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Sissy Season: Spring

∞∞∞

What does it mean to be a sissy? Does it mean to wear female clothing? Well, that is part of it, but clothing is not all. Afterall, costume denotes character. So does it mean to take on the traditionally female roles whilst in traditionally female clothes? Yes, that much is undeniable--it would not do good to have a sissy who did not do so. Does a sissy require a counterpart, a binary? Are you a sissy without a Dominant partner, or, do you just need a partner? Do you need anyone at all? I would say so, who can fully enjoy their flagrant feminine expression without someone to gaze upon it? That isn’t to say a sissy needs a Dominant, but a sissy certainly needs a lover. Someone who accepts their descent into submissive freedom, and, whilst it seems a contradiction to implicate that sissyness is an expression of submissiveness yet not needing a Dominant, it is actually, I would argue, the case that we sissy’s are transcendent of such binaries, and Dominants are part of our existence, but better is the Dominant lover, and a true lover passes boundaries of up and down, him and her, night and day, with us. Or at least that’s what we are trying. To be a sissy is a creative act, an attempt to grasp at known modes of being and to do battle with those we have been taught as boys. To be a sissy is transformative is oh so many ways.

This may not be your classic sissy story, but that isn't so bad. Aren't we tired of the same old? The young androgynous boy or the older cuckolded man, being coerced or forced into emasculating acts that over time they gradually accept until they become a 'sissy'. What is a sissy? Really, what is a sissy? Eroticized drag? Performative oppressed feminity? A man knowing there must be more to his existence than to be, well, a man? I would vote for the latter, the first two are avenues. You can always trust a pervert to be searching for more than themselves.

Spring. A spring in my step, that's what I needed. A pressurized spring, that's what I was. Oh to release, oh to bounce back, oh to have the weight lifted and, boing! I could bounce anywhere, but where was I to find the release to this weight?

I felt a difference in myself on April 12th that year, I stepped out of the house and noticed the leaves had returned to the trees, but when? I do not remember seeing them bud, nor do I remember them growing, but it seems they are there now. I also realized how aware I was of the air entering my lungs with each breath, the sensation carried through my body and into my brain, I felt light, I felt alive. I had little to do that day and was on my way to a cafe to write, London's a big city and I have no trouble finding a new cafe every day, I never much enjoyed being a regular at any one place. I never much felt I was regular, or that I had a place. I never felt a regular me that was stuck into place. Like a witch I could transform into animal shapes and traverse different terrains; the only problem being is that there are no male witches, so what am I?

###

Spring is a dance, the trees know it, the leaves know it, the birds know it, we know it. The season that returns the dress, auburn hair and light frivolity. Gaeity flows through me, no longer do you have to leave the house with your chin tucked in your scarf against the battering wind. Sure, there are bad days, but so too are there good days in winter, just an anomaly.

It was late March, I can't remember what day; happy memories always seem to blend into a stream of lust and love thrown up into the air, falling over us like fairy dust, sending the clocks into a confused frenzy like Dali's Persistence of Memory, or like one's wristwatch during an acid trip. Anyhow, what I guess I'm trying to say is that this was a period of flow, a period of excitement, one where electricity was starting to spark and give life. The sun had risen and it was a Sunday morning with a steaming coffee, no need to look at the clock. I had recently met a woman named Eliza and was waiting for her to finish her morning shower to join me at the kitchen table. I would cook her pancakes with banana, strawberries, and honey that morning. Eliza was unlike anyone I had ever met before, no that is wrong, Eliza was unlike anyone I had ever dated before. Eliza transcended something that I had not yet figured out, and she allowed me to transcend something too, or someone, or some mode of being. She allowed, I suppose, me to transcend me, or at least, me as I knew me. I apologize if this is all babble, but surely you too know what it is to feel that maybe there isn't just one you? Or one version of you? It is only normal, whether it is a different you in pajamas to make-up and lingerie, or a different you at work to at your parents to at home. Or a different you depending on if you wear baggy jeans or a tight dress, I'm sure you know what I'm saying. Sometimes I was Alex, and something I was Alice, and Eliza helped me discover just how to be the latter.

We weren’t an official couple--whatever that is, you learn to live past the defined after a while--but she was my girlfriend in the evening, sometimes, in a big blue button-up shirt and socks, on the sofa with a tub of ice cream calling me in so we can get to binge-watching our latest new TV obsession. Cute, cuddly, a kiss on the cheek during ad breaks.

She was my mistress too, a master, a dominant force stood in high heeled leather boots, a cat mask and a strap on. Sometimes at a period when she felt the need to assert power, sometimes she just had a sense of when I needed power asserted over me. We all need to experience both at some stage, it’s not healthy to always be in control, it’s a release to give yourself over. That for me is where the root of a man's desire to sissify begins.

###

My path into sex wasn't that much different to most, or so I imagine. Lost my virginity at 15 to a girlfriend whom at the time I thought was the one, first loves will do that to you. In fact, love never stops doing that to you I've found, you just get better at warding off the tragedy that comes with the myth, building your defenses better and not letting the trojan horses in. She was called Clara, normal name, normal girl, normal house in the suburbs with normal parents, and our relationship was entirely, well, normal. But even at that age, something felt off, well maybe not off, but it felt there could be more. The sex was adventurous, or at least as adventurous as it gets for teenage recent virginity users. We learned about our bodies, we tried new positions, we sweated and we had fun, but after the novelty run its course I found myself wondering--and I don't know how many other young men wonder this, perhaps we all do but some repress it--what is it like to be the girl in this situation? There seemed to be something liberating to head your head down and ass up, to be grabbed and help, and ugh, it just seemed to give a pulse of electricity in me to think about it.

This carried on until my late teens, my sex life was brilliant with all my romantic interests, or at least as brilliant as teenage sex lives get, there's a lot to learn, you just don't know it yet, and whilst I would have considered myself a considerate lover, I was still just a horny 19 year old. Along this way, though every sexual relationship would fizzle out, I just got bored, and lord knows the kind of girls I was dating weren't the kind I could pop the g-spot question to, or ask to play dress-up with me, on me, why can't I wear the lingerie? I wanted to scream at times. I want to be a temptress.

The next step seemed logical now I look back on it, though at the time I'm sure I wasn't acting with any conscious thought into what I was doing. But I decided, or rather, my libido decided, or rather my self-conscious- oh you get the point, who can really tell where our decisions come from? Anyway, boys. I decided I was into boys, men, males. I didn't realize it at the time but I wanted to feel how I imagined girls felt, protected and safe, allowed to be vulnerable with my head on his chest. I wanted to be the feminine one, I wanted to lay on my back and look up with doll eyes and smile as I'm penetrated, I wanted to be on all fours with my cheek pressed against the pillow, moaning not grunting. Tom was the first, I was nearly 20 and he was in his mid 20's we dated for almost half a year. He was muscular, strong and final with his sentences, he earnt well and was openly gay, even offering to introduce me to his parents, which gave me a sense of comfortability and normalization to my experimenting. He would take me out to eat and we would giggle at dinner, he enjoyed a coffee afterward in the evenings and to stroll home if we could. I felt confident next to him, and it made me tingle to look up at his face and to catch his eyes. However, whilst he did make me feel like his princess, and like a sexy little fucktoy in bed (as gentle as he was, just because he was big and strong it didn't mean he wasn't a delicate lover), but I did finally find myself growing bored again. Why? Well, it just all feels so one-dimensional. I started to wonder what not-so-macho men are like to date, or even, a more dominant woman--strap-ons are a thing after all if I wanted that--though this idea hadn't yet fully formed into my mind, I was still self-persuaded that a dominant masculinity had been what I wanted to feast on in my relationships, and I hadn't yet met the kind of people that were to show me that that doesn't need to be a muscly man, or even a man, anyone is free to express femininity and masculinity, and the best people are those who can fluidly express whichever they feel at the time.

So the next few years were a plethora of men and women, but none of them ever fully filled the hole (oh stop it with that dirty mind!) that was inside, never was my desire fully fulfilled and I never found myself on a Sunday morning with a coffee watching the light come in, contented. But now, here I am. And now, I often think if anything in life really matters much except for the mornings when the golden rays line up perfectly through the kitchen window to highlight a serene glow of dust particles floating without care, the golden moment of harmony as I exhale and feel like the picture you are currently framed in will be still forever. Is there a forever? I never did see one before, until Eliza.

I wondered what was taking her so long in the shower as I felt my still wet hair, I was still getting used to the sensation of my brown-blonde hair touching my shoulders. I had never let it grow so long before, I always maintained my 'boy' look, outside of the bedroom at least, but it only felt right now to embrace my locks. Besides, I loved when Eliza would take a handful, or pull my head back as she grabs me. Or, when the morning sunlight shines through the kitchen window to illuminate the shimmering bits of gold between the light brown, I felt pretty.

And believe me, it's so liberating to feel pretty. Being handsome is nice and all, but god fucking damn it can we be pretty too? Eliza would call me gorgeous all the time and it gave me butterflies in a way that being called handsome never could. As I said, things were different with her; let me tell you about the first time she fucked me:

We didn’t always live together, obviously, nor did we always know each other. We met somewhere along the way in college and somehow or another our paths seemed to always dance and weave between one another, and there’s only so many times you can spark electrics with another until a fire starts that can’t be ignored, and that is exactly what happened. It was Autumn when we met, we were like two fallen leaves on the ground that twisted and flew together in the weed and we continued to do so all through the winter, refusing to mulch, until Spring came and we found ourselves flying around the same tree until we were attached back to the end of a branch together.

That spring we found ourselves alone, we had both just finished our classes and were alone on the campus together, she suggested a coffee, I said yes. It was one of the first few days of spring that felt near-summer warm, she was wearing a playful dress and a cardigan with a pair of white sneakers. We flirted over coffee and I gained a sense she was into me when she asked if I wanted to come to hers for another coffee, she told me she was enjoying the conversation; we were speaking about our respective degrees, she was a literature student and her command of language and interest in the affect words and narratives have on our minds fascinated me. When we got to her house we went to her bedroom as her flatmate was studying in the dining room area and she didn't want to interrupt, there was some kind of tests coming up for some students. I stood in her room looking at her bookshelf, it was full of authors who I had never heard of at the time; Cixous, Butler, Winterson, now I know them all through her, and know that she was exploring the theories of gender performance, together we would end up putting them into practice.

I turned around from her bookshelf and she pushed me back onto the bed, she climbed on top of me and started to kiss my neck and unbutton my shirt, she bit my earlobes and lower lip and explored my entire body with her mouth whilst I laid there in ecstasy. Without taking off her dress and simply pulling her panties to the side she climbed on top of me and started to ride me, slow at first but before long she was grinding back and forth and bouncing up and down depending on how she wanted my cock to satisfy her. She was insatiable, three times I remember her exhaling deeply the words, “fuck I’m cumming, again.” I laid there in shocked awe until finally she took my hands and put them on her hips to guide her grinding to my own orgasm, she put her palms down on my chest and stared into my eyes with the sexiest, lust-filled expression I’ve ever seen, she was a lioness gorging on her catch and it wasn’t long before I exclaimed that I was going to cum, she put her hand on my mouth and laughed.

"Shhhh," I was clearly a lot louder than I thought and her flatmate was home. She pulled my cock out of her, not taking her hand off of my mouth and started jerking me, "mmmm good boy, that's right, cum for me." I came all over myself, harder than I ever had before, she giggled and flopped next to me, still in her summer dress with her auburn hair splayed on the pillow like a halo from stained glass windows. I lay there next to her wondering what just happened, at this point in my life I had never met a girl that was so sexually ferocious, so forthcoming, who took control of the entire moment. And then there was the finish, I had never been called a good boy in such a way, but it turned me on immensely, it felt like a release of responsibility to a matriarch.

And that's where it all began.

It's almost like she saw something in me that I didn't even realize was there, or at least, I realized was there, as I told you with my previous experimental experiences, but I didn't know how to really express it.

And then it happened.

"I want you to wear this for me." She told me one day, holding up a lacey black lingerie set. We had been talking about exploration crossdressing and feminization of me for some while, "You're already so androgynous," she would say, "and you're such a sexy little slut already when you get in doggy and put your head down whilst I lick and stroke from behind. I've kind of been building up to this, why do you think I was trying so many buttplugs with you? Come on, be a girl for me, babe." She tried hard to convince me, not realizing there was no convincing needed.

I slid into the underwear for the first time under her watch, a ritual that would become rather routine, she enjoyed seeing how my demeanor changed the moment I was dressed in women's clothing; you know what they say about wearing the emperor's clothes, when in Rome, and all that.

I accepted her with total obedience. Through all of my sexual adventures and relationships I had never felt so submissive to a person before, but it wasn't because she was a man larger and stronger than me, or a woman with a dominatrix personality, an older woman or a demanding person. I just trusted her, her demeanor, the look in her eyes as she lubed up the strap-on dildo, stroking it, the delicacy that she held my legs spread; it felt like a shared experience. A desperate horny lust, I wanted to feel her power, force, and energy in a way that until then I had only experienced with men, it was a different kind of femininity, and it was mesmerizing, it smothered me with fresh air--does that make sense? It just made me gasp new air, a new gasp. I wanted her to fuck me, to really fuck me.

And she did.

Wearing lingerie for the first time made me a rabid animal, a well trained one though. She bent me over the bed and she spanked me, again and again, she was so vocal too.

“Are you my little slut?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Are you going to be a good little girl?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

I had never known such power to emanate from someone as cute as Eliza. So enigmatic, when you drift between the masculine and feminine definitions and become someone that can not be defined, you became so powerful in yourself, and that’s what she showed me to be.

"You look like such a little slut in those underwear." She told me as the tip of her strap-on teased my asshole, the panties pulled to the side. I'd had buttplugs in me, and even her tongue and fingers, but something was different about this. Hell, I've had cocks in me! But never before have I felt like a girl whilst receiving anal before, I felt my hair be more delicate in the sunlight, I splayed out my arms and thought I must look as pretty and nymphetic as my past girlfriends who would splay their arms and put their cheeks against the bed during doggy; I am a sexy sissy now, was my thought, and a thought I had with total acceptance, as should be for any good boy turned girl.

She gripped my hair tight and pulled me up and back so my back was curved from her pulling, my ass was pushing back against her as she pumped the slick lubed rubber in and out of my asshole.

"This is what I want from you from now on. Do you understand? I want you to be a good little girl, I want to see you dance, to giggle, I want to see you regress, I want to see you discover your girlhood just as any does, with time and growth. Until you're the perfect slut, the perfect sissy, and the perfect girl."

The words were spoken like a mantra, I felt them training my sub-conscious and my prostate pulsed sexual electricity through me, each thrust of her cock a swing of the hypnosis pendulum.

“Yes, fuck. I’m your little sissy slut.” I moaned, no, gasped. She could tell I was close, she slid the cock out of me and turned me over, spread my legs wide and started jerking my cock whilst letting just the tip of the cock inside my asshole, gently massaging my prostate as she stroked me.

“Now when you cum I want you to tell me everything you want to be, okay?”

“Yes, fuck. Yes, oh my god.” Is all I could manage until one more press with the cock and three strokes of my cock and my entire body was vibrating with feminine orgasmic energy, I could feel I was about to shoot all over myself. “I want to be a good sissy, a pretty girl, a sexy slut, an obedient girlfriend.”

“Mmmm, good girl.” She reached over and lightly choked me with her thumb toying with my lower lip as though I was just a fucktoy bimbo for examination, all the white my cum shot all over me, hitting me in the chin even. The orgasm was nothing like I had ever had before, was this what they meant when they said the female orgasm was pulsive? Rhythmic? Ongoing? Surely that is down to biology, I thought to myself. But then, perhaps you should try it and find out for yourself, maybe we could compare notes.

###

That was last spring though, and this is this spring. Oh, so many springs. And this morning what a spring in my step as I prance up the stairs to her call.

Sitting on the armchair in the corner of our bedroom with the golden spring morning light shining through and illuminating flecks of dust in the air Eliza’s present titillates through my whole body.

“I was daydreaming in the shower about you.” She tells me, stroking her strapon sensually. The image of her, her tone of voice, the power, it resonates through me and my cock tingles with anticipation for love-filled submission. “I will let you choose what to wear, though it’s such a lovely spring day, so why don’t you make yourself pretty.”

“Yes, Eliza.” Fuck this is so exciting, she’s the best.

I titter to the dresser and try to decide instantly what to wear, aware that she is watching me. I glance over my shoulder and she's still stroking the strapon as though she is receiving phallic pleasure herself; though I suppose she in a way is, phallic pleasure is so often tied to the pleasure of masculine dominance, and in much the same way that me putting on a dress excites my libido in a way that's difficult to explain other than the pleasure of femininity and makes me want to be gently entered, I suppose Eliza experiences the opposite.

I pull out a pair of pink panties with a cute little rainbow logo on the front of it and slide them on, pulling the sides up to my hips to accentuate the curve of my body. Then I open the cupboard to the left of the dresser and start to go through the right side where all my dresses hang.

Fuck oh my god. The sudden teasing sensation of a rubber strap on slides between my legs and slowly thrusts back and forth suggestively. Eliza’s teeth pinch my earlobe seductively and I throw my head back with a gasp.

“Fuck you are so naughty, I haven’t even put on a dress yes!”

"I just can't wait to put my sissy on her back." She puts a hand on my waist as she thrusts the strapon through my thighs, she runs it around the front of my body and whilst my arms are raised and flicking through dresses she puts a light throttle on my throat, gripping with intent to fuck. With her other hand she reaches around the front of with just the tip of a finger circles the tip of my now hard cock in the panties. "You're wet." I don't respond, my breathing deepens, ecstasy. "Put on a dress you slut, come on. Dripping precum from your clitty like that into your panties, you're lucky I don't lock you up." She spanks my bottom and returns to her place on the armchair in the corner of the room as I take a black pleated skirt out of the cupboard and spin around.

“Is this okay?” I ask, holding it up for her to see.

"Very schoolgirl. Very naughty. And what will you wear with it?"

"Good question!" I enjoy this game, dress up with Eliza before sex. She often sets the general tone and I then find my own clothes as she watches on. It feels like I'm a teenage girl out shopping with my friends and we are all in the changing room together helping each other find new outfits to buy. The bedroom becomes a wonderful playground of make-believe wishes and fantasies, playing out experiences that we miss on by being born male. I take a pastel pink bralette out of a drawer and turn to her, I hold it up and she tells me that's perfect. A cute lace bralette and a pleated skirt, it's one of my favorite looks, especially with my hair now shoulder-length, I truly feel like a petite girl. I put the skirt on and give and step forward into the portion of the room that the morning sunshine is best shining, this is my spotlight, this is my stage at the foot of the bed. I twirl freely and let the pleats of the skirt fly, nearly falling over as I do I giggle as I catch myself. "Am I pretty?"

"The prettiest there is, now finish getting dressed for me. I don't want a half-dressed sissy, I want a dolled up little slut."

"Yes, Ma'am," I reply enthusiastically, spinning on the spot to go back to the dresser where I placed the bralette. My footsteps and movements always become infinitely more dainty and expressive once I wear my girls' clothing, the clothes maketh the man, as they say, well, the clothes maketh the sissy I suppose! I put on the pastel pink lace bralette and turn around with my hands clasped in front of me and I foot loosened in a twist trying to look cute.

"And just like that," Eliza snaps her fingers, "Alex is Alice. Something's missing though."

“Oh yeah?”

"Put some knee-high socks on for me, complete the look, and maybe a cute locket around your neck." I do exactly as she says, I know how much she likes to have some directive control, she also enjoys watching me do the things she tells me to, as well as when I dress up for her. Really there's nothing she doesn't enjoy about this process and it puts such a big smile on my face to be gazed back in such a loving and lustful way; when you go your life as man you aren't credited that opportunity so much, but here I am looking pretty and being the object of lustful gaze. Slowly I take the socks out of the dresser and peel them up my smooth legs, looking up I smile at Eliza as I snap the elastic at my knees. The socks are black with two white stripes around them at the top. Afterward, I take a small gold love heart on a delicate gold link chain and put it over my head.

"Such a pretty little sissy girl. Come, stand in the sun again." Eliza has barely stopped stroking her strapon and her wrist movements are getting larger and more extravagant as the phallic enjoyment of my feminization takes place. I stand back in my sunlight spotlight, the gold chain glistens sat hanging atop my bralette. She knows exactly how to make me feel like a good, pretty girl, that has never stopped. "Look at that precum leaking out of your clitty, here, let me help you. She gets on her knees in front of me and licks delicately through my panties with just the tip of my tongue, "delicate licks for delicate clits." She says with a smile, standing back up. "Now, your turn." I get on my knees obediently and start to lick up the shaft of the big strap-on. My ability to take larger and larger has got better with time, though larger cocks are not always necessary, after all the prostate is not far in; however sometimes Eliza likes to feel the force of her dominance, even when loving softly, and a large cock helps with that. I stick my ass out and curve my back as I start to stroke and lick the cock so that the pleats of the skirt accentuate my feminine shape, I feel so small and so graceful as I look up to her with doll-like fuck me eyes.

“Such a pretty fuckdoll.” She tells me, she knows exactly what I like to hear. Then suddenly as I look up she gives me a slap around the face, “But still a fuckdoll.” She commands out.

Fuck. That’s why I love her, so soft, so rough, so tough, so gentle. She’s always switching, she’s always unexpecting, she’s always ready to burst. I gasp as her hand strikes me and I feel my asshole loosen with want and my little cock twitch in my panties.

"Fuck me, please, Mommy," I beg her. I call her that sometimes, when I feel the regression, when I feel the loosening on my control, when I feel I'm ready for entire submission. "Please fuck my little sissy asshole, I'm your little slutty schoolgirl."

“Lay down on the bed, now.” She commands, I do, I spread out on my back and open my slutty legs out wide, my hair spread out on the bed like a halo, the spring sunlight gleaming into the room. She stands at the end of the bed and looks over me, “Remember the first time we fucked? It was a day just like this. How funny, even then I was the one on top, you were made to be my little girl, weren’t you?” I giggle in response, she still manages to put butterflies into my stomach, I love her so much. I want her to take me, and I tell her that.

She climbs on top of me and straddles my torso, she slides the big rubber cock underneath my bralette as well as her hands and pinches and twists my nipples whilst pretending to tit fuck me, each thrust sending the tip of the cock towards my mouth as I tuck my chin to try and take it in, like the good little fucktoy I have become. Seeing my eagerness she climbs further up me and starts to slap my face with the cock, “What a desperate little whore you are, fuck you just love my cock don’t you?”

“Yes Eliza, Ma’am, Mommy. I love you, I love it when you fuck me.”

"Mmm, I know you do." She says as she extends an arm backward and towards my open legs, down and to my asshole where she starts with a circular motion to play with my loose and ready asshole, tickling it with soft circular motions as she slaps the big cock against my face with the other hand. My mouth open, trying to take it in my mouth, like a dog when you dangle a tug toy in front of it and move it every time it nearly bites it. She stops now and instead looks down at me lovingly, oh the mystifying Eliza, forever changing and transforming, budding, blossoming, falling and rising. She takes the golden love heart locket in her hand, "I brought you this for our first anniversary, remember?"

“I do.” I softly moan, squirming under the touch of her fingers still teasing my hole.

She climbs back down my body, kissing away as she does, spending extra time on my raised skirt, licking and teasing the little cock under it. Moving lower she takes the back of my knees in her hands and spreads me wide and spits on my asshole, slathering it with my tongue; purely for our pleasures, the cock is still plenty lubricated.

“You ready, sweetie?” She asks, as she lines the tip of the cock against my asshole and slides the panties down a little to release my cock. “I’m going to stroke your clitty in time with my thrusts okay? Good girl.”

She does exactly as she says she would, slowly entering my asshole I gasp as I feel the long cock slide in, every rib of it sending vibrations from my sluthole throughout my body, combining with her hand rubbing the top of my cock to cover it in precum and making slow strokes of the sensitive tip.

Here I lay, my arms spread out, my legs wide, my cock peeking out of my panties and pitching a tent in my skirt, my bralette pulled down on one side still, a golden locket around my neck and long golden locks for hair. To top it all, my girlfriend is currently fucking my tight little asshole, with love. Have you ever wanted this to be you? Transform, we can all transform.

Being a sissy slut is the best, playing dress-up is the best, taking cock is the best, being pretty is the best.

I love all of it.

My eyes roll into the back of my head as her rhythmic fucking awakens the feminine electricity through me, slowly building me up to a point where I feel like I'm floating on clouds. I get lost in the bliss, every time, and I know she enjoys watching it. I can only imagine what it's like for her, looking down to see her boyfr-no, girlfriend, sissy, when she looks down to see me lost in submissive ecstasy. Why is it when I'm fucked in such a way I moan, not groan? Why does my voice soften, can you tell me? Does yours too? Are you also this dirty, are you a good little girl? Do you want to escape masculinity? Be just like this. It's freedom, absolute freedom.

"I want you to cum for me, baby." She tells me, her strokes of the cock getting harder and more assertive, though remaining the same speed; she knows just how to build me up to the perfect orgasm. "I want you to cum all over your little panties and skirt, I want you to cover them." Her instructions turn me on so much and I manage to open my eyes to look at her looking down at me with loving lust.

"I'm going to cum for you, fuck. Fuuuuck." My voice gets higher and higher pitched, my moans soft, the sensation flows through my body until, "Fuck, I'm cumming." My body convulses, I shiver and shake. My body is being electrified with intense energy, she covers my cock with my skirt and strokes it gently through it, the fabric on my sensitive tip intensifying the orgasmic.

I lay there underneath her for a while, my skirt soaked in cum and the cock still inside me. Until finally I can move and I open my eyes, “Fuck, that was incredible.”

“Good. Now shall we get on with our Sunday? Coffee?”

“Yes please.” I utter, quietly, still struggling to find my voice. She slowly and deliberately pulls out of me and moans leave my mouth again as I feel every part of the cock slide out, I feel my asshole gape and wink at her and enjoy the feeling as she kisses the tip of my cock through the fabric before getting up, unstrapping herself and leaving the room.

“I’ll bring yours up.” She tells me.

I love being her sissy.

The End of Sissy Season: Spring
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Sissy Season: Summer

∞∞∞

“I want you to be free.” She whispers in my ear, biting on my earlobe.

"I don't know, Eliza. It's always just been, well, us, you know?" She knows she has me where she wants me, her hand running over my body, the other gripping my hair to hold me in place as she teases her tongue around my ear. Running her fingertip up and down my cock which is tightly constrained in little pink panties she whispers further into my ear,

"Think about it, imagine it. I'll be there the whole way, the whole journey. Let's make this the best summer ever, summertime is about being free, let's have our own summer of love! I won't let you go, and I won't love you less, I'll love you more. I want to show you off, I want to show the world how great Alex is at being Alice. There are so many ways we could do it, we could take you to a swingers party, we could meet some new friends. You can be free to explore on your own, bu-"

“But I wouldn’t be any good at that, I’d need you to tell me how to be a sissy.”

“I know. Are you in?”

It's a conversation that Eliza had been skirting around for a while now, we had teased upon it, and I'm not particularly hesitant. But for any he that dresses and acts like a she, it can be quite a moment to go forth into the world and be a fucktoy for others. I think that's why so many sissies have to be humiliated and embarrassed into such situations; isn't it funny that we are so afraid of vulnerability in femininity? Even me.

Eliza is sitting on top of me now, her hands on my chest, looking keenly at me with hope on her face. She looks like an excited child waiting to hear if her mom brought her sweets back from the shop and I burst out laughing.

“Yes, yes, yes yes, let’s do it. A free love summer!”

"Yes! I'm so excited!" She leans down into my and goes straight back into kissing my neck and reaches back for my cock in the little panties. She starts stroking with one hand and places the other on my chin, her thumb toying with my lips and spreading my spit around to make it slippery. I try biting it playfully and she withdraws, giggling at me, "Too slow sissy! Wow, look at all this pre-cum dripping out of your cock," she comments, looking down briefly before returning her eyes to mine, her hand delicately playing with my precum covered tip, "you must really like to be in these panties, such a good little slut, aren't you? Now just imagine; you as my little pet, my little sissy, my little slut. I lead you into a room with a pink lead and collar, you're wearing virgin white late, matching bralette and panties, a cute little buttplug with a gem in it, we've done your hair, your make-up, you'll feel so pretty."

“Uh-huh.” I softly moan, encouraging her to continue. Another drip of pre-cum leaves me in excitement, I love it when she makes her scenarios, even more so that this one will come real, she’s my sexual director.

"Maybe I will have you crawl around the room on all fours unzipping all the men and saying hello to their cocks since, after all, that's what you will be serving. Perhaps their girlfriends and wives will be there as well, you enjoy the matriarchal beauty after all. We can be luxuriously watching you, our effeminate sissy as we eat each other's pussies and come over and over. Would you like that? It feels like you like that, oh my God." Fuck, I've soaked all through my panties, she barely got into the fantasy when cum started leaking out of my clitty from her strokes through the fabric, I want to be her little sexy slut so bad. We lay there together, her head on my chest, her finger still trailing along the elastic edges of the panties, "You're going to make such a pretty gir- Oh fuck!"

“What?”

“Nothing,” she laughs, “I’m just late for work, I’m doing the afternoon shift.” I laugh with her.

“Lost in fantasy land there, huh?”

"Oh shut up," she playfully throws a pillow at me, "just because you have the week off." She gets dressed and leaves in a hurry, I turn over and realize she forgot to put on her necklace. I take it in my hand and fall into a midday nap still in my cum soaked panties; the bed is full of fluffy pillows and teddies, who could blame me for not wanting to leave it?

###

I wake up an hour later and make myself a glass of iced coffee before returning to bed to think about the agreement between me and Eliza. The realization strikes me quite how lucky I am to have her; she harbors no jealousy, it wasn't for her that she wants other people involved in her sex life, she wants it for us, and me. I smile to myself like a teenage girl. She's right, summer is about freedom. You know I've never been out of the house as Alice before? Only ever Alex, but maybe now is the time. Summer is about running through fields in summer dresses, right? Summer is about turning men's heads over their shoulders as you walk past, I want that. I want them to want to fuck me. I want to be a good slut.

But I won't just give it to them. I want to be the paradox. Eliza and Eliza only decides who can treat me like the sissy I am.

I get up and walk over to the large white wardrobe that we share, its size looming over every other piece of furniture in the room except, of course, our queen size bed. Standing in the sunlight it strikes me how hot it is today; it seemed summer just crept upon us. Examining myself in the mirror I realize that our recent trip to the beach has left me with a surprisingly pleasant tan. I look skinny but have fat in the right places and my body is smooth and shaved. I giggle as I realize my little cock is poking out my panties and I tuck it back in. I feel so free and light when I wear girls panties, it was such a revelation when Eliza introduced me into being a sissy, our love only grew since then.

Opening the wardrobe I flick through it, skin-tight figure forming dresses for nights out; though I never have worn one for a night out, sissy me has never left the house. Summer dresses of pastel colors, bright whites, and beautiful floral patterns, so many times have I twirled in them before being bent over and spanked my a dominant Eliza, my place of choice is always in the spotlight at the time of day when the sun shines in through a window. It has always felt free, but never have I twirled in the middle of a busy street and caught the eyes of onlookers, and if I want to be a pretty sissy, should I not be a temptress of twitching cocks as my master Eliza's control?

A summer of love as she called it, why not? I’m ready.

###

Around 7 pm Eliza gets home, I've cooked us dinner and laid the kitchen table.

"Alex, you didn't have to do this." She comes over and kisses me, "You must be in a good mood." I tell her I am, and what I had thought about earlier in the day whilst she stands behind me pouring two glasses of wine that she brought, she places one in front of me and holds the other, still stood behind me. "So," she places a loving hand on my cheek, "you're ready to be a little sissy fucktoy?"

“I am.”

“And,” her hand slides towards the front of my face where she places it entirely over my mouth, “you’re going to do just as Mommy asks? Just as Mommy says?”

"Mm-hmm," I answer, muffled through her hand, tilting my head back and taking a deep breath through my nose. How does she have the ability to turn me on so easily? Have you ever had a gorgeous, cute, effeminate, sophisticated woman just totally suffocate your ability to be dominant through her sexual prowess and way of being? She owns me, she knows just how-to, and I love it.

Her hand slides back around to the side of my face and she begins to massage my earlobe, “Time to acclimatize you, we’ll start tonight.” Unsure what she means, though certain that it’ll be fun, I lean my head back further to invite her to kiss me, she does. We sit and eat dinner and enjoy the bottle of wine, and then she suggests that Alice comes out for a drink.

Butterflies and nerves fly through my entire system at the thought of going outside as Alice, Eliza can sense my hesitance, she knows me so well. But she knows just how to persuade me and bring me into the dreamy cloud-nine world of being a sissy; you see the thing about being a sissy is that you are lost in your obedience, lost in your submission, lost in the feminizing beauty of yourself. The feeling of moving your hips a certain way as you walk, the slutty sensation of arching your back and the general performance of your female self.

She helps me get dressed and throughout the process pays extra attention to every inch of my skin; touching, licking, stroking. Her every seductive action with the purpose of building me up, making me leave the house with hypersexuality, embracing my sissy side.

We decide on an outfit together, she wants to go for a drink at a trendy bar so for myself we pick out a pair of skin-colored tights, a black minidress--"But what if I sit down wrong and someone sees I have a cock?" I asked her, she told me that sounds sexy, and that if I was embarrassed then so be it because she wants me to show myself--, nothing gives you confidence like that, like your mistress wanting the world to see you, that you're doing it for her. To match the minidress I picked out a pair of black heels, nothing too high or flashy, but elegant and beautiful. Eliza chose my golden heart locket to wear around my neck and then told me we can do my hair and makeup.

“But wait, what about underwear?” I asked her.

“What about it?”

And that was that.

I sit in the chair at our vanity, it's painted white and has three mirrors, a rectangular one each side and a large heart-shaped one in the center. Eliza starts brushing my hair, "You know whilst I was at work I had a bit of downtime and made a couple of calls"

“Yeah”

“Yeah, a few friends in the scene. Do you remember Jason and Jessie?”

“Oh my God, Jason? As in, 6 foot 2 built like a Greek god Jason?”

“That’s the one.”

"Well, they've always been a pretty open couple, host events at their house sometimes. They said this weekend they have a few friends from the scene coming around and we would be welcome to come, the boys aren't used to a sissy and Jason seemed pretty keen. Something about emasculating you to masculinize themselves," Eliza laughs at this comment, "they didn't say that specifically, but you know, boys!"

"Oh, I know." I giggle, watching her brush my hair in preparation for it being straightened, "I used to be one, remember."

“You still are sometimes.”

“True.”

“But not tonight,” she grabs a clump of my head and tugs my head backwards so I’m looking up at her, “tonight you’re going to be a good bitch, right?”

“Right.”

She leans down and plants a big kiss on my lips, lingering it with a lick of my lips. “Good girl.”

Once she’s done brushing my hair she straightens it and then helps me to put my make-up on, it’s not that I’m bad at it, but she’s better; I’m learning. I didn’t get the benefit of being allowed to spend my teens experimenting with it, such bullshit; make-up for all, I say now. Once she’s finished with eyeliner, mascara (which I do myself), blusher, some highlighter and glitter up around my eyes (who doesn’t like to be a sparkling sissy?), I feel complete and I get up to look at myself in the mirror.

“Beautiful, Alice.” Compliments Eliza. I twirl and I spin and I stick my ass out and I look over my shoulder and I twist afoot. All the poses girls do to check their outfit out in the mirror that aren't necessary for men's clothes, it's just so much more fulfilling to put myself into an outfit like this.

“I think I’m ready.”

“Let’s go then!”

###

“What about him?”

“He’s hot, tall, looks athletic, I love the stubble.”

“Your kind of man?”

“I dated a guy like him once when I went through my gay years as I call them.”

It's nearing 10 pm and Eliza and I have had a few drinks at this cozy bar a 15 minutes walk from home, it took a little to loosen up but after realizing that no one was paying me much attention unless I drew it to myself, I stopped being self-conscious. We'd spent the evening looking at guys and girls, general people watching; only whilst in my sissy self it feels so much more like a girls night out than a couples night out, and it was interesting to see men return our glances, smiles our way and even offer our drinks, that's something that doesn't usually happen on account of the assumption that I am her boyfriend and she's taking. Which, is true, but if only men knew the type of couple we are, they would treat us in a much more relaxed manner.

"Oh, what about him!" She points to a college-aged looking boy sat in the corner, he looks smart, dressed in a casual button-up white shirt, blue trousers, and white sneakers.

“Oh Eliza, he is cute. I think we would eat him alive though, it’s been a few years since we were 21, I remember how uncertain I was then!”

"Not everybody is like you, you know. I was always able to eat anyone alive in bed," she laughs, "he looks fun, he's handsome too. Blonde-brunette combed back in a wave, and look at how he’s just watching the bar, I bet he’s looking for some fun!”

“What are you trying to say?”

“Wait here.” She goes to get up and I grab her arm.

“Eliza! Oh my god.” Suddenly nerves flitter back to me and I feel conscious again. Eliza glances around the room to make sure no one is looking and then runs her hand up my leg until she can grab my cock.

"You're semi-hard." I blush.

"I have been most night, I mean look at me! I'm dressed up like this whilst out, it's hot!"

“Well, let’s get someone for you to service whilst dressed up. We can’t just throw you to the lions this weekend, let’s warm you.” She breaks free from my grip, which admittedly was rather feeble, I am pretty fucking horny, I just had a moment of fear; it’s been a whilst since I’ve been with anyone with Eliza, and Alice has never been with anyone but Eliza. What if they don’t like sissies? What if they don’t find me sexy? Or feminine enough?

She whispers in his ear and they shoot me a glance, I smile back, uncertain of how to behave. Not that it matters it seems, she brings him back and he introduces himself as James. He joins us for a drink and we talk, Eliza leads the way as the instigator by making obvious flirtatious comments and innuendos and before long, sure enough…

###

"Is she a good little bitch?" Eliza is on her knees beside me in nothing but her matching red lace underwear. I'm still in my dress, heels, and necklace but she has peeled the tights off of me. "She's such a good little slut isn't she." She states it as fact whilst my head bobs up and down on James' now slipper cock. I can feel my asshole winking with desperation as I realize how long it's been since a real cock has been inside me, warm and throbbing and full of cum to dump inside my filthy little sissy asshole.

“Mmm, she’s such a little slut.” He groans, standing there looking down on the two of us. Eliza is slapping my face and squeezing my chin as I suck. I’m just an object, a slutty sissy object. She was so right, this is a great idea.

“You want to see how well I’ve trained the sissy slut? Watch this?” Eliza takes the back of my head and pushes it until his whole cock is in my mouth and the tip pressed against my throat, I open wide and feel the spit dribbling out of my mouth, I feel his cock throbbing against my throat as he moans and reinstates how much of a slut I am.

“You’re going to serve this cock so well, aren’t you sweetie?”

“Uh-huh.” I manage to get out through the cock in my mouth, the vibration of my words tingling his tip. She slaps the side of my face again and I let out a long moan of release at her dominance over me, I can feel the precum dripping out of my cock and my asshole is just begging to be filled.

"She could stay here all night," she tells him with a giggle, "but I think we have so much to do." She pulls my head off his cock and I gasp with air, my face is covered in spit and my eyes are watering. Eliza stands up and whispers something in the boys' ears and he smiles and tells her that that sounds like a great idea. "On the bed, sissy." I do as she says. "On your back, spread your legs." I do as she says. "Arms up." I do as she says.

She takes a pair of wrist ties from the bedside table and ties each wrist to a bedpost so my arms and torso are in a Y shape.

“I’ll help you get her ready.” With my arms constrained Eliza climbs onto my face, reaching behind her she pushes my head between her legs and I feel how dripping wet her pussy is as I bury my face and start to lick her. She leans over and spits between my legs, it drops down to my asshole and she rubs it in. I hear the opening of a bottle of lube and Eliza says, “Let me help you get that nice and slippery too.” And she lubes up his cock.

I couldn't be any more excited. The sensation of having my mistresses wet pussy slathered all over my face whilst she prepares my sissy hole for a fucking is everything I didn't realize I wanted, or need, but I oh so do, so fucking much.

He places the tip of his cock against my asshole.

A random encounter, oh it’s been such a time, and whilst I’m dressed like a little slut too.

He pushes the tip in with a little pop my asshole takes it willingly.

My mistress sat on my face, spreading her ass cheeks so I can get deep into her pussy and asshole willingly, wantingly. He pushes his cock in and fucks me slowly, but rhythmically.

“Does that feel good, James?” Eliza asks him whilst simultaneously riding my face and keeping my legs spread for him.

“So good, she’s so fucking tight.”

“Mmm, she’s a tight little bitch.” Eliza’s comment makes me smile as I’m licking her pussy, I love that feeling. I start to work her clit and she gasps, after all these years I know just the right tempo and pressure, she starts riding my face in response, jerking my cock as she does. “Yes, yes, make me cum, fuck, keep licking, fuck I’m going to cum.” I feel her grinding my face and slow down and I match the change in my licks with it as she’s cumming. “You too James, cum deep inside her.”

"There's no way I can stop myself. Fuck, I've never fucked such a tight little sissy whore before. Look at your fucking hard cock bounce in that dress, what a good girl." And with that, he cums deep inside of me whilst Eliza finished me off onto my stomach. The orgasm is body trembling, I shake all over as James pumps his load inside of me and Eliza's asshole rubs over my face, my tongue out to embrace every bit of taste.

###

“That was fun, wasn’t it?” Eliza asks as she puts my hair in pigtails, it’s the big day. I’m wearing a leather pleated skirt, pink. A tight crop-top that says ‘Daddy’s Girl’, I have a buttplug in with a shiny jewel on it, a chastity cage for the occasion, and I’m oh so excited.

“You were right, sharing is caring.” I laugh back.

We finish getting ready and drive over to Jessie’s house.

"Oh, I have one last thing," Jessie tells me, sat in the car. "Can you grab that bag by your feet?" My excitement somehow made me miss the gift bag in the footwell of the passenger side. "Open it!." I do so with excitement, inside is a pink leather collar with a pink leather lead.

“Oh my god, I love it!”

“You’re a real pet now.”

She leads me into the home just as she imagined, a pink collar with a pink lead attached. We stop at the door and she turns to me, “Now you’re going to be a good sissy slut, okay?”

“Yes, I promise. I can’t wait.”

“Good girl.”

She rings the doorbell and anticipation flies through me in the form of nerves. It takes no time for the door to open and a beautiful girl about my height opens it in a silk gown, with flowing blonde hair, curled at the bottom; it’s been so long since I’ve seen Jessie, and never have I seen her in a gown and with her hair done, I almost forget it’s her and I know her. She looks like a Greek goddess. She invites us in off the doorstep, greets Eliza with a hug and a kiss on the cheek and they exchange pleasantries, paying no attention to me. I lose myself in looking at the feminine prowess of Jessie as they chat and I am reminded of the Greek sculpture that is Jason; I can’t believe such attractive people want to fuck me.

Finally, there talk ends and Jessie turns to me.

"Well, Alice is it? I have to say, I never knew you had this in you. But then Eliza has always had a way with men." She shoots a sideways glance at Eliza and they giggle. "Maybe one day you can try your magic on Jason, he might do some more around the house if we can sissify him somewhat." They share a laugh again and I smile, Jessie is very good at putting the situation at ease and helping me feel free, but she is quick to remind me of my submission; she slaps me around the face and points at me sternly, "Fuck me, well trained, you barely flinched. Jason's going to love you. Follow." She walks ahead of me motioning with her finger and Eliza leads me through with my leash. She leads me into a living room furnished with two large L-shaped sofas situated around a large square center place with a large fluffy floor rug. There are marks in it that suggest this is normally where a table goes; I assume this is now my performance area.

I assumed right. Jessie points to the center of the room and orders me, "Sissy, on your knees there." With a dominant voice before turning to Eliza with a more girly exuberance, "Oh, this is fun, isn't it? She's so well trained." She and Eliza stand in front of me, out of Eliza's gown pocket she pulls out a ball gag and straps it to my head, ball in mouth. "No need for you to talk right now and we may as well get your mouth used to being wide open whilst we wait for the boys."

Boys, multiple?

She takes off her gown and lets it fall to her feet, revealing no clothes underneath, she has strong wide hips and a skinny waist with large melon-shaped boobs. She is, by all means, a fertility goddess. She invites Eliza to remove her clothes and she does too, revealing black lace crotchless panties and matching bralette nipple holes, she is as revealing as one can be whilst wearing underwear, Eliza compliments her on her lingerie.

"You stay there, sissy, and watch me and Jessie," Eliza tells me. "It's been some time since I've tasted her." She puts her hand Jessie's ass and squeezes it.

"Oh, wait, I almost forgot!" Interrupts Jessie, "Hands behind your back." She tells, and out of the other pocket of her gown, she pulls out a silk tie that she tightly wraps around my wrists, enough so that the soft fabric is firmly implanting a mark into my skin. "That's better."

So here I am, on my knees, my blonde locks in pigtails, a pink pleated skirt on and a crop top that says 'Daddy's Girl', a lock on my cock to prevent me getting hard (as a real sissy should have!), a shiny buttplug in, and I'm about to watch my girlfriend fuck her friend.

How fucking lucky am I?

"God it's been so long since I've had your tongue on my pussy." Jessie bends over a sofa and invites Eliza to come in a eat her out, which she does, willingly. I can't help but admire their female beauty and strength as I sit here tied and gagged.

It's a funny thing summer, even in stifling near unbearable heat I feel happier and freer than a whole day of rain; and in the rain, I can put a coat on to counteract it. Freedom, what is freedom? I am constrained but never have I felt so free. Freedom in submission.

Jessie lets out a long moan and twists around with passion to kiss Eliza and they make out in front of me, Eliza’s eyes glance my way occasionally with a smile of enjoyment, making sure I’m watching.

Freedom in desire. Freedom in love. Oh what am I saying? Freedom in fucking!

It feels like I'm lost floating along with the moist air of a humid summer day, floating above the suburbs that hide so much behind closed doors. The heat of the summer holding me close as my eyes lull into the back of my head, I giggle and spin in the air in my pink pleated skirt and Daddy's Girl shirt. Release in submission, that's freedom. A summer of love for this sissy.

I’m taking out of my daze, my gaze has been on the girls in front of me, and it’s been as though I am watching the greatest pornography I’ve ever experienced. But the front door opens and I hear deeper voices, Eliza and Jessie giggle.

“Here comes your men, Alice.” Says Eliza.

"Now I get to see how much of a sissy you've made of him." Comments Jessie.

“Oh trust me, if you saw the strapons I fill him up with them you wouldn’t worry about credentials.”

Jessie stands up and greets her boyfriend at the door to the living room.

“Jason, this is yours.” I can’t see but I assume she is motioning towards me. “And yours of course Darren.” He must be the other lad.

The two of them walk in front of me, Jason is, as I remember, absolutely gorgeous, a hunk of a man, and his friend is not much different.

"Hey, Jason, who's your friend?" Asks Eliza.

“Oh, where are my manners? Eliza this is Darren.”

“Good to meet you Darren, and this,” Eliza stands up and squats beside me, putting her hand on my chin to hold my head high, “is Alice. But you may call her whatever you like.” She giggles.

“Sounds good to me.” Jason takes the gag out of my mouth and unzips his jeans. “Do you enjoy being a sissy slut?” He asks.

"Yes, sir," I answer softly with doll-like fuck me eyes aimed straight towards him.

"Don't show me with your words, show me with your actions." He flops out his thick veiny cock and walks towards me, I still my tongue out and start lapping at it as it steadily grows, until I take it in my mouth and start moving my head up and down rhythmically, moving as best as I can whilst tied up. I get sloppy quickly and dribble on myself as his cock slaps clumsily on my face when he pulls out. "Darren, want to try?" His friend walks over and flops his cock out too, it has a little less girth than Jason's but a little more length, both of them are rather aesthetic cocks I would say. He is a little more playful with his approach and takes my head in one hand and pulls it back so I'm looking up, with his other hand he slaps his cock around my face and on my outreached tongue.

“Mmm she is a good little slut, isn’t she? Is she yours Eliza?”

“She is indeed, didn’t I do well?”

“You did.” He says, angling my head back down and fucking my mouth as though I’m just a toy. I keep my mouth as wide as I can and my eyes open even when they’re watering so they see what an obedient and compliant sissy I am. The girls giggle as they watch on and it turns me on that Eliza is enjoying me being a bimbo fucktoy so much, I can feel my ass winking around my buttplug and precum leaking out into my chastity cage.

“You know boys, there are other holes, right?”

“Shall we keep her tied up?”

“I see no reason to untie the slut.”

“Why don’t we put her against the sofa? I’ll sit on it and she can choke on my cock whilst you fuck her Jason.”

“Sounds good to me.”

I sit there calmly whilst they make plans on how to use me, it’s so thrilling, so exhilarating, so freeing. The air is so bright and the day so clear, it all feels so right. Thank god Jessie and Jason have good air conditioning or I have a feeling this would be about to get very sweaty; not that I would complain.

"Over here." Directs Eliza by the sofa, she's patting her hand on the seat as though casually inviting me to come watch a movie and eat popcorn with her. I crawl over on my knees and she takes my lead and guides me so that my torso is resting comfortably on the sofa and my ass is stuck out high, gem buttplug shining in the summer sunlight rays that are peeping through the curtains of their bay windows, my pleated skirt not doing a good enough job of hiding my tight asshole. Eliza puts a palm on my cheek and I feel the comforting familiarity of her love, she kisses me, "I love you, baby, are you ready to be a good cumslut? I want you to make both of these boys cum okay. I'm going to be watching with Jessie, we're nice and wet."

"I'm more than ready." I tell her, "I'm so fucking horny. I want to be fucked so badly. This is wonderful. Summer of free love, huh?" We share a smile and she runs her hands over my shoulders before retreating to watch. Darren takes her place on the sofa toys with me, placing his thumb in my mouth. I suck it obediently and with passion with my eyes open looking into his. He slaps my face a few times and laughs.

“Fuck, you really are a good sissy cumslut.” He pulls me a bit higher up on the sofa so that my face is resting in his crotch, “Suck it, slowly, beautifully.” I find the tip and take it in my mouth, making circling motions with my tongue, all the whilst Darren from behind me, with deliberate slowness, pulls out my buttplug.

"Very cute, I like the little jewels." It pops out of my ass and my whole winks at him, he spits on it and sticks his thumb in, "Nice and open." He removes his thumb and grabs my hips, I realize then how rock hard his cock is as he starts to fuck my ass cheeks lightly, sliding up and down, his cock already lubed, enjoying the sensation of skin against skein. He slides up my ass between my cheeks, teasing my hole and slides down to enter my asshole. I gasp, I wasn't expecting it, he did it so suddenly. It felt amazing like everything I've been waiting for all day is being fulfilled. "Fuck me, she's so tight."

Yes, Daddy, I'm a tight little sissy.

He starts to fuck my ass, every pump our bodies slapping together, his hands are tight on the fat of my hips. My mouth is full of cock, this is heaven. I try to take my mind back to my dick sucking and use Jason's rhythmic fucking of me to my advantage and use each thrust to bob my head up and down on the thick cock in my mouth. I try to be as beautiful with it as asked, I know what he meant. Slow, delicate, sensitive. Lots of tongue.

“What a good little slutty girl you are.” Groans Jason, slapping my ass as his thick cock slides in and out of me. He pulls it all the way out and lets my ass wink at him, I think he was close to cumming already and wanted to hold off, I could feel his cock throbbing. He enters back in, fucking me faster and harder this time, holding on to my hands tied behind my back for leverage, which really turns me on, I feel like such a delicate fuck doll. Darren grabs my pigtails and starts using my mouth as just another fuck hole. I gasp and splutter precum and spit everywhere and it begins to get messy, when suddenly from behind,

“Fuck, I can’t hold it anymore her ass is so fucking tight.” Jason groans, a long groan as he slides out of me and then slowly slides in me again, pumping hot sticky jizz inside. It feels so warm, his cock thickens as it pumps and I feel so full. I moan on Darren’s cock, watching Jason cum deep inside me seems to have him close too, he’s got hold of my pigtails and has me pushed down to the very base of his cock, the vibrations of my moans rumbling against his tip.

"Fuck me, what a good little whore." He moans as Jason pulls his cock out of me and my asshole splutters cum out with it, I feel it dripping down my ass, warm, sticky, a sensation of success. Fuck, I’m such a good little slut.

Darren pulls my head off his cock and I realize that Jessie and Eliza have crawled either side of me.

“Let us help with that, open wide sissy.”

“Now say ‘aaaaaaaaaaaah’, good girl.”

Cum dripping out of my throbbing ass I lay there as Jessie sucks on Darren’s balls and Eliza jerks him off into my mouth.

“I’m so close, I’m going to cum, oh fuck.”

"Come here slut." Jessie pushes my head forward so the tip of his thick cock is in my mouth and Eliza jerks all his hot white sperm into it, "Now, don't swallow." I don't, I'm a good obedient girl. Eliza keeps jerking him into my mouth and it seems like he's never going to stop cumming, his cock is throbbing and he's practically convulsing and moaning, did I give him all this pleasure? I did. Finally, he stops and Jessie tells me to open wide, I do, and as I do cum almost dribbles out I'm so full.

“Wow, look at all that cum, and don’t forget these loads as well!" Eliza reaches around and cups some of the cum dribbling out my asshole, "Lean your head back." She drops it in with the rest, "Aaaand, swallow."

I swallow it all, every drop, and hold my mouth open to show them. Because I’m a good sissy, a worthy cumslut, and a good girl.

What a summer.
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Fall

∞∞∞

"It's nice to have another girl around the house sometimes, a pleasant sight. Especially a little slut like you." I look behind me at the sofa and realize he's sat there stroking his cock, he must have been watching me clean, bent over in my skimpy little outfit.

“I’m happy to be of service to you.” I reply, “That’s what I’m here for.” I go back to dusting the TV stand and every component of their home entertainment system, ensuring to perk my ass up even higher for his enjoyment. I’m not wearing any panties and I can feel my balls and cock hanging and my asshole bared for him to see, he must be thinking about fucking me. The thought turns me on, of him taking me, the little sissy maid slut, right here as I clean. My cock begins to grow and he notices.

"What are you thinking about? Something dirty I see, you little slut." The way he talks to me turns me on, even more, I am a little slut. My cock hardens so I’m fully erect and I feel the rush of lust through me, please just fucking take me.

His phone calls suddenly and he picks it up, it’s Jessie, and she must have asked him what he’s up to.

“Not much, about to punish the maid.” He tells her, excitement fills me with an emptiness that can only be filled by his cock. “Oh, she’s just been dirty you could say. It’s okay I’ll put the slut in her place. Yeah, see you later, love you too.” He puts the phone down. “Well, Alice the maid. Jessie says that if you’re being dirty then that’s not doing a very good job, says that I should make spank your raw. What do you think of that?”

I think that sounds fucking sexy.

“I’ve been a good girl, I promise, Jason, sir.” I play innocent knowing that he will spank me anyway.

“Don’t you lie to me you sissy slut. Come over here now.” I get up and walk over to him, my maid dress caught on the top of my erect cock.

"I was being a good girl," I say, playing with him, talking like a little girl and holding my hands behind my back as I pivot on one foot.

“Bend over my knee.” His tone is dominant, he’s such a fucking alpha male, I feel the precum drip out of my cock in anticipation. I bent over his knee, my cock pressed up against his leg, his hard cock so close to me, so tempting. A heavy hand comes down, SMACK, “Why am I spanking you, slut?”

“Because I’ve been a bad maid, a dirty maid, sir.”

SMACK.

“That’s right, you’re a dirty little bitch of a maid aren’t you.”

“Yes, sir.”

SMACK.

Fuck please fuck me. Every smack makes my cock tingle and my asshole loosen, I love the power he has over me, I love how hard and large his hand is on my tight little asscheek, I love the smell of his aftershave; woody, tobacco hints, with some sweetness like honey. He takes my ass cheeks between his hands and he spreads them, spanking me again. I moan with pleasure and he takes his spanking hand and puts a finger in my mouth, I suck it obediently, willingly.

“Get them nice and wet.” He tells me. I slobber all over them, spit and saliva dripping out of my mouth like the hungry whore I am. “Good girl.”

He pulls them out of my mouth and spreads my ass, teasing and tickling my asshole with circular motions with his fingers that I myself lubricated with my spit until he sticks a finger right into me, making me squirm with pleasure.

Fuck me.

"Mmm, you've always had such a tight little hole from the first time we fucked. Up you get." He guides me off his knee and I stand there before him in my little skimpy maids' outfit, a hard cock dripping pre-cum and a desperate asshole loose and waiting. He stands up and grabs my chin to force my gaze at his, taking my arm in his other hand he guides my hand to his cock, I jerk and stroke, getting down on my knees to lick it up and down, ensuring I look up to him with the sluttiest little face I possibly can. He moans and groans tells me what a little slutty girl I am, it feels so incredible to be told that from a handsome strong man like Jason.

"Thank you, Daddy." I softly say, his cock in my mouth.

“Fuuuck.” He exhales, “On the fucking sofa, on your stomach.” I stand up, some cum and saliva still dribbling out of my mouth and I obediently lay on the sofa.

He’s going to take me, fuck I love my life.

He puts his hand on the back of my head and pushes my head into the sofa, with his other hand I feel him grip tight my maids' outfit as he straddles me either side and prepares to fuck me.

“Fuck, I’m such a naughty girl. Fuck me, Daddy.” I whimper at him, finally giving over, hoping that admittance of my naughtiness will make him fuck me harder. He teases my asshole with his cock, putting just the tip in, sliding it in and out as though making sure I’m loose and ready to take all of him. The sensation is otherworldly, it makes me gasp over and over as my tiny tight sissy hole is teased. I love the feeling of being entirely overcome by masculine energy, by a big cock taking me, to being full, taken, satisfied, used.

Just when I wasn’t expecting it, when I started to think that perhaps the gradual build-up of tip-teasing would go on forever and that be all there is, he plunges deep inside me with a deep moan, now yanking my head back and pulling my face off the sofa.

His breath is on the back of my head as he leans over and nipples at my ear, his hands explore me everywhere and make me feel like a real little slut. Sometimes he grabs my waist and I feel like a petite little maid underneath his large hands, other times he spreads my ass cheeks to get a real good look at my asshole as he pulls his cock out and gapes it wide, sometimes his hands are in my hair, pulling my head back or pushing it down, depending on how he positions himself for the best fucking of me.

I’m entirely at his whim, he’s using me, I’m a good servant maid.

His body gets heavier on top of me as he begins to take it slower, licking the back of my ear as I moan into the couch. “I’m going to cum inside you.”

“Please.”

He takes a long thrust back and I take a deep breath of pleasure, he slowly pushes back in with a long warm groan in my ear until our bodies are pressed firmly against each other. I can feel him twitching inside of me and feel his body convulsing on top of me.

I love it when he cums deep in me.

***

How did I get in this position? Well, Jessie and Jason are friends of Eliza's, she's known them for years. We started to all sleep together in the summer when Eliza wanted to open our relationship more, and they were perfect for it. It didn't take me long to realize that they have made little sissy sluts of many men and it's so exciting to be around people that treat me.

We were sitting around the kitchen table when Eliza told me she had to leave for work for a couple of weeks, “You won’t fall out of love with me, will you?” She joked.

"In two weeks? I'll try not to but I can't promise anything!" I laughed back at her, but I understood her concern, we had never been so far apart for even a fortnight, not since we had got together anyway. It might be lonely, though I can go to Jessie's and Jason's if I wanted company anyway, I thought. Though realizing I should ask her opinion on that I said,  "Would you want me to stop seeing them whilst you're gone? I mean, the group stuff has kind of been an us thing, you know.” She took a sip of wine and raised her eyebrows with a knowing expression and I knew she had plans, “Go on then, what have you done!” I prompt her.

“Well, I’ve actually spoken to Jessie and Jason.”

“Go on…”

"I didn't want you getting lonely, and we've been making such a great process, so they agreed to take you in as their sissy for the month. If that's okay with you? Of course, with work, you'll be here on the weekdays, but the weekends you can be their sissy, I know Alice needs to be unleashed or you feel unreleased." She smiles and winks at me across the table, "You little slut."

God, I love her.

***

How fortunate I am to have fallen in love with a woman that will let me fall into beds.

Part of her work trip is so there can be some sort of work team building, meaning she leaves on a Friday, giving the first weekend for the work-do. Figuring I may as well go to Jessie and Jason’s this weekend we make plans for her to walk me there before she leaves.

"I've picked an outfit out for you already." She told me. Upstairs on the bed, I found a red g-string, a pair of tight leather trousers, a silk white deep-cut blouse and an autumnal brown cardigan. Oh, that naughty bitch. Sometimes she likes me to look a little smarter, like a cute indie-girl, knowing that beneath it is a sissy slut in a thong. There are times when I leave the house in hyper-feminine sissy clothing, those are the times when she wants eyes on me, she wants me to feel to the point of embarrassment and humiliation; it’s a power thing, for us both. But other times, such as these, she wants Alex to go away and Alice to come out so she can have a cute girlfriend to walk through the streets with. “You look cute!” She watched me as I walked down the stairs in a pair of heels that I chose myself to match the outfit, “I thought I’d put you in my wardrobe one last time before Jessie has her way with you, you think I can be a hardass? You’re going to be a real sissy.” She giggled.

"Can't wait," I told her, and we left the house.

###

We walked along the tree-lined streets, they're losing their leaves and there's a slight breeze in the air drifting them downwards upon us.

“Twirl for me under the leaves.” I did as she asked and felt fantastic. My blonde-brunette locks have grown out past even my shoulders now and the sensation of cock tightly in my panties and leather trousers is a reminder of how naughty we are. The falling leaves matched my cardigan and I felt like a pretty slut as we walked up the pathway to Jessie and Jason's house. Jenny dropped me off, kissed me goodbye with a stroke of my cock and left me with Jessie.

***

She wasted no time and took me through to the kitchen.“This will be your outfit.” She passed me a skimpy little maid dress. Black and white, French style with an exceptionally short amount of fabric to cover the legs; slutty. “You’re going to be our maid for the weekend. Now I’m going out to have dinner with a friend, Jason will be back shortly. You know where everything is.” And with that, she left me to get changed and clean.

And that’s when Jason came home, to find a sissy maid in his home bent over the entertainment system with a begging asshole.

That was just the first course though, that evening when Jessie was home Jason told her what a good punishment I took and Jessie said that perhaps I earnt a treat. As it turns out her friend that she dined with was more than a friend, it was a long-term business partner too, and Jessie agreed to entertain some of the boys from the firm to try and breakthrough with a deal that's faltered.

Apparently, Jessie has a way of making clients agree, and it seems I was going to be a part of that.

***

So I went home after the first weekend with my needs satisfied. I had been a good maid, I cleaned every room of their house and got to be fucked senseless in the process. I love wearing that little outfit, I like it when I bend down to pick something up and I feel my asshole exposed. I love it when I'm making their bed and I see a vibrator by the side, it sends my imagination and senses wild, and my cock stiffens and pitches a tent in the little dress. Being in a French maid outfit is like being allowed to run about being a cutie with a feather duster teasing all the men. I love to clean their bathroom and look to see myself looking pretty, obedient, a useful little fucktoy.

And I never know when I'm going to be of use. I never know when Jason might walk through the house and see my tight asshole as I'm bent down cleaning their toilet, teasing him so much that he has to come in and fuck it right there and then. He loves to use me as a cumdumpster, I love it.

Jessie mostly likes to toy and tease me, she enjoys putting a chastity look on me sometimes, other times she likes to suck my cock whilst talking dirty about the things Jason and her do. She likes me to tell her how Jason uses me, how much of a man he is and how much of a little girl he makes me feel. She rarely makes me cum though, sometimes she lets me finish myself off whilst looking at her. It makes me feel so subservient, she's such a strong matriarchal figure; she has so much power it's incredible. She has gorgeous blonde hair and a powerful women's physique, large melon-shaped tits and wide hips with a small waist. She isn't skinny though, it's just she carries all her fat in the right places, and it's mesmerizing to watch her walk through a room as she drops her robe.

Jason is equally as amazing, they are the dream couple to be a little sissy for. He's sculpted, a real Greek god. His cock is big, but not obscenely huge, it’s perfect for fucking. He has strong hands that make me feel so petite and an animalistic desire and dominance. He makes my eyes roll in ecstasy when he takes me.

When the next weekend rolled around I turned up on Friday evening after work. My outfit was there waiting for me and Jessie told me to get cleaning.

"Yes, Ma'am." I tittered down the hallway and got changed. Whilst walking back up I noticed Jason was in his office working at his desk, he has a slight view in the hallway. So, I decided the first thing I would do is sweep through the hallway, it didn't actually need doing and normally they vacuum; but we all know I'm mostly there for decoration over function anyway. I spend as long as I can sweeping past his office, even getting on hands and knees with the dustpan and brush in front of the doorway acting as if I don't know he's there. Wriggling my ass in the air, arching my back, and just being a general cocktease. Afterward, I get the feather duster so that I can run along all the corners of the hallway with it, as I got outside of his office door I cursed under my breath,

"When did that spider web get there? How did I miss that?" There is no spider web, I just wanted to get on tip-toes and reach up high so that my already-struggling-to-conceal maids' outfit lifts enough for my little cock to show. I know that Jason likes to see my cute little cock sometimes when I'm dressed like their slut; must be so affirming to his masculine strength to see such a little sissy. I know it makes him want to take me.

Walking back to the kitchen to put the feather duster back Jessie notices my smile.

“Having fun?” She asks.

"Just enjoying my outfit," I reply.

“Good, time to talk about tomorrow though I think so put that away.” She sits at the kitchen table and I sit opposite. “So here’s how tomorrow is going to go. I have several business partners coming around, I’m going to entertain them for dinner. Only thing is, sometimes we invite partners around for a football game or other such events, it’s a good time to entertain when everyone can get in a good mood, but tomorrow you are going to be the entertainment.”

Suddenly I feel a little bit nervous. Me? I still haven’t shown my sissy side to anyone other than Eliza, and Jason and Jessie.

"Do you think that they will like me? You know, as a girl. As a sissy?"

“Well Jason seems to like you plenty, and he’s hardly the runt of the litter, is he?”

“I guess so. God, this is exciting. What am I going to wear?”

"Well let's go decide shall we." She takes me into the spare room where the wardrobe is stocked with women's clothes, but none of them for her. "Most of this should fit you, you've got the perfect little frame for a sissy. Now don't be too formal, not that that's possible with this wardrobe," she laughs, "but don't be too slutty. Keep some class. I trust you, but show me the outfit when you’ve decided.”

She leaves the room and I start rifling through the wardrobe excitedly. I feel the excitement of when Eliza comes home with new outfits for me, it's so fun to be a girl trying on new clothes! Finally, I pick out a sexy red dress, tight and form-fitting. It has thin silk shoulder straps as though it were a nightgown, but a classy body that screams ballroom seduction. I'd never worn something so elegant before and I put it on in excitement. I half run into the kitchen with excitement to ask Jessie if I can wear it.

"Well look at you!" She exclaims, "So you want to go classy Betty Boop, huh? Well, in that case, we will have to finish that outfit off." She takes me into her room and looks through a few drawers and her wardrobe for accessories. I stand behind her excitedly, I'm fully aware of how much trust she has for me to let her wear her clothes; though uncertain of my place I ask her if she’s sure. “These are important people, it only makes sense to dress you in your best.” She finds a small box in a drawer, “Ah, here they are. Take these.” I take the box and open it.

"Oh my God, I love them." Inside are two pairs of detailed lace gloves, sophisticated and refined, they come up to the elbows with an additional silk finish. "I'm going to feel so sophisticated I'll be walking like a ballroom dancer." I joke.

“And this.” She says, pulling a pearl necklace out of a box. “Now I know the gloves and pearls seem a little old fashioned, but along with the sexy yet tasteful dress you’ve chosen, you’ll be the image of sophisticated sexuality. Sound good?”

“Yes!”

"Good. Because I want every cock at that dining table to be aroused and taken care of. But these men can buy a whore whenever they want to do it dirty, I want you to be a bit more refined tomorrow. And as we know, clothes maketh the women."

***

Saturday comes around and I offer Jessie to help in the kitchen but she tells me to just ensure the house is as clean as she would want it for guests; in other words, spotless. I can tell that this business meeting matters a lot to her as she doesn't even remind me to put my maids' outfit on, I do so anyway. I like the feeling. I'm such a slut.

By the time later afternoon starts to shine it’s gentle sunlight through the curtains however, Jessie comes to tell me that I need to get ready. She gives me a strict list of orders, nothing that I would not have done anyway, but she wants to ensure everything is perfect.

"I want you to bathe first, an oil bath, clean every single part of you whilst bathing, you're not in there to relax, even between every single toe and under every single nail. When you've had an oil bath long enough for the oil to smooth and soften your skin then I want you to rinse off in the shower, wash your hair and give yourself another gentle wash. When you've done that you're to wash your face and moisturize extensively whilst your hair dries, putting some natural oils in there; but not too much, you do not want greasy hair. Are you following?"

I nod to let her know I am, I would have done this all already, ever since I was young I adored the extensive self-care practices of girls, it was one of the first realizations at a young age that I'd love to be one one day.

"Okay, then I want you to moisturize thoroughly, and by the way, this is all with the products that I've placed in there, they are mind, don't waste them. I've put some nail polish in there that will match your outfit, some lipstick, and some eyeliner and mascara. Don't overdo it and no more make-up than that, you're a sissy, not a drag queen. Oh, and if you need help with the nail polish, then go into your bedroom after your shower and you'll find it."

“Huh?” I look with confusion at her, I’m unsure what that last part meant.

“Did you not hear me?” She’s in a domination mood, understandable given the event, I suppose I will have to wait and see what she meant about finding help in my bedroom; I can’t imagine there’s a fucking nail polish fairy in there.

“No ma’am, I did.”

“Okay, then off you go.”

I do as I’m told and go to the bathroom to find an array of scents, oils, body washes and hair washes in a basket for me. What a pampering. I feel like a queen, one that’s going to suck fuck and swallow her way to a throne later!

First I run the bath with the oils she has left aside, they have a light rose smell and make my skin slippery and smooth whilst in the water. Running my hand up my leg I realize she forgot something, ha! I should shave. It's not that I'm at all hairy, please don't think that. I'm exceptionally smooth, but oh god imagine if last time I shaved I missed a spot, or perhaps there's a rogue hair somewhere! Laying in the bath smiling at my triumph of remembering part of my 'getting ready to fuck important people' ritual I look over to the basket and realize there's a razor in there. Damn, she doesn't forget any details!

I soak in the bath, have my shower, exfoliate my face and moisturize it along with my body.  Sat on the edge of the bath in nothing but a towel I remember what she said about needing help with nail varnish; which admittedly, I always do. So I pick up my basket of cosmetics and go to my bedroom.

“Oh my god, Eliza!” I never expected to see her here! “I thought you weren’t back from the work trip yet?”

“I got the okay to leave a bit early. I spoke to Jessie on the phone and she told me about this weekend, I can’t miss my sissy dressing up all nice!” We hug each other and she tells me she missed me, and what I’ve been up to. We hadn’t talked much on the phone in the past two weeks, deciding instead we would rather wait to see each other in person again.

I fill her in on my weekend here, my saucy little maids' outfit and what a seeing to Jason has given me.

“You’re so naughty.” She tells me, putting her hand on the side of my neck in an affectionate way, “So, Jessie told me you needed help with nail polish?”

She helps me paint my nails and I sit there letting them dry whilst she puts mascara and eyeliner on me, giving me little seductive flicks at the corner of my eyes with the eyeliner. She straightens my hair and helps me get dressed.

"No underwear in this outfit huh?" I just smile at her and she laughs. "Go get 'em, tiger."

***

"Take these out." Jessie passes me plates of food, she cooked an Italian ragu with homemade pasta--I always admired her ability in the kitchen. "Don't get any on that dress, for heaven's sake." She adds as I go to walk away, "We all know how messy ragu bolognese can be, I only cooked it tonight so maybe the spaghetti will slow the boys down their eating and I can get a good chat with them about business." She says it jokingly but I know she means it, she's a pocket of good tricks.

I walk into the dining room area with two plates of food and place them in front of the two men seated nearest the kitchen, as I bend over and place them one pinches my ass and almost makes me drop a plate in surprise. Fuck that's so hot. I go back for the other two plates, returning to place one in front of Jessie's seat, as well as the third man on the other, before returning to the kitchen.

The same routine happens when it's time for dessert and whiskey, though it seems dinner went well and the wine eased some moods as some playful comments are made my way when I collect the plates. One of the men even wolf whistles me and I do a twirl on the spot before taking the plates, soaking in the attention. I think they're itching to be allowed at me, this will be a fun evening.

Once dessert is eaten Jessie seats the men around the sofas in the living room with their drinks telling them to relax and enjoy the entertainment whilst she picks the husband up. She comes into the kitchen and tells me to go shine.

Oh, I will.

***

One dick, two dick, three dick. Two on one sofa and another on the armchair. I walk in slowly, a foot ahead of the other and stand in front of them, fluttering with nerves but excited I decide to try and take the floor.

Standing in front of them I try to look like an innocent girl.

“Have any of you boys seen my mommy?” I ask, and they laugh and play along.

“She just left, it’s just us here, sweetheart!”

“Why don’t you join us, we’ll let you do things she doesn’t!”

I bite my lip and look around at their excited jeering, “Well okay, I guess I can be naughty without her here, huh?”

“You sure can, gorgeous.” Says the one in the armchair. “Why don’t you show me how you are, huh?”

"Weeeell, I guess that's a lot easier than telling you!" I get on my knees in front of him and unzip his pants. I take his cock in my hands, cradling it, before putting it in my mouth. It's soft and warm but gradually hardens inside of me until I can take a drip of pre-cum, his head is thrown back on the armchair when I look up. Turning around I realize the other two men have their cocks out, waiting patiently, and one by one I go along the line, tasting, licking and exploring them. All of their cocks are different shapes and sizes, but all of them warm and delicious.

My own cock is throbbing, it feels so alive and warm. I stand up and one of the men comment that it seems I have something under my dress.

“Why don’t you show us?” Asks another.

“My pleasure.” I with purposeful slowness lift my dress little by little until my cock flops out, it has a drop of precum coming out of it.

“Cute little cock for a cute little girl.” One of the men on the sofa compliments, “Why don’t you show us how you play with it?”

I wasn’t expecting this. A happy surprise. I don’t reply vocally but my face says it all.

"Look how happy you've made her! She's a little slutty show-off."

I sit on the floor in front of them in my high heels and dress and peel off my right glove, looking down at I dribble a big drop of saliva onto my little sissy penis and start massaging it.

“Am I a cute girl, guys?” I ask them, looking up as my sloppy little cock twitches in my hand. They’re all watching me and stroking themselves. “Am I cute enough to cum all over?”

"Oh, she's a naughty one." The man in the armchair stands up, his cock is the thickest. He stands over my and puts his cock in my mouth whilst I jerk mine, he holds the back of my hair and slides back and forth out of my mouth, playing around with it, sliding to the side and pressing into my cheeks, slapping his wet cock over my face. That turns me on so much, fuck.

“Will you cum on me? All over my face. Mommy will be angry if I get anything on her dress.”

His breathing gets heavier as he stands over my stroking over my face, a dribble of precum is drooping off the end and I move forward seductively lick it whilst looking him in the eye, “It tastes so good.” I tell him.

"Oh, you're so naughty. I'm going to cum, are you ready?"

"Yes, Daddy." I try my best to sound obedient to him. I open my mouth and stick my tongue out, 'Aaaaaah.' He holds my head firmly by the hair and shoots a thick load into my mouth, I swallow it straight down, and hold my tongue out for him again, "All gone, see!"

The second businessman stands up afterward and comes over to me, "Let me try that mouth too." His cock is longer but less thick, he puts it in my mouth and I slither my tongue around the tip to make him tingle, I love smooth tips on the tongue. He pushes in and hits the back of my throat. He groans and I take his hands in mine, interlocking our fingers. I look up to him whilst my mouth is full of his cock and he moans at the sight.

Our hands together and eyes locked I start bobbing my head back and forth slowly, using my tongue to massage him as I move. I feel him throb as he starts pumping his hips with my movement, “Fuck, I’m going to cum.” He shoots his load too, this time at the back of my throat and I barely have to swallow, it drips straight down. He slides out and takes his hands from mine, he slides his slippery cock on my face and tells me I’m a naughty little slut.

“I know, Daddy.” I smile at him, I feel like I’m floating down a river of paradise. I’m almost swaying side to side as though a beautiful melody is playing nearby; this is heaven.

The third businessman comes over to me next and tells me he's already so close. I can tell, his breathing is fast and warm and his cock is throbbing with veins, like a live rocket. I'm afraid that if I so much as touch it then it's going to release explosions everywhere.

“Where would you like your cum?” I ask him, still retaining my innocent voice.

"Pull that dress up." He tells me, I bite my lip as I look at him wide-eyed. It's like he read my mind.

I pull my dress up and lay back with my legs in the air, he leans over me and kisses my neck. “I want you to cum with me.” He whispers, his breath warm on my face.

He massages my asshole with the tip of his cock to loosen it up, his tip is soaking with precum and he slides it in. The sensation tingles through me, he doesn’t push all the way in but instead uses just his tip to give his head a tight massage. I moan softly as he takes me gently, holding my legs up I forget all about my cock, focusing instead on him inside of me.

I still cum though. His cock entering just a small way into my presses against my prostate perfectly and I feel like I’m having a delicate massage. Who knew businessmen were so good at having sex with sissys?

“Oh my god, fuuuck.” I moan, my head thrown back, white cum streaming from my cock onto the pulled-up dress, I don’t even care right now. My hips thrusting back against his, “I want your cum deep inside me, please.” He keeps massaging just his tip at the entrance though, until,

“Fuck, there it is. I’m going to cum.” He slides all the way in and I feel the hot spunk dripping out of him deep inside of me. His body collapses on mine and I put my arms around him as though to say thank you for the great night with all three of them. He trembles on top of me, my eyes are rolled back, I love it when they lay on me after cumming lost in the pleasure of my asshole, it makes me feel like such a good little fuck.

When he pulls out and zips his cock away there's just enough time to clean ourselves up and for me to pour the boys another whiskey when Jessie gets home with Jason, who goes straight to the bedroom. Eliza comes through to check, however.

“How did the business discussions go guys?”

Pretty damn fucking good it seems the consensus is judging by their chorus.

Jessie and Eliza will be so proud of me, job done!


[image: ]

Winter

∞∞∞

Everybody needs a little more in the winter. Well, everybody deserves a little more in the winter, at the very least. More cuddles, more hot tea, more sweaty nights under the blankets to warm yourselves up. Summer can be a distancing affair; we always think of summer as the season of love but a good love-making session can easily be tainted by overheating and the need for water breaks.

Now winter, winter can be ongoing. Have you ever put a silk nightgown on in the winter and it's glossy sheen strokes your smooth body with a glide, no perspiration or summer heat for it to stick to? Gotten under the covers, it's still cold--perhaps your lover likes to leave the window open before bed so you can enjoy the process of warming up--they join you and run their hand over the silky nightgown, sleek on your body. You can feel their warmth through the fabric, you can trace even a hovering hand down your body by the heat it puts it as reaches to your now half-erect cock, no panties on tonight.

That’s what winters are most nights for Eliza and I, and I wouldn’t have it any other way. The moon glaring through the crisp winter air to illuminate our soft white skin. Both our freshly shaven legs, needing to be warmed up by rubbing against one another, lighting the fire and making love in front of it.

It's almost as if in the cold of winter it's only the blood pumping through us in lust and arousal that is keeping us warm and alive, and like many in a survival situation, we do anything we can to hold onto our rations of love and sexuality.

So, in these cold months, the last place I expected to be invited to is Eliza's friend's cellar.

“Her cellar? What?” We’re laying in bed with our hands running over one another, we’ve yet to close the bedroom window and the cold air is blowing in with occasional gusts, a comfortable breeze that eases the heat between our bodies, inviting us to explore further and embrace tighter to find the fine balance between hot and cold.

"Well, it's not exactly a cellar! It's a, you know, a dungeon type deal. BDSM and all that."

“Well that sounds great I guess, but why call it a cellar? Christ, Eliza!” She laughs at her own miswording and we tumble about the sheets cuddling one another and kissing, lightly, then firmly, then a delicate lick of the ear, and then a bite of the earlobe.

"I just thought that maybe it would be fun, you'll really like them I promise! Actually, I think you may have met them one time around Jason and Jessie's, anyway, they asked if we wanted to come to visit. Oh, because well I saw her for coffee the other day and I, you know, told her some things. She thinks we would enjoy it! Besides, I want to bound you up and gag you, always talking and squirming!" She attacks me with tickles again, light pokes into my side that makes me erupt in laughter and my whole body spasm; I've always been hypersensitive.

“Well, okay then. I’ll give it a go. But how do you know you’re not going to be the one that ends up tied down and gagged? You bitch.”

She suddenly flips me onto my back and grabs my chin with one hand and my balls tightly in the other. “Oh really, you think that’s a possibility?” She tightens her grip on my balls and grins at me, I throw my head back and gasp, losing her grip on my chin.

“Okay, admittedly it might be more my thing.” I bring my head back up from the pillow with my lower lip between my teeth to look at her. Her hand lets go of my balls and moves down between my legs, which I open, instinctually, lustfully, wantingly. Her fingers move down towards my taint and start gently pressing and rubbing, massaging me in such a way that it acts like fingerprint activation for my legs to spread open as wide as they can, my feet in the air.

“You’re such an easy little slut to please.” She moves down further, using just her middle finger to massage my asshole, I feel it loosen and open as another gust of winter air flurries the curtains and brushes through my hair. I can feel the warm blood rushing through my body now in the cool winter air in our cute little attic room.

"Yes, I am," I softly moan, "a little slut for you."

She continues massaging my asshole, I can feel my cock grow and brush against the silk nightgown, so soft and embracing.

“We’re going to dress you up like a real cute girl too, don’t you think that will be nice? You can wear pink, and some leather, and a choker, we’ll make you the cutest little sissy slut there ever has been. And then we will lock you up and use you like a bimbo whore!” Her sentence rises at the end with aggression simultaneously with her finger pressing irresistibly into my tight hole, teasing entry but not quite achieving it. She gets up and opens the bedside drawer, another light gust of wind blows in and caresses her hair. She looks so beautiful with her back to me in this light, her hair falling temptress-like onto her naked back in a v-shape, her shoulders contoured beautifully in the moonlight shining in, her waist begging for a strong pair of hands to hold onto them; just as mine is, and when I see her pull the lube out of the drawer I know that that’s what she’s going to give me.

She gets up and I watch her hips oscillate in perfect rhythm to the far wall where we have our favorite strap-ons hanging on wall mounts. She takes a small pink flesh-esque colored one off the wall, ribbed with a little head on it. It's a gentle strap-on, not big, but not tiny, just right for making love.

She turns around, strapping it on. Her breasts perky and bouncing slightly as she moves about to attach her cock to herself. She notices me watching and gropes them, smiling, before running her hand down her waist, feeling her own body whilst looking out the window at the moon.

I realize my cock has been hard the whole time, cutely pitching through the nightgown, the beauty of the moment keeping my body warm with romance, pumping and lustful. She treads lightly on the way to the bed and crawls on at the bottom, widening my legs she goes down slowly and places the tip of her tongue on my smooth and shaved asshole, pushing it in ever so slightly and giving it loving licks.

Click. She pops open the lubricant, sitting back up now, and I watch her majestically pour some onto her hands as well as the strap-on and masturbate. Rubbing the cock up and down with both hands, making sure the entire thing is shiny and ready for me. She looks me in the eyes as she does and with my heart rate rising with the speed of my breath I switch my eyes between her hands seductively rubbing her cock and her eyes which are watching me with passionate intent.

“Please fuck me.” I beggingly whisper, desperate and wanting her love. She lines the tip of the lubricated cock on my tight pink asshole and I grip the pillows by my head in preparation for take-off. She slides the cock into me and my legs widen as though a lever-activated to open me up, my mouth gasps open and releases a slutty little moan as the sensation fills me with orgasmic sissy pleasure.

“You like that baby?” She runs her hands over my body as she asks, gently tickling and pinching my cute little nipples, running her fingers down my flat stomach and taking them out wide to grab my hips. She makes me feel like such an attractive girl.

“I do.” I squeak, my body gently bouncing with her slow and purposeful strokes. She pulls back slowly, and enters even slower, allowing me to feel every part of the ribbed cock against my walls, just as she reaches the base she likes to give an exaggerated pump to enter the last bit of the way, making our bodies clap together, creating that gentle bounce in my body.

“Are you going to be a good little slut this weekend?”

“Yes, yes, yes.” My voice is high pitched and feminine, her lovemaking is so transformative, her fucking makes me her bitch. It’s a talent she has, a magic wand she waves, she is like my fairy grandmother that waves her wand and grants my wish for all things pink, sparkly and feminine. She is my carriage to the ball.

Her fingers return to my nipples and pinch and twist them far harder this time to the point of pain, but the pain is a pleasurable one, it dances and entwines with the pleasure in a dance of sensation, she doesn’t want me to feel pain, she just wants me to feel. At the highest level, she wants my body to become a pure vessel of sensation that works in every single fiber, one that can bring me to another dimension through the passage of orgasm.

I squirm underneath her and start fucking her back, bouncing up and down the strap on and she twists my nipples harder and harder, my hands are against the headboard to help me push downwards and my mouth as ajar with ecstasy.

She moves a hand to my throat and pushes down, bringing me to the precipice of suffocation.

"Are you going to cum?" She asks. I nod my reddening face as best as I can, managing a half-choked half-squealed 'uh-huh'. I can feel the cum pumping through me, the sissy sensation of my whole being overcome by my female half, my feminine energy that orgasms nothing like a simple jerk of my cock. It's even far different than simply cumming from my prostate. If sex is above boundaries, taboo and play then it has to be understood that sexual sensation is one that can be changed and tuned according to the role that we perform in the play, the boundaries we step over and the taboo we challenge.

As my cock bounces up and down I feel the cum pump to it, her hand tightens down onto my throat and I can barely breathe. I can only imagine what I look like underneath her, a feminized masculinity, a petite boy with shoulder-length wavy hair and pale skin, a rejection towards grunting and a predilection towards moaning, a fuckslut with a tight hole. My face red and begging for more domination over me.

The orgasm builds in me and even though her hand tight on my throat I manage to let out a long unrestrained moan as endorphins pump through my body, cycling through my blood, through my muscles, to my brain and back around again. Nothing like my male cock-centered orgasm that is groin-centric and ends almost immediately. It swirls around my brain and takes me to the clouds, it pumps through my body and lifts me, levitates me off the bed, it shoots hot white cum out of my cock onto me in the physical release. She pulls the strap on out and I convulse beneath her.

Her little sissy.

“It’s a bit cold down here, isn’t it?” I ask Lucy as she shows us around her basement, well, sex dungeon. She’s dressed in a Japanese kimono style silk robe and I can’t help but notice her elegance as she glides past chains and whips on the wall, her finger running along a leather cushioned wooden table which at its height I can only assume is not for eating on.

"It can be in the winter, but that's why fire exists." She smiles back at me as she takes a packet of matches off of a shelf which I now realize is a fireplace mantelpiece. She piles some kindling and paper in a way that only someone who has lit hundreds of fires knows how to do and lights it, it catches with ease. "I'll light some candles before we come down here too, of course, sex in unnatural light is just so… Well, I don't know, there's something about firelight isn't there? The flickering of shadows against your body as the wax drips on it, it's all just so seductive." Her words make Eliza excited, I can feel it. I sense the energy rush through her body and out of my peripheral I notice her bite her lip at and look at me with a smile. A mixture of nerves and excitement pique in me, it does all sound so alluring, it's just all so new. That's no issue though, the nerves only ass to the excitement once the two feelings merge; really they are very much the same, at least in my experience, and it's only natural for them to have intercourse and result in orgasm, don't you think? That's why I love trying these new things.

“Oh baby, I can’t wait.” Eliza puts her hand on my lower back supportively and kisses me.

"Me neither," I tell her.

"Well them, I'm glad everyone's excited for some good fucking." Lucy laughs, displaying a glint in her eye, the kind that certain people get around merriment: it's always a good sign of a good person. In my experience it's always the kinky ones that understand fun and merriment the most, it's always them that cause no pain to anyone and just want to play, although admittedly their pain does sometimes involve pain, but that's a whole nother matter. "Why don't we go upstairs and have some coffee if you fancy whilst I put some logs on and let it get cozy and warm in here."

“Sounds great, I need to dress my slut anyway.”

***

"I'm going to bimbo you all up," Eliza tells me proudly, bringing a bag into the spare bedroom that she had got from the car. "I don't think we've ever bimboed you up before, but today you're going to be nothing but a sissy fucktoy." There's glee in her face as she says it and I sit on the bed with my hands in my lap in anticipation for my transformation, there's a thrilling sense of acceptance about being made into a personality-less fuckdoll that's existence is, even if only momentarily, entirely dedicated to being a hole for others pleasure. Total autonomy taken, what a release to be found in submissive acceptance.

A cup of green tea sits by me steaming, releasing relaxing scents into my nostrils. I turned down the coffee as I did not want to create a jitter to my excitement. Eliza took one, however, and together we took our hot drinks to the spare room to prepare; Lucy's partner Ryan is late to return from the gym with his friends so there's time to spend, Lucy said that Ryan always overstays with the boys down the fitness center so was expecting it anyway, and that we were welcome to go bimbo me up in the spare bedroom, "When my parents stay god bless them they have no idea what goes on in that room!" She laughed.

“Oh my god! What are they?” I suddenly exclaim as Eliza pulls out two large tits out of her bed.

“Well, I kind of had a vision for today, as you know. And, well, you know I love you, but baby you have itty bitty titties, which I love, but today I want you to be, well you know, a cliche bimbo whore who’s very image is that of a total fuckdoll. I was doing some shopping online and I came across these! Look, they’re amazing. They’re silicone, they’re E size-”

“You don’t say!”

Eliza giggles, “I know, they’re so big! But I have the perfect tight pink dress to go over you, you’re going to be a walking gangbang machine.”

“You have such a way with words.” I titter.

“Don’t I just.”

She continues pulling items out of the bag, most of them the usual suspects, make up bags, mirrors, heels, a chastity lock, lubricant, though there are also some more new items.

“A wig?”

"Oh, you don't like it? It's nothing over the top, it's just, you know, blonde bimbo." She stands up and haphazardly puts it on my head whilst giggling. "Oh, this is so fun!" We've played dress up so much, but we've never been so, oh I don't know, exuberant with it!"

“I like it, don’t you worry. You know I’m always in. Softcore femininity of the moon one evening, hardcore feminity of Hollywood the next. I’m the sissy of all characters!”

"Damn right you are, that's my versatile little performer." She kisses my head taking the wig off of it and suggests I sit at the desk in the room, Lucy has mirrors set up at it for guests to fix themselves, well placed for the small amount of light to come on in this darkening winter evening. It's funny, there feels something sinister, dark, unsuspecting, horror-like to the bright blonde wig, neon pink dress and over-the-topness of it all on what is a cold mid-winter evening, threatenings of rain spitting against the window and silhouettes of leafless trees blowing in the wind. A dungeon downstairs being warmed by fire and candlelight, a sissy, his girlfriend, a mistress and a man not currently home.

A touch of uncanny lingers about the air, a sense of temping the world to danger. It’s all just so exciting.

***

"See, didn't I tell you it would be much warmer once the fire and candles were lit? Though just mind, these traps might be a little chilly." I hold my arms up in the air as Lucy attaches leather straps to my wrists, I'm on some sort of raised platform in the center that is cushioned and clearly intended as a large bed-like structure with dungeon aesthetics. She was right though, it is much warmer in here, I can't fault her on that, and as she said, the room has a roaring seductivity to it under the crackle of the fire and the flicker of the candles. "I had no idea that Eliza was going to turn you into such a fantastic bimbo slut, and may I say you do look fantastic." I internally smile, knowing better than to reply, my role is to be a fucktoy and I must not talk unless prompted too. My stomach tingles at the compliment, however. I've never felt so fantastically fuckable, I mean, I have felt fantastically fuckable, there are just different degrees of it aren't there? Different layers, different modes, different ways. It feels so engorging to have these gigantic silicone tits attached to me, I could not control my cock when Eliza put them on me and covered them with the tight pink dress, seeing the big bimbo bags and hard nipples through the fabric made me so hard, I was so happy to see them on myself, it made it a struggle to get myself in the pink chastity lock, but we got there. Admittedly it didn't help that Eliza loves to tease me before locking me away, spanking me, squeezing me, licking me and stroking me. On my feet I have 4 inch high heels, pink of course, as neon pink as the rest of my outfit. My legs are soft, smooth and shaven, but then, when are they not? I'm always a prepared slut. The tight pink dress that contours my body ends far above my knees, the type of dress that if a young girl were to leave the house in their mother would say "And where do you think you're going? That's hardly even a dress, it's a long top!" But Eliza is my only Mommy, and she wants me to be a slut, so who's complaining? She completed the look with the makeup and bimbo wig, the latter of which I was skeptical of at first, admittedly, but it really does fit me well and she attached it perfectly, not to mention to quality, it does feel like real hair! Eliza had never been one to fuck around with good products, I imagine she wants it for future uses and she knows only to buy the best. As for the makeup, I've never worn it like such a whore before! Well, except for my first time crossdressing or sissifying, oh god what an amateur I was. But even then it was just over-generously slapped on in horrifying layers, this is more delicately put on, yes there is an exaggeration of it, but a good whore should be such a way shouldn't she? Big sexy red fuck my mouth lips, long eyelashes that scream 'my eyes exists solely to bat them at you when I look up with your cock in my mouth,' slut-on-the-town eyeshadow and of course sparkly highlighter, which I'm certain is going to catch the candlelight wonderfully, how exciting.

Just as the leather straps are attached three men walk into the firelit dungeon and suddenly I realize why Eliza referred to me as a 'gangbang machine'. That rascal! I recognize one as Ryan by the pictures that were in the house, and I assume the other two are his gym buddies, they certainly are built like it! None of them are comically ripped to the point of bodybuilding stages, but fuck me are they buffed and chiseled! Absolute hunks. I suppose if I'm going to be such a stereotyped cliche of femininity then it only makes sense to have such symbols to be fucking me.

"Boys, this is Alice." Lucy waves towards me. Stood in front of me I now realized she has waved her brown-blonde hair and put red lipstick on, she looks impressively in place in her dungeon and holds her self high as a powerful matriarchal mistress, admiration rushes through me and the want to serve her as best as I can loosen me up.

“And Alice,” continues Eliza, who is sat on an armchair in a corset and suspenders in the corner, happily watching the process, the candlelight flickering on her ominously, “is a little fucking whore. Aren’t you Alice?”

I don't reply to her, but instead, I open my red-lipsticked mouth wide in response, indicating that I am nothing but holes for use. The girls giggle as the boys come over to inspect me, they are dressed respectfully in smart casual pants and shirts, two buttons undone to reveal chest hairs and sculpted pecs. Just before he gets to me Ryan kisses Lucy and she tells him to have fun before retiring to an armchair in another corner to Eliza. So it seems we are the show, these girls are so naughty! I hope I perform well, I wonder if the men are thinking that? I suppose not, they're not the centerpieces. Here I am the hog in the middle of the table, apple in my mouth; eat me up, boys!

They start to grope my body, feeling my ass and spanking it, lifting the dress up to see if anything is underneath. One of them toys my mouth with his finger, running it along my lips and curling it over, putting it inside and spreading moisture around my face, never taking his eyes off of my face the whole time, examining it, pinpointing every part of it, seeing my reactions, do I flinch? How much of an autonomous whore am I? It drives me wild and sends me alive, being so sexually objectified can be so awakening, it sounds so strange to say, but I think I love being a bimbo.

I can feel the precum dripping out of my little cock into my chastity lock already, just the groping hands all over me, examining me, exploring me, searching for where and how to use me. A hand spanks my ass and my body jolts excitedly, with electrified lust disguised as pain.

Use me, fuck, please fucking use me.

Ryan circles me, eyeing me up and down. "What a whore you are." He smiles at me and lightly slaps me on the face, I don't even close my open cock-ready mouth as he does, "A good one. Why don't we lower these arm restraints babe?" He turns to Lucy as he asks the question and she duly walks over, one foot in front of the other, moving her hips side to side with purpose, knowing she is the real master of the dojo. She reaches up and loosens the leather straps, pulling my arms down with them. At first, I thought she was going to take them off, but it doesn't seem so.

“How do you want her?”

“On her knees.” She pushes me down at my shoulder so I get on my knees, She brings my arms behind my back and sets the leather straps at just the right tightness so that they are perpetually trying to pull my wrists upwards, though they can not do so whilst behind my back, the force forces me to keep them tight to my lower back and in position.

I don’t close my mouth the entire time, I’m a good sissy bimbo.

.Once on my knees Ryan unzips his pants and flops his cock out of the hole, he takes two steps towards me until he is at cock length and slaps me round the face with it a few times, making me feel the weight of his masculinity that owns me. The action of doing so makes it grow semi-erect, I can tell that he enjoys being the masculine strength over a bimbo-whore, Lucy maybe the manager of this arena, but he is the star player, the quarterback, he fucks the girls and drinks the beers around here. My role? Well, we've been over that, we know that my role is exactly the one I should be in, it's what I'm best for.

He puts it in my hungry and waiting mouth and I feel it grow inside. He treats me like a whore, exactly what I want, exactly what he wants, I imagine. It's so empowering to sign your power over. He stands there his cock inside, stroking my cheeks and then slapping them, not hard, but not light, just right, just like Little Red Riding Hood's porridge; he's my big bear, my story ends a little differently.

His treating me like a worthless slut makes his cock grow bigger and bigger until engorging until it presses against the back of my throat. I don't flinch, I don't make a sound, I'm a good slut. I don't want to let Eliza down, or Lucy. I want them to be oh so proud of me. I keep my eyes firmly rooted deep in his, looking up at his pleasured facial expressions as he looks down at me almost aghast at my fantastic sluttiness.

Sometimes when I'm sissified I like to imagine myself from the outside looking in, as though I'm a porno. I try to see what others are seeing, it turns me on so much to do so. I think it's one of the greatest turn-ons to be truly outside yourself and seeing yourself objectified; the greatest sex I've ever had throughout my life is with those that know they're allure, innocent girls who know how to play the innocence up, whores who make no qualm about being whores and let you know, you can treat me like a whore. I’m the latter in this scenario. I feel my eyelids unusually weighted with the large fake eyelashes, it’s not a strange feeling, just quite new for me, I picture him looking down at them, my big blue eyes staring back at him, his hard cock in my comically lipsticked face and my gigantic fake tits beneath them, my hands tied beneath my back.

I just scream, use me, use me!

He begins to slowly stroke back and forth, moving his hips slowly but with purpose. My mouth is dripping and dribbling saliva and the back of my throat is tickling with the sensation of cock-tip repeatedly pressing against it. But I'm a good girl and a good deepthroat. Out of my peripheral vision, I can see the other two guys stroking, enjoying watching the use of the bimbo, I wonder when it will be their turn.

My question is answered instantly as Ryan backups, I admire his cock throbbing as it leaves my mouth and he takes a step back. Watching them stand over me with their cocks in hand whilst I’m bound in this dungeon setting ignites me in this moment, unexpectedly, suddenly. It’s like sometimes you just snap into your surroundings, especially when you’re as open and accepting as I am, or Alice, or anyone in this room right now, you kind of take for granted the exciting opportunities you get given. But then, in a snap of a finger, it’s like you’re aware of every creeping second. The crackle of the fire behind me, the precum dripping out of me, the shadows of the jerking men in the candlelight against the wall, the smirking mistresses sat in the background enjoying the performance of hyper-masculinity and the yielding sissy in front of them. Of dominance and submission. My asshole winking with desperate want.

Luke’s friend on the left with blonde hair steps in and does much the same as Luke, slapping his cock over my face and enjoying my degradation into a slutty bimbo. I ensure my mouth is once again as wide as possible and he saves no time in filling it, letting it sit inside whilst it grows and grows until it is pressed firmly against the back of my throat. He makes no motion to moves his hips but instead grabs my hair in his hand and motions for me to fuck him with my mouth, as opposed to him fucking my mouth. Dutifully I oblige.

“I think it’s time for some head down ass up action don’t you boys?” Comes Luke’s voice from the back. The man who I wasn’t introduced to, who’s cock fills my mouth, agrees with a grin. He gets himself into a sitting position on his ass with his legs splayed, forcing my head down with him, not allowing his cock to leave my mouth, indication for me to, as Luke says, have my head down and ass up.

Prime slut position.

My big fake tits cushion me somewhat and allow me a higher natural position than I am used to in such a position, much to Luke's friends' delight as it gives me prime leverage to bob my whore mouth up and down his cock. Behind me, Luke spanks my ass and lifts the pink dress up against my ass where he's greeted by a sparkling jewel where my asshole is.

Oh yeah, did I mention? Of course, we had to have a sparkly pink jeweled buttplug in waiting for my ass to be plugged by cock! Just who do you think I am? An amateur slut?

He slowly pulls it out of me without a word, instead of letting a prolonged groan of pleasure at having my body for use. The kind of 'mmm that looks good' sentiment you'd make when you've had a few drinks out and a waitress walks by with a good looking burger for the next table over.

You just know you want it.

He just knows he wants me. I break my mouth wide open eyes fixated on cock expression momentarily as I catch eyes with Eliza across the room and we share big smiles and a giggle. She knows how much I’m enjoying being an object of desire.

I feel my asshole gape as Luke spreads it and spits all over it, using his thumb to enter into my and keep me open before slapping his hard cock against my hungry hole, easing the tip in with little resistance and taking no time at all to start fucking me.

His friends trade places, it makes no difference to me though, just another hard cock to fill my mouth. I can feel my eyeliner and mascara dripping down in black tears from the deepthroating and it makes me feel alive, sending a wave of electricity through my body and I unconsciously push myself back into Luke’s cock slapping hard against his body as I moan, gargled, cock in mouth.

Luke pushes back hard against me, his hands on my waist. He enjoys the enthusiasm and lets out a deep moan as Lucy remarks on my eagerness from her mistress's seat.

“I told you she’s the best sissy slut you’ll ever see.” Giggled Eliza in reply.

"She really is, the dirty fucking whore." Luke spanks my ass and jolts me further down the cock in my mouth and it hits the back of my throat with its tasty smooth tip. Have you ever been filled in such a way? So tears are dripping out of your eyes, precum out of your cock, sissy juices out of your asshole? It's so fucking glorious, my body feels so warm and so brimming with lustful sluttiness that spills over my whole being with a hot tingle. I feel like I'm being filled with hot piping hard fucksticks of happiness that take me to a place of bliss, a dissociative state where nothing matters but filling the pot of sexual needs to the brim until it overflows into a flood of orgasm only to be filled again, and again, and again. You do it too, don't you? Edge over and over bringing yourself so close to orgasm that you reach the precipice of collapsing over and over but never let it come until finally you cum and you melt away for what feels like a momentary eternity.

That’s how I feel right now. It reaches the edge and steps right off right as Luke slams his cock in me hard, his grip tight on my asscheeks, two cocks in front of me throbbing, rubbing themselves on my tear and covered face as one lets out a deep moan and throws his head back, hot white cum seeping out of his cock onto my face becoming one with my make up. What a whore I am. He rubs it all over me and I rub my face back like a cat marking its owner, only it’s my owners marking me with their hot jizz.

Luke's other friend cums too, the two of them moaning in ecstasy together. His cum, however, doesn't seep out but shoots out eagerly, wanting desperately to splatter my face and mark it his. He slows down momentarily then shudders as his jerks with speed, plastering me with cum and getting it in my hair.

A familiar feeling enters my whore asshole too as Luke spanks my body hard, pulling at my skin and flesh as he thumps by slut ass into his body and dumps his hot load inside me. It pours and pours out like a drug into me, making me feel like such a hot little whore in my bimbo outfit. I push back hard against him and take it as deep as I can, my eyes rolling into the back of my head as I look up at Eliza to see her biting her lip and rubbing her pussy to the performance she’s being given.

“I need more.” I groan. “More fucking cum, fuck.”

“There is no more baby, maybe another day.” Giggles Eliza.

“I think we can arrange that.” Chimes in Lucy.

I collapse, cum dripping out of my asshole and off of my face, daydreaming of more cocks to cum.

I love being a bimbo sissy.









































More by Jenny
















Exposed Series:

Caught in my Girlfriends Panties

Caught in my Wife’s Panties

Caught in the Secretary’s Skirt

Caught in the Girls Locker Room (Coming Soon!)
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Being a Girl (A Sissy Erotica) Series:

Vol. 1: Girl of the House

Vol. 2: Girl of the Office

Vol. 3: Girl of the Dorm

Vol. 4: Girl of the Holiday

Being a Girl Collection
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Used Sissy Series:

Vol. 1: Girl for the In-Laws

Vol. 2: Girl for the Neighbors

Vol. 3: Girl for the Dungeon

Vol.4: Girl for the Girlfriend

Used Sissy Collection
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Sissy Season:

Spring

Summer

Fall

Winter

[image: ]

And make sure you don’t miss anything new by following on Amazon!
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