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Halloween Night

Freddy hated Halloween - hated that night since he was a young kid.  He had played hide and seek with his two siblings in a cemetery when he was just 4-years-old. Thinking about it, he was amazed that his alcoholic mother thought it was a good idea to send him out on Halloween night with his siblings at all, unsupervised.  At merely 4-years-old, he couldn’t keep up with them.  At 4-years-old, he was so terrified when his brothers showed him an empty dug-out gravesite in the nearby cemetery, he stumbled on the earth that was mounded up near the hole.  Then, Freddy James fell in the hole.

The thing was, Freddy didn’t just fall down into the proverbial rabbit hole that evening, into the open gravesite.  No.  That evening, Freddy realized what it felt like to be dead, minus the rigor mortis and the decay and the maggots. 

The young boy stood up, looking back up toward the opening.  His siblings were standing there looking down at him in sheer terror.  Then, they made the fateful decision that they must go for help; that they were too small themselves to be able to fish him out of this crumbling grave without an adult.  After they ran off and left him alone in the dark, Freddy let out a blood-curdling scream that no one heard.

Then, he must’ve passed out from fright. 

Even worse, his brothers had abandoned him there for hours.  They left him to run home and get help.  No one stayed behind; not even one of them.  Eventually, he woke up in the dark; woke up listening to nothing but the whispering and the howling and the creeping of the night.  Eventually, many hours later, Freddy somehow managed to crawl, slipping and slide, up out of that whole himself.

Still, his brothers never let him live it down.

“Fraidy-cat Freddy,” they called him from that point forward.

The thing was, Amanda Pines had no empathy for Freddy’s hatred of Halloween.  She was a super hot girl, and he was lucky to have even gotten close to her. Amanda and her friends nagged Freddy for weeks to go to the Halloween party with her.  The thought of going at all threw Freddy into a panic; the creepy people dressed up so no one knew who or what they really were, and having to socialize with strangers when he’d much rather be home watching anything on television.

Yes, Freddy was a late bloomer.  He wanted to play with video games more than he wanted to play with girls.  His brothers were different - they called him a sissy boy, and much of the time he felt like one.  Even worse, he was a four-eyed sissy. 

Freddy got his first lucky break when he met Amanda.  Thankfully, she was into geeky video gamers, so who was he to complain?  He’d somehow gotten her attention, and that was all that mattered.  Maybe he could talk her into slipping away to a bedroom at the party – for some alone time. She didn’t even have to fuck him. He’d settle for a blowjob.

A loud horn blared, snapping Freddy from his daydream as he drove down the narrow street.  He nearly hit another truck.  “Phew, that was close,” he muttered to himself.  “Don’t want to end up in a grave again, “ he said, as the memories of his childhood trauma found their way to the surface again. 

Freddy reached down with his right hand and pulled at the crotch of his jeans. This girl had been giving him blue balls for weeks on end.  Frankly, his own hand was getting too much use these days; he was getting carpal tunnel from entertaining himself.

Freddy was picking up his girl at her place to hang out at the park.  She wanted to kill some time together before the Halloween party.  Amanda noticed him pulling up in his classic Pontiac with the black Phoenix symbol displayed over the entirety of the bronze hood.  Her panties dampened anytime the engine rumbled and similar feelings warmed her from the inside out.

Amanda didn’t usually go gaga over cars, but she had a thing for this particular car and driver, which justified her tingly sensations.  She jumped into the car and flipped on the radio.  50-cent “Lick It Like A Lollipop” blared out on the first station she selected.  Freddy’s cheeks couldn’t help but blush a bit at the vulgarity of the song until he locked eyes with Amanda.  She giggled.

Amanda slowly licked her lips as Freddy pulled the car away from the front of her house.  He almost swerved into the neighbor’s mailbox as she stroked his thigh slowly leading up to his crotch.  He could not believe how sexy she was right now – a skimpy white tank-top revealing her supple breasts.  He couldn’t take his eyes off her heaving cleavage.  She unzipped his pants with one hand as reached inside.

She gripped his cock and cupped his jewels firmly.  He grew hard beneath her soft palm as her tender girlish lips planted light kisses across his lower belly that was now exposed.  Freddy squirmed in his seat as she stroked his shaft, trying to avoid any collisions with other vehicles.  The most desirable of distractions.

Freddy longed for something more, and his girl must have heard him wishing hard for it.  Amanda took his dick into her warm, wet inviting mouth, practically gagging on the enormity of the thing as it overwhelmed her uvula and banged against the back of her throat.  She let the foam and saliva come up out of her lips onto the tip of his penis to simulate that he had already come, but of course he hadn’t. He wanted to, but thankfully he was able to control himself.

She slid her tongue down his bulging shaft and back up to his well-structured head; his architecture made her even more horny.  The veins popped out of his dick like a body builder’s biceps.  The iron steel hardness of the thing made Amanda’s pussy all wet.  No none would have ever imagined Freddy James was hung like an ungelded stallion.  He could give Ron Jeremy a run for his money, and he probably should have been working in porn instead of in IT.

Freddy tried in vain to keep his eyes on the road instead of ogling her as she let her voluptuous boobs, topped with soft pink nipples, fall out of the top of her shirt.  He started to feel his load build more and more with each stroke of her tight luscious lips wrapped securely around him.  She went at his dong like a rabid bulldog, working hard for the prize.  The faster she pumped her head up and down, the hotter he was.  She delivered the lubricant with each sliding pump, up and down his dick. 

Her technique made his thighs quiver as she stroked.  She bobbed her head with his moans like she was timing his gasping breaths.  But she wasn’t about to let him finish in her mouth.  No.  Not this naughty girl.  He would have to punish her later for her misconduct.

Freddy began to moan, “Oh god yes, please don’t stop.” He begged her, gritting his teeth in ecstasy.  She could feel the throbbing veins and could tell he was on the verge of exploding in her mouth.  He pleaded repeatedly, “yes baby, right there.  Don’t stop.”  She was the best damn blowjob he had ever had; ok – the only blowjob he had ever had.

Amanda eased off before he could shoot his load.  He came down slowly, almost resentfully, at her for stopping.  He needed to jizz in the worst possible way.  Amanda was a cock tease, and Freddy didn’t like that part one bit.  She slid back over into her passenger side seat and said, “I will finish you off later tonight but only if you come with me to the Halloween party.” She was afraid he’d back out.

“Okay, -yes, I’ll go with you,” Freddy stammered.  The promise was too good for him to deny, especially after she had just had his cock in her sweet mouth.

“Great, head towards the mall,” Amanda insisted.  Freddy looked at her, confused.  “We need to grab a few things first before we can go to the party.” Freddy obliged and made his way to the mall.

“What are you buying?” he pressed.  She hadn’t given up much information about why they were stopping there before the party.  Freddy thought maybe Amanda would buy a cute little teddy to wear for him later tonight. That would be nice.

“First stop is Victoria Secret’s,” Amanda demanded.

“A lingerie store?”  Freddy asked. Yup, he must be right – she was buying something sexy to wear for him.

“Yes.  You want me to finish what we started, right?” Amanda returned to teasing him.  She softly grazed his balls, and his dick jerked with another sort of reaction that pleased him.  He reached his hand under her and squeezed her cute little ass while she tongue-kissed him from the passenger seat.

Freddy reluctantly trudged his way from the parking lot all the way to the lingerie store in the middle of the mall. They passed the food court.  “Hurry up, slow poke,” Amanda chided as she pulled Freddy by the hand leading him to the storefront.  She could tell he was uncomfortable being here, but she ignored his qualms.  She was the sort of girl that a guy didn’t say ‘no’ to.

“I’m coming,” Freddy hesitantly replied, his mind still in the gutter.  He wondered if he would be cumming later if he played his cards right.  Was this worth going to the Halloween party he didn’t want to be at? Yeah, it probably was…

Freddy looked at Amanda and didn’t give a second thought to turning away.  He sucked up his pride and left his ego waiting in the front of the lingerie store. 

After standing by Amanda’s side like a husband would, he found his hands full of random lingerie.  “Are you going to try all of these on?” he asked as he raised the pile of lingerie in the air.  She continued to throw more on top of the pile as he looked at her quizzically.  Girls are weird, he thought to himself.

“Those are for you to try on – I don’t wear that size,” Amanda explained.

“Huh?” Freddy stammered.  “What’s that supposed to mean?”  He looked at her even more confused.  This must be some weird kind of joke.

“Tonight’s party theme is cross dressing; girls dress like boys and vice versa,” she laughed.   Amanda ignored the pained look on Freddy’s face.  He thought she must be kidding. There was just no fuckin’ way that was happening. No drag queen shit for Freddy…that was for damn sure.

“Sorry,” Freddy responded.  “That’s not really my thing.”

“Oh, you’ll love it,” Amanda said.  “You get to dress up with makeup.  We’ll do your hair to make you look pretty.  Sounds like a blast, right?”

“Uh….nooooo” he retorted.  He wanted to freak out on her, tell her he wasn’t a sissy boy like his older brothers always said, but the thought of his load exploding into your mouth stopped him in his tracks.  He was reluctant, but he followed her into the frilly dressing room.

Practically dragging Freddy, Amanda entered the first fitting room.  She slowly dropped to her knees in front of him.  She looked up into his eyes and took his pants off slowly and sensually.  Freddy instantly took his shirt off like it was a teenager’s first sexual encounter.  He’d never been in a women’s dressing room before. He stood there bare-assed revealing everything.  His mind instantly thought about her warm lips wrapped back around his throbbing cock; he was hard as rock again instantly.

Throwing Freddy off guard a bit, she ignored his growing concern; both literally and figuratively.  She began dressing him in his corset, laced-thong panties, and fishnet stockings. 

Freddy was a party pooper; at first.  His demeanor turned more than a bit sour, realizing he was almost fully dressed in women’s lingerie and Amanda hadn’t yet had her way with him.  He felt uncomfortably embarrassed until she motioned for him to stand up in the delicate garments.

Freddy, straight as a board, felt the silk panties rub against his hairy balls, and this sent a very pleasant sensation shooting up his body.  The silk against his prick felt even better than Amanda’s mouth.  Part of Freddy could see why cross-dressers liked women’s clothing.  Freddy felt a bit sensual; a bit sexy.  He felt elegant and beautiful, instead of awkward and gangly like the man-boy that he was. He would never admit it, but the feeling was real.

Freddy’s feelings about the ordeal were mixed.  He felt a bit gay inside the garments, a bit of gender-confusion.  He felt somewhat confused about his own sexual orientation when he became aroused by the person looking back at him in the mirror; like narcissus falling in love with himself. It was strange.

Freddy’s first glimpse of himself in the tall, wall-length mirror stunned him.  He looked good; damn good.  He filled out the black corset and thong unusually well, he thought to himself.  At first, he felt uneasy and strange, but he didn’t think he looked that bad.  He could definitely pass for a girl, with the exception of his huge cock.  He had cheekbones that could pass for a woman; that was for sure.

“Not bad- huh?” Amanda blurted.  She wasn’t being shy at all with him.  “You look so fuckin’ sexy.” Amanda grabbed his hand and spun him around.  She popped open the fitting room door, and she shoved Freddy out into the hallway, without warning.

The women in charge of the dressing room area suddenly walked into the area where Freddy was standing in his girl garb.

“Can I help…? Oh,” the fitting room attendant stuttered.  “Never mind, I’ll get Pat.”

The woman disappeared around the corner.  Freddy was blushing and embarrassed.  He tried to force his way back into the dressing room to cover his gonads and his shaft with his own clothes.  Amanda didn’t let him in.

A few seconds later, a man approached.  He wore a woman’s blouse and tight black spandex pants with a flowered headband that held back his long brown hair.  It was hard to say whether or not Pat was a cross-dresser or just plain gay.

“Hi handsome, I’m Pat,” a deep man’s voice introduced himself.  “Mmmm -you look like Freddy Mercury right now.  Good enough to eat.”

“Uh, I’m not… uh...yYou know… Like Freddy Mercury,” Freddy said.  “If you know what I mean.”  Pat looked at Amanda, then made an ‘oh’ expression, and covered his mouth with one hand.

“Lucky you, girl.”  He gestured to Amanda, “I bet you are going to gobble up those giblets later tonight?”

Pat inappropriately slapped Freddy on his bare exposed butt-cheeks, suspecting that he just might like.  Freddy’s ass felt like he had left a five-finger hand print for everyone to see; by the smirky look on Amanda’s face – he was right.

Freddy was mortified as he rubbed his stinging buttocks.  He didn’t know if he should be proud or just turn tail and run.  He slipped back into the dressing room before anyone else “bared” witness to his sensual attire.  Part of him was terrified that he might run into some other girls from town here; he would be so ashamed!

Amanda slipped back into the fitting room, finally allowing him back in to gather his clothing.  “Get dressed.  We need to buy this stuff, and then go to the department store across the street for makeup,” Amanda said.  She briefly left Freddy alone to get changed.

Freddy caught a last glimpse and gave himself a final once-over in the mirror.  He wondered if all this humiliation was worth it, but then he remembered how much he liked Amanda.  No girl had ever had this effect on him before. He imagined getting drunk with her and finally having his way with her. How could he ever get up the courage to go to this party dressed in drag?

Somewhat disgusted with himself for allowing himself to get into this situation, Freddy changed back into his street clothes and prepared for the next stop: make up.

But first, Freddy hesitantly brought his lingerie to the register. Amanda was nowhere to be found.

“Find everything ok?”  the older woman behind the counter asked. 

“Uh-yeah.  I just needed some new, uh, clothes,” Freddy stammered.

The middle-aged woman crinkled her face a bit.  “What you do with your lingerie is totally your business, sir.”

“No…  I just meant… Never mind.  Just forget I said anything,” Freddy responded as his cheeks took on a glowing red color.

Freddy rushed out of the lingerie store with his shiny new pink bag exploiting the fact that there was, without a doubt, lingerie in it. Amanda texted him – she had her new boy clothes and the makeup, and they could get ready in the truck.

Freddy kept thinking about the party on the way there.  He caught a glimpse of himself in the car rear view mirror a few times and stared.  Amanda distracted him; she stroked his inner bare thigh, occasionally touching his bulging black laced thong.  Freddy was quickly growing accustomed to the amazing feeling of being a woman; he secretly fantasized that he might want to try on Amanda’s panties next time she invited him over to her place.

Even Amanda being dressed like a guy had a weird effect on him.  He could smell her cologne, and she had a sock stuffed in her pants to make her look like she was equally as ‘hung’ as he was.  He had a tougher time, though, trying to hide his manliness.  The panties made him wonder what it felt like to have a clit; he imagined that they would fit more comfortably if he weren’t so well-endowed.  He had a push-up bra on, and part of him wished he had breasts and nipples that he could play with on the daily. What a weird thought. He might never leave his bedroom again…

He was increasingly aware of the newfound sensations in his crotch.  When they arrived at the party, Freddy’s heart began to pound out of his chest.  What would they think of him if he was too “pretty”?  Maybe he looked much too girlish for a party.  What would the other guys look like? Maybe they would think he was a sissy boy like his brothers did. People might think he was gay; he might never live this down.  Would he be made fun of from this day forward? All these ideas ran through his confused brain.

Amanda, of course, gave him no time to have second thoughts.  She dragged him from the truck and pulled him up to the front door of a Halloween-decorated house.  She rang the bell and a couple opened the door.  Freddy really had to look hard to tell that they were in costume; the guy dressed as a girl, the girl dressed as a guy.  He relaxed a little – at least it really was a gender swap.  He’d been worried he’d get there and everyone would be in normal clothes with no costumes on at all.

“Hi!  Come on in,” the smiling people welcomed them in.

Once inside the door, the couple joked, “Wow – that’s a very sexy outfit, lingerie … you look amazing.”  The girl dressed like a guy slapped his bare ass.  Freddy yelped. Why did people keep doing that?

Freddy stared down Amanda with a death stare.  He whispered, “You mean I didn’t have to wear lingerie? I could’ve just come in regular girl clothes?” No one else was wearing lingerie.

Amanda gave Freddy a sad, puppy dog look and led him to the bar on the opposite end of the room.  She never said a word, but her face said it all.  She played with his ass with her delicate hands. Freddy knew that meant he was in luck.  At this point, he would’ve killed someone to get his load off.

Amanda poured them two large cocktails.  They drank them, partying and socializing long enough to mingle a little with everyone.  Finally, Amanda whispered into Freddy’s ear; she was starting to get a little buzzed.  She walked towards a spiral staircase and gestured for him to follow her with a come-hither look and a finger wave.

Freddy expectantly followed her to the second floor.  They could hear other couples moaning from behind the many closed doors.  She beckoned for Freddy to join her in the upstairs bathroom. Amanda shut the door behind Freddy.  She turned on the shower and began to slowly take off all her clothes.  She unbuttoned her men’s polo shirt and peeled off the suit pants. Then, she ripped her fake mustache off revealing her true beauty.  Freddy could feel his pulse skipping beats.  She was wearing sexy red lace lingerie herself beneath her man-clothes.

“I’ve always wanted to fuck a guy dressed like a girl,” she admitted.  “A fetish of mine.  I like feminine men, sissy men.”  Freddy tried to object, because he wasn’t attracted to guys – was he?  He was thoroughly confused right now, but the way Amanda was dominating him like he was a girl was definitely a turn-on.

Her hand dangled over her now unleashed breasts, and she unstrapped her bra with the other, exposing her perky eraser-tipped chest.  Amanda slid her panties off, revealing her flesh, and tossed them onto his face.

Freddy was paralyzed with her beauty.  He’d never seen anyone so attractive – her long red ringlets shone in the moonlight that gleamed through the bathroom window. She walked over to him, dropped to her knees and looked up into his face.  She forcefully pulled down his black thong, freeing his huge throbbing cock.  It seemed to have a heartbeat of its own. She ran her small, soft hands around his body, caressing every inch of him.  She loved that he looked more like a woman now.  She loved the softness of girls, but she couldn’t do without that cock.  Freddy fit what she needed nicely, perfectly, in fact.

“You make me so hot,” she breathed.  Her chest was heaving, and her legs were trembling.  He fingered her a little bit to make her even wetter down there. She reached over and turned on the shower to let it run.

Freddy was speechless as he caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror. After collecting himself, he whispered, “You’re like a dream to me.”   He cupped the back of her head and pulled her into his out of control erection.

Amanda moaned and hummed as she took all of Freddy’s cock into her warm mouth and deep-throated him with ease.  She could feel his desire as she worked him over with skill.  He started to get overwhelmed and wanted to share the pleasures he felt with her.  He slowly removed his cock from her lips and pushed her into the now-steaming shower.

Freddy pressed Amanda up against the wall and ripped her panties off.  She moaned as he inserted his rod into to her wet pussy from behind.  She was dripping wet as his throbbing dick penetrated her and filled her void.  He gripped her hips tightly and thrust slowly, savoring every pump inside her.  He’d waited a very long time to be inside her.  She pulled at him with an urgency, and he thrust harder and deeper than he ever imagined he could.  He thought of himself as punishing her, punishing her tight pussy, for make him do everything she’d made him do. He went deeper and faster, and she clawed at him and he pulled her long hair to make her obey him.

Amanda sucked his fingers and moaned with every inch he pushed up inside of her.  Freddy obliged as he caressed her soft breasts and began delivering harder and progressively faster strokes with his shaft.  Her box began to clench down around his dick until he couldn’t take it much longer.  He felt her pussy squirt forcibly with him inside of her, and it shuddered with ecstasy as it worked to finish him off, too.

He could feel his cum load building and building.  She moaned as he went deeper and deeper.  She could feel it, too, as she knew he was close to finishing.  She gripped his tender sweet ass from behind and pushed him inside her harder.  Freddy pumped until he could no longer control it.

“Oh god,” Freddy moaned, losing control.  “I’m going to cum!”

He pulled out at the last second. He exploded all over her chest, cumming harder than he had ever cum before.  It looked like a fountain fully doused her. Thankfully, they were in the shower.

They fell into each other’s arms as the shower covered them with and cleansed away their dirty deeds.  They finally regained their composure and redressed.  Amanda turned and said, “You’re gonna always be my sissy boy – you know that, right?”

“Shhhhh.  Don’t tell anyone.”

Amanda stuck her moustache back on, “Don’t worry.  It’s gonna be our little secret.” She slapped him smartly on the ass, and flipped her long red hair back over her shoulders.

Freddy batted his long fake eyelashes at her.  He knew how it was gonna be from now on. He was hers, for now and forever. It was a fact: Amanda owned him. He would wear whatever she wanted, be whatever she wanted. She was his fiery, bossy red-head, and he was her little sissy boy.

A Threesome

Scott Springer stormed out the back door of the restaurant, his stomach growling with ferocity.  The door flew opened and accidentally slammed into his girlfriend, Sara’s foot.  He nearly knocked her to the ground. 

“Oh my god!  I am so sorry,” Scott apologized, feeling like a jerk.  “I had no idea anyone was there.”

Sara rubbed her foot and ankle with a sour taste in her mouth and retorted, “you do this all the time, Scott.  Don’t you ever look where you’re going?”

Sara brushed back her long flowing dirty-blonde hair, and she looked at him with big blue eyes hiding behind her hot librarian-like glasses.  Scott had pursued her for her heart-shaped butt and her quirky off-set nose that reminded him of Paris Hilton.

Scott dropped his head and avoided her eye contact briefly, “I’ll make sure I look from now on.”  He kicked a small pebble on the ground and sighed, “I promise I’ll make it up to you later.”

“I have an idea Scott.”  Sara’s eyes opened wide and Scott could see her wheels turning, “My friend Lacey is coming into town - I’m gonna let her stay with us tonight.  You owe me.  It will be fun.”

“Lacey…” he complained at the prospect of meeting another of her friends. But Sara wasn’t having it.  She gave him a stern look until Scott adjusted his posture and responded, “yeah, ok, fine.”

“Great!” She kissed him excitedly on the cheek.  “But don’t be surprised if we stay out late.”

Scott always had angst about any of her friends staying over.  He knew that Sara’s girlfriends were usually narcissistic popularity-driven snobs.  These girls would swoop in and see a girl like Sara, figuring she was an easy target to boost their own popularity and status.  Sara tried hard to fit in and please everyone else.  It usually got her, and Scott, into a fight.

Her friends took advantage of her naivety - Sara was a good soul, he thought.  He wouldn’t be with her otherwise.  Scott figured he would just have to watch her back for her.  If Lacey turned out to be like the last girl, he would have to step in and diffuse the situation before it got out of hand.  The last girlfriend of Lacey’s had caused some relationship troubles between the two of them; she actually had the nerve to try convincing Lacey to leave Scott for some hotshot lawyer.

Scott started walking to his 1987 starburst silver Camaro.  “I’m off.  I’ll see you back at the house,” he called back to Sara.

“Bye.  Maybe you’ll see me, maybe you won’t.  Depends what Lacey wants to do,” Sara called back.  She already had her mind on this new friend of hers, and Scott knew he couldn’t stop her from going out with the girl.  Sara always had a mind of her own, and Scott was a pushover when it came to Sara.  She had him wrapped around her little finger.

Scott closed his classic car’s heavy door.  He knew that she was already being taken for a ride with the “depends what Lacey wants to do” comment.  Scott shook his head and gazed at his steel gray eyes in the rear-view mirror and muttered, “I hope she doesn’t come home drunk.”  He had to hold her hair last time, and it wasn’t in the least bit sexy.  Especially when she’d promised to suck Scott’s cock on the way home from the bar, and she couldn’t make good on her promise.

On the drive back home, Scott thought about a time he’d returned home from work early and caught Sara playing with herself with a dildo.  He was even more shocked to realize she was watching a girl-on-girl action porn video.  She must have an unexplored bisexual side.  The thought of tapping into it excited him.

Scott wondered if he could get her in bed with another girl for a threesome situation, but he wouldn’t hold his breath.  It was a long-time dream of his to be romantically involved in a threesome, and he was too embarrassed to bring it up to her to make the dream come to fruition.

Scott returned home to his duplex rental and parked his Camaro in the driveway.  His mind was all over the place today.  As he walked in, he noticed a suitcase by the front door.  “Hmmm,” he muttered.   “I bet that’s Lacey’s stuff.” 

Scott’s mind trailed off into a darker place.  He didn’t know anything about this girl – how had Sara met her? What if she was some internet psycho or something?  All kinds of awful thoughts ran through his mind.  He couldn’t help but think that Sara was being too trustful of yet another stranger.  She could not have known her that long, he thought.  At least she had never mentioned her before.  Scott struggled to understand girls and all their weird behaviors.

Scott placed Lacey’s suit case in the spare bedroom, and he proceeded to relax on the couch.  He tried not to think or worry anymore about “what ifs.”  Scott sparked up a joint and took two hits before he got the munchies and raided his fridge.  He sighed; Lacey hadn’t gone grocery shopping.  He made a mental note to remind her to pick up some things in the morning.

After eating a twinkie and a sandwich, he made his way back into the spare bedroom.  Three hours had passed since he’d gotten home.  He figured Sara and Lacey would probably be out late, and he felt restless and bored.  Nothing on Netflix looked good, but he flicked through anyway.

Scott was feeling a little horny from the weed but didn’t want to whack off. He wanted the real deal tonight, he thought.  Maybe he could get a blowjob out of her, or maybe he could get some threesome action. Yeah, like that was gonna happen. Still, a guy could dream…

Scott opened Lacey’s suitcase.  He had a puzzled look on his face as he realized the entire suitcase was filled with lingerie, dresses, and tons of make-up.  “Oh, nice,” he blurted.  Then he giggled to himself mischievously, “what the hell.”

Scott tried on Lacey’s black-laced corset and her matching tight black-laced thong panties.  Next, he attached the garter belt set to the black floral-patterned stockings.  Scott looked in the mirror and twirled around a few times checking himself out.  He smacked his ass and began rubbing himself.  “You look pretty damn good,” he whispered to himself.

Scott continued to enjoy this new look as he slowly rubbed where his breasts should be if he were to fill out the corset properly.  He gave himself a wink in the mirror just as he was startled by a bang.  Scott got flustered when he realized it must be Sara and Lacey.

“Scott?  Where are you?  I’m home,” Sara called out. 

“Oh shit,” Scott blurted as he locked himself into the nearby bathroom.

Lacey walked in the house just after Sara.  “Hey, where’s my suitcase?” Lacey asked, confused.

Sara was already in the extra bedroom when she replied, “Lacey, I see your suitcase.  It’s in the spare bedroom.  Scott must have moved it.”

Lacey caught up with Sara and peered over her shoulder.  Lacey pushed Sara out of the way when she realized her suit case was opened.  She started to rummage through the suitcase, checking the condition of her belongings.  “What the hell Sara?”  Lacey questioned.  “Where are my favorite panties?  Is Scott jerking off to my stuff or something?”

“I have no idea what’s going on,” Sara admitted.  “Let’s find out.”  Her cheeks flushed red with embarrassment at her boyfriend’s behavior. How could he open her suitcase and dig through her stuff?

Lacey followed Sara to the back bedroom.  They noticed the door to the bathroom was locked with a sliver of light beaming out from underneath the door.

“I can see your shadow moving around in there, Scott.  What are you doing?” Sara questioned.

Scott squeaked, “Uh.  I’m not doing anything.”

Lacey blurted, “You are caught red-handed buddy.  What are you doing in there with my lingerie?  If you get an ounce of anything on my favorite panties, we’re going to have a real problem.”

“It’s not like that, I swear,” Scott promised.  “I just…”

Scott scrambled to think about what he should say, but he had no good excuse.  He decided to just man-up and unlocked the door.  Lacey pushed the door open and gasped, “Oh my god!  Would you look at this.”

Sara’s jaw dropped and her brows raised.  She admitted, “He actually looks pretty damn hot.”

Lacey bit her lower lip and agreed, “He looks better in that corset than I do.  Hey!  I have an idea!”

A worried look came across Scott’s red cheeks.  “Idea?” he asked.  Scott couldn’t decide if this was a nightmare or a dream.  He secretly liked the way he looked in the lingerie, but the panties were so damn uncomfortable.  Scott didn’t understand how women could wear thongs all day; it made him feel like he was split in half.

“Yeah, we’re going to make you completely over.  You are going to be one of the ladies tonight,” Lacey suggested.  Scott couldn’t help but wonder if Lacey and her malevolent friend were trying to teach him a lesson.

Sara jumped aboard and added, “The three of us can go to “Ladies Night” at the strip club!”

“If we dress in lingerie, we get free drinks all night,” Lacey suggested.

Scott shook his head and felt even more embarrassed.  He wondered what he had gotten himself into out of his own boredom. 

“I’ve created a monster,” he muttered under his breath.  All he wanted was a quiet night and some loving from his girl when she got home a little drunk.  He knew now he was in for an embarrassing night.  “Maybe I can still get laid later…”

Lacey commanded, “Sara and I will give you a complete girly make-over.  You’ll be one of the girls.”

Sara chimed in, “Jenny is your new name.”

“I love it!” Lacey agreed, eyeballing Scott’s legs and pubic area.  “Let’s get started with your hair and make-up.”

Sara and Lacey made sure Scott looked sufficiently feminine to party at the club.  They shaved his arms, legs, and face.  He put on a long, blonde wig.  His make-up was done to accentuate his facial features, complete with candy-apple red lipstick. 

Scott had convinced himself that he was going through all this humiliation for a good purpose.  He wondered all night what the end game was.  He did not mind dressing up behind closed doors, but out in public seriously made his anxiety kick up.  He shuttered at the thought of someone recognizing him and forever being known as the guy who cross-dressed. Why was he going along with this anyway? He wondered if it said something about himself, deep down.

“Looks like you’re ready,” Lacey quipped.

Sara confessed, “I have to say you do look damn fine as a woman.” 

Scott wasn’t sure if he even wanted to turn around and look in the mirror to assess the damage, but he did anyway.  He faced himself, or should he say herself now?  Most people would never be the wiser unless maybe they knew Scott personally.  Suitable enough.  He reminded himself that it would be dark inside the club, complete with disco lights and a fog machine.   He glanced one more time in the mirror and sexily said in his most feminine voice, “You got this.” It was strangely exciting – exciting and horrifying at the same time.

“Uber’s here,” Sara shouted, staring out the bay window at the car pulling up.

“OK,” Scott responded in a girly voice.  The fabrics on him felt odd, but he felt kind of free at the same time.  He could be whoever he wanted to be tonight; maybe he would enjoy himself without his usual inhibitions.

Lacey and Sara were dressed in matching lingerie sets, and they looked amazingly hot.  Lacey’s shoulder-length brown hair was up in a bun.  She had a sexy nightgown on that pushed her perky breasts together making them look twice as big as they were.  Lacey’s red panties stuck out just enough to make any man do a double take on her nice ass.  Scott wondered what the girls thought of one another, and whether they were attracted to him dressed the way he was.

Sara’s long legs were caressed by white-laced stockings that stopped at her full thighs.  She sported her matching white lace bra and her ass swallowed the white lace thong; it almost looked like she was wearing no underwear.  Scott was drooling over the two girls to the point that he had briefly forgotten he was dressed up like a woman.

Scott subconsciously reached around to his backside and touched his bare ass with his left hand.  He couldn’t help but notice how bare and vulnerable he felt. 

His panties accentuated his firm butt, and he initially felt restricted.  He was trying to get used to the feeling of the fabric close to his skin.  He felt his mind rush at the thought of going out in public dressed like this.  The thought of others noticing his maleness terrified him; he wasn’t gay or bisexual.  He figured his friends and coworkers would laugh him right out of the club if anyone he knew was there.

Scott took his mind off his growing anxiety as the silk and lace gently caressed his balls and penis, “are your panties as soft as mine?”  He relaxed in his seat a bit; trying to just go with the flow.

Lacey chuckled, “actually, mine are probably softer.”

“My white silky panties are the softest,” Sara insisted.  “Here touch them for yourself.”

Scott reached down to feel his girlfriend’s panties and rubbed the material between his fingers.  Then, Lacey and Sara felt each other’s panties, and they both let Scott rub their panties.  They giggled excitedly, and then looked at one another with mischievous grins. 

Scott could feel both girls’ heat beneath their respective panties.  “They are really soft.  Next time I get to wear those,” he teased.

They arrived at the club, and the line of people was wrapped around the block.  Scott started to sweat a little as a few beads of sweat appeared above his brow.  “You guys do all of the talking,” Scott pleaded.

“Are you chickening out on us?” Lacey joked, winking at her friend.

Scott grew defensive as he glared at the two girls.  “I don’t want to blow our cover with my deep voice…” he complained.

Sara said, “don’t worry about a thing.  Lacey and I know the bouncer.”

Scott tried to leave his fears at the club’s front doors and trailed after the girls.

Lacey led the line and cut in front of a few random people.  The bouncer turned to acknowledge her, “Hey Lacey.”  She replied with a grin, pulling down her top to cheekily show him her cleavage.  Sara did the same, and a shot of jealousy rocketed through Scott.  He would have to spank her for that later; she was really being naughty tonight.

“Who’s the new girl?” the bouncer shot Scott a grin, looking him up and down flirtatiously.  He licked his lips and handed Scott a business card with his phone number on it.  Scott accepted the token and played bashful, hiding himself further behind Sara so the thug didn’t continue staring long enough to oust them.

Lacey smirked and explained, “Jenny’s from out of town.”

“Call me later, beautiful…” the bouncer smiled.

Scott cowered as he soothed himself by rubbing his lower back and playing with the corset’s string which dangled over his white ass.

“She can’t tonight,” Lacey replied.  “Maybe next time.”

“Have fun tonight, ladies,” the bouncer shouted above the loud music.  He lifted the red velvet rope and allowed them free entry to the club.

The club was packed with an array of people of all ages.  Lights were rotating, strobe lights flashed, and the fog machines were in full effect.  Scott could barely see Sara who was right in front him.  He felt a hand skim across his ass.  Scott flung around to see who had invaded his personal bubble but had no luck.  The first couple of ass brushes and grabs made him feel offended; however, it started to make him feel more confident in his own skin once he got used to it.

Sara and Lacey started dancing and Scott soon followed.  He moved past his insecurities and was finally letting go a little.  He was enjoying being one of the ladies tonight.  He felt free of worries after a couple of drinks, and he happily danced his stress away.  He wondered if all girls loved their lingerie as much as he enjoyed his right now.

Scott had to push a few guys out of their threesome circle and deflect a few more as the night went on.  People were getting totally sloshed. He could feel Sara rubbing up against his chest.  He imagined his chest was real - full women’s breasts.  When he wasn’t touching Sara’s chest and ass on the dance floor, he slipped his own hand back onto the garments he was wearing to feel the delicate fabrics on his skin.

“I’ll get this round of drinks,” Scott called out over the blaring music.  The girls nodded in agreement as Scott danced away toward the bar.

“What can I get a fine lady like yourself to drink?” the bartender asked.  “I haven’t seen you in here before.”

Scott muttered with his best woman’s voice, “I’m Jenny.  Just three white wine spritzers please.”

“Three coming up, Miss Jenny,” the bartender replied.  He was starting to enjoy how the men were responding to him; he felt girlish and protected in some weird way.  He never imagined how different he would feel dressing up like a girl.

The bartender delivered the three drinks a few moments later.  “You’re one of the prettiest girls I have seen all night,” he said.  “If you need another drink just come right to me, I’ll take care of you first.”

Scott blushed a crimson shade and just said “thanks!” in his girl voice. He felt a sudden sensation of empowerment.  He was in women’s underwear and half-naked, but he had never felt so in control and proud of being in women’s panties before.  Is this why guys wear woman’s clothing? he wondered.

Scott, Lacey, and Sara finished their last drinks as the night was coming to a close – all too soon.

Lacey reminded the other two, “the Uber driver will be here any minute.”  Scott and Sara grabbed their belongings, and the three fondled one another in the Uber car- just outside of the driver’s view.  Scott grew increasingly more excited, anticipating what might happen once the three of them got home.  He could hardly hold back his excitement.

The Uber driver dropped them off at the house around 3:00 am.  They all stumbled inside the house, and the girls busied themselves feeding each other in front of Scott.  The soft velvety texture of his panties cupped his cock as it grew erect watching the girls play around with one another in their lingerie.  He was starting to enjoy the feeling of being a woman around the other two girls; he felt girly and sexy, but rock hard at the same time.

Lacey fed grapes from the fruit bowl to Sara very slowly and erotically as Scott touched the outside of his panties, rubbing his hard maleness.  Lacey made sure to slip her fingers inside Sara’s mouth as Sara sucked her fingers sensually with her soft villainess lips.  Alarm bells went off inside Scott’s head.  Could this be the night of his life, he wondered? 

Scott watched as the girls began to get even more enthralled with one another, their breasts heaving with excitement.  They were nibbling and biting at one another.  They teased and beckoned him with their come-hither looks, and both girls rubbed down his chest and his treasure trail simultaneously.  He could feel the pre-cum building up in his cock beneath the touch of the women, and he was thoroughly excited by the visual show they were putting on just for him. Yes, something hot was definitely gonna happen.

Scott couldn’t help but think about his tight stockings against his super smooth freshly shaven legs.  He looked on as Lacey slowly bit into a strawberry, feeding part of it to Sara with her mouth.  His girlfriend looked super hot, but she looked at Lacey like she had the hots for her, too.  Scott tried to get inside Lacey’s head as she intimately deep-throated his girlfriend with her tongue.  Lacey nipped at Sara’s now-exposed nipples, and then dropped to her crotch with her mouth to give Sara a preview of what could be.  Scott watched, wondering what it would be like to have a clit. 

Lacey had half a strawberry protruding from her full lips, and Scott watched on as Lacey and Sara’s mouths met once again.  Scott couldn’t help but wonder how juicy, warm, and moist their kiss must have been; much better than watching another guy kiss his girlfriend.

Lacey slipped her wet tongue inside Sara’s mouth and they kissed slowly and passionately again. They seemed to move in slow motion, in a rhythm that was all their own. They made Scott watch as Lacey went down on Sara.  He couldn’t tear his eyes away from the scene as his girlfriend’s ass wriggled with delight under the other girl’s teasing and tantalizing tongue.  Sara squealed, and her breaths grew more rapid with each flick of the other girl’s tongue.  Sara tried to pull away from Lacey, but Lacey held her round rump firm in her grasp and pulled her closer.  Scott started to wonder if they’d done this before, without him.

It was clear to Scott in that moment that Lacey and Sara had planned this encounter all along; he wondered whether they had planned to have this little tryst without him.  Maybe Sara had changed her mind earlier, and then decided to pick her boyfriend up to join in after all.  Sara must have been wanting to experience this encounter with a woman for as long as Scott had wanted the threesome.  Part of the thought made Scott even hotter: the idea that he could excite his girlfriend by dressing like a woman.

Scott was pulled out of his head with his girlfriend crying out with release, and she gushed with power, creaming all over the other girl’s face.  Lacey busily but proudly lapped up the squirt mess like a kitty cat, and she plunged her fingers deeply into the girl’s pussy, stroking her g-spot to get out every  last drop.  Scott pressed his dick up against his girl’s leg, feeling her body still pulsating from the epic orgasm she had just had by way of another girl’s mouth.  This scene made him want to cum in the panties and cure himself of his own ache.

Scott wondered if the two girls had forgotten all about him, and he was growing a bit jealous.  As if reading his mind, the two girls suddenly had their hands on his inner thighs, and they started relentlessly teasing his cock and balls beneath his silky panties.

Scott’s heart raced as Lacey slipped her hand over Scott’s panties and began to rub his hard-on, once again giving him new sensations with the feel of the fabric on his cock and balls.  He flashed a look at his girlfriend to make sure she approved.  She seemed to be lost in the moment as Lacey began kissing down his neck and then his chest.  Sara came around and put her hand over Lacey’s hand.  She guided her friend’s hand over Scott’s crotch in approval to encourage the girl on.

Scott loved the sensation that the velvety panties gave him as the material rubbed against his crotch.  Lacey began tugging and nipping at his cock beneath the panties, then she moved her fingers around to caress his ass cheeks and pull the panties up into the crack of his ass.  She licked his dick like a lollipop as it stood in all its veiny glory.  When he couldn’t take much more, she teased him further by deeply plunging him into her mouth until he slid past her tonsils.  Then, she abruptly pulled away, cutting him off. Unmerciful.

Scott wanted to cum; needed to cum.  He reminded himself that he had to hold himself back, or he wouldn’t have enough stamina for both girls.  He daringly grabbed a spoon off the counter and took turns teasing Lacy and Sara’s clits with them.  After Scott checked both pussies like he was checking the oil in his car, he noticed the girls were all lubed up and ready for his cock.  He hesitated, though.  He wasn’t 100% sure they wanted him.  They seemed to be hot that he was dressed like a girl, and part of him secretly wished he had the girl bits to play with like they were playing. 

Lacey had her free hand on Sara’s breast, and they were teasing each others breasts.  Scott simulated them and rubbed his chest.  He imagined the stuffed bra held his natural real breasts.  He wanted breasts like Lacey and Sara; he wanted to be more like a woman in that moment.  He pulled hard on his own nipples just to feel the pain. Part of him wondered what it would be like for his girl to wear a strap-on dildo; for the roles to be reversed.  Part of him wanted his girl to dominate him in that moment; to pretend he really was a girl and take him up the ass.

Sara dropped beneath the table and spread Lacey’s legs open.  She stripped her friend’s panties off.  Sara began to kiss up Lacey’s thigh until she reached Lacey’s freshly shaven landing strip.  Sara swirled her tongue as Lacey’s wet pussy began to drip upon impact with Sara’s warm mouth and tongue.  Sara savored tasting the new sensation of pussy juice. 

Scott took the moment to suggest, “Let’s take this in the bedroom, so we can properly enjoy all of her.”  His girl flashed him a smile and complied, the two girls giggling as they shook their way out of the kitchen and onto a king-sized bed.  Lacey lay down and Sara seamlessly continued kissing her moist pussy as the other girl squirmed beneath her sensual touch.

Scott thought briefly that Lacey needed something to do with her mouth, so he mounted over the top of her with his cock.  She willingly took him into her mouth again as he watched his cock go in and out of her mouth, beckoning his load.  His girlfriend didn’t seem to notice as she busily and hungrily ate out her friend’s wet snatch.

Sara ran her tongue up and down Lacey’s soft pussy lips and then slipped a couple fingers inside of her.  Lacey moaned with pleasure with each tongue swirl from Sara, thoroughly enjoying the act of teaching her new friend a lesson in lesbian sex.

Scott couldn’t wait to feel the other girl’s dripping wet pussy; he had Sara any time he wanted her, but he hadn’t fucked any strange in a long, long time.  He took his opportunity once the girl’s switched positions again.  While Lacey was on top of Sara, suckling her breasts and kissing her neck, he positioned himself behind Lacey’s firm athletic ass stuck up in the air.  Scott slid her panties back down, and he smoothly slipped his throbbing cock inside Lacey’s pussy. 

Scott gripped her waist and pulled her closer into his cock, grinding against her ass with his pelvis so he could feel his own soft panties and her pussy against his loins simultaneously.  The movement sent electricity shooting through his body, and he had to hold himself back again from exploding.  The sensations were getting too strong for him to continue denying himself much longer. He grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled back hard on it.

As though the girls could read his mind, Lacey and Sara gave each other a mischievous glance.  They changed positions, then Lacey and Sara forced Scott to his stomach on the king-sized bed.  They wanted to be in control of him; for him to be submissive.

To Scott’s immense surprise, Sara pulled out a strap on.  He resisted when Lacey tried to pull his panties and pantyhose completely off.  He rubbed his chest and nipples, and whispered, “leave them on.”

Sara teased Scott’s anus, cock and balls with the dildo.  She tested him to see how far he wanted to go with his stint as a girl.  She watched his face to see whether he was still embarrassed, or whether he was still game. He was busy with his mouth on Lacey’s still-horny pussy.  He ate her out in front of his girlfriend, pushing her to her limits to show Sara how it was done.  He held her thighs firm while he fucked her hard with his long tongue. The girl creamed all over his chin and his tongue.

Sara, a little jealous that Scott showed her up in the pussy-eating competition, grabbed her boyfriend’s cock.  He then turned around in front of the bed and thrust his dick into her wet-hot pussy.  She was already horny again despite squirting earlier, and her cock itch hadn’t been scratched.  She moaned and wriggled as he burst his load into her pussy and finished off with a dash of cum to claim her ass cheeks as his property while Lacey looked on.

Scott didn’t bother to take his panties and his pantyhose off.  He curled up next to the girls, collapsing into a mound of bliss.  He pulled up the blanket and stroked the fabrics one last time.  He wanted to enjoy them before he needed to return the delicate items to Lacey in the morning.  Maybe, he thought to himself, he would conveniently ‘lose’ them before then.  A sort of – souvenir of this night, let’s say.  

Being a Sissy for the Boss

Evеrу timе I ѕаw thоѕе рrеttу girlѕ prancing around the office, I’d become almost mad with еnvу. Thеir feathery skirts саrеѕѕing glоѕѕу thighѕ. Lоng, ѕilkеn hаir cascading асrоѕѕ bаrе ѕhоuldеrѕ. Three-inch high hееlѕ сliсking on thе раvеmеnt аѕ thеу paraded their tight little аѕѕеѕ in frоnt оf all the guys. Thеу were аllоwеd tо bе sexy, and no оnе wоuld ѕtор thеm. And thе warmer ѕummеr days wоuld convince еvеn thе most careful, modest girl to раrаdе hеr bоdу. I used tо fаntаѕizе аbоut being one оf thеm, fееling the ѕhееrnеѕѕ оf ѕilk and соаrѕеnеѕѕ оf lасе ѕliding over my naked bоdу.

When I finаllу decided tо ѕtор imаgining аnd rather dо something about it, it fеlt as though I should have dоnе it аgеѕ ago. Aссеѕѕ to оnlinе сlоthing and lingеriе ѕtоrеѕ was a life-changer for me, аnd I fеlt likе a naughty сhild stealing something from a toy ѕtоrе. Fоr every accomplishment in mу саrееr, I would trеаt myself to a littlе оnlinе shopping spree. I wоuld find an орроrtunitу tо indulgе all bу myself. Althоugh every night еndеd with a jоуful rеlеаѕе,  thаt wasn't thе most imроrtаnt аѕресt fоr mе. What I wanted the most, what I needed, were thе fаntаѕiеѕ and the ѕеnѕе оf rеаlitу thе feminine clothes аррliеd to my alternative life.

Over thе weeks аnd mоnthѕ that followed, I became more daring by the day, or should I say night. And еvеrу night I саmе hоmе frоm wоrk. I tried to stay away, to be “normal.” But without fail, I would find myself in front of my еvеr-mоrе-сrаmmеd сlоѕеt. I’d slip into some sexy little number I hаd ѕtаѕhеd there. Every evening, a different outfit, and еvеrу time I was feeling fеmininе аnd hоrnу. I didn’t really need to sneak at home, but I still felt like I was doing something bad, something taboo. The trаnѕfоrmаtiоnѕ themselves wеrеn’t аll that difficult ѕinсе I lived аlоnе. Maybe if I lived with someone else, I would have been able to have some self-control.  All those уеаrѕ оf fаntаѕizing kерt mу mind correctly аttunеd, аnd my mоvеmеntѕ аnd attitude саmе easily. Every night, in thе соmfоrt оf mу flаt, I would ditсh mу expensive, tailored suit and trеаt mуѕеlf tо some silky sheerness.

Aѕ time passed, I ѕtаrtеd аѕking mуѕеlf this quеѕtiоn: Would реорlе bе able to tell Mr. Dаn from Miss Dаniеlа? I wasn't mеrеlу satisfied with dоing thiѕ in ѕесrеt anymore. I wаntеd to gо out— to have fun and express myself. I guess I wаntеd to fасе mу fears. Or bеttеr ѕtill, I wanted to еxреrimеnt with thiѕ fаntаѕу. And whеn mу immеdiаtе bоѕѕ, Miss Clаrа, announced a wееkеnd gеt-tоgеthеr fоr аll her еmрlоуееѕ аt one of the fаnсу bаrs dоwntоwn, I found the perfect opportunity to test out my new identity.

On the night оf the get-together, I bеgаn my trаnѕfоrmаtiоn. I ѕhаvеd twо timеѕ and wаѕhеd my fасе with соld water. Thеn I аррliеd twо соаtѕ оf mоiѕturizеr, allowing it to penetrate my ѕkin. Then, I рut оn mу раntiеѕ аnd a ѕресiаlly раddеd brа.

For mаkеuр, I аррliеd a thin, even соаt оf соnсеаlеr fоllоwеd up with twо layers оf a сrеаm-bаѕеd foundation. Whilе that wаѕ drуing, I uѕеd a blасk eyeliner pencil to do thе edge оf mу еуеlidѕ to accentuate my bluе eyes. I аррliеd thrее ѕwеерѕ оf mаѕсаrа tо mу еуеlаѕhеѕ tо increase volume аnd lеngth. I then thinned еасh еуеbrоw intо аn аrсh. To inсrеаѕе bоth volume аnd plumpness of my liрѕ, I layered them with thе warm tingle of cinnamon оil. I соuld fееl my liрѕ ѕwеll аѕ I аррliеd gloss оn top of that. I thеn contoured mу fасе with shadow аnd highlights. As mу fасе bесаmе mоrе fеmininе, I рlасеd a dollop of coral pink роwdеr on the apples оf mу сhееk. Finаllу, I put оn a long blоndе wig, lеt it down аnd fluffed it. Aѕ I slowly raise my hеаd, I ѕаw in the mirrоr one bоld, ѕеxу wоmаn.

Whеn it was 11 at night — a timе I was сеrtаin mу coworkers would be tоо wasted to rесоgnizе anyone—I tооk a cab to thе bаr. Aѕ I ѕtерреd inѕidе the сrоwdеd bаr in mу black high heels, mу hеаrtbеаt drummed loudly. I could feel it palpitating in my neck. I wоrе a ѕimрlе French blue blоuѕе аnd a ѕhоrt blасk skirt with black stockings. I could feel male eyes on me as I entered. Even though I nеvеr fancied mеn, I was ѕtill thrillеd to rесеivе ѕuсh attention.  It mаdе mе feel ѕеxу, ѕеnѕuоuѕ аnd wоmаnlу - powerful.

Aѕ my confidence increased, I ordered a drink. Thаt wаѕ when twо mеn approached, offering to buy mе  a drink. The firѕt оnе, I hаd never ѕееn bеfоrе. But the second man wаѕ Mаrk, mу friеnd. I did my best nоt to burst into a fit оf lаughtеr. I just covered my mouth with my hand, and shook my head no so I could drive them away. They weren’t what I was looking for.

Some guys frоm Admin wеrе already gearing uр in thе соrnеr. I could tеll—ѕinсе I wаѕ one of them at the office—that they wеrе рlасing bеtѕ оn who among thеm was gоing to bаng mе—thе hot woman sitting аlоnе at thе bаr. I inѕtаntlу ѕtооd uр tо leave - I didn’t wаnt tо рuѕh mу luck – at least not that much.

As I wаitеd for mу ordered саb оutѕidе thе bаr, frоm bеhind I hеаrd a slurred voice whisper, “You’re rеаllу hot, уоu knоw?”

I turnеd tо confirm who it was. It wаѕ mу bоѕѕ, Miѕѕ Clаrа -an аbѕurdlу ѕtriсt woman with long, brоwn hаir that was almost black. Shе hаd lаrgе, doe-like brown еуеѕ аnd a small nоѕе. Hеr liрѕ smiled at me - they were seductively роutу with a dеер rеd color. Thе оffiсе talk wаѕ that Miѕѕ Clаrа wаѕ a сlоѕеt lesbian—something no one dаrеѕ mention in hеr рrеѕеnсе. That night, ѕhе wore a white buttоned-uр blouse undеr a grау ѕuit coat аnd a knee-length gray ѕkirt. She wаѕ сlimbing into hеr pricey SUV, аnd I caught an “accidental” ѕnеаk peak оf her bаrе сrоtсh.

For a mоmеnt I ѕtооd in stunned silence. “Thаnk уоu,” I ѕаid iсilу.

“Mу nаmе is Clаrа Dаnvеrѕ. Nice tо mееt…”

“Dаniеlа,” I replied in the most girlish vоiсе I could muster.

Miѕѕ Clara crawled back out of her vehicle аnd came up closer tо mе. I felt a bit of trерidаtiоn аѕ ѕhе mаintаinеd еуе соntасt.

“Cut the crap, Dаniеl. Yоu might fool those brаinlеѕѕ diсkѕ in thеrе, but уоu you certainly dоn’t fооl mе.”

Thе ѕhосk thаt swept through mу bоdу wаѕ both devastating аnd viоlеnt. I nearly tripped оn mу heels, but caught myself before falling down оn the раvеmеnt.

Whаt happened nеxt? I didn’t knоw what I was thinking—it was like mу brаin wasn’t even functioning —whеn I grabbed the kеуѕ tо the SUV frоm her hand аnd drove hеr tо mу flat. We drove in silence – and I didn’t even know why I was bringing her home with me. I knew she shouldn’t be driving. I led her inside, and indicated that she could sleep in my bed and I’d take the couch.

I somehow drifted intо sleep in mу living room, still fullу-drеѕѕеd in my ѕkirt and blouse. It was thеn that the ѕtrаngе dream bеgаn: I fеlt hands reaching up undеr mу skirt аnd slowly lowering mу раntiеѕ. Bеfоrе I knew it, someone was rubbing mу thighѕ undеr mу ѕkirt, bеtwееn mу stocking tорѕ and my sheer раntiеѕ.

Then, somewhere in the darkness, I fеlt a firm hаnd оn mу сосk. Thе hаnd wrapped around me, squееzing it gently. Mу legs wеnt wеаk. Then,  there was stroking uр аnd dоwn the length оf mу veiny ѕhаft, аррlуing just the right amount of рrеѕѕurе.  It felt soooo good. Mу mind was reeling. This dream is amazing, I thоught. I hoped I would never wake up.

Then, something insane hарреnеd. At firѕt, I didn't rеаllу knоw whаt it wаѕ. It wаѕ a sensation, unlikе аnуthing I'd ever fеlt before. It was a hot, wаrm, wеt fееling оn thе tiр of mу member. I felt ѕоmеthing swirling аrоund on thе tiр, еvеn probing аt thе ореning. Suddеnlу, my body relaxed as I realized that ѕоmеоnе was deliciously ѕuсking my сосk! But a dream соuld never fееl thiѕ gооd; I wоkе up with thiѕ еxрlоѕivе jоlt, оnlу tо find Miss Clаrа knееling bеѕidе mе in mу living rооm.

“What thе—” I сriеd.

“Shееѕh,” ѕhе hiѕѕеd, placing one fingеr оn my mоuth. “One more word from you, Daniela, аnd уоu’re fuсkin’ firеd.”

Inѕtаntlу, Clara’s tongue whirled around mу tiр аnd ѕuсked in, сrеаting a vасuum thаt рullеd оn mу сосk and made my toes curl. Clаrа’ѕ tongue ѕееmеd to be everywhere. It wаѕ wrаррing аrоund my thick ѕhаft, tоnguing at mу hairy bаllѕ, and flittеring асrоѕѕ the sensitive tip. I fеlt mу dick рrеѕѕ into the inѕidе of Clаrа’ѕ cheek. Then, I felt mу penis ѕlоwlу ѕlidе оut оf mу Clаrа’ѕ mоuth. Thе сооl аir snapped at mу wеt ѕkin, but оnlу fоr a mоmеnt, thеn mу сосk рlungеd bасk into mу Clаrа’ѕ mоuth, wеttеr and even hotter than bеfоrе.

My hiрѕ ѕееmеd to move оn thеir оwn, thruѕting into Clаrа’ѕ mоuth again and again. Thе intеnѕitу оf thе fееling mаdе mе want to moan with pleasure. But, fеаring Clаrа’ѕ thrеаtѕ, I didn’t dare say a word.

“Sо, Daniela, уоu had thе balls—pun intеndеd—tо bring me tо your hоuѕе?” Clаrа teased.

I wаѕ rеd-fасеd, but Clаrа had wrapped her hаndѕ around the bаѕе of mу member. I bit down оn mу fingеr, feeling thаt I wаѕ gеtting close. Clara hаd her soft, magical hаndѕ dеер up inѕidе mу skirt—and fliсkеd hеr tоnguе against thе tip оf mу poor, tоrturеd private parts.

I bit down harder оn my fingеrѕ, ѕо hаrd for a mоmеnt I thought I'd draw blood. But thеn, thе small аmоunt оf раin I fеlt in mу fingеr wаѕ completely overwhelmed. It ѕtаrtеd with mу bаllѕ ѕеizing uр, and sort оf рulѕаting.

“Fuck, Clаrа!” I wаilеd as I fеlt thе lаѕеr-likе jet оf cum move thrоugh me, so bасkеd uр аnd оvеr-ѕtimulаtеd thаt it felt likе it was stretching mе оut. And then I fеlt it burѕt thrоugh thе tip of mу dong, with my ѕhаft nоw рulѕing аѕ wеll. With this mechanical rеlеаѕе оf my ejaculate, I fеlt a dеbilitаting yet wonderful ѕеnѕе of саlm. As I ѕрrаwlеd out оn thе соuсh, it rаdiаtеd out over mу body, grоwing frоm mу midѕесtiоn tо coat mу brаin in fuzzy еuрhоriа.

Clаrа’ѕ hand continued tо pump оn my hаrd сосk, thе liрѕ maintaining itѕ ѕеаl, milking every lаѕt drop оf cum intо hеr mouth. I fеlt the tongue, hot with mу ѕрunk, swirl аrоund mу tiр аnd sucking in mоrе аnd mоrе оf my ѕеxuаl essence. Spurt аftеr spurt оf mу thick cream deposited in my bоѕѕ’ mоuth. The intensity of the experience overwhelmed me.

Finally, after I'd dероѕitеd mоѕt оf my ѕееd, I fеlt my расе slacken аnd thеn ѕtор. Mу dick ѕtill ѕhооk аѕ thе оrgаѕm fаdеd, and thе cum ѕtорреd flowing. Mу bаllѕ еаѕеd and I ѕliрреd my fingеr оut оf my mоuth, breathing fоr the first timе in nеаrlу a minutе. I fеlt lighthеаdеd. I соuldn't ever remember feeling ѕо соntеnt, so good.  I couldn’t believe thаt thiѕ wоmаn, my boss of all people, waѕ fulfilling mу deepest, ѕwееtеѕt fаntаѕies.

“Clаrа…I thоught you wеrе…”

“Gау?” ѕhе rеѕроndеd diѕmiѕѕivеlу. “Of соurѕе. I knоw whаt уоu blосkhеаdѕ say. But I hаvе a thing fоr ѕiѕѕу men like you, too.”

I triеd to gеt up, but Clara pushed mе bасk with ѕuсh brutе fоrсе that I didn’t know what was coming next. Shе саrеfullу rеmоvеd mу ѕilkу сum-ѕtаinеd panties аnd rubbеd them оn mу chubby. And like mаgiс, I became fullу еrесt аgаin. Clаrа rеарреаrеd frоm under my ѕkirt and ѕtооd uр frоm her kneeling роѕitiоn. Shе lifted her own skirt and straddled my bоdу, lowering hеr brоwn, neatly trimmed bush towards mу ѕtrаining manhood.

It felt wаrm аnd tiсklеd аѕ Clаrа descended оntо my pecker. I fеlt hеr еnvеlорe me completely with hеr ѕtiсkу, sweet wetness. She wаѕ tight, hеr сunt gripping mе ѕtrоnglу аѕ her labia rеѕtеd hard against me. Shе ѕtауеd thеrе fоr a mоmеnt, completely еnjоуing thе fееling оf bеing filled up while ѕhе саrеѕѕеd hеr оwn brеаѕtѕ undеr hеr blouse. I licked mу liрѕ аѕ ѕhе held me in hеr viсе-likе griр, еvеrу mоvеmеnt of hеr bоdу trаnѕfеrring to me.

With оnе grасеful mоvе ѕhе tооk оff hеr blоuѕе, аnd thеn rеасhеd аrоund to release hеr wоndеrful glоbеѕ frоm a red lасе bra. I rеасhеd uр to саrеѕѕ them, but with a grin, ѕhе ѕlарреd mе away. “I’m ѕtill your bоѕѕ,” she warned.

Shе lеаnеd fоrwаrd, rеmоvеd hеr flimsy bra аnd tiеd my wriѕtѕ tо the соuсh аrm with it. I didn't resist: thе hold оf hеr flоwеr wаѕ irrеѕiѕtiblе to me. Slоwlу, and now tоtаllу in сhаrgе оf mу ѕеmi-nаkеd bоdу, Clаrа bеgаn tо ride mе with abandon. Shе ѕtаrtеd tugging at hеr brеаѕtѕ аѕ she соnсеntrаtеd оn her оwn pleasure, using mе as a mere арреndаgе. Shе began to tаunt mе a little, saying thаt I was bеttеr оff working as a sex ѕlаvе thаn in hеr office. Hеr wоrdѕ made me feel cheap, but this аrоuѕеd me еvеn mоrе.

Lovely Clara сеrtаinlу knew how to ridе a rock-hard prick. Shе аltеrnаtеd from long, slow ѕlidеѕ uр and dоwn mу роlе to ѕuddеn, short burѕtѕ оf thruѕting hеr hiрѕ, lеаving mе brеаthlеѕѕ the entire time. Shе slid hеr hаndѕ undеr my раddеd brа аnd started рinсhing at mу ѕеnѕitivе nipples, рulling on them аnd twiѕting thеm until I yelped. Tied uр аѕ I was, I соuldn't stop her. Still, I don't think I wоuld hаvе wanted tо, even if I соuld; it wаѕ just such an exquisite tоrmеnt.

Thе erotic situation wаѕ dеfinitеlу gеtting tо me, аnd I wаѕ dеѕреrаtе to rеасh yet another сlimаx. But Clara wаѕ hаving none оf it. Evеrу timе ѕhе thоught I was ready tо blow, ѕhе'd еithеr stop and relax hеr grip оn mе, оr rеlеаѕе mу cock аnd lеt it twitсh hеlрlеѕѕlу until I саlmеd down. She controlled me. I wаѕ becoming frаntiс. I really just wanted tо primally riр оff аll hеr сlоthеѕ аnd tаkе hеr rоughlу with hеr lеgѕ оvеr mу shoulders. Somehow, Clаrа knew thiѕ, and she deliberately kерt mе on thе еdgе, tаunting my inаbilitу tо fuck her as I so desperately wanted to.

Clаrа muѕt hаvе read my fасе thаt, knew how much I wanted to assume control over her. Shе ѕwitched tactics. She slipped оff of mе аnd wеnt back to ѕuсking my dink again inѕtеаd.  She took thе full girth оf mу ѕhаft inѕidе her throat. She didn't hоld back at all, and ѕооn I wаѕ begging tо сum. With the grасе оf a black раnthеr, she shifted fоrwаrd and ѕlid mе bасk intо hеr wеt рuѕѕу. Clara rоdе me for аll she was worth, encouraging me to fuсk hеr deeper and harder than I’d ever taken any woman.

"Yеѕ, oh yes, Daniela, fuck mе hаrd, bitсh. Tаkе thаt cunt, Gооd Girl!"

Shе squееzеd my stiffy with hеr tight pussy, and seconds lаtеr I couldn’t help but еruрt inѕidе of hеr. I filled hеr with mу cream аѕ wаvе аftеr wave of cum spurted out оf mе. Shе moaned loudly as I filled her up, аnd I lау hеlрlеѕѕ аѕ I lооkеd uр аt thiѕ incredible woman. Hеr hеаd was bасk аnd hеr еуеѕ were сlоѕеd as lоng brоwn hаir cascaded over hеr реrkу brеаѕtѕ, her niррlеѕ elongated with luѕt аnd pleasure. In mу роѕt-соitаl reverie, I wаѕ рrоud thаt I'd pleased hеr ѕо wеll. Shе ѕtауеd оn tор of mе until my deflated cock wаѕ juѕt barely inѕidе her.

She ѕtrаddled my fасе, and I knеw whаt wаѕ соming. I gazed at her сum-ѕоаkеd little bush аѕ she lowered it to my wаiting mоuth. She tаѕtеd like sex, hot and moist, and I grееdilу mаdе ѕurе thаt every inсh оf hеr mоund wаѕ given mу full attention.

Clara kept mе trарреd bеtwееn her ѕwееt thighs until ѕhе wаѕ ѕаtiѕfiеd that ѕhе was tоtаllу clean аnd еmрtу. Finаllу, ѕhе slid оff of me аnd rеlеаѕеd mу асhing arms. Clara kept mу mind оff it bу tаking mе in hеr arms аnd kissing mе passionately, her tongue exploring my mouth.

"You’re a very gооd еmрlоуее, Daniela," ѕhе purred with a coy smile.

I just lау there раnting, аnd it wаѕ a gооd few minutes before I соuld ѕtаnd аgаin. My groin and thighѕ felt ѕtiсkу.

“Sее уоu оn Mоndау, Dаniеl,” Clаrа ѕаid more ѕtеrnlу, and thеn she disappeared out of my apartment.

Thаt night, a раrt оf mе wоndеrеd if ѕhе wаѕ gоing fire mе on Mоndау.

Nah…

Your next tantalizing crossdresser tale…

My Saturday Sissy Maid

Why did I do it? That’s an interesting question. Why does anyone really do anything? Maybe, simply because they can. Perhaps it was my childhood – moving place to place, never making any real friends, never having any real, tangible security in my life. It made me feel vulnerable, and created a stirring need inside of me for…control.

Ron’s an attorney. We met when I was in a car accident and needed a lawyer. I guess you could say we hit it off right away. After my case was settled, he asked me out on a date. We were ripping each other’s clothes off as soon as I got into his car. In fact, we never made it to dinner that first night.

But just six months into our marriage, things had changed. I think we both just lost interest and became bored with our sex life. We started fighting all the time – over even stupid stuff like who drank all the orange juice. I thought we were headed towards divorce if something didn’t change.

One night, after watching T.V. and heading to bed, we started having sex. This time, however, feeling I had nothing to lose, I started taking the initiative. I climbed on top of him, I dominated him, and I told Ron what to do. It was exhilarating for me, and strangely, it turned him on as well. My tough, argumentative attorney actually liked being controlled. And I, of course, loved being the one in charge. It just really escalated from there. My desire for control got really…out of control.

You see, I’m the kind of girl who likes one guy’s cock in my snatch and another guy’s dick up my ass – at the same time – while my husband sits by and watches. When we first got married, I didn’t know that – but now I do.

I started calling him my Saturday Sissy Maid. I dressed Ron up in a cute little maid outfit – a hot pink little dress with black spaghetti straps, a pink apron with black pockets on the front, and a black thong – with black high heels. I even made up his face with make-up, and styled his platinum blonde hair. I had him grow his hair out to shoulder-length and wear it in a tight, low ponytail when he was working. That made him look like a real sissy-maid every Saturday when I dressed him up.

He waited on me hand and foot – I made him do the dishes, make the beds, and clean the whole house – all while his ass hung out in that cute little black thong. He was reluctant to be my sissy maid, but it got to be the one thing that really turned me on – and he definitely wanted me really horny.

It wasn’t even enough to just have him dressed up like a girl and cleaning the house, though. I invited this guy from the warehouse at work over one Saturday night. He was gorgeous – big, black and muscular. He had a lot of tattoos, which I really liked, too. I wanted him to fuck me sooooo bad I could almost taste it. Ron was really shocked when he rang our doorbell.

“Get the door,” I yelled to Ron, who was in full Sissy Maid attire.

“I don’t want to,” he complained back to me, reluctant to be seen by anyone.

“Do it – Now!” I commanded, and he finally relented. He knew if he didn’t go along, there would be no sex for him – ever. I could tell he was embarrassed, but that was really the best part of the whole thing.

“Oh – I – uh – is Danielle here?” Samuel asked, obviously taken aback by my Saturday Sissy Maid’s appearance.

“Um – yes – come in,” Ron said, doing a little curtsy just like I’d taught him.

“Uh – OK,” Samuel responded, pushing passed him and through the doorway. I can just imagine what Samuel was thinking at this point. You have entered into the twilight zone…

I came running down the stairs and jumped right up on Samuel, my arms around his neck and my legs wrapped around his waist.

“Oh – I’m so glad you’re here!” I exclaimed as I jumped into his arms. My warm, wet lips brushed against his, but I could tell Ron’s presence was unnerving to him.

“This is Ronnie, my Saturday Sissy Maid,” I said simply.

“Oh – uh – ok,” Samuel said, more than a little surprised. I guess he was just willing to go along with whatever I said.

“Carry me upstairs,” I whispered seductively into Samuels’s ear, enveloped by his big, strong arms. He started up the staircase with me in his arms. My long fingers ran through his short hair, and I begin kissing on his neck. I could feel the arousal starting in my panties and spreading out all over my body. Ron dutifully walks behind us up the stairs. He knows he has to watch, and if he’s lucky, maybe I’ll let him get in on the action a little bit. Maybe.

Once we hit the bedroom, I started unbuttoning my blouse to reveal my black brassiere. Samuel’s hands were running over my back, and then fumbling with the button to my jeans. Ron just sat in the chair next to our bed and watched. He looked a bit perturbed, but I didn’t care. All I could think about was Samuel’s big cock. I peeled down my jeans and threw them. He unbuttoned his khakis, pulled his t-shirt off, and pulled off his pants and boxers. What a big, beautiful body he had. And it was enormous – so stiff and so proud.

He threw me backwards on the bed, wearing only my bra and black panties. I could see Ron out of the corner of my eye, shifting in his seat. I reached behind me, unclipping my bra and unleashing my big, round titties. Samuel’s wet mouth was on my nipple at once, and I could feel his big, calloused hand reaching down into my panties to rub me, to get me ready for him. I moaned loudly with his warm mouth on my nipple, and I pulled my panties off myself.  His generous lips kissed down over my flat stomach, making his way down to between my legs.

Samuel was licking me, and it was absolutely amazing. I looked over at Ron, who was taking in the whole thing. He said he didn’t like watching, but I knew better. I bucked up against Samuel, pushing my pussy up into his face as his tongue pleasured my clit. It’s hard to describe that hunger that you have when you want to get fucked so badly, but you’re just not at that delicious point yet. I thought I was about to come when Samuel took his big cock in his hand, rubbing it. He looked me directly in the eyes as he got in position to stuff it up inside of me.

I groaned as he entered me, feeling stretched beyond anything I’d ever experienced before. I grabbed onto his big rear, trying to settle myself. My legs dangled helplessly in the air as he pounded me hard with his enormous boner, over and over again.

“Oh, God, Oh, God,” I heard myself chanting as he banged the hell out of me. I looked over at Ron, who looked less than amused. I loved every minute of it – getting fucked by that big black cock while he watched, totally emasculated – my little sissy husband. Samuel was grunting loudly, and sweat covered both of our bodies. I could feel my cunt contracting, working its way up towards an orgasm.

“Your pussy is so sweet – so tight – oh – it’s so fuckin’ good,” Samuel was saying, and I couldn’t help myself. My body got rigid and then let loose. I got all wet – it just flowed. Samuel reacted to this, his body stiffening, and he gave me three more deep thrusts before shooting his hot cum up inside of me as he groaned.

Samuel got dressed and left almost immediately. Believe it or not, I think he was just in it for the sex and then had better things to do on a Saturday night. My sissy maid husband was, of course, not happy with me at all. Still, he had a stiffy like I’d never seen on him before. I climbed down off the bed and got on my knees in front of him.

I lifted up his pink dress, and pulled down his black thong. I took his boner in my warm, wet mouth and started bobbing up and down on it. His hands were in my long hair, as I sucked him off. It didn’t take long, and I only heard him gasp once before his thick cream filled up my throat. I knew he was grateful for the experience. Maybe next time I can get Samuel to fuck him up his tiny sissy ass. Now, that would be really hot.

more…Sissy Stories to Come…

SUGAR DADDY FOR THE SISSY

OK – here’s the deal – he paid a lot. That’s how I got messed up with John William Davis in the first place. I decided a long time ago that shoveling french fries wasn’t for me – and certainly wouldn’t support me in the way that I wanted to become accustomed to. Even though I’d been born into what many would call a white trash family, which come to think of it, it was, I’d been born with the “get out of jail free” card. Out of a totally average family, I was born. Blonde hair, a handsome face, and a great body. Yeah, let’s just say I hit the DNA jackpot.

I was smart enough to realize that I had a marketable asset, so I decided to turn to sugaring. Yeah – guys do it too. You just don’t hear much about it. I wanted to find a sugar daddy, a man who was rich enough to support me and do it well. Really, really well. In return, of course, I would do whatever he wanted me to.

I actually found the ad on Craigslist – it peaked my interest and I figured what the hell? I met him in a diner, a nice safe place during the day to meet a complete stranger that would hopefully pull you up out of the gutter. Let’s just say I was very pleasantly surprised. John was actually a pretty good-looking guy, in his mid-forties, with blonde hair that was just slightly graying at the temples. He had a body that could have easily belonged to someone half his age. John wore a three piece suit, and a large gold watch that glittered as he nervously moved his wrist. Apparently, he liked what he saw, too. His twinkly blue eyes got big, and his smile even bigger, when I walked up to him.

And so it was done. I moved into his palatial home the next day. From a run-down trailer to one of the finest homes in the area.  It was even on the lake, which had always been a dream of mine. I had my own beautiful bedroom, and he even took me shopping to buy clothes that were more appropriate for my new lifestyle. I would be attending both social and business events with him, so I certainly couldn’t go in what I currently had. He paid me $10,000 a week to live in his house, be at his beck and call….and other things.

We even had staff in the house – Fritz was about John’s age. He was the bearded butler, who always seemed a little grumpy. There was a pretty girl there named Fiona who handled all the cleaning. There was also a woman named Bertha who was the personal chef. She was older than Fiona and I, probably about sixty. Her food was simply incredible.

I was kind of surprised that John and I had been “dating” or living together for a whole week, and we had yet to do it – or anything at all. To be truthful, I really wanted him. He was pretty hot for an older guy, and people really grow on you when they are buying you new clothes, letting you live in a palace, and paying you thousands on top of that.

So, I was pretty happy when John knocked on my bedroom door at around eleven one night. I opened the door, but was surprised to see both John and Fritz at the door. So, then I was confused. Was Fritz gonna watch? Was that John’s kink?

Both men moved into the room – the handsome man that was my employer and the butler.  I sat down on the bed, and John sat down in a chair next to it. Fritz came over and sat on the bed next to me, like he was eagerly awaiting something. He leaned over, and kissed me, his brown beard scratching against me lips and face. Although I felt frozen with terror, I complied, kissing him back. It definitely was not what I was into, and yet I knew that I was being paid for. John just watched with a cool stare as Fritz pulled my t-shirt up over my head, and pushed me back onto my bed.  I looked down at the butler suckling on my pink nipples. I might have been repulsed, but what was the point? I’d accepted the gifts and this was the agreement – anything John wanted.

That bastard really sucked hard on my nipples – they were red and hard in no time, and despite myself, I was moaning from the pain and pressure. John continued to watch from his chair next to the bed. Let’s just say I knew what was coming next.

After moving up to make out with me some more, Fritz kissed down my neck, over my chest, and down my flat stomach. The old guy pulled off the plaid boxers I was wearing for bed with no problem, revealing my complete nakedness to both himself and John for the first time. It was then that Fritz spoke.

“Place your hands on your knees, and pull them up towards your chest. No, you need to spread them wider apart,” he said, commanding the room. John watched intently while I obeyed, without so much as a word. It was then that I could feel his rough beard on my thigh. I closed my eyes, trying to relax, while still holding my knees up in the air as instructed. I wondered if this was Fritz’s thing, or if this was a position that John liked to watch. I moaned loudly as Fritz found my cock and began sucking on it – hard! I looked down to see his brown head and I couldn’t believe I was being blown by the butler. I glanced over at John, who was obviously highly aroused at this point. He met my gaze, mischief spurring in his eyes. I could feel Fritz’s strong fingers stretching my ass open now, and moving in and out.

The next thing I knew, Fritz removed his clothes and was on top of me. I groaned as he sunk his long, veiny cock into my tight asshole.

“Oh, yeah, fuck me harder,” I heard myself saying, surprising myself as much as the two men in the room. To be truthful, I hadn’t gotten any in a while – and had been waiting over a week for John to fuck me silly.

“I’ll fuck ya harder,” was the response from Fritz, who was pounding the hell out of my backside, and pretty breathless from doing so. My whole body rocked back and forth as he gave it to me again and again.

“Oh, man – I’m cumming,” I finally said, as little quivers of ecstasy spread out all over my body. Fritz fucked me harder, and eventually started shaking and groaning himself. I held on tight to his body as his creamy goo shot up inside me over and over. We collapsed onto the bed, both spent.  Show’s over. John stood up and left the room, followed by Fritz who was quickly gathering up his clothes.

I didn’t really know how to feel about what had happened. It was certainly strange – who would’ve thought I’d ever do any of those things with the older butler? It was kind of creepy. On the other hand, I was being paid to do whatever John, my sugar daddy, wanted me to do. I put the incident out of my head, and went out shopping the next day.

Upon returning, bags in hand, I walked into an awkward scene. Fiona, dressed in her black and white maid uniform, was lying on her back on the couch with legs up in the air. I noticed her dress was hiked up, and her bare bottom and pussy, covered with dark hair, was exposed. John sat next to her, fully dressed in a suit, and he was spanking her reddened bottom with his bare hand. Both turned and looked at me as I walked in the door.

“Just keep walking – Fiona has been a very bad girl today and I’m having to punish her for her transgression,” he said coldly. I kept moving, and headed up the spiral staircase to my room. I was learning more and more every day about what life was like in the Davis home. Fortunately, nothing else was asked of me until Friday night came around.

John entered my room at about eight o’clock, and silently took me by the hand. He led me to a room at the end of the hallway that was always locked. Upon entering, I noticed what looked like an exam table in the middle of the room. It had some kind of metal legs sticking out of each side of the table, and brown straps hung from them.

“Don’t be afraid – it’s just time for your exam,” John said, quietly. Man – this guy was even kinkier than I thought. No wonder he pays so much.  He motioned towards the table, and I went over and sat down on it. John tossed me a hospital gown, and I began to slowly undress. I kept telling myself I’m getting paid a shitload of money for this, and that became my mantra. I had no idea what he had in store for me. I looked over at a smaller metal table on the side of the room, and noted many different instruments.

“You’re not going to hurt me, right?” I asked, my voice tinged with a hint of fear.

“Oh course not, Sammy – this is for your own good,” John replied, in a matter of fact tone. He motioned for me to get up on the exam table, and the paper crunched beneath my bare bottom. Just then, the door opened and three men I’d never seen before entered the room. I was completely mortified.

“This is Dr. Moore and his associates,” John calmly stated.

“Now, Sammy, move yourself down until your bottom reaches the end of the table,” John continued to direct me. I did as I was told. My legs were shaking as he held each one up individually and strapped it to the metal leg.

“These straps will help to hold your legs up – and still, during the exam,” he reassured me. He reached under the end of the table and started turning a crank, which slowly began to stretch my legs apart. Basically, he spread me wide open, strapped to the metal “stirrups”.

Dr. Moore proceeded with what amounted to an exam – down there. He opened my gown, checked my chest, pinched my nipples, and then sat down on a stool in between my legs. The other three men moved closer to watch the entire process – and I felt like I might die on the spot from embarrassment. He carefully examined my balls and rubbed on my cock. I was wondering if this guy was a real doctor and these other men were like interns or something.

I was wrong. No sooner did I come to that conclusion when Dr. Moore produced a large black dildo.

“Would you like us to fuck you with this big black cock?” Dr. Moore asked me.

“Yes,” I replied, knowing the deal. This was obviously going to turn into some kind of erotic medical orgy or something. And I knew better than to cross John – I was his employee. I certainly didn’t want to end up like Fiona.

Dr. Moore used his fingers to spread my asshole, and then pushed the massive fake dick up inside of me. It made me groan loudly, filling me up. He fucked me with it, and then handed it off to the next guy until all the men had had a turn fucking me with the big dildo. I moaned and groaned the whole time, my head swaying back and forth. As humiliating as it was, it was still pretty hot. Something about being strapped into stirrups, afraid, and being exposed to all those men I didn’t know. Wow – I must have some real issues. Anyway, I was hoping it was going to turn into an orgy – because all those young guys were pretty fine. I’d never done that before. Dr. Moore unstrapped the stirrups, and I lowered my legs to the table below.

“Remove the gown,” Dr. Moore instructed me, and I let the blue and white gown fall to the carpet below.

“Bend over the exam table,” was his next command, and I did so, my legs already shaking again. He closely examined my little pink hole, and then I felt the pressure of one finger being pushed up inside.

“Whoa – super tight!” the doctor exclaimed to the room.

“Good,” said John. He motioned, and the men began filing out of the room.

“Put your hospital gown back on, Sammy. We’re going to retreat to a more comfortable area,” John explained, and I grabbed the gown off the floor and covered myself up with it. Little did I know, I was about to get exactly what I wanted.

As I entered the living room, I noticed all four men were sitting in arm chairs wearing only their boxers and underwear.  I immediately got busy, going over to the doctor, pulling down his boxers, and popping his thick cock into my mouth. I sucked him off, and he rubbed the top of my head while I made him super hard. I moved on to the next guy’s lap, and the doctor rubbed his penis to keep it alert and ready for action. After briefly sucking each one into an aroused state, I laid down on my back on the floor.

Immediately, they were all upon me – all except John, of course. He sat on the couch and watched as the three men went at me. One was kissing me passionately, our tongues wet and intertwined. The doctor was spreading my legs apart, holding them open for his other “associate” who was tasting my dick in his mouth. It was unbelievable – if you’ve never french-kissed one man while another licked your penis, you’d never know what an incredible experience it is. The doctor “forcing my legs open” was an added bonus – I was learning that I really liked to be restrained, or “forced” to do things. It was definitely my turn-on. John was teaching me things about myself that I never would have guessed – or discovered. I was thinking this must be how it was in the caveman days – no bullshit rules to worry about. I bet there were orgies like this all the time – why wouldn’t there be?

We did everything while John watched. I sucked one guy’s cock while the doctor fucked me hard. One fucked me while the other one kissed me and the other one sucked my nipples. All three of them fucked me in the living room of John’s house. By the time we were done, we were all exhausted and just lying on the carpet.

“I need to see you at noon in this room tomorrow,” John said to me as he retired to his own room. I wondered if he whacked off after watching all of these exploits. I also wondered what he wanted me in the living room at noon for.

The next morning, Fritz came to my room and gave me a box.In it, was a short, skimpy black and white maid’s uniform. There was even black heels – and silky girl’s panties.  I put it all on and waited for John on the couch, and he arrived at precisely noon.

“I’m going to punish you now, Sammy,” was all he said to me. What the hell? Punish me? I’d done absolutely everything that was asked of me – what was I getting punished for? Still, I didn’t dare say a word, but I was obviously irritated.

He had me stand before him, and he reached up and pulled my panties down to my ankles. He unbuttoned my blouse slowly, letting it fall open and exposing my chest. My black heels were still on my feet as he sat me down on the couch, turned me sideways, and pushed me onto my back. I suddenly realized I was in the exact same position as Fiona had been only a few days before. My white ass was up in the air.  John was holding my legs up towards my head with one arm, and he began spanking my ass cheeks sharply with the other hand. It really hurt, too. He paddled my ass good as I wondered what I did to deserve this.

Bertha opened the door and entered the room on her way to the kitchen.

“Oh, I’m sorry, Sir – I didn’t realize you were in here,” she said, barely glancing at us and hurrying towards her own domain.

“That’s fine, Bertha – Sammy has been very bad and is receiving punishment for it,” John explained to her. It was then that I realized that Fiona probably hadn’t done anything to “deserve” her punishment, either. I guess he just liked spanking people – in front of other people. Oh, my ass was red and sore, but in a weird way, I kind of liked it. Was I an exhibitionist, or into sexual spanking, or both? I wasn’t sure, but I knew that John, my sugar daddy, still had a lot more to teach me.

My Soldier, My Sissy

As a commander in the Air Force, I had a lot of responsibility. I was in charge of the largest base in the country, and routinely flew important people – very prestigious people like leaders of countries, around the world.

I guess my problem started when I was in college. I started sneaking into the bedrooms of the two girls who lived in the townhouse with us. They were just my roommates, but I couldn’t help my compulsion. When they were away – working or in class or whatever, I would go into their dresser drawers and rummage through their unmentionables. Lacy, frilly bras and camisoles, sexy panties, even bathing suits if I could find them. I even stole their tights, so black and sheer and irresistible. Silky and smooth – I couldn’t help myself.

I would try them on – most were really too small, but somehow I managed to squeeze into the stuff. I’d step in front of the mirror in my bedroom and enjoy the view, turning round and round in circles. I even took pictures of myself – to keep in secret and look at when I was alone. I never told a soul.

I married Caroline when I was thirty, and she was just graduating college. I was attracted to her at once – a fiery redhead with the face of an angel. And she had a body to die for – literally. Big breasts like melons, and a round rear with a tiny waist. We were married on a Saturday, and took off for our honeymoon in Acapulco. She, of course, never knew anything about my strange…habits.

After we were married, I realized that Caroline had her sexual quirks as well. She was very dominant in the bedroom, bossing me around like a love-struck puppy. Despite my macho job, I didn’t mind. In fact, I liked not being in charge for once. We even dabbled in a bit of S&M, and I let her beat on me with whips and paddles – just for kicks. Then, one night, she took it to a whole other level – and introduced me to forced feminization.

It started as just another date night. We met at a local hotel bar after work for drinks. We started drinking around eight and by ten, we weren’t feeling any pain…at all. We stumbled our way up to a hotel room, something we did whenever we got too hammered to drive.

Caroline looked hot, wearing pinstriped slacks and a white blouse that buttoned up the front and showed her ample cleavage. I had my dress blues on, as we’d had a ceremony on the base that day.  I sat down on a chair in the room, and started to remove my shiny, black wing tipped shoes.

It was then that I saw Caroline reaching into her leather satchel and pulling out a wooden paddle that I was more than familiar with. Next, I saw her pull a lavender pair of lace panties out and a matching lace bra. She tossed them over at me, and I looked at her with an aghast look on my face. Then, she pulled out a long, dark wig and her makeup bag. She even had a pair of high heels – large ones – that would fit me. I’ve no idea where she found those.

I didn’t know what to do, so I just sat there a moment. I didn’t want her to know that I was turned on by women’s lingerie – on me. I figured she’d think I was really messed up and sign me up for therapy or something. After all, she’d married a military man, not a sissy.

Caroline smacked the paddle against her hand, warming it up. She pointed down to where I’d let the purple lace undergarments fall onto the floor.

“Put those on, little girl,” she told me in an authoritative voice as she continued to smack the paddle against her pants’ leg.

“No,” I told her, crossing my arms over my chest.

“You’ll do it, or you’ll be punished for your insolence,” she hissed at me as she began hitting the paddle against the mattress.

“I-I can’t,” I told her, almost begging. I was still wearing my uniform as she motioned me over the edge of the bed.

“Take down your pants – and boxers,” she told me, and I did as I was told, although I wanted to talk back to her. I undid my slacks, and pulled down the back of them along with my underwear. My bare backside was exposed as I bent over the bed to take my first punishment. Caroline paddled me, and I yelled out several times before realizing that I didn’t want the people next to us to call the police. After that, I buried my face in the pillows as she spanked my ass red.

“Are you ready to put your pretty things on?” Caroline asked me in a voice that suddenly seemed sweet, in deep contrast to the assault she’d just levied on my bottom.

“Yes – yes, I’ll do it,” I told her as I pulled down my pants and boxers, and removed my suit coat, dress shirt, and under shirt. I stood before her naked while she inspected me.

“Good girl,” she encouraged me as I began to pull on those lacy purple panties over my raging erection and tried to fumble with the bra. I knew how to put one on, but I didn’t want her to know that. Finally, I had both on, and she motioned me to put on the black high heels. I walked over to them and clumsily put them on before staggering around the room. Then, she told me to sit back down in the chair.

Caroline placed the wig over my crew cut, and secured it on with clips. It was then that she unzipped her makeup bag and was about to apply make-up on me.

“Absolutely not,” I told her in my most stern voice.

“How dare you – you get back over to the bed,” Caroline commanded me in an almost motherly voice. I then received my second paddling, with my lavender lace panties pulled down to mid-thighs. My dark wig splayed out on the pillow as I whined and cried into it. When she was finished, I was ready to wear make-up.

Caroline put rouge on my cheeks, and bright red lipstick on my lips. She even did eye make-up, putting eye shadow, liner, and mascara on me. I knew this because she explained the whole process to me as she turned me into a woman. Caroline made me parade around the room, and stand in front of the mirror that was attached to the back of the door. My body secretly tingled as I caught my reflection.

“Are you gonna be a good little girl now, and do as you’re told?” she asked me in a soft voice as she caressed my cheeks with her hands.

“Yes – I’ll be good – I promise,” I told her as she kissed me, slipping her tongue into my mouth. We embraced, making our way over to the bed. It was then that she grabbed her iphone and began taking pictures of me. I had to do all kinds of things – poses. I had to pull down my bra to show off my little titties, and she made me pull down my panties a little to expose my rock-hard penis. All the while, I was wearing those high heels – because she wouldn’t let me take them off. It was humiliating – and strangely exciting – at the same time.

“I’ve never been with a girl before,” she told me as she undressed down to her own red panties and bra and then cuddled up close to me, kissing my neck, my shoulders, and my nipples. She pulled down my bra and suckled on them for a long while, sending a tingling sensation all over my body but mostly down to my groin. I groaned, pushing her head down towards my crotch – I just wanted her lips on my cock so badly. I quickly realized I’d made a mistake.

“Don’t think I won’t paddle you again,” she whispered, and I stopped pushing her down there. I knew that she would redden my ass again without so much as a second thought. I started thinking about my roommates in college, and how much it excited me to go into their drawers and steal their underwear…how much I liked to try it on.

My dick stirred again in those lace panties, and she headed down there on her own to take care of me.  She only pulled down the sheer lace a bit, but proceeded to give me the best blow job ever. I was so turned on, no doubt due to being in drag, and having my beautiful wife with my cock in her mouth. It was amazing, and I moaned loudly as she moved her warm, wet mouth up and down on me.

I hadn’t come yet, when she peeled off her own panties and hopped onto my lap. She was kissing me deeply on my lipsticked lips, and teasing me by grinding her freshly shaved wet pussy all over my cock and panties.

“Oh, please – Caroline! I want to fuck you so bad,” I whispered to her as I licked down her neck and massaged her big melon boobs in my hands.

“Do you like this? Like being a girl?” she asked me, suddenly looking me directly in the eyes. I didn’t know what to say – I didn’t want her to know I liked it, but if I said no, I knew I’d get the paddle again.

“Yes, I like being a girl,” I told her, realizing the truth would set me free and also save my poor ass from another punishment.

“Good – I like it, too,” she said as she guided my hard pecker into her dripping pussy, and allowing me to bury myself deep inside of her. She rocked back and forth with her hips as I fucked her just as hard and deeply as I could. She cried out, running her hands through my long, black wig. I lasted a long time, probably because of the alcohol. I fucked her sore, just the way she likes it. We finally came together in a loud orgasm – earth-shattering wouldn’t be an exaggeration.

We fell asleep in each other’s arms; it was a night I’ll never forget.

Read on for your next delicious forced feminine tale…

Cuckolded and Turned into a Girl by My Tenant and My Girlfriend

I inherited my three-story home from my father when he died, and because it was so large, I rented out the third floor to a guy named Steve. I advertised the apartment on Craigslist, and he called me up. He was a nice enough dude, and I checked his references. He moved in about a week later, at the start of the lease.

It was actually a good arrangement – I worked from home as a writer, and my girlfriend, Elaine lived with me. We lived on the second floor, and were fixing up the bottom floor to rent out as well. I’d only been going out with Elaine for a couple of months, but it was going along well. Then, she got kicked out of the trailer she’d been renting because the owner was selling it. She had no place to go, so I let her move in with me. Everything was going great, until that one day I came home unexpectedly and caught them in bed together. They didn’t even have the decency to stop – they just kept fucking, bodies covered with sweat, and made me watch. That’s when it all started.

Elaine took me the next day to the spa to have all of the hair lasered off of my body. I was bald literally from the eyebrows down. I was really embarrassed, but Elaine told me I had to do it. When we returned home, Steve was sitting on our living room couch, and I was surprised to see him there. That was when they told me that they were going to force me to become a girl. I was reluctant, to say the least, but Elaine made it quite clear that I was now an object for their sexual gratification. I was going to be forcibly feminized by them, and there was nothing I could do to stop it.

I’d never worn girl’s clothing before, but that very night they had me dressed up in a mini skirt, a striped bikini top, and red high heels. Elaine made up my face with her makeup, and I had blue eyeshadow and red lips as well. They even made me wear a long blonde wig - I have no idea where that came from. When my transformation was completed, they made me go out to a bar with them. I could tell that I looked weird, because people looked at me funny as I did my best to walk in high heels. I thought I would die, but I knew I didn’t have any choice.

Later, when we got home, Steve made me sit in a bedroom chair with my legs crossed while he slowly undressed my girlfriend. They were kissing and basically pulling at each other’s clothes while I just sat there and watched. I was so jealous – she was my girlfriend, after all. But Steve and Elaine were both far more assertive than I ever was, and I knew I had to go along with whatever they wanted. For the second time, I was forced to watch as Steve fucked my woman. He did her doggy-style from behind, and then made her get on top and jump up and down on his hard cock. I was absolutely mortified, but if I tried to look away, Steve would yell at me. Her small breasts bounced up and down as he fucked her so hard. She was sweaty, and her long, curly red hair was a mess, but he kept making her do it. Finally, she came, and her entire body shook with ecstasy as her wetness dripped down over his still-raging hard-on. He dumped her off of him to the side, and she collapsed onto the bed, unable to catch her breath.

“OK – you’re up, Princess,” Steve said to me as he motioned me to come over to the bed. I was frozen, unable to move. I certainly wasn’t expecting to join in with them. My cock was so sore, so fuckin’ hard, from watching them screw. I couldn’t even think straight.

“Don’t make me tell you again,” Steve motioned me over to the bed again, and I could feel myself standing up and moving over to sit down next to him. My legs trembled as his warm, strong hand went slowly up my thigh, up my little skirt. I groaned loudly as he took my cock in his hand, and began to stroke me, and thumbing the sensitive head. I thought for a minute that he might give me a blow job. I didn’t know how to feel about that. It was then that he told me to get down on my knees in front of him. I couldn’t believe this was happening. Elaine was watching as I got down on my knees, and took a long look at Steve’s big penis decorated with thick veins. It was just an inch or so from my face. I had no choice, so I closed my eyes and took him all the way into my mouth, my lips wetting the shaft of it as it was buried down into my throat.

“Good girl, that’s a good girl,” Steve whispered to me as I began going up and down on his cock, sucking him off as hard as I could. I never thought I’d give a guy a blow job, and here it was happening. I was sucking my tenant’s cock while my girlfriend watched. And I was done up like a girl, wearing a skirt, heels, and a wig. How did this ever happen? You might think I’m naïve, but I still had no idea what was coming next.

Steve pulled his dick out of my mouth, and pulled me up into a standing position. It was then that he bent me over, face down, over the side of the bed. He lifted up my little skirt, and I could feel that my ass was exposed. Elaine seemed really excited as Steve pushed a moistened finger up into my asshole. I let out a whine as he did so, and it was then that I realized Steve was gonna fuck me – while Elaine watched. And I was scared.

The next thing I knew, Steve’s huge cock was nestled up against my anus, and I tried to imagine what it would be like to be fucked like a girl.

“You ready, little girl?” Steve asked me and I let out a feeble little ‘yes’ before he pushed his big member up into my ass while I yelled. Son of a bitch – I didn’t know it was possible for something to hurt so much. I thought he busted my ass, and I couldn’t help but cry out as he fucked me again and again. My legs shook as I bent over the side of that bed and took my punishment. I was Steve’s bitch, and he could do with me whatever he wanted – while Elaine watched.

“Ooo – this is one tight ass, Baby,” Steve breathed heavily into my ear as he kept banging me hard. His calloused hand was rubbing my cock as he did so. He took me time after time, thrust after painful thrust. Finally, he seemed to stiffen up, and did one huge plunge up inside of me as he came, shooting creamy goo up inside of me. When he came, I came, unloading my cum all over the bedspread that I was lying across until my little cock was limp once again.

I haven’t dressed like a man in over two years now – Steve and Elaine keep me dressed as a girl full-time. Elaine and I do our best to keep Steve satisfied, and he says he’s proud to have two pretty girls all to himself.

Next story – Forced to Attend…

Forced to Attend Sissy School

I’d resisted all her attempts. Alyse wanted to turn me into a girl, a little sissy. But, I wasn’t having any of it. She yearned to have me be submissive to her, to wear pretty little dresses and makeup – to satisfy her twisted sexual desires to humiliate me. She even tried to hook us up with some jackass online – they made an arrangement for us all to meet up in a hotel room so he could suck my dick and I could return the favor – while Alyse watched. I refused to go. We were fighting constantly, on the verge of divorce, the day that she drove me to the school. It was our one last attempt to save our marriage.

It wasn’t a real school, of course. It was an underground thing – not literally underground, but no one knew about it. She found out about it on some deep web site – a place where masculine men could go to be trained –transformed- into submissive little sissies. I didn’t want to go, but I didn’t want to lose the love of my life, either. Alyse and I had been together since high school, and a life without her would simply be unbearable for me. With a heavy heart, I let her drive me there and drop me off for one week of intensive therapy.

It was a large building – old, but it had been restored. I took my bag out of the car, and started up the stone walkway. She drove away, without even so much as a look back. I think she thought I would change my mind. I probably would have.

I was met by a tall, blonde woman as I entered the school. She was really attractive, young, with big melons for tits and a big, round bottom. I started thinking maybe this wouldn’t be so bad, after all. Some other men – only about six of us, were standing around not really knowing what to do with ourselves. Little did we know, we were about to lose all control. The school decided everything for us from that time on.

Our bags were taken from us and stuffed into some sort of closet. We were then told to undress, and we pulled down our jeans, pulled off sneakers, and peeled off t-shirts. I was only wearing my underwear when we were told to remove those as well – we were to be completely naked. None of us were very happy to be standing there nude, but it was worse when all of the nurses filed into the room. They had us standing in the center of the room, and these women encircled us, laughing and pointing at our penises. They taunted us and giggled, while we tried to cover ourselves with just our hands.

“You’ve all been brought here because your penises are too small – too small to satisfy women. That’s why you’re here. You’re not good enough – and you don’t measure up. Because of this, you are going to be forcibly feminized. Your only value from now on is to be girls, to suck cock, and to offer up your tight little virgin asses to real men. Do you understand?” the hot blonde nurse explained to us, and I’d never been so terrified. I wondered if the other men were as reluctant as I was, but by the horrified looks on their faces, I could tell that they were. The room was a bit chilly, and we were made to stay there and be laughed at for quite some time, while we were lectured on how unsatisfied our women must be in order for them to drop us off at sissy school, and how puny our dicks were.

“Now, you are going to be prepped for sissy school – by having your pussies shaved,” the bossy blonde finally announced, and we were all led into the next room where there were what looked like hospital beds with stirrups attached to each. I climbed on top of the white-sheeted bed, and put my feet up into the stirrups. They were cold and metal – silver in color. Six of the nurses came in to shave our pussies. Mine was a short brunette with the face of an angel and really big titties. I laid there without a stitch of clothing on as she lathered me up with white, creamy foam and began the seemingly impossible job of shaving me with a razor. She lifted up my half-hard penis and moved it to the side as she did her job. I was absolutely mortified. When she finished shaving my groin and my legs and chest, she made me turn over and shaved my back, my ass, my nut sack and down the backs of my legs. When she was done, I was bald – just like a girl.

Once we were shaved, we were taken one by one into a dressing room. There, I was forced to put on some sort of crotchless lace panties and a very short plaid skirt. The little white blouse they gave me to wear only went down to my navel, and had short, ruffled sleeves. I was put into white high heels, and I almost fell over. The hair and make-up was next – long, flowing locks were attached to our heads and our faces were made up like hookers – very red lips, black eyeliner, and red rouge on our cheekbones.

As I was escorted down the hallway, I caught a glimpse of one of the other guys that had just been brought in. He was unrecognizable from the football macho guy that he’d been just a couple hours before. He was struggling to walk in high heels, and he looked up at me for only a second before training his eyes once more on his feet as he tried to keep from falling.

Next, I was brought into a room where there were three muscular men – very tough guys who looked like they belonged to a biker gang or something. They were dressed in leather pants and white t-shirts.

“Here’s our pretty little cocksucker,” one of them said as I was shoved into the room and the door was closed. I just looked at them, and they stared back at me, leering. I realized how ridiculous I looked, and that made me self-conscious. One guy, with shiny, straight black hair, took a seat in a chair and unzipped his zipper, releasing the most enormous cock I’d ever seen. It was like twice the size of mine.

“Down on your knees, sweetheart,” he told me, and I reluctantly got down so that my face was in his lap.

“Your middle name is gonna be cocksucker by the time you get out of this room,” he told me as he leaned back in his chair. I’d never sucked off a dong – had no idea how to or even if I could bring myself to do it. I just stared at his big dick, and then he grabbed the back of my head and pushed my mouth down on him to gobble his meat. I worked my way up and down on his shaft as the other two guys watched, making lewd comments the entire time.

“Faster – make it wetter,” they told me as I tried to do my best. But it wasn’t good enough. The guy I was blowing pushed his entire cock down into my throat and left it there while I gagged and tears came to my eyes. I couldn’t breathe.

“Look – I got it all the way down her throat,” the one guy said proudly as the others laughed.

“I can’t wait to drive my cock down her throat,” one of the others said, and then the other one repeated the same refrain.

“Suck my sweaty balls,” the guy I was servicing said, and I went down and took his hairy nutsack into my mouth and sucked on it. I really was beginning to feel like a girl. I was in there for a long time – and gave three blowjobs that day. They made me suck down all their cum as they grimaced and shot hot creamy goo down my throat. Afterward, I had to lick them clean as well. I wouldn’t have thought it, but I had my own little hard-on hiding underneath my skirt by the time I was allowed to leave that room.

I fell asleep on a cot next to the other new students – we were all tired – and none of us wanted to talk about what had happened that day, what we had done. As I drifted off into sweet oblivion, I wondered what the next day would be like.

We knew we were gonna be fucked up the ass.

All the men that worked at that place had huge dicks – they must’ve put an ad in the paper offering jobs to guys with the biggest shlongs. They were the men, and we were the girls. I didn’t know if it would happen today or in a few days, but I knew it would happen. We were there to be dominated, trained as sissies, and that was definitely going to be part of it. My ass hurt just thinking about it.

My bull was a tall, blonde guy that was hung, and I mean hung. We’d spent the entire day being taught to be little ladies – how to walk sexy in heels, how to bend over to let men look up our short skirts, and how to cross our legs when we sat. After the femdoms taught us how to act like women, we went to meet our bulls – the men who would be continuing our education. That’s when I met Sam, the man who was going to teach me to ride his lightning rod. I tried to walk as sexy as possible as I stumbled my way into his room. I knew if I didn’t act right – do and say the right things – there would be hell to pay – and definitely more training and punishments.

I teetered my way in high heels across the room and over to the bed to sit next to this man who, quite honestly, looked like a greek god to me. He was fine, but I was still trembling as I imagined the monster piece of meat he must be packing in those khaki trousers. He was wearing a polo shirt that was navy, and he ran a strong, tanned hand through his curly blonde locks as he admired me.

“Nervous?” he asked me in an almost kind way, and I just nodded timidly – like I’d been taught.

“That’s ok – it’ll be all right – nothing to be nervous about,” he continued on as he ran long, tanned fingers over my exposed thighs. Goosebumps popped up all over me, and I felt like jumping up and running out the door. Before I could, curvy, warm, wet lips were on mine and he pushed me back on the bed, climbing on top of me. I’d never kissed a man before – quite honestly I never thought I could. But it made me feel tingly, almost like kissing Alyse, but definitely stronger, more passionately. Oh, God – I could feel an erection popping up under my little school skirt! How could this be happening to me?

We were all over each other – I kissed down his neck and pulled at his belt buckle with a desperation that I’d never felt for anything in my life. I knew exactly what to do, going down on his long penis as soon as it was unleashed. All the while his fingers played with my crotchless lace panties under my skirt, stroking me, teasing me. I sucked up and down on him, and worked the sensitive head of his huge cock with my tongue.

I really didn’t know how this whole thing was going to play out. The new guys had heard rumors about sissies being tied up to be taken for the first time. Some bulls gagged their sissies to keep them from screaming, while others just let them cry out the entire time. One guy even stuffed your panties in your mouth to keep you from making too much noise. I wondered what Sam would do to me as I sucked his dong as best I could. It was then that he pulled me back up and began kissing me. It was so warm and wet, it made my toes curl. His warm breath was in my ear when he asked me.

“Do I need to tie you up?”

“No, no – I’ll behave,” I told him, not wanting to be restrained.

“Are you sure – because I’ve been punched in the face before – with someone else,” he explained, but I shook my head back and forth, indicating no again.

“OK – we’ll try it without then,” he told me as he rolled me over onto my stomach and pulled down my lace panties while pushing up my skirt. He kissed all over my back and his lips were massaging my ass. Then I could tell he was reaching for something, and I heard the lube spurt out into his hands. He massaged himself all over with it, and then applied more to me. He rubbed it all over my ass, my package, and even my pecker. Most of all, he applied a dollop to my asshole, and I was grateful that he wasn’t going to try to dry-fuck me.

“It’s ok, little one – it’ll be all over in a minute,” he tried to reassure me, but I was so nervous I was literally stiff. I could feel an intense pressure back there, and a burning as the head of his cock burrowed its way up inside of me with one thrust. I grabbed the sheets on his bed, my mind exploding. I tried not to cry out, but it was impossible.

“Ahhhh,” I yelled out as he racked his pelvis against my ass, taking me fully and making me his girl. I’m not so sure the lube worked, because it still hurt terribly. My body trembled as I tried to crawl across the bed on my stomach to get away from him, but it was no use. He rammed that big dick even farther up my ass the second time, and it just kept happening again and again. My eyes watered, and I couldn’t help it. I burst into tears.

Sam reached around and grabbed a hold of my little penis and began stroking it, and that helped a bit. He massaged my balls between his fingers, and continued to fuck my tight little hole. Then he gave one final big thrust, hitting my prostate and causing me to come all over his hand as he pulled at my dick. He came right after that, filling me with his love cream.

Sam kissed me – warm, wet and slow – afterwards, and I fell asleep in his arms, relieved to know my transformation was complete. I was now a sissy boy.

Alyse came and picked me up, and we went home. The school assured her that I would do whatever she said, with whomever she wanted, from now on. That made her smile. When we got home, she told me that she’d been in touch with that guy online again, and he was going to be meeting us on Saturday for a date.

“Sure – that sounds good,” I told her as I began making our dinner.

Sissy Maid Training – The New Handmaiden

Sissy Celeste, the new handmaiden, had only recently been sissified by her master – new frilly clothes, a painted face, and a whole new gender. Everything seemed foreign to her. She sat there, hеr heart pounding loudly in her chest. Undrеѕѕing in frоnt оf the mаѕtеr’ѕ ѕоnѕ, Sаmuеl and Jacob, fеlt more than different – more than uncomfortable. But Celeste, thе nеw hаndmаidеn, knеw enough not tо deny Sir Irvin’ѕ rеԛuеѕt. Tonight, with the younger men in the boudoir, would be different, indeed.

“Gо оn,” ѕаid Sir Irvin, bringing hiѕ ѕоnѕ fоrwаrd. Hiѕ expression was one of anticipation, a hungеr, a desire to consume young, vulnerable flesh with his eyes.

Cеlеѕtе wаѕ аlrеаdу fееling exposed with hеr simple dress gaped in thе bасk. Slоwlу, ѕhе ѕliрреd the long ѕlееvеѕ dоwn hеr аrmѕ, revealing hеr whitе lace brа. Her сrеаmу, bare chest heaved in time with each breath she took.

Thе brothers, Samuel аnd Jасоb, lеаnеd fоrwаrd, their eyes slowly traveling over hеr young, luscious body and tаking in every inсh оf her white, еxроѕеd ѕkin.

“Everything,” said Samuel, nаrrоwing hiѕ еуеѕ.

“Take off all of it,” coaxed Jасоb. Eagerness must run in the family, she thought.

“Of соurѕе,” rерliеd thе уоung handmaiden. Hеr сhееkѕ wеnt crimson with hеаt аnd embarrassment fluѕhed hеr fасе at their words. But she ѕlоwlу reached bеhind hеr back, grаѕреd thе hook аnd eye fаѕtеning, and undid hеr brа. Cооl night аir grаzеd hеr tender nipples, puckering them. Her chest was flat, but they didn’t seem to mind. Cеlеѕtе dangled hеr bra carelessly frоm one fingеr аnd Sir Irvin grabbed it.

A breeze frоm the windоw ѕеnt thе candles fliсkеring, tightеnеd Cеlеѕtе’ѕ niррlеѕ еvеn mоrе. Shе wаtсhеd as thе brothers' gаzе riveted tо hеr rоѕу budѕ. With hеr hands trembling a littlе, Celeste removed hеr wire glasses аnd ѕеt thеm оn tор of her hаlf-rеаd nоvеl. Hеr lеgѕ bаrеlу ѕuрроrtеd hеr frаmе when ѕhе ѕtооd tо let hеr dress fаll оvеr hеr rоundеd hiрѕ аnd оntо the flооr below. Stepping out of thе light pink bright puddled fabric, she lау down оn hеr bеd аgаin.

Sir Irvin рlасеd a fingеr оn the ѕоft flеѕh оf hеr lеgѕ; Cеlеѕtе rеѕроndеd by ѕԛuееzing her thighѕ and rubbing hеr ѕwоllеn little сock against hеr soaking white раntiеѕ. Shе соuld fееl thе mеn’ѕ gаzеѕ likе inviѕiblе fingеrѕ, саrеѕѕing her nееdу ѕwеllѕ—mаking her shudder with аrоuѕаl.

Sееing this, Sаmuеl'ѕ eyes darkened with luѕt. "Lеt mе hаvе those," hе ѕаid, reaching fоrwаrd fоr hеr раntiеѕ.

Cеlеѕtе раntеd, lifting hеr hips toward him. “Aѕ уоu wish, Mаѕtеr Sаmuеl.” Her fасе wаѕ lit with both surprise and desperation.

Without furthеr аdо, Samuel hooked bоth thumbs undеr thе sides оf her ѕtring underwear аnd уаnkеd it оff in оnе hаrd рull, rаiѕing hеr аѕѕ and аlmоѕt tumbling her backward. But thе mоvеmеnt hаd fоrсеd a gаѕр оf еxсitеmеnt to escape оut оf hеr full lips. Silently, Samuel withdrew tо the соrnеr оf the rооm with his loot, pleasuring hiѕ turgid cock with her wet, dirty раntiеѕ.

Nevertheless, Jасоb remained оn ѕtаndbу. Out оf thin аir, hе рullеd оut аn оilеd black dildо аnd рuѕhеd it intо Cеlеѕtе’ѕ hаnd. "Impale уоurѕеlf with this piece," he commanded, lеаning over her, with оnе knee рlаntеd bеtwееn hеr ѕрrеаd legs.

Cеlеѕtе’s shaky hand griрреd thе false phallus аѕ if it wоuld givе hеr соurаgе, but it wasn't helping.

Jасоb ѕаw her reluctance and dесidеd tо help. He flipped her over carelessly onto her stomach and anсhоred bоth her lеgѕ, hе ѕрrеаd her thighѕ wide. Widе enough fоr hеr уоung ass to bе made open tо Sir Irvin’s аррrесiаtiоn. “Nоw, mу Cеlеѕtе,” whispered Jacob tо hеr left ear, “you will do аѕ you аrе tоld.”

“Oh, Mаѕtеr Jacob,” Cеlеѕtе mоаnеd, helplessly.

Thеn, Jасоb rubbеd thе inside оf hеr knee ѕо gеntlу thаt ѕhе twitched аnd mоаnеd ѕоftlу, аѕ wаrm juiсеѕ seeped from her aching penis. Juiсеѕ scented thе еvеning’s lаvеndеr air. Thеn his father, lеtting hiѕ eyes rоvе approvingly оvеr hеr rоѕу skin, саmе closer.

"Please." Cеlеѕtе bucked her tight, curved ass uрwаrds, bеgging fоr ѕоmеоnе'ѕ, аnуоnе'ѕ tоuсh.

Sir Irvin nоddеd. “Yоu must hеlр уоurѕеlf, mу maiden. Yоu have thе tооl.”

Slowly, Cеlеѕtе’s gаzе trаvеlеd frоm each раir оf hаzеl еуеѕ above hеr. The luѕtful еуеѕ of thе mаѕtеrѕ. Then, ѕhе cupped her rear with hеr frее hand аnd lеt оnе hesitant fingеr ѕliр down intо her backdoor. Carefully, ѕhе circled around, bringing thе rustic dildо dоwn tо hеr eager rear end, tеаѕing hеr tight ореning with tinу, circular motions. Tаking a dеер brеаth, Cеlеѕtе kерt thе circles оn it ѕеnѕuаl and light.

Sir Irvin’ѕ еуеѕ ореnеd widе with excitement when Celeste рuѕhеd thе tiр оf the thiсk rоd intо hеr hеаt аnd wetness, ѕеnding a hard ѕраѕm оf need thrоugh hеr body thаt mаdе hеr gasp. Hеr tight hole contracted аgаin аѕ ѕhе wоrkеd the dildo intо hеr ѕliсk tightness.

Jасоb'ѕ hand mоvеd hеr lеgѕ, draping them оvеr hiѕ lар ѕо hеr thighѕ ѕрrеаd еvеn widеr. Whеn hiѕ fаthеr’ѕ fingers mеt the ѕеnѕitivе skin where Cеlеѕtе’ѕ thighѕ jоinеd hеr crotch—pulling at her small cock—she cried оut, bucking her hiрѕ.

Sir Irvin’ѕ ԛuiсklу clasped оvеr hеr mоuth. “Wе dоn’t want to wаkе the whole hоuѕеhоld, do we?”

Cеlеѕtе cried оut аgаin into Sir Irvin'ѕ palm, sucking hiѕ ѕаltу ѕkin аѕ ѕhе саmе; hеr hole had clamped оn thе lоg buriеd inѕidе her with inсrеdiblе tightness. Ecstatic, Sir Irvin рullеd оut hiѕ engorged сосk with hiѕ free hаnd and fiѕtеd it, as he watched thе girl wigglе and shriek. Thе hаndmаidеn gаѕреd, ѕееing a реаrlу drор of liquid drip frоm the tiр of thе mаѕtеr’ѕ сосk. Evеntuаllу, she let go оf hеrself completely, brеаthing ѕlоwing. Her thin fingеrѕ then рullеd thе dildo оut оf hеr ass аnd ѕhе mоаnеd loudly as it ѕlid оut оf hеr.

Sir Irvin’s brеаthing suddenly bесаmе ragged. He repressed a ѕlу ѕmilе. Whо would have thought the innосеnt and hаrmlеѕѕ Celeste wоuld bе the оnе tо tent the раntѕ of the рiоuѕ mеn of this hоuѕе? He unсоvеrеd hеr mоuth. His fingers met hеr still hard cock, and ѕuddеnlу, he diррed himself into hеr сrеаmу wеt ass. “You will lеаrn, mу girl,” hе said, ѕtrоking his dripping cock and holding tight her ѕwоllеn cock аt the ѕаmе timе.

Sԛuirming Cеlеѕtе, lоѕt in unfаthоmаblе есѕtаѕу, couldn’t help herself as she rеасhеd fоr hiѕ thiсk shaft.

While Sаmuеl was buѕу sniffing Cеlеѕtе раntу juiсе, Jacob watched. Enthrаllеd as hiѕ vеnеrаblе fаthеr сulturеd the lоwlу fаrm boy, turned girl, with hiѕ rоуаl shaft. He watched hiѕ fаthеr сlimb in frоnt оf the handmaiden and роinted hiѕ mеаtу сосk straight аt hеr fасе.

Sir Irvin hаѕtilу buriеd hiѕ hаndѕ in Cеlеѕtе’ѕ dаrk hair. "Yоu knоw what tо dо, mу dear."

Cеlеѕtе'ѕ аnѕwеr was lоѕt in a moan whеn Jacob's fingers slipped over hеr wаrm balls, heavy with cum. Hiѕ оthеr hаnd cupped her chest, as if feeling a breast that wasn’t there Thеn ѕоmеthing firm nudgеd her back ореning, аnd she inѕtinсtivеlу pushed hеr hips bасk.

Yеѕ, thаt wаѕ Jacob’s сосk ѕliding ѕmооthlу inѕidе in one lоng deep ѕtrоkе, ореning up hеr tightness much mоrе than thе dildo ever could. “Oh, whу,” Cеlеѕtе сriеd, wriggling tо gеt used tо hiѕ thiсknеѕѕ and ignоring Sir Irving’ѕ waiting cock.

Jacob’s young cock wаѕ ѕtrеtсhing hеr ореn, so dеерlу, аnd hе wasn't еvеn mоving уеt. Hiѕ bаllѕ mеrсilеѕѕlу tеаѕеd her swollen back door.

She ѕԛuееzеd hеr ѕhееtѕ. “Master Jacob,” she hiѕѕеd. “Oh, Master Jа—”

Sir Irvin tооk аdvаntаgе оf Cеlеѕtе’ѕ gaped mouth, сutting ѕhоrt her wоrdѕ. Aѕ ѕооn as hiѕ ѕwоllеn hеаd touched her tоnguе, hе рlungеd dеереr, fоrсing his throbbing mеmbеr down his handmaiden’s thrоаt—а sweet pink tunnеl that was there just for his own pleasure, wherever and whenever he wanted it.

"Please, Mаѕtеr Irvin," begged Cеlеѕtе, gasping fоr brеаth. With reflex, ѕhе lеаnеd backward аnd engulfed the intruding сосk with hеr mоuth. Hеr nоѕе bесаmе fillеd with the muѕkу scent of her master’s balls.

Sir Irvin, grоаning in ethereal bliѕѕ, held thе girl’ѕ hаir firmlу. And fоr a mоmеnt, Cеlеѕtе соuld оnlу ѕuсk аnd liсk, hеr jаw aching. As hе еаѕеd bасk, ѕhе wаѕ еаgеr tо mоvе tоо, hеr mouth ѕliding up thе thiсk erection bеtwееn her liрѕ. Celeste let hеr tongue ѕwirl all over the smooth hеаd. Curiоuѕ, ѕhе ѕсrареd hеr tееth very gеntlу аlоng hiѕ hаrd shaft, and hе jerked in hеr mоuth. Sо thе lоrd of the hоuѕе shot hiѕ lоаd—сrеаmу thrеаdѕ of sweet dеlight—dоwn hеr thrоаt. Shоrtlу afterward, Sir Irvin соllарѕеd on thе bеd, раnting hard as if having a cardiac arrest.

Sееing his fаthеr еmрtiеd, Jасоb started pounding thе hаndmаidеn’ѕ asshole with rесklеѕѕ abandon, tweaking hеr niррlеѕ fоrсеfullу in the рrосеѕѕ. “What sweetness, Celeste,” he wailed. He had wanted to fuck the new handmaiden since the first time he’d laid eyes on her rounded behind.

With her mouth now free, Celeste bit dоwn a mufflеd yell. Jасоb'ѕ fingеrѕ on hеr nipples ѕеnt hеr сrаѕhing оvеr the edge. Shе mоаnеd hеlрlеѕѕlу, ѕԛuееzing hiѕ сосk аѕ it melted her tight hole. Cеlеѕtе bеgаn tо mumble аnd ѕраѕm on thе unуiеlding rod thruѕting intо hеr tightnеѕѕ. “Mаѕtеr Jасоb, lоrd!” ѕhе ѕсrеаmеd аѕ riррlеѕ оf рlеаѕurе ended her. Hеr bоdу buzzеd. All she соuld do wаѕ gasp fоr brеаth, as waves of rеlеаѕе wаѕhеd оvеr her entire bоdу.

Bеfоrе she could recover, Jасоb thruѕt intо hеr mоuth аnd саught hеr off-guard. Celeste, eager tо рlеаѕе, did her bеѕt to keep uр with him—mаѕѕаging her tоnguе оvеr hiѕ mеаtу еrесtiоn with wild guѕtо. It seemed so bad to be with two men at once, and the debauchery turned her on all the more.

Jасоb'ѕ hаndѕ tightened in hеr dark hаir, рulling hаrd. She mаdе herself lооk up аt him, with a mоuthful. Hiѕ fасе, contorted with mаniасаl luѕt, wаѕ аlmоѕt unrесоgnizаblе. It nаrrоwed, thеn ѕuddеnlу opened wide.

Hоt creamy liԛuid flooded hеr mouth, соаting hеr tongue in big ѕрurtѕ. Prераrеd for the flavor this time, Celeste sucked еаgеrlу, liсking Jасоb'ѕ ѕilkеn head, griррing hiѕ thiсk ѕhаft in оnе hаnd. Hiѕ dеер grunts encouraged hеr until hiѕ breathing ѕlоwеd. Finаllу, ѕhе рullеd hеr lips frоm hiѕ cock, hеr jаw aching mаdlу, аnd hеld hiѕ gаzе as she ѕwаllоwеd. “Yоu are ѕwееtеr, Mаѕtеr Jасоb.”

Jacob smiled ѕlуlу and соllарѕеd beside his fаthеr.

Dazed аnd еxhаuѕtеd, Celeste fliрреd оvеr аnd placed hеr hеаd оn her рillоw, lеtting hеrself recover in thе еvеning brееzе from the open window. The handmaiden was оn thе vеrgе оf slumber whеn she heard mоvеmеntѕ bеhind hеr. Suddenly, a сооl liԛuid suddenly drizzlеd over hеr back rоѕеbud, driррing down hеr сlеft.

“Whаt?” ѕhе сriеd.

A fingеr had rubbed the liԛuid intо her forbidden opening. When she twisted around tо look оvеr hеr ѕhоuldеr, ѕhе was just in time to ѕее Samuel rubbing more lubе оntо hiѕ cock until it gliѕtеnеd.

His hаlf-liddеd gаzе rоvеd оvеr thе curves оf hеr аѕѕ. “My turn, dear Cеlеѕtе. Just thе panties wоuldn’t dо.” It seemed she would get the third man as well.

“No, wait,” Cеlеѕtе pleaded weakly. She saw that Samuel’s cock wаѕ a mоnѕtеr; the veiniest thing she hаd ever ѕееn. And tо have it inѕidе her poor аѕѕ! Unthinkable!

Her pleas fеll on dеаd eyes, аѕ Samuel griрреd hеr hiрѕ. His burning cock nudgеd her rоѕеbud, рuѕhing with steady рrеѕѕurе. Her cheeks раrtеd, lеtting thе hеаd ѕink in.

"Wаit," Cеlеѕtе уеlреd, inѕtinсtivеlу рulling away. She was in no way prepared for this treatment.

Bеfоrе she соuld escape, Jасоb, nоw rесоvеrеd from his ejaculation, found hеr сock with hiѕ long fingеrs. Pаrаlуzеd bу his tоuсh, hеr сrу fоr help changed intо a lоw moan оf pleasure.

"Yоu'rе beautiful, Cеlеѕtе – the face of an angel but a body for sin," Jacob whispered. Nimblу, hе liftеd Celeste аnd placed hеr оn hiѕ chest, allowing his rеvivеd cock to grаzе her back tunnеl.

Her whоlе bоdу flushed аt thе compliment frоm the mаn she secretly fancied. With joy in hеr hеаrt, Celeste clenched hеr аѕѕ оn just the head of Samuel’s сосk again, stifling a сrу of pain.

Sаmuеl, observing the аffаir, grinned ѕiniѕtеrlу. He knеw thе рlаn. Hе rеѕumеd his рursuit of invading thе рuсkеrеd handmaiden’s behind.

"Oh, lоrd," Celeste whispered, аѕ probing fingеrѕ stirred the рооl оf juiсеѕ gаthеring in hеr ass.

And аѕ ѕhе ѕроkе, her аѕѕ opened, welcoming Sаmuеl'ѕ gigantic сосk into hеr ass.

"Oh, my lord," she gasped, as steamy tears drip dоwn hеr fасе.

Sir Irvin stood аnd wаtсhеd hiѕ ѕоnѕ with pride. Hе wаtсhеd аѕ thе handmaiden whimреred аt the penetration by hiѕ ѕоnѕ. Thе fаthеr wаѕ ѕаtiѕfiеd. Sееing one son grаѕр thе girl’ѕ hiрѕ bасkwаrd, bluntlу еаѕing thrоugh hеr fоrbiddеn hоlе fоr its ѕwееt wаrmth. Seeing thе оthеr, beneath the girl, now sucking off her cock that was just too small. That’s why she’d been the perfect boy to make into their household sissy.

Shock аrrоwеd thrоugh Cеlеѕtе’ѕ fluѕhеd bоdу. Prоfаnitiеѕ оf all kindѕ еѕсареd hеr liрѕ. Celeste wаѕ lost in a fоg оf hеlрlеѕѕ еxсitеmеnt. The brоthеrѕ timed their mоvеmеntѕ in precise fashion. Stunned with thiѕ оutrаgеоuѕ reality оf hers, Cеlеѕtе’ѕ quivering ass hugged the ѕwееt сосk. At the same time, she wanted to thrust forward into the other’s mouth. It was more than she could have ever fathomed. Her mind would explode.

"Enоugh!” ѕhе ѕсrеаmеd, bаrеlу aware. "I саn't do ѕо muсh—"

She hаd nо choice. That сосk juѕt kерt moving, nudging uр a tidаl wаvе thаt spilled оvеr as her small rod was sucked off by the master’s son.

"Lord!" Shе wаѕ сrуing hеlрlеѕѕlу—unаblе tо hаndlе thе intеnѕе pleasure thаt rосkеd hеr bоdу and seared her ѕоul. Her hеаtеd ass rippled around Samuel’s сосk, and Cеlеѕtе’ѕ whole entity bесаmе a сrеаmу mеѕѕ, аѕ she shook through аn оrgаѕm that didn't еnd.

Thаt night, the newest hаndmаidеn, now wholly sissified, was wеdgеd between the wаrmth оf her new mаѕtеrѕ till dауbrеаk; thе rest оf the hоuѕеhоld was nоnе the wiѕеr. It seems a handmaiden’s duties are never done.

Captive Sissy Princess

It was nearly sunset when I reached my final set of traps. The wind was cold, so I pulled the furs around my shoulders even tighter. Most of these sets were empty, but I could see something struggling in the last one as I made my way through the trees. I’d caught her by the foot.

“Stay away, Savage,” were the harsh words she cried out as I approached her, but never had I seen such beauty. Her long, curly black hair covered the leaf-littered ground around her as she desperately pulled at her ankle, trying to free herself once more. Her gown was a deep yellow, and gently glittered as the sun sank low into the horizon. Her dark eyes were heavily lined with lashes, and they looked at me with what seemed to be a mixture of both fear and hatred. What was she doing so deep in the woods – so very far away from her own people?

I moved closer, and reached down my hand to help release the snare, but she tried to slap it away. I pulled out my knife, and slashed the rope instead, setting her loose from the trap. I grabbed her upper arm so that she couldn’t flee, and she let out a piercing shriek.

“Leave me be, Native – you don’t know who I am,” the raven-haired beauty’s words spat at me once more. Her build was slight despite her large, rounded behind, so I lifted her up and carried her over my shoulder. She didn’t go quietly, and she punched at me and squirmed the entire time as I made my way back to my village.

When we arrived, I pushed her into my teepee and down onto my bed of furs and tanned hides. I followed behind her, leaving my pack of fur pelts outside. I could feel her watching me as I removed my own furs and headdress made of eagle feathers. I set them on the floor next to my bed, and proceeded to remove my loin cloth. I stood naked before her, my well-muscled body wanting nothing more than to press against her as the darkness grew.

“I-I am Princess Katherine of Abodene – you must let me go – I must get back to my castle,” the mysterious woman finally managed to say as I approached.

“You are so far away from your people – you are on my land now,” I replied, reaching out to take her hand.

“We were traveling, and were attacked by other Indians – I ran a long ways and hid. I would’ve been fine if I hadn’t gotten stuck in your wretched trap,” she replied, getting angry again as she finished her statement.

“So now you are my captive,” I replied, pulling her towards me and kissing her full on those plump red lips. I was surprised that she didn’t strike me, although she didn’t kiss me back, either.

"Take off your clothes,” I commanded her. She just stared at me.

“Did you hear me – take off your clothes and get into my bed,” I told her once more.

“What if I were to say no?” she countered, her hands now planted firmly on her wide hips.

“I caught you in my trap – you are mine. You are my prey now – that’s how it works,” I tried to explain the situation to her, although I thought it was obvious.

With that, she must’ve resigned herself to her fate, for she began to unbutton the many fancy gold buttons that lined the bodice of her gown, and noticed her flat, shaved chest, like a boy, as she lowered the gold dress to the ground. She made no sound as she stepped out of her fancy shoes and climbed into my fur-covered bedding. But this was no woman – this was a young man dressed as a princess in disguise. I was confused for just a moment, but still very attracted to her naked body. I climbed in on top of her, and began kissing down her long, white neck. Her dark hair spread out around me as my own hands found their way to her generous, fleshy bottom. I latched onto her pink nipple with my warm mouth, and began to suck hard. It was then that she spoke to me.

“Be gentle – I’ve never known the love of a man,” she whispered down to me as I worked her little nipple into a hard peak, and teased it with my long, tanned fingers.

“Yes, Princess, and you’re going to remember the love of this savage,” I replied to her, remembering the words she’d spoken to me earlier. At this, she sighed, and I moved on to suckling her other nipple while still playing with the first. My hands moved all over her young, luscious body, and I squeezed her white thigh with a strong hand – hard, as I spoke to her.

“And I’ve never fucked a white, uh, woman, before.”

With this, she let out a gasp, and I wasn’t sure if it was because of the statement or my clenching of her round ass.

“Go slow with me,” Princess Katherine murmured, as she spread her arms out above her head, stroking the furs under her.

“I’m going to kiss and lick every inch of your body – do you understand me?” I told her as I rolled her over onto her flat stomach and pulled all of her long, curly black hair up into a bun on top of her head. I trailed wet kisses down her neck and over her shoulder blades. Her skin was so white that I could see her in the blackness, and her body began to tremble once I reached her waist.

“Are you scared?” I questioned her in a soft, but gruff tone.

“Yes.”

“Good,” I told her as I lifted up her incredible big white rear end, putting her on all fours with her ass up in the air. I ran my tongue over it many, many times before I made my way to that most intimate spot on her rear, and she gasped as I began to work it over with my tongue.

“Oh, God,” she barely managed to groan as the pleasure radiated out to encompass her entire body. I did this for a very long time, until she was begging me to fuck her. My long, dark fingers found her tight hole, and I rubbed it with wetness before plunging in with first one finger, then two, and then three. She was breathing heavy now, and moaned loudly as I fucked her with my hand over and over again.

I flipped her over on the bedding and pulled her head into my lap so that her mouth could reach my raging erection for her. I pushed her warm lips onto my veiny red cock, and laid back onto my bed to enjoy it. She sucked me hard and fast, lavishing my penis with all of her attention. Finally, I thought for sure I was going to burst like a volcano into her mouth, so I pulled away from her.

“Bend over,” I instructed my princess-turned-sex-slave, and she did as she was told. I could feel her ass near my still-growing erection, but I just sat there for a minute while I sucked on her neck and growled low into her ear.

“I’m gonna fuck you so hard,” I told her.

“Yes,” she replied, running her small hands through my long, straight dark hair. My strong hands were playing with her nipples, pinching them. I reached down and grabbed her cock with my rough hand, and tugged at it a few times. It grew harder with my touch.

“I’m gonna fuck you… all… night… long,” I continued telling her, and she turned and clung to me as her entire body trembled with desire.

I wanted to fuck her doggy-style, so I got up and pushed her down on all fours. I rubbed my member all over her ass before I positioned my large missile right over her untouched asshole. I grabbed two full hands of the fleshy fat on both sides of her bottom, and quickly racked her hips back into my hard erection.

“Oh – oh,” she cried out, unable to speak a word because of the pain, as I pushed hard to enter her again and again. I fucked enough girls from my tribe to know what I was doing. I just kept racking her over and over again with my big veiny cock.

“It hurts – it hurts too much,” Katherine managed to whine, but I knew I had to harden myself – to ignore her, in order to fully take her. I removed myself from her after this.

“Is it over?” she asked, as I climbed back on top of her.

“No,” I told her as I took my cock in hand and rubbed it against her hot, tight little rosebud once more. I entered her again with a powerful thrust, and she gasped again, grabbing at the furs on my bedding and squeezing them hard as she tried to deal with my rock-hard cock in her tight little hole.

Katherine moaned loudly the entire time that I fucked her, her legs shaking as I took her again and again. I knew from experience that you pretty much have to give them it long and hard – for like an hour straight, before they come anywhere near to enjoying the feel of a hard cock deep inside of them.

Finally, I could feel her loosen up, and she even began to hump against me as I fucked her as hard as I could, my muscles getting sore and sweat covering both of our toned bodies. It was at that point that I quickened my pace and expertly rubbed her veiny penis up and down as I did so. We both came loudly as my stream of cum shot up deep into this white woman, this princess. We collapsed onto the bedding, arms tightly wound around one another. It was beautiful – that’s what I thought as this incredible creature lay in my arms, kissing my broad chest. She was beautiful, and I knew I would never let this boy go.

Their Little Princess – Being a Sissy for My Friends

I’d like to begin by saying that it all started with a bet. I’d met Mike and Bart – the two of them were best friends – about three months before. We all hit it off at once, and even our wives all got along, which sometimes isn’t easy. Anyway, back to the bet.

My wife, Bailee was out of town on business, and my mother-in-law was watching our daughter. So, I had the house to myself. It was a Friday after work, and I decided to have the guys over for some beers, and to watch the game. They liked one team, and I favored the other. So, we made a bet over the outcome of the game. Loser had to be dressed up like a princess by the others. It was a hell of a game, but in the end, I lost by a point. By that time, the three of us had finished off almost a case of beer.

But, I was a good sport and certainly not one to welch on a bet. Mike and Bart snickered as we made our way up to my daughter’s pink bedroom with the lacy canopy bed. They knew she had some dress up princess stuff, and were apparently in a hurry to make me pay up. The whole place was covered with stuffed animals and dolls. I went into her closet and pulled out the dress-up set. It had skirts with elastic waists, and big frilly tops. There was even a crown, and of course, lots of beaded pearls and the like.  This was gonna be humiliating, but I had no idea.

I stripped down almost immediately, wanting to get the whole ordeal over as soon as possible. I reached for a blue skirt, but Bart told me he liked the pink one with the little white stars on it. I threw down the blue one and pulled the pink one on over my tightie whities. I rolled my eyes at him. Then, I almost fell over as I pulled on that skirt, because I was pretty drunk. Next, I grabbed the white, frilly, ruffled top and pulled it on as well. Mike grabbed the silver tiara off of the dresser, and ceremoniously placed it on my head.

“No – he needs the wig,” Bart told Mike as he pulled off the crown and slopped a long red wig onto my head first, and then replaced the tiara. Mike grabbed a handful of fake beads and pearls, and draped them around my neck.

“There – satisfied?” I asked as I did a slow turn, showing them the full result.

“Not quite – what about makeup? Princesses need makeup,” Mike smiled as he spoke the words. Bart noticed a play makeup set in the box, and pulled it out. The two of them both started smearing my face with red lipstick, red rouge, and then, blue eye shadow. I looked at myself in the vanity mirror, and thought I looked ridiculous.

“Joe, you look like a sissy,” Bart said in a little sing-song voice.

“Presenting Princess Josephine,” Mike shouted as he waved his arm out to his side, making fun of me. Bart pushed me backwards onto the canopy bed, and we were all laughing, punching and pushing on each other as we rolled around on the big bed. 
 

“You are so beautiful, Princess Josephine,” Bart whispered softly as he got in my face, putting both hands on my cheeks. He was practically laying on top of me, and it was at that point that I thought he was gonna pretend kiss me. But he really kissed me, with tongue and everything. I started to push him off of me, to sit up, when I felt Mike reach with rough hands up my skirt and pull down on my underwear. I was so shocked, I couldn’t move – couldn’t say a thing.

“Don’t fight it, Princess,” Bart told me as his hands started rubbing up and down my arms and across my ruffly chest. He kissed me again as Mike took my half-limp cock into his warm, wet mouth. I wanted to get up, to be enraged, to throw them both out of my house. But I couldn’t. It felt so wonderful, what Mike was doing to my now rock-hard cock, and he sucked it so hard. My toes were curling. Bart kissed me firmly on the lips, his tongue going deep into my mouth, and I could feel myself bucking up to Mike’s face as he sucked me off. It must’ve been the alcohol; I kissed him back.

“You’re our Sissy Princess – do you understand?” Bart asked gently as he kissed his way down my neck, a groan escaping from my own wet lips.

“No – no,” I told them reluctantly, but I didn’t want it to stop. Mike pulled my underwear off of me, and they positioned me over the edge of the bed. They lifted my pink skirt, and Bart spanked my bare ass so hard, and my penis was erect, plunging into the mattress as my rear was reddened. My ass stung, and I was humiliated, being spanked by these two big men.

“OK – ok, I’ll be your Sissy Princess,” I finally managed to say, not really knowing what this would entail. I could feel myself blush as soon as I said the words. At that point, both men started to undress, and removed every inch of clothing they had on. They peeled off their jeans, and their t-shirts came up over their heads. Even their boxers were discarded on the floor of the bedroom. I was the only one dressed, and I was done up like a princess – makeup, wig, frilly skirt, and all.

“Don’t worry your pretty head, princess – you’re gonna love this game,” was what Mike said as he pushed me down onto my knees. His cock was staring me in the face now, and if it wasn’t for my buzz, I probably couldn’t have done it. I opened my mouth as he slid it in through my lips and down my throat. I was deep-throating my best friend, and I knew I’d be doing the same to my other friend as well. My first taste of cock…

“That’s it – that’s it, I knew you wanted this, Sissy Boy,” is what Mike taunted me with as I sucked his big cock. I grabbed his fuzzy ass, barely able to breathe as I swallowed his meat. He held the back of my head as he bumped his rough pubic hair against my face over and over again. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Bart move over to stand next to him, waiting for his blowjob. Mike let out a slow, disappointed groan as I pulled my mouth off of him and turned to take Bart’s cock.

“I told you, Mike – as soon as we saw this little princess –  I told you he would be perfect for us. The perfect, prissy little, cock-sucking girl we’ve been looking for,” Bart told Mike as I lavished his cock with all my attention. I sucked as hard as I could, wanting to please him.

“And we’re gonna fuck that little virgin pussy of yours, Princess – over and over again. All night. Do you hear me, Princess?” Mike snarled at me as I sucked Bart’s meat, licking all over the outside of the shaft before deep-throating him again. I licked at his hairy balls as well, just imagining what it would be like to be fucked up the ass by these two big men.

Mike came up behind me as I sucked Bart, and I could feel his hands moving up the insides of my legs. His hands were rough, because he worked in construction. My cock was so hard, and I wanted his calloused hands to pull at it so badly. Pre-cum dripped from me as he lifted up my pink skirt and began caressing my ass cheeks. I sucked Bart even harder as Mike’s moistened finger opened me up back there. He was stretching me a bit, and it hurt. But it was a good hurt, the kind of pain that you just sometimes need.

I knew better than to stop sucking Bart’s cock as Mike positioned his penis up against my tight little bunny hole. I swallowed Bart’s swollen penis down my throat as Mike took me from behind, his cock feeling like a hot poker burning its way up into my ass. I moaned loudly as I was taken, and squeezed Bart’s ass to try to quell the pain. My legs quivered as I waited for him to pull out and do me up the asshole again. I couldn’t help it – I removed my lips from Bart’s member and cried out as Mike humped up inside me again and again.

“That’s it, Princess, now I’m gonna have to punish you,” Bart sternly told me, angry that I had stopped sucking him off and cried out. Mike gave me a few more grinds before turning me over to Bart, whose dick was even bigger. He quickly popped it up inside of me, and it made me whimper. As he fucked my ass, I thought I was going to collapse on the floor. I whined, I cried, and I begged. That man had one humongous pecker. I managed to grab the edge of the bed, and once I could balance against that, I decided I’d just let him have at it. I was sore, but I had resigned myself to the role of submissive.

“This is how it’s gonna be from now on, Princess,” Bart baited me as he drove his cock deeper and deeper into my asshole. He held my ass tightly as he did so.

“OK – ok,” I whimpered quietly as I lay over the edge of the bed. And that was the night that our relationship changed.

MADE A SISSY BOY – At the Club

My beautiful wife Randy and I were going to the club for a Halloween bash. She thought it would be fun to go in drag, but I wasn’t sure about it. Randy assured me that after she dolled me up, no one would be able to recognize me.  I decided to give it a shot – she was going to be a motorcycle dude, all in black leather with a bandana on her head and aviator sunglasses. Randy picked out my little number – black nylons, a black mini skirt, and a sleazy low-cut red top. I had to shave my whole body, of course, but I was up for it. It was only for one night, after all.

Randy did my makeup, and I’ll have to admit it: I looked like a pretty hot chick. You really couldn’t tell, and I was surprised at that. Randy teased me, saying I had a thin nose and nice, curvy lips – feminine features. I objected to that, but when she put that straight, long blonde wig on me, I really couldn’t believe the effect. I could definitely pass.

The club was hopping when we walked in – my motorcycle rider and I. The music was so loud that it filled my head, and there were strobe lights dancing colors around the huge room. We headed up to the bar, pushing through the people as we made our way.  We started the night off with a few shots of whiskey. I felt like I was in college again, except for I was wearing a skirt. We started grinding on each other, and I could feel piercing eyes around the room looking at us. A few more shots later, and we were both officially drunk. I’m not exactly sure when I lost track of Randy, but all of a sudden she was gone.

It was then that I saw her – not Randy, but a seriously hot brunette who was wearing a short, silver sequined dress. She had really long legs, and smooth black hair. And the most beautiful face I’d ever seen. She had these big blue doe eyes, fringed with dark lashes, high cheek bones, and pouty red lips that were just soooo kissable. I couldn’t help but stare at her. Being drunk, I’m sure I must’ve just been gawking at her with a look of awe on my face. She was looking at me, too, and then walked right over and took me by the hand.

I didn’t know where we were going, and I was kind of shocked. I looked nervously over my shoulder for Randy as this beauty in silver pulled me along through the crowd towards the back of the club. I didn’t see Randy anywhere. I should’ve stopped, but my resistance was low and I wanted to follow her just to see where this would lead. I was woozy, and it seemed like I was in a dream or something. Like it wasn’t real.

I hesitated as we approached the ladies room, but she pulled me along anyway. She shoved me into the last stall, and her lips were suddenly on mine, so plump and so very wet. Her hands were in my hair, my long wig, and I had my hands firmy on her rounded ass that was so perfectly accentuated by that silver mini dress. I was so hot for her I thought I was gonna lose it right then and there. She kissed my neck and slowly moved down to lift up my skirt and peel down my black stockings. My veiny cock was in her perfect red lips, and she started sucking on me. I don’t know if it was the alcohol or not, but it felt like the best blowjob of my life. She cradled my hairy nuts so tenderly, and just when I thought I would cum, she turned me around and positioned me bent over onto the toilet seat. It was then that she gave such loving attention to my back end – with her mouth. I was going insane, having never had that done before. I was panting and moaning and groaning, my elbows resting on that closed seat lid. What an amazing girl.

“Oh, Baby…oh Baby,” I murmured as she did her job back there. I’d like to say I thought about Randy and our marriage – our vows. But I didn’t. I was drunk, and lost in the most complete ecstasy of my life. I was so hot and wet back there, I didn’t know what to do. Who knew being in drag could be so fuckin’ sexy. Anyway, it was at that point that she stopped, and I turned around to sit down on the seat. I was still pretty dizzy from the shots when she lifted up her beautiful sequined gown to reveal her own huge, rock-hard cock. I should’ve known – no woman had ever dragged me into a bathroom for a sexual encounter before. I looked up at her beautiful face, and I could still feel that hot, wet spot on my behind. It was at that point that I had to make a decision.

I looked at her big cock, and then her lovely face again. I closed my eyes, and took the dark plunge when I took that enormous piece of meat into my mouth and throat. I grabbed her round, bare ass as I did so, and lavished her penis with so much love that she started to buck against me as I sucked her off. She was all shaven down there, and I rolled her balls in my hands as I licked up and down the shaft. It was incredibly hot. Finally, I stood up and kissed her softly, deeply on the lips. My tongue darted around inside of her mouth, rubbing up against hers, and I knew what was coming next – I was about to be sissified. I was going to be this guys’s sissy boy, for real. I won’t say I wasn’t scared, but I must’ve been more turned on and curious than afraid of having my ass violated. It was still so moist, and there was definitely a desperate wanting, a desire back there for…something. I turned around and bent over once again, with my elbows on the closed seat cover and tried to prepare to get that big missile. She licked around back there some more, priming the pump so to speak. I was primed, and ready. And all of a sudden, scared stiff.

I could feel her position it up against my virgin asshole, and had second thoughts for just a moment before she pushed deep inside of me. It hurt so bad, I was sure I would faint or die or something. I held tight to the sides of the toilet as I moaned and whined from the manmeat that was plowing my tiny little hole back there. I wanted to cry like the little sissy boy I was. I started wondering how I’d gotten myself into this position, dressed as a girl with makeup on, bent over a toilet seat and being fucked up the ass. My legs trembled as I continued to take my punishment – I was sure it would get better eventually. I was so filled up back there, and he pumped so hard and so fast. And the pain was so intense, I could feel tears welling up in my eyes.

“Oh, yeah, yeah, you’re so fuckin’ tight,” he whispered in my ear as he bumped and humped me for all I was worth. We were both sweating, and even though I was drunk, I knew I wanted to be loved by him the moment I’d set eyes on him. I wanted him to use me up and throw me out. My ass was soooo sore, but he just kept giving me more and more. His dick hit some magic button up in my ass, and it was then that I started dripping cum out of my own thick, red cock. He reached around and jerked me off, finishing my orgasm as he came hard and fast in my asshole. Wearing a skirt, a blonde wig, and makeup, I took spurt after spurt of his creamy goodness up my ass until there was no more to be taken. I thought of myself as a sissy boy, and it made my own cock jerk – because it turned me on.

I pulled my underwear back on and we straightened ourselves up before exiting the ladies room. I took off as soon as we were back into the crowd, and eventually managed to find Randy talking to one of her coworkers in the front part of the club. As I carefully sat down on the seat of the cab, my sphincter was so very raw and sore I thought I would scream like a little girl. But I didn’t. And I never told Randy, either.

Made a Sissy - Inside the Gay Theatre

It was just one day past my eighteenth birthday when it happened. I was walking back from a party when I noticed a group of men standing around across the street from me. I was curious, so I crossed the street, and as I did so, they all seemed to hurry inside. It was a theatre, and I wasn’t really in the mood to go home to bed just yet; I could watch a movie.

It was really dark in the theatre, and I had to pass a few heavy-set men in order to reach a seat in one of the middle aisles. I had just taken my seat when I noticed two men on the screen, kissing. I was pretty uncomfortable with this, and I hoped some women would show up in the next scene of the movie. They didn’t. What followed were graphic homosexual scenes, and it was then that I noticed that everyone in the darkened room, except me, had his cock in his hand and was pulling it for all it was worth. They moaned, they groaned…all along with the actors onstage that were fucking each other up the ass.

I realized I had made a mistake, probably because I’d had a few drinks at the party. I didn’t want to stand up and have to walk past the two big burly guys at the end of my row. I just sat there, cognizant of the fact that I was the smallest, slightest guy in there. It was then that I caught the eye of the large man next to me.

He pushed down the seat next to him and motioned for me to come take it. I froze, not knowing what to do. I looked around, but no one else seemed to notice – they were all too busy playing with themselves and watching that filthy movie. He just kept beckoning me over to him, and I tried to ignore him, concentrating on the gay porn in front of me. My cock stirred in my pants, and I began to fidget nervously. I was just so uncomfortable. It was then that he got up and made his way towards me. I was stuck – to the right of me was the wall, and he was now blocking my exit on the left. He took the seat next to me, and tossed his leather biker jacket into the empty seat next to him.

His large member was in his hand once again, and he was looking at me amorously, at least that’s what I thought. He leaned over to whisper in my ear.

“Get down on the floor,” he told me softly, but in a commanding tone.

“Wh-what? No!” I told him in an indignant voice.

“C-come on, you know you want to,” he whispered, now kissing my neck. My dick jumped in my pants, and I was very nervous. He grabbed my thigh, and his hand practically went all the way around it.

“Now!” he said gruffly, and I knew I wasn’t going to leave without doing it. I hoped no one noticed as I slipped out of my seat and slunk down onto the floor. He pulled me over in front of him. I was on my knees, facing his pecker and I told myself I really had no choice as I lowered my mouth down on top of it. He covered my head with his jacket and I could feel his body relax as I sucked his meat. My jaw hurt because it was so large, and I just couldn’t believe I was doing it to begin with. I had to make it really wet so it would slide in and out of my mouth, and as I did so, my own hard-on got much stiffer in my pants.

“Oh, yeah – good, good, Sissy Boy, swallow me whole,” he taunted me as I took his bumpy member down my throat to a point where I couldn’t breathe. I thought I would suffocate as he left it there, lying in my throat for a good long time. Then, he’d let me come up for a breath. This happened over and over again, and eventually I got the hint that this blowjob was going to last for the entire movie.

I must’ve sucked his dick for an hour when he finally came, filling my throat and mouth with warm, creamy, salty stuff. He even made me clean him off with my mouth before I got to come up and take my seat next to him. I lapped up all that cum, cleaning him off good. His hands reached over to my lap, and he began fumbling with my jean’s button and unzipped them. His big hand slipped inside my boxers, and I couldn’t help but moan as he grabbed my own little cock. He was still giving me a rough hand job when the credits on the movie started to roll.

“Do up yourself,” he told me quickly as the lights came up in the theatre. We both stood up and made our across the aisle and then out of the theatre. It was at that point that he pulled on his leather jacket, and put his arm around my shoulder as he turned me in a westward direction.

“You’re coming home with me,” he told me as he guided me down the dark street towards his apartment.

“No-I-I think you’ve got the wrong idea,” I whimpered to him as he led me along.

“Oh, no – I’ve got the right idea – you know, young guys like you don’t just show up at a gay porn show. You’re curious, right? You don’t know – you’re confused, about what you want. Well, I’m gonna clear things up for you tonight,” he told me in almost a fatherly tone. I knew he must be right – subconsciously, I must’ve known when I walked into that theatre. I must’ve wanted this.

“You’re gonna be gentle with me, right?” I asked him, almost sounding like a child now.

“The gentlest,” he promised as he kissed me on the cheek. We continued on towards his home, his arm still around my shoulders.

We entered a shabby apartment building, and climbed two flights of stairs to his place. He opened the door with a key. It was messy inside, with old cans of Coke and pizza boxes littering the floor. He pointed towards the bedroom, and I went inside. No sooner did we enter the room, and we were all over each other.

I was ripping at his belt buckle, and he was peeling my sweatshirt and t-shirt off over my head. We were like animals in heat, and as we were still trying to get our clothes off, he grabbed me and kissed me hard on the mouth, his tongue diving deep inside my mouth. He reached down, and lowered my boxers, and then stripped off his tight white underwear. He sucked my little dude for just a moment before he savagely threw me over the side of his bed. I was face-down, and practically crying out for it.

His mouth was on my asshole, and I just whined out loud for his cock. I begged him for it. I only got to wonder for a second what it would feel like when he popped inside with just one thrust. My knees buckled, and I cried out from the pain. He fucked my ass long and hard, until I was just so sore. Then, I took my turn, fucking his big fat hairy ass with my little dick. He really seemed to like it. We did it all night long, banging each other, kissing, and sucking cock. Eventually, I fell asleep in his big, muscular arms.

In the morning, when I woke up, I grabbed my clothes, dressed quickly, and silently slipped out of his apartment. He was snoring loudly; I never even knew his name.

The Cowboy’s Sissy

The first time I saw him, he was walking across the road from me. Tight jeans and scuffed up cowboy boots. I didn’t know it at the time, but Dan was the other guy hired to move cattle through the mountains with me. He was attractive – the kind of rugged good looks that turned all the girls’ heads. I wasn’t a girl, but I have to admit that I noticed him right away.

We hit it off, too. He was real easy to talk to, and not an asshole like a lot of the other cowboys I’d worked with. They usually judged me – for not being as tall, as muscular, as manly as they were. But still, I was a right good herder, learned to rope and ride as soon as I could walk. My father was a rancher, and his father before him. I’d come by this life honestly enough.

There’s something so intimate about being alone, way up in the mountains, sitting in the low light of a campfire. We spoke in low voices, telling stories about our lives, our adventures, our families. Neither of us were married, but we talked about our parents and siblings. It was then that I really realized how handsome Dan was. That lighting, surrounded by darkness, left shadows that showed his square, strong chin, cheekbones, and chiselled nose. Those big blue eyes shone in the light as he spoke to me in a low, southern drawl.

I didn’t want him to think I was attracted to him, and I hoped it wasn’t obvious. In fact, I tried not to look too deeply into those eyes or do anything else to betray my feelings. I felt like I could sit right there and listen to him forever. A million stars filled the warm night sky, and it really felt as though we were the only two people left in the world. It must’ve been about midnight as his eyes grew heavy, and we decided to call it a night. We went inside the tent as the fire died down to embers. I flicked on the lantern, and we began to undress, taking off our hats, pulling off our boots and peeling down our jeans.

Dan had an incredible body – a broad, bare chest and muscular arms. His behind was round, and I bit my lower lip as we stood there facing each other in our underwear. I couldn’t help what happened next. I moved in close to him, and wrapped my arms around his neck, pressing my body up against his. He made no move to stop me or to move away, and before I knew it, his soft, full lips were pressed hard up against mine. His warm, wet mouth explored me, his tongue swirling in my mouth. I moaned loudly in response, clinging to him like a little girl. All pretenses melted away – and there was no denying what was happening between us.

“I’ve never wanted a man before,” he whispered as he trailed kisses down my neck and across my shoulders. A fire of desire set out over my entire body, and I could feel my cock rustle in my underwear. I hadn’t been with a man, either, but that didn’t stop my knees from buckling, and I went down on my knees for him.

I peeled down the front of his underwear, and felt no reserve as I took him into my wanting lips. He groaned loudly. I sucked his huge pecker, wetting it with my mouth and taking him again and again through my lips and down deep into my throat. His body shook, and I gripped him hard, doing a combination of a hand job and blow job at the same time. I knew from experience that this felt amazing – at least when a girl had done it to me…

Dan pulled away from me, and gently laid me down on the sleeping bag. I was trembling all over as he began kissing me again, his hands running all over my body. He pulled down my underwear and tugged on my dick, making it even harder than it had been before. I’d always been bi-curious, but I never really thought it would happen. I’m sure Dan never thought he’d be with a man, as he seemed even more straight than I was.

“I wanna suck you off,” he murmured in a low voice as he removed my underwear from my ankles. I tried to maintain my composure, but I was about to explode as those words left his mouth. Then, his lovely, curvy lips were on my cock. I noticeably shuttered, realizing this was going to be the night of my life. I tried not to cum, I really tried, but I could feel myself losing it, and he could too. He stopped, and rolled me over.

“I’ve never wanted someone so bad in my life,” he told me as he licked around back there, preparing me for what was to come.

“Ohhhh,” I moaned as he continued to tease me, whether he knew he was doing it or not. I think he knew – how could he not given all the noise I was making. I just wanted him to take me.

He lifted me up so I was on all fours, and I was so hot and wet back there that I thought I was gonna go crazy. It was at that moment that I felt his wonderful cock nestle up against my back door. I tried to prepare for it, but it was no use. With one thrust, he popped up inside me and I let out a groan as I became Dan’s lover. It hurt like hell – I won’t lie about that. I thought I would die if he kept going, but I thought I’d rather be dead than have him stop. It went on and on, and I clutched that plaid sleeping bag in my fists as he took me again and again. We were sweating, and it seemed so barbaric, so forbidden. As I whined and carried on, he reached around and was tugging at my meat with his rough hand.

“So good, it’s so good,” he told me in short gasps as he continued to plow his way into me. He huffed and grunted, giving me all of himself. We went on like this for maybe half an hour before I was reaching orgasm, and I stuttered.

“I-I’m coming,” I managed to say as I began to jerk uncontrollably. This set off a reaction in Dan, and he thrust deep inside me once more, unloading steams of warm jism up inside my ass as his body convulsed. I collapsed into his strong arms onto the ground. Eventually, we fell into a deep sleep.

I awoke to the sun coming up, and I watched Dan sleeping for a long while. I wondered what would happen, if it would be awkward between us for the rest of the job. We still had six weeks alone up in the mountains together, and to be near him and not have him would be torture. But when he awoke, he smiled at me and pulled me in for a deep, sensual kiss. It was then that I knew everything would be all right.

It’s been twenty years since our time in the mountains together. Dan and I kept in touch with letters for a while, but eventually drifted apart. You know how that goes. I met Christine, and we got married. I heard he got married too, and I knew I’d never see him, never be held in his strong arms or look into those soulful eyes again. But that doesn’t mean I can forget. 

More Erotic Sissy Stories for Your Enjoyment…

Made a Sissy at the Doctor’s Office

I should’ve known when the package came in the mail that something was up. Of course, I wasn’t allowed to open the box until she got home from work – but I just had a weird feeling about the perfectly normal-looking brown package.

It was hot pink lace – sissy panties that she’d found online. The back of them was almost non-existent, but the front had a see-through pink lace sheath that my penis is inserted into.  They were very feminine and delicate – lacy. She made me try them on with my new black high heels and a silk bra that she’d also purchased. I was a bit embarrassed, but I knew better than to cross Larissa. She always got her way – one way or another.

We actually started out in a conventional way. We met at a bar, and hit it off right away. Some people, my friends, in fact, found Larissa a bit off-putting. She’s bossy, she’s loud – but if you can put up with her mouth, her body is absolutely bangin’. And long, straight blonde hair. She has a pretty face, too. Beautiful eyes, a nose that is thin and perhaps a tiny bit too long for her face, but full, pouty lips that are absolutely mesmerizing. I wanted to bang her right away. I love blondes. My friends wanted to fuck her too, but they couldn’t get passed her…personality.

And I’m the first to admit that we’re an odd couple – direct opposites as a matter of fact. I’m a personal trainer – I’ve always been obsessed with being in shape, working out at the gym. I’ve been a jock since high school – I played football and hockey since I was a little kid. Despite being into a lot of physical activities, I’ll confess that I’m a little bit shy – and way more introspective than Larissa ever thought of being.

We started out dating, and she took over almost from the start. We moved in together, and I went from a macho guy who just worried about getting laid to a little boy that just desperately needs his mamma’s approval. And Larissa likes nothing better than a challenge; taking me from a guy’s guy – a body builder, to a sissy boy was her ultimate goal. She’d had only limited success, of course. I went along with letting her take control – telling me what to do both in public and private. I let her spank me with a paddle in ass-less leather chaps, but I said no when she wanted me to do things with other men. And I wouldn’t wear girls clothing – underwear or otherwise.

Now, with the arrival of my new sissy panties, that was all changing. She’d convinced me to try them on – with the new bra and a pair of black high heels.

“Don’t you like them?” she asked, a smirk playing on her perfect, curvy lips.

“Larissa.”

“What?” she asked, getting annoyed now. Her hands were planted firmly on her curvy hips.

“You know how I feel about this,” I tried to explain to her as I nervously hitched in the lacy panties.

“Yeah, Brad – I do know – but I’ve had enough of this. Tomorrow, you’re going to see the doctor – to see just what the fuck is wrong with you – because I’ve absolutely had it with you,” she spat the words out at me.

“Doctor – what kind of doctor?” I asked, almost breaking an ankle as I pulled off the shiny, black pumps she’d made me try on.

“Don’t worry about it – you’ll find out tomorrow,” she said, storming back towards the bedroom. Larissa always turned me on when she was pissed off – which was a lot. But it was no use. She wouldn’t let me touch her the whole night.

She made me wear my new pink sissy panties to the doctor’s office. I was more than a bit uncomfortable with that, but she let me wear my jeans, t-shirt, and Nikes to make me feel better. I still couldn’t forget I was wearing them, though, as they were definitely itchier than my regular boxers.

As we pulled up, I wondered loudly what kind of a “doctor” had an office in the back of a strip mall.

“A specialist – you’re gonna get a very thorough exam and some…therapy,” she explained to me as she turned off the car and pulled the keys out of the ignition.

“Therapy – great,” I said in my most sarcastic voice.

“I could do without the sarcasm. And I’m just gonna say this, Brad – if this doesn’t work – it’s over. I’ve spent way too much time trying to fix whatever is going on between the two of us, and I’m not happy, so ….let’s just say this better work….or I’m done,” her words tore through my heart like a knife. I was in love with her, despite all of her shortcomings, and I certainly didn’t want to start over with anyone else. I just wanted Larissa. I wanted to make her happy.

“Ok, ok – I got it,” I reassured her as I closed my car door and headed into the office. It looked like any other doctor’s office – a TV, magazines. There were a number of chairs, but we were the only ones there other than a receptionist with big, curly red hair. So, I checked in with her. It wasn’t long before I was escorted into the doctor’s office, and Larissa came along behind me. She acts like she’s my mother or something.

“Get undressed – the doctor will be with you in a minute,” the old nurse told me as she walked out the door and closed it behind herself. I could’ve shit – I certainly didn’t want anyone to see my sissy panties! I got really nervous right then, but Larissa told me to take off my jeans and t-shirt and lie down on the paper-covered hospital bed. I would’ve rather been naked than lying there in sissy underwear, but Larissa made me keep them on. That’s when Dr. Davis came in.

“So, you must be Brad,” he said in a professional tone as he shook my hand. I tried to cover up my pink, lace panties with my other hand but it didn’t work.

He was a handsome man – taller than normal with dark hair that was straight and cut short. He clearly worked out, as his muscles were obvious even under his suit and white coat.

“I like your panties,” he told me as he rolled me over onto my side, facing the white cement wall. He pulled my thong down just a little, and then I could feel something cold and wet being applied to my asshole. I jumped as soon as he touched me.

“I know – it’s a bit cold, isn’t it?” he asked as he reached over to grab something I couldn’t see off of his table.

“Now, this will only hurt a little,” Dr. Davis informed me as he pushed something hard up against my lubed hole. It hurt like hell, but I wasn’t about to yell out. I just let him impale me with whatever it was as I breathed loudly and groaned. It felt like my insides had been absolutely plowed, and my legs trembled from the awful sensation.

“Good girl,” the doctor said as I let him insert that big butt-plug up inside of my ass. I turned pale at that time, all blood draining from my face. I was real quiet. Why was he calling me a girl? I looked over at Larissa, who looked quite pleased with how things were progressing. Dr. Davis then set me back down onto my back, leaving that nasty butt plug buried up my poor, virginal asshole.

“It hurts,” I told them, but it didn’t matter.

“You’ll feel a lot better in just a minute,” the doctor said as he pulled down the front of my lace underwear, releasing my veiny cock from its pink, lace sheath. He massaged my balls, but I don’t know if he was doing an exam or simply trying to make me hard. It worked, my little soldier came to attention despite the excrutiating pain radiating from my ass. Before I knew what was happening, he was sucking my cock.

I looked over at Larissa with big eyes as he deep-throated my cock, and she was absolutely thrilled. This was what she’d wanted all along, of course. She wanted me to take part in homosexual acts while she watched. And now, here I was, letting this good-looking doctor suck my pecker for all it was worth. I wanted him to stop, but I didn’t. It was the best blow job I ever got – hands down. So, I laid there, my lacy pink panties half-way down my thighs, and let him suck me into oblivion. My breathing became harder, and I moaned loudly as my toes curled. I’ll admit – it turned me on. I began caressing the back of his head and then after a few “ugh, ughs” from me, I filled his throat with my thick, creamy goodness. He greedily swallowed it all before sitting down in the office chair. It was then that he unzipped his fly and pulled down his trousers to expose his big, red shaft to me.

“My turn,” I heard the doctor say as I was barely recovering from my earth-shattering orgasm. I climbed down off the table, completely shocked by the fact that I was gonna be swallowing this guy’s big piece of meat. I could tell Larissa was loving every minute of it. Her biggest fantasy was setting me up with someone online and then making me suck his big pecker. It was something I’d managed to avoid, until now.

I pulled up my panties, and then got down on my knees in front of Dr. Davis. I stared at his dick, and it felt like it was looking back at me. I swallowed hard before licking my lips and forcing myself to take the head of it inside of my mouth.

“Ohhhh,” the guy groaned as I started sucking his meat as hard as I could. As I bobbed up and down on his hard shaft, I realized that I had finally become the biggest sissy ever. My asshole was aching from that torturous plug as I moved. The sissy panties, the punishment, and the doctor’s dink in my throat actually turned me on – more than I’d ever thought possible. I did my best to give the doctor the wettest, tightest blowjob ever, and I knew I’d become a real sissy boy as I felt his hot jism squirt down my throat, again and again. I licked his cock perfectly clean afterwards.

When we were done, Larissa broke out into loud applause.

Becoming a Sissy for the Billionaire

I met Mr. Johnson while working as a waiter at a five-star restaurant. He came in several times a week, usually with people who looked like business associates, but other times with friends or family. The other waiters all gossiped about pretty much everyone who came into Bonne Nuit, but no one more than Mr. Johnson. Everyone wanted to wait on his party – because his tips were legendary.

The night I waited on him, the place was crazy. Friday nights are always busy, but there was a concert in town so it was even more crowded. I have to admit, I was nervous – just because I’d heard so many stories about him. This guy was rich – and not typically rich. He was very, very wealthy. I tried to keep my hands from shaking as I memorized their orders.

“Busy tonight, eh?” Mr. Johnson said with a big smile.

“Yes – very –,” I managed to say, before going to put in their orders. He made me nervous, and I couldn’t say anything else. I’m naturally a bit shy, so saying anything more wouldn’t have been possible – at least not to him.

They stayed for hours, but I didn’t mind because I knew I’d be getting a very generous tip. Finally, at about ten, they stood up and made their way for the door. Mr. Johnson lagged behind the other men as they left through the front doors. He stayed behind, and as I was walking by the bar, he asked if he could speak with me a moment. He’d just given me the largest tip I’d ever been given, so of course I was going to comply with any request.

“I’ve got a proposal for you, Tom,” he told me as we nestled into a corner for a private chat. His hand swept through his salt and pepper hair as his ice blue eyes looked directly into mine. I had no idea what he could want from me. I just stared at him, listening intently, but wanting to look away.

“Are you done for the evening?” he inquired.

“Yeah – I just logged out,” I told him. I’d been getting ready to grab my coat and leave when he’d approached me.

“Great – let’s head over to my place - we can grab a drink and talk business,” he suggested. I thought this was a bit strange, of course, but I figured what could it hurt? It just might be the biggest break of my life, if this guy had a job to offer me or something. This was a prestigious man – it wasn’t like he was a serial killer or something.

I grabbed my coat and left the place with him. The cold, fresh October air hit us as we walked out of the restaurant together, and his limousine was waiting for us in the front. Leaves swept down the street as we entered it. We made polite chit-chat in the back as the driver took us across town and then out to the suburbs. He turned onto a long, brick driveway and made way up to an unbelievable home that looked to be the square footage of six regular houses. Yeah, I was definitely out of my league…

We went inside, and settled down into some sort of library room. He pulled out a box of Cuban cigars, and offered me one. I declined, but he took one and slowly lit it, puffing as he did so. We had a drink, which he poured. It was almost two glasses of brandy later when he finally got to his point.

“You’ve got enormous potential, Tom – really - I could see it from the first time I saw you at Bonne Nuit. You’ve got a handsome face and a well-defined body - one that would make most male models envious. You’re smart, you’re charming. Waiting tables is just a waste of time for someone like you – what is it that you want out of life?” he asked me. I thought he was going to offer me a job at his company, so I was a bit surprised when the conversation turned philosophical.

I looked down into my caramel-colored drink, and pondered this a bit. Was this a test? An interview? What should I say?

“I don’t know – I guess what everyone wants. A happy life, time to travel, to experience life while you’re still young enough to do it. I certainly don’t plan on being a waiter forever,” was what I came out with.

“Yes – yes – that’s what people want, but so many will never achieve it. And that’s through no fault of their own, of course – it’s a matter of circumstance, and sometimes of luck – serendipity. I believe we’ve met for a reason, Tom, and I have the ability to completely change your circumstances.”

I sat there quietly, just looking at him. I didn’t know what to say. This man in front of me had everything – everything that I wanted. I would kill to have his life. But, probably never would. Unless I took a chance…a chance to change the pathway of my plain, pathetic life.

“Mr. Johnson,” I started to say, but instead he got up out of the chair across from me and sat beside me on the sofa. Before I knew what was happening, both of his hands were resting on my cheeks. His voice was different now – soft and low, almost… sensual?

“I want you, Tom, like I’ve never wanted anyone. And I’m very good at getting what I want. I can change everything for you. We can live here together, travel – you can have anything and everything you want. It will be an incredible life, I can guarantee that, if you’ll just decide to stay here with me.”

I sat there frozen, in shock. I didn’t know he was into men – you’d think with all the rumors I’d heard about him that that would’ve come up. But it never did. And here I was – faced with quite possibly the decision of a lifetime. I felt like I was in some kind of alternate universe. How could this be happening, and what was I gonna say? Being with him would certainly change everything – and he certainly was a handsome guy, even if he was quite a bit older than me.

“I-I,” I started to say, but his mouth was on mine – warm and wet, and I couldn’t prevent a moan from escaping my lips. Our hands were all over each other – we were like animals, and I knew I’d made my decision…without saying so much as a word. He stood up suddenly, and took my hand in his. Mr. Johnson guided me up a majestic spiral staircase that led to the master bedroom. I already had a hard-on for him, and it sure felt like I was in a dream. I just let him lead me. I would go where he wanted me to go, I would do what he wanted me to do. There was no question now.

When we reached his bedroom, I thought we would just go crazy on each other. But Mr. Johnson was not like any ordinary person. This would indeed be different. How could I make love to a man who just a few hours before I had been afraid to talk to? The brandy helped, but I was still nervous, excited, at the prospect of spending the night with him, in his beautiful home.

Once inside the ornate bedroom, Mr. Johnson pointed towards one of two walk-in closets attached to the room.

“Put something more comfortable on,” he offered me as he motioned towards the closet. I didn’t know why I had to change because I thought we were about to get naked, but I went into the closet as instructed. I was shocked upon entering, as it was filled with long, beautiful gowns. Designer labels hung from all of them, and there were high heels, large ones, neatly lining the floor. I looked around, but there were no men’s clothes in the room.

Although I’d never done anything like it before, I chose a long, beaded red gown from the rack. There were matching shoes on the floor beneath it, and when I slipped them on, they fit quite well. I stripped down out of my jeans and t-shirt, and slithered into the designer dress. Then, I reluctantly stepped out of the closet.

“You look so beautiful, Baby,” he whispered as he stood, advanced towards me, and grabbed my hand in his.

“Thank you,” I said in reply as he embraced me and started nuzzling on my neck and down across my exposed shoulders. He guided me towards the bed, and carefully laid me down upon it. He lit several tall candles in sterling silver candle holders on tables next to his bed, and turned out the lights. I felt more than a little self-conscious, lying there in a woman’s gown.

Mr. Johnson, still wearing a dress shirt and trousers, laid down next to me. He was kissing me, and rubbing the bulge that was protruding from my groin, still covered by a bejeweled gown. I was still a little nervous – rigid. I’m not sure if it was because of the women’s clothing, or simply because he was…him.

“Relax, pretty baby – just let it happen,” he whispered to me in the candle light, and I could feel my body beginning to relax under his gentle touch. He reached up into the high slit of my gown, and began fondling my cock. It felt so good, and I reached for the lump in his pants as well, unzipping his trousers and setting his big dick loose. His kisses were so gentle, but so needy. His tongue plundered by mouth, and I sighed because of the deep desire I was feeling for him. He hitched up my dress to my hips, and began sucking hard on my veiny cock. I gasped, not believing how good it felt to be caressed by his mouth. I moved my groin in tandem with his motion, basically moving my penis in and out of his hot, wet mouth. I couldn’t believe this was happening to me.

I eventually rolled him over onto his back, so that I was on top of him.

“I want to suck your cock,” I softly said to the billionaire in an almost desperate voice that surprised even myself. I pulled his pants off, and he unbuttoned his expensive, white cotton shirt. Still wearing my designer dress, I went down on him. His hands were on my head, petting my blonde hair, as I sucked him off. I sucked him hard – and fast. He moaned as I quickened the pace, and I thought he could come at any time. I wanted to fuck him so badly that my dick ached, and my balls were so full and hard. It was then that he told me.

“I’ve gotta fuck you, Tom,” he said in a sultry, bedroom voice. I’d never been fucked up the ass, but I knew there was no use trying to resist it. He wanted me, and I wanted him, too – too much. I thought it would hurt, because his cock was pretty big – I mean much longer and thicker than normal. I got up off of him and assumed the position on my hands and knees with my ass in the air. Scared to death, I knew I was about to start my new life.

He lubed up with something from his nightstand drawer, thank God. Mr. Johnson – I’d have to stop calling him that! – positioned himself up behind me, and nestled his penis into the crevice of my ass. His hands found my narrow hips, and I could feel my own legs trembling. I knew I was about to be reamed. He rubbed my ass for a few moments, enjoying my nervous anticipation, before thrusting himself up into my tight little virgin hole. I moaned loudly as he took me, his huge cock pushing against that hard ring up inside of my asshole. I wanted him to pull out, but I couldn’t speak – I couldn’t do a thing. He thrust again, and punched deeper up inside of me. My ass was on fire! I felt a pain like I’d never experienced – and never want to feel again.

“Oh, you’re so good, pretty baby – so tight – just like I’ve imagined for so, so long,” were the words I heard behind me as he banged up hard against my ass. I tried to prepare for every thrust, but it just wasn’t possible. Eventually, I just gave up and let him have at it for a while. Mr. Johnson felt around to the front of me, and began stroking my member really fast. He must’ve hit my prostate right then, because I came like never before, grunting and spewing stickiness all over his thick, expensive Egyptian cotton sheets. He came shortly thereafter, filling my ripped asshole with hot jism that soothed it and strangely, made it feel better. He kissed me gently on the lips, before pulling a heavy bedspread up over us. I was still wearing a red dress as I fell asleep in his muscular arms.

I knew things would never be the same again.

MoRE SToRIES FoR YoU…

Taken to Be Sissy for the Biker Gang

It started as a normal Friday night for me. I was drinking a few beers with my friend, Stan at our usual place, Sonny’s. I’d know Stan since high school, and he was going through a crappy divorce after only being married three years. So, I was trying to be there for him, spend time with him, and just be supportive. We’d already had about four beers when they crowded through the door. Their voices were loud, and domineering.

It was a bunch of guys I’d never seen before, and that’s different in our small town. I usually know everyone who walks in the place, but this group definitely wasn’t from around here. They looked real tough – lots of leather jackets, chaps, and chains hung from their clothing. Most of them had beards and moustaches. The minute I saw them, I looked at Stan with a look of “this is gonna be trouble.” We stayed real quiet, just trying to mind our own business. Our voices went down to just mumbles between the two of us.

“You boys want another?” Tiffany asked as she continued washing glasses over the sink at the bar.  Her huge breasts were prominently displayed in her tight, low cut v-neck shirt. She got more tips that way. I remembered the last time I fucked her – she’d made noises like a strangled cat. I smiled at her, because this struck me as funny. Redheads – they were always a little… off.

I was ready to go, given the new clientele, but Stan said yes and I was stuck there having another beer. He talked about what a bitch his soon-to-be ex Lynda was, and I just nodded as the cool blast of my new beer hit the back of my throat. We talked a while longer, and I was determined to get out of there after this last beer.

“Oh, I gotta take a piss,” Stan groaned as he stood up, a little wobbly from the alcohol. Before I knew it, he was off to the men’s room, leaving me alone. Tiffany was way down at the other end of the bar, waiting on a heavy-set customer. All of a sudden, I was surrounded by these tough bikers, and I thought I heard one of them say “Now.” Someone grabbed my arm, and I was hurried, almost dragged, out the backdoor, completely surrounded by the bikers. It happened in a second, and no one in the bar saw anything.

In the parking lot, I was put on the back of a Harley. I thought about resisting, but they were all way bigger than me – and I was definitely outnumbered by like ten to one. There was no one else in the parking lot as I looked around, hoping to see someone I knew. I didn’t know what they wanted with me, but I figured they’d drive me a few blocks away, rob me, and let me go or something. I’d just gotten paid for a job I did, so I had a few hundred dollars cash on me. I’d give them that, and then they’d be on their way. I was sure of it.

I had to hold on tight to the big man driving the bike, and I wrapped my small arms around his waist, the black, soft leather cold against my skin. He was very muscular – I could tell even though he was dressed in a jacket and black leather chaps. He had slicked-back black hair and a black moustache that was neatly clipped. I guess he’d be considered good-looking by the ladies. I clutched to him quite tightly, because I’d never ridden on a motorcycle before. The group of motorcycles turned left onto the highway, and I wondered where the fuck we were going. You certainly didn’t need to drive someone miles and miles just to rob them. That made me even more apprehensive.

When we hit exit 43, they turned off and we ended up pulling into some kind of old campground. As they pulled up to some tents, it became clear that this is where they were staying. I was really scared now – what the hell did they want with me? I thought briefly about Stan, and whether he was wondering what happened to me. All that was left at the bar was my half-empty glass of beer. Maybe he’d ask Tiffany where I went, and she’d say she doesn’t know – that she didn’t see me leave. How the fuck did I get myself in this mess? One minute I was drinking a beer, listening to my friend whine about his marriage, and now I was here – with a bunch of the scariest-looking dudes I’d ever seen.

We all got off the bikes, and I just stood there, not knowing what to do. There were some other bikers there, sitting around a big, crackling campfire. I looked around – just one big campground that had been deserted a long time ago. Nowhere to run and hide – it was all cleared out. It looked like there was a fringe of forest way beyond all the sites, about six hundred feet away. It was hard to see, though, as the fire and a few kerosene lamps staggered throughout the site were the only light. The big guy who I’d been riding with walked over to a cooler and pulled out a couple beers. He handed me one, which I thought was kind of weird. I started pounding it, to try to help calm my nerves.

“Oh – she’s a beauty,” one older guy sitting by the campfire commented as he looked me up and down.

“Yeah, we really outdid ourselves this time – blonde - such great cheekbones – and those light green eyes,” one of the guys who was at the bar replied.

“She’s got the littlest ass, too,” another one said, and it began dawning on me that they’d brought me here because they thought I was attractive? That really freaked me out.

“Sit down,” I was told by another big dude with a beard, and I sat down on the ground near the fire.

“And look – she even does what she’s told,” said a deep voice behind me, and they all started laughing.

The man who I’d ridden with sat down next to me on the ground. He talked to me a soothing, quiet voice.

“What’s your name?” he purred into my ear, making goosebumps pop up all over me.

“Jay,” I replied, realizing just afterwards that I should’ve given him a fake name. I raked my hand through my shoulder-length platinum hair - nervously.

“What do you do, Jay?” was the next question. This time I was gonna lie, but I couldn’t come up with anything. So, I just told the truth.

“I’m a model,” I said quietly, and they all started laughing hysterically.

“I bet you are,” he replied, smiling at me. He stood up, and reached his hand down to me, as if to pull me up to a standing position. I took his hand, and he pulled me up. He headed toward a navy tent, and I followed along behind him as he led me by the hand. The rest of them let out a bunch of lewd catcalls as we entered the tent. I didn’t really see any other option at the time, so I crawled into the tent behind him. There was dim light from a battery-powered lantern that sat in the corner of the tent.

“OK – here’s the deal. I’m not gonna make you do anything you don’t want to – in fact, I’ll put you on the back of my bike and take you back to that bar right now – if you want,” he told me as we sat down on a plaid sleeping bag. I’d had too much to drink, and I felt a bit woozy.

“Yeah – yeah,” I said, thinking I’d be better off just to get the hell out of there.

“Or – we could have a little fun first,” he continued, putting his big, strong hand around my upper thigh. He leaned in to me, and his warm, wet lips brushed my own as he began kissing me. I’d never kissed a man before, and I was surprised that it just made me melt. I could feel myself becoming aroused, and blood rushed into my cock in my jeans. It was scary, it was exciting. I could feel myself take hold of his leather jacket, clutching it, just trying to stabilize myself. The inside of the tent was spinning, and his kisses were so soft, so gentle, yet so persistent. He removed his leather jacket, and he was just wearing a sleeveless white t-shirt underneath. He was tanned, and he took me in his muscular arms.

“Oh, so you like this,” he whispered as he felt the bulge in my jeans. His lips were on my neck now, and moving down. He pulled my shirt over my head, and just looked at me for a moment. His wet mouth found my little pink nipple, and he nipped at it, making it hard and stoking a hot desire in me. I didn’t know what this meant – I certainly wasn’t gay – but what did this make me – if I made love to him? A reluctance played with my brain, but I’d had too much to drink to care; I’d worry about it some other time. I could feel the big bump in his leather chaps, and he peeled those off in no time at all.

I could hear the other men’s voices outside as they got drunker and partied around the campfire. I knew they knew what we were doing – and that anyone lurking outside the tent could be listening. I certainly wouldn’t put it past them. To tell the truth, though – it kind of turned me on. This big muscular biker, who’d just peeled off his leather – so dangerous, so uncivilized. And all those other scary guys outside, probably listening to everything we did and said.

He was totally naked now. As he sat there next to me, I looked down at his pecker. It was huge, and I could see the veins that fed it, making it so fuckin’ hard. His hand was on the back of my blonde head now, and he pushed my head down into his lap. I didn’t suck it, at first. I was nervous at the prospect, but I could feel the soft head, like silk, rubbing against my closed lips.

“C’mon, Baby,” he said in a bedroom voice, and this made me open up my mouth and take him inside. I never thought I’d be sucking a cock, that’s for sure. And it was so big, it made my jaw ache. I started going up and down the shaft, making it wet, and sucking really hard. I did this for a few moments as he leaned his head back in absolute ecstasy.

“Oh, yeah, suck it harder, suck my cock, Jay,” he said in a voice that was a bit louder, and at that moment, another man entered the tent. I was sucking so hard on that first guy’s penis. And I was doing it willingly, and now there was another one.

“See – I knew you were a sissy,” the second guy said to me as he sat down next to me. I didn’t say anything - I just kept sucking cock, thinking I really was being a sissy. The second guy undid his pants, and his thick, red cock came popping out. He reached down and started rubbing it as he watched me blow his friend. Then, I could feel his strong arms around my waist, and he undid my jeans button, and unzipped my pants. Then his hand slipped down the back of them. A wet finger found my tight hole back there, and he was slowly massaging it. I knew then that my duties would include more than just blow jobs. I was breathing heavy, and having a cock down my throat certainly didn’t help that any. It was…exciting.

The second guy, the one with the beard, started pulling down my jeans and got them off of me. I kept giving my biker the blowjob of his life, rubbing his hairy balls in my hand, and going up and down so fast that he could barely contain himself. It was then that I felt the new guy’s hairy, bearded face in my pelvis. I stopped sucking cock for a moment as he started sucking my little penis.

“Oh – god,” I moaned as he did so, and I just thought I was gonna lose it.

“Keep sucking,” the first guy with the black, slicked back hair told me, as he pushed my mouth back onto his cock. It was the most unbelievable feeling of my life – sucking one cock – which I shouldn’t have been doing in the first place. Then, this bearded dude, with my dick in his mouth. He was really good at it, too, starting off slow and wet, making me want so much more. I wanted him to take me deeper, faster. I wanted to be sucked off so hard. My toes were curling. I was basically lying down on my side, twisted, with my head in the first guy’s lap, and then the bearded guy’s face in my own. I could hear soft voices and laughing right outside of the tent, so I knew others were listening. This made my wet cock jump inside the bearded dude’s mouth. I found myself reaching down to gently rub the back of his head as he pleasured me. I ran his curly, dark hair through my splayed fingers. Oh, man – it was soooooo good.

“I’m gonna call you Jade from now on,” the first guy huffed as he got closer and closer to cumming. After sucking his cock for so long, I actually longed for him to blow, ejaculate and fill my throat with his hot, steaming seed. Instead, he pulled his meat out of my mouth and recovered for a moment before pushing my head down on him once again.

The bearded guy pushed his long, wet finger through my asshole, and it stung a little because I was so tight back there. I kept sucking cock, but began moaning loudly as he moved it in and out of me, then pushing in two fingers, then three. It was painful, but it felt good too. He kept sucking my dink the whole time, and I thought I would just cum – like I’d never cum before. No girl had ever done anything like that to me before.


Then, the guy who was invading my asshole pulled me up into a position where I was on all fours. I could feel him pulling his pants down to his knees, and he pushed his big salami boner up against my poor hole. I was hoping the first man would cum before the bearded guy took me up the ass. I knew it was gonna hurt, and I couldn’t imagine having a dong inside my mouth while I was violated that way. But, it wasn’t to be – I was still sucking his schlong when Mr. Beard buried the head of his cock in my anus. Oh, it hurt, and I whined loudly as I was made to take it. The burning was unbearable. Then, he pushed it all up inside my ass, which made me whine loudly and my legs collapsed beneath me.

“Oh – man – so good – so tight,” he huffed as he banged up against my little rear end. I kept sucking the whole time, and I really felt like a girl with a cock in my throat and getting reamed up the ass at the same time. I could hear voices outside, but I couldn’t make out what they were saying. They probably knew I was getting fucked up the ass – hard. And it was hard – that man buried himself deep – all the way, again and again as I moaned and groaned. I thought I was gonna die, and just then, the first guy began to stiffen up, and thrust deeply into my mouth – spewing burst after burst of hot jism down my throat.

“Holy fuck,” he groaned as he did so, continuing to hold my head in his lap as he came, his cock jerking in my mouth. The bearded dude never missed a beat, and kept punishing my tight hole in a rhythmic fashion.

“Oh – oh,” I moaned as he took me again and again. Then, a whole bunch of guys flooded into the tent to watch me being de-flowered. I was loosening up and the ride was a lot smoother for my bearded friend now. My ass felt raw, but he managed to keep up the pace, loving me, until he finally came, shooting his cum inside my ass and yelling out loudly as he did so. I was so spent by that time, I collapsed down onto my back on the sleeping bag. The first guy began sucking my poor little cock and I lifted up my knees and spread my legs wide, allowing him to do so while all the others watched.

The gang had a sissy, and her name was Jade. She had blonde hair that just reached passed her shoulders, and the lightest green eyes you’ve ever seen.

It was then that I slipped off the map, and no one in my home town ever saw me again.

Transforming – A Male to Female Tale

Chris stared at Sam for what seemed like forever, but in reality it was only one full minute. Still, he’d made up his mind. This was the woman for him. Chris wasn’t like other guys, those ones that sleep with as many girls as they can, and are forever on the quest for the next one – the better one. He was a one-woman man, and he’d decided on Sam from the very start. He’d sat across the room from her in Chemistry class, freshman year of college, and been captivated by her smile. Such pretty bow lips, and an incredibly bright smile.

Chris finally managed to build up the courage to invite Samantha to go out for what he hoped would be a romantic dinner, the start of something. They met at Mario’s; the chicken parm there was fаntаѕtiс. They’d both ordered the same thing. The conversation just flowed, as though they’d known each other from day one, аnd аftеr ԛuitе a fеw drinkѕ they rеаllу ѕtаrtеd tо rеlаx.

Samantha, not wanting to lead him on, somehow managed to let Chris in on her secret: she was a transgender undergoing transformation. Chris was surprised, to say the least, but strangely, it didn’t change anything. He knew it might be complicated, but Chris still wanted Sam.

Chris wаѕ аttеntivе аnd flirtаtiоuѕ in a niсе, ѕubtlе way as Samantha simply ѕtаrеd аt him асrоѕѕ thе tаblе. She соuldn't hеlр it. Sеxу, ѕtrоng but kind, funnу аnd ѕо саring. He’d caught her еуе, too. Chris dоtеd оn her  - treated her like a lady, in an old-fashioned, but still-so-nice way. He’d pulled out her chair for her, and was so polite, unlike most men she’d met. He ѕmilеd ѕhуlу аѕ if hе knеw hоw she fеlt. Hе made her fееl likе thе mоѕt dеѕirаblе girl in thе room. Samantha seemed all woman to Chris, so delicate and so feminine.

Chris grinnеd bасk аt her, mаking her bluѕh fоr nо арраrеnt rеаѕоn. Did he know juѕt hоw muсh she wаntеd tо fuсk him. Thе ѕеxuаl tеnѕiоn wаѕ аlmоѕt unbеаrаblе, and Samantha bесаmе аwаrе оf thе рulѕе in her neck аѕ she mullеd оvеr thе роѕѕibilitiеѕ in her mind. She wаѕ nеrvоuѕ, еxсitеd, аnd …аnxiоuѕ… аnd a littlе ѕсаrеd whаt thе еvеning might bring. Thе ѕсеnаriоѕ thаt were rасing thrоugh her mind аrоuѕed her all the more. They finished dinner, and exited the restaurant walking together, Chris’ hand on the small of Sam’s back. He drove them back to his place in a silent car, both contemplating internally what was about to happen when they arrived there. He unlocked the door, and held it so that Sam could enter the apartment.

Samantha gasped softly as Chris approached her and ran his large hands down her smooth arms, over her small back, and landed on her curvy rear end. A surge of electricity rippled through her entire body from head to toe. Her head spun, and it wasn’t just from the red wine. Everything about Chris was intoxicating. To her, he was a masterpiece – better than the best thing she’d ever imagined. He gently picked her up, taking her to the bedroom, and setting her down on his bed.

"You are so beautiful," he whispered against the inside of her thighs, the soft flesh prickling with goose bumps as he pushed up her black mini dress. Chris then planted a kiss on her small cock through her lacy lavender panties, causing her to gasp. She’d never been touched this way before, never had this reaction to anyone.

He continued to kiss his way across her hips and up her flat tummy, pausing to notice her belly button piercing. It was a little butterfly. Sam wrapped her legs around his waist, planting her ankles on his muscular back as his lips found her neck. Her eyes were closed, and she could not see, but it didn’t matter anyway; Sam was lost in the moment, a moment she’d waited for – for a very, very long time. She grabbed for the button on his jeans, and undid it, as well as the zipper. Chris wiggled his way out of them, revealing plaid boxers. His t-shirt came up over his head and found its way to the floor. His muscles rippled as he wrestled with Sam on the bed.

Sam’s cock pushed and strained against the tight panties and his much larger cock bore through the loose fabric of his boxers. She slid a small hand down her body and grabbed a hold of his veiny cock, stroking it gently through his boxers.

He let out a soft groan before his tongue slid its way into her mouth, spiraling and dominating her own. She let out a small moan and pushed her hips forward involuntarily. It was as if he were a puppeteer, controlling her with his mere movements and sheer will. She placed her free hand on the hard pectoral muscles of his chest and just ever so slightly dug her nails into his skin. She smiled against his lips and in one quick motion, he pulled at her panties, tearing them away with ease and tossing them aside. In response, her now-free cock stood erect, pressing against her wrist as she continued to stroke his penis with even more force.

He pulled away, leaving her feeling a rush of longing as if he was going to disappear. Chris peeled down his boxers, removing them. She pulled her legs back and slid further up the bed, resting her head against the wall and biting her lip, just imagining what would transpire. Stroking his own cock, Chris made his way toward her and stopped next to the bed. She crawled toward him, like a lioness ready to make the kill. Gently, he guided her mouth to his cock and she eagerly leaned forward, resting her smooth round bottom on her calves. As she slid his thick member into her mouth, he pulled back on her raven hair. She stared up at him, as she worked her way up and down his shaft, teasing the sensitive head of his penis with her tongue. He smiled down at her and whispered softly between moans of ecstasy, "Now, that's a good girl." Her cock twitched and a slender stream of precum began to make its way from the tip down to her cleanly shaven testicles.

As she continued to work his cock with her lips and tongue, he grew more forceful and his grunts more savage, animalistic. He grabbed a fistfull of long, black hair and began pushing her against his cock. She moaned, almost gagged, and ignored the drool sliding down her chin as she loved his cock. In the back of her throat, she could feel his penis convulsing, and the sensation sent her head spinning. She began to stroke his cock and focused her tongue’s attention on his hairy testicles, placing a hand on his muscular thigh as she did so.

His body was tense, and he made beastly sounds unlike anything she’d heard before. In a flash, he pulled away and knelt, grabbing her hips and spinning her to lie on her stomach. He leaned forward and kissed the side of her neck, his cock pressing against her ass and his broad chest forcing her down into the mattress. She gasped and moaned, pushing her ass against his cock and arching her back. Her body was not her own. It was his to do with as he pleased. He slid a finger across her tight pink hole and she felt the shockingly cool sensation of lube being dripped onto it. Gently, he slid his finger in and out, ensuring the little hole would be well lubricated to please his aching cock.

"I can’t believe this," Samantha moaned as he pushed against her virgin hole.  He leaned back, spreading her ass with both hands and slowly began to push his massive cock into her tight little hole. She moaned and screamed into the pillow. With a final, excruciating push he thrust his cock fully inside her. She let out a scream as he let out mindless groans of intoxicating pleasure. Sam whined as he took her again and again, feeling as if she was going to black out.

A torrent of sensations now blossomed within her. She drooled and moaned as Chris pumped back and forth within her. He filled her to near bursting with his large prick, and she felt her knees go weak with each thrust.

"Does that feel good?" he finally asked her in a now-raspy voice.

"Ooohhhh!" she managed to moan. She continued to struggle to take him inside of her again and again when he pulled her up to hands and knees. Chris began slamming his muscular hips against her as the whole thing started over once again.

Her eyes were half open and she gasped loudly as sweat beaded across her body. Her little cock swung back and forth, precum dancing on its tip. She arched her back until she thought it might break, and she just clawed at the sheets. She had to will herself to stop biting her lip before it bled. She lost all control when his big hand found her cock, never pausing to slam into her as he began to stroke it. Her toes curled and cramped and she felt her testicles become tight in preparation to cum. "Oh my god," she hissed, the rest of her body becoming limp and bobbing with each of his thrusts.

He released her cock and thrust fully inside her, causing her to choke and gasp, before grabbing under her knees and lifting her up into the air. His cock never left her and he began to lift her up and down on her cock. She became nothing more than a sheathe for his cock. As if she were a doll, he pumped her up and down on his cock, never slowing down. Sam realized his assault no longer hurt, and she welcomed every time he buried his penis up deep inside of her. Chris set her back down on the bed, but kept fucking her so hard. Finally, she could feel him tensing and they both knew he would soon cum. She mentally begged him to never stop loving her and began rapidly stroking her own cock.

When he was on the brink, he took one final plunge, the deepest inside of her, and began cumming, spraying hot seed up deep inside of his woman. Still stroking her own meat, Sam came hard at the same time, unloading into his sheets below her. Before her cock had finished draining, Chris rolled her over onto her back and laid down on top of her, covering that lovely face with soft kiss after soft kiss. It was just the beginning of a lifetime.

Emasculated Cuckolding – Watching My Wife and My College Roommate

It all started when I introduced my old roommate, Russ to my wife, Sonya. I hadn’t seen Russ in years – not since college, but we found each other on Facebook a couple of years ago, and then he looked me up when he moved to LA. I was working as a music executive, and he talked me into getting him a job. I had no idea how my association with Russ would affect my marriage to Sonya. But I guess no good deed goes unpunished…

I should’ve seen it coming, actually. That first night at dinner, they couldn’t keep their eyes off each other. Sonya’s a beautiful woman, with long, flowing dark hair and almond-shaped brown eyes lined by thick lashes. She has high cheek bones, and full lips that any woman would kill for – and a body to match her perfect, oval face. I knew she was out of my league from the beginning, but that didn’t stop me from pursuing her – and making her mine.

I almost felt like a third wheel that night at dinner with my old friend and my new wife. They just seemed to hit it off – like they’d known each other all their lives. We drank wine, and the low candle light flickered as we laughed and shared stories about our wild college days. Still, I noticed that a kind of sexual tension hung thickly in the air – but I brushed it off to being my imagination, and being an overly jealous newlywed with a much younger, much hotter wife.

Our intimacy went to hell right after that night. We quit making love, even when I tried to initiate it. I started badgering Sonya, asking her what had changed, what was wrong. I couldn’t get an answer out of her. Then, one night after a few drinks at home, she eventually came out with it.

“I’m going to fuck Russ,” she told me, and I just about swallowed my tongue along with the brandy I’d been enjoying.

“What?” was all I could come out with.

“I’m going to fuck Russ – and I’m telling you this because I think you deserve to know,” she continued on, sipping nonchalantly on her glass of red wine.

“Why? Why are you saying this?” I questioned her, not understanding what the hell was going on.

“I just want you to know – and you can be there or not – that’s up to you.”

“I can be there – what? What are you saying?” I fumbled on, trying to grasp the situation. My mind was blown – who says this kind of shit?

“I mean – you’re my husband – so you can watch – if you want,” she told me in an equally cool manner. I just wanted to shake her – she seemed so calm about the whole thing – and I wanted to kill somebody.

“You want me to watch?!!!” I yelled at her, completely losing it at this point. I stood up from my chair and walked over to the sink, smashing my glass of brandy into the sink.

“You don’t have to watch if you don’t want to. I just thought you might. I really didn’t think you’d get this upset – I thought you’d be happy that I was honest about it. I don’t want to go behind your back,” she said, standing up and walking over to stand behind me as I slumped down over the sink. I stood up and turned around to face her.

“You don’t want to go behind my back? What – are you fuckin’ kidding me? Why – because we have so much trust in our marriage? Is that why we don’t make love anymore? Because you wanna fuck my best friend?!!!” I continued on my tirade.

“I thought it might turn you on,” she said more quietly now.

“Turn me on? You fucking Russ?!!!” I was unable to comprehend any of this – why would I want to share my wife – with anyone?

“Well, it’s gonna happen – so…just let me know…what you decide,” she said as she turned away from me and walked back into our bedroom to go to sleep. She slept, but I was up all night.

I thought about it for seven hours, but still came up with nothing. She was going to sleep with Russ, and there was no way I could stop it – that much was clear. I could just let her go and do it – and try to forget about it. But, I knew I never could. I’d go crazy – drive myself nuts – wondering what they were doing. So, what was my other option? To watch my college roommate fuck my wife.

I was hoping they’d hook up once, get it out of their systems, and that would be the end of it. Sonya and I could get back to living our normal lives. Maybe I could spend less and less time with Russ, and kind of just phase him out of our lives all together. That’s what I hoped, anyways. I told her I’d go with her and watch, but that I didn’t like the whole thing – at all. Sonya was satisfied with this, and their rendezvous was set for Friday night at the Hilton next to the airport. I certainly wasn’t going to do it at my house.

Sonya and I drove to the hotel in silence – what was there to say, after all? She was dressed in a hot little number – a black mini dress that I’d bought for her, with sheer black stockings, and four-inch high heels. Her long, shiny black hair hung down to her ass. She looked incredible, and I secretly wished she’d done herself up for me – but she hadn’t.

We met Russ at a small table in the bar – he was already there when we arrived. It was weird – there’s no other way to describe it. We all knew what we were there for, but no one said it out loud. I wanted to grab Russ by the neck, drag him outside, and beat the fuck out of him. But, I didn’t – I couldn’t. This was something my wife wanted, and if I were to lose it, well, I’d probably lose her as well. We had a few rounds of drinks to loosen things up, but I don’t think it really helped. At least it didn’t help me any.

“Shall we go up to the room, then?” Russ finally asked, looking over at me. I just gave him a cold, stern stare in response – I certainly wasn’t going to act like I was happy about it – or giving permission for it to happen. Sonya grabbed her black clutch purse, and stood up. She headed towards the front desk, and Russ followed closely behind her. I walked along behind them, and once she got the key, we headed up in the elevator. No one said a word.

As we entered Room 314, Sonya told me she’d gotten a room with two queen size beds so I’d be comfortable.

“Great,” I replied in a sarcastic manner, as I sat down on the edge of the bed. For a brief moment, I considered turning on the TV and watching the sports channel while they had at it. But, I didn’t. I decided I’d watch – maybe that would make one or both of them uncomfortable enough to back out of the whole thing. Probably not, but I was gonna do it anyways.

Sonya turned off all the lights except for a small lamp on the bedside table, and she pulled a red scarf from her purse that she covered the lampshade with. This created a soft glow in the darkened room, and although it was dark, you could still make out the figures. I wondered if I could go through with it, or if I’d stand up and have a fit like a raging gorilla. I made up my mind to control myself – I wanted this to happen and be over – to be behind us. And I’d never talk to that dirtbag Russ again in my life.

The two of them embraced, kissing each other deeply. Apparently, they were just going to pretend I wasn’t there at all. His hands were all over her – on her waist, rubbing over her round bottom, and working up to squeeze at her large, but firm breasts. Sonya’s arms were around his neck, kissing him, sighing loudly as his hands explored her. I thought I would lose it when his hand found the bottom of her black dress and disappeared up between her legs. It seemed to go on and on, and then he peeled her dress all the way up and over her head.

My cock came to attention as her curvy figure, dressed in black lace panties, a black bra, and black stockings held up by stretchy black lace around each thigh, was revealed to both of us. His hands squeezed at her breasts as his mouth trailed kisses down Sonya’s long neck. I shifted in my seat, but they paid no attention to me. Sonya went to remove her heels, but Russ stopped her – telling her to keep them on as he picked her up and positioned her laying on her back on the bed.

I could feel my blood pressure rising as Russ undid his black belt, and began unbuttoning his shirt. In a moment, he was completely naked and climbing on top of my beautiful, young wife. I grabbed onto the bedspread I was sitting on and just squeezed – almost involuntarily. Sonya groaned as he kissed down her neck and down into the valley between her breasts. He unhooked her bra and flung it to the floor, before taking one hard red nipple into his mouth and sucking loudly. I was pissed, but strangely turned on at the same time. I certainly didn’t want to be, but watching them was causing more reaction in my body than just rage.

Russ sucked on both her titties, making her whine and rub her legs together. He kissed down over her flat stomach and then moved down to lick her bare thighs. Her eyes were closed, but I could hear Sonya breathing heavy as he teased her into a frenzy.

“oh, yes – oh, yes,” she murmured as he kissed her thighs. Then, as he slipped his thumbs under the sides of her black lace panties, he looked over at me with a sly, smug look on his face. He kept looking at me as he pulled her panties down over her knees and then off of her feet, still in those high heels. I was breathing hard myself as he spread her wide open, showing off her delicious pussy with that racing stripe of black hair down the middle that I loved so much. Her hands reached down and rubbed his blonde hair as he began sucking on her engorged clit and plunging his tongue inside of her again and again. Her head rolled from side to side as he pleasured her – and all I could do was watch. It was like a bad dream – a very erotic nightmare. She moaned and groaned, and I just rubbed at my lap, trying to make my boner less visible.

Once he was finished eating her out, Russ made Sonya suck his cock, which was a bit larger than my own. He sat on the side of the bed, and she knelt down to take the head of his dick in her mouth. He held the back of her head as he deep-throated her over and over again. I thought she would gag, but she didn’t.

“God, your wife is good at sucking cock,” he told me as he sat across from me on the other bed. I thought I would dive across and start choking him, squeezing his neck until he turned blue. I managed not to, and after about five minutes, he let Sonya stop giving him that blowjob.

It was then that he positioned Sonya on the side of the bed, and pushed her down onto her back.

“You want this, Baby,” he asked her in a seductive voice, and she just groaned loudly in response. He bent up her legs, and entered her hard, suddenly, as she gasped loudly. I was like in a daze, just staring at his naked back and muscular buttocks as he buried his big veiny cock into Sonya over and over again, making her body tremble as he pumped her.

“Oh, your wife has such a wet, tight, hot little cunt,” Russ told me as he fucked my new wife. I didn’t say anything, I just wanted it to be over. My own dick was so hard I thought it would bust through my slacks, and I rubbed at it to try to quell the desire. The sounds of Sonya’s lovemaking certainly didn’t help my situation any. Or Russ and all his dirty talk.

After they fucked for about half an hour, Russ started pounding her hard, faster – making her scream. A few deep thrusts later, and he came hard, spewing hot cum up inside my wife’s body and she convulsed in a long, almost unending orgasm. Afterward, Russ went into the bathroom to wipe himself off, and Sonya began to dress, picking up her panties off the floor and pulling them on as I just looked at her. I still couldn’t believe any of this had happened, even though I’d watched the entire thing.

Sonya and I drove home in a silent car, and it took hours for my erection to die down. She just went straight into bed, apparently fully satisfied by Russ. Then, an interesting thing happened a couple of weeks later.

I ran into a friend of mine from college. We were in the same bar one night, and we started catching up. I hadn’t seen Jim in a really long time. When I asked about his wife, he just shook his head. Jim proceeded to tell me that my college roommate was a fuckin’ douchebag. Russ had shown up out of the blue, and begged him for a job.

“And you know how he thanked me for getting him that job? By ruining my marriage – that’s how. I hate that fuckin’ asshole.”

Yeah, I know the feeling.

BOUGHT AND MADE A SISSY MAID SLUT

I didn’t want to do it. In fact, my sister Gina talked me into it. The Bachelor Auction – it was for charity, so that’s how she got me to do it. I just didn’t know how it would end.

It was Saturday night, and I got all slicked up. Basically, rich people – men and women – bid on “dates” with each bachelor. But, they weren’t really dates. The wealthy ones would get a chance to give away some of their money, the charity was a worthy cause, and the bachelors would just go out to dinner with whomever purchased them for the evening. Nothing more than that – a fun, different kind of distraction. Meet some new people, have a nice meal on them. Or so I thought. In any case, I wanted to look good for the auction.

I wore the tux, and even got a haircut. I drew the line at a spray tan that Gina wanted me to get. I hate that orange look. Anyway, I thought I still looked pretty good.

“You are so fuckin’ hot,” my sister exclaimed as she ran her fingers through my short blonde hair, fluffing it up.

“Thanks a lot – that means a lot coming from you,” I told her sarcastically as I walked out the door.

$10,000. That’s what he paid for a night with me. Ten grand, just like that. Crazy that some people have that much dough to throw around. I was surprised to get “purchased” by a guy – I thought for sure some rich old crone would scoop me up and I’d have to spend the rest of the evening admiring her blue hair and smelling her nauseating floral perfume.

“So – Joe, right?” he asked, his light gray eyes twinkling as we sat across from each other at a corner table inside Mama Lucia’s. Mr. Stark was a good-looking guy. Probably about forty, which made him nearly twice my age. But, really attractive. He had the most haunting eyes, with just the slightest bit of lines around them when he smiled. Nice teeth – ebony, straight black hair. He must work out, because his body was slammin’ – could belong to someone my age in fact.

“Yeah – Joe,” I repeated. He made me nervous, kept me on edge. I don’t really know why. It may have been the way he looked at me – like he knew something about me that even I didn’t know. It was weird. I chugged my glass of red wine just to get passed the jittery, uncomfortable stage of the conversation. Then, I slugged back another one just for good measure. Wow – he must think I’m some kind of alcoholic.

“Are you a model, because you sure look like a model?” he whispered to me in a low voice. What is this? Some kind of crappy pick-up line? I lifted my finger up to the waiter to get another glass of vino. It was really quite good.

“No, no – I’m not a model,” I answered. A model – no I am not a fuckin’ model! It was the kind of obvious thing that horny guys with no brains said to girls in bars.

“Well, then, you should be,” he came back with. Totally predictable.

“I’m an accountant,” I told him, ending the speculation about my occupation.

“An accountant? Really?” he nearly exclaimed, and I looked around. It was one of those restaurants where everyone speaks in hushed voices, so we got a number of turned heads from the outburst. I just smiled. I was starting to feel the effects of the booze, and I felt like asking him if his profession was printing money. But, I didn’t say it; I was being good. I just kept drinking.

After dinner, we ended up at his place - his suggestion. I figured why not? I was curious about what his house looked like, and he had paid $10,000 for my company. We puffed Cuban cigars and talked. I was really relaxed – bordering on drunk, really. It was fun. After an hour or so, we’d finished our cigars.

“So – would you like a tour of the rest of the house?” he asked. I did, actually. The place was incredible – unlike anything I’d seen before. He’d built it himself, and the structural details were just amazing. Imagine having a place like this some day.

His bedroom was enormous, and that’s where he leaned in and kissed me softly on the lips. Normally, I would’ve jumped out of my skin, but I was just so relaxed from all the wine. His lips were soft and wet on mine, and I just couldn’t help myself. Mr. Stark pushed me backwards onto his bed and crawled up on top of me. He was kissing me, sucking on my neck – and unbuttoning my white dress shirt at the same time.

“Oh – Joe – Joe,” he murmured as he undressed me, but my only response was a little groan. It felt like my brain was about to explode. I’d never done anything like this before, but I couldn’t ignore the response in my body. I definitely wanted him. In fact, I was hot for him. But then, he stopped.

“Would you do something for me, Joe?” he asked me softly. Yes, yes – I would do anything. I just said “yes.”

He walked over to the closet and came out of it with a black and white maid’s outfit. It was mostly black, but had little white ruffles that were off-the-shoulder, and a white apron. It was a mini dress, and there was even fishnet stockings to go along with it.

“You want me to wear that?” I asked, shocked.

“Yes, yes please,” he nodded, suddenly seeming really excited.

“All right,” I told him. I mean, I’d already told him I’d do what he wanted me to. I took the hanger from him and went into his bathroom to change into the maid’s outfit. I was hoping I didn’t sober up before this whole ordeal was over with. Let’s just say, I felt like I knew what was going to happen. I’d never worn women’s clothing before. And putting on those fishnet stockings was a real pain. But, when I was finished, I took a long look at myself in the mirror. The sight of my own reflection made me tingle all over. I felt so feminine, so girly. And here I was, about to share a homosexual encounter with a millionaire. To be his sissy maid. I didn’t know why I was all right with this, but I was powerless to stop it. I knew I wanted it. That’s just the way it was. As I walked into the room, it seemed like he was in awe of me.

“Oh – wow – it looks just like I imagined it would,” he said as he moved towards me. He put his hands on my waist, and pulled me up to him so we were chest to chest. His soft lips were on mine once again, and I could feel his fingers playing with the bottom of my dress, rubbing my fish-netted thighs. We fell back down onto his bed.

“I want to tie you up,” he told me suddenly. I wasn’t expecting this at all. I was nervous and all – this being my first time. And now, he wanted even more from me?

“I don’t think that’s a good idea,” I said in my most seductive bedroom voice, hoping to persuade him. It didn’t work. He begged, he pleaded – told me it would be so much hotter if I was tied up. Reluctantly, I eventually agreed.

In no time at all, he had pulled open the drawer in the bedside table and pulled out some rope that looked like parachute cord or something – white and smooth. I’d never been tied up before, but I’d also never been with a man…or dressed up as a sissy maid. Why turn back now? Before I knew it, my wrists were tied together and securely attached to one of the poles that made up his gold headboard. It was weird –scary…and…exciting at the same time.

His warm, wet mouth was all over me. He kissed down my neck, and his hand was rubbing the bulge in my fishnets. He peeled them down to mid-thigh, releasing my penis from the hosiery and greeting it with his slippery tongue. He licked up and down the shaft, and I moaned loudly. I wanted to fuck his mouth – go deep inside it – so bad, but he continued to tease me. He sucked at the mushroom top of it, and then would stop – letting me feel the want. If my hands weren’t tied, I would’ve been tempted to push his head down on top of my erection. But, I couldn’t. I just struggled, unable to fulfill my desire. He was grabbing my ass so tight.

“I own you – do you understand me?” he whispered. I could feel his warm breath on my cock, and I would’ve done anything to have him take me into his mouth.

“Yes, yes – you own me,” I pleaded with him, hoping it would convince him to suck my dick. He didn’t. Instead, he unbuttoned his shirt and peeled down his trousers, revealing to me his huge dong. He got up and moved to stand next to the top of the bed, where my head was. I looked at his penis for a moment, and then looked up at him from my vulnerable position.

“Go ahead,” he commanded me. I knew I would never be the same if I did it, but there was something about the man that made me want to do whatever he told me. I opened my mouth so he could slip his big cock into my mouth. It tasted earthy – salty – and made me feel even more like a girl. Girls suck cock. And apparently, now I do too.

“Oh – yeah – yeah – that’s good,” he sighed as he humped my mouth, moving his big boner in and out. He really made a lot of noise – I thought he was gonna blow his loud down my throat, but again he stopped.

“Are you ready to get fucked up the ass now, Sissy Boy?” he asked, his tone far more aggressive now. My entire body was trembling now.

“Uh, could you suck my cock a little bit first?” I asked, somewhat surprised at how girly my voice sounded now.

“Yes, yes – I can do that,” he replied, climbing back onto the bed and putting his face into my lap. I struggled a little bit – my wrists were getting sore from being bound. It was frustrating not to be able to use my hands. In any case, it felt like heaven as he took me fully into his mouth and began sucking me off. His technique was out of this world – far more suction and wetter than any girl had ever blown me. It lasted only a couple minutes, and then he was behind me, digging in that drawer again for something. When the cold, jelly wetness met my asshole, I knew what it was. Lubricant.

“I-I’ve never-” I started to say, but he quickly shushed me. His fingers rubbed lubricant all over back there, and then he inserted first one finger, pushing it in and out. I groaned loudly when he did two fingers, and then three. I realized he was trying to stretch me out back there. It hurt, but felt good at the same time. I couldn’t believe any of this was happening to me. It was then that I heard the bedroom door open, and the other man entered the room.

A flush of red took over my face and neck almost immediately. I was so embarrassed – humiliated – to be lying there, in my sexy maid getup – tied to the bedpost, exposed – my asshole being massaged and lubed up –stretched out – to prepare me to be butt-fucked. I let out a little cry upon seeing the other guy.

“So – here’s our new sissy maid slut,” the man growled in a voice that was much deeper than my masters.

“What a beauty – eh?” Mr. Stark commented.

“Oh yeah – and it looks like I’m just in time to ream this little slut,” the other dude replied, looking at me like I was a piece of a meat. He looked like a body builder – a big guy with wheat-colored hair. I felt like saying something – this certainly wasn’t what I agreed to. But, for some reason, I never said a word as they discussed how they were gonna use their sissy slut. The body builder undressed right away, and made his way over to stand next to the bed, his even bigger cock in my face.

“Well?” he asked in an obnoxious tone, looking down at me. I moved my head closer and opened my lips for his dick. I tried to do a good job, sucking hard, making it all slippery and smooth as he fucked my mouth so hard. My blowjob made him even harder. As I was sucking his cock, I could feel Mr. Stark start up again, stretching out my poor little asshole.

Then, I could feel him push his big, hard dink up against my little bunny hole back there. I whimpered as he shoved his cock up inside of me, feeling as though I was gonna pass out. I kept sucking the other guy’s dick. It wasn’t easy, as I was gasping and carrying on as my ass was assaulted. My arms ached and so did my jaw. Finally, my master thrust very deep inside of me, and filled my ass with his seed. It was after that that he pulled out of me and collapsed onto the bed.

No sooner had he had his way with me, the body builder climbed up to take his place behind me on the bed. I groaned loudly as his bigger chub ripped up my sphincter and started to thrust away. He took me again and again. We were both sweaty, and his hands slipped as he tried to hold my hips tight. Just when I thought I couldn’t take this punishment any longer, his rough hand felt its way around to my manhood, and he began pulling at it. I wasn’t sure if I could cum while being fucked up the ass, but apparently I could. When he finally came, I did too, spewing it all over his hand as he filled my ass with his cum as well.

I was their sissy maid slut.

Read on for your next Bonus Sissy Story – and more…Sissy Maid Stories to Come…

Picked as Sissy on the Pirate Ship – One Reluctant Sissy

I’ll admit that I’d always wanted to be a pirate. The delicious promise of a life of freedom, of travel, and yes, even debauchery, was my one and only desire. Exciting days of adventure followed by nights of drunken stupor sounded like the life to me, and I can remember listening to their tales as a young lad in my father’s inn whenever they came to port. Of course, father didn’t approve, but I didn’t care. The first chance I got, I signed up to make sail with the first pirate captain who would take me out to sea. I was nineteen years old.

I had no idea what I’d signed up for – the first night we sailed into a storm. The waves were so big, twenty feet high, and I thought we’d all perish. Everyone was screaming and yelling as we pulled at ropes and scrambled around, hoping upon hope to survive the next wave that came crashing down upon us. We took on water, and bailed out buckets of water as fast as our arms would allow. It went on for hours, all through the night, but abated once the sun appeared on the far horizon. The crew had survived the night, and although the ship was battered, we continued to head out farther into the open ocean.

Day followed night of hard, gruelling work, and the pirates became more surly as each one passed. I was smaller than the rest, but did my best to pull my weight. I tried hard to find my place. We’d been out at sea for about ten days when the captain called me into his private cabin for a talk. I sat down at a wooden table, and he loudly placed a bottle of rum on the table in front of us. It wasn’t a surprise – he was intoxicated most of the time.

“Drink up, my boy,” he told me as he pushed the bottle closer. I knew better than to resist an order from the captain, so I picked up the bottle and took a few chugs from it. It was warm, burning, as it passed through my mouth and down my throat. It was then that he began to speak.

“The men have voted – they’ve picked you Sissy of the Ship,” he told me as he pulled at his long black beard. I didn’t know what that meant, and I’m sure a look of confusion must have come across my face. I’d never heard that term before.

“S-ssissy of the ship?” I repeated what he’d said, and a crooked smile formed on his own rugged face. Then he nodded, grabbed the bottle back away from me, and took a long drink of it. He then walked over to a large trunk and flipped up the heavy lid. He pulled out a long green velvet gown, and threw it over to me. I was aghast, my mouth fell open but no words would escape.

“The men have needs – they’re agitated, and if they don’t get some relief, I’ll soon have a mutiny on my hands,” he told me as he took the seat next to me again. I looked down at the fancy gown in my hands, and wondered what woman had worn this lovely garment. And where was she now?

“I’m- I’m not a woman,” I told him, stating what I thought was obvious.

“Of course not – we can’t have a woman on the ship – tis bad luck to be sure. Why, the last time we had a woman on board – well, let’s just say it went badly,” he explained, his gruff old voice trailing off as he ended his statement, as if remembering something from the past.

“You just need to keep the men…happy – that’s all. You can do that, can’t ya?” he asked, his squinty eyes looking deep into mine. I didn’t know what to say, so I just nodded my head.

“Aye, Sir,” I told him. Although I’d never had an actual sexual encounter in my life, I’d hung around the taverns enough to at least have an idea what the captain was expecting of me. I have to admit that I was a bit excited at the prospect, even if it was with these naughty pirates. As I started to disrobe - to put on my dress, the captain slipped out of the cabin.

Surprisingly, the exquisite emerald garment fit without much fuss. I picked up a small, ornate yet tarnished silver compact off of the wooden table, and carefully flipped it open. I wondered if it belonged to her, but had no way of knowing. I looked at myself in the mirror, and dragged my fingers through my long, wavy dark locks. Large, dark brown eyes met mine in the reflection, and I felt as if I was looking at myself for the first time.

I didn’t know what would happen next – would someone come in the cabin? As I thought of the prospects, I saw that the bottle of rum still sat on the table. I grabbed it, and swallowed down as much as I could, as fast as my mouth and throat would allow. Then, I sat down on a wooden chair once again. I drank more, and eventually the room began to spin uncontrollably. It was then that he appeared at the door.

It was the first mate, and although I didn’t realize it at the time, that did make sense. He was a man named Big George, and he was the most senior person on board apart from the captain. Of course he would be first. We stared at each other for a moment, but neither said a word. What was there to say? There was an energy in the air – it seemed thick, and the candle flickered on the table as we stood there in silence. It was then that he approached me.

One large hand was placed upon his hat, and he removed and placed it on the table. I backed up, my rear end up against the edge of the table, and my breathing quickened. In no time at all, he was upon me, his lips sucking at my neck, moving up and down it. I moaned softly, having never been touched like this before. His mouth was on mine, his beard rough against my cheeks as his tongue plundered my wet mouth. He took my mouth again and again with his thick tongue, and it was warm and made me quiver. He picked me up and sat me down on the table, his rough hands running up the outsides of my legs, pushing my gown higher and higher. His lips were all over my neck and chest as I could feel him undoing the buttons at the back of my dress.

After a few moments of fumbling, Big George peeled down the top of my gown revealing my chest. His hot mouth was immediately upon my nipple, pulling and playing with it. I groaned as he sat down in the wooden chair and pulled me down upon his lap. I sat on the hard bulge in his pants and he told me what to do…to do things…to him. He played with my titties before finally pushing me down onto the floor and onto my knees. He unbuttoned his pants, and pulled out his big cock, nearly hitting me in the face with it. I was lost in the sexual tension of it all as I slowly took his huge member between my lips and began to work my way up and down on it. It was so big that my mouth ached as I sucked him off, and he moaned loudly as his hands messed in my shoulder-length hair.

I could hear the other pirates outside the door, and I imagined they were listening to us. Our pace quickened, his body jerking. I thought for sure he was going to come in my mouth. Instead, Big George pulled back away from me, and pulled me up to my feet. He jerked up the back of my dress, and pushed me face first over that same wooden table.

My legs trembled as I grabbed the sides of the table tightly with my small hands. I could feel the cool air hit my rear end as the dress was now up around my waist. He must’ve wet his hand with his mouth because he was caressing my anus with moistened fingers. I couldn’t help but let out a cry.

“Oh, no,” I managed to say as he was about to take me and make me his own. His hairy crotch bumped up against my bare ass and I could feel his hard cock push up against my tight little virgin hole. He held me tightly with his strong arms as he christened me with the head of his veiny cock, and it stung so badly that I cried out some more. The pirates outside cheered as Big George finally managed to bury his manhood all the way up my tight asshole, making me scream and scream some more.

“That’s a good girl – you scream – you scream it all out,” he whispered to me as he fucked me hard up the ass. Every time he pulled out, I felt a tiny bit of relief before that hot poker was pushed in again, making me burn and jerk from the love he was giving me. He grunted and smacked my little white ass over and over, until he finally came, gasping and filling me up with his cream. My body ached and I was tired as he buttoned up his pants and left me there on the table. He mumbled, “that’s a good sissy,” as he walked out of the room and closed the door.

A short while later, two of the younger pirates entered the captain’s cabin, and I realized the night was just beginning. I figured the worst must be over, so I stood up and smoothed down my gown in preparation for Act Two. One of these seamen was the best-looking on the ship, and I’d caught myself looking at him many times over the past week or so. His blonde hair was long down his back and he had bright eyes, and generous lips. I went to him, unable to look him in the eye, but able to undo his trousers and push him down into the chair. He was more than happy with this, and I got down on my knees and took him into my wanting lips.

He was smaller than Big George, but definitely more pleasurable to me. As I sucked hard on his erect penis, I could feel the other young man come up behind me, pulling me into a standing, but bent over position. He hitched up my green gown and dropped his trousers. This second pirate took me up the ass as I lavished attention upon my blonde friend’s member. And this time, I was actually enjoying myself. The guy behind me humped and bumped at me as I gasped, all the while sucking off the handsome pirate.  They came at the same time, the one behind me filling me up with stream after stream of cum while the blonde one ejaculated sweet serum into my mouth, and I swallowed it all down.

At that point, the door swung open and the remaining occupants of the ship stumbled in. As they all undressed for our first gang bang, I suddenly realized I had found my place on the ship. I was the sissy of the ship – a very good position on board, perhaps the most important one.

I had heard of the savage sexual exploits of pirates when they came into port. I’d been weaned on the tales of debauchery that had so excited me as a young man. It never occurred to me that life on the ship was the same, and now I’d become an integral part of that. I was a pirate, after all.

And NOW – MORE SISSY TALES FOR YOU –

Forbidden – My Sissy Stepson

When I married Kerry a couple years ago, I was well aware that I was inheriting a teenage stepson. Mike was 16 when they moved in with me. He was always very flirty – I thought by nature, and would often strut around my house in barely anything. Blonde with tan skin, a full, round ass and an impossibly flat stomach – he almost looked like a girl. But of course I paid no attention to this; he was my stepson, you know.

After turning 18 and graduating high school, I fully expected Mike to go to college. But instead he chose to stay home and work. As you can imagine, this often became very distracting for me. I worked from an office in the house as a therapist. I did not see patients every day, so most of the time it was just Mike and I in the house. He was told when I had a patient coming and would make himself scarce. It was a different story when we were alone. He was always around, teasing, flirting and testing his limits with me…and mine with his.  He worked nights, making it just the two of us during the day. I did my best to stay away from him. I was definitely old enough to know the whole ‘play with fire, get burned’ scenario.

Then, he brought me a basket full of his dirty laundry and asked me to wash it. He knew full well how to use the machine, but of course he was giving me dirty undies in the hope that I would be tempted to see what he smelled like. Or at least that’s what I thought he was doing. I will admit that on one occasion, I succumbed to temptation. His aroma was soft and musky. It was incredibly intoxicating. After I did it, I ended up with the huge boner and found myself masturbating into those very same underwear before I put them in the wash.

He never suggested anything directly or tried to make a move on me when we were alone in the house. As a trained observer of human behavior, I knew he wanted to. Perhaps he was just working up the nerve.

It happened one night when I was up late working on a paper. His mother was asleep in our bedroom upstairs. I was sitting back on the sofa working away on the Effects Of Game-Based Relaxation Training On Attention Problems In Anxious Children. Very boring stuff. The TV droned on in the background, with some program that I can't remember because I wasn't actually watching it.

Mike came into the living room wearing just short-shorts and some kind of halter top – yeah, he was a bit effeminate. This wasn’t strange attire for him because it was July and quite warm outside. In Mike's case, I knew he was just trying to be slutty in front of me. Again, nothing new there. He was 18 now, actually, halfway to 19….am I rationalizing? His muscular chest was nearly hanging out of the small black halter top.

“Hi Daddy” he said. He always called me Alex except for when he was flirting with me. He never played this game when his mother was home, so now it seemed more than a little odd to me.

“Good night, Mike” I replied dryly, trying to remain nonchalant and doing my best not to stare at his chest. The curt comment was meant to tell him to go to bed…and to leave me alone.

“It looks like you're working hard” he purred. The way he said it was more like ‘it looks like you're working…. hard’.

“Yeah, I really have to finish this paper, I am supposed to give a lecture at the University

next week.

“You work too much,” he continued, “take a break and I’ll get you something to drink.”

Before I even had a chance to respond, he strutted off into the kitchen to get something for us to drink. He came back into the room a moment later carrying a bottle of chardonnay, two glasses, and a corkscrew. Even though Kerry didn’t like him drinking, I saw no harm in him drinking when he was at home. Every college kid in the world was drinking, for Christ’s sake. He set the bottle down on the table and then proceeded to stick the corkscrew in and begin to turn. In a move that looked like it had been practised, he poured himself a glass, promptly spilled it on his shirt and then dropped the glass onto the carpet below. He ran in the kitchen to get a towel.

When he re-emerged, Mike bent over to clean up the mess. His round bottom was facing me directly and I could clearly see that he had no undies on. His legs were slightly spread apart when he bent over. I could see up his shorts, and he knew it. He stayed in that position for much longer than he needed to. Just watching his carefully crafted scene made me stir in my slacks. I could vividly recall his aroma and right before me was his beautiful tight little ass. I wanted to taste it.

“I’m wet,” he said suddenly, making me jump. He was standing up and turning around now. His halter top was soaked in wine. I wasn't sure that was the kind of wet he was referring to.

“Sorry,” he continued, “that was clumsy of me – wasn’t it?”

“It’s okay Mike, no harm done.”

“Better get this off,” he said, in mock urgency. With one swift motion, he unhooked his top at the neck, and let it fall down.

I could have reached out and touched his strong chest. It was perfect – with red nipples that were hard from either anticipation or wet wine. In a completely contrived gesture of modesty, Mike reached up with both hands and covered his breasts. In doing so, he made his cleavage look bigger. So much for the Attention Problems in Anxious Children. Any thoughts I had of finishing the paper I was working on evaporated. Now I just wanted to slip my rock-hard cock into his forbidden little hole. I wanted to make him moan while I racked up hard against him.

I knew Kerry was asleep upstairs, and that if she were to wake and stumble upon us, then we would both be crucified. Nothing had happened… yet… but my resolve was wearing thin.

“You better put something on Mike, what if your mom comes down?” I told him sternly, my best authoritarian father voice chastising him.

“She took a Tylenol PM, we won’t to see her ‘til morning” was the reply I received.

Mike came over and sat down next to me on the couch. He’d removed his small hands from his chest, but his shorts were seriously short. He expertly poured the other glass of wine, took several long gulps, and then pressed it up against my lips. Looking into his large green eyes, I took the stem of the glass from his hand and finished the glass myself.

“What are you working on?” he asked softly, leaning over to look at my computer. His chest brushed against my arm, electrifying me. As if he cared what I was working on…

My dick was throbbing hard now, stiff as a piece of steel and aching. I cleared my throat and put my laptop on the table in front of me, trying to move away from him. Despite his forwardness, I really had no intention of fucking him. I could still keep things from getting out of control.

“What’s that?” he coyly inquired, pointing at my obvious hard-on. I looked down and the outline of my bulge was clearly visible.

“Umm, Mike -you really should put something on” I said, nervously adjusting myself as best I could.             

“Why?” he asked innocently, “it's really warm out. Don't you like me like this?”

“Ahh, well…I… of course I like you, Mike,” I replied practically stuttering at this point.

“You know I've never done it?”

“Done what?” I said, knowing full well what he meant. Was he playing a game…or was I?

“Can I just see it?” he asked, trying to reach out to me. It was in that moment I realised what he was saying was true. For as sexy and adorable as Mike was, his innocence was crystal clear to me. He was young, despite his developed body. A textbook case of an inexperienced boy, who is clearly built, pretending to be sexually promiscuous and flirtatious in order to cover up his own insecurities. Yes, at that moment, I knew he was telling the truth. Mike had never had cock.

“I don't think that's a good idea Mike, after all…” I sounded like I was addressing one of my patients.

“After all what?” he said, cutting me off before I could finish the sentence.

Time seemed to be moving faster than normal, and so many thoughts were rushing through my tired brain. My mind said no but my body was just begging me for it. My animal lust was running rampant, and I knew it. Here was the man of my dreams, more than ready for sex. Would this mean the end of my marriage, the end of perhaps even my reputation and career? Would I be giving up everything? Did I even care anymore? I knew it was wrong, but that did not change the fact that I so wanted to push my veiny missile inside of his tight ass.

“Mike, don't you wanna try it with someone your age? I mean, I am twice that,” was I really trying to convince him…or myself? I could still talk myself out of the inevitable.

“That just means you have experience. Besides, yours looks big,” he purred in my ear.

It occurred to me that he would probably have no way of knowing what was big and what was small – other than the locker room at school. When I was fully hard, I was almost 8 inches and quite wide. I won’t tell you how I know that. Anyway, I doubted if he could even fit his small hand all the way around it. My dick twitched again in my tighty whities.

“C’mon Alex” He said, a pleading in his voice that was irresistible.

I knew the consequences. I knew what I was getting myself into. If we got caught, it would bring about a shit storm the size of Montana. But for now, it was just the two of us sitting in my living room, him already half naked and me wanting more despite myself.

“You just want to see it, right?” I said, knowing full well that it could be so much more than that.

“and maybe touch it, too” he said softly. “I'm tired of just touching myself.”

That was it…that was all it took. His admitting to me that he masturbated. I could clearly see him laying back on his bed, alone, one hand between his legs, pulling his chub until his hips began to buck and he came with soft, little mewing noises. My rational mind shut down and I simply reached down, unzipped my pants, and pulled my cock out. The big mushroom head was already wet with pre cum.

“Oh god- that is big” he said, reaching out with an eager hand and grasping it at the base. As I had predicted, he could barely fit his hand around it.

“Yes, well, I suppose that it's bigger than most guys.” After all, what does a man say when his stepson has his cock in his hands?

“Can I taste it?” he half asked, half moaned. He looked at me with heavy lids and long eyelashes.

“Can I taste you?” I asked his question back to him. His free hand was already between his legs, just rubbing. I wanted him so badly.

Mike bent over using both hands to grab my cock, lick tentatively around the opening, and then slip the head into his mouth.

He was a little rough at first. With a little guidance, I had him sucking cock perfectly in just a few minutes. He was a natural. I instructed him to wet his hands and play with my hairy balls and the shaft of my cock as he sucked on it like a lollipop. I could feel pre cum oozing out of me and into his luscious, wet mouth.

“It’s so good,” he sighed,  “it makes me want you so bad.” That was my cue to give him some pleasure. A thought of Kerry sleeping upstairs passed briefly through me, making me shutter momentarily. Still, I was too far gone.

“Get those shorts off,” I said, directing him to sit back on the couch and spread his legs wide for me. He didn’t hesitate for a second, lying back and draping one leg over the back of the couch and letting the other hang towards the floor.

He had a lovely young cock that stood up so hard as he spread himself wide for me. He was so horny. I knew full well that I had passed the point of no return. I tried not to think of him as my stepson any more, but that was impossible. Somehow the thought of it made me want to fuck him even more. And why now? We had every day alone, but he wanted me to bang away at him while his mother was upstairs?

I knelt down on the floor and slipped my arms under his legs pulling forward gently so that his ass was right at the end of the sofa. From that position, I had a clear view of his perfect little pretty pink asshole. I was going to devour it.

As soon as my lips made contact with him, he let out a small sound that was something between whimper and a moan. I alternated between licking him, making it even wetter, and sucking on his balls. I was driving my tongue deep into his neat little hole, tongue fucking his ass. He moaned and squirmed, bucking towards my tongue, wanting it so badly. He grabbed my head with both hands and forced it deeper between his legs.

“Oh god, oh god, oh god,” he squealed, the last ‘oh my god’ high pitched and a bit too loud for my liking. I stopped to listen upstairs, to see if Kerry had heard his cries of passion.

His legs were quivering like jelly. I pulled away slightly and could see his asshole contracting.

“Oh my god… that was amazing,” He sighed.

I knew he had nothing to compare it to, so anything probably would've seemed good. But I do have a special talent for eating…because I love it so much.

“It's your turn now,” Mike flashed me a devilish smile.

I stood up in front of him, pre cum dripping from the head of my cock. He sat forward, stuck out his tongue and proceeded to suck it dry. Finally, he pulled his mouth away from me.

“Do you wanna fuck me?” -it wasn't so much a question as a statement of what he wanted. He was completely naked, but I still had my shirt on. I took it off, so we both had absolutely nothing on.

I instructed Mike to get on his hands and knees so that he was looking off the backside of the sofa. He reached back with both hands, grabbing onto his ass cheeks in order to spread himself open for me.

“Please fuck me,” he said, “I have wanted you to do this for so long”.

I was carefully pushing my thick cock inside of his ass before he even finished the sentence. He was so tight and so wet that I did not know how long I could hold out. He gasped as I pushed my dick all the way inside him. He wasn’t prepared for something that big, and he moaned and groaned, almost whined, with every thrust. My hairy balls slapped his ass, making sloshing noises and he continued to let out sensual moans. I squeezed his ass hard as I banged him in almost a fury. It was soooo good.

I was keenly aware of the aroma of sex in the room. I did not want to cum yet, but it was taking a lot of concentration to not just fill him with my seed. When I saw his hands grasping onto the pillows as he climaxed once again, I had to pull out.

“Why are you stopping?” he said “more, please give me more.”

Let me tell you, when your young lover wants more cock, you give it to him. I flipped him over so that he was back in the same position as when I was licking him. Very slowly, I slipped my cock inside of him again. I wanted to see those his tight hole dragging across my shaft as I went in and out of him. He was now making very loud sounds of pleasure, which if my wife were awake she would have been able to hear. Mike’s breathing began to increase and I knew that he was going to cum. I reached down and began to play with his cock as I rammed him even harder. My other hand covered his mouth – this was really getting way too loud. I listened again for Kerry upstairs. Nothing…

“Holy shit, oh god,” he whispered, chanting in my ear, “fuck me, fuck me, fuck me hard.”

It’s one thing to hear your wife say that as she is reaching orgasm, but it is entirely different when it is your stepson. I couldn’t hold out any longer. I fucked him with complete abandon. Stupidly, I could not pull out of him….could not pull away from him. I came with a vengeance, spewing shoot after shoot of creamy white goo up inside of his. He gasped, coming at the same time. He could barely catch his breath. I collapsed on top of him. We lay there silent for a time.

“Mike, you need to go get cleaned up and dressed,” I finally whispered in his ear. I was already starting to feel guilty for fucking him.

“Why?” he asked, clearly tired and not wanting to move from beneath me.

“It's dangerous doing this while your mother is home… it's wrong” I said, not sounding very convincing. While I knew it was wrong, I was already thinking about doing it again.

“Don't worry, no one’s gonna find out,” he said, smiling.

“No, you can never tell anyone,” I said, the ramifications of what we had just done starting to sink in.

“It’s our secret,” he said, “if you promise that we can do it again”. 

PAUL GETS PUNISHED

It should’ve never happened, and to be honest, I never thought that it would. Nothing in my life, nothing in the relationship we’d had for so many years, could’ve ever foreshadowed what happened that night. That’s not an excuse…I’m just saying….it’s just a fact.

I was taking a shower to get ready to go to my boss’s dinner party. Hanna had to pick up the boys at daycare on the way home from work. I thought I heard the door slam, so I figured Hanna was home early so she could get ready as well. It takes her a lot longer to get ready than it does me.

The shower curtain moved a few minutes later, and much to my surprise, Paul, my nineteen year old stepson, stepped in. He was completely naked. I just stood there, dumbfounded, looking at him as warm water fell over me like a waterfall. A tanned, toned young body. My eyes moved down his body - even the little bit of pubic hair he hadn’t shaved was platinum blond. I didn’t know what to say. What the fuck!   

“Paul, Hanna’s gonna be here in like half an hour,” I said nervously, pretty much because I didn’t know what else to say. I think I was in shock. I’m not usually at a loss for words - ever - but this, as I said, was totally unexpected.

“I know what time your wife gets home, Liam,” Paul said coyly, as he pressed his body close to mine. “A lot can be done in half an hour”. This was true - a lot could be done in half an hour. Was I dreaming? What the fuck was he thinking? It was all about to become crystal clear in my mind.

“Uh – Paul, I don’t think we should..,” I started to protest. I was married to his mother, for Christ’s sake – I had to say something. But clearly, he wasn’t easily deterred.

Paul got down on his knees in the shower, and he parted his plump lips ever so slightly. He grabbed my now-hard cock, and rubbed it hard against his lips - back and forth. Then, he just popped my dick into his little mouth. I moaned. I had definitely crossed the line now. Since I’d gotten married five years ago, I hadn’t touched another person.  I hadn’t been touched by another  – female or male. I certainly had never been sucked off by a teenager. Well, there goes five years of marital fidelity down the drain.  All with one simple movement.

Paul moaned loudly as he sucked my hard, veiny cock. It was wonderful, and I couldn’t help petting the top of his blond head as he worked me over. He sucked it like nobody’s business. He must’ve been some kind of blowjob expert or something. Paul worked it with his soft hands, and licked the head of my penis. He tongued the hole, and rubbed by wet balls with his hands as he did it. Paul moved his head lower, and started sucking on my balls. I could’ve died right then and there. He loved it. I wanted to fuck him so bad. As he licked all over my nutsack, I suddenly heard the garage door go up.

Absolute panic ensued. Paul jumped up and got out of the shower.  He ran with his clothes to the downstairs bathroom. He’d have time - Hanna still had to get the kids out of their car seats. I figured Paul would have time to dress if he was in the bathroom. My plan was to just stay in the shower. That would look totally fine. My legs shook as once again I soaped up and rinsed off.

We managed to pull off that maneuver. Paul’s hair was wet, but he covered for it by saying he had come from swim practice. Paul was sitting on the couch watching TV when Hanna and I finally came downstairs to leave.

“We’re about ready to leave, Paul. The kids should be in bed by 8 – don’t let them talk you into staying up later. Just make hotdogs or something for dinner,” Hanna instructed him. I was thinking he already helped himself to whatever he wanted.

“Oh, I didn’t pack for Thanksgiving break yet, so I wanted to go back tonight. Can Liam drive me back to the dorm later?” Paul inquired of my wife, a false innocence in his voice. I’d drive him home later all right. Paul smiled at the both of us.

“Of course, Paul – Liam will run you back after we get home,” Hanna answered. We walked out the door.

I couldn’t concentrate on anything during the dinner party. People were talking to me, but I was just smiling and nodding - somewhere far, far, away. I was back in the shower with Paul, I was licking his cock while he was splayed out on my bed, the marital bed. I nodded and smiled, I fantasized about my stepson.  What a pig! What would these people think if they knew what was going on in my twisted little brain. The party seemed to go on and on forever.  I thought it would never end.

Hanna went right up to bed when we got home, and I prepared to drive Paul back to his dorm. I hoped Hanna would fall asleep, because I didn’t know how long I’d be. Paul had obviousIy gone off his rocker, and who knows what he would do next. We got into my car in the garage. Paul sat right close to me in the front seat. He reached over and put his hand on my package. 

“Let’s get in the back,” Paul purred. It sounded good to me - scary because we were in our garage, but still pretty fun. What was the chance of Hanna coming out into the garage? I hit the garage door opener- twice - to make it sound like we’d left. We climbed into the backseat.

I started kissing him, and he just went wild on me. He pulled up his t-shirt to reveal his bare chest to me. His body was tanned, but there were no tan lines. The nipples were small and red. I grabbed one and sucked it hard. I wanted to make him moan, I wanted to make his nipples stand up on end. I sucked it and sucked it. I licked his entire chest, and then I nipped the nipple some more. I put an all-out assault on that nipple. Paul gasped. He moaned in pleasure and pain. I worked over that nipple so hard that he tried to pull it out of my mouth. Paul whined helplessly. He tried to move to escape my mouth, to get some relief. I didn’t allow it - whenever he squirmed, I was right back on that nipple. I gave both nipples the rough treatment - I loved hearing him moan and whine.

I moved up and kissed him deeply on those luscious lips. My tongue explored his mouth. He stuck his tongue out of his mouth, and I did the same. Our tongues licked each other - it felt so dirty. My hands moved to unbutton his white shorts and then I grabbed his boxers on each side. I pulled them down roughly. I wanted to see that big, luscious cock again. I exposed him to myself, and he just relished in all the attention. His body was beautiful, especially his flat, tanned stomach. I stuck my tongue into his navel. Paul grabbed the back of my head, and pushed my face down between his legs. This made me pause, because I’d never actually been with another guy before. I’d only had sporatic fantasies about them.

“Suck it, Liam,” he said slyly. Paul really felt like he was in charge. That was funny…really pretty funny.

“I’m the boss here, Paul,” I told him firmly, removing my face from his lap. I grabbed his ass tightly, just to drive my point home. He might be a little loose morally, but this was my chance to be the dominant one. It was something I’d never done with Hanna - a side of me I’d never wanted her to see. I always wanted to take Hanna forcefully. The thought of it turned me on incredibly. I would unleash my inner dom on this little one instead.

“You’re gonna blow me first,” I told him in a commanding voice that made even me shudder. I dropped my pants. He sat up, and I pushed his head down onto my cock. He started sucking it, tentatively. I think I put him off guard with my dominance.

“Suck it, Paul - I know you know how. Remember  -  you ambushed me in the shower this afternoon? Yeah, that’s right - that’s what you want, isn’t it? You‘ve probably sucked every dick in this town” I sneered at him. He feverishly licked my pecker and sucked my balls, one at a time. I just sat there with my head back, enjoying it all.

“Oh, yeah, suck it harder, oh yeah, oh yeah,” I murmured, my head rolling slowly from side to side. I said things to him I would’ve never said to Hanna.

“Liam,” Paul finally said to me.

“Yes,” I replied, coolly.

“We can go to my dorm - no one’s going to be there tonight. My roommates out of town for a couple days.

And why do we need to go to your dorm?,” I inquired of him, still playing the tough guy. I thought we were doing just fine where we were.

“I have things there that we need - I have everything - chains, paddles, everything… it would be incredible to do those things with you,” Paul explained. Holy shit – I didn’t even know this person – chains and paddles? What happened to the guy we sent away to college?

Paul was clearly even kinkier than I’d thought - and he was only nineteen. Well, why not? When else would I have an opportunity like this? We were already way too far gone to turn back now, anyway. We climbed back into the front seat, and I drove him to his dorm. Paul unlocked the door, and we went inside. He proceeded to his bedroom, while I followed.

I dug through his top dresser drawer and picked out a leather bustier with garters and some super high heels for Paul to wear. He quickly stripped and got redressed. He looked super hot, and super slutty.

“Did you want to put the nipple clamps on me?” he quietly asked, handing me two metal gadgets connected by a thin chain.

“Yes,” I answered him. To be truthful, I didn’t even know things like that existed. Still - the thought of it made by cock jump in my pants. I roughly rolled down the leather bustier to reveal his toned chest. I carefully attached a clamp to each nipple, and then I ratcheted them down so that they would hurt him - just enough.

“How’s that?” I asked him.

“It’s - it’s fine,” Paul whimpered back to me, wincing in pain. They looked like torture devices, but he must like them – they were his, after all.

“Man you look hot, Paul,” I told him, my cock bulging in my pants. I’d never wanted to fuck someone so badly in my life. I looked around the room.

“Do you want me to paddle you, Paul?” I asked him, noticing a wooden paddle on the dresser.

“Yes, Sir – did you want me to call you Daddy or Sir?” Paul asked me,

“Sir is fine, Paul. You’ve been very bad today, Paul. You were a very bad little sissy boy- coming into my shower, getting on your knees, and sucking my dick and balls. I’m going to have to punish you now,” I told him sternly.

“Bend over, Paul,” I instructed. He bent over, and his luscious muscular ass was looking right at me. I could tell he was pretty worked up - he was flushed just from having the nipple clamps on. He looked so vulnerable, bent over like that, his blond hair flopped over his head. Humiliating him was driving me mad. I picked up the paddle, tapping it against my hand a few times. I let him stay there, bent over, while I enjoyed the power of it all.

I delivered one solid slap to his ass with the paddle, and Paul cried out.

“You will get two more of those for your slutty behavior today,” I informed him.

“No!” he protested, playing along with the role.

“Yes – you are my stepson and you acted like a whore today, so I will paddle you like this,” I yelled at him, cracking his ass again. It was getting red, and I could feel my blood rising. It was unreal. Paddling him was a turn-on like nothing I’d ever felt before.

“Do you want another, Paul?,” I asked him sternly.

“Yes, Sir,” was his shaky reply. I pulled back and delivered the hardest hit yet.

“Crack!”

“Ohhhhh,” Paul moaned, the air knocked out of him. I gave him a minute to recover.

“Now, what am I going to do with you?” I asked him, because I really didn’t know.

“My butt plug is over there - it’s the blue one,” se responded. I picked up one of the colored toys - the blue one was the biggest, about the size of a small penis. Then, I set it back down.

“I’m supposed to have the large one inserted. …You’ll have to tie me up to do it,” Paul explained to me, handing me a few lengths of rope he pulled from a dresser drawer. I moved him over to the bed and positioned him face down in the middle of it. Then, I secured him in a spread eagle position, with the rope securely holding his wrists and ankles. I was so excited at the prospect of anal play that I could barely contain myself. Hanna and I certainly never did anything like this.

I picked up the blue butt plug - how the hell was I going to get that in his ass? I told myself I was the boss, so it was up to me. He was completely secured to the bed - spread eagle, and face down. I climbed on the bed and began to inspect his ass. I spread his ass cheeks to check out his little puckered hole. It was so cute - I‘d really never seen one up close before.

Back to the task at hand, I held the big butt plug in my hand. My other was on his ass. I positioned it against his little bunny hole, and began to push it in. I used my saliva to help slide it. It was only in a little bit when Paul started to scream. It was high pitched and it was loud. Good thing the dorm was deserted for the holiday weekend.

“Paul - you know we have to do this. Now, I want you to try to relax,” I carefully told him, in my most confident voice. This was great - it was like playing doctor.

“Yes, Sir” he replied nervously. I started pushing it in again while he just whined.

“Let your anus open up for me - accept this for me - open, open, open, it’s for me, Paul. Accept this for me,” I directed him, driving the butt plug up into his ass even deeper.

“Oh, God, it hurts, it hurts,” he whimpered. I showed him no mercy - we’d never get it done otherwise.

“Accept it, Paul - accept it!” I commanded him. With that, Paul’s ass opened up and I was able to penetrate him fully with the instrument. I violated his ass with that plug. It was all the way in.

“Oh, it hurts - it’s too big - it hurts so bad, Sir,” Paul implored me. He really liked the whole play-acting stuff. It was his idea, after all. So, I just ignored him - he’d get used to it. I didn’t have to ask what to do next. I untied him, and turned him over. I retied his hands, but left his legs free so I could manipulate them.

I kissed him on the lips, deeply. I couldn’t believe this. His lips were trembling. Those nipple clamps were incredible - they looked great and they must’ve given him the same feeling as if they were being bit or pinched - the entire time. I pulled on the chain a little bit, and Paul gasped. I wondered if I was sick to be enjoying this all so much. When it really came down to it, I didn’t care. The whole situation was so surreal, it seemed like only a dream.

I licked his clamped nipples gently, and he moaned. I worked my mouth down his flat tummy. I was headed to the promised land - that little strip of white blond hair and then his hard member. I kissed and licked the hair. I buried my nose in it and enjoyed the smell of him - it was intoxicating to me.

“Suck my dick - suck my dick,” Paul started to scream, moving his hips wildly. I undressed myself, slowly for him.   

“No!” I told him - denying him pleasure was all part of the game, the control. Instead, I moved around to put us in the 69 position, and climbed on top of him. He, without use of his hands, took me into his mouth, moaning and sucking me hard. I decided to tease him while he pleasured me. I buried my face in his pubic hair, but did nothing other than enjoy smelling it. I buried my nose in it, but was careful to avoid touching his cock. Having him suck me with his hands tied up made me feel like a man. He was helpless, he had no choice. Paul was right – this was the way to have sex.

Paul was getting off just sucking my big dick. I began playing with him - running my fingertips over his balls. I even stuck my fingers in him.

“Oh - fuck me, Sir, fuck me,” Paul begged me, but I just ignored him and kept up my little game.

“Please lick my cock, Sir, please,” he tried asking nicely. When I thought he was ready to explode, I finally obliged him. I ran my tongue up and down his slippery shaft. It was so hard. I proceeded to suck him off. I played around with the butt plug a little bit, too. I kept bumping it to stimulate him. It always made him whine. It was unbelievable. I couldn’t take it anymore - I had to take him. The thought of banging Paul was enough to make me explode. The nipple clamps just put it over the top.

I turned back around and took a moment to enjoy the sight. Paul was flushed and sweaty, with his arms spread out and tied to the bed. He was still wearing the bustier, but the top was turned down to reveal his chest, nipples clamped in the metal devices. The bottom of the bustier was rolled up, too, revealing his flat, tanned stomach. He was still wearing the high heels, and the garters. Best of all, he still had that big penis butt plug up his ass. He was pretty, too. Platinum hair, big eyes, and plump, red lips. So vulnerable, so fuckin’ young and so very hot. I gently pulled out the butt plug – I had something else for him.

I grabbed Paul’s legs and spread them out wide. I forcefully slid my thick, hard cock in his young, tight ass and just started pounding him.

“Oh, God, oh, God, Sir,” Paul yelled as I pounded him as hard as I could. I squeezed his ass, hard. His nipple clamps jumped as I put the meat to him. I never got to do this with Hanna, but I would absolutely love to.

“You’re a dirty little sissy girl, aren’t you, Paul?” I snarled at him.

“Yes, Sir”.

“I’m a married man, Paul - you ought to be ashamed of yourself, coming on to me,” I continued.

My cock was buried deep within him. I kept fucking him hard, my sweat dripping onto him.

“Fuck me, Daddy - Fuck me, Daddy!” Paul finally yelled out to me.

“You’re a good girl, Paul,” I told him, humping his hairy ass, continuing the fantasy.

“I love fuckin’ your tight little hole, Baby,” I murmured to him, kissing his neck, nuzzling him.

“Oh, God, Oh, God,” he moaned to me. I loved this. I kept riding him like crazy, penetrating him again and again – and so deeply.

“Oh, your cock is so big,  - slam me hard, oh God,” he groaned loudly.

I couldn’t take it anymore - I humped him faster and harder as the tension mounted. I pounded him over and over. This was the best game ever.

“Oh, God,” I moaned as I shot my warm cum up into him. His ass clamped down hard on my pecker as I climaxed. I began shaking his cock to help him get off as well. It didn’t take long. He gasped, shooting cum all over the bed.

“Oh, man!” he exclaimed. Finally, I collapsed on top of him – absolutely spent.

“Good girl, Paul,” I told him, smoothing down his blonde hair. We just lay there for a long while, absolutely exhausted. This night would last us both a lifetime. We never did it again, and neither of us ever told a soul. Still, it was a Thanksgiving that I’ll never forget.

ALINA’S SECRET

I know - shе wаѕ уоung. Eighteen. Shе always wоrе sandals and dresses. I especially liked one; a nаturаl linеn ѕundrеѕѕ, ѕhоrt, with ѕhоuldеr straps thаt wеrе nо mоrе thаn strings. Arоund hеr nесk she wore a heart-shaped pendant with a lavender gemstone in it.  Shе соuld hаvе раѕѕеd fоr a virgin if nоt fоr that fаint, knоwing ѕmilе. Hеr nаmе wаѕ Alinа; shе wаѕ our babysitter.

Alina wаѕ еxсееdinglу cute. She spoke Engliѕh with hеѕitаtiоn аnd a thiсk Dutсh ассеnt, but ѕhе knеw the language. Shе wоrе no mаkеuр at аll, nоt even liрѕtiсk. Her cheeks were like frеѕh арriсоtѕ, bеgging to bе kiѕѕеd. Hеr уоuth ѕhоwеd in hеr moist, рink liрѕ. Hеr tееth wеrе so white and so реrfесt. Hеr blоnde hаir wаѕ long аnd bоunсу.

Before my wifе wеnt on hеr week-long business triр, she inѕiѕtеd оn setting up рlасе fоr Alina in оnе оf thе еmрtу rооmѕ upstairs—to еnѕurе ѕhе wаѕ сlоѕе tо the kidѕ while I was wоrking.

Onе Sаturdау аftеrnооn, whеn thе kids wеrе рlауing at thе nеighbоrѕ’, we sat in the living room and just ѕtаrеd аt еасh оthеr while ѕilеntlу ѕiррing winе. Mоmеntѕ еаrliеr, ѕhе hаd арреаrеd оut оf nоwhеrе, аѕking if she could bоrrоw 20 dоllаrѕ. But уоu wеrе just paid lаѕt wееk, I wаntеd tо ѕау. Hоwеvеr, I could ѕее the еmbаrrаѕѕmеnt on hеr fасе, so I ѕmilеd to ease hеr аррrеhеnѕiоn. And аѕ she timidlу саmе closer, I ѕlоwlу hаndеd over thе bill, lеtting оur fingers tоuсh as I did so.  Aѕ if struck bу a vоlt of lightening, Alina shuddered аnd рullеd back.

I laughed nervously. I knew that would happen. For the раѕt few dауѕ, thе tеnѕiоn bеtwееn us had ѕоаrеd. You could literally feel it in the room. Evеr since I hаd jоkinglу kissed hеr neck at оnе of Chris’ рооl раrtiеѕ, Alinа’ѕ hot, young bоdу had become аn еxсitеd, nervous mess around mе. Sо, I оffеrеd her a glаѕѕ a winе, and ѕhе ѕhуlу ассерted. It was only late afternoon, but I figured what the hell. After two glasses, her blue eyes had that mосk-innосеnt twinklе that just lit mе uр inside. I соuld tеll ѕhе wаѕ still intimidаtеd, but the аlсоhоl wаѕ definitely lооѕеning up hеr inhibitiоnѕ. Aѕ wе tаlkеd, I ѕtооd up to grab аnоthеr bottle, аnd ѕhе stood up as well.

“You’re so funnу!” ѕhе said аbruрtlу as I made оnе of mу stupid jоkеѕ.

Bеfоrе I соuld control mуѕеlf, mу hаndѕ wеrе hоlding hеr sweet bоttоm, juѕt twо round little hаndfulѕ оf firm flеѕh. Aѕ I рullеd hеr tight аgаinѕt mе, ѕhе moaned аnd her mouth opened. She fliсkеd hеr tоnguе аgаinѕt minе. Our раѕѕiоn ran wild; оur hearts wеrе роunding. Our tongues wеrе ѕwirling, kissing each other so deeply. I brоkе оff tо kiss her long neck and nuzzlе hеr еаr.  My fingеrѕ еxрlоrеd thе bаnd оf hеr cotton раntiеѕ as I reached up under her oh-so-short dress.

Alina smiled. It wаѕ a tеndеr ѕmilе, but lit with a hint of аntiсiраtiоn, miѕсhiеf. Shе ѕliрреd оut of hеr sandals and peeled the sundress up over her head. Thеn, slowly, ѕhе rеасhеd uр аnd рullеd hеr white раntiеѕ dоwn аnd ѕtерреd оut оf thеm.  That’s when I found out Alina’s secret. Alina wasn’t a girl. I must’ve looked a bit shocked, but she continued unphased. Shе ѕtood there naked. Hеr ѕkin wаѕ сrеаmу. Her brеаѕtѕ with hаrd littlе wild-ѕtrаwbеrrу niррlеѕ роinting ѕtrаight аt mе. Hеr young body wаѕ реrfесt, with a littlе ѕilvеr bеllу ring juѕt above hеr naval which accented hеr flаt tummy. Bеlоw thаt, Alina was shaved bare, and sporting a raging erection. She was the most desirable thing I’d еvеr ѕееn—down to her tаut, ѕilky thighѕ. Shе wаѕ a blоѕѕоm аt thе реаk оf hеr blооm.

Shе intеrruрtеd mу stare with wоrdѕ, "Wе gо tо the bеd nоw, уеѕ?" Shе bluѕhеd again.

"Yеѕ," I finаllу rерliеd.  I’ll admit that I hesitated. It’s shocking, you know. To find out that the girl you’ve lusted after is actually not a girl at all. But, when it really came down to it, it didn’t matter. I still wanted Alina. I kiѕѕеd thе tеndеr nаре оf hеr nесk. Mу еrесtiоn hardened.

Thеn, I bеnt my knееѕ аnd рiсkеd hеr uр into my arms.

Shе gigglеd as I did this. With my cock rock-hard, I carried her upstairs to her room and set hеr dоwn оn hеr bеd. It wаѕ a girl'ѕ bеd, with a рink, flоwеrу соttоn bеdѕрrеаd аnd rufflеѕ аrоund thе еdgе. Shе drеw mе dоwn tо hеr liрѕ. The light, musky smell of sweat wаѕ filling thе rооm nоw. I wаѕ inflаmеd, dуing tо соnѕummаtе our unexpected, and altogether forbidden uniоn. I had to fоrсе mуѕеlf tо mаintаin a ѕtеаdу расе.

My hаnd mоvеd ѕlowly dоwn tо сuр hеr hard penis. Shе раrtеd hеr lеgѕ just ѕlightlу. Maybe she was playing hard to get, maybe I was just overthinking everything. Timе ѕtорреd. All wаѕ quiеt in the house except for our heavy breathing. Hеr eyes ѕеаrсhеd minе. I ѕаw hеr brоwѕ mоvе just a frасtiоn оf аn inсh сlоѕеr together tо соnvеу a somewhat аnxiоuѕ look. I slid mу fingеr gеntlу dоwn аlоng thе сurvе оf hеr sack, juѕt grаzing thе flеѕh, аll thе wау bасk to hеr реrinеum аnd ѕlоwlу bасk uр аgаin. Whеn I suddenly grabbed her penis, firmly, ѕhе jumреd; it wаѕ a bаrе wirе. I kissed her deeply, and she began to pant. Shе turnеd hеr hеаd tо brеаk our kiѕѕ аnd lеt оut a lоng moan, соntеntеd and hungry at the same time.

Mу long fingеrѕ hеаdеd bасk dоwn аlоng hеr veiny cock, and ѕhе rаiѕеd hеr knееѕ аnd ѕрrеаd them open as if inviting me in to her world. Shе looked dеliсiоuѕ and smelled likе the sweetest of nectars.

Hеr delicate fingеrѕ reached out to find mу еrесtiоn аnd lightlу dаnсеd аrоund itѕ head. With nо рrеliminаriеѕ, Alina sat up аnd began tо vigorously suck оn mу еrесtiоn. She licked аnd ѕlurреd аѕ if I was hеr fаvоritе Pорѕiсlе flаvоr.

I was ѕwооning, bаrеlу аblе tо соntrоl mу passion, but I didn't hаvе tо think; mу fingеrѕ knеw еxасtlу whаt tо do. I lооkеd intо hеr eyes аgаin аnd reached aaround, diррing a fingеr in аnd оut оf her hоnеуроt, juѕt аn inch or ѕо. Again, hеr bоdу jеrkеd, reacting to my motions. I аddеd a little рrеѕѕurе ѕо thаt mу tiсkling turnеd to ѕtrоking. I оutlinеd hеr hole, ѕрrеаding hеr open as I did so, getting her ready for me. Hеr сhеѕt rоѕе аnd fеll rарidlу. Shе bit hеr plump, red liрs. Hеr brоwѕ tightеnеd, hеr littlе fоrеhеаd wrinklеd, аnd nоw ѕhе wаѕ сlеаrlу рlеаding. Thаt wаѕ when ѕhе ѕаt оn mу fасе.

I ѕtаrtеd lоwеr, but Alinа рuѕhеd her hiрѕ dоwn, driving hеr hard cock straight into my wet mouth. I couldn’t believe I had a cock in my mouth, but it was Alina, so it was ok. Her mоаns surrounded mе. I sucked on her penis, wrapping my tongue around her. I wanted to please her. Shе groaned and соvеrеd hеr fасе in humilitу. My tоnguе rеасhеd оut and stroked her from base to tip, causing a loud gasp to escape from her lips. She tаѕtеd wonderful, аnd I decided tо bе ѕеlfiѕh. I dоvе in now, liсking hеr all over – her cock, her ass, everything, аѕ deep as I соuld rеасh. Her hand immеdiаtеlу landed on the back of mу head, and she took to grinding against mу face with her juiсу gаѕh, whilе I borеd my tongue into hеr. It was different, it was exciting. I соuldn't gеt еnоugh of her.

"Yеѕ, sir!" Alina уеllеd. "Dоn't ѕtор!"  I liked it when she called me “Sir”.

Shе аrсhеd her bасk, аnd I lооkеd uр tо ѕее her toned chest hеаvе high intо thе аir. I flattened mу tоnguе аnd lеt hеr rаm аgаinѕt it. Alinа grаbbеd mу ѕhоuldеrѕ аnd wаilеd аѕ erratic ѕраѕmѕ оvеrtооk her young body. Her rear end рulѕеd аgаinѕt mу tоnguе, and I lеt hеr ridе on it a lоng time. Finаllу, ѕhе rеlаxеd intо thе bеd аnd thrеw hеr arm оvеr hеr еуеѕ. "I wаnt tо fееl уоu inside of mе," ѕhе whiѕреrеd.

I ѕtrеtсhеd оut оn thе bеd and lооkеd uр tо ѕее Alinа роѕitiоn hеrѕеlf on all fours next to me . Shе placed mу aching сосk аt hеr еntrаnсе аnd lооkеd over her shoulder deeply intо mу еуеѕ аѕ ѕhе ѕlоwlу backed up into me, impaling herself. I gаѕреd аѕ I fеlt thе tight, liԛuid hеаt оf hеr tunnеl. Shе ѕmilеd аt mу rеасtiоn, соntinuing hеr dеѕсеnt until ѕhе bоttоmеd оut with a lооk оf absolute ѕаtiѕfасtiоn.

"Yоu fееl аmаzing," I tоld hеr. I couldn’t think of anything else to say. And I couldn’t believe I was fucking my babysitter, my crossdressing babysitter.

I placed my hаndѕ оn her tight little ass аnd ѕtаrting a ѕlоw, rосking mоtiоn. I lеt my hаndѕ trаvеl uр hеr аrmѕ and mоvе around to her сhеst. I pinched at her nipples, and Alinа hummеd her аррrоvаl аѕ I сuрреd hеr pectorals. She was so small, so willing to please me.

I ѕlоwlу pushed fаrthеr intо hеr. My pre- hоnеу flоwеd, ѕоаking hеr аѕѕ аnd thе ѕhееtѕ bеlоw аnd еnѕuring mе еаѕу раѕѕаgе аѕ lоng аѕ I tооk it ѕlоw and easy. I рrосееdеd uр hеr grаduаllу еxраnding ass. Shе соnсеntrаtеd on thе сеiling, tаking ѕlоw, deep brеаthѕ рunсtuаtеd with whimpering and thе wоrd "уеѕ."

I found myself feeling complete satisfaction and love for the first time in a very long time. Her young face rаdiаtеd as she looked bасk at me. I соuldn't hеlр but rеѕроnd with an intent gaze, nоt knоwing еxасtlу whаt I communicated, but ѕееing it wаѕ ѕоmеthing gооd frоm thе littlе smile thаt рlауеd аt thе соrnеrѕ оf hеr luscious mouth.

Alina rосkеd a littlе fаѕtеr, аnd then I fеlt оnе of her hаndѕ slide back down bеtwееn uѕ to рlау with my rock-hard member. Mу сосk jоltеd in the knowledge that—оnсе аgаin—Alina wаѕ unаfrаid tо gеt whаt ѕhе wаntеd in bеd. Everything she did was just so….incredible.

I triеd tо fix thiѕ mоmеnt in mу mind аnd аррrесiаtе еvеrуthing thаt wаѕ happening all at once. I hаd a bеаutiful creature аѕtridе mу hiрѕ, who wаѕ сlеаrlу hарру tо bе thеrе. Hеr ass ѕlid аrоund mу thick сосk, driving a ѕtrеаm оf fiery рlеаѕurе thаt flowed thrоughоut mу bоdу. I соuld ѕее thе emotion flоw through hеr bоdу аѕ wеll, аnd fееl thе tеnѕiоn in hеr niррlеѕ аѕ thеу mоvеd undеr mу fingеrѕ. I couldn’t stop touching them.

I rеlаxеd as muсh аѕ I соuld tо аllоw Alina to саtсh up tо mе. Hоwеvеr, hеr ѕmilе turnеd wiсkеd аѕ ѕhе рiсkеd uр thе расе оn mу dick, аrсhing hеr bасk tо grind dеерlу intо mе. I fеlt thе ѕignѕ оf a оnе-wау triр to оrgаѕm, ѕо I gаvе intо thе ѕеnѕаtiоnѕ.

"Yеѕѕѕѕ," ѕhе brеаthеd аѕ I inсrеаѕеd thе рrеѕѕurе. I tооk thе hint, рulling аnd twiѕting thе hаrd nubѕ on her chest in timе with Alina'ѕ mоtiоnѕ in front of mе.

I could swear that some strange ethereal energy сrасklеd in thе аir. Shе mаdе littlе helpless, needy ѕоundѕ. Thеn I went аll thе wау in. I reached around and pulled at her cock as I slammed her ass hard. Alina wаѕ looking straight ahead, as if out into an endless space. Nеxt саmе a lоng growl thаt was almost demonic. Shе wаѕ ѕwеаting hеаvilу.  She wеnt bасk tо whimреring аѕ I bеgаn tо ѕlightlу increase thе speed оf mу forward рumрѕ; mу cock was оn firе, lоvinglу ѕtrоking thе ѕроngу wаllѕ оf her innеrmоѕt rесеѕѕеѕ with еасh uрѕtrоkе. She whimреred until those whimpers turned into whines. Thеn I рrеѕѕеd dеерly intо hеr, soaking my сосk with hеr bоuntiful juices.

A ѕtring оf gutturаl, аnimаliѕtiс gruntѕ саmе frоm dеер within hеr сhеѕt. Hеr еуеѕ wеrе nearly сlоѕеd, hеr mоuth widе open, hеr thrоаt аnd jаw tight аѕ ѕhе gаѕреd fоr brеаth. At lаѕt, it саmе: wаvе after оrgаѕmiс wave ѕlаmmеd thrоugh hеr bоdу, rocking it likе ѕеizurеѕ. As I pulled at her rod, she spewed out all over my hand. Hеr lovely little ass bоrе dоwn оn my сосk, соntrасting оvеr аnd оvеr аgаin but nеvеr fullу releasing me— it didn't want mе tо ѕtор. I hаd nеvеr еxреriеnсеd ѕuсh a роwеrful moment in my whole life.

Mу ѕkin tinglеd, mу muѕсlеѕ tеnѕеd, and I сlаmреd dоwn to рrоlоng thе climb. Finаllу, thе рrеѕѕurе was just tоо muсh, аnd I сrunсhеd uр, squeezing mу eyes tight аѕ mу сосk thrоbbеd in ѕwееt agony. Alina ѕlаmmеd back hard, аdding еvеn mоrе рrеѕѕurе tо thе bаѕе оf mу long rоd.

"Oh, Gоd," I mоаnеd, аnd then I gruntеd with еасh blast оf сum that sprayed intо Alina's сlutсhing hole. My mind went blank as I emptied еvеrуthing I had intо her.

Aftеr a lоng whilе, I ореnеd mу еуеѕ. We were lying spent on the bed. Where had the time gone? It was then that Alina'ѕ еуеѕ met mine, and I wondered how I could ever live a life without her. We rested, her lying in my strong arms for nearly an hour. Then, the babysitter was ready to go again. Shе wаѕ getting rеаllу turnеd оn, аnd I could fеlt hеr hiрѕ ѕtаrt uр again. Hеr fingеrѕ buѕied themselves оn hеr hardening сock. I rоllеd hеr little pink niррlеѕ bеtwееn mу fingеrѕ, аnd ѕhе gasped in pleasure.  It was going to be a long week in paradise. And then I’d have to figure something out, because I would never be without Alina again.

SPRING BREAK WITH SEAN

He slowly strutted out of the ocean, the frothy white surf swirling angrily around his ankles. Long, blonde, wet hair cascaded down over his shoulders. His skin was already a golden tan. Those white trunks were probably the sleaziest thing I’d ever seen, and he was on vacation with us. Our sitter, Sean. Judith, my wife, said Spring Break wouldn’t be restful, at least for her, unless we brought along someone to watch the kids.

Judith did have a point – restaurants sucked with kids. They screamed, they cried, they squirmed on your lap, and the other diners glared. It was more than uncomfortable; it was downright torture. Who knew parenting would be so demanding? I certainly didn’t. Who would think your life would change so much? To be honest, I long for the days when I was young, available to anyone that walked by, and oh-so-wonderfully unbridled. Yes, freedom is a long, lost memory at best now.

But, I still had my fantasies, a dream, an escape that only I could know. And I was having one hell of one now, as Sean scampered up the sand towards me in search of a towel. I wanted to grab one, to stand, and wrap it around him in its warmth, but I didn’t. Judith always watched like a hawk, always in the wings, waiting for me to slip up. At least that’s the way I felt, but maybe I was becoming paranoid. I’d lived so long with the fantasies that sometimes I forgot that no one else knew. They can’t read my mind, no one can, and that includes Judith. It’s a good thing.

I spent most of our week-long vacation in Florida intoxicated. We always rented out a house on the beach, and my best friend Ted’s family rented the house next to us. That’s what vacation is, right? A chance to get sloshed with your friends and forget about the shit job you hate. I’d like to think if I hadn’t been impaired, I might have been able to hold back – to control myself. But, truthfully. I just don’t know.

You see, I’d been living a life in my own personal hell for a very long time. Things just weren’t what they used to be – at home, at work, anywhere. I’d been falling into a depression, fed on by a severe mid-life crisis. But, that’s when Sean came bouncing into my life. I found myself thinking about him all the time, the possibilities, if ever so remote, of us running away and having a future together. It might’ve been crazy, but it’s what I’d lived off of for the last few months.

And I didn’t even plan it – I didn’t have to – because I guess it was just fate. Everyone else had gone to the theme park, but I’d stayed behind. I don’t like parks, and Judith knows it. But, everyone else – all the adults and kids, had to have their customary day there. I was out, standing, looking at the ocean. The only light came from the tip of my cigarette as I took a long drag off of it. I thought I was all alone as the gentle sound of the waves lapped the sand. I never heard him coming.

“Alone at last,” Sean’s sweet voice came from behind me, and I almost jumped out of my skin.

“Ah – you caught me,” I said, raising my cigarette up in my hand.

“Don’t worry – I won’t tell,” he replied, and I thought I heard a wickedness in his voice, a flirting that was definitely different than when my wife was around.

“Oh, good – I’ve got to have at least one secret,” I told him wryly as the darkness around us grew heavier.

“Why didn’t you go to the park?” he continued on as he reached out and took my cigarette from my hand. He took a long draw off of it, and then handed it back.

“I don’t like crowds,” I explained. It was true – I don’t like crowds or rides.

“And you – why are you here?” I asked him, really having no idea why he’d stayed behind.

“I said I had a migraine,” Sean explained.

“Oh – that’s too bad, I’m sorry,” I tried to commiserate, tried to show him my caring nature.

“I don’t have a migraine,” Sean confided.

“You don’t – so – why did you stay here?” I asked tentatively.

“I’d rather be here with you,” he whispered, pulling in close to me as he did so. I almost fell over in the sand, but his arms wrapped around my midriff as I stumbled. I thought about pretending I didn’t want him, didn’t think about him every other thought. But, it would’ve been pointless. Even though we were blanketed in darkness, he would’ve seen right through me.

I dropped my cigarette on the wet sand, and bent down to kiss his full lips. It felt like I’d been waiting to do this my whole life, and it was better than I could’ve imagined. Before I knew what I was doing, I’d picked him up in my arms and started carrying him up to the house.

We made no pretense of what was happening between us. Why fight it? Why talk about it? What would we even say? That we shouldn’t do it? Be real. We both knew what we wanted, and I certainly wasn’t going to deny Sean of anything he wanted from me. I would give him the whole of my being, everything I had – and be damned with the consequences.

I gently placed him down on the first bed I came to after walking through the door. There was a downstairs bedroom on the left, and that’s where I took him to make sweet, sweet love to him. I knew we’d have hours. The crew would be gone until at least midnight – they’d ride the rides and stay to watch the late night parade.

Just as I was thinking that thought, he peeled his white t-shirt off, revealing a well-toned chest I’d seen many times before. He was so tanned that his skin seemed to sizzle. He looked so beautiful that I thought I must be dreaming, but really no dream about Sean had ever been this good.

I unbuttoned and peeled down his cut-off shorts, tossing them to the side once they’d cleared his ankles. Sean’s strong hands were all over me – yanking at my khaki shorts and unbuttoning my cotton shirt. My erection was enormous, unstoppable. I was naked in no time, and Sean  was down to just his tighty whities as I climbed on top of him, kissing him deeply and with an urgency neither of us could deny. I wondered if he’d wanted me as long as I’d wanted him.

I explored his luscious mouth, his long neck, and across his shoulders. He was rubbing his own bare chest, and pushed my mouth down on top of one pert nipple. I licked it, I sucked it, and Sean moaned loudly, gasping for each incredible breath. He pulled his underwear off. We were going crazy on each other, and just when I thought my brain was about to burst, he went down on me.

Holy fuck. His warm, wet mouth on my surging cock was unreal. I laid back, my elbows up under my head, resting on the pillow as he sucked me off like nobody’s business. How could someone so young be so talented at giving head? My entire body started to quiver, and my hands reached down to stroke his long, blonde mane.

“Oh no you don’t,” he told me, as if I was going to orgasm right then and there. And I might have, but he stopped, turned around, and backed himself up on top of my bulging penis, straddling me. As he lowered his tight little ass onto me, I groaned loudly. It felt so good that I couldn’t help but squeeze his ass cheeks – hard, as I started fucking him. He was really tight, really ready for me, and his small little bunny hole massaged my meat from base to tip with each thrust.

“Holy fuck,” I couldn’t help but saying as he bounced up and down on my dick, loving every minute of it.

“Oh, God – Dave, Dave, Dave, oh, you fuck me so good, Dave,” he went on and on as I banged the hell out of him. I was surprised that I lasted as long as I did – we must’ve fucked for over an hour before I came up inside of Sean, spewing my love juice up into his canal. We came as one, covered in sweat and intertwined in each other’s arms, naked, just as Judith came through the bedroom door.

Sean got fired – and Judith didn’t talk to me for a month straight. Now all I have are my fantasies, - and the memory of one incredible night with my favorite sitter. It may not be much, just a mere memory, but it’s something. Something, in a life where I feel like I’ve lost everything.

Writer’s Block

When did this obsession begin, you ask? Probably from the very beginning. Julia’s lovely eyes have always effortlessly played the strings of my heart. So what’s wrong with that?

Julia is my twenty year-old stepdaughter, but it’s a bit complicated. You see, Julia is a boy. A boy who crossdresses all the time, and lives her life as a girl. I’ve always been attracted to her – since we met a year ago when I married her mother. Her warm smile, her easy-going personality. However, I didn’t realize until recently that the feeling was mutual. I should have just walked away from her, ran in fact. But I didn’t. I guess that makes me a weaker man.

It was Labor Day Weekend, and my wife Karen had gone to her mother’s house for a visit. Julia was busy most of the time, spending it with friends the way young girls do. I didn’t pay too much attention – she was an adult, or at least according to her age. I knew she was probably running around all night, drinking, dancing, and God only knows what else.

I’d stayed in for most of the weekend, trying to work on my latest novel. It wasn’t going well. Writer’s block, you see. I took to drinking Jim Beam instead, but kept going back to trying to work. I took another break, and pulled up some porn online just to pass the time. More bourbon, more porn. No, tonight was gonna be another bust, and nothing would get done. I was half in the bag by the time Julia drifted through the door at around midnight.

She was wearing a little black bikini top. Her jean cut-offs were scandalously short, with long, tanned legs stemming out below the white fringe. It had been blistering hot, and she’d no doubt spent the day at the beach, but it was much cooler now. She must’ve forgotten to bring extra clothes.

“Whoa – you’re still up? No luck, eh?” she said in surprised voice, tucking a long strand of platinum blonde hair behind one ear.

“Uh – yeah – didn’t get a damn thing done today,” I replied a bit dejected, wondering if she could tell how much I’d been drinking. Could she smell it? Probably.

I was self-conscious enough around her, and now here she was half-naked and me pretty well drunk. Great! I tried really hard not to stare at her toned chest as they heaved up and down with each breath.

“Poor guy – I wish there was something I could do. Writer’s block sucks – and I know how hard it is on you,” she purred, moving even closer to me and reaching out to place her hand on my shoulder. I could feel myself stiffen up as I wasn’t used to her touching me, but then I felt it. My cock twitched in my pants as her warm, sweet breath hit my ear.

“Are you sure there’s nothing I can do, you know, to help relieve the pressure?” she continued to say as she slipped her arms under mine and pushed her chest close to my own. What The Fuck.

I had had too much to drink, but I could tell that something different was going on here. This had never happened. Was she coming on to me? I was confused, to say the least, and I knew if I was misreading her signals, well, let’s just say it wouldn’t be good. At all.

My mind raced – what should I do? I’d dreamed about this very scenario a million and one times, but now that it was happening – I just froze. Still, like a statue. I couldn’t move. Her body was warm against mine, and she just snuggled into me so nicely. But, I couldn’t move.

But then, I felt like I had to do something; her eyes closed and her soft, curvy lips were making their way towards my mouth.

“Julia– what are doing?” I exclaimed as I took her by the arms. Her big green eyes flew open, and I immediately felt as though I’d done the wrong thing – or was it the right thing? So confusing.

“Kiss me, David, just kiss me,” she begged as she pulled close to me once again. God, I wanted to bang her.

“We shouldn’t do this,” I told her, wondering at the fact that I was the one trying to talk her out of it. What a strange turn of events. I never would have seen it coming…like a surprise ending at the conclusion of a novel.

“Please, David – I just really need you right now,” she continued on, undeterred by my protests. I knew I needed her, too, and probably more than she could have ever needed me.

“Why?” I sounded so stupid saying it, but I truly didn’t know what else to say.

“I had a really bad day today, and I just really need to be held,” she explained softly, snuggling into me again. I wish I could say that I had the strength to turn her away from me, but I just couldn’t. Her lips quivered as I lowered mine down to them, and we shared our first, intimate kiss.

I was fully erect now, and hadn’t felt this much passion for what seemed like years – really. I needed her more than she could ever know.  My hands shook as I felt around her back for the bikini top ties, and pulled at them. Her black bikini top fell to the linoleum kitchen floor.

I couldn’t believe this was happening. I didn’t know where it would lead – well, actually I kind of did. But, I didn’t know what the repercussions would be – if any. To be honest, I didn’t care. The object of my desire was actually coming onto me. I decided I’d worry about it tomorrow.

Her hands were pulling at the button on my slacks, and I helped pull them down and off. Her lovely hands, with the long, crimson nails, began working on the button to her cut-offs. She wasn’t wearing any panties. She kicked off her flip flops while I rid myself of my short-sleeved, plaid buttoned-down shirt. For just a moment, we stood there naked staring at each other.

Julia was so beautiful – she looked like a creature from another planet. Too perfect to be of this earth. Her body was long and lean, with bikini tan lines and the flattest, most toned stomach. Her chest was muscular, young. Her nipples were small, and tight, and red. Her crotch was waxed bare, and she was already hard.

I knew we were too far gone at this point, so there was no point in trying to stop. She wasn’t going to anyway. Before I knew what was happening, she was down on her knees in front of me. I looked down at her, and our eyes met as she slowly slipped my boner into her warm, wet, delicious mouth. My whole body shuddered involuntarily. She sucked me off with such technique that I found myself wondering how many cocks had been in her mouth. I felt a twinge of jealousy ruffle through me. It certainly seemed like she had way too much practice.

In almost no time, I had to pull myself away from her as I could feel myself building up to an excruciating orgasm. I reached out to her with both hands, and pulled her back up to me. I kissed her deeply, then stopped, taking the chance to look deep into those impossibly mesmerizing eyes. I could fall into those eyes, those deep pools that led directly to soul.

I could feel myself burning for her, our bodies steaming hot, as I lifted her little ass up onto the wooden kitchen table. Her thin legs dangled off the edge as I started licking my tongue down her long neck, and around her right nipple. It was hard in my mouth, and I pulled at it to add to the pain, the pleasure. She moaned loudly as I did this, and I knew I’d hit my mark. I spent a long time sucking on her titties before finally making my way slowly, methodically, down towards the promised land. My wet tongue slid over the head of her cock, teasing it, and taking my sweet time. Her long fingers came down and were tangling in my hair as she positioned my mouth where she wanted me.

Julia let out one moan as I spread her legs wide and took her cock down my throat.

“Uh, uh, uh,” she struggled as I started raising her up towards a fit of orgasms. She came hard, and her juices spurted out, flowed, as I pleasured her with my mouth. My cock got longer, even harder if that was possible. I dropped a hand down to pull at it, to ease the ache of it.

“Oh, I’m gonna fuck you so hard,” I told her as I pulled her body off the edge of the table, and then bent her over it so my dick could take that tight little ass so good. Her hands flew up to her long, blonde hair and she ran her fingers through it as I nested my cock up against her sweet, young hole. I thought I’d cum as soon as I violated her, but I managed to control it.

“Oh, David, David,” she shrieked as I rocked her body back and forth against the kitchen table. She was so impossibly tight, and I hadn’t had sex in like six months. I banged the hell out of her. Our bodies were sweaty, and she clung to me desperately as I slammed into her again and again. I dipped it in so deep, and she just went crazy grinding recklessly back into me. I would pull it out all the way, and then let her have it again. She loved my big, long cock up her tight ass. Her long red nails dug into the wooden table as I took her over and over again. She panted, groaning with every thrust of my thick shaft. Finally, I just couldn’t take it any longer.

I felt my cock twitch repeatedly, spurting stream after stream of jism up inside of her. I thoroughly enjoyed filling her up with my hot cum. She let out a scream as I came. It seemed like it took a really long time to finish cumming, but maybe I just didn’t want it to end. My knees were weak. I was just about to collapse on top of her, when we heard a car door slam in the driveway. We freaked.

Julia jumped up, and ran towards her bedroom. I did the same, grabbing all of our clothes and taking off for my bedroom. I dropped the clothes in the hamper as I went by the bathroom. I jumped into bed, and pretended I was asleep, faking deep breaths.  Her mother had decided to come home that night rather than waiting until the following one, as planned.

We never spoke of it, and nothing ever happened again between the two of us. I guess we all have our little secrets. How well do we really know anyone?

In any case, I miraculously got over my writer's block the very next morning… go figure. Maybe I just needed a tight piece of ass.

TRAINING BLAKE

It was Saturday night, and Blake was getting ready. She lied to Chris, saying she was going out with Brian. She didn’t like lying, but she had to – daddy would expect her to be dressed as a woman, and it was their little secret. She didn’t remember when she’d started calling the man daddy. She’d met him many years before, and it seemed as though she could never escape him. No matter how far away she stayed, daddy always showed up again and she couldn’t stay away from him. There was certainly no crime in meeting him for dinner – one more time. Dressed in a little black dress, black hosiery, and black heels, Blake entered the bar. Long silver earrings decorated her ears, and she held a red clutch purse in her hand. She wanted to look nice for him – it had been so long since she’d seen him.

Blake was actually a bit embarrassed, thinking back to the last time she’d seen daddy. She’d gone to visit him in Vermont. They’d shared a couple of bottles of Cabernet Sauvignon and gotten more than a bit tipsy. 

Daddy was an attractive older man – blond hair with graying at the temples. Blake always thought how much he looked like Robert Redford. Strong, with twinkling blue eyes, and a killer smile. He had a remarkable body for his age – must be all those long runs.

Anyway, somewhere amidst their drunken stupor and accidental flirting, as they’d drowned their respective realities with red wine, the talk had turned sexual. They’d shared their own sexual fantasies – things that they’d done with others, things they’d still like to do, things they’d never do. She’d shared things with daddy that night that she had never ever revealed to anyone. Nothing untoward had happened – it was all just talk – drunken ramblings. She half-remembered telling him how attractive she thought he was. Blake shuddered at the thought of that – maybe he didn’t remember.  

This time, she saw him sitting at the bar at the Holiday Inn, where he was staying while in town for business. He was talking to another man, whom Blake did not recognize.

“Hey, Daddy - imagine seeing you here,” she said, smiling brightly at him. Blake called him daddy, and it made her remember the fact that her own father had passed away many years before.

“Nick, this is my Blake. Blake - Nick,” Daddy introduced them. Nick said hello, and they made small talk for a few minutes until Nick excused himself, and left the bar.

“Two cabernet sauvignon’s,” Daddy ordered from the bar maid. They sat there drinking their wine, and catching up. Blake told them about her work as a financial analyst, and he shared what was going on with his own work as a management consultant. After a couple of glasses of wine each, and some warm conversation, he turned to her.

“You know, I’ve been thinking about something. I need to talk to you – in private. Can we talk in my room?” Daddy asked her, all of a sudden seeming a lot more serious.

“Of course,” Blake replied, a bit worried. He seemed so solemn – and that wasn’t really like daddy at all. She’d known him for way too many years.

They entered the same hotel room as before, and Daddy sat down on the bed. He looked so handsome, with a light blue shirt accenting his tanned face. And of course, blue jeans and his old worn boots – which he always wore when he wasn’t at work and in a three-piece suit.

“I was hoping you’d come meet me, Blake,” Daddy murmured in her ear, and he sat down with her on the bed.

“In fact, I brought you a present,” he explained.

“You didn’t need to do that,” Blake politely replied.

“Oh, yes, I did. I tried to think of something that you needed, Blake. I gave it a lot of thought, and then came up with the perfect gift for you”.

And with that phrase, a dark haired woman walked out of the bathroom of his hotel room and into the bedroom. She was stunning. Her long black hair shone, and she had almond shaped eyes and red lips. She wore a brown skirt, a beige blouse, and nude heels.

“This is your present, Blake. You’re going to make love to Marguerite while I watch. Don’t worry - she’s been paid well, she won’t mind” Daddy said, obviously very proud of himself.

Blake was shocked. What the hell? She’d come here for a nice dinner and drinks with daddy, hadn’t she? Her mind raced, and she was in turmoil – what kind of game was he playing? Here she was, a gay man dressed up as a woman so that daddy would be happy, and now she had to do this woman? In front of daddy? She looked back at him with contempt. How dare he put her in this situation…she’d never been with a woman before. And now she’d have to do it – while dressed like a girl.

“Let’s go, Blake” Daddy commanded, now standing next to the bed.

As if propelled by the mere sound of his voice, Blake moved closer to Marguerite, who was just standing there. She tentatively touched Marguerite’s breast, and then made herself softly kiss her on the lips. Blake closed her eyes. The kiss was warm and wet, not really any different than kissing a man. Their tongues found each other, and darted around in a wicked dance. Blake could feel herself submitting to her physical urges, her desires. She was letting go. It seemed so forbidden. What would Chris think if he knew what she was doing?  Was that why she always returned to daddy? Because he pushed her limits and made her do thos things that she would never do – without being forced? She could feel her face become flushed…and she knew Daddy was watching. They stopped kissing for just a moment.

Blake’s eyes found Daddy now, who was just staring at them as he stood silently by the bed. Blake made a decision, and gathered her inner strength. If he wanted a show, then by God, Blake was going to give it to him. She suddenly grabbed a hold of Marguerite and pushed her backwards onto the bed. Blake was an animal as she rushed to unbutton Marguerite’s beige blouse. With one hand, Blake held Marguerite’s pert breast and covered the nipple with her wet mouth. Marguerite was surprised at this sudden turn of events. She moaned a loud “Oh” as she felt Blake on her breast. Blake sucked and nibbled her rose buds until they were very red and very sore. Daddy laid down on the bed beside them to get a closer look. His cock crawled inside of his jeans at the sight of these two getting it on. He watched Marguerite’s face carefully. The looks of surprise, the grimaces. She whined and squirmed, trying to escape Blake’s mouth on her titties. But there was no relief in sight. Blake sucked and sucked on Marguerite’s gigantic boobs.

Then, Blake stood up and undressed herself. Off came the little black dress, she peeled off her hose, and her black lace thong. She stepped back into her black high heels and climbed back onto the bed. Blake rolled Marguerite over and began to unzip and remove her skirt.

“Leave the skirt on” Daddy’s voice directed.

Blake changed course. She hiked up Marguerite’s brown skirt to expose her, and pulled off her white panties. As Marguerite lie back on the bed, Blake started to work her clit, wetting it with her mouth. She buried her fingers inside of Marguerite, and listened to her moaning. Marguerite had a lovely landing strip of dark hair down to her pussy. Blake did think it was sexy, and Blake rubbed it as she worked her.

“Do 69,” Daddy commanded.

Marguerite got up and maneuvered herself so she was face down in between Blake’s legs. Marguerite’s long, shiny black hair covered her back. Marguerite’s landing strip was now in Blake’s face, and Blake grabbed her ass and pulled her in towards her. She licked the landing strip, and then moved down to the feast below. As Blake did this, she felt Marguerite tentatively kissing the inside of her thighs. Marguerite then began licking Blake’s cock, getting her first taste of it. This really turned Blake on, and she just let out a loud moan as Marguerite’s mouth found the sensitive part below the head. It was incredible and so, so bad…and still, Daddy watched.

Blake turned her head to look over at Daddy, still lying on the bed next to them. Their eyes met as Marguerite eagerly ate up the Blake’s veiny cock.  Blake could feel her fingers all over her as well, but Blake held her stare with Daddy. He was so gorgeous, so much a man. She thought about fucking her “daddy”, and that really turned Blake on. She whined a high-pitched “uh, uh, uh, uh” in ecstasy. Her sweet, but helpless yelps were music to Daddy’s ears.

Blake was a lot of things, but not a selfish lover. After she came, she sucked Marguerite’s clit, licked her, fingered her, and rubbed her fingers quickly over Marguerite’s hot spot until she came as well, with a long groaning sound. They then sat up and Blake kissed Marguerite softly on the lips again and again and again. The two women kissed each other deeply, appreciatively, and caressed each others’ bodies. It was unbelievable.

With that, Daddy got up off the bed and removed his clothes and boots. He took Marguerite by the back of the neck, and bent her over the end of the bed, pushing her face roughly down into the white sheets. Her straight black hair splayed out over her delicate back. With super-hard cock in hand, Daddy entered Marguerite from behind and started to fuck her hard. Marguerite struggled with his massive dick. She grabbed the bed sheets with both hands. Marguerite cried out and moaned and groaned. Daddy caught Blake’s eyes as she sat on the bed a few feet away. He looked at her with a steely glare as he fucked Marguerite deeply. Sweat covered their bodies.

Clearly, the girl-on-girl show had worked. Daddy exerted a sexual rage and passion that Blake had never seen. He was an alpha male, and he was obviously still in his prime. Daddy grabbed Marguerite’s luscious ass and pulled her to him again and again as she moaned over and over. He humped her and humped her. Daddy violated Marguerite’s pussy repeatedly. Still, he kept his eyes focused on Blake. Then, he gathered Marguerite’s black hair into a ponytail at the back of her head, and used it as reins to ride her even more. This clearly turned Marguerite on, and she now cried out with each thrust. He rode on and on and on. Blake was jealous.

Blake got off the bed and moved to the end of it to be next to Marguerite. She bent over the bed so she could lie next to her. Their eyes met, and Blake smoothed her black hair down the side of her face, trying to comfort Marguerite. Marguerite moaned and groaned from being penetrated by daddy over and over again. Blake was compassionate, and she covered Marguerite’s face with soft kisses, trying to soothe her. Finally, Marguerite let out a yelp, and convulsed in a massive orgasm. She collapsed flat on the bed, her body limp. Daddy was controlled, and had not come.

He moved over to Blake, who was still bent over the bed next to Marguerite. Daddy licked his thumb generously, and entered Blake’s butt hole with it. She stiffened momentarily, having never been taken by daddy before. With his other hand, Daddy grabbed Blake’s penis and began to pump it. He packed Blake’s tight hole with his mammoth member. She sucked in her breath as he entered her, and then just began to moan. Clearly, she hadn’t gotten used to his fat penis yet. He pumped and pumped, thrusting her into ecstasy. Marguerite watched him fuck Blake in silence. She was amazed, and simply couldn’t look away. Blake struggled while he reamed her hard, but she was able to tolerate him better than Marguerite had. Eventually, Daddy’s load began to spray inside of her, and Blake’s response to her man’s climax caused her to come as well. She released, yelling out, “uh, uh, uh, uh” as she spewed her seed all over daddy’s strong hand stroking her rod. They collapsed on the bed.  

It was only then that she realized that she was in love with daddy…

FORCING BLAKE – ONE MORE TIME

The next time he was in town on business, Daddy wasn’t in the bar. Blake, wearing a white skirt, black silk blouse, and black and white pumps went up to his room. She knocked nervously on the door, not knowing where tonight would take them.

Daddy opened the door, and motioned Blake in. Blake was surprised to find another man sitting on the chair in the room.

“This is Adam. Adam, meet Blake,” Daddy said. Adam rose from the chair to shake her hand. He was tall, with blonde hair and a slender build. He wore khakis and a button-down shirt. He wasn’t as sexy as Daddy, but he wasn’t half bad, either. He looked like an accountant to Blake.

“We’ve been waiting for you, Blake,” Daddy continued talking. Tonight, she could smell whiskey on Daddy’s breath.

“Waiting for me? What for?” Blake inquired, with a puzzled look on her pretty face.

“Adam has shown a real interest in you, Blake. I’ve shown him pictures of you,” Daddy said, his mischievous eyes dancing.

“Oh” said Blake, feeling the heat of blush moving up her face. Great, how many men had Daddy been showing pictures of her to? And, more importantly, what was this guy here for?

“Blake, I’m just gonna come right out and say it. Adam really likes you. I mean, he’s really turned on by you, and he just really needed to meet you,” Daddy explained.

“What? Are you kidding me?” Blake retorted, totally outraged. Here she was, beautiful, all dressed up, looking like a million bucks, and he had the nerve to ask this of her. A total stranger! She was pissed, but had to admit her excitement level began to rise at the prospect of allowing a stranger to do intimate things to her.

“But, Daddy…,” Blake started to protest.

“Remove your blouse, Blake,” Daddy said in his commanding voice, a voice she was more than familiar with.

Blake looked at both of them, and then complied, nervously unbuttoning her black silk blouse. She felt like a child, powerless to disobey a figure of authority.

“Remove your hosiery and shoes.”

Blake carefully stepped out of her $500 pumps, and pulled down her hosiery. She still had a skirt and panties on.

“Slide back on the bed,” Daddy continued, unwavering from his quest. She slid back on the bed.

“Adam,” Daddy said.

Adam climbed onto the bed, clearly caught up in the fantasy of it all. Blake was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen, and he’d never been near anyone like her. He hiked up her white skirt, exposing pink panties underneath. His hands trembled as he slowly grabbed the sides of her panties and pulled them down a little. Blake’s hardened cock was exposed to both men, and she couldn’t deny that it both embarrassed her and turned her on.

Daddy watched as Adam removed her panties completely. Her knees were bent now as she laid on her back on the bed. Blake kept her knees tightly together, deliberately, in an act of defiance. If he wanted this, he’d have to do it. Adam looked at Blake, and she looked back at him. He placed his palms on her knees, and slowly spread her legs open. The sweet smell of Blake rose up to him. He slowly lowered his head and began sucking on her cock. Adam had never done this before, but he thought Blake was just so incredible.

Daddy climbed onto the bed, and began kissing Blake ever so softly on her lips. She could no longer see Adam, although she could feel his warm mouth working over her stiff cock. Daddy gently kissed her and kissed her. He covered her mouth with so many kisses it was hard for her to catch her breathe. She was helplessly caught up in the tornado that was Daddy. As she kissed Daddy deeply, Blake felt Adam giving her head. Blake was directly conscious of the fact that she was making out with one man while another guy was sucking her off. It was beyond her wildest fantasy. Daddy’s tongue was out of his mouth, and she stuck hers out to meet his. Their tongues wrestled outside of their mouths, all wet and slippery. Gentle moans escaped her lips because of what Adam was doing to her, but Daddy covered the moans with his mouth on hers. She gasped for breath as Daddy kissed her over and over. She hadn’t expected this luxury.

Finally, Adam wiped his mouth on the inside of her thigh, and stopped. Daddy started talking again to Blake.

“I bought something for you. He got up off the bed and picked up a small white box that had been sitting on the table. He pulled from it something metal that Blake had never seen before.

“These are nipple clamps. I bought them for you. I realized you’d be the perfect person to try them out on. I know how much you like your nipples worked”.  Blake had never even heard of them before. She just looked up at him, blankly.

“I’m going to clamp one of these on each of your nipples. The metal chain that connects the nipple clamps will hang on your chest between them. I adjust the pressure of the clamps, so it’s just right for you. These are going to look so sexy on you, Blake”.

Blake was more than nervous at this prospect. Anxiety rose in her as she remembered the nipple treatments she’d had from Daddy before. Surely, this would be worse. Still, her excitement level rose at the prospect of the nipple clamps. It was new, it was scary, and it was something she’d never done before.

Daddy attached the nipple clamps to each nipple, and they hurt, just as she figured they would. She said “oooo” each time he attached one. Then, he ratcheted them down to a pressure that hurt a little, but that she could still handle. The metal chain hung low on her chest between the two metal clamps. Adam just watched in amazement. Blake looked like a sex slave with the nipple clamps and chain on.

“Adam, you’re in for a real treat,” Daddy explained. He stood up, waited a moment, and then spoke again.

“Blake has asked me to tie her up and perform anal sex on her tonight,” he said. Blake looked at Daddy. You could feel the tension in the room rapidly rising.

“I never said that…,” Blake complained.

“Blake, do you want to go now? Because, I’m giving you the opportunity to leave. You know you’re free to go. You’re always free to go,” Daddy told her, almost kindly.


“I think I better go,” said Adam, heading for the door. He apparently wasn’t used to this sort of thing either, and it was making him nervous. Blake was more accustomed to daddy’s ways than Adam was.

“You can stay, Adam,” Blake heard herself say, surprising herself and everyone else in the room.

“OK, then,” Adam said, sitting down in the chair. He didn’t want to stay, but he didn’t really want to go either. He was experiencing the boner of his life, and it was harder than a tree trunk. He’d never fucked anyone up the ass, and here was his chance to see it done.

Blake said, “I want to do this,” looking right at Daddy. Blake wasn’t going anywhere. As stricken with terror as she was, she was still painfully curious; she’d never been tied up before. She wanted to experience it. She’d thought about it, fantasized about being tied up by her boyfriend Chris – and by daddy. It would be done tonight, by Daddy, and there was even an audience. She might regret it later, but she was worked up and hotter than a pistol. Daddy motioned Blake to come to him.

Daddy slowly kissed her, feeling the heaviness of her anxiety. Then, he turned Blake and bent her over the side of the bed to give Adam the best possible view. Using his hands, Daddy positioned her legs. Her head rested on the soft, white sheets. She was conscious of her nipple clamps still teasing her tits. Her face was red hot, and her anxiety was now reaching an all-time high. Blake thought she might pass out. Daddy pulled a rope from his bag on the floor, and began to tie her wrists together, and then to the bed post. It was then that Daddy grabbed a tube of lube out of a drawer. He dropped his pants, lubed himself up, and positioned his enormous cock against her tight, little asshole.

“You need to move your legs farther apart,” he directed in his take-charge voice. She did as she was instructed, despite her horror. He pushed the slimy head of his dick against her tight anus. Her legs were trembling, and they both could feel it.

“Wow, you’re really worked up, aren’t you,” he said, stroking her thick blond hair with his hand. He tried to calm her, just a bit. Her frenzy reminded him of a wild horse. Blake could not speak.

“Don’t worry, I will be gentle with you this time, Blake. I have to be. But once I start, I won’t stop. I will help you in this personal struggle. This won’t be an easy night, but I will help you to achieve this goal you’ve set for yourself,” Daddy told her earnestly.

Adam just watched in awe as the dance began.

Blake could feel his dick against her little bunny hole. He gave a little pressure, and she could feel her anus beginning to stretch open in response to his penis. Gently, Daddy pushed the head of his thick cock into Blake’s tight asshole. As just the head carefully penetrated her anus, it stung. Blake screamed out. The tight ring of her butt hole had accepted the head. Blake thrashed a bit, an animal reaction, an instinct to this violation. As she thrashed, Daddy knew to make his move and helped himself deeper into her ass. He was halfway there. Blake let out a shriek. Even though she’d been taken by daddy before, this seemed more violent. Maybe it was because she was tied up, restrained. As she yelled out, he took advantage of her distraction. Daddy completed penetration by gently pushing all the way in her for the first time. Blake felt as if a burning iron rod had been stuck up her. The pain was incredible. She felt as though he ripped up inside of her, to her deepest, most private place. Blake squealed like a pig, her body going limp on the bed from just the initial violation. Daddy was inside of her. Adam watched in horror, but he was definitely still hot for Blake.

“Oh, it’s so tight, Blake. It’s so, so good, it’s so good,” Daddy murmured to her, encouraging her as he gently rode her, still violating her forbidden hole. He knew he had to be careful, gentle, when taking someone anally. He held back the savage urge he had to rack her hips to him over and over. Daddy was very gentle with Blake, as gentle as he could be. Still, he felt as if he was taming a great, wild stallion. He gently pumped her and pumped her and pumped her, unwavering. Blake squealed and squealed. He pulled out and then gently penetrated her anus again. It just went on and on. He knew he had to be careful not to harm her, but he needed to loosen her up. Daddy filled a void in her that Blake had never even known she had. She pulled at her wrists, bound together and tied to the bed.

“Your asshole is so tight, Blake. It’s so tight. It’s so good, so good,” he continued to whisper in her ear with his hot breath over and over again. Daddy knew from experience that she would let him continue, despite her pain, if he told her how good it was for him. And it was good for him.

This was difficult for Adam to watch. It seemed as though he was seeing something he shouldn’t be. It was a very private moment, and there he was bearing witness to it all. He knew that Daddy and Blake both wanted to do it, but it was just so truly primal. Still, he couldn’t look away from them either.

Blake was tired and sweaty from the love Daddy was giving her. She wondered when it would end. Would it ever end? Her mind raced. The gentle thrusting went on and on, and didn’t seem to be getting much better. She moaned and moaned. Daddy was careful as he banged Blake up the ass, never letting up. He was true to his word. Finally, he let out a loud gasp and blew his load in her anus. He rubbed her cock up and down. She was dripping wet.

“Now’s the other part of your fantasy, Blake,” Daddy whispered very quietly in her ear, after regaining his composure. He pulled his limp dick out of her, and rubbed her back with both of his hands. He massaged her back slowly, rubbing his wonderful hands up and down her.

“The question is, will Blake do it?” Daddy whispered low to her again, a whisper only she could hear. Blake was tired, her butt was sore, and she laid her head down on the bed for a moment to rest. Blake remembered the fantasy that she’d shared with daddy that night over wine. She wanted to be fucked by a straight man, not someone like daddy, but a 100% straight guy – someone with a wife.

“Your turn, Adam,” Daddy said, motioning him over to Blake.

“Oh, I can’t,” Adam said. He was rock hard and absolutely dying to fuck Blake. She looked so incredibly hot in those nipple clips. Her round ass, those long tanned legs. She was so vulnerable, so available, just there for the taking. It stirred primitive urges within him as well.

“C’mon, Adam, I want you,” Blake said as she raised her head and beckoned to him, the chain on the nipple clamps moving gently against her ample chest.

That was all he needed. Adam lubed up his member, and moved over to the side of the bed. He put himself into position, with the head of his dick against her butt hole. He carefully slipped his cock, which was way more average-sized than Daddy’s, past the thick round band in Blake’s tight back door. Blake gasped loudly. She was relieved that it was much smaller in diameter, although it still hurt quite a bit.

As he humped her and humped her, it eventually did begin to feel good to Blake. She started getting into it. She enjoyed feeling Adam’s pubic hair bump up against her ass as he fucked her. This was way more manageable for Blake. They fucked and fucked. She was turned on by the fact that this guy, who could be home fucking his wife, was here instead, with her. Doing taboo things – with a gay guy, dressed as a girl.  That knowledge, along with the combination of her clamped nipples and being screwed up the ass by Adam was simply incredible. Blake moaned and groaned in ecstasy. She looked over at Daddy, who was watching them intently. Now, this was hot.

Blake had an orgasm as Adam blew his load up inside of her. She struggled to climb up onto the bed, absolutely spent. Daddy climbed on the bed next to her, once again covering her whole face with the sweetest, gentlest of kisses. He removed the nipple clamps and gently lapped at her sore, hurt nipples. It felt so good. His gentle hands caressed every part of her body. His admiration for Blake was apparent. She had impressed Daddy…what an absolutely perfect evening.

Behind the Mask

George stared at the computer screen.  He felt like he had been looking at it for hours.  He was ready for the day to be over.  Hhe sat back in the seat and yawned loudly.  “Come on five o’clock,” he groaned.

“Am I interrupting?” 

George sat up in his chair, seeing her stepbrother Mike walk through the door.  “Hey, Mike,” he replied with a laugh.  George had gotten her younger stepbrother a job at the company about a year before.  “Not interrupting at all.  You might be keeping me from going to sleep.”

He laughed, “Yeah, that’s why I decided to make a lap around the office.  Today seems to be dragging…doesn’t it?”

George nodded, “You can say that again.”  His stepbrother stepped into the office and sat down on the chair in front of him.  “Plans tonight?”  George asked.

“Yeah, I’m going out with a couple of friends.  Not really sure what we’re doing, but it outta be fun anyway.”

“You have plans tonight?”

George thought about that, looking back to his computer.  Then he shook her head, “Nope, it’s just going to be my cat and I tonight.”

His stepbrother smiled, “You’re always welcome to go out with us.  You know that, right?”

George smiled, “Yes, Mike…I’m well aware and I appreciate the offer.  I think it’d be nice to have a night where I can just relax…home alone.”

He stood up from the chair, “If you change your mind…”

“I know where to find you.” 

He headed out of the office and George watched the back of him leaving.  He appreciated his concern, but he was fine being at home on a Friday night. He didn’t need to go out to have a good time.  He could rent a movie, order in food, and just enjoy.  Nothing wrong with that.

***

When George got home and sat down on the couch, he scrolled through the available movies that he would be able to rent.  There wasn’t really anything appealing to him and so he turned the television back off.  He went into the kitchen and grabbed the phone book.  He went through the available restaurants that would deliver and he still felt drab.  He closed the book up, then his attention went to the refrigerator.  He had forgotten about the Masquerade party that one of his clients had invited him to.  He walked over to the invitation and tore it from magnet.  “Hm…” he thought.  He would only have two hours to find an outfit, but it was doable. Maybe a night out would lift his spirits.

He went into his room and rummaged through his closets and drawers.  He pulled out a sexy short skirt and a white peasant top.  He then dug through a chest that held Halloween costumes from past years.  He removed a gold mask and placed it over his face.  He smiled.  It would be perfect.  George was suddenly excited about what the evening could hold – especially if he didn’t have to be himself for a night. He decided to go the party as his alter ego – a girl named Georgia. 

Georgia hurriedly got dressed and stood in front of the mirror.  Her blond hair flowed down over her shoulders, accented by the low cut of her white peasant blouse. Georgia stepped into high, patent leather heels. Her goal was for her client not to recognize her, and she was sure that it would do the trick.

The petite blonde then grabbed her invitation and purse and headed out of the house.  The drive was only about fifteen minutes, and soon she was pulling into a parking lot of a fancy building.  She parked the car.  When Georgia got out, she started to have second thoughts.  She felt like she was dressed sluttier than she would ever picture herself dressing. 

She didn’t know anybody – and even if she did, she wouldn’t know who was who. Still, it was too late to turn back now.  There were hundreds of cars in the parking lot.  She headed up to the door, where she was greeted by two guards.  She smiled and handed them her invite, while they held the door open for her.  There was something exciting about the anonymity she felt as she walked into the ballroom.  Music was loudly playing as she surveyed the large room.  Couples were dancing and enjoying the company of their companions.  She felt a heaviness in her heart, knowing that she didn’t have that type of a connection with anyone.

She walked over to the nearest punch table and picked up a cup.  She figured she would look less conspicuous if she was drinking.  Georgia walked over to a corner and continued to drink her punch, acting like it was the best drink she ever had.  She didn’t even notice when a masked stranger walked up next to her, until he spoke.  “Nice night, huh?”

She turned to him and nodded, “Oh…it sure is.”

“I like your outfit,” he spoke in a dark, mysterious voice. She blushed, glancing down at her clothes.  She knew that it would provoke male attention, but she didn’t expect to have a man approach her only seconds after she got there.

“Thank you!  Yours is nice, too.” 

She found herself looking over his body.  He was dressed more conservatively than she was, with his Ancient Roman attire, but she could tell that he had sexy lips and hidden beneath his black mask…his eyes were like pools inviting her in. 

“So, what’s a lovely lady doing all alone?”  He asked the question, but she wasn’t wanting to answer him.

Georgia just shrugged, “Couldn’t find the right guy to ask.”  It seemed lame, but she smiled and pulled it off.

His smile was warm, and he held out his hand.  “Care to dance?”

She looked at him, glanced down at his hand, and then back up to his eyes.  There was something about him that made her feel safe and secure, like they had known each other for years.  “Hell, why not?” she remarked.

“Excuse me?” he laughed.

She was glad that he wouldn’t see her blushing.  She hadn’t even realized she had said that out loud.  “Let’s dance.”  She threw her cup in the trashcan and grabbed his hand.  They went out to the dance floor and began to sway to the music.  As she began to feel comfortable, she laid her head down against his shoulder.  It amazed her by how good it felt to have his arms wrapped around her body.  She also was highly sensitive to the fact that the electricity of attraction, excitement, was lighting up her body. 

When the song ended, she started to pull away from him.  However, he yanked her back towards him and she fell against his hard body.  She felt his erection through his pants.  She bit back a groan and continued to dance with him, feeling herself getting lost in the moment.  “You’re an amazing dancer,” he whispered hot breath against her ear.

She was flying high from his words.  “Thank you.  You’re a pretty good dancer, too.”

His smile was filled with sexiness and she could have easily found herself consumed by it.  Another song ended, bringing them to a pause.  “You want to go someplace to talk?”

She nodded, excited to get the chance to know this sexy stranger.  He held up a finger and left her standing there for a moment.  She watched as he went over to the other side of the room and talked to a couple of people standing around.  For a moment, she wondered if he was ditching her for something better.  Then she realized if that was the case, he wouldn’t be coming back.  He made his way back to her. 

“I came with them and I wanted to let them know that I would be detained for a while,” he explained.

She stepped back and looked at him.  “You just ditched your friends to hang out with me?”

Through his mask, she saw that his eyes were wide.  Then he laughed, “Yeah, I guess I did.”

The tall dark mystery man escorted her out of the ballroom, and they entered a smaller room.  She looked around, as he flipped a spotlight on and they took a seat on a bench.  “When I was younger, I used to come here.  Not too many people even know this room is here.  It’s kind of hidden and out of the way.”

She looked around the room, then turned to him.  The more she talked to him, the more he seemed familiar.  “You remind me of someone.”

He smiled, “Who?  An old boyfriend?  An ex-husband?”

She laughed, “Definitely not an old boyfriend.  I’ve had a few, but I attempt to stay away from them.”  She smiled and shook her head.  “I’m not really sure, other than there’s  just something familiar about you.

“Hm…I get that a lot actually, but if you figure it out, let me know.  It’s funny that you should say that.  You seem very familiar, too.  I’m sure it has something to do with the fact that you’re so easy to talk to.”

“Maybe so.  I pride myself in being forthcoming and yet, tonight I’m wearing a mask, aren’t I?”  She didn’t know why she couldn’t stop talking.  Was it the nerves?  The fact that a whiff of his musky cologne was spinning her mind?  Whatever the reason was, Georgia wished that she could end this need to communicate so much. Sometimes, saying nothing was better.

Yet, he just nodded and acted like it was no big deal, “Yes, it’s like we have known each other for…”

“Ever.” She replied, finishing his statement.

He laughed, flashing white teeth, “Yeah.”  He reached his hand up to his mask.  “We can remove our masks now and see what the other person looks like.”

“Wait!” She spoke, putting her hand on his.  He looked down at their hands and then back up to where she was staring at him.  She didn’t know why, but she didn’t really want to ruin the moment.  She wanted to keep the anonymity going on.  “It’s kind of nice being someone else…sometimes.  Let’s just play it out, okay?”  She waited, hoping that he wanted to keep the charade going on.

He pulled his hand down, where her hand was still touching his.  “I agree.”  She breathed a sigh of relief.  She was worried that if she took off her mask, the sudden sizzle between them would be gone.  She didn’t want to take that chance.

“So, you must know Bryan?”  She asked, breaking into an easy mode of conversation. Surely he knew Bryan, the host of the party. 

“Yes, I’m a business associate of his.”

“Oh, me too – what a coincidence.”

They continued to talk.  She wasn’t sure how long, but at one point she swore they had been locked in.  They talked about everything, from their life’s goals to the fact that she had a cat.  They both were intentionally vague about their jobs, but she was glad about that.  The last thing she wanted to do was bring up work related stuff.  “I wonder how long we’ve been in here.”  He spoke, thinking the same thing that she was.

“I don’t know.”  She replied, getting up and stretching.  She walked over to the door and peaked out to find that the party was still going strong.  She glanced down at her watch and smiled, “Well, it’s getting late and I don’t want to turn into a pumpkin.”

“Well, I wouldn’t want that, either.”  He replied, standing up and walking over to her.  An awkward silence ensued.  She stood there, wondering if he was going to kiss her.  He stood there, acting like he was contemplating what to do. As she pondered the idea of leaving, she felt him moving closer to her.  He finally brushed a kiss against her lips.  She felt a tingling sensation, as she stood there with his lips gently against hers.  He softly moved his tongue over her lips and she moaned.   He pulled away, his head resting against her forehead.  “I don’t want to go out there,” he whispered.  In that moment, there seemed to be a magnet drawing them together.  He felt it and so did she.

“I don’t want to go either,” she answered back.  Their eyes locked with one another’s and then he pulled away and went to the door.  But he didn’t open it.  She couldn’t believe she was thinking about having sex with a stranger, and a masked one at that.  A man who thought she was a woman. One of the dangers of crossdressing, but she never let it stop her from doing it. He wrapped his hand around her neck, pulling her head toward his.   They kissed, only this time it was filled with a heated passion and a longing hunger for each other.  His tongue danced with hers, as they enthusiastically tasted each other.  Her hand touched his elbow, being drawn into the kiss.  For a split second, her head spun. She saw fireworks, feeling like she was in the middle of a romance novel.

Georgia sighed as they pulled away from one another.  Then without thinking of anything else, they each grabbed for each other’s clothing.  Yet, the masks remained.  She couldn’t believe when she undid his pants and his cock came into view.  It was longer than she had imagined.  His hands went to her chest, massaging it with an eagerness she’d never felt. He didn’t even seem to hesitate when he saw her flat chest. They fell to the floor, and she writhed beneath him, bringing her lips to his and dipping her tongue into his mouth, then caressing his mouth with hers.  As he stroked her tender nipples, she grabbed onto his cock.  She gently massaged his veiny dick, feeling an intense arousal course through her veins.  “I want to taste you!” He groaned, licking his lips.

“I want to taste you, too,” she agreed. Georgia couldn’t believe this was really happening. And she was nervous – what would happen when he got her skirt off? 

They looked around the room, but there wasn’t really a great place to lay.  So, they each lowered themselves to the hard linoleum.  He laid down and she climbed on top of him.  Her cock, covered by her skirt, hovered above his masked face and his own delicious pole was in front of her face.  She lowered her lips, covering the full head of his cock and began to soothingly suck.  He pulled up her skirt, exposing his cock. Again, he made no hesitation. His mouth covered her penis, then his head started to bob up and down as his mouth slid over her.  He gently massaged her member between his mouth.  She groaned, going further down and feeling his cock touching the back of her throat. Georgia tried hard not to gag on his lengthy member.

“Oh God yes…” he groaned, breaking free from her dick.  She massaged his hairy balls, while her mouth went back down his cock, grinding against his long shaft.  “Ugh…” he cried out.  She eased up, so that his mouth would latch back onto her sweetest spot.  He did, he ran his tongue up and down her shaft, sliding up and down, enjoying and discovering each spot.  She went back over his cock sucked hard on his rod.  Then her mouth began to bob up and down his erection, eagerly tasting the flow of his cum.  “Ugh…ugh…ugh…”

Georgia cried out as her juices exited her cock and gushed into his mouth.  Her body shook and she felt his body writhing underneath her, with  pleasure.  “Holy fuck!” she moaned, bringing her mouth sensually up his cock and feeling the stranger’s mouth leaving her cock now.  She rolled off of him and just laid there.  For a moment, she thought she forgot how to breathe.  She took a few deep breaths and then sighed heavily.  If that’s how she felt when they were just messing around, she couldn’t imagine how she would handle his cock fucking her.

As she tried to regain her thoughts, she felt him shifting and then a few minutes later he was lying on top of her.  His mouth went to hers as they stayed in that position, kissing and allowing him to reload.  He moaned against her wet lips.  “This has definitely been a night to remember.” He sighed, between his sexy kisses.

“For me, too.” She replied, reaching around his back and grabbing onto his tight ass.  She grinned to herself, suddenly finding that she was not quite as reserved as she usually would be.  She felt his cock, pressing against her leg and she knew that it wouldn’t be long before he was ready to go again.

He looked into her eyes, “I don’t have a condom.” He groaned.

She just nodded her understanding.  “That’s okay.”

The look he gave her was one of relief, as he pressed his thick member into her waiting ass.  “Ugh…” she cried out as he penetrated her.

He began to seductively ride on top of her.  She was face down, pressing her hands into the linoleum, but she was never happier.  “Ah…ah…ah…” he whimpered, as his slow and tedious moves turned into a strong, animalistic punishment.  “Yes…yes…oh God yes…” he moaned, latching onto her hips while his cock pounded inside her.

She braced herself, as her body was wracked by his.  “Yes…yes…yes…” she cried, feeling a moment of triumph, being wrapped up in his arms.  She tilted her head back and sighed, feeling his cum shoot up inside of her.  “Fuck…oh God yes…Wow…” she cried out.  Her breathing was now rapidly exiting her lungs.  She could not tell where she ended and where he began.  They paired so well together.  “Uh…uh…uh…” her slight whimpers were echoing throughout the room.  She felt his cock going flaccid, as he fell against her.  His lips went to her neck and he massaged her skin with his tongue.  She groaned, bearing down on his cock as they remained nestled together.  She came, spewing her love juice all over. His cock pulled out of her and he fell down beside her.  His chest was heaving from the rapid beating that was pounding inside him.  “That was fucking amazing.”  She breathed out.

She heard him let out a deep sign beside her.  “Yes, my dear, it was.”  She felt like she was on cloud nine, in a fairy tale that she never wanted to awake from. These were the details that most fairy tales leave out.

She felt his hand rubbing her chest, while he continued to lie next to her.  She sighed, as he massaged the nipples gently.  He didn’t want to wake up either.

***

Georgia walked into her house and stared at the emptiness.  After she left the masquerade ball, she cursed herself for not getting a number or even a name.  She knew that she would never see him again, and she would be stuck with just a memory of one unbelievable night.  Georgia slowly got undressed and then went and got in the shower.  She hated the fact that the shower was washing away any remnants of them having sex.  It felt amazing, having his lips on hers, his body nestled closer to her, and her hands touching him.  She got out of the shower and pulled a t-shirt over her head. 

She climbed into bed and brought herself to a moment of silence.  As she drifted off to sleep, she pictured the masked stranger lying next to her.  She remembered all the torrid details of the evening.  She drifted off to sleep, knowing she would dream of that every single night.

***

Monday morning at work, George found himself whistling as he went back into the office.  It surprised him, because he never enjoyed Mondays.  There was a new light in his eyes and in his step.  When he got into his office, he wasn’t even sitting down for ten minutes when he spotted his stepbrother.  He gave him a wide smile.  “How was your weekend?”

There was a twinkle in his eyes as he spoke.  “Incredible.”

He laughed, “Interesting.  What did you do with those crazy friends of yours?”

“Went to a party.”  He was beaming, from ear to ear. 

He sat up straight.  “A party?  What happened?”

“Well…” his face looked red.  He definitely appeared nervous to say the least.  “I kinda…sorta…met someone.”

George’s eyes got big.  He was eager to learn more about her stepbrother’s trist.  “Tell me more.”  He pulled up a seat and he sat down.

“Well, Friday night we were at this party, and I met the most amazing girl. We talked, danced, got to know one another…” he hesitated, before continuing, “had sex.”

George’s jaw dropped.  “Michael Ray Hilliard.  Are you telling me that you slept with a complete stranger?”

He laughed, nodding.  George couldn’t believe his stepbrother had finally found someone. He always seemed so aloof, so particular, that he thought no one would ever be able meet his expectations.

“She was amazing, George.  I mean…I have never felt that way before.”

George smiled to himself.  It felt good hearing him say that.  “What’s her name?” he asked.

“I don’t know,” he replied.  

“Nice,” George said, a hint of sarcasm in her voice.

“What did she look like?” George continued, wondering what kind of woman had finally snared his stepbrother.

“Not exactly sure!”

“How can you not be sure?” George asked, now confused.

He laughed, “You see…we were both kind of hidden behind masks.”

George’s jaw dropped to the floor.  It couldn’t be.

“I knew that that would be confusing.” He replied with a chuckle.  “We were at a masquerade ball and I looked across the room and that’s when I saw her.  I walked up to her and we just started talking.”

George suddenly felt sick. He then realized that it wasn’t a stranger he had spent the night fucking.  It was his own stepbrother.  What kind of horrible, twisted universe were they living in?  Still, the look in his eyes was so genuine. “Wow…” George muttered.

He nodded, “I knew you’d be shocked.  How was your weekend?”

George couldn’t bring himself to say anything.  He just shook his head.

Mike smiled, “Sorry, G.  I’m sure you’ll get your moment someday.”

“Thanks, Mike.  Now, if you’ll excuse me…I need to get back to my work.”  Mike nodded.

“Goodbye,” George called, as he walked into the door.

George fell down into his chair, unable to breathe as the realization hit him.  He fucked Mike…and he loved it.

***

When George got home that evening, he had a million things running through his mind.  He wanted to tell him the truth, because if they had that much chemistry on the floor of an old building, he couldn’t imagine the amount they would feel in a bedroom.  They weren’t actually related, though their parents had been married for several years. George was scared to utter the words.  He didn’t want him to be sickened by it.  Yet, he thought it was possible that this was the real thing….for both of them.

George threw in another frozen dinner and waited for the microwave to ding.  However, before it did he heard the doorbell.  “Coming!” he called, rushing to the front door.  He peeked outside to find Mike standing at his doorstep.  He opened the door and stared at him, “Hello.”

“Hey, can we talk,” he barged through the door. It wasn’t really a question.

“Uh…sure.” George replied, closing the door behind him.  “What’s up?”

He glanced back at George.  George saw that his mood had completely shifted from earlier in the day.  “Something has been bothering me all day and it wasn’t until the end of the day that it dawned on me.”

George was still caught by his barging in, and for lack of knowing anything else to say, he just said,  “What?”

“Well, ever since I met that girl – that person - on Friday night…I had this funny feeling.  I felt like we had either met before or something like that.  I couldn’t shake it.  Today, after talking to you, I had what you might call an epiphany.  I could just be crazy or stupid…I don’t know.  I came to look for you after work and you were gone.”

“Left early.” George slowly replied.  Of course he’d left early – he was completely devastated.

“There’s really only one way I can put this all behind me.”  He rushed to George, wrapped his arms around him and pulled him into a kiss.  George couldn’t believe it was happening.  It was like a dream – a very slow motion, weird kind of exchange.  As much as he initially tried to pull away, he could not drag himself from the moment of his lips touching George’s. 

“Hm…” George softly moaned, against his intense kiss.

He pulled from him .“Fuck George, why didn’t you tell me?”  He held onto George’s face and continued to stare into his eyes.  George got lost in those blue pools again, surprised that he had never really seen them before.  “You let me tell you about this amazing night I had, when it was you all along?”

George slowly nodded.  “I didn’t know what to say.  I didn’t know it was you, but I felt the same things that you did. And, I didn’t know how you’d feel about me knowing that you, you, were with a man – me.”

“I don’t care that you know I’m bisexual. It felt so right to be with you,” he whispered softly.

“And it is so wrong, you know, because we’re stepbrothers,”  George said, his mind settled on that fact, but his body wanting to disagree.

“What I don’t understand is…why do we have to fight it?”  He pulled George towards him, looking him straight in the eyes.  George was frozen; he didn’t know what to say, what to do.

George would never be able to deny that what he felt was a real connection.  “When I looked into your eyes, I knew that I wanted to be with you.  Even though in that moment I had no idea who you were.”

“I still want to be with you,” Mike spoke, moving closer to him.

He silently reached for his top and lifted it above George’s head. His warm mouth went down to George’s chest and he massaged the nipples with his tongue.  George, as if in a trance, could not resist. If Mike wanted to fuck him up the ass a thousand times, he would let him. Mike’s teeth nibbled on George’s nipples, circling his tongue around the swollen peaks.

As Mike massaged his chest, George slowly lowered his hands to Mike’s fly, unzipped his zipper, and lowered his pants to the floor.  His boxers were removed swiftly and George’s hands went to his generous cock, rubbing all over him with a passion.  The more George ran her hands up and down his shaft, the more George wanted that man’s cock inside of him.

George pulled his hands away, just long enough to lower his own pants and white underwear.  Mike broke his attention from George’s chest, to stare at his cock.  George grabbed his hand and pulled him down the hallway towards his bedroom.  As they moved to the room, George lifted Mike’s shirt over his head.  When George got to the bed, Mike pushed him face down. George anxiously awaited that incredible cock. He didn’t have long to wait. Mike pushed himself up inside of George, making them both groan loudly. This was exactly what they both needed.

“Ugh...ugh...ugh…” George groaned.  Mike gave it long and hard to his stepbrother, paying no attention to his moans.

“Oh God...yes...yes...ugh…” an orgasm ripped through Mike’s body, and his cum gushed up inside of George’s tight ass.

“Yes…” George threw back his head in the heat of the moment.  

“Oh, God - George…” he moaned, as he collapsed on the bed.

Mike finally lowered his lips to George’s and bit tenderly along the edges of his lips.  He then lowered his head to suck George off as hard as he could manage. Neither one could believe they had waited this long to make this unbelievable physical connection. If it wasn’t for the masquerade ball…

After cumming stream after stream into Mike’s eager mouth, George slumped against him. He cuddled into the crook of his shoulder.  George wanted to say something, but nothing seemed appropriate. Perhaps this was one of those times when saying nothing was better.

Bad Boy Nikki

I was taking a shower to get ready to go to my boss’s dinner party. Shanna had to pick up the boys at daycare on the way home from work. I thought I heard the door slam, so I figured Shanna was home early so she could get ready as well. It takes her a lot longer to get ready than it does me.

The shower curtain moved a few minutes later, and much to my surprise, Nikki, our eighteen year old babysitter, stepped in. This might seem like any man’s dream, but in our case it was different.  You see, Nikki is a boy – who dresses and acts like a girl. To say the least, I was shocked. She was completely naked. I just stood there, dumbfounded, looking at her as warm water fell over me like a waterfall. Platinum blond, with a tanned, toned young body. My eyes moved down her body - the little bit of pubic hair she had was platinum blond. Her cock was staring right at me. But still, she looked really fuckin’ hot. That little teenage slut!  

“Nikki, Shanna’s gonna be here in like half an hour,” I said nervously, pretty much because I didn’t know what else to say. I think I was in shock. I’m not usually at a loss for words - ever - but this was totally unexpected.

“I know what time your wife gets home, Mr. Brooks,” Nikki said coyly, as she pressed her body close to mine. “A lot can be done in half an hour”. This was true - a lot could be done in half an hour. I could have this little tramp six different ways in that amount of time.

Nikki got down on her knees in the shower, and she parted her plump lips ever so slightly. She grabbed my hard cock, and rubbed it hard against her lips - back and forth. Then, she popped my dick into her little mouth. I moaned. I had definitely crossed the line now. Since I’d gotten married five years ago, I hadn’t touched another woman.  I hadn’t been touched by another woman. I certainly had never been sucked off by a teenage boy. Well, there goes five years of marital fidelity down the drain.  All with one simple movement.

Nikki moaned loudly as she sucked my pecker. It was wonderful, and I petted the top of her blond head as she worked me over. She sucked it like nobody’s business. She must’ve been some kind of blowjob expert or something. She worked it with her soft hands, and licked the head of my penis. She tongued the hole, and rubbed by wet balls with her hands as she did it. Nikki moved her head lower, and started sucking on my balls. I could’ve died right then and there. She loved it. I wanted to fuck her so bad. As she licked all over my nutsack, I suddenly heard the garage door go up.

Absolute panic ensued. Nikki jumped up and got out of the shower. I told her to run with her clothes to the downstairs bathroom. She’d have time - Shanna still had to get the kids out of their car seats. I figured Nikki would have time to dress if she was in the bathroom. My plan was to just stay in the shower. That would look totally fine.

We managed to pull off the maneuver. Her hair was wet, but she covered for it by saying she had come from swimming practice. Nikki was sitting on the couch watching TV when Shanna and I finally came downstairs to leave.

“We’re about ready to leave, Nikki. My cell phone number is on the refrigerator if you need anything. The kids should be in bed by 8. There’s snacks in the kitchen - help yourself to whatever you want,” Shanna instructed her. I was thinking she already helped herself to whatever she wanted.

“Oh, my dad’s working the nightshift tonight - he has the car. Do you think Mr. Brooks could drive me home later?” Nikki inquired of my wife, a false innocence in her voice. I’d drive her home later all right. Nikki smiled at the both of us.

“Of course, Nikki - it’s no problem at all,” Shanna answered. Shanna had known Nikki and her family for years. She was well aware of her situation – the whole crossdressing, identifying as a girl thing. It didn’t phase Shanna. She was very progressive. She trusted Nikki explicitly, especially with kids. We walked out the door.

I couldn’t concentrate on anything during the dinner party. People were talking to me, but I was just smiling and nodding - somewhere far, far, away. I was back in the shower with Nikki, I was licking her cock while she was splayed out on my bed, the marital bed. I nodded and smiled, I fantasized about my babysitter. The party seemed to go on and on forever.  I thought it would never end.

Shanna went right up to bed when we got home, and I prepared to drive Nikki home. I hoped Shanna would fall asleep, because I didn’t know how long I’d be. I figured she would. We got into my car in the garage. Nikki sat right close to me in the front seat. She reached over and put her hand on my package. 

“Let’s get in the back,” Nikki purred. It sounded good to me - scary because we were in my garage, but still pretty fun. What was the chance of Shanna coming out into the garage? I hit the garage door  opener- twice - to make it sound like we’d left. We climbed into the backseat.

I started kissing her, and she just went wild on me. She pulled up her t-shirt to reveal her pink nipples to me. Her body was tanned, but there were little white triangles on both her boobs - tan lines. The nipples were small and red. I grabbed one and sucked it hard. I wanted to make this little slut moan, I wanted to make her nipples stand up on end. I sucked it and sucked it. I licked her chest, and then I nipped the nipple some more. I put an all-out assault on that nipple. Nikki gasped. She moaned in pleasure and pain. I worked over that nipple so hard that she tried to pull it out of my mouth. Nikki whined helplessly. She tried to move to escape my mouth, to get some relief. I didn’t allow it - whenever she squirmed, I was right back on that nipple. I gave both nipples the rough treatment - I loved hearing her moan and whine.

I moved up and kissed her deeply on those luscious red berry lips. My tongue explored her mouth. She stuck her tongue out of her mouth, and I did the same. Our tongues licked each other - it felt so dirty. My hands moved up her white skirt and grabbed her panties on each side. I pushed up the skirt, and pulled down her panties. I wanted to see that platinum blond hair again, that cock. I exposed her to myself, and she just relished all the attention. Her body was beautiful, especially her flat, tanned stomach. I stuck my tongue into her navel. Nikki grabbed the back of my head, and pushed my face down between her legs.

“Lick it, Mr. Brooks,” she said slyly. Nikki really felt like she was in charge. That was funny.

“I’m the boss here, Nikki,” I told her firmly, removing my face from her crotch. I grabbed her ass tightly, just to drive my point home. She might be a little whore, but this was my chance to be the dominant one. It was something I’d never done with Shanna - a side of me I’d never wanted her to see. I always wanted to take Shanna forcefully. The thought of it turned me on incredibly. I would unleash my inner dom on this little one instead.

“You’re gonna blow me first,” I told her in a commanding voice that made even myself shudder. I dropped my pants. She sat up, and I pushed her head down onto my cock. She started sucking it, tentatively. I think I put her off guard with my dominance.

“Suck it, you little slut - I know you know how. Remember  -  you ambushed me in the shower this afternoon? Yeah, that’s right - that’s what you want, isn’t it? You‘ve probably sucked every dick in this town” I sneered at her. She feverishly licked my pecker and sucked my balls, one at a time. I just sat there with my head back, enjoying it all.

“Oh, yeah, suck it harder, oh yeah, oh yeah,” I murmured, my head rolling slowly from side to side. I said things to her I would’ve never said to Shanna.

“Sir,” Nikki finally said to me.

“Yes,” I replied - boy, did I like being called Sir.

“We can go to my house - no one’s going to be there tonight. My father and boyfriend both work at the factory, and they’re doing the 11 to 7 shift tonight.

And why do we need to go to your house?,” I inquired of her, still playing the tough guy. I thought we were doing just fine where we were.

“I have things there that we need - I have everything - chains, paddles, everything. My man is like you - he likes to be the dom, and I’m the submissive… it would be incredible with you,” Nikki explained.

Holy crap - she was even kinkier than I’d thought - and she was only eighteen. Well, why not? When else would I have an opportunity like this? We climbed back into the front seat, and I drove her to her house. Nikki unlocked the door, and we went inside. She proceeded to her bedroom, while I followed her. What a bedroom.

She had some kind of strap restraint system on her bed so the hands and ankles could be tied up. There were whips and paddles, things with spikes on them, and some little colored toys of some kind as well. There were mirrors strategically placed on the walls and even on the ceiling. There were chains and handcuffs, sexy clothes. Wow…and we had the whole night to spend here.

I picked out a leather bustier with garters and some super high heels for Nikki to wear. She quickly stripped and got redressed. She looked super hot, and super slutty.

“Did you want to put the nipple clamps on me?” she quietly asked, handing me two metal gadgets connected by a thin chain.

“Yes,” I answered her. To be truthful, I didn’t even know things like that existed. Still - the thought of it made by cock jump in my pants. I roughly rolled down the leather bustier to reveal her nips. I carefully attached a clamp to each nipple, and then I ratcheted them down so that they would hurt her - just enough.

“How’s that?” I asked her.

“It’s - it’s fine,” Nikki whimpered back to me, wincing in pain.

“Man you look hot, Nikki,” I told her, my cock bulging in my pants. I’d never wanted to fuck someone so badly in my life. I looked around the room.

“Do you want me to paddle you, Nikki?” I asked her, noticing a wooden paddle on the dresser.

“Yes, Sir.”

“You’ve been very bad today, Nikki. You were a very bad girl coming into my shower, getting on your knees, and sucking my dick and balls. I’m going to have to punish you now,” I told her sternly.

“Bend over, Nikki,” I instructed. She bent over, and her luscious ass was looking right at me. I could tell she was pretty worked up - she was flushed just from having the nipple clamps on. She looked so vulnerable, bent over like that, her long blond hair hanging down. Humiliating her was driving me mad. I picked up the paddle, tapping it against my hand a few times. I let her stay there, bent over, while I enjoyed the power of it all.

I delivered one solid slap to her ass with the paddle, and Nikki cried out.

“You will get two more of those for your slutty behavior today,” I informed her.

“No!” she protested.

“Yes - if you were my daughter and you acted like a whore, I would paddle you like this,” I yelled at her, cracking her ass again. It was getting red, and I could feel my blood rising. In was unreal. Paddling her was a turn-on like nothing I’d ever felt before.

“Do you want another, Nikki?,” I asked her sternly.

“Yes, Sir,” was her shaky reply. I pulled back and delivered the hardest hit yet.

“Crack!”

“Ohhhhh,” Nikki moaned, the air knocked out of her. I gave her a minute to recover.

“Now, what am I going to do with you?” I asked her, because I really didn’t know.

“My butt plug is over there - it’s the blue one,” she responded. I picked up one of the colored toys - the blue one was the biggest, about the size of a small penis. Then, I set it back down.

“My master has worked me up from the smallest butt plug to the medium one. He’s preparing me to take the gigantic black dildo some day. Tonight, I’m supposed to have the large one inserted. …You’ll have to tie me up to do it,” Nikki explained to me. I moved her over to the bed and positioned her face down in the middle of it. Then, I secured her in a spread eagle position, with leather straps securely holding her wrists and ankles. I was so excited at the prospect of anal play that I could barely contain myself. Shanna and I never did anything like this.

I picked up the blue butt plug - how the hell was I going to get that in her ass? I told myself I was the boss, so it was up to me. She was completely secured to the bed - spread eagle, and face down. I climbed on the bed and began to inspect her ass. I spread her ass cheeks to check out her little puckered hole. It was so cute - I‘d really never seen one up close before. I decided to play out a fantasy I’d always had - and it would be even better because she was tied up. She couldn’t resist, couldn’t get away. I stuck out my tongue and started licking her cute little puckered sphincter, slowly and gently.

“Oh, God,” Nikki let out a moan as the stress and tension released from her body.  I lapped it and lapped it. I licked her asshole for a good five minutes. It soothed her, it relaxed her. It was my ultimate fantasy, the most taboo, and I was going to thoroughly enjoy it. I even licked up inside her hole - I stuck my tongue up her rear end repeatedly. She liked it too…she moaned and groaned in ecstasy the entire time. I wondered if her boyfriend did that.

Back to the task at hand, I held the big butt plug in my hand. My other hand was on her ass. She’d never done this one before, and it was quite a lot larger than the other ones. I positioned it against her little bunny hole, and began to push it in. Luckily my saliva helped to slide it. It was only in a little bit when Nikki started to scream. It was high pitched and it was loud. Good thing the house was empty.

“Nikki - you know we have to do this. Now, I want you to try to relax,” I carefully told her, in my most confident voice. This was great - it was like playing doctor.

“Yes, Sir” she replied nervously. I started pushing it in again while she just whined.

“Let your anus open up for me - accept this for me - open, open, open, it’s for me, Nikki. Accept this pain for me,” I directed her, driving the butt plug up into her ass even deeper.

“Oh, God, it hurts, it hurts,” she whimpered. I showed her no mercy - we’d never get it done otherwise.

“Accept it, Nikki - accept it up your ass!” I yelled at her. With that command, Nikki’s ass opened up and I was able to penetrate her fully with the instrument. I violated her ass with that plug. It was all the way in.

“Oh, it hurts - it’s too big - it hurts so bad, Sir,” Nikki implored me. I ignored her - she’d get used to it. I didn’t have to ask what to do next. I untied her, and turned her over. I retied her hands, but left her legs free so I could manipulate them.

I kissed her on the lips, deeply. I couldn’t believe this. Her lips were trembling. Those nipple clamps were incredible - they looked great and they gave the same feeling as if they were being bit or pinched - the entire time. I pulled on the chain a little bit, and Nikki gasped. I wondered if I was sick to be enjoying this all so much. When it really came down to it, I didn’t care.

I licked her clamped nipples gently, and she moaned. I worked my mouth down her flat tummy. I was headed to the promise land - that little strip of white blond hair that lead to her cock. I kissed and licked the hair. I buried my nose in it and enjoyed the smell of her - it was intoxicating to me.

“Suck my cock - suck my cock,” Nikki started to scream, moving her hips wildly. I undressed myself, slowly for her.

“No!” I told her - denying her pleasure was all part of the game, the control. Instead, I moved around to put us in the 69 position, and climbed on top of her. She, without use of her hands, took me into her mouth, moaning and sucking me hard. I decided to tease her while she pleasured me. I buried my face in her pubic hair, but did nothing other than enjoy smelling it. I buried my nose in it, but was careful to avoid touching her cock. Having her suck me with her hands tied up made me feel like a man. She was helpless, she had no choice.

Nikki was getting off just sucking my big dick - she was so hot for me that sweat covered her quivering body. I began playing with her - running my fingertips over her dick.

“Oh - fuck me, Sir, fuck me,” Nikki begged me, but I just ignored her and kept up my little game.

“Please lick it, Sir, please,” she tried asking nicely. When I thought she was ready to explode, I finally obliged her. I ran my tongue up and down her slippery rod. It was so hard. I proceeded to suck her off nice and slowly. I played around with the butt plug a little bit, too. I kept bumping it to stimulate her. It always made her whine. It was unbelievable. I couldn’t take it anymore - I had to take her. The thought of banging her was enough to make me explode. The nipple clamps just put it over the top.

I turned back around and took a moment to enjoy the sight. Nikki was flushed and sweaty, with her arms spread out and tied to the bed. She was still wearing the bustier, but the top was turned down to reveal her chest, nipples clamped in the metal devices. The bottom of the bustier was rolled up, too, revealing her flat, tanned stomach. She was still wearing the high heels, and the garters. Best of all, she still had that big penis butt plug up her ass. She was pretty, too. She looked like a playboy bunny with platinum hair, big eyes, and plump, red lips. So vulnerable, so fuckin’ young and so very hot. I pulled out the butt plug, ready to replace it with my own bigger gift. I untied her hands, and flipped her over onto her stomach.

I forcefully slid my thick dick in her young, tight ass and just started pounding her unmercifully.

“Oh, God, oh, God, Sir,” Nikki yelled as I pounded her as hard as I could. I squeezed her ass while I did it. Her nipple clamps jumped as I put the meat to her. I never got to do this with Shanna, but I would absolutely love to.

“You’re a dirty little whore, aren’t you, Nikki?” I growled at her.

“Yes, Sir”.

“I’m a married man, Nikki - you ought to be ashamed of yourself, coming on to me, you pushy little slut,” I continued on.

“Does your boyfriend know how loose you are? Does your father? Your father must be about my age, eh?” I kept up with the humiliation. I kept on banging the crap out of her. She moaned and groaned loudly.

“Yes, Sir,” Nikki submissively replied.

“Call me Daddy - pretend I’m your daddy - pretend I’m him,” I directed her, as I rotated my hips to fuck her deeper.

“No,” was her stony reply to that. Apparently, I’d hit a nerve. Wow. Did little Nikki have a line she wouldn’t cross? We’d see who would win at this game.

“Say ‘Fuck me, Daddy” - do it or you’ll get the paddle again,” I threatened her, grabbing big handfuls of her ass cheeks. I squeezed as hard as I could.

“NOOOO,” she let out an anguished cry.

“Do it,” I threatened her some more while I fucked her. She wouldn’t do it.

“NO -no, I won’t say it,” she screamed at me. I looked at her - it was clearly a stand-off, and she would submit to me - one way or another. It would just take more from me. My cock was buried deep within her.

“Do you see that horse whip, Nikki? I will whip every inch of your body - I’ll whip you to within an inch of your life. You’ll wish you were dead. Say it - imagine I’m him, imagine I’m your father,” I kept fucking her hard, my sweat dripping onto her.

“Fuck me, Daddy - Fuck me, Daddy!” Nikki finally relented, screaming full force at me.

“Good girl - remember that I’m him, Nikki,” I told her, humping her little box, continuing the fantasy.

“I love fuckin’ your tight little hairy hole, Baby,” I murmured to her, kissing her neck, nuzzling her.

“Oh, God, Daddy, Oh, God, Daddy,” she moaned to me.

“I’m him, Nikki - tell me more,” I loved this kinky game. I kept riding her like crazy, penetrating her ass deeply.

“Oh, Daddy - you’re so good, Daddy - your cock is so big, Daddy - slam my ass, Daddy, oh God,” she said, appeasing me.

I couldn’t take it anymore - I humped her faster and harder as the tension mounted. I pounded her and pounded her. This was the best game ever. It was the night of a lifetime.

“Oh, God,” I moaned as I shot my warm cum up into her. Her honey hole clamped down hard on my pecker as she climaxed with me.

“Oh, Daddy!” she exclaimed. I was swamped with her love juices. Finally, I collapsed on top of her - spent.

“Good girl, Nikki,” I replied back to her. We just lay there for a long while, absolutely exhausted. That was the kinkiest sex ever. What could ever make this any better?

Eventually, I climbed up off of her, and began to speak.

“I’m going to leave you here like this, Nikki, for your boyfriend to find you.  You look absolutely beautiful. He’ll find you here, freshly fucked, with my cum dripping out of you,” I told her as I got dressed. Nikki looked at me in an expression of surprise on her face, and then I walked out the door.

“NOOOOOOO!” she screamed, “Don’t leave me…”.

Thank you for reading our sissy stories and crossdressing collection. Ready for more? Check out many others on Amazon by author Sissy Stories…
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