

Copyright © 2020 Jenny Sparks

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of quotations in a book review.

Any characters or events depicted are figments of the author's imagination, any likeness to any real-life persons are purely coincidental.

All sexual scenes are depicted between adults (18+) who are not related.


About Jenny Sparks 
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Part One: Her Little Sissy

∞∞∞

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.


Part 2: Their 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 Alice 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 Alice 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 Alice.

“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














































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
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Exposed Collection




Caught in my Girlfriend's Panties

Caught in my Wife's Panties

Caught in the Secretary’s Panties (Coming Soon!)

Caught in the Girls Locker Room (Coming Soon!)
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And make sure you don’t miss anything new by following on Amazon! 


OEBPS/image_rsrcFZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcG0.jpg
Bestselling Tr:





OEBPS/image_rsrcFX.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcFY.jpg
A SISSY EROTICA BY





OEBPS/image_rsrcG1.jpg





