

Contents

Copyright © 2021 Jenny Sparks

About Jenny Sparks 

Caught Bundle

Caught in my Girlfriends Panties 

Caught in the Secretaries Skirt

Caught in my Wife’s Panties

Used Sissy Collection 

Girl for the In-Laws

Girl for the Neighbors

Girl for the Dungeon

Girl for the Girlfriend

Sissy Season Collection

Sissy Season: Spring

Sissy Season: Summer

Sissy Season: Fall

Sissy Season: Winter


Copyright © 2021 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 

Nothing turns Jenny Sparks on more than naughty gender non-conforming fun, full of gaping assholes, dribbling spit, and sissification.

Never should we be afraid of exploring different roles, it’s all just an act, it’s all just a performance, and we should all be free to perform as we wish.

So wear Caesar's clothes.

Make sure you follow on AMAZON to not miss anything new!


Caught Bundle


Caught in my Girlfriends Panties 

Have you ever tried on a cute pair of panties before? Some nice blue ones, maybe, maybe even racy lace. I can't get enough of it, I can't get enough of putting my girlfriends' clothes on when she's not home. The touch of a silk nightgown against my skin, the way it perches on top of my erect cock. How delicate I feel in a pleated skirt and crop top, my whole being changes when I'm in her clothes. I guess it's true what they say about wearing the emperor's clothes.

Practicing all sorts of poses in the mirror I twist and contort, stick my ass out and curve my back. Standing up I pivot on one foot, turn to my side, I grab my ass cheek as though I'm being manhandled, I pull at it, I imagine what it must be to be groped and taken, to be lusted over like a gorgeous little bimbo.

I'm wearing a red silk thong of hers, my cock is tucked away in the triangular front; it feels like so good, why don't men get to wear such smooth delicate fabrics to caress our skin? I feel so dainty, so naughty. The g-string is slid through my ass cheeks, I feel so vulnerably naked when I'm in these and it feels incredible, the g-string giving my asshole a light massage, the shape of the thong accentuating my hips when I pull them up.

I've never felt like a manly man, I've never been a jock or a football player. I never really knew what I wanted to be until I started wearing Ellie's clothes one day. Why did I start wearing them? Truthfully, I have no idea. It just sprung into my mind, and before long, my cock was sprung at the experience, and now I'm strung out on the high of being a little slut. Performing for myself in her bedroom mirror

"You're a dirty little girl," I tell myself, imagining someone saying it to me. On my knees I slide my little cock out of the front of the silk g-string and start stroking, pinching my nipples with my other hand. Watching myself in the mirror I don't think that I look particularly manly, I think I pass as an itty-bitty-titty girl quite well. I have shoulder length brunette hair and a soft face. I turn around still on my knees, I push them out, keeping my toes together still, and put my palms forward to rest on, I look over my shoulder and feel the precum drip out of my cock at the sight.

Fuck I make such a good girl.

My waist is skinny, I arch my lower back to accentuate just how skinny it is, the effect being my pushed out ass creating the shape of female curves. I bring my chest down to the ground with my head pressed against it. I imagine that there's some man behind me, he's squeezing my ass cheeks as I present them in the air like a cat in heat, he's toying with my hole; and most importantly, his cock is rock fucking hard for me.

That's what I want, I want to be a good performer. I want to be a good girl. I want to know I can turn a big fucking cock on, make it rock solid, make it so hard that the possessor can not resist stroking it to the sight of me being a dirty girl.

Do you know what I mean? It can just be so tiring trying to be a boy all the time. Why must I stand a certain way, sit a certain way, act a certain way, talk a certain way? It's all a performance, and fuck do I love performing.

I want a man to make a girl of me.

I start jerking my cock. The imaginary man behind me is pulling my g-string to the side and slapping his big huge dick against my asshole, spreading my asscheeks with the other hand.

"Yeah, you're a dirty little girl. Mm, look at that ass, that little waist." I moan to myself, pretending it's the imaginary man behind me. My asshole is winking and loosening, desperate to be entered. I suck on my fingers and spit on them and then reach behind, massaging my asshole gently as I play with my cock. I slide a finger in, fuck it feels so good. Jerking harder and faster I picture myself being fucked from behind, his hands are on my little waist, he's telling me what a cute little sissy I am. He's making use of me. I always knew my little frame, my wider-than-most hips, my long hair, my little cock, I always knew it was with good reason.

Ever since I’ve been trying Ellie’s clothes on I feel like I’ve unlocked another version of myself. A version that walks elegantly, one that likes to wear her silk nightgowns and just squirm about in bed feeling the fabric against my skin. I don’t want to groan and grunt, I want to softly moan and squeak.

And that's exactly what I do as I feel climax reaching me, my finger in my ass and my cheek pressed against the floor, I arch my back as much as I possibly can; I like to feel like I'm in the sluttiest girly position possible as I shoot my loads.

"Fuck me, yes, cum you little sissy slut. You're such a good little whore. Yes, I'm going to cum." My imaginary man is cumming deep into my ass as I cum all over my hand and Ellie's little silk panties.

Fuck, that’s an amazing feeling. I take off the silk g-string and bury it at the bottom of the washing, it’s my turn to do washing this week and I’m going to do it tomorrow, she’ll never know.

Feeling exhausted but not yet wanting to return to my normality I put on a comfortably little pair of pink panties and a lace crop top that Ellie wears to bed. Her bed is so soft, silk covers and full of pink plushies and teddies. I squirm around in and enjoy the comfort, enjoy the release of being a girl for a while, whilst I'm alone. She works late at a restaurant and won't be back until around 11 pm, although I'm fairly sure her father will be home somewhen in the next few hours, but I have time. I've never been caught and don't plan to.

I can’t help but to run my hand all over my body whilst in her bed, I feel so free, so feminine. The sensation of little panties in my ass cheeks and with my cock tucked in is so much different than any men’s underwear, it truly is a treat. I lay and picture myself with men, the different kinds of men I would want to be with. The different outfits I could wear, seducing them, fucking them, loving them. Or maybe I can come out to Ellie and be one of the girls as well as her boyfriend, I would love to dress up with her.

It must be around 5 pm, the light outside is dimming through the curtains and I feel sleepiness coming on after the exhaustion of my fantastic wank session.

I’ll close my eyes for just a moment.

###

FUCK, that’s her Dad, he’s a real hardass, even makes me call him Mr. Jones. How long did I fall asleep for? I scamper to get up, I need to get dressed, put my own clothes on. He can’t find me like this!

Stood in a panic in the middle of the room I quickly realize I should have just stayed under the covers, pretended to be asleep and waited until I could feel safe he wouldn't check into the room. Mr. Jones always comes to say hello, he's never sure of anyone's schedules or who's home when.

So why the fuck am I stood here like a deer in headlights?

It’s too late, There it is, his signature three light taps of the knuckle on the door.

“Anyone home? I’m coming in.”

The door handle turns, the door begins opening. Why am I standing here like I'm frozen? Fuck, because I am frozen, I've never panicked like this before. Right before the door is fully opened and he enters the room I suddenly regain my senses and run for the bed to get under the covers, but it's too late.

“What the fuck is going on?” He doesn’t shout it, but he doesn’t say it calmly either. There’s a mixture of confusion, anger, and disbelief. All breath leaves me as I turn around to face my consequences. “Are those? Is that? Are you fucking serious George? Those are Ellie’s aren’t they.”

"Yes, sir." I hang on my head. Here I stand in a pair of little pink panties, my cock tucked inside, the little bulge pushing out the text that says 'Princess' on the front of them. A small lace-line crop-top that Ellie quite often wears to bed shows quite how small and dainty I am, I never wash a big boy and girls' clothing really accentuates that, it fits me so well. I feel so feminine and helpless in front of Mr. Jones.

“Go to the front room, right fucking now.” It takes a moment to register his words, surely he doesn’t want me to leave the room like this? I assume he would want me to get dressed first.

“Yes, Mr. Jones, sir. I’m sorry okay, I ju-”

“I don’t want to hear any excuses, look at you, like a little fucking slut. What were you waiting for, the class jock to turn up and climb through the window and make your teen girl dreams come true? For fuck’s sake, George. Now go to the front fucking room.”

“Yes, sir.” I go to get my own clothes but he tells me not to bother, and to move my ass as it is. He follows me down the hallway to the front room.

"Tight little ass in those panties haven't you? Feel like a naughty girl walking through the hallway in them, do you? Is that what you wanted?"

Well actually, kind of. A part of me feels the excitement in my little panties walking through the house, his eyes on me. Though reality snaps back and I realize I'm about to get the punishment from hell; I've been watching too much porn if I think this goes any other way.

He sits in his large armchair and orders me to stand in front of him, I do. I assume he's trying to embarrass me, but at this point it's difficult to feel embarrassed, I'm just rolling with the punches.

“Turn around, twirl for me. Like a good little girl.” I do as he tells me, doing a little spin on the spot. “Ellie’s clothes fit you well it turns out, don’t they? A really little girl you are. Well, if that’s how you want to be then I will treat you as such. Bend over my knee now, I’m going to spank some fucking sense into you.

Oh my god. What if this turns me on? I mean, in a normal situation, if I was in normal clothing, this would all be a bit strange. But whilst I'm wearing girly panties and clothes none of this feels, well, normal or every day. I feel different,

I bend over my knee and the sensation of being so small and vulnerable strikes me again. Mr. Jones is a big man, he rests his palm lightly on my ass cheek as though resting a finger on a trigger before firing and I’m alerted to how large a hand he has compared to my little body.

“Act like a naughty little slut, get punished like a naughty little slut.” His hand raises, and,

SPANK

His hand comes down hard and I feel my ass cheek redden.

“You’re a filthy little fucker. You want to play around and act like a little slut then you will be treated like one. A little slut, that’s what you are. What are you?”

SPANK

His hand comes down again before I can answer, I feel the warmth of my reddening ass again.

“I’m a little slut, Mr. Jones, sir.”

Fuck, does he have any idea that I enjoy saying that? Why else would I be in those little panties, I want to be a little slut. I close my eyes ready for the next spank, I’m beginning to enjoy the situation and know I have to try my hardest to not let on, a moan could so easily slip out of my mouth whilst I am bent over his knee, dressed like a slutty girl, having my ass spanked.

SPANK

There it is, fuck. I nearly moaned, I disguised it as a gasp, it was a gasp of pleasure but hopefully, he can't tell. Who knows what will happen to me if he realizes I enjoy this punishment? Spank me again Daddy.

SPANK

His hand comes down on me and this time I let out a little moan. Shit. He pauses before speaking, clearly trying to figure out what just happened.

"Oh you little slut, you're enjoying this, aren't you? You really are such a little sissy. I should have known, ever since Stacey first brought you home I thought there was something different about you."

SPANK

I let out an even bigger moan, there’s no point pretending.

“Mmm, you like that, don’t you?”

Wait, what? That's when I realize, he's hard! There's a large solid bulge puking into me through his trousers, he's enjoying this just as much as I am! I move my arm, a small nudge to see if I can feel whether that really is his cock or not, I'm certain it is. And it really is hard as a fucking rock!

“Well since you like this punishment so much then maybe I will have to punish your sissy ass another way.”

Is he going to fuck me?

“Get up.”

Wait, maybe I can get myself out of this? I have no idea if he wants to fuck me, but his cock says he does. I stand up but then get on my knees in front of him.

“Mr. Jones.”

“What are you doing George?”

I look up at him with doll-like fuck me eyes and reach a hand forward to rub his cock through his pants. "Do I make a good girl? A pretty girl? You did say that I'm going to dress like a slut then I should get punished like a slut, what if I dress like a slut then that means I am a slut and what if I act like a slut?"

I feel his cock twitch and hold back a smile. It’s working. Only one problem, I’ve never even sucked a cock before, I have no idea what I’m doing! But that’s kind of exciting too.

He smiles at me, some sort of sinister, knowing smile, a smile I can’t place my finger on. Did he plan for this?

"Like I said George, I always knew something was different about you when Ellie brought you home. Or should I be calling you Georgie? And yes, you do have a tight little ass, watching those panties ride between your ass cheeks as you walked down the hallway was tempting." He reaches a hand out and places a big thumb in my mouth, I suck it as obediently and diligently. "You are a cock-hungry sissy, aren't you? Does Ellie know this about you?"

"She knows what she has to know," I reply, as do you, Mr. Jones.

I unbutton and unzip his pants and whip his cock out, it’s thick and heavy, nothing like my cute little girl-dick that can tuck away in panties. This is a real cock. I always did wonder, in all my years of masturbating, what it would be like to look down and hold a thick, veiny, big-tipped, masculine cock like this in my hands. I guess I know now, it feels powerful, it feels so large in my small hands, it feels like a weapon. I start stroking it and I’m blown away by how much there is to stroke, it’s so much more fun like this!

“Mr. Jones. Your cock is massive.”

“Call me Daddy from here, George.” He tells me, “You’re never marrying my daughter so it’ll be your only ever opportunity.” He adds with a laugh,

“Yes, Daddy.” I’ve never called a man that before and the submissiveness of it surges through me, I feel like such a naughty slut.

I lean forward and put the tip in my mouth, it's so large in there. But so smooth too, I spread precum around it along with my saliva and marvel at the fantastic feeling of my tongue on the head of his cock. I try to picture the times I've had my cock sucked, what made it good and how I can emulate that; but no girl ever had so much to work with when sucking my cock! My hand instinctively starts stroking the shaft whilst my tongue works his head. This seems to work as he throws his head back and moans.

"Fuck, that's good. You naughty little fucking whore. I can't believe my daughters' boyfriend is sucking my cock, such a sissy boy. Maybe we should keep you around."

I smile, it feels good to be praised and told I’m doing a good job.

“Thank you, Daddy.”

"But why don't you try to go a bit deeper now." It's more of a statement, or an order, than a question. Backed up by his hands which take the back of my head and push down, "Open wide, no teeth." I open as wide as I can and he presses my head down until the tip of his cock is pressed against the back of my throat. I can feel it twitch, I feel precum drip out, though that maybe my saliva dripping, it's hard to tell like this, it all combines, bodily fluids and liquids. He pulls my head back up and I gasp for air at the top, realizing that I didn't breath whilst he was deep in my mouth.

“You amateur,” he laughs, “don’t forget to breathe. You have a nose you know.”

I can do this. I want to prove him wrong, I can be a professional sissy slut. I take his cock in both hands and without needing any prompting or pushing from him I open my mouth as wide as I can and engorge his cock in my wet slobbering mouth. Even when the tip is pressed firmly against my throat I try my best to go deeper, as deep as I can. My gag reflex threatens to trigger but I try with every bit of self-control I can to restrain it. I look up with determined eyes and catch his gaze, he looks shocked.

“Fuck me.” He moans. “Fucking hell, you fucking slut.”

I moan freely, making as much noise as possible whilst my mouth is filled with big Daddy cock. I can feel the precum leaking from me into Ellie's panties and I arch my back, imagining someone was behind me fucking my tight little sissy hole whilst my mouth is full of cock.

Still, I try to take it deeper, proving to him I can be the best little cock sucker. My eyes are red and watering, saliva is dripping from my mouth onto his pants, leaving little wet dark spots. I keep moaning, I can't stop. My whole body is screaming to be fucked and adrenaline is pulsing through me.

Turns out I make a great girl.

Finally, I pull his cock out of my mouth and with it comes a sloppy concoction of saliva and precum, I use it to jerk his cock and enjoy the wet and moist sound.

“Did I do good, Daddy?”

“I think you know you did.”

“Will you use me?”

I think it's safe to say there's no way that he will punish me the traditional way now, he won't tell anyone that this has happened, this is our secret now. So why wouldn't he fuck me? He doesn't reply to me but instead, he puts a hand on my throat and stands up, bringing me with him. I feel so small and weak, it's so exhilarating.

Standing here in my girlfriend's parents' front room, his big cock poking me. My little cock dripping precum into my girlfriends' pink panties. My face covered in spit and precum, his hand on my throat. My lips parted, my eyes fixated on him.

“I’m going to make you into a real slut now.” His hand tightens, I feel his strength, I feel his dominance, it makes me cock rush with energy, it makes me feel so empowered in powerlessness; he can do anything he wants to do to me right now. He spins us around and pushes me down on the sofa, I spread and lift my legs; I’ve never been in this position during sex before, the passive one being fucked and I feel so excited. My sissy hole is practically throbbing with desperation, I can feel how loose it is. Sometimes when Ellie isn’t home I would use her small vibrator in my ass but I’ve never had a cock before, let alone a big one and the anticipation is thrilling, though I am a little bit nervous.

He pulls the panties to the side and lines up the tip of his cock on my asshole.

“You’ve got a tight little asshole.” He acknowledges, “I don’t think you’re going to be able to take my cock.”

“I want it,” I moan, enjoying the sensation of his cock lightly pressing and rubbing against my hole, “I want it so bad, I’m loose for you I promise Daddy.”

“Are you an anal virgin?”

“Yes, Daddy, it’s yours to take.”

My eyes were closed as I focused on the sensation of his cock rubbing me but I open them to his mischievously smiling face, his slides the tip-in with a little pop and my eyes widen.

Holy fuck.

It would be bullshit to try and say that it didn’t hurt a little bit, I mean nothing that thick has ever entered me before. But it was a good pain, does that make sense? Like hot wax dripping on your skin, if you’ve ever tried that. Or like a spank, a choke. It felt dominating, the pain was mixed in with ecstatic pleasure and the two mingled so that I could not tell either apart.

Slowly he slides every inch of his fat cock in my hungry asshole until all of it is in me. My breathing is so heavy now, my eyes are widened in shock and ecstasy. I never knew it would feel this good, I never thought I would be in so much paradise. If I knew to take a big Daddy cock felt like this then I would have done it years ago, I would have thrown out my whole wardrobe and invested in dresses and lingerie.

I manage to squeak out some words from my sissified mouth.

“Am I a good girl, Daddy?” This question makes him groan loudly, as he moves his hip backwards to line up for another push, his fucking is slow and rhythmic, enjoying how grippingly tight my asshole is on his cock.

He likes it when I talk dirty, when I talk about him being his little slut.

“I’m all yours Daddy, I’m your little slut. Fill my tight sissy hole, fuck it.”

“Fuuuuck.” He groans loudly, he has one hand on my chest, squeezing my through the little lace crop top, he’s really enjoying making a girl of me.

I can feel his cock throbbing inside of me and can tell he’s so close to cumming already, he’s so excited.

"Are you going to cum inside me, Daddy? Your little sissy girl, cum deep inside of me. Make a girl of me, breed me. I deserve it for being a naughty girl and wearing Ellie's panties. Don't I?"

“Mmm, you do, you little whore.” His hand on my chest squeezes tighter and he closes his eyes as he starts thrusting so that his tip edges around the entrance of hole with each pull back before pushing his long fat cock all the way in me again. I moan with him each time, my voice squealing and squeaking; I’ve entirely lost my male voice now.

I’m a sissy girl.

“Cum in me Daddy. Deep, please.” I moan. My whole body is electrified, I feel so used, so sexy, so dominated. I want his seed. “Oh fuck, yes right there.” He starts thrusting in a way that hits my spot and it awakens me inside, it’s like a floating on a fuzzy cloud and I start fucking him back, grinding as best as I can with his thrusts. “Right there Daddy, right there.”

“Fuck, I’m going to cum.”

“Yes, yes, yes, me too.”

He slides his cock out and pushes back in, I push my body against his and the built-up sensation in my groin unleashes like a knot being pulled out.

“Oh my God, fuuuck.” My cock starts squirting out cum even though it hasn’t been touched, I’ve never done that before. The feeling seeps all through me and I lay back in bliss, feeling the orgasm pump through my veins. My body twitches and convulses sporadically as I feel him pumping his hot loads into me.

"Fuck, it's so warm," I mutter through my orgasmic breath. I can feel his cock thickening and shooting with each release of his orgasm. His hand tight on my chest as he's squeezing me, owning me, releasing in me.

He pulls out, moaning, something about that being amazing and me being a good girl, but I barely hear, I’m lost in heaven. I’m a good girl. I can feel the cum leaking out of my asshole and it’s hot, I love it.

I guess I’m my girlfriend's dad's sissy now, but at least I’m not in trouble!

The End.


Caught in the Secretaries Skirt

I suppose I better get ready and meet the others.

Business trips have never been my thing really; the forced banter, the cheesy ‘team-building’ exercises, the only thing they really have going for them is the expenses paid for on business accounts.

Does anyone ever really enjoy business trips with co-workers? It would be fine if it was just me, but I never really feel myself around them! That's the thing about colleagues, it's very rare you find one that you can be your out of work self with, there's always hiding to be done! Laugh at the wrong joke, make the wrong kind of dirty comment, speak about the wrong kind of hobby and that's it! You're outed, they know you're the office weirdo. But I bet everyone's a weirdo really, no actually, I know everyone's a weirdo. I mean all my friends are, I bet you probably are, I am, weirdos make the world go round! In fact, I say we're the normal ones, it's the suited and booted office freaks that don't seem to have any interests or life outside of work that are the weirdos! What do they live for?

I'm always curious about what my higher-ups are into, for example. I bet they're dirty fuckers--you always see on the news stories of CEOs and executives up to dirty games, don't we? I have no problems with that, I'm up to dirty games every weekend I can, and I spend the weekdays thinking about the dirty games up and coming! Just for some reason when someone is in power, we like to pretend they don't have perversions just like the rest of us. Maybe it scares us what can happen when someone has power and perversions.

Mr. Johnson, for example, that's my boss. I'm on this business trip to London with him and his secretary. I wonder what he's like on the weekends after he's had a couple of high ball whiskeys with the boys what does he get up to? He's married, perhaps he and his wife like to attend large ballroom mansion parties where everyone wears Venetian masks and fucks at the end, do those things really happen? I'm not sure. I do know one thing for sure, I bet he doesn't have the same perversions as me. I like to dress up like a girl and be fucked.

It's so freeing being a girl, being a woman, a slut, a cutie-pie, a sweetie, a dame, how about the innocent girl next door? Or the whore down the street. It's so fun to pretend, to roleplay, to let yourself go from the stinkingly boring role of a male, grunting and spunking away without any sense of performance. To be a woman is to perform, Any well-read feminist will tell you gender is simply a performance; masculinity and femininity, some will have you believe that it's innate to our DNA, but give me one evening with a pair of high heels, a sexy dress, and your cock and I will show you how I perform feminity better than the best of them. Have you ever tried it? Perhaps you should, all men should try it, and all women should encourage their men to try it. Everyone just switch roles and accept what this all is, a big stage performance, but let's choose roles and have some fucking fun playing them!

But back to Mr. Johnson. I suppose he doesn't play by those kinds of rules, a strict hair slicked back suited and booted with the folded handkerchief in the blazer pocket to match kind of fella like that, in such a position of power. I bet he's disgusted by the idea of men acting like girls. Each to his own! But I'd rather not have to spend a weekend with him, he probably wants to go to whiskey bars and discuss clients; I mean, I enjoy whiskey, and I partly enjoy my job, it's just being with someone so stiff in their role, it can stiffen you in yours too, even if you didn't ask for that particular one.

Anyway, I guess I should bring you to the matter of hand and why all these questions and thoughts are racing through my mind right now. Mr. Johnson and his secretary Claire went straight for dinner and some drinks in town, I, however, told them I would catch up with them, that after the flight I needed a nap and a shower. They caught some winks of sleep on the plane and I didn't so they didn't think much about my excuse. But, an excuse is exactly what it was, I just didn't want dinner with them.

So we all dropped our bags off and the young lad working front of desk got our bags taken to our rooms for us, I insisted that I could take mine myself, I always do, but Mr. Johnson is the kind that likes things done for him, you know the kind of man. There is something kind of sexy about it I have to admit, perhaps I'm a slave to my own want of not bothering people. After all, he's the one probably flirting with gorgeous women in a trendy London bar right now! Or perhaps he's not and he's trying to bring Claire back to his hotel room tonight. He is married though so I suppose… Oh, I need to stop thinking about him! I think I have to admit to myself that I do find him kind of attractive, handsome stubble, gorgeous brown hamster eyes that melt the soul, yet all the while retaining a strong hunter's glare. He's always so well-groomed, keeps in shape and smells great! A man like him always has a great aftershave.

So the bags got dropped into our rooms, I showered and went to get my clothes out and, well. Here I stand with an arch in my back admiring my ass in Claire’s secretary skirt. Fuck and it fits so well! Turns out we’re about the same size. And you would not believe what else she brought on the business trip, she has a vibrator in there! A fucking vibrator on the business weekend! I let the lace lingerie pass, I mean don’t we all want to feel sexy always? But the toy, dirty girl…

I know I shouldn’t have, I know I should have seen it was her suitcase and went straight to the front desk to report the issue and get mine from her room, but, I just couldn’t help myself… I wanted to smell her clothes, touch her clothes, feel them, wear them. Not out of erotic lust for her, I just, sometimes I feel like a small girl finding her mother's make up. She knows she shouldn't play with it and put it on, but it feels so great to try and be a woman!

I continue rummaging through the suitcase with fevered excitement. I know I shouldn’t, I know it’s an invasion of privacy, but it’s just so naughty. The fact I shouldn’t be doing it only raises my heart rate and courses the blood through my veins quicker, it only further the throbbing boner between my legs right now, pushing against the tartan patterned skirt. I pull out a pair of tights and rub my face against them feeling the soft seductive fabric. I’ve always enjoyed the smooth tightness that tights give legs and it excites me to smell the fabric and bathe in its femininity.

Finding the black lace bralette that matches the underwear a thought comes to mind and I throw it a shrug and a ‘why the fuck not’. I mean really, why the fuck not? Okay, so there’s a lot of reasons not to, but that’s no fun, is it? Besides, they’re probably still halfway through ordering their dinner right now!

But fuck if it isn’t a slippery slope, a snowball into bigger ideas. Just like there’s never just ‘one more drink’ for the evening, and whenever I say this is the video I’m going to cum to I always browse so much more! I’m just a person of lust and fun, and looking at myself in the mirror with Claire’s skirt on, the tights running smoothly up my legs into the hidden lace panties that tuck my cock away, and the black lace bralette framing my rather petite body, I can only stare wantonly at my feminine facade in the reflection of the hotel room mirror.

It’s just so freeing. I suddenly feel like I can bend and twist, turn on one foot or curve my back. Lick my fingers seductively or twirl on the spot. It’s just all a fantastic performance when I wear these clothes, and if I say so myself, I think I could pull easily.

I trace a finger down my white cpale skin, over my rib cage and to my hips where the skirt sits delightfully.

Being in the hyper-masculine corporate American workplace I can sometimes be teased about my hair, which sits around my shoulders, it's all just good laughs and we all tease each other, but it gives me an extra smile inside when I know deep down that moments like these are exactly why I grow my hair long. Some of the girls around the office often ask about my eyebrows, 'oh come on Brendan there's no way they're natural, just admit you pluck them!' I never do admit, but I do. I like to keep trim and feminine, smoothly seductive.

Angling my head down and looking at myself upwards in the mirror I find myself groping my ass and wishing that I was being taken like the little fuckdoll I am, and that's when the urge really hits me.

I want to go out. I want to walk in front of a guy and swag my hips, know he’s watching my ass, not knowing there’s a cock tucked away. I want to bite my lip as I stare into the eyes of a man walking past me, knowing he will go home horny and lustful because of it. I want to be a seductress. Fuck, where is this urge coming from? It’s so dangerous.

Fuck it, I’m going to do it. I mean London’s so big what are the odds of seeing the other two?

I put on the white blouse shirt that goes with the outfit, as well as Claire's smart casual blazer that indents at the waist to accentuate my figure. Finding her makeup bag I slap on some sexy red lipstick, mascara, and eyeliner; I've done that many times before. What a joy, I love the ritual of it, I love the ritual of becoming a woman, getting ready to go out. I've always been so jealous of my girlfriend when I'm sat there in pants and shirt ready to go and they get to doll themselves up. I'm sure it's a drag for them, maybe, but it's oh so exciting for me.

Checking the mirror, admiring my slim physique, dressed like a cute secretary, my make-up on and my hair wavy and pretty, I leave the hotel room, my heart jumping as I do and my cock tingling with naughty anticipation.

Here I go.

***

The air isn’t cold out, perhaps a little brisker than what it has been at home. We’re still on the tail end of summer however and I feel no need for a jacket. Barely a few steps out of the hotel I have sudden doubts, I mean, why wouldn’t you? This is absolutely crazy when I think about it, so I try not to think about it, I just try to feel.

And the feeling? It’s wonderful, it’s freeing, it’s dirty, it’s fun, it’s explorative.

A confession: I've never actually been in public in women's clothes before. I've been a sissy, a trap, a cockslut, a crossdresser, call it what you will! But I've never been outside, and what better time to do it than in another country? I just hope the headscarf keeps me somewhat disguised, it feels a little bit of an old fashioned thing to wear, and looking like a granny isn't exactly my style, but I think the rest of the outfit is perfectly enticing! Claire does have great taste.

Walking along the street of the hotel and deciding where to go--because of course when you make such a crazy choice as I’m making now you never get as far as planning where to go--I pay attention to the sensation of a small brisk breeze blowing against my legs, feeling it under my tight tartan skirt. It sends a tingle through me, nature whisking through the fabric to remind me of my dirty decision.

The heels are no match for me, I’ve worn plenty of heels, and I swagger down the street with confidence, my hips moving side to side as good as any streetwalking whore. If I drove past me right now, I’d honk, that’s for sure.

Looking up with a smile I realize I need to embrace this moment with no fear and I stride along, I feel so gorgeous, my hands in the blazer jacket and the warm night air on my face, my cock tucked away in lace lingerie and the blouse shirt unbuttoned seductively. If it wasn't for the fact that I have to be back before the other two so that we can swap the suitcases back then I would even try to pull tonight!

A man in perhaps his early 30’s walks towards me in the street, he looks smart. Black jeans, white shirt, brown Oxford boots; I do like these English men. His hair is in an attractive pompadour, not too tight and strict though, it looks like he’s ran his hand through it through the day, that’s hot. He looks up from his phone as he walks towards me and I shoot him a smile, he smiles back. I give him a light air kiss and seductive eyes and walk on giggling to myself, his face was one of shock and wonder. It's such a shame, being a man I know what such public acts do to them, but they don't get it often enough. He's going home feeling a million bucks I bet. Me too though, it feels so sexy to elicit a response like that, to stop them in the street. Benefits of being feminine and cute.

I wonder if he's watching my ass behind me. Oh, nevermind that! There's a street with bars full of outside tables of drinkers enjoying the warm early evening. My head fills with the foggy desire to be desired, slutty lustful wanting of hands groping and eyes undressing. I speed my walk up in excitement before reminding myself to calm down and slow down. Accentuate the hips, work the heels, they have no idea there's a cock tucked away. They want to unbutton your blouse, they want to lift your skirt, ha! I bet they would still fuck me when they see my cock too. Men think they want females, but they just want feminine. Which when you think about it, it is quite a profound realization of gender and sex. They just want a hot slut to tease them, to bend over for them, to wear something sexy for them, for them to own, for their hands to possess and their cocks to impale.

Well boys, why not me? I say internally as I confidently click-clack my high heels down the street, taking note in my peripheral of the men who turn their heads at m- Fuck!

I turn on my heels, quick. That’s Mr. Johnson and Claire, they’re sitting in the window of a bar looking out at the street and he definitely made eye contact with me.

Maybe he won’t notice it was me, no, there is no way he would EVER think that was me. Why would he? That’s absurd.

I have to go back to the hotel, I know for sure. This is a lot of anxiety, that was so risky, how could I do that? I'm wearing Claire's work clothes for fuck's sake! Fuck this is dirty, I'm a filthy fucker. I'm exposed now.

No, no I can’t be. He wouldn’t have thought it was me.

Fuck I don't know, I need to stop panicking and get back though. This can still be righted, I'll take the makeup and the clothes off, put them away, and get the hotel to swap the bags.

***

When I get back I rush through the hotel lobby with my head down. I felt safe leaving it, the front desk will have only seen the back of my head, but suddenly it seems a lot riskier entering the foyer, but I get past the desk and to the elevator.

The first thing I do when I get back is head to the en-suite to remove my make-up, but just as I grab a towel my heart jumps.

"So this is the Brendan that we've employed for so many years now, is it?" I turn in sudden shock, that's Mr. Johnson's voice. What is he doing in my hotel room? Oh who am I kidding, he saw straight through me earlier, he must have followed me. He walks into my room without an invite, "You know there's probably some large punishments for going through a staff member's possessions and, well, I'm not sure what this," he motions at me, waving his hand up and down, indicating my wearing of Stacey's clothes, "would even come under in the guidelines. Especially my own secretary's clothes, you think I wouldn't notice? I've seen her in that exact skirt so many times. I've always enjoyed that one." He stands up and I notice him loosening his tie as he walks towards me. I'm completely frozen on the spot like a deer in headlights; this is my boss, there is no getting out of this one.

Being in the only bit of light in the room I do feel like a deer in headlights too, or perhaps more a criminal in a policeman's torchlight, just earlier I felt like a pornstar in the stage lights, it felt all so naughty, a different kind of naughty.

He walks towards me and circles me, I feel like a piece of prey in its predator's sights, his claws are ready to pounce. Am I going to lose my job? Will he embarrass me in front of the whole office? The possibilities race through my mind but I can’t decide which option I like the least.  His finger traces me, it catches me unsuspecting. The gentle tip of his authoritative finger trails around my body as he circles me as though I’m a freshly polished sports car that he’s considering buying.

“You do wear it just as well though, Brendan. You did have me fooled at first.”

Wait, what?

“But that doesn’t mean you don’t deserve punishment, we can’t just let acts like this go unnoticed in the workplace can we?” He puts his hand on the back of my throat and pushes me out onto the balcony. I feel like I’ve lost autonomy of myself as he positions me where he wants me, places my hands on the railings and pushes on my upper back to bend me over. I have to do as he wants if I want to keep my job, I presume. And besides, this is taking a different route to what I thought. I have no idea what he’s going to d-

SMACK. His hand comes slapping onto my ass and I jolt forward thankful I’m holding onto the balcony.

"It may be dark outside now, but maybe just one person in the city can see you receive your punishment. If you're going to act like a filthy little slutbag then I'm going to punish you like a filthy little slutbag."

There's no way to try and explain this situation, what do I feel like now? Well, I suppose I should feel punished, but I think we all know deep down this is what I want. But from my boss? It flashes through my mind that perhaps I'm seeing a situation as sexual that is supposed to be anything but, and my thoughts rewind to when I pondered over whether or not Mr. Johnson was the type of man to get up to no good and have dirty weekends, suddenly I think I have my answer.

I let out a soft moan as his hand comes down on me and I jolt a little over the balcony. The situation has gone from 0 to 100 incredibly quick and I’m incredibly thankful for it, I really wanted to be treated like a slut tonight. Sometimes dangerous moves pay off, eh?

“You like that do you?”

“Yes, Mr. Johnson, sir.”

“You dirty girl. I always knew there was something different about you, there’s always a little freak in the office.”

“And you know a freak when you see one, do you, Mr. Johnson.”

His hand comes down against my ass again, SMACK. This time however it lingers, groping my tight little bottom in the pantyhose’ and secretary skirt.

“Not a word gets back to anybody. Your secret is mine, mine is yours. Deal?”

“Deal.” I moan, enjoying him groping my ass.

He turns me around and puts his hands on my waist, rubbing them up and down, round to the back, all over.

“You have a delicate little body, a feminine little girly aren’t you?”

“Yes, sir.” It feels unbelievably releasing to use those words to my boss in a whole new way, I feel one step away from calling him Daddy, oh I want him to take my little sissy body.”

He looks me in the eyes and leans in, oh my god he’s going to kiss me. We kiss surprisingly passionately, and I use the word passionately because, well, he’s Mr. Johnson. His tongue gently caresses over mine with just a flick of suspenseful teasing and as he peels away he nips my lower lip with his teeth and pulls just enough to leave me gasping for more.

“It’s like you’re an entirely different person to Brendan in the office. Such a hot little slut you are, I enjoy these business trips, moments away from home in a city that doesn’t know you. I can understand why you did what you did. But Claire will be back soon and need her suitcase.”

“Shit, yeah, I forgot, where is she?”

"I told her I wanted to head back, that I was feeling tired and needed to sleep tomorrow. She said that she wanted to walk for a while, see London at night, not far, but just a stroll around the block so to speak, so we don't have long. But don't think about that right now, I told her to message me when she's on her way back, just to make sure everything is safe."

He leans in again to kiss me, his hand on the side of my neck.

Now I really feel like a woman.

I feel like I need to take a moment to really take this scene in. Here I am in London in a cute, tight little secretary outfit, on the balcony of a hotel being ‘punished’ by my boss. And whilst I thought at first he was going to roughly take me, suddenly I see another side of him, and that’s so sexy. A versatile man.

As our tongues entwine and lips wet with one another's saliva one of his hands runs up the inside of my thigh, up to my skirt and to my crotch where he starts gently rubbing through the fabric of my tights causing me to throw my head back and moan, he moves his lips down to my open and ready neck where he kisses licks and tentatively nibbles at me. I can feel my cock growing in its tight little cotton enclosure and my head is swirling with excitement and lust. From my neck he begins to move down my body, clawing at the blouse to open it and kiss my chest, running his hands down my waist as he kisses down my torso and my stomach until he reaches my skirt, he raises it and kisses the inside of my legs and rubs his head against my cock.

No man’s ever touched me like this before.

"Mr. Johnson." There's clearly shock in my voice and I realize I sounded like a 1960's movie dame swooning in shock at a man's advances.

"I'm sorry, but you look like such a tight little slut in Claire's clothes." He looks up briefly before going back to run his tongue against my leg and I realize he has my- well, Claire's lipstick on his lip. I left my mark. "And to be honest, I've always wanted to fuck her." His words come through heavy lustful breaths and kisses on my body. "I bet you never thought you'd see me like this."

"Not. I thought you were angry at first too."

“I was, but then when I bent you over. I mean, come on.”

“I’ll take that as a compliment.”

He lifts the skirt and yanks Claire's tights down with little care for them. I have a sense that I should remind him that these clothes have to go back to Claire but decide to leave him to his animalistic urges.

"Fuck, you're making me feel so sexy." I groan. My semi-hard cock is hanging out now from the pulled aside lace underwear, he takes it in his mouth, all of it. The blood starts pumping and flowing and I can feel myself growing in his mouth which just drives me wild. I remember where we are and I look over my shoulder, the city is full of twinkling lights under the darkened sky and the sounds of early evening ambiance meanders through the air without dominating the silence. It's just enough to feel discrete but quiet enough that our gasps and breaths light up our balcony. "My turn," I tell him. Putting my finger gently on his chin to signal him to get up, I turn him around now and place his back against the balcony. I take his cock out of his pants and- "You have such a nice cock." I tell him. He does, it feels so smooth, it's thick and weighted, it flops well and, fuck that tastes so good. I lick it up and down, lubricating it with my tongue, examining it and admiring it as it grows. I spit on it and start jerking it as he takes his turn to throw his head back on the balcony and groan. I slap it against my face and look up to him, "Am I your little slut, Mr. Johnson?"

"Yes, you are." He groans, running a hand through my hair.

“And I won’t get in trouble when we are back at the office?”

“Not if you keep being a good girl.”

“Yes, Mr. Johnson.”

I start to bob my head up and down letting his cock engorge my mouth as my tongue runs around his shaft as the tip presses against the back of my throat. I can feel precum dripping out and trailing down the back of my mouth, he's so turned on. I can't believe this is happening.

Squatting down with the tights still pulled down my thighs I can feel my bare asshole against the night air, nothing but the tiny little g-string of Claire’s lingerie running through my ass crack. My cock is still flopped out too, the sensation of the brisk breeze against it makes me feel alive--how often do you get to feel the sensation of naked air against your bare body? Fuck! It just feels so right.

Mr. Johnson leans down as I’m sucking him and with an arm around each side of my head extends to unbutton my blouse rather clumsily, but I get the hint and I take it off, whilst I’m at it I take off the tights, leaving the high heels and lingerie on, feeling like a naughty London escort in an evening hotel with a client. Sexy and controlled, alluring and powerful.

"Shall we go in?" He delicately helps me up, a far cry from the playful punches on the arm that normally accompany my interactions with him and the boys at work; I guess clothes do make the person, and in doing so, change how people treat you.

He leads me through the sliding balcony door and the curtains whisper as we glide past them. He sits on the end of the bed and I get on my knees before him, I tug at each side of his pants, pulling them off entirely with his socks and his underwear. He unbuttons his shirt and whips it off, throwing it on the floor.

He has a man's body. I expected as much, he works out and doesn't drink too much, although he knows how to have fun. A hairy torso, but just rightly so, it's not covered in fur. His core is hard and solid but not chiseled, and his upper torso is well shaped; enjoyable to run my hands over as I look up at him, admiring his stature against my petite feminine one. Cock or no cock I was made for this role, I know it.

I spread his legs out wide and lick the inside of his delicious naked thighs, working my way up to his balls, taking them in my mouth and tumbling them around with my tongue, sucking on them and working his cock with my hand.

There’s a sense of urgency to us, I notice Mr. Johnson glance at his phone that he had placed near him on the bed, making sure that Claire hasn’t messaged him that she will be back at the hotel soon.

All the while the anxiety of getting caught is building up in our minds, however, his cock is throbbing in my hand, it's all just one big amalgamation of lust, anxiety, risk, desire, pleasure and fear mixed into one fat cock and one slutty hand stroking it and one cute little mouth sucking on balls.

“Fuck me I’m going to cum.” He groans, throwing himself back on the bed, his arms spread wide, his hips pumping the air as I get up and over him to get his cock in my mouth to work the tip with my tongue and stroke the shaft deep into me. I feel him building and building as he thrusts into my wet mouth until the pumps stutter and his cock splutters hot spunk into my mouth, I moan deeply, enjoying his release. The release from our work roles, the release from the workplace hierarchy, the release from it all. Just a pulsating cock seeping sperm into my little mouth.

I swallow, all of it, every drop and open my mouth to show him.

“Ahhhh.”

He looks at me and grins, “Shame your performance at work isn’t that good.”

“You cheeky fucker!” I laugh, slapping my hand on the bed playfully, both of us have entirely forgotten the personas we are both to be exhibiting as male work colleagues. It’s funny what sex can do, I almost want to cuddle up to him and be his trap girlfriend; a saucy secret.

But just as the thought enters my mind his phone vibrates, it's Claire and she's going to be back at the hotel in ten minutes. And just like that reality snaps back into being as I rapidly undress from her clothes, wincing a bit at the precum on her panties; I rub it off but they're going to smell of me! I point this out to Mr. Johnson but he just laughs.

“And how will she ever know what has happened? You’d have to be crazy to make such an assumption, she’ll have no idea.”

I agree and we pack up

her suitcase, I jump in the shower and wash off the makeup and before I know it I am back in my normal clothes. Brendan and Mr. Johnson meeting Claire to swap over the suitcases and maybe have a late-night drink in the hotel bar.

I guess normality has to resume.

It was fun to be a secret secretary whilst it lasted though.

***

Prologue

Well, some things are temporary, some never seem to leave. You can’t take back what happened that night in the hotel, and occasionally I catch Mr. Johnson looking at me with a glint in his eyes in the office, at board meetings he has been noticeably more supportive of me around other members of staff, and then there's the occasional pinch of my ass or sexual comment when nobodies around. He knows how I like to be treated now and he enjoys treating me so whenever he gets the opportunity. I'm just hoping we get another opportunity to finish what we started, for him to make love to me, for me to ride him slowly whilst I wrap my arms up around my head sensually grinding back and forth with just my hips. Maybe I can wear a white virginal nightgown, perhaps I can be his little damsel, girl next door, I think I would like to be.

But some things remain fantasies, for now. I never thought a weekend like that would ever happen in the first place, so who's to say my other fantasies won't. All I can really say is if you want to try something, try it, if you want to shoot your shot, shoot it. People are all filthy, dirty little fuckers, we all are, some just don't admit it. And some just don't admit it in public.

I guess I just made a good enough girl for him to unleash himself, I’m glad I got caught in the secretary’s skirt, that’s for sure.


Caught in my Wife’s Panties

I don’t know what I would do if she found out, or I suppose I should say, I don’t know what she would do.

There are just so many choices and options, so many fabrics, so many cuts, so many styles. Little lace panties, soft silk panties, comfortable bedtime panties, slutty panties. There's nightgowns, robes, chemises. Summer dresses, nightwear dresses, little skirts, tight skirts. And they all feel amazing to wear.

I like to bend over in them, her favorite summer dresses, when I'm alone at home with a pair of panties underneath, my cock tucked away. I like to twirl in them, spin and feel the air gush underneath the fabric as I whirl into revolt against masculinity; stand straight, wear pants, hold your chest high, no! Pout at the hips, bend over, wear skirts. It just feels so slutty to do, so free.

She's with a business client right now. Just me, home alone with her wardrobe. Currently, I'm wearing her mesh lace bodysuit, I bought it for her last valentines day so she would have sexy lingerie for the evening, but really, I bought it for myself. It's quite handy being about the same size as your wife, she's slightly skinnier than me which only means that I have a bit more ass to fill out her underwear; I quite often get on all fours on the bed and examine myself, we have a large wall mirror behind the headboard that runs the length of the bed and up to the ceiling, I get my head down whilst wearing her little panties and look back to see how slutty my ass looks, perfect for grabbing and spanking and fucking.

I can be a real slut.

This mesh lace bodysuit is something else though! It has a tiny triangular silk crotch that runs between your legs into a silk g-string at the back, into a small connecting bit of silk to just above the asscrack where it joins a winged butterfly of dainty black meshed lace that connects around the hips to the front. The mid to upper back is a see-through fabric with cutouts in it; I love a sexy back. The arms are a continuation of this see-through fabric, but my favorite part is the front. From the crotch, it comes up in a gorgeous lace to shape out at the hips, in at the waist, and back out again, the whole of your stomach is covered in patterned mesh lace. And the upper body, fuck it feels so sexy, it has a v-neck cut out with a wavey cut, and to feel my nipples underneath the revealing lace, it just feels so naughty. It's all so tight, so elegant, so seductive.

I walk around the house in it, who wouldn't? I like to feel the sensation of the silk g-string between my asscheeks as I walk, accentuating the movement of my hips, one foot in front of the other. I parade through the living room as though there is a gaggle of men gagging for me. I reach to get a glass out of the cabinet in the kitchen as though trying to tease someone my ass in the lace bodysuit, I get a glass of water and take a sip before walking back through to the bedroom.

Oh, I wish I had an audience. I'm a performer when I put my wife's clothing on, I'm an entertainer in a lace bodysuit, a slut in pink panties, a sissy with pigtails.

Returning to the bed I sit facing the mirror with my legs open and stroke delicately the silk crotch that tucks away my cock. I never had a big cock, my wife says she's always been satisfied and I believe her. I've always been satisfied by it, after all, look how it fits in this silk triangle, dark spot indicating the dripping precum, leaking due to my excited imagination picturing myself presenting to a group of suitors.

***

"George, you bought that lingerie for me!" Frozen on the end of the bed, my cock in my hands I'm like a deer in headlights waiting for the collision. Her eyes dart up and down me, she takes seemingly endless looks over and over my body in the lace bodysuit. I avoid her eyes, for now, she is Medusa, I have made contact with them once and now here I sit frozen, I can't risk contact with them again. "George, what the fuck is this? How often do you do this?" I still can't respond, my breathing is heavy, adrenaline is rushing through me. Her business client is standing behind her now, he came down the hall asking if everything was okay, presumably confused by her outburst as she said no one was home. She hasn't noticed him standing there, nor did she hear him come down the hall, so focused on me as she is. It takes me by surprise that he continues to stand there, but I think he's caught in shock as well, just as she has frozen me, the brief eye contact I have made with him has frozen him, we're all frozen waiting for Marie to make a move.

This was bound to happen eventually, have you ever tried to keep a secret in a marriage? Sure, some can pull it off, never me though, I could never pull off even the whitest of lies. The shock on her face momentarily turns to disappointment, her eyes stop sizing me up and she locks them with mine. To my surprise though her disappointed head shake begins to slow as a smile forms and then an outburst of laughter.

“What the fuck am I going to do with you?” She giggles. “I can’t believe it, stand up, let me see you, come on!” I unfreeze, slightly. I feel the blood and movement return to my body as my marriage seemingly remains intact.

“I, erm, you want me to stand up?”

"Well if you're going to wear my clothes, George, then at least parade for me!" Her tone still has remnants of giggle to it, I return a smile and an embarrassed laugh back to her and stand up. "Well, it does fit you rather well doesn't it. Now just, Christ, I don't know, what the fuck do I do here? I have Darren--the client--with me, let me go deal with this, just, stay in here I guess." She exhales in amusement as she turns to close the door and return to the kitchen, "Fuck! Jesus, Darren you scared me. Have you?" She swings back around to me, "Has he?", before turning her head back to him, "Have you been here the whole fucki- oh my god. Are you hard?" Her hand must have brushed against his crotch as she spun around because she looks down now at a large bulge in his pants. "Oh my god, both of you are- just, men!"

Now I should explain, Marie and I don't have the most conventional of relationships; even when we first met we were never super uptight sexually, and as long as both of us are taking part and it is a mutual enjoyment, we have never been against extra-curricular fun, if you catch my drift. But never before has it involved me wearing women's clothing, that much I have always kept a secret. But as she grips the bulge in her client's pants with stern intent for repercussions, it seems a lightbulb lit up in her head. I know my wife and I know the smile she just shot back at me.

Her hand begins to rub back and forth on the bulge, “So, Darren. You think my husband looks good in my lingerie, do you?”

“I just- look I, it’s not that-”

“Well, I can see exactly what it is, what is it with men and desires they’re ashamed of? Why don’t you come in?” She takes his hand and pulls him into the bedroom, closing the bedroom door behind them. Without saying anything she gets on her knees and unzips his pants and pulls them down along with his underwear, he shows no intent to stop her. “He’s a big one, isn’t he George? Or should I be calling you Georgie?” She stands back up, his cock still in hand and walks him to the bed, bidding him to sit down. “So then, Georgie, why don’t you give us a show?”

“Wait, what?” She entirely has me by surprise, I can feel my face reddening.

“Well, you clearly enjoy this roleplay, and so does Darren here, so why don’t we have fun?”

I look at her and then look at Darren, who gives a kind of shoulder shrug. Of course, he would, his cock is in my wife's hand, and she knows how to use her hands, believe me.

It's funny how I suddenly feel the stage fright. I've spent hours upon hours parading around the house in lingerie fantasizing about this moment, waiting for it to happen, practicing my bends and twists.

"Can you tell me what you want me to do?" I ask her, I feel like there's an element of embarrassment that is removed when it becomes a request or an order. She turns to Darren, her work client, who I'm now certain will be giving her a great deal.

"Is there anything you'd like my slut of a husband to do for you?" As she turns to ask him I suddenly become aware that her other hand is flirting around her pussy, she wears form-fitting pants for work meetings like these, she enjoys the strong businesswoman look, and right now her fingers are trickling up and down her inner thigh with light thumb strokes of her crotch. That horny bitch is loving this!

“I guess, I don’t know. How about, erm-” he’s as nervous as I am! “How about you walk up and down the room, but do it sexily.”

"I can do that." I beam, happy he's started easily. One foot in front of the other as though I'm walking delicately on a line tiptoes first with a swagger to my hip I walk back and forth, trying my best to accentuate my ass, which I know looks fuckable in this outfit.

“I think he’s got a fuckable ass, don’t you think?” Says my wife, Darren agrees, his cock twitching and hard in her hand as she slowly strokes him.

"Bend over." He orders me, becoming confident in his role. It takes me by surprise, but a good surprise, a surge of adrenaline rushes through me as I feel more sexualized and lusted after. I walk into the center of the room, in front of them, I arch my back and push my ass towards them as I slowly bend my torso down until my hands can touch my feet. In reverse I arch my back, even more, coming up slowly with my hands trailing up my legs, reaching behind them as they come up my thighs, stopping at the bottom of my asscheeks where I give a light jiggle with my fingers.

As I spin around I clasp my fingers together in front of my chest and beam a smile asking how I did. My wife giggles and tells me I’m a natural.

"Oh George, you're lucky we aren't the conservative types. This would have gone a completely different way if you had any other wife." I have to agree with her there, I am lucky. "Darren, want to go talk business now?" He turns to her with a lock of surprised disappointment as though he had been taken all the way to the theme park only to watch other people go on the rides, whilst not being allowed to himself. My wife chuckles and I smile too, she's such a tease, always has been. "So Darren, if you don't want to talk business then I'm sure you want to get down to business. Why doesn't my husband here help us with that?." She turns to me, his cock is still in the tips of her fingers, she's gently stroking it with a delicate teasing touch that's leaving him wanting the gripping sensation of something, or someone, tight. "He hasn't got much experience on cocks himself, but he's seen me have away at plenty, haven't you babe? Anyway, let's see if you really can learn from watching. Or maybe he's even had practice behind my back, I'm starting to question everything now I've seen this!" She jokes, her tone not the least accusatory. I never have seen a man behind her back, however, I don't think she would mind if I had, she has always been about sexual expression and self-discovery, she would mostly be upset that I did not involve or tell her, hurt that I felt I couldn't. We've always been like that.

I get on my knees in front of Darren, I can feel the gigantic grin on my face, I feel like a child that’s just been given a big stick of candy floss at the fair and is ready to go at it, I mustn’t bite though!

"May I?" Looking up at his I realize I've never been in this position before. Sure, in many of my wife's parties and adventures I've been at the foot of a bed on my knees about to plunge my face between a woman's legs and smother myself with her moist pussy, but this is just, different. It's a different kind of excitement. Firstly, it's new, and that's always exhilarating. But secondly, well I'm dressed I'm my wife's lingerie! I'm parading around like a slut, it's a whole new role. It's as though I've activated another person in me, one that I was so afraid of my wife finding, one that I was so afraid she would reject and humiliate me about. Yet here I am with her utmost encouragement on my knees in front of a, if I may say so myself, a rather handsome guy. He must be about mid-twenties, my wife deals with a lot of young business clients in her firm, she has a way with them. As you can tell, she has a way with most of us men. He has beautiful brown eyes, soft yet focused. A well-trimmed cut, short on the back and sides and combed back on top, not in a full military-style but slightly pompadour.

And the way his cock is flopped out of his business suit… Well, it’s just fucking sexy.

I carefully take his cock out of my wife's fingertips, I've never handled another man's cock before, all our parties are normally wife-swapping, there's not much bisexuality in suburban America--well, there's not much open bisexuality, men always feel the need to hide it, me included. I take as though it’s a loaded missile ready to go off at any moment, and perhaps it is because it twitches in my hands. It’s not porn-star big, but they never really are, are they? Well, some are! But it’s a good 6.5-7 inches, enough for both my hands. It’s nice and thick to wrap my fingers around too. Nothing like my cock. I’ve always wondered what such a weapon feels like, now I know!

I lean over and angle my mouth on top of it, taking a deep breath through my nose and taking in the aroma of precum. It's playfully shiny on the tip and alluring, I give it a small lick, trailing it slowly to see the precum stick to my tongue and travel with it, pulling it off him. I lick it all around my lips and mouth, experiencing my first taste of cock; it tastes like a new life for me, a new venture with my wife. As I do so he moans gently, his cock twitching again; he's turned on by this scenario.

My wife reaches a handover and plays with my hair, running her fingers through it. "Who knew you were such a cute little slut, George?" I look up at her, again recognizing the difference between being on my knees in front of a pussy and being in front of a cock as a little sissy fucktoy. I feel my movements soften and my eyes widen, doll-like. I feel at peace, like this is my place in the world.

Suddenly a feeling surges through me, an adrenaline desire to suck and fuck like a bimbo and I lean forward again with my wide as open as I can and plunge his cock into my mouth until I feel it against the back of my throat.

Oh my God. I feel like a whore, a little fuck whore. My mouth is full of a stranger's big cock, and I'm tingling all over.

I gasp for breath through my nose. I'm unsure who's moaning more, him or me, I'm enjoying the experience just as much as he is now. I understand people who just love to suck cock, instantly, I get it. I understand bukkake and moresomes, fuck I want to be filled! If only there was someone behind me to fill me, that would be incredible. Tuck my cock away, keep them in the lingerie, today I'm a sissy whore.

"Oh my, look at him, what a whore." My wife's encouragement only turns me on more, I adore her participation, her willingness. She has her hand on the back of my head and is still gently playing with my hair, the contrast between it and the brutality of the thick cock pressing against the back of my throat is such a thrilling turn on, like being tickled by a feather whilst being whipped and being uncertain of what sensation to focus on; but when you realize you can accept both simultaneously, the pain and the pleasure, that's where you find divinity. "Up." She commands, she suddenly grips my hair tighter and pulls my head back. His cock pulls out of my mouth with a deluge of saliva and precum, a spit bubble forms at my lips as I go to speak and my juices drip down his shaft onto his business pants.

“Oh my god.” Is all he can say, he starts stroking himself whilst looking at me.

“Don’t be silly, I’ll take that.” My wife intervenes, slowly working him as he leans back onto his elbows, still keeping his neck elevated to look at me panting on the floor on all fours, spit and precum all over my face and tears coming out of my eyes.

What a sensation, I feel alive.

I sit there like the slut I've become and stare at his cock with what I'm sure are the eyes of a hungry dog staring at a steak, my wife intervenes in my rabid concentration, however.

“Well, if this is how it’s going to be, George, then how about we start some real training." She checks the clock on the wall before speaking to her client, "There's never any time limit on my business meets, even if it takes all day then a client climbing on board means the day is not wasted. So what do you say? We can leave now, shake hands and part ways. Or, we can finish what we've started and afterward you can come back to the office with me and we can talk numbers?"

Disbelief enters my face in the form of shock and laughter; my wife is using me as business leverage! Am I really that good?

Darren looks at her with and exhales a small laugh of acceptance, “I think the latter.”

Wow, guess I am that good.

“Excellent. George, why don’t you continue your little exploration of Darren’s cock whilst I grab something. Nothing new, things we’ve used plenty of times, but never on you.”

“Yes, ma’am.” I’ve never called my wife such a thing before, but in this new scenario it seems extremely appropriate, she smiles and nods in response as she stands, I think she agrees.

There's something incredibly hot about my fully clothed wife, in her business attire, being the instigator and, well, mistress of the whole situation. I'd almost go as far as to say that right now she is sexier to me than in any nude form I've ever seen her before, and that's not because I don't find her sexually attractive, she's my sex goddess. But I guess now, in this sissified position, she's not only my sex goddess, but I'm her worshipper too, her pupil.

I crawl forward again and start to slowly lick up and down on his cock, causing soft moans to leave his mouth. Every now and again when I find a delicate spot around the tip he jolts a little, and lets out a little laugh, or a ‘you little slut, mm.’ It’s funny, I’ve been in his position so many times, how often I’ve had my cock sucked and they’ve found that spot that makes me shudder with oversensitivity, but it’s so much more fun being the one finding it.

My wife rifles around in the cupboard and comes back with a large box of toys, we have many! She takes the box behind me and sits down, putting her hand on my ass and feeling it, groping and exploring. She has obviously felt my body all over so many times in the years, but never has she seen a lace bodysuit into a silk thong shape my body like I know it can be shaped.

"Wow, you do have a fuckable ass. How did we never see that before?" I arch my back more and stick it out towards her, feeling my asshole peep out from behind the silk thong. "Oh, you little slut. You want me to fuck you? You want me to open up your little hole?"

“Uh-huh, mmhmm.” My mouth is full of cock, but I just about answer. Bobbing up and down on it slowly I explore with my tongue, feeling the throbbing veins and soft skin, the smooth tip and tasting the pre-cum.

Delicious.

"Mmm, you are such a fucktoy." She's on her knees behind me and running her hands up my waist, exploring me in ways that only women normally get explored. It sends me to life and I feel my asshole loosen, it's amazing how being treated a certain way makes your body just know, and react to it. My body knows I'm a cumslut right now, and it's readying me.

I feel the cold sensation of lubricant on my asshole as she slides the thong part of the bodysuit to the side. The lube drips down my asscrack, I feel it every bit of the way and take in every moment. Like the calm before the storm, these are the gentle moments before my penetration, before my full switch into whoredom.

She lets the lubricant drip down and even reaches around with a slipper hand to massage my balls and my cock, but she doesn't let it out of the silk crotch. "This stays away today, you're a slutty girl now."

I release another soft ‘Mmhmm’ from the back of my mouth as I run my mouth up his long shaft from bottom to top, fuck this is so much fun.

Her finger circles my asshole, silky and smooth, slippery and tempting my taint with penetration. I feel myself loosen and want her entry, but every time she threatens to tease a finger in she reclines and spreads her hands about me, spreading oil over my asscheeks, slapping them and grabbing them, running her hands on my waist and giving me an inkling of what it must be like to have someone behind you groping you and fucking you.

I can give you a clue: amazing.

Her hands running over me, groping me, owning me, sexualizing me, objectifying me, all with love and acceptance, it's heaven. She spanks me with particular force this time and my body jolts forward, it causes Darren's cock in my mouth to be pushed unexpectedly to the back of my throat and I gag on it. I pull it out quickly and start stroking it, schlick, schlick, schlick, is the noise it makes covered in my spit. Electricity rushes through me as my wife uses and makes a slut of me.

Her hands grip tight my ass cheeks and she spreads them, I feel the tip of her tongue on my taint. Slowly she flattens it out as she rises through my ass cheeks and to my asshole, I let out a gigantic moan as the wet tingling sensation shoots from my slutty hole and through my body.

“I’m your little fucking slut.”

"Yes, you are. And how are you doing up there Darren?" She asks. He moans in response, he's laid back enjoying my investigation of the penis, using every sense available to me. I've had one my whole life yet I've never had this pleasure, how funny.

She makes several more passes of my sissy hole with her tongue, each one starting slow with just the tip at my taint and ending flat with a side to side motion on my hole. It’s like a jet plane taking off, slow at first on the runway but leaving with a roar and reaching the clouds. I’m the slut roaring, well, moaning, and I’m certainly reaching the fucking clouds.

“Mmm, I think you’re ready.”

“So do I.”

Whilst she decides which toy to put in my ass, a thought comes to me: how much of a dirty slut can I be? Very, I bet. I pull at the waistband of Darren's pants and he cooperates in helping me pull them down and off of him. I put my hands at the back of his knees and I lift his legs. "I want to be a filthy slut, I want to be your filthy little fucktoy," I tell him, in a soft feminine voice, but a whoreish one. It's one I've practiced many times over whilst on my own performing in front of the mirror.

He isn't a particularly hairy man, which secretly I thank. After all these years with women, I don't think I would be quite ready for a hairy ass. I take a moment to admire him, young and sexy, he has nice legs that aren't big and bulky, neither are they slim and ghostly. He clearly works out, or perhaps cycles. His asshole is surprisingly inviting, and I say surprisingly because I've never been this close to one before, certainly not with this much attention to it. But it seems when you wear Caesar's clothes you really do act like Caesar, and I'm wearing a whores clothes.

Unable to start at his taint as my wife did on me, given the position, Position the tip of my tongue at the base of his asscrack and work my way up to flatten it on his asshole, all the whilst I try my best to keep working his cock with my hands, rubbing the tip and jerking the base.

"Mmmmmm, fuck me." I can't help but to moan, muffles through my licking and spitting. I feel like such a fucking slut, and it tastes so good. Licking his asshole is the taste of sissy sluttiness and it's angelic. I flatten my tongue on his hole and motion my head side to side just as though I was gently working a clit, he lets out a deep, deep moan. I know I'm doing well because I realize I'm barely holding his legs up anymore, he's trying to raise them as high as possible so I go as deep as possible. I start to circle my tongue around his hole before plunging in, spreading him deep and getting my tongue deep into his asshole, just as I do-

"Oh my god. Oh fuuuuuuuuuck." My wife has clearly decided which dildo she wants in my ass and she wastes no time in pushing it in. In one smooth, fluid motion she enters my asshole, aided by me pushing back on it the moment I realized what was happening.

“Look at you, you little slut. 8 inches, huh?” I half laugh and half moan in response as I forget all about Darren, momentarily. My head is down pressed against the floor with my arms splayed out. Marie is holding one end of the dildo as I bounce back and forth, taking it all. Slowly, rhythmically, I bounce.

After so many years of watching women do the same, I find myself transported to a magical place and I feel, in some way at least, I understand. The motion of my filling and emptying, keeping in time with the orgasmic universe. I feel it slide against a spot inside of me each time that is like a small button that when pressed releases a shockwave of vibrations. Each time I slide past it the vibrations build higher and higher, deeper into my being they go, entering my veins and rushing through me, my muscles spasm, tense, and loosen, my brain is absolute goo; I can't think of anything but hitting that switch over and over as I bounce back and forth.

I sense Darren getting up but I pay no attention to it, I'm too focused on riding my wife's' dildo. My eyes closed, I picture what I must look like, a fantastic little whore in lingerie bouncing his thick sissy ass up and down. My wife giggles behind me and as I grind forward to slide the dildo to where just the tip is in me, as I had been doing, she pulls it out. Instantly though it's replaced by a much warmer dildo, but of about the same thickness it feels. I slide back against it and it fills me up, but this time my ass slaps against much more than just my wife's hand.

“Oh fuck, right there. You slut.”

“Tell him he’s a sissy.”

“You little sissy fucking slut.”

“Does my husband make a good girl?”

"Yes, he does. Fuck, yes, fuck me just like that." His hand comes down and spanks me as I bounce up and down his cock. The dildo was amazing but the cock is so warm and alive, I can feel it throb inside me, I can feel it twitch and I love every moment of it. I slow down my fucking from the dildo and try to sense the moments that excite him. His hands-on my hips now I feel him grip tighter just when the tip is nearly out; I pull forward more until it is out, so he's just tickling my asshole.

I plunge back all the way, taking him all in me with speed. He groans and spanks me so hard I feel the warm reddening of my asscheek happening already. His hand grips me tight with the final spank, I feel his fingers dig into my asscheeks as my wife runs her hand over her body, coming forward on her hands and knees to lick and nibble my earlobes, kiss my neck and run her tongue over me. My cock is twitching and throbbing and her extra stimulation is driving me crazy which she must sense because her hands go beneath me and take hold off my cock, stroking me she exclaims just how hard I am.

“Oh baby, I don’t know the last time I felt you this hard. You horny little slut.” Darren slides his cock out of me and slaps it heavily on my asshole as she says it. “Are you going to cum, Darren?” She asks him gently, almost teacher-like as though talking to students who are being taught something new for the first time. “Why don’t you get on your back like a real little slut, sweetheart.” She tells me, her left hand fondling my mouth.

“Yes, Ma’am.” I climb onto the bed seductively, arching my back as I do so and crawling onto it on all fours as though I was Beyonce or Britney Spears; where better to learn seductive femininity than performers? It is, after all, all a performance, and I feel like a fucking star right now.

“Such a good girl.” My wife tells me as I turn onto my back and spread my legs. “We can all cum together this way, can’t we?” I turn my head to her as she takes off her pants, revealing she wasn’t wearing any underwear underneath. How often does she go to work without underwear? I wonder, she’s so naughty, I love it. You never stop learning about your wife, just as she’s learned a lot about me today.

She climbs onto my face and starts grinding against my face lightly, revealing just how soaking wet her pussy has got through all this. I’m surprised she has made it this far without sitting on my face, knowing what a horny woman she can be.

I feel my legs being lifted from the back of my knees and Darren's cock slide into me, he puts just the tip in as my wife leans forward and takes grip of my cock, spitting on the palm of one hand and using it to massage the tip whilst jerking my shaft.

Is this heaven? Is this what bliss feels like? My wife's dripping pussy tastes so wonderful, I love to have it slathered over my face, the taste, the sensation on my tongue, the wetness on my face. I love messy eating. All the while Darren slides his cock into my right to the base and makes me gasp, my wife responds by bouncing slightly on my face, not wanting my tongue to stop dancing with her clit; after a while of marriage, you learn the beat and rhythm to dance with your partner's clitoris.

“Fuck right there baby you little slut.” She moans at me, squeezing the precum out of me. I can feel the tingling sensation from my entire groin area start to overtake me, my legs stiffening and my mind clouding with endorphins. Darren begins moaning too, his pumps have slowed down since the start and I can sense that he too is enjoying every bit of vibrational energy being sent from his big cock to his mind.

"May I?" He asks, I can't see what he's asking for with my wife sitting on my face but I quickly realize. I feel her hands come off of me and he starts stroking my cock himself whilst sliding in and out of me, timing the two actions together.

"You boys are so filthy, it just takes a bit of help doesn't it." My wife giggles, I respond by bringing my hands up and spreading her cheeks and running my tongue up to her asshole and rimming her, sticking my tongue in deep to show her just how dirty she is. She responds to me by bringing her hands up my lace-covered body towards my nipples, she starts twisting and pinching.

Suddenly, sensation from every part of my body snowballs into a catastrophic avalanche that crashes over my entire body. I feel everybody else feels it too, my wife takes a hand off my nipples and rubs her clit as I tongue deep inside her asshole. Darren starts fucking me faster, making his strokes long and hard, ramping up too the intensity at which he jerks me.

“Ohh, baby, my little fucking slut. I’m gonna cum. Are you going to cum with me?”

I'm unsure who the questions were directed at but both I and Darren groan yes as I feel hot spunk for the first time in my life pump and leak into my asshole, I feel it drip inside me and his cock throb and feel me further. My wife contracts on top of me and shivers with pleasure, my tongue still inside her asshole as deep as it goes.

As for my orgasm? I don't know where I came from. Maybe from my asshole, maybe my cock, maybe my boy pussy. It's different from any orgasm I've had before though. My eyes roll back as my entire body convulses between stiffening and loosening, the feeling rushes through my muscles and veins and releases itself through my moan in the girliest sluttiest moan I've ever made.

Darren pulls out and I feel the cum drip out with him, suctioning out. My wife leans forward, licking my own cum off of my belly before leaning forward more and licking between my asshole to clean the cum dripping out of me. She looks up at Darren, "So then, shall we finalize that deal?"

He laughs, “I think we better.”

Climbing off me she takes some wet wipes out of the bedside drawers and hands some to Darren to wipe himself clean and does so herself before putting their clothes back on.

“Okay baby, we have to go back to the office. I’ll be back later, I think we have some plans to make for future adventures, don’t you?”

I barely moan in agreement, they leave the room leaving me in my wife’s lingerie, covered in cum and still dripping some out of my asshole. My cock has barely gone flaccid, I rub the cum in my asshole and finger it a little more, desperate for further fucking. I’m in heaven, I’m in bliss, I’m a little girly slut. A sissy whore.

And I love it.


Used Sissy Collection 


Girl for the In-Laws

“Hey babe, I’ve just got to the hotel. There’s a problem though.”

“Yeah?” I know full well what her problem is, but I feign not knowing.

“I’ve picked up your suitcase.”

I smile, phone pressed to my ear as I turn in the mirror and admire how Kayleigh’s black silk nightgown falls over my body, catching the top of my ass and giving me a curve. I run my hand down my torso, and gently with my finger trace my cock through the smooth silk.

“Oh no, does that mean?”

“Yeah, you’ve got my clothes,” She chuckled, “I’m not too worried though, I look cute in your t-shirts, you’re going to have to improvise though.”

“I don’t plan on going anywhere anyway, besides, I can borrow your step-dads clothes.” Or wear yours.

“Okay babe, well as long as that’s all okay. I mean, it’s not like I can turn back now anyway. I gotta go, we’re just getting ready to go out for dinner. Love you.”

“Love you too, have fun.”

That went perfect. The things a guy has to pull off to be a little slut. A whole weekend to myself, at my mother-in-laws house, with a suitcase full of my girlfriends clothes, this is going to be amazing.

I sit down on the floor leaning against the end of the bed, a full length mirror on the wall in front of me. I’m not one to look at myself in the mirror often, there’s never too much interesting to see I feel, just a plain guy in jeans and a t-shirt, or maybe a button up. But when I wear her clothes, oh my god, I can’t stop looking. My smooth pale legs are so alluring coming out from under the sexy black gown, I fucking love running my hands down the side of my body, against my waist, to push the loose hanging fabric against my hips and to feel my inner woman, it makes my cock twitch eagerly, it lights something in me. It makes me want to perch one foot on a tiptoe and put a finger in my mouth, and bite it gently. It makes me want to pirouette and be gentle and free with my movements.

And then there’s play. It’s fun to feel like a girl, but it’s really fun to feel like a sexy slut, and it never takes long for me to want to take it there. I continue running my hands over my body as my cock grows until I pinch the bottom of the gown in my fingertips and lift it.

“Oops, what a naughty girl.” I say to myself, wishing I was putting on a show for someone, a powerful businessman maybe, with strong vein running through his forearms and a big cock. I’m not typically into men, but when I’m wearing women’s clothes, well… when in Rome.

I sit on the floor in front of the mirror and start delicately stroking my cock with just the tips of my fingers. I think I have a nice cock, it isn’t big, no one would be afraid of it. But it isn’t small either, it fits nicely in my hand and is smooth, not too veiny, and isn’t in-your-face masculine. When flaccid I tuck perfectly into a pair of lace panties, and when hard, I pitch a cute little tent through a dress. I like my cock, but I like to play with it gently when I’m dressed a girl, it’s my little clitty.

A little bit of precum oozes out, I bite my lip instinctively in reaction, it’s so sexy when that happens. I wish I could suck it, lick it, clean it, taste it, I wonder what it’s like to have a cock in my mouth, I always look at my precum oozing cock and wish I could suck it whilst dressed as a girl. I think about how perfectly it would fit in my mouth, how I could fill my cheeks like a hamster by putting it on sideways, the feeling of the smooth tip against my even smoother inside cheek.

Kayleigh’s mom and step-dad aren’t supposed to be back for a day either, they’re spending the evening at a friends house out of town, so I sense no reason to rush myself in my enjoyment, and I have so many clothes to try on! Once they’re back tomorrow I’ll just explain the suitcase ‘mix-up’, and  I’m sure Justin will lend me some t-shirts, although he’s a much bigger man than I am.

I turn around and get on my hands and knees, I love being in this position, as a man I never get to. It’s funny how we denote certain postures to certain genders, I think every man should try getting his face down and ass up and wriggling his bum in the are, someone come fuck me! I’m a naughty little girl! How fun. I suck on my fingers to wet them and then reach around and start massaging my tight virgin hole, it’s so sensitive and makes me think of what an unfair world it is that anal play for us guys is so stigmatized.

“You little slut, you like that? Mmmm, tight little wet whole.” I whisper to myself in a dirty feminine voice, I wish it was someone behind me eating my slutty ass. Sometimes I imagine it’s Kayleigh, but I’m scared to admit to her that I like this sort of thing.

I turn back around, my cock is throbbing and I love seeing myself sat on the floor, legs splayed in front of the mirror, in the silk gown. I feel like a teenage girl in her room exploring herself for the first time, because that’s what I am, when I put on these clothes, I’m a girl exploring my girlness for the first time.

I like to bounce up and down a I jerk my cock, imagine there’s a dildo beneath me, but even the pressure of my ass bouncing against the floor is enough stimulation, I love my sensitive little hole. I run my hand over my body as I bounce and jerk, where I wish my tits were, over my waist and hips, grabbing them; they protrude a little more than most boys I think I'm quite skinny, sometimes I imagine how they would feel to be held whilst someone made love to me from behind.

I grind against my own hand, soaked with precum now and smile at myself in the mirror, I love this. Freedom, home alone, just me and-

FUCK.

“I think we have a little sissy on our hands, don’t you think Jason?”

“I think so.”

FUCK, FUCK, FUCK. I hurry towards the bed where my only set of male clothes are in a pile, the clothes I was wearing when they left, but Julia makes a loud noise like you would use to get the attention of a misbehaving dog, I can’t help but to freeze, it felt so authoritative and I feel so small and vulnerable in her daughters sexy nightwear.

“We like her how she are, don’t we Justin?”

“Looks good to me.”

Are they fucking with me? Are they going to tell Kayleigh? I’m speechless, I can’t say anything, I wasn’t prepared for this. Right now, I think I’d do anything to get out of this situation. I try to speak.

“I-I-I’m s-s”

“Come here, sweetie.” Julia holds her hand softly in front of her, cutting off my stuttered attempt to apologise, does she want me to take it? I teeter forwards cautiously like a cat getting used to a new person, everythings been turned  upside down and  have no idea how to respond to the situation, so I just do as I’m guided to do. When I get in arms reach I reach out to take her hand, but she grabs me by the wrist. She holds my arm up, and smiles at me. “My, my, not one to fight back are we?” I suppose she’s right, no I’m not. Not when I’m dressed like this anyway, in such an absurdly new situation it is difficult to pinpoint how I am supposed to behave. I think Julia knows that too, and I think I’m about to learn a lot about my girlfriends Mother. She pulls me through the doorway into the hallway, turning me around so Justin and her are looking at my back.

“In the living room, now.” She orders me. Am I in trouble? How much trouble am I in? Are they going to send me home? I try to explain, but I can only splutter disjointed stuttered syllables. Her only response is a hand on my left ass cheek, it squeezes and pushes me forward gently. What is going on, why did she do that?

Her hand on my ass cheek did feel kind of nice though, especially through the silky gown, and along with her orders, I kind of feet like she owned me, and I suppose giving the embarrassing nature of the situation, she does in some way own me right now, she certainly has dirt.

I walk down the hallway towards the living room sheepishly, with my hands together in front of my body. I’ve never felt so conscious before of the way my ass moves as I walk, or my slim pale legs, or the way the gown is clinging to my hips. I can feel their eyes on me, are they laughing? Are they judging me?

I get to the living room and turn around, Justin and Julia are behind me, they smile at each other. She tells me to sit down, I do, rather sheepishly though with my hands between my legs to push down the gown, I feel so conscious that I’m not wearing underwear.

“Oh sweetie,” Julia kneels in front of me. I’m not not used to her calling me sweetie, she often speaks to me like I’m one of her own, but this is different, “come on move these, let’s see what we’re working with.” She takes my hands and places them either side of my body before lifting up the silk gown to reveal my cock. “Look Justin, she still has a bit of clitty juice dripping, shall we clean that up?” She leans forwards and, oh my god, she delicately licks with the tip of her tongue the leftover precum that’s still on the end of my little cock. “There we go.” The feeling sends tingles through me, this is Julia, my girlfriends mom. This can’t be right. I try to speak,

“Julia, I-.” But she cuts me off.

“Shus, dress like a sissy, get treated like a sissy. We won’t tell Kayleigh, but you belong to Justin and me for the week now, understood?” I don’t think I have a choice.

“Y-yes.”

“Yes Ma’am, or Mommy, you may call me either.”

“Yes Ma’am.”

“Don’t be embarrassed, this isn’t our first rodeo.” What does she mean? “Now go to bed, we’ll see you tomorrow.”

I do as she says,  I see little choice.

I lay in bed for hours, wondering what will happen to me tomorrow. At some point, I’m sure I hear Justin and Julia having sex, which turns me on, and I fall asleep with a little boner.

#

The next day, nothing out of the ordinary happens, but only because I’m home alone. Julia and Justin must have gone out for their Saturday, so I sit waiting for them to return. Julia has laid out an outfit for me on the kitchen table, with a note that lets me know I should be  prepared for them to be back around 6pm. Prepared? In the context of the school girl skirt and bralette on the table, I can figure out what that means.

I take a shower and ensure I’m clean everywhere. Taking my time to scrub and wash my hair as though I’m going on a first date. And then I put on my schoolgirl skirt, and the bralette. The moment I put it on, I feel a change in me, I feel the daintiness in my steps, I feel like frolicing and skipping down the long hallway into the front room. I stop for a moment to look at myself in the mirror and it occurs to me that Julia had these clothes ready, and I certainly don’t think they are hers. Not their first rodeo?

After examining myself in girl form I move to the living room, and wait for them to get home. Julia is a woman of expensive taste, and there is a certain regal feel to the way that she furnishes. There is no large TV demanding the attention, instead the room is laid around grand lamps, a chaise lounge for reading on that is surrounded by large ferns and even potted plants hanging from the ceiling. The lighting is exquisite and it just makes you feel as though you are art simply by existing in the space.

I get a glass of water from the kitchen and in doing so notice I missed a couple of details that are in a small bag with my name on it. There is a choker that says ‘Daddy’s Girl’, it is pink with black text, and small fake diamonds. The other piece is what I instantly recognise to be a chastity lock, I’ve seen them online and in some sissy pornos that I’ve watched, but I’ve never tried one. I assume that they want these on me when I’m home, I lock my cock in the small cage and place the key on the kitchen counter, before sitting on the sofa opposite the chaise lounge in the living room to wait patiently for my weekend masters.

Sitting on the sofa I wonder what they’re going to do with me. Yesterday Julia put her mouth to the tip of my cock, that really happened, and I haven’t really had time to take that in. It was hot too, like, really hot. Julia doesn’t look too much like Kayliegh, Kay inherited brunette hair from her father, but Julia has more natural blonde that has a few strands of silver in it now she is in her forties that make her look powerfully beautiful with age. She wears strong knee length form-fitting dresses that a middle aged business woman with a good figure typically would, and she has great posture and a captivating walk. I never thought a woman like that would but her mouth on my cock and lick clean the precum, though I suppose it is Callie, not Callum who she is interested in. Whilst I’m in a dress, I’m her sissy, and as a strong business woman, that’s what she enjoys - her and her man exerting power.

Finally, I hear the front door open and a conversational Julia and Justin enter, I remain where I’m perched. They go to their bedroom and I hear the changing of clothes and the general settling in at home after a day out. They walk into the living room and then stop when they see me with mischievous smiles, they seem almost surprised, as though they had forgotten about me, but their words prove otherwise.

“Get yourself a drink Justin, I’ll make sure she’s ready.” Julia walks over to me and stands me up, she makes me spin for her and I do, every so delicately with a moderate hint of self-consciousness. I think I make a good girl, and I hope she does too. “Beautiful.” Phew. She sits me back down before taking her own place on the chaise lounge opposite, watching me with a smirk.

Justin comes back with a glass of whiskey that he takes a swig off before placing it on the marble lamp-table besides the sofa, he stands in front of me and puts his thumb in my mouth, toying with it. I feel like a little object being examined for its uses. He grips my chin and turns my head to the side, and then to the other side, before gently stroking my cheek with the back of my hand. Other than a handshake upon meeting, Justin and I have never  really kept company, let alone at such an intense vulnerability as now. I’m now acutely aware of his size, his biceps, the grey streak in his hair, the chest hairs showing through his shirt. Being fondled by him whilst dressed as a little slut, in my pink choker and bralette, and matching schoolgirl pleated skirt, makes me feel like a little girl in the presence of a powerful man, part of me is in awe, I want to give myself to him.

“He makes a good sissy, doesn’t he dear?” He’s directing my gaze to his, and keeping eye contact intensely, but his words are directed towards julia.

“All yours, my love.” She replied.

“Are you a good sissy?” He asks, directed at me this time.

“Yes, Justin.”

“Daddy, call him Daddy,”  Julia corrected me.

“Yes, ma’am.”

Justin suddenly takes hold of my hair and pulls my head, forcing my gaze to him even rougher this time. “Well? Correct yourself.”

“Yes, Daddy. Sorry Daddy.”

He lets go and smiles. “Good girl.”

By now I can see the growing cock in his pants, his bulge is, well, bulging. And it’s at my eyeline. I nervous tingle erupts in my stomach, I think I know what I am supposed to do in this situation, but I’m uncertain. I go with my instincts and I lean my head forward and nuzzle it against his bulge, breathing on it, taking it in, experiencing it. I rub my face against it, aware that I am acting more like a cat than anything else right now, but I am too afraid to just undo his pants and take ahold of it, small steps, I think to myself.

“I think she wants to play with it, don’t you Justin?” I notice that Julia whilst on her chaise lounge as started to unbutton her white shirt, she’s wearing a white lace bra beneath it, and her tight pencil skirt has ridden up her legs to reveal the top of her suspenders. She seems to be enjoying watching Justin toy with me.

He unbuckles his belt, and unbuttons his pants, then just looks at me and gently strokes my cheek with the back of his hand, his gentleness only makes me aware of his strength, in a strange way, and the vulnerable weak feeling makes me tingle, I guess this is submissiveness, I like it.

I grab the band of his boxer briefs and pull them down along with his pants, and oh my god, I’ve never seen a cock flop out like that before. I must look in awe because Julia gave a chuckle and asked me if I’m impressed.

“Yes, Mommy. Can I play with it?”

“Can she play with it Justin?”

“She can.”

I’ve never touched a cock like this before, well, I suppose I’ve never touched a cock before, full stop. Except for my own, but my own does not need two hands to massage, and doesn’t bulge with thick and veiny masculinity. I look up at Justin as doll-eyed as I can, my mouth gaped, looking like a little fucktoy, and I take his fat cock in my hand and I start smacking it against my face. It’s really genuinely quite heavy, and it turns me on so much to be slapped by a real mans member like this, I’m a little fuckslut.

“Look how small your cock makes her look, Justin. She makes a much better sissy for us than she ever made as a boyfriend for Kayleigh.”

It’s a lot more fun being a sissy girl for you than a boyfriend for Kayleigh too.

“Thank you, mommy.” I reply, putting on a cute little girls voice whilst I keep slapping myself with his hardening cock. I can feel a little clitty juice in my chastity lock, I much be oozing in my cage, dripping like a slut.

“Well sweetie, why don’t you start playing with Daddy’s cock?”

Oh you don’t have to tell me Julia. I take it in a loose grasp with one hand and start jerking slowly, watching the skin slide and the tip ooze a little bit of precum in response, it makes me feel so sexy when it does that. I lean forward and with the tip of my tongue circle his cock hole and enjoy every drop of oozing lubricating slightly salty precum in my mouth, it’s how I know I’m being a good girl. Justin’s hips vibrate and shudder in response, he has such a sensitive tip, and it’s so wet with my spit and his precum. I take my other hand and gently start massaging the tip whilst jerking the shaft with the other, he looks down at me whilst biting his lip, I can tell he enjoys what he sees, I always wished my cock was big enough to use two hands on, I bet he feels like such a man.

I arch my back to stick my ass out a little more, I really enjoy the way it feels peeking out of my short pleated skirt, and I enjoy seeing Justin’s eyes trace my curved spine downwards towards my open ass.

I spit, well, more dribble on his cock as I stroke and look catch his eye contact again. “Do you like that, Daddy?” I ask sweetly, with an ever so gentle tone, I love using my girl voice. He grabs the back of my head and forces his cock to the back of my throat, I guess that’s a yes then. Closing my eyes I focus on my gag reflex not triggering, I’ve never been mouthfucked before. I can feel the pulsating of his cock against the convulting back of my throat, fuck it feels good. I feel so full, so usable, it makes me tingle.

“Fuck the sissy good.” I open my eyes and glance them to Julia who is stripped down to her white lace lingerie, one diamond ringed hand pulling her knickers to the side to expose her shiny wet cunt, the other rubbing her clit delightfully. She looks like a powerful matriarch and I her pleasing subject, I feel so tingly and proud to be putting on such a show for her. I bring my eyes back up to Justin, his hand is still on the back of my head but he’s gently thrusting in and out of my mouth now whilst I keep it as wide open as possible.

I’m a little slutty girl with little slutty holes.

I can feel precum dribbling out of my cock into my cage, I wish I could play with it. I can hear Julia’s wet pussy and she starts to slide two fingers in and fuck herself whilst rubbing her clit. She’s watching Justin facefuck me intensely.

“Mmm, you’re a good little girl, aren’t you?” He half moans with an almost quivering voice from pleasure. His cock gliding across my lips to the back of my throat again.

“Yes, Daddy, for you.” I attempt to say, but half gargle and mumble in attempt to get my voice past his fat cock. I feel the vibration of my attempt to speak vibrate against his cock head and the tingling pleasure is clearly too much for him as his hips vibrate and shake in a convulsed manner. Julia asks if he’s ready to cum in my sissy mouth, he tells her he’s going to cum down the back of my slutty throat, no drop will enter my mouth. Holy fuck that’s hot, dump your cum in me Justin. I feel my asshole pulsating with the desire to be filled up whilst he fucks my mouth, Julia is telling him she’s going to cum as he cums in the sissy’s throat, I feel so alive.

He speeds up his pumping, holding my head tighter, tears are leaving my eyes and I’m covered in my own spit and dribble, I’m such a little whore He gets faster and faster,  I can’t keep myself from making gagging noises as he hits the back of my throat until,

Oh my god, it’s so warm. I was ready for the cum to explode at the back of my throat, but I wasn’t expecting such a hot seeping of gloopy goo to be dripping down my throat. I like it. Justin is grunting and the sound of Julia’s soaking wet pussy being fucked by her own self is making me feel like I’ve done a really good job, they’re both cumming to me, I’m like a little porn star.

He pushed my head all the way down, he’s still convulsing and pulsating at the back of my throat, my mouth must feel like heaven. But finally, he pulls out, takes my chin in his hand and forces my face towards Julia.

“Show us it’s all gone down your throat.”

“Ahhhhh.” I show them my gaping mouth and the cum-free throat, as it has all dribbled down to my stomach.

“She’s a good girl.” Julia comments.

Yes I am.

#

It’s amazing how quickly things like this can normalise, it makes you realise how everything we do is truly just a performance, and if we put on the right costume and find the right set, then we can act as anything. Only day two of being Julia’s mother’s sissy and I don’t even feel like callum when I woke up this morning, I felt like Callie. Julia told me that Justin would be at work all day and so would she once from midday onwards, so I could leave the lingerie for a day and just put something pretty on, she told me that she understood how it can be uncomfortable to wear lingerie all the time, one girl to another. I really appreciated her talking to me like that, I felt that even though she was a master, she really was accepting me into the club. I guess that’s just a woman thing, girls stick together, right?

I put on a red floral printed pleated dress that is one of my favourites for Kayleigh to wear in the summer, at first I thought it perhaps somewhat sacriliege to be wearing it, but I really do feel like a cute little girl, and for intents and purposes, for this week, I get to embrace my cute little girl, so fuck it, cute little girl coming in!

I skip twinkle toed to the kitchen with a smile on my face. Julia is there with a pot of coffee looking through her emails on her tablet device.

“Morning Julia!” I beam like the sun shining through the kitchen windows, but Julia’s response is a stern look up from her tablet. Shit. “Morning, Ma’am.” Mustn’t forget.

“Morning Callie. Be as much of a happy dappy dippy slut as you wish, but don’t gorget the rules.” She smiles as she says this, so even though she’s being a strict master, I can tell she appreciates my enjoyment of my sissy role. I guess that’s about all I can wish for.

“Yes, Ma’am.” I know the rules are there for a reason, and nothing can take away my fantastic feeling this morning. I feel sort of, free? I suppose. I guess that is the best way to describe it, all I know is that I want to twirl and spink and watch my dress rise in the morning glow.

“There’s a coffee in the pot for  you, here’s your list of chores. I’ll see you later.” She got up, locking her tablet and closing its case to went to walk out of the kitchen.

“Chores?” I’ve always done my part when I’m at my parent in laws house, as is expected of any polite person, but a list of chores?

“What, you think you just get a free week of running around in Kayleigh’s clothes being a slut? You’re a sissy, not just a whore, Callie.”

Callie, what is it about being called that that makes me weak at the knees and my groin tingle?

“Yes Ma’am.”

“Good girl. And just be aware, a sissy maid should do her job extraordinarily well.”

***

The chores were simple, if not a bit tedious. Vacuum, empty the dishwasher, freshen the bedsheets, clean the toilet. I did my best to do them to the highest standard could. I vacuumed well into the corner, even moving furniture in order to get under it. I made the toilet bowl practically shine, and made sure every new bedsheet was tucked with hotel-standard care, which admittedly took a while, I started to admire people who do such a job with high turnover, it’s not easy.

I didn’t wear underwear today for my chores. The sensation of bending over to clean the toilet, or to look under the furniture to make sure I vacuumed properly was so titillating when I felt my asshole exposed, I kept getting distracted by it, sometime I would get on my knees to reach under something, or to put dishes away in the lower cupboards of the kitchen, or to scrub the floor, and I would but my head to the ground and my arms splayed to see what it’s like to be a wanting girl in doggystyle, there to be used. I would imagine that Justin was just about to get home, and he would see my tight asshole in the air and he would come up behind me and spank me hard, spit on my hole and fuck me. I would get up and whilst passing one of the many large wall mirrors I would catch my dress caught on my little erection and I would giggle before delicately pinching the pleated fabric and lifting it over to cover myself, “What a naughty little slut.” I snigger.

Being a sissy girl is fun.

#

Julia and Justin get home around 6pm on Sunday, they went for a late lunch together and they seemed in good spirits. As they come in the door I hear Justin mention to Julia that it’s nice to have a sissy around again to do the chores. Again? I remember Julia having saying that this her their first time with a sissy, I assumed she had just dated someone in the past or something, and given that I was kind of freaked out about being caught I hadn’t had time to register what was really going on. I wonder how often Julia and Justin has done this? Anyhow, I feel like I’ve really been let into a dirty little secret, did Kayleigh know?

I don’t have time to think about it any further as I quickly run my hands over my dress to make sure that I look okay, and stand in the kitchen with my hands together in front of me and a smile on my face.

“Hello Callie, did you do your chores?” Justin asks as he sees me.

Callie, I will never get bored of hearing that. Every boy should have a girls name too I think.

“Yes, Daddy.” God, that feels so normal too now. Justin’s my Daddy, and I’m his sissy. This is easy.

Julia and Justin tell me that they would be checking the house to ensure I did my chores properly once they have sat down and had a bite to eat, and I was to wait in Kayleigh's room, so I do. After a while, and a thorough check of the chore list, Julia comes into Kayleigh's bedroom.

“Well then, you’ve been a really good girl, haven’t you?”

“Yes, mommy, I did as you asked. Did I clean well?”

“You did. And since Kayleigh will be home tonight, I think you deserve a little treat right now before we say goodnight. Daddy Justin will be in soon, he’s just showering, so it’s just me and you right now.” I nod my head, I’ve enjoyed my weekend, it’s a shame this will end. “Now where is that key?” She left the room and came back with my chastity cage key in hand. “You’ve been a really good girl, haven’t you?”

“Uh-huh.” I moan gently, the mental place it puts me into when she speaks to me like that is unforgivingly submissive, and I feel my entire demeanor change. I want Mommy Julia to look after me, I’m her little girl.

“Now scoot yourself back.” I move back onto the bed a little bit, and without pause for thought Julia starts kissing my thighs. “Such smooth, sexy little thighs. Mommy’s going to treat you.”

“Uh-huh.” It’s all I can say, I’m just a slutty little sissy in my floral dress, on my girlfriends bed, possessed by her mother.

“Now lets see how smooth your little hole is.” She takes my legs by the back of the knees and pushes them up and out, her tongue tickles the back of my thigh as she teasingly trails down towards my asshole, I’m whimpering with pleasure already, I’m all yours Mommy, I’m your obedient little sissy girl. The tip of her tongue touches my asshole, fuck, it makes me quiver. “Sensitive are we?”

“Yes, Mommy.”

She flattens her tongue on my asshole and starts licking up and down whilst with her hands she fiddles with the key of the cage in the lock before releasing me.

“Let’s give your little girly cock some attention.” She comes up from my asshole and takes my flaccid but precum dripping penis in her mouth, playing around with her tongue. “It’s not like Justins’, but there’s nothing wrong with that now is there?”

“N-no.” I stutter, thinking about my tingling asshole and how badly I want it to be fucked. As if she read my mind Julia dribbles spit down onto my hole and slides a finger in, hooking it to expertly find my g-spot, this is definitely not her first rodeo, she got that right.

Have you ever worn a cute little dress and had your g-spot massaged as your little cock is played with? I’ll tell you what it feels like: freedom. Pumping away like a man is always enjoyable, obviously, but oh my god, being spoiled like a cute little girl and being able to squirm, whimper, squeek and moan like a little fucking bitch, it’s incredible.

I’m Mommy’s little sissy slut.

“You’re right, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mommy. I’m a virgin.”

“I can tell.”

She smiles at me as I close my eyes and get lost in the asshole massage she’s giving me, my cock is erect now and looks so delicate and cut underneath my dress. Julia notices me looking at it with a lustful interest and she tells me that I can play with myself, so I do. She spits on my asshole and starts to fuck it with an in and out motion, it’s different to her finger on my g-spot, but still incredible. My asshole feels so sensitive and full of life, it sends electric pulses through my groin as she uses it. She slides two fingers in and it makes my cock twitch in my hand, it’s becoming really difficult to not cum.

“You’re going to have to fit Justin’s big cock, sure you can handle it?”

No, but I’m going to damn well fucking try.

“Mm-hm.” I’m actively pushing back against her fingers sliding in and out of my asshole now, it feels so good. My eyes are closed in serene pleasure when I open them Justin is standing over the bed, his big cock in hand, grinning at us.

“That was quick, showered already?”

“I have, I’m all ready for the google little slut.”

I can see that. His cock was already hard, he must have been thinking about what was going to take place whilst showering, small water droplets are still caught in his chest hair. Julia didn’t take her fingers out my asshole whilst they had this exchange but she pulls them out and gapes me, it feels so good to feel my hole so open and ready to be fucked,

“What do you think?” She asks him.

“I think she looks ready for her first cock.”

“Is that true, Callie?” She asks me gently, teasing my hole with a finger.

“Uh-huh, yes, yes please. Fuck me please.”

“She’s such a little slut, look she even wore a cute summer dress for us today.”

I stay where I’m laying with my legs in the air and Justin grabs hold of them and pulls me with ease towards the end of the bed so I’m on my back with them in the air, I feel like such a little doll in my summer dress, fuck me Daddy, I’m your little girl.

He places his fat tip on my asshole and rubs it whilst Julia spits on it and jerks him.

“Take it easy on her, it’s her first time remember.” She tells him.

No don’t take it easy, fuck me, I’m a whore.

I push down against the tip of his cock and it, pop, enters right inside me and makes squirm and spasm with pleasure, I squeal like an Asian girl in porn, I love this feeling. He pushes his whole big cock in until our bodies smack together at the base of his groin, I feel so full, I can feel it pulsating in me, I can feel it so deep, it feels amazing. I try to push down further but there’s no more, I’ve taken it all.

“You fucking whore,” Justin says to me, looking down in amazing, “this is not your first time.”

“It is Daddy, I promise. I’m just a good whore.”

He and Julia laugh to each other but his facial expression quickly turns into a focused aggression as he starts fucking my asshole, Julia’s watching with glee and takes my cock in her hand, jerking it lightly with the motions of him fucking me.

“It’s so fucking deep.” I tell him in the form of squeaked moans, the sound of our bodies clapping together is really turning me on, and precum is leaking out my clitty onto Julia’s hands, she looks at me and looks them clean before putting her hand back on my cock loosely to just offer it guidance as my bodies moves up and down against Justin’s.

He slows down now, happy with the ramming he has given me and starts to enjoy the slow motions in my tight asshole, bringing his big cock almost out, the tip teasing the entrance, and then shoving it back in in one gliding motion just as he did with my mouth. I close my eyes, the feeling is too blissful, I throw my head back and I feel Julia’s hand placed on my throat, lightly throttling me just to really make me feel like a little fuck doll.

“Cum deep in her, babe.” Julia’s command gets Justin grunting, he clearly enjoys the performance for her. “That’s it, fuck the little sissy girl, show the little sissy what a real man is.” He’s fucking me harder now and my body is bouncing up and down, I reach down and start jerking my cock feverishly, Julia’s hand tightens on my throat but I can just about moan for Justin to fuck me harder, and he does, until,

Fuuuuck. It’s even better deep in my asshole, jets of hot warm cum deep inside me, he lets it stit here as it pulsates, I’m in bliss. I’m so focused on his cock pumping inside me that I suddenly realise my own hand is covered in my cum. I open my eyes and it hits me, a full body vibration, by whole body is growing wonderfully weak and has entirely given over to Julia and Justin, I spasm a little as his cock inside me vibrates against my g-spot. I’m in heaven.

Julia takes her hand off my throat and Justin pulls his long cock out my ass, with a little splutter of cum following it that drips down my ass. He slaps his heavy cock against me a few times, as if to remind me that he owns me. The cum dripping out my ass feels so naughty and warm. I want to lay here in this bliss forever.

But suddenly, I hear the front door to the house open. That can’t be? Julia and Justin see the look of panic on my face and laugh, no, that can’t be Kayleigh, she isn’t back yet, right? I’m frozen, I can’t move, besides it’s too late, I hear the footsteps come towards my room and open the door.

Kayleigh walks in to her bedroom. And I’m wearing her dress, my legs in the air, cumm dripping out my asshole and all over my hands, I look at her in terror.

She laughs. What the fuck?

“Looks like you’re dripping baby, let me get that for you.”

What is happening?

She comes to the bed, Justin moves out the way, and she gets on her knees.

“Spread them.” She pushes my legs out wide and she flattens her tongue on my asshole and licks it clean of Justin’s cum. “There you go.” I look at the three of them in absolute shocked confusion and they laugh at me, I find some words.

“You’re not supposed to be home?”

“And you’re not supposed to be fucking my step-dad, in my dress.” Fair point, I have nothing to say. I ask if if she’s mad.

“You think I haven’t done this before? This isn’t our first rodeo.” My mouth opens in shock, are they fucking with me? She sits next to me on the bed and starts playing with the cum that covers my hands, “Mom told me exactly what they had caught you doing.” She looked to her Mom with a grin, who replied that Kayleigh seems to enjoy the sissy’s, and one way or another her boyfriends always end up in her clothes, it’s like she has a sixth sense for them. Apparently so. Kayleigh lays her head on my chest reassuringly, how strange this is, I’m still in her clothes. “I always knew you were a bit of a sissy, you should clear your internet history more.” She laughed at me and seemed in a good mood, so I just rolled with what was happening, Julia and Justin retired to their own bedroom

“So what does this mean for us?” I ask her.

“We’ll see, maybe we will see how much of a slut we can make you.”

I pause for a moment, unable to take it in, but then laugh. “Sure, it’s a deal.”

On my way to becoming one hell of a sissy slut.


Girl for the Neighbors

“I’m gonna make you cum so fucking hard.” Shemeans it too. Ever since Kayleigh’s Mom and her partner made me into a sissy slut last weekend, mine and Kayleigh’s sex has been more alive than ever.

She tightens the red silk ribbons around my wrists and covers my eyes with the matching blindfold. “I love you, my little sissy.” Her words send a tingle through my body, I’m still not used to being her sissy, it’s entirely changed our dynamic, for the better though. There’s so much freedom in being open to new roles in the stage performance of sex, the bedroom the set.

Her words reverberate through me, uttering a spell of release as I ease into my submissiveness. Her finger traces down from my lips, down my chest--catching purposefully on the large red ribbon tied at my back and wrapped around my body, over my nipples. It matches the blindfold and hand-ties, my body wrapped in coordinated femininity. Her finger continues teasingly down to my hip where she hooks her red nail tipped fingers under the tiny mini-skirt that would be more accurately described as a fabric belt with pleats for it’s so short; my erection pitches a little tent, catching the end of the pleats. She kisses it, nuzzling the skirt out of the way with her nose. Being so gently touched whilst bound in delicate softness makes me moan like a little bitch and squirm in anticipatory bliss for what’s to come. She unhooks her fingers from the waistline of the skirt and pinches the pleated ends of it to lift and teasingly reveal all that is beneath.

“Yum.” She says, tracing the tip of her tongue along the top of thighs to take a trip towards my cock from where she spirals around it with her face, climbing an imaginary stairway around my erection with her chin until she reaches the top and slides me into her mouth and takes me all the way down to the base of my groin. She leaves my cock in her mouth for a moment and moans softly into it, using her tongue to spread her spit about me.

"You ready, Callie?" She asks as she takes me out of her mouth. Callie is my girls' name, it's who I become when I put on my panties, the name was given to me by her Mom and her partner. Hearing myself called it makes me twitch with excitement, it still brings back memories of last weekend and the descent of embarrassment at being caught in Kayleigh's clothes and the following transcendence into bliss as it was accepted, encouraged, and used.

I whisper a soft utterance that I’m ready, my head is heavy with a fog that seeps in like a beautiful sleeping dust sprinkling over my brain. It’s an incredible chemical pleasure that I’ve discovered, use me, I’m a sissy slut. My eyes lull upwards behind my blindfold, my cock drips precum.

If I knew being a sissy slut would feel like this, then I would have confessed to Kayleigh long ago.

I hear the clip of the back of her strap on as she puts it on, my hips thrust up.

“Fuuuck. Fuck me, fuck me good.” I moan.

"Down baby, no thrusting!" She pushes my hips down and gives my cock a light slap, she says its naughty and impolite when I thrust like that and it is not how I get what I want, but we both know her telling me off is exactly what I want.

I was hesitant at first, when Kayleigh came home to my cum-dripping asshole and revealed she was in on the whole thing, I had some hesitancy, some things are so far outside the normal realm of experience that we can be hesitant to accept them into our lives, for fear of the 'abnormal', but then my better senses came over me and I realized that denial of my pleasure for fear of being in a 'not normal' situation was absurd. Why are we so afraid of what we're told isn't the norm? Who made the fucking rules?

A hear a heavy dribble of spit leave Kayleigh’s mouth and drop down onto the end of the strap-on, without the ability to see I pay extra attention to the sound as she slathers it over the big rubber cock and lines it up to my asshole. The wet tip is so welcome and I loosen as best I can.

"How I know you did a really good job with my step-daddy's big cock last week," she begins as she slides the tip in, receiving a gasp from me, "but I have to make sure they're you're ready for tomorrow, I don't want you to embarrass me in front of Rachel and Chris." Rachel and Chris are a couple that lives just a block away from Kayleigh's parents, Kayleigh had explained to me that they were into couple-swapping and Kayleigh had come into contact with them during a period of experimentation with a previous partner, and ever since then it has become a fun and sharing relationship. "We have to make sure your asshole is ready if I'm going to present you to them as my sissy girl. My little slutty sissy. My cock-hungry little girl." She continues her cascade of dirty talk as she begins to slide the strap-on in and out of me.

“It feels fucking good.”

“Yeah? Does it? Are you my little slut?”

“Yes, yes, yes yes.” She begins to fuck me with rhythm and leans her body down and into mine resting her head beside my head, her hand finding the upper part of my throat beneath my chin, the strap-on deep in me and her body rubbing against my dripping cock.

“You’re going to be a good girl tomorrow.” Her voice is dominant in my ear and it makes me throw my head back and bounce back against the strap-on, yes fuck me.

“Yes, I’ll be a good girl.”

“Good.” She peels herself back up, taking her hand away from my throat, instead placing it on my cock, rubbing it and jerking as she fucks me.

“Does that feel good when I play with your little sissy cock as I fuck you?” I moan in response, I grab my ankles with my hands and hold my feet high in the air to allow her to get as deep in me as possible, my face is furrowed with pleasure.

I love being a girl.

“Are you going to cum for me?”

“Yes, yes yes, oh my god, yes.” I’m struggling to muster much more words than moans and sounds, I squeak like a little girl when she’s fucking me like this, so we’ve discovered.

"You let me know when you're going to cum okay." She starts speeding up her strap-on fucking as well as her hand on my pre-cum wet cock, It feels so good, I fill so full and it feels like the strap-on is pumping the cum through me for a massive orgasm. My moans get louder and faster and my the sound of our bodies slapping together is turning me on, I feel the orgasm build up in me,

“I’m.” I moan as our bodies slap together, she pulls back for another thrust, “Gonna.” She pushes deep into me again, still jerking my cock, “Cum.” She gives a few more deep thrusts and then lets go of my cock and slides the long cock out of me, I gasp as it leaves my asshole.

“Not today you’re not.” She smiles at me with the most mischievous of smiles. I look at her with shocked amusement.

“You’re fucking kidding me?” She raises her eyebrows.

“Excuse me?”

“Seriously? You told me you’d make me cum so fucking hard!”

She giggles at me and winks, “Now get to the shower and clean yourself, and then I’m going to lock you in your cock cage so you don’t get any ideas when I’m not looking.” I look at her still in disbelief, but I do as she says.

I can’t fucking wait to cum tomorrow now.

#

It's been a few hours until Kayleigh's parents said goodbye, Justin had to travel for business and Julia has gone with him as she does not have any work demands currently. Laying in the bath I watch Kayleigh in the ambient glow of the candlelit bathroom, her back is to me and I have a growing sense of who she is come over me. Putting an earring and turning over one shoulder she smiles at me,

“Clean and ready, sweetie?”

“Just about. You know you’re wonderful right?”

“Oh yeah?”

"Yeah." I leave it there but continue to watch her petite womanly figure accentuated and contoured by the candle glow shadows, her black stockings and lace underwear set giving her a powerful aura. Her posture seemed renewed, or maybe I was just seeing a new her. Just as I have found power in my role as a sissy, she has found power in revealing her dominant side; it always felt like there was a part of her that I never really knew, but now I do, and I love it. We have both shed our sins and begun to love every part of one another. Her my fantastic dominant girlfriend, and I her submissive girl. I can't wait to share the gift of us with the neighbors later. I finish washing myself and get out of the bath to dry, moisturize, scent myself with a rose spray and get dressed and ready.

#

Kayleigh chose my outfit, of course. I sit waiting patiently on the couch in the living room where I sucked my first cock last week, Kayleigh’s step-dad’s. Kayleigh and I have discovered that the feeling of silk on my skin is absolutely divine, and makes me feel like the cutest sissy slut there ever could be. The sensation of sliding on silk panties and then holding in your cock with the softest embrace feels so delicately sensual. My panties tonight are pastel pink, Kayleigh really wanted to bring the feminine out of me; I still have the cage on my cock and it looks a little silly bulging through the panties, but Kayleigh wanted to ensure she had control of when I was allowed to play with it. I have a matching pastel pink bralette and a dainty silver silk nightgown hangs over my body from thin spaghetti straps on my shoulders.

The doorbell rings and Kayleigh answers it, I hear her greet Rachel and Chris at the door and a flutter of butterflies erupt inside me, fuck, I’m nervous, I hadn’t felt particularly anxious until now. I hear them come down the hallway and I stand up, my hands together in front of my body like an obedient girl ready to be introduced as the young woman of the house.

“Rachel, Chris, this is Callie.” We exchange pleasantries and Rachel tells me how wonderful she thinks my silk nightgown is which makes me blush, I’ve never been complimented as a girl before on my outfit, it feels so sexy, I feel so sexy, fuck this is all so sexy.

“Chris, you know where the drinks are.” Points Kayleigh to the kitchen, must be the norm for him to have one. Her and Rachel stay stood in front of me with smiles on their faces and feel nervous at the attention, they seem very eager for what they’re going to do with me and I have a feeling this isn’t their first rodeo…

"Right, Callie. Well, I'm going to take your wonderful girlfriend for a moment," they smile at each other as she says this, "why don't you go and entertain your guest in the kitchen?" I look over to Chris, he's taken a seat on a counter barstool with his drink.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

"Oh, she is well trained," Rachel comments to Kayleigh with an impressed tone. They laugh and Rachel hooks her arm into Kayleigh's and takes her through to the bedroom, I take my stool next to Chris in the kitchen.

I watch him sipping his whiskey, I had never had a taste for whiskey and I can’t help but admire what a man he looks at this moment. Last weekend I was the passive part under Kayleigh’s mum’s control, but without the girls here, I sense by moment to make a move, to try and exert my own sissy sexuality.

I’m a sexy slut, and I’m going to damn well act like one.

I bite my lip menacingly as I undress Chris with my eyes, he catches me doing so and smirks. I lean forward towards his barstool, place a gentle fingertip on his thigh, like sexual static I feel a shockwave through me at doing so.

“Is this okay?” Fuck, why did I ask that? Powerful, you’re a strong sissy, you can take a man if you want a man. He chuckles in response and puts his arms out in a 'what do I care?' gesture. I suppose it is what we are here, after all. I'm beginning to understand the dynamics of the relationships and women that Kayleigh brings into her life, and in turn, understand her some more. Chris seems to have no imperative to impose himself into me, hell, even Rachel gave me a real good eye-fucking, but Chris is far more of the passive type; I'm going to have to get what I want myself. This will be fun.

I sit and run my fingers up and down his pants covered thigh, feeling the electricity enter my body from his, the sexuality bring alive my cock, although still in my cage I could feel it's wanting to be free, and so I use the surge of energy coming from my cock and allow it flow through me like adrenaline and channel it into my feminine.

I continue running my fingers up and down his thighs until I gain the confidence to run them higher and reach for his cock, the moment my finger touches it's like a spell is broken and I grab it with my hand, perhaps a little too haphazardly. He smirks at me and repositions himself, I can tell he's feeling the same energy I'm feeling, even if he is showing no signs of being the aggressor.

I look up as I grab his cock and suddenly notice how terrifically handsome he is and the thought floods to me, perhaps it’s not that he’s passive due to a submissive personality trait, perhaps he’s just used to them coming to him. I realize suddenly how drawn to him I was from the moment we sat down, I was caught in a spell of trying to get his attention and have his sharp green eyes look into mine.

In a strange way, this gives me confidence and I move on eagerly to show him I'm worth my stock as a little slutty sissy, I want to be a girl he'll never forget. I begin unzipping his pants and out from his boxer briefs I pull his semi-hard cock. It's thick, very thick. It isn't the longest, but my god it's a handful and just feeling it in my hands makes me gooey and weak, why is it about thick and big manly cocks that makes me want to be an obedient girl? I play with it in my two hands, rubbing the drip of precum about the tip, tasting it, feeling it grow harder in my grip, expanding and lengthening until it was standing fully erect. He likes my awe at his cock. I smile at him.

"I love it, Daddy." His cock twitches, if there's one thing I'm beginning to realize, it that men love their sissy to call them Daddy, and I'm more than happy to oblige.

I’m Daddy’s sissy whore.

Satisfied with his hard cock I stand up off my barstool,

“Do you like my outfit?” I ask in a cutesy effeminate voice as I twirl around and let my silver silk nightgown lift into the air and reveal the silk panties beneath, ending with a playful curtsy, “I wanted to look good for my guests tonight, am I a cute girl?” He watches all of this with amusement before taking a swig of his whiskey and placing it on the counter and swiveling on his barstool to reply.

"You are most definitely a very, very cute girl," he places his hand on his cock and starts stroking, "now why don't you be a cute slut and put on a little show for me?" I feel my face light up with happy enthusiasm towards his wanting to see me perform and I quickly try to cover my excitement and play it cool to help control my nerves.

"Sure Daddy, anything you want." I tip onto my toes and clench my hands in front of my body with a cute smile as I say this before turning around and leaning up against the side counter of the kitchen, "Do you like it when I do this?" I push my ass out with a curved back to accentuate my shape and waggle my cute butt at him, bring a hand back to pull up the nightgown just a little and grab and spank at myself, "Am I a good slut?"

“You are, keep going.” I peep my head over my shoulder to see if he’s still playing with his cock, and he is, and oh my god, I swear it’s grown even bigger. Chris’s right hand motioned up and down the thick veiny shaft with slow and controlled intent, his eyes glued to me and a smirk on his face. He has me exactly where he wants me, a performing fucktoy, is that why he paid no attention to me at first? Fuck, well played, but my turn to take control.

I turn around and walk towards him slowly, one foot delicately placed ahead of the other with subtle delicacy. Stopping just in front of him I place my right forefinger on his lips and peel it down to catch his bottom lip, and continue down to the hair on his chest that reveals itself from out the two undone buttons on the top of his Oxford shirt. I drag my finger down further until it catches on a button, and I bring my other hand to undo it, and again with the next button, and the next, and the final button until I open his shirt to reveal that he has a sculpted chest underneath the hair and a solid core with impressive strength. I place my hands on his pecs and grab a tuft of manly chest hair in each. A rush of adrenaline surges through me as I admire the masculinity that I am trying to tame, and suddenly I feel weak again, in the best way. A concoction of nerves and excitement fluttering through me. I catch myself, and take his wrist and remove his hand from his cock, getting down on my knees I take it in my hands and angle it towards my mouth.

I look up doll-eyed like a cute slut when I put the tip in my mouth. It's so smooth, it's so big. I think about him sliding my silk panties aside and lifting my nightgown to pop open my asshole with his cock. If I had known in the past just how fulfilling and empowering it feels to service a man with my feminine charm then I would have become a sissy whore years ago. He moans as I slide more of his cock inside my mouth and pushes down on the back of my head,

“Uh-huh, right there you little bitch. Right fucking there.”

“Yeah, Daddy? Right there?

“Mmmm.” He begins thrusting gently and I ensure I keep my mouth nice and open, I wouldn’t want to catch him on my teeth, I want him to know that I'm good at what I do.

I’m a good girl.

A deep moan cuts through the air with a low vibration as he pushes my head down and the tip of his cock hits the back of my throat, spit is drooling out of my mouth and dripping down his cock and dribbling over his balls, down to his taint and onto the barstool. I fucking love it when sucking a cock turns messy, it makes me feel like such a naughty whore, knowing that the sensation of my spit dripping down their genitals and towards their asshole is adding to their experience is amazing, I’m such a good whore. I fucking love this. This is what I want to live for. He grabs my hair tightly in his grip, fuck yes there we go treat me like a whore, it turns me on so much, I begin to bounce my ass as though there's a cock under me, oh I wish there was a cock under me. My body feels so elegant moving in such a way in my nightgown, I feel like such a man-pleasing woman. Pull my fucking hair, make me your whore. He does, he pulls my head off of his cock and pulls my head back to make my eyes meet his, I’m gasping for breath and a tear is streaming down my cheek from his cock being deep in my throat, my mouth is full of precum mixed saliva and I blow a spit bubble for him to show him how much of a bad little bitch I am. He puts his hand on my throat and stands up, pulling me up to stand with him. I can feel the tension, yes, he’s going to fuck me.

“Julia’s bed, now.” He orders. My heart skips a beat in nervous excitement.

“Yes, Daddy.” I walk slowly and purposefully in front of him, ensuring to move my hips as much as I can and put on a show for him. As I enter the hallway I hear a moan from Kayleigh’s room, fuck I forgot all about Kayleigh and Rachel! Oh well, it sounds like they're having fun, I walk past her room and to Julia and Justin's room. My ass is throbbing with the want to be filled and having it done so in my girlfriends' parents room is sending me manic with sinful lust. The room is dark when I enter, the curtains drawn and no light on, I sit on the edge of the bed and let Chris decide the lighting, he turns on one of the bedside lamps and basks us in a low ambient glow. I sit and wait for my orders, I want to be shown how he's going to fuck me, and don't want to make an assumption. He stands at the end of the bed and takes his clothes off so now he's naked entirely, he has the body of a Greek sculpture with the perfect amount of hair all over, his Adonis belt is a runway to his cook and his core begs for a hand on each waist to peel up to his chest and grab his pecs whilst his cock is being ridden. He walks over to the edge of the bed to stand in front of me and I instinctively start working his cock, I can't stop myself, I'm just such a cock-hungry whore and he's so incredible. My breath is littered with squeaks and moans, I feel my language being taken over by cockwhore language, one that speaks through gagged grunts of a cock-filled throat and soft moans of submitting to a stuffed full hole.

He takes my throat and with ease lifts me slightly and pushes me back so I'm splayed on the bed, my whole body comes over with a giddiness.

“Make me your fucking whore, Daddy.” Fuck, where did that come from? Even Chris seems surprised by my outburst, but he catches himself and smiles at me.

“That’s the plan, sissy.” He opens the bedside drawer and takes out a bottle of lube, been here before then Chris, huh? I laugh internally at his comfortable familiarity with Julia and Justin's bedroom. "Now, legs up, slut." I do as he says, and he puts my heels on his shoulders, pulling me in to line me up perfectly on the edge of the bed, the tip of his throbbing cock lined up with my asshole. He generously pours some lube over his cock and starts stroking it whilst looking over me, his catch. He lays his big cock on me, the schlicking noises of him stroking it are making me desperate, oh just fuck me! But he's clearly enjoying the feeling and the image of my small little body contrasted by his manly penis. He puts some lubricant on my asshole and starts playing around with it lightly whilst I reach down to my belly to stroke what I can of his cock whilst in a laying down position, it's all making me squirm and squeak in anticipation. "Kayleigh told me she's been keeping you nice and open for me, so no need to warm up too much is there?"

“No, Daddy. I’m ready for you. You’re little cockwhore.”

The tip of his cock pops into my asshole and it feels as incredible as I thought it was going to, I bring my heels off of his shoulders so that I can widen my legs out even more and bring myself closer to him.

He slowly slides his cock with ease into my asshole until his groin area is flush with my body. He falls forward with pleasure, placing an arm either side of my body, I notice his eyes roll back.

"Fuck, Me. You. Fucking. Whore." Each word is spoken between grunted breathing, I'm not sure he expected me to take his cock like that. I take his face in my hands, a hand on each cheek and look at him again with the doll-eyed slut expression I've found has a great effect on men, and makes me feel like a pretty girl.

"I'm your little cockwhore, I told you. All yours. God, I'm so fucking full." My words are gentle whimpers of asshole-filled submissive pleasure. He pushes himself up and extremely slowly, centimeter by centimeter pulls his cock out of my asshole, enjoying the sensation of every bit of skin gliding against my tight holes grip, he pulls it all the way out and his cock leaves me with a little release of air, the sensation makes me throw my head back; I want to scream with slutty desire. He tickles my hole with the tip and pops it back in, this time beginning to build rhythm and fuck me real good, my body bouncing against his, back and forth on my in-laws' bed in the golden glow.

One week is all it took, I’m so happy my in-laws discovered me cross-dressing and made me a whore. I’m so happy Kayleigh found out, I’m so happy I can share this with her, and share myself with others. This is freedom.

His grunting build and he leans over to put a hand on my throat as he’s fucking my asshole and looks me in the eyes again with his big eyebrows and piercing green eyes.

“Are you a good little girl?”

“Yes, yes!”

“You like it when I fill your asshole?”

“So much, so much, yes fill me.”

His face is contorted with aggressive pleasure and I lean my head back to invite his hand deeper down on my throat and close my eyes to feel the bodily sensations of being used.

I get lost in the bliss of being fucked when suddenly a wet soft pair of lips touch mine and I instinctively kiss back, the kiss is slow and sensual, and definitely not that of Chris’s.

“Are you enjoy being fucked by my man?” It’s Rachel.

"I have no words, I've been fucked into silence. I can only breathe deeply through my nose or gasp at particularly peaking moments through my mouth, I nod to her.

"Seems our sissy has been fucked speechless." Rachel runs her hands over my silky body, as she lays next to me in the bed, her husband's cock deep in my asshole. "But I think it's time we move on don't you?" She stands up from the bed and puts a hand on her husband's shoulder, his cock is still in me, I feel like a sexy little object for their use, it's bringing me alive inside. He pulls his cock out and Rachel takes it in her hand and starts stroking it, "Do you like his big cock?" She asks me, I nod obediently in response, she smiles and tells me to join them in the living room.

I walk through the hallway in a daze, like a drug-induced haze of dreamy bliss. My fingers trace along the walls and I have the strangest sensation that I have left normal reality and entered into a world that exists solely on a plane of sexual pleasure as though Keyligh has helped me to transcend. Entering the living room I'm dulled even further into relaxed submissiveness by the fantastically dim lighting that Kayleigh presumably set up, the room is the epitome of romantically and sexually designed. Rachel takes my hand and leads me to lay down on the sofa, I do so, barely noticing Kayleigh on the opposite chaise lounge.

“Kayleigh, may I?” Rachel asks, holding out a hand.

"You may." My girlfriend responds, passing over a key. It's the key to my lock I realize, Julia sets me free and plays about with my cock a little bit, speaking to it tenderly, asking it if it's ready to come out and play. She gets up and moves herself to the top of the sofa, where my head is and places it in her lap. I feel like I'm in some kind of initiation, I am the patient on the sofa and Kayleigh is the psychologist unlocking my femininity, teaching me how to be free from the confines of masculinity, on the chaise lounge she sits with her feet up, playing with her pussy in a daydream-like state.

Rachel begins to run her hands over my body, I can only look up at her in awe, she is such a beautiful and powerful woman. She reminds me of Kayleigh's Mom somewhat, in her mid-forties but so sensual and elegant in white lace and a pearl necklace; it feels only right to be a submissive sissy to such a feminine tour de force. Her hands know exactly where to go to make my body tingle, she runs them down either side from my shoulders and under my bralette, when under there she rests all five nails of each hand on my skin and slowly closes her fingers together, drawing a light scratch inwards and in one fluid motion takes her forefinger and thumb to pinch my nipples and twist. I start thrusting in the air and she smiles.

“Do you like that sweetie?” She asks, I half squeak half moan in reply and she understands. “A good girl should enjoy her breasts being played with, shouldn’t she?” I offer my sounds-of-pleasure in response again and she chuckles lightly. “Now you're going to please me, okay?”

“Uh-huh.” I still can’t find words, only soft utterances of bliss. I hear Kayleigh moan and I look up, on the chaise lounge where her mother likes to lay, sat in a slumped upright position, her heels planted on the furniture she’s squirming in light contorted pleasure, Chris is on his knees on the floor, his head making delicate upward nods as he slowly and teasingly licks her pussy in quiver-inducing strokes. She opens her eyes and she catches mine, she smiles at me and mouths, ‘I love you,’ before closing her eyes again and entering back into bliss. Fuck I love her. I deeply exhale with contentedness as I watch her squirm under Chris's tongue until Rachel snaps me out of my loving gaze by placing her palm on my forehead and pushing my head back down onto the cushion. She places her hand on each of my cheeks and brings her face down to kiss me on the lips, delicately, softly.

“I hope you know how lucky you are.” She tells me, before climbing over me to place a knee either side of my head, she sits back on my face and I take a deep nose breath of her pussy, I feel my cock twitch at the scent of her. I put my tongue out and explore-well, she shows me where to explore. Rubbing against my face she takes my tongue on a trip through her smooth metallic pussy lips and down to her hole where I proceed to push my face into her as much as I can to get my tongue inside. Doing so makes me moan like a bitch, I want her to fuck my face so good. I hear her moan too, she pushes against my tongue and starts a light bounce to fuck herself with it until he starts grinding up and down showing my tongue the texture and taste of every part of her, she reaches back and takes her asscheeks in her hands and spreads, and lifts herself up a little. “Lick my Mommy’s, sissy.” With pleasure. It does feel like an honor to be the fucktoy of such a woman. I lift my head and flatten my tongue on her asshole, burying my face between her cheeks and take a long sniff of her asshole, it has a clean musky metallicness to it, a combination of her spread pussy juices and sweat. I start lapping her asshole obediently, showing her how willing I am to get stuck in. "Get in there." Spread her cheeks harder with one hand but removing the other to reach down her front and start rubbing her clit, I put the tip of my tongue on her tight asshole and she pushes back as I push my face in, I can't stop moaning like a bitch and my hips are convulsing at this stage.

I can feel the precum dripping out of my cock, I focus on that feeling for a moment; there’s a certain fantastic tingle that I feel in my cock during these moments when I’m wearing panties, feeling my hard little self escape the pastel pink silk and feeling the seams of them come inwards between my legs and between my asscheeks, tickling my asshole. No male underwear can every capture that feeling of having your body so delicately decorated with sexy panties.

She starts grinding against my face with speed and bouncing back and forth, her asshole being pleasured by my tongue as she rubs her clit until she reaches a climax and convulses on top of me, her head bent downwards from the neck and her body stiffening as she holds the orgasm then releases.

"That's a good girl," she tells me as she climbs off my face, "now it's your turn." She gets on her knees by the couch that I lay on and takes my hard little cock in her hand as she runs her other hand over my torso reassuringly. I look over to Chris and Kayleigh and realize at some point whilst I was eating Rachel's ass, they had switched positions, and Chris is now on the chaise lounge with Kayleigh on top of him. She's riding him slowly, back and forth she shoots her hips with deliberate motion, his big cock inside of him meaning that she can find the spot that hits her just right. Her hair is thrown back in a messy style that says ‘I’ve been cumming all night’, Chris is looking up at her with the same awe that I looked up to him as he fucked me, and I feel so immensely proud of her and her power.

“Your girlfriend is amazing, isn’t she?” Rachel’s watching me watch her as she begins to stroke my cock. “I want you to cum with her,” Smile smiles at me, leans over and kisses my lips, “a good little sissy should enjoy watching his girlfriend be fucked, shouldn’t she?” I nodded in submissive agreement again, my words are entirely lost now. Kayleigh starts speeding up her working on Chris’s cook, her hands are on his chest, gripping his chest hair just how I imagined doing, and she’s adding a light bounce to her rhythm as well as the back and forth grinding motion, her head is thrown back and she’s growing vocally. Rachel gets faster with the motions on my cock as Kayleigh speeds up. “I want you to cum me, cum for Kayleigh, cum for Chris. Good little sissy, you’ve been good for us tonight, haven’t you?” I nod again, am I dreaming? I feel that I’ve set sail on a ship into an ocean of unknown and washed ashore a magical island full of nymphs. Kayleigh starts bouncing up and down now on the pulsating large cock, her ass bouncing perfectly with the motion, the slapping of her body against Chris’s reverberating against what is the otherwise silent house, this is their show. “I had a lot of fun with her whilst you were with Chris, I always do. Your girlfriend has the most beautiful, sensitive pussy, I love to lick it, and her tight little asshole invites a finger.” My breathing is extremely heavy and my body floating on a cloud now, there is so much happening and it’s like an information overload of pleasure.

“I’m gonna cum.” I faintly whisper with a throatful moan.

“Fuck I’m gonna cum.” I hear Chris grunt, just seconds after, Kayleigh rides his cock faster and the slapping of their bodies together grows louder as she goes deeper and harder.

“Fuck I’m cumming.” I thrust my hips against Julia’s hand, and she masterfully strokes me gently but not too much so as I shoot all over my silk gown, I shoot so hard, I hit myself in the face and a little cum hangs on my chin.

“Me too, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck.” I look over as Kayleigh is cumming too, she grips his chest hair hard, speeding up and then stopping, stuttering, quivering. His groans echo down the hallway, Kayleigh’s silent but for heavy breathing, she’s slumped over Chris, vibrating.

We all stay silent without moving for a while, the quiet evening air still and calm after the storm. There’s an appreciation of the orgasms that we just had that doesn’t need to be spoken about, we all understand.

Finally, Kayleigh climbs off of Chris and slumps next to him on the chaise lounge, cum is dripping out of her pussy and dribbling down to her asshole. No one tells me to do it, no one asks, but instinctively peel myself off the couch and I crawl over to her and plant my lips on her pussy, put my tongue as deep inside and clean every drop of Chris’s cum that I can find. Her pussy is hot, and the cum is salty. I look up to her with my cum dripping off my chin and Chris’s around my mouth, she strokes my hair,

“I love you, my little sissy.”

“I think she’s a keeper.” Rachel chuckles, talking about me, Kayleigh laughs in response.

“Me too.”


Girl for the Dungeon




“Fucking hell, Callum.”

“What?”

“Your browser history…”

Fuck. “Hey, get off that!” I jump up off the couch to take my laptop from Kayleigh but she giggles and holds it back from.

“You’re a dirty little fucker.”

“Yeah, so? Tell me something we don’t already know.”

"Yeah but, baby, some of this is filth." I sit back on the couch in a mock sulk and let her snoop, ever since she started to make me her sissy and bring other couples over for kinky fucking, I've kinda lost my inhibitions and embarrassments regarding sex, she can tease all she likes you, especially when she looks so cute in just panties and a t-shirt. "Rope, stocks, leather, and whips. I had no idea, just when you think you know a person."

“I’m just, y’know, exploring!”

"Yeah, you are, my dirty little sissy." Putting the laptop to the side she jumps up and comes over, pouncing on me on the couch, a knee either side of me, she pushes on my chest so I fall back. She stares at me with her a menacing smile, a glint in her eye that tells me she's up to something. She starts playfully grinding on me, her brunette hair falling over here face in seductive messiness, her nails dig into my chest and she begins to pinch and twist my nipples. "You like that, huh?" She isn't asking me, she knows, she's only responding to the wide-eyed mouth-parted look on my face as energy rushes to my groin. "Dirty fuck." She laughs, stopping her grinding and releasing from my chest. Her giggle is so mesmerizing, we smile into each other's eyes for a moment, if there was any doubt in the past, there is none now, I love this girl. She leans over me and plants a kiss deeply onto my lips, out heads pulling together as though magnets attracted. She sits back upright, and smiles, and then,

SMACK.

Her hand meets my face with a loud slap, sending my head to the side.

Holy fuck.

“You like that you fucking slut? You want to be treated rough? Just like in the sissy videos you’ve been watching?” I don’t respond to her, I can’t respond. Yes. I enjoyed that, a lot, but right now I’m caught in awe of how versatile Kayleigh is, I feel my heart rate rise and blood begin pumping through me, she knows just how to make me feel alive. She grabs my hair from the top of my head and yanks me. “Well? Answer me you fucking sissy, answer your master. Do you fucking like being treated like a whore?”

“Yes master,” I meekly muster in a submissive soft tone, “I’m your sissy whore.” She takes the hand gripping my hair and places it on my throat and presses down, her other hand reaches down and undoes the button on my boxer briefs. She pulls out my cock which is instantly throbbing from her rough use of me. “Wow, that’s got you rock fucking solid pretty quickly.” Through her hand tightly on my throat I feebly manage an “Uh-huh.” in response, I’m too lost in pleasure to give her words, but just as I do squeak my reply,

SMACK

“Did I fucking tell you to talk?” She puts her hand back on my throat, pushing down harder before, her other hand jerking me off with speed, fuck I’m going to cum so quickly. My body is jolting and vibrating and my hips keep thrusting uncontrollably, choke me harder, choke your little sissy whore. I'm not even wearing my sissy clothes, yet she still has me feeling like one, she's so incredible at that. "You, going to cum? Yeah?" Her hand deepens on my throat and I question whether or not I'm going to be able to breathe, but I can, just about. I feel so wonderfully controlled by my beautiful girlfriend right now, it's incredible how a petite brunette can be so powerful. I'm yours, Kayleigh. Her hand presses in further as she tests the waters, but the sensation of her choking me is too much, it's pulsing through my body the sensation of being a usable whore, her cock starts to pulsate in her tight grip as she fucks it with her hand and just as she says, "Cum for me you fucking whore, cum for me, cum all over your slutty sissy self," she removes her hand from my throat and I take a deep gasping breath of oxygen that makes me light and dizzy all the while cum shoots out of my cock and all over me, my whole body vibrating in unison, my eyes roll into the back of my head and she slows down her strokes and my cock leaks out the last of its cum. She removes her grip of any part of my body and just sits on me, grinning, "I hope you enjoyed that because you're going into the cage tomorrow."

The chastity cage, that means she has something planned, for sure. I look at her with a questioning expression, she laughs and playfully ‘boops’ her finger on my nose,

“Okay so maybe you'll go into the cage tomorrow, I have to make some phone calls. It is Friday today right? God, I'm losing track of the days, okay so tomorrow's Saturday, perfect. Let's just say I know some people."

The fuck is she on about? I try and figure her out, attempting to make my brain formulate some kind of thought through the hazy bliss of post-orgasm delight that my mind is drowning in, but I figure that I’ll just leave her to her devices and not worry about it, whatever it is she’s plotting, it sounds naughty, and therefore fun.

I look at my flaccid cock and realize that for some moments now I've been sat stewing in my own cum, I look down at my body and examine it, fuck I came a lot! I run my fingers through it and play around with it which ignites my engine a little again, my cock growing into a semi as I pinch the cum between my fingers and then spread it about my body. I picture it being the cum of men who have fucked me: Kayleigh's step-dad and their friend Chris. Kayleigh introducing me to such manly men that make me feel like a little girl when I'm dolled up like a sissy and being pumped full of spunk was the best thing that happened to us, ever. I can't even imagine having another relationship again, how could it compare? Sharing one another like this, this is love.

I carry my thoughts on further to all the men I'd love to be fucked by. I'd love to submit to a college football player, he could make me feel like a cheerleader slut, I'd wear the outfit and even bring the pom-poms, he could make a young slut of me. Maybe a handsome nerd, a man who isn't adept at taking what he wants, so I have to lead the way, I think about how I could learn to overcome the submissiveness that I can't help but embrace when I'm dressed as a sissy, perhaps I would put on a leather type get-up and take charge, riding his cock with control. No, I entertain the thought, but no. My mind wanders back to the men who would take me, use me, make a whore of me. That’s what I want.

Nice average cocks that hit my g-spot just right and make me tingle with explosions of butterflies like a girl falling in love for the first time. Monster cocks that fill me up and make me feel like a small little fuckdoll. Small cocks that are perfect to make love to, a cuddle and a loving asshole massage.

I want them all.

My cock is hard again, fuck I’m such a slut. I start stroking it with my cum-covered hand, thinking about big black cocks jizzing all over my petite sissy torso, thick white cocks too, muscled men with veiny forearms, cum all over me.

Fuck I can’t believe I already feel ready to cum again, being a whore makes me so alive. Nothing compares to being a fucktoy.

I’m moaning as I wank now, thinking about piling more cum on-top of my already cum covered torso, I want to drown in cum. I want to gurgle it and blow cum-bubbles for my Daddy’s, I want to eat the cum out of Kayleigh’s pussy after men are done fucking her, I want them to cum in her mouth and I want her to spit and dribble it into mine so it can drip down my throat.

I hear Kayleigh on the phone in the kitchen but I don’t pay much attention, I’m lost in a fantasy of jizz.

Creamy jizz dripping out my asshole, warm against the skin as it dribbles down my asscrack and onto the bed.

Hot salty cum to swirl my tongue around in my mouth, mixing with my saliva, to swallow and fill me with another man's protein.

Sticky cum all over my body as groups of men tribute my sissy sluttiness by honoring me with their loads.

I start wanking with speed in a fast stuttery motion, it's never easy to cum straight away after you just have, but I manage it. I moan, a long, drawn-out, moan of bliss, my eyes clothes. I'm in cumland.

My second load isn't as big, but it still shoots with excitement. All over me, and I lay on the sofa rubbing it into myself.

Finally, I open my eyes to see Kayleigh standing at the archway into the kitchen, the phone in one hand, her eyebrows raised in a humored smile.

“Again? And what’s got you so excited?”

“Whore.”

“Excuse me?”

“I want to be a whore,” I can barely speak, a late orgasmic wave rushes through me, “I want to be covered in cum.”

“Well lucky for you I just got done making a call, and tomorrow I’m going to take you to see some old friends. Now go shower and clean all that cum off you, let’s watch some TV, we’re going to need some energy for tomorrow, and I’m not fucking cuddling you if you’re covered in jizz, it gets in my hair.”

I do as requested, though part of me wants to marinate is spunk all day. In the evening I and Kayleigh just hang out, she picks and outfit for me but doesn't let me see what it is. I ask her where we're going tomorrow and she deflects my questions, but I do know it has something to do with my rather rough fantasies.

#

“Good girl, you look beautiful.” Kayleigh leans over and kisses me, she’s dressed me up in a hot pink pleated leather skirt, with matching hot pink heels, I feel like a sassy princess. My eyelids have a light pink eyeshadow, my cheeks are blushed and she’s put body glitter on my chest.

“Isn’t that just going to come off when I put my top on?”

"Top? Oh, honey." I look at her uncertain of what she is implying, I can't just leave the house with no top, surely? "Sit up, close your eyes, and wait here." I do as she says and she fetches something from another room. Suddenly I feel a sharp pinch on both nipples, sharp enough that it makes me gasp, the pain makes me squirm a bit with pleasure. "Okay, you can open your eyes." I look down and laugh with delight, Kayleigh's bought a pair of metal nipple clamps to complete the outfit, no top needed.

“How do you feel?”

“Ready to be used.”

“Perfect. Now for the finishing touches.” She goes into the bedside drawer and pulls out some things. “Legs up.” I do as she says, and she smiles at whilst playfully fiddling with my cock. She takes it in her hands gently, brings her face to it and plants a delicate kiss on it, “Bye Callum,” she says to it, placing it in my chastity lock, turning the key and removing it, “and hello Callie.” A tingle of excitement runs through me, she looks me in the eyes whilst now dribbling spit onto her fingertips, she starts teasing and loosening my asshole. "Look, I got you a new one," She holds up a buttplug with a pink jeweled end, "it matches your outfit," she licks it and spits on it before placing the tip on my hole, the cold metal is a welcome sensation and makes me moan a little, "oh you're so excited, I can tell!" She pushes it in and my hungry ass swallows it, plugging me for later, "So cute!" She tells me, patting the button plugged asshole with her hand, "I think we'll count that as your underwear, just as the clamps count as your top. How do you feel?"

“Ready to be used.”

“Perfect.”

#

Arriving and entering the house that Kayleigh drives us to I can barely handle my excitement, it's practically spilling over, I can feel myself exhuming the energy of a little sissy girl excited for cock, because well, that's what I am I suppose. It already pulses anticipation through me when I leave the house dressed like a whore, I couldn't have imagined myself a month ago ever doing so, but now it's like Callie has entirely separated from Callum and I feel no shame for expression her. I've come a long way from wearing my girlfriends clothes when nobody is home, and as I walk up the pathway to the front door of Kayleigh's friends, I sense a sudden pride that I can allow myself to be Callie as well as Callum, and that I've allowed myself to be free to be me, with the help of Kayleigh of course, her love and guidance has been pretty key.

Kayleigh introduces me to Gemma and Dominic, she says she met them last year when wanting to explore BDSM, and since had gone to several small parties and meets where couples would meet at their home. They seem like a nice couple, mid-30's, Gemma emits a strong and elegant matriarchal energy like most of the women in Kayleigh's life, and Dominic a respectable man that seemed to keep a pace-length behind his partner, as though to suggest that she is the leader. In that sense, they do not seem too much different from Kayleigh and me, only older, and unlike Dominic, I'm dressed as a girl. I notice him eye me up and down whilst Kayleigh and Gemma hug and do their excited hello's, they haven't seen each other for a short while it seems. He's already thinking about fucking me, I'm sure of it, and that's fucking exciting. I feel my sissy energy flow through me, the kind that ignited when a man desires me, takes me in his gaze, 'perform for me, slut,' is what they're saying. And I will.

After their embrace, Kayleigh turns and gestures towards me,

“And this is Callie, my sissy that we will be using today.” Using? I like the sound of that.

"My, my, isn't she a wonderful one." Gemma takes two steps towards me and smiles, looking straight into my eyes. She takes my chin in her grip and turns my head either side as though inspecting an animal to see if it's pedigree, "Very, very cute," she lifts the chain that connects the nipples clamps with her forefinger, "and what a great touch with the clamps. Shall we catch up over coffee Kayleigh? It's already made, I was anticipating you. Dominic can set Callie up. Dominic, we'll only be 10 minutes."

Set me up?

"Sure." Kayleigh chirps, then turning to me, "See you later." She winks and turns to walk down the hallway. Dominic says nothing, it's then I realize he has a leash in his hand which he attaches to a loop on my choker, I can't help but to smile at that, Kayleigh you little fuck, so that’s why that’s on there. He leads me towards a door halfway down the hallway, opens it, and descend the stairs.

#

"Don't be shy, ask any questions you may have. It's always best, to make sure there are no misunderstandings. Kayleigh said you're new to the leather and whips scene so we're going to take it a little easy, you just want a good fucking, right?"

Dominic took me by surprise, I thought he was going to be silent the whole time. He's walking around the dungeon-like room lighting candles, I watch him and examine the room as he does so. The candles mostly sit on wooden shelves that line the dark walls, alongside leather-bound books, ink and quills, and gothic trinkets that build the aesthetic effect. I suddenly feel rather out of place in my excessively girly hot pink, but perhaps that was Kayleigh's plan, to make me the pathetic sissy surrounded my dark power. Even if that wasn't her plan, it's how I feel. Dominic's questions do help me feel safe though, and I snap back to remember I'm here with Kayleigh. It's just a little daunting when you step into an environment like this for the first time.

“I, er, yes, that’s right.” I can’t get my words out to Dominic, and suddenly I feel very shy.

"A quiet one, huh. That's okay, sometimes we can all feel difficulty with our words and actions, anxiety is common. That's why it's easy to be told what to do, it's why we engage in such practices. It's difficult to understand for some," he walks towards me with a confident smile, "but relinquishing control can be cathartic, a rush if you will." He grabs my chin much in the same way that Gemma did as he says this, but rougher, tighter, with more intent.

Holy fuck, take me right here, fuck me. I just want to lay on my back and open my legs for him. Take control of me.

I forget I even had a moment of anxiety, a good sissy should be quiet and submissive, and Dominic clearly understands this. I love it when they understand, it makes it easier for us all.

The sound of Kayleigh and Gemma coming down the stairs gets closer, but Dominic doesn’t release me, and it’s making me really fucking horny and ready to be fucked. The door opens.

"Well, good to see you two getting acquainted." Laughs Gemma, "Why don't we get her into position." She walks over to a centerpiece in the room and begins explaining to me, "Have you ever seen these, Callie? I'm sure you have, they're pillory stocks." I have, these are a deep dark brown wood with a light polished sheen, they sit atop a soft rectangular table-like structure that is what at first I thought an inconvenient height off the ground, but then it clicks, it’s at cock height. Quickly I begin to realize I'm going to be locked up and taken and that giddy sissy feeling rushes through me. I walk over to it almost too eagerly,

Lock me up.

"Come on, why don't you get on, on all fours please." I do as she says and she lifts the top half of the stocks for me to put my head through, I do so, as well as my hands, but she tells me to put them behind my back before putting the wooden block down and locking it, trapping my head. "I thought we would add a little stimulus for you, we could put your hands in the pillories, or we could use this." She pulls rope off a shelf, "We quite like rope here, there's something about seeing a little sissy with her hands tied behind her back, really gives you a sense of their submissive powerlessness," she walks around to my face and gets down to meet our eyes as she says this, "and a submissive, powerless sissy is what we like, isn't it?"

“Yes, mistress.”

She tightens the rope around my wrists and I feel the fibers dig into my skin a little bit, I hope it cuts my skin and leaves a mark, I’d love a mark of my whoreness. For a moment I ponder what it would be like to be branded like a horse or a cow, a farm-animal, that's what I am, a piece of meat for these men to eat away at. I think about the hot iron brand searing my skin with a sizzle and the mark it would leave behind, what would I have? Maybe it could just say 'sissy', or 'whore', or perhaps an image, a pair of panties? A gaped asshole? Suddenly I'm brought back from my weird fantasies by a slap around the face,

"Are you paying attention? Don't fucking embarrass me, Callie."

"Yes, Mistress, sorry Mistress."

“Dominic has asked you a question.” I look to Dominic, he’s standing before me stroking his cock, it’s twitching eagerly. Move forward Dominic, please, just move forward half a meter and I can put it in my mouth. But he doesn’t, he can’t read my mind. I would open my mouth wide and say ‘aaah’ to signal I want his cock in it but I know that I will be punished for being rude, I don’t decide when I’m fucked, they do.

"It doesn't matter, Kayleigh. Obviously, the sissy slut has other things on her mind, I'll give her something to concentrate on." He walks forward and grabs my hair to yank my head up to make my eyes meet his, I hope he notices the extra effort I've gone through with eyeliner, shadow, and mascara; I'm sure they'll notice later when it's dripping down my face in my tears, even if he doesn't notice now. He takes his grip off my hair and puts his hand on my cheek and his thumb in and around my mouth, toying with me. I love when Men do this to me, fold my lip, push your thumb in, test the waters. It's like when a man orders a cold beer on a hot day, he takes a swig of it on the way back to their table to make sure it's as refreshing as they hope it's going to be. His thumb in my mouth is his tester sip, and he approves. "Open wide you fucking slut." Yes, sir. I guess he did hear my thoughts asking for his cock then. I open wide, as wide as I possibly can, I have no hands to use so patiently wait for him to line his cock up and shove it in me, I’m so excited. He toys with me some more, but this time with his large smooth tip, rubbing it against my lips and slapping it against my face. Have you ever had a big cock slap you against your face? It makes my whole body weaken with submissive desires. He puts just the tip in and I start swirling my tongue around it, showing him how eager I am to please his cock. "Good fucking girl." He grumbles before slowly sliding the entirety of his tip and shaft all the way down to the base of his groin in my mouth, it hits the back of my throat and I gag, but not a bad gag, no, a satisfying reflex to being filled up. I take control of the reflex and try to push my face even further against his groin, but it's no use, my head is firmly held in place. I look up to him with wide eyes, my mouth open as wide as I can, full of cock and the first tear of the day dripping down my face, he looks back at me with a snarled expression that tells me he's going to do disgusting things to me.

I like that.

He begins to fuck my face, slowly. In, out, in, out. The skin of his cock wet with my spit sliding against my lips. In, out, in, out. Each thrust inwards finalizing with the tip slamming against the back of my throat and producing tears in my eyes that drip down my cheeks.

"You have a really good little slut here, Kayleigh." Remarks Gemma as she circles the stocks like a potential buyer circling a top of the range car, lightly tracing a searching finger along the surface as she hovers like a vulture, perhaps even I am a well-bred horse being examined, either way, I'm every one ride today. She crouches down into a squat beside my face and runs the strands of her leather 9-tail rip over my cheeks and Dominic continues to thrust into me. "She doesn't flinch, she keeps her mouth open and wide, she doesn't swallow the saliva when he has a chance, she lets it dribble down her pathetic chin," she leans in to my face, her nose practically touching me, I can feel her breathing whilst my mouth is being fucked, she sticks her tongue out and lightly licks my cheek seductively before whispering in my ear, "a good, little, slut." She whispers it just as Dominic is pulling his cock out reading for another push in, but despite my best attempts to be a good cocksucker, I can't help but gasp as she does so. It was just so awakening, my whole body shuddered with excitement and validation, I get the feeling that Gemma is a true master of seduction.

She pulls up and smiles at me and my outburst of breath, Dominic pulls out of me and starts slapping his cock against my face, and rubbing it all over, spreading the spit and pre-cum on me. It makes me feel like a fantastic little whore, a pretty toy to degrade and play with, an object.

I like that, a lot. I can feel my whole body quivering. Someone fuck me!

Gemma circles me again, running her 9-tails whip along my body as she does. She stops when she's behind me and runs the leather tassels teasingly over my asscheeks, lifting the pleats of my pink leather skirt, and just when I'm not expecting it when I'm focused on her delicate touch,

WUH-PSHH.

The leather tassels slap across my asscheeks, making me squeak, but I do not squirm; I’m a good girl.

"Mmmm, you little fucking slut," Dominic tells me, putting his cock back into my mouth and fucking me more furiously this time. I look up to Kayleigh for what feels like the first time since we arrived, I realize how lost in my experience I've been, I make a mental note to apologize to her later, but I think she understands, and it's what she wants too; she wants me to lose myself in it all. She smiles at me and puckers her lips to blow a kiss my way. Suddenly I'm overcome with loving emotions and the absolute absurdity of this all, well, a month ago I would've found it absurd if you told me this is how my life would turn, but I've already normalized to it. Nothing's truly weird or abnormal, you just haven't done it yet. Here I am, wearing a pink leather skirt, metal nipple clamps, a choker that says 'slut' on it, my hands are tied behind my back by rope, my head in a pillory stock, black eyeliner filled tears are dripping down my cheeks because of the cock fucking my throat, a woman I've only just met today is whipping my ass with a 9-tails, and my girlfriend is blowing me a loving kiss, accepting it all.

An old fashioned doorbell chimes.

“Ah, that will be the other guests. Kayleigh, would you mind? You know where all the refreshments are, make them welcome and, erm, well feel free to warm them up, if you know what I mean.”

Kayleigh laughs,

"Oh, I know the drill." She looks back to me, "Be right back sweetie." She leaves the room and the moment she does so Gemma whips my ass hard making me choke on Dominic's cock.

"I don't think we need this anymore," I hear her say from behind me, a finger of hers tracing the buttplug, "why don't you cum fuck the whore, Dominic?" I hear a bottle cap open and feel the unmistakable silkiness of lube drip down between my asscheeks, she takes the buttplug in her fingers and slowly, teasingly, with utmost purposefulness in drawing out the satisfaction of the plug sliding out my ass, remove it. I moan I can't help it. It feels so good, I wink my asshole at Dominic and Gemma, it feels so good and gaped. Dominic spares no time in sticking his thumb in me, an exploratory wanderer searching my hungry ass before he stuffs me full. "Sissy, are you ready to be fucked?"

“Yes, yes, so much, mistress. Please let the sissy be fucked.” I’m so desperate.

"Good. Not that we were going to give you the choice anyway," she circles back around to the front of me, again trailing the leather whip tassels along my skin as she does so, she crouches in front of me and grips my chin in her hand, "that's why we have you all locked and tied up, after all." She grips my chin tight, pushing my lips together to make me look like a silly whore, then suddenly,

SLAP

Her hand strikes across my cheek, and due to my head being in the pillory there is absolutely no give in my neck movement to cushion the blow. I let out a squeak that is somewhere between an expression of hurt and pleasure. I close my eyes and a low hanging moan comes from my throat like the reverberation of the slap is still in me, electricity surges through my body from my stomach. Dominic takes that moment to shove his cock in me, and when I say shove, I mean shove. No easing it in or teasing, he shoves his cock into my wet lubed asshole and starts plowing me like I’m just a sex object. The rhythmic sound of bodies slapping together begins to fill the room, I’m sure it will continue for some time. I open my eyes, and Gemma is still crouched in front of me, a big grin on her face.

"My, my, you enjoy being a slut."

“Mm-hm.” Is what I manage to hum back to her in response before my jaw drops open again at the pure thrill of submissive sensation caused by Dominic grabbing the robe that ties together my wrists to get more leverage on his thrusts, which were by no means gentle already.

“Why don’t we plug that?” Gemma asks, but I don’t know what she means. That is until she goes to another shelf and comes back with a ball gag which she tightens around my head and fills my mouth with. “There, like a pig and an apple, served up on a silver platter for our men.

The door opens and two naked men walk in, followed by Kayleigh and then a third naked man whom she is leading into the room, holding his big cock as though a harness. Gemma gets up to greet them,

“Ah, the cavalry has arrived. Boys,” she turns around motioning to me, “she’s yours.” I get the sense that this isn’t a new scenario to them as they are all comfortable in coming straight over to examine the goods. I hear Gemma thanking Kayleigh for getting them ready but zone out to their conversation due to the overwhelming groping I am receiving.

Hands all over me, and it feels amazing. Big strong hands squeezing my ass, a light scratch of nails peeling down my back. Two of them are slapping their cocks against my body and stroking, I hear Dominic offer my asshole to one, he pulls out and with no hesitation, another cock enters me and fills me up.

Oh my gooood. I can't hold the moan, long and hard, and each thumping thrusts creates a girly squeak from my mouth through the gag. Kayleigh notices and crouches down in front of me.

“You like that baby? Yeah you do, don’t you, you little fucking whore.” She slaps my face continuously as she speaks to me, “This is what you wanted, isn't it?” Slap, a harder hit, “To be a whore? My whore? My sissy fucking whore?” Slap. Suddenly I feel a hot warm squirt of cum of in my asshole and grunting from behind, fuck one of them’s cumming inside me, but I feel him pull out and shoot his load over my ass. I try to tell Kayleigh because I want the cum on my face but all I can do is make muffled sounds through my ball-gag, and even for trying to do so she pulls my hair and slaps me, “Sissy’s don’t talk when being fucked, slut.”

The men share a laugh behind me at my cum covered ass, I don't mind honestly. Just a shame that load isn't on my face, but I hope they enjoy looking at my jizz decorated behind, cum anywhere on me is a treat. The brief moment in between guys fucking me I feel the jizz that did cum inside drip out of my asshole, it's warm and burns slightly, the feeling makes the eyes roll into the back of my head.

I’m a sissy girl getting spunked all over. What a dream, it didn’t take him long either, and I don’t think it’s conceited to assume that that’s partially thanks to what a good sissy I make, and I feel proud of that.

The second guy starts fucking me now, I can feel that his cock is bigger, although maybe less thick. It’s incredible how you can gauge a cock by how it feels inside. I hear gemma encourage him as she spreads my asscheeks.

“Wax?”

“Definitely.” He replies.

She walks over to the table in the room and collects a lit candle.

“Michael enjoys wax, very much.” She explains to Kayleigh who doesn’t reply to Gemma, but instead looks at me and then sticks her tongue out whilst biting it, as though to say ‘oh this will be fun.’ Gemma walks behind me again and starts dripping wax down my back as the man--Michael it seems--is slowly sliding his long cock in and out of me.

“Mmm, dirty little fuckwhore.” He comments, watching the warm wax be dripped down my back. I’ve never had wax dripped on me before, I was expecting it to be extremely hot, but it isn’t, it’s a minor pain that quickly fades and I enjoy the sensation.

"Do you like that?" Kayleigh asks and I nod as best I can in response, and she understands.

“Kay, what do you say Charles here makes use of our sissy’s other hole?”

“Sounds good to me.” Fuck it’s so hot how she’s making these decisions for me. She takes off my ball gag and tells me to open wide, grabbing the hand of the third man she pulls him around to me and he spares absolutely no time in shoving his cock in my mouth and to the back of my throat.

Am I being spit-roasted? Oh my god, I am! I relish in the delight of being filled front and back, I’m a real fucktoy.

His cock fills my entire mouth and I feel precum leaking down the back of my throat intermixed with my saliva.

“Oh fucking right there.” Charles moans, right fucking there indeed, fuck yes. His cock is pulsating and throbbing was lust after already watching me be fucked and jizzed on, he’s been playing with it the entire time, wanking to his own live sissy porno.

“You like my sissy girl?” Kayleigh asks, getting on her knees to suck his balls as he fucks my throat.

"Yeah, I fucking do." He replies, everyone always does.

His cock feels so hard against my lips as it slides in and out, it's like a metal rod he's so hard but lovely and warm and tasty. Behind me Michael is matching the slow pace of my mouth being fucked, although I don't think it's intentional. It's a nice change of pace from the first man--who's name I still do not know-- and Dominic who pounded me hard and fast. They must be struggling to not cum, it’s all a bit much for them. Fuck I’m good. Just as I have the thought, Charles starts moaning heavily, Kayleigh has his balls in her mouth and has reached a finger through his legs and around to play with his asshole, his thrusts into my mouth are more deliberate, slowly out gliding along my wet lips and then fast and hard in.

“Oh my fucking god I’m going to cum for the little slut.”

“Cum all over her face. Do it.” Kayleigh tells him, not that she needed to. He slides his cock out of my mouth and without even needing to take his hand to it to finish the job he starts jet streaming hot cum on me, it hits in power short fire rounds and I find it so utterly fun that it makes me laugh. Kayleigh moans, his balls still in her mouth as he takes his hand to his cock and almost vibrates and quivers with his hips in orgasmic bliss.

I close my eyes and rummage with my tongue around my lips and mouth for any cum I can find to taste and savor. I feel it dropping off my chin and sticking to my cheeks, I want to just rub it in, use it as a facemask, moisturize my skin with it. I would bathe in cum if I could.

Gemma, who’s been watching from the sidelines with a grin on her face and her whip in hands suggests to Dominic that he takes over my mouth, and he agrees. He comes over and starts slapping his cock on my cum covered face, rubbing it all over me. He’s going to make me eat the cum off his cock, fuck. He does exactly that.

“Put your tongue out, slut.” I do as ordered and he starts feeding my cum from my face before shoving his cock in and fucking my mouth. He’s already pulsating from the excitement of the event, telling me how he’s going to cum all over my face, like the cum-princess I am, which makes me gush a little; I rarely get called princess, even when I’m at my most sissy, and I make a note to tell Kayleigh later about how that made me feel.

Behind me, just as Dominic did, the third man is holding onto the rope that holds my hands together and is fucking me roughly, grunting heavily. Gemma walks over to him and says something, but I don't hear what. I can guess, however, because she starts whipping my ass so hard that tears form in my eyes, although they could be from the facefucking. He starts fucking me even harder,

“He likes it when we whip our sissies, don’t you?” He doesn’t so much reply as lets out a long ‘mmm’ as he slides in and out of me. Kayleigh suggests that she knows what it is Dominic likes and kneels behind him to spread his asscheeks, burying her face deep to lick him out.

Everyone here is so filthy.

“Oh my god, right there, yeah right there, fuck she’s a good girl.” Dominic puts one hand behind now to push Kayleigh deep into his ass and slides his cock out from where it eas poking the back of my throat, he lets out a deep long moan and with even just the stimulus of slow gentle strokes on his cock he starts shooting his load all over me. Behind me he slows down too, moaning that he’s going to cum and despite me previously wanting it on my face I tell him,

"Inside me, deep inside me, fuck I'm such a whore. Please Daddy, inside me." I don't know what's come over me but the idea of being jizzed on front and back simultaneously is such a rough, and besides, he's hitting my g-spot just right. He keeps going, pulsating in my ass perfectly, I close my eyes and feel the cum drip down my face and,

“Oh fuck, fucking hell.”

He cums deep inside me and makes me quiver and shake, my eyes roll into the back of my head, it feels so amazing to be dumped full of cum like a slut. A rush of orgasmic bliss runs through my body as Gemma lays down a hard whip of my ass, the sensations mixing to create a concoction of pleasure and pain that takes me to a place of bliss.

I open my eyes sensing someone close to my face, it’s Kayleigh. She takes a long drawn out lick from the bottom of my cheek to my eye, curling her tongue to capture as much cum as possible because planted a deep kiss on my lips and pushing her tongue in so we tongue-kiss with cum. She withdraws.

“I love you, baby.”

“I love you too, sissy.”


Girl for the Girlfriend




A Confessional

It starts with a finger in your ass, and then you have to admit the desires you've harbored for years, because you enjoyed it.

So you experiment with that for a while, your girlfriend begins to play with it more when she’s sucking your cock, before long she’s using her vibrator on you, and then her larger dildo. It stops being about the light sensation of having your asshole toyed with gently, it’s about feeling filled.

Something about asshole play ignites something in you, in you both. It’s so stigmatized, a young man can become the butt (excuse the pun) of his friends jokes if they find out he likes it up the ass. It’s joked about as though it makes you less of a man, if only they knew. They probably all have secret fantasies of it too, but they are not ready to face them yet. It’s only human nature to be explorative, and it gets tiring playing the man all the time. You begin to wonder what it’s like to wear another costume, to play another role, to be a girl.

You would never admit it, but you tried on your mom's panties when you were younger. If you had a sister then perhaps you stole her clothes when no one was home. You were always kind of curious, we all are, but at some stage we are told not to play with dolls and to wear shorts not a skirt, and we accept it; but now you are older, and you want to challenge it. You want to know how it feels.

One day whilst browsing dirty websites, you come across a crossdressing category, and you don’t give much thought as to why you do it, but you click on it. Your cock twitches, is this a thing? Until now men in porn have been railing away, grunting like cavemen and showing their dominance to an almost sociopathic level. You love porn, but somehow there's never been a place for you in it. Sure, you've been dominant with your girlfriends, but you're a  curious person, you want to experiment with the roles, and you are capable of transforming into whatever you are needed to transform into, you are a character actor, master of the trade. But the thing is, that dominant role sometimes just leaves you tired, you lay there afterward with her head on your chest and you don't feel fulfilled, you don't feel like your sex is expressing you. You feel like you’re just going through the motions, you’ve been touring this stage play for some time now and you’re ready to find a new role, a new set, a new script.

And so you begin to watch these videos and you come across terms like sissy, and it piques your curiosity. Something about watching those videos, it’s freeing. It’s releasing. It’s the art of un-gendering. It begins to make you think, would I enjoy that? You already have your cock in hand and are stiffer than any porn has made you in quite some time. You did after all once try your mother's panties on when you were younger experimental, but the pleasure you felt was quickly replaced with shame. This though, this came without the shame, this was an acceptable embracement, there’s even a term for it,

Sissy.

You begin to notice something, these men aren’t acting like the men normally do in straight porn. They’re on all fours, curving their backs and pulling cute little panties to the side. They don’t grunt and rumble, they squeak and softly moan. And it looks so alluring to give doll eyes and submit.

A release from the constraints of the masculine act.

Release yourself.

You are the feminine inside of you.

Art may imitate life but now you are ready to complete the reflection and imitate the art. Whilst alone you start masturbating in different positions, exploring how it feels to orgasm when in all fours, the side of your face pressed against the floor and your ass in the air, one hand spread it. You being to talk dirty to yourself, perhaps you pretend you have a mistress, or a mommy, maybe even a daddy. The orgasms start to feel different, they come with a psychological release as well as a physical.

You are freeing your mind through sexuality.

It isn't enough, however, so one week when you are visiting your in-laws, you swap your suitcase with your girlfriends. She's going to visit her old friends whilst in the area, and your in-laws will be gone during the weekend. This leaves just you and her clothes.

Is that getting a bit specific? That’s because that is my story, I’m just like you.

An explorative sissy.

So you try on your girlfriends' clothes, just like you've seen in those videos. And the moment you do, it's like your self is transformed. What is it about putting on those panties and a tight little dress that makes you walk more daintily? What is it about a lace bralette and a choker that makes you want to get on your knees? I didn't care for an answer, I just wanted to jerk it all day and dance in my girls' clothing. It's like I had been transformed into someone else, I was no longer Callum.

But lost in my own world of feminine exploration, I failed to realize the text message my mother-in-law sent telling me that she and her partner would be home soon, that their weekend was canceled. And I was caught. So what do you do in this situation? Well, I'll tell you what I did, I did exactly as I was told.

You spend your whole time thinking that this exploration of yours would be punished with shame, embarrassment, and ridicule. But this isn’t high school anymore and I was ‘punished’ by a big fat cock fucking my sissy mouth. That’s your initiation right there, when that happens you know there is no going back.

And so, that weekend my girlfriends' mother-in-law gave me my new name:

Callie. Callie the sissy, she had me service her boyfriend, do their cleaning and made me feel like a little girl as she jerked my little cock, telling me what a good little sissy I am, all the whilst he fucked me raw.

A big cock will make any sissy feel small and desirable, submissive and objectified. It really did too. I would never have seen such a weekend at my in-laws coming, it was electrifying and enlightening, I loved it. My girlfriend came home early that weekend too, she caught me with cum dripping out of my asshole, I thought that would be that, the end of us, but she licked it clean.

And that’s how I became a girl for my girlfriend.

#

It’s been nearly a year since that date, I’ve made sure to remember it. It is a sort of birthday as far as I see it. There was the day Callum was born, and then there was the day Callie was born, and boy oh boy am I looking forward to her birthday, it will be a lot more fun than the dull family dinner that Callum has to endure.

Learning to be a sissy for my girlfriend has been a bonding process, it's brought us together. What started as uncertainty from me quickly tumbled into watching her get fucked whilst an older matriarchal figure jerks me off and whispers sweet naughty things into my ear about being a good little sissy. I know too many that I know it may seem weird, out of character, perhaps perverted, but I think they are just afraid of playing a different role. See, as an actor in life I refuse to be typecast anymore, I want to try all the costumes on.

My favorite costumes are the sluttiest ones, ones that say 'I'm a sissy fucktoy, use me'. Ones that look best with my eyes cross or rolled back into my head, my whore mouth open and my body bouncing up and down on a cock. When you're a girl for your girlfriend, there's nothing better than working cock together, being on your knees together with her slapping a big veiny dick against your face, telling you what a slut you are.

‘Yes mistress, I’m a dirty little slut.’ I would say, opening wide, ‘Aaaaah’ for the cock to be put in me and my mouth to be fucked like a pussy whilst she plays with his balls and smiles at the successful transformation from Callum to Callie.

Have you ever worn a small pleated skirt, a choker on your throat that says 'Daddy's Girl', and a bralette around your little sissy titties? Have you ever felt the way it makes you want to squeak like a mouse whilst you're being caressed and entered, how it makes you moan like a little fucking bitch. It really is all just an act, isn't it? I was a man, and now I'm a girl. That easy, a little sissy girl. All it took was for me to put on Caesar's clothes to become Caesar. It's true what they say,

When in Rome, do as the Romans do.

When in girls' clothes, do as the girlies do, right?

Have you ever felt like a submissive sissy, on your knees at the feet of a handsome, strong, successful man, looked up and said ‘may I Daddy?’ as you take his thick cock in your hand and transfer it to your mouth, where you can only fit part of it in because you’re such a small girl and he’s such a big, well, man. Have you ever in all your years of jacking off looked down at your cock and thought to yourself, ‘I wonder what it’s like to have a big, throbbing, pornstar cock in these hands, it must feel so powerful?’ Well guess what, it does feel fucking powerful, you can still have that feeling, you can still have a big, throbbing, pornstar cock in your hands, it just won't be yours. Why deny ourselves of that Earthly desire just because we don’t have our own?

And when that big, throbbing, pornstar cock fills your tight pussy back pussy, oh my god.

You see, it’s something that you think would never happen. Let’s go back to the start,

It starts with a finger in your ass.

And then a dildo.

And then?

Well, it never stops, once you free yourself from your inhibitions and become a sissy you begin to crave small cocks, big cocks, black cocks, white cocks, thick cocks, and everything in between.

I’ll never forget the first time Kayleigh brought her black friends over and they made a vanilla ice cream sandwich of me. One behind fucking my sissy asshole, another fucking my whore mouth. I was wearing pink glitter eyeshadow and blushed cheeks, a tight pink shirt that said 'Daddy's Princess' and a little schoolgirl skirt. After they were done on my I was laying on my back with my knees up near my chest, I have a big load of spunk flown across my face and a puddle of it on my stomach, Kayleigh was licking it all up off of me and making out with me, I was in a blissful orgasmic daze; there's a special kind of orgasm when it comes through your sissiness, it's different. It doesn’t build, explode and dissipate instantly. It hovers like a guardian angel, it holds you in a cloudy embrace, it glazes your eyes and makes you feel like this is how nature intended you to be. Well, it was at that moment that I realized my life had become the porn videos that I watched that very day I came across the crossdressing category and started my ascent into the Heaven of Sissydom. How fucking lucky am I?

A finger in the asshole, that’s where it starts, so is a big cock in there where it ends? Is that the final mission? No. If you’re a good sissy then there is no end, it just becomes you. What started as a finger in the ass becomes a knee-length summer dress, pleated below the waist that catches the air and spins with you, making you feel like as air as you delicately twirl balancing on your spinning tiptoes before planting gently the high heels that you wear, seeing her laughing with you in shared delight. Getting dressed up by her girlfriends and her friends, you're there very own life-size adult doll, and maybe if they're lucky, they'll make you cum too. It's mastering high heels and learning how to apply your own make-up well. It's having your own mistress to serve, who will whore you out like the slut you are to all the deserving cocks and pussys. It's having multiple Daddies to service that make you feel like a sexy little fucktoy. It's having a boy's name and a girl's name and preferring to hear the girls one. It's bouncing back against a cock begging Daddy to go deeper whilst he pulls your head back by your hair, all the while your girlfriend is sat in front of you choking you and slapping your face, telling you what a naughty little girl you are.

I love being a sissy.

###

Kayleigh finishes reading from the pages I’ve written on and puts them on the desk, she spins on the desk chair to face me.

"Your confessional, huh? Well, I guess I'm your priest."

I laugh and she gets off the chair and onto the bed, crawling towards me, looking wonderfully womanly in her matching black lace lingerie.

“And I think that you’ve been a very naughty and sinful girl.”

“Oh yeah?” I can’t wipe the smile from my face, even as I try to play the innocent role.

“Yeah, now what could your punishment be? Hmmm.” She puts her finger to her chin and mocks pondering. “Well, in MY church-

“And what church is that?”

"The church of Sissy of course, and you answer to, and worship, me. So, turn over." I do as she says, turning onto my stomach. I'm wearing a pink lace thong wanted to match her, the string is deep between my ass cheeks, it makes me feel so naughty, so vulnerable and on show. She lands a hand down on my left ass cheek, SLAP, “Fucking slut, you really love being a sissy for me don’t you?”

"Yes, so much." I moan. The slap reverberating through my whole body as my asshole loosens in response to her spank. "Nearly a year, can you believe it?" She says, trailing a finger down my thigh tantalizingly, fuck me, please. "You're the best sissy I've ever had, I love you." She brings another hard spank down onto my ass and I whimper, she spreads my cheeks and lets spit dribble down onto my asshole and she rubs it in with her thumb. "Oh how far you've come, sweetie." She slots her thumb into my asshole and I moan into the pillow and she unhooks my matching black lace bra, "I want my sissy's nipples out." The bra strap releases from its constraint onto my skin and I feel more vulnerable and naked than before, there's a sexy satisfaction to having a bra removed like this, I'm so glad I became a sissy and can experience it.

"Are you going to fuck me?" I ask softly in a half-moan as she massages my asshole. Another spank comes down on me, however.

“I will do as I like, do not ask, slut.” I know that means yes and I smile into the pillow, she reaches over to the bedside table and grabs a bottle of lube and pisses it to me as she gets up to get a strap on. “I want to do something a little different, I’m always fucking you. I want to see you fuck yourself, turn around.” I turn around and sat against the headboard, she lays our 10” strap-on on the bed but so too passes me a thick rubber cock, and a vibrator for herself.

“Hold it out.” She motions to the dildo, and I do as she says. She dribbles lubricant over the top of it and starts to stroke it whilst I hold it from the base, looking into my eyes she tells me, “I want to watch you fuck yourself like a good little sissy girl, okay Callie?”

Her request sends tingles through my body.

“I would love to.” I take the dildo and start teasing my asshole with it, pulling the thong string to the side, my bra is still hanging onto my shoulders, we didn’t fully remove it when she undid the back, but something about this is really sexy to me so I leave it.

“Do you remember…” She begins, twisting her vibrator on, bzzzzz, and trailing it down her body to her clit, resting it through her underwear, moaning softly at the initial contact, “when I first came home to find cum dripping out of your tight little asshole,” she smiles at me, “oh you thought you were in so much trouble, but I just licked it up.”

I ease the tip of the dildo into my desperate hole, wanting to tease myself as she watches, taking it slow.

“Yes, I think about it all the time. I love eating cum with you, when you kiss me with  a mouth full of cum…” I throw my head back, “Ugh, so good.” And ease more dildo into my asshole, a couple inches now. I slowly slide up and down it whilst not losing eye contact with Kayleigh.

"Do you remember the first time I took you to a full swingers party? When they were wearing Venetian masks, the one in the mansion? You couldn't believe I even knew those kinds of people. You made such a good slut that evening, you made me so proud, as we were leaving everyone was thanking me for bringing you, do you remember? I had so much fun that night," she twists her vibrate to a higher strength, enjoying the layer of panties between it and her, but the story turning her on making her want more, "I was more of a mistress than ever before that night. I know you think I'm super experienced, but I'm learning like you. Those leather knee-high boots made me feel so powerful."

“Uh-huh, I was such a good. Little. Slut.” Fuck this is so hot. I love watching her masturbate, and I love her watching me, especially when I'm wearing her panties. I've always had a long streak of exhibitionist in me, I guess that's why I love to be a sissy so much. Men don't get to be the object of gaze so much, I wish the world could watch me and her masturbate together, I want to be a girl for the world's eyes to see. My hard cock starts peeking out of the lace panties and Kayleigh giggles, she reaches forward to give it one singular little stroke at the tip before returning to her position.

"Standing behind you and paddling your sissy ass whilst you were in chains was so hot." She slides her panties to the side and starts gliding the vibrator through her wet pussy lips, "And being able to choose the men that got to enter you, like you were my fairground ride and they had to queue up to see if I thought they were tall enough to ride you, that was so fucking empowering."

“You watching me get spunked on by so many was amazing.” I get into my feet in a crouched position and slide down the dildo further, beginning to ride it. I hold out my hand, Kayleigh takes it, she looks at me with a loving smile as my cock starts dripping precum through the panties.

“You’re such a good sissy, I love you. You’re my little slut, I love watching you ride that dildo, look how deep you can take it, mmmm. Baby.” She squeezes my hand and I feel my cock twitch.

Being a sissy for your girlfriend is total submission to your loved one, believing that she knows what’s best for you. Letting her choose the Daddy’s that enter you, holding her hand as you massage your prostate and feel like a submissive little fucktoy. Being a sissy is looking her in the eye whilst she chokes you, not whilst you choke her, and feeling her cock enter you, not your cock enter her. Being a sissy is feeling that overwhelming sensation of release when you let your eyes roll into the back of your head and grab the back of your knees to raise your legs higher and wider for deeper penetration, feeling safe underneath her.

She leans forward and we begin making out as we play with ourselves. She curls her tongue delicately over mine and bites on my lower lip making my whole body vibrate with electric lust. She retreats and takes my gaze with hers and guides my eyes towards her pussy, she slides the wet vibrator through her lips and eases it into her, I love it when she wants me to see.

“Reading that letter made me so wet baby.” She tells me, sliding the vibrator in and out of her pussy now as she takes her other hand from mine to play with her clit at the same time. “I never knew you were such a dirty slut until I came home that day, and you never stopped surprising me. That’s what a good sissy should be, as dirty as their girl needs them to be, as submissive as I needed you to be.”

“Tell me, tell me how fucking dirty I am.” I’m bouncing up and down on my dildo now, I can’t take my eyes off her. I feel them being wide with desire and submissive lust.

"You're the dirtiest little sissy whore I've ever known. You're such a good sissy, you take such big cocks. I love gaping your asshole when one man pulls out of it and bringing another over to keep it gaped with an even bigger cock. There's never any cock too big for you." She leans over and grabs my chin, staring forcefully into my eyes. "You're a good fucking slut, yes?"

"Yes, I'm a good fucking slut," I repeat with a girly moan, I fucking love it when she becomes rough with me. She moves a hand down to my nipples and starts pinching it.

“You’re a dirty little fucktoy, the perfect slut. Yes.”

“Yes, I’m a dirty little fucktoy, the perfect slut.” Say it, just try. Every sissy should say it and see how it feels, say it out loud, right now. It’s so fucking liberating.

She grabs my cock with one hand, holding the vibrator on her clit with the other.

“You’re going to cum for me, okay? You’re going to squirt all over both of us.” I moan in agreement, my whole body is practically twitching as I bounce up and down on the dildo, the sensation of it sliding in and out of me making me feel rhythmic pulses of orgasmic wave flow through me as she jerks my cock at the same time. “And we are going to cum together, okay Callie?”

"Yes, Mommy." I can't help it, I have to call her it. In these moments when she is in such control of me, I fully submit, I don't think I've ever had a mommy kink, but Kayleigh is my mommy sometimes. She’s my mistress, my mommy, my owner, my lover, my friend, my girlfriend. And that’s what it means to be a girl for your girlfriend.

She takes my hand with the one that was on my cock and splays out my fingers, holding her hand alongside mine. She looks up and smiles then kisses me. I know what she's happy about, she's just realized that our nail polish is matching, we are both wearing a slutty red.

“It’s so beautiful on your hands.” She tells me, “I want to see those girly nails wrapped around your cock before I make you cum.” It's so fucking hot when she wants to see my girliness and my cock together. I nod my head in feverish agreement and start jerking for her, my breathing fast and deep, uncontrollable squeaks of feminine pleasure coming from my throat.

She's biting her lip staring at me jerk my cock with my nail polish finished hands and the sound of her wet pussy being fucked with her vibrator mixed with the sound of my pre-cum soaked cock is turning us on, there's something incredible about mutually reaching climax with a person you love.

“You’re such a beautiful sissy. I love you.”

“I love you too.”

“Are you going to cum?”

“Yes, yes, yes.” I moan like a girl as I begin to reach near orgasm, I start to ride the dildo in a way that hits my g-spot just ride, rocking back and forth and I play with my cock.

“I’m going to cum, fuck yes.” She starts fucking herself faster, her hand sliding across her dripping pussy with lubricated ease as she rubs her clit.

"Fuck, me too," I tell her as I throw my head back, she takes my hand off my cock and takes it herself, jerking furiously.

“Cum for me my little sissy, cum for me, you’re such a pretty sissy girl, yes that’s it. Fuuuuck.”

I look down and she's pulsating all over as the tempo of her clit rubbing reaches peak and she stops for a moment, just a second, a brief calm before the storm, before she goes in with the vibrator one last time and starts squirting over me as I cum all over her, hot streams of it shooting from my cock into the air and all over her body and her face.

We continue this for what seems like an eternity of heavenly orgasmic ascendence before we are returned to our Earthly bodies and collapse next to each other in bed, covered in each other's juices.

“Fuck, cumming with you is the best.”

"I agree," I say through exhausted breath that struggles to catch.

“You never cum that hard when you’re not in my panties.”

“I just..”

“You love it, I know. So do I.” She turns over, not caring for the cum on her front that is now on the best sheets. She plants a kiss on my cheek and nuzzles her head into me. “I adore that you want to be a girl for your girlfriend, more guys should be like you.”

I smile and stroke her hair, laying in bed with her panties on, red painted nails and experiencing post-orgasmic waves.

“So, Callie.”

“Yeah?”

“What do you plan to do with what you wrote? Will there be more?”

“I don’t know yet, maybe. Maybe I should, men should know how great it is to be a girl, right?”

“I agree.”

Of course, she does, we love each other and we love our relationship. Everyone should try it once, after all, why would anyone not want to be a girl for their girlfriend?

The End.

Based on Personal Experience of Jenny Sparks.


Sissy Season Collection


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


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.


Sissy Season: 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!


Sissy Season: 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 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.
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