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About Jenny Sparks 

Nothing turns Jenny Sparks on more than naughty gender non-conforming fun, full of gaping assholes, dribbling spit, and sissification.

Never should we be afraid of exploring different roles, it’s all just an act, it’s all just a performance, and we should all be free to perform as we wish.

So wear Caesar's clothes.

Make sure you follow on AMAZON to not miss anything new!


Caught in my Girlfriends Panties 

Have you ever tried on a cute pair of panties before? Some nice blue ones, maybe, maybe even racy lace. I can't get enough of it, I can't get enough of putting my girlfriends' clothes on when she's not home. The touch of a silk nightgown against my skin, the way it perches on top of my erect cock. How delicate I feel in a pleated skirt and crop top, my whole being changes when I'm in her clothes. I guess it's true what they say about wearing the emperor's clothes.

Practicing all sorts of poses in the mirror I twist and contort, stick my ass out and curve my back. Standing up I pivot on one foot, turn to my side, I grab my ass cheek as though I'm being manhandled, I pull at it, I imagine what it must be to be groped and taken, to be lusted over like a gorgeous little bimbo.

I'm wearing a red silk thong of hers, my cock is tucked away in the triangular front; it feels like so good, why don't men get to wear such smooth delicate fabrics to caress our skin? I feel so dainty, so naughty. The g-string is slid through my ass cheeks, I feel so vulnerably naked when I'm in these and it feels incredible, the g-string giving my asshole a light massage, the shape of the thong accentuating my hips when I pull them up.

I've never felt like a manly man, I've never been a jock or a football player. I never really knew what I wanted to be until I started wearing Ellie's clothes one day. Why did I start wearing them? Truthfully, I have no idea. It just sprung into my mind, and before long, my cock was sprung at the experience, and now I'm strung out on the high of being a little slut. Performing for myself in her bedroom mirror

"You're a dirty little girl," I tell myself, imagining someone saying it to me. On my knees I slide my little cock out of the front of the silk g-string and start stroking, pinching my nipples with my other hand. Watching myself in the mirror I don't think that I look particularly manly, I think I pass as an itty-bitty-titty girl quite well. I have shoulder length brunette hair and a soft face. I turn around still on my knees, I push them out, keeping my toes together still, and put my palms forward to rest on, I look over my shoulder and feel the precum drip out of my cock at the sight.

Fuck I make such a good girl.

My waist is skinny, I arch my lower back to accentuate just how skinny it is, the effect being my pushed out ass creating the shape of female curves. I bring my chest down to the ground with my head pressed against it. I imagine that there's some man behind me, he's squeezing my ass cheeks as I present them in the air like a cat in heat, he's toying with my hole; and most importantly, his cock is rock fucking hard for me.

That's what I want, I want to be a good performer. I want to be a good girl. I want to know I can turn a big fucking cock on, make it rock solid, make it so hard that the possessor can not resist stroking it to the sight of me being a dirty girl.

Do you know what I mean? It can just be so tiring trying to be a boy all the time. Why must I stand a certain way, sit a certain way, act a certain way, talk a certain way? It's all a performance, and fuck do I love performing.

I want a man to make a girl of me.

I start jerking my cock. The imaginary man behind me is pulling my g-string to the side and slapping his big huge dick against my asshole, spreading my asscheeks with the other hand.

"Yeah, you're a dirty little girl. Mm, look at that ass, that little waist." I moan to myself, pretending it's the imaginary man behind me. My asshole is winking and loosening, desperate to be entered. I suck on my fingers and spit on them and then reach behind, massaging my asshole gently as I play with my cock. I slide a finger in, fuck it feels so good. Jerking harder and faster I picture myself being fucked from behind, his hands are on my little waist, he's telling me what a cute little sissy I am. He's making use of me. I always knew my little frame, my wider-than-most hips, my long hair, my little cock, I always knew it was with good reason.

Ever since I’ve been trying Ellie’s clothes on I feel like I’ve unlocked another version of myself. A version that walks elegantly, one that likes to wear her silk nightgowns and just squirm about in bed feeling the fabric against my skin. I don’t want to groan and grunt, I want to softly moan and squeak.

And that's exactly what I do as I feel climax reaching me, my finger in my ass and my cheek pressed against the floor, I arch my back as much as I possibly can; I like to feel like I'm in the sluttiest girly position possible as I shoot my loads.

"Fuck me, yes, cum you little sissy slut. You're such a good little whore. Yes, I'm going to cum." My imaginary man is cumming deep into my ass as I cum all over my hand and Ellie's little silk panties.

Fuck, that’s an amazing feeling. I take off the silk g-string and bury it at the bottom of the washing, it’s my turn to do washing this week and I’m going to do it tomorrow, she’ll never know.

Feeling exhausted but not yet wanting to return to my normality I put on a comfortably little pair of pink panties and a lace crop top that Ellie wears to bed. Her bed is so soft, silk covers and full of pink plushies and teddies. I squirm around in and enjoy the comfort, enjoy the release of being a girl for a while, whilst I'm alone. She works late at a restaurant and won't be back until around 11 pm, although I'm fairly sure her father will be home somewhen in the next few hours, but I have time. I've never been caught and don't plan to.

I can’t help but to run my hand all over my body whilst in her bed, I feel so free, so feminine. The sensation of little panties in my ass cheeks and with my cock tucked in is so much different than any men’s underwear, it truly is a treat. I lay and picture myself with men, the different kinds of men I would want to be with. The different outfits I could wear, seducing them, fucking them, loving them. Or maybe I can come out to Ellie and be one of the girls as well as her boyfriend, I would love to dress up with her.

It must be around 5 pm, the light outside is dimming through the curtains and I feel sleepiness coming on after the exhaustion of my fantastic wank session.

I’ll close my eyes for just a moment.

###

FUCK, that’s her Dad, he’s a real hardass, even makes me call him Mr. Jones. How long did I fall asleep for? I scamper to get up, I need to get dressed, put my own clothes on. He can’t find me like this!

Stood in a panic in the middle of the room I quickly realize I should have just stayed under the covers, pretended to be asleep and waited until I could feel safe he wouldn't check into the room. Mr. Jones always comes to say hello, he's never sure of anyone's schedules or who's home when.

So why the fuck am I stood here like a deer in headlights?

It’s too late, There it is, his signature three light taps of the knuckle on the door.

“Anyone home? I’m coming in.”

The door handle turns, the door begins opening. Why am I standing here like I'm frozen? Fuck, because I am frozen, I've never panicked like this before. Right before the door is fully opened and he enters the room I suddenly regain my senses and run for the bed to get under the covers, but it's too late.

“What the fuck is going on?” He doesn’t shout it, but he doesn’t say it calmly either. There’s a mixture of confusion, anger, and disbelief. All breath leaves me as I turn around to face my consequences. “Are those? Is that? Are you fucking serious George? Those are Ellie’s aren’t they.”

"Yes, sir." I hang on my head. Here I stand in a pair of little pink panties, my cock tucked inside, the little bulge pushing out the text that says 'Princess' on the front of them. A small lace-line crop-top that Ellie quite often wears to bed shows quite how small and dainty I am, I never wash a big boy and girls' clothing really accentuates that, it fits me so well. I feel so feminine and helpless in front of Mr. Jones.

“Go to the front room, right fucking now.” It takes a moment to register his words, surely he doesn’t want me to leave the room like this? I assume he would want me to get dressed first.

“Yes, Mr. Jones, sir. I’m sorry okay, I ju-”

“I don’t want to hear any excuses, look at you, like a little fucking slut. What were you waiting for, the class jock to turn up and climb through the window and make your teen girl dreams come true? For fuck’s sake, George. Now go to the front fucking room.”

“Yes, sir.” I go to get my own clothes but he tells me not to bother, and to move my ass as it is. He follows me down the hallway to the front room.

"Tight little ass in those panties haven't you? Feel like a naughty girl walking through the hallway in them, do you? Is that what you wanted?"

Well actually, kind of. A part of me feels the excitement in my little panties walking through the house, his eyes on me. Though reality snaps back and I realize I'm about to get the punishment from hell; I've been watching too much porn if I think this goes any other way.

He sits in his large armchair and orders me to stand in front of him, I do. I assume he's trying to embarrass me, but at this point it's difficult to feel embarrassed, I'm just rolling with the punches.

“Turn around, twirl for me. Like a good little girl.” I do as he tells me, doing a little spin on the spot. “Ellie’s clothes fit you well it turns out, don’t they? A really little girl you are. Well, if that’s how you want to be then I will treat you as such. Bend over my knee now, I’m going to spank some fucking sense into you.

Oh my god. What if this turns me on? I mean, in a normal situation, if I was in normal clothing, this would all be a bit strange. But whilst I'm wearing girly panties and clothes none of this feels, well, normal or every day. I feel different,

I bend over my knee and the sensation of being so small and vulnerable strikes me again. Mr. Jones is a big man, he rests his palm lightly on my ass cheek as though resting a finger on a trigger before firing and I’m alerted to how large a hand he has compared to my little body.

“Act like a naughty little slut, get punished like a naughty little slut.” His hand raises, and,

SPANK

His hand comes down hard and I feel my ass cheek redden.

“You’re a filthy little fucker. You want to play around and act like a little slut then you will be treated like one. A little slut, that’s what you are. What are you?”

SPANK

His hand comes down again before I can answer, I feel the warmth of my reddening ass again.

“I’m a little slut, Mr. Jones, sir.”

Fuck, does he have any idea that I enjoy saying that? Why else would I be in those little panties, I want to be a little slut. I close my eyes ready for the next spank, I’m beginning to enjoy the situation and know I have to try my hardest to not let on, a moan could so easily slip out of my mouth whilst I am bent over his knee, dressed like a slutty girl, having my ass spanked.

SPANK

There it is, fuck. I nearly moaned, I disguised it as a gasp, it was a gasp of pleasure but hopefully, he can't tell. Who knows what will happen to me if he realizes I enjoy this punishment? Spank me again Daddy.

SPANK

His hand comes down on me and this time I let out a little moan. Shit. He pauses before speaking, clearly trying to figure out what just happened.

"Oh you little slut, you're enjoying this, aren't you? You really are such a little sissy. I should have known, ever since Stacey first brought you home I thought there was something different about you."

SPANK

I let out an even bigger moan, there’s no point pretending.

“Mmm, you like that, don’t you?”

Wait, what? That's when I realize, he's hard! There's a large solid bulge puking into me through his trousers, he's enjoying this just as much as I am! I move my arm, a small nudge to see if I can feel whether that really is his cock or not, I'm certain it is. And it really is hard as a fucking rock!

“Well since you like this punishment so much then maybe I will have to punish your sissy ass another way.”

Is he going to fuck me?

“Get up.”

Wait, maybe I can get myself out of this? I have no idea if he wants to fuck me, but his cock says he does. I stand up but then get on my knees in front of him.

“Mr. Jones.”

“What are you doing George?”

I look up at him with doll-like fuck me eyes and reach a hand forward to rub his cock through his pants. "Do I make a good girl? A pretty girl? You did say that I'm going to dress like a slut then I should get punished like a slut, what if I dress like a slut then that means I am a slut and what if I act like a slut?"

I feel his cock twitch and hold back a smile. It’s working. Only one problem, I’ve never even sucked a cock before, I have no idea what I’m doing! But that’s kind of exciting too.

He smiles at me, some sort of sinister, knowing smile, a smile I can’t place my finger on. Did he plan for this?

"Like I said George, I always knew something was different about you when Ellie brought you home. Or should I be calling you Georgie? And yes, you do have a tight little ass, watching those panties ride between your ass cheeks as you walked down the hallway was tempting." He reaches a hand out and places a big thumb in my mouth, I suck it as obediently and diligently. "You are a cock-hungry sissy, aren't you? Does Ellie know this about you?"

"She knows what she has to know," I reply, as do you, Mr. Jones.

I unbutton and unzip his pants and whip his cock out, it’s thick and heavy, nothing like my cute little girl-dick that can tuck away in panties. This is a real cock. I always did wonder, in all my years of masturbating, what it would be like to look down and hold a thick, veiny, big-tipped, masculine cock like this in my hands. I guess I know now, it feels powerful, it feels so large in my small hands, it feels like a weapon. I start stroking it and I’m blown away by how much there is to stroke, it’s so much more fun like this!

“Mr. Jones. Your cock is massive.”

“Call me Daddy from here, George.” He tells me, “You’re never marrying my daughter so it’ll be your only ever opportunity.” He adds with a laugh,

“Yes, Daddy.” I’ve never called a man that before and the submissiveness of it surges through me, I feel like such a naughty slut.

I lean forward and put the tip in my mouth, it's so large in there. But so smooth too, I spread precum around it along with my saliva and marvel at the fantastic feeling of my tongue on the head of his cock. I try to picture the times I've had my cock sucked, what made it good and how I can emulate that; but no girl ever had so much to work with when sucking my cock! My hand instinctively starts stroking the shaft whilst my tongue works his head. This seems to work as he throws his head back and moans.

"Fuck, that's good. You naughty little fucking whore. I can't believe my daughters' boyfriend is sucking my cock, such a sissy boy. Maybe we should keep you around."

I smile, it feels good to be praised and told I’m doing a good job.

“Thank you, Daddy.”

"But why don't you try to go a bit deeper now." It's more of a statement, or an order, than a question. Backed up by his hands which take the back of my head and push down, "Open wide, no teeth." I open as wide as I can and he presses my head down until the tip of his cock is pressed against the back of my throat. I can feel it twitch, I feel precum drip out, though that maybe my saliva dripping, it's hard to tell like this, it all combines, bodily fluids and liquids. He pulls my head back up and I gasp for air at the top, realizing that I didn't breath whilst he was deep in my mouth.

“You amateur,” he laughs, “don’t forget to breathe. You have a nose you know.”

I can do this. I want to prove him wrong, I can be a professional sissy slut. I take his cock in both hands and without needing any prompting or pushing from him I open my mouth as wide as I can and engorge his cock in my wet slobbering mouth. Even when the tip is pressed firmly against my throat I try my best to go deeper, as deep as I can. My gag reflex threatens to trigger but I try with every bit of self-control I can to restrain it. I look up with determined eyes and catch his gaze, he looks shocked.

“Fuck me.” He moans. “Fucking hell, you fucking slut.”

I moan freely, making as much noise as possible whilst my mouth is filled with big Daddy cock. I can feel the precum leaking from me into Ellie's panties and I arch my back, imagining someone was behind me fucking my tight little sissy hole whilst my mouth is full of cock.

Still, I try to take it deeper, proving to him I can be the best little cock sucker. My eyes are red and watering, saliva is dripping from my mouth onto his pants, leaving little wet dark spots. I keep moaning, I can't stop. My whole body is screaming to be fucked and adrenaline is pulsing through me.

Turns out I make a great girl.

Finally, I pull his cock out of my mouth and with it comes a sloppy concoction of saliva and precum, I use it to jerk his cock and enjoy the wet and moist sound.

“Did I do good, Daddy?”

“I think you know you did.”

“Will you use me?”

I think it's safe to say there's no way that he will punish me the traditional way now, he won't tell anyone that this has happened, this is our secret now. So why wouldn't he fuck me? He doesn't reply to me but instead, he puts a hand on my throat and stands up, bringing me with him. I feel so small and weak, it's so exhilarating.

Standing here in my girlfriend's parents' front room, his big cock poking me. My little cock dripping precum into my girlfriends' pink panties. My face covered in spit and precum, his hand on my throat. My lips parted, my eyes fixated on him.

“I’m going to make you into a real slut now.” His hand tightens, I feel his strength, I feel his dominance, it makes me cock rush with energy, it makes me feel so empowered in powerlessness; he can do anything he wants to do to me right now. He spins us around and pushes me down on the sofa, I spread and lift my legs; I’ve never been in this position during sex before, the passive one being fucked and I feel so excited. My sissy hole is practically throbbing with desperation, I can feel how loose it is. Sometimes when Ellie isn’t home I would use her small vibrator in my ass but I’ve never had a cock before, let alone a big one and the anticipation is thrilling, though I am a little bit nervous.

He pulls the panties to the side and lines up the tip of his cock on my asshole.

“You’ve got a tight little asshole.” He acknowledges, “I don’t think you’re going to be able to take my cock.”

“I want it,” I moan, enjoying the sensation of his cock lightly pressing and rubbing against my hole, “I want it so bad, I’m loose for you I promise Daddy.”

“Are you an anal virgin?”

“Yes, Daddy, it’s yours to take.”

My eyes were closed as I focused on the sensation of his cock rubbing me but I open them to his mischievously smiling face, his slides the tip-in with a little pop and my eyes widen.

Holy fuck.

It would be bullshit to try and say that it didn’t hurt a little bit, I mean nothing that thick has ever entered me before. But it was a good pain, does that make sense? Like hot wax dripping on your skin, if you’ve ever tried that. Or like a spank, a choke. It felt dominating, the pain was mixed in with ecstatic pleasure and the two mingled so that I could not tell either apart.

Slowly he slides every inch of his fat cock in my hungry asshole until all of it is in me. My breathing is so heavy now, my eyes are widened in shock and ecstasy. I never knew it would feel this good, I never thought I would be in so much paradise. If I knew to take a big Daddy cock felt like this then I would have done it years ago, I would have thrown out my whole wardrobe and invested in dresses and lingerie.

I manage to squeak out some words from my sissified mouth.

“Am I a good girl, Daddy?” This question makes him groan loudly, as he moves his hip backwards to line up for another push, his fucking is slow and rhythmic, enjoying how grippingly tight my asshole is on his cock.

He likes it when I talk dirty, when I talk about him being his little slut.

“I’m all yours Daddy, I’m your little slut. Fill my tight sissy hole, fuck it.”

“Fuuuuck.” He groans loudly, he has one hand on my chest, squeezing my through the little lace crop top, he’s really enjoying making a girl of me.

I can feel his cock throbbing inside of me and can tell he’s so close to cumming already, he’s so excited.

"Are you going to cum inside me, Daddy? Your little sissy girl, cum deep inside of me. Make a girl of me, breed me. I deserve it for being a naughty girl and wearing Ellie's panties. Don't I?"

“Mmm, you do, you little whore.” His hand on my chest squeezes tighter and he closes his eyes as he starts thrusting so that his tip edges around the entrance of hole with each pull back before pushing his long fat cock all the way in me again. I moan with him each time, my voice squealing and squeaking; I’ve entirely lost my male voice now.

I’m a sissy girl.

“Cum in me Daddy. Deep, please.” I moan. My whole body is electrified, I feel so used, so sexy, so dominated. I want his seed. “Oh fuck, yes right there.” He starts thrusting in a way that hits my spot and it awakens me inside, it’s like a floating on a fuzzy cloud and I start fucking him back, grinding as best as I can with his thrusts. “Right there Daddy, right there.”

“Fuck, I’m going to cum.”

“Yes, yes, yes, me too.”

He slides his cock out and pushes back in, I push my body against his and the built-up sensation in my groin unleashes like a knot being pulled out.

“Oh my God, fuuuck.” My cock starts squirting out cum even though it hasn’t been touched, I’ve never done that before. The feeling seeps all through me and I lay back in bliss, feeling the orgasm pump through my veins. My body twitches and convulses sporadically as I feel him pumping his hot loads into me.

"Fuck, it's so warm," I mutter through my orgasmic breath. I can feel his cock thickening and shooting with each release of his orgasm. His hand tight on my chest as he's squeezing me, owning me, releasing in me.

He pulls out, moaning, something about that being amazing and me being a good girl, but I barely hear, I’m lost in heaven. I’m a good girl. I can feel the cum leaking out of my asshole and it’s hot, I love it.

I guess I’m my girlfriend's dad's sissy now, but at least I’m not in trouble!

The End.


Caught in the Secretaries Skirt

I suppose I better get ready and meet the others.

Business trips have never been my thing really; the forced banter, the cheesy ‘team-building’ exercises, the only thing they really have going for them is the expenses paid for on business accounts.

Does anyone ever really enjoy business trips with co-workers? It would be fine if it was just me, but I never really feel myself around them! That's the thing about colleagues, it's very rare you find one that you can be your out of work self with, there's always hiding to be done! Laugh at the wrong joke, make the wrong kind of dirty comment, speak about the wrong kind of hobby and that's it! You're outed, they know you're the office weirdo. But I bet everyone's a weirdo really, no actually, I know everyone's a weirdo. I mean all my friends are, I bet you probably are, I am, weirdos make the world go round! In fact, I say we're the normal ones, it's the suited and booted office freaks that don't seem to have any interests or life outside of work that are the weirdos! What do they live for?

I'm always curious about what my higher-ups are into, for example. I bet they're dirty fuckers--you always see on the news stories of CEOs and executives up to dirty games, don't we? I have no problems with that, I'm up to dirty games every weekend I can, and I spend the weekdays thinking about the dirty games up and coming! Just for some reason when someone is in power, we like to pretend they don't have perversions just like the rest of us. Maybe it scares us what can happen when someone has power and perversions.

Mr. Johnson, for example, that's my boss. I'm on this business trip to London with him and his secretary. I wonder what he's like on the weekends after he's had a couple of high ball whiskeys with the boys what does he get up to? He's married, perhaps he and his wife like to attend large ballroom mansion parties where everyone wears Venetian masks and fucks at the end, do those things really happen? I'm not sure. I do know one thing for sure, I bet he doesn't have the same perversions as me. I like to dress up like a girl and be fucked.

It's so freeing being a girl, being a woman, a slut, a cutie-pie, a sweetie, a dame, how about the innocent girl next door? Or the whore down the street. It's so fun to pretend, to roleplay, to let yourself go from the stinkingly boring role of a male, grunting and spunking away without any sense of performance. To be a woman is to perform, Any well-read feminist will tell you gender is simply a performance; masculinity and femininity, some will have you believe that it's innate to our DNA, but give me one evening with a pair of high heels, a sexy dress, and your cock and I will show you how I perform feminity better than the best of them. Have you ever tried it? Perhaps you should, all men should try it, and all women should encourage their men to try it. Everyone just switch roles and accept what this all is, a big stage performance, but let's choose roles and have some fucking fun playing them!

But back to Mr. Johnson. I suppose he doesn't play by those kinds of rules, a strict hair slicked back suited and booted with the folded handkerchief in the blazer pocket to match kind of fella like that, in such a position of power. I bet he's disgusted by the idea of men acting like girls. Each to his own! But I'd rather not have to spend a weekend with him, he probably wants to go to whiskey bars and discuss clients; I mean, I enjoy whiskey, and I partly enjoy my job, it's just being with someone so stiff in their role, it can stiffen you in yours too, even if you didn't ask for that particular one.

Anyway, I guess I should bring you to the matter of hand and why all these questions and thoughts are racing through my mind right now. Mr. Johnson and his secretary Claire went straight for dinner and some drinks in town, I, however, told them I would catch up with them, that after the flight I needed a nap and a shower. They caught some winks of sleep on the plane and I didn't so they didn't think much about my excuse. But, an excuse is exactly what it was, I just didn't want dinner with them.

So we all dropped our bags off and the young lad working front of desk got our bags taken to our rooms for us, I insisted that I could take mine myself, I always do, but Mr. Johnson is the kind that likes things done for him, you know the kind of man. There is something kind of sexy about it I have to admit, perhaps I'm a slave to my own want of not bothering people. After all, he's the one probably flirting with gorgeous women in a trendy London bar right now! Or perhaps he's not and he's trying to bring Claire back to his hotel room tonight. He is married though so I suppose… Oh, I need to stop thinking about him! I think I have to admit to myself that I do find him kind of attractive, handsome stubble, gorgeous brown hamster eyes that melt the soul, yet all the while retaining a strong hunter's glare. He's always so well-groomed, keeps in shape and smells great! A man like him always has a great aftershave.

So the bags got dropped into our rooms, I showered and went to get my clothes out and, well. Here I stand with an arch in my back admiring my ass in Claire’s secretary skirt. Fuck and it fits so well! Turns out we’re about the same size. And you would not believe what else she brought on the business trip, she has a vibrator in there! A fucking vibrator on the business weekend! I let the lace lingerie pass, I mean don’t we all want to feel sexy always? But the toy, dirty girl…

I know I shouldn’t have, I know I should have seen it was her suitcase and went straight to the front desk to report the issue and get mine from her room, but, I just couldn’t help myself… I wanted to smell her clothes, touch her clothes, feel them, wear them. Not out of erotic lust for her, I just, sometimes I feel like a small girl finding her mother's make up. She knows she shouldn't play with it and put it on, but it feels so great to try and be a woman!

I continue rummaging through the suitcase with fevered excitement. I know I shouldn’t, I know it’s an invasion of privacy, but it’s just so naughty. The fact I shouldn’t be doing it only raises my heart rate and courses the blood through my veins quicker, it only further the throbbing boner between my legs right now, pushing against the tartan patterned skirt. I pull out a pair of tights and rub my face against them feeling the soft seductive fabric. I’ve always enjoyed the smooth tightness that tights give legs and it excites me to smell the fabric and bathe in its femininity.

Finding the black lace bralette that matches the underwear a thought comes to mind and I throw it a shrug and a ‘why the fuck not’. I mean really, why the fuck not? Okay, so there’s a lot of reasons not to, but that’s no fun, is it? Besides, they’re probably still halfway through ordering their dinner right now!

But fuck if it isn’t a slippery slope, a snowball into bigger ideas. Just like there’s never just ‘one more drink’ for the evening, and whenever I say this is the video I’m going to cum to I always browse so much more! I’m just a person of lust and fun, and looking at myself in the mirror with Claire’s skirt on, the tights running smoothly up my legs into the hidden lace panties that tuck my cock away, and the black lace bralette framing my rather petite body, I can only stare wantonly at my feminine facade in the reflection of the hotel room mirror.

It’s just so freeing. I suddenly feel like I can bend and twist, turn on one foot or curve my back. Lick my fingers seductively or twirl on the spot. It’s just all a fantastic performance when I wear these clothes, and if I say so myself, I think I could pull easily.

I trace a finger down my white cpale skin, over my rib cage and to my hips where the skirt sits delightfully.

Being in the hyper-masculine corporate American workplace I can sometimes be teased about my hair, which sits around my shoulders, it's all just good laughs and we all tease each other, but it gives me an extra smile inside when I know deep down that moments like these are exactly why I grow my hair long. Some of the girls around the office often ask about my eyebrows, 'oh come on Brendan there's no way they're natural, just admit you pluck them!' I never do admit, but I do. I like to keep trim and feminine, smoothly seductive.

Angling my head down and looking at myself upwards in the mirror I find myself groping my ass and wishing that I was being taken like the little fuckdoll I am, and that's when the urge really hits me.

I want to go out. I want to walk in front of a guy and swag my hips, know he’s watching my ass, not knowing there’s a cock tucked away. I want to bite my lip as I stare into the eyes of a man walking past me, knowing he will go home horny and lustful because of it. I want to be a seductress. Fuck, where is this urge coming from? It’s so dangerous.

Fuck it, I’m going to do it. I mean London’s so big what are the odds of seeing the other two?

I put on the white blouse shirt that goes with the outfit, as well as Claire's smart casual blazer that indents at the waist to accentuate my figure. Finding her makeup bag I slap on some sexy red lipstick, mascara, and eyeliner; I've done that many times before. What a joy, I love the ritual of it, I love the ritual of becoming a woman, getting ready to go out. I've always been so jealous of my girlfriend when I'm sat there in pants and shirt ready to go and they get to doll themselves up. I'm sure it's a drag for them, maybe, but it's oh so exciting for me.

Checking the mirror, admiring my slim physique, dressed like a cute secretary, my make-up on and my hair wavy and pretty, I leave the hotel room, my heart jumping as I do and my cock tingling with naughty anticipation.

Here I go.

***

The air isn’t cold out, perhaps a little brisker than what it has been at home. We’re still on the tail end of summer however and I feel no need for a jacket. Barely a few steps out of the hotel I have sudden doubts, I mean, why wouldn’t you? This is absolutely crazy when I think about it, so I try not to think about it, I just try to feel.

And the feeling? It’s wonderful, it’s freeing, it’s dirty, it’s fun, it’s explorative.

A confession: I've never actually been in public in women's clothes before. I've been a sissy, a trap, a cockslut, a crossdresser, call it what you will! But I've never been outside, and what better time to do it than in another country? I just hope the headscarf keeps me somewhat disguised, it feels a little bit of an old fashioned thing to wear, and looking like a granny isn't exactly my style, but I think the rest of the outfit is perfectly enticing! Claire does have great taste.

Walking along the street of the hotel and deciding where to go--because of course when you make such a crazy choice as I’m making now you never get as far as planning where to go--I pay attention to the sensation of a small brisk breeze blowing against my legs, feeling it under my tight tartan skirt. It sends a tingle through me, nature whisking through the fabric to remind me of my dirty decision.

The heels are no match for me, I’ve worn plenty of heels, and I swagger down the street with confidence, my hips moving side to side as good as any streetwalking whore. If I drove past me right now, I’d honk, that’s for sure.

Looking up with a smile I realize I need to embrace this moment with no fear and I stride along, I feel so gorgeous, my hands in the blazer jacket and the warm night air on my face, my cock tucked away in lace lingerie and the blouse shirt unbuttoned seductively. If it wasn't for the fact that I have to be back before the other two so that we can swap the suitcases back then I would even try to pull tonight!

A man in perhaps his early 30’s walks towards me in the street, he looks smart. Black jeans, white shirt, brown Oxford boots; I do like these English men. His hair is in an attractive pompadour, not too tight and strict though, it looks like he’s ran his hand through it through the day, that’s hot. He looks up from his phone as he walks towards me and I shoot him a smile, he smiles back. I give him a light air kiss and seductive eyes and walk on giggling to myself, his face was one of shock and wonder. It's such a shame, being a man I know what such public acts do to them, but they don't get it often enough. He's going home feeling a million bucks I bet. Me too though, it feels so sexy to elicit a response like that, to stop them in the street. Benefits of being feminine and cute.

I wonder if he's watching my ass behind me. Oh, nevermind that! There's a street with bars full of outside tables of drinkers enjoying the warm early evening. My head fills with the foggy desire to be desired, slutty lustful wanting of hands groping and eyes undressing. I speed my walk up in excitement before reminding myself to calm down and slow down. Accentuate the hips, work the heels, they have no idea there's a cock tucked away. They want to unbutton your blouse, they want to lift your skirt, ha! I bet they would still fuck me when they see my cock too. Men think they want females, but they just want feminine. Which when you think about it, it is quite a profound realization of gender and sex. They just want a hot slut to tease them, to bend over for them, to wear something sexy for them, for them to own, for their hands to possess and their cocks to impale.

Well boys, why not me? I say internally as I confidently click-clack my high heels down the street, taking note in my peripheral of the men who turn their heads at m- Fuck!

I turn on my heels, quick. That’s Mr. Johnson and Claire, they’re sitting in the window of a bar looking out at the street and he definitely made eye contact with me.

Maybe he won’t notice it was me, no, there is no way he would EVER think that was me. Why would he? That’s absurd.

I have to go back to the hotel, I know for sure. This is a lot of anxiety, that was so risky, how could I do that? I'm wearing Claire's work clothes for fuck's sake! Fuck this is dirty, I'm a filthy fucker. I'm exposed now.

No, no I can’t be. He wouldn’t have thought it was me.

Fuck I don't know, I need to stop panicking and get back though. This can still be righted, I'll take the makeup and the clothes off, put them away, and get the hotel to swap the bags.

***

When I get back I rush through the hotel lobby with my head down. I felt safe leaving it, the front desk will have only seen the back of my head, but suddenly it seems a lot riskier entering the foyer, but I get past the desk and to the elevator.

The first thing I do when I get back is head to the en-suite to remove my make-up, but just as I grab a towel my heart jumps.

"So this is the Brendan that we've employed for so many years now, is it?" I turn in sudden shock, that's Mr. Johnson's voice. What is he doing in my hotel room? Oh who am I kidding, he saw straight through me earlier, he must have followed me. He walks into my room without an invite, "You know there's probably some large punishments for going through a staff member's possessions and, well, I'm not sure what this," he motions at me, waving his hand up and down, indicating my wearing of Stacey's clothes, "would even come under in the guidelines. Especially my own secretary's clothes, you think I wouldn't notice? I've seen her in that exact skirt so many times. I've always enjoyed that one." He stands up and I notice him loosening his tie as he walks towards me. I'm completely frozen on the spot like a deer in headlights; this is my boss, there is no getting out of this one.

Being in the only bit of light in the room I do feel like a deer in headlights too, or perhaps more a criminal in a policeman's torchlight, just earlier I felt like a pornstar in the stage lights, it felt all so naughty, a different kind of naughty.

He walks towards me and circles me, I feel like a piece of prey in its predator's sights, his claws are ready to pounce. Am I going to lose my job? Will he embarrass me in front of the whole office? The possibilities race through my mind but I can’t decide which option I like the least.  His finger traces me, it catches me unsuspecting. The gentle tip of his authoritative finger trails around my body as he circles me as though I’m a freshly polished sports car that he’s considering buying.

“You do wear it just as well though, Brendan. You did have me fooled at first.”

Wait, what?

“But that doesn’t mean you don’t deserve punishment, we can’t just let acts like this go unnoticed in the workplace can we?” He puts his hand on the back of my throat and pushes me out onto the balcony. I feel like I’ve lost autonomy of myself as he positions me where he wants me, places my hands on the railings and pushes on my upper back to bend me over. I have to do as he wants if I want to keep my job, I presume. And besides, this is taking a different route to what I thought. I have no idea what he’s going to d-

SMACK. His hand comes slapping onto my ass and I jolt forward thankful I’m holding onto the balcony.

"It may be dark outside now, but maybe just one person in the city can see you receive your punishment. If you're going to act like a filthy little slutbag then I'm going to punish you like a filthy little slutbag."

There's no way to try and explain this situation, what do I feel like now? Well, I suppose I should feel punished, but I think we all know deep down this is what I want. But from my boss? It flashes through my mind that perhaps I'm seeing a situation as sexual that is supposed to be anything but, and my thoughts rewind to when I pondered over whether or not Mr. Johnson was the type of man to get up to no good and have dirty weekends, suddenly I think I have my answer.

I let out a soft moan as his hand comes down on me and I jolt a little over the balcony. The situation has gone from 0 to 100 incredibly quick and I’m incredibly thankful for it, I really wanted to be treated like a slut tonight. Sometimes dangerous moves pay off, eh?

“You like that do you?”

“Yes, Mr. Johnson, sir.”

“You dirty girl. I always knew there was something different about you, there’s always a little freak in the office.”

“And you know a freak when you see one, do you, Mr. Johnson.”

His hand comes down against my ass again, SMACK. This time however it lingers, groping my tight little bottom in the pantyhose’ and secretary skirt.

“Not a word gets back to anybody. Your secret is mine, mine is yours. Deal?”

“Deal.” I moan, enjoying him groping my ass.

He turns me around and puts his hands on my waist, rubbing them up and down, round to the back, all over.

“You have a delicate little body, a feminine little girly aren’t you?”

“Yes, sir.” It feels unbelievably releasing to use those words to my boss in a whole new way, I feel one step away from calling him Daddy, oh I want him to take my little sissy body.”

He looks me in the eyes and leans in, oh my god he’s going to kiss me. We kiss surprisingly passionately, and I use the word passionately because, well, he’s Mr. Johnson. His tongue gently caresses over mine with just a flick of suspenseful teasing and as he peels away he nips my lower lip with his teeth and pulls just enough to leave me gasping for more.

“It’s like you’re an entirely different person to Brendan in the office. Such a hot little slut you are, I enjoy these business trips, moments away from home in a city that doesn’t know you. I can understand why you did what you did. But Claire will be back soon and need her suitcase.”

“Shit, yeah, I forgot, where is she?”

"I told her I wanted to head back, that I was feeling tired and needed to sleep tomorrow. She said that she wanted to walk for a while, see London at night, not far, but just a stroll around the block so to speak, so we don't have long. But don't think about that right now, I told her to message me when she's on her way back, just to make sure everything is safe."

He leans in again to kiss me, his hand on the side of my neck.

Now I really feel like a woman.

I feel like I need to take a moment to really take this scene in. Here I am in London in a cute, tight little secretary outfit, on the balcony of a hotel being ‘punished’ by my boss. And whilst I thought at first he was going to roughly take me, suddenly I see another side of him, and that’s so sexy. A versatile man.

As our tongues entwine and lips wet with one another's saliva one of his hands runs up the inside of my thigh, up to my skirt and to my crotch where he starts gently rubbing through the fabric of my tights causing me to throw my head back and moan, he moves his lips down to my open and ready neck where he kisses licks and tentatively nibbles at me. I can feel my cock growing in its tight little cotton enclosure and my head is swirling with excitement and lust. From my neck he begins to move down my body, clawing at the blouse to open it and kiss my chest, running his hands down my waist as he kisses down my torso and my stomach until he reaches my skirt, he raises it and kisses the inside of my legs and rubs his head against my cock.

No man’s ever touched me like this before.

"Mr. Johnson." There's clearly shock in my voice and I realize I sounded like a 1960's movie dame swooning in shock at a man's advances.

"I'm sorry, but you look like such a tight little slut in Claire's clothes." He looks up briefly before going back to run his tongue against my leg and I realize he has my- well, Claire's lipstick on his lip. I left my mark. "And to be honest, I've always wanted to fuck her." His words come through heavy lustful breaths and kisses on my body. "I bet you never thought you'd see me like this."

"Not. I thought you were angry at first too."

“I was, but then when I bent you over. I mean, come on.”

“I’ll take that as a compliment.”

He lifts the skirt and yanks Claire's tights down with little care for them. I have a sense that I should remind him that these clothes have to go back to Claire but decide to leave him to his animalistic urges.

"Fuck, you're making me feel so sexy." I groan. My semi-hard cock is hanging out now from the pulled aside lace underwear, he takes it in his mouth, all of it. The blood starts pumping and flowing and I can feel myself growing in his mouth which just drives me wild. I remember where we are and I look over my shoulder, the city is full of twinkling lights under the darkened sky and the sounds of early evening ambiance meanders through the air without dominating the silence. It's just enough to feel discrete but quiet enough that our gasps and breaths light up our balcony. "My turn," I tell him. Putting my finger gently on his chin to signal him to get up, I turn him around now and place his back against the balcony. I take his cock out of his pants and- "You have such a nice cock." I tell him. He does, it feels so smooth, it's thick and weighted, it flops well and, fuck that tastes so good. I lick it up and down, lubricating it with my tongue, examining it and admiring it as it grows. I spit on it and start jerking it as he takes his turn to throw his head back on the balcony and groan. I slap it against my face and look up to him, "Am I your little slut, Mr. Johnson?"

"Yes, you are." He groans, running a hand through my hair.

“And I won’t get in trouble when we are back at the office?”

“Not if you keep being a good girl.”

“Yes, Mr. Johnson.”

I start to bob my head up and down letting his cock engorge my mouth as my tongue runs around his shaft as the tip presses against the back of my throat. I can feel precum dripping out and trailing down the back of my mouth, he's so turned on. I can't believe this is happening.

Squatting down with the tights still pulled down my thighs I can feel my bare asshole against the night air, nothing but the tiny little g-string of Claire’s lingerie running through my ass crack. My cock is still flopped out too, the sensation of the brisk breeze against it makes me feel alive--how often do you get to feel the sensation of naked air against your bare body? Fuck! It just feels so right.

Mr. Johnson leans down as I’m sucking him and with an arm around each side of my head extends to unbutton my blouse rather clumsily, but I get the hint and I take it off, whilst I’m at it I take off the tights, leaving the high heels and lingerie on, feeling like a naughty London escort in an evening hotel with a client. Sexy and controlled, alluring and powerful.

"Shall we go in?" He delicately helps me up, a far cry from the playful punches on the arm that normally accompany my interactions with him and the boys at work; I guess clothes do make the person, and in doing so, change how people treat you.

He leads me through the sliding balcony door and the curtains whisper as we glide past them. He sits on the end of the bed and I get on my knees before him, I tug at each side of his pants, pulling them off entirely with his socks and his underwear. He unbuttons his shirt and whips it off, throwing it on the floor.

He has a man's body. I expected as much, he works out and doesn't drink too much, although he knows how to have fun. A hairy torso, but just rightly so, it's not covered in fur. His core is hard and solid but not chiseled, and his upper torso is well shaped; enjoyable to run my hands over as I look up at him, admiring his stature against my petite feminine one. Cock or no cock I was made for this role, I know it.

I spread his legs out wide and lick the inside of his delicious naked thighs, working my way up to his balls, taking them in my mouth and tumbling them around with my tongue, sucking on them and working his cock with my hand.

There’s a sense of urgency to us, I notice Mr. Johnson glance at his phone that he had placed near him on the bed, making sure that Claire hasn’t messaged him that she will be back at the hotel soon.

All the while the anxiety of getting caught is building up in our minds, however, his cock is throbbing in my hand, it's all just one big amalgamation of lust, anxiety, risk, desire, pleasure and fear mixed into one fat cock and one slutty hand stroking it and one cute little mouth sucking on balls.

“Fuck me I’m going to cum.” He groans, throwing himself back on the bed, his arms spread wide, his hips pumping the air as I get up and over him to get his cock in my mouth to work the tip with my tongue and stroke the shaft deep into me. I feel him building and building as he thrusts into my wet mouth until the pumps stutter and his cock splutters hot spunk into my mouth, I moan deeply, enjoying his release. The release from our work roles, the release from the workplace hierarchy, the release from it all. Just a pulsating cock seeping sperm into my little mouth.

I swallow, all of it, every drop and open my mouth to show him.

“Ahhhh.”

He looks at me and grins, “Shame your performance at work isn’t that good.”

“You cheeky fucker!” I laugh, slapping my hand on the bed playfully, both of us have entirely forgotten the personas we are both to be exhibiting as male work colleagues. It’s funny what sex can do, I almost want to cuddle up to him and be his trap girlfriend; a saucy secret.

But just as the thought enters my mind his phone vibrates, it's Claire and she's going to be back at the hotel in ten minutes. And just like that reality snaps back into being as I rapidly undress from her clothes, wincing a bit at the precum on her panties; I rub it off but they're going to smell of me! I point this out to Mr. Johnson but he just laughs.

“And how will she ever know what has happened? You’d have to be crazy to make such an assumption, she’ll have no idea.”

I agree and we pack up

her suitcase, I jump in the shower and wash off the makeup and before I know it I am back in my normal clothes. Brendan and Mr. Johnson meeting Claire to swap over the suitcases and maybe have a late-night drink in the hotel bar.

I guess normality has to resume.

It was fun to be a secret secretary whilst it lasted though.

***

Prologue

Well, some things are temporary, some never seem to leave. You can’t take back what happened that night in the hotel, and occasionally I catch Mr. Johnson looking at me with a glint in his eyes in the office, at board meetings he has been noticeably more supportive of me around other members of staff, and then there's the occasional pinch of my ass or sexual comment when nobodies around. He knows how I like to be treated now and he enjoys treating me so whenever he gets the opportunity. I'm just hoping we get another opportunity to finish what we started, for him to make love to me, for me to ride him slowly whilst I wrap my arms up around my head sensually grinding back and forth with just my hips. Maybe I can wear a white virginal nightgown, perhaps I can be his little damsel, girl next door, I think I would like to be.

But some things remain fantasies, for now. I never thought a weekend like that would ever happen in the first place, so who's to say my other fantasies won't. All I can really say is if you want to try something, try it, if you want to shoot your shot, shoot it. People are all filthy, dirty little fuckers, we all are, some just don't admit it. And some just don't admit it in public.

I guess I just made a good enough girl for him to unleash himself, I’m glad I got caught in the secretary’s skirt, that’s for sure.


Caught in my Wife’s Panties

I don’t know what I would do if she found out, or I suppose I should say, I don’t know what she would do.

There are just so many choices and options, so many fabrics, so many cuts, so many styles. Little lace panties, soft silk panties, comfortable bedtime panties, slutty panties. There's nightgowns, robes, chemises. Summer dresses, nightwear dresses, little skirts, tight skirts. And they all feel amazing to wear.

I like to bend over in them, her favorite summer dresses, when I'm alone at home with a pair of panties underneath, my cock tucked away. I like to twirl in them, spin and feel the air gush underneath the fabric as I whirl into revolt against masculinity; stand straight, wear pants, hold your chest high, no! Pout at the hips, bend over, wear skirts. It just feels so slutty to do, so free.

She's with a business client right now. Just me, home alone with her wardrobe. Currently, I'm wearing her mesh lace bodysuit, I bought it for her last valentines day so she would have sexy lingerie for the evening, but really, I bought it for myself. It's quite handy being about the same size as your wife, she's slightly skinnier than me which only means that I have a bit more ass to fill out her underwear; I quite often get on all fours on the bed and examine myself, we have a large wall mirror behind the headboard that runs the length of the bed and up to the ceiling, I get my head down whilst wearing her little panties and look back to see how slutty my ass looks, perfect for grabbing and spanking and fucking.

I can be a real slut.

This mesh lace bodysuit is something else though! It has a tiny triangular silk crotch that runs between your legs into a silk g-string at the back, into a small connecting bit of silk to just above the asscrack where it joins a winged butterfly of dainty black meshed lace that connects around the hips to the front. The mid to upper back is a see-through fabric with cutouts in it; I love a sexy back. The arms are a continuation of this see-through fabric, but my favorite part is the front. From the crotch, it comes up in a gorgeous lace to shape out at the hips, in at the waist, and back out again, the whole of your stomach is covered in patterned mesh lace. And the upper body, fuck it feels so sexy, it has a v-neck cut out with a wavey cut, and to feel my nipples underneath the revealing lace, it just feels so naughty. It's all so tight, so elegant, so seductive.

I walk around the house in it, who wouldn't? I like to feel the sensation of the silk g-string between my asscheeks as I walk, accentuating the movement of my hips, one foot in front of the other. I parade through the living room as though there is a gaggle of men gagging for me. I reach to get a glass out of the cabinet in the kitchen as though trying to tease someone my ass in the lace bodysuit, I get a glass of water and take a sip before walking back through to the bedroom.

Oh, I wish I had an audience. I'm a performer when I put my wife's clothing on, I'm an entertainer in a lace bodysuit, a slut in pink panties, a sissy with pigtails.

Returning to the bed I sit facing the mirror with my legs open and stroke delicately the silk crotch that tucks away my cock. I never had a big cock, my wife says she's always been satisfied and I believe her. I've always been satisfied by it, after all, look how it fits in this silk triangle, dark spot indicating the dripping precum, leaking due to my excited imagination picturing myself presenting to a group of suitors.

***

"George, you bought that lingerie for me!" Frozen on the end of the bed, my cock in my hands I'm like a deer in headlights waiting for the collision. Her eyes dart up and down me, she takes seemingly endless looks over and over my body in the lace bodysuit. I avoid her eyes, for now, she is Medusa, I have made contact with them once and now here I sit frozen, I can't risk contact with them again. "George, what the fuck is this? How often do you do this?" I still can't respond, my breathing is heavy, adrenaline is rushing through me. Her business client is standing behind her now, he came down the hall asking if everything was okay, presumably confused by her outburst as she said no one was home. She hasn't noticed him standing there, nor did she hear him come down the hall, so focused on me as she is. It takes me by surprise that he continues to stand there, but I think he's caught in shock as well, just as she has frozen me, the brief eye contact I have made with him has frozen him, we're all frozen waiting for Marie to make a move.

This was bound to happen eventually, have you ever tried to keep a secret in a marriage? Sure, some can pull it off, never me though, I could never pull off even the whitest of lies. The shock on her face momentarily turns to disappointment, her eyes stop sizing me up and she locks them with mine. To my surprise though her disappointed head shake begins to slow as a smile forms and then an outburst of laughter.

“What the fuck am I going to do with you?” She giggles. “I can’t believe it, stand up, let me see you, come on!” I unfreeze, slightly. I feel the blood and movement return to my body as my marriage seemingly remains intact.

“I, erm, you want me to stand up?”

"Well if you're going to wear my clothes, George, then at least parade for me!" Her tone still has remnants of giggle to it, I return a smile and an embarrassed laugh back to her and stand up. "Well, it does fit you rather well doesn't it. Now just, Christ, I don't know, what the fuck do I do here? I have Darren--the client--with me, let me go deal with this, just, stay in here I guess." She exhales in amusement as she turns to close the door and return to the kitchen, "Fuck! Jesus, Darren you scared me. Have you?" She swings back around to me, "Has he?", before turning her head back to him, "Have you been here the whole fucki- oh my god. Are you hard?" Her hand must have brushed against his crotch as she spun around because she looks down now at a large bulge in his pants. "Oh my god, both of you are- just, men!"

Now I should explain, Marie and I don't have the most conventional of relationships; even when we first met we were never super uptight sexually, and as long as both of us are taking part and it is a mutual enjoyment, we have never been against extra-curricular fun, if you catch my drift. But never before has it involved me wearing women's clothing, that much I have always kept a secret. But as she grips the bulge in her client's pants with stern intent for repercussions, it seems a lightbulb lit up in her head. I know my wife and I know the smile she just shot back at me.

Her hand begins to rub back and forth on the bulge, “So, Darren. You think my husband looks good in my lingerie, do you?”

“I just- look I, it’s not that-”

“Well, I can see exactly what it is, what is it with men and desires they’re ashamed of? Why don’t you come in?” She takes his hand and pulls him into the bedroom, closing the bedroom door behind them. Without saying anything she gets on her knees and unzips his pants and pulls them down along with his underwear, he shows no intent to stop her. “He’s a big one, isn’t he George? Or should I be calling you Georgie?” She stands back up, his cock still in hand and walks him to the bed, bidding him to sit down. “So then, Georgie, why don’t you give us a show?”

“Wait, what?” She entirely has me by surprise, I can feel my face reddening.

“Well, you clearly enjoy this roleplay, and so does Darren here, so why don’t we have fun?”

I look at her and then look at Darren, who gives a kind of shoulder shrug. Of course, he would, his cock is in my wife's hand, and she knows how to use her hands, believe me.

It's funny how I suddenly feel the stage fright. I've spent hours upon hours parading around the house in lingerie fantasizing about this moment, waiting for it to happen, practicing my bends and twists.

"Can you tell me what you want me to do?" I ask her, I feel like there's an element of embarrassment that is removed when it becomes a request or an order. She turns to Darren, her work client, who I'm now certain will be giving her a great deal.

"Is there anything you'd like my slut of a husband to do for you?" As she turns to ask him I suddenly become aware that her other hand is flirting around her pussy, she wears form-fitting pants for work meetings like these, she enjoys the strong businesswoman look, and right now her fingers are trickling up and down her inner thigh with light thumb strokes of her crotch. That horny bitch is loving this!

“I guess, I don’t know. How about, erm-” he’s as nervous as I am! “How about you walk up and down the room, but do it sexily.”

"I can do that." I beam, happy he's started easily. One foot in front of the other as though I'm walking delicately on a line tiptoes first with a swagger to my hip I walk back and forth, trying my best to accentuate my ass, which I know looks fuckable in this outfit.

“I think he’s got a fuckable ass, don’t you think?” Says my wife, Darren agrees, his cock twitching and hard in her hand as she slowly strokes him.

"Bend over." He orders me, becoming confident in his role. It takes me by surprise, but a good surprise, a surge of adrenaline rushes through me as I feel more sexualized and lusted after. I walk into the center of the room, in front of them, I arch my back and push my ass towards them as I slowly bend my torso down until my hands can touch my feet. In reverse I arch my back, even more, coming up slowly with my hands trailing up my legs, reaching behind them as they come up my thighs, stopping at the bottom of my asscheeks where I give a light jiggle with my fingers.

As I spin around I clasp my fingers together in front of my chest and beam a smile asking how I did. My wife giggles and tells me I’m a natural.

"Oh George, you're lucky we aren't the conservative types. This would have gone a completely different way if you had any other wife." I have to agree with her there, I am lucky. "Darren, want to go talk business now?" He turns to her with a lock of surprised disappointment as though he had been taken all the way to the theme park only to watch other people go on the rides, whilst not being allowed to himself. My wife chuckles and I smile too, she's such a tease, always has been. "So Darren, if you don't want to talk business then I'm sure you want to get down to business. Why doesn't my husband here help us with that?." She turns to me, his cock is still in the tips of her fingers, she's gently stroking it with a delicate teasing touch that's leaving him wanting the gripping sensation of something, or someone, tight. "He hasn't got much experience on cocks himself, but he's seen me have away at plenty, haven't you babe? Anyway, let's see if you really can learn from watching. Or maybe he's even had practice behind my back, I'm starting to question everything now I've seen this!" She jokes, her tone not the least accusatory. I never have seen a man behind her back, however, I don't think she would mind if I had, she has always been about sexual expression and self-discovery, she would mostly be upset that I did not involve or tell her, hurt that I felt I couldn't. We've always been like that.

I get on my knees in front of Darren, I can feel the gigantic grin on my face, I feel like a child that’s just been given a big stick of candy floss at the fair and is ready to go at it, I mustn’t bite though!

"May I?" Looking up at his I realize I've never been in this position before. Sure, in many of my wife's parties and adventures I've been at the foot of a bed on my knees about to plunge my face between a woman's legs and smother myself with her moist pussy, but this is just, different. It's a different kind of excitement. Firstly, it's new, and that's always exhilarating. But secondly, well I'm dressed I'm my wife's lingerie! I'm parading around like a slut, it's a whole new role. It's as though I've activated another person in me, one that I was so afraid of my wife finding, one that I was so afraid she would reject and humiliate me about. Yet here I am with her utmost encouragement on my knees in front of a, if I may say so myself, a rather handsome guy. He must be about mid-twenties, my wife deals with a lot of young business clients in her firm, she has a way with them. As you can tell, she has a way with most of us men. He has beautiful brown eyes, soft yet focused. A well-trimmed cut, short on the back and sides and combed back on top, not in a full military-style but slightly pompadour.

And the way his cock is flopped out of his business suit… Well, it’s just fucking sexy.

I carefully take his cock out of my wife's fingertips, I've never handled another man's cock before, all our parties are normally wife-swapping, there's not much bisexuality in suburban America--well, there's not much open bisexuality, men always feel the need to hide it, me included. I take as though it’s a loaded missile ready to go off at any moment, and perhaps it is because it twitches in my hands. It’s not porn-star big, but they never really are, are they? Well, some are! But it’s a good 6.5-7 inches, enough for both my hands. It’s nice and thick to wrap my fingers around too. Nothing like my cock. I’ve always wondered what such a weapon feels like, now I know!

I lean over and angle my mouth on top of it, taking a deep breath through my nose and taking in the aroma of precum. It's playfully shiny on the tip and alluring, I give it a small lick, trailing it slowly to see the precum stick to my tongue and travel with it, pulling it off him. I lick it all around my lips and mouth, experiencing my first taste of cock; it tastes like a new life for me, a new venture with my wife. As I do so he moans gently, his cock twitching again; he's turned on by this scenario.

My wife reaches a handover and plays with my hair, running her fingers through it. "Who knew you were such a cute little slut, George?" I look up at her, again recognizing the difference between being on my knees in front of a pussy and being in front of a cock as a little sissy fucktoy. I feel my movements soften and my eyes widen, doll-like. I feel at peace, like this is my place in the world.

Suddenly a feeling surges through me, an adrenaline desire to suck and fuck like a bimbo and I lean forward again with my wide as open as I can and plunge his cock into my mouth until I feel it against the back of my throat.

Oh my God. I feel like a whore, a little fuck whore. My mouth is full of a stranger's big cock, and I'm tingling all over.

I gasp for breath through my nose. I'm unsure who's moaning more, him or me, I'm enjoying the experience just as much as he is now. I understand people who just love to suck cock, instantly, I get it. I understand bukkake and moresomes, fuck I want to be filled! If only there was someone behind me to fill me, that would be incredible. Tuck my cock away, keep them in the lingerie, today I'm a sissy whore.

"Oh my, look at him, what a whore." My wife's encouragement only turns me on more, I adore her participation, her willingness. She has her hand on the back of my head and is still gently playing with my hair, the contrast between it and the brutality of the thick cock pressing against the back of my throat is such a thrilling turn on, like being tickled by a feather whilst being whipped and being uncertain of what sensation to focus on; but when you realize you can accept both simultaneously, the pain and the pleasure, that's where you find divinity. "Up." She commands, she suddenly grips my hair tighter and pulls my head back. His cock pulls out of my mouth with a deluge of saliva and precum, a spit bubble forms at my lips as I go to speak and my juices drip down his shaft onto his business pants.

“Oh my god.” Is all he can say, he starts stroking himself whilst looking at me.

“Don’t be silly, I’ll take that.” My wife intervenes, slowly working him as he leans back onto his elbows, still keeping his neck elevated to look at me panting on the floor on all fours, spit and precum all over my face and tears coming out of my eyes.

What a sensation, I feel alive.

I sit there like the slut I've become and stare at his cock with what I'm sure are the eyes of a hungry dog staring at a steak, my wife intervenes in my rabid concentration, however.

“Well, if this is how it’s going to be, George, then how about we start some real training." She checks the clock on the wall before speaking to her client, "There's never any time limit on my business meets, even if it takes all day then a client climbing on board means the day is not wasted. So what do you say? We can leave now, shake hands and part ways. Or, we can finish what we've started and afterward you can come back to the office with me and we can talk numbers?"

Disbelief enters my face in the form of shock and laughter; my wife is using me as business leverage! Am I really that good?

Darren looks at her with and exhales a small laugh of acceptance, “I think the latter.”

Wow, guess I am that good.

“Excellent. George, why don’t you continue your little exploration of Darren’s cock whilst I grab something. Nothing new, things we’ve used plenty of times, but never on you.”

“Yes, ma’am.” I’ve never called my wife such a thing before, but in this new scenario it seems extremely appropriate, she smiles and nods in response as she stands, I think she agrees.

There's something incredibly hot about my fully clothed wife, in her business attire, being the instigator and, well, mistress of the whole situation. I'd almost go as far as to say that right now she is sexier to me than in any nude form I've ever seen her before, and that's not because I don't find her sexually attractive, she's my sex goddess. But I guess now, in this sissified position, she's not only my sex goddess, but I'm her worshipper too, her pupil.

I crawl forward again and start to slowly lick up and down on his cock, causing soft moans to leave his mouth. Every now and again when I find a delicate spot around the tip he jolts a little, and lets out a little laugh, or a ‘you little slut, mm.’ It’s funny, I’ve been in his position so many times, how often I’ve had my cock sucked and they’ve found that spot that makes me shudder with oversensitivity, but it’s so much more fun being the one finding it.

My wife rifles around in the cupboard and comes back with a large box of toys, we have many! She takes the box behind me and sits down, putting her hand on my ass and feeling it, groping and exploring. She has obviously felt my body all over so many times in the years, but never has she seen a lace bodysuit into a silk thong shape my body like I know it can be shaped.

"Wow, you do have a fuckable ass. How did we never see that before?" I arch my back more and stick it out towards her, feeling my asshole peep out from behind the silk thong. "Oh, you little slut. You want me to fuck you? You want me to open up your little hole?"

“Uh-huh, mmhmm.” My mouth is full of cock, but I just about answer. Bobbing up and down on it slowly I explore with my tongue, feeling the throbbing veins and soft skin, the smooth tip and tasting the pre-cum.

Delicious.

"Mmm, you are such a fucktoy." She's on her knees behind me and running her hands up my waist, exploring me in ways that only women normally get explored. It sends me to life and I feel my asshole loosen, it's amazing how being treated a certain way makes your body just know, and react to it. My body knows I'm a cumslut right now, and it's readying me.

I feel the cold sensation of lubricant on my asshole as she slides the thong part of the bodysuit to the side. The lube drips down my asscrack, I feel it every bit of the way and take in every moment. Like the calm before the storm, these are the gentle moments before my penetration, before my full switch into whoredom.

She lets the lubricant drip down and even reaches around with a slipper hand to massage my balls and my cock, but she doesn't let it out of the silk crotch. "This stays away today, you're a slutty girl now."

I release another soft ‘Mmhmm’ from the back of my mouth as I run my mouth up his long shaft from bottom to top, fuck this is so much fun.

Her finger circles my asshole, silky and smooth, slippery and tempting my taint with penetration. I feel myself loosen and want her entry, but every time she threatens to tease a finger in she reclines and spreads her hands about me, spreading oil over my asscheeks, slapping them and grabbing them, running her hands on my waist and giving me an inkling of what it must be like to have someone behind you groping you and fucking you.

I can give you a clue: amazing.

Her hands running over me, groping me, owning me, sexualizing me, objectifying me, all with love and acceptance, it's heaven. She spanks me with particular force this time and my body jolts forward, it causes Darren's cock in my mouth to be pushed unexpectedly to the back of my throat and I gag on it. I pull it out quickly and start stroking it, schlick, schlick, schlick, is the noise it makes covered in my spit. Electricity rushes through me as my wife uses and makes a slut of me.

Her hands grip tight my ass cheeks and she spreads them, I feel the tip of her tongue on my taint. Slowly she flattens it out as she rises through my ass cheeks and to my asshole, I let out a gigantic moan as the wet tingling sensation shoots from my slutty hole and through my body.

“I’m your little fucking slut.”

"Yes, you are. And how are you doing up there Darren?" She asks. He moans in response, he's laid back enjoying my investigation of the penis, using every sense available to me. I've had one my whole life yet I've never had this pleasure, how funny.

She makes several more passes of my sissy hole with her tongue, each one starting slow with just the tip at my taint and ending flat with a side to side motion on my hole. It’s like a jet plane taking off, slow at first on the runway but leaving with a roar and reaching the clouds. I’m the slut roaring, well, moaning, and I’m certainly reaching the fucking clouds.

“Mmm, I think you’re ready.”

“So do I.”

Whilst she decides which toy to put in my ass, a thought comes to me: how much of a dirty slut can I be? Very, I bet. I pull at the waistband of Darren's pants and he cooperates in helping me pull them down and off of him. I put my hands at the back of his knees and I lift his legs. "I want to be a filthy slut, I want to be your filthy little fucktoy," I tell him, in a soft feminine voice, but a whoreish one. It's one I've practiced many times over whilst on my own performing in front of the mirror.

He isn't a particularly hairy man, which secretly I thank. After all these years with women, I don't think I would be quite ready for a hairy ass. I take a moment to admire him, young and sexy, he has nice legs that aren't big and bulky, neither are they slim and ghostly. He clearly works out, or perhaps cycles. His asshole is surprisingly inviting, and I say surprisingly because I've never been this close to one before, certainly not with this much attention to it. But it seems when you wear Caesar's clothes you really do act like Caesar, and I'm wearing a whores clothes.

Unable to start at his taint as my wife did on me, given the position, Position the tip of my tongue at the base of his asscrack and work my way up to flatten it on his asshole, all the whilst I try my best to keep working his cock with my hands, rubbing the tip and jerking the base.

"Mmmmmm, fuck me." I can't help but to moan, muffles through my licking and spitting. I feel like such a fucking slut, and it tastes so good. Licking his asshole is the taste of sissy sluttiness and it's angelic. I flatten my tongue on his hole and motion my head side to side just as though I was gently working a clit, he lets out a deep, deep moan. I know I'm doing well because I realize I'm barely holding his legs up anymore, he's trying to raise them as high as possible so I go as deep as possible. I start to circle my tongue around his hole before plunging in, spreading him deep and getting my tongue deep into his asshole, just as I do-

"Oh my god. Oh fuuuuuuuuuck." My wife has clearly decided which dildo she wants in my ass and she wastes no time in pushing it in. In one smooth, fluid motion she enters my asshole, aided by me pushing back on it the moment I realized what was happening.

“Look at you, you little slut. 8 inches, huh?” I half laugh and half moan in response as I forget all about Darren, momentarily. My head is down pressed against the floor with my arms splayed out. Marie is holding one end of the dildo as I bounce back and forth, taking it all. Slowly, rhythmically, I bounce.

After so many years of watching women do the same, I find myself transported to a magical place and I feel, in some way at least, I understand. The motion of my filling and emptying, keeping in time with the orgasmic universe. I feel it slide against a spot inside of me each time that is like a small button that when pressed releases a shockwave of vibrations. Each time I slide past it the vibrations build higher and higher, deeper into my being they go, entering my veins and rushing through me, my muscles spasm, tense, and loosen, my brain is absolute goo; I can't think of anything but hitting that switch over and over as I bounce back and forth.

I sense Darren getting up but I pay no attention to it, I'm too focused on riding my wife's' dildo. My eyes closed, I picture what I must look like, a fantastic little whore in lingerie bouncing his thick sissy ass up and down. My wife giggles behind me and as I grind forward to slide the dildo to where just the tip is in me, as I had been doing, she pulls it out. Instantly though it's replaced by a much warmer dildo, but of about the same thickness it feels. I slide back against it and it fills me up, but this time my ass slaps against much more than just my wife's hand.

“Oh fuck, right there. You slut.”

“Tell him he’s a sissy.”

“You little sissy fucking slut.”

“Does my husband make a good girl?”

"Yes, he does. Fuck, yes, fuck me just like that." His hand comes down and spanks me as I bounce up and down his cock. The dildo was amazing but the cock is so warm and alive, I can feel it throb inside me, I can feel it twitch and I love every moment of it. I slow down my fucking from the dildo and try to sense the moments that excite him. His hands-on my hips now I feel him grip tighter just when the tip is nearly out; I pull forward more until it is out, so he's just tickling my asshole.

I plunge back all the way, taking him all in me with speed. He groans and spanks me so hard I feel the warm reddening of my asscheek happening already. His hand grips me tight with the final spank, I feel his fingers dig into my asscheeks as my wife runs her hand over her body, coming forward on her hands and knees to lick and nibble my earlobes, kiss my neck and run her tongue over me. My cock is twitching and throbbing and her extra stimulation is driving me crazy which she must sense because her hands go beneath me and take hold off my cock, stroking me she exclaims just how hard I am.

“Oh baby, I don’t know the last time I felt you this hard. You horny little slut.” Darren slides his cock out of me and slaps it heavily on my asshole as she says it. “Are you going to cum, Darren?” She asks him gently, almost teacher-like as though talking to students who are being taught something new for the first time. “Why don’t you get on your back like a real little slut, sweetheart.” She tells me, her left hand fondling my mouth.

“Yes, Ma’am.” I climb onto the bed seductively, arching my back as I do so and crawling onto it on all fours as though I was Beyonce or Britney Spears; where better to learn seductive femininity than performers? It is, after all, all a performance, and I feel like a fucking star right now.

“Such a good girl.” My wife tells me as I turn onto my back and spread my legs. “We can all cum together this way, can’t we?” I turn my head to her as she takes off her pants, revealing she wasn’t wearing any underwear underneath. How often does she go to work without underwear? I wonder, she’s so naughty, I love it. You never stop learning about your wife, just as she’s learned a lot about me today.

She climbs onto my face and starts grinding against my face lightly, revealing just how soaking wet her pussy has got through all this. I’m surprised she has made it this far without sitting on my face, knowing what a horny woman she can be.

I feel my legs being lifted from the back of my knees and Darren's cock slide into me, he puts just the tip in as my wife leans forward and takes grip of my cock, spitting on the palm of one hand and using it to massage the tip whilst jerking my shaft.

Is this heaven? Is this what bliss feels like? My wife's dripping pussy tastes so wonderful, I love to have it slathered over my face, the taste, the sensation on my tongue, the wetness on my face. I love messy eating. All the while Darren slides his cock into my right to the base and makes me gasp, my wife responds by bouncing slightly on my face, not wanting my tongue to stop dancing with her clit; after a while of marriage, you learn the beat and rhythm to dance with your partner's clitoris.

“Fuck right there baby you little slut.” She moans at me, squeezing the precum out of me. I can feel the tingling sensation from my entire groin area start to overtake me, my legs stiffening and my mind clouding with endorphins. Darren begins moaning too, his pumps have slowed down since the start and I can sense that he too is enjoying every bit of vibrational energy being sent from his big cock to his mind.

"May I?" He asks, I can't see what he's asking for with my wife sitting on my face but I quickly realize. I feel her hands come off of me and he starts stroking my cock himself whilst sliding in and out of me, timing the two actions together.

"You boys are so filthy, it just takes a bit of help doesn't it." My wife giggles, I respond by bringing my hands up and spreading her cheeks and running my tongue up to her asshole and rimming her, sticking my tongue in deep to show her just how dirty she is. She responds to me by bringing her hands up my lace-covered body towards my nipples, she starts twisting and pinching.

Suddenly, sensation from every part of my body snowballs into a catastrophic avalanche that crashes over my entire body. I feel everybody else feels it too, my wife takes a hand off my nipples and rubs her clit as I tongue deep inside her asshole. Darren starts fucking me faster, making his strokes long and hard, ramping up too the intensity at which he jerks me.

“Ohh, baby, my little fucking slut. I’m gonna cum. Are you going to cum with me?”

I'm unsure who the questions were directed at but both I and Darren groan yes as I feel hot spunk for the first time in my life pump and leak into my asshole, I feel it drip inside me and his cock throb and feel me further. My wife contracts on top of me and shivers with pleasure, my tongue still inside her asshole as deep as it goes.

As for my orgasm? I don't know where I came from. Maybe from my asshole, maybe my cock, maybe my boy pussy. It's different from any orgasm I've had before though. My eyes roll back as my entire body convulses between stiffening and loosening, the feeling rushes through my muscles and veins and releases itself through my moan in the girliest sluttiest moan I've ever made.

Darren pulls out and I feel the cum drip out with him, suctioning out. My wife leans forward, licking my own cum off of my belly before leaning forward more and licking between my asshole to clean the cum dripping out of me. She looks up at Darren, "So then, shall we finalize that deal?"

He laughs, “I think we better.”

Climbing off me she takes some wet wipes out of the bedside drawers and hands some to Darren to wipe himself clean and does so herself before putting their clothes back on.

“Okay baby, we have to go back to the office. I’ll be back later, I think we have some plans to make for future adventures, don’t you?”

I barely moan in agreement, they leave the room leaving me in my wife’s lingerie, covered in cum and still dripping some out of my asshole. My cock has barely gone flaccid, I rub the cum in my asshole and finger it a little more, desperate for further fucking. I’m in heaven, I’m in bliss, I’m a little girly slut. A sissy whore.

And I love it.
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