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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.


More by Jenny

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

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

Sissy Season:

Spring

Summer

Autumn (Coming Soon!)

Winter (Coming Soon!)

OEBPS/image_rsrcEU.jpg






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




