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You have to be fucking kidding me. Rachel stood in the doorway of her stepson’s bedroom mouth aghast and arms crossed.

“Are they Jessie’s fucking underwear, Jason?”

Surprised to find anyone in the house Jason froze and grabbed the covers from his bed to cover his naked body. He was shocked speechless and um’d and er’d in disbelief that he had been caught with his little cock peeking its tip out of his stepsister’s beige silky panties.

“Are you wearing my daughters fucking underwear? And masturbating?” She let out a sigh and shook her head, Boys. Just two hours ago her and Jason’s father had left for a week-long trip, she had to cancel due to business, and now she was had to deal with this.

Without waiting for Jason to plead his case she with exacerbated breath went to the kitchen to put on a pot of coffee. Dumping her handbag down on the counter she looked at the messy surroundings, closed her eyes with a deep inhale and sighed.

“Jason, come here now!”

It took a moment, for Jason made sure to be fully dressed before coming to the kitchen, down to the socks. He had even managed to quickly splash his soft face and blonde hair with water, the latter of which he had even combed back; as though the better made up, put together and ready to present he was, the more he could undo the previously shamed nakedness. Though, it was he and he only who felt shame over the situation. Rachel just wanted to have a coffee in a clean kitchen.

“I’ve been gone two hours. Two hours Jason. Did you cook a meal for 12 in the time that I was gone? I know you didn’t think we would be back for a week, but this is ridiculous.”

“I’m sorry, Rachel.” Jason didn’t have much else to say, he hung his head embarrassed. Rachel pitied him somewhat, he was a slender boy not much taller than his stepdaughter, nor was he broad shouldered, and she often found him to be overly submissive and self-aware around herself. His father used it to their advantage often and got his step-mom to give him household orders; he himself did not ‘come to age’ physically until his early 20’s, late growth spurts were common in the family.

Given his small stature and undeveloped assertiveness that comes with being an underdeveloped adult male, it was no wonder the big breasted, often hard nipple’d in a silk gown in front of the TV, curvaceous and business-savvy stepmother was intimidating to him. More than once she had caught him looking at her body in her night gown with a small boner in his sweats.

“It’s okay, Jase.” She sighed. She could empathize; teenage boy doesn’t do dishes and jerks off - so what? Water is wet and fire is hot. He hadn’t been accepted into any of the colleges he was aiming for and had spent a lot of time in his bedroom alone all summer, his confidence was lacking and there was no use causing him stress at home too.

“Fuck it. Want a glass sweetie?” She didn’t normally call Jason by pet names, given he wasn’t her son. But they had lived together for around 10 years and she did so now and then to signal to him a caring mood. His body language relaxed at her signal so not waiting for an answer she grabbed a bottle of white from the fridge and two glasses.

She didn’t care of an answer on the underwear, she in the immediate moment yearned only for no more stress and that was her only ask. After all, she was supposed to be on holiday with no kids, no business, and a maid to take care of all the chores this week.

They sat in silence for some moments as Rachel drunk her first glass with gusto, Jason followed suit desperate to overcome the awkwardness he felt. Rachel did not feel awkward at all, she was old enough to understand boys, they were dirty and explored in strange ways. She had dated a man once who whilst the epitome of masculinity in public, wanted nothing more than to be let free in an explosion of silky soft slutty femininity at home.

Sensing the tension, she turned to laughter to let him know it’s okay, “So then, enjoy my daughter’s panties, did you?” She smirked with a shake of the head, laughing at the absurdity that she was in this situation. On a stall across the marble kitchen counter sat Jason with an uncertain smile and blushed cheeks.

“You’re not mad at me?”

“No, I’m not. I’m mad about the dishes. I just wish your father hadn’t raised you to be such a… man. My daughter would never leave dishes in the sink and always cleans as she goes. Sometimes I wonder if you and your father even noticed her and I doing your chores.” She took a swig of wine and forcibly exhaled through her nose with wishing sentiment, “If only you were a girl, Jase.”

And that’s when the idea struck. 

That evening Jason’s stepmother never asked him to do the dishes, neither did she bother doing them when she cooked dinner for the two of them. What she did do was generously pour the two of them wine, under the guise of her mantra of the evening, ‘Fuck it, I’m supposed to be on holiday anyway!’

She had dirt on Jason, and she knew it. But she didn’t want to be mean to him, after all she did have an affectionate spot for her stepson, even if he was a dirty little pervert.

“You’re probably wondering why I don’t mind about the panties.” She asked, once confident he had had enough wine to talk.

“Y-yeah, I guess.” He stuttered; the topic made him nervous again.

I’ll ease that, she thought.

“Well, I just don’t mind. That’s all there is to it. If anything, I’m curious.”

“What about?”

“Well… Was it that they’re your step-sisters? Or maybe, I noticed you picked out some silky ones - was it that? Do you like feeling like a girl?”

Jason thought about his answer, he was uncertain himself truthfully. He had been watching sissy porn, cross-dressing gangbangs and all sorts of gender bending brilliance. Living in the world he did where the expressions of strength and will were paramount to the household of two successful businesspeople he yearned for a polarity of this, feeling as though he had never fit in to it. What at first become a fascination with slutty fragility, transference of power and late teen self-exploration became an urgent want to be a little slut, culminating in explorations of his tight asshole and his sister’s clothes.

“I guess. Well, when I wear them, I just feel kind of-”

“Sexy?”

“Yeah…” He couldn’t believe he was having this conversation with her, but the wine haze softened his inhibitions just enough to reveal the self he hides. “You won’t tell Dad, will you?”

“No sweetie. But it’s getting late so bedtime don’t you think?”

“Sure.”

Jason got into bed that evening feeling anxious for the week to come, alone with his stepmom. How humiliating to be caught. Rachel, however, knew exactly what would be in the week to come. A sissy chore maid, finally some use for the boy, she thought, plotting. 


Given the experience of the previous day, the glasses of wine and the habits of a late teen in late summer, Jason wasn’t awake when his stepmother got back from a morning trip to her favourite lingerie store. She opened the door and stood in the doorway of his room, as she had done nearly 24 hours ago. He only slept in underwear and he had removed most the covers in his sleep, she could see his smooth skin, barely a hair on it, on his outstretched slender leg leading to the protruding hip of his skinny stature. She smirked as she noticed the morning wood, even through his underwear she could see it was a cute cock, not laughable small, but it wasn’t impressing anyone anytime soon, and certainly offered little in girth.

“Jason, sweetie.” He jerked awake, they always knocked on his door in the morning if they were to wake him up and it was unexpected to find his stepmother standing there smiling. It took a moment to register, but when it did, he hastened to pull the covers over himself. “I think it’s a bit late for that, don’t you?” She teased.

“Why didn’t you knock?” He blushed, fumbling his question, feeling vulnerable.

“Well I’ve been out this morning, I’ve had a lot of thinking, and I’ve brought you a little gift.”

“Okay…” Jason’s suspicions were raised; she was abnormally pert.

“I’ve been thinking. You’ve always been a quiet boy Jase. And with Cara gone to college… Well, after all you clearly enjoyed her underwear, and you’re not exactly, built…” Rachel struggled to find her explanation for what she was getting ready to pull from the shopping bag she held. Jason recognized the logo to be the lingerie store in town though, and he gathered some idea of where it was going. His imagination shot into overdrive and the absurd excitement of this new domestic exploration pumped fresh blood to his morning glory. “Well, honestly it would be damn nice to have a girl around this house again, and maybe this will get you to do the dishes.”

She pulled from the shopping bag a black and white French maid outfit, a skimpy number with a short frilly bottom.

“I’ve never been tough with punishments, so I thought maybe this can be a way for you to enjoy yours.”

Jason was stunned, blushed cheeks and stiff little cock in bed he lay uncertain of what to say. “I-I-, Rachel… I’m not sure.”

“This isn’t a choice, Jason.”

Her words sent a plethora of feeling through his body. He didn’t want to admit it, but the French maid outfit excited him. He desired to release an expression of femininity deep inside him that his taught masculinity repressed, it told him that to reveal that truest of wants was embarrassing; but Rachel had given him the get-out-of-jail-free card:

This isn’t a choice.

And so, he feigned reluctance whilst inside his heart thumped with excitement, his cock twitched was eagerness and his whole body felt a powerful weakness rush through it, a trembling pre-release. He looked at his stepmother wide eyed, did she know what she was doing?

“I’ll just put this here.” Walking over and leaving the maids outfit at the end of the bed. “Coffee?”

“Yes please.” And with that she left the room, gently closing the door as she did so.

Jason laid in bed and contemplated what just happened. He lightly traced his finger up and down his erection through his underwear whilst staring at the ceiling. To what extent was this a punishment? And to what extent did she know the sexual thrill of the maids’ outfit to him? One event could seemingly change so much, so much of his being revealed in one quiet key turn of the front door 24 hours ago. What if we all just let ourselves be seen doing what we most desired?

He jerked out of his daydream at the sound of coffee being ground in the machine, sat up and tried to make sense of the past 24 hours. 

Jason slipped into the black and white French maid outfit. A collection of silk and frills on his skin. His skinny figure complimented well the indented waistline that caught his hips and eased him into the role. He had never tried on something of that calibre before, and as he waltzed towards the full-length mirror on his wall, he felt his footsteps daintier, his spirit lighter.

Spinning in the mirror throwing head over shoulder he marvelled at the sensation of air being thrown up under the short skirt that barely covered his ass-cheeks. What a sensation to revel in, his smooth hairless legs had so often felt self-conscious of their own being in khaki shorts at barbeques on sunny days, but what fragility and want for touching they expressed in the pleated frills of a slutty costume.

He was positively ecstatic with how the costume fit and sprung out to the kitchen to show his stepmom.

“I feel amazing!” He proclaimed, exalted. Giving a fanciful spin on the spot he felt freedom. Rachel chuckled,

“I’m happy for you. But how about some underwear too?” Jason blushed and put his hands over the area of the skirt where his cock sat beneath. “I’ve seen it all Jase, don’t worry. Maybe those silky beige ones you like?” Jason stood stunned, still uncertain how to respond at his stepmom’s encouragement of his slutty sissy self.

“S-sure.”

“Coffee’s on the side.” She pointed towards it and went to the washroom, coming back with the panties. “I put them in the wash last night, figured Jessie wouldn’t want to come home from college to pre-cum soaked underwear. But maybe they can just get ‘lost’.” She looked at the label, “Victoria’s Secret too, well Jason’s secret now.” She winked teasingly as she walked past Jason, placing them in his hands. “It’s nice to have a daughter in the house again. Even if she is a bit of a dirty slut, though let’s face it Jessie wasn’t much better.” They shared a laugh. “However now you’re in your outfit, can these dishes be done? When in Rome.” 

Jason cleaned the kitchen in his little slutty outfit, as well as the rest of the house. Under the pleased watchful eye of his stepmom. ‘Such a good girl, aren’t you sweetie.’ She often offered for encouragement, she herself spent the day going through paperwork and drinking coffee. It was a relief to have a maid to order about, and one who would do the job willingly too.

When the evening came, he kept the outfit on as Rachel didn’t mind. They had a glass of wine and watched a movie, and Jason gloried in being her stepdaughter. It was a girly night in, the first they ever had. Up until then any time they were left alone felt like awkward, uncertain of how to be and forced. But this evening, they were as natural as could be.

His stepmom ignored the twitches in his cock that she noticed, happy he was enjoying himself; she had never seen him so carefree.

After their movie, she let him know she would be gone most the next day and that she was going to bed. He stayed behind and laid on the cough, lost in fancy and fantasy. I love this, he thought. 

Nerves flitted through Jason the next day, he wore normal clothes as he cleaned the house and went to the shop to buy the groceries for his stepmom, he didn’t want to make any mess on his maids’ outfit.

Once home he began preparation in the kitchen, chopping vegetables and ensuring dinner was ready to be cooked. He bathed and showered, using rose oil and scented shampoo to soften his golden locks. He, as requested by Rachel, ensured his body was entirely smooth in all areas, and finally, he slipped on his maids’ outfit and for the first time in the entire day exhaled a loud sigh of relief as he felt relaxed into his role. Sexy slut.

He admired himself in the mirror, ran his fingers up his smooth legs to his silky underwear covered sissy clitty. Fuck it felt so good to be a naughty little girl, a long-legged heart throb, a boner-producing cumslut. He sat on the floor with his legs wide admiring himself in the mirror. Gently titillating himself with his finger through his panties, pinching and twisting in his nipples and he moaned gently. He thought of the cock he would taste that evening, his first cock. What would it be like to have one in his hands?

Just as his little cock started to grow, he heard the key turn off the door.

Shit! He thought, and he jumped up and ensured his little boner was heading beneath the pleated skirt. He couldn’t let his stepmother know that he had been sat around playing himself before the guest arrived.

Walking of his bedroom he caught them in the hallway where he stood proudly in his outfit, tall and confident.

“Ah, there you are. Mr. Walker, this is my step-daughter, Ja- Jessie.” Rachel smiled at Jason and then to the businessman.

“Lovely to meet you young lady. That’s quite the outfit you have on there, been cleaning?”

“Yes sir.” Jason felt shy suddenly, biting his lip and looking down with a butterflied stomach smile.

“Well come on, no use standing around in the hallway. Jessie is dinner prepped? Go to the kitchen whilst I sit down out guest.”

She seated him and came to the kitchen to fetch a bottle of red wine and give Jason instructions. He was to stay out of the way and out of their sight, only entering the dining room to bring food, collect plates or ask if refills are needed at intervals. And he did exactly this, with the smiling charm and grace of a young lady who knows the rewards that will come; hopefully on her face.

Mr. Walker the businessman’s eyes gorged on Jason whenever he entered the room to be of service, at one point commenting on the length of his short maids outfit, “Careful bending over in that, wouldn’t want to show more than you mean to,” he jested, knowing full well that Jason wanted to show more, and that he wanted to see. 

Finally, after what felt like forever, they finished their dinner and discussion. They were in earshot of Jason, but his conscious mind was idling as his more animal drives took over to be a dirty girl, he stood in the kitchen patiently fantasizing over his first cock when his stepmom came in.

“Mr. Walkers waiting for you.” Jason’s response was a giddy one, he hopped on the spot with an unrestrained smile.

Holy fuck, thought Jason, this is so hot. He had never once imagined that he would handle a cock, yet here he was on his knees, wearing a slutty little outfit with a thick shaft between his two hands.

“Is she being a good girl in there, Mr. Walker?” Called Rachel from the kitchen where she was loading the dishwasher.

Thumbing the pre-cum soaked tip of Mr. Walker’s cock, Jason licked the twitching tool from base to tip, and holding it with both hands looked up to him.

“Am I, Mr. Walker? Sir.” The businessman’s cock throbbed at Jason’s submission. It enthralled Jason and encapsulated him, he let out the softest, girliest moan that had ever come out of his mouth before, arching his back and pushing his ass towards the sky, he examined the wonderment in his hands. He had never wanted to be fucked so strongly, a pulsation in his asshole told him he needed it.

His own smaller and less masculine cock had fought its way out of his silk panties and was aching with want. To be desired as a delicate little servicing slut was so liberating, it felt good to please.

“She most definitely is, Rachel.”

“Thank you, Daddy.” Daddy? Where did that come from? Jason surprised himself, never had he even been called Daddy, let alone called someone it. But here he was, servicing a businessman, a daddy. And he wanted to be the best little slut he could. He felt in his face a look of uninhibited desire he had never felt before, he looked in Mr. Walkers eyes with a submissively furrowed brow and lips parted. The businessman leant back in the chair and groaned, beginning to thrust his cock in Jason’s hands, a cue that Jason understood perfectly well. He took one hand off, delicately positioned his head over the pulsating member and looked up to Mr. Walker, waiting for him to open his eyes and look down, and when he did, Jason spat and dribbled all over the cock and started wanking it. It felt like each stroke was a stroke on his cock too as it dripped and oozed pre-cum onto the floor, being pumped by the throbbing desire in his ass.

The businessman was pushing against Jason’s strokes, Jason was taken over by the image of him, in his expensive cotton dinner shirt and pants lusting for him as Jessie. “Mmm, Daddy, fuck.” He moaned, putting the tip of the cock in his mouth as he jerked, taking it out only to say, “Cum for me, daddy, please.”

“Mmmm, fuck. You good girl.” The words only made Jason jerk harder as he himself bounced his smooth-shaven asshole back against an invisible cock, he reached a hand around to slide the panties down to feel the nakedness of his asshole. He stroked and stroked, and moaned as the big smooth cock tip pumped and pulsated in his mouth, lubricated by dripping pre cum and saliva until an extraordinarily thick load of hot white cum shot out.

Jason felt pleasantly exhausted in an instant. On his knees in a slutty little outfit he closed his eyes and exhaled a groan as he licked around his lips for the dripping cum. Given that his own cock was always on the slender side, he had always wondered what it would be like to look down to have a big thick one in his hands. Now he knew, it felt amazing.

He held the thick softening penis in hands two hands and licked it all over, kissed it, enjoyed it when Rachel appeared at the doorway to the dining room. She leant against the dining room door with a mischievous smile. Jason didn’t care, he still had a cock in his hands and cum on his chin, but she was his mistress now and he her good little girl, it felt only right.

“Right then Jessie, I think you’ve been a good girl tonight. But why don’t you clean up Mr. Walker and then he and I have some final business to discuss.” She smiled and went back to the kitchen, walking towards the table with a bottle of nightcap whiskey and two glasses. “What are you waiting for? Come on. Lick it clean, zip it up and off to bed. Good girl.”

And that’s exactly what he did, precum leaking he slept in his silk girly panties and dreamed of cocks, all sizes and types, all for him. 

The next day Jason’s stepmom was out the house at her business meeting, and he was left alone, she left a text saying she would be back around 5pm. He had absolutely no order from her that he needed to be in his outfit, or that he had to clean or cook, but he did so anyway. He revelled in it, he danced around the house and bent over when he passed mirrors, spreading his ass and telling himself what a naughty little whore he was - he had never had such fun alone at home before. He stood in the mirror and groped where he wished his tits were, thrusted as his clitty dripped its juice in lustful joy. God this feels so fucking good, he thought relentlessly.

Unaware in ecstasy he lost track of time, he had been sat in front of his full-length mirror for what had felt like a blissful eternity, stroking his sissy drip-soaked cock he bounced up and down as though riding a cock. Edging felt different dressed like a girl, he didn’t want to cum - he wanted to enjoy the gory of prolonged orgasm, his head vibrating with pulsating energy.

“I want to be fucked. I want to be fucked so bad, fuck.” He moaned to himself. One hand on his wet cock the other move to his ass cheek as he changed position to his knees, his head down and his ass up. Looking at himself in the mirror he saw the whore in his eyes, it only turned him on more.

Suddenly a sense arose in him that he wasn’t alone, he turned to the doorway.

“Jason, sweetie we have to stop meeting like this.”

“FUCK.” Orgasm denied again, how does she keep catching him? “How long were you there?”

“Long enough. Come to the kitchen, now. I have a job for you.” Jason hurriedly got up and went to grab some trousers.

“No. Bring your slutty self, and that little cock of yours.”

Shit, was his only thought. He had no idea if her language towards him then was suggestive of punishment, or acceptance.

She sat on the armchair of the living room and gestured towards the sofa for him. “Sit.”

He did so. Despite the embarrassment of being caught being a wannabe cockwhore his boner hadn’t subsided, and he sat on the sofa with a small tent that was proud in its pitching despite his humiliation.

“Okay, so we’re learning a lot about one another aren’t we Jase?”

“I guess… Sorry.”

“No, don’t be sorry. In fact, I’m glad I heard you talk about how much you want to be fucked.”

“What?” His cock convulsed and his stomach twisted in anticipation. What did she have planned? Jason had thought the maids’ outfit was a radical step, but one that remained rooted in punishing him and making him do housework; now she knew just how much he enjoyed being a sissy slut.

“I have a business partner coming over for dinner tomorrow. He’s not the kind of man that’s easy to persuade, and sometimes with powerful men that are ways to… entice them. Now there’s no way I would do any favours for these men, they’re not interested in powerful grown woman. But I do sometimes find them a young play toy, so sweeten the deal. Do you understand?”

“I think so.”

“Good, I don’t think I need to explain anymore. You seem quite adept at your role. But there are a few things I need to teach you. Basic stuff, that you didn’t get to learn when you were younger.”

They spent their evening having another girl’s night in, only this time Rachel gave him a quick how-to-do concerning make-up, she expected him to do his own the next day. She showed him eyeshadow, eyeliner, just the right amount of blush - she wanted him to look like a slut and that is exactly how she taught him.

The experience is one that Jason realized he had always wanted, but never known. Dolling himself up he felt like a true teen girl ready for her big day, and with that sensation filling his imagination he went to bed smiling. 

An elated Justin woke up early for the first time in a while and joined his stepmom at the breakfast table the next morning. He teetered in with a smile on his face of a child whose parent had allowed them to do something they knew to be naughty.

“Good morning, you fucking slut.”

“Rachel!” Jason laughed.

“Well, it’s evidently true.”

“Evidently.” Followed Jason in Acknowledgment.

They sat together eating breakfast and drinking coffee in relative silence until Rachel broke it.

“We’re going on a trip today.” His interest was piqued, he understood that this wasn’t an offer, but it was another order, and it would have a reason. “Now obviously we can’t take you into town for lingerie, imagine your dad hearing we were spotted together underwear shopping. So, we’re going to go out of town, I want something young and slutty. A little schoolgirls outfit and matching lingerie set, black, I think. Okay?”

“Okay.”

“Saturday I’m entertaining a number of clients, I’ve arranged for them to come around and watch the game, have some drinks and snacks. I want you to be… part of the entertainment.”

Jason’s face lit up.

“Was I that good last night?”

“You were good enough. So, it’ll be same rules as last night, stay out the way, be eye candy, let me talk to the men, and then make them cum, got it?”

“Got it.”

“Who knew you could be so useful.” Rachel quipped with a smirk. 

And so, they went out of town to find Jason his ultimate Jessie outfit. They eventually settled on a pink and black short pleated schoolgirl skirt, black suspenders and black lacy underwear with a matching bralette - over which he was to wear a white shirt tied into a crop-top. Once home Rachel made him try it all on to make sure it was as perfect as they initially thought.

“Wow aren’t you just a slutty little 2000’s Britney.”

Jason spun 360 on the spot and stopped with his foot forward, chin tucked and finger in his mouth, posing for a moment before breaking into joyful laughter. “Did I do it good?”

“God, you’re such a sissy whore.” Rachel replied playfully.

“I’ll take that as a compliment, ma’am.”

Friday was spent mostly ensuring every part of Jason was hairless, clean and proper. Rachel was out most the day, so Jason paraded around the house in his slutty schoolgirl outfit. He practiced his makeup. He experimented with moaning and making his voice for sexual. And he spent time in the mirror arching his back, spreading his ass wide and experimenting with how he will look when fucked.

Delicious, is how he would look, he decided. 

Rachel had Jason answer to the ringing of the doorbell, not once, not twice, but five times. For five important businessmen he pranced towards the door with excitement, making merry of the reactions of the men on the other side of the opened door.

“Good afternoon sir, here for the game?” He flirtatiously asked, pirouetting on one foot and fluttering her eyelids. Without fail every one of the men, all dressed in smart casual weekend business attire as though attending a golf game, looked Jason up and down, always resting for a moment their eyes on his suspenders, his slutty schoolgirl skirt and the gap between the two pieces of clothing where his smooth slender legs were teased.

“I certainly have come for the game, but I think I might be staying for something else.” Was the tenacious reply of one gentleman as his eyes feasted on Jason.

“Oh, you mean business?” Jason replied, biting his lip, still balancing one leg upon his tip toe. He knew perfectly well what the man meant.

“Sure, business.” He winked and Jason let him in.

White oxford button up, blue fitted trousers and brown oxford shoes, wheat blond hair and hell of a smile. Jason made note of the confident flirter. His suggestive mannerisms at first impressions were enticing, Wow that felt good to be an attractive little slut, Jason thought; he craved more attention from the attractive man.

The men each chose their spots to watch the game from alongside Jason’s Stepmom. Jason did as instructed and stayed out of the way but not out of view, poised to make use of his new feminine charm in the background he allowed his stepmother to remain the most important woman of the household sat with the men, he knew his place and enjoyed it so.

He kept close attention to the statuses of wine glasses and beer bottles, ensuring to pick them up when empty, refill them when needed. Always fluttering past the television so as not to obscure the game, although the men would not have minded even if he did. Jason was quick to turn down offers for help, or even to wave away the away hand passing a glass or bottle to him. Preferring instead to produce displays of thigh and panties as he bent over in his schoolgirl skirt, a dot of sissy clitty pre-cum evident.

He felt no strangeness doing so in front of his stepmother, just as he hadn’t felt so when holding Mr. Walker’s cock in his hands, it felt entirely right; at this point of the week it actually made entire sense. She had become his mistress and he was serving her exactly how she wanted.

Being the businesswoman she was she pretended to ignore Jason’s advances and provocative shows to the men, to allow them complete comfortability, to let them know Jason was there’s to lay eyes on, and if they’re lucky, fuck; and Jason was hoping they were lucky. But occasionally when the men were caught up in the game, and Jason waited in the background for someone to need a drink or some snacks, Rachel caught eyes with Jason and gave him a reassuring smile that he was being a good little girl.

The pattern of teasing continued throughout the game; Jason was the object to behold. At one point one of the businessmen stopped him as he collected beer bottles, and said, “You know, you never introduced yourself.”

“Oh, of course, I’m sorry. I’m Jessie, sir.” He beamed a smile whilst pirouetting on his foot as he did when he opened the door. I’m Jessie, he thought. It was the first time he referred to himself as such out loud. He noticed too how sexualized he felt to have not needed a name for the evening, only his schoolgirl skirt and red panties; a successful fucktoy.

Finally, Rachel stood up and interrupted the daydream Jason was having from the back of the room, he was imagining himself at the centre of a gangbang and was so entranced by it he had, without realizing, lifted his own skirt with his hard little cock; he hadn’t even realized the game was over. She pointed towards his stiff clitty as she walked past, prepared?

It took Jason a moment to understand, but once he did, he repeated the giddy excitement of the previous night in the kitchen, only just capturing himself and regaining composure.

This is too good to be true.... 

Jason walked to the centre of the expansive U-shaped couch. He felt like a performer, a dancer on her podium, model in front of camera. Confidence flowed through him, he had made his first cock cum just two nights before and was confident of himself; but still a shyness remained, apparently evident for the comments of encouragement from the men.

“It’s okay sweetie, why don’t you to a twirl for us?”

“Don’t be shy, we’ve all been waiting for you.”

“I already want to take you home with me.” The last one was from Jason’s white oxford shirt wearing crush from the door, Jason blushed at the comment. “Come here, this is your first time in a group isn’t it?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Call me George.”

“Okay, George.” Want rushed through Jason’s stomach in the form of butterflies, he wanted to be taken right then, touched, groped, explore, fucked. As sexy as he could he tentatively walked over the seated George, who was at the centre of the U-shaped couch full of businessmen.

“Rachel’s got us a good one, huh gents?” A chorus of agreement followed. George groped Jason’s ass, turned him around and spanked it lightly. “Tight.”

Jason let no time go to waste, he was keen to show his slutty skills. He turned back around from George’s ass groping, got down onto his knees, unhooked and unzipped his trousers. Much to his pleasant surprise he was greeted to a great thick member, given the occasion George had clearly decided not to wear underwear.

“Oh my god.” It was so thick, smooth and soft in his hands. He felt the bulge as blood pumped to the increasingly pulsating cock, he questioned if it was going to stop growing. “May I Daddy.”

“Of course.”

With it now fully erect, Jason took delicate hold of the man’s pillar, holding it with awe-filled want like it was a gift from the God’s themselves. He licked the shaft from base to tip and slathered it with his slutty saliva and juices.

“You naughty fucking cockwhore.” George’s words were utter filthy fulfilment to Jason as he “oomph”’d and “mmm”’d on the cock, filling his mouth, his cheeks, his throat. He gagged and came for breath, before going in deep again with saliva bubbles and precum dripping.

His sissy cock oozed juice, he felt the pulsation through his entire body. Somebody fuck me! He thought.

His awareness was brought back to the room when he felt his panties being slid the side.

“Oh, fuck yeah, look at that tight little fucking asshole.” Came the voice behind him. Jason took his eyes of George for the first time and his mouth off his cock, he looked around the room to see 3 other men jerking their hard cocks for him.

“Oh my god.” Jason moaned, it seemed to be all he could say.

“You’re a good fucking whore, aren’t you?” Said one of the men, more a statement than a question.

“Yes daddy.”

The fourth unnamed businessman was behind him, he spat on Jason’s asshole and teased it with a finger. Jason instinctively pushed back against it and his hungry asshole ate the finger with ease.

The other man came closer now, they didn’t want to sit at the side lines jerking and they ganged around Jason. Slapping his face with their cocks or twisted his nipples with their big manly hands under his land bralette, his shirt was entirely unbuttoned. Jason desperately tried to give ever man attention, he wanted every thick hard penis he could, he frantically grabbed each with lustful craving and jerked and wanked, he spat on them and sucked them, gagged on them until his eyes watered. Heaven, he was in heaven.

He felt the man’s large finger leave his asshole and instead be replaced by the unmistakably smooth tip of a penis, wet with precum it teased Jason's asshole that was spread wide. The businessman eased the tip in, and the moment it entered Jason instinctively pushed back and swallowed the whole thing.

“You dirty fucking cockslut.” The man proclaimed, spanking Jason’s ass.

“Mmmhmm, just for you daddies.” Was Jason’s reply.

The men took turn on Jason’s asshole. He paid attention to how every man was different. One liked to slam their cocks into him fast and hard, their big hands on his little waist to accentuate and heighten the motion of fucking. Another was slow, he didn’t hold onto Jason but let Jason do the talking, allowing Jason to bounce up and down and fuck at his own speed. The third adored the act of entering, that was his favourite part quite clearly, he repeatedly pulled out to watch Jason’s slutty asshole gape and wink, spreading it and sticking fingers in it, pulling it apart; he even swirled his tongue around it and put it in as far as he could manage-he was Jason’s favourite. The fourth was a slammer, he fucked slow but hard, he enjoyed the sensation and sound of their two bodies slapping together, he held onto the waistline of Jason’s skirt and used it to strengthen the thrusts. All four of the men fucked Jason on to completion, choosing a place to cum. Squirting hot jizz all over his asscheeks, or ordering Jason to turn around and open his mouth, one chose to empty himself all over Jason’s face and the fourth businessman came on Jason’s panties.

And then there was George. George stayed sat on the couch the entire time, upon his throne he watched Jason the sissy whore get fucked. He didn’t lose hardness the whole time, he pulsated, pumped and twitched in Jason’s hands, demanded eye contact and servicing. When the other four men had cum Jason instinctively knew what to do.

“Your turn daddy.”

He climbed up on to the sofa, not leaving Georges eye contact, and sat himself atop the largest cock in the room. He reached down and grasped the fat shaft with his girly hand and guided the tip to his whore hole. It was large, but it wasn’t a painful struggle after the fucking he had just received, slowly at first, he lowered himself down to the base with the utmost pleasure, moaning the entire time. If I knew how good a big fat cock felt, I would’ve become a sissy fucking whore sooner, he thought, right before bouncing up and down on the girthy member with his hungry asshole. His little girl cock was rock hard and the tip was peeking out of the top of his black lacey underwear. “Oh, my fucking god.” He moaned, bouncing faster, his asshole was filled entirely, he had never felt so fulfilled entirely, he was a cock hungry, sissy whore, slutty little brat. He bounced and bounced until finally George groaned,

“Fucking hell I’m going to cum, don’t stop, don’t stop you slut. You fucking whore don’t stop.”

“No daddy, I won’t daddy. Cum in me, cum in-fucking-side me. I’m your little whore.”

As he said it George flipped Jason round. He had never experienced such strength against him before, it was exhilarating, he felt so powerless but so elated. George put a hand to Jason’s throat and started choking him lightly, his face contorted in aggressive pleasure.

“Cum in me daddy. Please.” Squeaked George, his sissy clitty was ready to explode.

Jason felt it. He felt the giant cock surge and pulse inside him, he felt George slow down his thrusts to match the rhythm of the hot cum shoot deep into Jason, who’s sissy clitty was pumping out juice with an orgasmic sensation at the same time. His orgasm felt like it would never end, a long-haul trip to pleasure island. Georges groans and Jason’s girly moans complimented one another perfectly. What an explosion of pleasure.

George slowly pulled himself out of Jason, slowly followed by an impressive amount of dripping cum as Jason lay frozen with his legs in the air lost in bliss.

They dropped slowly out of the air to rest on the sofa - the location of his first sissy gangbang, which belonged to his father whom would be home tomorrow. Here Jason fell asleep, exhausted.

He woke up in the morning, with a blanket over him to his stepmom making coffee.

“Sweetie, your dad’s going to be home in a few hours. I think you need to change your clothes.”

He opened his eyes, felt the ache deep in his asshole, saw his outfit and smiled, happy it wasn’t a dream.
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