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Prologue

Caught

Sarah’s candy-red string bikini bottom still felt a bit wet - most likely from our swim earlier - and despite it having a clear chlorine whiff to it, it also definitely smelt of pussy.

Her pussy.

I felt my dick twitching as I sniffed and brought those bikini bottoms to my lips, licking them and kissing the area that would be in contact with her cunt; the material felt so soft and sensual. Lycra, maybe?

As I stood naked in my bedroom, an unusual thought crossed my mind: I had to try that bikini on. I had to feel what Sarah’s pussy would feel like around my cock!

My brain just took over any common sense I had. I saw myself bending down a bit and lifting one leg after the other, stepping inside the bikini bottom, and slowly pulling it up.

The damp string rode up my legs, past my knees, over my thighs and finally got caught just underneath my buttocks. Was my ass bigger than hers?

Thankfully the material was stretchy enough, so I continued pulling it up until the bottom string pressed against my taint and the back string rode up along my ass crack, over my hole, and finally meeting up with my hips.

A shiver ran down my spine.

In front, my cock was so hard that I had to press it up against my belly. The V-shaped fabric that had been covering her pussy just minutes earlier, barely contained my erection as the head poked out the top.

Feeling that bikini grabbing my bubble butt and lift it up (which would look great on a girl, but looked ludicrous on a 18 year old boy), the string pushing into my asshole, and the soft material barely holding in my naturally smooth balls and my reasonable 6 inch rock hard uncut dick, was all awakening something inside of me.

I caught my reflection on the bedroom mirror, and that turned me on even further: the candy red colour of that bikini bottom against my pale white skin, the fact that I was pretty much hairless but also had neck-long dark wet hair, and my erection sticking out of it, made me feel...different.

I looked so…sexy! I even began posing a bit by pushing my butt out, covering my nipples with my hands, and puckering my lips as if I was blowing the mirror a kiss. If I were a woman, I'd definitely fuck me!

I was so focused on how good it made me feel and look, that I hadn't even noticed the other reflection in the mirror.

A reflection that was also checking me out, smiling.


Chapter 1

Cherry Red Bikini

Summers weren't too hot, rather they were the perfect kind of weather to just spend the day relaxing on the sun loungers near the pool.

Despite my parents being somewhere in the spectrum between working class and middle class, it wasn't uncommon to have a pool in your own backyard where we lived. Our house was also nothing really remarkable, but it was comfortable enough to live in.

Both my parents worked fairly intense jobs, hence them deciding to have only one child: me, Connor Commins.

They stopped paying for a nanny the moment I was able to survive most of the day at home alone after school, so I had learnt to be self-sufficient and even grow accustomed to not spending too much time with them although we did travel together as a family every year.

My parents didn't enjoy the warm weather as much as I did, so nearly every summer they'd take a few weeks off work to travel to someplace cooler - and I would usually accompany them. Yet this year I made the decision to stay at home.

There were several reasons for me wanting to remain here this summer, chief of which was that I would be starting college before they planned on returning home. And although my college was just a short distance away from my city, I had chosen to live on campus as I refused to drive over an hour every day just to get to class - plus my parents told me I wouldn't be getting a car as a present as I had to "earn it" by getting a job, which was just the way they raised me.

While most parents would kick off a big fuss about their child "leaving the nest", mine were rather chill:

"We didn't spend the last 18 years preparing you for living alone just to start wanting you to stay here" my dad would often say. Fair enough.

I had also just turned 18 this year, which meant that any trouble I would cause would be on me, legally speaking.

"I know you won't, but I'll say it anyway Connor;" my mother told me before they left. "Don't cause any trouble while we're out!"

She really didn't need to say it as I was too shy to have a big party and too well behaved to step out of line.

So off they headed, leaving their only child just weeks before I'm to start uni.

◆◆◆

Making the most of my last weeks of alone time until I'd be forced to bunk with some stranger, I lay on the lounge chair by the pool in the back garden.

The trees around the property afforded privacy against prying eyes, which meant I could chill sans swimming trunks so as to get an even tan.

Being super pale I just had to make sure I didn't spend too much time under the sun; not that I could anyway, as my straight dark neck-long hair seemed to absorb most of the heat giving me migraines if I spent too much time outside.

A slight breeze snapped me out of my thoughts and brought my attention to my own nakedness, my swimming trunks on the floor by my side.

I wasn’t sure if I was blessed or cursed with a relatively smooth body. Sure I had a tiny amount of hair growing under my arms and on my crotch, but apart from that my skin was as smooth as that of a baby. Hell, I couldn’t even grow a beard properly!

The fact that I was only 5 foot 5 also made it look like I was still a child that hadn’t reached puberty yet. That was a bit infuriating, sure, but I had already made peace with the fact that I could join a k-pop band and (bar the eyes) I’d fit right in. How tall were those guys after all? Ah, it doesn’t matter.

"Hmm, a nice wank outside would be good" I thought to myself, changing the subject in my own mind without acknowledging any sort of connection in my thought process.

Masturbating outside was one of my latest kinks as it gave me that feeling of "what if I get caught?" and at the same time a thought of "I hope I get caught". Sure actually getting caught might not be as fun, but the fear of it was enough to get me hard.

As my hands moved downwards from my chest, my phone began to ring.

It was my best friend Sarah wanting to FaceTime me.

We had been friends since we both were 14. Just friends unfortunately, despite my best efforts. And she was hot; her shoulder length blonde curly hair, sun kissed skin, green eyes, firm round ass, and 36D size boobs, meant that she was very comfortable with her body and would show it off very often.

Summer was her favourite time of the year as it would give her the perfect excuse to wear skimpy clothes. It drove me mad seeing something so juicy but not being able to taste it.

The upside was that hot girls hang around other hot girls. And having Sarah as a female friend meant that she would often set me up with her other friends. Not many girls were into skinny, pale, hairless guys shaped like a pear and with an almost feminine face, but I would take what I could as my shyness made it almost impossible to hit on random girls at a pub or nightclub.

I answered the call and Sarah’s face popped up on the screen with her big green eyes - I could swear she could be Emma Stone’s daughter.

"Hey Connor, how you’re do-...sweet baby Jesus!"

"What?!" I panicked for a second; did I answer with the back facing camera on?? Could she see I had my swimming trunks off??

"All that sun reflecting off your body seems to be the sole cause of climate change!" she laughed.

"Twat!" I exhaled, my panic subsiding. "What the fuck do you want?" I asked. We had a close relationship, so the swearing and ribbing was normal for us.

"It's a nice day out there. I'm coming over for a swim".

It was not a request for permission, rather a statement on her end. Not like she needed permission: she knew I couldn't say no to her, and her using the pool meant I would get to see her in her skimpy bikinis which was always a good sight to behold!

A few minutes after hanging up, I put my swimming trunks back on as I heard Sarah drive her car into the driveway. The spoiled little brat already had her own car, given by her parents just a few months prior as she turned 18!

She had her own keys to my house as she came here often, so Sarah let herself in and made her way through the house towards the back garden.

She walked swaying her golden hips, wearing a cherry red string bikini top barely covering her handful tits, low waist micro jean shorts that rode up her ass, dark sunglasses and beach sandals, and lay down on the sun lounger beside me.

As she lay by my side, giving the sun access to her body, we chatted for a while about mundane stuff. I did my best not to stare at her tits, especially when she lay halfway down the lounger facing the sun. I’m sure she sunbathed topless, as there was a distinct lack of a sun tan line on her chest. It was odd seeing as she didn't have much privacy at home, but I sure wish she would be topless here!

"Conn," she said, calling me by my nickname, "I’m gonna jump in. You coming?"

“Nah, I’m good. I was in earlier” I answered.

That wasn't quite true. The real reason was the (hopefully not visible) erection I had in my swimming trunks. A bit of water and these babies would stick to my body like a latex body suit. I didn’t want to deal with that, as I knew she would probably just tease me and make me feel uncomfortable.

As Sarah got up, she walked to the edge of the pool and removed her mini jean shorts, bending at the hips to take them off and giving me a killing view of that cherry red bikini string coming out and around that beautiful ass.

God, I could nut right there and then! She must be doing this on purpose! Sarah kicked her shorts back and jumped in the pool where she swam for a while and I thought of anything to calm my erection down.

Half an hour later and after several laps, Sarah got out, wrapped herself in a towel I had laid on the floor by the pool, and asked if she could shower.

"Sure. Leave your bikini on the window sill in my room to dry off with the sun. I’ll head in later to get changed."

"Thanks Conn." Sarah answered, grabbing her shorts and going back in the house while still wrapped in the towel.

From where I was seated I could see her go into my room through the window and seconds later leave towards the shower while still holding up the towel around her body.

I waited 30 seconds before getting up, safe in the knowledge that she was taking a shower and wouldn't catch my visible semi erection, but as I walked towards my room I held my towel at crotch level just to be sure.

As I entered my room I could hear the water running in the bathroom next door, so I placed my towel on my chair and took off my swimming trunks to place them on the window sill next to Sarah's bikini top and bottom.

As I was about to turn around and head to the dresser to grab clean clothes, I paused.

I turned towards the window and extended out my right hand, hovering over her bikini bottom. For a moment my mind went blank, and, as if in a trance, I felt myself picking up the damp bikini bottom and bringing it to my face, pressing it against my nose.

I took a deep breath and could make out two distinct smells; one was the chlorine in the water.

The other could only be one other smell: her pussy.

I knew it could only be her pussy! I'm no virgin and I've been down on girls before, so despite every woman having their own distinct smell, I still knew what it was. And it was good!

As her delicious smell permeated my nostrils, my mind was filled with the image of Sarah naked, my brain filling in the gaps of what I thought her nipples and pussy looked like. My dick stood up to its full 6-inch uncut erect size and 5-inch girth - nothing massive, but I also never got any complaints.

In my near catatonic state, I brought the bikini down to my crotch and wrapped it around my now hard-as-rock cock. The dampness and warmth made it almost feel like I had my dick inside her.

"I wonder if she feels this soft?" I asked myself.

My next thought was almost random and caught me by surprise:

"I wonder what it feels like to be IN her underwear, so close to her pussy."

I've never had done anything like this before - not even ever thought of it - but here I was, stepping into her bikini bottoms and riding it up my legs, shivers running down my spine by how good it felt.

My dick was already leaking pre-cum and I couldn’t remember feeling this hard before. The way the bikini rode up my taint, going into my ass, while the fabric in front barely held in my balls and pushed my erection up against my body as my head poked out from the top band, it felt so...amazing!

As I checked myself in the mirror, I almost looked like a girl! My bubble butt was barely covered by that red bikini, my dark wet hair almost reaching my shoulders against my pale white skinny hairless body,

I covered my nipples with my hands and stuck my ass out, puckering my lips as if I was kissing the mirror. If I were a woman, I’d definitely fuck me!

I was so transfixed by the image of me wearing that bikini, how good the fabric felt on me, how sexy I looked, that I didn't even realise the lack of sound coming from the bathroom next door - specifically that of a running shower.

"You look sexy as fuck!" I heard a voice say.

My eyes darted to the corner of the mirror and I saw Sarah in the reflection standing by the bedroom door, her towel wrapped around the chest and going down to just above the knees, her hair dripping wet.

As I turned around, I felt my whole world spinning.

I opened my mouth to say something, but no words came out. I was still standing there, with my hands covering my nipples and my ass sticking out.

"I was going to ask if you had any clothes I could borrow, but I see you're the one borrowing mine!" Sarah said, smiling mischievously and checking me out up and down. "Damn gurl, you’re looking fine!” she said sincerely.

I brought my hands to my side, grabbing the bikini straps.

"I... this isn’t what it... sorry! I’ll take these-" I managed to stutter before she interrupted me.

"No, no! Keep them on! You look good in those!" Sarah said, as she walked towards me and grabbed both my hands, stopping me from removing her bikini.

I was still stunned and didn’t know how to react. Sarah seemed to be enjoying herself, eyeing me up and down, gears clearly turning in her head, unconsciously biting her bottom lip, her hands running up my arms and then down again to my hips. Her fingers hovered over my still hard dick, almost brushing over the head.

"You’d make a beautiful sissy!", Sarah said almost whispering, still lost in her thoughts.

Despite hearing her, my brain wasn't processing any information correctly at this point. Her hand hovering just above my dick wasn't helping with my focus either. Between racing thoughts, one remained with me a bit longer: it was the image of her dropping her towel, getting down on her knees, and giving me a blowjob.

I knew deep inside that those sort of things only happen in pornos, yet it was the image I had in my hand. Sarah though clearly had something else in mind.

"Have you ever...fingered yourself?" She asked, looking up into my eyes.

Her hands continued to hover over my dick, moving slowly to my sides and brushing ever so slightly against my butt as she drew closer to me.

"What do you mean?" I asked, confused.

"Let me show you."

Sarah placed her hand on my chest and pushed me backwards toward my bed, making me fall onto it. With a finger, she pushed me in the chest and I lay down, my legs hanging from the edge.

I wanted to take off her bikini bottom, but being a pushover, I often only did what I was told. And as she didn't tell me to do it, I kept them on.

Standing in front of me, Sarah put her hands under my knees and lifted them up towards my chest, exposing my barely covered butthole.

Her hands slowly slid down the back of my thighs towards my ass as I held my legs up in the air, unable or unwilling to move. Her hands rested on my butt with both her thumbs pressing against my hole.

I wanted so badly to pull the bikini to the side so that my very hard dick would be free, making it easier for her to play with it. But as I began moving my hands, her eyes darted towards mine and she gave me a stare as if to say "Don't you dare move!".

I made the smart decision to remain frozen in place.

She began rubbing one of her thumbs against the thin material just over my little hole and it felt…different. No one had ever touched me that way there before, maybe because I had always thought it was a bit gay. But it was a girl touching my butthole, so maybe it wasn’t gay at all?

Not that it mattered to be honest as the feeling was getting better by the second, yet I thought it could be way much better if I got to see that amazing body of hers fully naked! After all, I was as good as nude with my cock poking out of the top of her bikini and my knees almost touching my chest.

"Drop your towel?" I asked in a shy and in a slightly higher pitched voice.

"Oh Conn, you haven’t earned that yet" she giggled. "Let’s strike a deal: you be a good boy and do everything I ask you to, and I might show you my goods. Hell, I might even let that little cock of yours in me!"

Little? Ah man, c’mon! I know I’m average at most! That seemed a bit condescending, but all the blood that was supposed to be in my brain was diverted downwards, so I didn't even attempt to challenge her on my size.

I nodded in agreement to her proposal; if a tiny bit of humiliation was the only thing stopping me from finally fucking my best friend, so be it! I’ll swallow my pride and do as she says. So far it seemed to be working in my favour anyway!

Sarah had turned her focus back to my asshole. I felt one of the thumbs pull the tiny strip of fabric above it to the side, while the other hand she brought to her mouth, sucking her thumb.

What on Earth was she doing?

I would quickly learn the answer to that question, as she brought that hand back down to my butt and started slowly pushing her drool-covered thumb into my virgin hole. It wasn’t hard getting through to the first knuckle and it even felt kinda nice, my ring tight against her thumb.

Once there, she began twirling her thumb in a slow clockwise motion.

While doing this, her other hand let go of my butt and she once again brought it to her mouth. This time it was her index and middle finger to make it through her lips. She began sucking on her own fingers while closing her eyes and emitting a low, seductive moan.

God, if anything touched my cock now it would definitely explode in an orgasm!

Speaking of which, I noticed there was some pre-cum already dripping from the tip of my head, making its way down my shaft, and boating the bikini piece I was wearing. Shame; I would have loved to give that bikini one more sniff, and even give it a good lick to taste her! But hey, if I played my cards straight, I think I might end up licking the real thing!

Sarah removed her two fingers from her mouth, a long line of saliva still hanging on from the tip of the middle finger to her lips. Once far enough, the line fell from the fingertip and hung off her chin. She didn’t bother wiping it off, letting it just dangle there like it was some guys cum just dripping from her delicious full lips.

I felt her thumb being removed from my asshole - it felt like she had less trouble getting it out than she did getting it in - and soon her other hand’s index finger was making its way through my ring. She made it past the second knuckle with ease and began wiggling that finger up and down.

God, I could feel it brushing up against something inside of me! It was barely touching, but it felt good. I wanted it to go further in to scratch that itch that was forming inside of me, and as if reading my mind she slowly withdrew her finger almost completely and I felt the pressure of a second finger - most likely her middle one - entering me, joining the first, and making its way back inside of me.

The sudden doubling of the width of things entering my hole and its subsequent stretching sent signals of pleasure up my balls and to the top of my dick. She was taking it slow as if she had done this hundreds of times before.

And suddenly that image formed in my head: Sarah laying on her bed, legs up in the air, completely naked apart from a red bikini bottom pulled to the side at her pink asshole, her own two fingers entering herself as she moaned with pleasure. But right now, I was Sarah.

I let a little moan out.

"I see you’re enjoying this quite a bit!" she smiled.

Sarah seemed to be enjoying it even more! That’s when I noticed her other hand had been placed under the towel, at crotch level.

Was she touching herself underneath? I’d do anything to watch her! Shit…I was already doing everything yet wasn’t seeing any of her! But I was too focused on my own pleasure to care about seeing her naked right now. I just wanted her to go deeper into me!

And once again, as if reading my mind, I felt her fingers slowly press further into me. I closed my eyes to focus on the feeling.

One knuckle.

Two knuckles.

And then the rubbing began.

I could feel her fingers sliding across and poking what I’d later find out to be my prostate - the magical organ that makes anal sex so pleasurable for men. I'd also find out later that it's not only gay men who like their p-spot to be tickled, and that there was nothing wrong with straight men (such as myself) enjoying the sensation!

I grabbed the back of my knees so I could pull my legs closer to my chest, exposing my hole further while giving Sarah an extra inch or so to force her fingers further into me.

I could feel her fingers exploring my insides, rubbing around, pumping in an out, twitching as they massaged my prostate.

And the moans! Oh those moans! Her high pitched, girly moans of pleasure in between short breaths. That was just turning me on further! I could hear her saying "Yes! Yes! Don't stop!", begging for release.

'Hold on a second' I thought to myself as I opened my eyes to look at her.

I felt my own mouth half open and suddenly realised it wasn't Sarah moaning and telling me to keep going; the moans and begging were coming from me!

But at that moment, I couldn't care less that the feminine voice begging for more was indeed my voice! The feeling was just amazing! Her fingers pumping inside of me, rubbing against my prostate, my cock slapping against my belly with the furious motion of in-and-out and still hard as a metal rod despite no contact from anything except the fabric of the bikini - I was just filled with pleasure!

"Cum for me!" she ordered in a hushed yet firm tone, as her fingers picked up the pace.

I don't know if it was her bossy demeanour or the fact that she was asking for my cum, but that was the moment I let out one long, final moan of pleasure as I felt the cum leaving my balls, going through my shaft and finally ejecting out the tip of my head with such a force it made its way up to my chest with the first explosion, while the subsequent spurts had less pressure and accumulated in a small pool just above the bikini line, sliding down towards my belly button.

I felt my whole body vibrating like it had never done before. An orgasm like no other! My own hand had never felt this good! The best pussy I've ever had never felt this good! It was pure bliss! And yet Sarah kept on pumping a while longer as if she was trying to milk more cum out of me.

It seemed to be working!

A second wave hit me instantly, this time a light trickle of semen leaving my dick - way less than initially, but still enough to cover my shaft and her bikini in my white, creamy load.

As she removed her fingers from inside of me a final spurt of spunk oozed out, her fingers being replaced by a sudden feeling of emptiness.

I was physically and emotionally spent, but also feeling like I had been to heaven and touched the clouds!

I heard what sounded like Sarah cleaning her fingers off on her towel and then felt her hand on my chest as I lay there, eyes still closed, feet now back hanging off the bed, my arms to my side as I recovered my breath, all the while my dick still semi-hard and poking out the top of the bikini.

I could feel her damp hair hanging over my chest and an instant later, the warmth of her lips kissing me just below where her hand lay. She began kissing my chest in several places, slowly introducing her tongue to the mix which led to her just licking me on random spots. The licking continued going from the top of my chest down the middle until I finally realised she was licking up my cum!

There was no energy left to open up my eyes, so I just let her do her thing.

When she got to my belly button, there must've been quite a lot of semen there as her tongue dug deep into it, licking out all my cream. And when she arrived at my crotch, she pressed her lips against the pool of cum around it, sucking it up like a hungry vacuum cleaner. With my cock still twitching, I felt like she was intentionally avoiding any part of my exposed head.

As her mouth left my body I finally mustered enough energy to open my eyes, only to be treated to the beautiful vision of her face now directly above mine, her green eyes staring at me with lust, her cum glazed lips slightly parted into a naughty smile, and a tiny trickle of my cream dripping down the corner of her mouth which was overflowing with my white seed.

She grabbed the bottom hem of her towel and pulled it up to just below her pussy, enabling her to lift one leg over me to straddle me just above my stomach.

Fuck! A few more inches down and her snatch would be right above my cock!

Still smiling, she slowly lay her body on top of mine until we were face to face. And as I began closing my eyes waiting to finally kiss her after all these years, I felt one of her fingers on my bottom lip, parting it as if she wanted me to open my mouth. Somehow my subconscious knew what to do before I did, so without even realising I stuck my tongue out.

Less than an inch away from my mouth, Sarah slowly parted her lips, and the cum she had licked up began dripping down like drool onto my extended tongue.

I didn't stop her.

I had never tried my own cum before, probably because it was considered "gay" to do so. But as I lay in her bikini bottom after she finger fucked my ass until I came twice without touching my dick, I think we were way past that! I just allowed my own warm ejaculate to flow down my tongue and into my mouth. I closed my lips so I could savour the taste; it tasted like saliva but saltier and stickier. It didn't taste bad at all and to be honest it felt kinda sexy!

I must've closed my mouth before she finished spitting out the rest of my jizz, as my lips suddenly felt wetter and creamier, so without thinking I just swallowed the cum already in me and licked my lips to get the leftovers.

"Oh fuck, Connor!"

I opened my eyes to see her sitting upright, wiping the last bit of my semen from her chin with her hand.

"Watchin you swallow your own cummies like that has finally made it clear to me!"

I intended to ask her what she was going on about, but got distracted; despite having her towel still on, I could feel her naked cunt on my abs as she slowly - but firmly - began moving her hips back and forth. Sarah was definitely turned on as I could feel her warm wet juices covering me. I began wondering if I had enough energy left to fuck her!

"It’s getting late" she said as she un-straddled me and got up, facing away from the bed. "But I have an idea of something we could do!" she continued as she found her shorts on the floor and began putting them on underneath the towel.

As she pulled them up and wiggled her butt, the towel fell to the floor. I could only make the outline of a bit of sideboob from this angle.

"And what is that?" I asked, thinking I could trick her into turning around to answer me.

But instead she just made her way to the window sill where her bikini top was still laying, her back always to me.

As she put the straps around herself, she finally turned towards me as she tied the ends of the bikini behind her back. Her nipples were very obviously poking out, but it was tough to tell if it was from being turned on or because the bikini was probably cold and damp. Either way, she looked hot in that tiny bikini and those almost illegally short shorts.

I suddenly snapped out of it, realising she was staring at me as I checked her out.

"Oh, do you want these back?" I asked as I grabbed the bikini bottom side straps to pull them off me. I then realised that the head of my prick was still poking out the top as I continued to sport a semi. Frankly, looking at her like that made blood rush back to my crotch, making my cock get harder.

"No, keep them on." she answered with a smile. "Keep them on until you come visit me tomorrow and I’ll tell you what I have in mind."


Chapter 2

Rules for Sissies

After she left, I hopped into the shower. Sarah had made the instructions very clear: keep the bikini bottoms on until tomorrow. And although she obviously would never know if I did remove them, part of me really liked the feeling of having them still on. 

I did my best to dry myself and the bikini, but they would still remain a bit damp for a while. I knew that wearing any pants over them would just result in wet pants, and even a long short to cover it would just get damp around the crotch. But no one was home, so why not just keep them on and nothing else, walking around wearing nothing but a cherry red string bikini digging into my butt and pressing up against my cock and balls?

I did have to admit though that it didn’t feel too uncomfortable; the strap riding up my butt crack, rubbing against my hole, constantly reminded me of the proceedings of the day. And while the front part holding in my junk was a tiny bit too tight when I wasn’t erect, it sorta felt like someone was cupping them in their hands - it felt like Sarah was holding my genitals! And that was the downside to it: every time that image entered my mind, I would start getting hard again.

Yet I didn’t want to jerk off! Something about denying me the pleasure was even more of a turn-on.

As I lay in bed - the same bed where I had just got finger fucked by my best friend - a notification popped up on my phone; a message from the devil herself! And it had a picture attached!

It was a selfie.

A selfie of Sarah.

A selfie of Sarah, kneeling on her bed, legs spread wide, wearing only an oversized shirt with cartoons on it (most likely her pyjamas).

The shirt was so oversized that she had put her left arm through the head hole, leaving her boob exposed, which she partially covered with her left hand.

And while it seemed like the shirt's hemline would normally go down to her knees, she had it bunched all the way up to just barely cover her crotch. Under the shirt and just below where her vagina was, I noticed a purple object with a flared base.

'Wait a minute! Is that a dildo in her pussy?' I asked myself.

The answer was on her facial expression: lips parted, glassy eyes, head tilted slightly back.

Yes! It was definitely a dildo. And she was enjoying it!

Across the picture, a caption simply written "show me u".

I quickly hit the respond button and it opened my camera view. Lifting the phone high above my head and looking upwards to it, I snapped a pic.

When I looked closer at the resulting picture, I realised my other hand was between my crossed legs, cupping my balls while the tip of my cock poked from the top of the bikini. I also noticed that - without thinking - I was biting the side of my lower lip. I looked (and felt) so turned on!

Without a second thought, I pressed "Send" and received an almost immediate reply of a drooling emoji.

“Can I use this for something?” she asked in her next text.

I simply replied with a question mark, clearly needing more information. Did she want to print it out and hang it on her wall? Or did she just want to set it as her wallpaper?

“You’ll see. And I guarantee you’ll enjoy it!” she answered back.

Seeing as she hasn't failed me yet with my enjoyment, I decided to give my consent. If she said I'd enjoy it, what's the worst that could happen?

The next few texts we exchanged were about how she was horny, I was horny, and how neither of us could wait until tomorrow.

"If we're going to have some fun, you should do a few things for me tonight. Think of them as "homework" - but the fun kind!" Sarah texted.

"Let's hear it before I agree to it then!" I answered back.

"I find your lack of trust disturbing. You had a good day today, didn't you?"

"Yeah…but I didn't get to fuck you though!"

Was I being too straight forward? Maybe not. After all she did get to, essentially, fuck me - yet I didn't get to do the same for her. Plus she had now seen me naked, but I still didn't even get to see a single nip slip!

"Like I said earlier: if you're an obedient boy, I'll let you see my lovely titties and *might* allow you to fuck me like you've always dreamed of!"

'Isn't she a bit full of herself?' I thought. She wasn't wrong though: I always had fantasised about being on top of her, watching my cock entering that pussy, her boobs jiggling as I fucker her hard!

"Fine!" I answered back in clear resignation, followed by "Whatever you want!"

"I'm proud of you!" she answered back.

For some reason those words felt so good to read, and it just filled me with excitement.

"First of all," she continued, "no touching yourself tonight or tomorrow until we meet. Second, I'll send you two links to videos. I want you to watch them and take note because I'll quiz you tomorrow!"

No touching myself? How was I supposed to just fall asleep with this erection without jerking off beforehand? I was already regretting accepting this assignment!

Yet my regret would only increase once I saw the titles of the videos.

Each video was around 30 minutes long. One was called “Sissy Cumslut Trainer” and the other “BJ Rules for Sissies”. Watching porn videos without jerking off would be as hard as my cock was right now!

After Sarah's last text ("Enjoy!" with a winky face), I tapped the first video: "Sissy Cumslut Trainer".

It started off with a hypnotic electronic beat, cut with close-up clips of different women staring with lust at the camera. An unseen female voice said “welcome to your forced feminization” in a sultry, sexy voice, and various porn scenes began cutting rapidly on screen;

A closeup on a dark haired woman’s lips, painted with bright pink lipstick, wrapped around an average sized cock, bobbing up and down;

A blonde girl riding a cock vigorously like she was a cowgirl, slapping her own butt as she moaned loudly, the man's hands around her waist helping her bounce;

A girl seen from behind, bending over forwards, slowly removing her blue frilly panties from underneath her black skirt;

A different blonde girl wearing nothing but pink bunny ears, on her knees between a man's legs and being recorded from his point-of-view, playing with his big cock, licking her lips, ready to attempt to swallow it;

A brunette sissy on all fours on a bed, her cock hanging between her legs, wearing nothing but ripped stockings, being penetrated by a fully clothed woman wearing a black strapon.

All of these scenes happened within a few seconds of each other, all the while messages like “Dicks are tasty” and “Take it all in” flashed on the screen in a hypnotising way.

As the video progressed, other messages were displayed on screen - such as talking about how I was a "dirty, slutty girl" and how I "loved cock" and how I should "worship alpha men" - all the while different hot scenes flashed through: girls sucking cock until they exploded with cum onto their face, mouth, tits, clothes, hair, pussy, etc.

I hoped I was relating to the guys in the videos getting polished off and getting to cum on those hungry hot faces, but instead of focusing on the girl I noticed I was more focused on the cocks - the shapes, the sizes, the colours, the amount of jizz sprouting from them...

I looked down at my own tool, standing straight up, pre-cum forming on the head. I wanted to relieve some of that pressure so badly. What if –

My thoughts were interrupted by a sudden notification on my screen as the video reached its end. It was her again.

“You better not be touching yourself” it read.

How did she know??

I answered back that I wasn’t, and she asked for proof.

I snapped a pic of my rock hard erection - the tip glistening with precum - and sent it.

“That precum shouldn’t be there. You need to clean it up. Use your own fingers, wipe it down, and then lick your fingers clean. Record yourself doing that and send it over so I have proof.”

WIthout questioning her, I simply hit the record button and did as I was told: using my index and middle finger, I wiped the clear precum from the head of my cock, a shudder running up my spine as my fingers touched the sensitive tip. I then filmed myself bringing my fingers to my mouth, initially shyly licking them with my tongue but then quickly changing my mind and just putting my lips around them.

The taste was way less strong than the cum I had tasted from myself earlier - dare I say it maybe even tasted pleasant? I didn't know if it was my horniness talking, but I was now certain it tasted good!

I sent the video and for a few minutes was met with no response.

Suddenly I got a video reply back. I opened it.

Sarah had recorded herself from the waist up, lying in bed, with her shirt still on and dangling off her shoulder now covering (although just barely) the previously exposed tit. Her other hand was out of shot, yet I didn't even have to guess what she was doing as she was describing it in between quick moaning breaths:

“Fuck, that’s so hot Con! I have my dildo deep inside me and I’m rubbing my clit…oh fuck, you tasting your own precum is… oh fuck, I’m gonna…”

She let out several more moans followed by a long one in which she closed her eyes and began shaking violently. The clip ended mid-orgasm.

That scene was so hot, I felt like I was about to have my own orgasm, but again, as if spying on me, she texted:

“Don’t you dare jerk off!”

At this point I knew that I should just comply.

I replied, promising I wasn’t and wouldn't do it.

“Have you watched both videos?” she asked.

“No. Going to watch ‘BJ Rules for Sissies’ now” I replied.

“Good! You do that and take notes”, she replied, followed by “I’ll clean myself up and then we’ll talk about what you’ll do tomorrow.”

I pulled up the video and began watching.

The video was compromised of several clips of women giving blowjobs to faceless cocks, flashing in quick succession on the screen while a sensual female voiceover narrated:

"Sissies love to give blowjobs. Sissies live to give blowjobs. And now, my little sissy, you'll learn from me how to give the best blowjobs to your masters! You'll learn how to make them cum in your mouth, and you'll learn why it's important to swallow every single last drop!"

I didn't even bother questioning why I was watching a video like this. I don't want to suck off any guys! I have no interest in that!

At the same time, I never even considered ending the video. The clips of hot women (and even what looked like hot trans women) licking, deepthroating, jerking off, and licking the cum off various cocks just grabbed my attention. It was probably my deep state of arousal that made me not stop watching the video - or maybe it was Sarah's demands that I do so.

The sensual voice continued:

"Rule #1: a good sissy's mouth is always available, no exceptions. When an alpha male wants you to suck them off, you will immediately get on your knees, open your mouth, and put your lips around his cock. It doesn't matter where you are or what you're doing: your mouth is public property now, and it can be used by anyone. You will always smile and nod enthusiastically when offered a dick.

"Rule #2: a good sissy will always worship cock. When offered one, treat it like it is a gift from the gods for your hungry mouth. Lick it, play with it, suck it, deepthroat it, and swallow the white elixir of cum when it comes out, using your tongue to ensure it is nice and clean. When you've finished worshipping it, thank the alpha male for allowing you to polish it clean.

"Rule #3: a good sissy will always beg for cock. Some alphas might not offer you their tool immediately, so it is a sissy's job to always be begging for dick. When you're in the presence of other men, get down on your knees, look your masters in the eye, and beg. You should aim towards having a minimum of one cock a day.

"Rule #4: a good sissy will always swallow. Even if your alpha cums on your face or inside of you, you will always scoop up his jizz and swallow it. Did he cum on the floor? Lick it up! Cum should never be wasted. And you should never, ever complain of the taste of cum: you will learn to like it even if you have to swallow 100 loads.

"Rule #5: a good sissy won't focus solely on the cock. Don't forget to lick around the underside of his dick head, play gently with and lick his balls, and lick his asshole if he wants it. Use your mouth as well as your hands.

"Rule #6: a good sissy is a toy to be used and then discarded. You were conditioned to satisfy real men, and not be satisfied by them. Your pleasure is in giving them pleasure, so you will not touch yourself unless he orders you to. An alpha male is free to use your mouth until he cums in it, then he may leave; your pathetic excuse for an erection is none of his business, and none of yours either when servicing him."

"Rule #7: a good sissy practices everyday. Ideally you should suck one cock off everyday, but failing to find one, a good sissy can always still practise on a dildo. You will learn how to get rid of your gag reflex. You will learn how to swallow and enjoy cum. You will learn how to make a man cum using only your mouth. And you will begin today."

The video ended and I caught my own reflection on the black screen of my phone, my mouth slightly agape, drool slowly making its way down my lips towards my chin.

My cock was aching at this point, ready to explode at the slightest breeze. The precum had pooled around it again, so I gently brushed my fingers against it and brought my fingers to my mouth.

God, that tasted so good!

As I realised I hadn't taken any notes, I knew I would have to watch that video again to try and memorise the rules, if only to just create more precum I could taste.

It was going to be a long, aching night.


Chapter 3

Dressing Up

Next morning I woke up rather late after being up most of the night watching both videos Sarah had told me to, as well as a few others that were on the "recommended watch" just below those.

It was hard not touching myself, but I remained strong and the only thing I did was constantly wipe off the precum to taste it.

I got out of bed with her bikini bottoms still on and decided to take them off to shower again just so they wouldn't get soaked once more.

After drying myself up, I began donning them again. As the fabric of the bikini rubbed against my smooth legs, I felt blood getting diverted downwards again, my penis engorging slightly as the back strap dug into my butt and pressed up against my hole while the front bit pressed my balls upwards and held my shaft upright, the head sticking out at the top.

To cover myself better, I decided to go with baggy knee length brown cargo shorts, a white t-shirt, and my root coloured hightop All Star. There! No one would be able to see my erection now!

I texted Sarah to let her know I was coming over.

Leaving home, I decided to walk to her place as it was only 20 minutes away if I cut through the nearby park.

The walk was uneventful, but I did feel my balls slipping off from under the bikini bottoms, which made me have to put my hand in my pocket to try and rearrange myself discreetly. The park was fairly empty even though it was sunny out, probably due to the fact that it was a weekday and most people would be at work. There were mostly people around my age, still enjoying the summer break.

Shortly after I rang the bell at Sarah's parents house, she opened the door wearing a black silk morning gown with floral motifs around the hem. The gown was rather small for her: the sleeves hung off her shoulders, while the hem barely went past her ass cheeks. It wasn't very tightly tied, made obvious by the very open front just barely covering her tits and meeting just above her waist where the fabric belt tied it together.

Sarah pulled me in very close for a hug, no doubt feeling my boner being held up by her bikini bottom. She then dragged me inside and took me by the hand to her bedroom. I don't think I remember seeing her lock the front door, but it was a chill neighbourhood so it wouldn't be out of the ordinary to just shut the door.

As we reached her room, she pushed me onto her queen sized bed.

Her room had baby pink walls covered in different posters and pictures, a large window on the opposite side of the entrance that looked onto the cul-de-sac road behind the house, a desk in the corner littered with beauty products and a big mirror with led lights around it. The bed was to the side of the door and faced the window, while a full body length mirror stood in the corner facing her bed.

"Take your shorts off. I want to see if you still have the bikini on" she said, standing in between me and the door, arms crossed over her chest to cover them and help me focus on her eyes. My eyes darted to her bedroom door.

"Don't worry," she said, understanding what I was trying to convey. "Mom and dad are at work and they won't be back until the evening. It's just us. Take them off."

I turned my head to the opposite direction towards the window with the blinds pulled up; despite having trees just outside her room, anyone walking down the dead-end road could easily look in.

"No one ever walks by. Plus it's a one-sided window; no one can see through it. Can you please stop being such a pussy and take them off now?" Sarah said, starting to lose her patience.

I undid the buttons on my shorts and pulled it down to my knees, exposing my very erect cock that had come free of the bikini bottoms, poking out to the side of them.

"Christsake Con, put your dick back where it belongs and remove your clothes properly!" she said in an almost disgusted tone.

I took my shoes off, threw them to the side of the room, arranged my dick and balls properly underneath the bikini bottoms (even though the head was still poking out the top), took off my shorts and shirt and left them beside me on the bed.

Sarah approached the bed, grabbed my clothes and threw them on a pile of her own laundry in the corner of her room.

"I'll throw them in the bin later on."

"What? Why? What's wrong with my clothes?" I asked, surprised. "I hope you're not expecting me to wear only these bikini bottoms for the rest of the day?"

Sarah gave a little smile, shook her head to indicate "no", turned around and walked towards the desk with all her makeup on.

On the floor there was a big paper bag with the logo of a famous lingerie store, and another one with the brand of a well known women's clothing department. She picked them up and placed them by my side on the bed.

She began unpacking the clothes in the bag, laying each piece on the bed. "I've bought you some new clothes you'll be wearing from now on"

I looked at the clothes and then looked at her quizzically; those were definitely women's clothing - skirts, panties, bras, and lingerie. They did look like they were my size, but surely she wasn't experiencing me to actually wear those pieces?

"Don't look at me like that. I spent the whole morning hopping around the mall trying to find stuff that would fit you. Just be thankful I won't be charging you for any of these. Think of them as my present to your new life!"

"What? You mean for when I go to college?" I asked, still very confused.

"No, you moron! Your new life as my sissy!"

Sarah smiled widely, her eyes shining with delight as she began jumping up and down while holding onto the piece of clothing she had just taken out of the bag: a red tartan mini skirt with both hands next to her navel.

"Ooooh, you're gonna look lovely in these!" she cooed as if I were a newborn she'd get to play dress up with.

Her jumping had loosened the fabric belt holding her morning gown together. Now it was hanging almost entirely open, held together only by the friction of the material against her nipples. I could now clearly see she wasn't wearing any panties underneath, as a shaven mound peaked slightly through the robe, her smooth slit on display.

Sarah didn't seem to notice that, nor the clear effect the view was having on my cock, which began twitching. Suddenly I didn't care what she was going on about: I was about to see her naked, and that's all that mattered to me! I could swear it seemed like her pussy was glistening; was she wet?

She continued to excitedly lay out all the pieces she'd bought: besides the red tartan mini skirt, there was also other skirts, tops, short shorts, socks, tights, leggings, panties, bras, chemises, stockings, and so many frilly bits and pieces of lingerie. All of it seemed very revealing and sexy; no pants, t-shirts, jeans, or anything that could be more modest! It's like she had gone to a store called "Sluts-r-us"!

After laying all the clothes down, Sarah pulled out from one of the bags a smaller, black, discreet sack and placed it on top of the pile of clothes.

"Now," Sarah said, clasping her hands together, still unaware that the only thing still hidden to me were her nipples. "We're gonna play a bit of dress up, then I'm going to teach you how to apply your own makeup, and then we can have some fun with a surprise I've prepared for you!"

"Surprise? This whole thing is surprising!" I snapped with an angry tone, breaking free from the mesmerising view of her body. "Do you honestly think I'll start wearing girls clothes just because you stuck a finger in me? I'm still straight, you know that, right?"

Sarah seemed taken aback by me standing up to myself all of a sudden. Maybe I had been too harsh? But then again, like I said: I'm not gay! Why did she think she could start just dressing me up like a girl all of a sudden?

"But, Connor…" Sarah's eyes seemed to grow as she pouted, making it look like she was a little puppy.

"I'm not going to let you make fun of me!" I cut her short, my tone going back to baseline as I didn't want to make her feel sad.

"But I'm not making fun of you, Conn!" Sarah sat down on the bed beside me, just opposite the clothes she had just laid out. She sat over one of her legs, which made the robe finally open up entirely, flashing her gorgeous tits. Without looking down and seemingly unconsciously, she quickly drew her night gown together, holding it shut with one hand as she placed the other hand on my knee.

"Well, you seem to be getting an awful lot out of this whole thing, while I on the other hand…" I continued protesting, being as calm as possible while also trying to be subtle about what I wanted.

"Oh, but I thought you enjoyed yesterday!" she said, as her hand on my knee slowly inched upwards towards my inner thigh. She looked down to my twitching cock, a blob of precum already hanging from the head. "I mean, it seems like you're still enjoying yourself right now if I'm to be honest…"

"Well, yeah, but -"

"How about this", she cut me off. "If you let me play with you for a bit, I'll let you play with me".

Sarah winked and let go of her robe, letting the fabric fall open and slide down her shoulders, exposing her tits to me, the areolas just a few shades darker than the rest of her skin, and the nipples little nubs that stuck out already hard.

She licked her lips as she looked into my eyes, her other hand now cupping the fabric of the bikini bottoms against my balls. A whisper of air on my cock would be enough to make it erupt at this moment!

"Fine", I managed to respond in between gulps. Fuck it, I'll let her dress me up, put make up on me, finger me, make me drink my own cum, even suck a cock if that meant I got to stick my dick in that glistening pussy of hers!

"Yay!" she exclaimed as she jumped off the bed like a child being promised to go to Disneyland, the night gown now laying on the bed, leaving her completely naked.

That delicious view lasted for maybe a second or two, then Sarah put on a serious face.

"But first, in order to make sure you don't make a mess all over the place while I dress you up, we're gonna have to take care of that thing in between your legs."

I smiled and put my hands behind my head, thinking to myself I'd finally get some relief through a blowjob! I couldn't wait to feel those lips around my shaft, her tongue licking the head of my cock, my cum sprayed all over her face…

But my happiness was cut short as she pulled out this little baby pink plastic item from inside the discreet black package. There was no doubt in my mind on what it was: she was holding a cock cage, a chastity device for men that "protects" the cock from being touched and is locked in place between the base of the penis and the balls. The solid plastic cage had a little slit at the tip to allow piss to come through, allowing the wearer to keep it on for as long as they wanted, all the while making it impossible to jerk off.

“What’s that?” I asked, feigning ignorance just to see what she was up to.

“Well, for us to play my game first, I have to make sure your little dick doesn’t get in the way when we try on all these clothes.”

“Little? C’mon! It’s 6 inches! It’s average!” I protested.

“I’ve seen bigger” she smirked. “Plus, the clothes are fairly tight, so if we limit it’s size even more it won’t stand out like it is now!” she said pointing to the head poking out from the top of her bikini bottoms.

Sarah asked me to remove the bikini, leaving me entirely naked on the bed.

As I did so, she began taking apart the cock cage. It was definitely smaller than my fully erect penis - maybe about 4 inches long - and came with a small padlock that would make it impossible to remove without the key.

She hopped back onto the bed, straddling me at the knees. I could feel the warmth of her thighs against my legs, her pussy wide open and very visibly wet. Fuck, I just wanted to lick that glistening cunt and then have her ride my dick! But that would have to wait for now. 'The longer the wait, the better the payout' I thought to myself.

With one hand, Sarah gently cupped my balls, making my dick wobble a bit. With the other hand, she fitted the first pink half-ring behind my balls, then grabbed the connecting piece and clasped it together, being very careful not to touch my dick. She seemed very focused and gentle, almost like she had experience with this before. Then it came time to put my cock in the cage itself and lock it up.

Sarah spat into the cage. She used one finger to spread her spit, then proceeded to hover her mouth just a few inches above my still very hard penis.

Sarah opened her mouth and let some drool slowly drip down right onto the head, mixing up with the pre-cum I still had there. My cock twitched.

While still holding the cage in one hand, she used the other one to carefully smear her drool and my cum down my shaft, pulling my foreskin with it. Her warm hand felt electric on my cock and I had to close my eyes and focus to not cum immediately!

As she reached the base, she began putting the cage over my dick and went as far down as she could. There was no way she would be able to attach the cage to the ring - not with my rock hard erection! My cock was just way too big for the cage!

And then suddenly, it hit me.

Well, *she* hit me.

A slap right across my face made me nearly jolt upright.

“What the fuck was that about?” I blurted, rubbing my cheek.

And then I heard a click.

Sarah smiled as she looked up to me.

I looked down at my cock and realised Sarah had slapped me so the shock would make me soften up a little, enough to fully fit the cage over my cock and lock it shut with the padlock.

'Smart girl', I thought to myself.

“Right, now that we have that done, we can start having fun!” she said, proud of herself.

She ordered me to stand up in front of the bed and that’s when I felt the whole weight of the cock cage.

It wasn’t unbearably heavy, but I could most certainly feel its presence. I also felt some of the drool and pre-cum mix start to drip down through the slit at the end of the cage, forming a tiny but growing blob at the end.

“That better not reach my beautiful carpet” Sarah said with a stern look.

I quickly looked around for some tissue or something to wipe it off, but as I attempted to move I felt the blob beginning to drip. So I quickly held out my hand under it and wiped it off. While trying to look around again for something to wipe my hand clean, Sarah caught my eye and with an authoritative voice said:

“Well, just lick it up, sissy!”

I brought my hand to my mouth and licked the mix up.

It felt and tasted good, enough to make some more blood flow to my dick. As it began expanding inside the cage, I could feel myself being limited by the constricts of it. It was almost painful, but also felt good. I didn’t know what to think (or feel) of the whole ordeal!

“Wait, where’s the key?” I asked.

“I’m keeping it for now. Don’t worry: if you have to piss, you can still do it while wearing the cage. Just make sure to sit down while peeing and use toilet paper to clean it well off. If you play nice, I’ll open it temporarily later”

Temporarily? What did she mean by that? No way I was going to keep this on for the whole day!

But I never got to voice my concerns before I got distracted.

Sarah had picked a few items from the pile of clothes she had got me: there was a bright red satin g-string, a vinyl-like black miniskirt, a white short crop top that tied in front, and a pair of black lace top hold-up stockings. I knew she would look sexy as fuck in those, but I knew that I would be the one wearing them.

Instead of letting me dress myself, Sarah insisted on doing it for me.

She first grabbed the red g-string, got down on one knee, and got me to lift one leg after the other to put it on, pulling it up my legs, passing my thighs, and finally arriving at my caged dick. Her face was directly in front of the cage and I could feel the warmth of her breath as she slid the g-string up into place.

As she did that, I could feel the back string dig into my butt, rubbing against my asshole. It felt nice and firm, and the satin on the front end nestled my whole cage just right, pulling it up slightly and making my cock twitch inside its jail. She adjusted the straps so that my balls were nice and comfortable in it.

Still on one knee, she grabbed the black miniskirt and got my legs through it. As she pulled it up, I could feel the skirt was much tighter going over my thighs. When it reached my butt, Sarah had to stand up to properly fit it around me. I could feel it was slightly lifting my plump backside, and it was short enough to display an inch or two of my asscheeks. She rubbed both her hands over my butt and grabbed me firmly, making me flinch forward, pressing my caged crotch against her own naked pussy.

“Oooh, what do we have here?” She cooed as she took one step back and looked down between her legs. Sarah put her right hand over her pussy and pressed two fingers into herself. As she removed them with a barely audible "squish", a trail of wetness formed from the tips of her fingers to her shaven cunt.

Sarah brought her hand up to my mouth and presented her wet fingers to me.

Without a word, I parted my lips and engulfed them.

God, she tasted better than I could imagine! My tongue licked her fingers clean, which gave her an impish smile.

She continued dressing me up, grabbing the white crop top and helping me get my arms through it. It was one of those tops that tied in front and to my surprise it was way smaller than I thought: it barely covered my chest and left my stomach entirely on display. As she tied it up tightly, I could tell that the lack of tits really made it hard to keep the knot in place.

Sarah put her hand on my chest and gently pushed me back onto the bed.

As I sat down, I felt the dress ride up my thighs, exposing the red panties barely hiding the baby pink cock cage under it.

She got back down on her knees and lifted my left leg so it was straight and parallel to the floor. I watched her take one of the black lace stockings and gently roll it up my feet until it reached about two inches below my buttcheeks, repeating the process with my right leg.

Without talking, Sarah stood up and took a step back to look at me.

She turned around and, noticing her morning gown on the floor, bent over at the hips to pick it up, displaying her round ass to me. If that cage wasn’t on me right now, I would have simply grabbed her by the hips and buried my cock deep inside of her, slamming her body against mine until I could unload all the built up jizz stored inside me!

As I continued day dreaming and feeling my cock struggling inside its cage, she proceeded to put her gown back on and tie it up while walking to the desk with all her beauty products.

Sarah grabbed a few items, walked back to me, and pulled her gown up a bit to sit on my legs, her body just a few inches from mine. She then began putting makeup all over my face, occasionally directing me to shut my eyes or purse my lips as I felt brush strokes, eye liners, and lipstick being used on me.

After what felt like an eternity, she finally got up and motioned me to follow suit. As I did, I felt a natural inclination to straighten out my skirt, which gave Sarah a chuckle. She then motioned me to turn around and I twirled while she checked out her work.

Sarah smiled and nodded towards the full length mirror in the corner of the room. I looked at it and was shocked to see a fairly hot girl looking back at me! The costume was sexy as hell and the makeup was subtle enough to not look overdone while at the same time enhancing my feminine features, including a glossy dark red lipstick. I was almost unrecognisable!

I couldn't help but try a few different poses in front of the mirror; I'd stand on the tips of my toes so my butt would stick out, turn halfway around and bend over slightly to display the panties underneath, turn to face the mirror and grab my chest while winking to myself, then biting my lower lip, and finally blow my own reflection a kiss.

"These will look perfect!" Sarah said, making me turn around to see her standing just out of the mirrors reflection, holding her phone and snapping pictures of me.

"What are you doing?" I asked while trying to cover my chest and my crotch with my hands.

"It's for a surprise I'm preparing. Don't worry about it. You look absolutely gorgeous; the best looking sissy I've ever produced!"

I wanted to know what the hell she was talking about, but on the other hand it just didn't matter because my mind was set on something else now: my promised "play time" with her.

"Well, you've had your fun! Now it's my time! Unlock this cage, get on your knees, and suck me off" I demanded.

"My, my!" she faked a shocked expression. "Aren't we getting all macho all of a sudden, despite being dressed like a cocksucker herself?"

"You promised!" I protested, my voice quivering slightly.

"I said I'd let you play with me. I never said anything about unlocking your tiny cage!"

"Yes you– " I blurted out just before she cut me off.

"I said I *might* let you out if you play nicely. Right now, you're being a bit of a brat, so you better watch out! Now get on the bed: I want you on all fours with that ass to me. Do it or I'll keep you locked until tomorrow with no release!" she commanded with a stern and firm voice.

At that moment I felt like I was a child being told off by a teacher. My eyes pointed towards the ground and I put both my hands behind my back, feeling extremely submissive.

I turned around and walked towards the bed, climbing onto it on all fours, feeling once again the skirt ride up, exposing the panties and my butt.

For a moment, I could've sworn I had seen some movement out of the corner of my eye coming from just outside the window. If someone was there, they would surely be able to see me, dressed like a slut on all fours just waiting for a cock. But Sarah had said it was a one-way window; those are a thing, right?

Before I could dwell too much on it, her movements inside the room took my attention away.

I watched as Sarah walked to her bedside dresser, opened the drawer, and pulled out two distinct objects from it.

One was a bottle of lube, the other was a dark purple strapless strap-on 9 inch dildo.

I gulped.


Chapter 4

Naming the Sissy

There I was, wearing a white crop top tied in front, scantily covering my chest and leaving my tummy exposed, a form fitting vinyl-like black mini skirt that already barely covered my ass and was now rolled so far up it almost looked like a belt, leaving the satin red g-string I was wearing on display as it scarcely held the baby pink cock cage in place, all in contrast with the black lace top hold-up stockings covering my legs up to two inches below my asscheeks.

To make matters worse, I was on all fours on Sarah's bed presenting my butt like some slut, my neck-long black smooth hair partially over my face, covering some of my side view. Because of my genetics, my pale skin had barely any hair on it, which meant anyone watching from behind almost wouldn't be able to tell that I was indeed a man, and not a girl.

And the only person behind me knew that already, but still was treating me like one. She was treating me like her own personal sissy, and I knew she was about to show me how much of a sissy I really was!

I turned my head as far back as I could in order to catch a glimpse of Sarah undoing her black silky morning gown. It slowly slid down her sun kissed skin, exposing her 36D cup breasts and perfect nipples, as well as her shaved pussy, glistening wet. My own cock was pressed so hard against the cock cage I was amazed it wasn't breaking my dick!

She got on the bed, kneeling right behind me.

In her right hand, Sarah held the dark purple strapless dildo with two ends, and in the left hand a bottle of lube. She proceeded to rub the smaller pointed end against her cunt, covering it in her own juices, followed by gently inserting it into her own pussy while closing her eyes and letting out a delicious moan of pleasure.

Once the strap-on was properly in place, she began coating the other end of it - an end that was at least 9 inches long and twice as thick as my own uncaged cock - with the bottle of lube in her left hand. She smiled as her eyes turned up to look at me, instantly filling me with a mix of dread, expectation, and surprisingly some lust!

As she finished coating the dildo with lube, she inched closer to me, kneeling in between my legs and putting one hand on my lower back, just above my butt.

"A good sissy doesn't arch their back up, but down." she said, applying some gentle downwards force and making me arch my lower back down and, consequently, my ass up. "That way, your butt remains nicely on display, inviting all cocks to have fun with you. You want that, don't you?"

I thought it was a rhetorical question; of course I didn't want cocks in me! But as I hadn't answered, Sarah slapped my ass with considerable force.

"Don't you?!" she asked again.

"Y-yes!" I managed to stammer out.

Yes?

I meant no!

What was wrong with me??

But before I could correct myself, Sarah leaned onto my back, grabbing a handful of my hair with her free hand, and pulling it so I turned my head up to just barely catch her eyes, while still maintaining pressure on my lower back.

"'Yes, Mistress is the correct answer" she growled into my ear.

"Yes, Mistress." I answered back.

"And from now on," she continued, "your name is Chloe, because a sissy like you doesn't deserve a man's name. Is that clear, Chloe?"

I was going to say 'Fucking what now?', but instead my mouth went ahead without me and simply answered:

"Yes, Mistress."

Fuck! I guess there was no turning back now.

"Good girl" she whispered into my ear, the hand from my lower back moving down to give me two gentle pats on my butt.

She gave my ear a quick lick, the wet feeling making me shudder, as she let go of my hair.

A part of me wanted to get up and tell her to stop all of this, but never had a woman dominated me this way, leaving me in a puddle of feelings. I felt like my regular brain had turned off and another brain - Chloe's brain - turned on and had only one objective: to please my Mistress. And that right there is what held me frozen in place, on all fours, my back arched and presenting my butt to her like a good sissy would.

Sarah put one hand on my butt and pressed her thumb firmly against the panties over my asshole.

My cock twitched in its cage.

Her thumb moved the thin strip of satin fabric to one side and made its way back onto my hole. At this point I could feel that her thumb was wet, most likely covered in the lube.

She slowly pressed her thumb into me, going all the way to her knuckle. I could feel precum starting to leak out of my dick again. She then proceeded to move her thumb slowly around in circular motions, in an attempt to loosen my ring.

Suddenly I felt the tip of something rigid yet wet pressing against my asshole, right beside her thumb. It was the dildo.

And the same time as she slowly removed her thumb, she began pressing the head of the dildo against the same hole as it expanded my ring even more - enough to cover the tip.

Sarah put both hands on my hips holding me in place.

As soon as the head finally got past my ring, a flash of pleasure went up my spine and I felt myself beginning to drip. Luckily the panties would hold my precum in place as I didn't want to find out if she would get mad for dripping onto her bed sheets!

I closed my eyes as I felt Sarah slowly inserting the dildo further into me. That feeling was divine; better even than when she used her fingers on me yesterday!

I was in a blissful state!

Yet I wasn't the only one enjoying this; as the dildo entered me, it also pushed the other end further into Sarah's pussy. Her end had little bunny ears that would rub up against her clit, making her moan in pleasure.

She continued to enter me, stretching my hole, until the head of the dildo began poking my prostate. But it didn't stop there, so it kept going further into me until finally I could feel her crotch pressing against my butt.

Realising my mouth was wide open but no air was coming in due to the sensation, I finally was able to take a deep breath.

Sarah held me there for a few seconds, gyrating her body ever so slightly which resulted in the dildo moving around inside the both of us. She began slowly removing the dildo until it was about halfway out but still rubbing against my p-spot.

With one hand, she pressed a button on the base of the dildo and suddenly vibrations filled my insides.

The vibrations were quite intense but I could tell they were mostly happening on her end. Her moanings increased and - without realising it - so did mine.

Sarah continued moving in at a slow and steady pace until her body was pressed against mine again, then would - once more - slowly remove it halfway. Her moans increased as she began reaching the edge, but I felt like I was still far from it despite loving the sensation!

I touched my panties lightly and realised they were soaked in precum. I put my fingers under the fabric to try and relieve myself by jerking off, but the cock cage made it impossible to feel anything. The only thing that I could achieve was getting my hand soaked in my own juices, which I then had to lick off my fingers.

Noticing me licking off the precum from my own hand, Sarah began pulling my hips backwards into her, making me lose my balance. The sudden quick insertion made me throw my head back and moan rather loudly.

"Oh yes Chloe! Make Mistress proud!" she moaned back.

I began taking matters into my own hands by pounding my ass onto her dildo, every stroke bringing us both closer to orgasm.

But as I felt myself nearing the edge, Sarah held me in place by my hips, the dark purple dildo fully inside of me.

"Don't fucking move a muscle, Chloe!" she growled. I was not going to disobey, not when I was this close to cumming.

Sarah continued to grind her crotch against my butt, the vibrations on her of the dildo working its magic onto her clit.

Her hands tightened around my hips as her moans were replaced by silent gasps of air, her body beginning to shake as she finally reached her orgasm!

Despite the vibrations of the dildo and her own shaking giving me pleasure, I desperately wanted to continue the humping motion as I was so close to cumming, my dick erect as fully as it could within the cage, but I wouldn't dare move an inch. Maybe she would relieve me as soon as she was finished? Maybe she would fuck me hard like the sissy bitch I was being until I came into my panties?

Fuck! Why was I thinking this way? I'm a man!

But then again…this felt so good!

While my thoughts were racing, Sarah's fingers were digging into my hips and her body was quivering as she rode out her orgasm.

Once her shaking subsided, her whole body relaxed and she began backing up slowly, the dildo leaving my ass until it plopped out.

A feeling of emptiness hit me with full force. I was still extremely horny and wanting to cum! And I would jerk myself off - I only needed two pumps before exploding! - but that fucking cage was denying me access!

I caught myself whimpering like a dog wanting attention, and turned around to see Sarah on her knees, juices running down her pussy, a smile of satisfaction on her face.

"Please fuck me!" I pleaded with big eyes.

Surely I could've worded that out better!

I could've said 'Unlock this cage and suck me off like I know you want to, make me cum in your beautiful mouth, and then let my cum drip onto those perfect tits of yours while swallowing the rest of my load!', but no; I pleaded for her to fuck me like a little bitch.

I was so angry at myself.

"Oh Chloe…"

"My name is not Chloe!" I barked, turning around to face her, while still remaining on all fours.

Her mood changed immediately.

I was less than an arms length away from her. The only reason I know it was less than an arms length, was because in one swift motion she had grabbed me by the neck, digging her fingers into the sides of my throat so as not to choke me, while at the same time asserting dominance.

"What the fuck did you just say…Chloe?" she growled in between gritted teeth.

"P…please let me cum, Mistress…please!" I cowered.

"Oh, sweet Chloe!" she quickly changed her tune, moving her hand from my throat to my cheeks, caressing me lovingly. "I promised you'd get to play too, and I'm not going to walk out on that promise. Remember when I said I was preparing you a surprise when I was taking those pics?"

"Yes" I said, rather unsure on where this was going.

"Well, I have a friend who likes pretty things like you. I was sending them your pics and they are smitten by your beauty!"

I thought to myself that if I wasn't going to get to fuck her, at least I was going to get to fuck one of Sarah's girl friends. I didn't care if that meant the girl would want me to keep on this ridiculous costume, as long as I got to get my dick pumped and wet!

"Is she coming over?" I asked.

Sarah seemed a little confused by the question, but let it slide.

"Sure! They're almost here! But you have to get into position to welcome them!"

"What do you mean?"

She just looked at me sternly, not happy that I was questioning her methods. I simply gazed down, figuring out my clear sign of submission meant I regretted asking.

Realising I was in the palm of her hand, she got off the bed and extended her hand to me, helping me stand in front of the bed.

"Get down on your knees" she asked firmly but sweetly.

I did what I was told, and she corrected my position: instead of standing on my knees, I was supposed to sit on the backs of my legs. Sarah helped me adjust my skirt so it covered my panties.

I could feel some of the lube starting to drip from my asshole. My empty, lonely asshole.

She continued prepping me, telling me to keep my back straight, and my chin held up high.

Sarah was pleased that the makeup held up, but decided to apply some more of the lipstick "just to be sure".

I was also told to keep my hands behind my back at all times. Odd request, but fine; as long as her friend sucks me off, I'll be in any position she wants!

Sarah then proceeded to pick up her morning gown and dress herself up again. At this point she should've just kept it off!

"When will you release my dick from my cage…" and remembering just in time, I added "Mistress?" to the end of my sentence.

"First of all, you don't have a dick when you're my sissy: you have a tiny clit." she said, and before I could interrupt her, she went on: "Second, I told you that I'd unlock it if you behaved nicely. Asking questions like that isn't good behaviour, so one more and you'll earn extra time locked up. Are we understood?"

"Yes, Mistress"

"I don't want you spooking my friend, or intentionally misbehaving. So just give me a second…"

Sarah went back to her bedside drawer and picked a pair of handcuffs, making her way back to me and kneeling behind me.

"Like I said, I don't want you misbehaving, so this is for your own good as well as my friends. He doesn't want you grabbing anything with those filthy hands!" she said as she clicked the handcuffs shut around my wrists.

Wait, did Sarah just say "HE"?

She stood up and stood in front of me, placing one hand on my chin, raising my head up to make eye contact with her, and smiled.

"He's going to love you."

What the fuck? She said "HE"! It's not her girl friend, it's a MAN!! Fuck!!

But before I could protest, Sarah looked towards the window.

Standing outside peeping in, was a face.

A man's face.

The face of a man who looked like a hungry wolf.

The face of a man who had just spent the last hour watching everything.

'One-sided window' my ass!

Sarah smiled at him and motioned him in.

She turned back to me as the image disappeared from view, likely going around the house to come in through the door.

"Don't you fuckin ruin this for me, Chloe." Sarah growled when she noticed my expression of horror. "You better do as you're told or you won't be touching that little clit of yours for months, do you understand?"

Mouth agape, I nodded.


Chapter 5

First Time

There was no knock at the door.

Just the sound of it opening and closing.

A few seconds later, a figure appeared at Sarah's bedroom doorway.

The figure stood tall and imposing at about 6 feet 2 inches, his body filling up the door frame - not that he was fat, far from it: he seemed to be well built and strong.

Wearing a tight dark green shirt and similar coloured cargo shorts hiding his naturally golden skin, his hair was very short and brown-ish, his chiselled features and strong jaw weren't hidden by any factual hair. His dark brown eyes gleamed with lust as he eyed me up and down. I could clearly see the outline of his dick which was certainly already engorged or at the very least at half mast.

"Lucas, meet my girl friend Chloe. I'm sure you enjoyed the show we put on for you earlier!" Sarah said with a smirk.

That bitch! Not only did she know we could be observed from outside her window, she intentionally had him spying on us!

Lucas didn't say much, or anything at all for that matter. He didn't even look at Sarah, only at me.

Was he gay?

I then remembered that if he were gay, why was he lusting over someone so feminine looking as I was right now? I guess it didn't matter. His eyes told me everything I needed to know about what to expect of the rest of the day.

"Well Chloe, Lucas here will be helping us learn a few more things about being a sissy" she said, while motioning for him to come stand about a foot in front of me.

Lucas walked like he owned the place. He gave out a feeling of being imposing, of being in control. As he stood in front of me, I couldn't bring myself to look him in the eyes. My arms locked in cuffs behind my back only made me feel more vulnerable and more like a submissive girl.

"Shall we begin then?" Sarah stood behind him, her hands on his shoulders, peeking around his fit body to look at me. "I trust you still remember your sissy rules from yesterday?"

I nodded.

"Well then?" she asked. "Rule number 1?"

I knew it by heart at this point.

'Rule number 1: a good sissy's mouth is always available, no exceptions.'

I opened my mouth, remembering to keep my teeth covered. Not that it mattered; I wouldn't dare try and bite him as he could surely punch the lights out of me if he needed to!

"Good girl." Her praise made me tingle a bit inside.

Sarah put her hands around Lucas' hips, under his shirt. As she began lifting it up over his head, he took charge and finished removing the shirt, tossing it to the side.

I looked up to his torso.

His abs were well defined, and his chest had a bit more hair on it. He seemed to be in his mid-20's and definitely spent a good amount of time at the gym working on himself. His golden skin was a tone or two darker than Sarahs, and was certainly more natural than hers, which meant he didn't sunbathe as much as she did.

As a dude, he looked very good!

As I caught myself in dirty gay thoughts, I quickly averted my eyes back down to the floor in shame. Sarah knelt right beside him, facing me. She held my chin up to make eye contact with her, a naughty smirk across her face.

"What is rule number 2?" she asked sweetly.

"'A good sissy will always worship cock'... Mistress" I quickly added, remembering myself. Wait, did I still need to call her Mistress despite having someone with a higher ranking than herself in the room? I made the decision to not ask.

"Well then? Why don't you start worshipping his cock?" Sarah put on a sarcastic puzzling face.

"My hands are tied, Mistress."

"Then ask for help, you stupid sissy!" she snapped.

Sarah looked up to Lucas as if to apologise for my stupidity.

"Can you please help me, Mistress?" I asked coily.

Sarah looked back at me, anger beginning to show on her face. I realised I had to be more specific with my requests.

"Can you please take Sir's dick out so I can worship it…please? Mistress?" I pleaded, trying to cover all my bases and not taking any risks by using Lucas' real name. That seemed to please Sarah.

She turned towards his crotch and pulled down the zipper of his cargo shorts with one hand, and then using the other hand she fished inside his pants for Lucas' tool. She pulled out his cock and balls.

It looked magnificent! His semi-erect dick was around 6 inches long, which meant it would grow a few more inches when fully erect. The existence of a circumcised head, beautiful fully shaven balls, and lovely bulging veins running the length of his tool, made me feel droll starting to pool in my mouth.

How could a cock be so beautiful?

Sarah let go of his cock and remained on her knees to our side. She motioned me to "go ahead". I knew what I needed to do.

As I bent forward towards his crotch, I looked up into his eyes. His smile was subdued but very obviously excited. When my mouth was an inch away to the tip of his cock, I stuck out my tongue and gently licked the head.

I didn't know what to expect in terms of taste, but it wasn't bad at all. His cock seemed a bit wet, which I assumed was from watching both of us earlier in the bushes. The smell was gentle but very manly; like some sort of musk. It was intoxicating!

As if drunk with lust, I engulfed his whole dick in my mouth and held it there, my tongue moving around his tool, exploring it. I could feel him getting bigger and that turned me on, knowing I had that power over him. But in seconds he became too big to be entirely in my mouth. I backed up a bit, removing it from my mouth, a trail of drool going from my lips to his cock.

He had grown to a full 9 inches, about the size and girth of the dildo that was in me earlier. God, I hope he would have a chance to be in me too!

Fuck! These thoughts were making my cock twitch, making the whole cage bob up and down under my skirt

As I went to lick him up again, he moved slightly backwards. I looked at him, almost with pleading eyes.

"Did you forget rule 3?" Sarah asked.

No I didn't: ‘A good sissy will always beg for cock’.

"Please Sir! Can I suck your cock?" I asked, without breaking eye contact. He moved back to his original position, his erect penis standing straight out towards me.

I knew she would remind me of rule 5 ("a good sissy won't focus solely on the cock") sooner or later, so I decided to preempt it by bowing inwards and down, sticking my tongue out, and began licking his balls.

As his shaft rested on my face, he placed his hand gently on the back of my head.

While I was moving my tongue from his balls to the underside of the shaft, I could see Sarah mucking about with something from the corner of my eye.

"Yes, sissy! Lick that shaft!" she encouraged me.

A flash lit up from where she was kneeling. The bitch was taking pics of me sucking cock!

I stopped and turned my face to her; the last thing I needed was to have pics of me, all dolled up, slobbing on some dude's cock!

But before I could say anything, Lucas strengthened his grip on my head, grabbing a handful of hair and pulled my face forward again, inserting his rock hard dick way back into my mouth, nearly making me gag.

I figured that there was no use in trying to stop her taking pics of me as more flashes came from her phone. And when I noticed a constant light, I knew she was video recording everything too!

I could’ve been mad. I should’ve been mad! But the truth is, I felt almost intoxicated by that rock hard cock. I had never touched any other except my own, but his was just…heavenly!

I don’t know if I was feeling this way because I wanted to impress Sarah, or because I wanted to cum myself, or even because I was dressed just like a hot girl would be dressed, giving me the freedom to let that inner sissy out! Maybe it was just the combination of all those factors. Whatever it was, I was loving it! But another part of me knew I couldn’t let that show, despite the photographic and video evidence.

While thinking of all of this, I didn’t realise that Lucas had let go of my hair and I had been fucking his cock with my mouth for a while. Sure I wasn’t able to deepthroat him yet, but maybe with a bit of practice…?

I was suddenly snapped out of my cock trance by what happened next:

Sarah stood up behind me and motioned Lucas to step back, removing his rock hard tool from my mouth. Unconsciously I bowed further forward until I was at the edge of my balance. She then took the opportunity to put her hands on my shoulders and gently push me forward.

With no hands to keep my balance, I was about to fall face first into the floor! Thankfully Sarah held my shoulders and gently lay me face down.

As I was still on my knees with my hands cuffed behind my back, I ended up face on the floor and butt up in the air!

From this position I could only see feet.

I could tell Lucas finished undressing by taking off his shoes, socks, shorts, and boxers, while Sarah moved around, grabbing something and handing it to him.

Lucas positioned himself behind me, kicked my legs further apart, and knelt right behind me.

I felt his hand grabbing my right outer thigh just below the hem of my skirt, slowly moving it up towards my butt, lifting the skirt onto my lower back. He then pinched the panties right above my little hole and pulled them aside, leaving me fully exposed.

Despite still being a bit wet from the previous lube application, I felt him squeezing some more of the liquid onto my hole, generously massaging it into me with a finger. My little caged clit was twitching harder than ever before, and I was holding my breath in anticipation!

A tiny opened condom wrapper fell to the floor beside my face.

Sarah knelt beside him, recording everything with her phone in one hand, while grabbing his dick and pumping it so it remained nice and hard for me with the other. Well, I assume it was for me - but I’m sure she was enjoying it as well!

"I know you're ready for this!" she said sweetly. "And after this, there is no going back. After this first cock, you'll just want more and more. After this first dick, I can guarantee you'll fall in love with them. With your first time, you'll become a sissy for life, and get to experience life in a state of eternal bliss. Are you ready for this, Chloe?"

Was I? I couldn't possibly answer that question! If all she was saying is true, sure it sounds amazing - but how could I know?

"Mistress…I'm…I'm not gay…" I managed to say with half my face still planted on the floor.

"Ohh honey!" Sarah cooed gently while reaching out to stroke my hair. "I know you're not! Do you think it's gay for a girl like you to like strong, beautiful men and their gorgeous and delicious cock?"

"But…"

"I know, I know! You're gonna tell me you're not a girl. But look at yourself!" she interrupted, as if reading my thoughts.

She held her phone in front of my face to show me some of the pics she was taking.

"Does this look like anything except a cock hungry sissy girl? Look at that beautiful face! Look at that lovely body! Look how she wiggles her butt and dives face first into this man's package! Are you going to honestly tell me that she - you! - isn't a real girl?"

Sarah had a point: the girl in those pics and videos seemed to be loving it! She didn't seem forced to do anything she wanted to do deep inside.

That girl was me!

I am Chloe!

"Sir?" I asked, trying in vain to look at that man kneeling behind me.

He simply grunted back.

"Please…can you fuck me?" I asked, my voice clearly a few octaves higher than normal. I think I might have to work on my girly voice, but it was a good start.

"Good girl!" Sarah said with a smile. Her praise filled me with joy!

Still kneeling, she shuffled back to stay beside Lucas.

I arched my butt up, giving him the go-ahead to put his hands on my ass, spread my cheeks and expose my hole - which he gladly complied with. Sarah held his lubed prick in one hand - his foreskin pulled back to expose the head - and held the phone with her other hand, framing the video as not to miss a second of my first ever cock.

Sarah guided his joystick towards me, rubbing it gently against my hole. Lucas started applying pressure as I could feel his member gently stretching me.

It felt good!

Sarah was right: there was no turning back anymore.

As the head began entering me, I closed my eyes for a moment and took a deep breath. As I breathed out, my ring relaxed enough to allow the full tip to enter me.

Lucas held that position for a few seconds before continuing to apply more pressure, sliding his cock gently into me.

When his dick finally reached my prostate, I let out an involuntary moan. But it kept going and going, until I finally felt Lucas' balls against my body. As that happened, I felt precum being pushed out of my cock - well, my "clit", because girls don't have cocks!

His hands moved to my hips, grabbing me tight and pulling me towards him in an attempt to stick his tool even deeper inside of me.

I was in heaven!

Lucas slowly began pulling his cock out until only the tip remained. He held that position for a second, and while I attempted to push back into him, his hands held me in place. He wanted to show me that he was in control, and that made me want to give him full control of my body to do as he saw fit!

That's when he began picking up the pace; faster than before, he pushed himself into me until his body was pressed up against my own, and once he got there, he started pulling himself away again until only his head remained in me!

His motion increased in speed and intensity with every second.

I felt my eyes rolling back, my mouth open, drool flowing down my lips, the pressure of my clit against the cage at a maximum, as my balls and tiny cock swayed back and forth with each pump.

I didn't even notice that Sarah had sat back on the floor, spread her legs, and opened up her night gown to expose her tits and pussy, rubbing herself as she watched Lucas fuck her little sissy.

I would later find out that she was doing it mostly for him: the sight of her touching herself just made him pound me harder!

I felt myself nearly screaming in between my moans! My balls had been aching for hours, waiting for the release, and all that fucking, all that rubbing of my prostate, all those delicious feelings of a cock pumping inside of me, was finally taking its toll!

I could feel the cum building up in my balls, making its way to my little clit. Just a moment longer and I would finally be able to…

"Oh, yes, yes, yes, yes! Please! Fuck me harder, Sir! Fuck me!" I screamed.

Lucas was more than happy to oblige. And that finally pushed me over the edge.

My body began to tremble.

Instead of gushing out in a torrent, I felt cum leaking out from the tip of my clit, barely being held back by the panties, my jizz slowly starting to seep through.

One, two, three, four…I didn't know how many little spurts of delicious cummies came out, but it felt never ending.

Each time Lucas' cock reached all the way inside of me, another string came out of me. I couldn't even breathe; I was in a state of pure ecstasy!

Lucas had slowed down as I lay there in bliss, carefully removing his dick from me.

Once the head came out, a shiver went down my spine and I fell sideways facing Sarah, who was still touching herself with one hand and filming on her phone with the other.

I was still in a state of trance as Lucas turned me over onto my back, now lying on my hands. He was still knelt in front of me, beads of sweat dripping down his chest, the rock hard member still at full mast and pointing in my direction.

With one hand, Lucas grabbed and lifted both my knees up in the air above my head, lifting my butt slightly off the ground. I was still panting and not making much sense of what was happening, but I could feel the cum - that was until then still being held in by my panties - slowly flow towards my belly.

Lucas was focused; he hadn't cum yet and his balls seemed quite full.

With no further delay, he grabbed that glorious cock and pointed it at my gaping hole, entering me with ease.

As he picked up his pumping speed, my climax had wound down and was at the end.

Back when I had sex with girls, I had learnt that my nerve endings get sensitive after an orgasm (the refractory period), and that's usually fine as I get to hop off a girl and relax. But now that I was the one being fucked, I didn't get the choice to just sit back and enjoy that post nut clarity!

The shame of having another man in me was growing fast, as well as the pain of my now sensitive asshole being pumped, my prostate getting rubbed, and my cock - sorry, clit! - getting chaffed inside its cage. I could feel myself wincing in pain, my lips slightly apart, trying to find the energy to ask him to stop.

I looked Lucas in the eyes, but his expression did not mirror mine: he was taking delight in my pain! He probably knew what it was like to get fucked until you came, then continue to be bottomed as your body begs for a break.

That's when I remembered Rule #6: "a good sissy is a toy to be used and then discarded".

Right now he was using me for his pleasure, and I knew I couldn't do anything about it. Or maybe it was that small part of me - the sissy inside - that just didn't WANT to do anything about it.

Sarah had shuffled closer to me. She began wiping the cum that had begun pooling on my belly with her hand, and then proceeded to smear it on my lips. A primal instinct kicked in and I started licking the cum off my lips, which seemed to have a deeper effect on Lucas as he increased the strength and speed of his pounding into my asshole.

The pain was slowly - very slowly - starting to turn into pleasure again. But I knew he wasn't going to last, which would put me in a position where I would start getting horny again after Lucas would have finished!

The thought barely formed in my mind before Lucas' grunts became louder and louder.

He suddenly pulled out his manhood entirely from my hole. The abrupt emptiness of his rock hard erection made me open my mouth to gasp for air. In one swift motion, he removed the condom, let go of my legs, got up to a squatting position, and positioned himself right beside my head, grabbing his dick and aiming it straight at my face.

Nothing could have possibly prepared me for this moment; sure, just 24 hours prior I had my own cum on my face, but having another man's baby batter on me was an entirely new experience!

It started off with one massive blast which hit my nose, lips, and cheeks.

The sudden shock made me blink, which would turn out to be a sensible reaction as the second blast hit me on my nose and eye. I tried closing my mouth and turning my head away, yet he held me by the jaw and squeezed it, forcing me to open my mouth again. Lucas then inserted his leaking stick between my lips as another burst of cum came out, this time directly onto my tongue.

I was afraid he would make me deepthroat him, which would only make me gag - something I didn't want to do with a mouthful of cum - so I decided to use my tongue to lick his head as much as I could, making him spurt the final bits of jizz into my mouth.

Lucas slowly removed his cock from my mouth, a white trail forming from the tip of his tool to my tongue. He knelt beside me trying to catch his breath as I allowed myself to enjoy the feeling of being covered by another man's cream on my face.

As Sarah continued to hold the phone pointing towards my face, recording everything, she used her other hand to scoop Lucas' cum off my nose, chin, and right eye, smudging it on my lips.

She got most of the creamy dessert off me, but not all.

The taste was not dissimilar to my own (maybe slightly sweeter), and the warmness and consistency of it felt divine!

I showed my jizz filled mouth to the camera, closed, swallowed, and opened again to show I took it all in just like a good sissy would!

I had found my true calling! I was on cloud nine. It wasn't the taste of cum that was so good, but what it meant: it meant I could bring pleasure to someone and feel pleasure in return.

"See? You were ready after all!" Sarah cooed with glee. "Good sissy!"

I smiled, ready for my new life as a cock-serving whore.


Chapter 6

A Sissy In The Park

Just before he left, Lucas made a point to help me stand up and remove my handcuffs. I felt so small next to him!

With one hand he held me by the chin as the other grabbed my ass, pulling me in for a kiss. He obviously didn't care that my face and lips still had some of his cum on it, as he explored my tongue with his own.

I took the chance to caress his body as he kissed me; it felt so different from grabbing onto a girl's tits, but it still felt nice. And he was so passionate with his kissing that it made me feel loved and cared for!

To make sure I got nice and clean, Sarah hopped with me into the shower, making sure to clean my face well as to remove the cum and makeup mixture from my face.

She had also unlocked my cage to finally set my cocklet free, and as she soaped my whole body while paying special attention to my ass, balls, and shaft, I couldn't help getting an erection. A full, free, strong erection!

Of course she felt the need to tease me, standing behind, boobs pressed against my back, jerking me off slowly. She even took the time to gently rub the tip of my cock with a finger until precum came out, getting me so close to cumming again!

But of course, Sarah being Sarah, she stopped just as I felt the orgasm building up in me.

That bitch!

I should've turned around, bent her over, and shoved my manhood in her to teach her a lesson! But I didn't have a "manhood" anymore; I had a sissy clit, and I resigned myself to not being able to jizz all over that wet, smooth, delicious body of hers.

After the shower, we both wrapped ourselves in towels (she taught me the importance of wrapping the towel under my arms, even though the towel was so short half my ass was on display) and went back to her room as my erection subsided.

While I was drying my hair with the towel, Sarah had dropped her own to the ground and knelt in front of me. For a split second I thought I was going to finally get the blowjob I deserved!

But before the thought was processed in my brain so it could divert blood to my prick, she grabbed my balls, raised them, and put the ring for the cock cage around it. With expert precision, she continued to put the other pieces together, clicking the padlock shut just as my clit began to engorge with all the touching.

She walked to her dresser, found a plain silver necklace with a keyring on the end of it, and added my key to it.

I watched her as she put the necklace on, the key resting right between her breasts. Realising I was staring at her boobs, I finally looked up to meet her eyes: she had a fake annoyed expression on, so I quickly averted my eyes down to the floor.

"I will keep this, which means you won't be touching yourself unless I allow it" she explained, pointing at the key. "But I am a good mistress, therefore if you wish to cum, you can do so. You just can't be touching that disgusting thing you used to call a cock. Are we clear?"

"Yes, Mistress" I answered, knowing full well that she meant I could only orgasm like a sissy would: by massaging my prostate.

I felt a little bit bad that she was making fun of my cock, but thought it prudent not to stir the pot - not when she literally held the key to my own pleasure.

"Now, before you leave, we have to get you dressed. I am going to keep all the toys and other clothes here and I'll stop by your place tomorrow to drop them off."

Sarah walked over to her robe, folded nicely on the bed and right beside the pile of clothes she had got me - the girly, slutty, sissy clothes. She proceeded to put her robe on, covering those delicious tits.

"Aren't you going to take me home, Mistress?" I asked.

"I've got more important things to do tonight," she said, rummaging through my new clothes. "so you can walk back home yourself."

"In that case, can I use my own clothes?"

Her eyes shot up to me.

"You mean the clothes men wear? Don't be silly, Chloe! You're not a man anymore!" She must've noticed that I looked shocked, so she added "Don't worry; it's almost night time anyway. No one is going to notice you. Just go through the park. Anyone that passes by you will just think you're some girl on her way home. Even if they did look at you, with makeup on you're pretty much passable!"

Arguing seemed futile, but maybe she did have a point: it's dark, most people won't be walking around the park, and if someone does indeed see me surely they'd just assume I'm some girl!

Sarah lay a few items on the bed.

Over the next hour, she would help me dress up and get my makeup done. I ended up having to wear a black padded bra that made me look like I had real tits (although smaller than hers), a white strappy crop top (that left my midriff exposed) with the word "Slut" written on the front with a glittery fancy font, black frilly panties that hugged and firmed my butt while also tucking in my clit cage, a red tartan skirt that once again left about an inch of my buttcheeks exposed, knee length white socks, and a pair of 2 inch black kitten toe heels.

I knew the heels would be particularly difficult for me to walk in, but Sarah gave me a quick course and assured me that these short ones were the best way to learn. She had also shown me another pair of heels she had got: these ones were way taller and had an ankle strap with a lock. I shuddered at the idea of walking around in those, falling over and snapping my ankle, but she promised I'd only be wearing them once I was ready. I don't think she wanted to break her new toy so early in the game!

"Before you head off, there's one more thing we have to do!" Sarah said, as she motioned me to climb onto the bed. I was just going to sit on the edge, but she wagged her finger. "No. On all fours, please. We call that 'the receiving position', so you know."

As I got on all fours, I couldn't help but notice how high up the red tartan skirt rode without me even arching my back. It pretty much left my whole butt exposed! Guess that meant I shouldn't attempt to bend down while in public.

Sarah grabbed one item from the bag of things she bought today and presented it to me: it was a medium sized metallic silver buttplug, with a cute purple shiny stone in the shape of a heart on the base. It looked so royal, so gorgeous! My eyes lit up for a second, until I realised where she wanted to put it!

At its widest point, it was one and a half times thicker than Lucas' cock while not being as long (maybe about half the length). The flared base meant that it would comfortably stay stuck inside me despite the obvious weight of it all.

I gulped.

Sarah grabbed the lube and generously applied it to the buttplug, then asked me to pull down my panties down to my thighs. I lay my face on the bed and did as she asked, making sure to hold my buttcheeks apart to spread my hole. She then applied a dab of lube directly onto my hole and smeared it around with her finger, making sure to insert it in me.

She then pressed the tip of the buttplug against my opening. The ice cold feeling of the metal made me jolt forward.

"Hold still!" she demanded. "It will heat up to your body's temperature when it's in!"

I thought she could just have warmed the plug up beforehand, but maybe making me squirm was part of her fun.

She tried again, this time holding my hip with one hand as she slowly but firmly forced the buttplug in with the other.

The widening of the buttplug wasn't very gradual: it forced my little hole to expand quickly. As it reached the widest part, I had to grab on to the bedsheets and bite down on them to stifle a moan of pain and pleasure.

Once the widest part of the plug entered me, something interesting happened: as it tapered to a thin column rather quickly, my own body seemed to pull the buttplug all the way into me as if my body was trying to suck it inside. That feeling of it entering and touching my prostate made me roll back my eyes and moan again!

Sarah tapped the base with her fingers so it would remain well wedged between my ass cheeks. I had to give myself a few seconds to breathe and enjoy the sensation.

Sarah pulled my panties up and gave me a little slap on the butt.

I slowly got up from the bed and could feel that plug inside of me. It felt very heavy, but it also felt very well wedged in, so no way it would pop out without considerable pulling. I adjusted my skirt and realised there was no way anyone could tell that I had a massive buttplug inside me.

"You'll keep this in until you get home. Then you'll remove it, wash it, and keep it by your bed. When you wake up in the morning, you will put it inside again after using the toilet and cleaning yourself. I will ask for photo proof!"

Once I steadied myself and got used to the feeling, I checked myself in the full length mirror and even twirled around, making my tiny skirt flare, exposing my panties, and nearly losing my balance for a second because of the heels! I did look hot though; definitely in the darkness I would pass as a hot slutty schoolgirl!

The idea of getting caught by anyone made my dicklet twitch in its cage.

Sarah gave me a tiny light brown backpack that barely fit my phone and keys, which I then strapped to my back. The straps were so tight that it nearly forced me to walk up right, and in combination with the low heels I knew that every step I would take would expose a bit of my ass!

She sent me on my way, giving me a peck on the cheek and a slight tap on the butt as I left her home.

◆◆◆

There were two ways to get home: either walk on the sidewalk following the road, or take a shortcut through the park.

Walking on the road was usually safer as it was well illuminated and cars would often pass by, but today that would work against me; I didn't want to be seen wearing this outfit in public, and feared being recognised by some neighbour driving home or walking their dog at that time. So I went with the park - it was a shorter walk anyway!

The park itself was only well illuminated on the footpaths, but if I could walk just off it and through the bushes and trees, I would be in darkness and would avoid being seen by anyone!

As I reached the entrance of the park, I made a beeline towards the trees, making sure to avoid the light spots. I overestimated my capability to walk fast in these heels and had to remember to take one step at a time, foot in front of foot. Another problem of walking off the footpath was that I was now trotting on grass, which made me wobble with each step. From afar I'd surely look drunk!

When I reached the midway point - a well lit crossroad of footpaths - I knew that the bushes were too thick around that area, so I’d have to walk a few feet under the light.

The path seemed clear at first, but as I stepped into the light I could hear male voices coming towards me. I could’ve ducked into a bush to hide, but my glittery top and white knee socks would contrast with the darkness, revealing my position - it would also look very odd for someone to be hiding around here at this time. The fear of being caught in a suspicious position was bigger than the fear of just being seen and passed by, so I took a deep breath, lowered my head to cover my face with my hair, and pressed on.

Between my strands of hair, I noticed four men walking towards me. They seemed to be in their early to mid 40's, all wearing jeans and shirts that looked well worn - I figured they'd be builders or blue-collar workers of sorts. Three of them were white while only one was a black man, and all sported buzzcut type hair and were around 6 feet or taller (at least taller than me).

They seemed to be quite chatty and joyful, but were also walking crooked like me. And while I had the excuse of wearing heels on grass, their excuse would probably be the beers they had consumed in a nearby pub.

At first they didn't seem to notice me despite walking towards me. But as soon as we were 8 feet apart, the man walking in the middle stopped in his tracks and extended his arms to hold back his comrades.

"Holy shit lads, check this out!" he said.

I made the first mistake of looking up at them to catch them eyeing me up and down like hungry wolves. Not going to lie: it kinda felt good to be seen that way!

“Fuck, she’s hot!” exclaimed another guy.

My second mistake was to smile at that comment. But I couldn’t help myself! He had just made me blush!

“Hey, looking for some fun with four very attentive, loving and caring daddies?” a third one asked, as the fourth one licked his lips.

I tried to raise the pitch of my voice to sound as girly as possible, while lowering my chin again to not make eye contact and hide my adams apple (not like it was very obvious anyway).

“I don’t think you’ll enjoy playing with someone like me.” I said, coyly.

The men all smiled.

“Oh well, looks like we have a little sissy here! That’s a pleasant surprise!” the first man said. I wasn’t too surprised they had seen through my ruse; I don’t think my voice was quite there yet.

“If anything,” continued the second man, “we’ll have more fun with you! We love 'girls' with a little surprise!”

I smiled again. Those rugged, dirty, dad bod types were having some effect on me! I thought I’d only be attracted by the fit type, like Lucas, but it seems like the manly kind was my type too. All of them had strong exposed arms but also a bit of a belly, not to mention the five o’clock shave.

I know I could’ve just got on my knees right there and then, begging for their cocks. But my chest was pounding. I knew they wanted me - how could they not? - yet I wanted them to want me harder. So I came up with a plan.

“”How about we make this a challenge?” I asked, fine tuning my voice to find the right pitch.

“We love a challenge!” answered one of them. The others nodded in agreement.

They also slowly began fanning out, circling me like lions ready to pounce on their prey.

“If you can make me submit to you, I’m all yours. If not, well…then I’m free, of course!”

That seemed easy enough, right? But I was going to make sure they would have to fight for access to any of my holes!

“If we get you to submit to us, we can do anything to you?” The one in front of me asked. I nodded. “Anything?” He asked again.

“I’m all yours! You just have to catch me!” I answered, giving my consent.

“Deal!” the man in front said, extending his hand.

As I extended my own hand to shake his, I wondered if my plan was wise.

Sure, on one hand if they caught me, they’d be able to do anything - and as I hadn’t set any limits, only god knows what they were capable of. That could end badly for me! But on the other hand, their state of drunkenness could mean that I’d escape easily, which also meant no more fun. Worst/best case scenario, I get a bit of a cardio workout and have a story to tell!

'Fuck it', I thought.

I grabbed the man’s hand to shake and pulled him forwards, making him lose his balance, creating an opening for me to run right by him. The men weren’t expecting that at all!

Little did they know I was one of the fastest runners in my class, which would’ve made it easier to escape. But as I made a beeline for the trees, I realised how hard it was to run in heels! I could hear the men scrambling behind me, rushing in my direction.

The forest part of the park wasn't too dense and it was full of small clearings, which at night were quite well hidden from view by anyone walking on the footpaths. It was a great place for teens to make out at night, but thankfully today the park seemed quite empty.

As I ran, I felt my skirt rolling up, exposing my ass. I tried pulling it down a few times mid-stride, but found the effort to be hopeless as long as I continued running. I could also sense the buttplug moving inside of me, rubbing against my prostate with every step. It felt painful but also exciting!

Once I reached a clearing, I turned around to see how far away the men were.

My mistake was not breaking my pace, which resulted in me tripping over an exposed small tree root. I did try to correct my balance but ended up splayed on the ground, my skirt now a belt around my waist.

As I fumbled to get back up, I heard one of the men shout "Over here!".

He was just a couple of feet behind me.

To try and keep me down, the man dove towards me, grabbing my left leg as he hit the ground.

I began panicking, trying to get my right leg under myself to lift me up, but as I did he grabbed my panties with his other hand in an attempt to keep me down!

I could hear the other men approaching fast and looked back to the wolf holding me. He had a hungry smile on his face as he pulled my panties down to my knees, exposing the purple heart shaped stone on my hole and making my cock cage dangle.

The man had let go of my leg to grab the panties with both hands, seemingly unaware I wasn't going to give up that easily. I managed to get both my legs under me and extended them.

His hold on my panties made them slide all the way down to my ankles, which led me to get free of them as I managed to stand up and resumed my sprint forwards; sure, I was panty-less now, but better to lose them than to get fucked by 4 burly men!

Just in time too, for as I left the clearing towards the trees once more I could hear the other men catching up just in time to see my naked ass disappear.

That sight probably strengthened their resolve, as they then split up to try and flank me from the sides.

"C'mon lads! She's wearing a buttplug, so I'm sure she's gagging for some real cock!" shouted the man who had pinned me down.

I dodged in between the trees knowing I wasn't far from the park's exit at this point!

It was at this moment that I realised I never set an end-zone for this chase! If they wanted to, they could chase me all the way home! And with no one else there, I could end up becoming their slave for days! Fuck! I really didn't think this through!

But there was no time to worry about it. The part of me that didn't want to do this (the little bit of masculinity I had left) was trying to pull my skirt down again, while the other part of me that really wanted to do this all was trying to find ways for me to trip again.

In the end, it didn't really matter which part was going to have the final say: as I reached one of the last clearings before heading towards the park gates, I caught a glimpse out of the corner of my left eye of a man flying towards me.

He tackled me on my side, hurling me to the ground.

A second man appeared from my right, jumping onto my back, pinning me down and covering my body with his. He was way too heavy for me to lift him off.

I realised something else was poking me on my butt. Did he have an erection already?

"You're done, sissy! Submit!" he growled into my ear, as he grabbed my arms and held them behind my back.

I contemplated how to get out of this situation, until I saw the other two men approaching the clearing. They took a second to breathe and scan the area for any third party. It all seemed clear, so they turned their attention to me.

"Let me go!" I demanded, panic in my voice.

"You told us that if we caught you, we could do anything to you!" one of them said.

"Please…just…" I tried pleading while wiggling my body to try and get out of this situation.

As my body was rubbing against the ground, I then realised that my own little cocklet was super hard inside its cage. Was this turning me on too?

"A deal is a deal! You shook on it! You're not one to break a promise, are you?" another one reasoned.

Fuck, he was right. I did promise they could do anything to me. I thought to myself that if I just let them, maybe it would be over quickly. Men that age probably don't get enough pussy, so they might end up cumming fast!

"Fine!"

The men circled around me.

The guy on top let go of my arms and knelt between my legs. He grabbed my waist and pulled me up so I could be on all fours. He then put his hand on my inner thigh, moving it up underneath the skirt towards my cage, cupping my balls gently. His other hand moved the skirt up just enough so that my ass was exposed, then started playing with the base of the buttplug.

The three other men simultaneously unzipped their jeans, pulling their semi-erect cocks out.

Only the black man - I decided to call Charlie - felt like any clothing on himself was too much clothing, so he kicked off his boots, got out of his boxers and jeans, and took off his shirt to expose his big body. Charlie (like the others) was far from having a bodybuilder type, but it was clear that his apparent weight wasn't just fat but also strong muscles.

The other men didn't notice or care; they were all focusing on me. I don't think I've ever had people lust over me this much!

One of the guys (whom I'll call Adam) knelt beside me. He began playing with himself, his cock growing to about the same size as mine - around 6 inches - but slightly thicker and uncut. His pubes weren't shaven like Lucas' had been, but it wasn't an unruly mess either. As Adam was jerking himself, with his free hand he reached into my top, through the padded bra, and began playing with my nipples.

The third man (Brian) stood next to Charlie also playing with his meat, bringing it to an erection about an inch bigger than Adam, but sporting a nice thick head while having a slightly slimmer shaft.

All the while Charlie had grown to his full size while he was jerking himself off with one hand while playing with his own balls with the other. He had grown to a good 11 inches long and thick. It was also uncut and he was fully shaved, which made it look even bigger!

Why did I feel like drooling?

The only hammer I couldn't see was from the man kneeling behind me - whom I decided to call Dave - but I could tell he had also undone his zipper and pulled out his manhood, his other hand still pulling and then pushing the buttplug gently in.

Brian knelt on the other side of me, and with Adam's help, removed my backpack and tossed it to the side. Adam held me up while his friend removed my top and unhooked my bra. After they got me topless, Dave took off my shoes and removed my skirt, which with the exception of my socks, left me fully naked.

If someone were to arrive now, I'd be double fucked; not only was I in a very compromising position, I was also naked and caged! Any man would probably see that as an invitation, much like how these four men thought of me; to them, I was just a fuck doll to use.

The thought made my cock twitch in its cage. I was terrified, but absolutely loving this!

Adam and Brian went back to playing with themselves while also playing and twisting my nipples, caressing my balls, and gently yanking the cage.

At that moment, I felt Dave pull just enough on the buttplug so that my hole would be exposed, followed by the feeling of a warm gooey substance lathering around my ring. Did he just spit on my asshole?

I got a clear answer when I felt him rubbing the head of his cock against my ass crack. One hand spread my ass cheeks wide, while the other took a firm hold on the base of the purple heart base of the plug.

“Ready or not…” Dave said.

“Wait!” I tried saying, hoping to request him to remove the plug gently.

This moment would just serve to show how that these men didn’t care about how I felt; they just wanted a cum dumpster for the evening, and I was the hole that was available.

In one quick motion, Dave yanked the buttplug out making me emit a yelp like a dog who’s just had its tail stepped on. I didn’t even have time to breathe in before I felt  his cock head against my hole, forcing it past my ring.

Thankfully the plug had helped me stay loose enough so I could take him without damage, but his head was slightly thicker than the thickest part of the plug, and despite this I still felt like the air had been kicked out of me.

Dave wasted no time in forcing his cock deeper inside of me - a cock that was the second biggest one of the group, beat only by Charlie and his massive BBC! As his balls met my butt, my mouth remained open without any noise coming out.

Adam saw my open mouth as an invitation and waddled a few inches closer to me, placing his hand on my head and turning it towards his own erect penis.

He pushed it past my lips.

As it reached my tongue, I tried closing my mouth to breathe in, which to him felt like I was starting to suck him off.

Dave showed me no mercy as he was fucking me deep, holding me by the hips, his body slapping against mine, making my little caged clit swing back and forth with some precum already forming and leaking out.

I had to keep both hands on the ground to stabilise myself, while Adam held my head in place and began using my mouth as his own cock warmer.

Adam would insert his meat as far as he could, making me gag a few times. But despite the tears now running down my face, I felt empowered, loved, and wanted! Never had sex felt this good with a woman! And now, as a sissy, I felt like exploding in an orgasm! All of this without even touching my own dick! I missed out so much in life until now!

Dave’s cock entering me from behind felt so stiff and filled me up so nicely! The entering and nearly exiting from my sissy hole, plus the rubbing against my prostate, was driving me wild, making me moan loudly.

But with Adam inside of me, my moans came out muffled. And  because my throat muscles were spasming, it seemed to bring him quickly over the edge.

Adam had stopped fucking my mouth, choosing instead to remain still and let the movement of my body created by Dave’s pumping do all the action.

I could see him roll his eyes back, so I put my tongue to work and began licking his head, the salty taste of his precum in my mouth.

With two more pumps from Dave, Adam groaned loudly as the first spurt of warm jizz hit my tongue. I bobbed my head more to make sure I was milking every bit of his bitter yet delicious cummies!

Adam continued to deliver shot after shot of his man seed into my mouth to the point I could feel it overflowing from my lips. He pulled out his prick from my mouth and I extended my tongue to lick it clean, his batter now running down my lips and dripping down my chin onto the grass.

He looked down at me and smiled. I smiled back, giving him a wink as a “thank you”.

“This little bitch sure does love cum!” he said, rubbing his cock against my cheek to get the rest of the jizz onto my face, and then standing back up to give space for the next one.

One down, three to go!

◆◆◆

Anyone who would have ventured into the dark corners of the park that evening would have probably stumbled into a very sexy scene:

A sissy completely naked - except for her white and now stained knee high socks on all fours - with her pink chastity cage dangling below her, cum on her face from a man who now stood to her side, while a second man with his cock out took his position next to the sissy's face, a third man knelt behind her with his cock deep inside her hole, and finally a fourth man standing fully naked pleasuring his massive dick.

I could hear Dave’s breathing getting heavier behind me as he motioned towards Brian, who stopped playing with both himself and my nipples, got up, and stood in position behind Dave.

Dave had slowed down his pumping but had increased the strength of each pump. His hands were also holding my hips very tightly and his cock seemed to twitch inside of me.

I could feel every bump of every vein on his manhood, the strong head rubbing my prostate in all the right places. If he didn’t cum soon enough, I knew I would!

I looked up at Charlie to see him still standing there, pumping his own massive cock and playing with his juicy balls. I only realised I was licking my own lips at that sight when I felt Adams cum on my tongue. I had tried swallowing as much as I could, but there was still a fair amount of his seed on my lips, cheeks, and chin.

With a final pump, Dave removed his member entirely from me while making me moan from the sudden emptiness in my hole.

Thankfully the empty feeling didn’t last long at all as Brian immediately inserted his own manhood in one fell swoop. He didn’t feel as thick as Dave, but he did the best he could in picking up the speed and strength to exceed the previous cock.

Dave had waddled right beside me where Brian had been, and holding his dick, he aimed it at my face.

I barely had time to open my mouth and show my tongue as he jerked his erupting member onto me.

The first spurt was intense and made it all the way into the back of my throat, immediately making me gag.

Because I had closed my mouth and flinched, the second spurt hit me square on the nose and some in my eye. Dave quickly grabbed my head with one hand to hold me still and with the other pushed his meat right through my mouth, jerking himself off to release more cream into my semi-willing cock holster.

“Suck me off, sissy bitch!” he commanded.

I sucked and used my tongue to play with his dick, feeling that second round of cum filling me up. It was as warm as Adams, but not as bitter - rather saltier. It still felt good though, and I was happy that he was giving me cream!

I kept sucking as Brian continued to pound me like a rabbit, my moans becoming quick and high pitched. I had to be careful, as I was sounding very girlish and that could end up attracting more horny workers!

After a few more seconds, I could feel Dave beginning to soften a bit, at which point he withdrew his now clean tool from my mouth. A string of cum held on from his cockhead to my lips. He sat back on the ground to catch his breath, the string now broken and hanging from my lips down to my chin.

Finally, naked Charlie approached and knelt in front of me.

I instinctively opened up my mouth, forgetting to swallow Dave’s cum.

As it began spilling out of my lips, Charlie used his cock to scoop it up and smear it across my face, which by now was absolutely covered in baby batter.

He continued brushing my face with his enormous dick as I tried in vain to kiss it or have it in my mouth! I was so cock drunk at this point, I didn’t even see myself as a guy trying his best to suck a big black cock: I was just some sissy slut desperate to please men!

But Charlie was not having any of it; he just wanted to coat his own tool in his colleagues’ cum, as the head of his prick leaked precum onto my face.

He was teasing me!

And with Brian fucking me faster than anyone else so far, I was at the edge of an orgasm.

“Please…please!” I pleaded.

I didn’t know what I was pleading for. Was it to have Charlie’s cock in my mouth? Was it so Brian would continue fucking me? Was it so I would finally have an orgasm of my own? Was it so they would all just stop and let me go home?

Whatever it was, my pleas pushed Brian over the edge. He gave one final pump and held his member deep inside of me. I felt a warmness filling me from the inside.

It was the first time someone came inside of me, and it felt divine!

Brian shook as if having some sort of convulsion. Maybe he hadn’t cum in such a long time, maybe he was just loving having a little sissy to fuck. Whatever it was, he gave another slow pump to force the rest of his cream inside me.

He slowly withdrew his cock from me and I could feel some of the cum leaking out of my hole. The whole ordeal left me weak at the knees and I collapsed onto the ground. I was so close to cumming myself, but now the rhythm was lost!

I was in a world of my own and didn’t even notice that Charlie had stood up, walked beside me, and flipped me onto my back, kneeling between my spread legs.

As he lifted my legs to hold them under his arms, the blood rushed back to my brain bringing me back online.

I put my hands beside me so I could prop myself up enough to see my little pink cage and all the precum that had oozed out of me.

I could also see Charlie’s own dick, standing out straight like an arrow, hard as a nail, covered with his colleagues’ white cum contrasting with the dark colour of his own skin.

He bent my knees and inched closer, the head of that enormous beast disappearing under my cage as I felt it poking my own hole.

Charlie was big.

And thick.

I don’t think I was ready for that invasion, no matter how much I wanted it!

He just smiled, eager to have himself all the way inside of me.

I was deeply regretting my decision and wanted out. I didn’t care that I hadn’t had my orgasm yet, I just knew I didn’t want that thing to split me in two!

“No! Please…not that!” I began pleading as I tried to scamper back onto my feet.

“You cannot possibly think you can leave me like this!” Charlie answered, in a faux mocking way. “All others had their fun, so are you gonna really deny this old black man his pleasure after teasing him for so long?”

Adam and Dave made their way to me. Dave had already dressed back up and was holding up my panties to his nose, while Adam still had his deflated cock hanging out.

They both knelt next to my head.

Dave grabbed my left arm while Adam grabbed my right, pinning me down. I tried moving, but Charlie had gripped my legs so tightly under his arms, I really had no chance of getting away!

As he began inserting his cum-lubed head into my asshole, I opened my mouth to scream.

Sadly for me, Dave thought fast: he wiped my panties on my face to collect some of the cum and stuffed it in my mouth, just in time to muffle my pleading.

Charlie’s cock head began entering my hole, stretching it more than it had been stretched before. It was so hard and yet so lubed up that it didn’t take too long to get past my ring, but the pain made it feel like forever!

I tried struggling while moving my head to say “no”, but that only seemed to encourage Charlie to keep going. Part of me was thankful he wasn’t stopping because it just felt so good!

Thankfully, Charlie knew how big he was and decided to take it slow with me.

With only his mushroom head inside, he let it rest so my body would get used to the massive invasion. I could tell he just wanted to fuck me silly, but he was pacing himself for either my benefit or his own.

After what seemed like several minutes (but was probably just a few seconds), he continued to push as continued scuffling. I looked down to see every inch entering me, and while it felt like he was halfway in I could tell he wasn’t even a quarter of the way there!

As his cock began brushing up against my p-spot, all that pain and pleasure finally took its toll on my body.

I could feel my own balls contracting as my dicklet spasmed, a massive blob of cum finally coming out through the slit in the cage and being sprayed onto my belly. My whole body shook violently as the orgasm hit me with full force, but because of that I ended up impaling myself further onto Charlies’ cock, gobbling it up entirely, which made me spasm even more resulting in another spray of cum being shot out onto myself.

He, on the other hand, didn’t stop.

Charlie started removing his thick tool from me as I continued shaking from my ongoing orgasm, my eyes rolling as I attempted to lift my lower back and get him out of me as soon as possible.

I could feel the tip of his cock expanding my now sore hole as it exited, giving me one last cumshot - this time much less.

With my lower back up in the air, the cum on my tummy began sliding down towards my chest, some of the runnier blobs arriving at my neck.

As the orgasm subsided, so did my strength.

I collapsed back onto the ground, exhausted. Adam and Dave even let go of my arms.

I considered removing my cum soaked panties from my mouth but just didn’t have the energy to do so. I was more preoccupied with getting my breathing back to normal!

I was in heaven, for the second time today!

In my dazed and confused state, I didn’t realise that Charlie still hadn’t had his turn; he barely even started fucking me before I had my orgasm! Unfortunately for me, he knew that. By the time I had noticed it, he had begun poking my twitching hole with his dick again.

He entered me without fanfare at an already increased pace.

The pain of my sensitive prostate being prodded by that massive machine was intense, but my enjoyment of this had severely decreased at this point.

Once again I had to remind myself that I was just a collection of holes to be used and abused.

I looked to my side and saw Adam beating his meat which was again at full mast while he watched Charlie fuck me senseless. Maybe the cum on my face, the panties in my mouth, and the massive black cock inside me were the ingredients for his re-arousal.

I could’ve removed the panties from my mouth as the two men had let go of my arms, but Adam decided to do that for me as he continued pleasuring himself. He then wrapped my jizz and saliva soaked underwear around his own cock, and used that to masturbate while watching Charlie’s BBC entering me mercilessly.

I thought that watching him jerking off would distract me from my own pain, but Charlie decided to remove my legs from under his armpits and hold them together straight above his shoulders leaving my cage caught beneath my own thighs; this enabled him to gain a slight bit of extra leverage to enter me even further.

Although my hole was now stretched enough that it didn’t hurt, my prostate and clit were still sensitive, which resulted in me moaning with pleasure and pleading to stop at the same time.

But Charlie was a sadistic SOB and my cries only added more fuel to his passionate pumping of my recently de-virginised hole. His breathing was heavy and little sweat beads had formed on his chest and face, but his speed did not decrease.

I could feel the engorged veins of his cock rubbing my insides, the hefty girth filling me up, the bulbous head moving from the entrance to my cave, grinding my prostate, and reaching deep inside of me, his unshaven balls slapping against my butt.

My attention was brought back to Adam who was using my panties to polish his own dick; I could tell he was about to cum again as he approached until the tip of his manhood nearly touched my now parted lips.

Adam came again - a little less than last time - right into my mouth.

Because Charlie was still violently stuffing me with his hose, only some of Adams cum reached my tongue, the rest getting shot onto my lips and cheeks.

He continued to squeeze the rest of his cream onto my face and then wiped his cock clean with my panties, tossing them aside when getting up.

I guess getting drenched in that warm cum was turning some switch in me; the thought of servicing these men and bringing them pleasure just felt so right!

My moans of pain were slowly changing into moans of pleasure again, which - from today’s experience - wasn’t ideal as I knew I wouldn’t be able to cum again before Charlie did. My orgasm would take several more minutes to build up, and no way he was going to last that long!

As my legs were trapping my caged clit and balls underneath me, the strain felt like someone was holding them tightly. This was starting to feel good again!

Sadly, the feeling was about to be cut short.

I could feel Charlie’s body straining as he slowed down ever so slightly, his cock beginning to pulse inside of me.

Charlie let out a loud groan of pleasure.

For the second time today, I felt warm cum flooding my insides! It almost felt like it was several gallons worth of it - and that was only the first spurt!

As the second jet of cum came out, Charlie quickly pulled his dick out from me. The speed at which this happened made me open my mouth to scream in pain, but no sound had any time to leave my lungs; a jet of his batter flew towards my face and into my mouth, hitting the back of my throat, drowning out any noise I was about to make.

I’m sure it was unintentional, but fuck me that was some aiming!

Just as quickly as he removed it, Charlie inserted his exploding tool back into my hole again, reaching halfway through before spilling more of his jizz inside of me.

I began coughing violently due to the previous shot hitting me in the throat, which meant my whole body was spasming - including the muscles in my rectum and my asshole, trapping Charlie’s cock inside me and massaging it until I several more bursts of his cream filled me up.

His cock was still inside as my coughing finally subsided.

He kept it there as he caught his breath.

The other men began applauding and cheering Charlie.

He had motioned to Brian, who bent down to pick something off the ground. He cleaned it on his shirt and gave it to Charlie, who was still holding my legs in the air with one hand. It was my buttplug!

Charlie then offered me the plug, bringing it to my mouth.

As I parted my lips, he rubbed it against my cheeks and chin to collect as much semen as he could, inserting it into my mouth for me to lick it clean.

He pulled it out, somewhat displeased. What had I done?

Charlie rubbed it on my face again and also my chest, coating it once more with all the men’s jizz, ensuring the plug was evenly glazed.

Suddenly he lifted my legs even higher into the air, making his still semi erect cock pull out of me, giving me a shock!

I could feel the cum inside of me briefly being expelled from my butt, yet the feeling didn’t last long at all.

Quickly, he inserted the cum coated buttplug back into my hole as if corking a bottle - a bottle full of semen! Thankfully my hole was already well stretched, so the sudden shock of it entering me again didn’t give me much of a reaction, but as it slipped in I still let out a bit of a moan.

I remained lying there for a bit while Charlie got up and began dressing himself.

My little clit was still twitching in its cage.

I felt Brian and Dave grab me under the arms from behind, pulling me to my feet.

The jizz on my face and body began dripping down.

My socks - the only clothing I still had on - were stained with dirt and fluids. I felt like a complete mess and wanted to clean myself up, but with what?

Adam walked up to me and gave my clothes and purse back in a bundle. As I grabbed it, he slapped me on the butt.

“You’re a sexy sissy. Hopefully we run into you again soon!” he said as he walked away.

Brian and Dave also slapped me on the ass as they passed me by.

Charlie, on the other hand, stood beside me, grabbed my butt firmly with one hand, and cupped my balls firmly with the other, his face inches away from mine.

I closed my eyes.

He then proceeded to take a long lick off my cum covered cheek.

I opened my eyes.

Charlie swallowed it.

I closed my eyes again.

My legs trembled.

“Address?” he asked with a firm, hoarse tone into my ear.

Without opening my eyes, I gave him my full address without even thinking.

To thank me, he gave me a peck on the cheek and let go of my butt and balls.

What the fuck was I doing?

And what the fuck was he going to do?

Was he going to come over tonight? Or another night? Or even during the day? My parents are still travelling, so I’m alone for most of the time!

Shit! So many questions!

I opened my eyes to try and ask him why he wanted my address, but he was already gone - not that it mattered; I’d surely find out eventually.

Adam, Brian, Charlie, and Dave - the men who had fucked me so well in my first even gang bang - had disappeared into the night.

◆◆◆

I looked at my hands, holding my clothes.

I knew my choices were to put them on and walk home, or use my clothes to clean myself up - but then I’d have to walk home naked in just my socks and with my pink cage dangling around. That was not an option as the road from the park to my place would be well illuminated and there would certainly be cars still driving at this time.

I put on the padded bra like Sarah taught me and it immediately got wet with all the flowing creamy delight.

I considered using my panties to wipe myself off and toss them away, until I thought of what  Sarah would say if I got rid of the panties she had just got me; so I decided to use them to wipe myself down, but then put them back on until I got home to wash all my clothes.

Before wiping myself, I fished my phone from my purse and opened the camera; surely Sarah would want to see what she had made me do, so the best way was to gather evidence. Maybe I should’ve asked the men to film me? Anyway, it was too late for that.

I took a few selfies, trying my best to pull off sexy faces as cum dripped from my nose and chin.

I tried duck face, then biting my lower lip, and finished with a few of me licking my lips, scooping up some of that white jizz, and swallowing it.

I looked back at the pics and found them to be very sexy; Mistress is gonna love these!

I finished wiping myself as best I could with the panties and they ended up absolutely drenched! I managed to put them on, not thinking to remove the socks before I did so.

I got into my skirt and pulled the top over me, then proceeded to get my low heels on my feet and strapped the purse to my back which once again made my chest puff out.

As I began walking to leave the clearing, I could feel the cum dripping from my panties. It was only a few drops at a time, but anyone paying enough attention would see it happening.

The buttplug felt more apparent as I slowly took one step after another, feeling it rub against my prostate again.

Thankfully no one really noticed me on the rest of the way home - and just as well too, as the exhaustion began creeping in after such a long day of strenuous activities. I wouldn’t have enough energy to either service another cock! Or run away from it!

Locking the door behind me, I went straight to my bedroom.

I kicked off the heels, removed the socks, slipped out of my top and skirt, unclasped the bra, and threw it all to the corner of my room.

My plan was to go take a shower to remove all the now dried up jizz from my body, as well as to take out the buttplug still keeping all that sperm inside of me.

But my body wasn’t having any of it. I was spent.

I collapsed on my bed, naked except the cage and the plug.

I was in dream land before my head touched the pillow.

I was one happy sissy!


Chapter 7

Relief

It wasn't uncommon for me to have sex dreams: dreams in which I ploughed some sexy girl, my cock entering her in all holes until finally I would cum deep inside of her.

What was unusual is to have sex dreams in which I was that girl, getting fucked silly, jizz splattering across my face.

And tonight I had several of those dreams, so of course I woke up horny.

While usually that meant that I could just grab my own meat and start beating it, the cage Sarah had put around my tool made that an impossible endeavour.

I forced myself to get up and head to the bathroom to clean up - and finally remove that buttplug that had been in me all night, probably contributing to my state of arousal as it had rubbed against my p-spot all night.

After removing it, cleaning it, and then thoroughly cleaning myself in the shower, I went back to my room wrapped in my towel.

I grabbed all the clothes from last night and put them in the wash.

Thankfully it was a nice warm day, so I could just spend it walking naked around the house.

While in the laundry room, my phone began ringing with notifications from Sarah asking for proof that I had kept the buttplug in me.

I grabbed my phone, ran to the bathroom to grab the buttplug, and squatted right there.

Holding the plug, I first inserted it in my mouth in an attempt to get it coated with enough saliva, as well as to heat it up a bit. I then put my arm around my back and began poking my hole. It was still cold!

A text popped up:

“You have 10 seconds to comply with a picture, or I’m keeping you locked up for a week!”

I took a deep breath and pushed the plug past my sphincter until my body did the rest by swallowing it until only the purple rose was visible.

My toes curled, but I quickly opened the camera app on my phone and snapped a pic.

“Good girl!” she texted back in about a second.

A smile crept across my face.

I went back to my bed, lying on my tummy with my cage extended to the back between my legs.

I decided to tell her what happened the night before in the park.

As predicted, she seemed to enjoy my retelling of what had transpired. I also sent the pics of my face covered in cum which delighted her to no end.

“I’m so proud of you, Chloe! You’re growing so fast as a sissy! You advanced more than any other sissy I’ve ever had! Just goes to show I knew you were one all along!” she texted back.

‘More than any other sissy I’ve had’? What did she mean by that? I was curious to know, but held back in asking her knowing she might not like to talk about it just yet.

As I told the story, I could feel the horniness building up in me again, my dicklet twitching in its cage.

I began pulling on the buttplug and then pressing it in further.

I tried playing with different speeds and strengths, yet it didn’t quite feel like an actual cock. I kept at it for a while, turning on my side for better access while keeping my clit tucked between my legs. But soon enough my arms were getting tired.

“Mistress, I’m horny!” I texted her.

“Well, it’s your lucky day then!” she texted back. “I’m coming over. Need to bring some stuff for your new life too”.

The whole “new life” idea made my tummy feel odd. I wasn’t sure if it was anxiety or happiness. Only one way to find out!

As my girly clothes were still drying, I decided to remain naked while I pranced around the house. It was a nice feeling with that hefty plug inside of me. I even bent over in front of a mirror to take some pics of the purple heart stone on my butt.

In retrospect, I should’ve maybe drawn the curtains as I practised walking in heels like a lady, swinging my hips, acting as feminine as I could. But how was I to know there was a pair of eyes watching me from the bushes in our garden?

I was practising bending over to pick things from the floor like a girl would do, bending at the hips, knees straight, butt out, when I heard Sarah’s car pull into the driveway.

I also heard something moving outside, the sound of something (or someone) getting caught off guard and having to hide.

I intended on checking it out, but Sarah had burst through the front door distracting me.

“Well look at you, prancing around naked like a bitch in heat!” she exclaimed as she watched me completely nude, wearing only the heels, my pink cage, and the buttplug.

She on the other hand was wearing a white long sleeved crop top that covered her shoulders and arms, but exposed her ribcage and tummy. It also had a very low neckline, exposing her cleavage.

The white material was thin and tight enough to show that she wasn’t wearing a bra.

God, those perky tits really stood by themselves!

I could also tell she had on her the necklace with the key to my cage, despite the key itself being hidden between her boobs.

Her legs were barely covered as she sported dark blue running shorts that seemed very loose and barely made it past her butt, leaving a bit of the bottom part of the cheeks exposed.

As she walked towards my room I could tell she had a black g-string on as it peeked slightly above her shorts. The feet were covered by dark brown toe sandals, the blonde curls of her hair bouncing with each step.

I followed immediately behind her, just watching that beautiful ass sway from one side to the other.

She carried a big fabric bag on her shoulder, putting it down on my bed and turning around to face me, scanning me from head to toe.

“Before we dress you up in today's clothes, we need to do some grooming. Men don’t like hairy sissies, so those pubes must go and your whole body should be as smooth as my ass!”

“Yes Mistress, I’ll do that right away” I said as I turned towards the bathroom.

I didn’t expect her to follow me as this would be something I imagine I would do in private.

But privacy wasn’t part of her deal.

Over the next hour Sarah guided and taught me how to shave my body and how to keep it smooth with creams she had brought. She also helped get some makeup on my face, telling me how she was “enhancing my feminine features”. A week ago, I would have thought she was just being mean; but now, I felt praised for it. This made me happy!

Once we were finished and had gone back to my room, Sarah began rummaging through her bag, pulling out all the clothes and laying them out nicely. She had also brought several toys to play with, which made me excited!

Looks like I’d have enough to get me off while I was locked up in this cage as all of them were some variation of an anal toy.

As I stood there, she began separating my outfit for the day and helped me get dressed.

We started with a baby pink g-string that once fitted, propped up my balls and cage in front and dug into my asscrack in the back. Next was the fishnet stockings with matching colour which went all the way up my thighs, resting just below the line of my butt. Then it was time for a black, body tight, low rise, micro skirt that had a cut on both sides to expose even more of my legs. Sarah adjusted it so that the string of the panties was just underneath the band of the skirt. The skirt was once again so tiny it would become a belt if I sat down!

She also dug out a pair of fake silicone breasts - smaller than hers, but bigger than my nothing. They wrapped around so that, when worn with a tube top, no strap would be visible on my shoulders.

And speaking of tube top, that’s what she had picked out for me: a bright pink one that covered only my chest, exposing my shoulders and tummy.

When all was done, I got into my heels and checked myself out in the mirror.

How was it that I looked so slutty, yet I never had seen Sarah wear anything like this? I looked like a cock hungry whore! But then again, maybe that was her intention.

Sarah pulled out her phone and got me to pose for a few pictures.

“This will do nicely for tonight!” she said while flicking through the pics.

I looked quizzically at her, but she just brushed me off.

“Now, to solve for the horny part of the equation. Grab your laptop!” she ordered as she motioned me to lie with her on the bed.

I removed my heels and sat next to her, handing over the laptop which she placed on her lap.

Of course my skirt rode up all the way, exposing my panties and the bulge of the cage behind it. Sarah didn’t seem to care at all.

She opened the browser and began typing in the address of a porn tube site - which of course, the browser filled in the very well known address, giving myself away. Sarah smirked and then used the site's search option to find some specific videos - all of them related to sissies and sissification!

The first one she loaded was of a dominatrix fucking a boy from behind with a massive black strap-on dildo. You could tell that the sissy was in pain, given the tears running down her cheek, but at the same time she was moaning in pleasure. The dominatrix also seemed to be having a lot of fun, smacking her sissies butt with every deep penetration of that huge latex cock. Unlike me though, the sissy didn’t have her clit caged up; rather it just swung there, deflated.

Sarah began playing with her nipples over her crop top, rubbing and pinching them while watching the scene unfold.

The whole situation was turning me on, my dicklet coming alive, straining under the constraints of the plastic pink cage holding it in.

I decided to imitate her by rubbing my own nipples - but because of the fake tits I had on, I had to resort to putting my hands under the tube top and directly onto my breasts.

In the video, the domme was packing up the pace, until the sissy let out one final long moan and squirted her cum onto the floor. With the strap-on still inside, the dominatrix commanded her girl to lick up the mess she made.

That looked fun!

Once that video ended, Sarah selected another one.

This one was a beautiful sissy, wearing a sexy maid costume with no panties, lying on her back on a sofa, sporting a bigger erection than I could hope to have. On top of her, a fit man that looked much like Lucas, held her legs up high as he shoved his cock inside her. The blonde sissy laughed and moaned with pleasure following each pump.

Sarah put the laptop on the bed between us, pulled her shorts down to her feet - exposing the black g-string I correctly guessed she had on - holding it to one side to expose her pussy, while the other hand began touching herself, not looking away from the laptop for a second.

It was like I wasn’t even there!

I, on the other hand, decided to pull my own g-string to the side to reveal my cage. I placed one hand on my own balls while I pressed a finger of my other hand against my perineum, massaging it thoroughly.

It didn’t feel as good as actually playing with my own dick, but given the limitations it would have to do.

I found myself dividing my attention between the video and Sarah vigorously rubbing herself off, although I was probably more interested in her wet pussy.

As her moans increased, she let go of the g-string to focus on rubbing her nipples, this time going under the crop top. This made me move my finger further down, now rubbing the buttplug and putting pressure on it as I humped the air to try and get some feeling either on my prostate or my clit.

Although Sarah was nearing orgasm, she stopped pleasuring herself.

She got up without uttering a word, pulled her panties completely off, knelt in between my legs, grabbed the key hanging between her tits, pulled it off, grabbed my balls, and unlocked my cage, tossing it aside.

It took less than a second and my dick was free!

My blood rushed downwards to fill up my erection as much as it could.

Was it just me, or did I seem slightly smaller than before?

The thought quickly vanished, replaced with what happened next:

With her mouth open, Sarah bowed down and put my growing penis in her mouth! The warm moistness of her tongue danced around my whole cock, covering it in her saliva.

I couldn’t believe my eyes: my best friend was finally sucking me off!

She placed her hands on my thighs as she began bobbing her head, using her lips as a fleshlight for my dick. Either she didn’t have a gag reflex, or I was smaller than what she was used to, but it didn’t matter to me; the only thing that mattered was that she was finally giving me the blowjob I had yearned for!

I could feel the pressure starting to build up in me as my breathing got heavier and faster. I wondered if I would have to let her know I was about to cum, but a part of me just wanted to surprise her with a mouthful of my semen. I was in heaven!

Sadly, she must’ve noticed I was getting close.

Sarah stopped sucking me and reclined back, spreading her knees and exposing her kitty. Lifting her top just above her tits, she grabbed the left one with one hand and got back to rubbing her clit with her other hand.

I wanted to cum so bad, but it wouldn’t be the same if I used my hands when her twat was right there! Orgasming was the only thing on my mind right now, so I took the decision to just masturbate myself to completion.

As I reached for my own erection, now covered in her saliva, Sarah let go of her tit and swatted my hand away. She had a stern look on her face, but didn’t stop pleasuring herself.

“Don’t… you…. dare!” she said in between moans. “You… only... cum…when I… tell you to”.

So I had to just lay there, watching her bring herself off, my cock still hard and begging for attention.

It turns out that she wasn’t just denying me an orgasm, but also denying herself as she stopped touching herself just before she came. Sarah grabbed my tool again with one hand, bent forward, and began licking the head and shaft while jerking me off, all the while maintaining eye contact.

Her tongue was masterfully wrapped around the head, going under it, licking it gently and slowly and then going faster. She then held my dick against my belly so that my taint was available for her to do some tongue magic to it. The closeness of her mouth to my little hole was maddening! She then went on to my balls, putting each one in her mouth to suck on it for a while, then going back to licking them.

Her final move was to slowly lick up the underside of my shaft, reaching the tip, then opening her mouth and deepthroating me.

Fuck, that felt amazing! Plus I felt like I was also getting a masterclass in sucking dick, which could be handy in the near future!

Once again I was close to exploding, and once again she could tell just in time to stop completely and deny me my closure.

But instead of reclining back, she got on her knees and shuffled herself up to my hips. Her slit was directly above my hard-on! I couldn’t believe my luck! Was I about to finally fuck her? And would she allow me to cum inside of her? My smile was big and my happiness was immeasurable!

Yet she remained there, her pussy less than an inch from my head, one hand back to playing with her nipples and the other one rubbing her clit vigorously.

I just wanted to grab her hips and impale her on myself, filling her up with my jizz! But I knew that as soon as I moved to hold her, she would stop immediately. I just had to let it play all out the way she wanted it.

As her moans grew louder and her eyes began rolling back, she inched back down ever so slightly, making the tip of my cock contact her wet folds. Her gentle up and down movements made her pussy rub against the head, and with every motion I got closer and closer to entering her.

My dick finally started poking her hole, and if she just kept on going for a few more seconds I would finally be inside her - my dream would come true!

Unfortunately, it was not meant to be.

Sarah finally reached her point; her orgasm made her squeeze her legs tight, which in turn kept her body away from mine.

Fuck!! I was so close!!

Her body continued to convulse for several moments, after which she fell over sideways to lie next to me, fully satisfied and with a smile on her face.

I was distraught at not getting my way, which she could tell from looking at my face. My lifelong wish of fucking her had passed me by. I felt sad.

“Ohh my little sissy!” She cooed, making fun of my pouting. “You didn’t get to cum, did you?”

I shook my head.

“Mistress is going to be nice to you though, because I am just that nice. I will give you 30 seconds to pleasure yourself however you want. After that time has passed, we need to have that little clit of yours back in its cage so you don’t get any ideas!”

Thirty seconds? And she’s not even going to help? For how long is she planning on keeping me caged?

I had so many questions, but the clock was already ticking.

Shit, I had to cum fast or I would have to resort to having anal orgasms again! Not that they were necessarily bad, but after finally being allowed to use my own cock, I knew I had missed that feeling of having it jerked off.

“Twenty seconds!” Sarah said, snapping me back into reality.

I grabbed my own shaft and began vigorously beating my meat.

I was doing it at maximum speed thinking it would make me reach my O faster, forgetting that sometimes slow and steady wins the race. If anything, it felt more painful this way than if I had done it any other way!

“Time!”

Fuck! I was nearly there! Two more seconds!

“I said TIME, you bitch!” she shouted, slapping my hand away and giving me a fright.

Sarah was angry at me not having stopped immediately, and that wasn’t good.

With one hand she grabbed the cage lying right beside me, while the other went straight to my balls. Unfortunately she wasn’t attempting to help me complete the challenge, rather she squeezed them tight, making pain signals rush up my spine towards my brain which cut any blood flow to my penis.

She forcibly put the cage around my slowly deflating clit, squeezing it in a non-pleasurable way, clicking it into place.

While I felt like I had blue balls at that point, the colour was most definitely red.

“For misbehaving, you’ll remain locked for 5 days now! And if you try any funny business again without my permission, that time will be extended. Are we clear?” she asked angrily.

I lowered my head, avoiding contact with her enraged eyes.

“Yes, Mistress.” 

Sarah got off the bed and put her panties and shorts back on, as well as adjusting her crop top to hide her boobs again.

She walked towards the mirror in the corner of my room to check out her hair while I adjusted my own g-string around my caged cocklet and attempted pulling down my micro skirt with little to no success.

Suddenly, Sarah let out a surprised scream:

“Who the fuck are you?”

I looked at her and then at the direction she was looking at.

Just outside my window stood a man who had been watching me all day through the bushes, jerking himself off while watching us both play.

He made no effort to run away.

He just stood there and smiled, while I sat there in shock and barely managed to blurt out a question:

“Charlie?”


Chapter 8

Peeping Tom

“Charlie?” I asked in disbelief looking at the man standing just outside my window with a grin on his face.

Of course that wasn’t his real name, but none of us cared. I was too in shock to stop and ask what his actual name was. Or even what he was doing over there.

I mean, I knew what he was doing: after all, I was lying on my bed wearing a bright pink tube top that wrapped around the fake silicone breasts I had on, a black tight micro skirt that was not covering my baby pink g-string holding my caged clitty, not to mention the pink fishnet stockings that rode up to just below the line of my butt.

And Charlie had most certainly seen me getting blown by Sarah, as well as her having an orgasm and denying me my own; he was peeping and touching himself!

Sarah turned to me, surprised I knew who he was.

“The black man from yesterday?” she asked.

I nodded. Her surprise turned into a smile as she turned back to him.

“Well, well, well! Have you enjoyed the show?” She asked him directly. He simply nodded. “Why not join us then? Chloe here has told me about…you. It got me curious…”

Charlie held onto the window frame and pulled himself through, landing inside my bedroom. I knew I shouldn’t have given him my address!

Charlie was wearing a white tank top which had been a bit stained and dirty from hiding in the bushes, his shoulders and arms exposed, contrasting beautifully with the colour of his body. He also wore dark grey loose slacks, but it seemed like he had no underwear on as the outline of his erection in his pants was very clear.

Sarah had also noticed it, and that seemed to turn her on as she bit her lip while looking at his engorged crotch.

This didn’t go unnoticed by Charlie, who now had a beautiful red headed white girl at arm's length.

I admit I felt a bit jealous; after all, I was dressed like a very sexy slut, and while Sarah wasn’t someone you’d ignore, she was still dressed fairly conservatively compared to me right now!

Charlie licked his lips and took one step towards her.

Sarah took two steps back.

He took one more.

She backed herself against the wall.

I just remained there on the bed, watching it all unfold.

Sure, if Sarah would have looked at me in a panicked state, I might have done something. But she was looking at him with lust in her eyes, a flirtatious smile across her lips.

Charlie grabbed her hips with both hands as he took another step to be face to face with her. Well, more like chest to face, seeing as he was considerably taller.

He leaned in for a kiss.

She returned it, placing her hands on his chest.

They were frenching each other.

What the fuck was happening? Was she just that easy?

But then I realised why she was so easy: Charlie was rubbing his crotch against her, his massive erection poking into her belly. I'd be kissing him too just to feel that!

As they continued kissing, Charlie’s hands moved from her hips to just under her butt. He was bending slightly over her, so he grabbed her buttocks firmly and pulled them up towards him without removing his tongue from her mouth.

Sarah gave a little muffled surprised yelp and grabbed a hold of his neck while crossing her legs around his lower back.

His cock was straining the loose slacks, rubbing against her covered pussy. If they were naked, he’d have to just let her drop slightly to impale her.

While this was happening, I felt a stirring in my own loins; a mix of what was happening right now and the memories of yesterday was getting me all worked up.

All that cum that was stored in my balls, unable to relieve myself while I was free just moments ago, made me feel like my junk was going to explode soon.

Thankfully Sarah hadn’t forgotten about me. She broke up the kiss with Charlie and let herself down, his manhood pressing up against her shorts for a moment.

“Chloe, come here!” she ordered. “Help this poor man out of his clothes like a good sissy servant that you are. A man like this shouldn’t be doing such menial tasks.”

Sarah walked towards her bedside drawer and began fidgeting with something inside it.

I stood up beside the bed and Charlie walked towards me.

I looked into his eyes, making him crack a smile, which I could only describe as “horny”.

I chose to avert my gaze so he would know I’m just a beta boy, a submissive sissy to his Dominant self.

I grabbed the bottom hem of his shirt and pulled it over his head, his arms extending up to help me.

Being just a few inches away from him, I could smell his manly odour - the smell of a man that gets things done. I wanted to put my hands on his chest and kiss him just like Sarah did, but I know she would have punished me for it.

As I grabbed the band of Charlie’s dark grey slacks, he put one hand on my shoulder and applied a very gentle pressure.

I knew what that meant.

I got onto my knees and slowly pulled his pants down.

His penis was caught on the elastic band, bending it down as I went over it. Once over, his cock was free and sprung back up, nearly slapping me on the chin.

It was an inch from my mouth, and it looked yummy!

“Well, what are you waiting for? An invitation?” Sarah asked from behind me. “You should know better, sissy!”

“Yes Mistress. Sorry Mistress.” I looked Charlie in the eyes, made my best impression of pleading kitten eyes, and asked: “May I please suck your cock, Sir?”

Charlie just smiled and nodded slightly. It was all the consent I needed.

I opened my mouth wide, stuck out my tongue, and began licking the head of that delicious black 11 inch dick.

He closed his eyes and put one hand on my head, grabbing a handful of my hair. As I closed my lips around him, he pulled my hair ever so gently. I let him slide in me as much as I could bare without gagging, which wasn’t too far on his big tool. Slowly, I started fucking his cock with my lips, drool already pooling in my mouth.

I used the same techniques I had learnt from feeling Sarah suck me off just moments ago, and Charlie seemed to like it as much as I had.

While I was knelt there, blowing Charlie for the second time in less than 24 hours, I noticed Sarah standing beside me just barely in my field of vision. She bent over and put one hand between my butt cheeks. With one finger she pulled my panties to the side, as two very wet fingers pressed up against my hole.

She was lubing me up!

Would I get to be fucked by Charlie? My heart was pounding at the prospect!

Sarah coated my boy pussy from the outside, then forced two fingers in, making me jerk forward and swallowing more of Charlie’s dick.

Of course I gagged, but he tightened his grip around me. I guess sooner or later I would have to learn how to deep throat!

“Enough! Get back on the bed and remove those panties!” Sarah ordered.

I did as I was told; I took my mouth off his cock - a rope of saliva extending from his head to my lips - and got on the edge of the bed, removing my panties. I then lifted my legs up in the air, presenting my entrance to him.

But Sarah had a different idea.

Sarah knelt in front of my exposed hole and showed me what she was holding: it was a skin-coloured vibrating dildo, about 10 inches long and just as thick as Charlie's own real life toy, textured like a real cock complete with balls on its base.

"You will play with this, Chloe, and watch me play with the real thing." she said, slowly inserting the dildo into me.

I took a deep breath as I felt the head of the dildo pass my ring, and grabbed my knees to pull them closer to my chest, opening my hole more.

Charlie stood to Sarah's side, watching, playing slowly with his own cock.

She was pushing it in as far as it would fit and I felt the vibrator reach my prostate.

I let out a moan of pleasure.

She stopped at that point.

I heard a click.

Well, I "felt" the click.

Sarah had turned on the vibrator.

Not only did the dildo vibrate, the head also bent up and down, making it feel like an electrified finger massaging my prostate.

I let out another moan.

Sarah got back on her feet, still standing in front of me. She put both hands around the waistband of her shorts and, while bending at the waist, pulled them down together with her panties.

Without changing positions, she put her hands on the bed for support and wiggled her butt.

Charlie knew what to do.

I watched him get into position behind her as she spread her legs.

Holding his cock, he began rubbing it against her pussy to get it wet with her juices.

I could tell he had put the head against her opening and began pressing up against her because Sarah moved an inch forward.

As his dick entered her, Sarah opened her mouth in a surprised reaction; I don't think she was expecting it to feel that big! But as it continued penetrating her, Charlie grabbed her hips and lifted them so she would be better aligned with his crotch, leaving her standing on her toes.

Once he reached the base, Sarah finally let out a long drawn moan.

All the while the vibrator in my butt slowly inched me over the edge but without giving me that final push. I felt so much cum stored in my balls, for a moment I was afraid that the pressure would make my little caged clit explode!

Charlie picked up the pace as he fucked Sarah in front of me, her moans synchronising with his pumping, her body bouncing back and forth as he went stronger and deeper into her, his balls slapping against her butt.

In her ecstasy, she put her hand on the base of my dildo and sharply pressed it further into me, making me yelp in surprise. I could swear she had also turned up the vibration and motion of it, as it was buzzing violently against my insides!

As he fucked her hard, he grabbed her hair and pulled it back.

Sarah straightened as best as she could and tried to remove her top, a feat made difficult by the non-stop pounding she was getting. But as she got it over her head, Charlie grabbed one of her tits with his free hand.

His massive cock was definitely rubbing her insides in all the right spots as her eyes rolled back and she began giving him orders:

"Yes! Yes! Pull my hair! Pound me harder! Get that cock deep inside of me!"

She put one hand in between her legs and attempted to rub her clit violently, trying to get herself off. Her moans increased in volume as she got ever so closer to her orgasm. Charlie's chest had beads of sweat rolling down - he was clearly exhausted but wasn't going to stop until either or both of them came.

And then it happened: Sarah opened her mouth wide, put her hands around Charlie to grab his ass cheeks, pulling him towards her and holding him deep inside her pussy, as he wrapped his arms around her waist and pulled her closer into him, lifting her off her feet.

Her body began convulsing violently in a massive orgasm as air finally made it out of her lungs in a drawn out moan.

Charlie took the opportunity to catch his breath, and when she finally let go of his butt and almost collapsed onto the bed, he began slowly pumping her again with that delicious cock.

Barely conscious, Sarah managed to extend her hand and touch the base of the vibrator in me, turning up the dial to the maximum amount.

The difference between the previous setting and the new one was severe! It felt like it was trying to make my whole body vibrate! I instinctively let go of my legs and extended them onto the bed, putting my arms beside my body and trying to prop myself off the bed.

Given my lack of strength from all the days fucking, the only thing that happened was me impaling myself further onto the dildo.

It was rubbing my prostate with vigour, and at this point I found myself frozen, unable to move, grabbing the sheets of the bed and closing my legs tightly. And because the cage was still around my little clit, it forced my balls above my thighs, putting more pressure on them.

Charlie in the meantime began slow but strong pumps into Sarah, his grunting getting ever louder, a clear sign that he was about to burst.

He wasn't the only one!

"Cum for me!" Sarah begged in between moans, still riding the wave or her orgasm. I didn't know if she was telling me or him, but my guess was that she meant it for both of us.

My own moans became louder as I was reaching my own boiling point. Sarah stretched out and grabbed me by balls, tugging at them.

That was it for me!

I felt my cummies rising from inside my balls, making its way down my tiny confined cock, finally exiting through the little slit. It wasn't an explosion like I expected, but it was a long, drawn out trickle of white cream spurting out the cage onto my balls and Sarah's hand.

When she let go and brought her hand to her mouth, I knew I was about to have a second wave of jizz coming.

She looked me in the eyes and licked my cum off the back of her hand.

Another trickle of the white stuff came out of my clit.

The whole scene must've been what Charlie needed to finally get off; he gave one final pump, held Sarah firmly by the waist, pressing her against his body, and let out a guttural groan as his own seed filled her up inside.

"Ohhh yes baby! Cum inside of me! Cum inside your bitch! Fill me up!" she screamed.

Sarah really was a bottom, but only for guys she thought deserved her. Her attitude towards him fucking her was completely opposite of her attitude towards me!

But I couldn't care less: I had finally orgasmed, and I was in heaven!

But the feeling didn't last long: the vibrator was still working at full power inside of me, my insides now super sensitive, and the bliss feeling transformed slowly into pain again.

I wanted to move myself to get it out of me, but I had less strength than before, wasted from my own orgasm.

The ache was getting stronger by the second.

Charlie had pulled out from her and walked around the bed to where my head was.

He held his cum and juice covered cock just above my mouth.

I opened wide and stuck out my tongue, offering to clean him off.

He inserted his still surprisingly hard meat in me and I began sucking off that mixture of liquids, savouring the mixed taste of his cum and Sarah's juices. It was indescribable! For a moment I even forgot my own pain!

My tongue swirled around his member and I swallowed all the juices. He then would take his cock out and wipe it against my face, some of the mixture now spreading on my cheeks. Once I had licked him clean, he moved away to the corner of the room and began getting dressed.

I was again made aware by that dildo still inside of me, and tried lifting my legs up so I could reach under and pull it out. But Sarah - who had been watching me suck on Charlie's dick while remaining half bent over the bed - had other ideas:

On all fours, she climbed on top of me, and as her face reached mine, she turned her body around so that her pussy was just above my mouth. Charlie's white cum was dripping out of her pussy, a streak already leaking down her leg.

Sarah turned her head towards me:

"I want you to lick all of that alpha male cum out of me and swallow it all. I want my pussy nice and clean. Are we clear?"

I nodded. She began lowering her body towards my face as I stuck my tongue out to touch her lower lips.

As my tongue made contact with the jizz coating her vulva, Sarah lowered her upper body onto my lower body, her tits making contact with my cum soaked belly and cage.

The weight also meant the vibrator inside of me was going deeper in. The pain was getting unbearable!

I tried asking her to get off or to at least turn the vibrations to a lower setting, but my mouth was muffled by her soaked pussy. Every time I tried to say something, Sarah would wiggle her butt and put more weight onto my head, making my tongue go in further. I could tell she was loving my struggle!

I figured that if I licked all that cream out of her cunt, she’d get off me and remove the dildo to give me some relief.

So I would try and scoop out Charlie’s cum with my tongue and swallow it, but the more I did, the more it turned her on, and the more she would put her weight onto my body.

Because of that, her asshole was pressed against my nose making it harder for me to breathe, which made me have to swirl my head around to get some air. This all just made her hornier, wiggling, hoping to have another orgasm.

The combined pain of my sensitive butthole being attacked by an angry vibrator and the lack of air entering my body resulted in me nearly passing out.

I had to stop licking her.

That annoyed Sarah.

“You fuckin useless sissy, can’t even get me off!” she exclaimed as she got off me, unfulfilled by the lack of a second orgasm.

As I tried to catch my breath, I rolled to my side, bent my knees towards my chest, and reached around to turn off and remove the vibrating dildo.

I removed it slowly and let out a loud moan when it was finally out and the emptiness in me became evident.

My face was covered once again in Charlie's cum: either from his own cock when I licked it clean, or from Sarah's pussy when I licked her out. My own cum was also all over my crotch; I'd have to wash all my clothes again!

By the time I had mentally come back, I realised that Charlie had dressed up again and Sarah had seen him out.

She invited me to the shower so we both could get clean together.

I thought she would unlock me so I could clean my cage, but she reminded me of the 5 days of lock up I was fined with.

"Oh, and by the way," Sarah said as I was soaping her back, "I gave him your spare key. Told him to stop by any time he needed to get some relief from you."

I gulped.

Now this stranger not only knew where I lived, but had keys and an open invitation!

I knew it was pointless to complain; what was done, was done! I would just have to suffer the consequences!

"Your experience in the park last night made me jealous I wasn't there to see it. So tonight I want to watch you serve as many cocks as possible there." 

Fuck!

"And I know we have some takers; I put up an ad in the 'Looking for' section of the local online classified, letting horny men know there will be a willing sissy tied up to a park bench waiting to service them."

Double fuck!

It was going to be a long night!


Chapter 9

Gangbang

It was dark by the time we left my place.

Sarah had spent the evening washing me clean and even painted my nails and toenails a whore-ish red colour. It kinda suited me!

As we walked towards the park nearby, I couldn't help but feel a bit self conscious; after all, she had demanded that I wore nothing but a long, light brown belted wrap coat. And while it did cover me down to mid-thigh length, the 3 inch black open toed heels had me wobbling around as I walked - I still wasn't used to walking in those!

To make matters worse, just before we left Sarah had ordered me to bend over and spread my ass cheeks; she had lubed me up and inserted a medium sized vibrating buttplug. It was set to go off at random intervals and to run at random speeds, so I never quite knew when I would feel those vibrations against my prostate.

Sarah had also prepared a gym bag with several items, including a box of my condoms, a tube of lube, some rope she had brought with her, and even a small sports camera that could record for several hours.

She still wore the same white, long sleeved crop top that left her ribcage and tummy exposed but covered her shoulders and arms. It had a low neckline, which exposed her braless cleavage.

Instead of her blue running shorts, she'd taken one of my grey tracksuit pants which looked a bit baggy on her.

Crossing the road, the buttplug began vibrating.

The shock of the sudden motion inside me resulted in a high pitched yelp coming from my mouth. I nearly froze in the middle of the street! Sarah had to grab my hand and pull me with her.

The vibration suddenly increased, making me double over as I reached the pavement, grabbing my caged clitty over the coat with one hand and putting the other over my butt. It felt like the buttplug was going to shoot out of my hole!

"Get a grip of yourself, Chloe!" she chided. "We're almost there! And don't be silly, it's not going to come out!"

Reaching the park, I tried rushing us through it as it was fairly busy. I kept my head low, not wanting people to notice me. Sarah had a different idea: holding my hand, she held me back so we'd walk slower. I looked at her and she flashed me a smile, enjoying making me feel so exposed!

Surely no one even paid us much attention. After all, it was hard to tell that I was completely naked underneath that coat!

The vibrations thankfully stopped as I was afraid someone would be able to hear it; but even then, someone passing by would've just thought it was a phone vibrating. No one would suspect a buttplug at first glance, right?

We made our way through some trees, taking a lesser used path further into the park. We both knew of the existence of a clearing in the park that had one picnic table and two benches. At night, this particular clearing was quite well hidden from public view, and it was only ever used by teenagers looking to get some action with their partner - that's why it was called "the makeout table".

When we finally arrived, I was glad to see it was empty as I didn't want to run into anyone I knew.

Surrounded by trees, this wooden picnic table was in the middle of the clearing, two wooden benches on each side of it. Everything cemented down, several inscriptions carved into the furniture, made by past lovers and other visitors.

The full moon shone bright in the sky, illuminating the area.

Sarah placed the gym bag on one of the benches, unzipped it, and began rummaging through the contents.

"What are you waiting for? People will start arriving shortly, so we need to be ready for them!"

I was feeling very nervous. She had given me little information on what to expect of tonight, only that she had put up an ad in the "Looking for" section of the local online classified with a location and time. How many people were coming? Was she going to stay there with me? What was going to happen?

I tried not to dwell too much on those questions, especially not when Sarah was looking at me with a "c'mon, time is money!" look.

I undid the belt around my waist and allowed the coat to fall to the floor. I was now completely naked in public, and my heart was beating fast.

I bent over to grab the coat, folded it, and handed it to Sarah who placed it in the gym bag.

"Ok honey, time to place your chin on the table!" Sarah said, holding the black polyester rope she had brought, a giddy expression across her face.

As I stood at the end of the picnic table I realised how it was exactly at hip-level, leaving my cage hanging nicely over the edge.

I bent over, laying my head sideways on the table so I could watch what she was doing, leaving my arms by my side. My body barely fit on the table and my head was just at the opposite end.

Sarah walked behind me and kneeled down, out of view.

She grabbed my right leg and pulled it to the side so it was against the table's leg, followed by the feeling of rope rubbing against my skin.

She did both of my legs, tying them tightly to the legs of the table and leaving me well spread. Sarah didn't bother removing my heels as they propped up my butt a bit more - plus they looked nice and made me feel more feminine!

Next, she walked over to my side and arranged my arms so that they would be hanging over the side of the table, tying one end of the rope around my wrists and the other end around the side benches.

She had obviously done this before as the rope wasn't cutting into my circulation, but was also tight enough that it didn't leave me much slack to move.

Suddenly the buttplug activated again, which made me try and squirm but not an inch was given.

I let out a small moan, feeling helpless and defenceless.

Sarah slapped me across the butt eliciting another moan from me.

She continued the preparations: setting the box of condoms and bottle of lube on the bench next to me, then walking towards a tree in my field of view to set up the sports camera, tying it to the trunk and pressing a button to start the recording. It would most definitely catch all the action from a great angle! I squirmed a bit more with the buttplug's vibrations, but it suddenly stopped again.

To finish it all off, she grabbed one final item from the gym bag: a sharpie pen. She undid the cap and walked behind me. I could feel her writing stuff on my upper back (apparently she was writing "Free Hole" with an arrow pointing down towards my back pussy). She stepped back to admire her work:

"You look lovely!"

I was completely naked, bent over the picnic table, my butt sticking out and my cage dangling between my tied up legs, my arms stretched to the sides, head nearly over the corner.

Helpless.

Usable.

"Well, it's nearly time." she said. "I'll head back to your place to spend the night, so I'll meet you there if you manage to get out. If not, I'll be back just before daybreak. Have fun!"

"Wait, are you going to leave me here? What if…" I tried saying in despair before getting cut off by her response.

"What if someone sees you here? Isn't that the whole point, you silly sissy?" she asked in a mocking tone. "The whole point is for you to get some experience being a little cum dumpster for real men, to train that hole of yours to become a cock holster for real dick. And the best way to do it is through exposure! That's simple psychology, Chloe!"

I guess she made sense but I was still worried: all of these strangers would be arriving to use me as they wanted, and there was no way to escape if I had to. With Sarah not here, who would protect me?

It didn't matter now.

Sarah had grabbed the gym bag with my only piece of clothing - the long coat I arrived here with - and walked into the woods to make her way out of the park.

I was just hoping I would be able to leave here before daybreak, or how would I get home completely naked with everyone driving or walking by?

But there was no point in planning for that just yet; it was still early in the evening and I had a long night ahead of me.

The sound of rustling leaves caught my attention. It was coming from the opposite direction, and there was no way I could turn my head around to see it.

Someone had arrived in the clearing and made their way towards me.

I felt a cold, rugged hand touch my head, patting me like I was some sort of puppy.

As the person walked down the table, their hand slowly drifted down my neck, my back, finally arriving at my butt. I felt them stand directly behind me, massaging my ass with one hand, while the sound of a zipper being opened signalled what he was doing with the other hand.

After some rummaging, the man started slapping my ass gently - but it wasn't with his hand, no: it was most likely his dick, slapping against my round eager butt, getting himself hard.

He did that for a few seconds then grabbed the base of my buttplug.

The man slowly pulled the plug out, being very gentle about the whole thing, while also not saying a single word.

Once the head popped out, I let out an involuntary moan. That seemed to do the trick for him!

I could see him bend over slightly to the side, followed by some more rustling noises - the sound of a condom wrapper being torn, the squish of a tube of lube being squeezed. It wasn't taking much for him to get excited, but to speed things up a bit I made the mistake of trying to wiggle my butt. That was the signal he needed.

The man held my buttcheeks apart and pressed the head of his penis against my hole. His gentleness was replaced by hornyness as he began entering me.

My body wasn't liking the sudden invasion and I tried to move away - but where could I possibly move away to? I was tied down to the table, not an inch to spare!

I winced in pain as the cock head made its way past my ring.

I was glad he had put quite a lot of lube on his dick which made it easier to enter, but at the same time it meant that he could enter me faster too. It didn't take long for me to feel his balls against my butt - proof that he wasn't big, but was still fairly girthy.

For my first cock of the night, it didn't feel bad! I just needed time to get used to it.

But the man wasn't interested in giving me any time.

As soon as his meat was deep inside of me, he began long pumps, nearly removing his dick entirely before entering all the way again. His balls were slapping against me as he moved his hands from grabbing my butt to holding the edge of the table for support.

Slowly the pain started mutating into pleasure and blood started rushing towards my clitty, engorging it until the cage wouldn't let it grow any more.

I closed my eyes to focus on the feeling of that cock entering me as I lay there helpless; I didn't even notice more people entering the clearing, probably guided by my moans of pleasure.

The man behind me increased the speed and intensity of his pumps signalling he was getting closer to cumming. I was still far from having an orgasm myself, but it was still pretty enjoyable.

With one final grunt, the man slowed down his speed as the cum filled the condom inside of me. A few seconds later, he removed his spent dick from my asshole and slapped my butt once.

I finally opened my eyes to see at least five other men standing around me (and maybe two or three on the opposite side whom I couldn't see).

They mostly seemed to be older - the youngest one wasn't a day below 30 years - and all at different stages of undress.

One grey haired man had removed all his clothes and stood beside me stroking his growing cock, another slightly overweight man had removed his shirt and had his pants pulled down. A few of them wore masks to cover their identities but most didn't even bother; not like it mattered anyway as they only seemed to be focusing on me - except for the youngest one (the guy not older than 30), who stood in front of a 50 year old, both of them pantsless and holding onto each other's cock, mutually masturbating while making out.

The slightly overweight man had grabbed a condom and put it on his average sized, uncut cock, then positioned himself behind me and began fondling my balls for a few seconds.

Without reluctance, he inserted his dick inside of me and held my waist as he began pumping.

All men acted like I was just an object to be used, not giving a shit about what I was feeling. Not that it mattered, as I was loving every second of it!

The older naked man approached my head, his cock already above average in size at half-mast. He could've easily been around 65 years old, his balls covered in white hair and sagging. He held his dick up towards my mouth and I parted my lips. As it entered my sucking hole, I rested my lips around it and began using my tongue to pleasure him.

I would've imagined it to be difficult to be sucking on that growing cock with the man pumping with considerable vigour behind me, but being so tightly tied down to a table that was well cemented into the ground removed a lot of the moving issues I had yesterday with the other men in this same park.

The man entering me didn't take too long to really increase his fucking. And just as he was about to cum, I felt him quickly remove his cock from inside of me and roll down the condom. A second later a string of cum fell onto my lower back, while two more shots hit me right on my hole. Those final shots began running down between my legs and onto my own balls.

I was still sucking on the older man when someone else took the place of the man behind me. I could feel them rubbing the head of their cock from my balls all the way up to my back pussy, coating himself in the previous men's jizz. It also felt like he was the first one choosing not to wear a condom.

The man behind me began pushing his cream covered dick inside of me.

Because of the lack of lube it was a bit harder to get past my hole, and the fact that he was the thickest one so far didn't help. But once he did get past that initial barrier - which made me yelp in pain/pleasure and nearly bite off the older man's cock - it slid nicely into me.

The pumping already started at a pretty fast speed, and each time his dick rubbed against my prostate a moan would try and come out of me.

Having the older man's meat in my mouth resulted in muffled moans, which in turn made him fuck my mouth harder prompted by the vibrations in my throat. I gagged quite a few times as I blew him, but he wouldn't stop.

The guy fucking my pussy was going at it quite vigorously, but he did take the time to reach under me to cup my balls, massaging them gently, helping me build up my cummies so when I did orgasm quite a lot would come out. Sadly I knew that at his speed, the man would definitely cum long before I would.

“I wanna cum on his face!” he said to the guy I was blowing. “Wanna switch? She’s still nice and tight!”

It filled me with happiness to be called a “she” by these strangers; for some reason, it just turned me on further!

Both men pulled out of me simultaneously and walked around, changing places. For a moment I felt relieved for not having to gag each time the cock in my mouth reached my tonsils, but the relief was short lived as the thicker cock that had just come out of my ass passed through my lips.

The new cock in my mouth already tasted like cum, most likely from the guy before him, so I began licking the head all over as the man pumped his shaft.

Meanwhile, the older man I had been blowing pointed his own hard tool at my now gaping hole and slowly entered me. He was already on edge from me sucking, so I could tell he was trying to make it last a bit longer. At his old age, who knew how often he got to fuck anything at all? Might as well try and take it as slow as possible and have fun with it!

The man I was now blowing increased the speed of his masturbation until he finally let go of his own cock and grabbed my hair, then proceeded to force his tool down my throat as he let out a loud and long groan.

I could feel his cream being shot down my oesophagus directly into my tummy!

He was so far inside of me I couldn’t even gag, but I also couldn’t breathe. Thankfully he didn’t leave it in me for much longer, as just before the second wave of jizz arrived he pulled his cock all the way out, spurting onto my tongue. He let go of my hair as he pumped his shaft a bit more, giving me a few seconds to catch my breath.

The final shot of cum hit me on the lips and chin. I opened my mouth to try and catch it, but that only gave him the idea to insert his cock in me again so I could clean him up.

The man behind me was watching it all unfold while he fucked me slowly; the sight of me getting cummed on must’ve pushed him over the edge. I could feel his cock twitching as his own warm cum spurted deep inside of me, filling up my little hole. As he did, I felt his hand reach under me to grab my balls, which were filled with my own cummies just waiting to be set free!

My dicklet was straining hard against the cage and all I wanted was that sweet release!

One thing I knew was that, when I did eventually orgasm, that wouldn't stop the other men from using me, which would be painful at first and would slowly build up my horniness again.

It has been hours since my last orgasm, but it also felt like I had been teased non-stop since then.

Both men removed their cocks simultaneously from my holes and cum dribbled out from my mouth and my boy cunt.

The young man that had been playing with another guy's dick while making out with him made his way behind me. They had been both pantsless and were still very erect.

I could hear him putting on a condom and then rubbing his hard tool against my hole, coating himself in the jizz from the previous men. My hole was gaping and ready for him, so no time was wasted as I felt the cock being pushed into me.

I had stopped caring about the size and girth of each one because they all just felt wonderful! This one felt particularly hard, like it was made out of metal. I swore I could feel the veins on his manhood popping out and rubbing against my insides!

The older man he had been blowing also made his way behind us, grabbing another condom and the bottle of lube. But instead of waiting his turn, the older man stood behind the younger one and put his hands around his waist.

As the young one entered me, he also bent forwards a bit to expose his own little hole, inviting his older partner in.

When the older one entered him, I could feel the young man's cock twitching in me. He was the filling in a man-sandwich and his moans betrayed his enjoyment of being able to fuck me and getting fucked at the same time. My moans also were getting quite loud as they began a rhythmic fucking and I was getting the tail end of all the force. If the pumping was any stronger, the young man's balls would be entering me too!

My own dicklet was rocking back and forth, the cage hitting the underside of the table. The motion had me on cloud nine and I could feel my jizz making its way to my clit with every pump from the couple.

I let out a long moan as I finally got release, the cum leaking from my head and being flung everywhere as the men wouldn't stop fucking me hard. My hands were grabbing the table, my knuckles white, and as I came I tried standing on the tips of my toes, but the weight of two men on my back plus the tight rope holding me down didn't give much way.

I felt like I was blacking out from the intense pleasure, but the slapping of the young guys crotch against my ass kept me awake even though just barely.

Thankfully it didn't take more than a few seconds to hear both men groan as they came simultaneously, their bodies shaking and spent, just like myself.

I don't know when they finally got off me, but I do remember my vision just getting tunnelled and blackness taking over.

I was exhausted, but there were still more cocks to be serviced!

The next hour or two just became a blur as other men arrived to fuck me.

Some made me blow them until they came in my mouth or on my face, others used my hole and either came in a condom, pulled out to jizz on my ass, or pumped me full of their own cream.

By the end, it was like I had taken a bath in warm, white goo; from my hair to my ass and running down my thighs to my heels - just cum everywhere!

Several men had asked if I was ok, and I just remember smiling at them and attempting a nod. I was loving being the centre of attention, all these people horny for me, wanting me, needing me to suck them off, willing to cover me in their seed!

It was absolute bliss!

It must've been around midnight when the last man finally came into my open, drooling mouth, then wiping his cock on my face just to realise that wasn't going to clean him given the amount of cum all over me. I saw him put his dick away back into his pants, zip up, and leave me there in the darkness.

I was slowly recovering and making sense of my surroundings.

I could hear voices approaching - the voices of girls! No way women would find any of this situation good, let alone respond to an ad online. Surely they were just walking around the park, and there was a high risk they would reach my clearing at any moment!

Sure enough, four people popped through the woods.

I heard gasps from the group, clearly not expecting to see me there. As they walked into view I could make out that it was four teenagers - two girls and two boys - who probably had come to this recluse side of the park to make out. It was the "make out table" after all, so no surprise that they would be here at this time, looking to have fun with each other.

Yet instead of having the privacy they were looking for, they had a sissy bound to a table, drenched in the cum of several men.

"No way!" said one of the girls as she approached me. "Is that…Connor?"

Those words made a surge of adrenaline shoot down my spine. This was the first time today someone had recognised me, and that wasn't good news!

"Yes it is!" said the other. "What a freak! Look at him, tied up and…is that jizz? Is he covered in jizz? Eww!"

The two boys initially had their jaws wide open, but on recognising me they both began cackling maniacally.

Were they the kids who used to bully me at school? And those two girls - weren't they the ones everyone called "the evil bitches"?

A flash of light blinded me for a second, followed by the sound of more laughter.

"Oh my god! I can't wait until everyone sees these pics! Look! He's even wearing high heels! And look between his legs! His cock is covered up by a girly pink cage!" said the brunette as she continued snapping more pics.

I guess I was now fucked in more than one sense.


Chapter 10

The Bullies

The four teens - two girls and two boys - were known to me.

They were my age, and just like me, had also just graduated. But unlike me, they weren't terrified at this moment.

They were simply horrible people.

Meghan - or Meg - came from a rich family, so she was one of those entitled little bitches that think the world revolves around them.

Her style was quite unique: her hair was dark just like mine and was a bit longer extending halfway down her arm. She also had two pink streaks dyed in, which she parted to either side of her face. Her skin had a natural tan due to her Filipino roots, and she always had quite a bit of makeup on; today she had black cat eye contour and her lips were the same pink colour as her hair.

Sporting a black fishnet top that exposed her black bra underneath and dark jean shorts that fit her tightly, not to mention the dark red Converse style shoes and the matching tiny purse over her shoulder. Undoubtedly her outfit cost more than it was worth. Megs tits were almost spilling over her bra and it wasn't hard to believe they were fake due to the size compared to her petite 5' 1" frame.

Jenna was her best friend. Jen was a brunette with darker skin from her mixed marriage parents. She also came from a wealthy family, so also felt superior to other people.

Her style was similar to her friends': a black dress that tied around her neck from the front and left her arms naked and back open. The front was a tiny mesh see-through and had solid patterns precisely located to cover her nipples, which meant she didn't wear a bra; not that she needed one anyway, for despite her tits being slightly smaller than Megs' they were still quite full and firm. The dress extended to about 3 inches below her butt, and it was kept tight against her frame with a black leather belt. Despite being shorter than her friend - at only 4 '11 " - Jen was wearing dark laced up high heels, which put her over five feet tall.

With them were Chris and Neil. Both of them were jocks, which meant they both were also very fit - and natural assholes.

The duo was pretty much inseparable and almost looked like twins: standing at around 6'3", short dark blonde hair, chiselled features, dark blue eyes, they were the epitome of the "bro". Even now they wore matching dark green designer t-shirts, knee length khaki shorts, white trainers, and of course backwards white baseball caps. For years they had bullied me at school, making fun of my feminine frame and long-ish hair, calling me names and shoving me around.

I knew they all hung around each other but weren't really dating, rather just banging one another when they felt horny.

Right now, for them, I was in a perfect position.

And that position was lying down on a picnic table, my ass over the edge of one side, my arms tied to the benches on either side, my feet tied to the legs of the table, and wearing nothing but 3 inch black open toed heels and a baby pink cock cage. Not to mention the several condoms that had been emptied onto my back and face, the open packets all around the ground, the bottle of lube propped on the bench, and of course my body completely drenched in so much cum I could impregnate half the city!

They approached me, laughing when they recognised who I was, and were circling me and taking pictures while making mean remarks.

"I didn't know Connor was such a loser!" Jen said.

"You mean a cum-whore loser!" corrected Meg.

"Fuck, if I knew this fag liked cock this much in school, I would have spent more time with him locked in the mens room!" roared Chris as he walked behind me and slapped my ass.

"I know, right? Just look at this sissy bitch! His hole is gaping from all the cock he must've taken! And he still looks like he wants more!" laughed Neil.

"Please…please untie me and let me go" I began pleading.

It was one thing to be used by a whole bunch of strangers who had everything to lose by exposing me (and consequently themselves), but it was something entirely different to be caught by these four who would have no issue letting the world know who I was!

"Oooh, is the wittle baby afwaid?" Jen said in a baby voice as she knelt in front of my face. "Is the wittle baby full of cummy-wummy and doesn't want any more?"

"Please, don't-" I tried to say but was interrupted by someone sticking a finger in my hole.

"Someone has taken so much cock that their hole is never going to be the same again!" Meg said, as she wiggled her finger inside of me, making me involuntarily let out a moan of pleasure as her finger hit my prostate.

"I'm wondering if the little gayboy wants some more cock?" Neil asked rhetorically as he stood beside Jen, grabbing his crotch.

I wanted to say no or at least shake my head, but my eyes were fixed on the bulge in Neil's shorts.

"It looks like he does!" said Chris from behind me. He grabbed my balls, which were covered in the cum of at least a dozen men. "Look at this pathetic cock of his; you can tell he's getting all excited about the idea!"

Still kneeling by my face, Jen turned sideways to Neil. She looked him in the eyes as she unzipped his shorts and stuck her hand inside to pull out his dick.

He was already at half mast as she pulled it out, slowly jacking it off as it grew to 8 inches long and wide enough to fit comfortably in my mouth. The head on his circumcised cock was quite bulbous compared to the rest of the shaft, which meant it would probably find some resistance if he decided to enter my backdoor.

From the corner of my eye, I saw Meg removing the shorts and the black thong she was wearing, pulling them both over her shoes. She then got beside me and straddled me, her shaved pussy rubbing up against my lower back. Meghan slowly lied on me, her legs on the outside of mine, probably exposing her own hole to Chris.

Chris had also unzipped his own khaki shorts and pulled his cock out. When fully erect after playing with himself, he was about 9 inches, thick, and cut with a cock head as big as Neil's - no wonder these girls hung out with them so much!

Meg began rubbing her body against mine, getting jizz all over her front, her boobs pressed against my back. She seemed to be enjoying it a lot!

"Hey Chris! How about you choose a hole!" Meg said, looking back at him. "Do you want a nice tight little thing, or do you want to fuck this dilated faggot?"

Meg wiggled her ass, but his hands lay on my buttocks.

"How about I use this bitch to get me nice and hard so I can fuck you after?" he said, not bothering to really wait for an answer as he started poking my hole with his tool.

Holding Neil's cock, Jen directed his erect member towards my mouth. At first, I refused to part my lips, but as she pinched my nose shut with one hand, Chris began entering me from behind, which made me open my mouth to moan with pleasure. Once my mouth was open, Jen inserted Neil's cock in me; it was a very snug fit.

I began salivating immediately.

“He’s not as loose as I first thought…” moaned Chris.

“He’s probably not used to a dick this big!”, chimed in Jen as she stood up and grabbed her phone to take more pics. “But he sure is enjoying it! Just look at how his little cock is struggling against his cage!”

They all laughed as they continued mocking me and my girly features. I didn’t really care that much; my horniness was building up again and the only thing I wanted was to have another orgasm.

But as the flashes went off, documenting the guys fucking me, while Meghan lay on me and rubbed herself, I knew this wasn’t going to end up well. They knew my name, they probably knew where I lived, and worst of all: I was sure they were going to attend the same university as me in a few weeks! If word got around, god knows how much bullying I’d be getting!

I decided to start pleading for their mercy again, but it was hard to do with a cock in my mouth.

Neil had resorted to grabbing my hair and violently fucking my throat, leaving me little room to breathe. On the bright side, my throat was so sore at this point that I wasn’t even gagging anymore!

Jen had sat down on one of the benches and lifted her legs onto the table. She slid her black satin panties down her legs and parted her knees, exposing her shaven cunt. Jen was obviously enjoying watching everything that was happening because she started rubbing her own pussy while watching us. To grab Neil’s attention, she undid the knot of her dress behind her neck and the top half of her dress slid down, fully exposing her round firm tits and her light brown nipples, all the while smiling at him.

My mouth was suddenly not very interesting to Neil. He seemed to have enjoyed me sucking his cock and licking the thick head, but with such a hot topless hussie right there, I wasn’t going to blame him for not resisting her!

In the mean time, Chris was fucking me hard and deep, his balls slapping against mine, squishy sounds being made by his body slapping against my cum covered ass.

Neil removed his cock from my mouth and walked towards Jen, his member sticking out hard as a hammer.

I saw my chance to plead again:

“Please delete those pictures! I’ll do anything if you delete them! Please!”

Jen had an annoyed look on her face.

“Anything? Bitch, we already are doing whatever we want with you! You don’t get to dictate anything while tied up like a bitch in heat!”

“Please! I’ll do anything!”

“Oh honey,” Meg piped in, “the whole campus is going to see how much of a cock hungry whore you are! You won’t be able to sit on any chair once classes start! You’ll be relegated to sitting on horny guy’s cocks all semester! Might even get lucky and serve some teachers as well!”

"Please! No!" I tried pleading again.

Jen had had enough of my whining.

She got up, grabbed her panties, and stuffed them in my mouth. I swear I could taste the fresh juices from her pussy!

After making sure I was well gagged, she lay back on the bench and lifted her legs, inviting Neil’s hard dick in. He bent down and guided his manhood towards her hole and began entering it. A little squish noise came out, further proof that she was already quite wet. As he grabbed her tits with one hand, I began wishing I was in his place, my little cock entering her instead. The thought was enough to make me moan again.

Just as they began fucking, Meg started complaining to Chris:

“When are you going to stick that cock in my pussy, baby? C’mon! I’m so wet and horny!”

“Ok, ok. This bitch feels so good though! But I don’t want him thinking I’m some sort of fag like he is.” Chris said in between grunts and pumps. "Pass me that buttplug over there."

Meg grabbed the plug that had remained at my side ever since it was first removed hours ago and handed it to Chris.

He slowly removed his cock from inside me, the head leaving my ring with an audible pop sound.

Despite the lube being dried out on the buttplug, Chris still managed to pop it right in - it probably helped that I was already covered in the fluid of several men. As the plug entered me, it turned right on again and began buzzing, sending new shivers down my spine, my moans muffled by Jens' panties.

Meg slid further down, her pussy above my own, and Chris aimed for penetration.

As he entered her, she moaned loudly even though she surely was aware of his size. Their brutal movements were making my whole body move back and forth, my caged dicklet once again slapping against the underside of the table. The weight of her body on mine also contributed to the plug being shoved further into me.

“Fuck yes baby, fuck me harder! And when you’re about to cum, I want you to cum in Connors little mouth so he knows he belongs to you!” Meg said in between her moans.

Being used as someones fuck table was so hot, specially as I could feel Megs now cum covered tits rubbing against my back as the vibrating plug rubbed against my prostate. She also reached under me to grab my balls, squeezing them tightly and making me wince in a mixture of pain and pleasure.

I watched as Jen was getting railed by Neil while rubbing her own clit. It didn't take her long to grab him by the butt and hold him in her as she reached her orgasm. As her body shuddered, Neil continued to pump his manhood into her, himself getting very close too.

Neil suddenly removed his cock from Jen and moved towards me, his penis dripping with precum and Jens' juices.

He inserted a finger in my mouth and removed the panties, but before I could do anything, he replaced it with his own dick and began shoving it down my throat.

Two pumps later and I could feel the warm goo entering my mouth. I swallowed as much as I could and licked my way around his shaft, tasting Jen as I did so.

More flashes of light caught my eye; once again, Jen was taking pics of me eagerly sucking cock as she smiled devilishly. This was not going to end well!

But I couldn't focus on it all: I was too cock drunk to care, and on the verge of an orgasm myself.

Chris must've been ready to cum too as he pulled out of Meg and stood beside Neil. He didn't make it in time to enter my mouth as Neil's was still in the process of removing his, so he shot his jizz all over his friend's shaft, some of it also reaching my lips.

Chris continued pumping his own cream onto Neil's semi-inserted dick.

Once covered, Neil pushed his meat inside my mouth again.

"I want my cock nice and clean, bitch!" he ordered.

As I licked and sucked Chris' warm batter off his friend's cock, Meg had stood up and was now pulling my plug in and out while still grabbing my testicles. She must've found the button to turn the vibrations on to the maximum setting, because I was suddenly overwhelmed with pleasure.

Even though Jen's flash was going off, my vision went dark for a moment as I exploded into another orgasm. My own cummies began dripping from my little clit and my whole body convulsed.

Neil pulled his cock from me, afraid I might bite him.

My own orgasm must've lasted a solid minute or so, after which I remained in a catatonic state, drooling spit and cum from my lips, my eyes glazed over.

All of them laughed at my state, making comments about my tiny cock and how I had jizzed like a sissy.

A part of me was enjoying the humiliation brought on by my high school bullies - who now were going to probably be my university bullies too.

As I began to recover, I felt one person untying me while another used Jens' panties to scrape the cum from my face. I thought they were being kind by attempting to clean me up, but they just wanted to video the amount of jizz all over my body. They then bunched up the now soaked panties and inserted it into my open mouth.

Meg brought her face next to mine and whispered into my ear:

"Don't forget you serve us now, sissy bitch. You better do everything we say, or the whole town will see these pics. And god only knows what they will do to a fag like you." She then licked my cheek to drive in her point.

The four misfits dressed back up and made their way out of the clearing, leaving me lying on the table.

I began slowly moving again, rubbing my wrists and feet, trying to get the blood flowing to my extremities.

I also fiddled around with the buttplug to turn the vibration back to the normal random setting and decided against removing it as I had no way of carrying it.

I kept on sucking on Jens' panties, cleaning them up, not realising she had long gone and probably didn't want them back. After making sure it was "clean", I spat the black satin fabric out, unravelled it, and used it to try and scrub some of the remaining cum from my body.

As I stood up, I could feel all that alpha-male jizz running down my insides. If it weren't for the buttplug, it would have run down my legs! Keeping it in me also had the added benefit of making less of a mess.

When the panties got drenched again, I had to clean it up or it wouldn't soak up any of the remaining white cream all over my body; so I sucked on it again, probably getting more cum in my body than ever left my own balls!

After cleaning myself for the third time and licking the panties clean, I decided to try and put them on. The wet satin fabric stuck to my body and they were so small it barely covered my pink cage. The back strap dug into my butt, and it really didn't cover much at all.

As I walked to where Sarah had set up the camera I noticed it was still rolling. She would have loads of footage to go through! I smiled at it as I pressed the off button and untied it from the tree. I would have to carry it in my hands as I made my way home, which made me realise I didn't have anything to cover me at all - apart from a tiny black satin pair of panties and my high heels, my whole body was fully exposed.

I was essentially naked in public!

I slowly made my way to the park exit, thankful it was so late at night that the park was empty.

I could hear voices coming from behind me, so I picked up the pace. When I finally got to one of the exits, a horrible realisation dawned on me: I had gone in the wrong direction!

My home was all the way on the other side of this entrance! And I couldn't go back in or I'd risk running into whomever was coming my way.

The only other way would be to walk on the side of the road, which went around the outside of the park. If anything, surely any driver passing by would just assume I'm a girl wearing skin-coloured clothing rather than nothing at all! Plus at this time the road would surely be emptier!

I did my best to walk in the shadows of the streetlights by walking on the grass rather than on the pavement, attempting to rush by. But the high heels made it really hard to walk off the concrete and bogged down my speed.

Initially only one car drove by, but the driver didn't even bother slowing down.

Seems like I'd make it home incognito after all!

Just as I congratulated myself for being sneaky and smart, I saw the lights from a car approaching me from behind. I could hear the car slowing down as it approached me. My anxiety started kicking in, hoping they would keep on going once they realised this girl had no tits and had a cock in between her legs.

As the car approached, it slowed down to a crawl right beside me. I turned to look at the black coupe when I noticed the passenger window (on the side closest to me) roll down.

"Hey…you ok there?" a manly voice asked from inside.

I did my best to smile and nod without breaking my stride, hoping that would be enough.

The man turned on his overhead light so I could see him better.

He was in his early 30's, fair skin, dark hair, and a short stubble on his face. He had a dark blue polo shirt on and what looked like black shorts. I could tell he was eyeing me up, trying to figure out "what" I was.

I turned my head forward, intending on ignoring him.

"You need a ride or something? A…beautiful girl, such as yourself, should not be walking naked around here at this time!" he said, measuring his words well while keeping up with me.

"I'm…fine. My house is just a few blocks away." I said in a tentative girly voice.

"C'mon, you must be freezing! Hop in!" he said, stopping the car and pulling the handbrake.

Before I could answer, he grabbed something from his backseat, hopped out his door, walked around, and opened the passenger door for me, extending his hand in a gesture of invitation, while holding a coat in the other arm.

I stopped and considered my options:

Surely having a coat and a quick ride home would be ideal now as I was starting to feel cold, plus the irregular vibrations of the buttplug was making it harder for me to walk straight.

The man's smile was very disarming as he seemed genuine about helping someone in need.

I decided to take his offer and walked towards him.

He opened his coat, but instead of putting it around me, he placed it on the passenger seat. I thought that was weird, but realised I was probably still dirty and sticky and he wouldn't want to get his ride messy.

He helped me in and shut the door, walking around and entering by the driver's door.

I adjusted my cage as best I could so I could keep my knees together, but that just formed a massive lump on my crotch which was already barely covered by Jens soaking panties.

"I'm Brett." he said with a smile.

"Co…Chloe" I said, correcting myself in time and returning his smile.

Brett began driving down the road, slowly at first.

I fastened my seatbelt, my hand rubbing against his as he did the same. I quickly moved my hand back and rested both on my lap.

"You must've had quite the night!"

"Yeah…" I answered.

"I can tell by the smell." Brett said, with a devilish smile on his face. "You smell like a little cumslut."

I was shocked he'd say that to a complete stranger!

He wasn't wrong though, just rude!

I blushed and didn't say anything.

"It's ok," he continued, "everyone has urges. Hell, I can tell you're probably still horny; I can only assume that's a buttplug vibrating against the seat - unless you decided to keep your phone inside your ass!"

"Uh…turn right over here. It's the fourth house on the left…" I said, trying to ignore what he was saying.

I was a bit frightened that he wasn't going to take me home, but that thought was quickly squashed as he put on his blinkers to turn down my road.

"See! Two minute drive in a nice and warm car versus a 15 minute walk in the cool breeze! And now you're home!" Brett said, completely changing his demeanour to a very jolly one.

My hand went straight to the seat belt buckle once the car came to a complete stop on my driveway. His hand caught mine just before I could unbuckle myself, holding firmly yet gently.

I looked up to see him staring into my eyes.

"Ah, see, you were actually out of my way. And gas these days doesn't come cheap!" Brett smiled impishly.

I thought to myself "Wait, wasn't this an electric car?" but before I could say anything, he continued:

"Looks like you don't have a wallet on you, so maybe you should show some appreciation for my goodwill in another way?"

He brought my hand to his crotch and made me grab him over the fabric of his shorts. He was already at half mast, probably since the moment he stopped to "help" me.

I knew I had one of two options:

The first was to make a bolt for it, run out of the car, and hide inside my home. But there were two problems with that: the first was that I didn't have a key and didn't know if Sarah had bothered to leave the door unlocked. The second problem was that Brett now knew where I lived, so sooner or later he would come charge me for the ride again. And I don't think he would take any amount of money I could afford.

The other option was to just blow him. It's not like he would be the first one today anyway! Plus he was still being gentle and not pushy, so why the fuck not?

I squeezed his bulge lightly and gave him a little smile. He let go of my hand and put his arms behind his head. I turned slightly to the side and undid my seatbelt so I could reach him easier.

With both hands I slid his zipper down and unbuttoned his shorts. I grabbed the band of his boxers and pulled it down as he lifted his butt up.

His uncut cock was at 4 inches and slowly growing more. Brett was well trimmed down there, which in my opinion just made things more pleasant.

I grabbed his shaft with one hand and put my other hand on his opposite leg as I leant down on his lap with my mouth open.

"Oh shit, I thought you were just gonna jerk me off! No, no, no, keep doing that! I much prefer to be blown anyway!" he said as he undid his own seatbelt.

I put his entire cock in my mouth and felt it grow; I absolutely loved that feeling of having a man getting hard in my mouth! He got to a solid 6 inches as I started licking his shaft, pulling down his foreskin, and gently licking the head. I took my time really worshipping his cock and I could tell Brett was enjoying it as his breathing got faster.

I repositioned myself to knees on the seat, and started using my mouth to fuck his dick, bobbing up and down at a steady speed. I could already taste his precum leaking onto my tongue, which made my mouth water even more.

Brett reached his arm around my back and put his fingers on my hole, feeling up the buttplug. He began playing with the knob to increase the speed, and once he managed to turn it up, he placed his fingers over it forcing it further inside of me.

The vibrations against my prostate felt divine and I could feel my clitty cage getting tighter again!

As his breathing increased, so did the bobbing of my head, my lips going up and down firmly around his shaft. Brett tapped me twice on the head to let me know he was about to cum. I pulled his cock out of my mouth and was beating it quickly while rubbing the head against my cheek.

He let out a loud groan as I felt his jizz streaming onto my face, covering myself once more in that lovely warm man cream! I kept jerking him off and then put it back in my mouth to clean him up and suck up the remaining semen.

I was indeed a cumslut!

I knelt back as he recovered and started scooping his seed from my cheek and licking my fingers clean, playing with his cum on my tongue while my heels dug into my own ass pressing against the vibrating plug.

I could tell Brett was loving watching me do that, and acting all slutty was turning me on further.

Suddenly, Brett lurched forward, grabbed the back of my head, and pulled me in for a kiss. Even with my face still sticky with his cum, he opened his mouth to explore my own with his tongue.

We frenched each other for a solid 5 minutes, him tonguing his cum into his own mouth then moving it back into mine.

It was so hot to feel him enjoying his own jizz in my mouth that I began leaking precum again!

He must've been able to tell because his hand went under the tiny panties and held my little cage while he kissed me.

Once his hand was wet with my own fluids, he broke up the kiss, leaving a hanging trail of his own cum hanging from our mouths. He then licked my precum from his hand as I swallowed what was left of his. We smiled at each other.

Brett got my phone number and texted me so I would know it was him when I finally found my mobile.

We exchanged another kiss before I got out of the car, my legs still wobbling a bit from the buttplug. I walked towards my front door and decided to look under the mat; thankfully Sarah had decided to leave my keys there!

After I got in I went straight to the shower.

My horniness was replaced with exhaustion, so I bent over to take the buttplug out and washed it. Once I stood up, I could feel the cum from all those men finally running down my leg. I instinctively wiped some off with my hand to taste it; I must've had so much cum in my belly, no wonder I wasn't hungry!

My shower took a good half an hour, but I finally felt clean enough.

I went to my room and turned on the lights, only to find Sarah lying in my bed, asleep, lying on her back, completely naked except for the chain with the key to my cage around her neck.

Her arm was over her eyes, protecting them from the light in the room.

I decided to dim the lights enough not to wake her up.

I noticed a few bin bags in the corner of my room, full and tied up. I would soon realise what was in there as I went to my wardrobe to find it completely replaced with girls clothes! Even my underwear drawer was now full of frilly panties! All the clothes seemed so short or sexy! Sarah had spent the evening getting rid of all my manly clothes. I didn't know how to feel about it.

Part of me wanted to just put everything back, thinking she's gone too far. But another part was too excited by the idea. In the end, the part of me that won the battle was the part that was absolutely exhausted.

For a moment I considered grabbing the key from her necklace to unlock my cage and just fuck her right there, but I knew I had no stamina left. That idea would have to wait.

I turned off the lights and made myself onto the bed, deciding to be completely naked just like her.

I laid down on my side towards her, the movement making her turn halfway over, her back to me.

As I started to drift, I felt her inch backwards towards me, making me spoon her, her butt pressed against my caged clitty. She wiggled a bit to get the cage right in between her asscheeks and I put my arm around her hips. Without waking, she grabbed my hand and placed it on her boobs.

She sighed happily. So did I.

And in a second, I was out cold.


Epilogue

Released

Summer was nearly ending, but my experience as a full time sissy was just beginning.

Over the next few days, Sarah continued helping my feminisation.

She took me shopping for clothes and makeup, she even got me an appointment with a hairdresser and a hair removal specialist to make sure I looked like a stunning woman!

Sarah even took me to an adult store where we got me another cage, same colour, but smaller. We also got myself some new toys, condoms, and lube, as I hadn't been able to masturbate like a man in several days.

In that store they had an adult cinema at the back, where she introduced me to the concept of a gloryhole. We took turns sucking strangers cocks and she even let one of the men fuck me until I came. Of course she forced me to drink and swallow all the cum - not that she had to really "force" me, as I was already craving it anyway!

One night, Charlie stopped by unannounced and woke me up with his hard cock pressed against my hole. He fucked me until daybreak and fell asleep next to me.

Brett then called to let me know he was outside my home. I had told him I had company, but he didn't care; "Even better!" was his response.

Brett and Charlie spent the day split roasting me.

They also forced me to walk around the house in a maid outfit, halting my cleaning every time they wanted me to suck them off. At one moment while I was giving Brett a blowjob, Charlie started fucking him from behind. Brett sprayed so much jizz on my face and on the floor that I had to clean the whole fucking area again!

Sarah also took me to a BDSM party where I would have to serve anyone that wanted to use me. That was an amazing experience on its own! But these are all stories for the future, dear reader!

But the joys of summer wouldn't last forever. Before my parents came back from holidays I would be starting college - just as well, as I didn't want them to see the massive sissy I had become!

I did honestly think that starting uni meant going somewhat back to my old life, as a man. But little did I know that Sarah had put another plan in motion weeks before, guaranteeing I remained a sissy even when away from her.

To be truthful, a part of me didn't want to go back to being an unhappy heterosexual man. While it wasn't my initial choice to become a sissy, I had grown fond of it and loved my new feminine self. College would be the perfect opportunity to explore more of that side of me.

It would be the perfect opportunity to fully release the sissy known as Chloe!

The adventures of Chloe will continue. Please make sure to leave a review on Amazon Kindle for me to get feedback!
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