

Bend Over: Sissy For The Femdom

“So you really want to get pegged again, huh?” Asked Stacy, hands on her hips, head held high.

I finished dusting off the top of her china cabinet, stepping down off the step ladder. I brushed my hands off on the front of my maid’s uniform, wondering if Stacy was looking up my little skirt while I was on the ladder. I doubt she was, I don’t think seeing me in her panties turns her on nearly as much as it does for me.

“That’s right,” I said, cupping my hands in front of my skirt and giving her a slight bow.

“When Lisa mentioned using a strap-on on that sissy hole of yours, I have to admit, I thought it would be too much for you. Of course… I still wanted to see you take that cock. And I will also admit, watching her give it to you… really made me want to dominate your sissy hole myself.”

“So you’ll do it? Oh please, tell me you’ll do it,” I got down on my knees, begging like a puppy before her, pleading to my mistress’s kindness.

“Oh I’ll do it. But for a reward that good… You’re really going to have to obey,” Stacy smirked, looking down on me, crossing her arms.

A flash of joy shot through my body. It’s all I needed to hear. She wanted to stretch my sissy hole, maybe just as badly as I wanted to get it stretched. Taking it from her best friend Lisa was otherworldly. Having that woman sink a toy cock into my ass and take me from behind, commanding me to stroke my own cock while she did it… that ecstasy I felt, it went unmatched. But I wanted that from Stacy, she was after all my true mistress, the one who owned my sissy body… my sissy cock. It would only be right that she be the one to claim my sissy hole as well.

“Whatever you want, I’ll do it… promise,” I said, reaching to take hold of her kind hand.

Lisa slapped my arm back, “Don’t touch me.”

“Sorry Mistress, I just got excited is all.”

“If you really want me to fuck your sissy hole, I want you to prove to me what an anal loving sissy slut you are first, got it?”

“Yes, of course. I’ll prove it to you, no problem.”

“Good,” Stacy grabbed a fistful of my hair and shoved me down on all fours. A position I was no stranger to. Whenever she desired to punish me for misbehaving, and gave me what I deserved, she would often have me go on all fours. I loved taking Stacy’s spankings, loved having her slap my ass and make my flesh sting. Mark my skin with a reminder that I belonged to her. This time however she had a different idea on how to keep me reminded that I was hers and hers alone.

Stacy returned from her room, I had waited patiently for her, remaining on the ground like a good little pet. In one hand she had a bottle of lube and in the other a butt plug, silverish with a pink gem on the end.

“Go on, take your panties off for me,” said Stacy, moving behind me.

I did as she commanded, excited to have her stretch my hole and shove a butt plug in it. It wasn’t the same as her wearing a strap on, not the same as believing it was her dominant cock that stretched me open, but I would enjoy it just as well.

I slid the pink silk panties off, my cock dangling freely between my legs, growing harder as I anticipated what would come next. The next thing I felt was the cold oil dripping down onto my body, coating my hole, beads of oil trailing and tickling their way along my shaft. My cock twitched, sensitive to the slightest sensations.

“Excited already?” Stacy asked.

“Mhmm, just the thought of Mistress dominating my hole turns me on,” I said, tensing my body as I felt the butt plug just barely touch me.

“Good, but don’t you dare cum. You’re not going to cum for a long time, got it?”

“I’ll be a good sissy, I won’t cum, promise… anything to please you.”

“That’s right, you just keep doing what I ask, and I’ll give you more cock than you can handle,” Stacy pressed the plug forward, twisting and turning it, teasing it into my entrance bit by bit.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, tilting my head back and then biting down on my lip. My body went tense, my little hole way too tight to take it all so fast.

“Relax,” said Stacy, easing more of the butt plug in, “you almost got it, you’re doing great.” Her words warmed my heart, and made me feel so good about myself. Though she could be hard and demanding she also knew how to care for me, treat me gently when the moment called for it. “Get ready,” Stacy gave one final push, the butt plug slipping into my lubed ass, my hole tightening around it and taking it all in.

“Fuck, that’s good,” I moaned, the butt plug pressing against the right spots. My cock gave a little twitch, precum leaking out of the tip.

“Hey now, you better not cum,” said Stacy, getting to her feet.

I tensed my thighs, holding in all my urges. Not only the urge for release, but the urge to touch myself, to touch her, to have it all. No matter how often I fought these desires to obey Stacy it never really did get any easier.

“Well, get up, put your panties back on,” said Stacy, her hands motioning for me to raise my panties back where they belonged, hugging tightly to my sissy form.

I pulled the panties up, the soft fabric rubbing against my hard cock made me swell with another urge to blow. The plug made the slightest motions extra sensitive.

“How does it feel?” Stacy asked.

“Like I’m going to cum any second,” I said.

“Don’t, you better hold it in. Besides you’re not going to want cum stains on your nice panties while we go out.”

“Go out? Where are we going?” It had been a long time since Stacy took me out anywhere. I’d be lying if I said I didn’t miss taking her to restaurants, out on the town, and all that stuff. But that was back when I was here boyfriend, now that I’m her sissy, I don’t take her out. I obey and do as she commands.

“I thought you might like to get your nails done all nice, maybe add a little color. You’d enjoy that, wouldn’t you?”

“Absolutely I would,” I couldn’t contain my excitement, I clasped my hands together and twirled delightedly in my dress. It’s been so long since I went out. And now that I’ve become more comfortable with who I truly am, I had no problems going out in public like this. I mean, even though some people look at you like you’re a freak for wearing women's clothes, none of that matters to me. Because Stacy doesn’t think I’m a freak, and I know I make her happy, and I’ll never lose her because I always do what she asks. It was her opinion that I cared about, the only opinion that mattered.

“Then get changed, you can’t go out in a maid’s uniform. It’s a nail salon, not a cosplay convention,” said Stacy.

“Right,” I rushed to my room, stopping before the hallway, “Umm…” I turned to face Stacy, scratching the back of my head, “I don’t exactly know what I should wear.”

“God, you’re so lost without me,” sighed Stacy. “Come on, I’ll help you pick out a nice dress or something.” Stacy took hold of my hand, I skipped down the hallway next to her.

While Stacy went through my drawers looking for the perfect sissy outfit for me to wear something started to itch inside my mind. I actually can’t recall a time when Stacy had ever been this nice to me. She was really doing an awful lot to help me out, and is even willing to help me find and reach new pleasures. Usually She would have disciplined me at least three times today, my ass would be sore and red. Of course I liked that too, but it was nice to see some of her kindness.

“Stacy?” I paused for a moment, letting the strap to my dress snap against my shoulder.

“Yeah? What is it?” Asked Stacy, a pair of nylon stockings draped over her arm.

“W- Why are you being so nice to me?”

“What do you mean, aren’t I always the most gracious Mistress?” Her words had a hint of sarcasm to them that did not go unnoticed.

“Of course you are, what I mean is… nicer than usual?”

Stacy tapped my leg, informing me to lift so she could help shimmy the stocking all the way up to my thigh.

“Because…” A grin stretched across her lips, “I want you to feel as good as you can. Because tonight… I’m going to stretch and pound that sissy hole of yours until your face is buried into the cushions begging for me to let you cum. I’m not going to hold back one little bit.”

I swallowed, her words gave me a bit of freight. I knew how rough Stacy could be. Never knew anyone more dominating. Was all this extra kindness just some strange way of balancing out what she had planned for me later?

“Now come on, wipe that look off your face and put your heels on.”

I slid my toes into a pair of high heel shoes, red and very sexy. “I’m not making any faces.”

“Yes you are, you look like you just got a test back and failed.”

“Nah uh… this is just my face, same always.”

“Is it?” Stacy tilted her head to the side, “maybe that’s the problem then… you need makeup.”

Between the two of us it took about an hour to get ready. But once we did, we were damn ready. I was looking pretty, real sissy sexy, if I do say so myself. And of course Stacy looked absolutely beautiful. Though I have to say her looks always did give me mixed feelings. Seeing her cleavage on display like that, on the one hand I drooled over it, and on the other I had to fight these feelings because I wasn’t good enough yet to get a feel of them. Actually I haven’t really touched her in any sensual way since I made the change from her boyfriend to her sissy. And watching her ass jiggle in those tight leggings, sure made it hard to keep my cock down, and having a butt plug still in my ass obviously didn’t make things any easier.

Stacy drove us to the mall, she usually drove. It was one of those little things, making me sit in the passenger seat, that helped keep me in my place. The mall was the perfect place for us. Lots of people there, and Stacy loved the attention. Both the mouth-watering looks that the guys gave her, and the looks of pity they gave me as I followed behind. On more than one occasion I witnessed guys try and hit on her. None of them as of yet had been successful. But I knew that was only a matter of time. Stacy had standards, but she reminded me often about how if the right guy hit on her, she’d probably take him to the car and fuck him in the backseat while I drove them home. I never know when that day might come, but I felt pretty certain today was not going to be it. We had plans, and the look of determination, that gleam in her eye as she recounted what she wanted to do with me tonight, I knew that’s all she would be thinking about.

As the two of us walked through the mall we got the usual stares, the good for her and the pitying for me. Not that I really paid much attention to them. Mostly I kept my eyes locked on Stacy’s tight ass while following behind her, carrying her purse for her like a good sissy does.

We entered the nail salon together, and the moment we did I could hear the snickers from the women behind the counter, trying to slyly point at me as if I didn’t notice.

“Come on,” said Stacy, tugging at my wrist and leading deeper inside towards my humiliation. I braced myself for what I figured was going to come next. Let’s just say, I had a feeling that the old korean women who worked at the salon weren’t exactly going to be the most progressive thinking when it came to how I dressed.

“We’re here for manicures,” I heard Stacy say to the woman at the counter. I did my best to keep my distance. Though Stacy would occasionally shoot me a glance and pat her thigh, her way of basically telling me to heel.

“He want manicure too?” The woman said, pointing at me, a gleam of what I thought to be suspicion in her eyes.

“Of course,” nodded Stacy,

The woman chuckled some more to herself, scribbling with a pencil onto the paper before her. “American men so funny. Your boyfriend gay?” I couldn’t tell whether she was genuinely curious or making a joke.

“He’s not gay. And he’s not my boyfriend. He’s my sissy,” Stacy corrected the woman.

“What’s sissy?” She asked.

“You know, he likes girly things; pretty nails, dresses, stuff like that.”

The woman looked no less confused after Stacy’s short explanation. But whatever, I didn’t need her to understand my choices. Most people never would.

Thankfully we had no problems with actually getting the manicures, and except for a bit of embarrassment, I was still looking forward to it. Stacy and I took a seat next to each other. A much younger woman, closer to our age, would be taking care of me. She introduced herself as Ara and instantly I was enamored with her beauty. Jet black hair, a soft face, a voice that was delicate and kind.

“I apologize for my grandmother,” said Ara, lifting my hand into hers. “She’s very old fashioned.”

“It’s fine,” said Stacy, leaning in towards us, “he should be used to the embarrassment by now. Besides, he actually likes it.”

“You do?” Ara questioned.

“Sort of, yeah… I mean, if it makes Stacy happy, I’ll put up with anything.”

“How cute,” said Ara, her face perking up with a bright smile.

“It is cute, isn’t it,” Stacy reached over and pinched my cheek, “he’s such a cute little sissy.” Stacy and Ara giggled, but the only thing running through my mind was the fact that Stacy actually touched me. Touched me and called me cute. Today really was going to be an amazing day.

“So,” Ara began, filing my nails, “is this like your version of a date?”

“I suppose, but I wouldn’t call it that,” answered Stacy, “It’s more like his reward for behaving himself,” Stacy gave me nudge with her elbow, “why don’t you tell her what you asked me to do for you.”

I shook my head, sealing my lips. Ara was so sweet and looked so innocent. The sight of her made my heart melt, my knees weak. And each time her hand gently grazed mine and I shifted in my seat, feeling the butt plug work its magic in my hole my cock hardened and throbbed. That last thing I wanted to tell her was how badly I wanted Stacy to wear a strap-on and stretch my sissy hole out. Just thinking about it might end up more than I could handle and send me blowing over the edge.

“Tell me, tell me,” Ara wiggled excitedly, her perky tits shaking. I bit down on my lips, tensing my body. Fuck, she was so adorable, made me throb and ache so bad. Not to mention the fact that it has been a lifetime since I had a woman touch me like this, caress and care for me, even if it was just my hand. Was this reward given to me by Stacy also a torture in disguise. Did Stacy know just how hard this would make me, being touched by a gorgeous woman, my hole plugged. And Stacy made it very clear that I was not allowed to cum, not until tonight. A light groan escaped my lips, I did my best to try and keep it in, but couldn’t.

“What’s the matter?” Stacy asked, grinning, “having a bit of trouble?”

The way she looked at me told me everything I needed to know. She knew and I knew, this was almost too much for me to handle. She really must be some sort of genius when it comes to this sexual torture.

“I want you to tell her,” Stacy continued, next she leaned over to whisper into my ear, “And if you cum at all, you’re going to be spending tonight alone.”

I settled myself into my chair, trying to relax and keep calm, instead I only ended up feeling the butt plug pushing deeper into my tight hole, sending a wave of pleasure straight through to the tip of my cock.

“I- I-” The words were impossible to get out, at least while looking Ara in the eyes. I couldn’t stand to watch her, see her facial expression change to either shock or pity as I told her the truth. I turned to look at Stacy for a bit of strength, a reminder that I can do this. Instead Stacy crossed her arms and pressed her breasts together, pushing them up, making them look more delectable than ever. If Ara wasn’t holding my hand I would have gripped my cock or tried to press it down, anything to force it away.

I closed my eyes and blurted it out, “I asked if she could peg my sissy hole with a strap-on.” The words tumbled out of my mouth one after another. I kept my eyes closed, I could feel both girls staring at me but heard nothing. I opened my eyes, Ara stared back at me completely speechless, I couldn’t make sense of what she thought. Stacy on the other hand had a bright confident smile, a look of pride or victory.

“W- well I suppose everybody has different tastes,” said Ara.

“If you ever want to understand them better I’d be more than happy to let you see how it’s done,” said Stacy.

Ara looked as if she was pondering it for a moment, intrigued by the possibilities in some way. “I’ll keep that in mind.”

Ara left Stacy and I to ourselves while our nails dried. I had no idea how to feel. All I knew was, I wish my cock would go soft and get out of the way. Not being able to touch, being in public like this, it was too much to suffer.

I buried my face in my hands, “it’s so humiliating when you make me tell people this stuff.”

“That’s kind of the point,” said Stacy, “besides, you did great.”

I crossed my legs trying to keep my cock down, “I can’t handle it anymore, I feel like I’m going to blow any second, the slightest touch of hers makes my cock jump.”

“But did you cum?” Stacy grabbed at my dress trying to lift it up and take a look at my panties.

“Stop that, please… not here,” I squirmed. I knew not to touch her, not to force her hand away, if I did there was a good chance she would deny me tonight.

Stacy stopped lifting my dress up just above the knees, “Alright, you only have to hold out a bit longer and then soon enough that ass will be mine. But first I want to do some shopping and I need someone to carry my bags.”

Once we finished up at the salon Stacy had me trailing behind her as she went from store to store. I doted on her the entire time. Holding clothes while she tried on different outfits, carrying all the shopping bags she managed to amass. Apparently ‘soon enough,’ meant something different to Stacy than it did to me, because she continued shopping for hours while forcing me along. And each time my cock would go soft and I would think the torture was over Stacy made sure to keep it going.

While waiting in line Stacy would sneak up behind me, and whisper in my ear, “I really hope Ara calls later, I really want to find out what her sweet pussy tastes like.” Her voice had complete control over me, directing the flow of blood straight back into my cock. And if that wasn’t enough she would find a way to press into the butt plug from over the dress, forcing it to massage and please my tight little hole.

Once Stacy had finally finished her shopping it came as a huge relief to me. She had me pack the car full of all the things she bought and seemed to be in good spirits. So at the very least I believed I served her well during our time out together. Nothing got in the way of what I desired most for tonight. I behaved well and did as I was told.

“You did really well today,” said Stacy as we made our way into her home.

“Thank you, well enough to be rewarded?” I asked. The anticipation to have her take command of my body overloaded my thinking.

“Mmhmm,” said Stacy, “why don’t you go put the bags in my room and we can get started.”

“Yes Mistress, whatever you want,” I said, happily skipping down the hall, my dress fluttering with each little bounce.

When I returned to the living room Stacy stood with her hands at her hips, looking as strong and dominant as ever. Perhaps even more so than usual, because now fitted snugly over her tights was a thick toy cock.

“What do you think?” Stacy gripped the cock and gave it a stroke, “think you can handle all this?”

“Y- yes, I’ll do my best,” I said, “just tell me where you want me,” I said.

“Right here,” Stacy pointed at the ground, “on your knees where you belong.”

“Yes mistress, right away,” I skipped towards her, heart beating excitedly.

I slunk down to my knees before her, eyes gazing up into hers. Stacy flashed a smile, she was as delighted at the chance to give it to me as I was to take it.

“I can’t wait to dominate that sissy hole of yours… but first,” Stacy slapped my cheek with the massive cock, “open you mouth.”

I opened to receive her. Stacy dipped the tip of the thick cock into my mouth sliding it along my tongue. My saliva coated the shaft as she forced it in deeper and deeper.

“That’s right, suck my cock you little sissy,” said Stacy as she looked down on me. I took her cock as deep into my mouth as I could. The tip of it hitting the back of my throat, spit spewing out over the length of the shaft and dripping down my chin.

“Fuck, I love watching you gag on it,” Stacy gripped a fistful of my hair, yanking me down, forcing me to swallow up more and more.

Sucking on that cock of hers made me feel like the perfect submissive little sissy. It gave her an aura of power and domination, one that I had absolute respect for and desired nothing more than to worship and please.

“Get it nice and wet so it slides right up that hole,” Stacy sloshed her fingers around the cock, smearing my spit all up and down it.

I drooled on the cock, letting her shove it and thrust it into my mouth, spit spilling out everywhere. I grabbed hold of the shaft, lubing the cock from base to tip with my spit.

“You ready to have it in your ass?” Stacy asked.

“Yes Mistress, please put your cock in my sissy hole, I want you to stretch me the fuck out.”

Stacy shoved me down onto all fours, tossing the bottom of my dress over my back, “slide these panties off for me, will you?”

I peeled the soft panties down my legs, my cock leaping out, finally free and no longer contained in that delicate prison. A strand of precum trailed from my panties to my cock, more leaking down my shaft.

“Let’s see if that plug helped loosen you up any,” Stacy took hold off the butt plug, swirling it around, teasing my entrance, gently working it out of my hole. “Still looks pretty tight,” grinned Stacy, “I hope you’re ready for this.”

“I’m so fucking ready for Mistress’s hard cock, I’ve been waiting all day.”

“Yes you have, waiting and waiting like a good little sissy,” Stacy saddled up behind me, the tip of her cock just barely touching my ass. Stacy pressed the tip against my hole, easing herself in little by little.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, tossing my head back.

“That’s it, just relax. First the tip,” Stacy spat down onto me, swishing the head of her cock into my lubed hole. “Just a little deeper.”

I clenched my fists, Stacy sinking deeper and deeper into my ass until she filled and stuffed me full of that mighty cock of hers.

“Mmm, you took that pretty well,” said Stacy, letting the cock rest inside me for a moment. My sissy hole clenched around the shaft, holding tightly, not wanting it to leave.

Fuck, I was so happy, elated, Stacy gave me more than I could have hoped for. My dangling cock throbbed and pulsated as she rested inside of me.

“Easy,” I said, craning my neck back, “I feel like I’m gonna cum from the slightest thrust.” It was true, having a cock inside my ass with Stacy behind me, I had to use every ounce of willpower not to blow my load right there on her floor.

“Don’t you cum yet, not until I’ve had my fun,” said Stacy.

“I won’t. I promise I’ll be good,” I whimpered.

Stacy eased herself back, sliding that thick long cock out. She started slow and easy, sliding in and out, working my hole open, stretching me the fuck out.

“I can’t go slow anymore, I want to pound my sissy,” growled Stacy, leaning over my back, her breath tickling my ear.

“Fuck me Mistress, please… take my hole.”

Stacy widened her stance, lifting her hips for the perfect angle. She slammed the cock back into my tight ass, the force sending my body jolting forward.

“Oh fuck, Stacy that’s so fucking good.”

Stacy didn’t stop, nor did she even listen to my words, her focus remained solely on fucking my hole and stretching me out. She rammed that thick cock in and out of my sissy asshole, filling me over and over again. Each thrust made my cock rock back and forth, slapping against my body as it dangled freely, drops of precum sticking to my stomach.

“Fuck, how do you like that you little sissy slut,” Stacy pulled her hand back and gave my ass a hard slap.

“I love it, fuck yes, treat me like a naughty sissy slut.”

Stacy spanked my ass again, marking my ass with her handprint. I reached between my legs going for my cock, the need to jerk it and add to this pleasure filled my mind with wonder and want.

“Don’t you touch it,” Stacy slapped my hand away. “Who owns that sissy cock? Tell me,” Stacy demanded.

“You do,” I cried out, “Stacy owns my little sissy cock.”

“That’s right baby,” Stacy slapped my ass one last time followed by a heavy thrust that had me burying my face down onto the floor.

Stacy couldn’t be stopped, I’ve never seen her so energetic before. Her heavy breathing filled the air as she tirelessly thrusted her hips, forcing that giant cock deep into my tight ass almost non stopped, only resting for a short burst for her to catch her breath before diving right back into it.  More and more precum oozed out of my tip but I did my best so far to keep the fullness of my orgasm in.

“Fuck, you better not cum yet,” demanded Stacy. Then, before I even had time to register it, Stacy had her hand gripping my balls, squeezing them together. “I own this fucking cock, it cums when I say so.”

“Oh god yes,” drool spilled over my lips. The mix of pleasure and pain that Stacy caused me had me rolling and squirming with wonder. My eyes went wide, taking it all in at once. Stacy never touched me. It had been months since she played with my cock, hell maybe even longer. Feeling her soft hands work my balls took me to places I never knew existed. The long absence of her touch made this unforeseen contact an absolutely blissful experience. Fuck, she was truly a goddess, deserving of every ounce of worship that I as a sissy could possibly muster.

Stacy gave my balls a yank, “Tell me what a sissy cock you have, tell me you want to cum.”

“Fuck please Mistress, I have such a sad little sissy cock and-” Stacy slid that massive cock out of my ass and quickly hammered it back in. “Please, let me cum… please mistress I need it so bad.”

Stacy let go of my balls and gripped my shaft, “Cum you little sissy slut. Do it in five… four… three…”

Each second that she counted down Stacy gave my precum covered cock a tug, her finger slipping and sliding down my shaft. My cock filled with an intense need to burst and blow.

“Two…”

I tensed everything I had, grunting through my nose, not wanting to lose control too early. I fought against that need, fought for Stacy and for myself. To show her what a good sissy slut I am. Anything to show her how much I deserved to finally have my little cock touched by her perfect hands. I would not disappoint her. She’s too perfect to disappoint.

“One…” As that blessed word finally escaped her lips and tickled its way into my ears, down my spine, and straight through to the tip of my cock I released my load, erupting cum out of my cock, my sticky seed splattering onto the floor.

Stacy pulled out of my ass, sitting herself down onto the ground, her tits rising and falling as she struggled to catch her breath. I curled up in a ball beside her, completely spent and drained, my twitching cock still releasing bits of cum. My entire body grew increasingly sensitive. This level of satisfaction and release was one I had not experienced in a long time.

“Oh thank you, thank you,” I mumbled, crossing my arms over my shoulders.

“You're not done yet,” said Stacy, I could hear how tired she was, so physically exhausted. “You need to clean up that mess,” She directed my attention to the puddle of cum on the floor. “Lick it up,” Stacy brushed the hair off her sweaty forehead.

“Anything for you,” I said, “I’ll do anything when you touch me like that.” I happily opened wide and stuck my tongue out, licking my cum off the floor. I had no reason to deny Stacy the pleasure of watching me humiliate myself.

“What a good cum licking sissy slut you are,” Stacy smiled.

“The best,” I said, wiping the cum off my chin, “but what about you? Don’t you want to get off too?”

“Don’t worry about me,” said Stacy reaching into her pocket and pulling her phone out, “Ara texted that she was on her way.”

“You mean-”

“Yup, she’s going to eat this pussy out.”

I licked my lips at the sound of that, I so wished I was the one who would get to lick that perfect pussy of Stacy’s. Ever since I became her sissy I haven’t had many opportunities to play with it. But that didn’t bother me too much, at least not in that moment. Stacy gave me such intense pleasure without even gifting me a chance to look at her naked body let alone touch it.

However, she did touch me, and that gave me all the hope for the future that I needed. It meant we were evolving. That I was proving myself more and more worthy of her as a sissy. And if I could keep doing that, there’s no telling where it might lead to next. I knew I was still far off from ever having my cock inside of her sweet pussy but I held on to the hope and the desire. And having that carrot dangling in front of me, constantly teasing and torturing me with the possibilities I would continue to serve and worship her right up to the end.
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