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Girl for the Neighbours

∞∞∞

“I’m gonna make you cum so fucking hard.” She means it too. Ever since Kayleigh’s Mom and her partner made me into a sissy slut last weekend, mine and Kayleigh’s sex has been more alive than ever.

She tightens the red silk ribbons around my wrists and covers my eyes with the matching blindfold. “I love you, my little sissy.” Her words send a tingle through my body, I’m still not used to being her sissy, it’s entirely changed our dynamic, for the better though. There’s so much freedom in being open to new roles in the stage performance of sex, the bedroom the set.

Her words reverberate through me, uttering a spell of release as I ease into my submissiveness. Her finger traces down from my lips, down my chest--catching purposefully on the large red ribbon tied at my back and wrapped around my body, over my nipples. It matches the blindfold and hand-ties, my body wrapped in coordinated femininity. Her finger continues teasingly down to my hip where she hooks her red nail tipped fingers under the tiny mini-skirt that would be more accurately described as a fabric belt with pleats for it’s so short; my erection pitches a little tent, catching the end of the pleats. She kisses it, nuzzling the skirt out of the way with her nose. Being so gently touched whilst bound in delicate softness makes me moan like a little bitch and squirm in anticipatory bliss for what’s to come. She unhooks her fingers from the waistline of the skirt and pinches the pleated ends of it to lift and teasingly reveal all that is beneath.

“Yum.” She says, tracing the tip of her tongue along the top of thighs to take a trip towards my cock from where she spirals around it with her face, climbing an imaginary stairway around my erection with her chin until she reaches the top and slides me into her mouth and takes me all the way down to the base of my groin. She leaves my cock in her mouth for a moment and moans softly into it, using her tongue to spread her spit about me.

"You ready, Callie?" She asks as she takes me out of her mouth. Callie is my girls' name, it's who I become when I put on my panties, the name was given to me by her Mom and her partner. Hearing myself called it makes me twitch with excitement, it still brings back memories of last weekend and the descent of embarrassment at being caught in Kayleigh's clothes and the following transcendence into bliss as it was accepted, encouraged, and used.

I whisper a soft utterance that I’m ready, my head is heavy with a fog that seeps in like a beautiful sleeping dust sprinkling over my brain. It’s an incredible chemical pleasure that I’ve discovered, use me, I’m a sissy slut. My eyes lull upwards behind my blindfold, my cock drips precum.

If I knew being a sissy slut would feel like this, then I would have confessed to Kayleigh long ago.

I hear the clip of the back of her strap on as she puts it on, my hips thrust up.

“Fuuuck. Fuck me, fuck me good.” I moan.

"Down baby, no thrusting!" She pushes my hips down and gives my cock a light slap, she says its naughty and impolite when I thrust like that and it is not how I get what I want, but we both know her telling me off is exactly what I want.

I was hesitant at first, when Kayleigh came home to my cum-dripping asshole and revealed she was in on the whole thing, I had some hesitancy, some things are so far outside the normal realm of experience that we can be hesitant to accept them into our lives, for fear of the 'abnormal', but then my better senses came over me and I realized that denial of my pleasure for fear of being in a 'not normal' situation was absurd. Why are we so afraid of what we're told isn't the norm? Who made the fucking rules?

A hear a heavy dribble of spit leave Kayleigh’s mouth and drop down onto the end of the strap-on, without the ability to see I pay extra attention to the sound as she slathers it over the big rubber cock and lines it up to my asshole. The wet tip is so welcome and I loosen as best I can.

"How I know you did a really good job with my step-daddy's big cock last week," she begins as she slides the tip in, receiving a gasp from me, "but I have to make sure they're you're ready for tomorrow, I don't want you to embarrass me in front of Rachel and Chris." Rachel and Chris are a couple that lives just a block away from Kayleigh's parents, Kayleigh had explained to me that they were into couple-swapping and Kayleigh had come into contact with them during a period of experimentation with a previous partner, and ever since then it has become a fun and sharing relationship. "We have to make sure your asshole is ready if I'm going to present you to them as my sissy girl. My little slutty sissy. My cock-hungry little girl." She continues her cascade of dirty talk as she begins to slide the strap-on in and out of me.

“It feels fucking good.”

“Yeah? Does it? Are you my little slut?”

“Yes, yes, yes yes.” She begins to fuck me with rhythm and leans her body down and into mine resting her head beside my head, her hand finding the upper part of my throat beneath my chin, the strap-on deep in me and her body rubbing against my dripping cock.

“You’re going to be a good girl tomorrow.” Her voice is dominant in my ear and it makes me throw my head back and bounce back against the strap-on, yes fuck me.

“Yes, I’ll be a good girl.”

“Good.” She peels herself back up, taking her hand away from my throat, instead placing it on my cock, rubbing it and jerking as she fucks me.

“Does that feel good when I play with your little sissy cock as I fuck you?” I moan in response, I grab my ankles with my hands and hold my feet high in the air to allow her to get as deep in me as possible, my face is furrowed with pleasure.

I love being a girl.

“Are you going to cum for me?”

“Yes, yes yes, oh my god, yes.” I’m struggling to muster much more words than moans and sounds, I squeak like a little girl when she’s fucking me like this, so we’ve discovered.

"You let me know when you're going to cum okay." She starts speeding up her strap-on fucking as well as her hand on my pre-cum wet cock, It feels so good, I fill so full and it feels like the strap-on is pumping the cum through me for a massive orgasm. My moans get louder and faster and my the sound of our bodies slapping together is turning me on, I feel the orgasm build up in me,

“I’m.” I moan as our bodies slap together, she pulls back for another thrust, “Gonna.” She pushes deep into me again, still jerking my cock, “Cum.” She gives a few more deep thrusts and then lets go of my cock and slides the long cock out of me, I gasp as it leaves my asshole.

“Not today you’re not.” She smiles at me with the most mischievous of smiles. I look at her with shocked amusement.

“You’re fucking kidding me?” She raises her eyebrows.

“Excuse me?”

“Seriously? You told me you’d make me cum so fucking hard!”

She giggles at me and winks, “Now get to the shower and clean yourself, and then I’m going to lock you in your cock cage so you don’t get any ideas when I’m not looking.” I look at her still in disbelief, but I do as she says.

I can’t fucking wait to cum tomorrow now.

#

It's been a few hours until Kayleigh's parents said goodbye, Justin had to travel for business and Julia has gone with him as she does not have any work demands currently. Laying in the bath I watch Kayleigh in the ambient glow of the candlelit bathroom, her back is to me and I have a growing sense of who she is come over me. Putting an earring and turning over one shoulder she smiles at me,

“Clean and ready, sweetie?”

“Just about. You know you’re wonderful right?”

“Oh yeah?”

"Yeah." I leave it there but continue to watch her petite womanly figure accentuated and contoured by the candle glow shadows, her black stockings and lace underwear set giving her a powerful aura. Her posture seemed renewed, or maybe I was just seeing a new her. Just as I have found power in my role as a sissy, she has found power in revealing her dominant side; it always felt like there was a part of her that I never really knew, but now I do, and I love it. We have both shed our sins and begun to love every part of one another. Her my fantastic dominant girlfriend, and I her submissive girl. I can't wait to share the gift of us with the neighbors later. I finish washing myself and get out of the bath to dry, moisturize, scent myself with a rose spray and get dressed and ready.

#

Kayleigh chose my outfit, of course. I sit waiting patiently on the couch in the living room where I sucked my first cock last week, Kayleigh’s step-dad’s. Kayleigh and I have discovered that the feeling of silk on my skin is absolutely divine, and makes me feel like the cutest sissy slut there ever could be. The sensation of sliding on silk panties and then holding in your cock with the softest embrace feels so delicately sensual. My panties tonight are pastel pink, Kayleigh really wanted to bring the feminine out of me; I still have the cage on my cock and it looks a little silly bulging through the panties, but Kayleigh wanted to ensure she had control of when I was allowed to play with it. I have a matching pastel pink bralette and a dainty silver silk nightgown hangs over my body from thin spaghetti straps on my shoulders.

The doorbell rings and Kayleigh answers it, I hear her greet Rachel and Chris at the door and a flutter of butterflies erupt inside me, fuck, I’m nervous, I hadn’t felt particularly anxious until now. I hear them come down the hallway and I stand up, my hands together in front of my body like an obedient girl ready to be introduced as the young woman of the house.

“Rachel, Chris, this is Callie.” We exchange pleasantries and Rachel tells me how wonderful she thinks my silk nightgown is which makes me blush, I’ve never been complimented as a girl before on my outfit, it feels so sexy, I feel so sexy, fuck this is all so sexy.

“Chris, you know where the drinks are.” Points Kayleigh to the kitchen, must be the norm for him to have one. Her and Rachel stay stood in front of me with smiles on their faces and feel nervous at the attention, they seem very eager for what they’re going to do with me and I have a feeling this isn’t their first rodeo…

"Right, Callie. Well, I'm going to take your wonderful girlfriend for a moment," they smile at each other as she says this, "why don't you go and entertain your guest in the kitchen?" I look over to Chris, he's taken a seat on a counter barstool with his drink.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

"Oh, she is well trained," Rachel comments to Kayleigh with an impressed tone. They laugh and Rachel hooks her arm into Kayleigh's and takes her through to the bedroom, I take my stool next to Chris in the kitchen.

I watch him sipping his whiskey, I had never had a taste for whiskey and I can’t help but admire what a man he looks at this moment. Last weekend I was the passive part under Kayleigh’s mum’s control, but without the girls here, I sense by moment to make a move, to try and exert my own sissy sexuality.

I’m a sexy slut, and I’m going to damn well act like one.

I bite my lip menacingly as I undress Chris with my eyes, he catches me doing so and smirks. I lean forward towards his barstool, place a gentle fingertip on his thigh, like sexual static I feel a shockwave through me at doing so.

“Is this okay?” Fuck, why did I ask that? Powerful, you’re a strong sissy, you can take a man if you want a man. He chuckles in response and puts his arms out in a 'what do I care?' gesture. I suppose it is what we are here, after all. I'm beginning to understand the dynamics of the relationships and women that Kayleigh brings into her life, and in turn, understand her some more. Chris seems to have no imperative to impose himself into me, hell, even Rachel gave me a real good eye-fucking, but Chris is far more of the passive type; I'm going to have to get what I want myself. This will be fun.

I sit and run my fingers up and down his pants covered thigh, feeling the electricity enter my body from his, the sexuality bring alive my cock, although still in my cage I could feel it's wanting to be free, and so I use the surge of energy coming from my cock and allow it flow through me like adrenaline and channel it into my feminine.

I continue running my fingers up and down his thighs until I gain the confidence to run them higher and reach for his cock, the moment my finger touches it's like a spell is broken and I grab it with my hand, perhaps a little too haphazardly. He smirks at me and repositions himself, I can tell he's feeling the same energy I'm feeling, even if he is showing no signs of being the aggressor.

I look up as I grab his cock and suddenly notice how terrifically handsome he is and the thought floods to me, perhaps it’s not that he’s passive due to a submissive personality trait, perhaps he’s just used to them coming to him. I realize suddenly how drawn to him I was from the moment we sat down, I was caught in a spell of trying to get his attention and have his sharp green eyes look into mine.

In a strange way, this gives me confidence and I move on eagerly to show him I'm worth my stock as a little slutty sissy, I want to be a girl he'll never forget. I begin unzipping his pants and out from his boxer briefs I pull his semi-hard cock. It's thick, very thick. It isn't the longest, but my god it's a handful and just feeling it in my hands makes me gooey and weak, why is it about thick and big manly cocks that makes me want to be an obedient girl? I play with it in my two hands, rubbing the drip of precum about the tip, tasting it, feeling it grow harder in my grip, expanding and lengthening until it was standing fully erect. He likes my awe at his cock. I smile at him.

"I love it, Daddy." His cock twitches, if there's one thing I'm beginning to realize, it that men love their sissy to call them Daddy, and I'm more than happy to oblige.

I’m Daddy’s sissy whore.

Satisfied with his hard cock I stand up off my barstool,

“Do you like my outfit?” I ask in a cutesy effeminate voice as I twirl around and let my silver silk nightgown lift into the air and reveal the silk panties beneath, ending with a playful curtsy, “I wanted to look good for my guests tonight, am I a cute girl?” He watches all of this with amusement before taking a swig of his whiskey and placing it on the counter and swiveling on his barstool to reply.

"You are most definitely a very, very cute girl," he places his hand on his cock and starts stroking, "now why don't you be a cute slut and put on a little show for me?" I feel my face light up with happy enthusiasm towards his wanting to see me perform and I quickly try to cover my excitement and play it cool to help control my nerves.

"Sure Daddy, anything you want." I tip onto my toes and clench my hands in front of my body with a cute smile as I say this before turning around and leaning up against the side counter of the kitchen, "Do you like it when I do this?" I push my ass out with a curved back to accentuate my shape and waggle my cute butt at him, bring a hand back to pull up the nightgown just a little and grab and spank at myself, "Am I a good slut?"

“You are, keep going.” I peep my head over my shoulder to see if he’s still playing with his cock, and he is, and oh my god, I swear it’s grown even bigger. Chris’s right hand motioned up and down the thick veiny shaft with slow and controlled intent, his eyes glued to me and a smirk on his face. He has me exactly where he wants me, a performing fucktoy, is that why he paid no attention to me at first? Fuck, well played, but my turn to take control.

I turn around and walk towards him slowly, one foot delicately placed ahead of the other with subtle delicacy. Stopping just in front of him I place my right forefinger on his lips and peel it down to catch his bottom lip, and continue down to the hair on his chest that reveals itself from out the two undone buttons on the top of his Oxford shirt. I drag my finger down further until it catches on a button, and I bring my other hand to undo it, and again with the next button, and the next, and the final button until I open his shirt to reveal that he has a sculpted chest underneath the hair and a solid core with impressive strength. I place my hands on his pecs and grab a tuft of manly chest hair in each. A rush of adrenaline surges through me as I admire the masculinity that I am trying to tame, and suddenly I feel weak again, in the best way. A concoction of nerves and excitement fluttering through me. I catch myself, and take his wrist and remove his hand from his cock, getting down on my knees I take it in my hands and angle it towards my mouth.

I look up doll-eyed like a cute slut when I put the tip in my mouth. It's so smooth, it's so big. I think about him sliding my silk panties aside and lifting my nightgown to pop open my asshole with his cock. If I had known in the past just how fulfilling and empowering it feels to service a man with my feminine charm then I would have become a sissy whore years ago. He moans as I slide more of his cock inside my mouth and pushes down on the back of my head,

“Uh-huh, right there you little bitch. Right fucking there.”

“Yeah, Daddy? Right there?

“Mmmm.” He begins thrusting gently and I ensure I keep my mouth nice and open, I wouldn’t want to catch him on my teeth, I want him to know that I'm good at what I do.

I’m a good girl.

A deep moan cuts through the air with a low vibration as he pushes my head down and the tip of his cock hits the back of my throat, spit is drooling out of my mouth and dripping down his cock and dribbling over his balls, down to his taint and onto the barstool. I fucking love it when sucking a cock turns messy, it makes me feel like such a naughty whore, knowing that the sensation of my spit dripping down their genitals and towards their asshole is adding to their experience is amazing, I’m such a good whore. I fucking love this. This is what I want to live for. He grabs my hair tightly in his grip, fuck yes there we go treat me like a whore, it turns me on so much, I begin to bounce my ass as though there's a cock under me, oh I wish there was a cock under me. My body feels so elegant moving in such a way in my nightgown, I feel like such a man-pleasing woman. Pull my fucking hair, make me your whore. He does, he pulls my head off of his cock and pulls my head back to make my eyes meet his, I’m gasping for breath and a tear is streaming down my cheek from his cock being deep in my throat, my mouth is full of precum mixed saliva and I blow a spit bubble for him to show him how much of a bad little bitch I am. He puts his hand on my throat and stands up, pulling me up to stand with him. I can feel the tension, yes, he’s going to fuck me.

“Julia’s bed, now.” He orders. My heart skips a beat in nervous excitement.

“Yes, Daddy.” I walk slowly and purposefully in front of him, ensuring to move my hips as much as I can and put on a show for him. As I enter the hallway I hear a moan from Kayleigh’s room, fuck I forgot all about Kayleigh and Rachel! Oh well, it sounds like they're having fun, I walk past her room and to Julia and Justin's room. My ass is throbbing with the want to be filled and having it done so in my girlfriends' parents room is sending me manic with sinful lust. The room is dark when I enter, the curtains drawn and no light on, I sit on the edge of the bed and let Chris decide the lighting, he turns on one of the bedside lamps and basks us in a low ambient glow. I sit and wait for my orders, I want to be shown how he's going to fuck me, and don't want to make an assumption. He stands at the end of the bed and takes his clothes off so now he's naked entirely, he has the body of a Greek sculpture with the perfect amount of hair all over, his Adonis belt is a runway to his cook and his core begs for a hand on each waist to peel up to his chest and grab his pecs whilst his cock is being ridden. He walks over to the edge of the bed to stand in front of me and I instinctively start working his cock, I can't stop myself, I'm just such a cock-hungry whore and he's so incredible. My breath is littered with squeaks and moans, I feel my language being taken over by cockwhore language, one that speaks through gagged grunts of a cock-filled throat and soft moans of submitting to a stuffed full hole.

He takes my throat and with ease lifts me slightly and pushes me back so I'm splayed on the bed, my whole body comes over with a giddiness.

“Make me your fucking whore, Daddy.” Fuck, where did that come from? Even Chris seems surprised by my outburst, but he catches himself and smiles at me.

“That’s the plan, sissy.” He opens the bedside drawer and takes out a bottle of lube, been here before then Chris, huh? I laugh internally at his comfortable familiarity with Julia and Justin's bedroom. "Now, legs up, slut." I do as he says, and he puts my heels on his shoulders, pulling me in to line me up perfectly on the edge of the bed, the tip of his throbbing cock lined up with my asshole. He generously pours some lube over his cock and starts stroking it whilst looking over me, his catch. He lays his big cock on me, the schlicking noises of him stroking it are making me desperate, oh just fuck me! But he's clearly enjoying the feeling and the image of my small little body contrasted by his manly penis. He puts some lubricant on my asshole and starts playing around with it lightly whilst I reach down to my belly to stroke what I can of his cock whilst in a laying down position, it's all making me squirm and squeak in anticipation. "Kayleigh told me she's been keeping you nice and open for me, so no need to warm up too much is there?"

“No, Daddy. I’m ready for you. You’re little cockwhore.”

The tip of his cock pops into my asshole and it feels as incredible as I thought it was going to, I bring my heels off of his shoulders so that I can widen my legs out even more and bring myself closer to him.

He slowly slides his cock with ease into my asshole until his groin area is flush with my body. He falls forward with pleasure, placing an arm either side of my body, I notice his eyes roll back.

"Fuck, Me. You. Fucking. Whore." Each word is spoken between grunted breathing, I'm not sure he expected me to take his cock like that. I take his face in my hands, a hand on each cheek and look at him again with the doll-eyed slut expression I've found has a great effect on men, and makes me feel like a pretty girl.

"I'm your little cockwhore, I told you. All yours. God, I'm so fucking full." My words are gentle whimpers of asshole-filled submissive pleasure. He pushes himself up and extremely slowly, centimeter by centimeter pulls his cock out of my asshole, enjoying the sensation of every bit of skin gliding against my tight holes grip, he pulls it all the way out and his cock leaves me with a little release of air, the sensation makes me throw my head back; I want to scream with slutty desire. He tickles my hole with the tip and pops it back in, this time beginning to build rhythm and fuck me real good, my body bouncing against his, back and forth on my in-laws' bed in the golden glow.

One week is all it took, I’m so happy my in-laws discovered me cross-dressing and made me a whore. I’m so happy Kayleigh found out, I’m so happy I can share this with her, and share myself with others. This is freedom.

His grunting build and he leans over to put a hand on my throat as he’s fucking my asshole and looks me in the eyes again with his big eyebrows and piercing green eyes.

“Are you a good little girl?”

“Yes, yes!”

“You like it when I fill your asshole?”

“So much, so much, yes fill me.”

His face is contorted with aggressive pleasure and I lean my head back to invite his hand deeper down on my throat and close my eyes to feel the bodily sensations of being used.

I get lost in the bliss of being fucked when suddenly a wet soft pair of lips touch mine and I instinctively kiss back, the kiss is slow and sensual, and definitely not that of Chris’s.

“Are you enjoy being fucked by my man?” It’s Rachel.

"I have no words, I've been fucked into silence. I can only breathe deeply through my nose or gasp at particularly peaking moments through my mouth, I nod to her.

"Seems our sissy has been fucked speechless." Rachel runs her hands over my silky body, as she lays next to me in the bed, her husband's cock deep in my asshole. "But I think it's time we move on don't you?" She stands up from the bed and puts a hand on her husband's shoulder, his cock is still in me, I feel like a sexy little object for their use, it's bringing me alive inside. He pulls his cock out and Rachel takes it in her hand and starts stroking it, "Do you like his big cock?" She asks me, I nod obediently in response, she smiles and tells me to join them in the living room.

I walk through the hallway in a daze, like a drug-induced haze of dreamy bliss. My fingers trace along the walls and I have the strangest sensation that I have left normal reality and entered into a world that exists solely on a plane of sexual pleasure as though Keyligh has helped me to transcend. Entering the living room I'm dulled even further into relaxed submissiveness by the fantastically dim lighting that Kayleigh presumably set up, the room is the epitome of romantically and sexually designed. Rachel takes my hand and leads me to lay down on the sofa, I do so, barely noticing Kayleigh on the opposite chaise lounge.

“Kayleigh, may I?” Rachel asks, holding out a hand.

"You may." My girlfriend responds, passing over a key. It's the key to my lock I realize, Julia sets me free and plays about with my cock a little bit, speaking to it tenderly, asking it if it's ready to come out and play. She gets up and moves herself to the top of the sofa, where my head is and places it in her lap. I feel like I'm in some kind of initiation, I am the patient on the sofa and Kayleigh is the psychologist unlocking my femininity, teaching me how to be free from the confines of masculinity, on the chaise lounge she sits with her feet up, playing with her pussy in a daydream-like state.

Rachel begins to run her hands over my body, I can only look up at her in awe, she is such a beautiful and powerful woman. She reminds me of Kayleigh's Mom somewhat, in her mid-forties but so sensual and elegant in white lace and a pearl necklace; it feels only right to be a submissive sissy to such a feminine tour de force. Her hands know exactly where to go to make my body tingle, she runs them down either side from my shoulders and under my bralette, when under there she rests all five nails of each hand on my skin and slowly closes her fingers together, drawing a light scratch inwards and in one fluid motion takes her forefinger and thumb to pinch my nipples and twist. I start thrusting in the air and she smiles.

“Do you like that sweetie?” She asks, I half squeak half moan in reply and she understands. “A good girl should enjoy her breasts being played with, shouldn’t she?” I offer my sounds-of-pleasure in response again and she chuckles lightly. “Now you're going to please me, okay?”

“Uh-huh.” I still can’t find words, only soft utterances of bliss. I hear Kayleigh moan and I look up, on the chaise lounge where her mother likes to lay, sat in a slumped upright position, her heels planted on the furniture she’s squirming in light contorted pleasure, Chris is on his knees on the floor, his head making delicate upward nods as he slowly and teasingly licks her pussy in quiver-inducing strokes. She opens her eyes and she catches mine, she smiles at me and mouths, ‘I love you,’ before closing her eyes again and entering back into bliss. Fuck I love her. I deeply exhale with contentedness as I watch her squirm under Chris's tongue until Rachel snaps me out of my loving gaze by placing her palm on my forehead and pushing my head back down onto the cushion. She places her hand on each of my cheeks and brings her face down to kiss me on the lips, delicately, softly.

“I hope you know how lucky you are.” She tells me, before climbing over me to place a knee either side of my head, she sits back on my face and I take a deep nose breath of her pussy, I feel my cock twitch at the scent of her. I put my tongue out and explore-well, she shows me where to explore. Rubbing against my face she takes my tongue on a trip through her smooth metallic pussy lips and down to her hole where I proceed to push my face into her as much as I can to get my tongue inside. Doing so makes me moan like a bitch, I want her to fuck my face so good. I hear her moan too, she pushes against my tongue and starts a light bounce to fuck herself with it until he starts grinding up and down showing my tongue the texture and taste of every part of her, she reaches back and takes her asscheeks in her hands and spreads, and lifts herself up a little. “Lick my Mommy’s, sissy.” With pleasure. It does feel like an honor to be the fucktoy of such a woman. I lift my head and flatten my tongue on her asshole, burying my face between her cheeks and take a long sniff of her asshole, it has a clean musky metallicness to it, a combination of her spread pussy juices and sweat. I start lapping her asshole obediently, showing her how willing I am to get stuck in. "Get in there." Spread her cheeks harder with one hand but removing the other to reach down her front and start rubbing her clit, I put the tip of my tongue on her tight asshole and she pushes back as I push my face in, I can't stop moaning like a bitch and my hips are convulsing at this stage.

I can feel the precum dripping out of my cock, I focus on that feeling for a moment; there’s a certain fantastic tingle that I feel in my cock during these moments when I’m wearing panties, feeling my hard little self escape the pastel pink silk and feeling the seams of them come inwards between my legs and between my asscheeks, tickling my asshole. No male underwear can every capture that feeling of having your body so delicately decorated with sexy panties.

She starts grinding against my face with speed and bouncing back and forth, her asshole being pleasured by my tongue as she rubs her clit until she reaches a climax and convulses on top of me, her head bent downwards from the neck and her body stiffening as she holds the orgasm then releases.

"That's a good girl," she tells me as she climbs off my face, "now it's your turn." She gets on her knees by the couch that I lay on and takes my hard little cock in her hand as she runs her other hand over my torso reassuringly. I look over to Chris and Kayleigh and realize at some point whilst I was eating Rachel's ass, they had switched positions, and Chris is now on the chaise lounge with Kayleigh on top of him. She's riding him slowly, back and forth she shoots her hips with deliberate motion, his big cock inside of him meaning that she can find the spot that hits her just right. Her hair is thrown back in a messy style that says ‘I’ve been cumming all night’, Chris is looking up at her with the same awe that I looked up to him as he fucked me, and I feel so immensely proud of her and her power.

“Your girlfriend is amazing, isn’t she?” Rachel’s watching me watch her as she begins to stroke my cock. “I want you to cum with her,” Smile smiles at me, leans over and kisses my lips, “a good little sissy should enjoy watching his girlfriend be fucked, shouldn’t she?” I nodded in submissive agreement again, my words are entirely lost now. Kayleigh starts speeding up her working on Chris’s cook, her hands are on his chest, gripping his chest hair just how I imagined doing, and she’s adding a light bounce to her rhythm as well as the back and forth grinding motion, her head is thrown back and she’s growing vocally. Rachel gets faster with the motions on my cock as Kayleigh speeds up. “I want you to cum me, cum for Kayleigh, cum for Chris. Good little sissy, you’ve been good for us tonight, haven’t you?” I nod again, am I dreaming? I feel that I’ve set sail on a ship into an ocean of unknown and washed ashore a magical island full of nymphs. Kayleigh starts bouncing up and down now on the pulsating large cock, her ass bouncing perfectly with the motion, the slapping of her body against Chris’s reverberating against what is the otherwise silent house, this is their show. “I had a lot of fun with her whilst you were with Chris, I always do. Your girlfriend has the most beautiful, sensitive pussy, I love to lick it, and her tight little asshole invites a finger.” My breathing is extremely heavy and my body floating on a cloud now, there is so much happening and it’s like an information overload of pleasure.

“I’m gonna cum.” I faintly whisper with a throatful moan.

“Fuck I’m gonna cum.” I hear Chris grunt, just seconds after, Kayleigh rides his cock faster and the slapping of their bodies together grows louder as she goes deeper and harder.

“Fuck I’m cumming.” I thrust my hips against Julia’s hand, and she masterfully strokes me gently but not too much so as I shoot all over my silk gown, I shoot so hard, I hit myself in the face and a little cum hangs on my chin.

“Me too, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck.” I look over as Kayleigh is cumming too, she grips his chest hair hard, speeding up and then stopping, stuttering, quivering. His groans echo down the hallway, Kayleigh’s silent but for heavy breathing, she’s slumped over Chris, vibrating.

We all stay silent without moving for a while, the quiet evening air still and calm after the storm. There’s an appreciation of the orgasms that we just had that doesn’t need to be spoken about, we all understand.

Finally, Kayleigh climbs off of Chris and slumps next to him on the chaise lounge, cum is dripping out of her pussy and dribbling down to her asshole. No one tells me to do it, no one asks, but instinctively peel myself off the couch and I crawl over to her and plant my lips on her pussy, put my tongue as deep inside and clean every drop of Chris’s cum that I can find. Her pussy is hot, and the cum is salty. I look up to her with my cum dripping off my chin and Chris’s around my mouth, she strokes my hair,

“I love you, my little sissy.”

“I think she’s a keeper.” Rachel chuckles, talking about me, Kayleigh laughs in response.

“Me too.”


About Jenny Sparks

∞∞∞

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

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

So wear Caesars clothes.

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

OEBPS/hohM8gK4SPSs_Duxg9YJCw2.jpg
» Neighbors

Used Sissy VWLZ

-






