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Caught in my Wifes Panties















































My Secret

∞∞∞

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.

***


Caught

∞∞∞




"Michael, 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. "Michael, 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, Michael, 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 Michael? Or should I be calling you Michelle?” She stands back up, his cock still in hand and walks him to the bed, bidding him to sit down. “So then, Michelle, 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 Michael, 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, Michael?" 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, Michael, 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. Michael, 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.













































































More by Jenny
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Being a Girl (A Sissy Erotica) Series:

Vol. 1: Girl of the House

Vol. 2: Girl of the Office

Vol. 3: Girl of the Dorm

Vol. 4: Girl of the Holiday

Being a Girl Collection
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Used Sissy Series:

Vol. 1: Girl for the In-Laws

Vol. 2: Girl for the Neighbors

Vol. 3: Girl for the Dungeon

Vol.4: Girl for the Girlfriend

Used Sissy Collection
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Sissy Season Series:

Spring

Summer

Fall

Winter (Coming Soon!)
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Exposed Sissy Series:

Caught in my Girlfriend’s Panties

Caught in my Wife’s Panties

Caught in the Secretary’s Panties (Coming Soon!)

Caught in the Girls Locker Room (Coming Soon!)
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And make sure you don’t miss anything new by following on Amazon!
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