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She’d left the door cracked. I couldn’t help
myself. Maybe she had done it on purpose, knowing I would see her.
Now I couldn’t tear myself away from the door. Steam was billowing
out into the hallway as I watched her. The clear glass of the
shower had fogged, but not enough to hide her feminine figure from
my eyes.

Her dark hair hung down her back in thick wet
strands. I could see the water streaming from the tips. But I was
more interested in her front, where a small waterfall was pouring
down between her large tits. More cascaded off her puffy nipples
towards the floor, making her look like some obscene Greek
fountain.

My pajama pants bulged under the strain of my
cock. I was so hard it almost hurt. I dropped my hand under the
pull string waistband, gripping my manhood in my palm. I stroked
myself slowly as I watched my sister’s best friend rub a bath
sponge over her creamy white skin. When the sponge dipped between
her thighs, I felt a pang of envy.

She turned towards me to wash the conditioner
from her hair. I thought she might have seen me until I noticed her
eyes were closed. The steam spilling from the door carried a hint
of the sweet smelling shampoos. I thought it was lavender but I
really had no idea. The scent surrounded me and I could only
imagine pressing my face into her crotch and sniffing the same
fragrant smell from her trimmed bush while my tongue dipped inside
of her pussy. I squeezed my dick harder to relieve the pressure
that was building.

I wanted nothing more than to jump into the
shower with her. I wanted to slip my fingers down her wet thighs
before bringing my hands between her legs. I wanted to cup her firm
ass in both hands while I pulled her close against my naked body. I
wanted her puffy cupid’s bow lips around my cock. I closed my eyes
for a second to imagine what she would look like on her knees, with
her sea green eyes staring up at me while her hand pumped my dick
and her tongue circled my mushroom tip.

I couldn’t take it. My hand started to slide
up and down my shaft. My pajama bottoms fluttered as I stroked
myself in the hall. I opened my eyes and my ears, making sure that
my sister and her other friends were still downstairs. I heard
nothing but girlish giggling drifting over the upstairs banister. I
was safe for now.

Or at least I thought I was. I hadn’t noticed
that the water in the shower had shut off. I hadn’t noticed that
Samantha had stepped out onto the tile floor, dripping wet, before
reaching for a towel. I hadn’t noticed that she was now staring at
me from between the same crack in the door that I was using to spy
on her. But when I did, I ran.

I ran down the hall and into my room,
shutting the door quickly behind me. Maybe she hadn’t seen me.
Maybe she wouldn’t tell my sister. I had promised I would leave her
and her friends alone while they were here. My sister had shown up
this morning to tell me she had people coming over while our
parents were out of town. They were staying the night before
heading to the coast for Spring Break. I thought it would be easy
to ignore the girls. I mean who would want to hang out while a
bunch of women talked about girl shit while they painted each
other’s nails.

But then I saw my sister’s college friends.
The second they had walked through the door I wanted nothing more
than to be a fly on the wall. Seeing their toned bodies clad in the
tightest outfits money could buy made me regret my decision not to
go to college with my twin sister. If that was what college women
looked like, taking a year off from school was a bad idea.

Not that I had any chance with any of them.
Nineteen years old and I’d never seen anyone other than my sister
naked, and those were accidental encounters themselves. Girls just
weren’t interested in my skinny frame and awkward personality. I’d
finally given up looking for a girlfriend. I was tired of being
rejected.

I sat against my door waiting for the knob to
turn. Samantha had to have seen me. She was looking right at me.
There was no way I had gotten away with spying on her. She had to
be downstairs right now telling Jessica and her friends about what
I had been doing. What was I going to tell them?

I was panicking now as I watched the second
hand on my clock complete a full revolution. What if she called the
cops? It was my house but she was naked. I’d be locked up for being
a pervert. What would my friends say? What the fuck was I going to
do?

The seconds continued to tick by and with
each 360 that the long hand made, my dread grew while my mind ran
wild. I saw a judge banging his gavel, sentencing me to prison. I
saw myself in an orange jumpsuit with cuffs around my wrists and
ankles as I was walked down a chain link corridor while the
scariest men I could imagine slammed their hard bodies against the
fence. I saw myself in the cafeteria, where the only thing the
other inmates would let me put in my mouth were their thick
cocks.

What the fuck?!

Why was I thinking of that? I needed to calm
down. It had been nearly ten minutes and Jessica was still
downstairs. Samantha hadn’t seen me. She couldn’t have. I was safe.
I wasn’t in trouble and no one goes to jail for walking in on
someone in the shower. Everything was going to be fine.

I calmed down and stood up. Everything was
going to be fine. I was being crazy. Samantha knew I was up here.
She should have closed the door if she didn’t want anyone to see
her. It wasn’t my fault she had left the door open so I could
watch.

As I relaxed, my cock started to rise again.
The thought of Samantha’s naked body, framed by the steam hanging
in the air, brought me to my bed. I pulled my pajama bottoms down
to my knees, letting my dick stand straight up, ready to be
stroked. I bet she had planned for me to walk in. Women like her
wanted to be seen. No one looked like that and didn’t want to be
noticed.

I thought about the other things a girl like
that would want to do. I bet she would want to fuck in public. She
probably liked to take it up the ass. I bet she would moan the
whole time too. What I would give to get her to sit on my dick. To
watch her tits and she bounced up and down on my pole, her ass
cheeks slapping against my legs each time she slipped up and down
on me.

My hand was a blur over my cock when my door
opened. I hadn’t locked it when I came in, my first mistake. My
second came only a few second later when I failed to notice that my
sister and her three friends, one of them Samantha, had entered my
room and was now staring at me in much the same way that I was
staring at Samantha earlier.

“Hey Jason, having fun pulling your pud?”,
asked Jessica.

I froze. This couldn’t be happening. There
was no way my sister and her friends had just walked into my room
to catch me mid-stroke. I looked up, having to stare over my
erection to do it. Between my bed and the door were four girls in
tight tops and pajama pants rolled up so the normally loose bottoms
dug into their crotches. I could see the outline of Samantha’s
privates through her light pink shorts.

“What the fuck Jess! Why the fuck are you in
here! This is private!” I tried to pull my pants back up. “GET
OUT!”

The girls just giggled. Samantha stepped
forward and stared at my rapidly deflating cock. She smiled and
pointed as I went limp. “That’s too bad. I was hoping for a better
show.”

“What the hell are you talking about?”

Her smile faded and she stared daggers at me.
“You think I didn’t notice you watching me in the shower you little
freak?”

Fuck. Now what was I going to do? She already
knew. I might as well just tell the truth. “It’s not like I did it
on purpose. You left the door open!”

“So because your door doesn’t close properly,
that gives you the right to stare at me with your little dick in
your hand?”

“I was just fixing myself!” I could feel my
face grow warm as I blushed. I realized I still didn’t even have my
pants up.

Samantha smiled again while the girls behind
her giggled “Just fixing yourself? That takes five minutes in an
open doorway? Try again. And why don’t you stand up and show some
respect.”

There was something in her voice, behind the
anger, that made me jump immediately to my feet. I almost tripped
over the pants I still hadn’t pulled up as they wrapped around my
ankles.

“Well at least you can follow directions. Now
tell me the truth Jason. Why were you staring at me in the
shower?”

I ignored her question, instead opting to
pull my traitorous pants back up. But as I bent down to reach for
the waistband, Samantha’s voice once again made me jump.

She spoke in a quiet but stern voice. “Leave
them there and stand up straight.”

I did as she asked. There was just something
that made me afraid to disobey. I straightened out and dropped my
hands to my sides, leaving my now limp dick dangling in front of
me. I saw my sister turn her head away from the sight, but the
other two girls just pointed and laughed. Samantha just stood there
with a grin on her face like she had a secret she desperately
wanted to tell me.

Samantha walked towards me, pushing her face
so close to mine that I could feel her breath along my cheek. She
whispered softly so the other girls in the room couldn’t hear her.
“You liked what you saw?”

No point in lying now. I nodded, beads of
sweat forming on my brow.

“Do you want to touch me?”

I nodded again.

“Do you want to fuck me?”

I didn’t know what was going on but I gulped
and nodded once more.

“So cute.”

I felt her fingers on my naked skin, slipping
down towards my hardening cock. She made contact, but it didn’t
linger. Instead her hand brushed alongside my swollen dick and
continued southward until she was cupping my balls. I couldn’t help
but think she was about to drop down to her knees in front of the
others and suck me off.

She had no intention of kneeling on the floor
in front of me. Her hand tightened around my balls instead,
squeezing them until I cried out in pain. She relaxed her grip and
leaned back in to my ear. “It’s too bad I only sleep with women
then isn’t it Jason?” She licked my earlobe, tracing the curve of
my ear up to the top. “So why were you watching me in the shower?
Tell the truth.” She squeezed me again.

My knees buckled under the pressure she was
putting on my nuts. She didn’t release my sack as I sagged to the
floor to escape her grip. She just crouched down next to me,
maintaining her hold on my marbles.

“Please… Let me go... I’m sorry!” I was
crying. Samantha had reduced me to a sobbing mess on the floor in
front of my sister and her friends.

“Not until you tell me why you were staring
at me like a creep.”

“Because you’re hot! How is that a fucking
mystery!”

Her grip disappeared, freeing up her hand to
catch me hard across the left side of my face. “Watch your tone
with me you little shit.”

Jessica spoke up from behind her. “Enough
Sam. He saw you, you saw him. You got even. Just let him be now.
It’s not funny anymore.”

Samantha stood up and turned to face the
other girls. I couldn’t see her face, but I saw my sister’s and she
looked equal parts angry and scared. The other two girls seemed
amused at Samantha’s handling of the situation.

“You think we’re even? Your brother is a
sicko and you’re defending him. Did you know he was going to spy on
me?”

Jessica was on the defensive now. She looked
just as scared as I did.”No! I was downstairs! I didn’t…”

Samantha cut her off. “You told me to use the
bathroom up here to shower. Is that why you invited us over here?
So your brother could see all of us naked? Was that all you two had
planned?”

“I swear I didn’t know! I’m your friend Sam!
You know me!”

Samantha relaxed. She touched my sister’s
cheek lightly before leaning in and kissing her gently. Were
they…were my sister and Sam an item?

“So I do. If you didn’t know your brother was
a perv then I believe you, but let me handle this sweetie.”

I watched my sister step back from Samantha
and drop her eyes to the floor. “Sorry bro. You’re on your own
now.” She walked out of the room and shut the door behind her,
leaving me still lying on the floor, half naked, with three girls
who didn’t seem to like me much.

Samantha turned back towards me. “So you
think I’m hot huh? I guess I can’t be mad at you for that.”

I nodded in agreement.

“And I bet you think Amy and Nikki are hot
too huh?”

“Yes…” I said hesitantly.

“And you would want to see them naked too I
bet. Am I right?”

I looked down at an invisible spot on my
floor. “You are right Samantha.”

“I wonder what you would do to see us all
naked. Would you go down on us?”

My head shot up, eyes locking onto
Samantha’s. My other head followed suit. “I’d go down on you.”

“Hmm. Would you crawl over her on your hands
and knees? Would you let me press your little face between my
legs?”

“Yes!” My cock was harder than it had been
all night.

“And would you suck on my nipples? Would you
twist them and keep them hard?”

I nodded enthusiastically. “God yes. I’ll
tease your tits and suck your clit. I’ll stick my dick in you and
ride you hard!”

She laughed at me. “I don’t remember asking
you to use that tiny dick of yours. I have tampons bigger than
you.”

Her comment was like a punch to the gut. My
dick drooped along with my eyes. I could hear Amy and Nikki
laughing. I looked at my cock. Was it really that small?

“Ohh poor baby. Did I hurt your wittle
feelings? Well I’m sorry. I thought we were being truthful. The
only thing you might be good for is licking cunt. You’d still do
that wouldn’t you? You still want to drag your tongue over my wet
twat don’t you?”

My dick twitched in confusion. The
humiliation she was heaping on me was tearing through me, making me
feel self conscious, but the way she was talking, her questions and
her tone, they were turning me on. My brain battled with my mixed
emotions, leaving the rest of me on standby.

“Well you little pussy? Do you want to crawl
over here on all fours so you can wrap your mouth around my hole?
Answer me!”

I snapped back to attention. There was more
going on here than I understood at the moment, but I knew I would
give anything to see her pussy up close. I wanted to taste her. “I
do.”

“Do what? What does my little pussy do?”

My cock was back to bouncing up and down in
rhythm with my pulse. I wasn’t a pussy. I didn’t think my dick
looked small, but I guess I’d never really looked at anyone else
for comparison. All that mattered right now was getting her pull
down those tiny shorts of her so I could lick her until she came.
Then she would know I was a real man.

“I want to crawl to you and lick you down
there.”

“Down where you little sissy?”

“Your vagina.”

“Not sexy enough. Try again. Show me that you
want to be a rug munching little faggot.”

Her verbal beat down was threatening to send
my dick scurrying back between my legs. I tried to ignore her
words, but sitting on the floor, forced to look up at Samantha was
making me wonder if this was an act or if she really meant the
things she was saying. And if she really meant them, was there any
truth to what she was saying? Was I being a pussy? A sissy? A
faggot? I didn’t think so. I just wanted to please her.

I tried answering her again. “Please
Samantha, I want to crawl over to you and pull your panties down so
I can lick your clit until you tell me to stop. I’m begging
you!”

Samantha clapped her hands while jumping up
and down. Amy and Nikki were giggling again. She pulled out my
computer chair and sat down with her legs spread wide. “Well? Get
to it then.”

Was she serious? I looked at Amy and Nikki,
then back and Samantha. Three of the hottest women I had ever seen
in my life were currently standing in my room and one of them
wanted me to eat her out in front of the other two. Was I supposed
to go down on them too? How the hell did I end up here?

I popped up onto my hands and knees and
started crawling towards Samantha’s open crotch. I had only covered
half the distance when I heard her yell. “Stop! This won’t do.
There’s something wrong.”

I sat up and looked at her. “What is it?”

“You have the memory of a goldfish don’t you?
I told you I only let girls touch me. You might be a pussy, but
you’re still a man.” She looked me up and down. “Not much of one,
but a man. This just won’t work.”

What the hell did she want from me! I
couldn’t take much more of this teasing. My cock was so hard that
it hurt. I grabbed it and bent it down at the base to try and
relieve some of the pressure. Samantha watched me curiously as I
twisted my dick awkwardly to relieve the growing tension.

“Hmm… Maybe there is something we can do.
Tell me Jason; would you really do anything to see us naked?
To get a chance to touch us down there?” She slid her hands down
the front of her shorts before slipping them down her inner thighs
where her smooth legs met the hips. She hooked the crotch of her
panties with her thumbs and pulled them outward before letting them
go. Her underwear snapped back into place with an audible
sound.

“Yes. I would do anything to get between your
legs. Just tell me what I need to do.”

Samantha’s eyebrows arched and a crooked
smile spread on her face. She tugged at her short pink shorts until
they slid off her tight ass. They slipped down her long, smooth
legs until they hung off of her bobbing ankle. She kicked them off
into the air. They landed in front of me. Her white and pink polka
dotted panties, visibly wet in the crotch, followed after her
discarded shorts.

“Put them on. Amy, Nikki, give Jason
something else to wear.”

I watched as Amy shrugged and slipped her
light blue baby T over her head. Her brown hair caught on the
neckline before cascading over her shoulders. She wasn’t wearing a
bra. Above her flat tummy sat two perfectly round breasts with
large pink nipples. They bounced as she lobbed her wadded up shirt
at me underhanded.

Nikki was next. She pulled off her top as
well, exposing her light brown skin. She was as toned and perfect
as the other girls. I was still in shock that this was really
happening. I had never managed to get any girl into my room before.
Now I had three of the best looking women I’d ever seen getting
undressed and ready for me to service them.

Unlike Amy, Nikki was wearing a white bra
with a small pink rose nestled between the cups. She reached behind
her back and unclasped the hooks, letting the bra fall from her
breasts and down her outstretched arms. It slid to the floor and
she kicked it towards me. I was too busy staring at her coffee
colored nipples to notice that her bra landed in my lap.

“Put it on,” said Samantha.

I looked at the small pile of clothes on the
floor, then at the bra. The cups were round and clearly meant to
hold more than I could ever offer. Did I really want to do this?
Did I want to pretend to be a girl just so I could get close to
these three? Was it worth it?

My swollen cock said it was. There was no
denying that I was turned on by Samantha and the others. I picked
up the bra and held it to my chest. I honestly wasn’t sure what I
was supposed to do with the unfamiliar undergarment. I knew how
they should look once they were on, but the straps and hooks were
foreign to me.

My confusion must have been clear to
everyone. Nikki spoke up from the bed. “It’s easier if you turn it
backwards and fasten the hooks first. Then spin it around and put
your arms in the loops. It’s what I do.”

I took her advice and spun the bra so the
cups sat behind me. I slipped the little metal hooks into the
loops. The bra clung to me tightly across my flat chest. I spun it
around and looked down, slightly disappointed at the sight of the
empty cups. I slipped my hand through the dangling straps and let
them fall onto my narrow shoulders. Nothing about the bra felt
natural. I was starting to doubt my willingness to wear the other
girls discarded clothes.

Samantha’s legs were crossed and her foot was
bouncing quickly.“Hurry up I’m getting bored.” She looked annoyed,
but that was a step up from the ball shrinking fury that was on her
face minutes earlier.

I reached for the rest of the clothes,
choosing the baby doll T first. I slipped the light blue t-shirt
over my head. It clung to my skinny frame in a way none of my
clothes did. But unlike the bra, it didn’t feel wholly out of
place. The material was soft and warm against my skin. And it
smelled faintly of feminine soaps or perfumes. I breathed in
deeply, taking the smell of Amy’s body into my nose. Her feminine
odor was now my own and it smelled great.

My hand was shaking as I picked up the final
items off of the floor. I held Samantha’s pink short in one hand
and her panties in the other. My eyes bounced from one garment to
the other. This was it. These were the final pieces of my
humiliation, and also my ticket to the girl’s privates. I thought
my first sexual experience would have gone a bit differently, but I
couldn’t deny that the women in my room were also far more
beautiful than anything I could have ever dreamed of landing.

I stood up and stepped into the panties. I
slid them up slowly, letting the soft cotton brush against my thin
legs. I pulled them into place and felt the cool dampness of the
soiled crotch against my sack. Knowing the reason behind the wet
spot just made me harder.

“Well that just won’t do,” said Samantha as
she stood up and started towards me. “Your cock might be tiny but
it’s still stretching out my panties. That just won’t do at all.
Pull them back down.”

I was half relieved, half disappointed as I
pulled the panties down. The soft cotton of her underwear had felt
great against my skin but being dressed this way made my stomach
flip. I just hoped this meant I would get to be with the girls as a
guy now and not that the deal was off altogether.

With her panties around my knees, Samantha
grabbed my cock and began to stroke it slowly. I moaned quietly
when her fingers brushed against my balls. No woman had ever
touched me like this and I didn’t want it to stop. I reached out
for her hips so I could pull her in closer to me. I wanted to press
myself against her naked lower half. I wanted to slide myself into
her waiting hole.

As I reached out for Samantha, a sharp pain
shot through my nuts. She had grabbed onto my balls and was
squeezing them painfully inside of her small fist once again. I
dropped to my knees as the pain intensified and she dropped to the
floor as well, refusing to let go of my aching sack. It felt like
she was going to pop them and I was worried that Samantha was about
to actually take my manhood away as I flopped onto my back.

Salty tears burned my cheeks as she continued
to squeeze, but the pressure was slowly letting up. Her hand
loosened and I heard her voice between my choked sobs.

“I’ve always been told that boys don’t cry.
Just more proof that you’ve been living a lie.”

“Why? Why are you doing this?” I asked. I
tried to sit back up, but as soon as I moved, her hand clamped back
down onto my junk.

“Because it’s fun. And because deep down,
you’re enjoying it as much as I am. If you didn’t, I wouldn’t have
had to crush your little nuts just to get your dick limp.”

I looked down at my cock, and sure enough, it
was flopped flaccidly over Samantha’s hand, still wrapped around my
balls.

“Back onto your hands and knees,” she
commanded.

I did as I was told and rolled onto my
stomach before pushing myself into the submissive pose. When I was
positioned like she wanted, she grabbed my limp dick with her free
hand and moved so she was directly behind me. She surprised me
again when she forced my nuts back up inside of me, shoving them
into the little spot where they would hide when it was really cold
out. With my sack empty, she began to slap the empty skin between
two of her fingers, causing me to drop my head in shame.

She had taken my balls away. While I still
had them, they were no longer hanging between my legs like a man. I
couldn’t believe this was happening and that I wasn’t trying to
stop it. And Samantha wasn’t done emasculating me. I felt her pull
my dick down towards the floor harshly before pulling it backwards
in one quick motion. I felt the tip of my cock touch my ass
cheeks.

“Sit up and pull up your panties like a good
girl,” said Samantha.

It was hard to push myself up with her hand
between my legs. I was afraid to move too fast, feeling like if I
did, she might accidentally rip my manhood right from me. When I
got into position, my fingers closed around the waistband of the
polka dotted panties once more and I slipped them up until they
were back into position, this time without an offending man bulge
ruining Samantha’s panties.

“So much better. I swear Jason, you make a
much better girl than you do a boy. Don’t you agree ladies?”
Samantha said from behind me.

Amy and Nikki agreed and when I looked down
towards my smooth front, I couldn’t deny that Samantha might have
been right. My dick was nestled between my legs and my balls were
hidden within me. The panties cupped my small ass cheeks and even
though the bra was empty, the cups still managed to leave two small
lumps beneath the tight shirt I was wearing.

I slipped the last of the clothing items up
my legs and rolled the waistband like Samantha had earlier without
even being asked. The shorts dug into my crotch and pressed against
my ass. I ran my hands down my body, taking extra time around my
new chest and flat crotch. I had to slip my hand between my legs to
feel my small, half erect cock. To all outward appearances, I was a
girl.

I had to admit to myself, it wasn’t just my
physical appearance that had changed. I didn’t feel much like a man
right now. I smelled of lavender and was wearing pastel colors. My
dick was hidden from view while a small but noticeable pair of tits
poked out from the shirt I was wearing. And I wasn’t in control of
anything anymore. I was a slave to the whims of the woman standing
behind me. She was more of a man than I was.

Samantha circled around me, taking in my long
look from all angles. “Pretty good. I think you’ve finally earned a
treat you little pussy.” She sat back down in my chair and spread
her legs, giving me an amazing view of her glistening lips that
were just waiting to be licked. “Back on your knees. Crawl over and
get started.”

I was on my knees instantly and between her
legs with my mouth pressed against her crotch within seconds. Her
well manicured bush tickled my nose and smelled faintly of her bath
soaps. With quivering lips, I made contact with her pussy.

I wasn’t sure what I was expecting. When my
lips touched hers, they became instantly wet with her juices. I
licked my lips clean, tasting her pussy for the first time. My
tongue slid from my mouth and up the entirety of her slit before
coming into contact with her clit. I’d read all about this online,
just waiting for the chance to practice on a real girl. Now it was
time to show off my skills.

My tongue flicked and danced over her hard
little button. Occasionally I would stop and suck on it, making it
pop out from between the folds of her pussy. I could hear her
moaning and her legs were shaking on either side of my head,
telling me I was doing something right. Confident that I could do
nothing more with just my tongue, I brought my hand up under my
chin and slid a few fingers deeply into her wanting pussy.

Her hole was warm, tight, and dripping wet. I
let my fingers twitch within her and was rewarded by another round
of leg shaking from Samantha. I glanced up over her pelvis and saw
that it wasn’t just her legs shaking. I couldn’t see her whole
body, but I watched as her tight tummy pulsed with each movement of
my fingers. Like a puppet master, every time my fingers within her
moved, so did she.

Her hand pressed against the back of my head,
her fingers dragging through my shaggy brown hair. She pressed
down, forcing my face against her body. My tongue moved faster and
more fingers slipped inside. My thumb drifted to her backdoor and I
tapped out a message in Morse code on her asshole.

She was moaning loudly. The entire room
filled with the sound of her ecstasy. My first time ever being with
a woman and she was delirious with pleasure under my touch. If my
face hadn’t been buried between her legs, I have no doubt she would
have slapped me for the smug look I had. I smiled and licked ever
faster as I felt her pussy clamp down on my fingers. She grabbed
onto my hand so hard I was afraid she was going to break my
fingers.

She hooked her legs behind my back as she
came; making sure my face never left the spot between her thighs.
Something wet dribbled down my chin and onto the back of my hand.
Her body convulsed and she pressed hard against the back of my
head, suffocating me against her crotch. I had never been so turned
on. Even though my cock was stuffed between my legs, I could feel
it grow as hard as steel.

Her moans finally died away and she released
me from between her legs. She was smiling at me. “I have to admit
Jason; that was unexpected. Your sister told me you were a virgin
but you just made me come faster than anyone I’ve ever been with.
If you weren’t such a little sissy I might actually consider going
straight.”

“Thank you?” I said in confusion. I had done
a good job, but she had still insulted me. “We could do it for real
if you want. Maybe you’ll like that too.”

She laughed harshly and rubbed my head.
“Don’t be silly. What joy could that tiny cock of yours give me?
Don’t ruin the moment sweetie. You are the best girl I’ve ever been
with. Let’s keep it that way. Now crawl your cut little sissy ass
over to Amy and do that again.”

My whole body sagged at her words. My tiny
cock throbbed against the panties I wore. My girlish hips swayed as
I crawled on my hands and knees to my next wet pussy. My puffy lips
kissed Amy’s smoothly shaven pussy before my tongue touched her
skin. My feminine fingers slipped into her and I worked my magic
again. She came just as quickly as Samantha did.

I moved on to Nikki as my mind tried to cope
with my current state. I was a girl. It didn’t matter if I had a
cock. I was on my knees with my head buried between someone else’s
legs. Panties hugged my ass and a bra encircled my chest. The
pastel clothes I wore only accentuated my feminine figure. I was a
girl, a sissy, a submissive little slut. And I was strangely okay
with it.

I reflected on my new status as I licked and
tickled Nikki in her most private places. Girls wouldn’t even look
at me when I was a guy. But dressed like this had gotten me close
to three of the prettiest women I had ever seen. I never wanted
this night to end. The only thing I would change was the constant
aching throb between my legs. I needed release before it drove me
mad.

Nikki came and pushed me away as her body
twitched on my bed. I fell back on my ass and looked up to see Amy
lying close to Nikki, her fingers dancing across Nikki’s dark
nipples. They were kissing each other deeply while Nikki writhed on
the bed. Clearly Samantha wasn’t the only lesbian in the room.

“So girls, did our new little sissy make your
toes curl like mine?” asked Samantha.

“Jason needs to teach Amy how to do that,”
joked Nikki.

“He got me so fast I can’t even remember what
he did!” Amy said with a smile.

“So it’s agreed then. Now we just need to
decide what to do with him. Or her? Yeah, her. We should name her,”
said Samantha.

Name me? I had a name already. I wanted to
say something, but I didn’t want to upset the girls so I stayed
quietly sitting on the floor.

“How about Jamie?” suggested Amy.

Samantha looked up at the ceiling for a
second before nodding. “I like it. Jamie it is.” She looked down at
me. “Understood? What’s your name little sissy?”

I sighed. No point in fighting it. “My name
is Jamie.”

Samantha clapped her hands together while the
other two giggled. Nikki rubbed my back, reminding me that I was
wearing a bra.

“We should give Jamie a makeover,” said
Nikki.

Amy perked up at the suggestion. “Yeah! It
wouldn’t be much of a sleep over without a makeover.”

“So what are you two thinking? I vote full
body myself,” said Samantha.

The other two agreed. I had had only a vague
idea as to what the girls were talking about, but I had a feeling
that I wasn’t going to like whatever they were planning. It was
time to speak up. “I think I’m done for the night ladies. I don’t
want to be Jamie.”

All three women turned towards me instantly.
Amy and Nikki were on their feet and Samantha was glaring at me
again.

“That’s funny Jamie. Let me make this clear
for you then. You don’t have a choice. While we are in this house,
you are our little sissy bitch. Understood?” asked Samantha.

I was done. I jumped to my feet and tried to
run from the room, but the girls grabbed me before I took more than
three steps. I wasn’t sure I could have overpowered one of them let
alone all three. With little effort, the women had me down on my
bed and my panties were being pulled down.

“That was a bad girl Jamie. Now we are going
to have to punish you. Flip her.” Samantha said.

Nikki and Amy wrestled me onto my stomach.
Samantha sat across my legs while Nikki sat on my back and Amy held
my wrists together above my head. Without warning, hands rained
down on my exposed ass, making me cry out for them to stop.

“Bad girls get punished Jamie. Maybe next
time you’ll listen.” Samantha said.

Through the pain and embarrassment of being
held down and spanked, I managed to respond. “My name is not Jamie!
It’s Jason!” In hindsight, I knew I should have kept my mouth
closed.

The spanking picked up speed. My ass was
burning as the girls continued to slap me again and again. When it
finally stopped, I was sobbing into my pillow, tears soaking
through the pillowcase.

“Amy, go downstairs and get my purse please.
I have something in there for Jamie here,” said Samantha.

Amy popped off the bed and bounced from the
room. She was back a minute later carrying a small black purse. I
couldn’t see what Samantha had grabbed from the tiny bag, but I
knew it wasn’t going to be something I wanted. I heard paper
tearing behind me before Samantha spoke again.

“On your knees Jamie. Nikki spread her little
cheeks.”

Not wanting the spanking to continue, I
complied the second Nikki got off my back. Once I was on my knees,
she grabbed both of my ass cheeks and pulled them apart, leaving my
butthole open for abuse. I knew the second I heard Samantha ask
Nikki to hold my ass that she was going to shove something up me,
but I was more curious at this point than I was scared. Besides,
nothing could hurt more than the spanking I had just received.

I was right on all accounts. I felt pressure
against my tiny hole as something was wedged inside of me. It
scratched my tight ring the entire time Samantha pushed it deeper
and deeper into me, but when it was completely in, my asshole
relaxed and the pain disappeared. I felt like I needed to poop, and
something was brushing against my taint, tickling me. Still, it
didn’t hurt.



“What was that?” I asked.

“Well sweetie, sometimes girls get their
period and need to use a tampon. Guess what time of the month it is
for you?” said Samantha as she snickered behind me. “Don’t worry
though, I used the extra heavy one. You shouldn’t have any
leaks.”

A tampon. I hung my head as Samantha pulled
my cock back between my legs. She held it in place while I pulled
the panties back up. I moved to pull up the shorts as well, but a
hand grabbed my wrist before I could.

“You know girls, we should really get Jamie
all cleaned up before she get dressed. Let’s go give her a
bath.”

The women tugged me off the bed and walked me
towards the bathroom. Right before I was pushed into the small room
where all the trouble tonight had started, I heard my sister call
out from downstairs.

“How’s it going up there Sam? Are you done
fucking with my brother?”

Samantha shouted back down. “Kind of! We’ll
be back down in a little bit!”

Nikki turned the water on while Amy pulled
out a bunch of toiletries. Shampoo, body soaps, a razor, tweezers,
lotion, make-up, hair dye. I started to panic again. I thought of
trying to run, but my ass cheeks burned at the idea. Samantha
pushed me down towards the sink and wet my shaggy hair before
pushing me down onto the toilet.

I watched as Amy ripped open the hair dye and
pulled on a pair of plastic gloves. I didn’t resist as she poured
the bottle of hair dye onto my scalp and started to rub it in. My
scalp was tingling and my hair smelled weird but the girls just had
me sit there for another fifteen minutes while the dye worked its
magic. When the dye had set, the girls pushed me into the shower.
Nikki pulled off her bottoms and stepped in after me.

“Get Jamie cleaned up while Amy and I get
everything else ready,” Samantha said to Nikki. Amy and Samantha
walked out of the room.

The shower was a bit cramped with both of us
standing under the warm water. I stared at Nikki’s perfect body as
the water coursed through her frizzy hair and down her brown skin.
My cock flew up from between my legs and pointed straight at
her.

“Well that’s not very ladylike now is it?”
she said with a smile. The malice that Samantha had in her voice
every time she spoke to me wasn’t evident in Nikki’s. “That’s okay
though. I think your little cock is kind of cute. Just don’t tell
Sam.”

I was surprised by this. It was clear that
Samantha was the leader of this group, but from the way Nikki said
that, it seemed like Samantha might have been more than just the
group’s central figure. Was Nikki scared of Samantha? If she was,
what did that mean for me?

Nikki turned off the water and lathered me
up. She didn’t miss a single part of me as she dragged a bath
sponge that smelled of apples across my entire body. As she
crouched down to lather up my legs, I couldn’t help but lean in,
letting my hard cock touch the side of her cheek.

I waited for her to yell, but instead she
looked up at me with a devilish grin on her face. “Have you ever
sucked cock before?”

I shook my head no.

“Well it’s different than eating someone
out.” She grabbed my cock and started stroking. “First you have to
get a man hard. That’s the easy part. But then you need to wrap
your lips around that cock and show your man that you want him to
shoot his load into your mouth.” She slipped the tip of my cock
between her lips while her tongue touched my hole, scraping off a
drop of pre-cum. She slid me back out.

“You have to be careful here. Don’t let your
teeth touch him, but don’t be afraid to use your tongue. If your
man is leaking before you even start, that’s a good sign.” She
slipped me back into her mouth, pushing her head forward until her
nose pressed into my skin. She pulled me back out. “And don’t
forget to breathe. If your man has a fat cock you might choke
unless you breathe through your nose. A cute little cock like this
though, not too much to worry about.”

She slid me back in and this time my dick
stayed between her wet lips as she dipped her head back and forth.
I couldn’t believe it! Finally something good was happening!

Just as I had that thought, the bathroom door
opened and Nikki jumped up quickly, leaving me painfully denied
pleasure as her teeth scraped along the bottom of my dick on
pullout. She wiped her mouth quickly and shot me a look that told
me not to say anything.

“How’s it going in there?” Samantha called
from the door.

“Fine! Just about to show Jamie how to
shave,” Nikki called back.

“Well hurry up. We’re ready in here.” The
door closed again.

“So… Pick up where we left off?” I asked
timidly.

“Yeah… I don’t think so. Time to get you
cleaned up. Sorry Jamie.”

I sighed but said nothing else. Nikki picked
up a pink razor from off the soap dish and held it out to me.
“Shaving is simple. Legs, pits and crotch. You’re lucky; you don’t
seem to have much body hair. I think Sam wanted to wax you.”

All of my body hair. The girls wanted me as
smooth as they were. I looked down at my pubes, remembering how
proud I was when they had first started to sprout so many years
ago. They were proof that I was finally becoming a man, and now I
was about to erase that proof with the swish of a pink handled
shaver. For the hundredth time tonight, I kicked myself for getting
into this position.

Nikki stepped out of the shower and wrapped a
towel around herself. I wished I could hold her like a man would,
close to my body with powerful arms. Instead I slid the razor up my
leg. A smooth patch of skin appeared wherever the razor touched. I
turned the shower back on and watched as my body hair slipped down
the drain. I continued shaving.

It took nearly half an hour to remove
everything. When I called Nikki over to inspect my work, she
stepped back into the shower with me to clean up the spots I was
missing. When I was done, there wasn’t a hair left anywhere below
my eyebrows. Her hand ran over my hairless legs and a shiver shot
up my spine. No wonder women shaved so much. It felt amazing!

I stepped out of the shower and Nikki handed
me a towel. She corrected me when I wrapped it around my waist by
moving the towel so it would cover my nonexistent bust line as
well.

“You’re a girl Jamie. Act like one.”

“It’s all a bit new to me. Sorry.”

Nikki rubbed my back. “It’s okay. You’re
doing fine so far.”

She slipped her fingers between mine and
walked me back to my bedroom. When we entered, my mouth dropped.
Gone was my poster of a woman in a tight two piece. In its place
was a poster of some actor I didn’t know the name of. I knew the
picture had come from my sister’s room though. My dresser had been
cleared of my model planes and magazines too. In their place sat an
assortment of candles and an embarrassingly large dildo.

They had switched out my bedding as well.
White sheets with pink lace now covered my bed in place of the dark
blue sheet that had been there earlier. My room was no longer mine.
Now it was a cheap copy of my sister’s. I wondered how far they had
gone and pulled open my underwear drawer, only half surprised to
find it full of colorful panties and bras instead of my boxers. I
opened my other drawers and found shirts, socks, shorts, pants,
skirts, none of it male.

“Ohh Jamie, don’t worry. We’ve already picked
out some clothes for you to wear,” said Samantha.

Sure enough, I noticed the clothes laid out
on the foot of my feminized bed. I recognized the light pink
nightie. I’d given it to Jessica a few years ago for Christmas. I
wondered if the matching pink panties sitting on top of the nightie
were hers too. The thought of wearing my sister’s old clothes
confused me. Part of me wanted nothing to do with my sister’s
hand-me-downs, but another part of me hoped I would look as good as
she did when she wore them.

What the fuck was wrong with me?

“Where are my clothes?” I demanded. “And
where did all of this come from?”

Samantha just shrugged. “It’s a little bit
from all of us. Girls like to share. Now come here and get
dressed.” She held out the panties and I moved to grab them,
letting the towel fall to the floor. My cock was standing straight
out like it had all night.

“Huh. Your tiny little dick looks a bit
bigger without all that hair. Someone might actually mistake you
for a boy if they saw it now. You better tuck it away so no one get
the wrong idea!” said Samantha.

I frowned but did as she said, bending my
cock backwards between my legs painfully. I grabbed the pink
panties from her hand and slipped them up my now hairless legs,
relishing the feeling of the soft cotton against my smooth skin. I
pulled them into place and looked down. No sign of my cock anywhere
and my legs now looked fantastic. I smiled.

Samantha giggled when I started to run my
hands down my legs. “Well don’t you look happy! But you still
aren’t even close to looking as good as you could Jamie. Why don’t
you sit down and let us finish you up.”

I sat down and the girls went right to work.
I had never appreciated just how much time went into looking as
good as these three did. Amy combed out my newly colored hair while
Nikki plucked my eyebrows. Samantha dragged an emery board across
my chewed up nails. I heard the sound of metal on metal as Amy
began to trim my hair. This must be what going to a salon was
like.

Amy finished cutting my hair and switched
places with Samantha. She opened up a bottle of strong smelling
nail polish and started painting my fingers a pretty pink. Nikki
finished up my brow line and started applying make-up to my face at
an alarming rate. I wasn’t sure what Samantha was doing. She had a
small bowl with a couple pieces of ice in it. She was doing
something behind me. I heard the clicking of a lighter.

“Might want to hold her down for this one
girls,” she said. Amy and Nikki grabbed my arms, keeping me from
running off. I had sat patiently until now so I didn’t know why
they were worried I was about to bolt for the door now.

I understood once Samantha showed me what she
was doing behind my back. The glowing red tip of the needle in her
hand sent a wave of fear through my body. She picked up a cube of
ice and moved towards me.

“What the fuck! Stay away from me!” I kicked
out at Samantha but Amy quickly put a stop to that. She sat across
my lap while still holding my struggling arm. Her now vacant spot
at my side gave Samantha the perfect position next to me. She held
the ice cube to my ear lobe for a minute while I continued to
struggle and shout. The girls ignored my pleas. I screamed as the
needle slipped into my earlobe.

I could hear the sizzle of the ice cube as
the needle plunged into it. It felt like my ear was on fire! I
started to cry but Nikki slapped me before pushing a tissue up to
my eyes to keep from ruining her make-up. Hair grew back and
clothes could be taken off. Piercing my ears was a bit more
permanent. What had I gotten myself into?

Samantha reheated the needle and plunged it
back into my ear, clearly not satisfied with only one hole. The
needle burned through my ear for a second time, leaving a hole just
a bit above the first one. Another quick round of heating and she
stabbed the needle down again, this time piercing the back of my
upper ear near the curve. That one hurt even more than the
earlobes.

“Half way there Jamie. Sometimes looking this
good hurts.”

Samantha moved to my other side and started
the process over again. This time though she only punched the two
holes in the lobe, leaving the upper ear alone. By the time she was
done I felt like I was going to pass out.

Samantha brought a handful of piercings over
to me. Two large diamond studs sat in her palm along with two
smaller silver balls and a ringlet also made of silver. She moved
back out of view and I almost screamed again as she dabbed peroxide
onto my new holes before sliding the metal pins of my new jewelry
through them. I could feel the weight of my new accessories pulling
against my raw skin.

“Perfect! Now let’s finish you up so we can
show you off,” said Samantha.

The three went back to work. Samantha slipped
a few rings over select fingers now that my nails were dry. She
fastened a dangly chain bracelet onto my left wrist and a silver
chain with a tiny metal heart inlaid with a small ruby around my
neck. Finally, a silver and gold hair clip slid into my hair above
the ear with my new upper piercing.

Amy worked on coloring my toe nails the same
shade as my fingers while Nikki finished up my make-up. She traced
my lips with some kind of pencil before filling in the outline with
a light red lipstick that made my lips tingle like they were numb.
She outlined my eyelids and slid my lashes into some kind of
crimper before dragging them through a mascara brush. A little
color on my eyelids finished off the make-up mask she had been
applying for the better part of an hour.

The girls stood up and looked at me. They
were all smiling and looking at each other. I could only guess, but
they looked happy with how I turned out.

Samantha looked at my feet before locking
eyes with me. “As soon as your toes dry you can finish getting
dressed. I think you’ll be happy with how you turned out
Jamie.”

I sat quietly while the paint on my nails
finished curing, occasionally wiggling my separated toes in front
of me so I could look at the shiny pink gloss. I looked at my
fingers, with the small assortment of rings and matching paintjob.
I jingled the bracelet on my wrist. I shifted in my chair, reminded
with every small movement that a tampon still sat inside of my ass.
This was all too much. Yet I allowed it all to happen. I
wanted it to happen.

The paint was finally dry. I picked up the
nightie off of my bed and slipped it over my head. The fabric slid
down my body and hung from my shoulders while sitting loosely on
the rest of my body. The hem of the night dress slid across my
smooth thighs a few inches above my knees. I looked around my room,
then down at my feet.

This wasn’t Jason’s room. These weren’t
Jason’s clothes. This wasn’t Jason’s body. Jason was an unhappy man
who couldn’t find a connection with women. I was Jamie tonight, and
there was no doubt in my mind that Jamie knew how to please a
girl.

The girls followed me out of my room and into
the bathroom to catch my expression as I saw for the first time,
just how much I had changed in only a few hours. When I finally saw
myself, I gasped. The transformation was unbelievable. Except for
the shorter hair, I looked remarkably like my twin sister!

My shaggy brown hair was now a dark crimson
cut into a pixieish style, short but decidedly feminine. The
hairclip pulled my chin length bangs back over one ear to show off
my new accessories. The diamond studs glittered in the bright
bathroom light while the smaller silvered balls and the lone
ringlet accented my small ears and brought attention to my
beautifully made up face.

My light red, almost pink lips looked plumper
and I realized the tingling I had felt earlier was probably the
reason why. My greenish/brown eyes sparkled under the light touches
of eyeliner from Nikki’s practiced hands while my lashes curved and
jutted out from my face like a model. Foundation along with some
rouge drew out the natural curve of my cheek bones, removing any
hint of masculinity on my face.

The necklace with the heart sat on my chest
just above where the scoop neck of the pink nightie began. My
shoulders were a bit wider than my sister, but it we were both
skinny and nearly the same height so it was barely noticeable. The
lack of tits filling out the nightgown was what really set me apart
from my twin, but even that didn’t mark me as a male in a dress.
Instead I just looked athletic. I was half tempted to check my
panties to make sure I still had a dick, the makeover was that
good.

“Like it?” asked Samantha.

I nodded and kept staring into the mirror.
The male me would have wanted to get the female me back to his
room. The female me knew I would be out of his league. How sad was
that?

“Let’s go see your sister and see what she
thinks.”

Amy took my hand while Samantha led the way
down the stairs. Nikki brought up the rear.

“Hey Jess where are you? We have something to
show you!” Samantha yelled.

My sister shouted back from the far side of
the house. “In the kitchen!”

We stepped into the attached dining room and
waiting for her to come to us. She was holding a small sandwich
when she emerged from the other room. The plate, and her dinner,
went tumbling to the floor when she saw me.

“What the fuck did you do!” she screamed at
the girls. “Ohh God Jason! I’m so sorry.”

I looked down at my feet. I wasn’t sure how I
had expected this to go, but seeing her freak out at the sight of
me brought down my mood and reminded me just how crazy things had
gone upstairs. Jessica moved closer to me and I lifted my head to
look in her eyes. My vision was a bit blurry. I wiped the water
from my eyes before they could turn to tears and ruin my
make-up.

Jessica grabbed me in a hug and pulled me
close. “This is all my fault Jason. I’m so sorry. I’m sorry.” She
said again into my ear. “I didn’t mean for this to happen. I’m
sorry!”

My sister was about to break down from the
sight of me. I had to say something, but nothing came to mind.
Never mind that she thought this was her fault for some reason. I
just wanted her to calm down.

“Jess.”

My sister pulled her head away to look at me
questioningly.

“Jess this isn’t your fault. I… I asked them
to do this…” It was a lie, but I didn’t know what else to say. I
didn’t want my sister to blame herself for abandoning me
upstairs.

“You asked for this?” She sounded confused
and looked the part as well. “You wanted to look like a girl? I
don’t understand.”

“I just… I just… wanted to fit in?” The lie
was falling apart quickly. I had to say something. “I just wanted
to be like you.”

My sister started crying. Samantha started
laughing.

“What a great night,” said Samantha. “I guess
I should introduce you two. Jessica, meet Jamie. She’ll be joining
us for Spring Break.”

“What?!” my sister and I said in unison.

“I never agreed to that!” I yelled.

“You can’t take my brother out like this!”
she screamed.

Samantha just looked at us both. My ears
burned and my ass grew sore as she looked at us. “On your
knees!”

I dropped immediately and was surprised when
Jess beat me to the floor. We looked at each other in confusion
before turning back to Samantha who had nothing but a grin on her
face.

“Twins. I’ve always wanted twins.” Samantha
moved closer and placed a finger below both of our chins before
tipping our heads up at her. “And now I have a pair. What a lucky
girl I am.”

She looked down at my sister. “I told you
Jessica that popularity would cost you. You just didn’t know how
much.” Samantha turned to look at me. “And you jumped at the chance
to become a girl to be with me. It was like you were just waiting
for the chance to become a chick. Now look at you.”

She stepped back and looked at both of us
again. “You two really are twins. Both of you ready to give up
everything to chase a dream. My two little submissive sluts. It’s
too perfect!” Samantha held out a hand towards me. “Come here
Jamie. It’s time to show your sister what a good girl you’ve
become.”

I took her outstretched hand and let her pull
me to my feet. She looked down at my sister. “Follow us to the
living room. The show’s about to start.”

I let her lead me to the living room. Amy,
Nikki and my sister followed closely behind. We moved to an open
space in the middle of the room before Samantha pushed down on my
shoulders, forcing me to the floor. When my knees touched the
carpet, she kicked me in the back, dropping me to my hands.

“Don’t move Jamie. And Jessica, I want you to
sit in that chair over there so you can see everything.”

The girls took seats on the couch in front of
me while Jessica sat down in a chair to my left. Samantha was
nowhere to be seen. I could hear my sister sobbing from across the
room. I had no idea what was going on, but I think Jess did. Her
crying made me nervous.

Samantha came back walking a bit funny. Her
nightshirt was swaying unnaturally in front of her like she had
something under her shirt. She moved towards me and stopped a foot
away from my head. She looked down at me while I stared up at
her.

“Lift up my dress Jamie. I think you’ll know
what do once you do.”

This was it? She wanted me to go down on her
again? That didn’t seem so bad. With a smile I crawled over to her
on my knees and lifted the hem of her dress. My jaw dropped when I
saw what was waiting for me.

A seven inch cock bobbed in front of my eyes.
No wonder why Samantha called me small. It wasn’t real of course;
it was really just a dildo that sat in some kind of harness that
she was wearing, but it still looked close enough to the real thing
to make me uncomfortable. I looked up to Samantha with pleading
eyes.

“Well? What are you waiting for?” she
asked.

“Please don’t make me do this Samantha.”

“I’m not making you Jamie. I’m letting you,”
she said as she grabbed the back of my head and pushed my mouth
against the large cock. “And you can call me Sam.” She thrust he
hips forward, sending all seven inches barreling into my mouth.

I gagged as the fake dick slammed into the
back of my throat. How could this be happening? And why was it
happening in the first place?

“Come on Jamie. Show me how a good girl gives
head. I’m sure you’ve thought about it before.”

I hadn’t actually. But my mind went back to
me and Nikki in the shower. What had been my first true sexual
encounter now became a practical lesson in the finer points of a
good blowjob. I relaxed and grabbed the base of the cock with my
dainty hand. I pulled it from my mouth and slid my hand up and down
the greased pole while looking up into Sam’s eyes. She was
smiling.

After “teasing” the cock in my hand, I
gingerly pressed my swollen lips back against the mushroom tip,
letting my tongue snake out to lick it just like Nikki’s had done
to me in the shower. I recalled her words about teeth and pulled my
lips over my pearly whites before pressing my head forward and
letting my tongue run wild over the rigid dick.

My head bobbed in rhythm with Sam’s hip
thrusts. Her fingers pressed against the back of my head, a clear
sign that I wasn’t allowed to pull away until she let me. Our mock
blowjob continued for another few minutes. Sam’s hand pulled away
from my head when she was finally bored. I let the dick slide out
of my mouth slowly before looking up at Sam.

“Such a good little cocksucker. Did you like
that Jamie? Do you like going down on me?” she asked.

I dropped my eyes to the floor before
answering. “Yes Sam. I like going down on you…” Sadly, I wasn’t
lying. Seeing her in such control had turned me on. I wanted
more.

“Would you like me to reciprocate? Do you
want me to make you feel good?”

I looked up quickly. Was she really offering
to fuck me? “Yes! I want you to make me cum!”

Sam smiled and touched me lightly on the
cheek before dropping into a crouch to kiss me lightly on the
mouth. She pulled back and stared into my eyes. “I think you’re
going to like this Jamie. Just remember, you asked for this.”

That was a weird thing to say. I grew nervous
as Sam moved behind me. Her hand pressed against my back, pushing
me back down onto my hands and knees. She lifted up my nightie and
pushed it up my back before tugging my panties down to the floor. A
sharp tug on the cotton string hanging from my ass pulled the
tampon out swiftly, roughly rubbing on my sensitive asshole as it
slipped out.

I heard a plastic cap snap open and closed
behind me before one of Sam’s fingers rubbed cold lube onto my
hole. I jumped a little as her finger slid into me, spreading the
slippery goo inside of me. When her finger slid back out, I braced
myself for what I knew was about to happen. My cock was hard again
and pointing towards the floor. I dropped my head to the carpet and
grabbed my dick now that I didn’t need my hands to hold me up.

Sam grabbed my hips as she thrust into me,
picking up speed each time she plunged her cock into my backside.
As the dick in my ass dug deep, it pushed against something inside
of me. It hurt but felt good at the same time. And every time her
unforgiving shaft touched that spot, it was like lighting was
coursing through my own cock. I pumped my dick as fast I could
while her hips slammed into my ass.

I came quickly, shooting load into the
carpet. A girlish moan escaped my lips and Sam slowed down behind
me. I pressed my hips backwards into the cock, not ready to let the
intruder out of my ass. The pressure slamming into that strange
spot was keeping my orgasm from expiring. I knew in my head that
everything about this was just wrong, but it felt so
right!

Sam pulled out of me and I sagged to the
carpet once my dick quit pulsing. A wave of sleepiness past over me
and I closed my eyes as cum dribbled from my deflating cock. When I
opened my eyes again, my sister was kneeling by my side. She wore a
look of worry as she stroked my cheek with tears in her eyes.

“I’m so sorry Jason. I didn’t know she was
going to do this to you. I just wanted people to like me.”

With half lidded eyes, I smiled up at my
sister and comforted her. “Don’t worry Jess. I’m not mad.” I wasn’t
lying this time. I closed my eyes again. “That felt good…”

I heard my sister move away around the same
time I felt someone tugging at the panties still wrapped around my
knees. I pushed myself back up onto my knees and opened my eyes
again. When I looked behind me, Sam was pulling my underwear back
up my legs. I pushed my cock back behind me and slid my balls into
their hidden spot in my abdomen. Sam smiled when she saw this.

With my panties in place, she pulled the
nightie back down and kneeled over me, her lips hovering just above
my ear. “I’m impressed. You took to this like a fish to water. I
never expected that when I left the door cracked earlier.”

She really had set me up. This must have been
her plan for a long time. It was strangely comforting to know that
someone as beautiful as her had her eyes set on me before we had
even met. I didn’t care anymore that Sam had stripped me of my
manhood and turned me into a submissive little sissy. I would do
anything now to stay close to the gorgeous girls I’d met today. I’d
probably live to regret those feelings, but I knew it was the
truth.

Sam helped me to my feet and held my hand as
we headed upstairs to bed. Amy and Nikki followed us up, holding
each other close as well. When we reached the top, my sister was
waiting by the bathroom for the rest of us.

I looked at Sam. “Now what?”

She kissed me on the cheek and wrapped an arm
around my waist. “Now my little sissy, we go to bed. Tomorrow we
hit the road and I want everyone rested. A ten hour drive and we’ll
be on the beach ready for Spring Break. I can’t wait to show you
off!”

“You’re really taking me? I’m not ready for
that Sam.”

“Do you really want to stay here alone? Don’t
you want to be with me? With us?”

I looked at Sam, then back at Amy and Nikki.
I wanted to stay with them. I sighed and nodded. “I do. I’ll go
Sam.”

She grinned and kissed me on the cheek again.
“Good girl. Now let’s get some sleep. Jess, you can sleep with
Jamie and I. Amy and Nikki can sleep in your room.”

On the heels of my sister, Sam and I stepped
into my room and shut the door. I heard my sister’s door shut as
well as Amy and Nikki turned in for the night. I watched my sister
climb into my queen sized bed first. Sam followed her then patted
the mattress, beckoning me onto the bed as well. I climbed under
the covers with Sam and my sister. Jess was lying on her side in
the crook of Sam’s arm, head nestled against Sam’s breast. I
pressed my body against Sam just like my sister had and was
rewarded when Sam’s hand slid across my back, holding me close. She
kissed us both on the forehead before looking up at the
ceiling.

“Twins. I finally have twins.”

Her words were the last I remembered as I
drifted off to sleep holding my sister’s hand on top of Sam’s
chest. My life had taken a strange turn today, but laying in bed
with a woman who showed me a new side of myself, and with my twin
sister here to accept the new me, I couldn’t think of a better
direction my stalled existence could have gone.
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