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Sissy Slut in the Street


Michael was getting very used to his sissy alternate ego. During the day, he would be just as he had always been. Going to work, paying the bills, relaxing in front of the television. At night, however, his girlfriend Beth had successfully transformed into a cum-hungry slut. Just a week ago, she had brought over a gay friend from work, and although it may have been the wine influencing him, Michael had the most amazing time sucking his cock and getting fucked in his sissy hole.

Over the rest of the week after taking Rick's cock, Beth had regularly forced her large strap-on down Michael's throat, only addressing him as Michelle when they were alone, and every night sodomised his ass with it. He loved it. Beth had denied him orgasm all week, and kept his little sissy clit locked away in its chastity belt. Michael knew that he would have to earn an orgasm, and getting fucked by Beth simply wasn't enough to deserve release. This only motivated Michael more to embrace his slutty side, every day becoming hungrier for a real cock so he could unleash his cum that was building up in his balls.

Friday night rolled around, and Michael was hopeful that being the weekend, Beth would have something in mind that would end with Michael sucking cock and releasing his cum. After a delicious home-cooked dinner, Beth brought Michael to their bedroom and started picking out some clothes for him to wear.

After a lot of careful deliberation and changing her mind, Beth decided on a particularly filthy ensemble. Michael was now wearing a very short black dress, barely hiding the girly pink thong that struggled to hold his chastity belt within it, a matching pink bra that had the straps contrasting brightly with the thin black straps of the dress, and now the B-cups of the bra were nicely filled by a pair of fake breasts Beth had found online. He was wearing the fishnet stockings again, and to finish the look was wearing black leather knee-high boots with a four inch heel. These were definitely easier to walk in than the strappy six inch heels he was worn previously, but they only made him feel more slutty, and obviously more aroused.

Beth sat Michael down in front of her and carefully did his makeup, this time putting on a pink sparkly lip gloss that tasted like strawberries, and applying glitter around his eyes to make him look extra-girly. Having no hair on his slim frame below his eyebrows, Michael really did look convincing, and had it not been for his dick locked tightly between his legs, he would have sworn that the person in the mirror was a sexy young woman.

“Now you're ready! Let me get changed quickly and throw on some makeup, we're having a girl's night out!”

The colour drained from Michael's face, “I can't go out in public looking like this, people will see me! They'll know I'm a man!”

“Don't be silly, you're not a man. You're my little sissy slut, and the whole point of going out is so people will see you. Look, if you don't want to go, I can just email that video of you riding Rick and yelling for him to fuck your sissy hole to my sister and we can have a good laugh at your expense instead. How does that sound?”

“No, please don't do that, I'll be a good girl, I'll go out with you tonight.”

“Good girl. Now go and wait for me, I'll be down in a second.”

Driving down their street, Michael tried to shrink into the passenger seat as Beth slowly made her way along the road, loving the power she had over her boyfriend. As the journey went on, Michael started to feel a bit more relaxed, and eventually was able to stop shying away from the window.

“Nobody would be able to recognise me like this, and I do look pretty hot. I should just go with it, Beth would never put me in a situation I'm really not OK with, and it's been amazing so far letting her take control,” he said to himself as he looked over at the soft smile on Beth's face. She pulled up on a street in town a couple of blocks away from a popular club and turned to face Michael.

“Here's the deal. I'll choose a man for you. I'll be your wingman and I'll talk you up to him. I'll say your boyfriend just broke up with you and you want to get back at him by being naughty with another guy, and that you think he's hot. If he makes any moves towards you, you are going to go with it. If he asks you to dance, you dance. If he tries to kiss you, you lick his tonsils. I want you to push things forward, and by the end of the night I want you to have him here, behind this car, and I want you to suck him off. Any questions?”

Michael shook his head, dying to get inside and find a guy to suck. He had been looking forward to this all week, and couldn't wait to feel fresh cum pumping down his throat again.

In the club, Beth dragged Michael onto the dance floor to loosen him up a bit. He moved nervously, feeling like everyone was watching him. Seeing that dancing wasn't doing the tricks, Beth bought half a dozen shots, making Michael take four of them. Soon, Michael was feeling much more relaxed, and joined Beth in checking out the guys round the bar, trying to find one for him to take outside.

“I think I've found your man,” Beth said as she slid off the bar stool and disappeared into the crowd. Shortly, Michael saw her appear at the bar a few seats down and wink at him.

While trying to figure out why she was sitting away from him, his view was suddenly blocked by a muscular chest. Looking up, he saw a rather handsome face looking back at him.

“Hi, my name's Ryan. Your friend told me you're single...so can I buy you a drink?”

A wave of panic flew through Michael's brain. He hadn't thought far enough ahead, and now he had to speak. He hadn't practised speaking in a feminine voice, the closest he had done was in the heat of the moment while Rick was fucking him. He did his best to sound female, managing to get out, “Make mine a cosmopolitan,” smoothly enough that Ryan didn't even think twice, ordering a cosmopolitan and a whiskey on the rocks.

The conversation was flowing easily, and Michael was settled into his higher pitch voice. He was flirting very obviously with Ryan, who was flirting back just as heavily. As Ryan ordered another round of drinks, Michael's eyes dropped to Ryan's crotch, and there, clear as day, was a sizeable bulge. Michael knew things were going well, and he found himself hoping that he would be able to go through with Beth's instructions and taste the big cock that bulged under those tight jeans.

Michael's felt a little woozy with the alcohol. He played up the feeling and acted more drunk than he was, unsteadily placing his hand on Ryan's chest, his own brightly coloured nails catching his eye.

“Let's dance,” Michael slurred, his hand falling to grab Ryan's hand, dragging him away from the bar towards the dance floor.

Michael had lost all his inhibitions, thrashing his body around with abandon, almost immediately turned around and pushing his ass into Ryan's bulge, grinding against him, trying to be as filthy as possible. Ryan's hands quickly began to explore Michael's curves, feeling every inch of him, nearly getting close enough to touch his chastity belt...Michael's heart froze for a second before melting back to life as the alcohol washed through his mind.

Turning to face Ryan again, Michael caressed his chiselled chest, running his hands slowly down, inching further in time with the music, reaching Ryan's groaning bulge, grasping it hard and feeling it twitch beneath his fingers. Michael crossed a threshold in his mind, and no longer needed Beth to force him to be a slut. He leaned in close to Ryan's cheek, gently biting his ear before speaking.

“I want to see this bulge,” whispered Michael, giving Ryan's cock another squeeze, “up close and personal.” Grabbing Ryan's hand, he pulled him out of the club, nearly forgetting where the car was parked. He turned to where Beth had parked and quickly walked down the street, stopping occasionally to kiss him passionately and grind into his hard cock.

Reaching the car, Michael pushed Rick in front of the car, a devilish grin on his face as he took a single finger and pushed Ryan back into a sitting position on the hood. Quickly checking nobody was too close by, Michael crouched down so he was face to face with the ominous bulge.

Slowly undoing Ryan's belt, Michael drew out the experience of giving a blowjob in public so he could savour the moment. Unbuttoning his jeans, he gently pulled down on the legs, slowly revealing a tight pair of grey boxer shorts, tenting forwards as the constricting jeans were pulled off. Repeating the process with his underwear, Michael watched as the waistband slowly, agonisingly pulled on the head, pointing the huge rod further and further down. The shaft of Ryan's cock became more and more into view, at first showing a shortly trimmed patch of pubic hair, then a thick, smooth shaft that inched out of the top of his underwear, Michael stopping briefly as just the head was held by the elastic, eventually giving one last pull. Ryan's hard, veiny member sprang upwards, almost hitting Michael in the face as it was freed, looking intimidating yet arousing as it pointed majestically into the cool air.

Slowly moving his head forward, Michael gently parted his pink, sparkling lips, hungrily licking them before placing them against the head of Ryan's dick, darting his tongue out, teasing around Ryan's head, focusing on the sensitive area under the head.

“Ungh...oh yeah...uh...that's it baby,” Ryan groaned, amazed how much the girl in front of him loved cock.

Pushing further forward, Michael let his lips part further and envelope the head, taking more and more of his rod into his mouth, allowing his tongue to massage along the length of the underside of the huge cock he was taking, steadily progressing in one fluid motion until his lips finally met the base of Ryan's dick. Michael made a tight seal with his lips and made a swallowing motion, feeling his muscles contrict around the head that sat deep in his throat. Struggling not to gag with its size, Michael sucked as hard as he could, engorging the massive cock even more, before starting to piston his head back and forward, lifting a hand to massage Ryan's balls as his other hand first went down to his chastity belt, trying to rub his flaccid penis through the plastic barrier.

Realised he could never stimulate himself through the cage, his horny mind took over and me moved his hand further back, fingering his asshole at first with one finger, quickly progressing to two and three fingers, ramming them into his hole as Ryan's cock slid in and out of his throat.

Michael continued sucking and fingering until the urge to be filled by Ryan's cock overwhelmed him. His fingers could never equal the feeling of a hard cock ramming into his ass, twitching with pleasure and pulsating with orgasm.

Michael quickly stood up, taking his fingers from under his skirt where it looked as if he had been fingering a pussy, lifted them into front of his face, keeping intense eye contact with Ryan all along, and sucking each one clean, tasting his ass again.

“God, this is so slutty. I'm sucking my ass juices off my fingers in front of this guy I don't even know, and I want nothing more than to have him fuck me in the ass,” Michael thought to himself as his ass twitched in anticipation.

Michael pulled Ryan off the car and stepped forwards until he was about a foot away from the hood. Bending at the waist, Michael planted his hands firmly and pushed his ass into the air. He looked over his shoulder and lifted a hand off the car, reaching around to his ass, pulling his skirt up and moving his thong to one side, being careful not to expose the tiny plastic cage just in front of his hole.

“Fuck my asshole. I'm a dirty, dirty girl and I need to fuck me in my back door like a slut. I want you to fill me so full of your cum that it drips out of me all night, so I can finger myself tomorrow morning and still taste your cum on my fingers. I want you to fuck my ass so hard that I can't walk straight.”

Michael had lost any fear now, consumed by lust and the absolute need to live out his sissy whore fantasies. Ryan moved closer, placing one hand on the small of Michael's back, aiming his cock straight at Michael's already loosened ass.

Michael felt an increasing pressure build as Ryan pushed his cock forwards. At first, Michael's ass resisted the invader, then slowly opening to accept his lover. Michael felt his asshole open and grip the head of Ryan's dick, involuntarily contracting as it gradually opened.

Suddenly, as Michael's anus finally opened wide enough, the head of Ryan's dick got sucked in.

“Oh!” Michael squealed, the rapid transition from empty to full jolting his brain with pleasure, “oh...yeah...that's it baby, give me the rest of your big dick...fill my slut hole...”

Ryan paused to get used to the intense grip of Michael's ring around his cock, “Oh shit,” he thought, “this bitch is tight, this is going to be fun.”

“Fill me up daddy, fill me with your big hard dick,” yelled Michael, no longer caring who heard him.

Ryan placed his hands on Michael's hips and pulled back hard. Michael could feel every inch of the dick slide further into him, opening him up deeper and deeper, sliding over his prostate, milking out a glob of precum that started to run out the front of his chastity belt. Too turned on to care if Ryan noticed, he rubbed the precum off the front of the cage and licked it off his hand before slamming is back onto the hood of the car, groaning as he did so.

Sliding back out of Michael's boy cunt, Ryan's dick left Michael with a feeling of emptiness and desire, that was quickly fulfilled when the rod was pushed back into him, going deeper with each thrust. Before long, Ryan was fully inside Michael's ass, finally wet enough from his natural juices to fuck him hard.

Michael breathed in harsh gasps as his arousal took over. He was dressed up as a sissy fuck-slut, bent over the hood of his car in a public street, getting fucked in the ass raw by a complete stranger with a huge cock, and he couldn't wait for Ryan to shoot his load into his ass.

Michael pushed hard against his car in time with Ryan's thrusts, getting him as deep as possible. He loved the feeling of Ryan's balls slapping against his own, of his long cock stimulating his depths, of his strong hands taking control and pummelling his tight anus with all his strength. Michael kept his arms braced straight but lowered his head down, focusing on the sensations inside him.

Arching his back, Michael looked up and saw, in the back seat of his car, Beth was watching him get fucked in the street. Groping her breast with one hand and the other buried in her jeans, she was breathing heavily, clearly enjoying the show.

Michael decided to put on a little performance for his girlfriend, tossing his head back and moaning.

“Oh yeah baby, fuck my tight ass with your big, hard cock. Give it to me harder daddy! Oh, yes! Harder! Please, fuck me harder!”

Michael threw his hips back into Ryan's thrust as hard as he could, the pounding his ass was receiving stimulating him like he had never felt, approaching orgasm quickly as he heard Ryan's breath grow rapid and shallow.

He could feel the car beneath his hands start to rock back and forth very slightly. Looking forward again, the windows had a fine mist of condensation on them, and he could just make out Beth, masturbating with amazing intensity and energy as her eyes were locked with Michael's.

Michael's flaccid cock began to twitch within the chastity belt as he felt his orgasm finally begin to flow over him. His chest tightened, barely able to breathe, and his ass spasmed tightly around Ryan's pistoning cock, drawing a groan from deep within Ryan's muscular body.

Michael slowly felt a great heat build within his balls and spread to consume his entire body, causing tremors as it grew, finally covering his entire body and making Michael feel as if he may die with the quaking pleasure that overtook him. The bulging dick in his ass still pressing hard on his prostate, Michael finally shuddered with earth-shattering climax as Ryan pulled back hard on his hips and he felt the cock in his ass pulse as it started to shoot streams of hot cum deep inside him.

In the throes of ecstasy, Michael's mind exploded with rapturous bliss as he took his lover's cum in his ass. Releasing high animnalistic moans from his bright pink lips, he could feel his own sissy cum start to ooze out of his caged dick, running down the inside of his smooth thigh, over the length of his leg, crossing the inside of his pedicured foot and creating a puddle of cum on the ground between his spread legs. Dying to taste his cum, he took a hand and scooped up as much as he could from his thigh with his fingers, shoving them deep into his mouth and down his throat, making sure he drank every drop he could, slurping noisily as he consumed his jizz like the cum-whore he had become.

From within the car in front of him, Michael heard Beth's moans as she reached her own climax. Ryan finally ceased his monumental climax inside Michael, and slowly withdrew from his ass, watching his cum run out of Michael's sexy gape, watching it run down his thighs, and without knowing it, watching it mix with Michael's own cum on his skin before ending on the ground between the two.

Slumping over the hood of the car in exhaustion, Michael's skirt fell back over his ass, covering his caged cock from view as Ryan sat beside his spent body.

“God damn that was incredible. I've never done anything like that. Your ass was absolutely incredible, I don't think I've ever cum so hard. I'm going to go get a drink, come find me inside if you want,” zipping up his jeans before walking back to the club slowly, leaving Michael catching his breath on his car.

Once Ryan had vanished from sight, Beth slowly climbed out of the car, barely able to stand as the after-effects of her own orgasm made her legs weak.

“I'm so pround of you Michelle, you've really blossomed into a hot little cum slut. How does your ass feel, baby?”

“It feels so good...I can feel his cum running out of me. There's so much jizz inside me, it feels so good Beth. I don't know why I didn't do this earlier.”

“Come sit inside the car, let's go home and think about how we're going to let you keep living the life of a dirty little whore. I love seeing you get fucked, and I don't want it to stop any time soon.”

Helping him walk round to the passenger side, Beth got her boyfriend into the car, cum still running down his legs, and drove the two of them back home. Michael climbed into bed, still in his sissy clothes, and drifted off to sleep next to his loving girlfriend, thinking of all the slutty things he would get up to in the weeks to come. It wouldn't be long before he would have a cock inside him again. He couldn't wait.


Glory Holes


Michael was really settling into his new life as Michelle. Several weeks ago, his girlfriend, Beth, had discovered his secret fetish for feminization, and took it upon herself to help her boyfriend live out his fantasy. She quickly found out that she was massively turned on by sissifying him, and pushed him further until, most recently, she had him suck and fuck a complete stranger, Ryan, in the street, bent over Beth's car, that he had met in a club. Always a little nervous as things got more intense, Michael was loving every minute, and was always incredibly turned on throughout the experiences, although he was locked in a chastity belt for most of the day. Naturally, Beth had the only key.

“Morning, Michelle,” Beth smiled as the two awoke on a lazy Sunday. Michael was wearing a frilly nightgown that felt so sexy against his smooth skin, still maintaining his shaving routine of being hairless below his eyebrows every day. “How's my sissy whore today? Listen, you've been a very good girl, getting dressed up for me when we're going to have some fun at the weekend, and now sleeping in pretty things, but I want you to be a bit more full time. From now on, whenever we're in the house, I want you to wear nothing male. As soon as you get in the door from being outside, you are to strip naked. Then you can carry your clothes to the bedroom and get dressing in girls' clothes like you belong in.”

Michael felt his cock strain in his chastity belt, having been locked away for over a week now, he found himself getting insanely horny at every possible opportunity. Now he would have to dress up any time he was in their house, and he knew that would still be true of they had friends over...he knew Beth had plans for this, and he loved every possibility that ran through his mind.

Their sex life had never been so hot. They had sex at least once a day, and recently it was Beth who did all the penetrating. She would always put on her big strap-on and take Michael's ass with it. Sometimes rough, sometimes gentle, sometimes in bed, sometimes on the kitchen table, sometimes he would suck it before it went in his ass, sometimes after. But he always had an orgasm, albeit ruined, watching his cum dribble out of the chastity belt without getting the satisfaction of a full orgasm, and Beth would always make him eat it, frequently wanting a share of it herself. She also demanded a lot of regular oral sex now, seemingly always horny too.

The weekends were usually reserved for pushing Michael one step further along his journey to being a totally committed filthy cum whore, and this weekend was no different.


“I hope you're ready for another new treat tonight, my pet. You did so well the last time we were out, dragging that guy out of the club and taking his cock in the middle of the street, putting on such a sexy show for me. I know that what we get up to this evening is going to make you feel sexier than ever. My friends told me about this place in town. A very special place, where you're really going to enjoy yourself. Go and get ready for a night out baby, I'll be up in a minute to help with your make-up.”

Michael walked up the stairs, feeling his skinny jeans grip his legs, his light blue pumps matching his nails and his white blouse showing the blue bra he wore under it, filled with realistic fake breasts Beth had found online.

He opened his wardrobe, the male part of it shrinking and the feminine part of it growing. He now had a variety of outfits to choose from, some for every-day wear, and some to really live up to his slutty nature.

Tonight, he decided to wear a tight, light pink chemise with a darker pink bra underneath, the bright straps over his shoulders looking very sexy, and matched the color of the big bow on the front of the chemise, hiding the space where there would have been cleavage visible. Barely covering his crotch, a set of light pink lacy panties were clearly visible, and beneath them the rigid bulge of his chastity belt. Garters held up his pink stockings with their lacy frill at the top, and on his feet he had sparkly pink high heels. He was able to walk much more easily in heels now, putting a sway into his hips to accentuate his ass. Although he was growing his hair out as Beth asked, it was still not long enough for her satisfaction, so he had a collection of wigs in the meantime. He placed the blonde wig expertly on his head, and tied a small pink bow in it, complimenting the pink of the bigger bow and of his underwear.

Dressed for taking cock, Beth stood in the doorway and admired her sexy, slutty boyfriend, and how much he was enjoying dressing up like this. She walked over to him, kissing him lovingly before wordlessly lifting the make-up bag she had bought him from the corner of the room, opening it on the bed and choosing what she would put on him tonight.

In half an hour, Michael was wearing dark pink lipstick, plenty of blusher, dark mascara with a thick line carefully drawn in eyeliner, long, thick false eyelashes and a little fake stud stuck on the side of his nose.

Ready for a night of fun, the two climbed into Beth's car and drove into town. She parked on a busy street, knowing that Michael would be seen by plenty of people, “Come on Michelle, the place is just up there a bit. Let's show you off on the way.”

Not intimidated by being seen in public after his exhibitionist display recently, Michael walked arm in arm with Beth until she pulled him down a small side street, where Michael saw the doors of the local gay club. “I should have known we were going here,” he smiled, kissing Beth passionately before they strode in the doors, on the hunt for some cock for Michael.

“Come on, let's go to the back, my friend told me about this place, we're looking for something special.” Beth dragged Michael by the arm through the crowd, feeling his ass pinched every few steps until the reached the toilets. Heading for the women's door, Beth looked at Michael and shook her head, pulling him into the men's room. Inside, she looked around as the men within it looked at them with amused grins. Michael surveyed the room; urinals on the wall by the entrance, sinks along another, cubicles on a third and finally, on the opposite wall, three lone cubicles with their doors wide open. Beth saw them at the same time as Michael, “There they are! Let's go!”

She hurried Michael into the middle cubicle, locking the door behind them. Michael was puzzled, then he saw, at waist height, a hole in the middle of the two side walls. Now he understood why there were in here. It was time for Michael to service some glory holes.

Both were really turned on now, and kissed each other hungrily, their tongues grinding against one another as their hands explored their bodies, caressing and groping in the cubicle of the public toilet, waiting for Michael's first cock to appear.

Before long, a long, smooth cock appeared through one of the holes. Without any instruction, Michael got on his knees and took it in his mouth, bobbing his head back and forth, trying to please the faceless man as best he could using only his mouth. He heard a deep groan through the wall, and he knew he was doing a good job.

“There's another one behind you, baby,” said Beth, leaning back against the door and rubbing herself through her panties.

Michael took his head off the cock for a moment and saw another one on the opposite wall behind him. He reached one hand up and started to stroke it quickly as he returned his lips to the dick beside him.

Trying to focus on the dick in his puckered mouth, Michael sucked hard, massaging the underside of it while moving his head back and forth as fast as he could, not wanting to spend too long on one penis and disappoint Beth or the man in his hand. Hearing the moans on the other side of the wall in front of him grow louder and more frequent, the cock in his mouth moved in and out in time with his mouth, twitched a few times in quick succession before swelling repeatedly, sending ropes of cum deep into Michael's eager mouth, which he now had pressed tightly against the wall to get the stranger's dick as deep inside him as he could, contracting his throat around the head to draw out the orgasm. He took his mouth off the first penis with a loud slurp, turning around and immediately planting his open lips over the second.

Repeating the routine that he was slowly perfecting, he expertly teased around the head with his agile tongue, then stimulating its entire length with his warm mouth, sucking as he thrust his face forward, keeping up a steady rhythm, the stranger on this wall quickly reaching climax and pulling his dick back slightly, Michael taking this load all over his tongue, tasting its salty goodness before sending it down his throat to join the first load in his stomach.

He had been caught up in giving the second blow job, and had failed to notice the waiting rod jutting through the first hole behind him. Taking a deep breath, he turned around once more and began sucking in earnest to please his third man of the evening. Beth turned her back to him, peeking out through a crack at the side of the door, “Looks like you're going to be in demand Michelle! There's quite a queue building up outside. You know, I don't think your hand is going to be good enough for all these men, they're expecting something special. Let me get your ass ready for them, stick it up in the air baby.”

Michael balanced himself on his heels, lips still wrapped firmly around the hot meat in his mouth, ass now pointed up in the air towards Beth. She admired his shaved hole, her horniness taking over as she leaned over and started tonguing it, licking all round the rim before plunging her tongue deep inside it, eliciting high pitched moans from Michael as this new sensation sent shivers throughout his sissy body. Standing up and reaching into her bag, Beth pulled out a bottle of lube and poured a generous blob directly onto Michael's boy pussy, shoving two of her fingers up to the knuckle in one quick movement, roughly finger fucking him before adding two fingers from her other hand, pulling his hole open to admire his slutty gape and spitting into his ass. Pulling hard, she knew the feeling of stretching was turning Michael on, as she saw a drip of precum escape the from of his chastity belt. Reaching again into her bag, she pulled out her strap-on, fastened it around her waist and slid it all into Michael's waiting ass, slamming her hips against his cheeks. She pounded his ass while he sucked, and as the man in his mouth flooded him with cum, Beth withdrew her cock, slapping Michael's ass hard with her open hand and shifting his hips around to meet the hole behind him, where another cock stood waiting.

Michael knew what to do, and stood bent over, legs straddled so his ass was at the height of the hole behind him, carefully position it so the men using that cubicle could fuck him hard, pressing his body against the wall to keep himself in place. Looking up again, there was yet another new cock in his face, which he took into his throat and pressed his face against the wall, forming a seal around the hole as a man behind him easily entered his loose asshole, plugging him from both ends, making him feel like a used whore. Being in this position made him so horny, and his cock started to ooze precum constantly as he felt two cocks piston in and out of his fuck-holes.

The two dicks that were sliding in and out of him both picked up their pace, their owners furiously pumping through the holes in the wall, using Michael as the faceless fucktoy that he had become. He felt both cocks pulse in turn, as they deposited their loads of jizz deep inside him, his own caged dick dying for release from its plastic prison. The men spit roasting Michael withdrew simultaneously, and for a moment he felt very empty, and wanted to be used even more.

It wasn't long before another man entered his mouth, sliding easily down into his throat and out again, working his entire length in and out of the glory hole that Michael's lips were pressed against. He felt a pressure on his asshole, much bigger than the last member inside him and definitely bigger than Beth's strap on.

“Get ready for the ride of your life, bitch,” he heard through the wall, the gruff tone of the man letting Michael know that he was about to be fucked hard, and by the feel of his head alone on his ass, he knew he would be stretched to his limit.

The man in front of him still working his throat, Michael groaned into the hard rod as a great pressure built against his ass, quickly dilating it to a size he had never experienced, the massive head slipping into his anus, lubricated with cum, forcing the length of the thick shaft deep within him, filling him up completely, rubbing against his prostate with every movement, squeezing the precum out of him onto the floor below.

Beth saw the ecstasy on Michael's face as the huge dick ploughed his ass while another ravaged his face. She decided he had earned an orgasm, and unlocked his little shaven dick from its cage, watching it quickly swell to its full size under the assault of the spit roasting that Michael was getting.

Keeping one hand on her pussy, rubbing it furiously as she watched her boyfriend get fucked by a string of anonymous men, she grabbing his cock roughly as it hung between his legs. Quickly jerking him off, she wanted him to cum with the huge dick still filling his boy pussy.

Michael, still pinned between the walls of the stall by the large dicks, shifted his eyes to the side to watch Beth. She was kneeling beside him, reaching under him, pulling his dick out from under his panties, and he watched as she moved her other arm rapidly inside her own panties. Her eyes were gently closed, and her breathing grew heavier with each passing moment. The rhythm on his cock matching that of her own masturbation, she rubbed faster and harder until her breaths shuddered and came to an abrupt stop, her face turning a deep red as she forced out a bestial groan, her body bending and contorting with the force of the orgasm that ran through it, filling her every muscle with intense pleasure.

She rode her orgasm for at least a minute, wave after wave battering her mind with sheer bliss, her vision being filled with stars and bright lights behind her closed eyelids. Michael's attention was locked onto her as he saw her mouth open in a silent scream of joy, her orgasm then finally subsiding as a long, exhausted moan escaped her lips. As she slowed and finally stopped rubbing her pussy, she maintained the fast rhythm on Michael's dick, still oozing precum all over her hand and the floor, knowing that he was very near climax.

Michael loved the feeling of Beth's hand on his dick while he was being double penetrated by the glory holes. His throat and ass twitched and spasmed as his orgasm approached, squeezing on the dicks inside him, bringing the men on either side of him closer to orgasm with him. Endlessly pistoning into him, he felt his chest begin to tighten and his skin become sensitive all over. His body became tense and his dick swelled as it prepared to shoot its load. His balls rose towards his body and he could feel the final swell of tension within him. Finally, as his holes were mercilessly slammed, his dick throbbed and spurted with climax as he felt another load being deposited straight into his stomach, and another being shot into his slippery asshole.

Beth held her hand beneath Michael's cock, catching all the sticky white cum that flowed out of it. She didn't want to waste a drop.

“I know how you love to eat your cum Michelle, but since you already have six loads inside you, once those two have finished fucking you, I think I'll have this one for myself. It's been such a long time since I got to eat a whole one of your loads anyway, you greedy little cum whore,” and with that she slurped the entire load into her mouth, playing with it using her tongue and savoring the taste of the cum that had been building in her sissy boyfriend, before finally swallowing it in one go, feeling it slide down her throat and end inside her stomach.

“Alright sissy, I think that's all of them satisfied. You can get up now.”

Michael released the pressure in his body that had held him wedged between the walls, nearly collapsing from exhaustion after his massive orgasm and from servicing so many cocks at once. He held into the wall as he slowly inched his feet forwards, working into a standing position. Cum ran freely down his legs, coating his stocking and his high heels, pooling around his painted toes and running onto the floor. Not a single drop had escaped his hungry mouth, although his pink lipstick was now smudged after all the sucking.

Beth unlocked the door and the pair walked out of the bathroom, past half a dozen very satisfied looking men, through the crowd and back to the car, driving home in silence before collapsing lifeless together in their bed, Beth remembering to lock Michael's cock away in its cage before they slipped away to slumber in each others' arms, wholly content after Michael's performance in the club. They didn't need to say a word, and they were too tired after all, but in their silent embrace they knew that they would have a great life together. They both wondered in their own heads where the next sissy adventure would take them, as the world grew dim and they finally slept an incredibly restful sleep.


Sissy Escort


Michael was thoroughly enjoy his part-time life as a feminized sissy. He had been built up under the threat of blackmail, at first sucking his girlfriend, Beth's, strap on, escalating to anal and real cocks, recently going out to a gay club fully feminized and servicing half a dozen men orally and anally through a pair of glory holes. He truly felt alive when sucking and fucking men, and his arousal peaked like it never did before he came into this lifestyle. His relationship with Beth had deepened, and he knew they were truly meant for each other. Their time together had never been so loving as the time since he started to be a sissy slut.

Beth had recently told Michael that whenever he was at home he would have to be fully dressed as a girl. As soon as he came in the front door, he had to take off all his male clothes, which meant either completely naked or down to any panties and stockings he was wearing under his day-to-day clothes, then go to the bedroom and get dressed in something feminine.

He looked forward to getting home from work every day so he could get rid of his male clothes and feel sexy again. It felt so natural to wear high heels and have painted nails that when he was out of the house he felt that something was missing.


Michael came home from work as usual one uneventful Tuesday evening, he locked the car, opened the front door of the house, gently shut it behind him and kicked off his shoes at the door. He went through his usual routine of stripping at the door, feeling himself transform as his smooth, hairless skin was revealed. Beth hadn't been happy with how Michael's skin looked after shaving his body, so she had bought a home waxing kit a week ago, and now Michael didn't have to shave every morning. All the hair on his body had been removed, and now he was silky smooth all day every day, with no up-keep.

Picking up his male clothes and starting to carry them to the bedroom wearing nothing but a blue and white striped thong, he walked past the kitchen and froze when he saw that Beth was staring into the doorway, waiting for him to come into view, and beside her sat her sister. Michael felt himself go a deep red as he hurried off to the bedroom. He knew he still had to get changed, but now someone who wasn't a stranger knew his secret. Beth called after him, “Hurry up Michelle, I want Sarah to see how pretty you look when you're at home!”

The cat was out of the bag, but Beth made Sarah promise not to tell anyone. Beth trusted Sarah, so Michael knew his secret would be safe. What would they concoct together? Beth was devious enough with her plans for Michael, but with the two of them free to talk about it, things were about to be stepped up even further.

The next night Beth and Michael were having dinner, Michael dressed up as usual, tonight in a black and white maid uniform, something which Beth particularly loved to see on him. She had a sly smile on her face, and finally told Michael what was running through her head.

“My sister and I were talking about you last night. She wanted to know all the details, and she loved hearing about all the men you've sucked and fucked. I think she wants to fuck you herself, now. But that's beside the point, we were chatting about where we can take this sissy lifestyle next, since you're already fully dedicated at home. I've decided that you should be Michelle full time from now on. I'm sure you're wondering how that will work...well, since your company is doing layoffs at the moment, and if they keep you, you won't be able to get a promotion or a raise any time soon, so...I have another way for you to earn money. I can't support us alone, and you can't go into work as a sissy slut. I know the men in that gay club in town were very satisfied by you, so I think we could earn a lot of money selling your sissy body. You're going to work as a sissy escort, Michelle!”

Slowly seeing it coming as she spoke, Michael's heart raced with the thought of living as Michelle without any breaks as Michael, and earning money from having sex. He would have done it for free, but the thought of men paying to be able to fuck him turned him on immensely, and after agreeing wholeheartedly, he shared a passionate, loving kiss with Beth for giving him the chance to truly live out his greatest fantasy.


The weekend came around quickly. As usual, this was Beth's time to push Michael's boundaries, although recently it wasn't so much pushing as letting him enjoy himself. Beth took Michael, dressed up his sluttiest outfit yet, to a fancy hotel in town where she had booked a room for the night. Michael wore a long black coat to hide his slutty garments, avoiding drawing any suspicion from the hotel staff.

Once in the room, Michael dropped the coat and admired himself in the full length mirror. Tonight he was wearing a blue-themed outfit. Light blue stilettos with the same colour of toenails, covered in a layer of clear gloss to really make them shine, blue fishnets over his beautifully smooth, waxed legs, a small heart drawn on the area of skin to the side of his crotch in blue marker, looking just like a tattoo, with matching blue crotchless panties, the hole being the shape of a heart. Michael absolutely loved them! He wore no bra this evening, instead having two baby blue stickers in the shape of hearts stuck over his little nipples, a tight white blouse open to his navel, not covering the hearts at all, but rather looking very slutty and half-teasing. He wore his blonde wig in pigtails, a blue ribbon holding each pigtail in place. Electric blue lipstick set the outfit off, and the rest of his make up was equally as bright. He looked very convincing, and definitely looked like an easy lay. If he had met himself from a few months ago, from before his transformation, he would definitely have wanted to fuck the girl standing in the mirror.

“Let me tell you how this evening will work. I have a customer lined up, and you are his for an hour.” She reached into her pocket, pulling out the key to his chastity belt, unlocking it as she spoke, “I know that's not very long, but he's paying well so I expect you to really show him a good time. Oh, also, part of the reason he's paying well is I've told him there are no limits with you, so anything could happen. The only proviso is that he can't cause any permanent harm, so expect it to be rough. I know you like that though, you filthy slut. I bought a few toys,” Beth emptied the large bag on her shoulder onto the table. Dildoes, nipple clamps, handcuffs, rope, paddles, whips, gags, butt plugs, everything Michael could have imagined came pouring out, “This was an investment into your new career. Hopefully this is enough to keep your client entertained. Anyway, I'll go and get him, he was sitting in the lobby when we came in. I made sure he got a good look at you, and he seemed to like what he saw. I'll be back with him in a minute, get yourself ready, Michelle.” She kissed him once more, embracing him tightly as her bond with him grew ever stronger, seeing him take to his new life with such passion, before turning and walking out the door to fetch the man from the lobby.

Michael sat nervously on the bed, waiting for his master to arrive and use his feminized body in whatever way he wanted. He fidgeted with his fingernails, looking at the clock and wondering what was taking so long, when he heard a card slide into the reader on the door, and the lock automatically open. The door swung wide open, and in strode Beth, followed by a man in a perfectly fitted suit, black hair slicked to the side, stubble carefully groomed and exuding a general air of dominance.

“This is Michelle, she's all ready for you. Michelle, this is James. Have fun you two!” she chimed as she bounced out the door, closing it behind her and skipping off down the corridor to wait in the lobby until the hour was up.

“Don't speak sissy. Take of your clothes and get on all fours.”

Michael loved being told what to do. He silently complied, waiting on his hands and knees for his next instructions. James got on his knees in front of Michael, undid his belt and brought his semi-erect cock out into the air in front of Michael's face, who instinctively took it into his mouth and started sucking.

James moaned as Michael went to work on his dick. Picking up a paddle from the table beside him, he wound back and swung down.

Michael was so caught up in giving the best blowjob he could that he didn't notice James lifting the paddle. As it struck his ass, a deafening crack filled the air, and he let out a loud squeal, muffled by the dick in his mouth, the shock of it causing him to suck again even harder. Spurred on by this, James wound back and started spanking Michael's ass hard with the paddle. The pain jolted through Michael's entire body, this new sensation driving him on to take the cock deeper and suck harder, trying his best to please his master. After several dozen swings, Michael's ass throbbed with the pain, now shining bright red after its assault, and he could hear James's breathing become more laboured as he became out of breath from swinging into Michael's ass so hard.

James threw the paddle aside, having had enough of pummelling Michael's soft, pale cheeks. Michael felt him lean forward, reaching over his body and rubbing his stinging ass under his hands. It was sore but strangely soothing, and felt oddly sensual. Just as Michael was enjoying the sensation, James lifting his hands and grabbed Michael's wrists, lifting them to the small of his back and holding them there with one hand. Suddenly, Michael felt two fingers roughly enter his puckered asshole, but he was unable to react as James had his cock buried firmly in Michael's wet throat, and now that Michael's hands were being held behind his back, he was unable to even move his body as both holes were invaded.

Michael felt the two fingers thrust harder into his hole, which contracted involuntarily as his body was forced forward against the thrusting hips of his master, powerfully forcing the large down deep into his throat, which itself contracted each time his ass was used to force him harder onto the dick in his mouth. Although Michael had overcome his gag reflex some time ago, he now felt it begin to surface as this new, rough throat fucking began to fill his body with involuntary spasms.

Michael repeatedly gagged and choked, saliva streaming out of his mouth around James's cock, his master clearly loving the aggressive show of power he was displaying as Michael was helpless to resist the throat fucking he was being subjected to. Michael's gurgles and the wet noise of the hard member thrusting in and out of his throat must have been turning James on, Michael thought, as now his breathing became hard again, but in a different way from before. He knew this was the sound of someone approaching climax, and despite the discomfort his body was in, he wanted to please his master however he could. He did his best to grip James's cock with his throat and stick his tongue out to lick his balls at the apex of each thrust, trying desperately to do everything Beth had taught him about giving a good blowjob.

Suddenly, James pulled his fingers out of Michael's ass, shoving him backward so he was sitting on his knees, ass pressed against his ankles, the cock now free of his mouth. Michael looked up in surprise only to see the fingers that had just been in his ass force their way into his open mouth. He tasted his own ass, as he had done many times before. As if not already turned on enough, this made him moan with pleasure as he licked and sucked on the fingers, devouring his own juices hungrily as his cock bouncing in the air, twitching as it leaked precum. James noticed that Michael had been getting more and more turned on as he was used more roughly.

“I'll have to do something about that. Sissies should have a soft dicklet between their legs, not a hard-on for their master. Get on the bed, face down, and spread your arms and legs to the sides.”

Michael immediately complied, wondering what James was going to do with his hard dick. Did he plan on giving him an anal orgasm? With great excitement and anticipation, he waited spread eagle on the bed. He watched as James put handcuffs on each of his four limbs, then tied rope under the bed, connecting all the handcuffs together.

Michael tried to move his arm to get more comfortable, but found that he had been tied so tightly that he was only able to move an inch or so. He testing each of his limbs, and found that all were bound fast to the bed. As if he hadn't fully submitted before, he was now at the absolute mercy of his rough master.

Michael moaned lightly as a gag was pulled into his mouth and fastened securely behind his head. A blindfold was placed over his eyes and everything went dark. All he could hear was the constant movement of James behind him, preparing his next sexual ordeal for his slave. Michael's ass cheeks still burned, but he loved the lingering sensation that came from the spanking, constantly stimulating his mind, keeping him fully aroused while he waited.

“Hmmm...a riding crop...that will do the job nicely.” Michael heard James talk gently to himself, considering the options in front of him amongst the table of toys. He heard the crop swish through the air behind him as James tested it out. Soft footsteps approached the bed, and he felt it shift as James moved his body onto the bed and settled himself between Michael's open legs. He reached a hand under Michael's abdomen, grasping his penis hard and pulling it around so it pointed towards his feet, that shaft now exposed on the bed and the underside of the head facing straight up in the air. Michael started to put things together and realised that the spanking he had just received was nothing compared to what was coming next. His skin tingled with nervous anticipation, goosebumps forming all over him, his breathing becoming shallow and rapid as he prepared for more blissful agony.

There was a subtle movement of the bed as James raised his arm, crop in hand, high into the air, and brought it down with a loud slap against one of Michael's red ass cheeks. Michael let out a high pitched squeal as pain shot through him, and again as James struck the other cheek. Alternating between them, Michael's squeals became groans of pleasure, the pain dulling and giving way to intense pleasure as his brain was flooded with endorphins. Loving the feeling of swimming in pleasure, Michael was snapped back to reality as James redirected one of his strikes, and hit the underside of Michael's sensitive cock with great force.

Michael screamed loudly into the gag, the pain surprising him as James drew back and hit his cock again and again, making Michael squirm into the bed, trying to move his poor cock out of the path of the crop, but it was no good. Again and again, James beat the sensitive spot under the head, and Michael once again became lost in a sea of ecstasy. His could feel his cock twitch in response to each whip, and every time another bead of precum leaked from the tip, soaking the bed in no time as the whipping gave him such immense pleasure. Soon, his orgasm approached, and James responded by whipping all up and down his shaft, and making sure his balls were left bruised and swollen.

Michael no longer felt any pain, only intense jolts of pleasure with each great smack. His body began to convulse as he drifted away from the hotel room into semi-consciousness, his brain unable to cope with the amount of pleasure he was feeling. A long, agonising groan came through his gag as he climaxed, huge spurts of cum squirting onto the bed, creating a huge puddle of sissy cum between his legs. Barely able to breathe, Michael's body became totally limp with exhaustion as James finally stopped the assault.

Pausing only very briefly, he set the crop down, scooped up some of Michael's fresh cum and wiped it onto his waiting asshole. There was no response from the catatonic slut, and he positioned himself over the limp body of his slave, roughly penetrating him to his full depth in one stroke. Suddenly filled with James's cock, Michael gave a small whimper, but was unable to do any more, his body no longer his own, his mind totally disconnected.

James pumped into Michael's ass hard and fast, the excitement of having been able to exert is sadistic fantasies on this sissy whore driving him quickly to orgasm. After only a couple of minutes of fucking the limp body handcuffed to the bed, he unleashed a great torrent of cum into Michael's ass, bucking and groaning as he unloaded everything he had inside his slave. Totally spent, he collapsed on top of Michael, breathing hard, his dick slipping out of its hole as it deflated, his cum leaking out and joining the pool of Michael's cum on the bed. He closed his eyes, and drifted into semi-consciousness himself, as the rest of his time passed in perfect silence.

A knock on the door startled both men as Beth walked in and saw James lying stretched out on top of Michael's naked, tied body. James simply nodded, climbed off Michael and quickly got dressed again, taking $2500 in crisp bills out of his jacket pocket and handing them to Beth before striding out the door.

Beth's eyes returned to Michael's abused body, and saw the bruising all over Michael's abused ass, his swollen, dark blue balls and the purple marks all over his cock from the harsh whipping it received. She knew by the huge pool of cum between his legs that both had a good time, and that Michael was going to bring in a lot of income from now on.

Unlocking his wrists and ankles, she turned his lifeless body over, removed the blindfold and gag. Looking him in his half-closed eyes, seeing him smile in his post-orgasmic haze that remained, she gently lifted his face off the bed and kissed him tenderly, her love for him stronger than ever. Their bond was now unbreakable, and Beth knew that Michael's new life as a sissy whore was something he had always been destined for.

She curled up next to him, feeling his warm, sweaty body wrap itself around her, and the couple slept, to dream of Michael's next encounter with new clients, and the lifestyle they would be able to lead with Michael's sissy holes fetching such a high price.


I hope you enjoyed reading the second Sissy Boyfriend Collection! Part one is available at http://www.amazon.com/Sissy-Boyfriend-Collection-Parts-ebook/dp/B00889O5AQ/ref=sr_1_1?s=digital-text&ie=UTF8&qid=1346190804&sr=1-1&keywords=jenni+ambrose

Also have a look at the first instalment of the Sissy Training series http://www.amazon.com/Sissy-Training-Secret-Fantasy-ebook/dp/B0093H04D4/ref=sr_1_31?s=digital-text&ie=UTF8&qid=1346277503&sr=1-31

Here's an excerpt from another of my short story collections, Tranny Neighbor Trilogy, which can be found at:

http://www.amazon.com/Tranny-Neighbor-Trilogy-ebook/dp/B008Z10HRW/ref=sr_1_4?s=digital-text&ie=UTF8&qid=1345388739&sr=1-4&keywords=jenni+ambrose

Excerpt:

I positioned myself closer to her again, the head of my cock poised at her gaping anus, ready to enter her. I leaned my weight forwards and watched as my head was taken easily by Caroline's hole, gripping just behind my head once it slipped into her. She moaned and pulled her legs towards her, giving me full access to her ass. I leaned down and kissed her, muffling her moans, and leaned all my weight downwards, penetrating her with the full length of my cock deep into her hot body.

I buried my full length deep into her ass and pressed by balls against her, loving the sensation of her ass gripping tightly around the length of my dick, holding me inside her, her cock pulsing in time with my own as I stimulated every nerve ending inside her ass with my rod. I slowly withdrew until I was almost completely out of her, then pushed my full length back in, sliding over her prostate and making a great gush of precum ooze from the tip of her dick. We both moaned in ecstasy, kissing roughly. I gripped and pulled her hair hard as my muscles tightened in pleasure, she ran her nails down my back, almost drawing blood.
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