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Sissy For The MILF

My girlfriend Nina had come over for the night, which is always a good thing. You know, because of the sex. Which I have no complaints about. She’s sweet sexy and tight, all the things a guy could want, really. Damn was she tight. Sinking my cock into her warm wet pussy had me clenching my teeth and tensing my muscles and doing my best not to cum too soon for her. Ya know, gotta make it last, make it just as good for her as she makes it for me.

And damn does she make it good. The way she rides my cock when on top. Fuck I love that shit. Watching those cute perky tits of hers bouncing while she holds her hair up, grinding her clit against my pelvis, really getting into it. Really getting it. Her voice, those moans that escape her lips and tickle my ear with each huff of breath. The scent of her perfume filling my nostrils, and soon after the scent of her sweat. The raw primal sweat produced by voracious loving. 

Of course, my favorite is when she’s on her back. Her legs in the air and spread, resting on my shoulder as I have folded her in half and pound my cock into that tight little pussy of hers. Listening to her beg for it, begging and demanding for more cock.

“Fuck baby, yes… pound that pussy give it to me baby,” Nina had that look. That one where she gritted her teeth, lips in a sort of snarl. Fuck, did that shit turns me on. Loved it. Loved her. Would do anything. And right now, what needed doing was her pussy. Needed it bad, as it goes from time to time. A lot actually. We’re still in that early phase. That infatuation. That, want and need to touch you every damn second of the day type of thing.

“Damn right, who’s my little slut,” I growled, warm breath cascading over her ear. She loved being called a slut. Just loved it. Naughty girl that she is. In bed anyway. A real sweetheart. But she likes the name-calling. Slut, whore, whatever it is, the more degrading the better. And I ain’t gonna complain about that. She’s my girl. And if in the bed she wants to be my slut, I’ll fucking let her.

Long full strokes. My cock soaked in her pussy juice. Giving it to her how she likes it. I know she likes it because of the way her pussy tightens around my cock, getting greedy, not wanting it to leave. The small shivers in her legs another clear sign of enjoyment.

“Fuck,” I huffed and wiped my brow. That body of hers got me on another level, so close… so ready for it. “God yes… I’m gonna…”

“Do it baby, cum in this pussy,” Nina’s fingernails dug into my back.

Thank god for birth control. Nothing compared to cumming inside my girl’s perfect pussy. So warm and inviting, it just begged to have a thick load of cum deep inside of it.

I sank my cock all the way in, arms wrapped around her body, and held her close. Throbbing, cum erupted from my cock, streams of sticky cum filling her dripping wet pussy.

“Mmm, thank you baby… thank you for all that cum,” Nina kissed my lips, her tongue finding its way into my mouth and having a bit of extra fun there. I shifted my weight. “Don’t leave my pussy yet,” Nina grabbed my waist and pulled me in. I laid myself down on top of her. Snuggled in her warmth. Our breathing heavy and ragged. My cock resting in her cum filled pussy.

“I have a favor to ask,” Nina lovingly stroked the top of my head.

“Whoa-oh,” I laughed, “Was this just to get something from me,” I joked.

“Nooo, baby,” she rubbed her forehead against mine, “I’d understand if you said no to this. Just hear it out though, okay?”

“Okay… you’re making me nervous.”

“You’re so silly,” Nina slid out from underneath me, cuddle up to my chest, her breasts pressed against me. “It’s like this since my mother’s divorce she hasn’t really been herself. And I wish there was some way I could help, but you know, I’m her daughter. I can’t help her, not in the sort of way she needs.”

“What kind of help are we talking about here?” I asked, not sure if I was following her or knowing where she was going with this.

“You know, help with her… eh… needs… as a woman… that sort of thing.”

I nearly choked on my saliva, my heart thumping in my chest, “Wait… what… are you suggesting… do you want me to fuck your mother?” I must have missed heard or something, Nina couldn’t possibly mean that.

Nina gave me a playful shove, “Don’t say it like that, it sounds wrong like that… but yeah… that’s pretty much what I’m asking. Like, you don’t have to obviously. It’s just, she’s still a woman, I know it’ll help her, give her that confidence and all that. And I much rather it be with someone that could be trusted. She can get a bit wild, and I just don’t want her ending up with someone who might hurt her, just for a night of fun. I’d rather her get that kind of thing out of her system with… well… someone like you.”

Damn, it was a lot to take in, and the sheer unbelievability of it all only added to that. I mean, Nina’s great and all, our relationship is great. We never have to worry about the other. But did I ever expect her to try to hook me up with her own mother… hell no. Still, maybe… it’s worth considering. If Nina has no problems with it, well actually she not only has no problems but wants me to do it. And her mother… she is attractive, Nina certainly gets her sexy youthful look from her mother. So as far as that goes… yeah, nothing to complain about there.

“Your serious, this isn’t some joke, right?” I asked.

“Mhmm,” Nina nodded, her hand on my cheek, eyes looking directly into mine, “one hundred percent serious. I care about her, I want her to enjoy herself and I want her to be safe. I know you can give that to her. What do you say? Will you do this for me? Please,” Nina reached between my legs and gave my cock a soft tug, “Will my big man do this for his princess,” she slid her fingers up and down my already way too sensitive cock.

“Alright, I’ll do it.” In the end, I knew I couldn’t say no to an opportunity like this. This is a once in a lifetime type of deal here, I suppose I’d be crazy to say no. I mean, Nina’s mother… she’s a milf, I’m not gonna lie about that. And I’m certainly not gonna lie and say I’ve never had those kinds of fantasies about her mother before. Her mother’s ass when she wears those tight black leggings… mmmm… just yummy.

“Thank you, thank you,” Nina rained sweet soft kisses all up and down my face. “You’re the best, really.” Nina paused for a moment. A look of concern or something similar appearing on her face. “You should know though, my mother… she’s into some different kind of stuff, sexually that is. It won’t be boring though, I can tell you that.”

“How- how do you even know what your mother likes… sexually… what- nevermind… I’m sure whatever it is it can’t be anything I won’t enjoy doing, your mom’s hot,” I poked a finger teasingly into Nina’s ribs.

“Hey now, remember I’m still your girlfriend. This is just to get back on her feet.”

“I know, I know,” I kissed Nina’s pretty lips. The two of us darting our tongues into each other’s mouths. And then before I even knew it, our hands went after one another. Squeezing her tits and pinching little pink nipples. Her stroking my cock, all this talk about fucking her mother, getting me hard again.

Nina slid down the length of my body and brought her succulent lips to the tip of my cock. Her wet tongue licking me up and then her mouth swallowing me in. As she sucked and slurped my cock up so well and nice I pictured her mother. Trying to imagine what she looked like naked, what she looked like bent over. Most of all what she would look like with my hard cock in her mouth, or how her ass looked while taking her from behind. Still, I wondered what Nina meant when she said her mother was into some different stuff. What kind of stuff, was her mother really a freak? More so than her daughter. I had so many questions. And yet I thought the best way to have the questions answered was to experience it for myself. Or at the very least it would be the most fun way to have them answered.

I showed up at Nina’s mother’s house alone. Initially and expectedly I felt a bit nervous about the whole thing. Every time I’ve been around her mother, Nina was always there. Having my girlfriend next to me always kept me a bit at ease in those sorts of situations. I didn’t know her mother too well, not personally anyway. And that feeling of anxiety was under the best of circumstances, or at least the most normal. This… this was a whole other sort of animal. This wasn’t just a dinner with your girlfriend’s parents type of deal, sex was not only on the table but was the main course. Still, as nervous as I was, I was excited, very excited. And when her mother answered the door, wearing a low cut blouse that showed off her pleasant bust and cleavage I found myself even more excited.

Her mother was always friendly. She greeted me warmly, welcomed me into her home and embraced me in a full hug, her large tits pressing against my chest. Her nipples stiff, stiff enough for me to feel them there. It was obvious she wasn’t wearing a bra. Not that, I’m complaining about that. Looking down I could see her nipples peeking through the sheer fabric of her top ever so slightly. Admittedly it turned me on, a bit of blood rushing between my legs and straight to my cock. At least that meant I didn’t have to worry about my nerves interfering with me getting hard or anything like that. 

The conversation started off innocently enough. The basics, hey how are you, what’s new, how’s Nina and all that. Though I noticed periodically her fingers teasing at the edge of her blouse, pulling it down just a little, revealing each time just a bit more of her plump tits. A subtle signal, but a signal all the same. One that I picked up on loud and clear. Nina’s mother was a sexual creature. No denying that. Even the way she sat and crossed her legs, just something enticing about it. Something that makes you want to lean in closer, get a closer look at her, reach out and touch something. I, of course, did not. Not yet anyway. In a sense, she was the one in control. In control of leading this wherever it is to go.

“You know, I’m really happy Nina found someone as attractive as you,” said her mother, she leaned over on the couch, put a hand on my thigh. It was just a light touch, a little squeeze, but it was enough to really grab my attention. Enough to make me want more than just that one touch.

“Oh,” I blushed a little at the compliment, “Thank you,” it did feel a bit awkward to hear that but it was nice all the same.

“I do miss having her live here with me of course. But still, I’m happy she’s with you now. And even happier that she’s willing to share,” her hand went from my thigh and crawled up between my legs. She squeezed over my jeans. A flash of heat filled my cock and shot to my heart.

Damn did she move fast. Already she was playing with my cock, just over the jeans, both of us still clothed, but still… I tried not to show how into it I was, it was hopeless though, another squeeze and let out a hearty groan.

“You like that?” Her mother leaned over me, her tits hanging in my face. They certainly looked good enough to taste, to suck on, all that naughty stuff.

“Fuck yeah, I do,” my cock hardened under my jeans, her hand working its magic.

“You want me to keep going?” She asked, her blue eyes staring into mine.

“Mhmm,” I nodded, “don’t stop.” A bit of precum dribbled out of the tip of my cock. Not that she could tell, not yet anyway. But she really fucking turned me on. I wanted more, so much more of her.

She unbuttoned and unzipped my jeans, leaving them open and then pulling her hand away.

“I want to hear you call me mommy. I want you to tell me how badly you want mommy to play with your cock,” the words dripped from her lips, teased my ears, and sent more blood rushing to my already throbbing cock. So kinky, so naughty.

“Yes mommy… please I want mommy’s soft hands stroking my hard cock for me,” I practically begged her to continue. I wasn’t just playing along, I was really feeling it. It was damn hot.

“Then you’re going to have to do something for mommy first, can you do that for me,” she pulled herself up and straightened out her blouse.

“Mmhmm, whatever mommy wants, I’ll do it,” I tilted my head up, craning my neck to get another peek down her blouse.

“That’s my good boy,” she stroked my hair and kissed my cheek, very caring like. “But you’re not just mommy’s boy. Oh no, you’re going to be mommy’s little sissy boy,” she curled her fingers around my boxers and pulled, yanking me off the couch and onto my feet. “Follow me.”

I walked behind her, not sure where she was taking me. The entire time I kept my eyes fixed on her tight ass. The way it moved in those leggings, the way they hugged every curve. Just to grab it, bite it, have it, would be perfection.

“This was Nina’s room, all her stuff is still here, not that she uses it anymore,” her mother entered first and then I followed. I never saw the room Nina grew up in, it was cute. Pink bed sheets, stuffed animals. “Take your pants off, boxers too,” she ordered.

I obeyed removing my clothing, my stiff cock springing out, now freed from its confinements. Nina’s mother rummaged through the drawers. Laughter followed.

“Try this on,” she held up a pair of pink silk panties, Nina’s pink silk panties. She tossed me her daughter’s underwear. “Well go on, put it on.”

I said nothing as I rubbed the soft fabric between two fingers, so light and delicate. A gave her a look, one she could read right away.

“Well now, if you’re not going to listen to your mommy then she’s not going to play with that cock of yours, and by the looks of it, it really wants to play,” she tapped the tip of her finger to the tip of my cock. A strand of precum sticking to her finger stretched and snapped as she pulled away.

“Yes mommy, I understand,” I stepped into Nina’s panties one leg at a time. They fit rather snuggly. Yet having the soft fabric cradle my stiff cock sure felt really nice. And something about it turned me on all the more. I never wore panties before, so perverted but so good. My cock throbbed more, excited by how naughty and wrong this was. More precum leaked out of my cock, a wet spot formed where my cock pressed against the silk.

“There we go, that’s my good sissy boy,” she wrapped her fingers around my cock, panties wrapping around along with it. She stroked my cock up and down, the soft silk sliding along the shaft of my cock, more of my gooey precum stuck to the silk and coated over my cock as she jerked me, twisting at the head.

“Fuck,” I huffed and bucked my hips. Helping Nina’s mother along, pumping my cock in her firm grasp, bringing myself close to the edge with her help.

“Uh uh, not yet,” she pulled her hand away and gave my cock a playful swat, “no cumming until mommy says you can, got it?”

“Mhmm, I won’t cum until mommy lets me, I promise,” I tense my thighs, shifting my focus from the pleasure of her stroking hand to something more mundane. It was torturing, not being able to just go for it, not being able to grab her and put it inside, put it where it belonged. She told me what to do, she controlled my cock, she had all the power. And yet that torture, that truth, felt damn good.

“We still need to turn you into a proper sissy slut,” she reached behind me and spanked my ass over the panties. My cock jumped at the unexpected pleasure of her hand roughing up my ass.

“Oh, this is perfect,” she plucked a plaid miniskirt from out of the drawer, “I remember when Nina first got it, I wouldn’t let her wear it out of the house. Way too slutty, but now I suppose I’m happy she bought them.” Nina’s mother handed me the miniskirt, “Now we’re getting somewhere,” she motioned with her hand for me to twirl once I got them on. And I did. The skirt lifting up, my ass peeking out underneath as it fluttered around me.

“Mnn… that’s nice, I’m starting to get a little horny,” she pulled at her neckline and fanned herself. If dressing up like a girl is what got her excited then so be it, I’d do it every time, just to be this close to someone as gorgeous as her, totally worth it.

“Yeah? Mommy likes it when her sissy boy gets all dressed up for her?” I fanned the skirt out, the front held up by my erect cock.

“I think it’s making me wet,” she slid a hand down her leggings. Fingers slid over her pussy, curling, and teasing. How I wished I could see more, how I wish she’d rip those leggings off and spread those thick legs of hers and let me have a better look at it.

“See,” Nina’s mother removed her fingers from her leggings and brought them to my lips. Her index and middle finger glistened with her juices. “You made mommy all wet, you naughty sissy,” she stuck her fingers into my mouth, watching as I sucked her sweet succulent juices off.

“Mommy tastes so yummy, can I taste more of her?”

“Oh yes, I think it’s about time I made some better use of you now,” she brought me down to my knees before her. Unable to contain myself I reached out and grabbed hold of her legs, so soft as I ran my fingers over the tights. She slid her leggings down. Underneath she had a red thong on, so very elegant, perfect for a woman with an ass like hers. Next, she slid her thong off and balled it up in her hand. She pressed her thong to my face, “sniff mommy’s panties, I know you want to.”

I took a deep breath. Inhaling the lustful scent of her intimate sex. A scent that sent shivers down my spine and an aching of desire into my cock. She tossed the thong aside and clutched the top of my head, her fingers curling through my hair. Her pussy looked absolutely delicious, good enough to eat.

Nina’s mother yanked me in, shoving my face between her legs.

“Be a good sissy and lick mommy’s pussy for her,” she demanded.

“Ye-” Before I could get the words out she thrust her hips forward, planting her juicy pussy onto my lips. She bucked and grinded, working her milf cunt over my mouth. Her sloppy juices coated my face. Her moans filled my ears. I opened up, stuck my tongue out, and got to licking. I teased the tip of my tongue over her swelling little clit. Each time my tongue passed over I could feel it throb and pulse with excitement. A clear sign that I was making mommy feel good.

“Mnnn… fuck yes, stick that tongue in my hole, get in there, worship mommy’s perfect pussy,” her hands clasped my face, her pussy dripped over my chine. My jaw strained as I kept it locked open, not wanting to miss a second of how good she tasted. I darted my tongue into her hole, licking the inner walls of her cunt. Licking, drooling, sucking the clit. I did it all for her. I worshipped just as she commanded me to. I was hers, her sissy slut, willing to do all that she asked and demanded.

“Mommy has such a yummy pussy,” I wiped my lips and gave my jaw a moment’s rest.

“Damn right, she does and it’s all for her nasty little sissy,” she reached over my back and gave my ass another good spanking.

“Yes yes… spank me, mommy, I’ve been such a naughty sissy slut, I deserve to be spanked.”

She pulled her arm back and let me have it, slapping and gripping my ass over Nina’s soft silky panties.

Everything about this woman made my cock throb and ache. So dirty, such a freak. And I thought Nina was a nasty girl. Her mother… she was on another level. A level that I enjoyed very much.

“When is mommy going to let me cum. She makes me so hard, I just want to spill my seed for her,” I pawed at her thick thighs, so meaty. I crawled my hands up and played with her ass. Spreading and kneading that plump milf booty of hers.

“Soon baby, but mommy gets to cum first, okay?”

“Okay, mommy. I will do my best to make you cum.”

I went back in after that juicy pussy, lapping and slurping her all up. Tongue sliding up and down, side to side, working over the clit, plunging into her tight hole. My fingers gripped her ass and spread her open. I teased a single finger around her tight bootyhole. Mommy had such a perfect ass, it needed attention, it needed just as much love as her pussy did.

“Does my sissy want to play with mommy’s ass too?” She asked, reading my thoughts and actions.

“Mhmm,” I nodded, face buried deep in her gushing cunt.

“Go on then, stick a finger in mommy’s tight asshole, stretch it for her.”

I eased my finger into her ass, mouth sucking her clit in. Her greedy ass gobbled my finger up, taking it in deeper, tightening around it. What a filthy milf. Nina wasn’t into ass play. But I sure as fuck was. And an ass like her mother had deserved proper attention and care. That little clit of her swelled and engorged. She was on the edge of orgasm. Just a little more. I sucked my lips off. One hand playing with her ass, the other rubbing her pussy faster.

“F-f-f fuck yes… make mommy cum…” her hips thrashed back and forth. Her moans reached their crescendo. She hunched forward, fingers gripped my hair and pulled, her head tossed back. Legs shaking, she released that pent up orgasm, released her ecstasy upon my face. The pleasure sank deep into her, her body shook, tits and ass jiggled, little spasms of pulsing pleasure.

I did my job as her sissy slut, and I did it well. I made mommy orgasm and made her moan with undeniable pleasure. I was her good sissy boy.

“Now it’s your turn,” she curled a finger around the waistband of the miniskirt and guided me to my feet. “You did as I asked, now it’s time for your reward. All good sissies should be rewarded.”

“Thank you, mommy,” My cock pressed harder against the panties, dying to escape, to be let out and touched and played with.

The two of us traded places. This time mommy was the one on her knees and I stood before her wearing my girlish ensemble, my girlfriend’s most slutty outfit. She lifted the skirt, my cock holding it up in place. She pulled at the panties and reached in, freeing my cock, my balls still snugly kept inside.

“Oooh, it’s throbbing for me,” her fingers curled around the shaft, feeling it pulsate. Precum oozed from the tip. Mommy’s hands were so soft and warm on my needy cock. She leaned in and licked her tongue up the length of my shaft. Licking the drops of precum as they rolled down one after the other. “Such yummy sissy precum you have,” she smacked her lips together.

“Fuck mommy,” I grunted, my voice heavy with the urge to cum, “Your tongue feels so good on my cock.”

“Yeah, mommy likes the taste of her boy’s sissy cock,” she opened wide and inhaled the full length. She sure knew how to deepthroat a cock, this certainly wasn’t her first time.

Nina’s mother bobbed her head up and down, spit sloshing around in her mouth, drooling over my tip and letting it drip down the shaft. She forced herself to choke it down, gagging as it hit the back of her throat.

“Fuck yes… mommy gives the best blowjobs,” I whimpered, fully succumbing to her abilities to please a cock. She sucked the tip and stroked the shaft. She could feel the pleasure as it swelled inside me. Just as approached the edge of orgasm she’d stop. Removing herself from my cock, forcing me to wait and wallow until she decided to continue.

“Nngh… mommy you’re teasing me, please let me cum,” I begged, thrusting my hips but with nothing there to thrust into.

“Very well…” she teased her fingers at her blouse’s neckline, “you want to cum on mommy’s tits?”

“Mhmm, please mommy, can I?” It took all the restraint I had not to grab my own cock and finish myself off. I wanted it so bad, needed it so bad.

“Yes baby,” she scooped her tits free from her blouse, laying them out on the front of her shirt. Such big tits, perfect round and stiff nipples. She squeezed her breasts together and took hold of my aching cock.

“Come on baby, be a good sissy, give mommy that cum… spill your load all over these tits for me,” she stroked my slippery wet shaft, fingers rolling over and off the tip and then back on. I growled and grunted, heaving with desire. She pressed her tits out, directing my tip over her cleavage.

“Yes, mommy… yes… you’re gonna…” I shoved my hips forward. She lifted on her knees, her plump milf tits begging for my load.

Streams of warm sticky cum shot from my cock and splattered between her perfect tits. Cum dripped and stuck to her supple flesh.

“Such a big load for mommy,” she played with her tits as the cum continued to pump out of my cock. She slid her hands over them, slipping cum around, making herself into a mess.

“Shit… you’re so fucking hot,” fully drained, I dropped down next to her, enjoying the work I did upon her yummy tits.

Nina’s mother blushed and laughed, for such a nasty woman, at that moment she looked sweet and innocent, even with a heavy load of cum dripping off her. “Mommy will always be here for you, so if you ever wanna come over to play, just let me know. There’s so much more we can do together,” she gave my cock a playful tug and then kissed the sensitive tip.

And there was still so much more I wanted to do with her. So much more I wanted to learn from her. This was just one night, one day together. Who knows what other sort of perverted activities Nina’s mother enjoys. And Nina, I wondered what she would think of all this. I had to tell her, I couldn’t keep it a secret, didn’t want to anyway. Maybe Nina really is as freaky as her mother and this could be the sort of push to bring the two of us to that level together. Maybe Nina would enjoy having me as her sissy as much as her mother did. There really is only one way to find out.


Locked Up: Sissy For The MILF

My girlfriend Nina and I were laying in bed together. The two of us cuddled up under the sheets, relaxing after a long day. The usual sort of thing. She’s in pre-med, lots of studying for her, some days can really stress her out. We held one another close, got to talking, nothing special just yapping about our day. I get cold easily, the warmth of her body combined with a heated blanket always puts me in a perfect mood.

“You haven’t told me yet?” Nina asked, squirming her petite little body over closer. The two of us were naked, her tits pressed against my chest, her stiff nipples poking me. A little surge of delight rushed into my cock.

“Told you what?” I had no clue what she was referring to. These open-ended type of questions always spark a bit of anxiety in me. She knows that too, which is part of the reason why I think she pulls me in so close when she asks them. Her way of letting me know there isn’t anything to worry about.

“How it went with my mother,” she clarified.

I let out a deep, “Oooh,” of understanding. Her mother… that thing… right.

Nina had, the best way I could put it, set me up with her own mother. Hooked the two of us up. It might sound a bit crazy, and it really kind of is. But Nina had her reasons. Her mother’s recently divorced, Nina wanted to help her mom get her confidence back. She figured if she offered up my… uh… services to her mother, it would help. And I of course went along with it. Her mother’s a bombshell, total MILF. And having spent a night with the woman had only proven that fact to me even more.

“Do you really want to know?” I asked. I mean if it was Nina who had sex with one of my parents, the last thing I would want would be to hear all the nasty details.

“Of course I do, she’s my mother and I care about her. I have to make sure you’re taking good care of her,” Nina poked me in the ribs and giggled.

“Okay, I suppose… it went well,” I didn’t know what to say, felt kind of awkward talking about this with Nina, even if she was the one who set the whole thing up.

“Oh, it went well,” Nina repeated using her mocking deep voice, “Come on, tell me for real. I want to know. Was the sex good? Did you make her cum? Did she make you cum?”

I grimaced, feeling a flush of heat, and then took a deep breath. I suppose I should tell her.

“Well, you were right when you said she was into some freaky stuff. I mean I didn’t know what to expect when you said that… but what happened… I really didn’t expect,” I began to explain.

“Mhmm,” Nina nodded, waiting for me to go on.

“When I got there, it all went smoothly enough. She answered the door, let me in… looked real sexy too, a low cut blouse showing off her nice tits…” I paused, waiting to see Nina’s reaction, waiting to see if she’d get mad or jealous about how I was describing her mother. When Nina did nothing but wait for me to continue with my story, I did.

“Then she brought me into your old room. Which was kind of cute, ya know… I never seen it before so that was nice, very pink, very girly… but I suppose that’s you, my girly girl,” I teased Nina’s slender tummy and made her giggle.

“You fucked her in my old room?” Nina squeezed me back.

“Hold on now, we’re not up to that part yet.”

“Okay okay, go on.”

“She talked about how much she missed you and what not and she went through her drawers…”

“She did wha-”

I put a finger up to her lips. Nina opened her mouth and sucked my finger in, her tongue licking and teasing around it. “Let me finish,” I slid my finger in and out of her wet little mouth.

“She took out a pair of these pink silk panties. A very sexy pair and… and she demanded that I wear them,” I removed my finger from Nina’s mouth and placed it in my own sucking her spit off.

“And I did. Fuck, she’s so sexy, I’d do anything she asked. So I got naked in front of her and put your panties on. That really turned your mother on, I could see it on her face. She was getting all sorts of worked up, watching my cock get harder as I put those soft panties on. Then she had me put on this miniskirt and I didn’t even know you owned something like that, it was such a slutty outfit. And I felt slutty wearing it, but fuck did it make me hard. Your mother started playing with my cock under the skirt and over the panties, making me precum.”

As I began to tell Nina all this, and really get into the details, it made me hard. Just the memory of what her mother had me do and what she did to me, it made my cock ache and desire for more of her.

“Are you poking me?” Nina reached down. My stiff cock pressed against her thighs. She took hold of my cock, “Is this turning you on?”

“Mnn.. yeah,” I squirmed as Nina slid her soft hand over the shaft of my cock.

“Tell me more,” she teased her finger gently at the tip.

“She bent me over and spanked me… she put me on my knees and she spread her legs. She forced my face into her juicy pussy and had me eat her out. Made me lick and suck her little clit until she orgasmed.”

“Yeah… what else,” Nina brought her hand to her lips and spit in her palm. She slid her spit over my cock and lubed it up as she stroked it.

“She called me her sissy slut and she made me call her mommy.”

“Mmm, you liked that, huh? You liked being mommy’s dirty sissy I bet,” Nina whipped the covers off my body and got on her knees as I laid there. She leaned over, her tits dangling above my cock as she stroked me harder.

“F-f-f fuck, yeah,” I arched my back, thrusting my hips and sliding my cock between her slippery wet fingers.

“And were you a good sissy for mommy? Did you give her everything she asked for,” Nina let the spit drool over her lips and down over my cock.

“Y- yes… mommy wanted my cum.”

“Did you give it to her?” Nina asked, she focused her nimble fingers right on the tip of my throbbing cock. I tensed my thighs, feeling myself on the edge of orgasm.

“Mhmmm, I was a good sissy for mommy. I came on her tits just like she wanted.”

“You did? Show me. Show me what you did for mommy,” Nina pressed my cock between her cleavage, jerking me with her plump breasts. “Come on, show me what you gave mommy. I want to see how good of a sissy you were for her.”

I pumped my cock faster and faster between Nina’s tits, chasing after my orgasm. Nina spat over my cock, letting the saliva slosh and squish between us.

“Do it, baby. Cum for me… show me…”

I arched my back, thrusting my cock up. Warm cum shot from my cock and splattered between Nina’s yummy tits. Nina continued to tease me, my sticky cum spreading over my cock and her breasts.

“Mmm… that’s so nice… look at all that cum… I bet mommy was happy with you,” Nina pulled back, strands of cum snapping as they stretched.

Nina ran her fingers over her tits, playing with the load of cum that dripped down her, “You wanna know how I know you must have done a really good job for mommy?”

“H- how?” I asked, breathing heavily, still feeling the lingering pleasure of my orgasm.

“Because she’s been asking me when you’re going to see her again. It’s not right to keep her waiting.”

“Really?” I asked, too tired and drained to really feel how excited I was truly was.

“Mhmm,” Nina leaned in, dragging her wet tongue up the length of my cock, licking the cum that dripped down my sensitive shaft. “I think you better go see her tomorrow. She told me she has another naughty surprise for you.”

Another surprise? I could only imagine what that could possibly be and yet I knew no matter how much I imagined it, I couldn’t possibly know what Nina’s mother had in store for me. The only way to find out would be to visit here. And I had been dying to visit her again. Aching for it, craving it, needing it.

When I arrived at Nina’s mother’s house she wasted no time in getting started. No pleasantries, no catching up. She was ready to get down to business and in this case, that business was all the naughty fun she had planned for the two of us.

“There's an outfit ready for you in Nina’s old room. Why don’t you go get ready so we can have ourselves some fun,” Nina’s mother whispered into my ear, her breath warm. She teased her tongue at my earlobe and kissed my cheek, then shoved me along.

Nina’s room was exactly as I remembered it. But I suppose it doesn’t see much use anymore. That is except for the bit of use her mother and I got out of it the last time I was here. The only difference this time however was the outfit laid out on the bed for me. A dress, floral print, just about as girly of a dress as you can get. It didn’t look like anything I could ever see Nina wearing or having worn. And as I held the dress in my arms I saw that my suspicions were accurate. A price tag dangled off the bottom edge. It was new, recently bought, and not cheap either. I imagined now that Nina’s mother was divorced, spending her husband’s money on her new fuck toy was just another way of getting back at him. And I was of course more than happy to help with that end.

On the bed, underneath the dress, I noticed a very seductive lingerie set. Another gift from Nina’s mother, this one no less expensive, no less extravagant. I wouldn’t be wearing a pair of Nina’s panties this time, these were my own. And this was not just any pair of panties, it was a thong, cut to be as revealing as possible. That excited me all the more, there was something extra naughty about wearing a thong, something a little extra slutty about it.

I quickly got undressed. I removed my t-shirt, my jeans, my boxers. Clothes that when in this house, no longer suited me, no longer felt like me. Here, amongst Nina’s mother, I was not the same person that I was in the outside world. Here I was her sissy, her good little obedient sissy slut.

The thong fit snuggled around my waist. The fabric was soft as it caressed me in all the right places. And that soft caress, that silky smooth thong hugging my cock and balls, it made me hard. Instantly thoughts of what Nina’s mother might do to me while I wore this for her filled my head. Next, I put on the bra, a lacey and passionate red that matched the thong.

For a moment I was saddened by not having the necessary equipment to fill it out and I wondered if Nina’s mother would like it more if I had. And while I could have spent forever imagining myself in that way I didn’t want to keep Nina’s mother waiting. I draped the dress over my shoulders and gave myself a twirl. I liked it. Very cute. Very girly. Perfect for a sissy like me.

Once dressed and all sissied up I left Nina’s room. Had I the time I probably would have snooped a bit. Say what you want about that, but it’s the truth. It would have been fun to take some time to unearth what my girlfriend’s life was like before she met me. And of course, really fun to go through her drawers and closet and see what other slutty outfits she had hidden there. What else I could have tried on. But her mother was waiting for me. And I came here to get freaky with Nina’s mother. Going through her clothes would have to wait. Some other time perhaps.

“Mmm, look at you,” Nina’s mother nodded her approval.

“You like?” I spun in a circle, the dress fluttering about me.

“Oh yes, that’s my pretty sissy boy,” she placed a hand on my waist, a look of sexual thirst in her eyes.

“Thank you, mommy,” I curtsied. Mommy… such naughty roleplay.

Never thought calling a woman mommy would turn me on like this but fuck did it ever. Just as the word slipped out of my mouth I could feel the blood rushing to my cock in anticipation of what was to come. But that term suited her. She was damn fine MILF, I’d let her be this sissy’s mommy every day of the week. Don’t know why I waited so long to meet up with her again. But now that I am here. Now that I was dolled up and sissified for her, everything just felt right.

“What would mommy like for me to do for her?” I asked, my cheeks turned red, a little bashful, “does she want me to eat her pussy out again?” I asked full of hope. She had one juicy pussy, deserving of proper worship.

“Oh yes, soon baby… soon,” patted the top of my head, stroked the strands of my hair. So loving, so caring. And underneath that mother’s love and care was an animal, raw nasty sexual desire. “Mommy was hoping you’d put on a little show for her first. I was thinking, it’s so unfortunate when you’re not around and I have nothing to entertain myself with. Mommy would like to have a video of her sissy so she can enjoy it even when you’re not here.”

Nina’s mother had set up a camera and everything. I’ve never been filmed before. ANd to be honest my immediate response was one of worry. I mean, we’re always told how that stuff lasts forever, it’s always out there, and all that.

Picking up on this she added, “Don’t worry, this will be just for me, no one else is going to see it. You’ll do this for mommy right? It’ll make mommy very happy if you do. I’ll even reward you for it.”

Reward me… now that sounded good. Whatever that reward might be I knew it was going to be something nasty, dirty, sexy. Something no other woman would offer up.

The green light on the front of the camera flashed on. She was in control now. I was her sissy and I would obey her every command.

“There’s my sissy boy,” she sat crosslegged on the couch, eyes fixed on me. “Turn around for mommy and let me see how that new thong looks on you.”

“Yes mommy,” I spun around in front of her and leaned over, sticking my rear out.

She picked herself off the couch, took hold of the dress, and lifted it over my hips. “Mmm, look at that little sissy ass,” she caressed my behind as she showed me off to the camera. “Do you like what mommy picked out for you?”

“Mhmm, mommy has good taste. I feel like such a naughty slut in this.”

She plucked the string from the thong and pulled it, letting it snap back against my ass. “That’s because you are a naughty sissy slut,” she caressed my ass and then reared her arm back, spanking me. I let out a pleased yelp of surprise.

“Again,” I begged, “Spank me again mommy.” I spread my legs and sturdied myself, bracing for another yummy spanking.

Mommy let me have the sort of discipline I both needed and deserved. Her hands spanking me, groping me, playing with my flesh. The more she touched, the harder I got. My cock pulsated with excitement beneath the thong, eager for some play.

“Oh,” she slid her hand between my legs and over my cock, cradling it. “Somebody is getting hard for me. Is Mommy turning you on?” She slid her hands off my cock and returned to the couch. I ached for her to touch more, to grab and play and tease my hard sissy cock.

“Take that sissy cock out for mommy,” she motioned her hand for me to continue. And so I did. I lifted the dress and scooped my stiff cock out, the thong holding snugly to my balls. “Go on, let mommy see how you play with it when she’s not around.”

I wrapped my fingers around the shaft, stroking myself up and down for her. She licked her lips, clearly enjoying the show I was putting on for her. Yet she never planned on solely watching. She had a whole list of instructions she wanted me to follow.

“Can you spit on it for me, get it nice and slippery for mommy.” I craned my neck down and let the spit drip over my lips and down the tip of my cock. I ran my fingers through my saliva, coating my cock from base to tip.

“Doesn’t that feel better? I bet you wish it was mommy’s spit on your cock.”

“I do, mommy,” I continued to work my cock for her, twisted and teasing. Spit sloshed between my fingers.

“Faster,” she demanded, “stroke it faster for mommy.” I did. Slipped my hand up and down the length of my cock. Building up the pleasure. “Faster baby, be a good sissy and stroke that cock for mommy.”

“Yes mommy, yes…” I jerked faster, palm slapping against my waist the harder I stroked.

I started to slow down, ease up, any more and it would surely be over. Having her watch me, having her take control of my cock without even touching it, fuck so good.

“I didn’t say slow down, keep stroking it… maybe this will help,” she pulled at the neckline of her shirt. Pulling it down past her perfect milf tits. Such succulent round nipples, perfect for sucking on. Seeing her tits certainly didn’t make resisting the urge to cum any easier, that’s for sure.

She had me and she knew it. She could tell by that look on my face how badly I wanted to release myself.

“Don’t you dare cum. Mommy isn’t done with you yet.”

I fought back that urgent need, that swelling desire, not for a second taking my hand off my cock.

“Now stop.”

I did, sliding my hand off. I took a deep breath. Huffing and puffing and doing my best not to fail her. She giggled, enjoying this little game of torture between the two of us.

“Again, jerk it for mommy.”

I obeyed. Over and over again she tortured me in such a pleasurable way. Forcing me to take it right to the edge and then forcing me to stop just when I wanted it the most.

“Please, mommy. It’s too much…” I whimpered and quivered. I’ve never been denied so much for so long before. I mean with Nina, we just get it on, do our thing. Her mother… she had other ideas. She relished in denying me an orgasm, she ate it up. The power, the control, she had it all. And all I had was the desire to please her and be good enough that she just might grant me this one small favor.

“Aww, is it too much?” she positioned herself on her knees in front of me. “Is stroking that sissy cock to mommy’s titties too much for you?” She pressed her tits to my cock, teasing them up and down it.

I bit my lip and tightly shut my eyes. Wanting to spill cum on her tits but also knowing better than to do so.

“That’s okay,” she pulled away from me, “my little surprise might help with that anyway.”

She packed the camera away. I’m sure she had enough footage to hold her over until our next meeting. But just because she was done filming did not mean she was done with me, not yet. She had her little surprise for me and that surprise was not what I had expected at all. I waited for her to return. My cock going soft.

“First, let’s get this out of the way,” she yanked the thong off my legs, hiding something behind her back. “Now, this should keep that sissy cock of yours under control,” she revealed from behind her back a small steel cage. A cock cage. “With this mommy won’t have to worry about her sissy cumming too soon.”

“Y- yes, mommy.”

So that was her game, more torture, more denial. And yet here I was happy to subject myself to it. I could be home with Nina. I could fuck my girlfriend and be done with it all. But this… this sexual madness… this was starting to grow on me.

With my cock locked up and completely inaccessible, Nina’s mother really started to turn up the heat.

“Now it’s mommy’s turn to have a little fun,” she kicked her heels off. She led me to the couch, guiding me like some sort of puppy dog as I crawled on all fours. She sat herself down. Hiked her skirt up and spread her long slender legs.

I peered up, eyes fixed between her legs. An unmistakable wet spot right in the center of panties. She was wet. Parading me around, using me, it all turned her on. And now she was ready to really enjoy that to its ecstatic end. And of course, it was up to me, her obedient sissy slut, to see that she meets that end.

“Is mommy’s sissy ready to start his worship,” she lifted her foot, brought it to my lips, and gave a look that told me all that I needed to know.

“Mhmm, a mommy as perfect as you deserves to be worshiped.” Her feet so soft, cute little toes. I rubbed the arch and heel. She sank into the couch, letting out a pleased sigh.

“Lick,” she demanded, inserting her big toe into my mouth.

I licked, I sucked. I lapped her cute little feet up. Mommy however deserved total worship. The full-body kind. And as her nasty sissy, it was my job to service her to completion. I licked my way up her leg, up her thigh, moving closer to that holy center between her legs. That yummy juicy MILF pussy that just made my mouth water.

I slid her panties off her legs. Pressed my face between them, inhaling the alluring scent of sex. And then it hit me. That heart-clenching need to stroke my cock, that absolute primal urge to grow hard and insert myself deep inside her. But I was locked up, incapable. I had to please that pussy, the instinctual need to satisfy a woman as dominant as she drove me to do whatever I could provide.

I had my mouth, my tongue. I stuffed my face between her legs and licked her wet pussy up. Savoring the taste of mommy’s yummy juices each time my tongue passed over her tight hole and little clit.

“That’s it… that’s a good sissy, worship mommy’s pussy with your tongue,” her hands held to the back of my head, her legs rested on my shoulders.

I gripped her thighs, slid my hands up her ass, squeezing, kneading her plump behind. My poor little sissy cock ached for more as I ate her out. As she grinded her pussy on my face and juices dripped down my chin. She smothered me, she rode my face, she used me up and gave me nothing in return. I reached down instinctively to play with my cock, to stroke it, jerk it, feel something. But all I could feel was the cold metal of the restrictive cage.

“Aw poor sissy baby, you want to play with your cock, don’t you?”

“Yes mommy,” I whimpered, her pussy juicy still fresh on my lips. I rubbed my hand over the cage, aching for something, even the slightest sensation.

“Uh uh,” she reached over my back and slapped my ass, “mommy said no touching. Next time maybe you won’t make her wait so long to see you again,” she spanked my ass again.

“I’m sorry mommy, I shouldn’t have made you wait.”

“Now you’re getting it,” she shoved me back between her legs. Grinding her pussy on my lips, breasts heaving as she shuddered. A heavy moan escaped her lips, she lurched forward, thighs clasped tightly around me. Her sweet pussy gushed her beautiful orgasm into my mouth. And I, her obedient sissy, lapped it up for her.

“Can I cum now, mommy,” I asked, begging on my knees before her. She shivered as the continuous pleasure of release pumped through her. She shook her head. Her no like a stab to the heart.

“Mommy got what she needed, now it’s your turn to learn a lesson about keeping mommy waiting. You’re going to have to wear that little cage until our next visit,” she tapped the cock cage with the tip of her toes and smirked a sexy and wicked smile.

I wondered how long that would be. I still had a life outside of my relationship with her that needed my attention. And Nina… What is she going to think. So long as her mother kept this cage on my cock it meant no sex with Nina either. I was fucked. Or rather, I wasn’t getting fucked any time soon.

“Don’t worry,” Mommy patted the top of my head, “just think about how amazing it’s going to feel when I finally do let you cum. And do I have just the thing for you. Trust me, you’re going to love it.

I left her house wearing my usual clothes, leaving behind my new sissy outfit. That was for Nina’s mother. Yet this cage locking my cock away remained as a constant reminder of who truly owned this sissy cock of mine. It wasn’t me and it wasn’t Nina. It wasn’t going to be easy. But for such a nasty MILF, I could be a good sissy. I won’t touch and I won’t cum. And I’ll show her that I can be a good boy for mommy. I just hope Nina understands.


Bend Over: Sissy For The MILF

The first week of lock-up was tough. I’m not talking about prison lock-up or anything like that. understatementI’m a free man. Okay, maybe not a man, maybe not so much anymore. More of a free sissy. A free sissy who chose to go along with this crazy sex game for the fun of it. The fun of being driven mad by what I can’t have or get at.

Nina’s mother, displeased with me, had a fun little idea to teach me a lesson. That idea? To lock my sissy cock up and away in this chastity cage. It’s not something I ever thought I’d do. But hell, when a fine ass MILF like Nina’s mother wants to lock your cock up, well you let her. Because letting her control this cock of mine turns her on, and in some way turns me the hell on too.

I didn’t think it would be all that hard to survive with any pleasurable access to my cock. I knew with this cage on me I wouldn’t be able to fuck my girlfriend Nina. But I could go some time without that. Especially knowing the build-up for when I next meet up with her mother would be oh so worth it.

However, I did not initially consider Nina’s reaction to finding out her mother had caged my cock up for her own nasty and perverted pleasure. At first, Nina was a bit annoyed. More so when we would lay in bed at night together. Getting frisky, handsy. I’d go down on her, lick that sweet pussy up and she’d be all ready for a bit of fucking. A fucking that I could not give to her, not with my cock locked in this cage.

What initially began as frustration for Nina however turned into a fun little game. She found all sorts of ways to have her fun with me. As soon as she’d come home from work she would strip down, revealing the sexiest pair of lingerie one could imagine. And oh would she tease me. She’d grab a handful of her ass, give it a squeeze and a shake, “Bet you wish you could fuck this, huh?” Yet there was nothing I could, I could only watch and look at what I couldn’t have. “Maybe if you weren’t such a sissy you’d be able to fuck me,” all throughout the day her physical and verbal teasing knew no end.

Nina, knowing me so well, also knew how to really make me suffer. She’d peel her sexy thong down off her ass, bending over me while on the couch together. Lifting that perfect tight little ass of hers in the air she would show me just how good at torturing me she was.

“What do you think of this,” she’d spread her ass, revealing a butt plug fitted perfectly in her tight little hole, “Maybe if you didn’t have that cock cage on, I would have let you fucked my ass.” Nina would then of course tease the butt plug in and out of her greedy ass, making me wish it was my cock buried deep in there.

All that however was going to come to an end, or so I hoped anyway. I finally had the opportunity to meet up with Nina’s mother again. Nina’s mother… the dominant mistress of this sissy cock of mine. Such a naughty MILF. I’d do anything to just feel that woman touch my cock one more time. I’d let her dress me up, spank me, use me and toss me away. Whatever she wanted, I was hers. What I really loved, what turned me on perhaps more than anything was how this insatiable MILF loved it when I called her mommy. Sure, it was just roleplay, but fuck was it ever hot.

From the moment I arrived at Nina’s mother’s house, she did not hold back. She answered the door wearing such a slutty outfit. If it could even be called an outfit. A black lace bra that showed off much of her deliciously plump tits. A matching black thong that fit so tightly to her that one could clearly see the outline of those juicy pussy lips of hers. And if that wasn’t enough, to top it off she had on fishnet stockings. Nothing, if you ask me, is sluttier than fishnets. I wanted to just rip right into them.

Seeing her brought that familiar ache and needed shooting right through my cock. If only I could get hard in this damn thing. She turned to let me in the house, and seeing her from behind was no less problematic. That ass of hers, tight, round, I just wanted to bite that booty, stick my face in and worship it.

“You know the deal,” she said, her hand directing me to Nina’s old room. I did know the deal as she put it. The way I looked at that moment was not acceptable for her. I looked too much like… well… a guy. And I needed to look like her naughty sissy.

Waiting for me on the bed was a plaid miniskirt, a button-up blouse, and pure white panties. Very slutty schoolgirl in its style. Perfect for a sissy like me. I undressed. I slipped the white panties on and added the skirt then the blouse. I looked myself over in the hanging mirror. I looked cute, girly but what I really needed to complete the look was a pair of stockings. I figured there might be an old pair in one of the drawers somewhere.

I rummaged through Nina’s old things and found myself a pair of black stockings. My first time ever wearing stockings actually. And boy did I like it. So soft and the way they hugged to my thighs. One of them had a tear, but I think that just added to the overall sluttiness of it all. Nina’s mother would be most pleased with my little addition. I reached between my legs and held the cage. Now to just get rid of this little thing.

“So, how do I look?” I asked Nina’s mother, twirling a strand of hair around my finger. My hair now actually long enough to do that. Since this whole thing with Nina’s mother started I hadn’t bothered to get a haircut. Or that’s what I’ve been telling myself, that I can’t be bothered. Truth is, I think I just like it longer.

“Like a good little sissy,” Nina’s mother shot her hand between my legs and squeezed, “I bet you’re just dying to get this thing off you?”

“Oh yes, mommy.”

“And you’ve been a good sissy, you didn’t cum at all while you were away from mommy?”

“Mhmm, I’ve been very good for mommy. It’s been so hard, but I did as mommy asked.” Hard was an under statement it was nearly impossible with all the constant teasing and torture Nina had provided for me. But now it would all be worth it. All those days of having Nina grind her round ass on me, being forced to watch her as she pleasured herself, her moans constantly filling my ears, reminding me of what I could not do. But that was coming to an end, and soon I would be cumming.

“That’s what I like to hear,” she reached into her bra and pulled out a little metal key, my freedom sparkled as it caught the light, “Tell me one more time, who owns that sissy cock of yours?” She twirled the key between her fingers, teasing me with its existence.

“You do. Mommy owns my cock.”

“That’s right,” she lowered herself down to her knees. She yanked my panties down and lifted my skirt. “How does that feel?” She asked as she removed the cock cage, my sissy dick finally free for the first time in what felt like forever.

I took a deep breath in, “Sooo good, Mommy.” Relief, freedom, anticipation; it all washed over me at once.

Barely a moment later, mesmerized by mommy’s beauty, staring down at her plump MILF tits and finally free, my cock stiffened. Those perfect breasts, those yummy tits that mommy had so kindly let me cum upon the last time my cock had its freedom, now called out for me.

Caught staring, mommy asked, “looks like someone is ready to play?”

“Oh yes, please… can I play with mommy.”

“Of course, baby. In fact, mommy has another special surprise for you today.”

“Really? What is it?” The last surprise was this awful and yet wonderful cage, I only hoped this next one was a bit more satisfying.

“Uh-uh,” Mommy shook her head, “you’ll have to wait to find out, mommy wants to have some fun with you first.” She trailed her soft fingertips along the underside of my cock, lightly touching it, like a soft feather tickling each inch of my cock and making me throb the whole way up.

“F-f-f,” I bit down on my lip. Having gone so long without the slightest touch had left my cock overly sensitive to even the most minuscule stimuli. As her finger reached the tip precum leaked out and rolled down the shaft.

“Mmm, look at that,” mommy gave my cock a hearty shake, “your little sissy cock is crying little tears. I wonder how it tastes.” She offered me a wry smile. How I dreamed of the moment she would wrap those lips of hers around my cock and suck. How I ached for that tongue to lick and slide all over my needy cock.

“Is- is mommy going to suck my sissy cock?” I asked, full of hope.

She pressed her lips to the tip, kissing the head of my dick. The touch of those soft pink lips had caused another drop of precum to drool its way out of me.

“Maybe just a little,” Mommy brought her face underneath me, licking from the base all the way up to the tip. Her wet tongue licked up the trail of precum, my body shuddered, my legs tensed.

“Hey now,” she squeezed my cock with both hands, “Don’t you cum just yet. Mommy hasn’t even gotten to the best part yet.” Her hands stifled the flow of my cum, cutting it off before any more precum could find its way out.

“Please mommy, what are you going to do to me, I can’t take it anymore,” I whimpered and quivered. Every one of her light touches forced me closer to the edge of orgasm. I wanted to last, I wanted to hold out. But I so badly needed to cum. And I so badly needed to keep mommy happy.

“Do you remember that little thing I did for you that last time?” She placed a finger in her mouth and sucked on it, coating it with so much saliva.

“What thing?”

“You remember.” Mommy bent me over, her hands groping at my ass. She teased her wet finger around my tight little sissy asshole. “Remember how much you liked it when mommy played with your sissy ass?” She eased her spit covered finger into my sissy ass, working it in deeper.

“Oh god, yes,” I gripped my thighs, my knuckles turning white. “I loved it when mommy played with my ass.”

“Well, I went and got you something I think you’re really going to love,” she slid her finger out of my hole and spread my cheeks. “But first mommy’s going to need to prep that sissy ass for it.” While keeping my ass spread for her she spat on my hole.

This time mommy inserted two fingers. I allowed my head to rest on the floor while keeping my ass in the air for mommy. My cock dangled and throbbed between my legs as mommy forced her fingers in and out of my ass, stretching my tight little hole wider.

“It’s a pretty big toy,” she said, fingers swirling inside of me, “So mommy just needs to stretch this tight sissy hole out first.”

“Fuck, yes mommy…” I submitted myself to a third finger. “Stretch this sissy ass out, make it gape for you.”

Mommy sid her fingers out, pulled her arm back, and slapped my ass, “that’s right, that’s what mommy likes to hear. Such a nasty sissy slut you are,” she spanked my ass once more.

“Fuck, mommy… spank me again, I want it… I love when mommy spanks me.”

Spanking me, stretching my ass open, mommy made her nasty sissy boy feel the absolute bliss of a dominant woman taking what she desires. As soon as mommy had properly worked my ass open it was time for the next little game.

“I think it’s time for your new toy,” she leaned down and kissed my face, “I hope your sissy ass is ready for it.”

So do I.

Before Nina’s mother, I never had anything in my ass before. Never really thought about it. And yeah, her fingers in there, stimulating me like never before, that felt amazing. Still, I worried, would I be able to handle more. How far was she going to go with this, how much did she plan on forcing me to take?

“You keep playing with that cock of yours while mommy go get your new toy,” she did a jerking motion with her hand.

I stroked my cock from base to tip, keeping a steady rhythm as I watched mommy turn to leave. Her ass jiggled so nicely with every step.

“And remember, you can’t cum.”

I waited patiently for her return. Like a puppy dog waiting for its owner. I continued to stroke my cock however just as mommy had commanded. My hand slipped up and down, my cock wet from its own precum. It was difficult to pace myself. I wanted to cum, I needed to cum. Waiting so long for release had been torture. I knew I could not let mommy down though. I had to be a good sissy for her and only cum when she tells me to. And I had no doubts that if I failed her and spilled my nasty sticky seed too early there would be consequences. I did not want to fail mommy.

“What do you think?” She asked as she entered, her hips thrust forward. I did not quite expect what I saw. I figured she’d bring a dildo, or maybe a butt plug, something like that. No, mommy had something bigger in store for me. A nice big thick strapon fitted snugly between her legs. She didn’t want to simply play and tease with my ass, she wanted to fuck it, claim it, own my ass just as she owned my cock.

“It’s so big, mommy,” I responded, mouth open in shock.

“And it’s all for my sissy slut,” she stroked her hands one after the other down the length of it, “So much cock and it’s all for you. Now get over here and start sucking mommy’s cock.”

“Yes, mommy.

Crawling on all four I made my way over to her. I pawed my way up her thick fleshy thighs and brought my lips to the tip of her thick cock.

“Open up sissy,” mommy demanded. I did as told and opened wide. Mommy dipped her big toy cock into my open mouth. “Yeah baby, you like sucking mommy’s new cock?”

“Mmmhmm,” I hummed, her thick cock stuffed into my mouth, keeping me from using full words. “Damn right, get that spit all over it, your gonna want it nice and wet for when it goes into your tight little ass.”

Mommy forced her cock deeper in, the tip hitting the back of my throat and making me gag. A perfect way to build up enough saliva to drool and drench the full length of her large dick.

“Fuck, that’s good, sissy sluts deserve to choke on it,” she pumped her hips back and forth. I gargled and gagged, spewing my sloppy spit all down her.

She slid her massive toy cock out of my mouth. My jaw was tense and sore from keeping it wide open and available for mommy’s use.

“You ready to have mommy’s cock in your sissy ass,” she playfully slapped the side of my face with her dripping wet cock.

“Yes mommy… your sissy slut needs his mommy’s cock.”

She clutched a fistful of my hair and pressed my face to the floor. She leaned in and whispered, “I’m gonna enjoy taking that tight little ass,” and kissed my forehead. She moved behind me, standing tall, dominant as she loomed over me. She pulled at my hips and lifted my ass up.

Cock in hand, mommy slapped it against my behind. The hard tip of the toy cock pressed against my tight little hole. I clenched my teeth and braced myself. She eased the bulbous tip in, my ass stretching open to receive it.

“Fuck mommy! It’s soo fucking big,” I whimpered, clawing at the floor, doing my best to take mommy’s massive cock like a good little sissy should.

“Look at that pretty sissy ass,” she spat between the cock and my little hole. She dipped in and out. Working me up to take the first inch.

Mommy pulled out, taking a moment to admire her work, to admire the way she made my ass gape for her. Spit drooled over her lips and filled my hole.

“Mommy isn’t gonna make love to that ass. Uh-uh, I wanna fuck it.”

“Yes mommy, fuck my ass. Dominate it, take it, it’s all yours.”

She wrapped her arms around my waist, her cock pressed against me. She forced it in, all the way in, sinking that large cock deep in my ass and up to the base. My poor little ass could barely handle it all. So much cock, so thick. Pressing inside of me, stimulating in ways I never knew possible.

Then the real fucking began. She drilled my ass, her thighs slapping against mine. Ramming me from behind, treating me like a nasty slut, like a dirty sissy who’s good for only one thing. Taking mommy’s cock and making her happy.

“Mnnn… fuck… yes mommy… pound my sissy hole… make me your bitch,” I moaned and grunted. Huffing and puffing, trying to keep my breathing steady. Mommy went wild, raging with lust. Filled with power over my body.

Hard and fast. Spanking and gripping. Mommy did it all. Forcing me to take her massive cock. My own little sissy cock dangled between my legs, slapping against my tummy as she rammed me harder from behind. All this anal stimulation quickly pushed me right to the edge. I wanted to last but there was only so much of mommy’s pounding I could take until I inevitably needed to explode my nasty sissy load all over.

“F- fuck mommy, I can’t hold it in any longer… your sissy needs to cum… please mommy let me cum for you,” I begged as she continued her unrelenting penetration of my ass.

She reached over my back and pulled my hair, forcing me to look back at her as she fucked me raw. Her tits bounced with each thrust. Sweat dripped from her forehead and glistened off the top of her fat MILF tits. Her face strained with a look of determination and control written all over it.

She growled between her teeth with animalistic vigor, “Then do it… my little sissy anal slut, blow your nasty load for mommy.”

Mommy scooped her arm underneath and grabbed my greasy precum covered cock. As she stroked, she pounded. As she pounded, she stroked. The overwhelming sensations fired off inside of me. Grunting, bucking, taking all she had to give; I tossed my head back and gave into the pure sexual bliss of mommy’s hands and cock.

My sissy penis throbbed from base to tip, my load of sticky sissy cum shot forth, spraying all of it onto the floor below.

“Oh yes,” Mommy settled her cock in deep and held it there. Her fingers rolled through the mess of cum that pumped out me, still jerking me with all her vigor.

“Fuck mommy, it’s too much, I can’t take it anymore.” Mommy drained my balls of every last drop of nasty sissy cum I had. So much, weeks of built-up frustration having finally spilled out of me like crashing waves.

She pulled her cock out of my ass, “If only you could see how cute you look with a gaping ass.”

I rolled over on the floor, right into the mess I had made. I didn’t care. Mommy had worn me out, forced me to give every bit of energy this poor body of mine had to offer her. Cum dripped down my cock as it stood straight and erect, reaching up into the air. My poor little asshole would sure be sore in the morning. But oh was it ever so worth it. To be dominated by mommy, to have her work every bit of cum out of me. Such a yummy mommy I had. All those counted minutes, hours, days, and weeks. Struggling not to cum, struggling to remain strong and obedient for mommy. All of it paying off in one momentous explosion of pure sexual ecstasy.

“Is my little sissy all worn out?” Mommy asked, she lovingly caressed my hair and kissed my face.

It a moment for me to respond, I needed to catch my breath, chest rising and falling like mad. “Mommy really knows how to fuck a sissy.”

“I hope my sissy isn’t too tired though. I still need you to do something for me,” she stepped over me, one heel placed at either side of my head. She buckled the strapon and tossed it away onto the couch.

“Fucking that naughty ass of yours really made mommy’s pussy all wet.” She dropped her panties and let them fall down on my face. The pleasant scent of her naughty sex filled my nostrils, sent my heart to flutter. I knew what came next. Mommy loved getting her pussy eaten out and I did so love being the one to do it.

Mommy dropped down and sat that fat ass of hers on my face, smothering me with her plump meaty ass.

“Stick that tongue out and start licking,” she demanded.

Tired, beat down, stretched open, yet I had no choice but to obey. Mommy gave me my most impossibly perfect orgasm and now I had to at least attempt to do the same for her. Her juicy pussy rested on my face, her girl cum dripped down my lips and covered my chin. I stuck my tongue out and got to licking. Slipping slapping flicking that cute little clit of hers. Mommy rode my face, holding my hair like reins. She bucked and grinded, her head tossed back and tits pressed out.

“Fuck yeah, lick mommy’s pussy… you want mommy to feel good don’t you?”

“Mmhmph, mmm nnnn,” I could only mumble, muffled by her wet cunt managed to escape my lips. Mumbles that vibrated their way into her core.

“Shove that tongue in there, fuck my cunt with it,” she bounced herself, her ass rippling as it jiggled and danced. I gripped the sweet supple flesh of that yummy ass.

“Yeah baby, spread my ass, it feels so good when you do that.”

I gripped and groped and spread.

“Stick a finger in there for mommy, I’m just as much of an anal slut as my sissy is,” she spat n her palm and slid her saliva over her puckered booty hole. “Go on, finger mommy’s ass for her.”

I stuffed a finger into the warmth of her ass. Her greedy booty swallowed it up, sucking it in deeper. I fingered and licked. I lapped up her gushing juices and made mommy feel so good.

“Come on, give mommy that orgasm, I’m so close baby.”

Her thighs pressed against the side of my face, squeezing me like a vice. She was holding it back, letting it build. Her pussy walls tightened around my tongue as it swirled inside of her wet hole. Just a little more and I would have mommy right where she wanted to be. A little more and this sissy will give his MILF mistress all that she deserved.

My jaw hurt, my mouth filled with sweet pussy juice but I did not stop, did not slow down. I fought through it. My body was tired, my mind a dizzying daze. And then…

“Fuck yeah baby…” she threw her head back, pinched her little nipples, and quivered as she rode me. Her knees knocked against the floor. Letting go the weight of her body pressed down on me. I could hardly breathe, smothered by her fat yummy ass. As the waves orgasms rolled over her I teased my tongue about her tight little asshole.

“D- did did I do good mommy?” Sincerity sparkling in my eyes as I watched this beauty move herself off me.

“Very good, mommy is so proud of her sissy.”

It felt so nice to hear that. Made me feel special, useful, needed.

“Would you like it if mommy gave you a bath, you made quite a mess of yourself,” she wiped the cum that still stuck to her fingers on my chest.

“Would you? I would love that.”

Mommy drew me a nice warm bath. The water was so refreshing on my sore muscles. Nina’s mother, for all her rough pounding and greedy use of my body, had also exhibited a side of love and care. She lathered my body up with soap, cleaning my cock off as she caressed it between her wet hands. As I laid there I couldn’t help but think what else she just might be planning for the two of us. I knew this wouldn’t be the end of it. I always thought Nina had a high sex drive, but sex with her mother had always been another level. Sex… and yet I’ve never actually had my cock inside of her. I wondered if I ever would. If I’d ever deserve something so special. I suppose all I could do is hope. Hope and keep on worshiping my MILF goddess.


Clean It Up: Sissy For The MILF

I stayed the night at Nina’s mother’s house. Going home after all I experienced with her the day before was just not an option. I mean, that woman really wore me out. In every single way possible.

She’s something else. I don’t know where a lady like her gets all that raw sexual energy from but hell, I ain’t complaining. She claimed my tight sissy ass like I just couldn’t believe it. Had me on all fours, taking that thick strapon cock of hers. Pounding me, using me, making me her sissy slut. What a fucking day, let me tell ya. But after it was all over. After she took me this way and that. Had me spilling my sissy load all over the place after weeks of torturous denial. I was just dead tired. I’m sure Nina missed have me in bed that night, but I’m sure she’d understand.

This whole little thing I had going with her mother was Nina’s idea after all. She wanted me to look after her mother. Look after everyone one of this woman’s wildest sexual desires, of which there were many. Sometimes I wish Nina was more like her mother when it came to sex. No reservations, totally in control, knows what she wants, and takes it. Never thought I’d love myself a powerful dominant woman like that but, I suppose ya never know if you don’t try. And I’m sure glad I gave it a try.

I slept in Nina’s old room. I suppose I would have liked to sleep next to her mother. Maybe cuddle with the insatiable MILF who had gaped my sissy ass and drained me of every drop of cum stored inside of me. That’s not really her style though. I can get that. I’m her sissy and that means I need to know my place here. And I’d like to think I’ve been pretty good on the front. If my place is on all fours with this sexy MILF bitch thrusting up from behind me. Well, that’s just fine with me.

Nina’s mother woke me at around eight in the morning. She entered Nina’s old room wearing this sheer, practically see-through nightgown. Fuck it was the perfect way to start the day. When the first thing you see in the morning is a gorgeous MILF, her sweet little nipples poking against the sheer fabric of her gown, now that’s just heaven.

“How’s my sweet little sissy boy doing,” Nina’s mother greeted me, her hair a slight mess, she must have woken up not too long ago. It looked good on her though, the messy hair.

“I’m good, thanks to mommy,” I flashed her a lazy smile, still half-asleep. The mommy and sissy roleplay the two of us do takes no breaks. It’s constant, and so the excitement of what she might do next is equally always present.

“I’m happy to hear that,” she sat on the edge of the bed next to me. She placed a hand on the top of my head, stroking and caressing as she petted me. Such a sweet wave of calm washed over me, the slightest touch from her always made my day. “Mommy got up early to make her little sissy breakfast, I figured you could use it after last night.”

Wow. It must have been ages since anyone made me breakfast. And as she mentioned it I could smell that wonderful smell of bacon wafting in from the kitchen. And yeah, I think a nice big breakfast is exactly what I need. Damn, my legs were still sore, and that not to make any mention of how my behind was feeling. I could still feel the lingering pressure, a reminder of what mommy gave to her sissy boy.

“Mhmm, thank you, mommy,” I nodded my gratitude, still cuddled underneath the covers. So tranquil, the warmth of the covers, mommy’s loving touch. It made leaving the bed extra hard. Mommy however had a fun little idea to help get me going.

Nina’s mother slid herself underneath the covers, scooting herself in next to me. Her soft breasts pressed against my chest. The feel of her stiff nipples as they so delicately grazed me sent a shiver of excitement down my body and straight to my cock. As if that little thing between my legs hadn’t had enough yet.

She snuck her hand lower, walking it over my thigh and between my legs. Placing her soft hand over my erect cock she looked me in the eyes and grinned, “Oh, is mommy getting her sissy all excited?”

“Yes mommy, I like it when you touch me there,” I tugged slightly at her nightgown wanting her closer, wanting more of her. Those full tits looking good enough to suck on.

“I can tell,” she said, curling her fingers around my shaft, feeling it throb as she gently slid up and down the length of it.

“Fuck, mommy… that feels so good when you stroke it like that,” I laid flat on my back, legs spread out. The covers, as they laid over us, moved up and down to the rhythm of her jerking.

“Would you like to suck on mommy’s tits, I see you keep looking at them,” she moved her free hand under the gown, lifting and playing with her perfect MILF breasts.

“Mhmm,” I nodded, “Is that okay? I can suck on mommy’s nipples?” I pawed at her slender tummy, just aching to get closer to those yummy tits of hers.

“Of course, baby,” she lifted the gown over her breasts, revealing what I so wanted to taste and get at.

Mommy scooped an arm under my shoulders, lifting me up to her tits. I opened my mouth, tongue sticking out and licked up her yummy breast. Sliding my wet tongue over her cute little nipples and sucking it into my mouth.

“That’s it, you just keep sucking for mommy.”

Oh, I so loved sucking on mommy’s tits. Playing with her nipples with my tongue. And mommy seemed to enjoy it too. And as I made mommy happy with my mouth, mommy continued to make me happy with her hands.

One after the other, she slid her soft hands on and off my sissy cock. Mommy knew just how to please me, how to make her sissy boy feel just oh so good. My little sissy cock throbbed between her fingers. The closer she brought me to the edge of orgasm the more excited this cock of mine got. Precum beaded out of the tip and dripped down the shaft. Mommy slid her fingers over the slippery messy precum, squishing and stroking.

“Mmmnn… Mommy, you’re making me want to cum,” I whimpered, popping my mouth off her succulent nipple, my spit glistening off her supple flesh.

“Yeah, baby? You like this,” she stroked faster, focusing her efforts right on the very tip of my cock, right where it was most sensitive.

“F-f-f fuck mommy…. Please… I wanna…” I shivered and squirmed and tensed.

“Uh-uh,” mommy slid both hands off and stopped. So abrupt, all that build up and then nothing.

“No cumming, mommy needs you to last,” she teased the tip of her finger at the underside of my poor needy sissy cock. I needed it, needed more, needed her hands, her mouth, whatever I could get. Yet mommy denied me. Always playfully denying me what I needed most.

I sucked her yummy tits back into my mouth, trying not to focus on how badly I wanted to erupt.

“If you’re a good sissy and come eat breakfast with mommy, well, maybe I’ll have a little reward for you.”

I kissed the top of her chest and nuzzled between her tits, “okay mommy, let’s go eat.”

I whipped the overs off the bed, ready and willing to get a start on the day. Mommy sure knew how to wake a sissy up, I had to give her that.

“Don’t forget to get dressed,” she motioned toward the closest, “you can’t just walk around with that thing poking around,” she gave my cock a little tap.

I watched her as she left the room. Keeping my eyes locked on that juicy MILF ass of hers as it bounced and jiggled with each little step. The shape of it just barely noticeable through the thin nightgown.

First to get dressed. Time to see what other sexy outfits Nina had left behind in her old room. I went through her drawers. Found a real sexy pair of lacey pink panties. I slipped them on and they sure did hug my sissy behind just right. Mommy would certainly like that. I could just picture her bending me over in these, spanking my naughty sissy ass. I wanted stockings. I’ve really been digging on a soft pair of black stockings. Don’t know what it is, but just wearing them makes my cock hard.

To top it off I found the perfect dress. Black and white stripes stopped just above the knees so it gave a nice full view of the stockings. And mommy did say she didn’t want to see my cock poking around. A flowy dress like this kept it hidden well enough. That is until mommy decides to hike it up and see what her sissy has got for her underneath it all.

Nina’s mother certainly went all out on preparing this morning’s spread. Couldn’t believe it. Bacon, eggs, toast, some orange juices… even waffles. I may be her sissy, but damn this was eating like a king. She must have been in a really good mood or something.

“This all looks so wonderful,” I said in a moment of elated exasperation.

“Thanks, baby, come sit,” she pulled out a chair for me at the kitchen table.

Usually being around her made my mouth water with the anticipation of getting to lick that juicy pussy of hers. This time she enticed me with all this good food. Nina’s mother took the seat across from me. Still wearing that sexy gown, still giving me a little tease as I could see those yummy pink nipples looking to escape.

“Go on, dig in… my sissy needs all the energy he can get for later,” she handed me the plate of bacon and I scooped a good many pieces onto my plate. I had no doubt that if I was going to be in this house I’d need all the energy I could get. She knew how to work me hard and make it all worth it. Worshipping that ass of hers can sure wear a sissy out, but it needs doing. MILF like her, she deserves to have that ass worshipped properly.

As I munched down on breakfast I did start to wonder what Nina was up to. Was she worried that I didn’t come home last night, did she mind at all? I’m sure she knows where I am, a general idea of what I’ve been doing, so surely it’s all good.

These thoughts however quickly got pushed aside as I could feel Nina’s mother’s barefoot teasing at my stocking, moving its way up to my thigh.

“Mommy, you’re a really good cook,” I said, playfully ignoring the fact that her foot was now moving closer to my stiff cock.

“That makes mommy so happy to hear, baby,” she flitted her toes over my panties or should I say Nina’s panties.

I let out a soft groan of pleasure. The sole of her foot rubbing more intensely now. I did my best to remain focused on my plate, popping the yolk of my eggs and letting it run down the piece of toast. Mommy plucked a piece of sausage off her plate, brought it between her lips, and smiled. She sucked one end of the sausage into her pretty mouth, then stuffed the whole thing in.

“What’s the matter, you look distracted,” she giggled. A cute giggle. “Is mommy making it hard for you to concentrate?”

“Mommy is making it very hard.” A bit of precum seeped out of the tip of my sissy cock, I could feel it sticking to my soft panties.

My phone rang, pulling my attention away from mommy’s teasing foot. I picked the phone off the table and gave it a look.

“Who is it?” Mommy asked.

“Nina,” I responded.

“Well, go on… answer it. Don’t leave my daughter waiting,” Nina’s mother pressed the heel of her foot against my balls. That tight pressure was just amazing. She was going to make this as difficult for me as possible, I knew that… I loved that.

I answered the phone.

“Hey, Nina, what’s up?” I spoke casually.

“Just checking in on my guy. You didn’t come home last night. I’m guessing you’re still at my mother’s?”

“Yeah, I’m still here.” Nina’s mother brought her other barefoot to my crotch and squeezed my cock between her feet.

“That’s right you are… mommy hasn’t had her fill yet,” Nina’s mother whispered to me from across the table.

I cupped a hand over the phone, I didn’t need Nina hearing the way her mother spoke. Figured I should save my girlfriend from having to experience that.

“Your mother… really wore me out last night. I just didn’t have the energy to make it back home.” I kept the details out of it. Not sure if Nina wanted to hear all about how I let her mother fuck my ass with a thick strapon. Though I’d properly have to tell her eventually. When the time is right. Taking it in the ass felt so right, maybe it’s something Nina would want to try. There really is only one way to find out.

“I understand,” said Nina. “She does seem to be doing better ever since you started… hanging out with her. I was really worried about how the divorce would affect her, I’m glad you’re there. You just take your time, keep my mother happy, okay?”

“You got it, I’ll…”

Nina’s mother curled her toes around the edge of my panties and using her feet slid them down my legs. My hard cock sprang out, free from its confinement.

“Tell her you’re going to be the perfect little sissy for mommy,” said Nina’s mother, her warm foot sliding up the naked flesh of my cock, the shaft settling between her toes.

“I’m not saying that to her,” I whispered back. That would just feel too awkward.

Nina’s mother pouted from across the table, doing this cute little quiver with her bottom lip. She increased her grip around my cock, using her feet to stroke me up and down.

“You better tell her,” she said, jerking my sissy cock faster from under the table, working out another light stream of precum that dripped over her cute toes. “...Or mommy won’t let you cum,” she yanked her feet away, planting them firmly on the floor.

Fuck. She knew just how to get to me. Just like a dominant MILF to use her sexuality to get what she wants. I had no choice but to obey her, give in to her demands if I wanted that sweet sweet release of an orgasm. If I wanted mommy to continue to play with my cock I had to be a good sissy and good sissies do what they’re told.

I took a deep breath in and let it out, “Don’t worry, I’m gonna be a good little sissy,” I said to Nina.

“Oh… I see,” It was obvious that Nina now had some idea of what might be happening on the other side of the phone. “I’ll leave you two to it then… have fun.” I could practically see her face smirking and giggling as she hung up.

“Now that wasn’t so bad, was it?” Nina’s mother placed her foot back over my hard sissy cock, sliding her toes up to the tip, over the leaking precum. “You made mommy very happy.”

“I think I know how I could make mommy even happier,” I lifted her foot up by the ankle and propped it up on top of my thigh.

I started with a nice little massage. My fingers kneading the sole of her foot, then working each one of those cute little toes. Mommy relaxed herself back into her chair. A look of satisfaction shining off her. But that was just the start. I wanted to make mommy feel real good. That’s what a good sissy does.

I slunk my way underneath the table and crawled after mommy as she sat there. I kissed her feet, one after the other. Worshipping mommy’s perfection from the bottom up. From her feet, I made my way up her legs. Kissing and licking the soft flesh of her thighs. I lifted her nightgown up and out of the way. Mommy had nothing underneath. Nothing to keep that sweet juicy pussy of hers out of my mouth’s reach.

I moved my lips from her plump thighs and toward her succulent pussy lips. I spread her legs, making space for where my face needed to go. I dove in for mommy’s pussy. Sliding my tongue over her cute little clit, feeling that bead of hers jump with the initial shock of pleasure.

“Mnn… you gonna lick mommy’s pussy for her?” She snuck a hand under the table and grabbed a handful of my hair, shoving my face in deeper. I had no way of answering with my face stuffed between her legs.

I slipped my tongue over her tight hole, over her clit, lapping up every bit of mommy’s yummy pussy. The more I licked at teased, the wetter she got. Her moans echoing in the kitchen. Her legs kicked under the table, oh she was enjoying herself now. As much as mommy enjoyed teasing her sissy, she really enjoyed it when that sissy got down to some naughty business.

Mommy gushed into my mouth. I drank up her juices, my chin dripping with her girl-cum. As I sucked her yummy clit into my mouth I snuck a finger over to her tight little hole. I fingered her perfect pussy and sucked and teased her clit until my jaw hurt. Her clit swelled with the pleasure of my mouth. Her little bead pulsating its happiness as I continued to make mommy moan for me.

“Mmnn… fuck baby, that’s good… eat that pussy for mommy… keep that up and I’ll have to do something special for you…”

Her thick thighs squeezed the sides of my head. Her ecstasy is so close to reaching its peak. I slid my free hand up and under her gown, going after her tits. I pinched her stiff nipple between my fingers and tugged. Mommy loved having her nipples played with. They needed just as much attention as her pussy did.

Teasing every one of mommy’s most intimate parts, I had her right where I wanted her. Ready to burst forth and let the waves of pleasure take hold of her.

“Oh… fuck yes… that’s it…” Mommy hunched over the table, her little toes curling. Her pussy contracted around my two fingers, greedily sucking them in deeper. The plates and utensil on the table clattered as she jerked her hips up and down, grinding her pussy on my wet lips.

“Give me more… give mommy more,” she demanded. And I did. I was better with my fingers than my mouth. So I slid my tongue off her clit and masturbated her with all the intense vigor I could muster. Determined to get another screaming orgasm out of her.

“Please mommy… cum again for me… cum for your sissy… I want you to,” I rubbed her throbbing clit. Encouraging her with all the most beautiful words I could think of, whatever I could do to help coax that orgasm out of her, I did it.

In her excitement her leg shot up, hitting the table from underneath. A glass toppled over, orange juice dripped off the edge and onto the floor.

“Don’t worry about that… j- j- just keep playing with mommy’s pussy.”

I ignored the mess on the floor and kept to the sloppy mess between mommy’s legs. I made that pussy of hers so happy. Giving it all the kisses and loving a MILF goddess like her deserves. I worshipped mommy’s body the best way possible. With my mouth, my tongue, my hands, giving constant pleasure to it, until mommy just couldn’t take it anymore.

She pushed her chair back and craned my head back, forcing me to look up at her from down on my knees.

“Such a sweet little sissy I have, huh?” She stroked the top of my head, her chest heaving up and down to the rhythm of her ragged and tired breathing. “Why don’t you get out from under there so mommy can finish what she started.”

She led me out from under the table, having me crawl on all fours. I must have looked like such a naughty mess. Panties pulled halfway down my legs, mommy’s juices still dripping from my chin. Mommy of course seemed rather pleased with the sight in front of her… or rather beneath her.

“I have to say… seeing you in that position really reminds me of what we did last night,” she moved behind me and placed a soft hand on my behind. “Is my naughty sissy slut trying to tell me something,” she caressed my ass and then quickly slapped it, spanking me like the naughty sissy that I am.

“Ooh, mommy do that again,” I begged, presenting my sissy ass in the air for her. Mommy disciplined my ass again, spanking me and making my flesh sting red.

“You like being mommy’s sissy anal slut don’t you,” she tugged at my panties and spanked my ass.

“Fuck, yes mommy I do…”

“You want mommy to fuck that tight sissy ass of yours again,” she spread my cheeks and let the spit drip off her tongue and over my tight hole.

“I do mommy…”

“Who owns this sissy ass?” She asked, teasing a finger around my hole, spreading her wet spit around.

“You do mommy… only mommy gets to play with it…” She stuffed her finger into my ass, penetrating me.

I bit down on my lip. Fuck, was I sore from last night. Yet it still felt so damn good. So good to have her stretching my tight ass open again. So good to know that mommy wanted to pound her dirty sissy slut again. I just hoped my poor little sissy hole could take another one of mommy’s rough poundings. Mommy didn’t make love to my sissy ass. Oh, no. She claimed it, and fucked it, and used it all up.

“Look at that,” Mommy ran her finger along the shaft of my cock, scooping up a drop of precum as it dribbled out. “Looks like your sissy cock is getting all excited for mommy to fuck that ass of yours.”

My cock twitched with wanting as it dangled freely between my legs. Mommy slid her fingers over the sensitive tip, collecting more of my sissy precum. She spread her fingers, my precum sticking between them.

“Look at this nasty sissy precum,” she brought her fingers to my face. “Be a good sissy and clean this mess off mommy’s fingers.” With her other hand she parted my lips and brought her precum covered fingers to my tongue. “Come on, lick it off for mommy. You want me to fuck that ass don’t you?”

I must certainly did want mommy to fuck my sissy ass. I let her slide her fingers between my lips and into my mouth. I sucked and licked all the precum off her fingers, just as mommy had ordered me to do.

“That’s it, lick it all up for mommy,” she pulled her fingers out of my mouth and kissed my forehead, “good sissy slut.”

The salty taste of my own precum lingered in my mouth. As did a hint of shame. But the shame and humiliation of obeying mommy’s commands is just another part of it.

“Now you just wait right there for mommy,” said Nina’s mother, leaving me on the floor. I had a  pretty damn good idea where she was going, what she was getting. Mommy was more than ready now to really give her naughty sissy slut what he deserves.

I waited patiently for mommy’s return. Even while waiting for her my cock throbbed with anticipation. When she returned mommy had our fun new toy strapped between her legs. A nice thick toy cock for her to use on my sissy hole. She had also eschewed the nightgown, and except for the strapon was completely naked.

“You ready for mommy to fuck that sissy ass of yours again?” She hovered her massive cock over my face, her hands on her hips, eyes burning with lustful desire.

“Yes mommy, your anal sissy slut is all ready for you.”

“Good,” she stuffed the cock between my lips and into my mouth. “Then start sucking mommy’s cock.”

Mommy forced her massive cock deeper into my mouth. The tip of her cock hit the back of my throat. She made me choke and gag on that cock of hers. Made drool all over it, coating it in my saliva. Getting that big cock all nice and lubed up for when mommy decides to stick it in my sissy ass. And she was going to. She was going to take all this ass had to give her.

Mommy was in very good spirits today. Very naughty, full-on nasty MILF bitch. She held to the sides of my face, sliding her big cock across my tongue.

“Suck mommy’s cock, get it all nice and wet for your tight little ass,” she stuffed more into my mouth. More than I could handle. Mommy thrusted her hips. Fucking my sissy mouth. Treating me like a nasty whore who’s only good for one thing. Only good for fucking, using, taking advantage of. The more of myself that I submitted to her the more turned on she got. Like an animal in heat, mommy couldn’t get enough.

“Fuck baby, gag on it for mommy… you sissy cock sucking slut, you want mommy to put it in your ass?” She pulled her cock out of my mouth and waved it over my lips, spit covered my face. “Tell me where you want it,” she tapped the side of my face with her cock waiting for me to answer.

“I want it in my ass… please mommy put your big cock in my tight little sissy ass,” I begged. I slipped my hands over her cock and stroked it, “please mommy, stick it in my ass… it needs you.”

Mommy made her way behind me. She grabbed me by the air and craned my head back.

“Mommy’s going to enjoy fucking this tight sissy ass of yours,” growled mommy as she glared into my eyes.

“Do it, take my ass… it’s all yours,” I reached back and spread my cheeks for her, beckoning for mommy to enter my tight sissy hole.

Mommy spat on my hole, her spit tickling as it dripped down. She teased a finger around it then eased in.

“Let’s get that tight ass all nice and stretched open for mommy’s cock,” she said as she slid a second finger in alongside the first.

The pressure felt amazing. So good, so right. Mommy teased my tight hole, loosening it up for her big cock. My sissy cock throbbed between my legs, pulsating with a need to feel mommy penetrate my ass with her big yummy toy.

“Mmm, look at that ass gape,” she removed her fingers and spat into my gaping ass, “I think it’s ready now.”

Mommy placed her hands on my ass, gripping my flesh as she yanked my ass back. Her hard cock slid over my hole and then she eased the tip in.

“Oh fuck… yes mommy… Mmnnn…” The bulbous tip of her toy cock stretched my ass even more.

“That’s a good anal sissy slut,” she said, spanking my ass red. “You’re gonna take all this cock for me, aren’t you?” She stuffed another inch of that cock in.

“Mnnn… yes mommy, I want all of your cock in me,” I whimpered, clutching my fist tight, taking in yet another inch of that massive cock.

Once she had my sissy ass properly stretched open there was no holding back. She held to my hips and pumped the full length of her big cock in and out of my hole as it gripped the shaft of her toy. Mommy sank her cock as deep as it would go. Fucking me from behind, my ass bouncing off her with each one of her full heavy thrusts.

“Mhm, that’s my sissy, that’s my little anal whore… you nasty sissy boy, you just love getting fuck in the ass… you love mommy’s big cock fucking you from behind.” She dominated and controlled me. I remained on all fours, fully submitting myself to her every desire. To the ravagings of her massive cock. Mommy new exactly how to put me in my place, knew just how I liked it. And I really liked taking it from behind.

Keeping that cock deep in my ass, mommy scooped a hand underneath me and grabbed for my cock.

“Mmm… just feel that sissy cock throb for me,” she jerked at the tip.

“Fuck mommy… just like that… don’t stop… keep pounding my ass… keep stroking that cock… mommy you make me feel so good…”

The simultaneous stimulation of getting my tight ass pounded and sissy cock stroked quickly became way too much for me. I tensed every muscle in my body, my face pressed to the cold floor as I held in the ever-growing need to shoot my thick sissy load out of the tip of my cock.

“Yes… fuck… mommy… don’t stop… you’re gonna make me cum like that…”

Mommy quickly pulled her hand off my cock, spat in it, and started stroking again. Her slippery wet hand gliding up and down the full length of my sissy cock.

“Give it to mommy, baby… spill that cum for me… you can do it,” she rammed my ass hard from behind. Her hand squeezing and jerking the tip of my cock faster and harder.

“Fuck mommy… it’s too much… I’m gonna cum mommy…”

“Do it, baby… shoot your cum for me…” She slammed her cock all the way down in my ass. My tight little hole clenched around her thick shaft. My sissy cock full of cum and ready to burst.

The second mommy slid her hand off, I erupted a big thick load of warm sissy cum. Nasty cum streamed out of the tip and pooled on the floor beneath me. Mommy kept herself nestled inside of me until she drained every last drop of cum out of my cock.

“Mmm… that’s a good boy, that’s a good sissy… give mommy all that cum.” She pumped the last bit of cum out of me. My body ached, my knees burned as they pressed into the floor. My ass stung. And the pleasure of it all was the most amazing thing ever.

“Fuck, mommy you’re the best,” I flopped over on my back.

“You’re not done yet, baby.”

“I’m not… w- what else is mommy gonna do to me?”

“You just made a nasty mess all over mommy’s floor and now you better get over here and clean it up.” She pointed a demanding finger at the pool of cum next to me. “Go on, lick that cum clean for mommy.”

She yanked me over to the pool of cum and shoved my face down. So nasty… my own cum… and yet with mommy commanding me to lick, licking it up was all I wanted to do. Whatever makes mommy happy. However I could submit to her, I would.

And so I stuck my tongue out and dragged it across the floor and through the pool of cum, scooping all that nasty sissy seed into my mouth. That made mommy very happy.

“Lick it all up, you naughty sissy cumslut… I wonder what Nina is going to think of you now… but that doesn’t matter, does it? All that matters is mommy, right?”

I swallowed, forcing the cum down my throat, and nodded in response to her. “Anything for mommy,” I stuck my tongue out to show what a good sissy I was. That I did good and licked all cum up just as she had asked.

I’m sure Nina would understand… Right?


A Sissy For Halloween

“Guess who’s going to Lisa’s halloween party,” said Stacy, looking as cheerful as ever, wiggling cutely in her tight top and leggings.

“I’m guessing you are,” I said, obviously not surprised. Stacy and Lisa were the closest of friends after all. Real close friends that is. I figured she was telling me this to rub it in. Stacy is wonderful of course, I loved her, or more accurately put, I worshipped her. But if she was going to a party, especially one of Lisa’s, it really could only mean one thing. She was going to hook up with some guy. A guy as Stacy might put it, who was a real man and not a sissy like me.

Of course I loved being Stacy’s sissy. It means I got to serve her. Submit myself willingly to pure beauty. Having her dress me up, tease me, all those wonderful things. I couldn’t ask for anything better. But still, it came with a price. And that price was knowing I am just a sissy, and wasn’t enough for her.

“No silly,” said Stacy, giving me a playful nudge, perhaps seeing for a moment the flash of sadness on my face. It always saddened me knowing a day was coming that I wouldn’t get to spend with her. “We’re both going.” She gave my side a little pinch between her fingers, forcing a smile onto my face.

“Really you mean it?” I asked, failing to hide my excitement.

“Do I look like I’m joking?”

“Honestly, it’s impossible to tell,” I said. Mostly it was impossible to tell because one moment she’d be on her knees acting like she’s ready to touch me, and then the next she’s got me on all fours, spanking me for even thinking she would.

“Well, I’m not… promise.”

My face lit up, I’ve never been to many parties. I’ve never been a really social type. But more than that Stacy rarely brought me along or allowed me in her presence when there was mixed company about. So this was kind of a really special deal for me.

“You know, you have Lisa to thank for that. It was her idea to invite you. You remember Lisa right?”

“Mhmm,” I nodded. Thinking back fondly on the day I had met her. How could I forget Lisa. Damn she was a sexy girl. Of course not as sexy as my Stacy but still so attractive. Big tits, tight ass, blonde. Just altogether wow. But more than her looks was her personality. She had natural dominance to her that just made me want to give myself over to her ever desire. And that day Stacy invited her over… I did. Submitted myself completely to her. Let her have her way with me. And well… she was the first to peg my sissy hole. Taking me from behind giving it to me with that strap-on. So yeah, I remembered her… and yeah, I was for real excited for her party. 

“Hey, snap out of it,” barked Stacy, squeezing my crotch, her hand grabbing underneath my skirt.

“Ow,” I yelped, jumping back and away from her painful groping.

“You were thinking about Lisa weren’t you?”

“What… I… no… I wouldn’t, of course not,” but I was, of course I was, and Stacy could tell by my stammering and shifting that I did not speak the truth.

“Mhmm,” Stacy hummed, eyeing me with suspicion, “You naughty sissy boy. How dare you think about another woman like that. Who’s your mistress?” She demanded to know.

“Y- you are,” I said, shrinking within myself, afraid that I had offended her. I hate letting her down. Such insolence on my part could only mean one thing. Punishment. Discipline. All of which I knew I deserved for behaving so poorly.

“Tsk tsk,” Stacy crossed her arms, her perkys tits pressing up, her foot lightly tapping the floor. She pointed to the ground, “On your knees.”

“Stacy… I-”

“On your knees,” she demanded before I could finish speaking.

“Yes Mistress.” I obeyed her order, the hard floor pressing into my knees as I got down.

“Lower,” said Stacy, forcing me to prostrate myself before her.

As I got down, my behind up in the air, the blood rushed to my cock. Filling with all my excitement for I knew what came next. Stacy’s swift hand. Stacy’s punishment. Stacy’s dominance. Her claim over my sissy body. Stacy lifted my skirt up and over, revealing the pink silk panties that covered my behind. My favorite pair, the pair of panties that once belonged to Stacy, that once hugged so tightly to those perfect curves, that held to the lingering scent of her most precious sex.

“Naughty naughty sissy,” smirked Stacy walking around behind me. “I don’t know why Lisa invited you, I guess she just enjoys humiliating you so much, huh?”

“Yes Mistress, that must be it,” I agreed.

“She said you could come dress up in a slutty maid uniform or something and everyone else would just think you were being ironic, trying to be funny. But her and I would know the truth. We would know that you were dressed up as what you really are… isn’t that right?”

“Yes, that’s right, I’m just a sissy slut. I’m Stacy’s naughty sissy slut.”

“Yes you are.”

I bit down on my lip and tightly shut my eyes. Just waiting for Stacy to spank me, for her to teach me a lesson. My cock twitched with the anticipation. The waiting was sometimes more of a toture than the punishment itself. The denial so excruciating and yet so absolutely perfect. I took a deep breath in and then Stacy let me have it.

She pulled her arm back and spanked my sissy ass. Degrading me, reminding me of who and what I really was. Her property, I belonged to her. And as she spanked me harder, my flesh stinging and turning bright red she marked me as her property. Each time my body jerked forward, my cock throbbing and aching for more. Though it hurt, though it embarrassed me, at least she touched me. At least she knew I was there and that I was hers. Never for a moment would Stacy have to wonder.

“Gosh, you’re pathetic,” said Stacy, looking down on me disapprovingly. I whimpered like the sad puppy that I am. It always saddened me to let my love down. But in the end Stacy always made sure that I made up for it. Forced me to do what she needed, anything to remind of my place beneath her.

Stacy gripped my hair between her fingers, tilting my head back and forcing me to gaze into those eyes that made me just want to melt. “Stick out your tongue,” she barked. I opened my mouth up wide, panting like a dog. Stacy pulled her tight leggings off her slender legs, followed by her thong. She balled the thong up and pressed it to my nose. I inhaled deeply, shivering with excitement as the smell of her sex filled my nostrils.

“You like your mistress’s panties don’t you,” Stacy, still gripping my hair forced my head into a nod. She then proceeded to shove her worn panties into my mouth. The taste of which would linger for quite awhile.

“Now tell me how much of a naughty sissy you are.”

“Ohm a vwey naufty sisthy,” I responded, my words muffled by her panties stuffed in my mouth.

“That’s right you are,” she gave my cheek a little slap. Not too hard, but enough for me to know that she was in charge here.

“Now I want you to worship me properly, can you do that?” Stacy asked, her hands on her curvy hips.

“Yesh,” I nodded, choking a bit on the fabric.

“Good,” Stacy plucked her panties out of my mouth and tossed them at my face. “Now open up again for me.”

Stacy turned around. Her tight ass right in my face. So perfect, so round. She gave it a little jiggle, a little bounce. My cock throbbing for it, a drop of precum leaking from the tip and rolling down my shaft. Stacy backed her ass up into my face, shoving me between her cheeks, her hands gripping the plump flesh of her behind and spreading it open.

“Get lickin, you dirty sissy slut. Worship my ass,” Stacy reached back and forced my face in deeper. I tongued around her tight little hole, lapping it up, my spit dripping between her bottom and rolling down her thighs.

“Mnnn, fuck yeah. You’re so pathetic, you like eating my ass don’t you.”

I pulled back, taking a deep breath in, “Fuck mistress Stacy, I love eating your ass.”

“Then get back in there,” she shoved me back for more. “Stick your tongue in there, go on… worship my ass. It’s all you’re good for anyway.” I happily lapped it up, tongue around and in, tonguing as deep as I could. Enjoying every bit of that tight puckered hole of hers.

“I bet you want to cum now don’t you? Eating my ass has got you all hard, doesn’t it?” Stacy yanked at my hair, giving me a short breather.

“Please mistress… please may I cum,” I begged on my knees, my hands cupped together, pleading with my eyes. Hoping and praying that Stacy may just be so kind as to allow me this one grace.

“I’m not sure, why don’t you start stroking it while I decide.”

I gripped my fingers around my hard cock, stroking lightly, gazing at Stacy’s immaculate body all the while.

“Mmm, stroke that little sissy cock for me,” Stacy leaned down and whispered into my ear, her words tickling me to the very core. I gave a shudder, fingers rolling over my throbbing tip, a bit more precum oozing out.

“Ugh, so gross, is that precum,” laughed Stacy, pointing at my cock, “Can’t you hold it in any better than that, I didn’t say you could cum yet, did I?”

“No mistress, I’m trying,” I squirmed on the ground beneath her, beating my cock slowly, biting down on my lip, holding the pleasure in.

“Come on, stroke it faster for me.”

I picked up the pace, working my cock from base to tip for her, sliding my fingers over and through my slippery precum mess as it dribbled out my tip. I clenched every muscle, working my cock, desperately holding on, and not cumming.

“Come on faster for me sissy.”

“But if I go any faster I’ll-”

“I said faster, don’t dare fucking cum,” Stacy barked.

I did as I was told, my thighs tense, my cock ready to blow. I fought back the urge with every ounce of willpower. Stacey teased her stiff and aroused nipples, shaking her tits in front of me. Teasing me more and more, doing all she could to try and get me to fail.

“Now stop,” she said suddenly. I slid my hands quickly off. Panting, breathing heavily, trying to steady myself, ease down. Letting the flow of pleasure roll through me and away. I had not yet failed, but the urge and desire ate away at me, gnawing to be let out.

Stacy got down on the ground, bringing her face between my legs, “Hmm, I’m surprised you’ve held off for this long. Not bad, here how about a kiss.” Stacy puckered her lips, bringing them to my cock. And with that she planted a nice wet soft kiss right on the tip of my dick. And in that instant I erupted. Stacy jerked her face back, not wanting to be caught in the stream. Cum spilled from my cock, throbbing its way out onto the floor. Ropes of sticky white cum stuck to the hardwood, painted with my failure to obey Stacy’s command.

“Tsk tsk,” Stacy did not look too pleased with that. But even with a look of such displeasure she still managed to look sexy as hell. “Looks like you failed again… you know what that means.”

I did know what that meant. The punishment for cumming too early was perhaps one of the most degrading and humiliating in all of Stacy’s arsenal of humiliating and degrading punishments.

Stacy squeezed my cheeks in her hands, my lips pursed out. “Let me see that tongue,” Stacy demanded. I pressed my tongue out between my lips. “Good,” Stacy gave my face a shake before forcing it down to the floor. “Now lick it up you dirty sissy slut.”

I grimaced, shutting my eyes tight. Trying to fight back my natural urge to disobey her. To disobey and not eat my own cum would end far worse for me. I couldn’t fail her again. Stacy doesn’t like failure. Stacy deserves to always get what she likes and asks for. And now she wanted me to lick up my messy failure. I had to obey, I had no other choice.

“Go on you sissy cum slut, I’m waiting. If you don’t, you can forget about going to Lisa’s party. And I bet she has plenty of fun activities planned for you. Ever since she fucked that sissy hole of yours she hasn’t been able to to stop talking about it.” Stacy reached behind me and gave my ass a painful slap, “You do want Lisa to play with you again don’t you?”

“I do… I do mistress,” I said, squirming on the ground beneath her. I loved how Stacy treated me, how she used my body for her own delight. But when Lisa and her got together, they took using me to a whole nother level. One that shocked my body with rolling waves ecstatic pleasure, one that I would do anything to experience again. Even if that meant eating up my own dirty cum. And in this case, that’s exactly what it meant.

I opened up wide as Stacy shoved my face to the floor. Sweeping my tongue across the hardwood I lapped up every drop of my cum into my mouth. My cheeks turned red with embarrassment, my tongue coated in sticky white cum.

“That’s right, lick it all up for me. I want my floors spotless, do you hear me?”

“Yes mistress,” I responded, cum bubbling out over my lips. Stacy scooped her finger up my chin, sliding the cum back into my mouth and making me suck it off her finger and swallow it down.

“There you go. That’s my good little sissy, that wasn’t so bad now was it?”

I shook my head, unable to speak as I forced the rest of the cum down my throat.

“Open wide, I want to make sure you got it all,” Stacy yanked at my chin, looking inside my mouth, “Perfect,” she smiled shoving me aside. “Now go get yourself ready. I need to do some shopping for a costume, and you’re going to have to carry my bags for me. Stacy gathered up her panties and leggings from off the floor and headed to her room to change, leaving me in my humiliation. And yet I was happy, even delighted. I was invited to Lisa’s party. I would get to see her again. And I was going to be with Stacy there. What could possibly be more perfect than that.

The day of Lisa’s party arrived and my head was filled with excitement. Stacy stepped out of her room wearing her brand new costume.

“So what do you think?” she asked, giving herself a twirl, showing off in front of me. Her mini skirt lifted and flitted in the air as she spun around. And when I say mini skirt, I mean mini. Her ass behind those tight black panties peeked out as she moved, her curves crying out to be held. And just liked that not only was my head filled with excitement but also the thought of all the naughty nasty things I wanted to do to her.

How I wanted to reach and grab a handful of that perfect tight ass. How I wanted to see her bend over and spank it for me. Of course I couldn’t ask for any of this, such was not my place as her sissy. In addition to the black skirt and panties, she wore a corset the kind that shaped her torso oh so well, her tits looking more plump and full than ever. And to top it off was of course a witches hat, equally black coming to a point. Her lips a deep succulent red. To have them wrapped around my cock, lipstick smudged on my shaft, what a dream come true that would be. Clutched in her hand was a broomstick, just like a witch should have, a broomstick that I would kill just for the chance to watch her ride it.

“Perfect… absolutely perfect,” I answered her question, mouth hanging open, practically drooling with want.

“Aw, you’re too kind,” she said, smiling and patting the top of my head, “Your costume looks good too,” Stacy rubbed the fabric of my skirt between her thumb and forefinger. It was Stacy of course who picked out my costume for me. I didn’t have much of a say in it. But that was okay, didn’t really mind. If it made Stacy happy to see me wear it then that’s all that really matters anyway. The costume she chose for me was a kitty cat one. Obviously not the kind any normal guy would wear. Actually it was a woman’s costume, labeled obviously as a sexy kitten costume. It had a skirt, a crop top, and little cat ears. Stacy added the whiskers on me herself using face paint. As well, she gave me a pair of her panties to wear underneath it all. Which in turn made me very hard as they remained so snug on my body. Hopefully as Stacy drove us to the party my boner would go away, unfortunately wearing a mini skirt did not make it easy to hide what was going on down there. Which I’m sure was part of Stacy’s plan and delighted her very much.

Thankfully by the time we arrived at Lisa’s house my erection had gone away. Unfortunately however, once Stacy rang the doorbell and Lisa came to answer that erection came rushing back almost immediately. But it couldn’t be helped, at least not for someone as weak willed as I am. I see a sexy woman, and my cock just jumps at the vision. And what a vision Lisa was. I mean that costume, holy fuck. Barely a costume but so damn fucking sexy. She had on some tiny crop top, and I mean tiny, barely covered her bust, the fabric of which stretched so thin which made it quite easy to see her stiff nipples poking out. And the only thing covering down below was a pair of skin tight panties, tight enough to see the outline of her pussy, and she knew it. On top of her head, the only part that could even be called a costume was a pair of bunny ears.

“Stacy!” Lisa said excitedly, opening her arms wide. Stacy and Lisa embraced one another, and watching the two of them hug… yeah.. That got me going. Lisa slid a hand down Stacy’s back and gave her ass a nice grab. “Mmm so good to see you,” Lisa hummed in Stacy’s ear.

“You too, I love the costume.”

“Thanks, I think I look cute,” Lisa spun around, bending over, sticking that tight ass out and giving it a wiggle. On the back of her panties was a puffy little cotton rabbit tail. “Sexy right?” Lisa gave her booty a pinch.

“Hell yeah,” Stacy agreed.

“And Stacy’s sissy…” Lisa came hopping over to me, practically pressing her tits in my face as she did. I know enough about LIsa to know she was doing it on purpose, already trying to tease the hell out of me. “It’s been awhile, hasn’t it?” She added.

“It has, it’s nice to see you again,” I replied.

“Ahem,” Lisa cleared her throat, shooting a disapproving glare.

It took a moment for me to register what that meant but then like lightning it hit me. That day Lisa came over, she too forced me to call her mistress. She found having me submit myself to her to be just so satisfying, which is undoubtedly the reason she invited me here in the first place.

“I’m sorry. I mean… it’s very nice to see you again, Mistress Lisa.” And with that I gave her a little curtsy fanning out my skirt.

“That’s better. What a cute little sissy kitten you are too,” she booped me on the nose with the tip of her finger. “Well come on in, enjoy the fun.”

Her house was packed with people. People who I had never met before in my life, which naturally made me very nervous. Especially since I was dressed up the way I was. First impressions are pretty important in other people’s judgement of you, and I imagine meeting me like this… I would be judged pretty hard. Even if they don’t say anything about it, somewhere in the back of their head, I know what they’re really thinking about me.

After following both Lisa and Stacy inside I happened to lose both of them in the crowd pretty quickly. Of course I went looking for Stacy right away, maybe it’s pathetic but I didn’t feel comfortable without her around. I don’t expect her to hang around me the entire time but I really wish she would have. I rely on her a lot, she’s kind of my strength. If I’m around her I know everything is going to be okay. Maybe that’s why I let her do those things to me, it lets me know that she sees me, that I’m there, that nothing will ever really separate us now that I have submitted fully to her.

As I shoved through the crowd I knocked into somebody, didn’t see who right away. I turned quickly to apologize. “I’m s-sorry,” I said, stammering a bit nervously.

“Oh it’s-” She paused as she looked me up and down. I felt a twinge of anxiety in that moment, a clenching in my heart. What did she see when she looked at me? What did she think? “It’s okay,” she finished. I quickly glanced from her face to my feet, too uncomfortable to make eye contact with her. She was pretty too. Not like Stacy or Lisa pretty, but still an attractive young woman all the same, enough to make me feel intimidated that’s for sure. Not that it takes much to intimidate me.

“That’s an interesting costume,” she continued speaking. I could feel her eyes on me. Not only looking at me but also perhaps looking through me, seeing into who I was. Seeing my weaknesses, my perversion, all of it on display. I shuffled, fiddling my fingers about.

“Oh.. um.. Thank you,” I said sheepishly, my cheeks burning, properly turning a bright pink with embarrassment. And then just like that something far more embarrassing happened.

This young attractive woman kept her gaze on me. And knowing she saw me, myself feeling embarrassed that I looked the way I did. Without warning my cock began to stiffen. It couldn’t be helped. Because of Stacy I started associating humiliation and embarrassment with sexual pleasure. Because of my mistress those two wires in my brain must have somehow become permanently entangled, each one causing the other. It never caused a problem before, mostly because Stacy was the only person I’m really ever around. But now I see how much of a problem this just might be.

“Is… is that a boner,” she said, bringing her hand up to her lips and giggling lightly. I could tell she tried to stifle that giggle, but it came out all the same. And as it did, having this attractive girl look and laugh at me… well it only made me harder. I put my hands in front of my skirt, trying to hide and block out my shame. Of course the damage was already done. She saw it, she laughed. I was humiliated and turned on. Fuck, why did Stacy have to leave me behind. I should have known something like this would happen.

I shoved past the girl, trying to get away from the embarrassment. I don't know where I was going, all I knew was I wanted to find Stacy, at least seeing her would offer me some comfort, remind me that at least one person here accepts me for the weird pervert that I am.

“Where are you going,” she called as I headed for the kitchen, “I want to get a better look at that little thing,” I could hear her laughter trailing after me. Why did she have to say that… little thing. That’s what Stacy called it, a little sissy cock. That’s what I had. And hearing this other girl say it, well.. It caused such a yearning inside of me, so much so that I now felt a bit of precum drooling out of the tip of my cock, undoubtedly staining the front of my panties.

As I pushed my way through the crowd and into the kitchen I saw Stacy. My heart lept with joy, my goddess, my queen. Just the sight of her put my mind at ease. Unfortunately however the sight of her did not put my cock at ease. As I spotted her, Stacy bent over, her perfect tight ass sticking out as she went to pick up a napkin off the floor. Those leggings that left nothing to the imagination hugged her so tight, they hugged the outline of every single curve in all the right ways. My cock now throbbing for more, standing fully erect. I looked around the room. Nobody was paying any attention to me yet. Which was good. But the tent that was now being pitched at the front of my skirt would not go unnoticed for much longer if I couldn’t get it to go away.

“Oh there you are,” said Stacy as I approached from behind her, using all my willpower not to stare at her butt. Which was not so easy to do. It was hard, very hard. And so was I. Stacy took hold of my hand and pulled me closer. “This is Tanya, I was just telling her about you.”

“Oh… uh Stacy.. It’s just…”

“She didn’t believe me when I told her about your costume,” said Stacy.

“Mhmm,” I nodded, “But Stacy… I… uh…” As I glanced at Tanya I was at a loss for words. Did all of Stacy’s friends have to be this beautiful. And dress provocatively. Tanya went with the slutty nurse costume. And fuck if If I needed medical attention I sure would enjoy having her looking after me. But damn I know I shouldn’t be thinking these thoughts, not now, it was only making it harder.

“Oh god,” Stacy Blurted out, “You really can’t help yourself can you?” And just like that any hope of keeping my shameful boner a secret went right out the window. “What did I tell you Tanya, he’s a total sissy perv,” Stacy pointed right between my legs, “Probably saw your tits in that top and just popped a woody right here for you.”

“Ew,” Tanya giggled, “How do you live with that?”

“Oh, it’s not so bad. I mean it’s kind of nice having someone who I can make lick my pussy anytime I want.”

“Mmm, that does sound nice,” Tanya agreed, looking at me with a mix of curiosity and disgust.

“He would lick that pussy of yours right now if you want him to,” Stacy said, putting her arm around Tanya’s shoulder, her hand draping down, cupping her friend's boob. “What do you say?”

“Would he really? It’s been awhile… ever since I broke up with Dan…”

“If I tell him, he would… he doesn’t have a choice. He has to do what I say,” Stacy added.

“Mmhmm,” Tanya moaned as Stacy teased her friend's nipple from over her top. I could see Tanya’s nipple growing stiffer, becoming more aroused. Stacy gave me a look, one that meant I better obey and do what I’m told. “Alright, I’m in,” said Tanya, relenting to Stacy’s sweet touches.

“I think Lisa was saving him for something special tonight, but I’m sure she won’t mind if we use him ourselves for a bit. Come sissy, Tanya needs somes servicing.” Stacy grabbed my cock from over the panties, gripping tightly as she pulled me along. Leading me by the cock, yanking me, forcing me to follow the two of them upstairs into a vacant room.

“This should do nicely,” said Stacy, closing the door behind us. “So sissy, what do you think of Tanya?”

“She’s beautiful,” I said, telling the truth of course. Tanya was around the same age as Stacy, her tits however were much bigger, as well as her ass. I didn’t mind a bit more plump, she had it in all the right places.

“Aw, you're so sweet,” said Tanya, pinching my cheek and shaking it as if I was some sort of child. “Did I really make you that hard?” She asked, glancing at my skirt.

“Uhhh… yes,” I said, I mean she didn’t make me any softer that’s for sure. But I didn’t want to tell the two of them what really made my cock intitally hard. I’d much rather forget that little encounter altogether if I could.

“So how does this work?” Tanya asked.

“Simple,” said Stacy, yanking me over to her, “I demand, and he obeys.”

“Well then…” Tanya sat herself down on the edge of the bed, spreading her legs open, “Can you demand that he lick my cunt for me.”

“You heard her, get down there and start licking,” Stacy gave me a shove forward. I stumbled, putting my hands out to break my fall. My palms pressed against Tanya’s large tits as I practically fell on top of her.

“Mmm, somebody’s eager,” Tanya licked her lips, “But my pussy is down there,” she put a hand on top of my head and shoved me down between her legs.

Tanya slid her bottoms off, the sweet scent of her womanhood filled my nose. Her pussy dripped with wet desire, beckoning for me to come and lick it up. Gripping my face, Tanya shoved me in towards her pussy, grinding her hips up and down, back and forth.

“Come on you little perv, lick that pussy up for me,” said Tanya, pressing against the back of my head. I stuck my tongue out and happily licked her pussy, the tip of my tongue sliding across her cute little clit.

“Fuck yeah, that’s it… r- r- right there,” moaned Tanya, shivering on the bed.

“How does he pussy taste?” Stacy asked.

“So good,” I answered, pulling back from between Tanya’s legs, her wet juices dripping off my chin.

“Well don’t stop, keep eating, sissy,” Stacy forced my face back down, jerking my head around, making me slurp all of Tanya up. “Fuck, this is really turning me on,” said Stacy.

“Why don’t hop up here,” Tanya patted the mattress, “And I’ll help take care of you.”

The two girls embraced each other while I sucked Tanya’s swelling clit into my mouth, using the edge of my tongue to make it feel oh so good for her. Tanya and Stacy kissed, their tongues pushing into each other’s mouths, the wet smacking of their passionate making out made my poor little cock throb.

“Let’s get this out of the way,” said Tanya, removing Stacy top. Tanya cupped Stacy’s breasts in her hand, lifting her perky tits to her mouth and sucking on her nipples. I looked up to watch as my mistress let her friend suckle those stiff nipples.

“Hey!” Tanya shouted, “I didn’t say you could stop,” she crossed her legs behind my head and yanked me back in, “Keeping sucking that clit you dirty boy. Don’t you worry about Stacy, I’ll take good care of her.”

“Oh I know you will,’ said Stacy, biting her bottom lip as Tanya’s hands slid down under Stacy’s panties going after her pussy.

“Mmm, look how wet you are,” said Tanya, pulling her fingers out of Stacy's pussy, strands of honey sweet juices dripping from her hand. Stacy took hold of Tanya’s wrist and brought her fingers to her mouth and sucked her own juices off Tanya’s fingers.

“Mhmm,” hummed Stacy, her lips wrapped around Tanya’s two fingers.

I wanted to watch the two of them, see the look of pleasure on my mistress’s face as Tanya fingered her. But I couldn’t watch. Tanya made sure to keep my face buried deep in her pussy, my tongue entering her tight hole, slurping her up as she gushed into my mouth, her body rocking back and forth in ecstasy.

“I- I- I think your little sissy boy is going to make me cum,” whimpered Tanya.

“He better,” said Stacy, “It’s all he’s good for anyway.”

“You hear that?” Tanya asked me, not caring about my answer, “Your mistress demands you get me off, now eat that pussy out and make me cum.” Tanya’s voice echoed in the room as her moans reached a crescendo, her legs clamped down, my head squeezed between her thighs as her pussy gushed into my open mouth.

“That’s it… that’s… yes yes… mnn… I’m-” Tanya erupted, the world stood still. The door to the room opened up. I pulled away from Tanya, my heart sinking, fearing the worst as I turned to see who walked in us.

“What the hell!” Shouted a voice, a voice that was not unfamiliar to me. “I was wondering where everyone went, thought you could have some fun without me, huh?” It was Lisa and she did not look too happy as she stood in the doorway, her hands on her hips. “I invite you to my party and you sneak into my room to have an orgy.”

“Sorry Lisa,” said Tanya, “It was my fault, I just couldn’t resist having Stacy’s sissy eat me out.”

“I just wish someone would have come to get me. But I suppose I’m here now and that’s all that matters, right?”

“Mhmm,” Stacy nodded, “I’ll make him lick your pussy too, don’t worry.”

Lisa shook her head, “uh uh, There’s only one thing I want to do with him… or should I say to him.” Lisa rummaged through her dresser and pulled out a thick strap-on and stepped into it. “I bet you missed this,” said Lisa, stroking the tip of the strap-on cock.

“Yes Mistress Lisa, I’ve really missed your big cock,” I said.

“Good boy, because it misses that sissy hole of yours,” Lisa stood over me, all three girls watching as I got on my knees before Lisa.

“Now open that mouth,” demanded Lisa as she slapped the side of my face with her toy cock. I did as I was told. Lisa dipped the big cock into my open mouth, forcing it in deep. Making me choke and gag on it until my spit ran down the shaft. “Yeah suck that cock like a good sissy.”

“Oh my gosh,” laughed Tanya, “he’s really doing it. Look at him,” she giggled and pointed. The heat of humiliation burned me up inside. These three gorgeous, sexy girls all giggling, all watching me suck on a toy cock for their enjoyment.

“I think he likes it too,” Tanya added, “his little cock is all hard.” Tanya crawled off the bed and joined by my side.

Tanya pulled my panties off my legs as I gagged on Lisa's thick toy cock, choking down every inch for her while Lisa thrusted her hips.

“What are you doing Tanya?” Stacy asked.

“I wanna play with his little cock,” said Tanya.

“What?” Both Stacy and Lisa laughed, “Why would you want to touch that thing?”

“I don’t know, I think it’s kind of cute. Little tiny sissy cock,” Tanya teased her fingers around the tip of my cock. Her soft caress was almost too much to handle, I kept my focus all on Lisa, it was all I could do not to blow a load of cum right then and there.

Stacy came around front and pinned me down to the ground. Lisa lifted my ass up, drizzling lube all over my behind, soaking my tight little hole, making sure she got it all nice and wet to slide her big cock inside.

“Give it to him Lisa, stuff his ass with your cock,” said Stacy.

“With pleasure,” said Lisa as she lubed the tip of the cock, her fingers rolling up and down it. Lisa saddled up behind me, slapping the cock against my ass. “You ready for mistress Lisa’s big cock?” she asked. Before I even had time to respond Lisa pressed the tip of the strap-on into my ass, stretching me open wide enough to receive it all.

“F-f-f fuck,” I moaned, as Lisa sank her cock deep into my hole, her hands gripping my hips and pulling me back down the entire length of her shaft.

Lisa became totally insatiable, she loved the power she had over me. She loved getting to dominate my sissy ass from behind. As she thrusted her hips faster and faster she spanked my ass. Slapping me, making my flesh sting with a mix of pleasure and pain.

“Fuck yeah,” growled Lisa, “take my big fucking cock you little sissy slut,” she rammed that cock deep, all the way to the base, pulling back and readying it for another go. I clenched my fists, submitting myself to her rough pounding. All I could do was take it, I had no choice but to let Lisa dominate my ass, let her have her way with me.

“Mmm, Lisa I think he really likes it,” said Tanya, her soft hands jerking my dangling cock, “His little cock is just throbbing for more.”

Lisa grabbed a fistful of my hair and yanked my head back, forcing me to look into her eyes, “Yeah? Does my little sissy like my big cock in his ass.”

“Y- yes.. Mistress, I love your cock,” I whimpered as she pounded me. Lisa wiped the sweat off her forehead, taking deep breaths. She was animalistic in her raw fucking.It was as if she was taking out all her agression, all her pent up rage and lust on me.

“Look,” said Tanya, pulling her hands away from my pulsating cock, “He got his dirty precum all over my fingers,” Tanya raised her hands, strands of precum dangling off her fingertips.

“Ew,” grimaced Stacy, “That’s so gross, making him lick it off,” she snickered.

“What a good idea,” laughed Tanya, bringing her fingers to my mouth. “Open up, suck this nasty precum off my fingers,” she demanded.

Just as I opened my mouth Tanya stuffed her fingers inside, each one sticky with my precum. “Oh my gosh,” Tanya squealed, wiggling her fingers in my mouth, “He’s really doing it, what a perv.”

“Of course he’s doing it, he’ll do anything you ask, he’s so desperate,” said Stacy.

Stacy removed her bottoms and turned around, “Watch,” she said, pressing her ass against my face. “Lick my booty, get your nasty tongue in there for me.” I darted my tongue into her tight little hole, licking it all up for her just as she demanded. “Show Tanya how you lick your mistress’s tight little asshole.”

“Fuck,” laughed Tanya, “He really will do anything.”

“That’s why I invited him,” Lisa added, sliding her big cock out of my ass and spitting into my open hole before dipping her tip back in.

The three of them laughed and giggled over my body. Using me up for their own pleasure. Stacy forced me to lick her booty, Lisa forced me to take her cock, and Tanya teased me all the while.

“Look at him,” said Tanya, stroking my cock faster, “I think he’s going to cum.”

“Aww, is it too much for our little Sissy,” said Lisa, “Do you wanna cum?” She ended her question by slapping my ass once more.

“Yes… please…” I begged, my knees aching as they pressed into the floor, “I want to cum so bad.”

Tanya gripped my cock harder, her fingers covered in my precum slid up and down the length of my cock not stopping for even a second. “Then do it, you sissy slut, cum for us.”

“Yeah cum for us,” Stacy and Lisa said in unison.

With all three of them trying to coax the cum out of me it was impossible to resist the urge. I knew I would blow my load. It was only a matter of seconds. Lisa plunged that cock all the way in, hitting me so right, my asshole clamping down and hungrily gripping that mighty cock. Tanya’s fingers diligently stroking and working the head of my aching and throbbing cock. While my face was smothered between Stacy’s cheeks. And just like that I erupted, spilling every drop of nasty cum that I had stored up. Spilling ropes of my seed for these three sexy young beauties.

“Uggh,” Tanya grunted, “He got it all on my hands again.”

“Bad sissy slut,” said Lisa, spanking me for being so disobedient.

“You know what to make him do,” said Stacy, yanking my face out of her ass and dragging me over to Tanya’s cup hands. “Go on you sissy cumslut, drink your gross cum out of her hands.” Stacy pressed my face into Tanya’s palm, making lap up every drop of spilled cum from off her hands.

“Look at him,” Tanya giggled, “He’s like a little puppy. Go on little doggy lick that cum up.”

Once all three of them were done having their fun with me they tossed me aside. I was nothing but a used up sissy. That’s all they cared about, and now that I had nothing left to offer them they were done with me. But they weren’t done with each other. They still needed to get off and wouldn’t stop playing until they did.

I suppose I could have just left but really I couldn’t. I didn’t want to leave Stacy’s side. Being at the party only made me feel more awkward. And so I stayed and watched. I watched as Lisa fucked my beloved Stacy with that Strap-on, pounding deep into her tight pussy as Stacy moaned and squirmed with delight. Stacy crying out her ecstasy, the sort of wonder that only a good fucking could give. The sort of fucking that I would never get to do, that Stacy would never allow me. She had no desire for my sissy cock. But she happily took Lisa’s big toy over and over again. She happily let Tanya sit on her face and ride her lips as Stacy sucked and licked Tanya’s perfect little clit. The three of them chasing after their orgasms, their voices filling the room. None of them paid me even the least bit of attention. But I didn’t mind. I got to watch my wonderful mistress scream and roar and get filled with so much love and pleasure.

I knew my place. I was here to serve and to submit them, that was all. And truthfully I wouldn’t have wanted it any other way. I was glad Lisa invited me to the party. So happy that Stacy was kind enough to bring along. I had gotten more than I could ever ask for. And saw more than I could ever dream of. I only hoped that this would not be the last time that Tanya played with me. I would love it if she allowed me to submit myself to her just as I had done for Stacy and Lisa. Just as I will continue to do, forever and always.


Yes, Mistress

While everyone else my age was off on their way to start college, entering into the beginning stages of adulthood, I was not. Why? Mostly out of fear I suppose. I didn’t have the same sort of confidence that my friends had, nor the motivation. This, of course, pissed my parents off very much. And their solution? How did they try to help? By berating me, telling me I was worthless, that I needed to grow up and learn how to be a man, and inevitably kicking me out of the house.

Grow up, learn to be a man… wasn’t it their job to teach me those things? To prepare me for these next stages of life? I blamed myself a lot in the beginning. Thinking it was all my fault, believing I was indeed the failure they made me out to be. Now? Well, I’m not so sure it was all my fault. How could it be? Without any guidance, and no way to just intuitively know what to do, what did they expect was going to happen?

I had a lot of questions, and clearly, I couldn’t go to them for the answers. They kicked me out, and wanted nothing to do with me. Thankfully, my close friend Rob asked his mother if I could stay in his room while he was away at university. And thankfully she agreed.

To say it was awkward would be an understatement. But then, I’m always awkward, that doesn’t really change no matter where I go. And at least I had a bed to sleep in, a roof over my head. So I really had no reason to complain too much, at least not about that.

It wasn’t easy. All my friends had left, I had no one to talk to or spend time with. The loneliness was real… very real. And like most lonely and isolated young adults I spent most of my time on the computer, Rob had a pretty sweet setup, way nicer than the same laptop I’ve been using since I was thirteen, that was like six years ago now, the thing hardly ran anymore.

With a high-powered GPU at my disposal, I quickly got into gaming, now that I had a computer actually capable of running games at a decent framerate. Though honestly, I can’t even say if I even enjoyed it all that much, it was more of an escape than anything. So yeah, I spent most of my time loading up matches, getting my ass handed to me, getting raged at by jerks who have probably been playing these games for years.

That wasn’t all I did though. There’s another common activity among the lonely that I also frequently partook in. Masturbating in my friend’s room, in his mother’s house, isn’t something a person sets out to do. But when you’re there long enough the urge comes and when it does it eventually becomes just a little too difficult to deny it.

The first time, of many, happened as followed. I was sitting in my room, or Rob’s room, whatever. Anyway, I was playing a shooter game, getting pretty frustrated at both myself and the game, mainly because I was sucking so much. I don’t even want to mention my kill-death ratio, it’s just pathetic. I was feeling myself getting pretty heated, I don’t generally like feeling that way, obviously. The one thing that I had been using to avoid the stress of life was only giving me more stress. Stress that needed to be released.

See, Rob’s mother, Sarah, her room is directly above mine. It’s just her by the way, she’s been divorced for some time, and that’s all I know about that. She was in her room, it was late at night, and as per usual she was doing yoga just before getting ready for bed. Normally I’m pretty focused on the game, not this time, not with how shit I was playing. So normally, whatever the hell she’s doing in her room doesn’t distract me, but not this time. This time was different.

As she was performing her routine, and as I imagined, getting into her stretches, I could hear quite clearly her heavy breathing, her grunts of physical exertion, the banging of where her feet would meet the floor. I couldn’t focus because of the noise. Or maybe I didn’t want to focus because of it, hard to say. Before I knew it I had begun to imagine Sarah stretching into all sorts of different yogic poses. Wearing those tight leggings she enjoyed so much, the ones that hug her hips and ass just right, outlining every intimate detail of that glorious body of hers.

Mmm, fuck, she’s a total MILF. Great fucking body, nice and tight. Picturing that plump ass of hers reaching up as she gets into downward dog… yeah, it got me hard alright, those full tits hanging from her chest, I drove myself crazy with the very idea of it. I’d do anything for just one small glimpse of her naked. But all I had was my own thoughts, that and all the naughty sounds she made as she surely contorted her body in all sorts of wild and wonderful ways.

I couldn’t help myself, I just couldn’t. I haven’t had much human contact lately, and I’ve never had any sexual contact of any kind in my life before. Maybe it’s pathetic, but I didn’t care. It’s hard to care when your cock gets that hard.

I dropped my pants where I sat, gr,abbed some tissues, and bunched them up in my palm. I closed my eyes, reclined in my seat and pictured myself going up to her room. I’d walk in on her, her juicy ass in the air for me. Fuck, I just want to rip them open, exposing her pussy, shove my cock inside and make her mine. As if she’d ever want a guy like me to do that.

But this was a fantasy, and fantasy was all I had. And for the time being it was enough for me. Reclining in my chair, eyes closed, listening to those sensual and sexual grunts and moans escaping her pretty mouth. Picturing that mouth wrapped around the tip of my cock, inching its way deeper down my shaft, spit dripping, tongue whirling. Fuck, I bet she gives good head, she definitely looks like the type who knows how to deep throat a cock.

Sighing heavily, cock throbbing in my grasp. Before I knew it I shot up, cock resting in the tissue, cum pumping out of my cock. What a sweet release it was. A very much-needed stress reliever. I had held it in for too long. That could not have been good for me. After doing it once, masturbating in my room with Sarah around only got easier from there.

I quickly learned her schedule. I began to regularly masturbate whenever she would workout or do yoga. Soon enough, anytime she was grunting and groaning alone in her room, so was I. Eventually, however, I needed more. Those private moments that I shared with her, without her knowledge, gave me a sense of closeness and connection. Even if it was artificial, it did help relieve some of my loneliness.

I wanted more of that, more of that connection. I knew it would be impossible for someone like me to actually get with someone like her. I didn’t have the means, the confidence, the… anything, to win her over… to convince her to touch me or let me touch her. Ah, but what I wouldn’t do just to hold her in my arms and have her underneath me. This aching need ate away at me, desperately calling out for satisfaction.

So then, what I started to do was, whenever Sarah would leave for work I would head upstairs into her bedroom. At first, I would feel nervous just standing there, in her room. I knew how weird and potentially wrong it was, not showing respect for her privacy and all that. When I crawled on top of her bed and I could smell her lovely scent on her sheets and pillow, well, I just stopped caring. 

What I did, in an attempt to feel that closeness, was tuck her pillow between my legs. I’d get on top of it, grind my stiff cock against it, and call out her name. Bucking and grinding, pretending it was her pussy my cock was rubbing against it until inevitably jizzing in my pants for her. When I finished, I’d tidy everything back up. Fix the sheets, put the pillow back, leave no trace behind that I was ever there. I went about it each and every time with meticulous precision. I never wanted to think about how she would react if she found out. Because chances are the real Sarah would not react how the fantasy Sarah in my mind would react, who would find my burning desire for her so overwhelmingly powerful that she’d shove me onto the bed, tear my clothes off and hop on for the ride, but such was not reality. Though I wish more than anything it one day will be.

I ended up making one crucial mistake. My growing need to feel close to her only grew stronger the more I fed it. And soon it required bigger and bigger meals in order to remain fed and satiated, that is to say, humping her pillow until I came was no longer enough to feel close. That’s when one day after tidying up her room after enjoying a bit of fun, I refrained from putting something very crucial away.

I just couldn’t put it back where I had found it. It didn’t belong there. It belonged with me. With someone who would cherish it the way, it deserved to be. So instead of putting her panties back in the laundry basket, I took them back into my room with me. They were such a sexy pair. A red lace g-string. Damn, I would just love to see her ass in them, I bet it would look good enough to bite.

It’s so intimate. Her underwear. The very thing that not only hugs closest to her body but hugs to the most precious part of it. To hold them in my hands would be the closest I’d ever get to holding her. To smell the lingering scent of her precious sex from off the fabric, that’s the closest I’d ever get to knowing what spending a night locked together in a loving embrace with her might be like.

And that was my mistake.

I could hear Sarah’s heavy footsteps coming down the stairs. She doesn’t usually make that much noise when descending the stairs. Something was, she was upset, that’s the way upset people stomp down the stairs. I knew that. But at the time I didn't know what caused her to feel that way. Something at work maybe? Or problems with a friend? I didn’t think it could have possibly had anything to do with me. I had been in my room all day, there wasn’t anything that I could have done. Boy, was I wrong.

Sarah swung the door to my room open. Her face was steaming red. “Alright, where is it?” She demanded to know, stomping her heel. It happened so suddenly, so out of nowhere, I didn’t know how to react or what to think. My initial thought, because I couldn’t imagine her ever getting upset with me, was how sexy she looked getting all serious like that, not to mention she was also wearing her work clothes, she really looked like a boss bitch.

“I know you stole them you nasty little perv, now where are they,” she stomped her foot again. Staring at her cleavage, I watched the top of her breasts jiggle as they loomed slightly over the top of her blouse, she knew to keep that top button open.

Coming to the realization that this was serious, I stammered in response, “I...um… where’s what?”

“You know what,” she barked back, grabbing the armrest of my chair, pulling it, spinning me away from the desktop, “Stop staring at those games when I’m talking to you.”

I straightened out my back and replied, “Yes, Ma’am.”

When she heard that, her shoulders relaxed a little, she let out a deep breath, seemingly calmed by my display of willing obedience. I made note of that. When I react obediently to her commands, her tension eases. I don’t want her to be tense, I want her to feel relaxed, to be happy with me and herself.

“Mmm, that’s much better,” she said in turn.

See, the thing is, I was exceptionally nervous. For two reasons, the first was a bit selfish; I was worried she’d kick me out if she found out about the panties I stole from her. Then where would I go? Nobody would take me in. The second is, I don’t want her to feel angry and I certainly did not wish to be the cause of that anger, I displeased her and that’s not right, she didn’t deserve that.

“Now, you’re going to be a good boy and tell me what you did with my panties,” said Sarah, placing her hands on her hips, standing in this oh-so-hot power stance.

I didn’t say anything, to be honest, I was too scared to, she looked so imposing standing there like that, looking down at me. But then, I didn’t have to say anything. In automatic response, my eyes darted from her beautiful face to the pillow on my bed.

Sarah smirked, the left side of her lip curling slightly upward. She walked over to my bed, picked up my pillow, and found them, her sexy panties lovingly tucked underneath my pillow.

“I knew it,” she snatched her panties off the mattress, “you boys are all the same. Just little pervs, always horny, disgusting. Do you know how disgusting this is,” she shook her panties wildly in front of me. I nodded silently, too ashamed to say anything. Then she caught sight of another one of my misdeeds. “Is this…” she inspected the panties closer, “Uggh…” she tossed the panties at me, her intimate belonging hitting my chest before rolling down into my lap, “you came in them, you pervert.”

I know in this context, it shouldn’t have excited me, but when Sarah tossed her panties at me, letting them fall slowly into my lap, my cock stiffened, jumping excitedly, raising my pants to meet her thong.

Sarah raised her hands and ran them through her hair in exasperation, “You boys just don’t know how to keep it in your pants do you? You’d cum in anything, huh?” I silently agreed with her. Although lately I haven’t been cumming in just anything, mostly in what reminds me of her, but I didn’t tell her that, I didn’t tell her how special she was to me, that I cum only to her. I just agreed because agreeing is showing obedience and she likes when I’m obedient.

“Well then, if that’s the case, take it out for me,” said Sarah. The moment she said that my heart pounded in my chest, an instant surge of adrenaline taking over. Did she really say that? She wants to see my cock? SHE wants to see MY cock. The only reason I didn’t pull it out right then, just as I would in any one of my multitude of fantasies, was because I was in a state of pure disbelief.

“Right now,” Sarah stomped, “go on, don’t make me wait.”

She gave me a command, I had to do as she said, I had to obey. I couldn’t keep overthinking it, if I did, I’d be making her wait. She doesn’t like waiting. I can’t disappoint her. I unzipped my pants and pulled them.

“Boxers too, let’s go, hurry up,” said Sarah. I nodded and complied. Sliding my boxers down, my stiff cock springing out between the two of us.

An unimpressed “hmm,” escaped her tight lips. “I see why you have to steal panties, not much going on down there, is there?”

It hurt to hear that. Stung my pride and ego. But she wasn’t wrong, as much as that might sadden me. How could she be wrong? She’s this beautiful goddess of a woman, a woman like that knows her worth, knows what it takes to get her going. I couldn’t disagree.

No Ma’am, there is not,” I responded in kind, carefully choosing my words so Sarah would understand I was completely on board with her, without a trace of doubt.

“That’s unfortunate,” said Sarah, peering down at my humiliated cock, “Ever since my divorce, I too have been horny non-stop. It’s about time I got some pleasure in my life, the kind my husband couldn’t provide. The guys I’ve been meeting up with lately have been great, I certainly have no complaints there. It’s a shame, it would have been nice to have someone in the house all to myself who satisfies my needs… but I can see you’re unable to cut it. A real pity,” Sarah frowned, eyes still on my erection.

It was obviously very upsetting that my cock was not capable of putting a smile on her face. Even though Sarah is just as gorgeous frowning as she is smiling, I much rather see her happy. And if this cock wasn’t enough to provide her with that happiness, then I suppose I’d just have to play to my strengths, find my own way of keeping that smile on her face.

Having her look at me, at all, was such a gift. Having her beautiful eyes taking notice of my cock, even if in such a sad dim light, was enough to make me pulse with excitement. And that excitement needed somewhere to go. And so it came dribbling out of the tip of my cock in the form of precum.

Sarah saw this and chuckled softly, she has the prettiest laugh, “Just look at that,” she pointed an accusatory finger at my cock, “Precum. Already? That just wouldn’t do, I need a man who could last more than ten seconds.”

I was not that man. I knew well enough the moment my cock felt the warmth of her lovely pussy wrapped around it I’d instantly blow my load leaving her disappointed and unsatisfied. I couldn’t do that to her, didn’t want to do that to her.

“Oh, well,” Sarah shrugged her shoulders like it was no big deal. Which is accurate because after all, my cock is not a big deal. “I suppose I’ll just have to give Mark a call. He’s usually down for a good fuck. Actually… Maybe I’ll invite him over this time. That isn’t a problem is it?”

“No, Ma’am.” It’s her house, her rules, she’s the one in charge, not me. I don’t make demands, I only follow them.

“Good,” said Sarah, pleased by my willingness to obey, “There are a few other conditions you’ll need to follow.”

Whatever they were, I would follow them. I screwed up, I deserved whatever was to come my way.

“First, you are not to leave your room. I don’t need to be reminded of such a little dick staying in my house while I’m trying to get fucked by a real man, understood?”

“Yes, I understand.”

“As for the second part of your punishment…” Sarah went through my drawers, pulling out my clothes, bundling them up in her arms. I didn’t have many clothes, to begin with. Just a few pairs of pants and shirts, basically whatever I was able to fit into a single suitcase. “And your shirt,” she pointed at my chest, then curled her finger, beckoning for me to remove it. I did, and placed it on top of the pile of clothes in her arms.

“Very good,” said Sarah, “And since you’re so fond of my panties you can wear those instead… You heard me, put them on.”

God, it was so humiliating having her take my clothes away like that. Forced to wear her panties, that was just icing on the already mounting shame cake. But I did it. I slid her silky red panties up my legs, my hard cock pushing up against the front of them.

“Much better, don’t you think? I think it suits you much better than the men’s clothing you’ve been wearing, wouldn’t you agree?”

“Yes, Ma’am. I don’t deserve to wear men’s clothing.”

“No, you don’t, because you aren’t much of a man. We can find something else to replace these later,” Sarah lifted the clothes, “but for now, this will have to do.”

Sarah took my clothing and promptly tossed them into the trash. I had nothing now, nothing but her pretty red panties that is. I really had no choice but to stay in the house when her lover came over. Even if I wanted to leave, how could I? I couldn’t walk out into the street wearing nothing but Sarah’s underwear, I wouldn’t be able to handle getting laughed at by the neighbors while I trying to find a place to escape to while Sarah gets a proper fucking from a proper man.

For the rest of the day, I did my best to try and distract myself on the computer, which wasn’t exactly easy. It was hard to forget everything that happened when wearing nothing but her panties served as a constant reminder of her power over me. Eventually, I did manage to forget my life for a bit, allowing my mind to become completely consumed by the game I was playing. It offered me a short reprieve. But that didn’t last long, there came a point when nothing could possibly distract from what was going on.

I didn’t notice when Sarah’s lover, Mark, initially arrived. I suppose I wanted to just block that out. I didn’t want to think about some other man coming into the house, claiming her for himself. But there was only so much that could be blocked. And when the two of them made their way into Sarah’s bedroom I just couldn’t ignore it anymore.

Their footsteps echoed overhead as they rushed into Sarah’s bedroom. I tried not to listen, I did my best to keep my focus on the game. My lack of focus only led to my repeated in-game death. Which only led to frustration. A frustration that tugged achingly at my core.

“Fuck, I need you inside me, right now,” came Sarah’s mumbled voice from the room above me. Her words hit me like a spear to the chest. The bed creaked and knocked against the wall as Sarah playfully laughed, “I love it when you toss me around like that.”

I imagined Mark, whoever this man was, lifting Sarah off her feet with ease, tossing her onto the bed, looming over her sweet body with lust in his eyes. I couldn’t do that for her. I didn’t have the strength to lift this woman, toss her onto the bed, making her feel small in my arms.

“God damn, you’re so fucking sexy,” came the deep voice of a man. A voice that stung worse than Sarah’s, a voice that reminded me of my own ineptitude.

“Then come and get it, baby, I’m waiting for you,” Sarah replied. Why? Why couldn’t it be me she was waiting for. Why couldn’t I be the one she was down on all fours for, begging to have inside?

Mark took a few steps closer to the edge of the bed, judging by the weight of each step, there was no doubt he was much bigger than I.

“Let’s see what we have here,” said Sarah, followed by the sound of a metal belt falling to the wood floor. “Oh fuck yes,” her voice getting louder, “That’s what I like, a nice BIG cock,” she really put the emphasis on big. So much so that I couldn’t help but think that she purposely made sure to say it loud enough for me to hear. “A real man’s cock,” she said even louder. There was no denying it now. She knew what she was doing. She wanted me to hear, she wanted to torture me by bringing this man into the house.

Yet, as much as it hurt to have Sarah remind me of my own inadequacy as a man, at the very least she was thinking about me. If that’s what was needed for me to at least in some way be part of her sex life then so be it. It was something, right? 

“Mmm, just look at that,” Sarah hummed to herself, then suddenly went quiet. That silence did not last long, quickly interrupted by Mark’s heavy breathing and low groaning. Not at all what I wanted to hear, Sarah whatever she was doing, giving him all this pleasure. It became quite clear soon enough what she was doing. The unmistakable sound of her pretty wet mouth wrapped around his dick, slurping it up and down, filled my ears.

“Fuck, baby,” Mark growled, “Suck that cock for me.” Sarah, gagging on this man’s length and girth, showered his cock in a sloppy pornographic fashion.

Listening in on her throat another man’s massive cock caused a sense of both pleasure and pain for me. On the one hand, the noises she made, fucking hell they were sexy, nasty, everything you could want from a woman. On the other hand, hearing Mark grunt as he tossed his hips and hit the back of her throat only wounded my weak pride all the more. The only saving grace I had was the fact that he didn’t know I existed. But that to came with its own form of torture, it meant the very essence of who I am was far too shameful to even be known.

“Fuck that’s good,” whimpered Sarah as she slid her mouth off his cock, taking a deep breath. Her spit squished audibly between her fingers as she stroked his cock. Those pretty hands, wrapped around a cock dripping in her spit, stroking, throbbing. All the blood rushed to my cock. Why was this turning me on? Why was listening to the woman I love getting fucked by another man making me so absolutely hard? That’s not right, that shouldn’t happen, but it was. I couldn’t help that.

I also couldn’t help but grab my stiff little cock, fingers wrapped around the shaft, around her soft silky panties. I jerked myself, synching to Sarah’s rhythm. Precum oozed from the tip, darkening a spot on her underwear. As I excited myself I had to remain quiet, making sure not to make any noise. I’d hate to think what would happen if she could hear, what sort of punishment I would receive for behaving so poorly.

“Damn, you’re such a good little cock-sucking slut,” said Mark.

“Mmhmm,” Sarah responded, Mark’s cock tucked between her lips. Another deep breath, “There’s nothing better than sucking a man’s cock, a real man’s.”

“Why don’t you turn around for me so I can get a good look at that ass,” said Mark. They shuffled on the bed, then came the sound of Mark’s open hand spanking Sarah’s perfect round ass.

“Nnn, fuck. Spank me again,” Sarah whimpered.

He did. “You’re just a naughty little slut, aren’t you.”

“Mhmm.”

Mark let out a guttural roar as he shoved his cock in, penetrating my goddess’s divine pussy.

“God damn, you’re tight,” Mark growled, punctuating it with another slap.

“That’s because you’re so fucking big,” moaned Sarah.

My stiff little cock throbbed wildly in my grasp as I stroked myself to the sound of their raw fucking. Louder and rougher. Sarah’s moans and wailing screams of pleasure washed over me as I jerked the tip of my cock, precum dripping down my shaft. The bedframe scratched across the floor, knocked into the wall. Louder and louder. His heavy thrusts, his pelvis slapping against her juicy ass. Sarah calling out for “more,” and “harder.”

They went at it like that, switching positions, shuffling on the bed, banging and bouncing, roaring and screaming, for quite some time. It was hard for me to even keep up. I had to stop masturbating every so often to allow myself to calm down. If I came too soon I’d only be left with my guilt and the sounds of their unending pleasure. The two of them didn’t seem to stop or pause for anything. And I would never forget the sound of how wet her pussy was for his cock. Sarah definitely enjoyed herself, at least someone was able to make her happy today.

“Oh god… oh god… oh…” Sarah’s high-pitched squeal penetrated down from above. She was close. So very close. And then, in a single burst, she screamed, reaching her breaking point, achieving her orgasm by the hands and cock of this other man.

After a short reprieve, she perked back up. Mark went back to stuffing his big cock into her creamy wet pussy.

“You ready to cum for me?” Sarah asked.

Mark grunted, huffing and puffing as he exerted all his energy, focusing his power behind every hard thrust, “Just tell me where you want it, baby.”

“I want it inside me. Cum in this pussy for me.” Sarah begged for it while she whimpered and squirmed. Mark taking full advantage of her precious pussy. Harder and harder, giving my love everything he had.

“Nngghh, fuck yeah,” he growled.

“Do it. Cum for me. Give me that load. Fill your slut.”

While Sarah made her demands, encouraging him toward release, I could no longer resist my own orgasm. I had to have it. Faster and faster, I jerked the tip of my cock, her soft panties twisting around my shaft. Bringing myself to the edge and then just as Mark roared in animalistic fashion, I spilled my seed, filling Sarah’s panties with my nasty sticky cum.

While my body finally felt the satisfaction of orgasm, my mind could only feel the guilt and shame of what I did. Of how much of a perv I must truly be to jerk off to the sounds of my friend’s mother getting railed by a bigger, stronger, male. I wanted to bury my head and forget that it ever happened. But that would not be possible, and Sarah would never let me forget.

After Mark left, I still felt far too ashamed to leave my room. The house was quiet, and honestly the quiet was worse. I had nothing but my own thoughts to keep me company. Well, that, and the sound of the shower running. Normally when Sarah takes a shower, it’s the perfect time to masturbate. I would picture her naked, getting all soaped up, wet hair, but not this time.

When Sarah came to check on me she entered my room wearing a white cotton nightgown draped sensually over her curves, the faint outline of her nipples poking against the fabric.

“He’s gone now so you can- Oh my gosh! Did you cum in my panties again?” Sarah did not look too pleased with that.

“Y-y-yes,” I answered nervously.

“You pathetic little sissy boy. Is that what you like? Listening to me getting fucked by another man? Is that what turns you on, you dirty little perv?”

I nodded sheepishly.

“Uggh, what am I going to do with you? Am I going to have to lock that nasty little cock of yours up? Is that the only way I’m going to be able to get you to behave yourself?”

“Yes Ma’am,” I answered, eyes cast down.

“Very well, in the meantime… take those panties off,” commanded Sarah. I peeled the dirty pair off, holding them out in my hand.

“Ew, I don’t want them. I want you to clean them up. Maybe that will teach you not to cum again in this house without my permission.”

I stood up, logically making my way to the laundry room.

Sarah shot her arm out blocking the door, “where do you think you’re going?”

“To put them in the wash.”

“Uh-uh, that’s not what I meant. You’re going to clean them with your tongue. I want you to lick your nasty sissy cum off my panties.”

Stunned, shocked, total disbelief. Did she really just ask me that? She did, of course, she did. And if I wanted to remain on her good side, which I did, again I had no choice. So degrading, so humiliating, would it ever end? And yet, I saw a flicker of a smile on her lips. If this makes her happy, shows her what a good sissy boy I can be, then…

I closed my eyes. Grimacing, as I dragged my tongue across the inside of her panties, sticky nasty globs of cum filling my mouth.

“That’s right, get it all. Eat all that cum for me.”

“Yes Ma’am,” I choked down more cum.

“No, I don’t want to hear yes Ma’am anymore. From now on you will address me as mistress, got it?”

“Yes, mistress.” I licked the remainder of cum off her panties, completing my most humiliating task yet. I had a feeling though that mistress was only just getting started. That was only the beginning of all the sad, pathetic, and degrading acts she would have in store for me.

As awful as what I had been put through may sound, I did find something precious in the midst of it all. I found a mistress. A dominant milf, seductive, sensual, beauty beyond compare. Someone to serve and slave away for. And that, that gave me hope. At least I would not go unnoticed, I would be seen, commanded, in some way interacted with, and not forgotten about.

Maybe this wasn’t going to be so bad after all…


The Sissy: Last Chance Before Lock Up

Sarah, or perhaps I should say Mistress, as I am now required to call her by said title, informed me that she was coming home with a surprise. A surprise for me. Sounds pretty good right? Well, I’m not too sure. I’m still in pretty hot water with her ever since she caught me stealing her panties. God, what a humiliating day. She forced me to wear those panties, and nothing but those panties for the whole day while she spent the day in her room fucking some stud. And I could hear every bit of it. Absolute torture. But you know, also kind of hot. I jerked it to the sounds of her getting railed by her lover. By a real man, not a sissy like me.

I thought perhaps my punishment would end there. How foolish I was to think so. The following week was not much better. She took all my clothes. Told me I wasn’t man enough to wear clothes like that. So for the whole week, all I had to wear was her soft pretty panties. Which normally would turn me on, but having no other option. Not being able to leave her house because of it, so degrading.

So while I would like to think this surprise might be something good, maybe, finally, something in my life will go right for once. I couldn’t help but think it was going to be another punishment. She was also none too happy about the fact that came in her panties that night. And I had yet to receive any sort of discipline for that act of degenerate perversion. It’s coming… I know it is, Mistress does not seem like the type to forget.

I was in my room, or rather my best friend’s room while he was away at college when she returned with this so-called surprise. Sarah was his mother, my Mistress, and the only other person living here. I guess, for now, my only saving grace has been the fact that only Mistress has seen me in such compromising humiliation.

“Look what I got you,” said Mistress, holding two pink shopping bags in her newly manicured hands. She must have stopped at the nail salon while she was out, treating herself no doubt. She deserves to, of course, a goddess like her deserves all the pampering she can get. I liked her nails like that, long, a deep red. I wished to have those nails trace along my cock before she wraps the beautiful nimble fingers around the shaft. But that’s probably not going to happen. No way that’s my surprise.

“What is it?” I asked, a bit hesitant but admittedly a bit curious. I never really got many gifts growing up. So the simple idea of someone having gotten something for me did cause a bit of a smile to etch its way onto my lips.

“New clothes,” she said, placing the bags on the bed. She patted the top of my head, “perfect for a little sissy boy like yourself.” The little sissy boy part stung, but having her touch the top of my head that sent a pleasing tingle down my spine and straight between my legs. Which I had to try and fight off. Wearing her panties that hugged my crotch as they do, if I got an erection there’d be no hiding it from her. “Well, come on. Turn that silly game off and come take a look.”

I closed out of the game, I was losing, and Mistress is worth all my attention anyway. “Go on,” said Mistress hovering over the bed, waiting for me to see what secrets hide inside these bags. I reached in and pulled out the first article of clothing. A plaid mini skirt and not just any plaid miniskirt but the kind some dirty little slut would wear to role play as a naughty school girl. Underneath that, I pulled out a white blouse crop top. I don’t know where she got these, but it was evident that they were not cheap. This was some expensive designer clothing. All of Mistress’s clothing is, I doubt she’d ever be caught dead shopping at a department store. I’ve never in my life owned clothing this nice in my life. Everything I had… used to have before Mistress tossed it all away, was either second-hand or something I’ve had for years. I rummaged through the rest of the bag. More beautiful and expensive clothing. Blouses, shirts, dresses, skirts, leggings. All of them are of the high-end luxury persuasion.

“What do you think?” Mistress asked as I reached the bottom of the first bag.

“These are all really nice, I especially like the leggings,” I responded, running my palm repeatedly across the soft fabric of what appeared to be skin-tight black leggings. I don’t know what it is, but there’s something about certain textures that really excites me. And the touch of these leggings… mmm, so good. “I can’t believe you got all this for me.” I couldn’t believe what I was saying. Why was I getting so excited over women’s clothing? But then nobody had ever gotten me such an expensive gift before. Honestly, it made me feel good about myself. Even if I was going to be forced to dress like some sissy slut.

I looked up to see Mistress smirking. Not smiling, smirking. There was something behind that smirk, but I didn't know what.

“You still got one more bag left,” said Mistress.

She didn’t just get me clothing, but lingerie too. I might not know much about women’s clothing but I do know most lingerie isn’t cheap. One by one I pulled out thongs, panties, boy shorts, and bras. Pink ones, white ones, teals ones, all of them very girly. Some with frills and lace, one of them were even crotchless.

“This is all too much,” I said, starting to feel a bit undeserving of such an abundant gift.

“Nonsense, since you can’t help but act like a pervy little sissy. It's only right that I make sure you are properly dressed as one. I’m not gonna let you walk around my house pretending to be a man when we both know you’re not,” she wagged a disapproving finger in my direction. There was something about the fact that she could spend this much money just to humiliate me with such ease that it only added to my shame.

“There’s still something left in there,” said Mistress, crossing her arms underneath her ample breasts, lifting them slightly.

There was? I could have sworn I emptied both bags of their contents. I was however mistaken. I peeked inside the final bag. My eye caught the glint of metal. My heart jumped into my throat with a force greater than my desire to jump on top of Mistress, tear her top off, and free those juicy tits. It couldn’t be… but it was, a little metal cage for my sissy cock.

Grinning, Mistress spoke, “Well, what is it? What did you find?”

My cheeks flushed red, the heat of embarrassment burning me from the inside out. I reached in and pulled out the metal cage, holding it in my palm.

“It’s… It’s… a chastity device,” I answered, hand shaking.

“That’s right, now we won’t have to worry about you jerking that nasty little cock of yours without my permission.” Mistress sighed, her breasts heaving as she did, “You don’t look too happy with your gift.”

“Oh no no no,” I verbally rushed to make things right. I can’t allow Mistress to think I might be in any way ungrateful. That would not be right or proper. “Thank you so much. For the clothes, for… everything.” I couldn’t get the words out fully. Mentioning what was now resting in my hand by name would only make it too real. But then, this was real, very very real.

“Good,” said Mistress, knowing she had won, that she had me right where she wanted me.

“Your Mistress isn’t all bad,” she continued, grabbing me by the wrist, her powerful touch sweeping the shame away and replacing it with electricity, “I understand how hard it’s going to be for a sissy addicted to masturbation to stop so suddenly. How hard it is not to touch your little cock when nobody else would ever do it for you…” She took a few steps closer than yanked me by the arm, forcibly pushing me onto the bed.

Laying flat on my back, I looked up at the ceiling, wondering what the hell was going to happen next. Mistress kicked off her black stilettos, reached over me, and tore the panties off my hips. In all my excitement of having her this close to me, even if she only barely touched me, my cock sprang up, stiff and solid.

“I’m going to let you play with that sissy cock of yours one last time before locking it away.”

“Oh thank you, Mistress. Thank you so much,” I showered her with praise and adoration. Not that she cared much for it. She didn’t need my words to feel good, she didn’t need me for that at all. How kind of her to allow me one last moment of release. A very much-needed release after staring at those succulent juicy tits of hers.

I wrapped my fingers around the shaft, gripping my cock hard and tight. Knowing this might very well be my last cum for weeks, if not longer, I stroked hard and fast wanting to ensure an explosive release.

“Stop!” Mistress demanded, slapping my hand off my cock. “Uh-uh, not so fast. I said I would let you cum, I did not say you’d get to control when or how that would happen. Only I get to decide that, I own that sissy cock.”

I gripped the bedsheets to my side until my knuckles turned white, holding in my base urge to grab and jerk. My cock twitched between my legs, beckoning for another touch. Twitching, pulsating, then leaking precum that dribbled down my shaft and over my balls.

“Look at you,” said Mistress leaning over the bed, staring down at me with disappointment. “If I hadn’t stopped you would have already finished.”

She was absolutely right about that. Barely twenty seconds of jerking the tip and I was already on edge, ready to spill over. But I couldn’t help it, not on my own anyway. I’ve never touched myself when a woman was present. And Mistress wasn’t just any woman, she was my goddess, dripping seduction and dominance with every word and motion. This was the closest I’ve ever been to knowing the pleasure of having a woman around, a woman in my room, near my bed. More precum oozed from the tip.

After I took a few deep breaths, trying to steady myself, Mistress instructed that I was once again free to “grab it,” and so I did.

“Nice and slow.”

I slid my hand from the base to the tip, pacing my movements, “Like this?”

“That’s it, spread that nasty precum all over your cock.”

The sticky yet slippery liquid squished between my fingers as I rolled my palm around the shaft, jerking and twisting, but not too fast.

A shiver ran up my spine, a sigh escaped my lips, to which Mistress remarked, “Even your moans sound like a sissy’s.” Up and down I worked my cock. Mistress smiling as she watched me, undoubtedly happy to see how well I obeyed her commands, how willing I am to listen and hang on to her every word.

“Now just the tip,” she commanded, “two fingers only.”

I teased and twisted two fingers underneath the head of my cock, focusing on where it felt most sensitive. Throbbing, I could feel my balls swelling with more cum, aching to spurt my sissy seed.

“Faster,” Mistress growled. I picked up speed. “Faster, harder.” I gripped tighter, bit my lip. “Come on, I said faster.” I shut my eyes, lifted my legs, shaking slightly as the pleasure built from within and without. Closer and closer and then… “Stop!” I let go, right there, so close. So fucking and close.

Mistress leaned in ever closer, inches from my face, lips curling into a devil's grin, “Don’t you dare fucking cum. You better hold it.”

Wincing, I nodded, struggling against the absolute urge to blow a thick load against Mistress’s desire. Mistress grabbed my face between her hand, squeezing, shaking my head from side to side, “Look at you squirm,” she laughed to herself, enjoying my sexual torment.

She let go of my face. I untensed, having not yet failed her. “Continue,” Mistress nodded, pointing at my stiff cock, glistening with precum. I went back to jerking my little sissy cock for her. She excited me. But she also made me nervous. Nervous with the fear that I could live up to her demanding expectations and would inevitably cum far too soon.

“This is why you will never get to fuck a woman. You’d be such a disappointment. The moment you felt the holy warmth of her sweet tight pussy wrapped around that little cock of yours, you’d explode before she even got the chance to feel it, isn’t that right?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I nodded in agreement, hand swiftly moving up and down the length of my throbbing cock.

“And you know what? It’s not even fair. Here I am, showing you such kindness by allowing you to get off one last time and what do I get? I should be the one getting off, not you.”

“Yes, Mistress. You deserve satisfaction more than anyone.”

“Damn, right I do. I go to work, I get paid. And what do you do? Play video games?...” She paused for a moment, thinking something over. That’s usually not a good thing. It usually means she’s conjuring up some sort of devious plan to humiliate and use me.

“Perhaps…” Mistress tapped her well-manicured nail rhythmically against her chin, “I can still make some use of you…” She bent over at the waist, reaching up and under her pencil skirt. As she slid her panties down her slender legs my heart pounded in my chest, blood rushing into my cock. I swiped my hand off my member, knowing I’d fail if I continued to touch it while watching her.

“Hey!” She stomped her heel as she stepped out of her sexy underwear, a lacey pink pair. “I didn’t say to stop, did I? You better keep fucking stroking it.”

Frantic and afraid, I quickly shot my hand back down, stroking for her.

Mistress scooped her panties up off the floor, balling them in her hand, “You just don’t know how to listen, do you?”

“I’m-”

But before I could apologize for my lack, Mistress stuffed her balled-up panties into my open mouth.

“How do they taste?” She asked.

My response was muffled by her panties.

“That’s a good sissy, suck all my juices off them.”

Mistress hopped onto the bed. Her knees separated, planted on either side of my chest, her pussy hovering above my stomach. If only she would sink a bit lower, let that temple of desire touch this unworthy slave.

“Now, don’t you go thinking you were the cause of those juices. I had a coworker drive me home today. Obviously, I let him finger me during the ride. I would have let him fuck me too if he didn’t have to go home to his wife so soon.” Mistress hooked a finger around the waistband of her panties as it hung over my bottom lip, pulling it free from my mouth.

She spun around, hiking her skirt up over her waist, her tight juicy ass inches from my ass. Such a perfect MILF ass, the right shape, the right size… perfect.

“You’re going to worship this ass for me, understand?” Mistress grabbed a handful of booty meat, shaking it in my face.

“Oh yes, Mistress. Absolutely.” It was more than I deserved, more than I could have ever hoped for. To be allowed to worship her perfect ass, a true blessing from my goddess.

“Good.” She sank her hips back, my face stuffed between her round ass.

“Stick that tongue out and lick my ass,” Mistress demanded, spreading her cheeks for me. “And don’t stop stroking that sissy cock.” I slipped my tongue out from between my lips, licking her puckered ass for her. Nothing in my life before could ever compare to worshipping my Mistress’s beautiful ass with my tongue. I lapped her up like the obedient puppy that I am, drooling over myself and that yummy ass of hers. As I slathered her ass with spit, I slipped inside, her forbidden entrance tight around my tongue.

“That’s a good sissy slave, get it in there nice and deep.”

I was losing all sense of myself, lost in the rapture of proper worship. My cock twitched, precum bubbling out of the tip, my balls swelled tighter filled with so much sissy cum for her. Mistress chanted over me as she rocked her hips back and forth, grinding against my face without care, commanding I stroke it “faster,” then “slower,” then “with both hands.” Overwhelmed, I pulled back from her ass, biting down on my lip, hard. Hoping the pain would keep me from cumming.

“Get that tongue back in my ass,” she growled, “I didn’t say you can take it out.”

I had no choice but to obey and hope I would not fail her. I stuffed my face back where it belonged. Tongue swirling around her tight sweet hole, then darted it in and out. But it was all so much. So much all at once. So many commands, so much to obey and do, all to keep her happy. And I made a mistake… a very bad mistake.

Not wanting to cum, but not wanting to displease her, I swept my hands off my pulsing shaft. I placed my palms on her plump round ass, hoping to get my tongue farther in. A big mistake.

“What the fuck are you doing,” Mistress slapped my hands. I pulled away, shocked with a mix of fear and pain. “How dare you touch me.”

“I’m s-s-sorry. So sorry,” I mumbled into her plump tush.

“You better be. Ughh, you just can’t behave yourself.” She lifted her ass from my lips and got off. “Whatever… it’s not like you were all that good at it anyway.”

I probably wasn’t. But it felt so good to me, to eat her delicious ass, what a pleasure. I screwed up, and now she took away that small kindness that made my heart pound and cock throb. It wasn’t enough however to simply take it away, she was going to make sure I learned my lesson.

Mistress pushed at my thighs and parted my legs. Under any other circumstance having a woman spread my legs would have been a dream but I knew better, nothing good could follow. I wondered, was she going to lock my cock away? Did I screw up that badly, would I lose my last chance to cum? The thought worried me. I’ve never gone longer than two days without jerking off, without cumming. Being denied that chance now, when I was so close to the edge, it was unbearable to even think about.

That didn’t happen. What did happen, was both better and worse.

Mistress adjusted her skirt, pulling it back down her waist, hiding that glorious pussy of hers from view. Yet its image, I would never forget. It would forever be imprinted in mind, to be conjured up whenever desired. The first, in real life, that I ever saw. She had me grab my cock and pull it in toward my stomach. For what she had to do next, she did not want to touch any more than she had to.

“Bad sissies deserve punishment,” she tutted, “and you’ve been a very naughty sissy indeed.”  She gave me no other chance to apologize or beg for forgiveness, either of which may have been more preferable than the ensuing punishment. It was not my place to argue or to speak out. My place was to accept whatever was coming to me and accept it willingly.

Mistress pulled her hand back. Then with a flick of the wrist snapped her open palm against my sensitive balls. I let out a yelp as the pain sent a signal from my poor sissy balls into my core. And then… there was a pleasure to it, a part of me that wanted her to do it again. And that part got exactly what it wanted.

“You. Bad. Little. Sissy.” Mistress punctuated each word with a rough tap, a sting of pleasure and pain. I whimpered much like the sissy that I am, reveling in the contradiction, lifting my knees to my chest as I shivered helplessly. “Now, are you ever going to touch Mistress again without her permission?” She asked, wiping her palms off on her skirt.

“No, Mistress. Never.” I sure hoped that was true. That I wouldn’t slip up again.

As Mistress held the tiny metal cage in her hand, I could feel the impending end of my freedom at hand. Feel it beating from inside my chest, swelling in my balls, pulsating up to the tip of my cock. Mistress trailed the cage up my leg and over my thigh, the metal cold against my warm naked flesh.

“Keep stroking,” she said in a hushed tone, swirling the horrid contraption around my dangling balls. “Up and down, long full strokes, that’s what I want to see.”

My toes curled, my muscles tightening. Light moans escaped my lips as I began to pant, struggling to retain my orgasm until given the command. I squirmed on the mattress, internally fighting it while externally feeding it.

“Nice and hard for me. Don’t stop. You’re so very close. Come on my little sissy, stroke that cock for Mistress. Ready?”

I nodded, looking into those bright beautiful eyes, looking down her blouse at those full tits, throbbing in my grasp, slick with precum.

“Five… four…” Mistress began her countdown, fondling my balls with the cold metal cage, “Faster… three..” In a furious flurry of swift strokes, I pumped and pumped my little sissy cock. Ready, so ready to explode for her. Ready to receive that final command. “Two…” I was there, right there, right fucking there, and…

“Stop!” Mistress grabbed my wrists and pulled my hands away. Just before I could curse her for her cruelty she placed the cage aside. “And…” She placed the very tip of her finger to the base of my cock, the slightest, most lightest of touches. “One…” She swept her finger up to the tip and off my cock, “Cum for me.”

That one touch. Those three words. Her final command, unleashing a torrent from within me. An eruption of emotion, of fulfillment, a moment, small yet complete, connecting me. My chest rising and falling with each exasperated breath. Her self-satisfied laughter singing sweetly in my ears. Bathing in the radiance of her dominance and control over. Shivering on the mattress, the view of myself held in those pretty eyes.

Cumming. So much cum. Cock twitching, ropes of warm sissy seed pumping continuously without coaxing, spilling onto my stomach.

“How did that feel?” Asked Mistress, smiling over me as she licked her pink lips.

“A-a-amazing, thank you, Mistress.”

She picked the metal cage up off the mattress, weighed it in her hand, “Good.” My own smile quickly receded. The end has come. For now. My stiff cock softened, unable to stand a moment longer. Mistress slipped the cage over my cock, locking it away.

“Now go get cleaned up, before I make you lick it up.”

I glanced down my chest. That was a lot of cum. Then I glanced between my legs, honestly, it was worth it. I could still feel her light tough lingering on the very tip of my cock. Mistress. My goddess. She touched me. I was hers. I was all hers.


The Sissy: Double Femdom

I’ve grown pretty accustomed to being Mistress Sarah’s sissy. That’s not to say it’s always easy, because it isn’t. But it’s not so bad either. In fact there’s a lot to it that I rather enjoy if I’m being honest. I never imagined my life would have gone down this path, but it’s a much better path than the one I was on. At least with Mistress Sarah I have a place to call home, food to eat, and lots of nice things. Even if most of those things are pretty women's clothing, they’re still much nicer than the clothes I could have ever afford. There’s not much I have to worry about anymore. Mistress takes care of me, in that respect, she’s a very good Mistress. And all she asks for in return is that I be her good little sissy slave. Which as time goes on, I find myself more and more happy to be.

Of course, it’s not all great. Then, nothing ever is. Life is all about the bittersweet, and it’s all in how you pair the two. At least I think it is. And the most bitter part about being her subservient sissy? This horrid metal cage that Mistress placed on my cock, locking it away. It was one of my punishments for stealing her panties all those weeks ago. A punishment that is still being lived out. Mistress now controls my cock, fully and completely. She controls when I can touch it, when I can play with it, and most of all when I’m allowed to cum. So yeah, that part sucks. But before locking it away she did allow me one last orgasm. One last magnificent and intense orgasm. She even let me eat her ass. And for that, I am so very grateful.

I used to be pretty addicted to video games. It was a coping mechanism for me. A way to forget all my life’s problems and pretend like nothing else but the game existed. Not exactly healthy, I know. But it’s how I managed to get by without doing anything too drastic. Recently however, I haven’t played many video games. I kind of just happened naturally that night after Mistress dominated and controlled my poor sissy cock to orgasm. After that happened I didn’t want to distract myself from my thoughts. I wanted to think about Mistress. Picture that perfect ass, and replay that moment over and over again in my head. Video games require too much concentration to do that.

Instead, as of late, I have been exploring more and more what it means to be a sissy. And how I can be the very best sissy possible for Mistress. Before I knew it I had found myself spending my mornings watching fashion shows, fawning over the beautiful dresses and such. My favorite of course were the ones for lingerie. In the past the only way I’d ever be caught dead watching something like this would be to inevitably masturbate to the gorgeous women walking the catwalk, watching their tight ass jiggle behind their lacey thongs and panties.

Now when I watch I take note of what and who they are wearing. Especially if it's something I really like, something I could perhaps see myself in or something I think Mistress might like to see me in. This way, when the time is right, I can maybe ask Mistress if she would be so kind as to buy it for me. Mistress makes a lot of money. She works pretty high up in an insurance company, for her, money isn’t a concern.

That was pretty much what I was doing before Mistress came home from work. I was wearing the mini plaid skirt Mistress got me and a white button-up blouse. I really like the skirt, especially on these hot summer days. It’s so much more comfortable than any man’s clothing I’ve owned, and much more freeing. Not that I could fully enjoy that freedom, what with this cage trapping my cock. While the t.v played in the background I also did some cleaning around the house. I dusted the shelves and the hard-to-reach places, swept the floor, and so on. Mistress used to have a maid. Not anymore. I’m her maid now, her good little sissy maid. I’m happy to be her maid, it’s the least I can do to show her my thanks. I also find cleaning helps clear my mind, so really it’s a win-win.

I was standing on a stepstool, reaching up for the ceiling fan on my tip-toes, the feather duster in hand. When caught off guard, I felt a pinch on my behind followed by Mistress’s delicate laughter. 

“Yow,” I placed my palm over my stinging backside, turning to see Mistress’s beautiful face and pretty lips smiling up at me.

“Looks good,” she said, speaking of my cleaning.

“Thank you, Mistress,” I blushed, both because of the complement and the naughty pinch. She must’ve been in a good mood. But also, I had to wonder why. I never put her in this good of a mood. The most I could usually hope for is to make her content. When she’s this happy it’s mostly because she just got back from a good rough fucking from one of her hook-ups. I glanced at the analog clock on the wall,  she was home much too soon from work to have stopped anywhere. If she fucked someone, she would have arrived an hour or two later.

I stepped off the stool and brushed my hand on my skirt, “Is there anything I can get for you?” I asked, hands folded in front of my skirt.

“For me? Oh no, I’m good.”

I nodded respectfully and grabbed the stool to be put away. As I headed to the hall closet Mistress stopped me.

“There is however something you can do for one of my friends.”

I halted in my tracks, a lump catching in my throat. A friend? That sure made me nervous. As I went to put the duster and stool back in the closest I caught my foot on the broom which fell over and tapped my head. Mistress giggled at that. At least someone found joy in my pain. I wondered, who was this friend? Were they male or female? How could I possibly be of any help to them? Or was this some secret ploy, another humiliating punishment? I knew better than to bring up any of these questions or concerns. Such was not my place.

“I would be happy to help in any way I can,” I responded, bowing slightly at the waist. Though thinking back on it, perhaps I should have curtsied.

“Very good, because she should be here any minute.”

Her… so it was a woman. I felt a little better about that, but not completely. Truth is, no one else in the world besides Mistress knows about transformation towards sissydom. I haven’t told anyone, why would I? Nor have I seen anyone since being forced to dress like this. How could I? It would be far too embarrassing.

I wouldn’t be able to hide from the rest of the world any longer. Was that part of her plan? To humiliate me in front of another. Fuck, I really hoped not.

When I returned from putting the supplies away Mistress was relaxing on the couch with her feet up and her heels off. Such beautiful feet, soft and delicate. I wondered if maybe one day she would bless me with the good fortune of giving her a foot massage.

“I didn’t want to worry,” Mistress adjusted herself on the couch, her ample breasts jiggling in her low-cut blouse, “I know how prone to worry you are but… you should know the truth.”

That didn’t sound so good and she was right, I was starting to worry. I was already sort of worried, so actually, it made me worry more.

“She isn’t really a friend,” Mistress continued, “more of a client from work. We got to talking, as us girls do, about sex our partners… all that. To make a long story short, her husband has been neglecting her needs in bed. She’s very faithful to her husband, you see, she doesn’t want to cheat on him. That’s when I got to talking about you. I offered her your services for the night. When I explained to her what you are, she agreed, she wouldn’t really be cheating on her husband with another man, since you’re not really a man. Plus, with that cage on your cock it’s not like you can really defile their marriage anyway.”

“I see.” That hurt, for sure it hurt but… she wanted me to service this woman. I may not have much sexual experience but I knew what that meant. Even if I didn’t fully understand how I was supposed to do that without access to my cock. Still, I was obviously elated at the opportunity. Mistress wanted me to pleasure another woman. If this woman was a client that meant it was up to me to help seal the deal. Mistress needed my help. She needed me for this. I could not let her down.

When this friend arrived Mistress had me answer the door. But not without inspecting how I looked and making sure all was in order first. She even did that whole licking her palm to fix my hair, that thing that mothers do for their young children, which I found kind of soothing. I answered the door and was instantly taken aback, breathless even. This woman, standing in front of me, the orange glow of the setting sun cascading behind her, was a sight I never wanted to take my eyes off of.

I know it’s rude to stare, and I must have come across as very rude because I sure was staring. I couldn’t help it though. I haven’t left the house in weeks. Haven’t seen another woman or person for that matter the entire time. She wasn’t spectacularly dressed or anything like that. On the contrary, she was dressed most comfortably. She had on tight leggings, so tight that they were almost sheer. So tight and thin that, glancing down, I could make out the faintest outline of her thong, its pink hue slightly seeping through the dark black of the leggings. Glancing up, she wore a simple plain tank top with a scooping neckline.

It wasn’t her clothing that made her so enticing. It was her body. Her olive skin and black curly hair. Her enormous bust looked ready to spill out over her top at the slightest shift. And those hips… my god her hips, such lovely wide hips. I wanted to invite her into this house, if for no other reason than to see her from the back, which I was sure must be equally as impressive as the front.

“Hello, I’m Veronica,” she offered me her hand.

It took a moment for me to collect myself, to remember what I was supposed to do in a situation like this, “...I..um…It’s very nice to meet you,” I said, accepting her offer. Veronica, her sweet touch and light voice, excitement rage inside of me. Raged because this excitement had nowhere to go, this surging lustful blood that pumped through my veins as I held her hand could not fill and harden my cock as it wanted to. “I’m…”

“Oh, I know who you are,” she smiled, her lips a glossy pink. Veronica brushed past me, looked over her shoulder, and said, “You’re Sarah’s sissy.” I don’t think she knew my name, I don’t think she cared to know. I turned to get another look at her as she swept by me. I was right. That big juicy ass was perfect. I don’t care if she knew my name or not. I just hoped she’d let me eat that big yummy booty of hers.

Veronica entered the living room and I followed in close behind her, though not close enough. Mistress and Veronica hugged and exchanged a bit of small talk. I was far too distracted though to really hear a word either one was saying. The blood was rushing in my ears as the two of them embraced, their bodies pressed together. After a bit of talking however, the conversation turned toward me.

“I wanna see it,” said Veronica, hands on her hips.

I said nothing. I didn’t know what she was referring to. God, I must have looked so awkward.

“Come on, let me see it,” she repeated, reaching a hand out for my skirt.

I jumped back, a bit too dramatic perhaps but nobody has ever just tried to reach out and grab me like that. I could tell by the look on Mistress’s face that I should not have done that.

“I’m sorry about that,” Mistress apologized to Veronica on my behalf, “He can be shy around new people.” That was true, I am. Mistress didn’t know that though, she’s never seen me around anyone else, she said it just to help me save face. “Go on, show her what’s underneath that skirt.”

I hesitated, but I had no choice. I grabbed the edge of my skirt with both hands and slowly lifted it up.

“Oh my… wow… you weren’t joking,” Veronica broke off into a short bout of laughter at my expense, Mistress’s sweet beautiful laugh joining in the mix. “You really did cage his cock.”

“Damn right I did. How else do you expect him to learn his place?”

I hated how they spoke as if I wasn’t even really there.

“You poor baby.” Veronica shot her down between my legs, grabbing my cock, the wretched cold metal cage keeping all sensation of touch far away. “It must be torture,” she gave it a tug before letting go.

“It’s for the best,” Mistress added, “he can’t control himself. Did I tell you I caught him stealing my panties?”

“He did what? Uggh, you are a dirty little perv.” Her face filled with disgust, then she shrugged. “At least I don’t have to worry about you trying to do anything you’re not supposed to.”

Veronica eventually made her way to the couch. She sat down and then reclined herself, sighing heavily, her immaculate bust heaving as she did.

“Ahh, it’s been such a stressful week.” Veronica kicked her shoes off.

“Well, whatever you need,” Mistress pushed me forward, “My sissy here will be more than happy to provide it for you.”

“I could really go for a foot massage,” Veronica wiggled her toes in her socks.

“You heard her, get rubbing,” Mistress gave me another push.

“Yes Mistress,” I knelt down in front of Veronica.

“Hold on. I think I have some oils.” Mistress quickly headed upstairs and returned with a rather big bag that must have contained more than just body oil.

Veronica leaned forward, her large breasts hanging from her chest, barely contained by her shirt, and removed her socks. I noticed she wasn’t wearing a bra. I don’t know why that was obvious before. As she straightened her back there was no mistaking those perky nipples pressing against her top.

Mistress handed me a bottle of lavender oil then took a seat next to Veronica. I squirted a bit into my palm and rubbed my hands together. Veronica had very pretty feet with cute little toes.

“Do you have him do this kind of stuff for you often?” Veronica asked Mistress.

“I haven’t been able to take full advantage of him yet, not as much as I would like, anyway. I’ve been so busy with work I hardly ever have the time. But it’s definitely something I should have him do. Or at least something he should offer when I get home late.”

Mistress shot me a quick glance. A look that said, ‘you better be listening. Taking notes.’ I gave her a silent nod of understanding. When Mistress comes home late from work it usually means she met with some hook-up to get railed and fucked. I never thought she’d want anything to do with me after returning from something that enjoyable. But then, I suppose, she doesn’t meet up with those men for a foot massage.

I slipped hand over hand over Veronica’s feet, coating each one in perfumed oil. As I pressed my thumbs into the soles of her foot she let out a sigh of satisfaction.

“That’s not so bad,” Veronica hummed, “don’t be afraid to use more pressure.”

“Yes ma’am.” I pressed deeper into the soles of her feet, extracting another moan from those glossy lips.

“Mmm, nobody’s called me ma’am in such a long time… nobody’s rubbed my feet in that long either.”

“Your husband doesn’t do this for you?” Asked Mistress.

I focused my efforts on Veronica’s toes, twisting and pulling around the cute little nubs.

“He hardly does anything for me anymore.” Veronica lifted her free leg and rested it on my shoulder, her big toe circling around my ear. “We still fuck maybe once a week but I need more than that. He used to eat me out every day when we were still in college. Are you any good at eating pussy, sissy?”

I shrugged my shoulders. I had no way of knowing, I’ve never done it before. I imagined I couldn’t be all that good at it but I doubt that’s what she wanted to hear. Veronica switched her feet, placing the other into my hands. I pressed into her heel, the scent of lavender filling my nose, moving my thumb in small circles.

“He’s okay with his tongue,” said Mistress, “it’s really more about the fact that he won’t stop unless you tell him to.”

“Good. I hate it when they stop before you even have a chance to get close to cumming. Whining about, oh my jaw hurts and all this nonsense.”

Veronica pulled at her tights, lifting them a bit, exposing her calves, inviting me to rub higher. I applied my oil to my palms and got to rubbing, working, worshipping her calves.

“You’re looking more relaxed,” said Mistress, brushing a single curl behind Veronica’s ear. Then, leaning in, Mistress whispered something into her ear. I couldn’t hear what but then the two of them giggled.

And then Veronica pulled her beautiful legs out of my hands. Before I knew it, she lifted her hips, sliding her tight leggings down, pulled them off, and tossed them aside. Mistress walked her nimble fingers up Veronica’s thick and delicious thighs. Mistress parted Veronica’s legs, twirling her finger seductively over Veronica’s pink thong.

“How badly do you want to see her pussy?” Mistress asked.

“So very badly,” I exhaled, holding my breath as Mistress teased around Veronica’s blessed center.

Mistress curled a finger around that thin little triangle that hid Veronica’s sweet entrance. Then, pulling it to the side, Mistress exposed her friend’s dew-spotted rose.

“Mmm, doesn’t that look yummy?”

“Oh yes, Mistress.” I licked my lips, wetting them in hopeful preparation.

Mistress picked herself up off the couch, moving behind me. She grabbed the back of my head, holding a fistful of my hair. She yanked me forward, forcing me to crawl on my sore knees. With my face tucked between Veronica’s thighs, Mistress pushed at the back of my head, “Start licking sissy,” she commanded.

I opened my mouth, slipped my tongue out, and dragged it between Veronica’s slit. The taste of her juices coated my tongue and filled my mouth. Veronica exhaled a moan, lifting her hips to meet with my lips.

“Nnngh… fuck… that’s what I needed,” Veronica cried out.

“Get in there you sissy, lick it all up for her.” Pulling and yanking at my hair, Mistress forced my head into a nod, my tongue swiping all up and down in that juicy slit.

Mistress became increasingly rough. Standing over me, pushing and pulling, bringing my tongue to Veronica’s little clit.

“Suck on her clit,” growled Mistress.

I pursed my lips and sucked Veronica’s sensitive bead in. She really liked that. Veronica placed her hands on my shoulders, digging her fingernails into my back. The pain caused me to wince but Mistress made sure that I could not pull away.

Veronica’s runny juices covered my face and dripped down my chin. I flicked my tongue as I sucked her clit in.

“Damn, it’s so hot watching you control him like that. Can you make him suck on my nipples for a bit?” Veronica asked.

“Absolutely.” Mistress yanked my head back, pulling me out from between Veronica’s thighs. “Look at the mess you made on his face,” Mistress ran her palm in circles over my mouth, cheeks, and chin, spreading Veronica’s pussy drool around.

Mistress pushed me aside, helping Veronica to remove her tank top. Veronica’s large breasts lifted with her shirt and then dropped, bouncing beautifully. Mistress cupped Veronica’s supple breasts, meeting them with her lips, wrapping her mouth over each round nipple. Mistress popped her mouth off, a trail of spit snapping between the two of them.

Mistress sat herself in Veronica’s lap, straddling her, burying her face between those plump tits. She kissed and kissed and trailed her tongue up Veronica’s neck, making her way to those glossy pink lips. Their mouths locked. Mistress’s hands squeezing Veronica’s breasts, fingers pinching her stiff nipples. Their tongues swirled in one another's mouths. Their voices singing high above.

I crawled forward, wanting to get closer, wanting a better look. Mistress looked so good as she pleasured her friend and elicited moan after moan, moving her hand down south, slipping two fingers into Veronica’s tight warmth. As moved in closer, Mistress pressed her foot back, pushing against my face with her heel. Was this really my lot in life? Always forced to watch and never to participate. I was close, so close to having Veronica’s voluptuous breasts in my mouth. And now, so very far away. Left behind and forgotten.

My cock ached between my legs as I watched the two of them. I kept hoping Veronica would unbutton Mistress’s blouse, free her breasts and suck upon them as Mistress sucked upon hers. But it never happened. Seeing Mistress exposed breasts would have at the very least offered me a bit of happiness.

I pulled at the metal cage that locked away my cock. Desperate to feel something down there, I yanked and tug, wishing this wretched thing would just slide off.

Mistress looked over her shoulder and rolled off Veronica, “What do you think you’re doing,” she stomped her foot on the hardwood floor.

I froze, staring wide-eyed, hand wrapped around the cold metal cage.

“Somebody’s in trouble,” remarked Veronica.

“Damn right, he is.”

I sank inside of myself. Afraid of what would follow my treacherous act of direct disobedience.

Veronica reached inside Mistress’s bag, “Why don’t you punish him with this?” Veronica held up a sparkling teal buttplug.

“Now that’s a good idea.”

“Bend over,” demanded Mistress, pushing against my back and dropping me onto all fours. She pressed my face to the floor and pulled my hips up and lifted my skirt over my back. “Hand me that oil,” she motioned toward Veronica. She held the bottle over my ass, squeezing it with both hands. Oil trickled down my ass and over my cock and balls. “Suck,” Mistress popped the buttplug into my mouth like a pacifier.

“How dare you try to remove your cage,” said Mistress standing behind me. She palmed my ass, caressing it softly, but only for a moment. She pulled her arm back and slapped my ass, hard, very hard. My body jolted forward, the buttplug falling out of my mouth. Mistress slapped my ass again.

I yelped, my ass stinging from the contact.

“Put that thing back in his mouth so I don’t have to hear him,” said Mistress.

Veronica picked the buttplug off the floor. “You heard your Mistress. Open up.” She slid the plug over my tongue, shutting me up as Mistress beat my poor sissy ass with her open hand.

I burned with shame caught between these two women as they held their dominance over me. Burning with shame and embarrassment at my emasculation… but also… desire. My cock swelled between my legs, pulsing against the binding cage.

Veronica pulled the plug out of my mouth and handed it to Mistress. “I think he’s ready for it.” She placed her hands on my oiled ass and spread my cheeks apart.

“You did this to yourself,” said Mistress, swirling the tip of the plug around my tight puckered hole. “But first I want to hear you beg for it. Beg me to stick it in your ass.”

“Do it,” growled Veronica, spanking me.

“Put it in my ass. Please Mistress, put it in my ass.”

“If you say so.”

“Oh fuck… me…” I screeched into the crook of my elbow. Biting down on my forearm as Mistress forced my tight sissy ass open, penetrating my virgin sissy hole with the plug.

“Force it in harder,” said Veronica.

Mistress pushed against the back of the plug, my ass swallowing it up to the hilt.

“Oh god,” I whimpered.

“See that wasn’t so bad,” Veronica stroked my hair as one might do to console a child after receiving a shot from the doctor. Not bad? It was painful. And humiliating. And…

My ass tightened around the toy, pulling it in deeper. That pressure pushing against my insides… if my cock could stiffen anymore in this cage it would have. Every time I adjusted my position I could feel the plug hitting this spot, this perfect spot, that sent throbbing pleasure through the shaft into the very tip of my cock.

“Nnggh, I need to cum,” I cried out. Shivering on the floor beneath these two women.

“Oh no you don’t,” said Veronica, pulling me between her legs. “You still haven't finished me off yet.”

Veronica forced my face back over her delicious cunt. I licked and sucked, lapping up her juices as they ran down her pussy.

“More more. Don’t fucking stop.” Veronica pulled at my hair, the pain distracting me from the pleasure of the toy settled deep in my ass. “Give me that fucking tongue… give me…” her voice became shrill and high. Her legs snapped shut, squeezing the sides of my head. Trembling, Veronica gushed into my mouth, releasing herself of all tension, cumming on my face. Her tits and ass shook as her ecstatic whine filled my ears, piercing through me.

Veronica tossed me down, having her fill of what I could give to her. She flopped back onto the couch, heaving with each heavy breath.

“Shit… that was good,” Veronica sighed.

“He wasn’t too bad?” Asked Mistress.

Veronica shrugged, her limbs jerking with tiny spasms of her lingering orgasm, “I think it was more from watching you toy his ass.”

Either way, Veronica looked well satisfied. Which is what mattered most. Of course, I wanted to believe her delightful orgasm was my doing. Still, at least she came, Mistress couldn’t be too mad at me.

“I think we should let him cum,” Veronica rested her arms over her immaculate breasts.

“Are you sure?” Asked Mistress.

“I don’t want to be too mean. Besides, he wasn’t completely useless.”

“If you insist.”

“It looks like it’s your lucky day,” said Mistress as removed the metal cage from my cock. Instantly, I hardened, all this pent-up lust flooding into my sissy cock. Precum bubbled out of the tip, rolling down the shaft.

“Is that it?” Asked Veronica, pointing at my cock, “it doesn’t get any bigger?”

“That’s it,” Mistress answered for me. “I told you he had a little cock.”

“Cute little sissy cock,” Veronica sang mockingly. “Go on, stroke that little sissy cock for us.”

I gripped the shaft, precum dripping between my palms and fingers, sliding my hand up and down. Oh god, it felt so good to finally touch it again. To finally feel something other than pain and humiliation.

“Look at him staring at my tits while he jerks it,” Veronica commented. “You like these big tits, huh?” She jiggled her breasts, bouncing them in my face, teasing me with them. “Too bad you never got a taste of them.” Mistress spit from earlier still glistened off her pretty nipples.

“Stroke it faster,” demanded Mistress, slapping my behind, “We’re not here to wait for you.”

“You’re so mean,” laughed Veronica.

Precum squished between my fingers as I worked the tip. Throbbing and pulsing, my balls swelled with weeks of unreleased cum.

“Oh, I think he’s ready to cum,” Veronica pawed at her breasts, “You wanna cum for me… for these big beautiful tits.”

“Mhmm, yes… please let me cum,” I whimpered, tensing every muscle the closer I got. I knew better than to release without first getting the okay.

“Then do it already, sissy. Make this sad little cock cum,” Veronica put her foot out, flicking her toes against my balls.

The moment those pretty toes touched my balls I was done for. I hunched over, stroking faster, the build of all these days of torturous denial erupting out of my cock in thick heavy streams of sticky stark white cum. Veronica’s face filled with shock at the sight of so much cum firing recklessly from my cock. Without intending to, ropes of cum splattered onto the tops of Veronica’s feet. Her face dropped from surprise to disgust.

“Uggh, are you kidding me? Did you just cum on my feet? You nasty little perv.” Veronica held her feet as far away from her body as possible, fruitlessly attempting to keep my dirty mess away.

“Don’t worry, he’ll clean it up. Won’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good, stick your tongue out.”

I obeyed, my tongue hanging over my bottom lip. Mistress grabbed the back of my head and forced my face to the floor, dragging me toward Veronica’s cum covered feet.

“Lick it up. I don’t want to see a single drop of cum left, you nasty sissy slut.”

Clasping the sides of my face, Mistress forcefully swept my tongue back and forth over Veronica’s feet.  Dragging my tongue over the mess of sticky cum. The taste of my cum overpowered the pleasing taste of Veronica’s juices. I heaved, cum caught in my throat.

“Don’t fucking stop until it’s all gone.”

“That tickles,” giggled Veronica, “Make sure you get in between the toes.”

I sucked on her toes one after the other then switched to the other foot. Doing this until not a spec of sissy cum remained.

“How’s that?” Mistress asked Veronica.

“Much better,” Veronica swirled her ankles inspecting her feet. “Wait… there’s a drop on the bottom there.”

“Lick it, sissy.”

I wiped the last drop away with my tongue, choking down the final bit of cum. As much as I should have hated it, I was more than happy that I finally got to cum again. I thought Mistress was never going to let me. I really had Veronica to thank for that though.

Leaving me on the floor, Mistress helped Veronica off the couch and onto her feet. “What do you say we head to the master bath and shower together?”

“Sounds perfect but… is he going to watch?”

“I bet he would love to, but no. He’s going to wipe down the couch and floor and then make us dinner. And if he does a good job with that maybe I’ll reconsider locking his cock back up.”

The two of them headed upstairs together. I watched as Veronica’s big round ass bounced with each step. I thought about rubbing another one out, while I still had access, while the memory of their dominance was still fresh. Yet I couldn’t bring myself to do it. For whatever reason, I had this haunting feeling that somehow, someway, Mistress would find out. And if she did, there’s no telling what sort of horrible punishment would follow.


Femdom In The Office

I was alone in my room wearing my favorite miniskirt, the one Mistress bought for me, and a floral pattern tank top. I had already cleaned most of the house, my chores done, there was nothing left for me to do. Mistress was still at work so I figured this was the perfect chance to enjoy some private time.

Mistress was rather pleased with how well I took care of her friend the other night. The two of them were ruthless in their use of me, but in the end, I guess I took it well enough to satisfy them because Mistress decided not to put the chastity cage back on my cock.This means I can finally start touching myself again after Mistress’s endless denial of my self-pleasure.

Technically I’m not allowed to play with my cock unless Mistress says so since she’s the one who truly owns this sissy cock of mine. But she’s at work, she wouldn’t find out. Besides, I did all my chores, so it’s not like I was neglecting Mistress’s orders in favor of my own selfish desire. What could possibly go wrong?

Before starting my transformation into an obedient sissy boy I would normally put on some porn for moments like this. But ever since finding my true self thanks to my seductive succubus of a Mistress, these women I used to jerk it to just don’t excite me like they used to. Only Mistress excites me. Her sultry MILF body, her dominating personality, the way she bends me over and spanks my naughty sissy ass. Spilling my sissy cum to anyone else but her just didn’t feel right.

 I hopped off my computer and laid down on the bed. Then lifted my skirt, pulling the thong Mistress forced me to wear to the side. My cock swelled to its full albeit pathetic size as the thought of my dear Mistress filled my mind. Thoughts of her bringing me to my knees, pressing my face to the floor, spreading my ass, and holding her buttplug in hand ready to penetrate me.

One by one I curled each finger around the shaft of my sissy cock. Sighing softly, sinking into the bedsheets. I really needed it. I hadn’t fully realized how tiring it is sometimes to keep up with all of Mistress’s demands, how stressful it can be. Sometimes I feel like I’m not allowed to feel stressed. I don’t work as hard as Mistress, I’m not the one with a full-time career, she is. I felt guilty for feeling stressed, I guess. But I shouldn’t, everyone's experiences are different.

For some strange reason, this feeling of guilt however turned me on. I pictured Mistress in my mind, her standing disapprovingly over me, her blouse unbuttoned baring her supple cleavage. “I’m sorry, Mistress,” I whispered under my breath and stroked the short length of my cock. I can’t handle this world as Mistress can, I’m weak, for that, I apologized to her. “I’m so sorry, Mistress. Please forgive me.” My cock ached in my grasp, throbbing for more.

Then my phone rang. My phone never rings. It’s not like I have anybody to call me. I wanted to just ignore it and keep thinking of Mistress sitting that round booty on my face letting me lick it all up. But I couldn’t ignore it, I kept having this feeling that if I did something bad would happen.

“Hello?” I answered, audibly confused.

“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” It was Mistress. And she did not sound too pleased.

My heart caught in my throat, silencing me.

“Did you really think I wouldn’t find out?”

I frantically looked around the room, pacing, and spinning. How did she know? How could she possibly know what I was doing?

“I knew I wouldn’t be able to trust you enough to resist touching yourself. That’s why I had nanny cams installed in the house.”

So that’s how she knew. She was spying on me. Watching me. I looked up and down the walls, inspecting the corners and ceiling.

“Don’t bother looking, you’re not going to find them.”

“Am I in trouble?” I asked. 

“Oh yes… but perhaps this could work out for the both of us. Since you’re obviously so horny and can’t help yourself, and I’ve just had the worst interaction with one of the corporate douches who works on the floor above mine… I’m thinking you should stop by my work so I can relieve some stress.”

“Say no more, Mistress, I’ll be right there.”

“Very good, but first I need you to grab my bag from under my bed, you know the one right?”

“Yes, Mistress.” I did indeed know that bag very well. It was where Mistress kept all her fun sexy toys. Where she kept that buttplug she and Veronica forcibly stuffed into my tight sissy ass.

“And don’t you touch anything else, I’ll know if you do.”

I kept my eyes peeled for any hint of a camera as I made my way into her bedroom. I found nothing. It was a hopeless pursuit. Even if I did find any, what could I possibly do about them? If I took them down she’d just put them right back up in an even harder-to-find place. Perhaps I could at least settle in on knowing that Mistress would always be watching me. That, even when she’s not here, I wouldn’t really be alone. That should be comforting, right?

I grabbed the bag from under her bed. I was tempted to look inside it. To see all that Mistress kept in there, what other surprises might await me. But I didn’t. Because what if Mistress didn’t want me to?

I hopped in her car. Mistress has me drive her to and from work now. Or really everywhere that desires to go. Which sometimes means driving her to some guy's house while I wait outside in the car until she finishes getting fucked. I hate that part but driving her is really the only time I leave the house.  

I couldn’t believe she was inviting me into her office. In a way, it made me feel special. And then, as I was approaching closer and closer to her building I became frightened and scared. I’ve never been to a public place dressed like this before, like a naughty sissy slut, but it’s the only way I’m allowed to dress and I had no choice.  

I was shaking as I exited the car, the bag trembling in my hand. I just needed to focus on Mistress, keep my head down, and get into her private office as fast as possible, and hope to god nobody there notices me. Who am I kidding, who’s not going to notice a sissy boy dressed in a mini skirt carrying a woman’s bag?

I entered the building. I had a general idea of where the elevator should be. I took no notice of my surroundings as my heart beat heavily in my chest, sending the anxiety swarming throughout my body. I could hear voices, but I did not look up from the ground. I didn’t want to see anyone’s face, nor did I want to see my shame reflected in their eyes as they would undoubtedly and silently judge me.

Nervous, I swayed from side to side, skirt flouncing about my hips, as I impatiently waited for the elevator to arrive. The doors slid open and I was more than relieved to find it empty. I quickly skipped inside, repeatedly pressing the door close button, cursing under my breath that these doors were not closing fast enough.

When I arrived on Mistress’s floor I nearly tripped over my own feet exiting the elevator. I stumbled forward, then brushed my palms off on my skirt as if I could possibly wipe away the embarrassment by doing so.

As I regained my balance and lifted my gaze my eyes met with those of Mistress’s most beautiful secretary. Well, truthfully, at first my eyes met with her cleavage, her small yet very perky tits. She was young, had to be in her mid-twenties, her nails painted the same neon pink as mine. Unlike me, however, she had a job and at the very least some semblance of self-pride.

“Ah, you must be here to see Sarah,” said the Secretary, switching the pen in her left hand to her right.

I froze. Mumbled inaudible nonsense under my breath.

“Her office is in the back, just down there,” she leaned over her desk, those perky young tits hanging sweetly from her chest, pointing past a clump of cubicles with her pen.

Unable to speak, paralyzed by this woman’s beauty, I nodded. Which more than likely looked more like a nervous twitch than a nod.

Shuffling away from the secretary’s desk, her giggles pierced through my chest and stung my poor weak heart. I did not dare to see if there was anyone else in the office, remaining as far from those other cubicles as possible.

Mistress had her name hung on a golden plaque in black lettering on her door. There was something rather imposing about that. She wasn’t just my Mistress. Here, she was also the boss. The one in charge, with her own private office, with all the power that comes with that. I decided to knock first, to show my respect to her position.

“Come in.”

I opened the door and closed it behind me. Feeling a bit of relief knowing that the outside world could not see through the solid wood door. It was just me and Mistress in here, no different than if it was the two of us back at home. Just the two of us, alone, together.

“Took you long enough to get here,” said Mistress, resting her hand on her cheek.

“I’m sorry, Mistress. Please, forgive me.” I offered her a curtsy, lifting the edge of my skirt, bowing slightly at the waist.

She pushed her chair back and stood up. Walking around her desk, trailing a single fingernail across the mahogany top, Mistress moved in behind me as I stood there. Mistress dragged her long nails across the back of my neck. A shiver ran up and down my spine.

“Why is it that some men think they’re entitled to sex? Just because I enjoy getting fucked, doesn’t mean I want to get fucked by just anybody.”

“Of course not, Mistress. You deserve only the best.”

“See. Now, why can’t more of these men be like you and understand how little they’re actually worth. Money can not make up for what they lack down here…” Mistress slid her palm down my back. Lower. Lower. Reaching under my skirt, she grabbed my cock and balls, squeezing hard. “But you already know that.”

I winced from the shooting pain but sighed from the sweet pressure of her rough touch.

Mistress grunted as she tugged at my sensitive balls. She was definitely frustrated, there was no denying that. Whatever this guy did, she was not happy about it, and she was looking for anything… anyone, to take her frustration out on. And who better to provide that release than her ever-loyal sissy. This was my lot in life, to be there for Mistress, in any way she sees fit. In this way, I had purpose, a reason for being. It made dressing up like a slut, embarrassing myself in front of Mistress’s coworkers, worth it.

“And then I come to find out my own sissy decided to stroke his nasty little cock without my permission.” Mistress pushed against my back, bending me over her mahogany desk.

“I’m sorry, Mistress. Really, I am.” I dropped my forehead onto my arm.

“Are you though?” Her hands caressed up my thigh. “Because if you were, I don’t think you would have done it.”

“Please, Mistress…” I whimpered under my breath, her nimble fingers moving farther up my leg. “It’s so hard without you around.”

“But you’re not allowed to get hard if I’m not around, now are you?”

“No Mistress, I am not.”

Mistress lifted my skirt over my back and palmed my tight little sissy ass, “No, you’re not. And that’s why you need to be punished.” I knew this punishment wasn’t just about what I had done. But also whatever this other guy had done. As her obedient sissy, it was my job to take his punishment as well as my own. I gripped the edge of her desk, ready to suffer her discipline.

“Nnnghh… Mistress…” I bit down on my forearm, my ass stinging from the pain of her strong hand.

“What’s the matter? Does it hurt when I do this?” She reared her arm back, spanking my ass again.

“Yes Mistress,” I cried out, knees banging into the desk, her decorative newton’s cradle clattered, the tiny metal balls knocking into one another.

“Good. Maybe the pain will help remind you who it is that you belong to.” Another painful slap, then another quickly following after.

“You Mistress, I belong to you.”

Mistress backed off me, but not without leaving a bright red mark on my ass first. She was by no means finished with me yet, she was just getting started.

“Where’s my bag?” Asked Mistress.

“Oh… um..”

“What oh? Where’s the bag?” She repeated.

“It’s… I… uh… must have dropped it when I got out of the elevator.” I hoped beyond all hope that Mistress would not send back out to get it. I couldn’t handle that. There’s no way they didn’t hear Mistress slapping my naughty sissy ass. How could I possibly look her beautiful secretary in the face after that?

“So useless,” Mistress muttered under her breath. She reached over my back and grabbed the phone off her desk. “Hey, Amber is there a purple bag by the elevator?” Amber… that must be the secretary. I couldn’t make out what she was saying and honestly, I don’t think I wanted to. “Ok, good. Can you bring it in here for me?”  A short pause. “Perfect, thank you.”

I stood up straight and fixed my skirt, not wanting Mistress’s secretary to see me in such a compromising position.

“What do you think you’re doing?” Mistress placed the phone back on the receiver. “I didn’t say you could get up, did?”

“No, Mistress. You did not.”

“No, I did not.” Mistress placed a hand on the back of my head and pressed my face to the desk.

I knew I was in for another spanking when Mistress lifted my skirt and bared my ass. I didn’t expect Amber, her secretary to walk in when she did.

“Oh my… I’m sorry… I…” Amber froze her eyes unable to look away at the horrid sight before her. Oh god, why did she have to walk in? Why now? I would have run if it wasn’t for the fact that Mistress’s inevitable retribution would be far worse than the embarrassment of Amber seeing my red sissy ass bent over her boss’s desk.

“Don’t be,” said Mistress, closing the door to her office. She took the bag from Amber and plopped it down on the desk beside me. “Just a little disciplinary meeting.”

“Oh, I see,” Amber blushed. She looked so cute blushing. Why did she have to blush like that? And why did she have to have such cute perky tits? And why… why did it have to make my cock so hard?

“Are… are you getting turned on by my secretary?” Asked Mistress. I was, there was no way I could deny it, not with such obvious evidence swelling between my legs.

“Yes,” I mumbled under my breath.

“Ew, you dirty little perv,” Amber recoiled at the sight of my stiffening sissy cock.

“I’m very sorry for this. Would you like to punish him for it or shall I?” Mistress asked Amber.

Amber thought in silence for a moment. Just one moment. “It sure beats having to go back to work.”

And just like that, all I could think was, fuck me. Were all women like this? Just waiting for the chance to find a pathetic man they can dominate, use, and humiliate. Or was it something about me that awakened this sort of behavior out of them?

“I see you’ve already done a number on his sissy ass. I think the root of this problem stems from here,” Amber shot her hand between my legs, grabbing my dangling balls. The sweet sensation of Amber’s delicate hands touching my balls did not last long and was quickly replaced by the pleasing pain of her powerful grasp.

“F-f-f fuck,” I whimpered, legs shaking.

“Aw, does it hurt?” Amber mocked.

“Y-yes,” I cried, digging my nails into Mistress’s desk.

“Good,” she gave them a twist and a tug.

Amber let go. I took a deep breath, filling my lungs with oxygen, trying to take my mind off the pain.

“So what’s in the bag?” Amber asked, swatting my balls with her open palm.

“Just some toys. I’ll let you pick,” Mistress unzipped the bag and held it open.

“Oh, this one looks like fun.”

“Good choice.”

I couldn’t see what Amber had found in that bag that had excited her. But in a way I could feel them grinning, the air filled with their mischievous plot.

“It’s too bad you only have one. I’ll let you do the honors since he is your sissy,” said Amber.

“How kind of you.”

“Here, let me help you get it on.”

I wanted to turn around and see what they were planning. But I kept my eyes forward, lest I risk receiving another painful slap to the balls. I could hear Amber removing Mistress’s skirt, sliding it down those beautiful legs.

“How’s that? It’s not gonna slip off?” Amber asked.

“It’s perfect.”

“Fuck, that looks hot.”

Mistress’s heels tapped upon the floor as she came around her desk. “What do you think, sissy? You like my big hard cock?”

And there it was. Between her legs, a very large and very thick strapon cock.

“Of course he does. I bet he just can’t wait to have you fuck him in his sissy ass… Isn’t that right?” Amber lifted my chin off the desk and forced my head into a nod. “I thought so. Now open wide for your Mistress’s cock.”

Amber forced my mouth open and grabbed the back of my head. Mistress stepped forward and waved her thick cock over my lips. She slipped the tip over my tongue and between my lips.

“That’s it, suck on it, suck on her cock,” Amber whispered into my ear, her words tantalising the senses. “Come on, you can do better than that. Really suck on it.” Amber pushed against the back of my head, forcing me farther down the length of its shaft. Choked by the size of it, I gagged, sputtering and drooling over Mistress’s cock.

“Mmm, that’s it. Get it all nice and sloppy so I can slide it right in that sissy ass.” Mistress thrusted her hips, fucking my open mouth with her big cock. Choking me, gagging me until her hard cock glistened with a thick coating of spit.

“I hope you’re ready,” said Mistress, slipping her cock out of my drooling mouth.

“Doesn’t matter if he is,” Amber added, tilting my head, wiping her hand over my mouth, spreading the spit all over my face. “Because she’s going to give it to you whether you want it or not.”

As wrong as it may sound. I wanted it. I wanted it so bad. I wanted Mistress inside of me. I know it won't really be her inside of me, but it’s the closest I’d ever get to it. Mistress placed one hand on my ass, spreading it, the other on her cock. She teased her cock between my cheeks, coating my sissy hole with my spit as it dripped off the shaft of her strapon. Mistress pressed the tip of her cock to my asshole. Then pressed harder. Then harder.

“Oh god… fuck…”

My knuckles turned white as I gripped the edge of the desk, taking Mistress’s cock from behind. The girth stretched me open. Mistress may have forced a buttplug in my ass once before, but that was nothing compared to the size of her cock. She grabbed my hips and pulled back, thrusting forward, driving her cock deeper into my ass.

“Oh, Mistress… please-” I wanted to ask for her to be gentle. But if I had, I had every reason to believe the opposite would happen.

Amber clasped her hand over my mouth, “Please what? Please fuck my sissy ass harder? Is that what you wanted to say?” She forced my head into a nod. “I thought so.”

Mistress rammed her cock into my ass. Repeatedly pounding me from behind, the top of her thighs slapping into the back of mine, my words muffled by Amber’s hand. And when she finally let go, moaning like a sissy bitch was all I could manage. The harder Mistress fucked my ass, the harder my cocked throbbed, and the more I wanted it. It felt so good, so right, to have my ass filled with her cock. My greedy sissy ass happily gobbled up every inch that Mistress forcibly fucked inside.

Mistress pulled out of my ass and slapped her cock hard against my behind, “Damn, look at that sissy ass gape for me.”

It felt so empty without her inside me, without her fingers gripping my hips and commanding my ass down the length of her cock. I wanted it back in, desperate to feel and endure all of Mistress’s rough love.

Amber spat into my gaping ass, “Keep fucking him.”

My most beautiful and dominant Mistress had no qualms with that request. She Shoved her cock back in, filling the emptiness inside of me, filling and stuffing it full with her mighty cock.

“Oh god, yes Mistress, I love it. I love your cock in my ass.”

The desk screeched and scratched against the floor as Mistress rammed inside with the full force of her strength, so much power behind each thrust. Her heavy breathing warmed my back. Fucking me, using me, to release all her frustrations, all her hatred for the men she despises.

These sissy balls of mine filled with sissy cum, swelling, tightening. Precum drooled out of the tip of my cock, slinking down spilling onto the floor below.

“I think he’s enjoying this a little too much. It looks like he’s almost ready to cum,” said Amber.

I was so ready to cum. To blow my sissy seed, allow for every drop to be given up as an offering to honor my Mistress. Mistress filling my ass, spanking me, growling, growing more animalistic in her pursuit to punish my ass. How could I do anything else but beg for more… and more… and more… Until finally…

Amber grabbed my dangling balls, squeezing them with her full strength. I shrieked, the pain immense.

“On second thought. I’m not quite so sure he deserves to cum,” Amber gave my balls a painful twist.

“Please… please let me cum,” I begged through clenched teeth, the pain of Amber’s grasp shooting into my core.

“I’m still not convinced you really deserve it.”

“Please, I’ll do anything… anything… I need it so bad. Mistress please, let me cum.”

“That’s not up to me today, you need Amber’s permission if you wish to cum.”

How was I to convince Amber? At times she appeared even more sadistic than my own Mistress.

“Let’s see… You can start by getting down on your knees,” said Amber.

“Yes, of course, as you wish,” I got down on my knees in front of the two of them.

“Now suck on her cock, I want you to taste your own ass.”

I had to do it. I had to obey. As gross and humiliating as it was I opened wide and wrapped my lips around the strapon.

“Suck it all up. Get every inch of it,” demanded Amber.

I forced myself to choke down what I could, and when I couldn’t anymore Amber pushed and pulled on the back of my head, forcing the tip of that mighty cock down my throat. More gagging. More choking. Tears of the struggle welling in my eyes.

Amber yanked my head back then spat on my face, “Still want to cum?”

“Yes, please…”

“Then you need to…” Amber lifted her skirt over her hips, pulled her panties down, “eat my ass.” She pushed her hips back, sitting her tight little ass over my face. Reaching back she held my face in there, practically suffocating me with her delicious booty. “Get that tongue in there, sissy. Lick my ass up.”

I obliged out of pure obedience. Lapping up her ass with my tongue, sliding it into her tight puckered hole.

“Oh yes, nice and deep. Eat that ass for me,” she bounced a little, ass shaking, clapping against my face.”

I gobbled and slobbered her perfect ass up, continuing despite the bitter taste. Anything to make her happy. Anything to convince her that I do deserve to cum.

“Keep going. If you do a good job I’ll even be so kind as to stroke your sissy cock for you.”

Hearing that was enough to fuel my determination to its maximum level. I’ve never been so blessed as to have a woman fully jerk me off before. A woman that’s willing to touch my cock until I came. I darted my tongue faster in and out of her ass. Spit dripped down my chin, down her thighs. A mess, I was a total mess.

“That’ll do,” said Amber, pulling my face out of her ass. “Now get on the desk so I don’t have to bend over to touch it.

I got to my feet and sat on  Mistress’s desk. Amber pushed against my knees and separated my legs. It was really happening. She was really going to touch it for me. My heart pounded with so much excitement. The very thought of it was almost enough for me cum but I fought that urge, tensing every part of my body.

“Are you really going to touch it?” Asked Mistress.

“I’ve dealt with losers like this before. It’s not a big deal… not big at all.” One by one Amber wrapped her fingers around the shaft of my cock. A shiver of such wonderful delight ran up my spine. I sighed deeply, sinking into that blissful feeling that only partly overpowered the soreness of my used-up sissy hole.

Amber cupped her other hand over the tip of my cock. Stroking, she egged me on, “Hurry up and cum. We don’t have all day for you.” Faster, her hand moved up and down. “I thought you wanted to cum? Are you this pathetic? Cum already you little sissy slut.” Twisting, tugging, working the tip.

“I said, give it to me,” Amber stomped her heel on the ground. And it happened. There was no fighting it. The urge, the need, it was all too powerful. I erupted my seed, spilling it into her palm. Throbbing, thick streams of sissy cum poured out, pooling into her hand. “Fuck that’s gross.”

“Look at this. Look at what you did,” she shoved her hand under my nose, the sweaty smell of my cum filling my nostrils.

“What are you gonna do with all that cum?” Mistress asked.

“Give it back to him, of course,” Amber grinned, planting her palm on my face, spreading the cum around. She peeled her hand off, leaving me a sticky, whimpering, mess. “Feel better now that you’ve had your release?”

“Yes, thank you, thank you so much.”

“Then you can leave,” Amber pulled me off the desk

“But-”

“But what? I’m done with you. Go home. I think your Mistress and I would like to spend some time alone. And I don’t need you huddled in the corner jerking your sissy cock while you watch.”

“Oh, that does sound nice,” said Mistress, wrapping her arms around Amber from behind, grinding her strapon cock against that tight butt. “Go on, sissy. You can leave us.”

I hung my head. Used up and tossed away. And worse of all I had to go out looking like this; my skirt a mess, my ass red and gaping, my face covered in my own cum. There was no way to hide this shame. I grabbed the door handle and braced myself for the laughter, the shocked faces, and the pain of absolute and enduring embarrassment.


Femdom Surprise Party

Mistress has been planning this party of hers for a while. And I’m not talking about just any sort of party. This isn’t some graduation or family gathering. She’s planning, what to me, basically amounts to an orgy. An orgy… I’d like to say I couldn’t believe it. But this is my Mistress we’re talking about. The vivacious sex goddess. And I’m invited. Me, her sissy, invited to an orgy. That should excite me, and in a way it does. But it’s also the cause of a lot of anxiety.

I’ve come to terms with my place in this world. That is, my place being beneath Mistress, her servant, her sissy slut slave. I have no misgivings about that. And I can only imagine that my place in this upcoming event is not going to be much different. I’ve found peace and pleasure in the torment, the humiliation, the denial that comes with being her sissy. But how far can I take it, how much can I handle? Will this be my breaking point, will I reach my limit.

Mistress would be there, of course, and she holds nothing back. Then there’s Amber, her secretary, that woman absolutely gets off on torturing my poor sissy cock and balls. Veronica will be there, a client and friend of my Mistress’s, and her ass is absolute perfection. Then there’s Cherry, who I haven’t met before, but from what I understand she’s very pregnant and very horny, so much so that her husband can’t keep up and I imagine she’s looking to take her sexual frustrations out on anyone she can. And that leaves me, the sissy, in the center of all this, the main attraction to be used and dominated in any way these women see fit.

Mistress had placed the chastity cage back onto my sissy cock, locking it away from use in preparation for this event. It’s been a rough two weeks, to say the least. No release, no touching, no nothing. By denying me access to these basic urges, Mistress is ensuring that I will be willing to put up with anything and everything to finally have that orgasm I’ve been craving for so long.

Of course, Mistress seeks out every opportunity to make it more difficult and harder for me. Much harder than necessary. That’s her style. Over those two weeks, she would walk around the house completely naked from head to toe. It was actually the first time I have ever seen her fully naked. And my god what a sight it was, a beautiful, enticing, torturous sight. I never knew how perfect her breasts were. Full, supple breasts with delicious-looking nipples that I wished to just suck upon. Breasts that jiggled in just the right way with each step she took. And that ass, she would look for every opportunity to bend over in front of me, shoving that round booty in my face.

And there was nothing I could do about any of it. I wasn’t allowed to touch her. I wasn’t allowed to touch myself. All I could do was watch and feel my cock throb against the binding of this horrid cage.

The day of the party was no different. Mistress had just gotten out of the shower. I could hear her coming down the stairs while I busied myself with cleaning the house as per her request. Mistress had recently bought me this skimpy maid’s outfit which I was currently wearing. It wasn’t the most comfortable nor the most practical but it was cute and sexy and admittedly I enjoyed wearing it. Besides, it made her happy to see me wearing it which is what really mattered most.

And it made me happy to see her wearing nothing. She reached the final step, her voluptuous tits bouncing gracefully as she approached me.

“How’s the cleaning going?” Mistress asked, reaching under my skirt and pinching my behind.

“Oh, very well, Mistress,” I blushed, a bit of blood rushing into my restrained cock.

“Are you staring at my tits?” Mistress raised an eyebrow.

“Sorry, Mistress. I-”

“You’re lucky I’m in a good mood today,” She grinned, placing her soft hands over her ample breasts, caressing them with tender care. “You like your Mistress’s tits, don’t you?” She pinched her stiff nipples between her thumb and forefinger.

“Oh yes, very much,” I licked my lips.

Mistress teased her pretty pink nipples between her fingers; pinching, pulling, tugging. Each tweak and tug elicited a soft sigh to escape her lips. A sigh that filled my ears and sent shivers of want down my spine.

“Would like to touch them… kiss them… suck on them?” She let her hands slip from her breasts and rested them upon my shoulders, inching me closer, “Would you like to?”

“Please, Mistress. Can I? Please,” I cupped my hands together, swaying from side to side, my maid’s skirt flouncing around my waist.

“Go on, my little sissy, you may have a small taste.”

“Oh thank you, Mistress. Thank you so much.”

I was hesitant. Mistress hardly ever lets me touch her. And if she does, it’s usually to give her a foot massage or something like that. Never for my own enjoyment. I raised my hands, inching closer, savoring this sweet succulent moment. I cupped her breasts, her skin so soft, fragile even, nothing like her personality. I thumbed over her stiff nipples, mesmerized by it all.

“Wow, you’re so perfect, they’re perfect,” I whispered under my breath. To touch and to hold, to hold have so close, it’s everything I wanted. My sissy cock swelled with so much desire for my goddess, but I could only get so hard with this cage still locked over my cock.

“Go on, give them a lick… I know you want to,” said Mistress.

Oh, I wanted to. More than anything I wanted to. Still, I didn’t fully understand her spontaneous kindness. It was so out of the ordinary. It worried me. “Why are you being so nice to me?”

“Because,” she brushed the hair out of my face and brought her lips to my ear, “Once my friends we’re not going to hold back anything.” Mistress teased my earlobe with her tongue then pulled away. Pressing her chest out and stuffing my face between her bountiful cleavage she added, “So you better enjoy it while you still can.”

I had every intention of enjoying this, savoring each and every one of these moments alone with Mistress, with her beautiful and exposed body. With my face pressed between her juicy tits, I couldn’t help but notice how lovely Mistress smelled. She did just get out of the shower and that aromatic scent of high-quality perfumes carried me to a state of bliss.

I kissed her chest. My lips starting above her breasts, raining kisses on their way down. Her warm breath tickled the top of my head. Her fingers swept through my hair. My hair has gotten so long since I let Mistress claim control of my life. She didn’t want me to cut it, I needed a sissy hairstyle. And now as she brushed and petted, playing with the strands of my hair, I couldn’t be happier with it.

Cupping her supple breast, I lifted it to meet my lips. Opening up, I wrapped my tiny mouth around her nipple. I sucked upon her breast like a babe, finding comfort in the arms of my Mistress’s tender care. Suckling, licking, tongue circling, this was my form of worship. A ritual of my undying love for her.

I popped my mouth off the one, her nipple glistened with my spit. Then switched to the other, showing it equal care and affection. This feeling of a mother’s comfort was not one I’ve felt before nor was it a feeling I expected to find in my Mistress.

My hands traced over her curves. Slipping up the sides of her hips, over her slender tummy. I wanted to touch every inch of her, know every inch of her, while I had the opportunity, the chance, before having it ripped away. These lips, this tongue, refused to break contact with her soft skin. Every kiss and every lick filled my mouth with the wondrous taste of her. A taste that lingered and lasted.

“I should get dressed,” said Mistress, holding me out at arm’s length.

I urged for another kiss, another taste of her perky nipples, another feel of them, wrapping my tongue around their perfection. But even another would not be enough. No matter how much I hold her, I would always require more. Her presence is all that keeps me from this emptiness inside.

“Do you have to?” I asked, clutching the edge of my skirt, fighting back my desire to reach out for her.

“And you need to set up the snacks and such. They’ll be here soon.”

“Right,” I cast my gaze down.

“What was that?” She crossed her arms over her breasts and tapped her foot.

“I’m sorry. I meant… I will get right on that for you, Mistress.”

“That’s a good sissy. Now get to work,” Mistress left me with a slap on the behind.

While setting up the snacks and such for the arrival of our guests, I hummed wistfully to myself. The care that Mistress had shown blanketed me in a layer of warmth and comfort. It eased my tension and anxiety, eased the not knowing what these women were planning to do with me. It empowered me. Which I needed, because soon enough that empowerment and who knows what else will be stripped away from me.

I finished setting up the snacks, arranging them, in my personal opinion, beautifully. There were fruits, chocolate-covered strawberries, sushi, sensual foods like that. Mistress was still up in her room when the first guest arrived. The doorbell rang and I went to answer it.

Cherry was the first to arrive, this was our first meeting. Meeting new people is always a cause of nerves for me.

“Greetings, please come in,” I held the door and motioned for her to step inside.

“Oh, thank you,” Cherry entered, “You must be…” she paused, looking for the right words to say.

“The sissy,” I smiled, letting her know it was more than okay to address me as such.

“Right,” she nodded, returning my smile. Cherry was a cutie. Straight brown hair, deep brown eyes, and that pregnant belly only added to her charm.

“There’s food on the table there. Mistress is still in her room getting ready, I’m sure she’ll be down soon though. Is there anything I can get for you?”

“No, thank you. I just need to get off my feet for a bit, they’re killing me.”

I led Cherry to the couch and helped her into her seat. She let out a huff as she sat. She must be tense, I’m sure carrying around a baby all day does that to a person. She was clearly very new to this sort of thing, having a sissy around. That’s not to say she appeared uncomfortable, it was more about how respectful she was. But I’m sure once the others get here, especially Amber, she’ll be much more comfortable making her demands.

“Would you like a foot massage?” I offered. “I’ve gotten pretty good at them. Mistress has me rub her feet at least once a week.”

“Really, you wouldn’t mind?”

I laughed at that, “It’s just one of the many services I offer.”

“A foot massage sounds perfect,” Cherry kicked her sandals off and rested her feet in my lap.

I reached into Mistress’s bag on the end table and grabbed a bottle of body oil. I squirted a bit into my hands and rubbed my palms together.

“You have such pretty feet,” I commented, taking her right foot into my hands.

“Pretty… and painful,” said Cherry.

I coated her foot in oil, thumbing over the sole, applying just the right amount of pressure. Her sighs and soft moans of release informed me I was hitting the right spots. Then I got to work on her toes. Cute little toes. Toes that I would be more than happy to suck upon if she would allow me. However, it seemed a bit too forward to ask, and even if it wasn’t, it’s not really my place to do so.

Curling my fingers between each individual toe I stretched them back and forth, loosening Cherry’s tense muscles.

“Would you like for me to rub your calves as well?”

“Please do,” said Cherry, lifting the tail end of her maternity dress above her knees, inviting my touch higher upon her legs.

Helping her to relax, relaxed me as well. She had such pretty legs, and from what little I could see, nice thighs as well.

“Mmm, that’s the spot, right there,” Cherry’s voice was breathy and sweet. I dug into that spot, squeezing her calf. We remained in silence for a bit, enjoying the sense of calm that surrounded both of us.

“Can I ask you something?” Cherry prompted, perking up on the couch.

“Sure, what is it?”

“Can I braid your hair?”

“You want to braid my hair?” It was a lovely offer but I’m not so used to getting such kind offers, especially from such a beautiful woman who is clearly out of my league. Sometimes I think, in times like these, I’m shown kindness because I’m seen as the furthest thing from a threat.

“Mmhmm,” Cherry nodded, sweeping her legs off my lap, “I’m gonna be a mom soon, I should really know how to braid hair.”

“Go for it,” I shrugged.

Cherry spread her legs and pulled me in, sitting me in front of her, my back resting against her soft breasts. She combed her fingers through my hair, parting it into three separate strands.

“You really have such nice hair. You must take good care of it.”

“Thank you. It’s really because of Mistress. She’s the one who buys me all the hair care products I could never afford.”

“That’s so very kind of her. It must be nice having someone to look after you like that.”

“It is… it really is.”

As much as Mistress enjoys the many ways she playfully torments me, she is there for me. Does a lot to help take care of me. I wondered if this was what it was like to go to a hair salon. Not only was it calming, but the way we conversed, it was sort of therapeutic. Maybe if I did a good job today Mistress would reward me with a trip to the salon. A sissy can always hope anyway.

Cherry was working on the second braid when the doorbell rang. “I should get that,” I said.

“Nonsense, we’re in the middle of something. Sit, they can let themselves in.”

I was supposed to greet the guests, it was part of my duties. However, I was also supposed to obey our guests, and Cherry had commanded me to stay seated, so I did.

“Come in,” Cherry shouted over her shoulder.

Amber and Veronica arrived together. Amber looked like a dream as always. Her long blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders, her top hugged tightly to her perky tits, and those booty shorts really made her tight ass pop. I was equally happy to see Veronica wearing those leggings that I adore on her so much.

“Hey Cherry,” Amber leaned over the armrest and planted a kiss upon Cherry’s cheek, “How have you…” Amber glanced from Cherry to me then back at Cherry. “What are you doing pampering this sissy for?”

Cherry let out a soft delicate chuckle, “He’s actually helping me. I never learned to braid hair growing up. Just one of the many girly pursuits I missed out on.”

“I see… so long as he doesn’t go getting a big head or anything,” Amber swooped past Cherry and whispered into my ear, “Lucky for you I like having something I hold onto, something I can pull, otherwise I’d put a stop to this nonsense.” Amber gave me a peck on the cheek, not a happy or a delighted-to-see-you peck like she gave to Cherry, but rather something a bit more sinister, a you-just-wait-until-I-get-hands-on-you kiss.

“Hey, Sarah! We’re here, where the hell are you?” Amber shouted as she brushed past me.

“I’ll be right down,” Mistress replied, shouting from her room.

“Oh, look… there’s snacks,” Veronica grabbed a strawberry off the platter, took a bite, the juices running down her chin.

“If you keep eating like that it’s going to all go straight to your hips, you know,” said Amber with a tad bit of snark. Without a doubt Amber was that annoyingly popular girl in high school who cared more about her looks and comparing herself to others than actually trying to be a decent person… and still is.

“Good, because that’s exactly where I want it to go. I like to keep it big and juicy,” Veronica jutted her hip to one side and slapped her booty. “Ain’t that right, sissy? I know you like ‘em thick.” She popped the rest of the strawberry over her glossy pink lips, chewed, then swallowed.

“Oh yes, most definitely,” I admitted.

“He’s just saying that to agree with you,” Amber placed her handbag on the end table.

“Pfft, even a sissy like him knows a big full meal is better than a tiny little snack… And I got a whole damn buffet back here,” Veronica squeezed her plump tush, giving it a hearty shake.

“Uggh, whatever,” which was Amber's way of changing the subject without having to admit defeat.

Mistress came bounding down the stairs. And as much as seeing her naked stirred my lust for her, what she chose to wear had awakened in me something else entirely. From top to bottom her outfit was nothing less than the outward expression of her dominance. Tight black leather pants, so fucking tight that it outlined her pussy perfectly. With a mesh black top and seeing through that was a black lace bra. And to top it off she had black stilettos that clicked with each step.

“Damn girl, I didn’t know we were supposed to dress up. Now that’s a buffet, eh?” Veronica nudged me in the ribs.

I was entranced by seeing my Mistress expressing her true colors… or color rather, a strong intimidating black. And if it wasn’t for that nudge breaking me out of it, I think I could have remained staring, mouth agape, for an eternity. “Mhmm, Mistress you look absolutely stunning.”

“Ha, look at him blushing. I bet you’re thinking about what it would feel like to have those heels stepping on your sissy balls.”

Admittedly, I did have that exact thought. Luckily, Mistress spoke up before I had to give Amber the satisfaction of a response.

“It’s just something I’ve been wanting to try on.”

“Turn around,” Cherry motioned with her hand in a little twirl, “Let’s see it from the back.”

“Like this,” Mistress spun on her heels, pressing her hips back, giving her tight butt a little lift.

“I don’t know if it’s the hormones or if it’s that ass, but I think I’m getting a little turned on,” said Cherry, letting the final braid slip from her hand. “You're all done,” she tapped my shoulder.

“I appreciate the compliments but let's not forget why we’re here. To celebrate a very special girl’s birthday.”

Birthday? I didn’t know this was a birthday party. I thought it was just an orgy. I mean, it’s definitely still orgy, no doubt there, the air had already grown thick with their simmering lust for one another. But why didn’t Mistress mention it was a birthday? And whose was it?

“Stop playing so coy,” Mistress walked over to the couch and grabbed my wrist, yanking me up and out of my seat and away from Cherry. I liked Cherry, her motherly ways were so very soothing. “What? Didn’t think your Mistress would find out about your birthday?”

Me? This was my party? I certainly did not think Mistress would find out. I never told her. And truthfully, I stopped even caring about my birthday, it’s not like I had any friends to spend it with. For me, it’s always just been another day.

“You… you threw me a party… I…” I didn’t have the words to accurately convey my gratitude. I could feel the tears begin to well in my eyes, which I hated, I didn’t want them seeing me like this. “...You… you all came… for me?”

“Alright, alright. Don’t go getting all sappy on us,” Amber waved her arms dismissively, “Let’s just get to the presents before he starts having a breakdown.” Amber reached into her pocketbook and handed me a gift-wrapped box, “Here.”

“You got me a gift!” I happily tapped my feet, bouncing in place, skirt swaying.

“Oh gosh, every time I see you, you somehow manage to become even more of a little sissy bitch than the last time.”

“Yeah, but… you still got me a gift,” I said with a hint of smugness. As callous as Amber is, maybe she isn’t so bad after all.

“Just open it. It’s more of a gift for me than it is for you.” Now that was more like the Amber I knew. The Amber who got off by bending me over and torturing my cock and balls.

I tore the wrapping off and opened the box. And inside… a pair of fuzzy pink handcuffs.

“Well, come on. Hold it up so we can all see,” said Cherry.

I did, parading my shiny new gift for the women all to see.

“Oh, nice one, Amber,” said Mistress.

“Whatever. This way I won’t have to worry about him touching anything he’s not supposed to.”

“Thank you all the same.”

“Let me go next,” said Cherry. She returned shortly with a gift basket, “I know this is our first meeting, so I really didn’t know what to get you. I hope it’s okay.”

“It’s perfect,” I said, graciously accepting her gift.

“There’s some makeup and nail polish and… if you want, maybe I can come over sometime this week and we can do makeovers.”

“More mommy practice?” I asked.

“Exactly.”

“I would love that.”

“Veronica, would you like to go next?” Asked Mistress.

“I think I should go last, I’d like my present to get used and I have a feeling we all might get a little too distracted from opening the rest of the presents if we do,” said Veronica.

“Very well, then here’s my gift to you, my obedient sissy servant.”

Mistress handed me a beautifully wrapped gift topped with an exquisite pink bow. I weighed it in my hands, wondering what it could be. It didn’t feel all too heavy, would it be considerate like Cherry’s or perverse like Ambers?

Opening my gift I couldn’t believe my eyes. It was beautiful, absolutely gorgeous. A silver tiara encircled with sapphires, my birthstone. I ran my thumb over the gemstones. There was no doubt this was real. Mistress isn’t one to spare any expense, expenses aren’t something she even needs to consider. Still, to receive a gift like that, it was an honor.

“Here, let me help you put it on.” Mistress raised the tiara over my head, fitting it into place. “Let me see,” she placed a finger under my chin and lifted my gaze to meet hers. “What a pretty sissy princess you are.” Mistress sealed it with a kiss upon my forehead. I honestly did feel like a princess. Like a princess on the day of her coronation. As much as being paraded around as Mistress’s sissy humiliated me, at that moment everything felt right. Like this was who I was supposed to be.

But like all moments and feelings, this one too was fleeting. And would quickly be replaced by what Veronica had in store for me next.

“You may be a princess,” said Veronica, holding her gift behind her back, out of sight, “But that doesn’t mean you still aren’t a sissy slut.”

“Here here,” Amber cheered, raising a glass. For whatever reason, it felt more like a put-down with Amber’s cheers behind it.

“Now, I think there’s really only one way for you to properly receive this gift,” Veronica continued, “So close your eyes and bend over.”

I did as told, just as any good sissy would. Even princesses are required to obey their Queens.

Veronica hiked my skirt up, caressing my sissy ass, “Does anyone have any lube?”

“Of course,” said Mistress.

“Ah, thank you.”

Veronica drizzled warm lube over my tight puckered sissy hole. No, more than drizzled, she drenched it, let it rain upon my ass.

“What a cute little butt,” Cherry blurted out, her compliment causing me to blush.

“Just relax, I need you to be nice and loose if it’s going to fit,” Veronica eased a finger into my oiled ass. “That’s it, just take nice deep breaths,” she slid her finger in and out, working me open. “One more ought to do it,” Veronica slipped a second finger alongside the first, stretching me open.

“Are you enjoying this,” came the voice of my Mistress.

“Mmm, maybe a little,” I admitted. It sure was a nice little tease having Veronica finger my tight sissy hole like that. But I knew that alone was not her gift.

“Why don’t you come down on all fours for me, it might be a little easier… but no peeking.”

I got down on all fours as commanded, lowering my face to the floor, sticking my sissy ass up in the air.

“That’s better,” said Veronica, spreading my ass. She traced something cold and metal over and around my behind, circling closer and closer to the center. My cock throbbed against the binding cage with anticipation. Teasing around my sweet little hole with her gift, squeezing my booty with her hand. Waiting for it… waiting… and then…

“Mmmmm, oh fuck,” I moaned, sighing, sinking into the pleasure of Veronica’s penetrating gift. My ass tightened around it, swallowing it up, all the way in, up to the base. It was big, roundish, a buttplug? Maybe, but there was something else, something tickling my thigh.

“There it is, perfect,” Veronica slapped my ass.

“Aw, it’s so cute,” said Cherry.

“I like it, I sort of wish I had one,” said Mistress.

“Can I open my eyes yet?” I asked

“Sure, go ahead,” Veronica gave my ass a nice little pinch.

I lifted my face off the ground and looked over my shoulder. Then lifted my skirt out of the way so I could get a better look. It was definitely a buttplug shoved up in there, and a nice size one too. That sweet sensual tightness, that fully stuffed feeling, this sissy cock aching to be let out of its cage and touched. But not just a buttplug, but one with a kitty cat’s tail at the end of it. An adorable fluffy kitty cat tail.

“Ha, look at you… princess kitty sissy slut, that’s who you are… little princess kitty sissy slut,” Amber teased.

“That’s a bit of a mouthful don’t you think?” I wagged my behind and my new cute tail.

“I’ll give you a mouthful of something else if you don’t laugh at my jokes,” she shot back.

I forced a rather obvious laugh, “you’re gonna do that anyway.”

“Damn right.”

“Watching you naughty girls at work is definitely turning me on,” said Cherry. Pulling, teasing at her neckline, exposing just a bit more of her full ample breasts with each slight tug.

“Then maybe we should get this party really started,” said Amber.

“Don’t you think we should make sure our little kitty here has enough energy first,” said Cherry. The women surrounded me in a circle, standing over me as I remained on all fours.

“What do you mean?” Asked Amber.

“I mean… it’s important for little kitty’s to be well fed before playing, and what do kitties like the most?”

“Milk!” Veronica blurted out, “...it’s milk, right?”

“Mmhmm,” Cherry nodded, one after the other she scooped her plump tits from out behind her dress. “And lucky for our little kitty here, mommy has more than enough milk to go around.”

Cherry sucked the tip of her finger into her mouth, wetting it then teasing it around her pretty pink nipples until they stiffened. Pinching each one, she tugged and twisted, sighing at the pleasure of her own diligent hands. I licked my lips at the sight of the first droplet of milk seeping from her succulent nipples. Watching roll down her soft flesh, leaving a creamy white trail down her breast, over her pregnant belly. Another drop followed after the first.

“Do you mind if I help? He is my sissy,” Mistress moved in behind Cherry, squeezing her pregnant friend’s juicy milk-producing tits.

“Mmm, not at all,” Cherry cooed, sinking deeper into my Mistress touch, “I could use all the stimulation I can get.”

Mistress rested her chin on Cherry’s shoulder. The two of them swaying back and forth in unison as Mistress pinched Cherry’s delicious-looking nipples. Tugging, squeezing, pulling, pinching, Mistress grinded herself up against Cherry’s round behind.

“Nnnghh… that feels so good,” Cherry whimpered, finding such sweet pleasure in having my Mistress milk those juicy tits.

Drop after drop of milk dribbled and dripped until the drops became a spraying stream of sweet sweet milky cream.

“There we go,” said Mistress, tugging away and off Cherry’s breasts

“Open up,” said Cherry, leaning over, cupping her tits as they hung freely from her chest. I did as told, opening my mouth wide, sticking my tongue out. Waiting patiently for the nourishment of a mother’s milk.

The lovely Cherry milked her beautiful tits, pinching those perky nipples between her thumb and forefinger, tugging and squeezing, forcing the streams of creamy white milk to spray out. Her delicious milk rained down upon my face, dripping down my chin, coating my tongue, and finally filling my mouth. So sweet, so creamy, and so very yummy.

I swallowed a mouthful, savoring the taste. So good, so fucking good. I wanted more. More of her yummy mommy’s milk. I wanted to drink it, bathe in it, suck every last drop from out of her plump and full breasts.

“Does my little kitty want more?” Cherry asked as if reading my mind. Though I suppose the mind of a sissy is not all that difficult to read. A sissy wants and desires whatever the women in his life are willing to give.

“Yes, please,” I stuck my tongue out, waiting for another drop.

“You’re gonna spoil him,” said Amber, “But I suppose that’s your decision. I, on the other hand, am going to make sure he doesn’t get too used to all this special treatment.”

I had a pretty good feeling this kindness could not last forever. Especially not with Amber’s desire for dominance looming over me. Cherry and Amber, I couldn’t imagine two people more opposite. They balanced one another and used me as a sort of conduit for that balance.

Amber lifted my skirt up and over my back, “You cock might be locked away but that doesn’t mean I can’t still torture these sissy balls of yours.” She shot her hand forward and squeezed. Harder and harder, applying more and more pressure, the pain shooting through my cock and into my very core.

I let out a whimper of pain, pulling my knees in. Cherry knelt down before me, stroking and petting the top of my head, carefully ensuring not to mess up my new beautiful tiara.

“It’s okay my little kitty,” Cherry lifted her breast to my lips, “Here suck on mommy’s tits, it’ll help distract from the pain.”

I latched onto her supple breasts, sucking her nipple into mouth. Suckling like a babe. A small relief of calm washed over me as my mouth filled once again with her delicious cream.

“That’s it,” Cherry reassured me, continuing to pet me as my tongue danced around her stiff nipple, licking the drops as they spilled out, “you drink as much as you need.”

That calm only lasted so long, only until Amber slapped my balls with her open palm. This mix of pain and pleasure. Of torture and comfort. In direct opposition to one another. The one forcing itself upon me from behind, the other sweeping through me from in front. Together, clashing in the middle and erupting a torrent of emotions.

An otherworldly emotion that filled my being to the brim, searching for a way out. Another painful twist of the balls, Amber’s laughter echoing overhead. Another mouthful of creamy goodness, Cherry’s thumb caressing my cheek. This feeling bubbling up inside of me found release in the only way it could… seeping out of my caged sissy cock in the form of clear slick precum.

“Mmm, just look at that precum oozing from the tip of his sissy cock,” said Amber, punctuating it with another slap to the balls.

The shooting pain was cause for another moan, a moan that was muffled by Cherry’s succulent breast. I slurped and sucked upon her nipple in an attempt to pacify the pain.

“I think our little kitty is ready for something a little more extreme,” said Mistress, trailing her nails over my cock cage.

I popped my mouth off Cherry’s breasts, “Oh, Mistress, what are you gonna do to me?” Milk ran down my chin and neck, soaking into my maid’s uniform.

“I’m gonna fuck that tight little sissy ass,” Mistress replied, stepping into her thick meaty strapon, wearing it over her tight leather bottoms.

“Finally. Now that’s what I’m talking about,” Amber removed her uncaring hand from my aching and cum-swollen balls.

Pulling at my tail, Amber eased the buttplug out of my ass, “I hope this sissy ass is ready for Mistress’s big thick cock.” Amber spread my cheeks and spat onto my puckered hole.

“Oh, yes. It is always ready to receive my Mistress.”

“Where’s my lube?” Mistress asked, standing over me, slapping her hard strapon cock against my perky behind.

“I don’t see it,” said Amber.

“How about we use this instead,” said Veronica, picking up a can of whip cream from off the snack table.

“That could work,” Mistress gave my ass another spanking with her massive cock.

Veronica held the can of whip cream between her thick thighs, right below her lovely pussy. Then inserting the nozzle into my ass she pressed down on the tip, pumping her hips, spraying whip cream into my ass. I shivered with such satisfaction, having never felt a sensation like it before. Cool, refreshing, filling… and so fucking naughty. She pulled the tip out, whip cream leaking down between my thighs and tickling over my throbbing balls. Finally, she swirled a decent size dollop of fresh whip cream over my little sissy hole to top it off.

“I bet it feels just like an anal creampie,” said Veronica.

“Why don’t you drop your pants and I’ll help you find out,” said Amber.

Veronica handed the can to Amber then peeled her tight black leggings down her big round juicy ass followed by her pretty pink thong.

“Bend over,” demanded Amber, pushing against Veronica’s back. Veronica slapped her juicy behind with both hands and spread her ass. Amber stuffed the nozzle into Veronica’s tight asshole, filling her ass with whip cream to the brim.

“Oooh, it does feel like getting an anal creampie. I like it.” Whip cream dripped out of her puckered ass, running a little down her thick thighs.

“Hey sissy, I’ve got a nice little treat for you.” Veronica crawled in front of me, sticking her round ass in my face, “I hope you enjoy it as much as you enjoyed Cherry’s.” She backed her ass up, reached back, and stuffed my face between her plump booty cheeks.

Meanwhile, Mistress was busy teasing the tip of her strap-on cock over my creamy asshole. Then, swirling the tip around the swirl of whip cream penetrated my sissy ass, sinking the tip of her cock in, stretching me open.

“Nnngh… fuck.” Mistress' thick cock elicited a girlish moan out of me, muffled by Veronica’s ripe butt.

“Does my little sissy kitty like his Mistress’s big cock in his sissy ass?” Mistress spanked my behind, leaving a bright red mark.

“Mmhmm,” I nodded, swiping my tongue over Veronica’s cream-covered bootyhole.

“Should I fuck it harder? Deeper?”

I pulled my face out of Veronica’s ass, “Yes… please, Mistress, fuck me with that big hard cock.”

“Hey, I didn’t say you could stop eating my ass,” Veronica grabbed my braids, pulling my hair and stuffing my face back into her ass. “Get that tongue in there.”

Mistress, thrusting her hips, rammed her cock deeper into my ass. I slipped my tongue into Veronica’s cream-filled ass, darting it in and out, scooping the whip cream out and into my mouth.

“Mmm, that feels nice,” Veronica bounced her ass up and down, shaking it on my sissy face, whip cream spreading over my lips and chin.

Mistress gripped my hips, her nails digging into my flesh, forcing my ass back and down the full length of her cock.

“Give him back,” Veronica yanked my hair.

This way, then that way. Back and forth. Caught between the two of them. Each one wanting something different from me. Mistress wanting my ass, growling like a tigress as she plunged into my depths, whip cream spurting out between us. Veronica wanting my mouth and tongue, forcing me to feast upon the creamy goodness she pushed out of her beautiful, scrumptious booty.

Stuck between these two powerful and commanding women, taking full of their obedient sissy, making their demands, and seeing to their fulfillment, I couldn’t help but swell with an increasing need to cum. My balls growing tight, filled with sissy seed for them. More and more precum oozed and bubbled out of the tip of my cock, dripping through cock cage and trailing down onto the floor between my legs.

My tight little sissy ass greedily constricted around Mistress’s cock, pulling it in deeper, gobbling up every inch. Moaning, whimpering, loving every second of it. Then came Cherry, kind and caring, seeking to rescue me from the torment of my cock’s confinement.

“Aww,” Cherry lightly tapped the cage, “I think he needs to cum… is it okay if I take this off and help him?”

“That’s. Up. To. You.” Mistress punctuated each word with a hard and forceful thrust, my ass bouncing off her pelvis each time, my body jolting forward, face burying deeper between Veronica’s thick ass.

If my tongue and mouth weren’t so busy licking and slurping whip cream out of Veronica I would have thanked Cherry. As it was, the only show of thanks I could offer was the twitching of my aching cock, another gooey trail of precum seeping from the tip as Cherry unlocked and slid the cage off.

“Hold on,” said Amber, stepping one leg over me, my back between her knees, “before you give him his final present he needs to get his birthday spankings. How old are you?”

Veronica pulled my braids back, lifting my face out of her ass. I wiped the whipped cream off my lips and chin onto my forearm, “nineteen.”

“Nineteen it is.” Amber raised her hand, “One...” She slapped my ass, Mistress pounding in from behind. “Two…” She slapped me again, the pain growing more intense, yet the pleasure of Mistress sinking into my ass growing equally so.

“Three...” This time all three of them chanted, keeping count in unison. “Four…” Their voices mingled with the sharp resounding slap. “Four. Five. Six.” Chanting faster, Amber spanking harder. Ass redder.

“Seventeen…” My ass was a bright burning red. My sissy hole gaping mess of whip cream as Mistress continued to pound along with their count.

“Eighteen…” I bit down on my forearm, drooling.

“And now the finale,” Amber raised her hand high above. All at once, the women shouted, “Nineteen!” Amber’s palm met not with my ass but with delicate sissy balls.

“Fuck me…” I cried out. Mistress answered my cry by burying her cock up to the base, my cock jumping with excitement between my legs, my knees buckling and coming together.

The entire time I had to hold in my urge to cum. If I didn’t I would have blown my sissy load on the final count. It felt so good. The pain of Amber’s discipline, the pleasure of Mistress’s cock, the two working together. My excitement reached incredible heights.

Cherry tweaked her stiff nipples, filling her cupped hand with her milk, then grabbed my cock and coated it in her slick cream.

“Now it’s your turn to be milked,” said Cherry, stroking my little sissy cock up and down as it dangled freely between my legs. “How does that feel?” She twisted and teased around the head.

Legs shaking, shivering with ecstasy, “So… good…” My cock throbbing in her hands.

Sliding one hand on and the other off, over and over, milking my sissy cock, drenched in a mixture of her delicious mother’s milk and my own precum.

“You can do it my little sissy kitty, cum for mommy,” Cherry stroked faster and faster, coaxing the cum out of my cock.

So close… cock throbbing, balls swelling, ready… almost… there… Mistress grabbed my shoulders and pulled back, holding me against her, my ass filled with her cock.

“Do it, now. Cum for Mommy!” Cherry swept her hands off my cock. A surge of pleasure took hold of me, erupting out from between my legs. A thick stream of stark white sissy cum firing from my cock in ropes, spilling onto the floor beneath me.

“That’s my good little sissy kitty, that’s what mommy wanted to see,” Cherry petted my back. My cock continuously pulsated, spilling its seed, emptying out onto the floor in a puddle of cum.

Mistress pulled out, my ass gaping wide. I rolled onto my back, completely spent and used up. Breathing heavily, my milk-stained maid’s uniform sticking to my chest. The world spun around me. Their laughter filled my ears. And satisfaction unlike any other filled my heart.

“Happy birthday,” Mistress kissed the top of my forehead. The only time she had ever kissed me. I savored that kiss, felt it linger between my brow.

“Now what?” Asked Veronica.

“Now we can fuck each other,” said Mistress.

“Is he going to watch?” Veronica pointed a finger at me.

“Sure he can watch, under two conditions… The first…” Amber placed the cage back over my messy sissy cock and locked it away. “And the second…” She handcuffed my right wrist, sliding the other cuff around the leg of the couch and then cuffing my left. “There. Now he can watch and we don’t have to worry about him trying anything else.”

And that was how I spent the remainder of the best birthday I have ever had.
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