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“Guess who’s going to Lisa’s halloween party,” said Stacy, looking as cheerful as ever, wiggling cutely in her tight top and leggings.

“I’m guessing you are,” I said, obviously not surprised. Stacy and Lisa were the closest of friends after all. Real close friends that is. I figured she was telling me this to rub it in. Stacy is wonderful of course, I loved her, or more accurately put, I worshipped her. But if she was going to a party, especially one of Lisa’s, it really could only mean one thing. She was going to hook up with some guy. A guy as Stacy might put it, who was a real man and not a sissy like me.

Of course I loved being Stacy’s sissy. It means I got to serve her. Submit myself willingly to pure beauty. Having her dress me up, tease me, all those wonderful things. I couldn’t ask for anything better. But still, it came with a price. And that price was knowing I am just a sissy, and wasn’t enough for her.

“No silly,” said Stacy, giving me a playful nudge, perhaps seeing for a moment the flash of sadness on my face. It always saddened me knowing a day was coming that I wouldn’t get to spend with her. “We’re both going.” She gave my side a little pinch between her fingers, forcing a smile onto my face.

“Really you mean it?” I asked, failing to hide my excitement.

“Do I look like I’m joking?”

“Honestly, it’s impossible to tell,” I said. Mostly it was impossible to tell because one moment she’d be on her knees acting like she’s ready to touch me, and then the next she’s got me on all fours, spanking me for even thinking she would.

“Well, I’m not… promise.”

My face lit up, I’ve never been to many parties. I’ve never been a really social type. But more than that Stacy rarely brought me along or allowed me in her presence when there was mixed company about. So this was kind of a really special deal for me.

“You know, you have Lisa to thank for that. It was her idea to invite you. You remember Lisa right?”

“Mhmm,” I nodded. Thinking back fondly on the day I had met her. How could I forget Lisa. Damn she was a sexy girl. Of course not as sexy as my Stacy but still so attractive. Big tits, tight ass, blonde. Just altogether wow. But more than her looks was her personality. She had natural dominance to her that just made me want to give myself over to her ever desire. And that day Stacy invited her over… I did. Submitted myself completely to her. Let her have her way with me. And well… she was the first to peg my sissy hole. Taking me from behind giving it to me with that strap-on. So yeah, I remembered her… and yeah, I was for real excited for her party. 

“Hey, snap out of it,” barked Stacy, squeezing my crotch, her hand grabbing underneath my skirt.

“Ow,” I yelped, jumping back and away from her painful groping.

“You were thinking about Lisa weren’t you?”

“What… I… no… I wouldn’t, of course not,” but I was, of course I was, and Stacy could tell by my stammering and shifting that I did not speak the truth.

“Mhmm,” Stacy hummed, eyeing me with suspicion, “You naughty sissy boy. How dare you think about another woman like that. Who’s your mistress?” She demanded to know.

“Y- you are,” I said, shrinking within myself, afraid that I had offended her. I hate letting her down. Such insolence on my part could only mean one thing. Punishment. Discipline. All of which I knew I deserved for behaving so poorly.

“Tsk tsk,” Stacy crossed her arms, her perkys tits pressing up, her foot lightly tapping the floor. She pointed to the ground, “On your knees.”

“Stacy… I-”

“On your knees,” she demanded before I could finish speaking.

“Yes Mistress.” I obeyed her order, the hard floor pressing into my knees as I got down.

“Lower,” said Stacy, forcing me to prostrate myself before her.

As I got down, my behind up in the air, the blood rushed to my cock. Filling with all my excitement for I knew what came next. Stacy’s swift hand. Stacy’s punishment. Stacy’s dominance. Her claim over my sissy body. Stacy lifted my skirt up and over, revealing the pink silk panties that covered my behind. My favorite pair, the pair of panties that once belonged to Stacy, that once hugged so tightly to those perfect curves, that held to the lingering scent of her most precious sex.

“Naughty naughty sissy,” smirked Stacy walking around behind me. “I don’t know why Lisa invited you, I guess she just enjoys humiliating you so much, huh?”

“Yes Mistress, that must be it,” I agreed.

“She said you could come dress up in a slutty maid uniform or something and everyone else would just think you were being ironic, trying to be funny. But her and I would know the truth. We would know that you were dressed up as what you really are… isn’t that right?”

“Yes, that’s right, I’m just a sissy slut. I’m Stacy’s naughty sissy slut.”

“Yes you are.”

I bit down on my lip and tightly shut my eyes. Just waiting for Stacy to spank me, for her to teach me a lesson. My cock twitched with the anticipation. The waiting was sometimes more of a toture than the punishment itself. The denial so excruciating and yet so absolutely perfect. I took a deep breath in and then Stacy let me have it.

She pulled her arm back and spanked my sissy ass. Degrading me, reminding me of who and what I really was. Her property, I belonged to her. And as she spanked me harder, my flesh stinging and turning bright red she marked me as her property. Each time my body jerked forward, my cock throbbing and aching for more. Though it hurt, though it embarrassed me, at least she touched me. At least she knew I was there and that I was hers. Never for a moment would Stacy have to wonder.

“Gosh, you’re pathetic,” said Stacy, looking down on me disapprovingly. I whimpered like the sad puppy that I am. It always saddened me to let my love down. But in the end Stacy always made sure that I made up for it. Forced me to do what she needed, anything to remind of my place beneath her.

Stacy gripped my hair between her fingers, tilting my head back and forcing me to gaze into those eyes that made me just want to melt. “Stick out your tongue,” she barked. I opened my mouth up wide, panting like a dog. Stacy pulled her tight leggings off her slender legs, followed by her thong. She balled the thong up and pressed it to my nose. I inhaled deeply, shivering with excitement as the smell of her sex filled my nostrils.

“You like your mistress’s panties don’t you,” Stacy, still gripping my hair forced my head into a nod. She then proceeded to shove her worn panties into my mouth. The taste of which would linger for quite awhile.

“Now tell me how much of a naughty sissy you are.”

“Ohm a vwey naufty sisthy,” I responded, my words muffled by her panties stuffed in my mouth.

“That’s right you are,” she gave my cheek a little slap. Not too hard, but enough for me to know that she was in charge here.

“Now I want you to worship me properly, can you do that?” Stacy asked, her hands on her curvy hips.

“Yesh,” I nodded, choking a bit on the fabric.

“Good,” Stacy plucked her panties out of my mouth and tossed them at my face. “Now open up again for me.”

Stacy turned around. Her tight ass right in my face. So perfect, so round. She gave it a little jiggle, a little bounce. My cock throbbing for it, a drop of precum leaking from the tip and rolling down my shaft. Stacy backed her ass up into my face, shoving me between her cheeks, her hands gripping the plump flesh of her behind and spreading it open.

“Get lickin, you dirty sissy slut. Worship my ass,” Stacy reached back and forced my face in deeper. I tongued around her tight little hole, lapping it up, my spit dripping between her bottom and rolling down her thighs.

“Mnnn, fuck yeah. You’re so pathetic, you like eating my ass don’t you.”

I pulled back, taking a deep breath in, “Fuck mistress Stacy, I love eating your ass.”

“Then get back in there,” she shoved me back for more. “Stick your tongue in there, go on… worship my ass. It’s all you’re good for anyway.” I happily lapped it up, tongue around and in, tonguing as deep as I could. Enjoying every bit of that tight puckered hole of hers.

“I bet you want to cum now don’t you? Eating my ass has got you all hard, doesn’t it?” Stacy yanked at my hair, giving me a short breather.

“Please mistress… please may I cum,” I begged on my knees, my hands cupped together, pleading with my eyes. Hoping and praying that Stacy may just be so kind as to allow me this one grace.

“I’m not sure, why don’t you start stroking it while I decide.”

I gripped my fingers around my hard cock, stroking lightly, gazing at Stacy’s immaculate body all the while.

“Mmm, stroke that little sissy cock for me,” Stacy leaned down and whispered into my ear, her words tickling me to the very core. I gave a shudder, fingers rolling over my throbbing tip, a bit more precum oozing out.

“Ugh, so gross, is that precum,” laughed Stacy, pointing at my cock, “Can’t you hold it in any better than that, I didn’t say you could cum yet, did I?”

“No mistress, I’m trying,” I squirmed on the ground beneath her, beating my cock slowly, biting down on my lip, holding the pleasure in.

“Come on, stroke it faster for me.”

I picked up the pace, working my cock from base to tip for her, sliding my fingers over and through my slippery precum mess as it dribbled out my tip. I clenched every muscle, working my cock, desperately holding on, and not cumming.

“Come on faster for me sissy.”

“But if I go any faster I’ll-”

“I said faster, don’t dare fucking cum,” Stacy barked.

I did as I was told, my thighs tense, my cock ready to blow. I fought back the urge with every ounce of willpower. Stacey teased her stiff and aroused nipples, shaking her tits in front of me. Teasing me more and more, doing all she could to try and get me to fail.

“Now stop,” she said suddenly. I slid my hands quickly off. Panting, breathing heavily, trying to steady myself, ease down. Letting the flow of pleasure roll through me and away. I had not yet failed, but the urge and desire ate away at me, gnawing to be let out.

Stacy got down on the ground, bringing her face between my legs, “Hmm, I’m surprised you’ve held off for this long. Not bad, here how about a kiss.” Stacy puckered her lips, bringing them to my cock. And with that she planted a nice wet soft kiss right on the tip of my dick. And in that instant I erupted. Stacy jerked her face back, not wanting to be caught in the stream. Cum spilled from my cock, throbbing its way out onto the floor. Ropes of sticky white cum stuck to the hardwood, painted with my failure to obey Stacy’s command.

“Tsk tsk,” Stacy did not look too pleased with that. But even with a look of such displeasure she still managed to look sexy as hell. “Looks like you failed again… you know what that means.”

I did know what that meant. The punishment for cumming too early was perhaps one of the most degrading and humiliating in all of Stacy’s arsenal of humiliating and degrading punishments.

Stacy squeezed my cheeks in her hands, my lips pursed out. “Let me see that tongue,” Stacy demanded. I pressed my tongue out between my lips. “Good,” Stacy gave my face a shake before forcing it down to the floor. “Now lick it up you dirty sissy slut.”

I grimaced, shutting my eyes tight. Trying to fight back my natural urge to disobey her. To disobey and not eat my own cum would end far worse for me. I couldn’t fail her again. Stacy doesn’t like failure. Stacy deserves to always get what she likes and asks for. And now she wanted me to lick up my messy failure. I had to obey, I had no other choice.

“Go on you sissy cum slut, I’m waiting. If you don’t, you can forget about going to Lisa’s party. And I bet she has plenty of fun activities planned for you. Ever since she fucked that sissy hole of yours she hasn’t been able to to stop talking about it.” Stacy reached behind me and gave my ass a painful slap, “You do want Lisa to play with you again don’t you?”

“I do… I do mistress,” I said, squirming on the ground beneath her. I loved how Stacy treated me, how she used my body for her own delight. But when Lisa and her got together, they took using me to a whole nother level. One that shocked my body with rolling waves ecstatic pleasure, one that I would do anything to experience again. Even if that meant eating up my own dirty cum. And in this case, that’s exactly what it meant.

I opened up wide as Stacy shoved my face to the floor. Sweeping my tongue across the hardwood I lapped up every drop of my cum into my mouth. My cheeks turned red with embarrassment, my tongue coated in sticky white cum.

“That’s right, lick it all up for me. I want my floors spotless, do you hear me?”

“Yes mistress,” I responded, cum bubbling out over my lips. Stacy scooped her finger up my chin, sliding the cum back into my mouth and making me suck it off her finger and swallow it down.

“There you go. That’s my good little sissy, that wasn’t so bad now was it?”

I shook my head, unable to speak as I forced the rest of the cum down my throat.

“Open wide, I want to make sure you got it all,” Stacy yanked at my chin, looking inside my mouth, “Perfect,” she smiled shoving me aside. “Now go get yourself ready. I need to do some shopping for a costume, and you’re going to have to carry my bags for me. Stacy gathered up her panties and leggings from off the floor and headed to her room to change, leaving me in my humiliation. And yet I was happy, even delighted. I was invited to Lisa’s party. I would get to see her again. And I was going to be with Stacy there. What could possibly be more perfect than that.

The day of Lisa’s party arrived and my head was filled with excitement. Stacy stepped out of her room wearing her brand new costume.

“So what do you think?” she asked, giving herself a twirl, showing off in front of me. Her mini skirt lifted and flitted in the air as she spun around. And when I say mini skirt, I mean mini. Her ass behind those tight black panties peeked out as she moved, her curves crying out to be held. And just liked that not only was my head filled with excitement but also the thought of all the naughty nasty things I wanted to do to her.

How I wanted to reach and grab a handful of that perfect tight ass. How I wanted to see her bend over and spank it for me. Of course I couldn’t ask for any of this, such was not my place as her sissy. In addition to the black skirt and panties, she wore a corset the kind that shaped her torso oh so well, her tits looking more plump and full than ever. And to top it off was of course a witches hat, equally black coming to a point. Her lips a deep succulent red. To have them wrapped around my cock, lipstick smudged on my shaft, what a dream come true that would be. Clutched in her hand was a broomstick, just like a witch should have, a broomstick that I would kill just for the chance to watch her ride it.

“Perfect… absolutely perfect,” I answered her question, mouth hanging open, practically drooling with want.

“Aw, you’re too kind,” she said, smiling and patting the top of my head, “Your costume looks good too,” Stacy rubbed the fabric of my skirt between her thumb and forefinger. It was Stacy of course who picked out my costume for me. I didn’t have much of a say in it. But that was okay, didn’t really mind. If it made Stacy happy to see me wear it then that’s all that really matters anyway. The costume she chose for me was a kitty cat one. Obviously not the kind any normal guy would wear. Actually it was a woman’s costume, labeled obviously as a sexy kitten costume. It had a skirt, a crop top, and little cat ears. Stacy added the whiskers on me herself using face paint. As well, she gave me a pair of her panties to wear underneath it all. Which in turn made me very hard as they remained so snug on my body. Hopefully as Stacy drove us to the party my boner would go away, unfortunately wearing a mini skirt did not make it easy to hide what was going on down there. Which I’m sure was part of Stacy’s plan and delighted her very much.

Thankfully by the time we arrived at Lisa’s house my erection had gone away. Unfortunately however, once Stacy rang the doorbell and Lisa came to answer that erection came rushing back almost immediately. But it couldn’t be helped, at least not for someone as weak willed as I am. I see a sexy woman, and my cock just jumps at the vision. And what a vision Lisa was. I mean that costume, holy fuck. Barely a costume but so damn fucking sexy. She had on some tiny crop top, and I mean tiny, barely covered her bust, the fabric of which stretched so thin which made it quite easy to see her stiff nipples poking out. And the only thing covering down below was a pair of skin tight panties, tight enough to see the outline of her pussy, and she knew it. On top of her head, the only part that could even be called a costume was a pair of bunny ears.

“Stacy!” Lisa said excitedly, opening her arms wide. Stacy and Lisa embraced one another, and watching the two of them hug… yeah.. That got me going. Lisa slid a hand down Stacy’s back and gave her ass a nice grab. “Mmm so good to see you,” Lisa hummed in Stacy’s ear.

“You too, I love the costume.”

“Thanks, I think I look cute,” Lisa spun around, bending over, sticking that tight ass out and giving it a wiggle. On the back of her panties was a puffy little cotton rabbit tail. “Sexy right?” Lisa gave her booty a pinch.

“Hell yeah,” Stacy agreed.

“And Stacy’s sissy…” Lisa came hopping over to me, practically pressing her tits in my face as she did. I know enough about LIsa to know she was doing it on purpose, already trying to tease the hell out of me. “It’s been awhile, hasn’t it?” She added.

“It has, it’s nice to see you again,” I replied.

“Ahem,” Lisa cleared her throat, shooting a disapproving glare.

It took a moment for me to register what that meant but then like lightening it hit me. That day Lisa came over, she too forced me to call her mistress. She found having me submit myself to her to be just so satisfying, which is undoubtedly the reason she invited me here in the first place.

“I’m sorry. I mean… it’s very nice to see you again, Mistress Lisa.” And with that I gave her a little curtsy fanning out my skirt.

“That’s better. What a cute little sissy kitten you are too,” she booped me on the nose with the tip of her finger. “Well come on in, enjoy the fun.”

Her house was packed with people. People who I had never met before in my life, which naturally made me very nervous. Especially since I was dressed up the way I was. First impressions are pretty important in other people’s judgement of you, and I imagine meeting me like this… I would be judged pretty hard. Even if they don’t say anything about it, somewhere in the back of their head, I know what they’re really thinking about me.

After following both Lisa and Stacy inside I happened to lose both of them in the crowd pretty quickly. Of course I went looking for Stacy right away, maybe it’s pathetic but I didn’t feel comfortable without her around. I don’t expect her to hang around me the entire time but I really wish she would have. I rely on her a lot, she’s kind of my strength. If I’m around her I know everything is going to be okay. Maybe that’s why I let her do those things to me, it lets me know that she sees me, that I’m there, that nothing will ever really separate us now that I have submitted fully to her.

As I shoved through the crowd I knocked into somebody, didn’t see who right away. I turned quickly to apologize. “I’m s-sorry,” I said, stammering a bit nervously.

“Oh it’s-” She paused as she looked me up and down. I felt a twinge of anxiety in that moment, a clenching in my heart. What did she see when she looked at me? What did she think? “It’s okay,” she finished. I quickly glanced from her face to my feet, too uncomfortable to make eye contact with her. She was pretty too. Not like Stacy or Lisa pretty, but still an attractive young woman all the same, enough to make me feel intimidated that’s for sure. Not that it takes much to intimidate me.

“That’s an interesting costume,” she continued speaking. I could feel her eyes on me. Not only looking at me but also perhaps looking through me, seeing into who I was. Seeing my weaknesses, my perversion, all of it on display. I shuffled, fiddling my fingers about.

“Oh.. um.. Thank you,” I said sheepishly, my cheeks burning, properly turning a bright pink with embarrassment. And then just like that something far more embarrassing happened.

This young attractive woman kept her gaze on me. And knowing she saw me, myself feeling embarrassed that I looked the way I did. Without warning my cock began to stiffen. It couldn’t be helped. Because of Stacy I started associating humiliation and embarrassment with sexual pleasure. Because of my mistress those two wires in my brain must have somehow become permanently entangled, each one causing the other. It never caused a problem before, mostly because Stacy was the only person I’m really ever around. But now I see how much of a problem this just might be.

“Is… is that a boner,” she said, bringing her hand up to her lips and giggling lightly. I could tell she tried to stifle that giggle, but it came out all the same. And as it did, having this attractive girl look and laugh at me… well it only made me harder. I put my hands in front of my skirt, trying to hide and block out my shame. Of course the damage was already done. She saw it, she laughed. I was humilaited and turned on. Fuck, why did Stacy have to leave me behind. I should have known something like this would happen.

I shoved past the girl, trying to get away from the embarrassment. I don't know where I was going, all I knew was I wanted to find Stacy, at least seeing her would offer me some comfort, remind me that at least one person here accepts me for the weird pervert that I am.

“Where are you going,” she called as I headed for the kitchen, “I want to get a better look at that little thing,” I could hear her laughter trailing after me. Why did she have to say that… little thing. That’s what Stacy called it, a little sissy cock. That’s what I had. And hearing this other girl say it, well.. It caused such a yearning inside of me, so much so that I now felt a bit of precum drooling out of the tip of my cock, undoubtedly staining the front of my panties.

As I pushed my way through the crowd and into the kitchen I saw Stacy. My heart lept with joy, my goddess, my queen. Just the sight of her put my mind at ease. Unfortunately however the sight of her did not put my cock at ease. As I spotted her, Stacy bent over, her perfect tight ass sticking out as she went to pick up a napkin off the floor. Those leggings that left nothing to the imagination hugged her so tight, they hugged the outline of every single curve in all the right ways. My cock now throbbing for more, standing fully erect. I looked around the room. Nobody was paying any attention to me yet. Which was good. But the tent that was now being pitched at the front of my skirt would not go unnoticed for much longer if I couldn’t get it to go away.

“Oh there you are,” said Stacy as I approached from behind her, using all my willpower not to stare at her butt. Which was not so easy to do. It was hard, very hard. And so was I. Stacy took hold of my hand and pulled me closer. “This is Tanya, I was just telling her about you.”

“Oh… uh Stacy.. It’s just…”

“She didn’t believe me when I told her about your costume,” said Stacy.

“Mhmm,” I nodded, “But Stacy… I… uh…” As I glanced at Tanya I was at a loss for words. Did all of Stacy’s friends have to be this beautiful. And dress provocatively. Tanya went with the slutty nurse costume. And fuck if If I needed medical attention I sure would enjoy having her looking after me. But damn I know I shouldn’t be thinking these thoughts, not now, it was only making it harder.

“Oh god,” Stacy Blurted out, “You really can’t help yourself can you?” And just like that any hope of keeping my shameful boner a secret went right out the window. “What did I tell you Tanya, he’s a total sissy perv,” Stacy pointed right between my legs, “Probably saw your tits in that top and just popped a woody right here for you.”

“Ew,” Tanya giggled, “How do you live with that?”

“Oh, it’s not so bad. I mean it’s kind of nice having someone who I can make lick my pussy anytime I want.”

“Mmm, that does sound nice,” Tanya agreed, looking at me with a mix of curiosity and disgust.

“He would lick that pussy of yours right now if you want him to,” Stacy said, putting her arm around Tanya’s shoulder, her hand draping down, cupping her friend's boob. “What do you say?”

“Would he really? It’s been awhile… ever since I broke up with Dan…”

“If I tell him, he would… he doesn’t have a choice. He has to do what I say,” Stacy added.

“Mmhmm,” Tanya moaned as Stacy teased her friend's nipple from over her top. I could see Tanya’s nipple growing stiffer, becoming more aroused. Stacy gave me a look, one that meant I better obey and do what I’m told. “Alright, I’m in,” said Tanya, relenting to Stacy’s sweet touches.

“I think Lisa was saving him for something special tonight, but I’m sure she won’t mind if we use him ourselves for a bit. Come sissy, Tanya needs somes servicing.” Stacy grabbed my cock from over the panties, gripping tightly as she pulled me along. Leading me by the cock, yanking me, forcing me to follow the two of them upstairs into a vacant room.

“This should do nicely,” said Stacy, closing the door behind us. “So sissy, what do you think of Tanya.”

“She’s beautiful,” I said, telling the truth of course. Tanya was around the same age as Stacy, her tits however were much bigger, as well as her ass. I didn’t mind a bit more plump, she had it in all the right places.

“Aw, you're so sweet,” said Tanya, pinching my cheek and shaking it as if I was some sort of child. “Did I really make you that hard?” She asked, glancing at my skirt.

“Uhhh… yes,” I said, I mean she didn’t make me any softer that’s for sure. But I didn’t want to tell the two of them what really made my cock intitally hard. I’d much rather forget that little encounter altogether if I could.

“So how does this work?” Tanya asked.

“Simple,” said Stacy, yanking me over to her, “I demand, and he obeys.”

“Well then…” Tanya sat herself down on the edge of the bed, spreading her legs open, “Can you demand that he lick my cunt for me.”

“You heard her, get down there and start licking,” Stacy gave me a shove forward. I stumbled, putting my hands out to break my fall. My palms pressing against Tanya’s large tits as I practically fell on top of her.

“Mmm, somebody’s eager,” Tanya licked her lips, “But my pussy is down there,” she put a hand on top of my head and shoved me down between her legs.

Tanya slid her bottoms off, the sweet scent of her womanhood filled my nose. Her pussy dripped with wet desire, beckoning for me to come and lick it up. Gripping my face, Tanya shoved me in towards her pussy, grinding her hips up and down, back and forth.

“Come on you little perv, lick that pussy up for me,” said Tanya, pressing against the back of my head. I stuck my tongue out and happily licked her pussy, the tip of my tongue sliding across her cute little clit.

“Fuck yeah, that’s it… r- r- right there,” moaned Tanya, shivering on the bed.

“How does he pussy taste?” Stacy asked.

“So good,” I answered, pulling back from between Tanya’s legs, her wet juices dripping off my chin.

“Well don’t stop, keep eating, sissy,” Stacy forced my face back down, jerking my head around, making me slurp all of Tanya up. “Fuck, this is really turning me on,” said Stacy.

“Why don’t hop up here,” Tanya patted the mattress, “And I’ll help take care of you.”

The two girls embraced each other while I sucked Tanya’s swelling clit into my mouth, using the edge of my tongue to make it feel oh so good for her. Tanya and Stacy kissed, their tongues pushing into each other’s mouths, the wet smacking of their passionate making out made my poor little cock throb.

“Let’s get this out of the way,” said Tanya, removing Stacy top. Tanya cupped Stacy’s breasts in her hand, lifting her perky tits to her mouth and sucking on her nipples. I looked up to watch as my mistress let her friend suckle those stiff nipples.

“Hey!” Tanya shouted, “I didn’t say you could stop,” she crossed her legs behind my head and yanked me back in, “Keeping sucking that clit you dirty boy. Don’t you worry about Stacy, I’ll take good care of her.”

“Oh I know you will,’ said Stacy, biting her bottom lip as Tanya’s hands slid down under Stacy’s panties going after her pussy.

“Mmm, look how wet you are,” said Tanya, pulling her fingers out of Stacy pussy, strands of honey sweet juices dripping from her hand. Stacy took hold of Tanya’s wrist and brought her fingers to her mouth and sucked her own juices off Tanya’s fingers.

“Mhmm,” hummed Stacy, her lips wrapped around Tanya’s two fingers.

I wanted to watch the two of them, see the look of pleasure on my mistress’s face as Tanya fingered her. But I couldn’t watch. Tanya made sure to keep my face buried deep in her pussy, my tongue entering her tight hole, slurping her up as she gushed into my mouth, her body rocking back and forth in ecstasy.

“I- I- I think your little sissy boy is going to make me cum,” whimpered Tanya.

“He better,” said Stacy, “It’s all he’s good for anyway.”

“You hear that?” Tanya asked me, not caring about my answer, “Your mistress demands you get me off, now eat that pussy out and make me cum.” Tanya’s voice echoed in the room as her moans reached a crescendo, her legs clamped down, my head squeezed between her thighs as her pussy gushed into my open mouth.

“That’s it… that’s… yes yes… mnn… I’m-” Tanya erupted, the world stood still. The door to the room opened up. I pulled away from Tanya, my heart sinking, fearing the worst as I turned to see who walked in us.

“What the hell!” Shouted a voice, a voice that was not unfamiliar to me. “I was wondering where everyone went, thought you could have some fun without me, huh?” It was Lisa and she did not look too happy as she stood in the doorway, her hands on her hips. “I invite you to my party and you sneak into my room to have an orgy.”

“Sorry Lisa,” said Tanya, “It was my fault, I just couldn’t resist having Stacy’s sissy eat me out.”

“I just wish someone would have come got me. But I suppose I’m here now and that’s all that matters, right?”

“Mhmm,” Stacy nodded, “I’ll make him lick your pussy too, don’t worry.”

Lisa shook her head, “uh uh, There’s only one thing I want to do with him… or should I say to him.” Lisa rummaged through her dresser and pulled out a thick strap-on and stepped into it. “I bet you missed this,” said Lisa, stroking the tip of the strap-on cock.

“Yes Mistress Lisa, I’ve really missed your big cock,” I said.

“Good boy, because it misses that sissy hole of yours,” Lisa stood over me, all three girls watching as I got on my knees before Lisa.

“Now open that mouth,” demanded Lisa as she slapped the side of my face with her toy cock. I did as I was told. Lisa dipped the big cock into my open mouth, forcing it in deep. Making me choke and gag on it until my spit ran down the shaft. “Yeah suck that cock like a good sissy.”

“Oh my gosh,” laughed Tanya, “he’s really doing it. Look at him,” she giggled and pointed. The heat of humiliation burned me up inside. These three gorgeous, sexy girls all giggling, all watching me suck on a toy cock for their enjoyment.

“I think he likes it too,” Tanya added, “his little cock is all hard.” Tanya crawled off the bed and joined by my side.

Tanya pulled my panties off my legs as I gagged on Lisa's thick toy cock, choking down every inch for her while Lisa thrusted her hips.

“What are you doing Tanya?” Stacy asked.

“I wanna play with his little cock,” said Tanya.

“What?” Both Stacy and Lisa laughed, “Why would you want to touch that thing?”

“I don’t know I think it’s kind of cute, little tiny sissy cock,” Tanya teased her fingers around the tip of my cock. Her soft caress was almost too much to handle, I kept my focus all on Lisa, it was all I could do not to blow a load of cum right then and there.

Stacy came around front and pinned me down to the ground. Lisa lifted my ass up, drizzling lube all over my behind, soaking my tight little hole, making sure she got it all nice and wet to slide her big cock inside.

“Give it to him Lisa, stuff his ass with your cock,” said Stacy.

“With pleasure,” said Lisa as she lubed the tip of the cock, her fingers rolling up and down it. Lisa saddled up behind me, slapping the cock against my ass. “You ready for mistress Lisa’s big cock?” she asked. Before I even had time to respond Lisa pressed the tip of the strap-on into my ass, stretching me open wide enough to receive it all.

“F-f-f fuck,” I moaned, as Lisa sank her cock deep into my hole, her hands gripping my hips and pulling me back down the entire length of her shaft.

Lisa became totally insatiable, she loved the power she had over me. She loved getting to dominate my sissy ass from behind. As she thrusted her hips faster and faster she spanked my ass. Slapping me, making my flesh sting with a mix of pleasure and pain.

“Fuck yeah,” growled Lisa, “take my big fucking cock you little sissy slut,” she rammed that cock deep, all the way to the base, pulling back and readying it for another go. I clenched my fists, submitting myself to her rough pounding. All I could do was take it, I had no choice but to let Lisa dominate my ass, let her have her way with me.

“Mmm, Lisa I think he really likes it,” said Tanya, her soft hands jerking my dangling cock, “His little cock is just throbbing for more.”

Lisa grabbed a fistful of my hair and yanked my head back, forcing me to look into her eyes, “Yeah? Does my little sissy like my big cock in his ass.”

“Y- yes.. Mistress, I love your cock,” I whimpered as she pounded me. Lisa wiped the sweat off her forehead, taking deep breaths. She was animalistic in her raw fucking.It was as if she was taking out all her agression, all her pent up rage and lust on me.

“Look,” said Tanya, pulling her hands away from my pulsating cock, “He got his dirty precum all over my fingers,” Tanya raised her hands, strands of precum dangling off her fingertips.

“Ew,” grimaced Stacy, “That’s so gross, making him lick it off,” she snickered.

“What a good idea,” laughed Tanya, bringing her fingers to my mouth. “Open up, suck this nasty precum off my fingers,” she demanded.

Just as I opened my mouth Tanya stuffed her fingers inside, each one sticky with my precum. “Oh my gosh,” Tanya squealed, wiggling her fingers in my mouth, “He’s really doing it, what a perv.”

“Of course he’s doing it, he’ll do anything you ask, he’s so desperate,” said Stacy.

Stacy removed her bottoms and turned around, “Watch,” she said, pressing her ass against my face. “Lick my booty, get your nasty tongue in there for me.” I darted my tongue into her tight little hole, licking it all up for her just as she demanded. “Show Tanya how you lick your mistress’s tight little asshole.”

“Fuck,” laughed Tanya, “He really will do anything.”

“That’s why I invited him,” Lisa added, sliding her big cock out of my ass and spitting into my open hole before dipping her tip back in.

The three of them laughed and giggled over my body. Using me up for their own pleasure. Stacy forcing me to lick her booty, Lisa forcing me to take her cock, and Tanya teased me all the while.

“Look at him,” said Tanya, stroking my cock faster, “I think he’s going to cum.”

“Aww, is it too much for our little Sissy,” said Lisa, “Do you wanna cum?” She ended her question by slapping my ass once more.

“Yes… please…” I begged, my knees aching as they pressed into the floor, “I want to cum so bad.”

Tanya gripped my cock harder, her fingers covered in my precum slid up and down the length of my cock not stopping for even a second. “Then do it, you sissy slut, cum for us.”

“Yeah cum for us,” Stacy and Lisa said in unison.

With all three of them trying to coax the cum out of me it was impossible to resist the urge. I knew I would blow my load. It was only a matter of seconds. Lisa plunged that cock all the way in, hitting me so right, my asshole clamping down and hungrily gripping that mighty cock. Tanya’s fingers diligently stroking and working the head of my aching and throbbing cock. While my face was smothered between Stacy’s cheeks. And just like that I erupted, spilling every drop of nasty cum that I had stored up. Spilling ropes of my seed for these three sexy young beauties.

“Uggh,” Tanya grunted, “He got it all on my hands again.”

“Bad sissy slut,” said Lisa spanking me for being so disobedient.

“You know what to make him do,” said Stacy, yanking my face out of her ass and dragging me over to Tanya’s cup hands. “Go on you sissy cumslut, drink your gross cum out of her hands.” Stacy pressed my face into Tanya’s palm, making lap up every drop of spilled cum from off her hands.

“Look at him,” Tanya giggled, “He’s like a little puppy. Go on little doggy lick that cum up.”

Once all three of them were done having their fun with me they tossed me aside. I was nothing but a used up sissy. That’s all they cared about, and now that I had nothing left to offer them they were done with me. But they weren’t done with each other. They still needed to get off and wouldn’t stop playing until they did.

I suppose I could have just left but really I couldn’t. I didn’t want to leave Stacy’s side. Being at the party only made me feel more awkward. And so I stayed and watched. I watched as Lisa fucked my beloved Stacy with that Strap-on, pounding deep into her tight pussy as Stacy moaned and squirmed with delight. Stacy crying out her ecstasy, the sort of wonder that only a good fucking could give. The sort of fucking that I would never get to do, that Stacy would never allow me. She had no desire for my sissy cock. But she happily took Lisa’s big toy over and over again. She happily let Tanya sit on her face and ride her lips as Stacy sucked and licked Tanya’s perfect little clit. The three of them chasing after their orgasms, their voices filling the room. None of them paid me even the least bit of attention. But I didn’t mind. I got to watch my wonderful mistress scream and roar and get filled with so much love and pleasure.

I knew my place. I was here to serve and to submit them, that was all. And truthfully I wouldn’t have wanted it any other way. I was glad Lisa invited me to the party. So happy that Stacy was kind enough to bring along. I had gotten more than I could ever ask for. And saw more than I could ever dream of. I only hoped that this would not be the last time that Tanya played with me. I would love it if she allowed me to submit myself to her just as I had done for Stacy and Lisa. Just as I will continue to do, forever and always.
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