaked in my room to play with them,” Sasha said and laughed.

“I didn’t play with…,” Scott started, but he wasn’t given the chance to finish.

“Yeah, whatever, bimboy,” Sasha interrupted before going on with her story. “I made him dress up in them. You should have seen how hard that got him. He’s going to lose it when you two are finished with him.”

“Well, well,” Gretel said as she reached out to clamp her hand on Scott’s chin. “It does seem like we’ve got ourselves a bad boy.”

Scott wasn’t sure what to do, so he remained completely motionless as fingers dug into his cheeks. The underwear was snatched from his hand before the grip on his face was released.

“Get undressed,” Margot ordered.

“Jesus,” Scott muttered as the two ladies stepped back.

“I think he’s shy,” Sasha joked after a few seconds of silence.

The sound of laughter surrounded Scott to make him cringe and he suddenly found himself wondering if he’d done the right thing. A hand reached out to him and he slid his tongue around his lips as he stared at it.

“Take it,” Gretel said.

Scott obeyed the command and was led across to a wardrobe. It was opened to give him a sight of the clothes hanging inside.

“You want to dress up pretty for Darius, don’t you?” Gretel asked when she let go of his hand.

“Yes,” Scott answered straight away.

He watched as she trailed her fingers along the hangers and her gaze flitted back and forth between him and the outfits.

“I think this one for you,” she said and pulled out a dress to hold it up against his body. “What do you think?”

Scott knew the question wasn’t aimed at him. His cheeks flushed a darker shade of red when Sasha wolf whistled, but she wasn’t the one Gretel was seeking advice from either.

“He’ll look good in it,” Margot said. “Is he getting hard?”

Scott froze as Gretel’s free hand pressed against his groin.

“Not yet,” she said. “But let’s put in on him and see what happens.”

He held his breath as he fought off the arousal. The situation was getting weirder by the second, but he looked down at the dress and the idea of putting it on excited him. The corset-style bodice would be tightened in place by black laces at the back and it extended down into a very short, pink, puffed skirt, which was decorated with little hearts.

“Do you like it?” Gretel asked when she pulled her hand away.

This time Scott knew the query was aimed at him and nodded his head as he spoke.

“Yes, it’s pretty.”

The dress was pulled away from him.

“You can’t put it on if you don’t take your clothes off first,” Gretel remarked.

It was a gentler order for him to strip and he glanced around. He really did want to wear the dress, so there was no choice. It brought back memories of Sasha making him take his clothes off at home. This time there was an audience of three watching and he lowered his gaze to the floor as he removed his jacket. Gretel held out her hand, so he gave it to her and did the same when he took off his t-shirt and pants.

“Everything,” Sasha shouted across the room and hooted with laughter.

It made Scott cringe, but he looked at Gretel and saw the nod of her head.

“Shit,” he mouthed under his breath.

His hands shook as he hooked his thumbs under the sides of his boxer shorts to push them down. He was all too aware of Gretel’s appraisal of his naked body and stood awkwardly. The fight to keep his libido at bay was becoming more difficult and he knew there would be no stopping himself coming erect when he was dressed up pretty.

Gretel went to put his clothes and the dress on a chair before returning. Margot approached him also and both women took a hand to lead him across to a dressing table.

“Sit,” Margot ordered.

Scott didn’t need to be told twice. As soon as the grip on his hands was released, he dropped down on the seat and crossed his legs to cover himself up.

“Have you worn makeup before?” Gretel asked.

“No,” Scott admitted.

She gripped his chin again to make him look at her.

“You should,” she said. “Your face is cute and the right makeup will enhance that to make you prettier.”

“He’s mine,” Sasha shouted across the room and sniggered.

Gretel rolled her eyes as she stared at Scott before turning her attention to Sasha.

“Do you want to be laid out across my knee?” she asked.

“No,” Sasha squealed.

“Then less of the comments and let us get on with it,” Gretel rebuked. “One more smart remark and I’ll pull your panties down and spank that delectable derriere.”

“Aww,” Sasha moaned. “Where’s the fun in being quiet? Can I take pictures then?”

“No,” Scott blurted out and looked at Gretel. “Don’t let her.”

“Just sit still and be quiet,” she told him.

Scott let out a sigh as he turned to look in the mirror. He watched in amazement as the two ladies worked in tandem to transform his face until he barely recognized himself. By the time they finished, his eyes were lined in black and he couldn’t stop fluttering the long, dark lashes that had been set in place over his own. The look was complimented by shimmering pink and silver eyeshadow, with small heart transfers placed over that.

“Pretty,” Scott murmured as he leaned forward to look at himself.

The blusher on his cheeks reddened them and a pale, pink lipstick was the final touch that completed the change from boy to girl.

“Get up,” Margot said.

Scott had been so caught up in the transformation that he didn’t realize how tumescent his cock had become until he stood.

“I think he likes it,” Gretel said as she reached out.

Her fingers caressed around his semi-erect cock and he suddenly found himself in the hands of a woman again. It brought back memories of being with Sasha and he cursed when the flash of her camera phone went off.

“I better not be in that,” Gretel said.

“Only your hand,” Sasha replied.

Gretel shook her head as she returned her attention to the cock she was holding. She slowly stroked her fingers along it and Scott rocked his head back. Getting to what he really wanted was putting him under the control of women keen to take advantage. First it was Sasha and now Gretel was playing with him. It seemed Margot didn’t want to be left out either and her fingers sank into his taut ass cheeks when she moved right behind him.

“Did I mention he was a virgin?” Sasha remarked.

“Yes you did,” Margot said as she forced a finger between buttocks to press it on a tightly clenched anus. “We let Darius know.”

Scott sucked in harsh breaths as he came fully erect in Gretel’s hand. The pulsing contractions of his muscles made his stiff shaft throb fiercely and he closed his eyes. He shuddered when Margot pulled her hand away, but let out a cry when her palm cracked on his ass.

“The bimboy can’t control himself,” Sasha mocked. “And you should see him cum.”

“That’s not for us,” Gretel said as she continued to stroke her fingers along a throbbing length.

“I’ll bring him back next time for you,” Sasha joked.

“That would be fun,” Gretel said. “I’m not sure the poor boy wants it though. I think he has other things on his mind.”

She stroked her fingers along his engorged manhood a final few times before pulling her hand away and grabbing hold of his wrist to lead him across to the bed. He was made to wait as Margot went to get the dress. She held it for him to step into and it was pulled up his body.

“Sit,” Gretel said.

She got on her knees behind him on the bed and started to pull the laces of the corset bodice tight. The dress was adjusted as she worked until a final hard tug secured the material in place.

“Stand up,” Margot said.

As soon as he did, she grabbed the hem of the pink dress to pull it down. She sniggered when she tucked it behind his throbbing member to leave it on view.

“Let me get a picture,” Sasha said when she leapt to her feet.

“Wait,” Gretel said. “We need to add the finishing touch.”

She walked to the wardrobe and reached to the top shelf to bring out a box. Moving to the bed, she set it down then opened it. Scott watched as a bleached blonde wig was brought out. It was put on him and adjusted to make the straight fringe cut across his forehead just above his eyebrows. A mass of heavy blonde curls spilled down over his bare shoulders and across his back. He glanced across the room to the mirror and it showed him the cute, pink bow on the top of his head that almost matched the color of the lipstick.

“Perfect,” Gretel said when she stepped back.

Scott wasn’t sure whether to put his hands up to cover his face or down to hide his raging boner when Sasha lifted the phone. He opted for the former and closed his eyes, but was still aware of the flash going off as pictures of him were taken,

“Don’t forget the pink panties,” Sasha said.

Margot picked up the underwear from the bed, but threw the bra aside before dropping down to her knees in front of Scott and leaning in to press her lips against the base of his cock. He shuddered when he felt the lick, but she moved her head back and held the pink panties for him to step into. They were pulled up into place and he let out a grunt when the elastic snapped against his hard flesh. The hem of the dress was yanked out from behind his cock and pulled down to cover it up.

“There we go,” Margot said as she admired her work. “Our little virgin bimboy is all dressed up pretty for his cherry to be popped. Come on.”

Gretel moved back to the wardrobe to get one last thing and handed it to Scott.

“You can be a pretty little tease,” she told him.

“Really?” he said as he stared at the fake, multi-colored lollipop.

“Just put your tongue on it when you pose for Darius,” she said. “He likes that.”

“Doesn’t he get heels?” Sasha asked.

“No, he’s a little barefoot princess today,” Margot replied.

She grabbed his wrist to lead him to the door and Scott swallowed hard as he was taken out to the hallway. His fantasy was about to become reality and it was the most nervous he’d ever been in his life.

***

A long, slow breath spilled from Scott’s lips when Margot came to a stop at a door and knocked. The sound of the booming voice coming from within unnerved him even more.

“Enter.”

“You do whatever Darius tells you,” Margot hissed before turning the handle to open the door.

Scott’s hands balled to fists as he was led inside and his nails sank into his palms. It brought a flicker of pain, but he forgot all about it when Margot spoke again.

“This is him,” she said and pulled him forward.

It gave Scott his first glimpse of Darius and it was much more than he’d hoped for. The man lying on the bed was wearing a short toweling robe, which put a lot of his dark, heavily-muscled legs on view.

It was a perfect sight that Scott only dragged his gaze from to look higher. The white material hung open to give a peek of a strapping physique and there was no doubt he was staring at a bull of a man. Short cropped hair topped a handsome face and a smile broke out on it when Darius sat up.

“You’ve done yourself proud tonight, Margot,” he said.

“You like what Gretel and I have done with him?”

“Oh, I like,” Darius said as he moved to the side of the bed and swung his feet down to the floor. “I like it a lot.”

“Thank you,” Margot said. “I’ll leave you two to get acquainted.”

She released her grip on Scott’s wrist and he watched as she walked back across the room, stepped out to the hallway and closed the door. It left him in a situation he’d fantasized about so much and he returned his gaze to the black bull on the bed. This was no dream, however, and he became short of breath as he waited to see what happened.

He remembered what Gretel told him, so tentatively lifted the lollipop to his mouth. The smile widened on Darius’s face and it was all too apparent he liked what he saw. Scott could feel the aching throb of his erection as he played the bimboy tease, but he pulled the fake confectionary away from his mouth when he heard the comment.

“You like sucking things, do you?”

Scott’s gaze flitted to the hem of the robe before coming back up.

“If you want me to,” he said.

“Do a twirl,” Darius told him.

Scott held his breath as he slowly turned a full circle to end up facing the bed again. The air came rushing back out as he watched Darius get up. It made it all the more apparent how big and powerful the man who was about to take his virginity was.

“Do you like getting dressed up pretty?” Darius asked.

“Yes,” Scott replied.

“Are you wearing Sasha’s pink panties?”

Scott nodded his head. He wanted to drag the dress up to show, but didn’t have the nerve to act of his own accord. The breath caught in his throat as he was approached and he tensed when a hand caressed on his cheek.

“She told me what she did,” Darius said. “Did you like it?”

Scott felt the flush of heat explode on his cheeks that his secrets had been revealed, but he shook his head as he spoke.

“I gave her what she wanted, so she wouldn’t tell my sister what I’d done.”

“Don’t be ashamed of what you are,” Darius said as he leaned in. “You should embrace it.”

“Yes,” Scott murmured before a kiss pressed on his mouth.

A shiver rippled down his spine as Darius’s lips crushed against his and it backed him up until the wall brought him to a stop. A hand slipped under the dress and he let out a muffled groan as he felt the stroking touches on his throbbing erection through the silky material of the underwear.

“Show me the panties,” Darius said when he ended the kiss and stepped back.

Scott grabbed at the dress to pull it up and saw the gaze lock onto his groin.

“I can see you like dressing up,” Darius said as he reached out to brush a fingertip along Scott’s erect length. “Is being here right now what you want?”

Scott rocked his head back too far and banged it against the wall. It didn’t stop him answering the question though.

“Yes, it’s what I’ve dreamed about.”

“What else do you dream about?” Darius asked and let out a quiet chuckle.

Scott licked his lips as his gaze flitted to the hem of the toweling robe again. It wasn’t missed and Darius let out another laugh as he pulled his hand back. He grabbed hold of a wrist to lead his pretty bimboy across the room and shoved him down to sit on the bottom of the bed.

“Undo the belt,” he said.

Scott glanced up to see he was being watched, but he quickly brought his gaze back down as he reached out. He loosened the belt and the sides of the robe fell apart to reveal a muscular, naked body. His gaze fastened onto the thick cock hanging down between powerful thighs and his eyes opened wide.

“It’s gorgeous,” he murmured and leaned forward to kiss it.

He slipped down from the bed to get on his knees and watched as the robe was taken off then casually tossed aside.

“Show me how much you want it,” Darius said.

Scott swallowed hard as he reached out and his mouth opened wide when he brushed a touch along the thick, black manhood of a man he wanted to please. He was suddenly struggling to get a breath out when he realized he could barely get his fingers around an impressive girth.

Darius’s cock was barely tumescent as it hung down, but Scott was suddenly eager to find out just how big it would get. He leaned forward to press his lips on it again then lifted it up. Tilting his head back, he let the cock settle on his face and his trembling worsened.

“It’s huge,” he let out.

Darius grabbed hold to spank it down on Scott’s mouth a couple of times before pressing the tip against soft, pink lips.

“Take it,” he said.

Scott willingly did so. He wrapped his fingers around it and needed to open his mouth wide to take the bulbous head inside. His pulse began to hammer when he stroked his fingers up and down and the massive thrill of feeling black cock swelling to life made his own erection throb all the more fiercely.

“Yeah, that’s good,” Darius let out in a gasping voice as he arched his back to ease his hips forward.

Scott put his free hand on a muscular six-pack, but that only served to heighten his breathless elation and he tried to take more of Darius’s swelling manhood. He tightened his grip as he continued to stroke his fingers up and down. Hands clutched at the back of his head and he started to gag as he was forced to slide his lips lower. It was suddenly impossible to get a breath and he closed his eyes tightly as he gagged.

He tried to pull back, but wasn’t allowed to and it was thrilling to be so completely under the control of a dominant, black bull using him like the dirty bimboy slut he wanted to be. Spit spilled over his bottom lip as the grip on his head tightened and his gagging grew louder as cock fucked to the back of his throat.

It made him struggle, but that only seemed to excite the man standing over him. Darius thrust forward harder to take the pleasure of fucking a pretty mouth, but eventually relented. Harsh gasps of breath spilled from Scott’s mouth as he stared at the strings of spit that kept his lips connected to the tip of a monster cock.

He looked up to catch Darius’s gaze as he licked them away and kept his hand working to spread the lubrication along an erection that was still growing. As soon as he got his breathing under control, he leaned in again to slide his lips over the tip. His mouth gaped even wider as he struggled to take the swelling thickness.

There was no need for hands on his head now as he eagerly tried to work his mouth up and down. He grasped his fingers tightly on the base and could feel the throb of a hot-blooded lust when Darius’s cock came fully erect. He glanced up to get eye contact as he kept bobbing his head and it got him more.

Hands clasped at the back of his neck and the sound of his gagging filled the bedroom again as he enflamed the lust of the man standing over him. Darius began to thrust harder to ravage a pretty mouth. It smeared pink lipstick, with eyeliner streaks marking Scott’s cheeks as his eyes watered. The sheer delight of the moment filled his mind and he held the gaze of the man using him while thick, black cock roughly violated his mouth.

He sucked in heavy breaths when he was finally allowed to back off, but leaned forward again almost immediately to nuzzle his cheek against hard flesh. His hand slipped lower to cup around heavy balls. He was already infatuated and wanted more, so slowly licked up the full length of a hugely erect cock.

When he got to the glistening head, he used a fast flickering tongue to bring out growling moans from the man towering over him and the sound was music to his ears. He eventually pressed his lips right on the tip to let out more spit then brought his hand up to work the lubrication in before finally backing off to stare at a perfect sight.

“So big,” he said.

“Just the right size for you,” Darius replied and caressed a hand on Scott’s cheek before speaking again. “Get up.”

Scott scrambled to his feet and felt the pulsing throb of Darius’s erection against his belly when he was pulled to an embrace. A fierce kiss took his breath and he shuddered as hands slid under the back of the dress to grope his ass cheeks. He was more than living a dream and his excitement leapt as he felt the passion of lips crushing onto his.

When the kiss ended, a shove on his shoulder sent him tumbling down to the bed. He scrambled all the way onto it and was pinned down when Darius’s heavy weight settled on top of him. Their lips came together again and he looked up at a handsome face when their mouths broke apart. His chest heaved as he sucked in air and he remained completely still as he waited.

It wasn’t long before a grip on his hip easily manhandled him over onto his belly. He shoved his face into the covers as bleached blonde curls were swept aside to let kisses press on the nape of his neck. It sent shockwaves rippling through his slim body and he started to squirm as he clenched his buttocks to force his erection down against the bed.

The touch of lips slid lower and he tensed when fingers began ripping at the laces of the corset-style bodice to loosen them. It allowed the dress to be yanked down his body and he groaned when more kisses teased along the curve of his spine.

“Lift up,” Darius growled.

Scott obeyed immediately to let the dress be pulled past his hips and the material was quickly dragged lower to be taken from him. It left him lying in nothing more than Sasha’s pink panties and he groaned when Darius’s weight settled on the back of his knees.

He forced his face into the covers again and it muffled the sound of his desperate groan when a hard spank landed on his ass. It was followed by another before a kiss nuzzled against the small of his back. The throbbing of his erection grew fiercer when a slow lick slid all the way to the crease of his ass.

“Are you going to be my little slut?” Darius asked.

Scott lifted his head.

“Yes,” he answered. “You can do whatever you want with me. I want to be yours.”

He heard the growling laugh and winced when another stinging spank cracked on his buttocks through the pink underwear. A flare of pain pierced through the pleasure, but only added to his excitement. Fingers slipped under the waistband of the panties to ease them lower before the tip of Darius’s tongue found the crease of his ass again.

This time it wiggled in between and his breath came out in ragged gasps as the licking played on his puckered skin. A grip on his ass cheeks spread them indecently wide to expose him completely, but it was what he wanted and his head reared up when a rasping lick swept across his tightly puckered anus.

His fingers clawed at the covers as the pleasure of the intimate touch burned through his veins. It made his mouth open wide and he arched his back to shove his ass towards licking that become rougher as the grip on his buttocks tightened to spread them wider.

A shudder rippled through him when the touches ended. He gripped the covers as the weight moved up his thighs and there was no holding in the groan when Darius’s thick length settled down into the crease of his ass. The humping movements forced hard, black flesh between his buttocks to grind against his asshole and he closed his eyes tightly.

When the weight lifted from him, his hips were grasped to pull them up. He scrambled to get his knees underneath, so he could assume the position the man behind wanted. It left his ass raised high in the air and he pressed his face down in the covers. A hand came around his waist to grip his erection and his breathing quickened as stroking caresses slid along his stiff shaft.

“Yeah, you’re going to be a good bimboy, aren’t you?” Darius growled.

“Yes,” Scott let out.

He pushed his ass back to force it against hard flesh and his grip tightened on the covers to turn his knuckles white. Darius’s erection pressed between his buttocks to let him feel the fierce throbbing on his puckered skin. It brought out his excitement all the more and he began to circle his hips to grind against thick, black cock. The stroking caress of fingers sliding along his erection quickened to take him almost too far.

“Can’t hold it,” he groaned.

He remembered saying the same thing to Sasha. It made her stroke faster, but on this occasion strong fingers slid to just below the head of his erection to squeeze tightly. The pressure eased to stop him losing control and he let out a slow breath.

“Not yet,” Darius said and pulled his hand away.

Scott winced when a hard spank landed on his buttocks. It made his head rear up, but he bit his bottom lip to hold in the sound of the pain.

“Spread them,” Darius said.

The order made Scott press his face into the covers. It freed up his hands and he grabbed his buttocks to expose himself to the man behind. He turned his head to the side to let out ragged breaths as the soft touch of fingertips brushed across his tiny puckered hole.

“You’ve never been with anyone?” Darius asked then sucked his finger.

“No,” Scott replied. “You’re my first.”

His mouth gaped when he felt a wet fingertip settling in place against his asshole. The pulsing contractions of his muscles grew stronger when the pressure increased and he let out gasping groans as his tight ring was slowly breached.

“Have you fingered yourself before?” Darius asked.

“Yes,” Scott admitted. “I like the feel of it when I masturbate.”

His comment got him the sound of a hushed laugh and he started to shake as the penetration of Darius’s finger slipped deeper inside. A hand came around his waist again, but all it got him was a tight grip below the head of his cock. The stroking touch of a slippery finger began to fuck into his tight asshole to build the pressure, but each time he was sure it was becoming too much for him the squeeze of fingers around his erection choked off the ejaculation.

Darius seemed to know exactly when to stop things and the tease and denial set Scott’s body ablaze. He started to beg for an end, but it wasn’t given to him. The man behind continued to play the game until he finally pulled his finger out.

Scott gasped for breath, but the respite was short and sweet and it wasn’t a finger he felt pressing on his asshole when a touch returned to it. There was no holding in the whimpering moans as the thick head of Darius’s massively erect cock was forced onto him.

The flutter of pain made Scott shudder as his tightly clenched anus was slowly but surely stretched wide until the pop of complete submission brought a burst of intense pleasure. Suddenly, his asshole gaped to allow a thick, black cock to violate it and he let out a cry when hands latched onto his hips. His mouth stayed wide open as more of Darius’s stiff length fucked into his asshole.

“Too much…, too much,” he groaned, but there was no let up until a taut six-pack pressed against his naked butt.

He could feel the delicious throbbing inside and it was everything and more than he expected. Fingers sank into his hips to pull him back and he was left shaken by the grinding movements of the man behind. He let go of his buttocks to claw at the covers again and forced his face down into them as the swell of pleasure took his breath. Pain pierced through it when a spank cracked on his ass, but the rippling contractions of his asshole around cock was perfect.

It made him push back and he felt Darius’s hand slide around his waist again. The rough stroking was almost too much from the off and the building pressure in his balls quickly reached a peak. He waited for the grip below the head of his cock that would bring the denial. It didn’t happen this time and his head reared up as the ultimate pleasure was given to him.

His asshole clenched tighter around hard flesh until the spurting gush of cum erupted. Suddenly, the pulsing contractions of his muscles were out of control and his cries rang around the room. The strong bursts of thick white splashed his midriff as he experienced the strongest climax of his life and his mind went blank as he completely lost himself to the experience.

Darius slid his fingers to the base of a jerking cock and didn’t let go until the release finally weakened. He spanked his hand on ass again before grabbing hold of hips. The rippling spasms of asshole around his erection continued and he kept it buried deep for a few seconds more before going after the pleasure he wanted for himself.

He drew his hips back until only the thick head of his stiff shaft was stretching asshole wide, but tightened his grip immediately to pull himself forward. The ripple of pleasure made him shudder and he quickly drew back again. His thrust was harder this time to slap his midriff against naked ass and Scott’s desperate groan excited him.

He was suddenly in full flow as he threw himself forward and the feel of his thick cock fucking into asshole brought out an uncontrollable lust. His movements became more forceful as he drove his hips forward and the sound of sweaty, naked skin slapping together grew louder and ever more rhythmic as he ravaged a tight virgin hole.

Scott grasped the covers as he was given ever hard inch of a thick black cock over and over again until his body was on fire. The fading pleasure of his own release was quickly overtaken by the delicious high of taking Darius’s cock so roughly. Pounding thrusts hammered against his butt to shove him forward and he forced his hands against the bed to brace himself as he was used.

Darius’s frantic pace eventually slowed when he was edging a climax. He rocked his head back as he kept thrusting and clenched his buttocks tightly to hold himself in check until his excitement finally boiled over. He threw himself forward brutally to enjoy the last few seconds of the build up and his loud, guttural groan rang out when his balls gave up their load.

He forced himself onto Scott to bury his cock deep as he let go and the hot, burning ecstasy of the climax tore through his body. It sent powerful, gushing spurts of cum inside asshole and his back arched tightly as he shoved his hips forward to enjoy every last second of taking a pretty bimboy’s virginity.

The convulsing shudders finally died away as his release weakened then came to an end and he stroked his fingers down the curve of Scott’s spine as the afterglow flooded his veins. He pushed forward to keep his body locked to naked ass and let out gasping breaths as he enjoyed the dying throbs of his erection inside a ravaged asshole.

Scott slumped down onto his belly when Darius backed off. He could feel the pulsing ripples of his muscles dying away as his gaping asshole slowly closed up. He groaned when a final spank landed on his buttocks to end the sex in a delicious moment of stinging pain.

“You are mine now,” Darius said.

“Yes,” Scott murmured as he was pulled to an embrace.

It let him settle his head against a muscular chest and he knew he’d be back. The makeup, the outfit and the rough sex were something he would crave and he wouldn’t be able to stop himself returning. Sasha discovering his fetish had been a blessing in disguise that got him to Darius and he planned to listen to his first lover’s advice to embrace who he was.

That meant chasing his bimboy dream and he intended to do that until it became his life.


Author Carry Cockburn

Stories Available include:

Pain Puppy

Lockdown Lovers

Being Bimbofied

Practice Girl

Little PAWG Blacked

The Bedpost

Blacked Annie

Dark Doctor

Paying Her Boyfriend’s Debt

Secretly Sinful

Pied and Plugged

Tgirl Tease

One Pair

Free-Fun Zone: An Erotic Adventure

Shy Girl Spanked

Buck the Cuck

Cougar Toy Bundle (3 Stories)

Swapping Kinks Bundle (3 Stories)

Dolly Dress-up Bundle (3 Stories)

Bad Bitch Friend in a Little Black Dress

Spanked, Face Up

His FemDom Obsession

Gang Girls: A FemDom Fantasy

Erotic Exotic

Little T

Sexy, Crazy, Exotic Space Lady: Alien Domination Never Felt So Good

Her Body Was His: Forced Submission of the Girl Next Door

Her Body Said Yes/Her Body Said Yes 2

Naughty Little Tease

A Girl Cuffed

Pretty Little Pigtails: First Time Forced

Rough

Tokyo Groping

Rear Examination: A FemDom Fantasy

The Doctor's Fantasy/The Doctor’s Fantasy 2

Erotic Flashes (6 Stories)

Erotic Flashes 2 (6 Stories)

Jeannie’s Tales: The Sex Stories of a Very Naughty Girl (3 Stories)

Jeannie’s Tales 2: A Naughty Girl Gets Naughtier (3 Stories)

Pick Your Kink!

OEBPS/image_rsrc1CF.jpg
]
i1

@y

Being Bimbofied

His Girlfriend's Sissy Fantasy

&

Carry Cockbu

BLACKED





