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Girl for the In-Laws 










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

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

“I’ve picked up your suitcase.”

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

“Oh no, does that mean?”

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

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

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

“Love you too, have fun.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

FUCK.

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

“I think so.”

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

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

“Looks good to me.”

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

“I-I-I’m s-s”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Julia, I-.” But she cuts me off.

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

“Y-yes.”

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

“Yes Ma’am.”

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

I do as she says,  I see little choice.

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“All yours, my love.” She replied.

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

“Yes, Justin.”

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

“Yes, ma’am.”

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

“Yes, Daddy. Sorry Daddy.”

He lets go and smiles. “Good girl.”

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Mommy. Can I play with it?”

“Can she play with it Justin?”

“She can.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“She’s a good girl.” Julia comments.

Yes I am.

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes Ma’am.”

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

***

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

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

Being a sissy girl is fun.

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Mommy.”

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

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

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

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

I’m Mommy’s little sissy slut.

“You’re right, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mommy. I’m a virgin.”

“I can tell.”

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

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

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

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

“That was quick, showered already?”

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

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

“What do you think?” She asks him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She laughs. What the fuck?

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

What is happening?

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

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

“You’re not supposed to be home?”

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

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

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

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

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

On my way to becoming one hell of a sissy slut.
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“I’m gonna make you cum so fucking hard.” She means it too. Ever since Kayleigh’s Mom and her partner made me into a sissy slut last weekend, mine and Kayleigh’s sex has been more alive than ever.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It feels fucking good.”

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

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

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

“Yes, I’ll be a good girl.”

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

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

I love being a girl.

“Are you going to cum for me?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Excuse me?”

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

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

I can’t fucking wait to cum tomorrow now.

#

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

“Clean and ready, sweetie?”

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

“Oh yeah?”

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Ma’am.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I’m Daddy’s sissy whore.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, Daddy? Right there?

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

I’m a good girl.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Are you a good little girl?”

“Yes, yes!”

“You like it when I fill your asshole?”

“So much, so much, yes fill me.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I love you, my little sissy.”

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

“Me too.”
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A Distant Fantasy










“Fucking hell, Callum.”

“What?”

“Your browser history…”

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

“You’re a dirty little fucker.”

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

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

“I’m just, y’know, exploring!”

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

SMACK.

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

Holy fuck.

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

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

SMACK

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I want them all.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Whore.”

“Excuse me?”

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

“How do you feel?”

“Ready to be used.”

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

“Ready to be used.”

“Perfect.”

#

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

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

After their embrace, Kayleigh turns and gestures towards me,

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

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

Set me up?

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

#




Bound, Gagged, and Ganged.




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Lock me up.

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

“Yes, mistress.”

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

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

"Yes, Mistress, sorry Mistress."

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

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

I like that.

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

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

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

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

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

WUH-PSHH.

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

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

An old fashioned doorbell chimes.

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

Kayleigh laughs,

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

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

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

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

SLAP

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Wax?”

“Definitely.” He replies.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Everyone here is so filthy.

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

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

“Oh fuck, fucking hell.”

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

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

“I love you, baby.”

“I love you too, sissy.”
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Girl for the Girlfriend

A Confessional

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

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

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

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

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

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

Sissy.

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

A release from the constraints of the masculine act.

Release yourself.

You are the feminine inside of you.

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

You are freeing your mind through sexuality.

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

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

An explorative sissy.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

When in Rome, do as the Romans do.

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

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

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

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

It starts with a finger in your ass.

And then a dildo.

And then?

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

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

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

I love being a sissy.

Girl for the Girlfriend

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

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

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

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

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

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

“And what church is that?”

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

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

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

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

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

Her request sends tingles through my body.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I love you too.”

“Are you going to cum?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fuck, cumming with you is the best.”

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

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

“I just..”

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

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

“So, Callie.”

“Yeah?”

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

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

“I agree.”

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

The End.

Based on Personal Experience of Jenny Sparks.


About Jenny Sparks

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

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

So wear Caesars clothes.

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


About Jennifer J. Sparks

But didn’t we just read about you? You may be asking.

Yes! But Jenny Sparks is the erotica writer.

I would like to announce that I am writing a full length novel that will be placed in the romance category, but don’t be fooled! It will be full of steamy gender exploration and naughty sex, but there will be a more plot driven narrative entwined!

However, to seperate it from my erotica I shall be using my full name, Jennifer J. Sparks.

I have not got a release date yet, it is still a work in progress. However I want my fans to be aware that it will be coming in the future, and I will keep you updated!
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