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“Hold the doors, hold the doors, please.”

The loud shout made Riley’s lips tighten together, but they parted when he let out a hissed curse. He recognized the voice of his older neighbor and knew it would be shitty to let the elevator doors close on her, but the impulse was there to do it. The last thing he needed was questions, but that’s likely what he’d get from Kayla.

On the other hand, he couldn’t really pretend he hadn’t heard her. If she’d seen him entering the elevator, she would know he’d deliberately ignored her. It made him react before the doors closed. He tried to put all his shopping bags in one hand, but fumbled the attempt and one dropped on the floor as he reached out to the control panel.

Things suddenly moved in slow motion. His finger pressed on the button to hold the doors open, but his gaze went to the items that spilled free of the bag. A hot rush of embarrassment made sweat bead on his upper lip immediately and there was no stopping his cheeks flushing red when Kayla stepped into the elevator.

“Thanks for that, honey,” she said. “You’re a sweetheart.”

“No problem,” Riley babbled and quickly pulled his finger from the button on the control panel.

He could barely meet the gaze of his pretty neighbor as he hurriedly reached down to grab the bag. It was too late to hide what fell out into view and his fingers scrabbled on the floor to pick up the panties. He grabbed the nearest two pairs to stuff them back in the bag, but there was no chance for him to get the pink thong. Kayla had already picked it up before he could get a hand to it and he felt utterly mortified when he straightened up to the sight of her putting it on display.

“It’s a pretty color,” she said as she eyed the thong.

Riley’s tongue pressed against the inside of his cheek. There was no getting his thoughts straight as they tumbled through his mind at breakneck speed. It made him desperately wish the ground would just open up and swallow him. That wasn’t going to happen though. The elevator got moving and all he could do was mumble an answer.

“Oh, um…, it is, yeah.”

“Your girlfriend will love it,” Kayla went on.

The assumption gave Riley a lifeline and he jumped on it in a heartbeat.

“Yeah, yeah, I hope so.”

“No need to hope,” Kayla said. “If it was me, I would definitely love them. It’s such a pretty color. She’s a lucky girl.”

“Thanks,” Riley mumbled.

“Is she coming over tonight?” Kayla went on.

The query unnerved Riley all the more and it showed in his voice.

“Oh no, no,” he stammered. “She, uh…, has late classes at college.”

“A smart girl then,” Kayla said, with a smile and held out the thong.

“Yeah, she’s studying to be an accountant,” Riley replied as he took the underwear.

He couldn’t look his neighbor in the eye and concentrated on just shoving the thong back in the bag with the other panties he’d bought. The heat on his cheeks felt excruciating and he knew they would be burning bright red. He desperately wanted the elevator ride to be over before he had to make up any more lies about a girlfriend he didn’t have, but Kayla seemed interested in keeping the conversation going.

“She really is a lucky girl to have you.”

“Well, I don’t know about…”

“In my life I’ve had two boyfriends buy me underwear,” Kayla interrupted and laughed. “And they both got the size wrong. I hope you haven’t made that mistake.”

“No, I..., well, I checked her underwear drawer when I was over at her dorm room,” Riley lied and tried to keep the grimace from showing on his face.

“Smart move,” Kayla told him, with her words ending to the sound of a loud ping that showed they’d reached their floor.

Riley let her step out first when the doors of the elevator slid open then followed. The hallway was empty and he didn’t want to make up any more stories about a fictitious girlfriend, so asked a question of his own to change the subject.

“Did you have a good day?”

“It was busy,” Kayla answered as they got moving along the hallway towards their apartments. “And definitely not as much fun as yours by the looks of it. Some retail therapy always lifts the spirits.”

Riley saw her look towards the bags he carried, but decided not to respond in the hope that it would bring the discussion to an end. He got his wish and they reached Kayla’s apartment, without another word being spoken. She reached in her bag to get her keys when she came to a stop. He kept going though.

“Enjoy your evening,” he said over his shoulder.

“Yeah, you too,” she called after him and he was almost at the door of his home when he heard her speak again. “Oh, and Riley?”

A frown creased his brow as he got his keys from his pocket. His lips tightened together, but he tried to relax his features when he looked back along the hallway towards his neighbor. The silence that followed felt a little awkward, but his jaw dropped when Kayla finally spoke.

“The thong is cute. It’ll suit you, but if you want to try something more than panties give me a shout.”

She let out a hushed chuckle before slotting the key in the door, so she could open it. Riley was still staring open-mouthed along the hallway when she disappeared from view and he found himself wondering if he’d actually heard correctly. It left him rooted to the spot for a few seconds more, but he finally snapped himself out of the daze.

Kayla’s audacious final comment left him feeling the embarrassment of their encounter even more acutely. Worse that that, he knew a secret he guarded closely had spilled out into the open. It was a disaster.

“Ah shit,” he cursed harshly before opening the door of his apartment to walk inside.

***

The shortness of breath made Riley’s chest feel tight when he lifted his hand. He held it in place as he stared at the door of Kayla’s apartment, but his nerve deserted him yet again.

“Idiot, fucking dickhead,” he hissed through gritted teeth to berate himself as he dropped his arm back by his side.

He looked either way, but there was no one in sight. That didn’t mean it would stay that way. The idea that one of his other neighbors would see him lurking furtively in the hallway made him all the more restless and he couldn’t stop fidgeting. He eventually brought his gaze back to the door in front of him and raised his hand again.

“Need to do it,” he told himself.

He wasn’t sure that was altogether true, but it was all he’d been able to think about in the two hours since the elevator encounter with Kayla. While they got on, they were neighbors more than friends and the idea that she might let slip his secret to others in the apartment building was an excruciating prospect. Then again, asking her not to say anything felt just as terrifying to him.

“Do it,” he hissed and a moment of further hesitation ended when he forced himself to knock.

The dropping sensation in the pit of his belly felt nauseating and he stumbled back a step. His gaze went to the door of his apartment and the idea of bolting for it was there in his mind. It made him feel so pathetic, but the chance to flee was taken from him when he heard the security chain being released. He took another faltering step back when the door opened and swallowed hard when he saw Kayla’s wide smile.

“Hi, Riley,” she said. “What can I do for you?”

He let out a slow breath, but it did nothing to take away his stammering attempt to speak.

“Well, I…, I wanted to say, umm…”

“Come on in,” Kayla interrupted.

The knot in Riley’s belly tightened to make the feeling of nausea worse and it was all he could do to take in a breath before his voice came blurting out.

“I don’t want to disturb you.”

“You already have,” Kayla pointed out, but her cheeky laugh showed she was joking. “Don’t be shy.”

Riley felt the trickle of sweat sliding across his forehead and instinctively lifted a hand to wipe it away. He’d come to the door with no real thought-out plan of what he’d do or say. Being asked inside definitely hadn’t been in the script though. It made him glance towards the door of his home, but he eventually brought his gaze back to his neighbor.

“Look, I…”

“Come on,” Kayla said in a laughing voice and stepped out of her apartment to take hold of the cuff of his shirt sleeve.

The move caught Riley by surprise and he gave in almost before he realized what he was doing. The door was shut once they were inside and he kept following obediently as Kayla led him along to the lounge.

“Take a seat,” she told him and pointed towards an armchair.

Riley hesitated, but she pulled on his sleeve to get him moving then let go. He walked over to the chair and turned to the sight of her leaving the room.

“Shit,” he cursed under his breath and stood awkwardly.

He was unsure of what to do and remained on his feet. It was a short while that felt like forever before she returned. She lifted the bottle of wine and two glasses she held to show them.

“Take a seat,” she told him when she got to the sofa.

Riley reluctantly did so and wished he’d never come to her door. It was too late now though. All he could do was watch when she sat on the sofa and put the glasses on the coffee table. She then poured wine in them before setting the bottle down.

“There you go,” she said and lifted one of the glasses to hold it out to him.

He shuffled forward on the armchair then stretched out a hand to take the wine from her. She picked up the other glass and sat back on the seat. There was no missing the way her skirt slid up her thighs. It put an expanse of pretty, dark skin on show and she made no effort to cover it up.

“So,” she said. “And to what do I owe the honor of your visit.”

The breath caught in Riley’s throat as he watched her lift the glass to daintily take a sip. He followed suit although there was nothing dainty about the large mouthful of wine he gulped down.

“Well, I…,” he let out when he lowered the glass.

Her gaze on him was unnerving, but he couldn’t make eye contact.

“Go on,” she said.

Riley lifted the glass to drink more wine and the words tumbled out of his mouth afterwards.

“Please don’t say anything.”

“About?” Kayla queried.

His gaze flitted to her now and the smile on her face showed she was enjoying herself. He was certain she knew what he was talking about, but it seemed she wanted to hear him say it.

“About what you mentioned earlier,” he mumbled.

“Is it true?” she asked.

The situation suddenly felt unbearable and he leapt up to his feet.

“I should go,” he blurted out.

“There’s no need,” she told him. “I don’t mind if it’s true. It’s kind of cool to be honest, if it is.”

Riley frowned. He’d kept his secret hidden for fear of ridicule and insults from others. His gaze flitted to Kayla again. There seemed to be a genuine look of curiosity on her face and it drained the strength from his legs to make him slump back down on the seat.

“They were for you, right?” Kayla said. “The underwear, I mean.”

The burn of embarrassment glowed on Riley’s cheeks and he lifted his glass to empty it.

“Here, have some more,” Kayla offered and leaned forward to pick up the bottle.

Riley stared at the way it was held out to him across the coffee table. His hesitation went on for a few seconds before he finally reacted. Shuffling forward on the seat, he reached out his hand to let the glass in it be refilled.

“When did you realize you liked it?” Kayla asked when she sat back.

Sweat prickled on Riley’s forehead and he wiped his hand across it.

“You won’t say anything?” he asked.

“Why would I say anything?” she replied. “I’ve no reason to tell anyone. Whatever you say in here stays strictly between us.”

Riley slid his tongue around his lips. The words seemed genuine and the situation gave him an opportunity to get the burden he’d been holding inside for so long off his chest. He’d always wondered what that would feel like although had never met anyone he was comfortable doing it with. In truth, he wasn’t sure confessing to Kayla was a smart move. The urge to do so was on his mind though.

“Well,” he finally let out tentatively. “I kind of realized from my teenage years.”

He stole a look at Kayla to see a mischievous smile on her face and it came out in her voice.

“Saw a girl in pretty underwear for the first time and it wasn’t the cute curves that really got your attention.”

Riley felt the flush of heat on his cheeks.

“I liked the curves,” he said. “But, yeah, the pretty bra and panties did look amazing on Cindy.”

“First girlfriend?”

Riley nodded.

“She was kind of game for anything, so when I asked if she would…”

The realization he was giving away more secrets made him pause and he lifted the glass to cover his unease.

“Go on,” Kayla insisted. “Tell me.”

The long drink of wine ended with Riley gulping down a heavy breath and he debated what to do. He’d come to the apartment with the intention of begging Kayla to keep his secret, but he was now confessing more details about his kinky fetish and he wasn’t sure quite how he felt about it.

“Please,” Kayla asked. “I promise your secrets are safe with me.”

Riley let out a slow breath before opening up to her.

“Well, I asked if she’d use her panties on me to, to…”

“Jerk you off?” Kayla said to finish the sentence.

The note of excitement in her voice wasn’t what Riley expected to hear and it made him answer.

“Yeah, she, uh…, did it and let me finish in them then didn’t want them back.”

“She let you keep her panties?”

Riley nodded and went on.

“She probably thought I’d be using them to masturbate, but I washed them and, well…”

“You wanted to see how cute you looked in them.”

The comment made Riley screw up his face. That moment of putting them on for the first time was the real onset of his obsession for sexy, feminine underwear and it had only grown stronger in the years since.

“Yeah,” he admitted and finally asked a question he’d long wanted answered by someone. “Is that, well…, weird?”

“No, not at all,” Kayla said and shook her head. “Everyone has their thing that does it for them. There’s nothing wrong with that as long as it’s not hurting anyone. If you like something, you like it and there’s no hiding that from yourself. Your body lets you know.”

“Yeah,” Riley agreed.

He’d lost count of the number of times he’d told himself he was going to stop wearing women’s underwear, but he always came back to it. Every time.

“How often do you buy undies?” Kayla asked.

“Oh, not that often,” he replied. “But sometimes I just feel driven to it and, well, today was one of those days. The compulsion was just too strong and I couldn’t resist.”

“Did you try the pink thong on?”

Riley shook his head vigorously. When he’d walked in his apartment, he simply put the bags in the bedroom. The unexpected encounter with Kayla took away the desire to try on the new underwear.

“I kind of lost the urge after we met,” he confessed.

“Oh no, I’m so sorry,” Kayla said, but the smile never left her face. “I should definitely make it up to you then.”

“Oh, I didn’t mean for…”

It was all Riley got out before Kayla sprang to her feet, put her glass down and moved around the coffee table.

“Come on,” she said and held out a hand.

***

“I…, I don’t understand,” Riley uttered nervously.

“Got something to show you,” Kayla said and reached out.

He let the glass be taken from him and watched as it was put down on the coffee table. Kayla then extended her hand towards him again and he stared at it. The dropping sensation returned to the pit of his belly to heighten the sense of unease he felt.

“Please,” Kayla said.

He looked up to her smile and after another second or two of dithering he gave in. Taking her hand got him pulled to his feet. He was led out of the lounge then along the hallway and his nerves were even more on edge when he saw it was the main bedroom he was taken into.

The door was closed before the grip on his hand was released and he simply remained standing where he was. Kayla walked across the room to a chest of drawers. Opening the top one, she searched through and returned to Riley after she found what she wanted.

“What do you think?” she asked.

Riley slid the tip of his tongue around his lips as he stared at the panties being held up in front of his face. The lacy, white material was plain, but the underwear was pretty. At least, he thought so and he felt the twinge of movement in his trousers.

“Well?” Kayla went on.

“They’re pretty,” Riley blurted out.

“Yeah, I thought so too,” she said before holding the panties against her waist. “Don’t exactly fit a curvy woman like me though, do they? I couldn’t squeeze my booty into these if I tried.”

Riley shuffled a little nervously as they were held up again.

“So why did you buy them?” he asked.

“Didn’t,” Kayla answered and let out a laugh. “Started going out with a new boyfriend. First time I’ve been with a much younger guy. He’s keen and, oh lord, does he get it up a lot. Can’t remember the last time I had so much wild sex. I told you in the elevator that two men have gifted me underwear and got the size wrong. You’re looking at the panties my new boy bought me.”

The revelation ignited a stronger pulse of hot blood that Riley tried to fight off. It made him want to squirm, but he forced himself to remain motionless. He’d visited the apartment to ask Kayla not to divulge his secret. It was her doing the revealing now although he wasn’t sure why she was telling him or where the hell things were going.

“Umm…, OK,” he let out tentatively.

“He wants me to dress up all cute and sexy for him, which I’m more than happy to do,” Kayla said in a laughing voice. “But it ain’t gonna happen with these, so they’re no use to me. You, on the other hand…”

The sudden realization of why he’d been brought to the bedroom hit Riley like a thunderbolt and he took a faltering step back when he saw the panties being shoved towards his groin. There was nowhere for him to go, with the closed door behind bringing him to a stop. He got a hand in the way, but it was knocked aside and he flinched when the panties were held against his crotch.

“See, they’re the perfect fit for you,” Kayla said.

“I don’t, don’t…,” Riley spluttered, but his attempts to push her hands away were rebuffed.

Kayla brushed the back of her fingers across the material as she held it against his crotch and let out a mischievous laugh.

“And now I know how much you like them,” she said.

Riley pushed back against the door, but there was no escape when Kayla’s hand pressed the panties harder against his crotch. Her touch brought a pulse of arousal that was unstoppable and his cock stiffened. It caught him up in an embarrassment that felt excruciating, but that gave him the strength to shove past and end what felt like a supremely awkward moment.

He was a trembling wreck when he spun around to face Kayla, who was now between him and the closed door. When she stepped forward, he backed up and she stalked him across the room.

“Don’t be shy,” she said. “I meant what I said.”

“What?” Riley exclaimed.

“That I’ll help you try out more than just wearing pretty panties,” she replied.

“But why?”

The way Kayla quickened her pace made Riley stumble back. He only realized the bed was behind him when the back of his legs banged against it to make him sit down. Looking up got his chin caught in a vice-like grip and there was no avoiding the eye contact.

“Don’t you know that girls like playing dress-up,” Kayla said. “I usually do that myself or with a friend, but your naughty revelation gave me ideas.”

“But, but…,” Riley stammered.

“I’ll make you look pretty,” she went on. “You’ve got a cute face and I’ll show you what you really look like as a girl.”

Riley tried to drag his chin free of the grip, but couldn’t do it until Kayla let go and dropped down to her knees in front of him.

“You know you want to,” she said. “It’ll be fun.”

His breathing grew ragged as they stared at each other. He could feel the strain in his body and tilted his head from side to side in an attempt to relieve some of the stiffness in his neck. It didn’t work. Kayla’s hands settled on his knees then slid higher.

“You just told me you have a boyfriend,” he babbled in a rush of breath.

“That’s true,” she said, with a wicked smile. “But an opportunity like this is just too good to miss and I won’t tell if you don’t.”

Riley rocked his head back as her hands slid higher on his thighs. His mind was in turmoil. Everything felt so wrong until the touch of Kayla’s hand reached his groin. The way she started to grope him through his trousers brought him fully erect and the strain in his body heightened tenfold.

“We can’t have this though,” she said and squeezed her fingers around his shaft through his trousers. “It won’t fit in the cute panties and will definitely spoil the lines. We need to get rid of it. Come on.”

The grip on Riley’s erection was released, with his hand taken to get them both back on their feet. He resisted the tug.

“Wait, wait,” he blurted out.

“Come on, let’s play,” Kayla urged. “I want to see what you look like all dressed up and so do you, right?”

She glanced back to catch his gaze and he found himself spellbound. The only thing he’d tried other than the panties was stockings, but he often found himself feeling jealous when he stared at pretty models all dolled up in magazines. That he was being offered the chance to try it was a shock to the system, but the longing to give in was there in his mind.

“You really want to do this?” he asked skeptically.

The answer was a harder tug and he did give in now to be led across the room on shaky legs. Kayla opened the bathroom door to lead them inside and turned around when she let go. She immediately reached for the buttons of Riley’s shirt. His nervousness was on full display as he fidgeted, but he did nothing to stop her.

Working her way down the buttons allowed her to loosen them all. She pulled the shirttails out from where they were tucked into Riley’s trousers and pushed the material off his shoulders. It enabled her to strip him to the waist and she stepped back to let her gaze roam over his pale, slender figure.

“I remember when I had a flat belly like that,” she joked.

The brushing touch of her fingertips on Riley’s midriff made his muscles flutter. He could feel the throbbing pulse of his erection as it was constrained by his underwear and gasped when Kayla slid her fingertips down to brush them along the rigid outline showing through his trousers. He grabbed her hands when she unzipped his flies.

“Don’t stop me,” she said. “I want to see it.”

Riley cursed under his breath. The situation was spiraling out of all control, but he held his grip on her hands as she pulled against it.

“Please,” she said.

He let out a slow breath as they stared at each other. Everything felt so insane. He’d come home from his shopping expedition thinking of nothing more than an evening of trying on the underwear and masturbating. Now he was in his pretty, older neighbor’s bathroom and she was trying to get him naked.

“Please,” Kayla repeated and managed to brush her fingers along the outline of his erection again. “It’s my fault you’re all hot and bothered. Let me make it better.”

She nodded as they continued to stare at each other and Riley exhaled slowly before letting her hands go. He’d never really thought about her in a sexual way, but finding himself in the hands of a hot cougar intent on playing with him was a turn on. His trousers were loosened to pull them down and he gave in to the order to take off his shoes and socks.

In a matter of seconds, he was standing in just his boxer shorts with Kayla groping his erection through the thin material. She eventually tightened her grip and used it to lead him across to the shower cubicle. Sliding the door open, she made him stand in front of it.

She dropped to her knees at the side of him, so they were both facing into the cubicle. She then took hold of his underwear to pull it down and he was sure the way the waistband caught the head of his erection was deliberate. Kayla let out a sniggering chuckle when she let his hard cock spring free of the constraints, but the sound died away almost immediately.

“Oh yeah,” she teased. “Not too bad for a white boy.”

Riley’s pelvic muscles clenched tightly when she wrapped her fingers around his throbbing shaft and squeezed hard.

“You really like this idea, huh,” she teased.

He reached out to slap a hand against the frame of the door when she started slowly stroking up and down his solid erection. It engulfed him in an intense burst of pleasure and his breathing quickened. The delicious caress of her fingers kept sliding along his throbbing length to make his buttocks clench and his hips jutted forward. The masturbation only stopped when a clear bead of pre-cum leaked out to roll across the slick glans.

“Didn’t realize you were such a bad boy,” Kayla joked.

There was no missing the excitement in her voice. It was a side of her Riley would never have imagined, but she was clearly in her element and loving having him under her control. She tapped a fingertip on the little slit of his erection a few times then slowly pulled it away to let a thin filament stretch out. When it broke, she did the same again then grabbed hold of his shaft to squeeze tightly around it again.

“We don’t want this nasty big old dick spoiling the line of the pretty panties, do we now?” she said and leaned in closer.

Riley’s head rocked back. He could feel the warmth of her breath on his slick glans, but all he got was a quick peck from her lips before she slid her fingers down to the base to push against his balls. It made his solidly erect cock jut out from his groin and his mouth opened wide to take in gasping breaths.

“So, let’s see if we can get it all out,” Kayla went on. “And empty these bad boys.”

The way her free hand pushed through Riley’s thighs from behind made him shuffle his feet apart. He could feel her voluptuous breasts pressing against his hip when she started stroking again. His thigh muscles started to quiver, with the trembling of his legs making him grip the frame of the door harder to steady himself.

“Come on,” she urged. “Be a good boy, so we can make you a pretty girl.”

Riley gritted his teeth as her fingers curled around his balls to play with them. Having her hand pushed through his legs from behind was a turn on he hadn’t expected and she quickened the pace of the stroking as she continued to fondle and grope his testicles.

He closed his eyes tightly as the hot elation of the touches sliding along his hard cock mounted. The way she kept urging him to cum for her heightened his excitement, with the stroking caress of her fingers gradually speeding up to take him close.

“Wait,” she suddenly said and let go of his balls to pull her hand out from between his thighs. “I know the best way to get it all out. Give me the little tube on the wall shelf.”

“What?” Riley gasped.

“The tube,” Kayla urged and released her grip on his erection to point. “On the shelf.”

Heavy breaths spilled from his lips as he tried to concentrate on what she’d said. Looking in the cubicle, he saw the shelf. There were bottles of shampoo and shower gel on it, but he eventually saw what she was talking about.

“This?” he asked and grabbed for it.

“Yeah, that’s it,” Kayla said and laughed. “I sometimes play in here and lube always makes it more enjoyable.”

It was another revelation that filled Riley’s head with images of Kayla masturbating. The tube was snatched from his hand and he watched as the cap was popped.

“Fuck,” he let out under his breath as he watched Kayla squeeze some of the clear gel on her hands then give him back the tube.

He returned it to the shelf, while she rubbed her hands together vigorously to get them covered.

“There we go,” she said when she took hold of his erection again. “Isn’t that better?”

“Yes,” he croaked in a hoarse rasp when he felt the silky caress of her slippery fingers grazing up and down his erection.

He winced when she dug the fingernails of her other hand into his taut buttocks. The flutter of pain made his hips judder forward and he groaned when her grip around his shaft slid right to the base to push against his groin.

It was only when a finger wiggled between his ass cheeks that he realized she hadn’t simply lubed her hands to make the stroking smoother. She had her mind on playing a naughtier game. The touch of her fingertip on his asshole made his sphincter clench tightly, but the pleasure heightened.

“Fuck,” he cursed through gritted teeth.

“Like it?” Kayla asked as she pressed her fingertip more firmly against the clenching.

“Yes, yes,” Riley gasped.

The tight grip she had clasped around the base of his erection pushed down harder to make it jut out from his groin and it built the pressure.

“I like boys that do,” she went on.

The lube slowly worked its magic to help her finger ease past the pulsing tightness of his sphincter and feeling the penetration threatened to make his knees buckle. Tremors ripped through his body as Kayla wiggled the stiff touch deeper.

“Just need to find that prostate,” she teased.

Riley let out whimpering gasps as her fingertip slipper deeper to explore. He let out a cry when it hit the spot and the pressure was suddenly overwhelming.

“Yes, yes,” he cried out when Kayla started stroking again.

The pace quickened as her wiggling fingertip kept pressing on his prostate until he knew he couldn’t hold back. He called out a breathless warning, but all that got him was Kayla’s fingers racing faster still along his shaft.

The clenching of his buttocks made his asshole grip tighter around her finger until the tension was too much. Every muscle in his body tightened to breaking point and Kayla gave him the final push by bringing her fingers to a stop around the base to push against his heavy balls again.

It was the spark that sent a thick, streaming rope of cum blasting into the cubicle. Kayla let out a gleeful squeal as she watched the dirty show. Each strong contraction of Riley’s muscles ended with another hot spurt of white erupting. The fingering of his prostate kept the hot spurts shooting hard until his balls had been completely emptied, but the pleasure didn’t end there.

Kayla started stroking again as his body tensed in the final throes of the climax. She finally gripped tightly around the base then dragged her fingers slowly up his erection to just below the head. The last little trickles of cum leaked out the slit to roll across the slick head and it sapped the strength from his body.

“There we go,” Kayla said and leaned in closed to give another little kiss on the head of his erection. “All done. Doesn’t that feel better?”

Tremors swept through Riley’s body when she started stroking again. It was the slow withdrawal of her finger from his asshole that really brought him last flutters of pleasure, but he winced when his ass was spanked to ignite a flare of pain. Kayla released her grip on his fading erection and cracked her palm on his butt again.

“Have a shower and clean up,” she told him before getting to her feet. “I’ll get what we need for your transformation ready.”

He watched as she gathered up his discarded clothes from the floor then walked to the door of the bathroom. She looked back and smiled before leaving. When she was gone, he staggered forward on shaky legs to get in the shower and switched on the water to make it rain down on him. He simply stood under the warm cascade for a short while before finally getting around to washing himself and cleaning the cubicle.

When he ended the shower, he stood for a moment to let the water run off his naked body. He then left the cubicle and grabbed a towel from the hooks on the wall to dry himself before wrapping it around his waist. Moving to the door of the bathroom, he took a second in an attempt to compose himself.

The sound of Kayla’s voice came to him when he walked back in the bedroom, but she wasn’t talking to him. She was on the phone. While he waited for her to finish, he moved across the room to look at what was laid out on the bed. It wasn’t just the panties. There was also a matching bra and a platinum-blonde wig.

He only pulled his gaze from the items when he heard Kayla say goodbye. Turning around, he looked towards her and the expression on her face indicated the night was over. That was confirmed when she started speaking.

“Bad timing, unfortunately,” she said, with a rueful smile. “I have to go visit a friend.”

“Oh, uh…, no problem,” Riley replied, but felt the disappointment that things were over before they got to play out the sissy transformation game all the way to its conclusion. “It’s fine.”

“Look, come back here tomorrow after work,” Kayla told. “Say about seven and we’ll carry this on.”

“Really?”

“Yes, really,” she assured him. “We have unfinished business. Sorry we can’t do it tonight.”

“It’s OK,” Riley said.

A look around showed him his clothes on a chair, so he walked over to it. He turned away from Kayla before pulling the towel from around his waist. Picking up his boxer shorts, he put them on then hurried to get dressed. She ushered him out of the bedroom once he was ready then along to the front door.

“Don’t forget,” she said when she opened the door. “Seven o’clock tomorrow.”

Riley nodded before walking out. He turned, but the door was already closing. The evening had run the gamut from disaster to elation to despondency although the prospect of living out a fantasy was still there.

“Tomorrow,” he let out under his breath and walked along the hallway to let himself in his apartment.

***

“Stop bloody checking the time,” Riley berated himself.

He lifted his cup to finish the coffee in it then glanced towards the pot on the kitchen counter. Hurrying home from work meant he’d reached his apartment at five o’clock. That had been a mistake. He should have stayed at the office to keep his mind occupied. Instead, he’d spent the last hour-and-a-half sitting in his kitchen getting hyped up on caffeine and looking at the clock on the wall.

That gave him all the time in the world to think about what the evening might bring and his mind was in overdrive. Forcing himself not to check the time yet again, he got to his feet to walk across to the counter. His hand had barely touched the handle of the pot when he decided to pass on having another coffee. Putting the empty cup in the sink, he walked through to his bedroom then on to the adjoining bathroom.

He moved to the mirror to look at himself. Memories of the evening before came to him, but he felt the pulse of heat in his groin immediately and tried to shrug of the images of being masturbated in Kayla’s bathroom. Grabbing his toothbrush, he squeezed some toothpaste on it then spent a few minutes cleaning his teeth and tongue to replace the taste of coffee with mint.

He rinsed out his mouth afterwards and continued to stare at his reflection in the mirror over the sink. The idea that his appearance would be transformed before the evening was at an end brought a sense of anticipation that made the hairs stand up at the back of his neck.

“If she goes through with it,” he said and grimaced.

The disappointment he’d felt the night before would be nothing compared to finding out Kayla had changed her mind. There was no reason to believe she would. She’d been the one who’d instigated the naughty game the previous evening, but negative thoughts began to plague his mind when he turned away from the mirror.

Walking back through to the bedroom, he sat down on the bed and brought his phone out of his pocket. The time on the screen was now six forty-five and he sat in place simply watching the minutes tick by until it was almost seven.

“OK,” he let out under his breath and closed his eyes for a few seconds before rising to his feet.

Walking out of the bedroom, he went to the lounge to get his keys then on to the front door of his apartment. Cracking it open, he peeked out into the hallway to make sure it was deserted. When he was sure it was, he left his home to make his way along to the door of Kayla’s apartment.

His lips tightened together as he lifted his hand. It brought back memories of the evening before when he’d stood in the same place. He was just as nervous, but didn’t hesitate to knock on this occasion. The sinking sensation in the pit of his belly was there again, but he felt the excitement taking hold when he heard the security chain being loosened.

“Hey,” Kayla said, with a beaming smile when she opened the door. “Right on time. Come on in.”

She moved aside and Riley thanked her as he stepped past to enter her home. After she closed the door, she took hold of his hand to lead him along the hallway and his pulse skipped a beat when they walked past the lounge. This time he knew it was the bedroom they were going in and there was no stopping the pulse of hot blood that brought a tightness to his groin.

“Did you have a good day?” Kayla asked when she closed the door.

Riley’s gaze fixed on the items set out on the bed. There was more on show than the evening before and he gulped down a heavy breath as he stared at them.

“Well?” Kayla asked.

His eyes were wide open when he set his gaze on her.

“Was good,” he blurted out.

“I’m going to make it better,” she said, with a wicked smile. “Are you going to let me?”

His gaze returned to what was laid out on the bed. The pretty, platinum-blonde wig was there again, as were the panties he’d been shown the evening before and the matching bra. That wasn’t all though. He wasn’t sure what the little plastic-looking objects were, but there was no mistaking what the other thing was. Just looking at the butt plug made his asshole twitch and the rush of nerves hit hard.

“I….”

“Let’s get you ready,” Kayla interrupted.

She pulled him across to the dressing table and made him sit down on the padded stool. It put him right in front of the mirror and he felt her breasts rub against his upper arm when she leaned forward to switch on the lights. She straightened up right behind him and put her hands on his shoulders.

“You’ve got a cute face,” she said.

Riley was all too aware of the way she inspected him in the mirror. He did the same, with the harsh brightness of the lights showing his features in sharp relief.

“Let’s take this off, shall we?” Kayla said after a few seconds.

Her hands slid slowly to the top button of his shirt and Riley inhaled deeply as it was loosened. More followed to reveal the pale skin of his slender torso and he ended up sitting bare-chested. Kayla’s touches didn’t pull away. She leaned in to settle her chin on his shoulder as she trailed her fingertips across his skin and he bit his lip when she flickered touches on his nipples.

“Getting it up?” she teased him when she pressed her lips against his ear.

He looked to her hands sliding down across his belly to get to his lap. There was no hiding the effect she was having on him and a shiver trickled down his spine when she groped him through his trousers.

“Get completely naked for me,” she urged. “I want you as a blank canvas I can transform.”

“But…”

“No buts,” she interrupted and pulled her hand away. “Just do as I say. Stand up.”

Riley hesitated, but his arm was grasped to make him do her bidding. Her hands clasped on his hips then slid to the fastenings of his trousers. When they were loosened, he was made to kick off his shoes. His trousers and underwear were then dragged down as one to free his erection and he heard the chuckle in his ear when Kayla wrapped her fingers around his tumescent shaft.

“Is this for me?” she teased him.

Riley couldn’t take his gaze from the mirror. The bright lights put the engorged head of his erection on full display when Kayla rolled the foreskin off it. She was watching every bit as closely as he was while she stroked her fingers up and down to get his erection rigidly erect, but she eventually released her grip.

“Sit and get naked,” she told him and slapped her hands on his shoulders.

He dropped down and was quick to drag off his socks, trousers and underwear. Straightening up on the stool put his face in the mirror again and Kayla stepped past him to reach for the makeup on the dressing table.

“Hmm, let’s see,” she mused and glanced at his face before returning her attention to the makeup. “A little moisturizer first.”

She opened the tub, picked it up and turned around. Riley’s rapt attention fixed on the mirror as the little dollops of white were put on his face, with the circular motion of Kayla’s fingertips rubbing the moisturizer in. When she was satisfied, she applied primer to smooth out the look of his skin.

“Let’s do this,” she said and picked up a black eye-liner.

Riley was made to close his eyes while she worked and he opened them to see he was on his way to looking like one of the cute models he so admired in glossy magazines.

“Suits you,” Kayla said as she admired her work.

“What’s the style called?” he asked and leaned closer to the mirror.

“Feline flick,” she answered. “Well, that’s what I call it.”

Riley lifted his hand, but it was slapped back down before it even got near his face.

“No touching,” Kayla barked and made him sit up straight. “Tilt your head back and look up.”

She picked up a mascara to darken his lashes then added some light pink eye shadow. It brought a smile to Riley’s face when he checked his reflection and he watched as some highlight power was used to give a sharper look to his cheeks. When Kayla finished that, she picked up a lipstick and opened it to show the vivid red color.

“Pucker up sissy boy,” she teased. “This is the killer finish for any look.”

Riley pouted his lips and his eyes never left the mirror for a second as he watched the lipstick being applied. Kayla used a tissue to clean the corners of his mouth then moved back to look at him.

“I wouldn’t know it was me,” he said as he stared at his reflection.

“You do scrub up well it has to be said,” Kayla told him and put down the lipstick. “Prettier than a lot of women I know, but you’re not completely a sissy boy yet. Too much of that testosterone flooding your veins.”

She moved behind to look at him in the mirror then slid her hands down his bare chest to get it to his erection. A hushed chuckle came out when she felt the solid, throbbing hardness. It made her squeeze tightly and their eyes met in the mirror.

“Need to get it all out,” she said and loosened her grip to stroke up and down a few times. “But not yet, so stay there.”

When she let go, she straightened up and walked across to the bed. Picking up the wig, she returned to the dressing table to stand behind Riley again.

“This will make you look even prettier,” she said.

Riley watched the wig being put on him. Kayla made sure all strands of his darker hair were tucked out of sight then brushed her fingers through the platinum blonde hair. She finished by getting the bangs sitting just right on his forehead then slapped her hands down on his bare shoulders.

“You really are a little hottie,” she teased him then grabbed hold of his wrist. “Come on, let’s get you dressed up.”

***

A tug pulled Riley up from the stool and he obediently followed across the room to the bed. The grip on his wrist was released and a burst of nerves made him take a faltering step back when he saw what Kayla picked up first.

“I’ve never,” he uttered.

“It’s better than a finger,” she said and lifted the butt plug to brandish it in front of his face. “And it’s got a pretty jewel on the end.”

Riley took in shallow breaths as he stared. The tip of the polished, metal toy tapered out to a wide body then narrowed back in to a round end, which was decorated with sparkling pink that did look like a jewel.

“Pretty, huh,” Kayla said.

The tip of Riley’s tongue played on the back of his teeth as he stared and he put voice to the question in his head.

“Do you wear it?”

“Have done a few times,” she answered and brushed her fingertips on the gleaming metal. “Does feel naughty having it in.”

Riley couldn’t keep still as he watched her playing. He was all too aware of the twitching pulse of his sphincter. She had fingered him the night before to make him cum hard, but what he stared at now was no finger.

“I…”

It was all he got out before he was interrupted.

“Got it nice and slippery with lube already,” Kayla went on. “So, drop to your hands and knees on the floor.”

Riley cursed under his breath. The contractions of his anal muscles made his erection throb and it felt good. It felt really good. His eyes fixed on the body of the butt plug though. It looked ridiculously thick to him in comparison to a finger.

“Do I really have…”

He was interrupted this time by Kayla taking hold of his erection. The slow stroking brought pleasure that sent tremors through his body.

“Please, for me,” she said. “It’s perfect for a sissy boy and it’ll get you ready.”

Riley looked across the room. He could see himself reflected in the dressing table mirror and it felt deliciously sordid to have his fantasies being so vividly brought to life.

“If you want to be a pretty girl, I’ll have to get rid of this like I did last night,” Kayla said and squeezed tightly around his rock solid erection to bring his attention back to her. “Try it for me and I’ll get all that nasty cum out, so you can put on the panties.”

Their eyes met and she let go of his erection when he nodded his agreement. She grabbed his shoulder to make him turn. It left him facing away from her and he felt the pressure when her hand pushed down on his shoulder. He dropped to his knees and she followed.

A shove between the shoulder blades knocked him forward and he slapped his hands down on the carpet to get on all fours. It put him in position and the tension in his body felt unbearable when he felt Kayla’s fingers sink into his flesh to spread his buttocks.

“There it is,” she teased.

The smooth metal of the butt plug brushing across his asshole made him shudder. He wanted to drop his head down, but didn’t want to ruin the makeup by rubbing his face on the carpet. It kept him on all fours and he glanced back to Kayla leaning in.

His eyes opened wide as he watched her drip saliva from her lips. It landed on his puckered skin and the end of the toy was used to spread it around. She did the same again to get his asshole wet before pressing the butt plug in place. The protesting contractions of his muscles were immediate and he closed his eyes tightly as tension made his neck stretch out.

“Fuck,” he groaned as the pressure increased to start stretching his tight sphincter.

“Feels good, right?” Kayla said.

“Yes,” Riley squeaked.

Kayla’s fingers dug deeper into his flesh to pull on his buttock. It helped open up his sphincter to the penetration and the quiver of his thigh muscles grew stronger as the slippery end of the plug gradually loosened the tightness. He cursed louder as the body of the toy slowly entered to make his asshole gape wider until he was being made to take the thickest part.

“Mmm, so pretty,” Kayla said.

She let go of his buttock and the surprise of the spank left Riley motionless for a second before a hot convulsion ripped through him. He cried out when he was spanked again, with pain and pleasure flooding his veins in a way he’d never felt before.

“Please,” he groaned.

Kayla let out a hushed laugh as she eased the thickest part of the metal body all the way inside. When she let go of the rounded end of the plug, she landed another stinging spank and the strong contractions of Riley’s anal muscles did the rest of the work of taking the toy all the way inside his asshole.

“See how good that is,” she said and brushed fingertips around the jeweled end.

Riley sucked in heavy, gasping breaths as he tried to get used to the sensation of being plugged for the first time ever. It felt so dirty, but there was no denying how good the sensation was. The ache of the spanks died away to only pleasure and he got more when Kayla’s hand slipped around his waist to take hold of his erection.

“Oh yeah, you like it,” she teased and gripped tightly for a second to enjoy the fierce throbbing before stroking her fingers along his rigid manhood a few times.

When she let go, she grabbed his arm to pull him up with her and dragged him to the bottom of the bed.

“Ever worn one?” she asked and picked up the bra.

He shook his head, but willingly played along as he was made to put it on.

“Don’t have much, do you?” she teased when she pressed her hands against the cups. “Let’s change that.”

She pulled her hands away to reach down to the bed again. Riley frowned when he saw her pick up the plastic objects.

“Chicken fillets,” she said in a laughing voice when she brandished them. “Not the nicest of names for a useful beauty product. They do give a pretty girl a little more in the chest department.”

It was only then that Riley cottoned on to what they were. He looked down as they were slipped in the cups of the bra and suddenly he was sporting what looked like pert breasts.

“That’s better,” Kayla said and pressed her hands on the bra cups again.

It allowed her to manipulate the inserts to get them looking right. When she finished, she took Riley’s hand to pull him across to the wardrobe and stood him in front of the mirror on the door. He stared at himself for a second then set his gaze on Kayla’s reflection.

“Why do you have them?” he asked.

“They came as a free gift with a bra set I bought a few years ago,” she told him in a laughing voice and lifted her hands to cup her voluptuous breasts. “They’ve been in a drawer ever since, but you gave me a chance to use them.”

Riley returned his attention to the mirror. Lifting his hands he cupped his fake breasts and a shiver slipped down his spine. It was as feminine as he’d ever been and he liked it a lot.

“Almost there,” Kayla said when she moved right behind him. “But there’s just one glaring problem.”

Riley kept staring in the mirror at the pretty girl he’d become, but his gaze dropped down to his crotch when Kayla’s hands slid around his waist. The tight grasp that circled around his erection made him gasp. It loosened to her fingers stroking along his length, with the throbbing making him all too aware of the thick body of the plug in his asshole.

“Are you going to cum for me, sissy boy?” she teased him and quickened the pace.

It made him squirm and there was no taking his gaze away from the way she masturbated him. His breathing grew ragged as she took him close, but loud knocking brought the game to a halt.

“Fuck,” Kayla cursed as she pulled her hand away from his erection.

Their eyes met in the mirror and Riley couldn’t keep the pleading tone from his voice.

“Just ignore it.”

“Relax,” she said. “I’ll tell whoever it is I’m busy and send them away.”

“Wait,” Riley blurted out when she walked across the room.

It was only when she reached the door of the bedroom that she looked back.

“Relax,” she said again. “I won’t let us get disturbed tonight.”

Riley’s lips tightened together when she disappeared from view. The disappointment of the night before returned. On that occasion it had been a phone call that ended things. This time it was a knock on the door. He didn’t want things to end prematurely again, but he wasn’t in control of the situation.

All he could do was wait. He remained where he was and heard the sound of muffled voices when the front door of the apartment was opened. It made him curse under his breath again, but the conversation didn’t last long and the front door closed.

There was a sense of relief when Kayla came back into view, but the feeling was short-lived. The shock that she wasn’t alone ignited dread and his eyes opened wide when they fixed on the person who followed her into the room.

***

Riley stood slack-jawed staring across the room, his heart racing. The silence stretched out to heighten his uneasy dread and it was the bull-of-a-man who’d walked into the room who eventually spoke.

“Not too bad for a white boy.”

It mirrored what Kayla had said the night before, but Riley heard the note of amusement in the words. The shock of the unexpected intrusion morphed into intense embarrassment and he slung his hands in front of his groin to cover himself up.

“Don’t hide it from us,” Kayla said. “I told Jeremiah it was pretty.”

“Fucking hell,” Riley cursed quietly.

There was no doubt who the man was and that was confirmed when Kayla spoke again.

“I know I promised not to tell anyone, but I can’t hide things from my boyfriend,” she said and hooked her arm through Jeremiah’s. His demeanor revealed that he definitely hadn’t walked in on a surprise.

It made Riley sure the visit wasn’t accidental and that he’d been set up. A sudden thought flashed through his head that he wanted out of the room, but there were two people between him and the door and they definitely didn’t want him to leave. It took the thought away in an instant, with the turmoil in his mind making him unsure of what he wanted.

“What’s…, what’s going on?” he stammered and backed up against the wardrobe.

“Well,” Kayla said and unhooked her arm from her boyfriend’s. “Jeremiah was disappointed when I told him he wouldn’t see me in the panties he bought. I felt a little bad about that, so you coming along gave me a chance. I told him I could show him a hot ass in the pretty panties.”

“You set me up,” Riley complained.

“No,” Kayla said and moved forward. “You kind of set yourself up by dropping the panties in the elevator then coming to my door yesterday evening.”

The comment made Riley grimace. There was a truth to the words. He’d instigated the meeting that led him to where he now stood and it felt excruciating. He pressed back harder against the wardrobe when Kayla approached.

“Jeremiah was keen to meet a sissy snowboi,” she said and reached out. “Very keen if truth be told.”

Riley resisted her attempts to pull his hands from in front of his groin. The surprise had taken away some of the arousal, but his cock hadn’t exactly wilted.

“Sissy snowboi?” he blurted out.

“A pretty, white boy who wants some interracial fun and I can give it to you,” Kayla went on and pulled harder. “So don’t hide it from us.”

“Your boyfriend,” Riley whined as he continued trying to stop his hands being pulled aside.

“Oh he’s a dirty fucker,” Kayla went on in a laughing voice. “When I told him how I was going to get you ready to wear the panties, he wanted to watch. Isn’t that right, Jeremiah?”

“Damn straight,” he answered in a booming voice. “I want to see this like you can’t believe.”

“Then sit on the bed,” Kayla told him and Jeremiah never took his eyes from them as he crossed the room.

Riley couldn’t quite believe the situation he found himself in. It was even more insane than the evening before. He’d willingly let Kayla put makeup on him and wanted her to jerk him off again. The night before had barely left his thoughts all day. It had ultimately been a missed opportunity and he was desperate to get the cum out, so he could put on the panties this time.

That the dirty deed would be done right there in front of her boyfriend put his head in a spin, however, and he couldn’t get his thoughts straight. The evening was becoming something even more nuts than he imagined and his unease heightened when Kayla dropped down to her knees on the floor.

She wasn’t at the side of him this time. Her pretty face was right there in front of his groin and it felt like his heart was going to burst out of his chest when she looked up. The eye contact held him spellbound.

“You know you want to put those panties on,” she told him. “And I’ve got a cute little skirt you can wear too if you want. Just think how pretty you’ll be for us.”

“Fuck,” Riley cursed and threw his head back.

Things were going way past the dirtiest fantasies he’d ever had and he could feel the pressure in his groin. When he brought his gaze back down, he saw the smile on Kayla’s face. She clearly loved being in the position she’d engineered for herself. It was there to see in her expression.

“Come on, don’t hide it from us,” she urged. “Be a good boy.”

“A good sissy,” Jeremiah called across the room and the amusement was there to hear in his voice again. He was clearly loving the game as much as his girlfriend.

Riley screwed up his face as he looked down at Kayla. There was no getting out of her clutches and, in truth, he really didn’t want to. He wasn’t sure where things were going exactly, but relaxed his muscles to let his hands be pulled away.

“Yeah, baby,” Jeremiah called out. “Get rid of that sissy dick.”

Kayla looked across the room to her boyfriend. Riley remembered her saying the night before that she was getting more wild sex than ever before and it made him wonder what the two of them had been getting up to. They were clearly both adventurous and it was infecting him in way he never thought possible as he looked across the room.

Even sitting down at the bottom of the bed, Jeremiah looked huge. He took off his jacket, with the white t-shirt he wore emphasizing the darkness of his skin. The tight material did little to hide an impressive physique, with bulging chest and arm muscles looking gloriously honed to perfection.

“He likes it, Jeremiah,” Kayla said. “Show him.”

Riley glanced down to see her now gazing up at him and felt the hot flush on his cheeks that he’d been staring so intently at her boyfriend. He caught the movement out of the corner of his eye and couldn’t stop himself looking again. His gaze went back to the way the white t-shirt was dragged off and tossed aside.

“Fuck,” he mouthed quietly, but it was heard by Kayla.

“Yeah, that was my reaction the first time I saw his bare torso,” she replied and looked across to the dark, rippling muscles of her black bull-of-a-boyfriend.

“Come on,” Jeremiah urged. “You told me you would make him wear the panties.”

Kayla turned back to Riley and took hold of his erection.

“He’s a bad boy,” she joked when she looked up. “How many men want to see their girlfriend sucking another guy’s cock…, even if that guy is a pretty sissy.”

The realization that he was about to get more than masturbation sent shivers racing down Riley’s spine. Kayla had given him a couple of pecks on the head of his erection the night before, but she was clearly in the mood for more and the smile on her face widened as she leaned in.

Riley cursed again when she rolled her tongue around the slick head of his erect manhood. His neck stretched out to make him look up at the ceiling as the slow licking brought pleasure, but he glanced down when Kayla tilted her head to the side and kissed down the side of his shaft.

“You’re even harder than last night,” she teased when she squeezed her fingers around his erection. “I think I’ve found myself two bad boys.”

“A bad boy and a bad sissy,” Jeremiah called across the room. “He is pretty.”

Hearing the compliment from a musclebound man felt both weird and thrilling to Riley. There was no knowing if the words were actually meant or simply said as part of the game. In truth, it didn’t matter. He liked being called pretty. It’s what he dreamed of. Actually hearing it being said out loud was a huge turn on and he glanced across the room before bringing his gaze back to Kayla.

She gave him eye contact as she kissed down and up the side of his swollen shaft again. It ended with a peck on the tip that turned to more when she let her lips slide all the way over the swollen head to take it in her mouth.

The weakening of Riley’s knees made him grasp hold of her shoulder to steady himself. Kayla’s other hand cupped his testicles as she started to work her lips along his erection to let it slip deeper into the wet warmth of her mouth. It made him gasp loudly.

“You’ve got our sissy snowboi fucking losing it already,” Jeremiah called after a few seconds.

Kayla’s head came up, so she could look across the room.

“Let me compare them,” she said. “Before I finish him off.”

Jeremiah didn’t need to be told twice. He dragged off his sandals before rising to his feet. Loosening his trousers, he pushed them down to kick them off and hurried across the room. Kayla kept fingers wrapped around Riley’s erection, but reached out with her other hand to grab her boyfriend’s boxer shorts. Pulling them down revealed a truly thick, black monster.

“Mm…., there’s my big boy,” she cooed and reached out.

There was no missing that her fingers didn’t wrap all the way around the thick girth on a cock that was only starting to come erect. She started stroking to make it rise and Riley watched in sheer awe as it slowly stretched out from Jeremiah’s groin.

“Fucking amazing, huh?” Kayla said.

Riley realized she was speaking to him and the smile on her face showed she was amused by his rapt attention on Jeremiah’s swelling erection. It flushed heat into his cheeks again.

“Ever seen one that big?” she asked.

“Not in real life,” Riley muttered. “Only, you know…, on the internet when I’ve watched interracial.”

“Our sissy snowboi likes black on blonde by the sounds of it,” Jeremiah mocked and let out a bellowing laugh.

“That’s what he’s getting from me,” Kayla retorted. “Move closer. Let me see them together.”

She kept stroking Jeremiah’s erection as she made him step closer. It allowed her to bring the two erections together and Riley couldn’t take his eyes from the sight. He’d never thought of himself as small, but that’s what it felt like in comparison to big black. It looked truly enormous next to his.

He couldn’t be sure if it was a rehearsed move to put him in his place and show him there was only one real man in the room. It certainly felt emasculating, but that turned him on. His cock was fully erect, but looked little and pale compared to such a big black dick.

His gaze drank in every impressive feature. Thick, bulging veins stood out on Jeremiah’s still-swelling shaft as Kayla stroked to bring it fully erect. There was a slick glisten on the dark glans and also heavy balls that looked enormous hung down. The way the two hard cocks were pressed together only served to focus attention on the size difference.

“Suck it,” Jeremiah urged.

“No,” Kayla said and let go. “I told you I’d give you your pleasure after. You said you wanted to watch first.”

A shove on Jeremiah’s belly pushed him away. His boxer shorts slid down to his ankles and he kicked them away to get completely naked before walking to the bed.

“Come on,” Kayla said and got up. “Let’s give him the best view.”

She clasped her fingers tighter around Riley’s erection and used her grip to lead him across the room. When they got in front of her boyfriend, she dropped to her knees and grabbed Riley’s hips to make them turn side-on. It felt so excruciatingly sordid when she kissed on the head of his erection, while they were watched.

“She’s fucking good, huh?” Jeremiah growled.

The hard spank on Riley’s ass made his hips jut forward. It fucked his erection into Kayla’s mouth, but her excitement came out as she started to enthusiastically give a blowjob.

“Fuck, yeah,” Jeremiah growled and reached out as he leaned forward to watch.

It wasn’t a spank this time though. Riley’s buttocks clenched when strong fingers latched onto his ass to grope it. The pulsing clench of his muscles gripped around the butt plug as Kayla’s lips slid lower on his erection to take more of it in her mouth. He was the plaything of a kinky, black couple and threw himself into being their sissy snowboi with a relish that came from deep inside.

When Kayla’s head came up, she took in deep breaths. That didn’t stop the action though and all eyes went to the way she stroked her fingers along Riley’s throbbing length. The pace quickened and there was a mounting excitement in them all that showed in her voice.

“Give it to me.”

Jeremiah’s fingers scrabbled at the end of the butt plug to pull on it and Riley felt his asshole being stretched wider open by the thick body of the toy. It brought another sensation to those assailing him and the pressure in his balls felt unbearable.

“Let it out,” Kayla urged.

As she got her mouth back on the head of his erection to suck on it, Jeremiah let go of the butt plug. The way Riley’s pulsing muscles drew the toy all the way back inside made him groan. Kayla gave him the same as the night before, with her lips and fingers sliding along his erection at the same time. He cursed loudly then let out a gasping groan when he was given another stinging spank.

Kayla took his erection deeper in her mouth to let him feel the tip sliding across her inner cheek almost all the way to the back of her throat. The sensation felt so good as he got it again and again. He didn’t want the dirty moment to end, but there was no resisting the pressure. It rose to breaking point, with Jeremiah calling out for the show he wanted until he got it.

Riley called out a gasping warning, as he had the night before, but Kayla didn’t back off. She slid her hand right to the base and let her lips follow it all the way down. She could feel the straining pulse of hard flesh deep in her mouth and gagged when a thick stream of cum shot down her throat.

She moved back, so her lips were clamped just below the swollen head and shuddered as one hot spurt after another filled her mouth with a thick load. Eventually, she parted her lips to let her boyfriend see the last streams of cum shooting over her tongue.

Riley’s cries filled the room as the strong release sapped the strength from his body until he felt like he was completely drained. It brought the cum show to an end. He looked down to Kayla backing off and she parted her lips wide to show the sticky white coating her tongue.

“Dirty bitch,” Jeremiah said.

Kayla turned to him and his attention was rapt as he watched his girlfriend’s tongue playing with the thick, creamy load from another man’s balls.

“Make the sissy taste it,” he urged.

The grip on Riley’s erection was released, with his wrist then grabbed. He felt the weakness in his body as he was dragged down to his knees. It put him face to face with Kayla and there was no avoiding the kiss. Her tongue slipped into his mouth and he got more than just the taste when his own cum was passed to him.

“Show him,” Kayla urged when she backed off.

Riley turned to look at Jeremiah and opened his mouth to reveal the white on his tongue. It felt so sleazy, but he was as excited as he’d ever been and winced when a strong grip grasped hold of his chin.

“A snowboi’s favorite, huh?” Jeremiah mocked. “Being a sissy cum-dump.”

He tightened his grip for a second then let go. Kayla pulled Riley to another kiss and got him to play a snowballing game of passing the cum back and forth until he was made to swallow it.

“You’re just perfect, aren’t you?” she said and caressed a hand on his cheek.

They were caught in a moment until it was broken by a gruff remark.

“So,” Jeremiah said. “Make him put them on.”

***

Kayla could feel Riley’s cock softening as she sucked the head clean. She grabbed hold of his empty balls to drag down on them and heard his groan. It made her yank her head back, but she tightened her grip.

“See,” she said when she looked up. “We got all that nasty cum out of you. A sissy boy doesn’t need it.”

“He’s getting a tiny boy clitty,” Jeremiah mocked.

“Yeah, and he probably knows how to tuck it, right?” Kayla said. “He buys himself some nice underwear, so I’m sure he’s expert at that.”

“Here,” Jeremiah said and picked up the white panties from the bed to hold them out.

Kayla grabbed them as she got to her feet then took hold of Riley’s hand to lead him around to the bedside cabinet.

“So, tuck it,” she said when she came to a stop.

Riley took in a long, deep breath then let it back out slowly. It helped to drain the last of his strength and he liked the feeling of weakness that pervaded his body. Kayla squatted down in front of him as he got to work. His erection had faded, but the stiffness hadn’t gone completely so he worked on his empty testes first to ease them inside. He then let out a few more long exhales and tucked his cock between his thighs.

“I usually secure it with tape,” he said.

“Well, tonight we’ll just work with what we’ve got,” Kayla said and held out the panties for him to step into.

It made his cock slip out a little and he waited until the pretty underwear was pulled up into place before sliding his hand inside to re-tuck. A glance down showed no bulged, with the panties appearing flat. The sight of that sent a shiver down his spine, but he got more.

“Such a pretty boy,” Kayla said and brushed her hand across the front of the white material. “I could almost believe you were a girl.”

She reached past him to open the drawer of the bedside cabinet and Riley saw a long, red ribbon being brought out.

“Hold your wrists together,” she said.

He did as he was told and watched as his wrists were secured together with the ribbon. It was tied in a pretty bow that Kayla got looking perfect before she straightened up. Putting a hand on Riley’s shoulder, she made him walk around the bed to get them standing in front of Jeremiah.

“I got you a gift, honey?” she joked, with a wicked grin. “Hope you like it.”

Riley felt the rush of elation when Jeremiah reached out to brush fingers across the front of the panties.

“Oh yeah,” Jeremiah said. “It’s perfect. Do I get what I want now?”

“Uh-huh,” Kayla said in a laughing voice. “Now you get yours.”

She dragged Riley down with her and it put them in front of a stiffly erect, big black cock that was already leaking pre-cum.

“You’ve got it bad for this,” she said and reached out to take hold of Jeremiah’s erection.

He let out a growling grunt when she leaned in to kiss on the head, but it was just a quick peck. It reminded Riley of being in the bathroom with her the night before. He already had a sense of where things were going, but it was brought home to him when Jeremiah reached out.

Riley tensed when a strong grip latched onto the back of his head to make him lean forward. It put his mouth mere inches from the dark, swollen head of Jeremiah’s huge manhood and impulses he’d held inside for so long came rushing out.

“Yeah, this snowboi is good,” Jeremiah taunted when a lick swept across the tip of his hard cock to take some of the pre-cum. “You like the taste of big black?”

Riley’s eyes were shining when he looked up to nod his head.

“Then take all you want,” Jeremiah growled and tightened his grip on the back of Riley’s head.

It pulled Riley in and he swept his tongue all the way around the slick, shiny glans this time. A harder tug made him take the thick head between his lips. It was his first cock and he had no experience, but the sheer size almost seemed to fill his mouth right away. He tried to pull back, but wasn’t allowed to. That only excited him though. Being submissive to a black bull was a dirty dream and he was suddenly experiencing it for real.

“You’ve got to get it soaking wet,” Kayla urged and got a hand to Riley’s ass to grope it.

Riley closed his eyes tightly as he let his mouth be forced lower on Jeremiah’s rigid shaft. His lips gaped to take the thick girth and nerves gave way completely to excitement as he tried to give a blowjob. He could barely get halfway down the long length, but the grip on his head kept him working and spit started to spill from his lips as he gave oral.

He struggled against the ribbon. The craving to grab hold of Jeremiah’s cock was there, but he couldn’t free himself and gave up trying. Feeling the thick head almost slide down his throat made him gag hard. It didn’t get him any respite though.

Kayla urged Jeremiah on, with the sound of Riley’s gulping efforts to cope with such a big cock bringing out their excitement all the more. He was made to keep giving the blowjob. It brought an ache to his lips and his mouth filled with spit that soaked the head of Jeremiah’s erection.

The moment came to an end when Kayla dragged Jeremiah’s hand from the back of Riley’s head. She then grabbed hold of hair to end the blowjob and took hold of her boyfriend’s erection to work the slippery spit along his full length.

“He’s got more,” Jeremiah said.

Kayla let go of his erection to gather the bubbly strings of saliva hanging from Riley’s gasping lips. When she took hold again, Jeremiah groaned as her greasy, spit-soaked fingers grazed up and down his full length.

“Make our sissy boy wear the skirt,” he eventually said.

“You want that?” Kayla replied when their eyes met.

He nodded, so she let go of his erection.

“How big is it?” Riley blurted out and felt the heat burn on his cheeks.

“Almost eleven inches,” Jeremiah said proudly and grabbed hold to make it jut out from his groin.

“Fuck,” Riley let out as his hand was grabbed by Kayla to get them both back on their feet.

He didn’t take his gaze from big black for a second until he was pulled away from the bed. Things were about to move on and he was sure he wouldn’t be sucking cock when he was taken back to Jeremiah.

***

Riley was brought to a stop in front of the wardrobe and it got him a sight of his reflection in the mirror on the door.

“Cute, huh?” Kayla teased him.

His gaze flitted to her for a second before returning to the mirror. The red lipstick was now smeared around his mouth from the blowjob and looked slutty. He liked that. Glancing lower showed him the ribbon tied in a bow around his wrists. The way he held his hands covered up the panties a little, but he could see the tucking had worked. There was no bulge in sight and the material sat flat against his groin.

“Time to make you look prettier,” Kayla said after a few seconds.

The door of the wardrobe being opened ended Riley’s view of his reflection. He watched Kayla search through the hangers and his heart skipped a beat when he saw what she brought out.

“Ever bought yourself clothes?” she asked.

“Just underwear and stockings,” Riley admitted.

“You should get yourself something like this,” she went on and held the hanger up. “From my younger days admittedly, but wearing it always did make me feel sexy.”

Riley felt like his heart leapt up into his throat as he stared at the skirt. Well, calling it a skirt was probably generous. He suspected it would barely cover the cheeks of his ass, with the pleated material and checkered pattern giving it the vibe of a sexy school skirt.  When it was held against his waist, he looked down.

“Should be OK,” Kayla said.

The ripping sound of the Velcro fastener being loosened sent a tremor through him. The skirt was then wound around his slim waist to be secured in place and Kayla fussed with it for a second to get it sitting properly before stepping back.

“Oh yeah,” she said. “That does look good on you. You’re getting ever more girly by the second.”

“Let me see, let me see,” Riley pleaded.

He got what he wanted when the wardrobe door was closed to put his reflection in the mirror again. The panties were covered up now, with the pleated material just about reaching the top of his thighs. He turned side-on to inspect the style. It really did give him the appearance of a cute girl even more and there was no keeping the smile from his face.

“Time for more fun,” Kayla said.

Riley saw the way big black cock was being stroked as he was led back across the room. That Jeremiah’s eyes never left him all the way brought hot tremors. When Kayla brought him to a stop, she made him turn to put his back to the bed. She dropped down in front of him and looked up.

“Kiss me,” she said.

Riley started to drop down too, but was stopped.

“No,” Kayla told him. “Just lean forward to a kiss.”

The rush of elation hit hard when Riley understood. Bending forward would make the pleated material ride up to put his underwear-clad ass on view right in front of a black bull. Jeremiah was already excited, but there was no doubt the sight of the panties he’d bought stretched across a cute, lily-white ass would rile him up even more.

Taking in a deep breath, Riley leaned forward. His hair was grabbed to pull him to the kiss and he could taste his own cum on Kayla’s tongue when it slipped in his mouth. It was the rugged touch on his ass that weakened his knees though. Strong fingers squeezed and mauled his flesh through the thin material of the panties to make him let out a stifled groan.

The grip on his butt cheeks quickly turned to Jeremiah’s lips exploring the white material. Having his ass and mouth kissed so passionately at the same time felt deliciously indecent to Riley and he had to squeeze his thighs tightly together to hold his cock tucked as arousal took hold again.

“This pretty snowboi is something,” Jeremiah jeered when he pulled his head back.

A hard spank on Riley’s ass made him pull out of the kiss with Kayla, so he could gasp for breath. Her grip on his hair held him bent over and it kept him in place between a kinky couple.

“Did it go in easy?” Jeremiah asked.

Riley understood the comment when fingers grasped at the end of the butt plug through the white material to pull on it.

“Uh-huh,” Kayla replied as she looked in Riley’s eyes. “His first time and he took it like a good sissy.”

Jeremiah let out a gruff chuckle as he pulled harder on the butt plug to ease it out a little. Riley felt the clenching of his muscles as the wider body of the toy stretched out his sphincter. He was pulled to another kiss with Kayla. Her tongue slipped into his mouth and he closed his eyes tightly as he was used as a plaything in a dirty game.

When the end of the plug was released, the strong contractions of his anal muscles drew the toy all the way back inside. A stinging spank landed to ignite pain and he tried to drag his head back. Kayla gripped his hair to keep him in the kiss this time and he was all too aware of fingers hooking under the waistband of the panties.

Jeremiah eased the underwear down a little, so he could get his fingers on the jeweled end of the plug. He leaned closer to watch the way the polished metal made asshole gape when he pulled then rasped his tongue on puckered skin. He finally let go and aimed another vicious spank that landed on bare ass.

“Yeah,” he whooped. “This little sissy can take it like a good girl.”

The grip on Riley’s hair ended, but it was Kayla who broke their lips apart.

“Then give it to him,” she urged. “And I get to watch you now.”

Riley tensed when he felt the butt plug being pulled again. This time it was taken all the way out and dropped on the floor. Strong fingers grasped his buttocks to spread them as he remained bent over, with Jeremiah’s tongue rasping across asshole over and again to get it soaking wet.

Riley’s arm was eventually grabbed by Jeremiah. The strong tug made him turn and he was manhandled down onto his knees on the floor. He gasped as a shove in the back bent him over the bed to put him in position, with the couple behind him right away. Another spank landed to make him cry out, but it was the way the panties were ripped down the back of his thighs that made him grab at the covers to hold on.

A glance back showed it was Kayla who leaned in. Her fingers dug into his flesh to spread his cheeks, so she could drip spit on his asshole. She then turned to Jeremiah and grabbed his monster cock to pull it to her mouth. More spit spilled from her lips to wet the head before she let go.

“You like your gift?” she asked.

Her hair was grabbed to pull her to a kiss, but it ended quickly.

“Always wanted a pretty snowboi to use like a slut,” Jeremiah said.

His attention fixed on naked cheeks and Riley turned his head away to bury his face in the covers. He didn’t know whose fingers spread his cheeks, but it was the thick head of Jeremiah’s erection that spanked on his asshole. The heft of it felt unbelievable as it smacked hard on his puckered skin, but the tip eventually settled in place.

“You want it, snowboi?” Jeremiah growled and landed another stinging spank.

Veins bulged on Riley’s straining neck when he lifted his head.

“Yes, yes, it’s yours,” he whined.

The grip on his cheeks pulled harder and he felt the pressure on his asshole increasing. It made him shove his face back down into the covers as the thick head of his first ever cock was forced past the clenching. The butt plug had stretched his asshole out, but the girth of Jeremiah’s erection felt even thicker.

Riley’s knuckles turned white as he gripped the covers harder, with the delicious discomfort of taking something so big in his asshole turning to hot pulses of pleasure that ripped through his body. Strong hands grasped on his hips, while his buttocks were held spread open and the sound of his groans filled the room as he was made to take more.

He felt so full and wasn’t even sure if he’d taken it all when another spank landed. The pulsing protest of his muscles to the stinging ache made his asshole ripple and pulse around the thick girth. It set his body alight and he kept his face buried in the covers to stifle the sound of his cries.

“Fuck, you’re making his boy-pussy gape,” Kayla quipped.

There was excitement in her voice though and it was clear she was loving the sight of a tight, virgin asshole being wrecked by her boyfriend’s huge erection. Riley was sure it was her fingertips brushing on his puckered skin as a strong grip on his hips pulled him back. Another spank landed on his cheeks.

“Come on, sissy boy,” Jeremiah taunted. “Show how much you want it.”

A shudder ripped through Riley as he gave in to the order and wiggled his bum as he pushed back. Feeling Jeremiah’s erection going so deep inside left him breathless and he clawed at the covers as he did the work of trying to take all of it. He eventually felt taut muscles pressing on his cheeks and let out a cry.

“Go get some for yourself,” Jeremiah said and let out a gruff laugh as he held on tightly to hips to keep his groin locked against Riley’s ass cheeks.

Kayla was on the move immediately. Rising to her feet, she moved around to side of the bed and Riley realized he was about to be caught between the couple again.

“Fuck,” he cursed as Jeremiah started to hump against him.

The throbbing pulse of hard flesh gaping his asshole felt better than he could have ever imagined. He’d thought that was all he was about to get, but it was clear that Kayla wasn’t just going to watch him getting fucked. She was chasing her own pleasure and hiked up her skirt, so she could take off her panties before getting on the bed. Scrambling into position, she spread her legs either side of Riley’s head and his eyes fixed right between her naked thighs.

“You put that pretty lipstick on big black cock,” she said when she grabbed his hair. “Now get it on pussy.”

***

Riley’s neck muscles strained as he gave in to the grip on his hair pulling his head up. It allowed Kayla to get right in place, with her groin directly below his face and Jeremiah’s whooping cries surrounded the three of them. He clapped a hand hard on Riley’s ass and continued to hump against it.

“Is that pussy what you want to have between your own legs?” he taunted.

It made Riley look down at Kayla’s plump mound. He slid his tongue around his lips as he watched her slowly slide fingers either side of her dark slit and dig them in to spread slick folds of skin. The luscious, glistening pink it revealed made his heart skip a beat.

“Well, is it, snowboi?” Jeremiah barked and launched another spank that reddened lily-white flesh.

“Yes, yes,” Riley groaned as he gawped at the gorgeous pink.

“You want to do more than look,” Kayla urged in a breathless rasp.

She grabbed at Riley’s hair to drag his head down and gasped louder when she tensed her muscles to shove herself against his mouth.

“Use your tongue,” she urged.

“And let me hear it,” Jeremiah added.

Riley closed his eyes as he lapped eagerly at slick skin. Being trapped between the couple was his sissy dreams going wild and he licked pussy with a relish that took his breath. The grip on his hair held him in place as Kayla worked to grind against his lips. It soaked them and he wanted the taste.

Strong hands grasped at his hips, with the weight of a black bull pushing forcefully to shove him forward. It trapped him in place, with his mouth squashed against velvety, luscious flesh. Kayla kept grinding against him and he heard her groan when he wiggled his tongue between her flushed pussy lips.

Feeling it slip inside the slick softness made him shudder. Kayla tightened her grip on his hair and her cries of yes rang out as he gave her what she so obviously craved. He probed his tongue deeper and kept licking her out until Jeremiah spoke.

“Let me see.”

The grip on Riley’s hips pulled him back and he could feel the rippling pulse of his anal muscles around hard, throbbing flesh as his head was pulled from between smooth, dark thighs. Lipstick marks were smeared all over Kayla’s pussy lips and both men couldn’t take their eyes from the gorgeous sight. She used her fingers to spread her pussy wider, with her neck muscles straining when she lifted her head to look between her thighs.

“I hope our sissy boy loves cock as much as pussy,” Jeremiah mocked.

Kayla’s chest heaved as she took in deep, gasping breaths. Having the attention of both men on her so intently made her wetter. She slid her fingers up to the top of her mound and pulled hard at her flesh to make her swollen clitoris come fully into view.

“You gonna suck on that, like the dirty sissy slut you are?” Jeremiah asked.

Riley winced when he was punished with another stinging spank. It made him lunge forward and Kayla dropped her head back to the bed when his lips pressed on her clit. The sucking made her back arch up from the covers and she writhed around as tingling pleasure filled her veins.

She eventually grabbed at Riley’s hair to drag his mouth from her bare skin. He started to lick her clitoris as she slid the fingers of her free hand to the erect bud. Each touch sent hot tremors rippling through her body. Jeremiah’s shouts of encouragement spurred on the action as Kayla began to circle her fingertips frantically.

“Let me feel your tongue inside again,” she gasped.

Riley gave her what she wanted by sliding his tongue to her slick entrance and plunging it back inside soft, wet cunt. Jeremiah’s weight shoved against him again, but this time flexing muscles didn’t stay pressed against his rounded cheeks. He was all too aware of a thick, black monster easing out and it rammed back all the way inside to force his face against pussy.

There was no getting a breath as he was roughly caught between a hot, black couple chasing their own pleasure. Jeremiah’s huge erection began to ravage his virgin asshole, while the grip on his hair held him place to lick out wet pussy. It was down and dirty and he wanted it like nothing before in his life.

Kayla’s breathing became all the more ragged as the hot pressure between her thighs mounted to keep her writhing around. Riley’s licking inside made her buttocks clench tightly and her back arched up tighter still when she started to spank her fingertips on her clitoris. It took her close and she cried out when she started edging an orgasm.

Jeremiah pumped his hips hard to give a sissy snowboi big black cock roughly, with his groin slapping noisily against rounded cheeks. It drove his erection in deep as he listened to the dirty, squelching sounds of pussy being licked out ferociously. He looked down to the way the thick girth of his shaft made asshole gape and it was only when he heard a high-pitched squeal that he locked his groin to naked ass again.

Riley shuddered as he kept lapping frantically at velvety soft flesh. He could feel the quiver of Kayla’s muscles as she pushed against his mouth and her high-pitched squeal stretched out until the tension broke hard inside her.

The pulsating burn of climax tore through her body to engulf her in shudders that became her world. She gripped Riley’s hair harder to keep him licking as the pleasure welled up from deep inside to take her to a shattering high. The tension returned to make her muscles quiver in ecstasy and her body stretched out until a shuddering convulsion stole the excitement away to make her slump down in a breathless heap.

“Our sissy bitch made you cum good,” Jeremiah said.

His gaze met Kayla’s and she held the eye contact as he began to thrust. She could feel Riley struggling to pull his mouth from her slick skin, but she didn’t let him. Getting both hands on his head held him in place.

“Make him your sissy bitch now,” she urged Jeremiah.

He grabbed tight hold of slim hips as he started to thrust and in a matter of seconds he was throwing himself forward fast and furiously to pound his erection deep into tight asshole. His hips pumped in a quickening rhythm as he took his pleasure from a sissy boy he’d just met and it brought out the bull inside him.

Riley closed his eyes as he was brutally taken from behind, with Jeremiah’s muscular groin slapping hard against his ass to force his face against Kayla’s plump mound. She held him in place to let him be used until the sound of Jeremiah’s hoarse order changed things.

“Make him do the work.”

The grip on Riley’s hair was released to let him lift his head up and he willingly gave in. He started to rock his body to push back onto hard cock and the feel of his asshole gaping around every hard inch of Jeremiah’s thick shaft set his body alight. Kayla urged him on to give in like the sissy slut he was and he shoved back harder onto big black cock.

Spanks began to crack on his ass to make him work harder still and he submitted to everything he was being made to do. Hands eventually clamped onto his hips again to hold him in place and he pressed his mouth down onto Kayla’s dark thigh as he was savagely taken by a black bull again.

Every thrust sent hot tremors through his body and he forced his lips harder against smooth skin to muffle the sound of his desperate, whimpering groans as he was roughly used. It was his ultimate fantasy being played out on him, with the slamming thrusts crashing harder and faster against his naked ass until Jeremiah was edging.

“Give him it,” Kayla urged.

She saw Jeremiah’s gaze lock onto hers and gave him eye contact all the way to his final, hammering thrust. His heavy balls tightened up to his groin and a moment of exquisite still ended when the sexual tension exploded to a streaming burst of hot cum sending hot pleasure sweeping through him.

“Yes, fuck yes,” Jeremiah grunted as he pulled himself onto a sissy snowboi lover.

His excitement came out in strong contractions that pumped more hot spurts of cum deep in asshole. Every one of them sent a shudder through Riley. The pulsing ripple of his anal muscles gripped around hard flesh as he was made to take every last drop from heavy, black balls.

He felt Jeremiah push harder still against him to keep him pinned between the kinky couple and the delicious moment of losing his sissy virginity ended with big black cock slow stroking into his asshole.

“This sissy bitch takes it good,” Jeremiah taunted and landed another few stinging spanks as he kept fucking Riley until the power drained from his erection. He finally pulled back to drag his softening cock out, but held on tightly to hips so he could watch cum spilling from a ruined asshole.

When the grip on Riley’s hips was finally released, he slumped down between Kayla’s thighs. His body felt limp and he gasped for breath as he tried to recover. A final spank on his ass made him wince and his hair was grabbed to make him lift his head.

“Aren’t you glad you dropped that bag in the elevator?” Kayla teased him, with a smirk.

There was no need for Riley to give her an answer. That unfortunate moment had turned out to be one of the best of his life. It had brought him to her and Jeremiah and he suspected that his first time being a sissy snowboi for them wouldn’t be his last. That was fine with him. He’d craved that lifestyle for so long and now that he had it, he was going to see just how far he could take it.
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